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Television. America’s favorite pastime. Every weeknight at primetime, families crowd 
around the living room widescreen—with TV dinner trays, maybe some Chinese take-
out or delivery pizza—and spend the next hour to two hours glued to the pictures 
dancing before their eyes until the late night news sends them to bed. A routine they’ll 
soon tire of once they realize there’s never anything good to watch. In a world where 
bad girl reality has taken over, crime investigation series have frightened  people to   
the point of never leaving the house, and boundary pushing sex scenes have made          
even channels like Cinemax blush, Sediments wants to take television in a different 
direction. 
 
Welcome to our fall preview! The pieces published in this themed issue represents 
everything we wish we could see on TV today. Imagine glorifying football greats whilst 
eating deep fried mac and cheese, playing “survivor” on Mars, or watching sharks face 
racial prejudice, and that’s just the beginning. Buckle your seatbelts for an insane ride, 
and let “Pilot” nosedive this plane right into your television screens! 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Nortina Simmons 
Founder, Editor-in-Chief  











born in a baggage trailer torn through and  
dust-chalked as a horned lizard but slick as a skink  
his cacti-wrapped fiberglass face  
floating up from the depths of a nineties television  
after five it is safe to steal the cable  
the Cowboy nation is all over the nation  
 
name him theater fag lawn fairy  
coyote schweinhund das ding ist 
name him Larry Clark’s full prosthetic dick bailiwick  
the lovers are alwaysalready  
upside down like playing cards  
 
January Jones’s hair  
entwined around a tree entwined around  
Mel Gibson’s big strong knee  
the king of cups everywhere and not a drop  
to drink Milwaukee’s Best  
 
No Home Alone no sweet ass zone 
too tall big feet not tall enough 
simian means you look like a monkey 
troubled teen with a delinquent scar on your pout  
all dogs are child actors in TV movies about rape  
 
the devil keeps us umbilical-HDMI-cabled  
let’s face it dude 
Indie movies just aren’t  
made for slick red Seconals with cats called  
Vader who wear ripe banana sweatpants 
 
Poe’s mad not mad narrator’s fire-slit 
was yellow like a latex bastard  



like prickly pear flower butter 
like crushed clonazepam and Cialis 
 
your veins are yellow belly racers 
the magician’s pipe, copper wool, foil and bowl  
like a moebus strip made of blood clot  
don’t do much good  
so crawl out from under  
that wolfskin and eat your meat 
 
I forgive you for being unhinged  
for memorizing lines into tissues at La Sex Shoppe 
for having your monologue removed from my rectum  
for sending a headshot of my sagebrush river cooter to the Spirit Awards 
for falling in love with a prospector 
 
dirt in the old west contains beef juice resin ash-dried tears and chemotherapy 
you rolled in it for me tough guy you rolled in it for magic 





At Jessie’s prompting, Martin rose to present the 
results—and the wind surged against the 
Boardroom windows. Directors looked at him 
questioningly. Martin took a quick breath and 
began. 

 At first, it went well. With Jessie’s 
comforting presence, the right phrases came to 
him easily— “giving the punters what they want,” 
“hitting the high notes,” “leveraging our assets.” 
The wind died down. Martin was just coming to, 
“more visibility on our earnings,” when he 
paused. “I mean…”   

What did  he mean? 
Hail rattled suddenly against the windows. 

The directors jumped. 
 Behind Martin, Jessie hissed, “The write-
offs— ‘over the hump.’ ”  
 “Sorry, lost the plot!” His heart pounding, 
Martin smiled shakily. He resumed. “More 
visibility—and more granularity. We are gaining 
traction, getting into a good place. Momentum is 
building. We’re on track for new horizons.” 
 The hail pattered into silence. Board 
members visibly relaxed. Even the chairman, 
whose hand had been hovering over the security 
button, was nodding. Out of the corner of his eye, 
Martin saw Jessie smile. 
 He was about to conclude when he 
remembered the write-offs. “I’d just like to 
mention–”  

The windows resounded to a fusillade of 
hail. The chairman rose. “I don’t know what 
you’ve got up your sleeve, Martin,” he said loudly 

against the uproar, “but we’ll take a rain check.” 
Board members smiled in relief.   

Jessica swiftly gathered up their papers. 
Gripping Martin’s arm almost painfully hard, she 
steered him out of the Boardroom. Wind growled 
ominously around the building.  

 
“You have to take it seriously, Martin.”   
 Back in the relative security of the 
Finance Department, deep within the complex, 
Jessie could be direct.   
 “I’m sorry, I didn’t think–” Martin said.   
 “You have to think.” A lock of hair had 
fallen over Jessie’s eye; she swept it back with an 
unsteady hand. “So many powerful people 
listening—whatever you say will get amplified, 
and God knows how the weather will react. Think 
of Stowcroft…”   

Martin nodded miserably. Stowcroft had 
had a real hurricane—they’d lost twenty people 
and half their building, all because of a few direct 
words from their CEO.   

Even here, they had to be careful. Already, 
the blinds on the interior window were beginning 
to twitch. You couldn’t hide from the weather for 
long. 

Jessie began again. “The chairman could 
easily–”  

The blinds flipped up, the floor vibrated, 
and Jessie quickly changed her tone. “We have to 
walk before we can run,” she said loudly, waving 
Martin out of the room. She picked up her 
handset. As he went back to his seat, Martin 



heard her firm voice; “…almost blew a fuse… 
back from the brink… cover our backsides…”  

The department quietened. Martin 
thought admiringly of his boss’s strength. Would 
he ever learn to speak like her? 

 
It was lunchtime, and the weather was calm 
enough for Martin to go outside. In a way, it     
was safer there because although you were 
unsheltered, people were dispersed, and any 
careless talk had less chance of getting amplified. 
Nonetheless, Martin kept close to the shopfronts. 
 He bought his sandwich, and on the way 
back, he passed a gift shop. And there he had a 
thought. Why not? He went inside and flipped 
through the cards. These had the usual anodyne 
expressions of affection, regret, recollection— 
indeed with the weather as it was, they could 
hardly say anything original.   

Here was one card; “To someone special,”  
it read. “Skies are blue/Because of you/Stay true/
And I’ll be too.” Nice—but was it quite what he 
meant?  

Oh, what fool that he was! That was the 
point—you couldn’t  say what you meant, you had 
to use clichés or you were done for. The weather 
would find you out.    

He took it to the counter. The shop 
assistant gave him a look as he paid. What did 
she mean? She’d stocked the thing, hadn’t she? 
Martin left the shop in a huff. 

The wind caught him in the doorway, 
snatching away the sandwich bag, almost pushing 
him over. He felt a surge of fear—was the 
weather reading his mind?  But as he braced, he 
saw a small group ahead of him scatter. The wind 
must have been for them. He snatched up the 
sandwich bag and hurried back to his building. 
 
Jessie wasn’t in. Martin left the card on her desk 
and went back to his cubicle to rework the 
presentation. They would need it for the analysts 
meeting. And then he had a thought—autocue! 

Script the words in advance where no one else 
would see them. Delightedly, he found the place 
where he had stumbled and carefully typed the 
caption, “Write-offs are behind us, we’re over the 
hump.”  
 Later that afternoon, Jessie called him 
into her office. “Thank you for this.” She held up 
the card. 
 Martin started to explain, but Jessie put a 
finger to her lips. “Very sweet.” 
 She looked tired. And no wonder, having 
to fend off life-threatening weather and manage 
him and the Board and everything else at the 
same time. He felt a pang of tenderness.   
 Jessie must have sensed his thought. “It is 
hard,” she said. “When I started the job, we could 
say what we meant. But now the weather’s like 
this, it’s corporate-speak or die.” 
 Martin nodded, amazed that she dared say 
so much. And indeed, the floor trembled beneath 
them, and the desk rocked.   
 But Jessie hadn’t finished. “You see, 
Martin, I have hopes of you. It is easier for a man 
to say this stuff. Women keep wanting to analyze, 
to express things their own way.” 
 A draught burst in and flipped loose 
papers into the air. They had to stop. 
 Jessie looked at him in mute appeal. 
 “Consider it done,” said Martin.   
 And as he went back to his desk, and calm 
settled again, Martin felt he passed a stage. He 
could take it on his shoulders, he was on course 
for higher things, he was one of the boys…  





It was raining –  
 of course it was –  
supposedly there’s this place on the Plains 
where it’s rained every day since records were written –  
I’m not sure if it’s true but I half-wish it was, 
a place where the rain falls and falls 
onto grass and earth and all the birds feel like 
they’re drowning, but – slowly, 
sweetly, quiet, sleeping. 
In a place like that, 
maybe we could all sit down and finally begin to learn 
not to hurt ourselves. 
 
Creatures kept dropping stones 
and empty pen filters in  a dress rehearsal for the end. 
Natives of the event horizon 
gathered under the clouds and faded 

like thumbprint ghosts. 
Of course it was raining. 
He sat in the rain with heavy-wet hair, 
plucking feathers from pigeons to roll into joints. 
He asked each bird, What do you want, and snapped 
cello-string necks when they couldn’t 
answer. 
 
What’s wrong with you? and all you could say 
was I don’t know, 
 I don’t know, over and over, 
each time more yellow, 
I don’t know, 
until the fallen leaves spiraled up into Dorothy’s tornado 
and the featherless pigeons formed their jury. 
The courtroom adjourned and you unscrewed your belly, 
watching the earthworms fall slimy  
into puddles of rain and the judge curl up to sleep 
in the haven beneath her desk.  



Nude celebrities emerge from the shooting ranges, but the neighbors only pay attention to the noise. 
Legal owners fire at the targets shaped like beginning yoga students in their warrior poses. Did anyone 
think this would lead to a crisis? No, but the government kicked off a campaign to stockpile toilet paper 
anyway. Most of the supply comes from the central part of the state where the top chefs drive together 
in one car to see the rich farmland. Oh the Seckel pears, the heirloom okra. These are unknowns to the 
women of Ferndale raising their families by playing blackjack and taking photos of children in chapels. 
How the surviving members of the Crafters Guild prayed for quick and tidy memorabilia. But the only 
available memories are the result of data breaches. The hackers strike at noon — quick in, quick      
out — then retreat to their minimalist interiors. They whisper innocent verses to their houseplants, 
dream of an unabated afternoon of powerlifting, and anticipate the sound of someone coming for them. 
Boom. Boom. Boom. It's Bruckner's symphonies. Open up. Open up. There's a lot more shit I need to 
store in there. 





Gavin slouched back in his chair, his face  
washed-out and gray in the harsh fluorescent 
lights. “What’s the point of being psychic if you 
can’t predict stuff like this, Em?”  

Emily glared at him then sneaked a glance 
at the security guard out of the corner of her eye. 
He was watching them closely, planted firmly in 
front of the only exit, one beefy hand tapping    
his nightstick. Her shoulders slumped, and she 
crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly angry 
at Gavin for getting them caught in the first 
place. 

“What’s the point of having a partner 
working the crowd if he gets busted every time he 
sticks his hand in somebody’s pocket?” she hissed 
at him. 

“Sorry for trying to get us enough cash to 
go back to the hostel tonight,” Gavin retorted.   

Emily rolled her eyes. She’d had more 
than enough for dinner and a bed, right up until 
Gavin had gotten them grabbed by security. Now 
everything she’d had in her wallet was in the 
guard’s pocket, and it was absolutely no comfort 
whatsoever that his wife was cheating on him 
with both his brothers, and that he’d die of a 
heart attack when he found out. 

“Children, please. You’re both bad at 
this.” The voice that came over the intercom    
was tinny but recognizably older, female, and 
confident. Emily looked around before realizing 
that the clunky camera in one corner was still 
picking up audio, even though its lens was angled 
uselessly at the far wall. The door behind the 
guard opened, and a portly middle-aged woman 
dressed like a soap-opera fortune-teller swept 
through. She looked around, then shook her head. 

“What a dreary place,” she sighed. “This 
won’t do at all. Reginald, give the boy back their 
money and see that he gets on a bus. Miss Harris, 
please come with me.” 

“We’re a team. I’m not going anywhere 
without him,” Emily said, stiffening. The driver’s 
license in her wallet had been for Patricia 

Thompson; she hadn’t gone by Harris since her 
step-mother kicked her out at fifteen. 

“I’ll give you an extra two hundred dollars 
to leave now,” the woman said sweetly, turning to 
Gavin. 

“Sorry, Em. I’ll wait for you at the hostel,” 
he muttered, getting to his feet and avoiding her 
eyes. Emily glowered helplessly at his back as the 
woman paid both him and the guard off. 

“Now, Miss Harris?” the woman prompted.   
Emily followed her reluctantly, and they made 
their way through the back corridors of the office 
complex to a plush, cozily-decorated suite. The 
sign on the door said, “Madame Cassandra” in a 
heavy Gothic typeface. Below it was a smaller 
legend in a more whimsical script: “Fortunes told, 
fates changed, luck turned.” The decor was 
similar to the woman’s clothes; a bohemian,   
New-Age aesthetic put together by someone with 
expensive taste.  

The woman gestured for Emily to sit, then 
poured them some tea. 

“I wouldn’t be too upset about your 
partner,” she said. “Men are fickle, and that one 
in particular is more trouble than he’s worth. I’m 
Laurie Mitchell, which you may have picked up on 
already. Please call me Cassandra when we’re in 
the office.” 

“That’s a little,” Emily frowned, groping 
for the right word, “inauspicious, isn’t it?” 
 “That would require my clients to actually 
remember the whole myth instead of just vague 
details,” Laurie told her, smiling. “I’ve been 
looking for someone like you for a while now. 
Imagine my surprise at finding her a hundred 
yards away, distracting sunburnt tourists while 
her boyfriend relieves them of their pocket 
change. Honestly, you could make better money 
selling oranges at an intersection.”  

“Someone like me?” Emily hedged. 
 Laurie settled into an overstuffed        
chair and clasped her mug in both hands, a     
cheerfully mercenary expression on her kind face. 



“I suppose a better way to put it would be 
someone else like me. Though I’m guessing from 
the fact that we’re even having this conversation 
that you have the usual trouble seeing your own 
future.” 

Emily flushed and looked down at her tea. 
She didn’t like where the conversation was going. 
Working a crowd using standard mentalist tricks 
that everyone assumed were part of a bit was one 
thing. The only part where she had to pay 
attention was getting it wrong often enough to 
soothe the audience. Someone who expected her 
to really predict the future was something else 
entirely. 

“Nobody else likes knowing what their 
future holds,” Emily said defensively. “Why would 
I?” 

“That, my dear, is precisely the sort of 
attitude that leads to sleeping on park benches 
instead of feather beds,” Laurie sighed. “The 
future might be less mutable than our clients 
wish it was, but it’s certainly more so than it 
looks from our perspective.” 

“Can you see your future?” Emily asked. 
That had been a sticking point for as long as she 
could remember. Everyone else’s life was clear, if 
she looked closely enough, but her own was a 
swirl of funhouse mirrors and kaleidoscope colors 
that only got worse the harder she tried. 

“It’s easy, once you learn the right 
technique,” Laurie said. “Stick around, and I 
might even tell you about it.” She winked. “I’ll be 
blunt, Miss Harris. I’m looking for an assistant. If 
you’re interested, I see a very prosperous future 
for you.” 

Emily snorted, then covered the noise 
with a cough. It hardly took a clairvoyant to see 
that a steady paycheck would improve her life. 
Laurie shook her head and clicked her tongue at 
Emily’s obvious skepticism. 

“Okay, I’ll bite,” Emily said. “What is it 
you want me to do?” 

“I’ve gotten something of a reputation 

amongst the well-to-do, and it’s led to an increase 
in demand for my services,” Laurie explained. 
“Unfortunately, there’s only so much time in a 
day to make sure things go smoothly.” 

Emily rolled the mug between her palms 
and let herself go blank for a moment. “You’re a 
matchmaker? That’s  what this is about?” 

“After a fashion,” Laurie laughed. “As you 
said, people don’t like knowing their futures. Not 
really. You took that as a sign that you should 
stop telling people what’s going to happen, that 
you should shrink yourself down until people 
were comfortable again. You can just as easily set 
them up with what they’re so desperately looking 
for.” She leaned forward and put her hand on 
Emily’s knee. “I assure you, the second method is 
much more profitable.” 

“So you, what, tell them love is in their 
future and then set them up on a date with 
another desperate loser?” Emily demanded. It 
was better than actually trying to tell someone 
their real fortune, she supposed, but not by much. 

“Nothing so crass,” Laurie assured her. 
She got up and poured more hot water from the 
kettle. “I tell them love is in their future and then 
arrange a fortuitous and entirely natural meeting 
with an appropriately pliable and eager-to-please 
partner who’s been equally primed for a rich or 
well-connected stepping-stone to appear in their 
path.” 

“So you get paid twice,” Emily said slowly. 
“That’s actually not a bad business model.” 
 “The universe loves us and wants us to be 
happy.” Laurie beamed, and Emily hid her 
grimace behind her mug. That hadn’t been her 
experience with the universe at all. Laurie gave 
her a disapproving look. “My clients expect a 
certain amount of positivity from me, Miss Harris. 
You don’t have to believe it, but you’ll have to 
project it. They’re certainly paying enough for it.” 
 “Would I have to dress like a hippie, too?” 
she asked. Even aside from not being able to pull 
off the look, blowsy, draping clothes that were 



easy to grab or get caught on things made her 
nervous.  

“No, no. People find it easier to believe 
predictions coming from a certain type of 
person,” Laurie said. She gestured from her 
scarves to her sandals with a sweeping motion. 
“This is how I cater to that. As I said, I’m looking 
for an assistant, not an apprentice. You would 
book appointments, do preliminary interviews 
with potential clients, that sort of thing. We’d 
confer about them later, in private. I don’t expect 
you to do readings for them.” 

“In exchange for?” Emily prompted. It 
didn’t take ESP to tell that Laurie wanted more 
than what she was asking for, but Emily couldn’t 
see much danger in grabbing what she could 
before the other shoe dropped. 

“A generous wage now while we see how 
things pan out,” Laurie said. “If I like your work, 
and you like the business, we could work out a 
profit-sharing agreement later.” 

“Uh-huh.” Emily bit her lip. “This seems 
like the sort of arrangement where there’s        
not much room for growth. How many rich      
guys around here can possibly be looking for 
sugarbabies?” 

Laurie tapped her lacquered nails on a 
thick brocade-covered binder sitting on her desk 
and smiled. “This is California, dear. Half the 
state is only here because they want more than 
what they have now. For every client who wants a 
pretty wife half his age who forgives his every 
lapse, for every client who wants a rich husband 
who can make her a star before he decides      
he’s really in love with his daughter’s college 
roommate, there are ten more looking for a 
personal assistant who can make their climb up 
the ladder easier, or a boss who can get them out 
of the internship ghetto. Actors are looking for 
agents; agents are looking for the new star. The 
rich and bored are looking for an adventure. 
People with frankly alarming business proposals 
are looking for hands-on investors. And they are 

all, every last one of them, potential revenue 
streams if handled properly.” 

Emily sipped her tea. She had to admire 
Laurie’s ambition, if nothing else. It certainly put 
her own petty street theater to shame. Laurie sat 
back down, crossed her ankles, and clasped her 
hands expectantly in her lap. 

“So, Miss Harris, what do you say? Would 
you like to make something of yourself?”  

Emily considered the thin mattresses and 
even thinner sheets in the shared room she’d be 
going back to. The one packet of ramen noodles 
she and Gavin had split for dinner the night 
before. The blazing sun she’d been working 
under, the mixed smell of sweat and sunscreen 
and beer that blended into the smell of a crowd. If 
Gavin had taken the money and bolted, as she 
half-expected him to have done, she’d have all 
that plus the extra trouble of breaking in a new 
partner. And, most importantly, the squats and 
the marks and the instant noodles would all be 
there again if things went sour with Laurie. She 
really didn’t have anything to lose. 
 “Yes, Madame Cassandra,” Emily said 
firmly, plastering a fake smile on her face. “Yes, I 
would.”  









At 6:17 AM 
she chooses 
a World Music CD 
from Lois' old 
massage repertoire: 
hand drums, 
ambient chords, 
soft voices 
of African children. 
This could be 
Bruce Hornsby if Bruce 
were a dozen prepubescent 
African youth 
or an unsteady breath 
poured into a flute 
or an errant didgeridoo 
on which the laser eye 
keeps skipping— 
She eats potatoes 
with ketchup. 
Traces of local yolk 
stick to her chin. 
The sun pitches 
its typical fit in the front yard. 
A mint with half a milligram of THC 
dissolves under my tongue. 
My pits smell of mildew 
chives and fish sauce. 
It's summertime, 
not quite 7 AM. 
Everybody dies 
but not everybody lives. 
I saw that on the side 
of a tattoo shop 
so it must be true. 
Today I wonder 
which is which.  





There is a dark little room at the end of a dim 
stone hallway, deep below the cobblestone streets 
of a grimy, old town. In this room is a thin, tired 
man tied to a large wooden board hanging high 
upon a stone wall. The room is cold, illuminated 
only by four fat, greasy candles in tall iron 
candlesticks cowering deep within each of the 
four corners of the room, the flames dancing 
slimily, sinuously. The man’s eyes are closed, but 
he is not asleep. His breath is slow. His mind is 
still. A rag, torn hastily from someone’s old shirt, 
is balled up in his mouth, but one ragged end 
sticks out with a button hanging loosely from it 
on a single thread. The rag tastes metallic.  

The man’s ear pricks up; there comes to 
him, from far away, the sharp tap-tap of quick 
footsteps. They are getting closer. He holds his 
breath until the footsteps come to a halt outside 
of the heavy wooden door. He hears a man’s deep 
voice say a few words. Truman’s voice, of course. 
Truman’s words, a question, hang heavy in the 
air. They are met by a faint reply in a tinny, high 
voice. Then the chiming of many keys. Ancient 
bolts rattle as the door is opened slowly and 
steadily, Truman’s hand carefully pushing it 
inward, as though it would fall apart were it 
opened in haste.  

A cloaked figure hesitates in the quivering 
spotlight cast by the torch mounted on the wall of 
the hallway, just beyond the threshold. The man 
opens his eyes sluggishly to see the hooded figure 
step slowly, deliberately slowly, into the room. 
Truman does not take his eyes off the figure for a 

moment, but the figure’s hooded head is bowed to 
the ground. The figure in the room, Truman pulls 
the door shut just as slowly as he opened it. The 
figure stands still. Water trickles down some wall 
very far away. A mouse scurries along the ground 
somewhere in the shadows. 

The man on the board waits—what else 
can he do? Slowly, the figure raises a small gloved 
hand to remove the hood, revealing a young face. 
It is a girl—she has the tiniest mouth, the man 
notices, but her eyes are large, beady like a bug’s, 
even though she has them focused on the filthy 
ground. She has long black curly hair, more 
messy than curly, and how long, he can’t tell—
most of it is stuffed into the cloak. Her skin         
is deathly pale, and her forehead round (if 
prompted enough, the man might say it is  
serene, this forehead). The pallor of her face is 
interrupted only twice: first by her dark, thick 
eyebrows, and then by her small rosebud lips. Her 
face is gaunt, but in the soft candlelight of the 
room, the ins and outs of the contours of her face 
make her look so beautiful. She moves from 
where she stands in front of the door to in front of 
the man on the board hanging from the wall.  

She stands square in front of him, her 
small feet together, back straight, and slowly 
brings her bug eyes to meet his. Clearer eyes he 
has never seen before, and glazed over as though 
she is about to cry. The oily dance of the candles’ 
flames is reflected in her glassy stare. Her gaze 
moves over his thin, shirtless body. She sees that 
he used to be healthy, but now his stomach is 



sunken, his ribs ominously jutting out. His skin is 
shiny with sweat, and it seems pale, but she can’t 
be sure in this light—it is without any blemish, 
without any cuts or scrapes, save for a small 
scratch across the bridge of his nose. His hair is 
long, matted down on his scalp by sweat, dark 
brown or a dark red, she can’t be sure. His cheeks 
bulge with the rag in his mouth. His arms are 
raised above his head, tied at the wrists by a dirty 
and rough-looking rope hanging from a small 
hook on the stone wall above the board, the same 
kind of rope used to tie his torso to the board. She 
sees him looking at her; his eyes seem blue, and 
the skin around them swollen, from lack of sleep 
or crying, she can’t be sure. She stares at him for 
a while. Something about his meek face makes 
her want to weep, but she doesn’t.  

She clears her throat softly, shyly, as 
though afraid to make a loud, jarringly loud, 
noise. She opens her mouth, but her voice fails 
her. She clears her throat again, a bit louder this 
time. The first word cracks as it scuttles through 
her thin red lips. 

“My name is Anais,” she says. “I am 
eighteen years old, and I would like to tell you my 
story.” He looks at her with sad eyes that 
presently fill up with tears. The girl licks her lips 
warily and begins. 

“I am always followed by an invisible man 
who has a hold on my throat. He makes it hard for 
me to speak. His face is frightening. He has two 
pinpricks of yellow light where his eyes are 
supposed to be; it is as though he saw something 
a long time ago that made his eyes just burst out 
of his skull, leaving his yellow soul visible to all 
who dare to look. He is always whispering mean 
things into my ears, and he never stops, even 
when I want to sleep. I hit my head hard where I 
feel his words have grabbed onto my thoughts, 
trying to loosen their hold, but he always says 
more to replace what I’ve tried to beat off or 
forget. I cry for him to stop saying all these mean 
things to me, but he doesn’t listen. 

“He says mean things about me. When I 
am around other people, he says such mean 
things about me that I feel I can’t move. He tells 
me that no one wants to talk to me, and that I am 
ugly, that I smell, that I am repulsive. That I am 
stupid, unbelievably stupid, that I ought to kill 
myself. And I know he is speaking the truth 
because every time I muster up the strength to 
speak to other people, to try to defy the invisible 
man, I say something dumb, and other people 
make faces at me as though I’ve made a horrible, 
rude blunder, said something very wrong and 
senseless. So I must believe this invisible, mean 
man.” 

The man on the board tries to swallow, 
but has a hard time because of the rag in his 
mouth. The girl pauses and watches his torso as a 
red scratch runs slowly across the skin of his 
sunken belly, as though an invisible hand were 
dragging the sharp edge of some old costume 
jewelry across it. A tear rolls down one of the 
man’s hollow cheeks, and the girl’s heart begins 
to beat very fast. She takes a deep breath and 
continues. 

“My father frightened me. He came home 
every night from work angry. A lot of the nights, 
he had about him this horrible sweet and 
pungent odour. When he smelled like this, I knew 
to stay away from him. He would get violent. He 
punched holes into walls, he yelled at mother. I 
hated him when he yelled at mother. She didn’t 
do anything wrong. Neither did I, though. Why  
did he yell at me and break all my things?        
The invisible man told me it was because I’m a 
horrible and dumb person, because I’m not doing 
well enough in school. My mother told me that my 
father loves me very much and that I should show 
him that I love him more. I tried, but I couldn’t. I 
was disgusted by him when he smelled of that 
smell. I didn’t want him to hug me and get that 
ugly smell onto me. And the invisible man told me 
that I was scum for feeling this way. 

“Then my father got fired from his job, 



and he was very sad. It got to be that every day he 
would smell of that smell. One day, he slit his own 
throat and died. The invisible man said that this 
was my fault. I didn’t love him enough, so he 
killed himself. My mother said this, too. I thought 
so, too. And so I cried. I cried a lot.”  

The girl looks at the man, and she is so 
sad, her big eyes seem even bigger filled with 
tears as they are. The man looks at her sadly with 
his eyebrows furrowed. He is in pain; he is now 
covered in scratches, as though someone had just 
been going at him with the ragged sharp edges of 
more old costume jewelry—tearing into his skin 
after every word the girl spoke. Some scratches 
are deep cuts that bleed profusely. His Adam’s 
apple quivers up and down in his throat as he 
tries to swallow. Tears silently stream down his 
cheeks to his chin, from where they dive to the 
cold stone ground, hitting it without a sound.  

“Everything is bad now,” says the girl. “My 
mother is always sad and won’t look at me. And 
the invisible man has such a tight grip around my 
neck that I have a hard time looking up from the 
ground. Before, there would be times, though few, 
when he would be quiet, when he would stop 
saying mean things to me. But now . . . now he 
never stops. Even my dreams he crafts. Before, I 
used to have beautiful, warm dreams. I used to 
look forward to sleep to get away from the 
ugliness of the invisible man’s words. Now I can’t 
sleep. I daren’t shut my eyes—he shows me such 
horrible things, such horrible people who want to 
do such horrible things to me. And he shows me 
how ugly I am so that I should understand that I 
deserve the other people’s horribleness. It all 
frightens me no end. The invisible man’s message 
is always resounding within me, echoing off my 
bones: I am the ugliest person. And so I am 
afraid. I am so, so afraid.” 

The girl’s head hangs low below her 
shoulders as she says these last words. She seems 
tired now after all this talking. The man, despite 
his own pain, wishes someone would help her. 

The girl looks up at him with her big wet eyes and 
smiles a shy smile. It is a face unaccustomed to 
smiling, and she can’t hold onto the smile long 
enough. The corners of her mouth twitch 
anxiously, and then fall back down, as though 
spent from the effort. Noticing that her smile has 
failed her, she lifts her head high. The man can 
tell that she has a hard time doing this. He sees 
the cordlike muscles in her thin neck twitch and 
tremble as she holds her chin high, the defined 
line of her jaw parallel to the floor. The man 
shivers—perhaps because this small girl, in 
performing such a small task as raising her head, 
has effected such a colossal change in the air of 
the room, having charged it with the excitement 
of a resolution; or perhaps because the warm 
blood rushing from the millions of cuts on his 
body cools as it meets the stale, stony cold air. 

“I know what to do, and I will do it,” she 
says urgently in a faltering voice. She breathes in 
deeply and goes on more evenly. “I don’t want to 
hurt any more people. No more. I am sorry I am 
such a bad person. I didn’t mean to be so bad.” 
The man looks at her with such sad eyes, knowing 
very well what she will say next. 

“I crossed the bridge to get here, and I will 
have to cross the bridge to go away. There are a 
lot of people walking along it today—it’s warm 
out, though the water flowing beneath the bridge 
will be very, very cold. I suspect it will be frozen 
in a few days. I can easily jump into the water. I 
won’t be noticed in the crowd, I am small. Quiet 
and small. I can’t swim, so that will be good.” 
 The man wants to scream, to speak to her. 
He can’t. His saliva has moistened the rag so 
much that with each swallow, the rag threatens to 
slip deeper down his throat. The girl has her big, 
sad eyes focused on him and sees that blood is 
now surging from a fresh wound right above 
where his heart should be. She looks at him with 
very sorry eyes, tears now pouring down her 
cheeks unabashedly.  
 “I am sorry, really,” she says in a small 



voice that is very used to saying sorry. Her weary, 
moist eyes and tear-streaked face make her look 
like an ancient woman who has been crying since 
the beginning of time. She shrugs a bleak shrug, 
wipes her nose on the sleeve of her cloak, and 
says, again, for the final time, “I am so sorry.” 
The veins in the man’s neck pop as he lets out a 
scream that is swallowed up by the rag in his 
mouth. The wound on his chest grows dark red as 
warm blood gushes from deep within him. His 
breathing is fast and uneven through his small, 
too small, pointed nose. The girl turns to the door 
and raps on it with one tiny gloved fist, putting 
her hood back on with her other hand.  

For a brief moment, as she is yanking on 
her hood, her hair parts to reveal the back of her 
small neck, and on it is a yellow and blue bruise 
in the shape of a mighty hand. This is the last 
thing the man sees before he dies.  

Truman opens the door slowly, and the 
girl walks out, leaving behind her the thin dead 
man tied to the board mounted on the wall. 
Truman looks into the room while behind him the 
sound of the girl’s tiny footsteps grows faint, 
following her away to that busy bridge. Truman 
sees the still man and sighs. 

“Boss won’t be too pleased,” he mutters 
under his breath and goes to take the dead man 
down from the wall. 
  
A fat man with rosy cheeks and a nose-crinkling 
smile walks up to Truman, who stands at the end 
of the dim stone hallway, in front of the door to 
the dark little room, deep below the cobblestone 
streets of the grimy old town. 
 “Hiya, Truman. Nice day,” the fat man 
says with a twinkle in his small, beady eyes. “Nice 
but cold—the river’s frozen over.” 
 “Bet getting your story off your chest will 
make you see only the sweetness and light 
again,” muses Truman, sifting through his key 
ring. The fat man stares guiltily down at his 
brand new leather shoes—a gift from his wife. 

Truman slowly opens the door, and the fat man 
steps in. He looks up at the wall, then back at 
Truman, then back at the wall, then again at 
Truman.  
 “A new one already?” the fat man asks, 
astounded. 
 “Yes. There was a girl in here yesterday, a 
bit after you left—her story killed the poor 
bastard. Took no more than fifteen minutes. Got 
him right in the heart.”  

“Well, must’ve been one hell of a story.” 
The fat man pauses in the doorway, thinking. 
“Say, do you think her story was responsible for 
the city’s settlement with the student rioters?” 
Truman looks at him pointedly, eyes narrowed, 
not saying anything. “You know,” the fat man 
muses on, “I think it was.” He claps his hands 
together, the sound crackling far through the 
stony veins of the underground. He rubs them 
together for a while thoughtfully, then chirps 
back up. “Well, the fewer bad feelings above 
ground the better, I always say.” Truman nods 
with a warm smile, but a darkness settles over 
both their eyes, a dark thought they both share 
casting a long, bleak shadow. The fat man 
gestures solemnly into the room with finality and 
goes in. 
 Truman gently closes the door on the fat 
man.  





pacing in the lobby 
each waiting for our stupid friends 
who knew that's how love begins? 
when you both walk out of star wars an hour in 







Sheets, creamy, this peculiar bedroom atmosphere. 
Silk. Garnacha and ganja, which sounds like dragons— 
It’s too many tannins, my brain aspires to starry sponge bath, 
but, 
 
until then I struggle as a window-washer, scouring the 
what I see, reflected, in & with the how I see it, molten mirror 
to the stars, forgetting and remembering seasonally. It's 
photons, narrative and glass, 
and, 
 
eighty-one Lynch movies later, Merlin beams in 
from his respective decrepit cliché, an allegedly 
dumb-dead story about incest, royalty and Avalon, 
soap opera shit, but, a romance, 
in the window-washing sense, 
 
replete with window-washers   
toting buckets, sponges. 





Buzzcut season: hot and sticky. We were playing 
the Red Oak Warriors, our division rivals, for a 
chance to go to state, and my son was up to bat. 
He played right field, shortstop, and even caught 
when need be, a regular utility man. I would’ve 
loved having him cover short for us, turning one-
hoppers into double plays, but he wore a Red Oak 
jersey.  
 “Go Demons! Go Demons!” 
 The home crowd’s exorcism-like chant 
grew as Sean tapped his cleats with the barrel of 
his bat, standing just outside the batter’s box and 
mean-mugging our ace pitcher, Clyde Cope. Sean 
played terrific defense, but somehow that never 
translated into hitting the ball well. Before the 
divorce last year, before he went to live with his 
mom in Red Oak, I worked with him every day. 
For a while, I thought he simply wasn’t trying, 
upset at his parents for fighting so much. But that 
wasn’t it at all. When it came to batting, he just 
plain sucked.  
 As a team, the Red Oak Warriors also 
sucked. A terrible ball club, they lucked into       
an opportunity to go to state through mere 
circumstance: forfeits, rain cancelations, and the 
second and third place teams in our division 
being disqualified for a benches-clearing brawl 
that left one kid with a busted clavicle. 
 Our ace pitcher, Clyde Cope, shot me        
a look from the mound. I shuffled out more 
sunflower seeds even though my stomach hurt. 
The assistant coach, Jonathan, laid a hand on my 
shoulder. 
 “CC getting nervous about state, Big 
Mike?” he asked.   

Jonathan was a clueless man of around 
twenty-eight, happily married, with two small  
kids that ran around the adjacent park. He 
volunteered because as a high-school senior, he’d 
led the Heritage Demons to great success. His 
name was on a banner draped underneath the 
press box windows. I wouldn’t consider him a 
friend, but he was the only adult that had asked 

about my divorce. I told him the same thing I told 
Sean: I didn’t really know why. These things just 
happen. Jonathan said, and I remember this as 
clear as day, “You always think you chew your 
food properly until one day you see whole kernels 
of corn in your crap.” It struck me as something 
equal parts profound and nonsensical. 
 “Clyde’s fine,” I said. “That’s my son up to 
bat.” 
 “Right, right,” he replied, blushing and 
checking the scorecard.  
 It was the top of the seventh, and Sean 
would be the final out, effectively ending the 
game. The few Red Oak fans that had traveled 
down to Heritage stood up, folded their lawn 
chairs, and tossed trash into an overflowing fifty-
gallon drum. Only my ex-wife, Heather, stayed 
seated, her eyes hidden behind gaudy sunglasses. 
Heather wore a Warriors jersey with her maiden 
name on the back. Whenever she thought no one 
else was looking, she’d flip me off. 
 Red Oak had a decent starting pitcher, the 
sole reason they’d won a few games that season. 
We’d pegged him for three runs, two in the first 
and an insurance run in the sixth, and that was 
more than enough. It was 3-0. I almost felt sorry 
for Heather, who sat through many games, home 
and away. Red Oak truly never had a chance to 
win. 
 I gave Clyde hand signals: pitch it down 
the pipe, something hittable. No reason Sean 
should be their final out of the season. A nagging 
thought of Red Oak rallying back fluttered 
through my brain; every coach has doubts like 
that. I chased the unrealistic notion away. 
 The first pitch sailed across the plate. 
Sean chopped at it like he was hoeing weeds. 
 “Strike one!” 
 Clyde shuffled his feet and chewed his 
gum. He squinted at Sean, who, bless his heart, 
retained the fierce, steely gaze of his mother. My 
boy was thin; if he leaned against a house, you’d 
mistake him for a ladder. He had a tender heart, 



too. In sports, you have to be a killer. Eye black 
streaked down his face like thunderclouds 
gushing rain. I hoped it was from sweat and not 
tears. The Iowa afternoon attacked two-fold, with 
heat and humidity, the kind of day that makes 
you feel like you’re drowning in a whirlpool.  
 “Strike two!” 
 Sean missed another gimme, a half-speed 
pitch right across the plate.  
 “Time!” I shouted, jumping up. Sunflower 
seed shells piled on my lap sprinkled across the 
gravel floor. 
 I made for the pitching mound, hyper-
aware of my gait because I felt my ex-wife’s eyes 
upon me, judging me. Heather said I walked like a 
caveman. This was during the fallout, but it still 
made me self-conscious. 
 Clyde nervously wiped his throwing hand 
on his jersey. Gum stuck to his braces in gray 
flecks. He started to speak but reconsidered. 
 “One more, Demons!” someone from the 
crowd yelled. “Strike ‘em out.” 
 Of ten thousand townsfolk, maybe fifty sat 
in the stands, mostly parents. No one cared much 
for baseball anymore; it was all football, football, 
football. Soccer’s a real up-and-comer. Basketball 
games sell out, because what else are you going 
to do in the depths of an Iowa winter? Part of    
me wished we sucked just so people would take 
interest again. It was funny: the men of Heritage 
only got fired up when they felt something was 
out of their control. 
 Clyde placed his glove over his mouth, 
concealing the lower half of his potato-shaped 
face. He looked like a train robber in one of those 
old Westerns my dad loved so much.   
 “Sorry, Coach Mike,” he said, voice 
muffled behind the glove. I could smell the oil and 
leather. “I’ve been pitching it to him just like you 
said, but he couldn’t hit a beach ball. No offense, 
Coach Mike.” 
 “I’m never offended by the truth,” I said, a 
meaningless platitude that felt forced. I sighed. 

“Just…get him on base, Clyde. Okay?” 
 “Walk him?” 
 “If you have to,” I said. “Cripes.” 
 I returned to the dugout, waving off        
my assistant coach as he tried giving me the 
sunflower seed bag. 
 “CC okay out there, Big Mike?” 
 I grunted affirmation. Four wild pitches 
later, Sean was on first base.   
 “Good eye, Sean!” my ex-wife called out. 
She bought it hook, line, and sinker. I thought 
perhaps Clyde was being too obvious, but it didn’t 
seem that way to Heather. Or maybe belief is a 
willful sort of beast. 
 Clyde’s next pitch struck the Red Oak 
batter’s helmet, a plunking sound that echoed all 
the way in the dugout. I cringed and ran out, but 
the batter was okay. In fact, he looked rather 
pleased with himself: I took it like a man!   
 “First base,” said the umpire, helping the 
kid to his feet.     
 The ump turned to me. We knew each 
other, but I could never remember if his name 
was Phillip or Peter and I was afraid to guess. 
 “What are you trying to pull, Big Mike? 
You’re up three in the last inning. Okay, walk 
your son, I get it, but another bean ball and I’ll 
toss your pitcher. I’ll toss you as well.” 
 “Geez,” I said, “so he let one slip. Calm 
down. We’ve been to state four years running; 
we’re not putting that on the line.” 
 “Let’s not let things get out of control,” he 
said through his webbed mask. 
 I frowned and went to discuss things with 
Clyde. He insisted that he’d momentarily lost ball 
control. The implication, laid on thick by Clyde, 
being that he couldn’t find his pitch because I’d 
thrown off his rhythm with my intentional walk 
request.  
 “I’m fine now,” he promised. 
 “You made your point,” I said, a little 
pissed since I didn’t 100% believe him. I figured 
he was just spiting me. But weird things do 



happen in baseball. I’ve seen it all. A hawk dive-
bombing a surefire home run, mistaking the ball 
for a pigeon, and turning the homer into an easily 
caught popup. Games called on account of rain, 
but when you get to the parking lot, the bus and 
all the cars are bone dry; it only rained on the 
field. One season, we played a private school near 
Des Moines, whose fans had crafted voodoo dolls 
of all our players. Whether the effects were 
physical or mental, their sorcery bugged us so 
badly we lost ten-zip and vowed never to return.  
 “I could get Benson warmed up,” I offered. 
 “Benson sucks,” said Clyde. “Ever since he 
got laid, he doesn’t care about pitching.”    
 “Priorities,” I said, trying to provoke a 
laugh. But my joke made us both uncomfortable, 
and after a couple spirited go-get-’ems and 
whatnot, I returned to the dugout. 
 “What was all that about?” asked 
Jonathan. He tossed a thumb down the row of 
Demon players, where Benson sat at the far end. 
“Wanna warm up Benson?” 
 “No,” I said. “Don’t worry, I’ve got it all 
under control.” 
 Clyde walked the next two batters. Sean, 
triumphant as he stomped on home plate, 
immediately ran to hug his mother. She burst into 
tears and kissed his forehead. 
 By the time I got Benson in there, it was 
too late. They took the lead on us, 4-3. Our three 
batters, the heart of the Demon lineup, were too 
shocked to do anything about it in the final half 
inning. Two paltry grounders, and then Sean, 
covering right field, caught the final out. The 
smack of his glove punctuated our defeat. 
 “Hell,” said Jonathan. 
 He was poleaxed. Probably I was too; it 
happened so fast. A few heckles murmured from 
the crowd, but nothing overly vicious. I suspected 
the parents were all satisfied to have a 
moderately successful Heritage Demons baseball 
season in the books. Now their sons could 
concentrate on football, a real man’s sport. 

 Before I could reach my Silverado, 
Heather cut me off. She stood up on a concrete 
parking bumper that crumbled like old cookies. 
With the boost in height, we stood eye to eye. Her 
red hair shone in the late afternoon light. I 
wondered where Sean was, but didn’t ask.   
 I scraped some concrete chunks with my 
sneaker. “Here to rub it in?”    
 “Mike,” she said, her voice filled with an 
excitement I’d not heard in over a year. “You’ve 
changed, Mike.” 
 At first, I thought she was needling me. I 
searched for clues: chin tilted up, hand on left 
hip, dry skin on her bottom lip curling out like 
flower petals. She was a difficult woman to read, 
which was why I loved her. 
 “We could all go out for pizza tonight,” she 
suggested. “Paul Revere’s has a special. Buy one, 
get one half off.” 
 “That’s a pretty good deal,” I said, “but I’m 
sure Sean wants to celebrate with his team. 
They’re going to state, you know.” 
 She winked. “So I’ve heard.” 
 Paul Revere’s had great supreme pizza, 
but it was a helluva drive to Red Oak. Oh well.  
Jonathan said sure, he’d console the team. He 
was a good friend, or maybe just a decent 
assistant coach. I followed Heather and Sean. 
Sean drove her rusty red Corolla; it seemed like 
Hot Wheels to Driver’s License occurred in the 
blink of an eye.   
 I wondered if I’d changed like Heather 
had said, because I certainly hadn’t made any 
effort. Who knew what change even meant in a 
town as stagnant as Heritage. I used to play 
baseball for the Demons when I was Sean’s age. I 
was good, not great. When we had a man on 
second or third, no outs, the coach would signal 
me to hit a sac fly to deep left and bring the 
runner home. Occasionally, I’d get a good crack 
and the ball would sail over the fence, bounce a 
few times, and roll to a stop.  



awake to flags on their devil-strips 
and omelettes in their pans. Marques Rudolph 
hauls twelve empty beer bottles 
to the recycling bin and thanks God. 
The sun is shining. It's a good day 
to remember. Before the picnic,  
he'll cruise Lake Wedington for bass 
and wait for his wife, who'll be there later 
with an arduous cargo of chicken wings 
and hamburger patties, six bags  
of Famous Dave's Potato Chips, four tubs 
of macaroni salad, and her sister's baked beans. 
With bacon. Even if the bass ignore 
his good-luck green and white spinner, 
it's a good day. On the lake,  
in the shadows of Culbertson's Cove 
and with coffee in his Thermos,  
he'll recall his grandfather, gunned down 
by a sniper's round in Bastogne 
in July 1944. Through some extravagant 
series of tragedies, he waits for small-mouth 
beneath a pin-oak felled by lightning, 
waits, and rolls tobacco. Suddenly, 
near the chattering squirrels 
and rising herons, he takes no pride 
in anything he’s ever done. 





‘Memories are liars, and I’m sick of being lied to.’ 
Diogenes crams the rest of his crepe in his mouth, 
makes a smacking sound and returns to the dance party, 
adjusting his schlong in his surf green banana hammock. 
The practice P.I. stabs her pen against her cheek,  
frustrated— the button end, to retract her pen-point, 
inner-life firearm. It's an odd habit, like writing— 
‘He was no help,’ she says, eyes closed, head bent, 
rubbing small circles at the center her forehead. 
 
The veteran detective, demoted to rookie for training, 
spits chew, and juices, emptying his mouth for Techne, 
to hear himself say, ‘He never is,’ before adding to his 
emptied cheeks an appetizing de-veined cocktail shrimp, 
pre-dipped in name-brand tartar by the hostess of the party, 
wearing her lucky blue and ideal ivory-striped one piece, 
consecrated by a luxury televangelist with legit psychokinetic 
local bar credit with the head chef, oven set to triple seven, 
oh, no, it’s nine; nine-ninety-nine buys, char char tapasia, 
 
and the cinnabuns come out fresh, delicious, but structurally, 
practically immediately out the oven, they come undone. 
Fall apart. Still delicious, they aren’t… castles anymore. 
They sleep under bridges and cry with mirrors. Want one? 
‘Don’t you want this lovely mess?’ the beggar repeats, 
again, to her latest, if it is to be believed, passersby— 
‘Don’t you want this lovely mess?’ her hands out, a bowl, 
not asking, forcing its contents, arms long, and locked, 
offering delusional gifts, cinnabuns. Like my crazy lady, 



I’ve digressed too far— the detectives are watching 
Diogenes leave. The practice P.I. who transcribes asks 
the first smart question, ‘What is it we’re looking into again?’  
& the deceptive veteran, as he plops onto the nightclub couch, 
riddled in strobe, grabs a drink off a passing tray, glass labeled, 
Courtesy Hermes Catering, responds, of course, ‘Who cares,’ 
and, looking at his crossed, outstretched feet, he freely admits, 
‘it’s becoming impossible for me to relax without first untying 
and taking off my shoes. In public, even. Is this normal?’ 
 
That’s when Diogenes emerges, out the folds, the curtains, 
holding his latest prize, dug up in the backyard like an ideal, 
name-brand bbq drumstick. ‘Now we’re getting somewhere!’ 
 



Rather than face the rigmarole of traditional 
publishing, I took it to one of the few surviving 
copy shops and printed several copies. Everyone 
was eyeing everyone else. To print-copy collate 
laminate was a mischievous thing. Which            
of us was working nonprofit? Which was a 
propagandist?  
 I took my expensive load back to the 
apartment building. It was perfect. Every word 
was where I wanted it—where I needed it. I said 
hello to Joan as she was going out—suitcase in 
hand—and I was coming in. Joan was in love 
with me. Had been for a number of years. Since 
before cellphones. She used to call my landline in 
the middle of the night, when she knew I was 
writing, to tell me she was thinking of me. 
 “Say a word,” she’d say. 
 “Although.” 
 “Ugh.” 
 “Tumultuous.” And she would tell me she 
was touching herself. That my words brought her 
to orgasm. 
 One night, I knew she was reading a piece 
I’d published in a small quarterly because, when I 
was drifting to sleep, I hear through the floor: 
“The dog lay bleeding before their eyes, and in a 
show of animalistic compassion, not just the boys 
and girls cried, but the men and women too!” 
 Her voice, its hoary overtones of pleasure, 
carried my words through walls and ceilings. 
People believed we’d had some perverse 
etymological sadomasochistic affair. But that was 
behind us. Now the novel was finally finished, and 
everyone in the building would see not only that I 

was brilliant and underappreciated, but also well-
adjusted and down-to-earth. 
 Chr-chrk! 
 I stapled a few copies of page 1 to the wall 
directly inside the apartment’s foyer. Ideally, one 
would read a page here and there each day and 
leave it be. But there was always that odd 
neighbor—Jeffrey—who was likely to tear a 
sheet off the wall and take it with him. So         
chr-chrk! went 3-5 copies of each page as I went 
along the foyer, up the steps, chr-chrk! to the next 
floor, and chr-chrk! stapled the pages onto walls 
near doors to my neighbors’ apartments.  
 
In the coming days, I tried to gauge the other 
tenants’ reactions to my life’s work.  
 “Do you really have to do this kind of 
thing, Andrew?” 
 “What, you don’t like it, Bernie?” 
 “It’s an eyesore, man. The pages are 
falling off the walls and littering the floor. Mrs. 
Giuseppe almost broke her neck falling over page 
98 on Tuesday.” 
 “Page 98?” 
 “Please clean it up.” 
 “Well, but do you like it? Aside from the 
mess, I mean?”  
 
There was an art student living in the apartment 
Mr. Lennox had died in earlier this year. 
 “I like it,” he said. “It shows a certain 
ganache.” 
 “Ganache?”  
 “Panache, I mean. But what’s with all the  



words?” 
 “It’s a novel,” I said. 
 “Which one?” 
 “Mine.”  
 
Jeffrey, who rarely left his apartment, caught me 
one day. 
 “Andy,” he said, holding a ten-pound bag 
of woodchips. Thanks for the paper.” 
 His clothes smelled stale, and his teeth 
were yellower than when I’d seen him last. We 
were both reclusive, but whatever he did in that 
cramped apartment worried even my stolid mind 
many nights. 
 “Paper?” 
 “But I usually go for newsprint. More 
absorbent,” he said.  
 
When a week had passed without word from Joan, 
I worried. My kindest critic. That eager woman 
with her nervous hands that wandered 
twitchingly, mouse-like when she spoke. Could 
something have happened to her? 
 After another sleepless night of reflection, 
compiling every reaction to my novel into an 
amalgam of ambivalence, I went out for coffee. 
People went to coffee shops like this to write 
their unreadable memoirs. I watched hipster kids 
in flannels type away and felt embittered. The 
walk home was filled with whispered curses. I 
was, in a word, jaded. 
 “Andrew?” 
 “Wha,” I said. 
 “Oh, Andrew,” Joan said. We stood outside 
the building and shuffled like we’d both 
considered hugging but thought better of it. 
 “Are you OK?” 
 “Oh, Andrew, I was away at a business 
conference. It was awful.” 
 “You look sick,” I said with mock concern. 
Or was it real concern? 
 “It’s the rats.” 
 “Rats?” 

 “In the hotel,” she said. “There were rats. 
It made me sick to the stomach. I hardly ate the 
whole week, Andrew. I’ve lost five pounds, I think. 
I hate rats.” 
 We went in, and she lifted a page 1 off the 
floor. By now, there were hardly any sheets left on 
the walls. Either the wind or a passing shoulder 
or something more insidious tore the pages down. 
They littered the ground like an abandoned 
manifesto. She took to her hands and knees and 
read through the tattered manuscript in silence. 
As we scaled the steps, I caught glimpses of the 
skin-tone underwear beneath her dress. 
 Hours might have passed. She’d left her 
lonely suitcase in the foyer. Neighbors stumbled 
by on their way in and out. 
 “Andrew, this is marvelous,” she said. 
 “Keep reading,” I said. “I think page 207 is 
right there.” 
 She stepped over a pile of shredded pages 
and reached for the next in sequence. The 
clearance was a bit too wide, and she tripped, 
toppled against Jeffrey’s door, into his apartment. 
 Pieces of red and blue plastic snapped and 
cracked, and the stench of animal feces hit me 
full on. There had been a network of tubes or 
tunnels winding around the apartment. Joan 
broke through them and brought the entire 
system to its demise. There was screaming and 
snapping, and Jeffrey yelled, “My babies!” 
 At which point I saw the hand painted 
sign: WELCOME TO HAMSTER HEAVEN. 
 The brown and white and gray creatures 
burst out of their tunnels like so many potatoes 
rolling through the produce department. 
 “Rats!” Joan said. 
 “They’re hamsters!” Jeffrey said. 
 “My manuscript!” I said. 
 Their little claws and teeth tore over 
Joan’s prostrate body and obliterated the already 
chaotic mess of pages as they dispersed to odd 
ends of the building.  





The old days 
before prohibition 
of tobacco 
the smoke hung  
like a perfume smog 
on a two name woman 
Donna Lynn’s thigh  
thicker than the stool 
that her buttocks swallow 
Brandy old fashioned 
with two cherries 
must be a memory 
of something she would tell 
if you smile and say hi 
Regulars surround the bar 
a posse around a campfire 
their weapons shots of 
whiskey and bottles of beer 
Heroes of green and gold 
adorn the walls going 
back to the Lombardi Age 
A tectonic period 
for the universal religion 
 
Praise be to Green Bay 
Beer bottles clank 
a genuflection to cleated lords 
   
But all the worshipers 
bow to the chosen one 
the waitress 
whose control of the line 
of scrimmage shames 

Starr   Favre   and Rodgers 
while she remains 
a vestal virgin  
to those unordained 
to the workings 
of this place 
The Church of the Deep Fried 
Mac and Cheese  





In the near future, there will be a reality show on 
Mars. 
 After NASA receives a substantial 
donation from a popular tube station, it will allow 
the station to cover the selection process for its 
Biodome Experiment. Over the course of one 
week, viewers all over America will inload the 
drama and intrigue as NASA’s remaining 
candidates battle for the last 50 tickets to Mars. 
This mini-series, Countdown to the Biodome, will 
be divided neatly into seven nightly one-hour 
programs. The majority of final selections will be 
made by NASA itself, but ten special candidates 
will be selected through interactive voting by the 
show’s audience.  
 When the tube station first arrives on the 
Washington, D.C. set, its casting directors will 
review background information and identify the 
most watchable and entertaining candidates. 
Countdown’s coverage will revolve around the 
most peculiar and outrageous participants and 
pay little attention to the hundreds of doctors, 
astrophysicists, anthropologists, geologists, 
university professors, journalists, and historians 
in the larger candidate pool. Cameramen will 
closely follow the cast members who add the  
most controversy or sensationalism: an honorably 
discharged police lieutenant; a horticulturalist 
with ties to radical environmental groups; an 
excommunicated Catholic bishop who opposes 
the doctrinal stance on celibacy; a midwife 
spokeswoman for subsidized contraception and 
government-funded abortions; a cruise line risk 

management consultant with a background         
in government intelligence and espionage. 
Countdown’s list of strange characters will grow 
as the week progresses, perhaps to a laughable 
and implausible degree. 
 Anonymous NASA employees will create a 
blog and release official statements to the media, 
claiming that the tube station planted certain 
individuals into the Biodome candidate pool. 
They will assert that many contestants featured 
on Countdown couldn’t possibly have passed 
NASA’s rigorous screening process. These 
anonymous whistleblowers will be hunted down 
by freelance hackers and immediately terminated 
by NASA’s front office.  
 The majority of Countdown’s audience will 
never read nor hear these reports of foul play, and 
they will continue to vote as if the show’s cast  
had been compiled organically. The tube station 
will recognize the mass appeal of a Biodome filled 
with everyday men and women, rather than a cast 
of stuffy academics and uncharismatic scientists. 
The station will understand the audience’s desire 
to see themselves within these hypothetical  
space pilgrims. They will bank on the viewer’s 
determination to believe. 
 After votes are tallied, the remaining 50 
tickets will be awarded. The Biodome Project will 
be under way. The 250 selected American citizens 
will receive simulated training on Earth and then 
travel to Mars via rocket. Once landed, they will 
endure six months of orientation and acclimation 
to their Biodome habitat on the Red Planet’s 



surface. For a year and a half, viewers will eagerly 
await the fate of their beloved reality stars. There 
will be lots of speculation in the media and on 
Internet message boards, mostly about whether 
or not the tube station will be able to gain access 
to the Biodome or convince NASA to support a 
press voyage to Mars.  
 Just before the eighteen-month mark, a 
series called OctoMom Summer Camp will 
suddenly be interrupted by a sneak-peek trailer 
for a new series—The Biodome Project, the first 
reality show in history to be filmed entirely on 
Mars. The trailer will reveal the station’s clever 
scheme of planting hidden cameras throughout 
the Biodome structure, strategically, so that they 
will catch the areas of frequent interaction 
between the new Mars residents. Since the 
show’s participants will be unaware of these 
cameras, the tube station will guarantee 
audiences an authentic and unfiltered view of 
what’s really happening on the Biodome. 
 But that will turn out to be pretty boring.  
 Inhabitants of the Biodome will live 
harmoniously together and fulfill their given 
tasks with cheerful cooperation. Any tension 
caused by arguments or disagreements will 
dissipate quickly and resolve themselves through 
unspoken truces and distant cordiality. All 
Biodome romances will be mechanical and short-
lived, like itches to be scratched out. Community 
members will not allow petty weaknesses like 
jealousy to interfere with their roles in the 
dome’s microcosm of society; their actions will 
reflect an admiration for the dome’s achievement 
and a reverence for its protection. The structure’s 
amenities will include a library, computer        
lab, swimming pool, gymnasium, greenhouse, 
recreation center, theater, infirmary, and 
cafeteria. Residents will have their intellectual, 
physical, emotional, and spiritual needs met. 
There will be little to no dissent among the ranks. 
 But when The Biodome Project suffers a 
huge drop in the weekly ratings, the tube station     

will recognize a need for pivoting in their 
programming strategy. In order to add shock 
value and increase public interest, the station 
will order its moles inside the Biodome to 
contaminate supplies and sabotage the 
structure’s homeostasis. Then the station will 
send an official satellite message to the Biodome 
community members, explaining how they have 
been surveilled and broadcasted to millions of 
viewers on Earth. Even though some cast 
members from Countdown suspected a sequel, 
none of them will have been privy to the secret 
filming inside the dome. The more brazen cast 
members will be unable to hide their outrage and 
indignation. A few of the eldest members will 
flush red and laugh nervously. The filmed 
reaction from the surprised community will serve 
as the opening shots for The BioDrome, a new 
spinoff of the original series.  
 The tube station will announce that all 
the rules are changing. Instead of a utopian 
haven, the newly named BioDrome will serve as a 
stadium of spectacle, an arena where contestants 
will do battle for survival. With limited supplies, 
the community will not be able to maintain its 
full population. Each week on The BioDrome, the 
two weakest members will be voted out of the 
project by the show’s participants and audience; 
those chosen will be jettisoned back to Earth in 
escape pods, a dangerous journey with a 12% 
chance of death.  
 After the cast members endure seven 
weeks of these discharges, two of the exiles will 
perish due to pod complications and extreme 
atmospheric conditions. They will completely 
incinerate into stardust while traversing the 
thermosphere in one of the most horrific reality 
TV deaths in history. Following the incident, a 
minority of viewers will boycott the show on 
moral grounds, but the tube station’s ratings will 
soar to unprecedented heights.  
 Under the harsh stipulations of The 
BioDrome, only certain cast members will shine. 



The tube station’s allegedly planted contestants       
will survive because of their popularity among 
viewers, a notoriety fed weekly by their  
constantly changing schemes and alliances. All-
star BioDromers like the former police lieutenant 
and cruise line risk manager will become 
villainized by other cliques in the community. 
Factions will form out of fear and self-
preservation. Lies will be told, and participants 
will be manipulated and sacrificed weekly. The 
twist of events will start to resemble that of 
psychological thrillers and whodunit mysteries. 
The show will grow increasingly dark and 
suspenseful in its branding. It will start 
incorporating eerie music, jump cuts, and 
prolonged close-up shots of contestants’ faces in 
order to create a feeling of melodrama and 
looming dread. The BioDrome will be designed to 
generate a sense of distrust and keen skepticism 
among its contestants. 
 Fans of the show will follow suit. They’ll 
separate into different camps and campaign for 
support of certain contestants. Heated online 
debates will ensue, mostly ad hominem attacks 
back and forth between groups. Message boards 
will flood with hateful posts that further polarize 
the fandom and increase the passion behind the 
weekly voting.  
 In one particular post, a fan with the 
username, @GetDromed, will argue reasons as to 
why a certain female journalist on the show 
should be voted off. This fan will describe the 
journalist as “uppity” and “tight.” His post will 
claim that the journalist’s “insistence on 
pointless dome meetings” and her “proposals for 
open and transparent dialogue” are ruining the 
game. The fan will add his distaste for the 
journalist’s “stupid hipster glasses” to his list of 
criteria. He will end his message by declaring that 
“the Drome would be better off without her, and 
maybe Earth would be, too. Let’s just hope that 
she’s part of the 12%.” His controversial 
comments will incite a chain reaction on the 

boards, a rampant flame war consisting of more 
posts with similar extremity. 
 The BioDrome will set a record for the 
most consecutive weeks at #1 in the TV ratings. 
After a few years of broadcasting, the Biodome 
community’s population will dwindle down to 40 
remaining members. Nearly all of them will have 
been flagged as actors in the anonymously leaked 
report from NASA employees. Over 20 discharged 
Biodome members will have died in their 
treacherous return journeys to Earth. At this 
point, the cast of characters left in the dome will 
consist of nothing but fan favorites, divided neatly 
into two factions of 20. The tube station will take 
the show off the air for a few weeks, in order to 
build suspense for what they believe will be the 
most viewed series finale in history. When they 
return with the premiere for the last season, the 
show’s contestants will behave as usual. Their 
votes will be split evenly among four discharges, 
in a tie, just as the station will have predicted.  
 But the audience’s votes will never 
register that week. Not even a single fan vote will 
be cast, even though the ratings will have been 
the highest ever recorded. During the show’s 
brief hiatus, fans of the two factions will have 
called a truce over the Internet. Every post with a 
voting suggestion will have been met by several 
convincing refutations. Eventually, the fans will 
have become hopeless and confused about their 
loyalties. For the first time in the show’s history, 
they will have found every remaining character to 
be important and worth saving. They will surprise 
the tube station by completely boycotting that 
week’s vote, as a way of preserving the show’s 
shelf-life and challenging the programmers to 
once again change the rules.  
 The tube station will react by cutting the 
live feed and ordering its 40 planted actors to 
recast their votes unevenly, so that they can film 
that week’s two discharges. The station will even 
offer a special, safer transport home for those 
who take the fall. But the actors will be extremely 



moved by the audience’s boycott, seeing it as the 
ultimate praise for their combined performance 
over the years. The actors will refuse to betray 
their millions of fans. They will feign their 
agreement with the station’s terms, but only until 
the live feed returns. When they’re once again 
being broadcasted, the contestants will break the 
fourth wall and expose the whole sham to the 
audience. They will be unable to divulge 
everything before the power is cut, but they will 
have revealed enough to raise the audience’s 
suspicion.  
 Infuriated, the tube station will order its   
moles to dust the Biodome’s greenhouse with 
poisonous chemicals and then evacuate the 
premises. The moles will quickly follow their 
Situation C protocol, leaving no escape pods 
behind for the remaining community members. 
The moles will jettison most of the remaining 
supplies and food in the unmanned pods, sparing 
the Biodome a mere two-week’s worth of food for 
two individuals.   
 A few of the actors will retaliate by 
destroying every hidden camera they can locate 
in the Biodome, but there will be several that 
remain unfound or out of reach. The tube station 
will take sick pleasure in reactivating the live 
feed, this time without the sound. Fans will 
continue to watch as their idolized space pilgrims 
ration off the scarce resources and slowly starve. 
Knowing that they are most likely still being 
filmed, the actors will erect a makeshift stage and 
play out scenes from their real lives, devoid of 
their farcical roles on BioDrome. In the muted 
hum of their screens and speakers, fans will only 
be able to speculate as to what is being said. They 
will organize viewing parties where groups of 
fans reenact the silent performances, creating 
their own storylines and dialogue in homage to 
the starving artists on screen.  
 The actors will deliver new scenes until 
they are too weak and deteriorated to perform. By 
the time they start suffering from severe 

malnutrition and energy deficiency, the vast 
majority of fans will have stopped tuning in, 
preferring to remember the contestants as      
vital and exuberant. When the actors begin 
experiencing a loss of muscle mass, edema, and 
stomach bloating, only the most sadistic and 
perverse audience members will persist in their 
voyeurism. By the time the cast is motionless, 
broken only by the occasional writhe or twitch, 
the fans will have boycotted once more. The last 
episode will have the show’s lowest rating, as the 
fans finally agree to avert their collective eyes. No 
one will witness The BioDrome’s final breath. 
 To make a point about their power and 
control, the tube station will eat a week’s worth of 
profit by airing nothing but the dead bodies on 
the Biodome floor. They will lose out on millions 
of dollars’ worth of advertising, as they privately 
try to figure out a way to re-spin the Biodome 
angle to the audience. When their brainstorming 
fails, they will cut the live feed and halt 
production, walking away a hundred times richer 
than before Countdown’s premiere. Many years 
later, the tube station will sell the rights of The 
BioDrome to several other stations, who will then 
put the reruns into syndication.  
 The reruns will fail with older generations 
who remember the original show, but their 
condemnation of the program will increase 
interest among younger viewers. At first, youthful 
viewers will interpret The BioDrome as science 
fiction, unable to believe its atrocities. But once 
they discover and confirm it as nonfiction, they 
will be hooked. They will call it yesterday’s reality 
and follow it with cult-like passion. They will 
binge on dozens and then hundreds of episodes at 
a time, in an epic reliving of television’s greatest 
tragedy.  
 History will repeat itself, once again, 
before a whole new set of eyes.  



In a dozen blockbuster flicks I played 
always the villain, the thief, swindler, 
  
kidnapper, assassin. I made a perfect 
heel, luckily, so in my off-screen life   
  
I never felt compelled to steal or hurt, 
to kill. Then last year, 2015, I couldn’t 
  
beg a part to save my soul and before 
long I turned antsy at home, plus low 
  
on cash, alimony, two kids at college, 
boy and girl. I realized I had by heart  
  
nearly 25 great scenarios for brilliant 
crimes only handsome stars crack by 
  
fluke late in final reel. Heist, burglary, 
insurance scam – I’m flush with roles, 
  
paid off a mortgage and put in a pool, 
doubt now I’ll ever return to pictures.  



I sit upon the road the hard black asphalt 
is hot and burns my buttocks through denim 
cars whizz by drivers scream “you're crazy!” 
and “get the fuck off the road!” 
and they have it right 
i sit and bake in the hot sun  
the black blisters my ass; heat ripples up in waves 
the horns make me want to cover my ears and scream 
and the exhaust makes me high 
 
In the middle of the intersection the light turns from yellow to red  
and finally to green – brakes screech 
which instills my spirit with a sense of quiet... 
a quietus shall I make? 
 
I take a smoke out of my pocket and light it in defiance 
the cops don't like that  
they twitch, they don't like hands that reach inside of pockets 
 
I sit beneath the engines as they pant and tick out of tune  
i hear the cold metallic click aimed at me 
the cops say nothing; they must be afraid 
 
I feel like Gandhi so i take off my shirt and crave salt 
the cops don't like that either 
i feel like that kid in Tiananmen Square 
except he stood for something and i sit for nothing 
i sit and bake on black pavement 
with a yellow stripe down the middle 
 



I wish i had decorated myself for the occasion 
i could have dressed the part 
i never thought it that far ahead 
i could have painted a yellow stripe from my forehead to my nuts 
 
After they shout “hands up!”  
and “don't move motherfucker!”  
will they give me a bag of ice  
to sit on while they investigate 
all the true reasons? 





The northeastern wall was bleeding. From the 
cliff face high above, a copper-colored liquid 
leaked, staining the coarse grain of the granite as 
it descended to the water and swirled in the 
shallows of the lake. Nearby, an ancient willow 
stood sentinel over our favorite swimming hole, 
but the tips of its yellow-green whips were dyed 
orange nearly a foot above the waterline. Aquatic 
plants along the shoreline appeared to be dipped 
in war paint, and the inlets that once teemed with 
minnows and water fleas were now deserted.  
 Before I saw the scene, the drums 
murmured a warning, and I felt the contents of 
my belly churn and lurch. As we drew nearer the 
water, the rumble continued to build, and my 
heart matched it, stroke-for-stroke. The humid 
breeze of late spring picked up an acrid aroma of 
bad eggs just before the water slid into view.  
 It was the beginning of my eighteenth 
cycle, and Gimi thought that a celebratory dip was 
in order. That morning, we sunned ourselves in 
the gathering heat of the meadow just outside of 
our village. When we were sufficiently parched, 
we headed north for the knoll where that old 
willow stood.  
 I lagged behind as Gimi and Chin raced 
ahead, unencumbered by the drums. By the time I 
caught up enough to glimpse the scene, Gimi was 
already planning her approach to the open water 
that lay just beyond the crimson muck.  
 “It’s not that far,” Gimi said to Chin. “We 
just have to get through here, and then you’ll be 
in the deep water where it runs clear.”  
 And before I could offer any warning, Gimi 
had already stripped off her clothes and was knee 
deep in the shallows, kicking up red mud as she 
struggled toward the deep blue. She progressed 
well at first, until she began complaining of a 
faint itch that was crawling up her legs and 
across her exposed belly. As she trudged deeper, 
the itch ignited into a burning sensation. She was 
half-way to open water when she finally turned 
back, chest deep in the viscous sludge, and by the 
time she made it back to shore, Chin and I had to 

help her from the water. 
 When she was on land again, her eyes 
drew wider and her mouth formed a pigeon hole 
and she let out a long exhale. Red coated her like 
drying clay. She lowered herself carefully onto a 
patch of grass, rolling and sliding against the 
earth in a futile attempt to rid herself of the toxic 
film that coated her from her breasts down.  
 “It—it burns,” she gasped as she writhed 
at our feet. “Get it off me!” 
 The warning drums drew louder as my 
eyes fell upon her crumpled clothes nearby. I 
seized them and rubbed the dry fabric against her 
dry skin. It offered the odd impression of tanning 
buckskin, or removing the bark from a branch 
that was destined to become a pipe. Following my 
lead, Chin removed his own shirt and began 
working on her legs. As the red film yielded 
slowly, angry blisters began to bubble against her 
flesh.  
 “It’s not good enough,” Chin said, his 
voice cracking. 
 “We have to get her to Nakomis,” I 
responded.  
 Together, Chin and I hoisted her to her 
feet, but Gimi’s legs folded under her weight. 
Perhaps it was fatigue, but the multiplying 
pustules offered all the encouragement we 
needed to move her. We each wrapped an arm 
around our necks, and we carried her down the 
hill and across the meadow to the village.  
 The sun was three quarters of the way 
across the sky by the time we made it there. 
Nakomis had been gazing out over the river, 
puffing her grandfather’s pipe, and muttering an 
unidentifiable prayer to the four directions. She 
exhaled a dense plumb of aromatic white smoke 
and pulled it over her head with her right hand 
before it was dispersed by the wind. 
 Gimi had gone limp, and Chin and I 
labored under her dead weight. I tried to call out 
to Nakomis, but I was so winded, I managed little 
more than a squeak and a gasp. Finally, Chin and 
I slowed long enough to fill our lungs, and we 



shouted in unison. 
 “Nakomis! Help!” 
 The sound of her name jarred her from a 
trance, and she glanced around in alarm before 
spotting us as we approached the dome of her 
wetu. Gimi’s toes dragged in the dust behind us. 
Finally, we collapsed at Nakomis’ feet and rolled 
onto our backs to force air into our burning lungs.  
 Nakomis glanced at me, to Chin, then 
finally her eyes fell on the blistering, bubbling 
body of Gimi. Much of her was still encrusted 
with the mysterious red residue, and even though 
Nakomis could not hear the drums, she knew 
immediately that Gimi must be cleaned.  
 She swept into her wetu, emerging with a 
buckskin water vessel, a small satchel, and a 
turtle shell with a bone rattling inside. Thrusting 
the water vessel into Chin’s lap, she barked her 
order. 
 “Take this and fill it in the river,” she 
said. 
  Though exhausted, Chin complied without 
a word. He sprinted awkwardly to the river and 
filled the vessel. When he returned, Nakomis 
poured water first into the turtle shell, then used 
the remainder to rinse Gimi’s body. She began 
with her feet, red and raw. A few blisters had 
popped and small streams of blood seeped out 
from the holes in her skin. Nakomis rinsed Gimi’s 
legs, then worked up to her belly, back, and 
breasts. At last, she rinsed her arms, neck, and 
face. She pulled Gimi’s matted black hair away 
from her head, and for a moment, it appeared as 
though Gimi were wearing a tall black hat.  
 There was a chorus of drums by the time I 
recovered sufficiently to push myself into a sitting 
position. Nakomis gripped two blankets, passed 
me one, and began dabbing Gimi’s skin in an 
effort to dry her. I mirrored her motion, 
attempting to avoid the worst of the yellow 
bulbous blisters that dotted the landscape of 
Gimi’s once beautiful, honey complexion. 
 I thought to myself how, in a better world, 

she would have been married now. She should 
have had children—but we were the last three 
Geesis children. With no one our own age to love, 
our childhood continued interminably. She was 
the most beautiful woman in the village, smart 
and strong—everything I hoped to become. Now, 
she was reduced to a wailing sliver of flesh that 
seemed to be boiling on the ground before my 
eyes.  
 Nakomis emptied the contents of her 
satchel into the turtle shell full of water. She 
stirred and ground the contents—a blend of 
herbs, berries, and bark—with the thick knuckle 
of the bone. She added a bit more water as 
needed until the shell was filled with a tacky 
paste. With two fingers, she applied the blend to 
the worst of the blisters, and soon Gimi’s groans 
gave way to a sigh, and she drew quiet, drifting 
slowly to sleep.  
 Nakomis took a break, walking back to the 
edge of the river and rinsing her hands in the 
cold flow. It had been hours since the sun slipped 
past the western wall. She was illuminated only 
by the white light of the moon and stars winking 
from their canopy above. The night was 
remarkably clear, except for a single dense white 
cloud that rose from the northeastern cliffs and 
stretched across the sky.  
 I walked to stand beside her, and for a 
long time, we examined the stars together. 
Finally, she asked the question I had been 
dreading. 
 “What happened, child?” 
 “We were going to swim in the lake,” I 
answered. “But when we got there, the water was 
red. Gimi thought she could make it out to the 
open water, but—” My throat tightened, cutting 
off the words. I swallowed. “We were just going to 
swim,” I said. 
 My eyes burned, and I could almost count 
the hot tears as they rolled down my cheeks. I 
swallowed and futilely attempted to slow my 
breathing against the will of the drums. Nakomis  



offered me a brief reprieve to compose myself 
before continuing. 
 “And did the drums have anything to say?” 
Nakomis asked. 
 “They were slow and firm,” I said, closing 
my eyes. “A warning, I think. Telling us to go 
slow—be careful.” 
 “Are the drums saying anything now?” 
 I attempted to sift through the chorus, 
teasing out the distinctive rhythms. First, I 
turned my head in the direction of the lake, and 
the slow deliberate strokes of the warning rose to 
the surface of the chaos. It was the same 
cadence, though more forceful than before. Then 
I glanced back at Gimi, and the warning drums 
faded to a rumble in the background, giving way 
to a steady firm beat. For a while, I considered 
the beat, listening to it cycle, feeling each stroke 
made by the invisible drumbeater. Twice through 
the cycle, it became clear, as though it was a long 
lost memory rushing to the forefront of my mind 
without any verifiable cause. The steady beat was 
counting down—to zero.  
 “There are always the drums,” I answered.  
 “And what do they say?” Nakomis asked.  
 At first, I did not respond. I felt the drums 
rattling my ribcage—each drumbeater competing 
with the next. I turned to face upstream, north in 
the direction of the lake, and pointed toward the 
northeastern wall and the swimming hole.  
 “The warning still plays over there,” I said 
simply. Then I turned to face Nakomis. Her 
muddy brown eyes locked on my own, and my lip 
began to quiver. I felt my face contort against my 
will, and the burning of my eyes was unbearable. 
With considerable effort, I whispered slowly. 
“They—they are counting down—here.” 
 Nakomis glanced back at Gimi, nodding as 
though she had suspected it. Together, we 
watched Chin kneel beside her, gripping her 
hand while she slept. Without warning, Nakomis 
enveloped me in an extended consolatory 
embrace, kissed me on my dirty forehead, and 

then returned wordlessly to Gimi and Chin.  
 Nakomis whispered something in Chin’s 
ear. He rose, and together they lifted Gimi and 
carried her over the threshold of the wetu.  
 I sat at the edge of the Great River for a 
long while, attempting to estimate how many 
strokes the invisible drumbeater had left. I could 
feel his fatigue—the mounting desire to stop 
battling with the current need to continue. The 
pace sped up and slowed as I listened, counting 
the beats before finally surrendering myself to 
the third drum to emerge from the din. The one 
that finally played me to sleep.  
 By the next morning, most of the blisters 
on Gimi’s legs ruptured, spilling out a yellow, 
glutinous fluid and giving off the aroma of a slow 
rot.  She stirred for a moment, her eyes squinting 
around the darkened space, attempting to work 
out where exactly she was.  
 Nakomis sat, sucking on her pipe. She 
inhaled deeply and blew streams of white smoke 
over Gimi’s body, muttering another prayer to the 
four directions on Gimi’s behalf. It was the sound 
of the whispered prayer which drew her focus, 
and she finally spoke.  
 “Nakomis?” she said in a rattling voice.  
 Nakomis reached down, placing her palm 
against Gimi’s face. With her thumb, she traced 
Gimi’s high cheekbone. Gimi tried to continue 
speaking, but Nakomis shushed her, allowing her 
eyes to roam over the striking features that lived 
in her face.  
 Tears collected in the corners of Gimi’s 
eyes, and I heard the quickening of her 
drumbeater. The muscles of her face relaxed, and 
her eyes shifted in confusion.  
 “That—song,” Gimi finally struggled to 
say. “That voice.”  
 Nakomis and I exchanged a glance. I 
heard nothing but the drums now. We both knew 
her time was drawing near and that there was 
nothing that could be done.  
 “I—I think,” Gimi stuttered. “I know that 



voice—I’ve heard it. Mother?” 
 I leaned in, studying her face, and 
watched the black of her pupil eclipse the brown 
of her iris, leaving only a thin corona of color. 
Gimi’s voice trailed off just as the drumbeater 
finished the cycle. With three slow, deliberate 
strokes, Gimi inhaled deeply and licked her lips 
as all of her muscles seemed, at once, to tense 
and release. The final stroke of the drum landed 
and it rang out with a sickening thump, like wood 
contacting live flesh. It was as though the skin 
stretched over its head had split. The drum fell 
forever silent, and she was gone.  
 That afternoon, the entire village gathered 
outside of Nakomis’ wetu, and the elders made 

contact with the Geesis spirits. With a bone blade, 
Nakomis trimmed a lock of Gimi’s hair and placed 
it in the satchel that once held the blend of herbs 
that she had applied to Gimi’s body.  
 We wrapped her in a blanket and carried 
her to the stand that Chin had assembled just 
outside the village and we placed her there, to 
ensure that her spirit would not be tempted to 
linger in the comforts of the village. Nakomis 
offered her prayers and tobacco, and we left Gimi 
to the spirits. Four days later, Chin returned with 
a few of the elders, and the remains were planted 
with the others, at the edge of the eastern 
meadow.  









Solida Maximum is a rebellious princess who went rogue after the death of her 
mother.  



As an adult, she made the decision to embark on a quest to avenge her mother, along with 
the help of her Chupacabra companion, Chups. 



Together, they survive with trust and ambition.  



But sometimes, Solid has to take 
matters into her own hands.  



With The Omega Sword, she will find 
out the truth about her mother's 
death and the Maximum history. 



History that she doesn't have answers to. What revelations will she unfold in her hunt? 
















