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Girl with the Skull Mask On

Scoft Broker

Driving fast through Mexico City on Thursday night and the wind is
way up and my mind is way up and the walls along the highway are wa
up, too, overgrown with thousands of Black e d S u s an k- An
ing that theydre reawhipreetltdm tdrei
because of the way they cover something so ugly so pleasantly. This
what | find myself thinking every time | hit that sté@tehone where the
annoying kicks of the potholed highway fall away and | float on a little
piece of gzhalt heavedon my way into Zona Rosa.

And itds real pretty, right? wun
flowers, there on the concrete walls. This is Mexico City. And this is the
highway. And Blaeky e d Susans aret nhad yWVie

fawr i te fl owers. So really itds |
little suns in their centers and nothing more than juspth#y, sure,
but no state flower. And |1 6ve ne\

completely worthless in the eydu know? but tonight like all nights |
move over the question because by the time | really get to thinking abou
it the girls are there, lining the streets like little light poles all evenly space
and all standing up real straight and whatnot, helgjlupy these tiny

little heels that | always laugh imagining Maggie in.

That s when | & rnbaded) there notthdrey and inh the M
shower, trying to get hard by thinking of them down in Mexice, high
heeled and high and all of that good stuff. Eegmth and dark as-a
phalt, right? or something like that, and going on for what looksike fo
ever: body after body bordering the roadside, hips pressed out, hand

pressed out, selves pressed out .
I 8dm t hBrle ¢andM manage to keep M:
al | of a sudden shef6s standing i

in these tiny high heels looking funny as hell and making me laugh bu

al so making my dick soft and so i
But not here. Here, in the car, driving slower now, my dick is way up,

too, and itdés not weird at all



2 | spring 2015

Lots of thingsaarewe i rd down her e, t hough.
thinking about how even though nearly everyone at Seek & Destroy Sec
rityE comesdwn t o Zona Rosa most weekK:é
talk about in pairs, never groups
be standing drinking coffee and only when Tank leaves will Jillian lean ir
and say: O0This past nmadkeandkoms maadek e

snatché and for a while | think
because she knows | huff nowi-and
ans or something like all of that but when | talk to Tank, later, &d ind
recty mention Jii6s weekend heds all i ke
l unch breakd and | feel sort of
though | do it and, really, we al

we talk about it all?
And it O strarhgé, kuee, butih@wtaldost the fact that the stories

are never really different, no me
we still treat them like sweet novelties: Jillian gets a girl both Friday an
Saturday, and | get a girl, usually just Thursdai nce it ds m)

the week down in Mexico, and Tank goes to the same bar and talks to thi
bartender all night because he says he reminds him of Wisconsin, whel
he lives half his life, and Saul goes to the gay bars and comes into th

storewih gl itter in his hair and itd
a pretty serious guy usually, with a deep voice and broad shoulders ar
then so therefés also Deb, who wil

Tank just once or twice but usually yuahders place to place alone so
long as she can get like totally plastered twice over, which is how she like
to put it. All of us, really, minus Claudia, the Baptist, going to Zona Rosa
on nights and all of us, always, talking about it only in pairthevgi

we are all doing the same things each time and eventually telling evel
single person in the offtminus Claudia, who says we are killimg ou
selves with sins and substances and sinful subditzatga®cise story.

Wit hin my own yhetahdat etvheenr,e 6l1s8 dn os
regarding these weekends, either, which is funny because when we start
this exchange thing with Mexico they kept stressing that it would be hard
saying things like adjustment and culture shock and homesickness, like v
were moving off to space or something catastrophically huge like that,
even though we®&6d be spending hal
Then they®6d go on about diveasit)
tions united under one security sort of thirdyeren though S.A.[ES
is just a department store branch off of this international effort, | sort of
believed it. And so but the point is they spoke volumes about héw Mex
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co City would come at us in Technicolor, like we would remember every
detail of evergay and inevitably fuse our USA lives with our Mexico City
ones, being leaders in showing what it meant to live across borders, whic
was their catchphrase, but then | got here and hardly remember anythinc
especially when it comes to the weekends. WaggieMasks what | did,

I 81l shrug because thereds no tel
woul d care to hear, I couldnoét e
desert fairies, the lot of them, who are all sweet, yes, but whose only re:
impresion is the one left in the passenger seat, marked by the little bit of
san@probably stuck up against their bodies or hidden in their skirts or
somethingt hat t hey all manage to | eav
off.

So but this Thursday proveda f f er ent sort oof w
tice somethingds off arbabaffhoutit.iSo u nt
I &m driving along through Zona R
floating skulls along the roadway, pasty white and all starieg iat m
seems, and it takes me another s
actually floating but that theyadr
sidewalk, like one of those sexy skeleton Halloween costumes you migt
see in the USA at a highc h o o | or something but
not Hall oween and seeing them is
me and the heads and everything e
and then so | look at the girl | just pickeduwparr eal i ze t hat
skull on her own head, too, sitting right there in my car beside me.

OWhatdés wup with the head?06 I a
whether | should just pull off now and let her out or whether | should just
go with it becaes may be | 81 | have a bette
Cityt ype story for the group and s
the wholethindge s sumi ng sheds willing to

The girl does not answer me but just turns her head nanevétyen
sheds placing her hand on my uppe
because | can just see those bl a
spooky but | 8dm al so responding t
head squirm. The handsrbéalways gotten me and, really, | might even
go so far as to say that it was a hand that made me interested in thes
weekend ventures at all because, see, to make a long story short, my fil
encounter with a Zona Rosa girl involved just the hand ofea Rasa
girl. I wondt go on about it but
that it worked so assuredly in the dark of the car while we moved through
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brightly lit stree@®ne of the better tricks the girls pull off.

We go for a ways and theneventuall t urn t o t he ¢
de | os Muertos?6 since itds the
already come without me knowing, even though SEA.DkBs to do
something each year for it because we have like one actual Mexica
coworker and dwral integration and all of that kind of thing.

OEn dos d2zas, 6 the girl says, a
inside of the mask. OEste es par a

Her hand has managed to getd, i ns
too busy thinking about the way a mask feels when you speak or breath
too much into it: hot and wet, a
this reason and others, obviously
because | d o n d tddekpitechawingnheenhworl8ng avithi s
S.A.D.& for half of the week in Mexico each and every week for almost
five yeardbut | do know she is talking about dead girls and streets. And
so this whole time she still has the skull over her own head even thougt
shedying to grab a hold of my dic
saying o0l told you s-+essonemdamdedd org o
the side of the road because the devil fucked the life out of me and so |
pull the car over and turn it all off.

oLetds get out,o6 | say, thestal
pecially paranoid right about now. This is one of the other weird things
about us at S.A.LCES that | should mention: everyone has voiced at
some point feeling what Tank ultimately ¢gffbeing Trumaned, which
is where you feel |l i ke youdve got
your car and that someone some place either far off or real clode-is watc
ing everything you do. No one really lets it bother them, obviously, but it
is alvays there, and so like for me, on this particular Thursday, the
watched feeling faded a bit when | hit that sweet stretch of road and ther
welled up again when | saw the first girl. And it welled right up in my
dick, making the thing twitch a few times.

That was then, though, when the feeling was the sort that usually
comes for me on my waydsort of like the thrill of jumping the fence
into Eden, mi nus the godliness.
body in my trunk or something and no curtairidse.

The girl clears her throat and when | look over at her leaning against
the car, | see that she has bored a hole an inch deep into the dirt with he
heel and so her shoe keeps dropping in and out and in and out and | wan
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to touch her, suddenly, thilhen my eyes move to the mask again and |

stop. OLet me take that off, o6 | t
in my hands before she slaps them both away.
ONo, 6 she says. And then again:

And so like the scene is weird already, usl pwiée on the side of the

hi ghway and her with the mask on

gotten an extra kind of weird be
what to do but c¢close my eyes. Anc
close thenbecause | want to look, too, and so | press my face against the
hood of the car, warm with drive, and almost laugh at how odd it all is.
When a truck passes by, | stand and open my eyes and half think the gi
mi ght be gone but setiedikes parféceking of s

advertisement. OWe should get off
So some ten minutes after pull
hand and | | ead her off the highv

mi nute here wWhehreer labnmd alhfevaed goo t F
and soft, in my own, sweaty and softer, and as we move through the tree
therefs a Ilittle bit of excieeme.]
ment from my member down south. When we reach the crest, though,
turn, face the mask, deflate, and sit down on the hard dirt, looking at
Mexico City glowing off in the distance and the mountains darkening in
the space behind al/l of that |ig
the ones on the road, casting kes & limelight might but there, sitting on

top of the ridge, | feel less like a spectacle and more like somegre emer
ing from a courtroom with a crowd of folks flashing big cameras in their
face.

The girl plops down next to me and puts her hand in the bpac
neath my bellybutton, which feels intimate and weird but | let it rest there.
With her other hand, she reaches up and runs her fingers across my chi
and | ips and I dm there, thinking
least among them Blagked Ssans and how bizarr
called that. Maggie hates the nhame, calling them insteageD&usans,
which 1 6ve always |iked, but eith
speckled all across the highway below us, the girl and me, bot then,
cour se, | 8dm corr ect iamghatd b MD hak o0 u ¢
not made its way into Mexico. An
itds better for the over there tc
the heat here, and the drugs, prdobabl 'y the girl s
al ways been open because webre p
that sort of thing, and | dm sur e

r
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ten times in the |l ast year dhe so
things separate al ways. There s
not try and bridge the gap because sometimes things should look diffe
endafter all, look how different we all are, all of us working at A.D.S
just part time in Mexico, whe wed®&r e here down s
when wedre there up nordanbther ptWase h a-
the onesuptoplodsand |1 6d even go so far
cleanly halved between the places and sure, sometimes it seems exciti
for the two things to come real close now and then but | think each of us
atSADE woul d agree that for now th
at all.

This is what I dm thinking, sitt
the girl with the skull maskdnecause thereds some:
my chest that feels like guilt.

so many of the workers who have quit S.&DoSer the last five years
spoke of when they left, whether they called it weight or burdensea

or Hel | because, truth be told,
speaking to what I feel now, up |
guilt, really, but it feels like something gone too far, like the moment
youdre in mroadcdramd raemaliicye that
that sort of a weight, though 18
seems to be sitting here with me, someplace, but really my attention i
being pulled again and again toward the girl beside meaAndrg i t 0
the girl but the mask, which is glowing paler than ever, and | think to beg
her to take it of f, i ke | mi ght
dondt ask again and instead | C (
touching me likesreheds trying to find a p
there isndt one at all. After a I

her hands up, placing them on the cheeks of the skull and then peeling th
thing back and off, letting a flow of black bair

In the cityd6s bl aze, her eyes a
collapsing into myself like a sinkhole because there, maskless, framed |
the darkest of hair, her face st

wishing she would be ookthe Mexico City girls again, but when | open
them, her face is still skull, and when she reaches toward my leg again,
jerk back and turn from her and
throwing up into the rocks beside me.

The girl 8s dvmeilikeehe last soend fromea rdéflating
ball oon. O0OAre you okay?0 she ask:
my cheek this time and | expect to be bone but the blood is moving and
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warm beneath the skin.

When | sit up and look at her, her face lookdlwhew, young with
dashes of blue above her eyes, slightly crooked bottom teeth that at firs
I dm sure | would have noticed buf
has these lines near her eyes from laughing too much, | would guess, ar
that seems imptant too. It all seems important, really, but not in a way

that gets me off, and then | dm t|
full of masks, and I &m wondering
maybe theydve had ,whethdr actualyor rtothand v
this gets me alll kinds of spooked
now I 6m wanting to tell her to r
did kildl her, in some ways,vermayb
Free of the mask, free of dying.

And thatds real nice of me, ri gl
sit completely still, holding th

movement will make a skeleton of it again. After a while, | askewha
name is but when | do she just laughs, probably finding the way | speal
Spanish stupid and funny. She doc¢
a circle of red lipstick on my cheek.

We sit for a while more and when she starts whistlingetipatdy
t heme, I say, oOYou can go. &6 She
hand and then she stands and pulls off her little heels before headin
down the hill. | realize as she leaves that she has taken the wallet from rr
l eft pocket b ut ring 8howerts ; MD twith Mgxicane m
girls and with Maggie and with all the in between space, leaving me sof
to even think to call out to her
grabbing the skull mask from where she was sitting. In my hands, the
thing alnost feels powerless, limp and warm like a crushed animal or
somet hing, but then 18dm pulling
from her breath against my own cheeks and lips, and | almost taste he
name, | think, or something like that, and the madivésand gasping. |
press my tongue against the lips of the thing and her name is there an
then gone, over and over again.

And surrounding my own head, the thing is way too tight, sure, and
itds sweaty and totally ioofCitysalt at i
agl ow, |l istening to the girl as
how perfect before laying my head back and breathing in real deep, feelin
for the first time something of
notfree,Ad it is nothing |ike driving
some border into something or other. It is something, instead, \ike mo
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ing at the bottom of a pool with no goggles or sense of up and down. A
matter, simply, of breath.

So here, at the ershy far away from the rest of it, all | can do is force
my own lids down tight, focusing my mind on all that seems relevant
while buried in this latex: namely, the simple fact of breathing, of staying
afloat, of getting something through the little hol&seafask. And sure,

I dm not there on the roadside, tI
pressed out, waving. I n truth, | ¢
a state flower in some ways, yes, but it stands that the breathing is har
a n ds uniplea®ant, and with my back flat against rock and my efres wate
ing from the wind, | think that the best | can do is to stay just like that,
breathing that suffocated breath, all through the night.



Conflicting Intimacies:

A Featured Interview with
Scoft Broker

The following interview was conducted by ficties editors Jam
McNulty and Carson Framdarch 142015.

James:He | | o, Scott! Hope the weathe
excited to start our first featured interview!

CarsonnHi Scott! 1 tdéds great to final
process is finished!

Scott: Hi James and Cpyrteshe speakingdvith betlg u a
of you. Thanks for having me!

James:Tell us about your creative process, Scott. Stream of censciou
ness, in my experience, takes a high level of concentration to write. Whg
were some of the difficulties of writing in thike8ty

Scott: Much of my creative process revolvesrarexploring a particular
voicd its diction, its syntax, its nuances, and so on. In any story, it is the
movement of the voice that first interests me (as a reader and a writer
and | think that making voice believable and proper to your piece can be
difficult to figure out, especially when writing stream of consciousness.
One of the ways | have found effective in approaching SOC is by having
faith in natural rhythm: throughout this piece especialgs tonstantly
reading it back out to myself, making sure that the cadence felt natural tc
the speaker. For SOC to really feel like SOC, the reader ought to be abl
to trace its movements even when the actual sentence seems to meand
in all directions. fie difficulty, though, is figuring out the balance between
clarity, tension, and indulgence.
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Carson What are some of the benefits you think readers derive from the
SOC style you used? | was really interested in how the main character
speech alternatbeétween halting and poetic.

Scott | think that the particular benefit of SOC in this piece comes down
to the interplay of content and form. Within the narrative, there is a lot
happening with misperception and efforts at orienting oneself. | think it
heps to see this through narrative voice that wandensoving down
certain avenues of thought then stopping suddenly, turning in a wholly
new direction. It makes it clear that the "reality" within the piece is being
dictated by a very particular mind d&®S0C keeps the reader unable to
move out of thiaperceptiordependent realfilocked, that is, in sa@n

one else's head and seeing the world, for better or worse, as that person
seeing it.

James Do you pl ot out your imagesd be
Faul knerds outlining processe-scr

come difficult to write stream of consciousness without rambling unless
you have a very defined structure beforehand.

Scott I've actua}l never been much of a ploftaimast all of my stories
originate with a first line that I've been mulling for a few days but that's
pretty much it. The plot tends to come as the voice works itself out in
those early bits, though | find that whenever | become attached-to a ce
tain idea pletwise, the voice of the piece takes it somewhere completely
different. This particular story was slightly different because | knew where
it ended from the beginning, but | would attribute all of thetimeen to

the way the first line came out.

Carson Yes, | was wondering about your choices for that character.
What metric did you use to decide what merited inclusion in his thoughts
and what was extraneous?

Scott: This is the sort of thing I'm never able to figure out. Going back to
the idea of naturahythm, there seems (for certain characters, at least) to
be patterns of specific thinking that make themselves known early on in
the story. It's when | see myself refraining to ideas introduced that | know
they're important for the piece as a whole (fample, the narrator's
quick jump to Maggie interested me as a prospect initially and when sh
kept appearing as an idea, | knew that that thought was important for
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him.) Other lines of thought emerge in early drafts but tend to fall away
naturally.

Carson | like the idea of an opposition between voice and plot, having it
be sort of a hashirgut. | mean, the character certainly seems noere el
guent in situations where he's comfortable.

James So you figureut the plotting as you widtéetting the voicéake
control. | feel like many charaedeiven authors work this way.

Carson I want to talk a little bit
Skul |l Mask On. 6 Can you describe
interested to know if the themes of shary arose from that place, or vice
versa. You mentioned that the character's voice laid groundwork for the
plot. However, themes (at least in my experience) often build from an
author's personal associations.

Scott Certain themeare absolutely loeat in plac® the origin of the

story was actually in a photograph | saw of a line of women in Mexico
wearing masks to recognize the violence within the prostitution industry.
It was such a striking image that | immediately felt compelled to throw a
naive Anerican into that scei¢o make him (and myself, really) figure
out what to make of it. As for Zona Rosa specifically, this came from a bit
of research on rdayht districts in Mexico Céyt proved to be an inte

esting spot because not only do peoplthgre for prostitutes, but it is

also a developed commercial and party area. This latter information i
formed certain cavorkers' weekend ventures.

James In reference to throwing a sien of yourself into the woddhat
seems a wonderful way to aggtoa story: as a way to help yourself a
swer a question.

Carson | like how the story maintains that foreign feeling between pe

ple. The naiveté of the main character pereisis at least acknowledged.
You mentioned being in the UK right now. Badir own internatio

al experiences inform the story in any way?

Scott Interestingly, this entire story was written while | was stid-hom
bound in the US. That said, my experience of being new places heavil
informed the approach to the character. | tthink the distance between
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yourself and those around seems especially tangible when you are abro
(this is certainly something | have felt before); what comes from this is
either a fascination with your place within the foreign or a sorhef wit
drawal inb your own self as a means of comfort. Or, as is the case with
the narrator, a little bit of both. | also am interested in the waydhat ge
graphical lines manage to so decisively disconnect us (whether in the sen
of isolation just mentioned or in the s=iof care/sympathy, both pilit

cally and personally speaking). As can be seen in the story, the way |
overcome this immediate mersushem position is something | wanted

to work out.

Carson Your comments about the self and "the foreign" kind of lead
into my next question about intimacy. The story really seems te invest
gate the different ways in which people connect and relate. The last scen
for example, seems to express some kind of ultimate intimacy, ever
though the character is completely alone.

I wondered how you honed in on the idea of breath as a unifying thing
there, as well.

Scott Yes$ this odd interplay of conflicting intimacies was something |
was interested in precisely for the reasons mentioned earlier. Many of th
characters are unmedr in the new context, looking for ways to feel
connected. Some are more benign (Tank's bartender, for instance) bu
others delve into the uncomfortable space of intimacy at anather's e
pense. The whole sexual urgency throughout the piece was mgant to a
dress this latter portion: sex is one of our more natural modes ot-connec
ing, but, here, it is being employed in a way that seems mostly to further
distance. | wanted to explore how people seek intimacy, misunderstan
intimacy, and ultimately reach autkdntimacy in perhaps unanticipated
ways. Like you said, the narrator's most intimate moment comes at the
end, when he is wholly alone. This arrives, though, once he has seel
however minutely, something into the worth of the girl he is with. | think
that when anyone sees another's value, there is an immediate intimat
moment; however, the power of this sort of experience is amplified when
there was a presupposed disconne
just mentioned. | thought it was importantthdte nar r atdor 6 s
ing, though, really be limited to the space of breathing, of living, becaus
he is, in many ways, totally apart from her experience and to claim othe
wise would be problematic in myriad ways. That does not mean, though
that he cahconnect to her by virtue of them both simply being alive.
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James We had the pleasure of working with you through a few drafts of
the story; first through small notes, then intensive critiques. It was an
honor and a pleasure to work with you on this;viswvorking with the
same two editors?

Carson Did you feel, as a writer, our particular pull as an audience? Car
you describe how you balanced your own goals for the story with our
feedback?

Scott Good questions. For the most part, having both affgedback

was incredibly helpful in illuminating where the story spoke too little or
too much. | think that | had reached a point where it was difficult locating
myself as a true reader of the piece and hearing your takes helped put n
back in that placguite a lot. As for the particular pull, | think that | could
see it but not in a way that felt like "There go James and Carson pushin
for X again.é The feedback read
complete story, not like two people with sessitistes and odd desires.

As for balancing my wants and yours: for the most part, | woudd impl
ment a suggestion, give it a day, and then return to it, again, as a read
might. Certain things coalesced immediately to the narrative and hardl
stuck out (te better done additions) while others became...welp-the o
posite of coalesced. All in all, though, | loved the process and, again, ca
not lend my thanks enough.

James Reaarding your odd desire comndesbmetimes editors don't

sufficiently explain whetieey're coming from with their suggestions. It's

always very important to us to address why we're making suggestions r

ther than simply making the suggestions and expecting the writer to take

themWedd never want to write your
What was thenost difficult part of writing and revising this story?

Scott Well let it be known that your approach to feedback was quite
helpful. Something | struggled a lot with in both the original writing, but
especially in the editing was regaining the voice. When | was originall
doing it, | would reead all of what | had alotitree or four times for

each writing session so that | could get back into the narrator's head. I
was still very fresh, though, so it was fairly easy delving in. The editing
though, which came much later, proved a bit more difficult. When |
wanted to inorporate new content, | had to frame it so completely in the
voice in orderd avoid it sticking out as n&even had friends read it



14 | spring 2015

and tell me if any section seemeebbwbice.

James | have the same problem when writing. You have to work yourself
back into the same frame of mind and character that you were in weeks
sometimes months ago. That can be extremely difficult when it comes to
very tonally different or stylis
work once or twice and touch it upibto get back into the voice.
Who are some of your favorite authors? Do you have any recomme

dations for readers who enjoyed your work? And did any works $pecifica
ly influence this work?

Scott Some authors | enjoy and would recommend to anyone dése Den
Johnson, Donna Tartt, Don Dent il |
ders, Jhumpa Lahiri, David Markson, David Foster Wallace, and Charle:
Baxter. As for what authors inspired this piece, | can't say for sure and
would happily take suggestions. | had acantly read some Saunders,
though, which 1 think helped in pushing for a sort of hyperreal context
bordering on the absurd.

James | can definitely see a | itt]l
there.

Scott Glad to hear it! He's one my moreengditerary fascinations and
I'm glad to have a piece that harkens to him in any way.

James The striking originality of your work here is one of the many
things we love. Very rarely do we see an author skillfully blend stream o
consciousness with swalism, which you did exceptionally well. While |
can see small traces of some of those authors you've listed, you've cleal
developed your own focus and writing style.

Really, though. Brilliant work on this, Scott. The writing style is beaut
ful, the chaacters authentic, the mood breathtaking, and the themes, as
we have discussed, are relevant
you write next. Are you working on any stories currently, and where car
readers (Carson and | included) find more of yol?wor

Scott Many thanks for all of the kind words and even more thanks for
being such active parts of the editing process. | look forward to working
with both of you more in the future. As for current stories, | have just

finished the draft of a piece abauhan who becomes entranced hy fil
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ing and revatching his life (beginning with an incredibly poor attempt at
a homemade alieroqmo and devolvingg§ much as something ca d
volve from that pointfrom there). Ideas at play about understanding and
repreent i ng ourselves through telev
as a theme recently. Hopefully you all will see a version at some point it
the near future! And my work can or will soon be fouhdtexry 6

phans, ScribesailFragments

James I'm actually readingyhite Noiseow; Delillo tackles some similar
ideas.

Scott Funny you mention Deliédd've just finished.ibra The influence,
it seems, is tagr present at this juncture.

Carson Is there anything else iblike to tell us abotiGirl with a Skull
Mask On" in particular?

Scott: | suppose a final word on the story would be something | tell my
mom anytime | give her anything to read: don't let the absurdity (or
crudeness, or cleverness, or ostensibly indulgent voice, or [iitkkin bl
with any other trait pretty much anyone writing in the 21st century falls
into]) distract you from taking the story seriously. I'm a believergn brin
ing the ethics back to an unavoidably postmodern sensibility and truly dc
think that, oftentimes, thsranger the story seems, the more relevant to
the immediate context it really is.

Thark you both so much for talkidigeally nice getting to go over
some of these ideas with you all and I'm so excited to see the entire issue

Carson Thanks so much, StoReally lodkg forward to publishing
this.

James Youdve given us some really
about. ltds been great; this issu



Still Life with Water

Kathie Jacobson

The two ofthem- and me standing in between having no clue where
to look or how to leave the roodnspit words the way we (me and my
brother) toss rotten tomatoes to splat against the trunk of the tree at the
far end of the gardehle has better aim so usually It garowing and
gather the tomatoes just past ripe, the ones that maybe have a seam dov
one side where the tomato took on more water than its skin coudd hold
and hand them to him like | am the automatic loading arm in a bailing
machine.

Momma has takesn more water than her skin can probably hold.

My brother and | have been working all summer in the garden, pulling
weeds and hanging tin foil plates to scare the deet kiveathe way the
plates rattlel. like the way my brother, when he pitchesnaato, tucks
his tongue out of the corner of his mouth as if wetting the air with saliva
will improve his aim.

Mommads skin i s t oleheckmizehllambipr a
ing her a sandwich but | do not see a sBach.says she is a whale of a
diggrace and she cries and says he can just go and be like everyone else
his family never staying married and | stand between them like | have
been tapped in freeze tag and no one is melting me. My brother pretend
to be asleep upstairs, but | know hésierlingln the morning he tells
me he still thinks Momma will get up out of that bed and cook grilled
cheese with margarine and mix up some-Kidolike we are too young
to work.

He is more scared than riée eat dry Cheerios by the handifilick
one at himMomma is not getting up aga¥imu can see her arms are too
round for her sleeves.

| make tomato sandwiches and we take them to the garden.

In spring, my father dumped a load of old manure for the spreader.
Except the spreader stopped working, though the tomatoes are up to
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my eyeballs, the pile of poo still sits therat spreader is like a wish that
candt come true because someone
their birthday caké&lies are the only ones happy.get to the pond

have to walk around that pile, pinching my nose closed, but once past, n
one can see mekcan dive in and swim with the turtles who stick their
eyes out like they are some sort of bump on an underwatdrllog.
splash, the frogs are quiet, butgfvim real careful, the frogs sing like an
orchestra and | can scoot my toes out of the water and spin in a circle like
the Follies on TV.I swim and catfish with
moustache, all droopy but with a last minute curl, swim likevshado

der meUnder them there is muck that swallows me to my Kdedlse

shore, | rinse my legs and salt the leeches who shrivel up and let go of m
skin but my legs are stained like | am wearing permanent socks.

My brother, when he sees me, gajMesae not supposed to swim
even when it is a million degrees outside and flies buzz all ovea-that m
nure pile and drk tomato juice where we have thrown them, splat,
against the tree.

I shrug and kick water at Tomriherons stalk the shallows across the
pond, feast like gluttons on pompous, uncareful fitgeds grow
through the bottom of an upturned rowbodt.cotton mouth hatched
her clutch beneath that boat and no one has used it since.

Tommy grins and splashe®ithe pondThe herons fly up.

When my brother floats he puts his arms out like he is making a snow
angel or like he is Jesus dead on the cross at Annie's church where the
took BusterTommy keeps his face in the water while | count the seconds
stretchng the Mississippi's so that | have a chance of being underwater
longer than him when it is my tuke puffs water from his lips when he
stands up, wipes his eyes, shakes an annoying drip from where it pools ¢
the end of his noséle swats at a dragoly thovering about his head,
drawn by the light reflecting off his wet haileech dangles from his
collar bone.

0You g dam geefud chéered by his misfortune.

He slaps his shoulder and | laugh harder when the leech attaches it
tail end to hishest.l bounce from one foot to the other on the bank
where the clover never grows above the dirt even when the pond shrink:
in late summer.

He splashes at the leech, reaches the dock and grabs the Morton's th
we brought with us to kill the suckénsack away. | know that once he
pinches it free, he will fling it at rike. raises his arm to pitch and | run.

"I'm telling."l call over my shoulder as if there were still somebody to
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tell.

Momma likes to sleep more than she likes to be dvsda.to be
Momma let us swim with the catfish even though Dad said eutrophication
was suffocating the pond and no telling whabalegerighought about
that. Momma laughed like summer and said swimming buck naked in a
pond was one of Dhdrdles diseyasineaavay thatl e
meant he lost the argument and we whooped into the water. Used to be
Momma would drive and drive until we got to a new lake or river and
Momma would swim across to the other shore while we worried from
foot to foot on the sandasest to where she left the car.

After Buster, Momma went to bed where she has stayed.

Momma said Buster was a fish that drowned in théeaiad fingers
with nails and toes and everything he needed for a godekdiépt
breathing.

The doctor said imight have been the water. My father yelled how
Momma cannot swim in every damned mud puddle between here anc
hell, and what is wrong with her anywéymma just climbed straight
into her bed and eutrophication seglher up with enough watshe
willbe a pond if she candt swim in

Mr. Mulveyis sittingon the porch when | come up the hillo not
like the look on his facklis lips wrinkle and curl into his mouth like a
potato that has a gash in its skin.Mulvey has known us since before |
was born.He took care of Momma when she was aHgrls the one to
take her when she needs to go away.
I wish my brother were with me but he has not come home.
Mr. Mulvey asks, OWhereds your
oDunno. 0
He flaps a yellow envelope against his #righl know he wants to
say out loud what is inside.
| call my father whoarries a radio when he mows the figldssays
to give Mr. Mulvey tea and he will be home soon.
| wait a spell before asking Mr. Mulvey does he want a glass of water.
He announces he will come back ldteratch Mr. Mulvey pull im-
self into his jeep, the kind they drive in Africa on Born Freave
watched that movie six times on televisiam glad to cry when they let
the lions go.
Tommy and Dad come home togethBommy holding the door
open for flies while Dad unties his boots to leave the mud oltsde.
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packed a bag for Mommiaothbrush, comb, a couple of jogging suits.

Before us, Momma lived on the side of mountain in an old idamp.
cabin stood all bysilonesome in a meadow where the hill flattened for a
pause, like it was catching its breath before racing to thdotoma
speculated that the cabin must have been for the nature colageter.
counselors, she said, were a reclusive lot, spendinggtms watching
stars, planning lessons, mapping scavenger hunts, plotting to gend cam
ers adventuring through the dense underbrush of the Rabsits bt
rowed in her yard, munched on shoots of new clover and wild strawbe
ries.Behind the cabin arépg bubbled from the ground creating a muddy
indentation in the eartMud wasps frequented the edges of that puddle.
A pipe plunged into the ground pulled water from the spring and ran it
through a mesh screen filt€his was the water she used to caot
clean and drink and batiomma got spoiled by that summeven
now she does not like to sleep with the windows clBkedscorns the
rufous water from our pipes.

Mr. Mulvey knocks when | am fixing cereal to eat in front of thie TV.
refuse to amger.Just a proselytizer, | tell mysdlfist a timid schoolboy
with a bag of shit. Old Mr. Mulvey with no people of his own. | give
Tommy a look and he follows me out the backdoor before Dad can tell us
get to your roomdMr. Mulvey climbs onto the froetoop waving that
big yellow envelop against his thigihnakes a sound like a duck flapping
its way off of the pondlommy goes down to the gardesit on the
root of a maple tree that slopes under the kitchen window like a park
bench.

lhearDadat he door and Mr . Mul vey6s
imagine his eyes all shifty as he holds out the envélegeDad rooting
through a drawer for a paring knife, the mix of scratch and swish as the
knife slices through the paper, the sweep of psljating out, and then a
long quiet.

0Today?6é my fatherdés voice soun;

0 Y e Mr. Mulvey talks in a low voiddigure he is proposing to take
Momma away.

| could shoot the birds singing in the yard.

Once Momma toldnehow Daddy bumped his heaght on the céi
ingwhen lwas bord. Babi es come f r orhimagme se
waves lapping about inside her bddynagine the peanut that is me
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swelling until the water is displacgdd | eak, 6 she sai
f | o dvdter puddled undéer in the bedShe tapped my father who

told her not to worry but when he rolled, pulling the covers back around
his shoulders to stretch the night, the sea poured from under Momma anc
splashed toward him, water lapped the shore of his body liketsugreat
nami and in a fierce, single leap he was out of bed, his head whappin
against the ceilinjlo mma | i ked t o rub heer fi
head when she told that part, like she might still find a knot puffing under
his hairline.

My father turnsweay when we scrape our knees and once | saw him
wretch like a cat with a hairball when Tommy needed a tooth, dangling or
its last string, pulled.

If Momma goes, Tommy will have to wait for his tooth to cut its own
string.

Mommads eyes wkdiatdhermoenl. humasi open ¢ o
the bédtiagdsf,r@deéand ISbautdpesmdit 0osr
0 Momma, Vyou hShejest stardslr. ¢Maltey willgakedher if
she doesnddoGgetumodi hg.start t hr c
drawers, drawers that | am forbidden to opdomma does not try to
stop me which makes me maddiehrow her slip and it catches on a
window latch, hangs there like an unfortunate curtain, hangs there like
lady who forgot her knees could go straight fargot her shoulders and
her chinl throw her brush, the one with silver on the back she got from
her father who died before | was bdtns always there on her dresser;
never used for her haMy aim is awfulOr preciseThe handle of the
brush flis past the slip and pierces the window like a #pparches
where it has punctured the glass while a crack eases up and down the pa
like the first vein of water poking through ice on the pond in spring.
Momma turns her header eyes light on the lfaf glass and she pushes
up on her elbows to watchir heavy with lilacs fills the room replacing
the smell of old, hard sandwiches and stale MomMamama makes a
sound like a scrub jay complaining. can hear Dad@s f
ries our way.

0Gon, 6 says Momma.

0 She i say thipthoagh Dad stands the doorway and can see
with his own eye®ad looks at me, and at the empty drawers, and at the
window, and at the slip that sways in the breeze like aHghémbks at
Momma, then back at mgaén.

| watch their faces and | watch the flddo mma 6 s hush p
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slide from the bed and stomp like an elephant to the center of thé room.

expect them to fight; | am ready like a rope in a tug obv@an a-n , I
by, 6 Momma s ay s .toleDraedpass eforp be strib ged w &
ing.

| throw the door hard against the house when | am leaving. Screen
doors were made for slamming, especially ones already torn and offerin
refuge for mosquitos, escape for no one.

Outside | stomp into the corn wkercan see nothing but leaves and
the gren silk that tops the eatsget to work catching coppeolored
June bugs, piling them in a jar which | will dose with white gasoline and
close the lid to suffocate their crop killing selves.

The wind risesThe corn leans heavy and | can see over the top.
Across the yard, Tommy stoops down on flat feet, elbows on his knees
ears betweehle signals me to be quiet. A painted turtle dug a hole in the
dirt between the manure pile and the unmowed edge of th&feeld.
plunks out an egg then sticks a foot in the hole to move the egg to the
side before she lays another. Painted turtle is the actual name of the turtle
in our pond which is a coincidence because it is what we call them for the
marks we paint on their #sevhen we catch them, Tommy always riding
in the bow and me paddling our canoe with the silent dip and pull of a
jaystroked0 Ten odcl ock, 6 Tommyds Vhei ce
paddle drips into the boat as | cross it over to press waternhtdrel o
other side turning us toward the
so it woNedaint tallp inaaks bn.the turtles with nail polish, a
different color for every yedthis turtle has dusty rose and orange tally
marks, two years of chieg.An egg cracks when it lands in the hole and
when | see it | just want to balbmmy will say | am stupid so instead |
pick an apple off the ground, chuck it high and punt it with my fabt sen
ing white fruit, skinless, in all directions.

When sheiffiishes laying eggs, the turtle uses her back legs like she i
swimming in place to knead a dirt cover to the &bk pushes dry grass
onto the top and starts to walk away. We decide to spare her the journey
and, slipping her in a bucket, we head tpdhd.

OMomma got up. o6

Tommy looks at me like he is trying to decide if | am teasing.

| just nod.

Swallow tails crash in to each other over the milkweed that grows b
side the traib T h ey f Firgt hthink hegis?tdlking about the brtte
flies,which seems ridiculous because they are too light to bother each
other. Tommy does not look at me or at the milkwetdconcentrates
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on the bucketnside the turtle walks like she means to climb outysr ma
be she just thinks she is making this journégoown.

I shrug. Wind scrapes water frc
washer women are emptying a tub.

Tommy splashes into the water pulling the bucket like a small boat
behind him until he is in up to his-s¥eért. He dumps the buckethe
turtle floats for a minute, head in the sun, then dives. In winter, turtles
slide into the murky bottom, deep enough to surVley have blood
like antifreeze to keep ice crystals Tty can absorb oxygen through
their skin.

Buster did not have a trick fmxygen.

Tommy floats in the pond, jusff the corner of the dock that isksin
ing | have counted to twenty, but | will tell him it was only sixfeken.
reach twentgix, | will throw something to splash near and make him
stand up.Salamanders move @ndhe water like arn g erepsatng
themselvesTadpoles skitter, wiggling black dots with thin iAfiger
bugs stir the silt at the bottom of the pond.

I look back at the house which is small, like a matchbox vergion of i
self from hereAlong the Bore, young trees stretch in grey lines. When
she comes home, Momma will stand on the dock and watch uStssvim.
will clap her hands when | float the londgisé will say | can swim with
her, even across the rivers, even across thedakdsead, an dwits on
the thick part of a branch, near the trunkatch until it rises, a single
low thump the only sound as air replaces itself after the push o-his ma
sive wings.



Interview

Kathie Jacobson

When did you write "Still Life with Water"?

| began working on this piece in August of 2014 as part of a eellabor
tive project bet ween The Writerd:
Explored, a noiprofit dedicated to providing artists with developmental
disabilities the means to teg@&xhibit, and sell their art.

Did you have a difficult time deciding the title of your work? Were
there any other titles you were considering?

The artwork from which | was working reminded me of the surface of
a pond, how fallen leaves and marsiss decorate the surfdoéially
the title was a place holder bit of irony in my mind since, of course, a
pond would not be the subject of a still life painfisghe story unfak
ed the working title became a driiémough the water imagery asv
able to explore the way this young narrator charted connection to her
mother during difficult time in her family.

What inspired "Still Life with Water"? Are any of its themesri-
spired by your own life?
The painting that provided the initial impdtughis story was ata
stract piece of greens and golds and rich pinks that seemed rich in the we
water can be, simultaneously muddied and clear, reflective anditopaque.
seemed like the painting of a pond, the surface wiayntp deeper layers
of color. The artist used a lot of repeating lines that seemed rapidly drawn.
As | began writing, | thought a lot about the important places of i
land water | have experienced, using images of springs, lakes, rivers anc
particular pond where | spent many afiens as a child@hough the
pond was at the bottom of a vast alfalfa field and should have been suff
cated by the farm runoff, it supported abundant liféenk | first heard
the word eutrophication in connection with thatd) and what a word it
seemd. | likely repeated it to lull myself to sleep that entire year.
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What was the hardst part of writing "Still Life with Water"?
Trusting t hleeededmylnardter tovexperienee her ci

cumstance with wonder and the magnificenkhalfing,halfinventing

logic that shapes the way a child puts together the pieces of Al life.

wrote, | sometimes worried the young voice would not be able to hold the

complex emotion | wanted to braid into the piece.

Which part of "Still Life with Water" was conceived of first?

I knew the character figstrom her voice in the opening scene in
which she is throwing tomatoes with her brothénought the story
would be about a child navigating conflict as her family unraveled at tha
point. As | wrote thewater scenes, however, | realized that | was more
interested in how we all come to understand the flaws and beauty of eac
thing, the wonderful imperfection of love.

Was there anything in your original conception of the story that
didn't make it in?

Yes Initially | thought | was going to write about depres¥ithen |
was very young, the mother of a boy across the street periodically left hi
familyWe di dnét talk about depressi
being gone, but the image of her depanas powerful in my snear
old mind.As | accrued the water imagery, my interest shifted to exploring
the way water was the expression of life and love and the saleath of
and grief for this fami@lysomething | experienced as a child when the
watersaround our homes became too polluted to be Fagmkfully,
these wetlands have been restored and are once more abundant with ¢
sorts of wildlife.

Tell us about your revision process regarding this work.

In this story, | collected the images astifng pictures from National
Geographic for a collageevision required moving forward and back, as
I worked to understand the order of the images and the process of di
covery and understanding that my character was working to achieve

Did you run into any issues while writing this? The tone and voice
are beautiful; they must have been difficultto maintain.

Thank you.My intent as | crafted this story was to use free flowing
language without restraint, like a child pulling another by the sleeve acros
the backyard, and to balance this urgent narration with thoughtful co
struction about how the building blocks of the story fit togetfide
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scaffolding of the story needed to be sufficient to hold the weight of the
material so that | was free to lethe young narrator's voice feisty and
immediate, unhindered.

Who are some of your favorite authors? Whickuthors influenced
"Still Life w ith Water"?

| am a fairly eclectic readelove rich lyrical, image driven wrii@rs
so many come to mintftorrison, Harding, Matthiesen, Li, Kingsolier.
am intrigued by writinthat succinctly challengesdmédnether through
use of laguage, imagery, ideas, or 8tayyconsider things from anumn
sual angléVriters who manage to nail all levels at onceyanenwes.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenipu
lished before?

My work has appearedRithead Chapel, Necessarydfidtitaimeutic
Chaos

What drew you toDriftwood Pres$?

Driftwood Pressisistently presents topnotch writifige accompan
ing interviews about the work make a rich reading experience, replete witl
gems about craft.



Rise
Kris Whorton

Henrystandsat the opendoor in his westernCaribbearvillagelook-
ingfor the signsof the endof theworld. Rainpoursout of the skyblerd-
ing with the river andthe sea.The hurricaneturnednorth but the water
d o e sanedt heedsaplaceto callhome.

0 T hwindowsof heaverwereo p e n leedagys3oftly, remembering
the missionarieBom Americagonefor justa month,andtheirteachings
aboutamannamed\Noah.

The rain hasonly lastedsincedinnertwo daysago,but alreadythe
BarreteRiveris aboveits banksandHenryand Josearetrappedat home
with theirmothe beneattthe roaron thetin roof. Elenascrubgshe floor
in the cookingareaandordersthe boysto washdownwallsandcleanthe
insidesof the windows.Henry peersout the window and beyondthe
front porchwherethey spendtheir eveningsookingout on their village,
hopingto be setfree soon.Their homeis smallandalreadyso cleanthat
he cannotunderstandvhy shewantshim to do this. Thereis the bedhis
parentsshare,and the one he and Joseshareaswell. Henry thinks he
shouldhavehis own sin@ he s eight,and Joseis still justa child, a baby
almostonlyfive yearsld, but hismotherw o nligten.Shesaygheyarea
familyandfamiliessharesverythingespeciallpedsandmealsatthe small
tablewith chairs.

As Henrytakegheragfrom hisbucketthefaint sweetandspicyscent
of purifyingcopalrisesfrom the scrubwater.

0 Wh a@siP@ppaandtheb o a Hedrgasksashepullsachaircloseto
the wall so he canstandon it and reachhigher.His fatherleft before
dawnbut Henrydoubs he is fishing.The river is a swirl of brown mud.
Thefishwill be hiding.

0 Ch e dhed i ly esheanswers.

0 khouldbeh e | p hetelghenthinkingshewill lethim go.

0 Y aarehelpingme shésaysbutheissimplytherewith Jose.

Oboudpaddl e. 6



driftwood press | 27

His motheris silentandHenrythinksof repeatindnimself Butinstead
he scrubstryingto think of anotherwayto convinceher.He knowsshe
seeshim asa child still, aslittle moregrownup thanJosebut he is taller
andstrongerAnd he hashelpedhis fathermanytimes.He is becominga
man,whethersheknowsit or not, andif he cannotconvinceher,perhaps
Maritacan.His mothertrustsherbecaussheisahealer.

As Henrystandson the chait reachingashighashe canto scrubthe
upperpartsof thewall,Josepokeshim with a stick.

Henryturnsandsnapshis rag,catchingJosegjust belowthe eye.Jose
criesout in surpriseandmomentdater,both boysaresittingin chairson
the porch,thedampairin closethe wetworld beforethem.

0 Sandbeq u i theirmdtherscoldso Id o nMarttto hearathing
butther ai n. 0

Shedisappeargside leavinghe door open,probablyto keepaneye
on them, but perhapsto hearthe rain let up. Their yellowdog, Luko,
watchegrom the lowerstep,his goldeneyespleadingo beletup on the
porch.Theriverwaterfills the commonareaandwetsL u k lbafinchesas
it risesHe standshisfeetin waterandwhimpers.

0 Ic a n Banrytélls Luko. His parentswill not allow Luko on the
porch or in the house,believingfever can come from dogs,although
Marita saysotherwiseand Henry trustsher the most. He leansforward
and peersaroundthe Ma r ihoude® seeMa r i Hearéddoatis d-
readytiedto therail,andherdooris open,buthec a se@&anyondnside.
0 Al waeyasHignrysays.

Six of the forty-five homesin Salinasurroundthe commonareain
front of H e n rhgmie.Eachoneis built on stilts,but floodingstill makes
life difficult. No onecanwork outside andthereis no chanceo play.No
onefishesbecaus¢he waterbecomesoo muddyandflushesthe fish to
the depths.And sometimeghereis fever and death.This is what the
womenfear.Everyonggetsrestlesandfussy Eventhe dogshaveto find
their own high ground.The junde falls silent. Gone arethe titters and
callsof woodpeckersparrots,tinamous,honeycreeperand the clack
clackof thet o u chilla Benry hopeshurricaneseasori s stdrting
early.

BeforeElenacallsthemin for lunch,anotherstepis submerge@dnd
Luko hascreptup to the nextone.The downpourcontinuesandby early
afternoonwhentheygo backout on the porchthe waterhasswallowed
onemorestairandLukois curledup in the corner His eyepenasHen-
ry pullsachairin closeto givehim a placeto hideagainsthe house Sidh-
ing,Henrywishedor sunandfishingon bluewaterwith hisfather.
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0 L ¢hembe carriedawayto the s e dhg Whitefacedmissionaries
saidaboutthev i | | gpds.&heysl @ dknodvthe seais whereall spirits
go to be free. The uprootedtrees the plants,the animalghat die in the
junglealsomaketheir wayeastH e n rfaghérBalacicandtheir neighbor
EstebanOrtiz work just wherethe river bends.They sharea boat and
Palaciausesalong poleto pushat atree thatis in the waterandwedged
acros®therscausindgranchesindsmalletreesto damup.

Are theyfreeingthe old godsin an effort to keepthe watermoving?
No. Nothing the missionariesaidmatteredto anyonein SalinasTheir
sermongdrove the villagerso believeevenmorein Maritawho knows
howto keepthe mosquitoeswaysono onewill losetheirsoul.

Henrystudieghe logsjammingup againsthe stiltsunderthe houses
he cansee SomethindplackbobsundertheY o u nhgudeHe standsaup
andleansasfar ashe canacrosgherail. It is the slickblackfur of adead
howlermonkey A creationgodc a ibéstucklike anyother litter from
thejungle How canhefreeit?C h o w epiriimsistfind anewbody.The
animalbody cango to the edgeof the world, but the spirit hasto stay
close.

How canhefreehimselfHenryis alreadyso sickof therainhe could
screamlf his mothermakeshim cleanor playwith Joseanymorehe ce-
tainlywill. But hereis a chancdo showherhe cando morethanwatcha
boy.Thewateris onlyto thethird step.Thati s so@eepHe couldwade
to the Y o u nhguesjust five boatlengthsfrom theirs. The waterwill
only catchhim abovehis kneesand he canusehis fishing pole to help
him.

But how canhe freehimselfso Josew o ntdll br try to comeaswell?
His brotherfollowshim everychanceéne getsandJoseis too smalifor this
journey.

0 Y omantmeto readtoy o uh@asksloseTheboywill growsleepy
andthen he will nap.From readingto him in bed Henry knowsit will
onlytakeafewpages.

UsuallyJosemustbegHenryto read Now he runsinto the housebe-
fore Henry canchangehis mind andreturnsa few minutesaterwith the
piratestory TheRedRoverJoseis smilingashe thruststhe tatteredbook
into H e n rhgndsandscootontohismo t hponchthgir.Lukois still
curledup underneatlit andhe openshis goldeneyedor only asecondo
makesurenothingis happening.

0 Mo meagd shouldthanky o ulgséays.

0 T hoi nseHedryteasesd thoughtyou likedthe other storiesbe-
ter. o
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The missionariekeft a Bible storiesreaderat eachhousewith a child,
but somehowandHenryi s sudehow, his fathergot them this book
andJosecannothearit enough.

0 Wwantto knowaboutScipioAfricanusandDick Fid. The othersto-
riesarefory ou . 6

Anyonecanseethat Joseprefersthesemen over the ones,true and
madeup, andthe godsthat Maritatellsthemaboutwhentheywalkin the
jungletogethercollectingherbs.Her voice is soft but strongand she
moveshroughthe treesandbushesasthoughshebelongsHenry follows
her everystep and stayscloseso he can hearher lessonsand seeher
handspinchingleavesandpartingbrancheswhenJosecomesthe birds
quietandHenryd o e fearr@asmuchbecausé isJ o sckaftesthatfills
the spacesf thejungle.

Henrysettlesn the chairnextto Joseandflips to the chapterthatd-
waysputshisbrotherto sleepHenryglancesip onceto seeif the howler
monkeyis still trapped How long will it takebeforehe cangoto it? Jose
sitscomfortablyhissmileexpetant.

0 G a h e dabewaveshishand,mimickinga gestureHenryusesto
give the youngerkids a headstart whenthey play chaseor tagin the
commonarea.

0 listtimeyoustartlearningo readfory o u r slenty$aydwlding
the book out, but Josesits back and puts his handsin his lap. Henry
smilesandbeginsglancingup ashe readsBeforehe hasfinisheda page,
J o sege@rehalfclosedandhisthumbisin hismouth.It w o nbélong
beforeHenry cansneakdown the stairsand wadeacrosshe spacebe-
tweenthe houses.

He looks acrosghe railingand the waterfilled yard. The monkeyis
barelyvisible justthe curveof his backstill abovewater.Whatwill hgp-
penif it is still trappedtherewhenthe Barretdindsits banksagainHen-
ry softenshisvoicelike heis sayinga prayerHe standsup slowly setsthe
book on his seatandkeepdalkingquietlyashe movestowardhisfishing
pole,peekingnsideto seewhathis motheris doing.Shehasher backto
him, cuttingchayoteor wild peanutdor dinnerperhapsthoughit is still
hoursaway.

Josds slouchedn the highbacked:hair,hischinrestingon hischest.
Luko still sleepsaasHenryeasesut from underthe eaverain soakinghis
hairandshirtbeforehe hasmadeit downfour stairs As he movescloser
to the river, he searcheghe windowsand doorsof their nearesneid-
bors.He studiesachhousethe YoungsandMarins the Novellos,Lugos
andAlvarezesreall closedup.EvenM a r idboaistlssechow.No one
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is out. Salinahasneve seemedso quiet.And the river is emptyof men
workingtogetherin boats.His fatherand Estebarhavemovedon from
downriver.Wherecantheybe?

It is now or never. Anymorewaitingand Josecouldwakeup or their
mother could stepout to checkon them Henry holds his fishing pole
aloft andsinkshisfoot onto the river coveredhird step.lt is colderthan
he expectssomehowcrisplike the bottom of the river whenhe andJose
swimanddive deep.Onceboth feetaresecurehe moveson to the next
one. Glancingaroundagain,Henry stepsdown, stabilizeshimself,and
thenmovesagairnonto thelowestone.He feelsthe tug of the currentand
his stomaclclencheashe struggles minuteto regairhis balancelF-rom
theporch,Lukowhines.

0 Hu sHennisesHe is momentarilyistractedrom the sudden
waveof fear.Holdingthe railing,he leansforward and plantsthe fishing
polein the groundin front of the loweststep.The watersurgesaround
the bambooandhe is suddenlynsurethat the flimsy polewill helphim.
Lookingdown, hetriesto seeinto the waterbut it is the sameasstaring
into mud.

Takinga deepbreath,and still holding the railing, Henry easesis
right foot forward, strainingto feel solid groundunderit. Luko whines
agairandthentheyellowdogflashedy,andjumpsinto the water.

0 L u kHenryshrieks And thenit all comesundone.Josescreams
thed o ghénseandtheir motheryellsat Josewho hassomehowgotten
from the chairto the laststepabovethe water.

0 He nwWhatdreyoud o i rHgr?odeis incredulousd G ddckup
herel o

0 B Wt k BlengypleadsHe ¢ a ise®rto makehimselfmove.Al-
readythe dogis nearingheY o u naggstup in the currentthatHenry
now realizesvould surelyhavecarriedhim too if he hadlet go of the
railing.

Luko straingo keephis headabovewater Henryreachesut with his
pole,unsureof whathethinkshecando with it.

0 H e n ElgnayéllsagainHe ¢ a ngdoreher anylonger.He turns
and leansinto the railingand stepsbackup slowly ashe watched uko
disappeabehindtheY o u nhgu8eshe howlermonkeyis gonetoo.



Interview

Kris Whorton

When did you write "Rise"?

"Rise" was originally a chapter in a novel and | wrote it about three
years ago. | workexh the novel sporadically and this year decided to pull
the chapter out. A friend recommended | turn it into a story because it
was seftontained and she thought it could work well as a story. | trusted
her.

Did you have a difficult time deciding the tite of your work? Were
there any other titles you were considering?

I'm terrible at titlesmy friend who recommended the chapter could
be a story suggested "Rise."

What inspired "Rise"? Are any of its themes inspired by your own
life?

I'm not sure reall The story came to me in a rush and it felt complete
and real and strong. I'm interested in the theme of loss and how compe
ling it is in terms of the human experience, in part most recently because
have an elderly dog and cannot imagine not havirig hmlife. Even
though Luko (the dog) isn't elderly, Henry's choices and theiraamific
tions will impact him for the rest of his life on some level and | like that
the choices we make have results and consequences that surpmise and
do us.

What was thehardest part of writing "Rise"?
Killing Luko.

Which part of "Rise" was conceived of first?

The main character was conceived first. Henry was initially an old mar
in the first draft of my novel. | started thinking about his life to make him
a more weltounded character and this scene/story came to me.
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Was there anything in your original conception of the story that
didn't make it in?

No, but I didn't kill Luko in the first drafand | think that tragedy
makes the story. | knew that change worked wlyefniend read it and
then called me and said, "l can't believe you killed Luko." | said, "It was
Luko or one of the boys." She has two sons. She paused and said, "Bt
Luko?"

Do you primarily write fiction?

Yes. I've published some poetry and creativigimn, but I'm in a
fiction mode these days. I'm trying to finish a novel that has distracted me
for some years.

Tell us about your creative process.

| don't know that | really have a process. Mostly | feel like | am just
slogging away and then sdmes or scenes come out that ring and they
give me hope to keep going with my writing. | don't think there's anything
unique about my process.

Tell us about your revision process regarding this work.

| read and reead and try to find the center of #tery; then | cut
what isn't working in terms of passive language or uninteresting fluff.
Then | send it to my friend and ask for her opinion. She is my $eng di
tance writing 6group. d

What inspired the setting of "Rise"? What sort of research did you
do in preparation?

| went to Belize in the mi@Ds and was intrigued by the beauty of the
islands and the sea and the kindness and beauty of the people | met ther
When | created the character Hehneeded him to be an oldish man in
the mid1960s so | lhto think about how old he was specifically and
when he would have been a boy. | had to research novels/adventure st
ries from the late 1800s as well as animals, birds and plants that woul
have been indigenous to the Belize mainland. Finally, | waexptbte
the tension between Christianissionary teachings and the old world
gods of the indigenous people so | looked at some Mayan and Aztec god
and took some liberties with what | found.

Who are some of your favorite authors? Which authors influente
"Rise"?
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Toni Morrison, William Faulkner, Raymond Carver, Flanneryn-O'Co
nor, Tim O'Brien. | don't think any of them influenced the story or novel
I'm working on directly, but | think about what | love about their writing
when | write and edit.

What drewyou to Driftwood Press?
| love your content, and your cov@sftwood Préssigh qualityand
I'm honored to be included.

Is there anything else you'd like to tell us about this work in pa
ticular?

I love this character (Henry) and have cut him frty novelbut |
still find him compelling and plan to keep writing stories about him as he
grows into manhood.



A Goddess Lying Breathless in Carnage
Philip Dean Walker

Whosoever covet shetshalyneverskdgdodverr 6 s
has woken up next to his wife but
soever has cherished the fact the
wakes up in the morning, so that he can pretend, even for just-that pre
dawn moment, that she igrseone else, that the long slope of herslaba
ter back dips unknowingly into regions he can only imagine; whosoevel
has never been to his neiglnhisr 6s
nei ghbords wife; whosoever hhbes vc
recycling bin down to the end of the driveway just so he can look through
the window above the sink of his
base of their cule-sac where she always washes dishes after dinner while
her husband walks around in tleKkground oblivious; whosoever has,
on a whim once, driven into her carport and pretended that he lived there
and even got out of the car to meet her at the front door and, when she,
of course, opened her own door to see who was standing at it, came u
with the excuse that he was missing some mail and wondered whether
might have been mixed up with hers and did he think she could check,
and then while watching her pillage through her handbag (Louis Vuitton
Murakami, he thinks; he should get his wife @rshes can be more like

her, l ook more |l ike her) thinks i
as small as possible to fit into
back of her mailbox anxious for her fingers to graze him as she reache
forbilsand catal ogues; hedd crouch i1
sitting on the plank of a nail file balanced precariously on the edge of he
key ring and a pack of tissues; f

could live on one of her eyelastten move up and down with each
closing of her eyes, each impossible wink; whosoever has imagined cr
dling her shofpixie shorn head in the palm of his hand, gently guiding
her down to his cock from which
avalanchef gi fts shedd be able to coe
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receive his bodily fluids as if they had curative, magical powersywhosoe
er has made love to his own wife, yet actively imagined she was someor
else, even going so far as to cover dw Wwith his wide palms as she
tossed and whipped her large mane of brown hair against his chest as sl
rode him with her knees pulled into a clench, like on a ride in @& amus
ment park too tightly secured; whosoever has licked his lips at the sight o
hisnei ghbordés wife at a cocktail p
with that face he has that reads
would say ©6a catch, 6 but then wh
fixed her a drink at the makeshift et up in the living room, taking just

shy of too much time to clink one ice cube after another with silver
clawed tongs into one of the gt#dfed crystal goblets someone thought
were impressive enough for this crowd, who then poured mostly gin with
he tonic and squeezed her lime in such a way that both of them were
momentarily blinded by two escaped pistons of lime juice and who then
laughed at the sitcom hilarity of it while watching each other through now
squinty eyes (for, of course, whosoevertceve t hy nei ghbor
also imagine that she covets him, if only for that moment when they both
share a laugh and a haoteuded look); whosoever has treated evely pro

l em he has with his wife as a nor
fuckinghi s neighbords wif e, w h eyeak 0 o0 k
old house or the dramatic slope of a broken gutter as things his wife ha:
cooked up simply to annoy him, to occupy his time, whose two children
are preternaturally astute and fluentinegot | anguages t ha
such as Mandarin Chinese or Latin, languages to which his exceptionall
intelligent wife is already well attuned and can therefore carry an conve
sations with them so he can sometimes walk into his own kitchen in his

ownhatse in the United States of Ar
a Chinese noodle shop off a noxious alleyway in Hong Kong, underage
whores dispersing like rats from the screened bac kdoor , w

propensity to forget to shave her legs, oc@lsionbbing up against him

in the middle of the night makes him want to vomit, reminding him of
cheap vacations where he had to sleep in a bed with his father while hi
mother and sister slept in another bed across the motel room; whosoeve
has imaginedhoking his wife just so all the languages she knows might
spill out of her mouth, word after unrecognizable word, like dead black
eels found in waterlogged corpses at the bottoms of drained creeks an
| akes; whosoever has f odnlaslevad the h i
Safeway, his own cart temporarily parked out of sight, past thedresh pr
duce section with the fine mists of the sprinklers dowsing the keafy ca
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bage and long, tan turnips like a vineyard at a winery he once visited il
Sonoma with his wifafter they were first married, who picks up a bottle

of mangoes swimming in viscous syrup with which he can imagine hi
self poised above her, dripping juices off the edge of the flaccid mangc
slice, pooling in the crater of her belly button before heitugkd out,

who dreams of taking her into the chilly trough of cellophiapped
packages of ground beef and tenderloins and coiled turkey sausage linl
and fucking her in it, fucking her right in the meat bin so their thrashing
limbs puncture the paagies as the meat escapes, wrapping itself around
her legs, stringy bits of ground turkey curling themselves around her a
kles like sea creatures, a goddess lying breathless in carnage; whosoe
cheats on his wife every day in his mind, as if she isea,bardiga
pointment to him sexually, a serial boner killer, who could very well be
carrying on her own mental affair, with one of her studentiieatdmoy

she employs as a teaching assistant or that one girl in her class she refi
to as Ot hei WNadi gier IG®r ( hi s wi fe de
as oOsexually fluidodé and has admi
women during graduate school before they met); whosoever secretl
hopes that she feels these things for other people so he rhapigusti
own silent, daily longings; whosever feeds on these silent, daily longing:
who subsists on the fantasies like a prisoner subsists on hisasweet, r
tioned bread, who is actually held at bay by his desires, propped up b
them, able to be a good hughato be a good father by the verytexis
ence of his secret interior life, whose wife is physically saved fran dome
tic violence or marital rape by virtue of the fact that he imagines his
nei ghb o rindiddis wwnfwife andstherefore cannot be beaten
violated; whosoever finds himself coming home from work and, seeing
his neighborés wife once again i
pile of magazines on a | ow gl ass
the two of them were preparing thmube for a party, or getting it ready

to bring home their baby or selling it and moving away together, leaving
behind his professorial wife and his children; whosoever sees her an
thinks,What if she were rilaeshall never stray.



Interview

Philip Dean Walker

When did you write "A GoddessLying Breathless in Carnage"?

| wrote this story about three years ago during my time in the MFA
program at American University. It came out of a workshop | was in that
wasled by Stephanie Graiihg Passion of Alice

Did you have a difficult time deciding the title of your work? Were
there any other titles you were considering?

This went untitled for a while, and | really wasn't quite sure what |
should call it. Then | read it through again and the title phrase kind of
jumped out at me so | went with it. The supermarket sctrenest
raw and sexually carnal sagnhe storyso | thought it was a good fit to
use something from that part of the story for the title.

What inspired "A GoddessLying Breathless in Carnage"? Are any
of its themes inspired by your own life?

The opening prologue of Rick Mood3tsple Amerizrved as tha-d
rect inspiration for this story. | was really drawn to his repetitive use of
"whosoever" and wanted to apply the form to my own story which, to
me, is about obsession. | can certainly relate to the kind of obsession th
main character gotgough in the story.

What was the hardest part of writing "AGoddessLying Breathless
in Carnage"?

Keeping the whole story under a few sentences was the biggest cha
lenge. One of Stephanie's pet passions in our workshop was cultivating
"the long sentece" and | really enjoy working with them.

Tell us about your creative process.
| tend to either let an idea mull over in my mind for a while until | feel
like I'm ready to put pen to paper or (lkis story) itcomes ouwery
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quicklyand in practically one sitting. There was an immediacy to this story
that lent itself well to pouring out all at once.

Tell us about your revision process regarding this work.

| wrote the whole thing in an hour or so andehtthrough barely
any revi®nd a rarity!

The revision process for this piece primarily concerned punctuation,
to be honest. In order to execute a good long sentence, it has to-be pun
tuated properly within an inch of its life.

You skillfully tell a story in only a few sentencedVas it difficult to
maintain the pacing and flow of the sentence?

Yes. The pacing for this story is something that | was very concerned
with because you have to make sure that the reader is welcomed into th
man's head almost immediately (the whole sxists as a kind ok-e
tended fantasy). It's been a great piece to read aloud at readings becat
the reader/listener kind of gets sucked into the main character's sexua
rhythm that comes out in the pacing of the writing.

Who are some of your favorite wthors? Which authors influenced
"A GoddessLying Breathless in Carnage"?

Rick Moody obviously influenced this piece a great deal. Others are
Mary Gaitskill, Joyce Carol Oates, Ann Beattie and John Updike. The
nameless main character of this piece teeie tike he could appear in
Updike's suburbia.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beentpu
lished before?

I've been published in several different literary journals in@igling
LuckstheNewerY otHditterwolf MagazndCarbon Culeur Reviewl've
been working on a series of interconnected stories that all take place i
the '80s, the first three of which have been published in a wonderful jou
nal calledonathgrublished byibling Rivalry Press

Is there anything else you'd liketo tell us about this work in pa-
ticular?

I'd love to see what an illustrator would come up with to visualy ima
ine this story someday!



Her Eyes. Hexagons

Emma Ignaszewski

Sonny sees the world in perfect shapes. His fingecyliaders,
wrapping themselves like bendy straws around his toothbrush, a bar of
soap, his mother's elliptical wrist. He tucks her, mincingly, into the car anc
drives to the appointment.

He squeezes into a cubed chair and studies the helix shell veslpaper
the doctor shines his cone of light past fogging corneas. Sonny answer
guestions, no, she won't eat, yes, she always looks tired. He can see it
her eyes, hexagons. Their angles, one hundred and twenty degrees ea
tell Sonny her body is selling.&he wears it like a coat on a hot day.

He watches clouds convect through tempered glass. He se@s no din
saurs or eagle heads, only queues of spheres insipid. They glare agai
trapezoid mesas, red burnt and chalky.

The doctors bib her in lead and take &way and shine light through
her bones. Then Sonny and his mother wait together as if they know eacl
other.

Sonny used to draw shells like alluvial fans, ridged and splaying. H
drew his mother's hair in a cinnamnolhspiral, her smile a crescergdilt
ten degrees. He drew skyfulls of snow and heaps of pebbles, all hexagc
like his mother's shrinking eyes. But now he mostly sketches buildings, a
rectangle and right angle and flat.

He is summoned and manages to smile at her before closing the doot
And as her image is squashed between two planes, she looks at him as
she is drawing him and he forgets, as he does often, who is the patient.

The doctors show Sonny theays. There, they say, see how this here
has contorted. No longer that geometriaube He blinks, and looks
again. But, to him, it is the same shape, ugly in its perfection.



Interview

Emma Ignaszewski

When did you write "Her Eyes, Hexagons"?

I wrote O6Her Eyes, H e x mygchildheddl t h
home. | was in Phoenix to help pack it up, and questions of ownership,
autonomy, and connection were ripe in the dry, dry air.

Did you have a difficult time deciding the title of your work? Were
there any other titles you were considering?

The title was the first element of this giaftentimes, when brai
storming flash ideas, I 61 1 gener
focusing on one and fleshing it out.

What inspired "Her Eyes, Hexagons"? Are any of its themesni
spired by yourown life?

|l 6ve al ways been fascinated wit
that arises when perceptions are blended and woven in an unrecognizab
pattern provokes fresh thought and relation.

Which part of "Her Eyes, Hexagons" was conceived of first?

I had the idea for the title several weeks before wstngshen |
came back to the list of potential flash titles, | was inspired to focus on a
protagonist that would see someon

Was there anything in your original conception of thestory that
didn't make it in?

Like 3D printing, this story built up and over and up and over from
nothing instead of writing in volume and carving it back, it was added to
until it had a sensible logic.

Do you primarily write fiction?
My mediumot hoi ce is flash fiction
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verse form or short memoir. Ther e
short work that bluntly strips away all that is meaningless and leaves u
with the flavorful concentration of story.

Tell us about your creative process.

With flash fiction, | find it much easier to start with the last sentence
and then imagine the story tlkat v
gy | learned from readiran interview with Stephen Kéngreating a
strange situation and then working backwards to reveal what happened t
engender it.

Who are some of your favorite authors? Which authors influenced
"Her Eyes, Hexagons"?

Some of the authors that stimulate me most include Wallace Stegnel
RonCarlson, Benjamin Percy, and Alice Munro. | remember picking up a
copy of Runaway right after hiking the Appalachian Trail for the better
part of a month and devouring it in 24 hours. The prose that somehow
bal ances | ightness eatolkerewei ght i s

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenipu
lished before?

Other flash fiction of mine has appearedVashington Square Review
and theCornell Daily Sun.



| will be the Chief
Brian Snell

Grimm's the dindick who clipped my haPone me up no good, I'd
say.Grimm's got one worse for him too, you know; Grimm's the one
who thinks I've got no chance to be Chidfnks he's got that spot on
lock, he say&srimm knows more than he lets on, that's for sutef bu
there's one fact he's let slip right by hinthiat I'm not one bit beat till
one of us sits down at that dd8khave that nice suit, | will, and Grimm
won't have a ditch to lose his lunch in when I'm the one who makes the
rules.Such words am@nes one ought to save for when one won't have to
eat them downtheway.Some tough talk he's g
el se, 6 that's what Grimm woul d hc¢
won't know what's his till | make sure he gets it.

Pegg's theotigh lip the boys out past the coal road go to see on pay
daysShe's got one knee made of wood and the other | think is made out
of part of an old sinlBut a man can't pay her her due truth if he says he
has no thoughts for her as soft as what a clostl steep in in some
deep part of his min#vhen Old Man gets mad they say there's not one
thing in this world can bring him back down to a cool head, but I've seen
it with my own eyes that a firm glance and a soft touch from good ol
Pegg can make him héké her dogl go see Pegg some days if | feel
good for the walk through the work yards and past the steel bridge to pog
in for a chatl don't have the cash to spend time with her the way the
work boys do but if | bring her some tea or a crust of stegsl got the
heart to let me sit a bit and chat with Wénen she gets real pleased she
talks just the same way as the girls in school did and she waves her han
up and down for just the two in the room and makes quite a small scene
and she shows hexeth when she grins so much you can see the gums
and can see where she's had a few knocked out by guys who like it the
way, and those are some of the things that make even the rich boys wh
have wives want to send her nice things in the spring.

| was outto see Pegg and | was on with talk about how | was set on
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the Chief spot, Grimm be damned, and she was real nice to sit and nod a
| got loose with talkt seems to be these days that if | set to talk for long
| find myself at Grimm and me and our fighbe Chief, and it was the
way of Pegg to make a man feel good in his words and self with no
thought, or at least no word, on her part to say that she had heard all thi
the last time, and the last time, and the lastWimé¢alked for some time
and thenit was time for the boys to get off work and that was the time
when she had to wait for them to come and make the place all set for
them, so | said my thanks to her for the talk and | walked out through her
door and down towards the brid@ee sun was dhe high point and |
felt like it might be more nice to stay out and to walk than it would be to
go back homelhere were dogs that roamed the streets near where Pegg
lived and | saw them when | went or left there most times, and each time
| saw them | thoght how they looked like bags of horse bones that got
up to run.Each one had a deep ghoul face and they limped through the
thick sludge of the sun in the hot of the day to go some place, | had no
clue where and | thought it would be worse if lldiddsome thoughts
about dogs that they were not meant to be the friend of man, that they
had made some pact with Bad Ones and that was how come they were |
to live in towns and eat from the hands of men, but in fact we would be
best were they to go somecpl&lse and live on their owmnust is best
held back from ones who would seek it too much, | think, and none more
than dogs seek the trust of m&houghts like these were the ones | felt
should have a place at the desk of the Cloedild see to it a&hief that
a dog would be shown the trust due a beast who had done no harm in it
life and no more than that, which | think would make our town a place
where good men with kids and wives would want to come and make theil
home.That was the task of a Chiefmy book, to make the town a nice
and safe place for boys and girls to grow and to learn how the world is
and what they ought to do.

| took the path that leads up past the lead house and the bronze houst
and the house made out of coal, and then | teothird left to be on the
road that goes towards the New Schidet. Old School was burned up
in a fire in the June that was two Junes ago, and now that spot has jus
some shacks in it set up by the guys who work at the Fish Gut House.
The Fish Gut Housevas clear on the far side of town from where the
Old School spot was but the Fish Gut House boys made dirt to live on so
they set up camp any place where they would be left inlptee. is
one thing to say for Old Man, who is Chief right now,hishe has left
the Fish Gut House boys to their shacks in the Old School spot and has
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not asked them to move, he just built the New School in a neWwhspot.
| think is a just course for a Chief to take, to help make our town the kind
of town where theifh Gut House boys can set up camp in peace to do
their work and they don't get pushed and pulled mbeeNew School is
a bit drab for my taste and it has these great big stone slabs in front an
one of them says ONEWO6 and thenree o
was a man in town who did not know what the place was, but still it
seemed to work all right for the kids who went there to learn and you did
not hear much in the way of gripes from their folks so | guess it must be a
good school.

Past the New Schbig a place to sit near the lake and so | sat for a bit
to look at the lake and to thinRn the far side of the lake there is a
group of homes that are built from tin and scrap and things the folks who
live there could find on the shore of the |&mmedays | come down
here and sit and watch the things that go on on that side of the lake for
some long time and then | go back hdrtiee with no one else and | like
it that way, but some days | think | would like to see some life and see i
move here anthere in the sun, so | come here to the lake shore where |
know | will see thatt is odd that there does not seem to be a time of day
nor year where there is not life to see on the far side of thEhlaket
where the Fish Gut House boys have séteipcamp has life in it if you
get there just as the sun comes up, or when they are done with work fol
the day but have not turned in for bed yet, but when they are at the Fish
Gut House their camp is still as the lot it sit§ba.men and their wives
and kids are on the far side of the lake all day and all hagre.not yet
had a thought as to what it is that they do by which they get their food.
There is not much here to hunt and they seem to raise nolplaotae
kinds of light | see them ahdhink that they maybe are not like men at
all but are more like bugs or some kind of sick, that they are ones that live
on the health there is to be had near them and make no moves in this
world to make much on their owwhich can't be true of courshey
built their homes at least, but these thoughts come to me in the light of
the sun some days and | can't do much with them but think them.

| threw some stones at my face that was in the lake and | made it
break and then swirl, and then it was fisgll did not feel much like |
would like to be back at hontdooked at the far side of the lake and |
saw kids over there that could see me look at them, and they yelled to m
some words that | could not helaried to point at my ears as a way to
sayto them that | could not hear what they said but they kept on so |
turned and | left. | walked back the way | had come and got as far as the
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New School, then | turned and went on the road that makes a ring on the
edge of townlt is not a road one wouldeauso get to a place in town
since there were roads that would make a straight line from where yol
were to where you would want to be, but the Ring Road is nice when yoL
just want to walk and not be in a plaato not think that is what the

Ring Road walsuilt for, though | of course do not know who built the
Ring Road or what they were like so | do not know what they meant by it.
A road is not like a piece of art where you can look at it and try to know
what the guy who built it meant by it from the dhgekeft for you in it.

You can just move on it and try not to fall domdo not fall down too

much when | walk but | do from time to tinvéhen | was young it was

not too bad for me to fall down when | walked, | could get back up quick
and be on my wagnd | did not feel it much the next dsgw when |

fall | am down for some tim@nce time when | fell | was not back up
when the sun went down and the trees had these long arms in the nigh
when | could not get up, and they made to snatch me up boutby s
luck or grace | was not prey to trees that riglthe years since then my
legs and arms and the rest of me as well has gone from bad to worse, ar
I have had to fix much of me with what | could find in town or in the
dump or in the yards out by tiMork Houselt does not make me look

so nice and | have a hard time when | try to move with much speed or
with turns that are quick, but | think one of the things that makes me the
best choice for Chief is that more than any man in this town | am made
from this town, and much of what | stand and sit on is made from things
| found in this townCan Grimm say that? No sir, he can not.

There is just one house that is on the far side of the Ring Road, which
is the house that Bess livesBass used to do wotke same as Pegg
does, and in fact it was Bess who showed Pegg the ropes of how to d
that work and found her a place where the work boys and she could be
and be left tqust their own eyekcan think back on when | was young
and Bess had a face that likes a bright light in the town, one that it
seemed like you could see from here or there or way out there and wouls
guide you back if you got Id8he would sit in the park in the day when it
was not yet time for her to work and she would sew or rehd,veas
one of the few soft things of joy in town in the years when the farms were
bad and life was lean to walk by her and see her grin 8hgaot sick
whenthe war came through town and it brought young men from out of
town with it, for whom it thbeen a long time since they'd seen a girl and
a long time still to that since they'd seen one like Bess, and | heard fron
Pegg that it was like leaves from a tree in fall that their cash fell to Bess i
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the jar on her desBo much work took its toll orehand she was not
quite the same since, so bad that Old Man said it was not safe for her t
be in town near kids and what else so she was made to live in this hous
on the far side of Ring Road, where she sits at her stoop all day and yel
ol AM THB! WORIAM THE WORLD! 6 at t
on the Ring Road some days, which for all | know might just be me.

The Ring Road is shaped like an egg, and at the part of the egg wher
it is most like a point there is a small hill which has at the top pasknall
with just a bench and a few ElIms have small red buds this time of yea
that look like the pills they gave us guys who could not go to the War
back when the War was here since that was the same year much of tf
town was sickThe buds shine a bit inetlsun as it starts to set past the
trees on the far side of the lake and they make me think of the crisp oal
knobs that are on Old Man's desk, which soon will be myltdiss&o
close to me in my mind that | can smell the rich thick smell and feel its
cool slick weight and see the way it sits in the room so that when you gc
through the door you are there and the Chief is there in such a way tha
you feel small though he is in a chair and you are on yousifest. the
bench and | look down the roadtlgoes straight through town from the
hill, past the Fish Gut House and the gray church and the white church
and yard where Grimm works all day with rocks and a Sheilga. will
not be the ChieHHe may be young and he may have knees that still work
theway they did when he was born but he has no heat in his mind and |
think the folks in town know thatle does not have the town in his
bones the way | d&ome birds land on the rocks that are near me and |
give them a soft gl dseeyouthee, bivdsjlc h
know you and you know me too. 6



Interview

Brian Snell

When did you write "I will be the Chief"?

The whole story came together in the course of a week or so; | had
some of the pieces of the first paragrapizing around in my head
without any really specific idea of what they were going to be for, so | got
them down on paper and then walked away froith@.more | thought
about it after that, the more curious | was about who was saying that stuff
and whathat person's life was like, so | ended up coming back to it and
fleshing it out into a fuller story a few days later.

Did you have a difficult time deciding the title of your work? Were
there any other titles you were considering?

The story didn't have title until right before |1 submitted it,
ly. It was saved on my computer as "weirdchiefguy.doc" for a couple
weeks.When | decided to submit it riftwoodnd | needed a title, |
asked myself, "What would the main character in the storysclittle
memoir of his?", and his blunt;tte-point style really only left onp-o
tion as far as | could see.

Do you primarily write fiction?

These days | mostly write fiction, although lately I've been thinking a
bit about trying to figure out somey to pair or group fiction andmo
fiction pieces that orbit around the same theme but try to get af-it in di
ferent ways, so maybe if I'm up for a more ambitious project this spring
I'll try to strengthen my essaiiting chops.

Is there anything uniqueabout your personal writing process?

Lately I've mostly been writing stories like this, meaning stories that
deal primarily with a specific character's subjective expe@smoeel
have a sense of what I'd like to do with a character (which ussally is
trapolated from some other thing I've been thinking about, or something
I've been reading), and | have a vague architecture for the major points o
the story ("Guy wants to be chief, has a rival, weirdrelrstrial town,
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etc."), the actual writing tife story becomes a matter of putting the rest
of my life to one side for a few hours and really "being" thatchara
ter. It's hard to describe exactly, but the experience is weirdlg-medit
tive. Sometimes the result is unreadable and sometimes | gatrapmet
like out of it.

Tell us about the process of pinning dan the tone and mood of the
"I will be the Chief."

In a story like this, the tone and mood are so expressly tied up with the
main character's voice and method of experiencing the world around
him. Once the character started to feel alive to me, and he was-more
less experiencing the things around him on his own, the tone developec
as a consequence of his characterization.

Who are some of your favorite authors? Wih authors influenced
"I wi Il be the Chief"?

The moswbvious influences on "I will bleet Chief', and on a lot of
the fiction I've written lately, are Samuel Beckett's incredisle no
elMolloyDavid Foster Wallace's short story colle@iolivionand James
Tate'sThe Ghost SetdiAll three try, in their own ways, to work through
the isolating aspects of being a subject experiencing the world and mak
them communicable in a way | find really energizing and fun.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beentpu
lished before?

I've written a number of pieces Tdre Farmer Genevhkere | wasla
so the Assistant Editor for a stinthad a poem come out in the most
recent issue @n the Rusknd have previously had nonfiction published
in Pioneer

What drew you toDriftwood Press

| have a great deal of respectddftwoosicommitment to publishing
work that is consistently inventive and challenging, and I'm quite excited
to get to be a part of it.



Underside

|_aurin Becker Macios

If you sithee | ong enough ytheut@ds.l nNoti ceEe
Y o u &ihdmber the wood at the harbor, howwias
everything that wasndt wrater. Yo

by the pond, holding itself to the underside obranch,

grazing almost, unsure where tokp&everal false starts. Or

maybe a pattern with whiithwill break the branch frothe

tree, a pattaercm yeped:taboutdt Youddl
your pastda place you nevenpected to not want to visit.

The men you led like drunken vineyard$ie womerlike

sand storming your eyes. You never expected to exile yourself

from your self, but visiting flattens you into wied-roving

map of an island.



Interview

|_aurin Becker Macios

When did you write the poem?

| wrote "Underside" in September 2013 when | was at the Martha's
Vineyard Writers Residency, run by Noepe Literary Center in Edgartown,
MA.

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

This poem is inspired both by the islahdartha's Vineyard and by
my life. | had just spent a morning walking around Edgartown, first
around a little pond where | watched a woodpecker on a tree, then to the
shore along its weathered wood, and finally to a little outdoor coffee
shop. | was sitig there at the coffee shop for quite a while just sort of
staring at a blank page, staring at the trees, thinking about-isly new
marriage and its growing pains, wondering how to write about it, or how
not to. After a while | noticed that there weragsrof lights in the trees,
and for some reason it felt meaningful. | think because it took me so long
to notice them. That sparked the ppand | just went with it.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the eas
est?

The hardest parwas the ending. I'm still a little unsure if the ending
has settled into its skin.

Tell us about your creative process.

| write first in a notebook. Later | move them onto the screen to let
them become first drafts of poems, and that's where theydelgamge
and take real shape.

Who are some of your favorite authors?
Geraldine Brooks, Louise Erdrich, Megan Marshall, NatashavTrethe
ey, Sharon Olds, Eavan Boland, Kevin Youngy MEver, Rumi, Walt
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Whitman.

How long have you been writing poetry? D you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediums?

I've been writing poetry since sixth grade, and I'm 31, so however long
that is! | don't write in other genres. I'd love t,I'm not really one for
plotd | don't know how to work a plot, @ don't consider myself ast
ryteller. My poems, and many of the poems | love, are about capturing
and evoking feelings or images or moments, illuminating somathing i
portant (and possibly overlooked) within a larger story, and that story
might not evetbe present in the immediate periphery of the poem. It may
just be life.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenipu
lished before?
You can find my work atww.laurinbeckermacios.com

What drew you toDriftwood Pres$?
The poems iriftwoodre vivid, varied, full of natural landscapes and
bold voices. | fell in love with the poems in issue 2.1.


http://www.laurinbeckermacios.com/

Wainscot Rats

Mattie Quesenberry Smith

Mother

Next time, look

Behind the boards: rats

Gnaw heavy rinds,

The edible shades,

Even milk, breadteld

By the babyds breath.
This is what you know

About your sister.

Rats slip from disaster,
Drag tails, scatter.

Itis you | am watching
This winter,

As you drag your feet
Along the gutter road,
As your yellow eyes
Spy spindleshanks

Along the way.

Why visit again the fact
You have a thieving hand
When to overreach here
Is to grab and hold

The only milk,

Spilling in the street,
Spilling out dry paps?



Interview

Mattie Quesenberry Smith

When did you write the poem?
| wrote this poem in the fall of 2014.

What inspired the poem?Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

I was inspired to write OWainsc
1984and considering the devastating impact conflicts, such as in the
Ukraine and in the Middle East, have on people. This poem is part of a
series of poems entitled oDear Wi
main character, from the points of view ofwhieous women he knows
in the novel. OWainscot RatsoO i ¢
imagine she would after Winston steals chocolate from her and his young
breastfeeding sister and runs out of the apartment, never to see either c
them again.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the eas
est?

The hardest part of this poem was imagining what it must be like for a
nursing mother to struggle with starvation in the midst of anstated
apocalypse, such as the one Orwplllen r es i n his nov
mother is trying to do is survive to nurse her baby and feed her children.
Just imagining that frightensdnehink because | have nursed ter chi
dren myself, and the thought of having no control over obtaining food
and drink while trying to nurse and protect my children terrorizes me.
The added wrinkle of Winston stealing from his mother and baby sister is
even more troubling, for she must figure a way to understand him
through the circumstances of suffering.

Was tere anything in your original conception of the poem that
didn't make it in?
| cut most of it, so the poem could communicate the images.
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Do you primarily write poetry?
Yes, | am currently reworking two length manuscripts and developing

oDear Winston, 6.

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?

| am a hunter and gatherer. In order to write a poem, | risk asking
guestions and wondering about things that cause tension. Then, | gathe
bits of ideas, observations, and things, mkelalmagpie collects its ¢
rios. Whatever catches my eye, whatever steals my thoughts just migt
end up in a poem somewhere.

Who are some of your favorite authors?
| have too many to name, and they are all deceased, with the exceptio
of Thomas Pynchm Don Delillo, and Michael Martone.

How long have you been writing poetry? Do you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediums?

I have been writing poetry since my high school years, though | alway:
remember identifying myself as a védteen in fifth grade when | roe
pleted an exhaustive report on dogs. | also write screenplays and creatiy
nonfiction.

Do you have any recommendations for readers who enjoyed your
work?

| recommend reading apocalyptic literatuie filled with fearsfo
losing control, and it informs us as to what can happen when peeople fo
feit control by submitting tpo the
ston is a man who could have been heroic, but instead he enacts minut
rebellions and cedes swathesofberoi er ri t ory to o0ge

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenlpu
lished before?

Readers can find my chapbdtéther Chaos: Under Electriatlkght
ishing Line Press. | have several poems appearing curifdotjy idod
ty Moonshine, Dark Matter JaunuhRled Earth Reviédmyone interested
in WWII historical documentaries can find the award wiBeitrgeen Two
Fireon the International Historic Films website.

What drew you toDriftwood Press
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| found Driftwoodby reading the review and subsequent solicitations
for manuscripts on New Pages. | am drawn to the press because it is d
namic, and | like its independent streak!

Is there anything else you would like to tell us about your work in
particular?

Yes, | ofen write my poems with theories of emergent complexity
lurking in the background.



Nate Neilsen

David Gustavsen

Poor, Nate Neilsen,

part time prophet and full
time neurotic, is in the corner
again, his legs knotted

like Buddha as he waits

for revelation. With his head
pillowed between two walls,
he sits and sits, maybe

this time for years.

Hedl | watch his hair
and skin fall

like leaves, his muscles

and viney capillaries wither.
Then, hedol | picks himself up,
and stack higmbs neatly

in a cardboard box:

femur on femur,

rib on rib,

here in the pelvic hollow
space for a mandible

just the grey bones now,

and two eyes like gas flames.



Inbox(0)

Alan Jernigan

If you stay awake long enough, someonemdlil you. So | ate another
shortbread Chessman and waited. After a while, | noticed the $un craw
ing up the wall. It was morning. The sun was morning. | wondered what
would happen if no one emailed me. | gazed out the window. Down in
the parking fba man swam across a lake, while another man climbed a
mountain in the same spot.



At Market

Alice Pettway

In the cashew shade of afternoon
the mar ket | adi esd
warm from the sun.

They press palm to flesh
rub the fuzz on my arms.
We speak simple words
unused to accents.

The child selling onions
is the one
who one day earlier called imaeéa

dolidpulling her fingers
through my yellow hair.

hands

ar

e

y oun



Interview

Alice Pettway

When did you writethe poem?

I began writing O0OAt Marketo in
with a womends empower ment organ
poem then developed slowly over several years.

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

In Mozambique, especially rural communities like the one | lived in,
the market is the center of social life. It is where you get the news, whert
you drink and visit with friends, where you buy the few food items that
you dondt g aforeigngrahe marketisfboth where you find
your Mozambican self and whef-e vy
ferences.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the eas
est?

Half of the poems in my forthcoming bodke Time of Hyan | O
Tempo de Chuvawer e begun in Mozambique
gredest challenge with all of thémand | still stew over this evaow
t hat | 8 ve foiwasifeelng tbat Itwbukd sdmehmw let down
the culture | came to value so deeply by failing to capture its essence. C
that | would inadvertently perpetuate the stereotypes about Africa that |
hear so often from people in the United States. In the enbleghé
could do was to try to let my reader see Mozambique the wayd see it
complex and startlingly beautiful.

Was there anything in your original conception of the poem that
didn't make it in?

In the original versions of the poem, | more directlyeaded some
of the racial dynamics that were always present around me m- Moza
bigue. People often assumed | was a white South African orwf Port



60 | spring 2015

guese descent (1 6dm pale skinned
history into my first interactionstiwipeople. In the end, | decided that
this particular poem worked better brushing up against the issue lightly
with the final image.

Do you primarily write poetry?

Yes, | would consider myself first and foremost a poet. | have; howe
er, done a&ignificant amount of advocacy writing about social jisstice i
sues as well. | feel writers have an important part to play in creating socic
change, and someti mes | feel | &r
prose.

Tell us about your creative process

My poetry tends to be image driven, and | almost always begin by
hand writing the central image of the poem in my notebook. | often write
that image over and over until the lines surrounding it began to take
shape. I t hi nk i bKesping nydantsybusy sosny
brain can work out how to unfold
to my process.

How long have you been writing poetry? Do you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediums?

When | was five, | received Higst book of poetry. It had Alfred
Noyesds O0The Highwaymanoé in e¢t,
orded myself reading the poem and then would listen to it under the c
vers at night. | started writing my own poems as soon as | was able tc
string wods together. This seems naive in hindsight, but there never was

a moment that | didndt feel my |
right. Those words have come in different forms over the years feor diffe
ent purposes (including some copywriting o pa& he bi |l | s) ,

always been there.

Do you have any recommendations for readers who enjoyed your
work?

Keep readin@riftwood As a reader, I find f
in a journal, the odds are thé&@d will publish more likeditf not in the
same issue, then in another one.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenlpu
lished before?
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Interested readers can find updates on all of my upcoming and curren
work at alicepettway. com. tiSdmon e s |
Poetrwill be publishing my first fe#ngth collectiorifhe Time of Hunger |
O Tempo de Chirv&ebruary 2017.

What drew you toDriftwood Press?
As a poet, | gravitate toward journals who are publishing wabrk | a
mire. | also greatly valeditorial teams who bring together art, words and

techndogy into a seamless experidihes is happening Bxriftwoqdand
| wanted to be part of it.



Crossing Borders, Pursued by the Feathered Serpent
Danuta B Kosk-Kosicka

In the train snaking the airport loop,
pinned to the seat by a robot's voice, | am alone.

| doze off and stare at the serpents devouring
skeletons. A frieze of eagles

eating human hearts. Cut in stone. Silent.
Then that man, Harry, in a hammock.

Jungle sounds. Anaconda’'s embrace.
Coils, wriggling limbs. Thkariek.

The automaton at the gate chokes, spits out
my boarding pass, my name misspelled.

In the crammed Boeing: a snoring man with a wide open
mouth, ice cubes crushed into plasticegass

the rattle of opening cans.
| wobble on the edge of sound and silence.



Interview

Danuta E. Kosk-Kosicka

When did you write the poem?
| wrote the first version eighteen years ago, right after my return from
a trip to MexicoRecently, | have revised the poem extensively.

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

My journey to northern Mexico in 1997 resulted in a series of poems,
most of them dedicated to particular places there, including oo
Morelia, Toluca, Salamanca, San Luis Potosi, and Lake Patzcuaro. | love
the sights, the landscape, the churrigueresque churches, as well-as the n
sic, the food, and the people. In a way they remindedthesPailand |
used to know. This poeisimy 6 b e t we eeaxpetiehce of trafrea | m:
ing back from Mexico to the USA.

Was there anything in your original conception of the poem that
didn't make it in?

The original comprised five stanzas. At some point my writing style
changed, and shorter fietitter. From 38 lines, the poem shrank to seven
couplets. The return trip had been intense: | was filled with the emotions
brought on by what | had seen and heard, the Feathered Serpent mytf
the story about somebody's friend (whom | call Harry) strangiaad
anaconda. Starting with a long;gaen, hazy wait at a small airport in
Leon (this part didn't make it into the poem), then the dreadful empty
train at Dallas/Fort Worth, transferring me from the Mexican to the
American leg, to the noise oétbowded Boeingjall real and yet unreal
after the majesty and mystery of my drearhegiramids, visited just a
day before. So close, yet sé &ross both time and space.

Do you primarily write poetry?
| write poems in both English and Polish. Born and raised in Poland |
have lived in the USA since | arrived in 1980 on-gdaropostdoctoral
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fellowship. (I hold a Ph.D. in biochemistry.) The imposition of martial law
in my motherland decided that | settpbermanently in the USA. At one
point | started writing poems in English and translatiraye translated

into English over one hundred poems, including Ernest Bryll's and Lidia
Kosk's (for two bilingual books). | also translate from English intb,Polis
including the work of three Maryland Poets Laureate.

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?

Deciding the language in which the poem wants to be written, English
or Polish. That's how | t urmalked t
up their minds in what language they wanted to come out.

Do you write in any other genres or work in any other mediums?

For years I've written academic publications, in the fields offbioche
istry and biophysics. I've dabbled in acrylic painting of my poems. I'm
quite involved in artistic photography; | have had several solo and grour
shows. From time to time | write essays or do interviews in addition to
the creative work | do as the editbthe Loch Raven Révisw p 0 8-t r y
lations section featuring poets and translators in a language of my choict
different for each issue.

Do you have any recommendations for readers who enjoyed your
work?

My two recent book$ace Halfluminated ook of poems, traresi
tions, and prose (Apprentice House, 2@hd) the forthcomin@blige the
Light(CityLit Press, 2015), winner of the fifth annual Harriss Poetry Prize
for poetry manuscrip#A longer interview is available lattp://little -
patuxenteview.org/2014/12/16/interviewith-danutakoskkosicka/.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenipu
lished before?
Check out my poems available onlihé: r e n e OBeltwiydPoetry a |
QuarterlgndVan Gogh's E&ome of my Mexicgioems have appeared
in Little Patuxent Review; Bhabseveral anthologies.

What drew you toDriftwood Press

Variety of styles, greatitmg, and the interviews. Adstine fasttrack
review of submissiofisvhatever the veiat is | like to hear iA.S.A.P.
The way it all is handled and presented feels inviting.



The Weatherman

Wina Puangco

Like Rumpelstiltskin, what you want is a name. Tenderness given for a
price paid: come a little closer and | will spin gold from haywihasks
your nam@You answer: it will not rain today.

|l dve called you Stranger, sittincg
the friendless, King of the endless, aimless late night call. Oathe tel
phone you were Hello and eventually Gogsl the recegr clicking in

my ear through the curlicue wire.

You were swe@bugar, Honéa mango ripe for the picking, a plum

about to burst from thin, diabetic skin. In the shower, you were Come
Closer. At the door, Come Again. You were Company in the city summer,
Master of drunken evenings ending insieep. In bed, you were

Please, Please, Pléabeays on the verge of leaving or whichever came
first.

I'tés al most July. Th edyoualdangwithhea n g e
they didndot tell wus that gold sti
finished and our mattresses are no longer filled with straw. Gtentwo

golden nuggets before our backs break. Should | get the laundry? Leave

itb(wo n 6 t aw, ®iincesst | cedch for the clothespin. Light elongates
my finger. You have the wrong story.

You ask me for a name | do not know and cannot give you: wa+rds wri
ten on the back of your grade school report card, on your certificate of
birth. You want whatomes before the cofthe commadlisted in the

yellow pages, above that and below this. You need it in indelibte ink, ta
tooed on onion skin, set in stone once you have gone.
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The line is dripping. | call you a pldaseravingt 6 m done wi th
my cdfee You are a moment of weakness, an anecdote about too much
to drink. With them, | call you my friend the friendless and | burn bed,
bridge and tangled wire. You are company once kept, in a city | forget: a
stranger sitting on the dungeon steps.

I name you Rumpelstiltskin and offer you freedom for a price paid. Let
me undress my fourth §ar and give you back your hay.



Interview

Wina Puangco

Whendi d you write &The Weather mano
| wrote this piece two years ago.

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

Rumpelstiltskin is one ohy favorite children's stordeshe m-
portance of nhames and naming is by far one of the creepiest things evel
in my opinion. And it got me thinkimdpout how rationships evolde
how we change the way we name people according to our interaction:
with them. | found it fascinating that the reverse could also be true: the
way we name people also changes how we view them.

What was the hardest part of writing thgpoem? What was the eas
est?

| wanted the rhythm of the work to echo that-simigg quality fables
have while retaining very urban images; that was probably the hardes
thing about me. The easiest thivags writing the last few liddsknew
right off thebat that | wanted it to end like that.

Was there anything in your original conception of the poem that
didn't make it in?

Yes, definitely. | originally wanted the title to overtly reference Ru
pelstiltskin but in the end | found thila¢ piece needed teork beyond
the context or that fairy tale as well.

You submitted this as fiction, but our editors thought it worked
better in the poetry categoryWhat do you see this work as?

This one is tricky because | don't think | write poetry, although | u
derstand that what | write is definitely more parts poetry than most fiction
writing. | would like to thk that | write small fictiénot to be confused
with flash fiction which usually only shows you a snippet of tvedrra
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which can be likened to anmature: complete, just tiny.

What is your creative process? Is there anything unique about your
personal writing process?

| usually work on big projeétior instance, this work is part of aylar
er seriedand fixate on really getting the details dawihat each part is
itsown whol e. | ' omiquepthough.Alsce | tand to fixdtea t
on a partiglar line around which | buildhe entire piece (fadThe
Weathermahit was "Let me undress my fourth finger and give you back
hay").

How long have you been writing poetry? Do you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediums?

I've been writing since | was a kid, but only seriously began thinking of
it as a craft in 2008 (I was 17). AndIylesye a lot of longer stordesne
of them & inPlural Prose Jownaiden issue.

Who are some of your favorite authors?

Among others: Kelly Link, Shiela Heti, Siri Hustvedt, Margaret A
wood, A.S. Byatt, David Foster Wallace, Audrey Niffeneger, A.M. Homes,
Adrienne Rich, Conchitina Crutalo Calvino and Mark Strand.

Do you have any recommendations for readers who enjoyed your
work?

| wantto recommend Filipino authérkd say Erika Carreon (fiction),
Eliza Victoria (fiction) and Conchitina Cruz (poetry).

Where can readers find more ofour work? Have you been plo-
lished before?

On my website atww.winapuangco.com

I've been published Riural Online Présernal first two issues and in
(now defunctptache Magdzgibecember 2013 issue.

What drew you to Driftwood Press?
Ultimately, | think art and literature are works in not just creation but
also curatiorand | really liked your previous issues.



Post-Electrical Buzz'

Laurie Kolp

Embalmed, in a tinted bubble of time
when ceiling lights crown heads

headboards creak, pupils dilate.
Copper beeches the creepy ghosts

only he can see on icy cold nights in May.
Hostile, cockiness hangs

along the halls of shadowed mind
burning the dark air with liquor.

'C2dzy R LR SYY a2 dzND RabbithERest A & W2 Ky



Interview

Laurie Kolp

When did you write the poem?
Two years ago.

What inspired the poem?

| was participating in teound Poetry RévRwlitzer Remix and had
to write 30 found [RabbihasRefomewherel o h
along the way, the themeadidiction/recovery developed.

Are any of its themes inspired by your own life?
Letds just say | can rel ate.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem?

Itds challenging to write a foul
text. | think the hardest part was finding the right words that sound good
together while still conveying meaniihgan be tricky to create a unique
poem unlike the source textdi d n 0 t KRabbitrat Redd thedway
through wuntil after | 6d comprh-et e
i shing it. I n other words, I kne
always so cut and dry.

Is there anything unique about your personal viting process?
| create a word bank for found poems first.

Where can readers find more of your work?
I have a websitéhttp://lauriekolp.com that directs readers to my
publications and shares news.

What drew you toDriftwood Press
Well, the John Updike quote really caught my attention, but | was
drawn toDriftwood Préssause of what you publish.


http://lauriekolp.com/

Snake River

Alina Stefanescu

On ourhikedong the $iake Rive,
wedimpsedyreen Luedeleaves
saeked by diamond éw drops.

A man missng his dog
can dimthings.

Sranded steightinsunight 6 s puddl e
an ivary butterfly pondeiingthe patchouli

scent of mar@ brown mottled tair-

have you e my dog her name isSerra

and shegot hit by acar drivingfast| cand find

her and itd seen hous oflookingfamished.

Mouth curved dowrward like a branch,
tensd againstthe monent beforeit sreps
in two, his sk baked golden lyown,

sun burns pink,gdingin places,
alodgepolgine nan losing his ark.

Wetryto help, s&tch aur eyes

for pieces and tattes, anima matters.
Thedew dis#pates, theday tires

its way into listless dternoon.
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My son pies goiece of charred
woodfroman old frecircle.
He writesR.I.P. Serra

on alarge siver rock

between breahs of Ichen.



Interview

Alina Stefanescu

When did you write the poem?

I wrote the poem during a trip to Colorado with my childreruin A
gust 2014. It was a sudden péerpoem that hit me while putting the
kids to bed and reviewing the day with them. The day missed a dog. |
kissed the kids quickly and sat orstbep outside scribbling

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

We were tking along the Snake River. The day itself was stunning,
perfect, complete. A man missing his dogtt@eday into before and
afte® added a sense of time and urgency to what felessamily
minutes before. I s a y becdaseaarmodicans s &
of guilt accompanied our inabilityhip find thepet.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the eas
est?

This was a very easy poem to write because it came fresh, imbued wit
my children's questions and vivid memaofigise hike.

Was there anything in your original conception of the poem that
didn't make it in?

Since it wast heavily edited or reworkei just poured out there
was nothing that didn't remain in the first draft. The editing was primarily
concerneavith lineation, spacing, and sound.

Do you primarily write poetry?

No, | am currently working on a fiction chapbook as well as the final
drafts of my first novel. It's terrifying, intoxicating, and incomparably co
suming.

Is there anything unique aboutyour personal writing process?
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| spend most of the day homeschooling my kids so I've learned to
write in locked bathrooms, between dishes, in traffic jams, and anywhere
can steal the minutes. | keep my notebooks (usually two or three) in &
backpack andart them around. I've learned all kinds of cool tritks, i
cluding the inventionf my own demographic categbstayathome
feminist (SAHF) and devising a writing process that runs like the Stroh
violin in a Tom Waits tune. | juggle the balls, obseeveircus, andsa
pire to get to that particular place where it makes sense to bring in the
purple accordion. I'm that crazy woman you see who keeps whipping out
a notebook to scribble as her kids choreograph rain dances in public
parks.

Who are some of gur favorite authors?

Oh my. Now yowe asked my favorite quesfidhe one | can never
stop answering. Albert Goldbarth for his sensational juxtapositions. Mary
Ruefle for unabashedly feeling things. Alberto Moravio for how he ruined
a year of my lifaVendell Berry for his reverence. Walker Percy for his
flirtations with irreverence. Howard Zinn for his courage and integrity.
Norman Manea for the way in which he bends metal by hand. Ursula K.
LeGuin and Emma Goldman for similar reasons. Jonathan Ffanzen
his weldeveloped characters. Fernando Pessoa for his heteronymity.
Macedonia Fernandez for the way he defied dngrytd touched. I'll
stop now...

How long have you been writing poetry? Do you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediurg?

Since % grade. | write short fiction, creative nonfiction, flash fiction,
and literary fiction. But it all feels like writing to me so I'm not well
schooled in genre discrepancies.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenlpu
lished before?

You can read my prose3iilements Review, CollectjanBxileiiberry
Fork Revieamd poemsat Jersey Devil Press, Negative Capability Wress, Th
erYork and a few other places easily accessed from my website
athttp://alina_stefanescu.typepad.com/writing/

What drew you toDriftwood Press
The writing | read in Issug8 andl4.


http://alina_stefanescu.typepad.com/writing/
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Is there anything else you would like to tell us about your work in

particular?
The proseis deeply inspired by the tension between- post

totalitarianism and consumer democracy. | am constantly probing the sof
fleshy parts of the American dream.



Fearing the Neighbors

Jason Irwin

They keep all the lights on all the time.

| saw the man once: sunglasses and a fur hat.
You can hear him working on his éar

swearing, cursing the gods, crying;

the sounds of tools crashing, wood

splintering from his garage.

They say itds a 0656 Chevy,
drives it. Some claim his wife

is a contortionist, hypnotist, or vampire;

that they engage in marathon sex acts
involving finger paints and medieval

weaponry. My uncle heard they came

from somewhere east of Jaw.

They might be terrorists, devotees

of some fossilized orthodoxy,maywrights.

Mrs. Anderson, who lives next down the street,
and suffers from insomnia

at night, and narcolepsy during the day

says they watch the most deplorable TV shows.

but



Interview

Jason Irwin

When did you write the poem?
| wrote"Fearing the Neighbors" in January 2015

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

The news, Tom Waits, and my uncle who once told me mw co
cerned he was with his new neighbors, who kept their lights on day anc
night.

Do you primarily write poetry?
Yes, as well as plays.

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?

I usually start writing in a notebook, sometimes making sevieral rev
sions in the notebook and then typing the poem into my computer. | may
leave the poem for a day or two and then go back to it. Reading it alouc
helps a great deal.

Who are some of your favorite authors?

There are so many, but Philip Levine has been a great inspiration, a
well as Charles Simic and Robert Bly. At the mdfrem¢éading non
fiction and Nick Flynn.

How long have you been writing poetry? Do you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediums?

I've been writing poetry seriously for about 16 years. | have also beer
writing plays since 2007. | useditibe fiction, but gave it up.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenlpu
lished before?
I have one full length collectidiatering The Deadd two cha
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books. They can find out maewvww.jasonirwin.blogspot.com

Is there anything else you would like to tell us about your work in
particular?

In my writingl useeveryday, ordinary experiences by ordpesyle
who may not ha the chance to speak out, and hopefully, if the poem
works, make that experience, or that life extraordinary.


http://www.jasonirwin.blogspot.com/

If | Can Have Five Minutes of Deathbed

Ryan Havely

When the static

spreads in my brain,

please hang a dreaatcher,

butweave it strong with Sandy?os
tennis | ine, and Jackds short tes
left over from furious casts up river. Up

he told me, picture a half moon, feed the current,

and let the rig work its way back downstream, then

reel it back, c,aptlithelgp@ai n at t hr ee
and retreat. Jack knows four sgitivt about four inches

weight to weight. God knows four shots, four inches apart.

I pinch the hook in my teeth, he
| crush the barb, and cast.



Interview

Ryan Havely

When did you write the poem?
This is a fairly new poem, in a wiayrrote the title one night after my
wife had gone to bed, then stared at the screen for about an hour and fe
asleep.l found it again a month or two later and figuredttoeitpoem
that was supposed to go along with it.

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

Most themes in most of my poems are inspired by my own life,
though | wouldn't call myself a confessional ploed.tried to incorp-
rate personal details in everything I've writtéyn.mother played tennis
her whole life, my father taught me how to trout fish, and, at the time, |
thought spending a few minutes on my deathbed would beat dying su
denly because I'd have a chance tiecebn my life.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the eas
est?

All of my poems are kind of hard to write because | make them so
personal.One of my favorite writers, Amy Hempel, said once that she
can't write anything until she kvsothe first and last lindly problem is
| tend to know how | think a poem should begin and end, but | gan't fi
ure out the middlel can't stand writing titles, eithdrthink when |
wrote the title of this poem, it was supposed to be the first line.

Was there anything in your original conception of the poem that
didn't make it in?

I cut a few lines, but the poem felt too bloated. | had a few more lines
about religiorfthat | can't remember nobt they didn't fit.

Do you primarily write poetry?
Nowadays.I think I've spoiled myself with poetra. lot of times |



driftwood press | 81

get ideas for short stories, then realize |1 can write them as poems in :
page.Maybe I'm lazy.

What is your creative process? Is there anything unique about your
personal writing process?

| don't know if it's unique, but | seem to need padon't like that
about myself because | tell my students that writers don't need to be in
pain, or be obsessed with death, or whatever, but I'm a tatal hyp
crite. I'm also a revisasl-go writer. | don't like getting out a draft and
then going back and making the changpeefer to stare at the screen,
knowing what'll eventually come next, until | feel I've gotten the current
line correct.l still go back and revise, but | can't say, "Wkejlst put
this here for now and fix it in revision..."

Who are some of your favorite authors?

My alttime favorite is Vonnegutlove Hempel, Kinnell, Olds, Frank
Stanford, Hugo, Levine, ASHeather McHugh, Szymborska, ettu#:
ly, | feel like Midugh and Szymborska are terribly underrated and under
taught in grad program$m also a fan of Simic and Stramhd oth-
ers. Frank Staford, etc.

How long have you been writing poetry? Do you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediums?

I've been writing since | was too young to know Ihetarted writing
fiction in college because | had already taken all the poekry wor
shops. I've published poetry, fiction, and Harion. | don't mean that
to sound like | think myself prolificguess I'm like a bear eating out of a
dumpster.I'll just kind of write anything.

Do you have any recommendations for readers who enjoyed your
work?

If you've never read Kurt VonneguBeeakfast of Champieasl it
tomorrow. Then read Amy Hempellaimble Hotben Richard Hugo's
Lady in Kicking Horse ResémeoirGalway KinnellBook of Nightmares
then Sharon Old¥he Gold Getlien call me.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenlpu
lished before?

Various literary magazin®®bius, Niche, Broad River, Midwestern Goth
Inscape, Dappled Things, Opium, Columbia Review, New Plains Revie
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sand, Flying DodsAleebsite.

What drew you to Driftwood Press?
Honestly, the nameThe poem | wrote was about my dad teaching
me to trout fish in the Driftwood Branch in Pennsylvania.



Sun Lamps

Sara Krueger

Down Subway Tunnel A

we go

to the City Center,

our heads ducked in reverence.

Reaching the sun lamps

that loom in the dank,

| deposit my blanket bundle dutifully
before we hop quieflooted across the tracks
to safely tuck along the limestone walls

in one snaking chain.

From the shadows we watch

behind ground glass goggles

as dials are cranked from level one to two to three
by the twitchy hands of scientists

schooled by degared consumer manuals.

They pace and postulate,

these hopeful men in their rubber sun suits,
until the timers tick, tick, ding

and the white coats appear

to flip this baby of mine from back to belly.

Little chicken crisping.

He goos and gaas in his box,
sporting onion thin skin

that willsoon blister and blossom into
a hundred raw rosettes.
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| record his progress

in a baby book rescued from the Other Times.

Dreaming dreams like any parent night

of pulling plugs on the cleaners that move in the moonlight
and surfacing.



Interview

Sara Krueger

When did you write the poem?

0Sun Lampstook on many forms during the creative procese- It b
gan as a response to a writing promgterspring of 2014. The ravam
terial that came out of the prompt felt more like the start of a short story
or even a screenplay at that point. It was only later on in the year, mayb
in the early fall, th@Sun Lamp&transformed into a poem. | was kror
ing on a chapbook of apocalyptic poetry at the time Stetehow We
Remain in the Afterni&hn Lampsabsolutely felt like it belonged in the
collection, which explores the choices people must make to survive in &
world ravaged by pollution and war.

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

oSun Lampswas inspired by a black and white photograph from the
1930s. In it, two small children wear oversized goggles and stand in a cri
under strange looking lamps while a nialses notes on a chart. The
image was one of many that | had collected to use as a prompt-in a 36E
day writing challenge. After the initial writing, |g81tn Lamp& aside
for a few months and then came back to refine it as | worked on my
chapbookSomelwoWe Remain in the Afterinatie third section of the
collection, a small colony has escaped the barely breathable air and tt
sunds scorching rays by going un
of an abandoned ciySun Lampsstrikes a balancetween the bizarre
and the hopeful. The people within it struggle to find a way back to the
surface, but their methods are riddled with painful experiments that may
or may not pay off. This poem gave me an opportunity to delve deeper
into the science ficth genre, exploring themes of choice and sacrifice
against a dramatic backdrop.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the eas
est?
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| tinkered withdSun Lamp&for quite a bit. It tells the story of one
woman and her son, weaving togettith a poem about his birth and a
poem about his eventual ascent into the damaged world abovel-The cha
lenge for me was to mad®un Lampsstrong enough of a piece to stand
on its own while still having it connect to story elements brought to life in
the other two poems. | think | was successful.

Do you primarily write poetry?

At this point, | dm working @l mo!
tion that comes from successfully communicating a powerful idda or fee
ing in a small space. So much gamrong when you only have a few
linesto play with on the page. You have to really nail the language and
phrasing. | like the challenge of that. Short stories are still an important
creative outlet as well. There ammuple of short science fiction qae
t hat I 6m editing at the moment a
about circus performers that | &m

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?

My creative process is in a constant state of evoktiome, each
project requires its own unique approach. | do love the use of prompts as
a brainstorming tool. Once | havi
just sit in front of a computer. There needs to be this period of time
where | get out of the lige and siply think about the idea. | talong
walks here in the city. | paint. | go do some hot yoga. Anything that | can
do to activate myself, body and brain. This is when | have the bigges
breakthroughs. Many times | will also curate a soundtraglstiory so
that | can listen while | write and sustain a specific mood. The real fun
begins for me after the first dr e
love to roll up my sleeves and carve into the material to find its heart anc
then build thepiece back up into something new and even better. Editing
is its own form of idea generating in a way.

Who are some of your favorite authors?

| adore the short stories of Octavia Butler, Margaret Atwood, Karen
Russell, Aimee Bender and Kelly Link. Téeg to create strong female
characters and place them in strange worlds or have them encounter fa
tastical problems. | like being completely surprised when | turn the page
These women make me pause while reading and daydream.

How long have you been wting poetry? Do you write in any other
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genres or work in other mediums?

| started out in the film industry so my first foray into writing took the
form of screenplays. It wasnodt ur
expression like short stories. Otlee last year is when | discovered a
deep love for working in poetry. It feels very filmic. You can play with
language in the same way you might frame up a shot for a film or edit
images together and overlay sound. There is something you want to ca
turein this one line. A mood. A moment. A sound. An image. Maybe you
are experimenting with the relationship between the lines or even how
they sit on the page. | am loving what | can do as a poet and plan to work
more within the form this year, especiall{eims of stringing poems
together to tell a larger story.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you beenipu
lished before?

| have been amassing creative written material since 2011, but | onl
just started to submit to journals and small gstss past year. So far,
six publications have picked up my poems and short stories, including
Driftwood Pre¥su can currently find my workNenacing Hedge, Devilfish
Reviewand Jersey Devil Paesistwo new poemsill soon be available in
the JJ OétRevieand Twisted Vine Literary Arts Joltrhals been am-
credible journey and | am thankful for the experience of working with so
many insightfudnd supportiveditorsalong the way



'm debating whether or not to aftend mass, mom

Jade Ramsey

youodre typically
late on sunday
morning wringing  choking

those closeall
sinkwashed pantyhose

hair dryer nozzled up one limp leg
airing it full
a lively lasininute nylon flame on
repeat

i question the public flicker
bleached foot of my own votive



Interview

Jade Ramsey

When did you write the poem?
| wrote the poem a year after | moved away from home.

What inspired the poem? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

My mother inspired it; | have seen her wash her pantyhose with a hail
dryer my entire life. The image is hysterical and my aunt (her sister) alwa
teases her about it. | also warttediscuss an issue of growing up and
making adult decisiahfike whether or not to go to chuécham not
Catholic, but this seems like a defiant, difficult éhbialso wanted to
introduce the hypocritical element of a parent who forgets and asshes |
minute, and how this affects a child.

What was the haglest part of writing the poem?

I di dndédt want my mother to actu
difficult task was relating the bizarre image to something religious: the
votive flames.

Was there anything in your original conception of the poem that
didn't make it in?

My own beliefs di dincllose nottokemteitto i
my personal spiritual beliefs and opted for a universally knowraene: C
tholicism.

Do you primarily write poetry?
Yes | enjoy it immensely.

Tell us about your creative process.

| tend to write a lot of prose before morphing into poetry. | prefer to
get things down the way | say them aloud and them tweak to a more lyric
tone or visual.
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Who are some ofjour favorite authors?

Some poets: Ted Hughes, Larissa SzpanakAnna Rose Welch
(surreal and apocalyptic)

Some fiction: Curtis Sittenfeld, J.K. Rowlany] Julien Fellowes
(comingof-age, classist issues)

How long have you been writing poetry? Do you write in any other
genres or work in any other mediums?

| wrote my first poem as an-yédarold, impatient for Christmas. |
have wriien short stories and prose, bahjoy all forms of writing.

Where can eaders find more of your work? Have you been pu
lished before?

| have a chapbook,awns Between Strafiger$-inishing Line Préss
have been published Best New Poets 2@Edblin fruit, Whiskey Island,
Gargoyland others.



Silver Dreams

Iryna Lialko












































































































