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WEED FARM
Meimi Curtis

MY earliest memory of my father was growing weed in the
backyard.
The moon was at its highest point in the sky, round as a dinner
plate, and the floorboards outside my bedroom creaked. I didn’t
call out for help; I had long since learned that screaming did not
stop whatever was about to come. Instead, I prepared myself to be
taken and laid as still as a board. I thought if I remained this way,
perhaps the bed would think me part of the sheets and swallow me
whole. But the plan was spoiled when the intruder stepped forward,
and my dad’s weathered face came into view. His smile was slanted
like a cat’s, his eyes narrow and jumping about the room.
“Hey buddy.” I liked it when he called me that, so he rarely did.
“Wanna help your old man with a top secret project?”
He had a sweet Southern lilt, the kind that always sounded
polite even when all that came out were curses. When he spoke, it
was popping the tab off a soda can and the swirling dust motes in a
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ray of sun. People often found themselves smiling against their will
and nodding as if curses had become something profound.
“What project?” I asked sleepily, rubbing the pink crescents
of my palms against my eyes. I forgot that Momma made me put
lotion on before bed, and the slick residue painted my cheeks. Pops
saw this and pulled my hands away roughly. His grip was always
strong and his movements always harsh. They were farmer’s hands,
calloused and rough, but he insisted they were the hands of a
fighter.
“You’ll become strong bein’ raised by these hands. ‘Specially
before anyone else can lay theirs on ya.”
He claimed he was always looking out for me, teaching me life
lessons whenever the opportunity presented itself. I learned how to
swim when he threw me into the pond to retrieve his hat. I learned
how to spell when he needed me to forge Momma’s signature. I
grew a collection of memories through moments like these, and
though I knew his methods were unconventional, I liked helping
him nonetheless. It was the only time he seemed to be able to stand
me.
We entered the hall with light footsteps. My pajamas did little
to protect me from the chill, and I saw frost collecting along the
windows. It worried me when we passed Momma. She was strewn
wildly along the couch, her neck sloped over the armrest and
mouth frozen open. One limp hand brushed against the carpet, a
bottle rolled not too far away.
I moved to throw it away like I always did, Momma hated
seeing her drinks in the morning, but my father yanked me back.
“Don’t go cleaning up her messes.”
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He let me go and I didn’t try for the bottle again, but I grabbed
the quilt from the armchair and set it upon her body. She was
very beautiful, if frail. The years preserved her beauty in the way
they wrecked my father’s. I think that once he might have been
handsome, with a strong jaw and icy eyes, but time had not been
merciful. Now his gaze seemed pale and the only hair on his head
were tufts of fuzz like a baby bird.
Once outside, he took my hand. We raced down the hillside to
the sound of a nearby owl and the persistent yapping of a coyote.
Another world came alive at night, a replacement for birdsong and
the whizz of cars down the road. It brought a sort of comfortable
serenity, where my mother was unconscious and my father too
much of an insomniac to stay inside the house. I paused in front of
the shed at the very bottom.
“I thought I’m not supposed to go in there,” I whispered.
Whispering seemed to me the only correct way to speak in the
dark, but Pops responded loudly with no hesitation.
“S’pose today’s a very special day then.” He disappeared inside
with a wink.
Like so many victims of my father’s charm, I found myself
smiling into the darkness. This was my favorite version of him,
restless and excited. He had a burning gaze and a body that was
always in motion. Fingers drummed against his pant leg, weight
shifted from foot to foot. It came with the beginnings of an idea.
Cogs would turn and click into place, and he’d spend hours
cultivating just how to make it real. My teachers always said that
I must get my smarts from him. I wanted to argue that my mother
also had great ideas, she just preferred to dream about them with a
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bottle to her lips.
Inside the shed were rows of planter boxes, filled to the brim
with dark earth. He showed me how to sink my fingers into the dirt
and push large handfuls to the side. Then, he’d hand me a dense,
unruly bunch of leaves and have me set them gently into the hole.
This step was the most crucial. I was to ensure that I didn’t ruin the
plant with too strong of a grip or cover the wrong parts with dirt.
For the first few, he stood over my shoulder and directed my hands,
not yet trusting me to do it on my own. On the second try, the plant
slipped through my fingertips, still slick with the lotion. Through a
burst of panic, I caught it, but my wrists had already been tainted
by the red imprints of Pops’ grip. Shakily, I planted the bush and
watched as my father stepped back with clenched fists. In the blink
of an eye, I was reminded of who I feared so much.
“I’ve got it, Pops. It won’t happen again,” I promised.
“It better damn not.”
By the time we finished, sunlight seeped under the crack
in the door. Artificial lights hung overhead, white as the walls
surrounding them, but I felt drawn to the warmth of the morning
sun. My fingers ached and my nightshirt was slick against my back.
Pops was delirious with excitement and admired the complete
rows. He kept repeating the same phrase under his breath.
“I’m healed! I’m healed!”
I didn’t know what he meant or what injury he’d been cured
of, but I’d been taught not to ask questions where my father was
concerned. I only did what I could, relished in his so rare positive
mood. His giddiness was contagious and I was an impressionable
child, or possibly a simple child under his impression, so I lifted
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my fists in the air and yelled along with him.
The most important memory I hold, the only insight into who
my father truly was, happened inside that shed. As he spun me
around in his farmer’s arms, I felt momentarily like a normal son.
I could pretend that we were at a park or a baseball game. That
we were celebrating a big win that would change the course of the
season, or playing an excitable game of tag.
I look down at those arms now, lifeless and deteriorated against
the polyester fabric. Momma sits on the front pew, a flask in her
hand. She no longer hides her drinking, as there’s no room for
judgment when it comes to grief. She’d planned the entire thing
with a sway in her step, only soberly insisting upon an open casket.
“The narcissistic bastard will want the world to see his face one
last time.”
Truly, I thought she just preferred to pretend he was asleep.
Underneath the alcohol-induced haze and avoidance, was a woman
without her husband. They might have been dysfunctional and
abusive, but they’d never known life without the other.
I find myself agreeing; I couldn’t imagine this complicated
and charismatic man reduced to ash. I couldn’t imagine carrying
around his spirit and years of elaborate, untrue anecdotes in a
cheap urn. Part of me wants to shake him awake, to demand he
face what he created. He doesn’t deserve to turn tail and take the
easy way out. For a man with so many lessons to teach, and such a
slippery way to navigate the world, to think that even he had found
it too much enraged me beyond belief. I’d always known he was a
liar, but I’d never imagined him as anything less than a fighter.
Another part of me wishes he’d wake for another reason. The
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miniscule, dependent part that cannot imagine a world without that
ripened face and its triumphant gleam. Where there is nobody but
myself to punish me for my wrongs, and nobody but my mother to
seek for his insight.
Suddenly overwhelmed, I step away from the casket and
continue down the aisle. Momma doesn’t look up, doesn’t ask
where I’m going. Eleven years we’ve spent out of communication.
I knew as soon the phone rang what would be important enough to
call about. The news was conveyed in two words.
“He’s dead.”
Perhaps she’d known it wouldn’t take much to convince me to
come back. Perhaps it had always been inevitable that I’d return to
my roots after running away all those years ago.
The roll of paper is between my lips before the church doors
can swing closed. I cup the lighter against the twisted end, and
watch as smoke fills the air. Across the church, located in the
rundown town square, is a restaurant. Inside, a fair haired man
sits opposite a little boy. They aren’t doing anything particularly
interesting, the father lifts a coffee mug to his lips and the boy
stares out the window. He watches, mesmerized, as the smoke
billows in a thick cloud at the corners of my mouth. For an
unbeknownst reason, I lift my free hand in greeting. It’s calloused
and rough, like another hand so long ago. As the boy raises his
hand, a mirror of my own, a single thought crosses my mind.
I’m healed.
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OUTSIDE THE SUSHI RESTAURANT
Johnson Cheu

A father approaches: I don’t mean to bother you,
but my son, he’s never seen a motorized wheelchair.
Would you mind showing him how it moves?
In the town square, as onlookers stare or avert, I oblige.
He’s too young a father himself
to recall the parents of my childhood
slapping children, scolding, Don’t stare!
Tonight, it’s frosty; my wheelchair hums,
glides, burdened with outrunning merciless childhood
teasing, the ghosts of others’ fear, their disquiet.
This contraption of battery, metal, wire, and rubber
does not confine, but frees, transports me daily.
Some folks detail the spokes, choose a splendent neon frame,
branding their wheelchairs like their laptops, their cars.
My friend, a mother of rambunctious boys, contends
all young boys are either ball boys, train boys, or car boys.
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A car boy, enthralled with every Buick, Pontiac, or Chevy
Dad brought home, I pushed buttons, twisted knobs, shifted
disengaged gears. The men on our block spent Saturdays
soaked in suds, buffing and cooing to their cars.
Now, my wheelchair fuels perception and function.
O wheelchair, motorized companion, what terrain
we’ve traversed, to land here, alongside a father
and his curious, shy son, mesmerized, and unafraid.
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Jeremiah

BRASOV, ROMANIA

h Gilbert
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CANDLELIGHT; BONFIRE
Booker Wegner

IT should have been beautiful.
Oh, the girl thinks, it is, it is.
The gelid ground, the trees quivering with piercing wind, the
snow fading into the sky like metal melting together. There is
nothing quite like Russian winters, no matter where she is in the
continent. Chilblains never change.
But she cannot appreciate it, not now. The cold, once a friend
so dear, nips at her heels as she searches for sticks in the forest.
She’s never done this alone—before, there was her mother, solemn
and careful with a soft voice, directing her to each fallen bough,
praying to God for their gifts. There is no one to pray with now.
That’s fine, she always tells herself.
The wood today is damp but not wet through, which is a tiny
miracle in itself. She slips it into the bulging sling on her back,
hunting for more.
The beauty of Russian winter notwithstanding, fire is always
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appreciated.
She thinks of home. Well, this is incorrect—she thinks of a
house and a hut, two homes in different ways.
In the house she does not know what kindling is, does
not know yet the dangers of handling fire; her mother is there,
whisking flame to flame to flame as she lights candles on the
windowsills. Last night, there had been a great storm, one that
knocked on all the doors and demanded to be let in. This home
told of so many blankets, and hot milk with honey, and a brick
fireplace, and all the things she cannot name.
In the hut she is cold, and only she. There is no room for fire,
and if there were, she would go up in smoke within seconds.
Candles prove expensive, so she keeps her singular treasure in her
lantern. Blankets still number large but they are not hers, are not
worn in like the old ones were. This is fine, but only because it has
to be.
The forest is quiet, bright with ice, and the susurration of little
animals under the soil brings a subdued smile to the girl’s cracked
pale lips. There, a branch—there, a twig, and the potential bonfire
continues; but if she so chooses to call it that, the mayor might
think her magic.
She turns her head, pushing back her hood to evaluate her
collection. The bundle of sticks feels heavy on her young body,
so she decides it’s enough and begins to head back. By now it’s
late afternoon, the sky luminous in its darkness, and the animals
around the collection of huts scurry past her, denting the pristine
snow. Mother would have called it sacrilege, but both of them
would go right on making art with water, delighting in how the
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snow shaped under her hands. There, an angel’s wings; there, light
and quick deer tracks; there, a squirrel perhaps, scurrying about on
all fours; there, her own steps, small and sure as she returns to the
hut; those, large and inexperienced with snow—
Oh. Those are not animal tracks. She leans in closer, hoping to
glean information, but what lies around is inconclusive. The tracks
are stumbling and uneven as if they have never encountered such
climates. The snow around the indents is rippled, likely by a cloak
or a cape. She stands upright again and hurries her pace, skilfully
maneuvering through the drifts on light young feet. The cold is too
slow to catch her, just like everything else.
She makes it to the village outskirts. Dead grass and weeds
poke out where wagon tracks have blazed their way. There is no
one around that she can see—only the huts and the town square far
beyond.
“Girl!” someone hisses at her. She glances to the side to see
a villager—the lumberjack, she thinks, the real executioner—
beckoning her from behind a hut. He grasps an ax in his bare
hands. But he is not the interesting part.
In front of him is a knight.
His helmet is a rigid cylinder over his head, shadowing his
eyes. His clothing is bulky but thin, layers upon layers, and his
Orthodoxy-cross tunic over it all. He wears a cape of white fabric
and holds a sword as bright and sharp as Mother’s smile. He stares
at her.
She stares back. Her fists burn so hot she wonders how her
kindling hasn’t caught it.
“What are you doing? Come, hide!” the lumberjack beseeches
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her. He grips his spear tighter, and the knight looks back toward
the houses and the forest, scanning.
The girl says nothing. She doesn’t move.
If this was ever home, if it could ever have been home—it
couldn’t, not with just her, standing outside the fire—she may have
obeyed orders and crept behind the hut and watched the crows
across the sky.
If it had not been a knight, if she had not been alone, if this
had not happened before.
There is a shift, a ghastly rumble, and she looks away toward
the sound. Stark against the winter background, a hulking beast
lumbers into view. It glances around, comfortable on two legs and
naked save for its thick charcoal fur in the cold, eyes and teeth
white as snow.
Its claws rake along the snow; Mother might have called it
sacrilege, but angels are different for everyone. She wonders how it
looks in a fight.
Slowly, its gaze swivels to meet hers.
“Hide!” The lumberjack pleads once again. The beast tilts its
head, placid, and almost thoughtful in nature.
All at once she understands: it is searching. It wants something
particular; not her or the town or the village but the intruder. They
have been hunting each other.
She glances at the knight. Their two stares catch, and the
knight curses under his breath. In a low voice, he mutters, “Of
course—it’s the witch’s daughter.”
The memories are bittersweet. They begin with warmth and
end with warmth, one corner of the blanket to the other, hands in
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mittens to the heated oven. Her mother loved to cook, would smile
her softest at porridge and medovik and fresh loaves of bread. They
drank sweet milk and sometimes fingers of burning vodka well
into the night. She would read, her voice carrying in its cultivated
simplicity, every night to her daughter. They lived in a nest of
blankets.
And it had been night—early morning, then—when the knights
took her, all her softness gone and replaced with grim silence. She
had loved the wrong way, or read the wrong book, or rejected the
advances of the wrong man. It didn’t matter. Their crosses didn’t
care.
It began in warmth and ended in warmth, tied to the stake,
screaming as her tears steamed and flesh boiled and heart burst,
and even now, her daughter carries that melting terror in every
frostbitten cell of her body.
Slowly, again, with no doubt as to her meaning, the daughter—
the orphan—lifts her arm and points.
The beast grins. Thank you, its eyes say. How merciful you are.
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ISOLATION
Alice Teeple
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CHAPLET OF HER DIVINE MERCY
Eli Kourtis

i am a one-woman captive audience in her living room;
she unlaces and removes her boots,
drops them in front of me
and i follow them, down to my knees,
an irresistible pull of gravity, her energy
has my hands seeking heat underneath her skirt.
i watch her writhe, the serpentine bend of her spine,
the soft red song of her sigh,
the growling famine in her eyes;
is this how men felt hundreds of years ago?
helpless, starving, desperate, willing,
so willing, to lay down their lives for a woman?
forsake name and creed and god for her?
overwhelmed, terrified, so much so
that they strung her up in town square
crying witch, for only magic could stoke
that fire between their legs, and they’ll swear
it’s her fault that they’re staring, some spell, some curse,
some devil’s work turning their gaze to her body;
her fault, of course, never his.
they’d leave her there to hang
as her eyes frosted over and her lips turned to stone,
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dull and grey as the salem skies,
yet still, they’d find themselves dreaming about her
and they’d be terrified.
i am kissing her and she tastes
like the eucharist never did, like salvation,
something greater than i will ever be able
to wrap my hands around, and yet there they are,
on her waist, on her thighs, inside,
and i will never be able to pry my eyes away from her again;
under my breasts and curves and soft curls of hair
i am centuries of men, trembling under the gaze
of a woman.
under her hands and legs and skirt
i am centuries of women, as mystifying and terrifying
as her, and i will never again find mercy anywhere
but here, at her feet.
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BALLET DANCER ON LAMP POST, SQUARE DE FURSTEMBURG, PARIS

Roger Camp
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DUEL

Kathryn Kulpa

Plymouth Colony, 1621

WE know they fought a duel for her, and neither won, and neither

died, but why? Was she the most beautiful young woman in the
colony? Was beauty worth dying for, in that harsh land, or were
other qualities more valued in the Puritan maid (if Puritan she was;
if maid she was)? Could she sew a fine seam? Survive a famine?
Avoid smallpox?
Perhaps her value was a simple matter of scarcity. She was a
woman, young, unmarried, one of the few to survive the crossing.
Like a lone cat in a town plagued by mice: she was herself, and that
was enough.
And they were young men, my contentious ancestor and his
contentious opponent, scrabbling for dominance with sword and
dagger. Whose sword? Whose dagger? Who was wounded in the
hand, and who in the thigh?

30

Back to TOC

History tells us only that the duel was fought, that the wounds
were minor, that the town elders were aghast. Ungodly behavior
in the City upon a Hill! And for their wicked ways the wild young
men were bound head and foot, sworn enemies bound to each
other, and bound they were to stay, in the town square, for the
length of a day, without meat or drink, exposed to public ridicule,
and public censure, and public frost, in that frosty and inhospitable
colony, in that rough-hewn settlement in the new world, a world
new to them, a town so barely built that there were no stocks,
no gaol, no gallows (yet), but only two erring young men, tied
together, back to back, head to head, foot to foot, like a children’s
game impossible to win, a three-legged race gone sour, whilst
the goodmen of the village, and the goodwives of the village, and
the children of the village, and surely the young woman whose
charms had led these two young men into such riotous fury, looked
upon their suffering, their piteous cries, and did mercy touch their
hearts?
History records that the young woman chose neither my
contentious ancestor nor his contentious opponent, but married
another. I imagine her storming off, tossing her head, allowing a
frivolous curl or two to tumble from beneath her demure pilgrim
cap. “Brawling in the dirt like a couple of cavemen!” she might say
scornfully, like a girl in a story I once wrote, in a yellow Pen-Tab
notebook that lived for years in my old bedroom, in my parents’
house, not forty miles from the site of that storied duel.
In the end it was the young men’s master (himself an ungodly
sort, who would later be censured for selling spirits on the Sabbath
day, and coincidentally, or not, also my ancestor) who begged
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mercy for his erring servants, for their grievous pains, as the
two bound boys stood shivering in that chill morning, in that
frosty town square, possibly crying, and possibly cursing; my
contentious ancestor perhaps dreaming of lawsuits he would inflict
upon his neighbors, in years to come, when he was a prosperous
landowner—just let their goats chew through his fences then!—and
mercy was granted. The bonds were loosened. The boys walked
free. Possibly, they dusted off their rumpled clothing and shook
hands, man to man; and possibly they walked off, arm in arm, like
sailors in a 1940s film, like cowboys who fight and make up (“Put
’er there, Pilgrim!”); and possibly, though not very likely, it was the
beginning of a beautiful friendship.
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THANKSGIVING
Michele Bombardier

Two pumpkin, two pecan, one with figs,
the other drenched in bourbon. I start the brine
on Tuesday, roll out the pie crusts Wednesday morning.
Over four decades with the same solid rolling pin
with the initials of the old boyfriend burned into the handle.
He carved it out of olivewood, wrapped it in wax paper.
I remember the slow unwrapping, then seeing the ring
tied with string around the handle, his hopeful half smile.
How I slowly pushed it back across the table.
Walking back to my apartment, the crunch of frost
under our boots, the sound of everything breaking.
He cradled the rolling pin against his chest and when
we reached my door, laid it gingerly into my arms
like it might wake. In three days, I was with his roommate
because I was twenty, and the town square gossip
was a fire that I countered with more fire.
It’s a miracle anyone becomes a decent human.
What is forgiveness but another word for mercy.
My crusts are all butter. My hands have smoothed
the groove from the burn in the wood. Sometimes
I also make apple. Enough for everyone to take some home.
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FIRE AND ICE
Rachel Wold
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A PAUCITY OF CENTER
Janice Coy

NEXTDOOR is the new town square, a place for those with

no designated center. It’s an app where one can buy and sell goods
online, debate politics, and rant about rude teens, loony drivers,
and the local wildlife.
We live in an amorphous Southern California suburb of singlefamily homes, condos, and apartments. Developers raze the land
every day, erecting more housing, adding to the sprawl and the
reach of Nextdoor. There’s no real place to gather, no center of
town, so Nextdoor fills the gap, connecting us all in a web of often
passionate and sometimes bullying online commentary.
The opinions weave freely through our neighborhoods much
like the open swaths of space that serve as wildlife corridors for the
deer, bobcats, mountain lions, and coyotes. We love our freedom
of speech; we love having wildlife nearby; we can pretend we live
amongst nature.
But nature and opinion don’t always cooperate with our tidy
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lives, instead fueling two hot button topics on Nextdoor: no-good
dog owners who don’t pick up their pets’ waste and the ravenous
coyotes that hunt those pets.
Can dog owners be shamed into being good citizens? The
posters on Nextdoor seem to think so. But there’s no taming the
coyotes who won’t stick to their designated wildlife spaces. They
roam down the center of our paved roads and leave their distinctive
droppings full of palm tree seeds on our concrete sidewalks.
“Perhaps it’s a coyote dropping?” someone suggested on a
Nextdoor thread I was following about careless dog owners who
don’t give a sh*t about where their dogs do their business.
“No seeds in it!” someone shot back.
In the spring, the coyotes keep the burgeoning rabbit
population down, but now that autumn is here, the rabbits are gone,
and the frost tips some canyon-bottom lawns, they resume hunting
pets.
As a lover of both dogs and wildlife, I frequently click on
Nextdoor threads that mention both.
I was fascinated when a woman shared a video of a brazen
coyote laying on her fenced back lawn just like a dog, leisurely
gnawing on what looked to be a delicious bone in the middle of the
afternoon. Post commenters hoped the bone belonged to a rabbit–
so did I.
Later that night, a man posed a question on the online forum.
He had heard the chilling sound of coyotes yipping and celebrating
over what sounded like a terrified dog the pack had cornered for
its latest meal. The man wanted to know, was it time to discuss the
culling of the coyote population?
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Nextdoor blew up.
Not literally, of course, but respondents showed no mercy to
each other. Those that dared to agree with the poster were shamed
as uncaring pet owners who should know better than to let Fluffy
roam freely outdoors or walk tiny Fido after dark.
“The coyotes were here first!” one poster passionately
proclaimed. “We need to learn to live with them!”
“Keep your pets inside or keep better watch over them!”
another opined.
The thread heated up.
“Don’t judge!” a woman exclaimed. “I was in my own backyard
at 1 a.m. so Twinkie could pee. A coyote jumped my six-foot fence,
snatched her, and carried her off!!!”
“My husband and our 85-lb dog were stalked JUST LAST
NIGHT by a pack of coyotes through the neighborhood park!”
another lamented.
I looked up that poster’s location. The mentioned park was less
than a mile away from my home.
“Coyotes are necessary to keep the rodent population in check.”
There’s always someone who tries (usually unsuccessfully) to bring
science and logic to a Nextdoor thread.
I didn’t buy it. I had seen two rats in our neighborhood within
the last few days. One was dying on the sidewalk, the other was
staggering around the gutter while two crows pecked at it.
I didn’t add my observations to the thread. Who wants to be
attacked by rabid online posters? Instead, I closed the thread down
and went to bed hoping I wouldn’t dream of that screaming dog
being killed by coyotes.
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In the wee hours of the morning, I was startled awake by a
loud, eerie yipping. It sounded like a pack of coyotes was on our
street corner, a mere two houses away. I shivered and pulled the
blanket up over my ears to dull the sound.
The next day, I asked my neighbors if all their pets were
safe. Thankfully, they were, although at least one Chihuahua had
cowered in the bedroom closet when the coyotes howled.
After sunset, my husband and I prepared to set out on our usual
neighborhood walk with our beloved dog. Mindful of the Nextdoor
thread about the out-of-control coyote population, I worried our
pampered 65-lb Labrador would be attacked by a roving band of
coyotes.
“Can we walk on the other side of the street away from the
ravine?” I asked my husband.
The ravine was a U-shaped natural area of sage brush, a few
scraggly coastal pines and eucalyptus that was about thirty-feet
deep and three city blocks long. It was the place where we often
saw beady mice and rat eyes peering from the bushes. I was
certain coyotes were malingerers in the space, ready to spring out
at domesticated pets rather than catch and eat rodents. In fact, I
had seen coyotes completely vanish into bushes along our peaceful
suburban streets, not in that specific ravine, but they could be there
now.
“It’ll be fine,” my husband said, not sharing my deepening
concern fueled by my online reading.
I pocketed pepper spray anyway.
We turned the corner from our house and headed down the hill,
skirting along the edge of the ravine. Crickets sang a loud chorus in
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the wild space. Just across the street, two-story homes fronted by
manicured landscapes lined the road. Occasionally, cars motored
along the asphalt, their headlights slicing the dimming twilight.
My husband held our dog’s leash and carried a heavy
flashlight. I huddled in my fleece, my hands in my pockets,
gripping the smooth plastic of the pepper spray in my right fist; I
fingered the grooved trigger of the spray with my thumb. Our Lab
sniffed tree trunks and streetlamps, nose down and tail wagging,
following scents we could not smell.
We neared the spot where not more than a month ago, we
almost stumbled on a rattlesnake stretched out like a yardstick on
the sidewalk soaking up the last remnants of the day’s warmth. We
were out later that night. We could have stepped on the poisonous
viper in the dark. But, thanks to our flashlight, we stopped a good
distance away –out of the strike zone–and watched as the rattler
slithered into the bushes. Maybe it would take care of the rodents
since the coyotes appeared to be shirking their duties in that area.
Now, we were about halfway down the hill, past where we had
seen the snake, when my husband grabbed my arm and shouted,
“Coyote!”
I think my heart stopped for a few seconds.
He had done the same when he saw the rattlesnake. I still
wasn’t used to it. When I recovered, I yanked out the pepper spray
ready to shoot the coyote full in its snarling face. My eyes swept
the sidewalk in front of us. But it was empty.
My husband swung the flashlight so that it pointed about thirty
yards below us. A large coyote trotted in the middle of the street
as if it had every right to be there; it was bigger than our dog. At
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my husband’s shout, it swung its head in our direction, its eyes
yellow pinpoints reflecting the light. Neither the flashlight nor the
shout disturbed its course. It turned away and continued moseying
around the corner before vanishing down a paved neighborhood
trail.
I slid the pepper spray back into my pocket but stayed alert and
ready.
My stomach tensed as minutes later we rounded that same
corner and started up another hill. I expected a growl behind us
with every step we took. I mentally rehearsed swinging around
pepper spray in hand. I couldn’t help but look over my shoulder
several times.
My husband moved the flashlight in arcs hunting for other
coyotes; our dog proceeded with his nose to the ground.
At the top of the hill, we met an old man walking two dogs
on separate leashes, one a very small bite-sized black dog with a
white-tipped snout and the other, a medium small dog with floppy
butterscotch ears that would be a bigger mouthful.
“We just saw a coyote down there,” I said, pointing behind us.
I assumed the man would thank me for the warning and return
toward the safety of his home. Instead, he pushed his cap further
back on his thatch of gray hair so that the bill no longer shaded
his eyes but pointed to the night sky. Now, he looked like an
adventurous boy.
“Oh sure,” the man said. “We see them all the time. That’s their
route. They come down from the bushes over there and head down
the trail.” He waved a gnarled hand.
“Gotta watch out for this one.” He nodded at the smaller dog,
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bid us goodnight, then wandered down the hill toward where we
had just seen the coyote.
As he sauntered into the dark with his dogs and no flashlight,
I wondered if maybe I was too riled up about this whole coyote
thing, if perhaps, I had read too many Nextdoor postings about
coyotes.
Sure, my dog had found a dismembered cat haunch on our
fenced backyard slope, but that was years ago. Besides, he was
a relatively big dog and unlikely to be attacked by coyotes. Still,
there was that time my husband heard about a German Shepherd
chased by three coyotes. The only thing that saved the dog was
when he ran into the road and was hit by a car. The coyotes ran off.
The dog survived. But again, that happened a long time ago in a
dedicated reserve before houses populated the nearby hills.
I looked around and saw others walking dogs of varying sizes,
wishing us a cheerful goodnight as they passed. I loosened my grip
on the pepper spray but kept my hand in my pocket. We continued
our walk without any further coyote sightings much to my relief
and my husband’s disappointment.
I felt somewhat abashed when we arrived safely home, and I
slipped the pepper spray back into the drawer where it had rested
undisturbed for months. Our dog curled up on the couch, settling
his head with a satisfied grunt on his favorite decorative pillow. My
husband resumed reading his paperback.
As I fired up my computer and checked into the latest Nextdoor
postings, I vowed to keep a cool head this time. I would act as
an observer, interested only in usable information such as how to
contact the city about the ever-deepening potholes on our streets. I
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was too smart to be sucked into the mayhem again.
“KAMIKAZEE E-BIKES!!!” a new headline screamed.
“Out-of-control kids riding e-bikes to school!” We lived near an
elementary school, so of course I opened the thread.
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CHRISTMAS TREE LIGHTING
Katie Kemple

My mother would bring her fat pug
Buddha down to the town square.
The fire department offering kids
hot cocoa powder packets in Styrofoam
cups. The carolers from the church
bundled in crocheted scarfs, and puffer
coats. Teens from the high school band
warming up with the toots and squeaks
of brass and reeds. Frost creeping up
on the car windows. Everyone huddled
to be part of something, the anticipation
of electricity, plastic-coated wires,
tiny colored bulbs. The appreciation
of man hours stringing the old pine up.
My mother holding Buddha with joy,
the dog dressed in red velvet as Santa,
a real people magnet. Everyone stopped
to smooth a hand over his fur collar,
to say hello to my mother. Have mercy
on me who didn’t attend, thinking it
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was ridiculous to dress the dog, to sing
the songs, to mix the hot chocolate,
to stand in the cold tolerating the music.
I didn’t realize how little time I had left
to celebrate my mother’s favorite holiday
with her. I was probably at home, wrapped
in blankets by the fire, reading a book
instead. The title, years later, insignificant.
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THE LAST DANDELION
Martha Nance
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A TOWN CALLED FLORES
Anthony Gomez III

NOT far into Baja California lay a coastal town named Flores
that for a single summer lived up to its name. Orange marigolds
popped up along roads and in the cracks of concrete to unfinished
sidewalks. Against homes and businesses and the single hospital,
the flower grew in the most unlikely spots.
At first, the reaction was generous yet skeptical. Despite its
name, the town had long been murderous to anything seeking
to grow. What could survive in that brutal heat? In such horrid
and dusty conditions? There was no water source to explain the
growth—not since the neighboring country north dammed the
rivers. Further, it was May and too soon to see this flower.
As happens with the continued presence of the inexplicable,
the people grew tired of thinking it strange, of having only
inconclusive reasons for the town’s transformation. And so, the
wild growth became tied to a tragedy that itself needed an answer.
Four young children, three declared missing then dead, were
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found nearby and brought into the town for a proper burial. Many
blamed themselves for not properly protecting the streets; some
blamed the violence of gangs; others blamed the country itself.
Born of violence, all we’ll ever know is it.
News such as this was becoming too common.
Still, the town rallied behind a boy of five or six who slept in
a hospital bed unable to say a word. They based their hope for
his survival on the flowers. As long as the flowers bloom, he shall
breathe. This belief gave purpose to their everyday existence, and
it was with such thought in mind that many would wake and sleep,
dreaming of the day the boy would wake to see the wonderful
orange and realize change is capable of springing into the world.
Until the time of miracles, life marches on.
No one knew the maxim better than Aldo Moreno, who in the
midst of watching the flowers grow, found himself fired from his
teller job at the local bank.
“How can you fire me for budgetary concerns?” he asked. In
a cold gray office that matched his drab suit, he sat opposite his
former boss, blocked from reaching out in anger by an obtrusive
desk. “The bank is doing fine. I see all the customers. See the
numbers. I won’t find another job like it. It’s the one bank in town.”
“Business has gone mechanical,” his former boss said. “We’re
afraid banks won’t last with people at the forefront. It’s all machine
this and online that. Institutions will have to buckle down to
survive it all.”
“This bank has survived three revolutions and a dictator.”
“But nothing like this.” His old boss stood and held out a plain
envelope. “The managers up there and I have decided to give you
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something to help get you to your next adventure.” The envelope
contained his name. From the overhead bulb he could see through
its corners—a poor and unsafe feature Aldo had long complained
about—to spy a small set of bills within.
Defeated, he stood to shake hands with the man, grab the
envelope, and walk away while he could still stand on his own feet.
“You’ll bounce back!” his former boss yelled.
Outside, the flowers left no empty space, covering all of the
bank’s dying colonial façade. Aldo reached for one and played
with it until it fell off its stem. He remembered his grandma telling
him to place a marigold’s leaves in his tea to cure hiccups. It was
what the ancestors did. Knowing the ugly noise he made when he
started to cry, he threw it whole into his mouth and chomped down.
Better to prevent it then cure it, he thought.
It was while chewing, fighting through the strange flavor, that
he opened the unsealed envelope. He pulled out twelve American
bills, all hundreds. It was enough to last him.
Little more than three month’s salary.
He should pay rent, save for groceries, consider downsizing. . . .
Except there was a problem. Years of experience taught him
where to look. In the corner of Franklin’s eye on each bill was a
mistake. A tiny change that affected the accuracy of the portrait.
He knew what was in his hands.
The bills were counterfeit.
He wanted to run back inside. Did he know what scam he was
pulling? What leverage Aldo could have if he threatened to alert
the proper channels?
Then he remembered being jobless. What would yelling at the
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man accomplish? Just as he swallowed the last of the marigold, so
too did he swallow his last will to fight. He tucked the money into
his jacket and started down the road.
Empty and slow, he saw few faces, though the movement of
these few pointed him toward the hospital. It was a distant walk
but the crowd’s energy, which began as a mumble and grew into a
boom the closer he got, kept him going.
Whole scatterings of people stood outside the hospital, so many
that the road itself was impossible to pass through and the staff,
still rushing and working inside, were thankful that no emergency
required the ambulance on that pathway. Once there, Aldo became
another curious face in the ocean of human faces. A tension, a
worry, and an anxiety flushed through the people’s quiet. Without
an answer soon, Aldo thought, the people might go mad, might
crash those doors themselves to gather an update.
Luckily, the doctor Álvaro made it to a window and leaned
out—so far out the window it looked as if a simple push could
have knocked him to the ground and left the town without medical
attention.
Still wearing his mask and scrub cap, Álvaro’s voice was
muffled as he shouted:
“The boy’s eyes have stirred and he appears healthy. But he
does not speak and needs his sleep. We will be calling in an expert
from the United States to look into the matter.”
Just like that, Álvaro closed the window and returned inside.
The crowd might not have been satisfied, but on that warm day,
many thought the colors of the marigold field they waited in looked
brighter than ever, and they assumed it a positive and welcoming
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sign that good fortune was imminent. While the crowd dispersed,
Aldo waited in place.
He waited because he caught what others had not.
One flower at the bottom of the patch was discolored and
broken. It might have been a mistake, might have been trampled
on too early in its life, but that did not seem right. He bent low to
pick it up, and when he held it up the gray petals looked miserable
against the sea of orange.
The visit from the expert was expensive. The hospital, already
starved for funds, asked for donations to help offset the cost, and
to preserve the place for others. Volunteers knocked on people’s
houses and collection baskets decorated the town square. With the
exception of the bank, the businesses offered what they could, and
so did the people.
But that was the year of terrible inflation for the peso, and
the money, which was a lot for the town, did little to offset the
American doctor’s bill. The man promised a week of his time, but
not an ounce of work would happen until he saw the envelope filled
with cash. If by the end he was without payment, he would return
home.
Each morning, the doctor woke up, stood by his window,
picked a different marigold from a different spot, and carried it
down to the café where he enjoyed his coffee from the same chair.
Once done, he would place the cup back on the saucer, next to the
cut off marigold and begin reading his book or newspaper.
Pleas and cries of mercy did little to sway the man. He was
already there! Surely, it was easy to walk over and give up an
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hour to Álvaro and the boy! To offer an opinion of what to do or
what could be done! They could not fully understand the doctor’s
indifference and accepted his ability to withstand their cries was
the learned consequence of a busy and unhappy life.
They were not entirely wrong.
Over the years, the doctor had seen children die, unlucky
patients fail in their fight to live, and the worst scars of war on
victims in his country. Enough tragedy over the years had turned
his work into just that—work. His profession was a matter of
economics now. Nothing could tell him otherwise.
Aldo received the news with a cold shock. To do something
vital just for the money was an outrage. Man was no more than a
machine then. If his former employers could be so quiet, and this
man too, about the life of a boy, why should he remain honest? He
had the money from his old boss. Untouched and in that envelope,
he could pass it off to the doctor to use or misuse. It took him, a
trained eye, to see the error. Would this doctor realize it? Probably
not, and if so, his realization would hopefully come after the boy’s
life was back on track.
That settled it, a boy’s life and the risk of discovery were more
important than a former banker’s honesty.
Aldo, on the penultimate day of the American doctor’s visit,
woke early to wait opposite the seat the doctor had made his own.
The town had long given up on trying to sway the man, so any
effort was his alone.
First, he heard a bell—the ringing of the chime on the door.
Next, he saw the tall doctor hiding his face behind a newspaper.
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Already, the man had so fallen into routine that he did not even
notice Aldo until he took his seat, folded the newspaper, and waited
to ask the waitress for his coffee. When the doctor finally raised
his eyes at the stranger at his table, it wasn’t the expectation or the
tenseness that annoyed Aldo, it was the plainness with which he
spoke:
“I told more of your people. I won’t do it. Not without my
money.”
Aldo did not want to remain alone with the man for too long.
A person who speaks to a stranger in such a manner could be so
much worse. Aldo summoned the English he knew, and made the
offer as he once might have at the bank.
“I have the money in an envelope, doctor. It’s simply a matter
of what is left and what is owed. We can agree to exchange it once
you have looked at the boy.”
The doctor raised his eyes, and Aldo—knowing a silent
suspicion was present—opened the envelope up from the side with
both hands to flash him the cash.
“It will cover the rest, I assume?”
“Yes,” the doctor answered. “And more. Your people can
keep this country’s money if that’s what you’re prepared to give
me. Though tell me . . .” The doctor leaned over like Aldo was a
lifelong friend used to receiving his secrets. Being the one with
money, Aldo supposed he might well be. “Who is this boy? Why is
there so much fuss that they bring me over?”
“Honestly, we don’t even know.”
The doctor sat back. For the first time, Aldo noticed the
marigold on the saucer. The doctor tapped it, using the action as
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a beat to whatever curiosities raced through his mind. Seeing the
petals start to wither and break from his touch, Aldo could not help
but share what was the town’s closed secret until that point.
“I think it has to do with flowers.”
“Flowers?”
“The marigolds you see, the one you play with now, is new. All
of it is. We didn’t used to have flowers at all until the boy arrived.”
“All of you think it’s the boy’s doing? That’s absurd.”
“We don’t think it’s the boy’s doing at all. We simply think
there’s no denying a connection.”
Given that he was the one supplying the payment, Aldo was
allowed to follow the doctor into the patient’s room, though he had
no clue and no gauge for judging the man’s performance. What he
did know was that the doctor seemed to start from the beginning.
He cleared the room of its décor. He asked for new x-rays and new
tests. Requests that could not be completed caused him to grumble
in an unintelligible manner until he eventually grabbed a different
device or tool from his seemingly endless bag. The degree of
completion to each of these actions Aldo left for Álvaro to explain.
“He’s an insult only to our manners and our town’s poor
economy. You see what he has in his hand,” Álvaro pointed, “we
are still years from having that here if we ever get it. It’s a shame
really, but it can detect problems with accuracy that I can only
guess at. A shame really.”
It took the morning for the doctor to start writing a diagnosis,
but he kept the note to himself and requested the afternoon to make
a definitive conclusion. Aldo and Álvaro nodded, grateful that he
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wanted to confirm his findings.
Time allowed for the rumors to spread. The privacy of the
morning was lost by noon because the townsfolk heard about
Aldo’s good deed, and they heard that the boy had his best chance
at survival yet. Like the week before, a crowd proved eager and
ready to know what fate awaited the boy. Every action the doctor
made forward, despite being inside and behind a closed curtain,
seemed to bring a gasp or a scream from outside. At dozens of
moments someone began to tremble uncontrollably, an illustration
of the fears and worries spreading like disease.
Aldo did not know how anyone could work under that pressure,
but the doctor simply kept at it, repeating certain tests he had
witnessed earlier.
“It was a kind thing,” Álvaro said. “To give up money like that.
It must have taken a long time to save all that up.”
Aldo remembered the poor portrait on the dollar, the relief he
felt at knowing the money would be out of his hands soon, and also
the strange guilt about giving it for someone to use. But he kept it
all to himself and tried to focus on what was happening.
“And you think he can help?” Aldo asked.
“It’s the best chance we have. Without him, the boy would only
have prayer and luck.”
It was nearly evening when the doctor started packing up.
Certainly, he could hear the growing impatience happening
outside, and felt motivation, besides money, to hurry. He recalled
those post-apocalyptic movies when survivors break through
barricades to turn the last safe havens into disaster zones, when
one is swallowed up by a terrified mob.
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Before he would reveal anything, he had several small requests:
a car was to wait at the side and the people needed to clear the
road. Until then, he had the diagnosis on a paper in an envelope
that he promptly sealed—what he found and what would be
required to save the boy was all within.
“Rest assured,” he said, “there is a chance—albeit a small one.”
He handed the letter to Aldo while Álvaro worked on fulfilling
the doctor’s orders. They proceeded to the back of the main floor
where an ambulance awaited to take him away.
“I’ve done what was asked,” the doctor said. “Now I think I’ll
take my payment and go.”
Aldo fiddled for the envelope and put it in the man’s hands. A
tremendous relief came over him, and Aldo, who had promised
to not shake the man’s hand goodbye, thought there was no better
man to pass the counterfeit bills.
“Goodbye,” the doctor said, “and good luck with that crowd.”
The doctor climbed into the ambulance. Within seconds it was
rushing away, sirens deafening the people, and the red and blue
glow disappearing into the orange marigold sea. Álvaro did not
want to wait long, and he knew the crowd would not either. He
grabbed Aldo and returned upstairs to the boy’s room.
“Read it!” Álvaro urged.
Aldo hurried to open the envelope. The sirens, still audible,
accompanied his reading:
“It’s the flowers. The flowers are what’s killing the boy.”
He repeated what he read.
“The flowers are killing the boy.”
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Aldo looked up to the room. The marigolds brought in to
the boy’s side table were gone. That was not all. He shook the
envelope. Out came a small polaroid sized photo. It featured the
boy’s skeletal cage. Hidden on the other side, beneath those bones,
was a small flower shaped object—a marigold.
Álvaro went outside to share the news with the crowd. Replies
came immediately.
“Ridiculous!”
“Absurd!”
“What does the American know!”
“Marigolds are a gift!”
Aldo watched the town’s people and saw the anger at the
uncertainty they faced—a choice between the life of a child
and the appearance of a beauty that had long been denied. The
marigolds had changed the town, brought the townspeople hope,
and gave Flores a purpose behind its name. It was no surprise to
see where their anger went.
“It’s the boy!” one shouted. “We should have known! The
flowers are warning us about him!”
“I agree,” said another. “It is our job to protect what this town
claims to be—Flores!”
Thankful for others having spoken what was too hard for many
to say, much of the town agreed to the charges.
“Remove the boy!”
“Send him away!”
When the ambulance came back from dropping off the doctor,
Álvaro ordered the driver back out. They were to take the boy to a
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different town, to a different place to see what could be done. Still,
a believer of his profession, Álvaro wrote a note to deliver upon
arrival—“marigolds hurt him.”
The driver turned on the sirens again and proceeded to hurry
away. Later, he would say he remembered the boy coughing when
they passed through the fields and fearing it was too late to help.
But outside the town, the boy’s breathing calmed, and his heart
found a steady rhythm.
The flowers of Flores continued to bloom the week thereafter,
brightening the dusty and dirty town and helping them discover the
many varied shades of orange.
But it would not last.
Aldo woke up one morning, about three weeks after the boy’s
departure and a month after his firing, to a new sensation.
It was cold and dark.
A careful wind made it difficult to stand still outside. The
town, always warm, had never known such a change in its lifetime,
especially during the summer. The people, for the day, remained in
their homes, huddled by their stoves, and did all they could to keep
warm.
When the storm whimpered to an end the following day, Aldo
went outside, as did the rest of the town. The marigolds were still
bright and still orange, but they could see they would not survive.
A frost had overtaken the petals, had disturbed the stems, and
would prevent any new growth. They sighed and recollected what
life was like before the transformation.
Knowing the beauty they had would make it hard to return to
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a life of walking through dirt and dust. But they knew they would,
and they knew they would remember that life only sometimes
contains opportunities for new hope and pleasure.
Weeks later, they heard news from a traveler.
“I passed through a village called Loreto Paz. There, the
villagers kept talking about a boy and the wonder he brought.
Marigolds like they had never seen. And you know, I had no reason
to doubt the story. These flowers were truly something, and they
were everywhere. Beautiful things, and a pleasure to witness. How
or why the boy did it, though, that’s his story to keep. The poor
thing is in the hospital.”
Yes, the boy, Aldo thought and the town thought too.
He hoped this new town would treat him better than Flores
had, that somewhere, they would take care of him, and keep him
safe. That was not Flores though, and Aldo wondered if that was
anywhere in Mexico.
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PUT YOURSELF IN MY OFFICE CHAIR
Pam Sinicrope

calibrated to height of legs, curve of mercy.
The phone is on fire
but your father tells you it’s beginning to snow.
Look left: a window washer’s legs hinge on heavy clouds.
The phone is fire
under the hum of fluorescence. Foam ghosts the view—
look left—a window washer’s legs hinge on heavy clouds.
1,480 miles away, six minutes of morphine ticks
under the hum of fluorescence. Foam ghosts the view.
You map a logic to distal determinants of cancer
1,480 miles away. Six minutes of morphine ticks
while you write a grant that dissects familial risk.
You map a logic, proximal determinants of cancer
and a student hovers at your door
while you write a grant, familial components of risk.
The knob is silent as impending frost.
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A student hovers at your door.
No theory answers how knowing still harbors surprise
but the knob is silent as frost
in a blizzard of malignant cells breaching his town square.
No theory answers how knowing still harbors surprise.
The phone is your father telling you your brother died
in a blizzard of malignant cells breaching his town square
before you could untangle the spiraling of a cord.
The phone is your father telling you your brother died
and the throat of your echo rings like a lead-filled eagle
before you can untangle the spiraling of a cord,
the bellwether of a squeegee blade wringing glass.
The throat of your echo rings like a lead-filled eagle
calibrated to height of legs, curve of mercy,
to the bellwether of a squeegee blade wringing glass.
Your father told you it was beginning to snow.
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CONTRIBUTORS
Michele Bombardier’s debut collection What We Do was a

Washington Book Award finalist. She is a Hedgebrook and Mineral
School fellow and the founder of Fishplate Poetry. Her work can
be found at Alaska Quarterly Review, Parabola, Atlanta Review,
Bellevue Literary Review, and others.

Janice Coy is the author of six novels. Her fiction and non-fiction

work have appeared in five anthologies. She is a winner of the San
Diego Decameron Project and a suspense finalist in the San Diego
Book Awards Association annual awards.

Johnson Cheu served as the inaugural fiction/poetry editor of

Disability Studies Quarterly. His poetry has appeared widely in
periodicals such as North American Review and Rattle, and most
recently Verse Daily and Another Chicago Magazine, as well
as anthologies such as Staring Back: The Disability Experience
from the Inside Out and Screaming Monkeys: Critiques of Asian
American Images. He is the editor of scholarly film collections on
Disney, Tim Burton, and Robin Williams.

Meimi Curtis is a senior at Novato High School in Novato,

California. A four-year member of the school’s MSA Creative
Writing program, she views her classroom as a second home and is
terribly morose to have to leave it behind in the spring. Outside of
writing, you may find her fighting for couch space against her five
dogs, or with her nose in a book.
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Jeremiah Gilbert is an award-winning photographer and travel

writer based out of Southern California. His travels have taken him
to nearly a hundred countries and territories around the globe. His
photography has been published internationally, in both digital and
print publications, and has been exhibited worldwide, including
in Leica’s LFI Gallery. His hope is to inspire those who see his
work to look more carefully at the world around them in order
to discover beauty in unusual and unexpected places. He is the
author of the collection Can’t Get Here from There: Fifty Tales of
Travel and the forthcoming From Tibet to Egypt: Early Travels &
Impressions.

Anthony Gomez III is a PhD student at Stony Brook University
and is based in Brooklyn, New York. An emerging MexicanAmerican writer, his most recent pieces are forthcoming in
Shenandoah and The Bookends Review.

Katie Kemple (she/her) is a poet, parent, and media consultant
based in San Diego, California. Her work appears in recent and
upcoming issues of Atlanta Review, Longleaf Review, Lullwater
Review, Lunch Ticket’s Amuse-Bouche, Matter, and The West
Review.

Eli Kourtis (she/her) is a third-year creative writing student who
loves to write about ghosts, religion, and women that intimidate
her. Her writing has been previously featured in the inaugural issue
of Millennial Pulp.
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Kathryn Kulpa is a New England-based writer and editor. She

has published short fiction in Atticus Review, Monkeybicycle,
Smokelong Quarterly, Wigleaf, Women’s Studies Quarterly, and
other journals, and was a winner of the Vella Chapbook Contest for
her flash fiction chapbook Girls on Film. Her work has been chosen
for Best Microfiction 2020 and 2021. She is a flash fiction editor
and workshop teacher at Cleaver Magazine.

Martha Nance is a physician in Minnesota whose iPhone

doesn’t like to be inside all day, so pretty often takes its owner for
walks around the office (weekdays) and neighborhood (weekends).
Several of her photographs have been published in journals such as
Tiny Seed Journal, The Esthetic Apostle, and Northwest Review.

Alice Teeple is a multidisciplinary artist living in New York
City.

Pam Sinicrope is a poetry editor for RockPaperPoem. She

served as an editor for Howling Bird Press and is an MFA
candidate in poetry at Augsburg University. Some of her poems are
published in: Spillway, The Night Heron Barks, Aethlon, Indolent
Books: Poems in the Afterglow, Literary Mama, 3Elements
Review, and Appalachian Journal. Pam lives in Rochester,
Minnesota. She has a doctorate in Public Health and engages in
research to eliminate health disparities with a focus on cancer
prevention. She enjoys time with her family, hiking with her dog,
tennis, and independent films.
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Rachel Wold is an abstract artist based in Seattle, Washington.

She is interested in what happens at the interface of things, the
moment of transition between opposing or parallel ideas, which
is often represented in her work as lines or abstract marks. Lines
can be interpreted visually as both a dividing and unifying device,
and she celebrates this duality. Dynamic gestures and moments
of rest, loose layers, and meticulously added ink are all part of the
experience.

Booker Wegner would love to hold a lizard right now. They are
a sort-of two-time Scholastic winner and they spend most of their
time drawing, reading, and talking about media analysis to anyone
who will listen.
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NEXT UP
Issue No. 34
Spring 2022

3ELEMENTS:

Thursday, Pendulum, Quilt

DUE FEBRUARY 28, 2022
Submission due dates are November 30, February 28, May 31,
and August 31, for issues forthcoming February 1, May 1, August 1,
and November 1, respectively, unless otherwise noted on our website.
There is no minimum word count, but please keep your fiction and
nonfiction submissions under 3,500 words. Poems must be under two
typed pages.
It is equally important that all three elements given for the specific
submission period be included within your story or poem. Artists and
photographers are only required to represent one element.
Visit www.3ElementsReview.com for more info.

STAFF - 3ELEMENTS
Mikaela Shea received her MFA in Fiction Writing from

Columbia College Chicago. She was a writer-in-residence at
Ragdale Foundation and has published stories in Midwestern
Gothic, Copperfield Review, Hypertext Magazine, and others.
Mikaela won the Editor's Choice Award for Fiction at Waypoints
Magazine and Superstition Review's First Page Contest. Mikaela is
currently looking for a home for her novel. She lives in Iowa with
her husband and three kids, @mikaelashea.

Megan Collins is the author of the novels The Family Plot,
Behind the Red Door, and The Winter Sister, which was a 2019
Book of the Month Club selection. She holds an MFA in Creative
Writing from Boston University and taught creative writing at the
high school and college levels for many years. A Pushcart Prize
and Best of the Net nominee, her work has appeared in many
journals, including Off the Coast, Spillway, and Tinderbox Poetry
Journal. (megancollins.com)

Erin Evans received her MFA in Poetry from the Vermont

College of Fine Arts. Her work was nominated for a 2018 AWP
Intro Journals Award, and she has attended the Bread Loaf Writers’
Conference. An avid photographer, she works and lives in Vermont
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AJ Miller is a freelance editor and writer. Her stories (published

under various pen names) have appeared in SmokeLong Quarterly,
Every Day Fiction, Flash Flood Journal, and Outlook Springs.
Her work has been nominated for Best Small Fictions. She loves
supporting writers and the literary community. Over the years,
she's volunteered for many writing organizations and enjoys
reading all types of genres. She has spent a considerable amount
of time studying, writing, and editing flash fiction, a short form
that dazzles her. She's currently at work on a flash novella. AJ lives
in Florida with her husband, daughters, and two dogs. She can be
found on twitter @authorajmiller.
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