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Dyan Padagas, Bob, (acrylic on paper)   
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The Poets I Know
Robyn Condit

All the poets I know
know what they’re doing; even their doubt 
is surrounded by glass walls.  Reflecting
past first person, sensing edges without 
reaching,  they don’t need any more 
than words for fingertips and eyes.

The curve of a desert stone, 
the swing of a Ferris Wheel,
a not captured photo, a not caught fish.
They can wait for words because words 
will be there, built from just letters
in allusion, newsprint, obituaries, 
white seeds sleeping in dark earth,
moonlit ocean caves and starlets, 
K-mart lawn chairs along a pond.

At least one of the poets I know 
has enough faith in the sound 
of his voice that to trace its arcs 
and echoes along the walls is 
everything.  While I tug at heavy 
tangled cords to raise a curtain, 
he knows that a poem is not a play, 
that verse should pierce the heart 
and pull away.  But I want to pry 
the heart open, feel my own fingers 
in the thick throbbing pulp, spill 
the bright hot mess splashing across the chalky stage.
 
This is what I don’t know; 
I hate the sound of my voice and love 
the light of my eyes as much as words.  
How would I know what the peacock, 
the racetrack, or the brain thinks of itself.
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Emergence              
Tyler Strandjord

she sits on the fold down
seat beside the EMERGENCY DOOR
in the bus complacent
and loved for it
another student, set

aside only by the red lever
to her left

she casually breathes
the ordinary scent of candy
the engine is somewhere between 
groan and scream as the mass 
of steel and students
lumbers at fifty-seven miles an hour
detail and definition fading at fifteen
identity diminishing in the twenties
deteriorating with speed, by seventy 
everything looks alike

she hears an anonymous whisper 
to her left where telltale
glimpses of herself hover
over oncoming traffic
she lifts the red lever
pushes and steps 

out

She is weightless in the afternoon sun,
in the midwinter air
for a moment
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Jeff Paxson, Flowers by the River, (print)
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Tyler Strandjord, Rays, (digital photo)
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Life, Death, and Pass Lake
Sean Yocum

 It was time, time to forget the world, with its cubicles, lack of sunlight, the winter 
darkness, cold and damp.  On most days of the winter in Western Washington, it means 
getting up before “dawn” (8:00 AM, before there is enough light to see by), going to work 
in a lab with no windows to the outside world, then leaving work when the world is still 
dark, usually around four a.m.  A true warrior of the cubicle never sees the sunlight during 
the winter.
 My friend Rex, a cubicle warrior himself, one time reminded me of what I had lost 
in my younger days, and how he had fixed this problem for himself.  “I solve the problem 
with getting outside and casting the fly line.”  A fly line, I ask?  I hated fishing when I was 
younger, but spent five years in the Boy Scouts, learning everything a kid can learn about 
the outdoors, and how to survive in the wilderness.  I had cast the spinning rod before, 
when I was a kid, but had never attempted the, what I considered the highly skilled, fly 
fishing method.  
 I had abandoned the outdoors for the fortunes of the city.  After a few years, I 
realized that the city has filth.  The stench of the automobile, its exhaust the excrement 
of ancient animals that should have stopped soiling the world millions of years ago.   The 
noise.  The noise of the lifeblood of our society, making both present and future possible, 
but reminding me of the youth I had left behind.  Cars roaring down the freeway, intent 
on business elsewhere, flying by the scenery, not pausing to see what they are passing 
in their rush to be someplace else.  There was very little noise of the modern world in the 
rural, forested, pasture-studded wilderness where I grew up.  I missed that.
 I had been spending too much time in the cubicle.  The HVAC system made hissing 
and moaning noises, like beasts untamed in the attic.  Hundreds of computers beep, click, 
and whine with mysterious business of their own, speaking a language created by humans, 
but as ancient as the concept of light and darkness, of on and off.  They speak of secrets 
of the digital age.   
 Rex set me up with a friend’s pontoon boat.  We loaded up the boats on his truck and 
set out to Pass Lake.  Pontoon boats are a beautiful way to get around a lake.  No motors, 
no noise.  They are almost as comfortable as a recliner, the water acting as a sort of shock 
absorber for the motions of the operator.  When we arrived, I breathed in the clean, cool 
outdoor air, tasting the water, the pine needles, and the wet earth of the lakeshore.
 Rex took a huge drag of his ornate wooden pipe, and knocked the dottle out.  “A 
fine day for fishing, isn’t it?”, he said, as he tamped down another wad of tobacco into his 
pipe.  The aromatic fumes drifted on a slight shift in the air current, carrying the smell of 
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a forbidden pleasure to me.  It was a sweet apple smell, mixed in with the scent of fine 
tobacco.  I was struggling with my neoprene waders, wrestling with something that was 
not unlike a boa constrictor.  The problem with neoprenes is that they love you too much, 
like a woman who won’t let you go out with your friends, even if she knows that it’s to go 
catch something that isn’t in the local tavern, or the local Hooters.  They hug and constrict.  
Neoprene waders are made of the same material that divers wear as dry suits.  They’re 
very annoying, but very nice to have when fishing, once you’re in them.
 Rex offered me his pipe.  “Here man, have a drag, on me.”  
 “Sorry man, but my asthma makes it hell when I take part in that habit.  You know 
that.”  Gads but I’d love to, though.  Rex smiles at me, and we both share the understanding 
that even though he knows that I can’t share with him, he has to make the offer.  That’s 
the gentleman he is.  It’s a form of sharing without sharing.  A bond without limits, man 
to man, and a dance we do every time we take to the water.
 The pontoon boats were ready.  The two air filled pods with a metal structure strapped 
on top, were ready to carry the load of a thirty-plus year old man, looking to enjoy the 
one sport that has no scores, requires no audience, no team, no managers.  It is a true 
sport.  Not like football, baseball, or soccer.  We are out to see if we have what it takes to 
catch enough food for the day, even if we put it back in the end, with no malice towards 
the subject.  Football feeds millionaires; but I dare them to figure out how their money 
will catch a fish, if it is just them and the fly line.  With no grocery stores, clerks, personal 
assistants, etc., I dare them to figure out how to get their own meals.  I am sure there 
are some, but the true casters of the fly are few and far between.  If I were to meet the 
athlete of the month, on the cover of Sports Illustrated, on a lake or stream, casting the 
fly, I’d be willing to bet good money that I wouldn’t know who he was, and that he would 
treat me with the same respect that I treated him.  On the water, all who cast the fly are 
at a common purpose, no matter how base their background, nor how exalted.
 The clouds are hanging low, reaching down into the trees on the hills beside the lake, 
but they’re not very dark.  No rain in the future, it seems.  When this occurs, the Puget 
Sound tribes of the American Indians say that the “clouds are walking”.  When the clouds 
are walking, they are reaching below the dark green needles of the trees, and sometimes 
touch the loamy ground.  This is where the spirits of the dead reach into this world, to 
walk once again among the living.  I see this often while getting the fly out during the fall 
and winter months.  It is beautiful to see, and I sometimes wonder if I walk up onto that 
hillside, and catch the clouds while they’re walking, if I just might see my grandfather, or 
friends lost forever over the years.  It is part and parcel of the magic of the rainbow, but 
translated to the local cloud cover, even thought the elements that create the scene are 
the same.  
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 My fishing buddies are already rowing their pontoon boats out into the lake.  Rick, 
a common friend of mine and Rex, hands me a monstrosity of a fly.  It has two hooks, one 
at the front and one at the back, with a strip of marabou between them, hanging about 
an inch off the back of the fly.  It’s supposed to be a leech pattern, the supple marabou, 
soft as rabbit fur, gaining in weight when wet and causing a pulsing pattern when pulled 
through the water.  I’ve never seen a hot pink leech before, though.   Rick says he caught 
10 fish on a fly of this pattern in one day before it was rendered unusable.  I tied this onto 
my leader, a fine strand of nylon so thin you would think it would snap in an instant, the 
smallest diameter of the leader was as thin as a human hair. I began rowing out into the 
lake.
 Pass Lake is a deep lake.  It’s a valley that was gouged out by glaciers in the forgotten 
past.  As the glaciers receded, it filled with water.  On one side, a cliff drops down into the 
dark depths, the bottom of which hasn’t been seen in eons, if ever, by the human eye.  For 
some reason, even though I’d done this many times before, looking into the blackness of the 
lake made my spine chill with the thought of the icy depths of the lake.  I felt a xylophone 
player playing scales on my vertebrae.  I gave an involuntary shudder, and looked around 
to locate my fishing buddies.  I had been letting the fly soak, so it would sink straight away 
on hitting the water.  Before one begins casting, one should always find out where your 
buddies are.  If you don’t, someone is liable to take a hook in the face, or elsewhere, and 
they’ll let you have it for being a rank amateur.  
 The lake was still, with only the wakes of the pontoon boats to mar its momentarily 
perfect surface.  I began to take out line, stripping it from the reel, careful to ensure that 
it wouldn’t tangle on the superstructure of the pontoon boat during the cast.  The casting 
of the fly is a skill, and an art, but to the outsider it looks like magic, as I once thought 
when I first saw a person casting the fly.  I swiftly lifted the 9 foot rod up to the one o’clock 
position, and let the line flow back behind me, unrolling like a snake heading for cover.  
The trick to the cast is to wait for the rod to start to bend with the weight of the line and 
fly, curving the rod ever so slightly towards the back of the boat.  The line tugged like a 
small dog on a leash, letting you know something smells interesting.  That’s how you knew 
when to pull the line back with the rod, to keep the little dog from rolling in it.  Many new 
practitioners of the art, wishing to take fish with the fly, will never get past this part.  They 
give up, thinking that it is much too hard.  This lack of patience would not do them well 
in this sport anyway, since patience and fishing go together like cats and mice.  The rod 
loaded up, and I pushed the rod forward forcefully, bringing the tip to the eleven o’clock 
position.  The line came back over my head, forming a loop that uncurled and straightened 
out before my eyes spot the fly.  What a monstrosity!  This thing actually caught fish?  I 
could see it forty feet away!
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 As soon as the fly line straightened out completely, hovering over the water, I 
released the line coiled in my left hand, allowing the weight of the fly to pull the free line 
out from the rod.  The line’s momentum carried it out to its full extension, rocketing out 
like an arrow from the bow.  Heavy flies make for excellent casts.  A full sixty feet of line 
had been extended out in front of me, dropping onto the water, light as a feather.  The fly 
sank like a stone immediately on contact with the water.  Here is where patience truly is a 
virtue.  I began rowing slowly, twitching and pulling the fly line, trying to manipulate the 
fly like a puppet, attempting to fool a fish into thinking it is a true living thing.  
 At this point, I hear Rex hoot.  “Fish on!” he yelled exultantly.  Echoes traveled back 
and forth across the silence sitting over the lake.  I guess the fly did work.  Suddenly, I felt 
something yank on the fly line, practically pulling the rod into a parabola, yanking the tip 
into the water!  Wow!  They said the fish were big here.  I hope that tiny leader holds!  The 
line began to sing from the reel, as the fish dived into the depths in an attempt to throw 
the hook, or break the leader.  I couldn’t pull too hard, or the leader would break, and the 
fish would win the contest!  I placed the palm of my left hand on the reel, and used it as 
a drag, to slow the line.  The reel was spinning madly, like a runaway freight train was on 
the other end.  My palm began to warm from the friction of the whirling dervish that was 
my reel.  What a fish!  
 The fly line ended; the fish had run the line out to the Dacron backing, which is 
there to balance the rod and reel, and act as a reserve line in the event something like 
this should happen.  The last time I had seen the backing on this reel was when I was 
putting it on, a few years ago!  It was time to put a halt to the fish, and try to gain some 
control.  I began taking up the line, reeling slowly, carefully, like a cat stalking a mouse.  
The fish had sensed the tension on the line via the hook in its mouth, but its initial run 
for the deep had tired it.  It began swimming laterally, no longer trying to plunge into the 
depths of the lake below.  At this point, I realized that I needed to get this fish to the boat, 
because the urge to row ashore and use the restroom had finally pushed its way through 
the excitement.  That figures, of course.  This always seems to happen at the worst time.  
The fish tried to go one way.  I shifted the rod in the opposite direction, trying to keep it 
off balance, confused.  Frustrated, the fish continued to thrash, a cat on a leash, unused 
to the constraints of the harness.  Finally, after several minutes of this, I spotted a flash, 
right next to the pontoon boat.  I let out an involuntary shout of joy, for this is what I set 
out to do!  I brought the fish to the surface.  Every time I would get it close to the surface, 
it would begin struggling more desperately, twisting violently left and right in vain attempts 
to throw the hook, trying to reach the depths from which I had snared it. It still had a lot 
of life left in it, but I didn’t want to fight it to the death.  That was not what I was here for.  
I held its gills above that water for a few seconds, so it would be calm when I pulled it out 
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of the water for the victory inspection.
 Gently, I lifted the trout from the water.  It was a monster, at least 22 inches from 
nose to tail, maybe 4 pounds.  A giant rainbow trout, with purple gill plates, a white belly, 
and green-brown back.  The side was like living quicksilver, the scales shining brightly as if 
the sun was out, even though the clouds were still overhead.  A beautiful rainbow dashed 
across its side, in the center of the silver pennant on the side of its body.  After a minute 
of inspection, no, not really inspection, more admiration of the beauty of nature, I gently 
lowered the fish back to the water.  The fish was stunned for a moment.  It rested in my 
hands, as if it couldn’t believe its good fortune.  Then, with a pair of powerful thrusts 
from its tail, it leisurely glided back into the deep, becoming invisible only 4 feet from the 
surface.  
 The adrenaline rush hit then, and I was absolved, for just a few minutes, of the 
world our forefathers had created for us.  For those few short minutes, it was just myself 
and nature, playing at a deadly game that goes back millennia.  However, we casters of 
the fly do not take what we do not need.  We have stores and farms to provide for us now.  
The game no longer needs to be deadly.  Nature is now a treasure, a place to retreat to, to 
recharge our spirits.  If we kill, we kill that which makes us whole again.  Those who walk 
with the clouds knew this, centuries before my ancestors came to this land.
 My final struggle of the day was rowing violently to the launch, a half a mile away, 
then trying desperately to get out of the clutching grasp of those damn waders.  Nature 
sometimes calls in more ways than one.  Now it was time again to pack up our gear and 
head home, each of us for the time being reminded of life outside the cubicle.  We were 
reminded again of where we came from, and maybe, for a time shown where we are 
headed.  

 



14

2005

“I Think I Loved You, but I Forget the Place” (Minus the Bear) 
Rachel Donahue

 “God,” she says, looking at him intently and then shaking her head, eyes down. “I 
can’t look at you, you know? —You’re so beautiful.”  He smiled weakly and pushed his hand 
across the cafe table, skidding along its surface. She brought her hands up from a nest in 
her lap to meet atop his. Hers were warm, his cold. After he didn’t say anything for what 
felt like excruciating hours, she retreated her hands and let them fall back into her vacant 
nest. 
 He absentmindedly skidded his calloused hands back to hold his coffee cup, half 
empty and cold. He had to find something to do with his hands, even though he wasn’t 
really doing anything. The top of his hand where hers met his was noticeably cooler now 
that the warmth was gone, and this change irritated him. He brought his other hand up, 
double gripping the cup, and placed it where her warmth still lingered. 
 He would not look at her. She knew because now she was looking at him the whole 
time, eyes searching for a connection; squinting, peering eyes, only ever seeing his right 
eye profiled. He was sitting so still she could have sketched his picture a million times by 
now. 
 She didn’t decide to leave until the tears started falling. Sometimes she can get 
them to drain back into her eyes, but when they sneak out she’s usually quick to escape to 
the bathroom or somewhere to wipe them away unnoticed. But this time she didn’t go the 
bathroom:  she just pushed up her plate of cold, yellow egg scramble smeared in ketchup 
and slid from the black leather booth they were in. He probably didn’t even know she left. 
She walked out the door with only the ping of the bell tied to the handle in string to say 
goodbye, and by the time she turned the corner she wasn’t crying anymore. 
 As she slowed her pace, she could feel the gentle, cool breeze against her girlish, 
bare legs.  The wind smoothed her skirt across her legs in waves, and when she could feel 
the fabric flutter over her lower abdomen, she lightly held her hand over it.  It’s better this 
way, she thought, he wouldn’t have been a good daddy, anyway.
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Amy Zentner, G Castle, (print)



16

2005

Tyler Strandjord, Contrived Iris, (Photoshop)
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Archimedes’ Spiral
Rachel Donahue

 She comes in a cloud of black smoke, thick and hanging like an old velvet theatre 
curtain that opens just enough to permit her way through.  It trails behind her as she 
saunters over to a chair in the corner by the window.  The table seats two and she chooses 
the chair untouched by the sun, pulling her wide brimmed black dress hat down over her 
already shaded eyes.  She makes an uninterested glance at the menu under her black 
sunglasses and pulls them halfway down her slender nose, scanning for a waitress.  She 
looks in my direction and, startled, I hurry to look back down at my plate:  at the burnt or 
chewy fat pieces of bacon, the last few scrambles of egg.  
 This is when I’m supposed to get up.  This is when I’m supposed to lay the few 
crumpled dollars on the table and go through the door that she just entered, through the 
smoke that she left still hanging in the diagonal stream of sunlight where it circles and 
twirls.  But I don’t get up.  I don’t move.  I just sit there staring now at my empty coffee 
cup, the last few drops forming a ring in the bottom, and I wonder if I should add some 
creamer so I can pretend to drink it.  When lifting my cup as high as I’ll need to for what 
little liquid remains, I could glance again her way.
  Instead I rest my forehead on my palm, letting my brown hair fill my view and I  
shake my head to clear a spot to look through.  I tilt my head slightly to the left to see 
her removing her sunglasses to speak to my waitress who has just now come to take her 
order.  I watch her pink-lined lips, no color in the middle, form the words “Coffee, black,” 
–predictable- “Oh, and one of those pastry things.  You know, with the jelly shit in the 
middle.”
 Predictable because she is black.  Not black in a gothic way, or a death way, but 
black in that blank way.  She is the epitome of nothingness; just a blank black hole sucking 
all the life out of everything—sucking the black coffee innards of her two-hand embraced 
coffee cup, and soon to be sucking out the sweet gushing red heart of her jelly donut.  It’s 
just so like her, to embrace you lovingly as she sucks you dry.  
 I remember the last time I saw her.  The same thick black cloud trailed her, followed 
her, consumed her.  It rose above her head, snaking like Medusa, and she hissed at me.  
Hissing for me to get out, to leave her alone—that she never wants to see me again.  Her 
hisses followed me home; they’re still rolling through my head, cursing and condemning me 
to solitude.  But she doesn’t remember me; I’m trying to decide if that’s a good thing.  
 Our waitress comes to my table click- click- clicking her ballpoint pen rapidly to 
annoy me.  She comes to me constricted inside her pale pink waiting dress, buttons on the 
brink of bursting over her coffee-stained breast, with her frilly white apron smeared with 
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all of this morning’s God-only-knows-what.  Her laminated nametag tells me her name is 
Michelle.  Michelle strategically placed it to hide the coffee stain.  Her blonde frizzled hair 
rebelling from her small bun frames her shit-brown eyes with her black eyeliner, smeared 
and bunched up, accenting the cracked skin under her eyes, and her eye muscles pull them 
open wide and wider.  Clicking her pen and staring out from her bulging, cracked eyes she 
says, “You done or what?  You’re hogging my table.”  
 A laugh escapes from somewhere deep inside me.  Michelle tilts her head to one 
side and the space between her eyebrows where the little hairs she plucked have started to 
sprout up crinkles together.  I know what this look means because this is what all the dogs 
I’ve ever had do when they don’t understand.  Leaning back in my chair, balancing on the 
two hind legs, I try to explain: “Oh, you just said ‘hogging’ and it was a little coincidental 
is—oh, nothing,” I clear my throat.  “It was nothing,” and my chair gives way reducing me 
to the crumbs and jelly splotches on the floor.  
 Michelle’s smudged, cracked eyes narrow at me and she shakes her head.  She 
turns away leaving me helpless on the floor, eyes upon eyes of laughing stuffed-mouthed 
customers studying my floored position—kaleidoscope of sausage and egg.  I see her talking 
to a large man in a white shirt with a hair ring of gray semi-circled around his head.  She 
points in my direction and he looks from me to her and then to me again.  Even from this 
far away I can see his eyebrow space crinkle, and he heads in my direction.  
 I pull myself up, steadying myself on my renegade chair, and brush crumbs lodged 
in ketchup from my ass.  Wiping my hand free of ketchup the man stops in front of me and 
asks me to “kindly pay and leave.”  I ask him if I can wash my hands first.  His eyebrow 
space crinkles again, and I say, “Ketchup stinks, man,” offering my hand. 
 Retaining his eyebrow crinkle he pulls his head back and to the right, lightly shaking 
it side to side as it travels.  I return my hand down to my side and he steps out of the 
way of the one clear path in whole restaurant, signaling me to go.  But I can’t go.  I can’t 
walk by her— I won’t do it.  “Hey, you know,” I say, “I probably could just use one of those 
moist-napkin things.”
 “No, no, we ain’t got any of those,” the man says.  I don’t know his name because he 
bears no plastic on his breast.  He eyes me curiously, probably wondering why I’m looking 
at his chest.  I contemplate explaining my breast-ward eyes but sigh instead.  Making sure 
to keep my head down, I speed walk by her.  I can see the black hole out of the corner of 
my right eye, but I get by before she sees me.
 Inside the bathroom I wash my hands and read my reflection in the mirror.  Someone 
else comes in the bathroom and through the opened slot of the door I can see the black 
and it gets blacker, swallowed by more smoke.  The man in white comes in and asks me if 
I’m done washing off the ketchup yet.  “Yeah,” I say, and he hands me some paper towels 
and my bill.  
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 The door swings behind him and I see her again.  I take a deep breath and as I walk 
by her my heart jumps to the startling clang of heavy metal on ceramic tile.  I crouch to 
retrieve the fork she dropped and, setting it next to her hand on the table, she says thank 
you without looking up.  I hesitate, and in that split second of hesitation I watch the brim 
of her hat slowly reveal the upward glance of those sparkling gray eyes.  I see that eye-
crinkle of recognition, and somewhere between the tilt of her head and the slight opening 
of pink-lined lips, I leave.  
 I walk toward the cash register and see they’ve already seated my table with a 
large couple.  The man is already digging into the biscuits, smearing red jelly over white, 
doughy guts.  When I get to the register I turn to see Michelle watching me intently, palms 
down on the countertop, and when our eyes meet she exhales, deep, through her nose.  
When she does this, strands of hair frizz float into the air from her face and glide, silent 
as a feather, back down into her eyes.  I hand her my bill and a five and tell her to “keep 
the change.”  She just blinks, glancing down at the total, pitifully holding the near-exact 
amount in her hand out in front of her.
 When I leave the café, the cold city air feels good in my lungs.  Being out here 
now makes the café seem muggy and thick.  I zip up my jacket, stuffing my hands into 
its pockets, and suddenly I hear the ping of the bell tied to the café’s door.  It’s now that 
I realize I haven’t been thinking about her, and I hear the faint click-click, click-click of 
women’s high heels behind me getting closer and closer, louder and louder.  
         “Hey, Thom!  Is that you?”
I stop but continue to look ahead, apprehensive to turn around to see what unholy past 
lies behind me.  I hear the clicks come closer and then stop; a grind of a lighter followed 
by the nostalgic scent of a freshly lit cigarette floods into my nostrils.  Closing my eyes I 
inhale deep and slow and my heart begins to pick up speed.  The clicks come again and I 
open my eyes to see her in front of me with all her weight on one leg, saying, “You know, I 
knew that was you.”  She pulls her cigarette hand up, careful of her long, frost-pink nails.  
She takes a long, smooth drag and draws her hand back down to her side, smoke spiraling 
into the air around her face.  
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First Burn 
Jared Leising

Standing in the dim olive
kitchen, beside a mustard
range, I bump the handle
on a pot of vegetable beef,
and the room brightens
as the salty broth swathes
a thin forearm, granting me
pink skin again and again.

Braden McKenna, Eight  Self-Portraits, (digital photo)
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Stiletto
Rachel Donahue

Crooked toes crammed into shoes
tied and tightened in soft black,

skin puckering, inching up around each strap.

Manicured, glittered toenails 
sparkling under strangulation, saying:

If I die tonight I’ll die beautiful.

170+ pounds heightened 3 and 4, sometimes 5 inches above the grasp of gravity
“pleasantly” balanced on a smaller-than-a-dime spike in the ground,

legs and heels quivering on that twig beneath her.

The weight of the world is on this centimeter circumference 
teetering to its breaking point

as this diamond-encrusted girl laughs,
trying to buy away her insecurities.

Someone once told her all that glitters is gold…

…and she believed them.
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Jared Leising, Bulldogs, (print)
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Family Photo, 1975 
Denise Calvetti Michaels   

 
         —Taken after the move from Florida to Washington to make a new start
 
We were standing under the petals of spring, 
holding daughters. 

We did not know why one season 
builds upon another,

how limbs of trees 
alter light.

The petals lured us, 
like rain
and the call of the whippoorwill 

from the hollow in the woods
where we could see our own eyes 
and willingly enter the dream.

It did not matter where we’d come from
—we were standing under the petals of spring holding daughters.
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Swimming
Cassandra Merry

 As I push my face against the window, my warm nose blows fog onto the cold 
glass. I am 14, I pull my face away and can see the outline of my head in the fog. When 
I look past the glass, all I see are busy people. Everyone in a hurry. It is mid- December 
and the snow is falling. I sit inside, but refuse to remove my wool winter coat; a long and 
luscious coat that goes past my shins. It makes me feel grown up. I sit in the lobby chair 
with my knees pressed up against my chest. I am sure that if I can just get myself to be 
small enough, I will disappear. The secretary from behind the counter has gone. She wishes 
me good night, turns off the computer, and leaves. While leaving, she gives me a plastic, 
empathetic smile. A smile that says “ I wish there was something I could do, something that 
I could say.” But we both know there is nothing. She turns and walks out into the world. I 
look out the window. I see smiling faces and happy kids running through the snow, I sigh. 
My parents have been on the other side of an oversized gray door for two hours. I can hear 
my mother crying, and I know the expression on my father’s face, an expression that had 
become inherently frequent in the last few months. His eyes would be getting small and his 
bottom lip would start to shake. He would try to speak but words were always impossible 
for him at a time like this. He would look away from the doctor and try to collect himself 
but couldn’t. Who could? 
 I let my head fall against the back of my chair. I hate this chair, I hate everything 
about this office. I hate the magazines, I hate the fish tank, and I hate the fish inside it. I 
hate how the office smells, like Windex and office supplies. I hate the people on the other 
side of the window the most. Sigh, I close my eyes.
 It’s cold. Its funny how your mood tends to determine your body temperature, I 
have not been comfortable in months. I blame it on this unusually cold weather that tends 
to come this time of year, but I know that’s not it. It’s more than being physically cold. 
I am cold inside too. All emotion has shut down; I am trying to save what little energy I 
have left for something good.
 My eyes are damp. I remember swimming.  On those days when it’s so hot that you 
think your skin might just melt off and you will become a puddle. I run towards the pool 
with full force; launching myself high into the air, and come down with the most satisfying 
sound. The sound of what had to be the world’s biggest splash ever ringing in my ears. 
Even under water, I can hear my little sister screaming. She pretends to be upset that 
she’s wet, but we both know she’s not. My mom lies on a lawn chair with her body towards 
the sun. She looks as though she is trying to soak the entire sun in, as if maybe she can 
become part of it. When asked what she is doing, she replies “relaxing”. It has to be the 
most boring thing I have ever seen. What a waste. My dad slides into the pool, wearing 
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that same pair of old green swim trunks. They are worn-out but have a well-loved look 
to them, with yellow stripes down both sides. My dad is part fish; he can hold his breath 
under water for so long. Sometimes I sink him and he will lie on the bottom of the pool. 
I stand on him like he is a giant surfboard, and as he rises from the bottom, I try to hold 
my balance. It never works. But I always tried.
 My favorite game was to stand on his shoulders, and cannon ball off of him into the 
water. I would hold on to both his hands with all the might I could muster. No matter how 
many times he counted to three, I never felt ready. I knew what was coming; it was the 
same every time. But it always seemed surprising. He would count to three, and heave me 
into the air; a free fall. I would hit the water so hard, but the pain went unnoticed. I was 
too enthralled with the idea of getting to do it again. 
  My dad would play with me for hours, until night had come, and the pool was no 
longer refreshing. It was chilly, and the air made it colder. When I asked him why the wind 
was colder when I was wet, he went into explaining something about the wind chill factor. I 
quickly blocked him out. I knew that his answer was not going to be an easy one; answers 
with my father never were, but I would always ask. There was something comforting about 
listening to his voice. Even when I didn’t know what he was saying; I just wanted to hear 
him talk. He would talk all the way back into the house. As we dried off, I told him that 
I loved to swim. He looked at me and said, “I love to swim with you”. I was nine-years-
old.
 I can hear movement on the other side of the door and my parents step out. They 
look at me. No words are exchanged and I don’t cry. I know what has been said. We walk 
hand in hand out the door. Leaving the horrible office with its dreadful fish tank behind. A 
dreadful fish tank that became the first of many I would spend days staring into. I became 
a fish tank expert.
 I sat on the end of the hospital bed looking at my father. He smiles at me and we 
cry. The room is dark, his hospital dinner tray sits untouched on the bedside table. This is 
not a normal hospital; you don’t check out. I have to go home; my grand parents say it’s 
late and time to leave. I tell him I will see him tomorrow, he looks at me and says “yeah 
you will!” “I’m going to hold you to that!” I manage through my tears. He looks at me and 
smiles. “Good” he says. I tell him I love him. And he says he loves me too. I walk out the 
door, holding my grandpa’s hand. I am 18. 
 I drive back to see my dad. The rain is falling; my windshield wipers did nothing to 
stop the rain.  Its 2 a.m. I am in my car crying and I can’t see the road through my tears. 
I know that he is gone, and that he did not say goodbye. My heart is breaking. How could 
he leave me? My tears come down, but for a moment, I hurt a little less. I remember 
swimming. 
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Rachel Donahue, Dusk, (pastel on paper)
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Weekend in June
Denise Calvetti Michaels

—Port Townsend, Washington,  2004

Prelude
The girl with the bubble-wrap prom dress crosses the street to the teen center 
next to Sweet Laurette’s cafe.  Kids from the alternative school dance in the street, 
jiving and riffing in the gusty winds to get a better view of the water.  

1.
Sunday club photographers set their apertures on the colors of rust; rust and 
barnacles and the harsh flume of ash-colored smoke from the cardboard factory.

On the pier near the community center a covey of tangerine kayaks glide between 
blue-hulled sloops anchored with mizzens unfurled.  Pigeons swoon, exposing 
iridescent undersides, soft and vulnerable, vulnerable and gray, then, turn back to 
the underpinnings of the pier, its creosote pilings tattooed in barnacles.

From this angle the corrugated tin looks like the roof of a pagoda or the Buddhist 
temples my daughter and I found one August in Song Ni San, South Korea.  On 
humid afternoons, cicadas sang in the branches as we walked to the imperial
palace.

2.     
Two horn blows mark the ferry’s departure from the dock toward Whidbey Island.  
A thin green line, like the rule of a page, extends from bow to stern at the 
water line.  

Looking back to town: brick, brick, brick, and the small rectangular windows of  
Victorian buildings, buildings with girth, where it’s impossible to write and paint 
without opening a door, tearing out drywall, freeing the timbers that hesitate 
before they breathe.

3.
Near a lichen-covered log on the beach trail there’s a wedge of sand where seeds            
settle in, take root, bloom.  Sparrows and crows vie for litter in the weeds. Ducks drift in 
the current until they disappear like toast crumbs in tea.
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As a girl, my daughter sorted rose petals for mud pies, drew with oily crayons that
smeared like lipstick onto the paper.  Last week she came over to cook, asked me 
to watch the baby while she sautéed scallop with the color of cardamom, lemon 
and the bitter rind of seed.

4.
On the bench near renovation of Cannery Row a stash of rocks holds back the salt
water.  Here the gargoyles are pigeons roosting on the cornices of roofs.  

Salt triggers the hunger for memory of other gardens where people do not take off
their shoes to walk barefoot on lacquered floors.  Instead, in this town transitioning
to art, people observe, caught in the net of reverie where one port town recalls 
another.

When I set the aperture for close range, the lichen is not only yellow, but marigold
yellow, and sunflower orange, like Van Gogh flowers in the south of France.  There
he found nuances within a single hue, separated the yellows that hatch when the
gray of depression lifts, savored the variances in texture, color and scent.  

And I wonder, was it orange or yellow that came first to this bleached log, the silver
of its flesh skinned of bark; a cedar, perhaps, that rode the currents of the Strait to
become a bench for writers of water.  
 
5.
Again the ferry glides away like a sheet cake on a trolley car.  A young woman joins
me on a nearby bench and smokes a cigarette, admires my dog.  She reminds me
of what my grandmother Jenny may have looked like, my grandmother Jenny who
smoked Pall Mall without filters as a young mother, my maternal grandmother and
the elder of the women in my family I’ve met though her mother, I know only
through photos, stories of her life, my pilgrimage to her village where she raised
three daughters.

6.
At the William James Bookstore this weekend, after the burial of President Reagan, 
I find myself wandering the stacks, wondering what the poets of his era did with
their lives.  I open the glass door of the used bookstore on Water Street and follow
the long narrow aisle to the cul de sac in the left-hand corner.  
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Most of the poets on the shelf are famous: Tennyson, Coleridge, Frost, and Thomas.
There’s a companion biography on Caitlin Thomas that tells the story of her
tempestuous nature, why she viewed her infidelity differently from Dylan believing
that he was the intellectual and therefore more responsible for his actions then her,
a dancer, who dwelt in the body. 

I return Caitlin to the shelf between two copies of Dylan’s unabridged after
thumbing the photos of her life, photos of a blonde, curly-haired girl, voluptuous
and wild, from Wales who grew up poor but not impoverished, her own mother
young and magnificent and drawn to the sea.  She poses with Caitlin, a toddler in a
diaper, while standing on a rock jetty.  Caitlin smiles for us, photo of shadow and
light.

Nearby, on the same shelf, I find Only the Dreamer Can Change the Dream, by
John Logan, Sacramental Acts by Kenneth Rexroth, and William Meredith’s Effort at
Speech.        
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If and Only If (excerpt)
Jill Kronstadt

 When the ninth cat came to Joey’s door, she knew that she had somehow stuck her finger 
into the wall socket of eternity.  
 He was an orange tabby—a kitten, really—and he stood patiently on Joey’s doorstep with 
his feet spread wide apart and his mouth plunged open and squawking. His kitten roundness 
was battered and already worn at the edges; his coat was dry and coarse to touch, and his tail 
was bent like an elbow.
 Instead of feeling sorry for him, Joey stood in the doorway and stared.  “Something is 
going to happen,” she said to the kitten. She had no idea what she meant, because in her entire 
life nothing had ever happened to her. The kitten, of course, ignored what she said. He swaggered 
into Joey’s kitchen and sat down under one of the chairs.  
 When the ninth cat came to Joey’s door she was right in the middle of living an ordinary 
life. She got up and went to bed at the same time every day, because she felt it was important; 
for the most part she cooked foods that couldn’t possibly upset her stomach; her friends regarded 
her as a center of stability. “I am a stone column, the white rice you eat with spicy foods, that shirt 
you’ve been wearing for years,” she said to the kitten. “What on earth are you doing here?”
 The kitten, of course, didn’t answer.  Joey decided that she should feed him. She had 
some milk in the refrigerator, but she had read that many cats can’t digest milk and so she didn’t 
want to let him drink it. She took a brief inventory of her kitchen: macaroni and cheese in the 
oven, green beans in a saucepan, about to be steamed. Orange juice, because it was good for 
her skin; carrots, which were good for her eyesight; and chocolate fudge ice cream and potato 
chips, as consolation for being good all the time. She started looking for a small bowl so she 
could give the kitten some water.
 “There were eight cats before you,” she said to the kitten, because she had been counting 
them. All had stood at her door, waiting or purring or crying as if they belonged, and all of them 
had disappeared again within the hour.  She squinted at the ceiling, trying to remember what 
they looked like. “A fat white cat with gray spots, a Siamese-and-something with a meow like a 
siren, a gray longhair who hated to be touched, a tortoiseshell who scratched the sofa, a black 
cat with green eyes, a black cat with three white feet, a silver shorthair who went under the 
bed and wouldn’t come back out, a scruffy yellow tom with crooked ears. And now you,” Joey 
finished. “That makes nine.”The orange kitten, unimpressed with his bowl of water, looked up 
at Joey and let out one small mew. All at once, Joey began to feel protective. “Okay,” she said. 
“Okay.”  She spread newspapers and a dry towel across the bathroom floor, got her keys and 
rushed to the grocer’s.
 By the time she came home with the food the kitten was gone.
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Jared Leising, Emily, (print)
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Rachel Donahue Snizzy Snap (pastel on paper)
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Dead Hieroglyphs
Donna Thompson

A Series of Musings on…

Tries Never Attempted
or

Graveyard of Good Ideas
or

Ummm, I Kinda Got Distracted
or

CSI Seattle
or

Thoughts on Thoughts I Thought I Thought

Until it is kindled by a spirit as flamingly alive as the one which gave it birth a book is 
dead to us. Words divested of their magic are but dead hieroglyphs.

Henry Miller, The Books in My Life

Part I: Lost & Found

Remote controls for TVs no longer in my possession. An eighth grade extra credit 
report on curling. My college physics notebook. The CRC Handbook of Chemistry and 
Physics, 63rd edition (1982-1983) that my high school chemistry teacher Mr. Terwilliger 
said would be a good investment. At least twenty-five Beanie Babies—all gifts—whose 
names I can still recall. Confetti that fell on me at Key Arena the night the Seattle 
Storm won the WNBA Championship. Plastic men with parachutes that I had hoped to 
toss from the Space Needle on my 37th birthday without getting arrested. Newspaper 
clipping from my father. Tell Me About Flint readers circa 1974. A purple purse shaped 
like a bunch of grapes that my mom bought me in Pittsburgh. A picture of my sister and 
me taken through a car window at a carwash. A bowling trophy. Letters from my best 



friend written to me during ninth grade geometry class and folding into tiny origami-like 
rectangles. All of these things and more belong to me. I’m a collector of clutter. Well, not 
of clutter per se. I’m a hoarder of memories of which clutter seems to be a secondary 
by-product. I’ve not yet learned the art of sort, purge and keep only what you actually 
will need. I sort and reminisce. Every sliver of paper a specific reminder of a particular 
moment of my life. Each story gives me pause and a reason to keep just one more 
thing. Amongst this clutter one can find notebook upon notebook of writing. Not quite 
begun and half-finished texts. Words and phrases expressing my next big idea. Lost and 
forgotten in boxes, underneath beds, behind bookcases, in filing cabinets, in multiple 
homes and time zones. Yet even these words—words which led to nothing—cannot be 
purged. Cannot be discarded like yesterday’s trash, yesterday’s future. 

Part II: Archaeological Digs

1. Gravity is nothing to me:

 True dat, but why? Because I’m a free floating creature of the cosmos or 
 because I still don’t understand the notion of vectors and forces that Professor 
 Gai attempted to teach me in freshman physics? Either way I’m stuck on the 
 ground. 

2. Candy Machine
 
 I got nothing here.

3. Change

 A single word. Written in a box. Not a box of change (or maybe it is) but the
 word change enclosed in a box. Now that’s deep.

4. The carnival of you and me 
 
 I remember paying 50 cents at a carnival to see a woman whose head had been 
 bitten off by a shark.



5. Tilt-a-whirl

 I love this ride. Rode it at every carnival I could even the little makeshift ones
 put up in the parking lot at the mall. Usually rode it with my sister. Good times. 
 Though it is one you have to ride with someone you like because the motion 
 slides you into the person sitting next to you. That could be a really good or a 
 really bad first date.

6.  Steel and concrete

 Visions of that 400 thousand dollar loft I’ll never own.

7. Specks on eyeballs moving

 Moving specks on eyeballs? Or specks on moving eyeballs? Like a bag of 
 Skittles the permutations and combinations here are numerous and
 meaningless.

8. Hard sciences

 Did I not fulfill the science requirement seven lines ago?

9. Toasty hot pannini

 Nothing more than a sign in the window at the Bon Marche. The Bon-Macy’s. Just 
 plain Macy’s. Saw it every single morning through a window on the number 7 
 bus. Still makes me laugh.

10. Elliptical

 Oh, now that’s a nice image although I was probably just on my way to the gym.

11. Chris Dur-AND

12. Stuff
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 Well, that’s pretty self-explanatory
13. Sometimes coughs on twists

 Indeed. Followed by its corollary…Sometimes pencil smudges on page.

14. Little revelations

 Still waiting.

Part III: Missing Links

So I kinda got distracted
And like a Tamagotchi
I let you die
But today you were found
Left without food for thought
Not even afforded a daily hug to show you were loved
No bathroom breaks to shit or shat out all the bullshit that was shut up in your        
        etymology
But today you were found
Batteries corroded 
Words on pages
Voiceless but speaking
Found 
Me still blind to your meaning
Some of you will be mentally encased in glass like Egyptian antiquities at the        
         British Museum  
On display for tourists A curiosity of thoughts gone by
Others, dug up, flesh clinging to skeletal remains
Sinewy tendons connecting joints, connecting bones, connecting memory
May someday people pages some other soul will read
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Rian O’Dwyer, Church, (Photoshop, print)
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Keli Sullivan, Redbloom, (print)
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Be the Bear
Robyn Condit

Get hibernation.  Sequester, get down to nothing 
but curling in around a soft belly and dreaming 
a plan.  Leave the cave bare, basic, un-breathed 
upon by anybody else.  Smell nothing but white 
walls and white sheets.  Take out color; see what 
stays in a cave where not much laughter has 
gathered in the corners.  Get new sounds—
the refrigerator’s irregular surge and hum. 

Believe in sleeping a long time, getting heavy 
enough to sink to the bottom and peer around 
in the salubrious black dark, see what sparkles 
down there.  Choose what to carry back up into 
the spring sunshine; imagine the gems marking 
a path through the empty stretches of spring grass. 
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A Visit  to The Wall
David Reichgott      

 It wasn’t very far from here, just a few miles up the Sammamish to Marymoor.  
Last summer, the “Traveling Wall” came to Western Washington.  The Traveling Wall is a 
three-quarter replica of the Vietnam Veterans’ Memorial in Washington, DC, and it has been 
traveling around the country for about ten years.  Early on a very misty Saturday morning 
I went to visit the Wall and reconnect with an old friend.
 Robbie Peacock was a classmate of mine in college, and we were traveling-team 
roommates on the lacrosse team.  There is a very special bond that develops among 
teammates, and when you travel on long trips that bond strengthens.  Robbie was from 
the Big Island of Hawaii, and everything he did showed the ease and graciousness of his 
culture.  His smile was ever-present and infectious.  Robbie was also a patriot, and he was 
committed to being a Marine Aviator.  After graduation we each served in the conflict in 
Southeast Asia: Robbie was flying, I was on a ship.  During a brief stint stateside we got 
together and shared stories and dreams at an alumni lacrosse game.  I had just finished 
two tours with the Navy and Robbie was about to return.  Then, in October of 1972, Robbie 
vanished over North Vietnam and his remains have never been found.  His name (John 
Robert Peacock II) is on The Wall, just to the left of its apex, so very, very near the end.
 The Wall’s polished stone has a strange way of reflecting your image so it appears 
among the names on the wall.  Standing there in the mist, looking at Robbie’s name and 
those around him, I thought about today’s young men and women who are away from 
home in our country’s current war.   Where I was standing was so quiet and peaceful in 
stark contrast to what they must be facing.  And I’m sure this war has touched the lives 
of those on our campus.
 As I stood there a huge guy, perhaps 6’4” and 300 pounds, wearing a Marine jacket, 
came up to me and said, “How ya doin’, man?”  I didn’t have a good answer.  “Did you 
serve over there?”  “Yes.” “Are there guys you know on here?” “Yes.”  “I knew too many.  
Hey, you doin’ OK?”  “Yeah.”  And then he crushed me with a hug that enveloped my small 
frame, and he said, “It’s OK to let it out.”  “Thanks, I’m OK.”  “Take care, bro’” and he left 
me to myself.
 After a little while I took a pencil tracing of Robbie’s name.  It was hard to do with 
wet paper and with slightly shaking hands.  Then I headed back through the wet grass to 
my truck and drove pensively home, not really understanding my own feelings.
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Kacie Gartland, untitled, (print)
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I’m From
Norman Wall

I’m from endless trips of miles:
  the wheat turned gold
  just before we hit that cactus,
  or was it two years after?

I’m from the seat of a Cherokee,
  Grand or green, looking
  out, down, up, behind, in
  feeling the governors pause at one fifteen.

I’m from endlessly straight desert,
  broken by repetitious scab
  mountains, thrust out of the ground,
  but just barely above sea level.

I’m from small, high, art towns,
  kempt up and all to clean,
  beneath charcoal mountains,
  with the whole world around them.

I’m from late night live music,
  snacking on burritos and green,
  laughing, clapping, dancing
  our horrible steps to that beat.

I’m from waking up at ten,
  or five, in the face
  of already too late for dinner,
  first date, reunion, baseball.

I’m from forgetting about time zones,
  un-late for dinner
  now too early, and killing
  time where I come from:
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playing guitar on a beach with the planes
announcing the setting sun;
tomorrow I turn my face Northwest
and return to where I’m from. 

Dyan Padagas, Untitled, (acrylic on paper)
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Window Treatment #86
Tyler Strandjord

The ocean curtains are swimming in a cool breeze let in through the double-pane 
breakwater window. They’re just decorative kelp just hanging. Just ornamental 
seaweed window treatments playing games with the light casting tentacle 
shadows across my face (my body). And how can I write like this? With my shoes 
on, pulling me under the saltwater drips pooling on the old carpet of this room.

How can I write with my shoes on? More importantly, how could I possibly write 
without them? What if this ocean I’m wading through caught fire, spontaneously 
combusting in browning, blackening, floral-pattern wallpaper—an entire 
landscape peeling away from my artificial horizon. What if I had to evacuate my 
ocean? What if the floor vents opened up, flushing all my words down with the 
light? I need my shoes, even if I do drown.

I hear children out in the cul-de-sac drowning in squirt guns. I hear their naïve 
laughter choking them, but I can’t save them with my shoes on. I can’t swim 
downstairs and open the front door against the weight of an ocean. I have to 
write it. I have to put these words down in front of me. I have to blindfold myself 
with (from) it all with words that break it apart and glue it back together in this 
impressionist mosaic. If it isn’t real—if I’m only writing it, then I can’t drown and 
children can’t choke on the laughter which is mine in these words.

Music is pouring out the speakers straddling my computer screen. It’s sonar in 
disguise pinging and pinging at me—giving me away in an entertaining betrayal 
(betrayal of entertainment). Et tu Son? Someone is listening to me and my 
keystrokes and the reflections of the sound pumping out of these speakers—
these speakers that don’t say a damn thing. They babble in harmony with 
themselves, only babble. Someone is hearing all of this, piecing together these 
words, stealing my mosaic, copying it, making it real, confirming my fears that 
maybe I can’t breathe—choking the children. Or else, they’re just beating off to it 
all.

The mouse’s red eye is glinting in my photophobic gloaming, leaking all over its 
pad all over the desktop onto my hands and I can’t wipe it away. I have to write 
it (right it). Make it their fiction—my vanity-pressed biography.
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The car is turning in the cul-de-sac and now a child is missing. I can only hear 
three children laughing but I can’t walk to the window—that false shelter. I’m 
wearing my shoes and this carpet is really a marsh, putrid in the twilight. 

The computer is humming. Its fans are whirring in circles, circles, circles to 
the tune of electricity in harmony—in conspiracy with the speakers. Someone 
is turning the air in this room (against me). Someone somewhere is running a 
plant—hydro-coal-nuclear—and turning the air in my den (sour). What little air 
there is, someone else controls from their panel on dry land away from brackish 
ocean-side carpet marshes. I don’t even know where this sound, this light, this 
air, this suffocating swamp comes from. The ceiling is raining on me.

My feet are cold in my shoes. It must be winter in here. The tentacles on my 
chest must be Old Man Winter’s beard’s shadow puppets. I can’t feel my toes. 
I can see my breath and it’s snowing outside (six inches, eight inches, a foot). 
The children are small. It’s raining. Tidal waves of snow are washing down hills 
cascading. The storm drain swallows. I can’t go to the window. Old Man Winter 
Laughs with (at) two children in the cul-de-sac. 

I feel the sky turn. I can feel the sun falling, plummeting, crashing. Boeing 
built the sun. Oh, catastrophic text. Oh, fast faster fastest tumbling words. Oh, 
sandbag phrases, and my symbol-breathing mouth fogs up the sound of it all. My 
heartbeat is somewhere else and I can’t find it but I’m fairly certain it’s in this 
room. None of my organs are out the window. None of them have gotten that far. 
This winter crop is mine. My mother sowed and I will reap.

I have to type—make this mine—I have to own this scene this placid, placid 
scene. This still serene fragrance of honeysuckle-growing-out-of-shit has to be 
mine on paper. I have to save this language scene (saving me)—own it so I can 
warp it so I can make it a lie that can’t do anything to me. I can control the world 
through these vowels, consonants, syllables, words, phrases, clauses, sentences, 
paragraphs, pages, chapters, volumes—

A child laughs in the cul-de-sac. A garbage truck screeches, idles, lifts, dumps, 
lowers, revs, groans and moves again. And there’s nothing I can do about that.
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Visiting Rose Haven Adult Family Home    
Denise Calvetti Michaels

   
—for Hugo Joseph Bianco, 1914-

The words he remembers are like remainders 
of a long division problem we converted 
to fractions in grade school, only a piece 
of the whole, fragments, Mr. Fernandez, 
our 4th grade teacher, proved to us, mean
 —something remains, like scent of alfalfa.

Yesterday, my father’s words float 
on the water of memory 
like lotus blossoms at moonrise
and I hear his father’s 
staccato voice 
echo in the mirror
  —testa dura   testa dura
and the hard stones 
of my father’s childhood 
rise from silt:  
Paso Robles, 
the ranch and family dairy, 
the grove of oak that wept acorns to the ground.  

I stand beside his bed and he sees Flora, 
his cousin with long, dark hair,
not understanding three quarters of a century 
have gone by since he teased her, 
ran barefoot on the earth in Gonzalez, 
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my father, fine-boned, like a wren,
the remainder of a long division
into perfect circles, 
concentric and widening,
carried on the skin of water,
the past, a dry river of stones
we throw back to break the water. 
testa dura/hardhead.

Kacie Gartland, untitled (2), (print)
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The First  Gasping Breath of a Child Near Drown
Norman Wall

Nothing fits me just
 like you would, but
these words fail me now.
 Festering love left

on for too long; I’ve
 said this before,
but I hope its true:
 powering off,
   un-loving you.

Freshly emptied dreams
 fall from the lost
days I stumbled past.
 Clearing sight sees

healing come strolling
 up beside me.
Reeling and shell-shocked,
 I laugh, then stop.

Its  time, I whisper,
 slowly raising
my head to your face,
 and discarding

any scrap of love
 left here; after
all, you wont miss what
 you never knew. 
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Semiotics
Jared Leising

Converse high tops—
small, black—dangle 
above traffic, strangling 
a telephone wire’s smile.

Brown cassette tape
tangled in ditchweed 
glistens in a glimpse
from a passing car.

A white plastic bag 
containing a receipt 
caught in the leafy 
branches of a maple.

Discarded cigarette
from a truck in front
sparks the pavement
like chains dragging.

There’s more, I know—
but think of the feet, ears,
hands, lips and lungs these 
signs held and heard.  Now,

significant in their separation, 
they litter this page, mingling
in hope of meaning.
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“Oh, Me and My Boyfriend,”This and That
Rachel Donahue

“So, do you have a boyfriend?”
“No.”

“Ah, so you’re free—a free spirit.”

Yes, free
Free to travel and see,

Free of the burden
A boyfriend could be—

Buried boyfriend.

My boyfriend is dead,
I buried him in the south

(down, way down
dirty down
dirty south)

I moved up North
-Getting up

Growing up-
But he’s still down, way down

(dirty down)
Buried under the rubble

Under the stubble
Of his clean-shaven youth.

“Oh me and my boyfriend”
This and that

—fuck you and your boyfriend
(here everybody as a boyfriend)

Sickening, over-played love song boyfriends.
Stale and “happy”
-on life support-

Iron lung boyfriends.
Their presence a mere headstone

Decorated with flowers
-lovingly-

By their boyfriends.
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When they ask me if I have a boyfriend
I respond to their ornate headstone décor

With:
My boyfriend is dead

And I buried him 
Where you’re lying now.

Rian O’Dwyer, Wing, (mixed media)



52

2005

The Faction (exerpt)
 Matt Simpson 

 He was sitting in his studio apartment reading the latest issue of The Stranger, 
looking at the I Saw You column.  No one ever saw him, but he had to check it out just 
in case.  Hey, you never know, right?  That’s when he noticed the ad, just under the one 
with the big woman in some sort of a bondage get up that promised to abuse you beyond 
your wildest desires.  It drew his eyes to it like an ancient mystical symbol.  The ad said 
that they were recruiting volunteers for a hypnosis study, and that they needed to be men, 
between the ages of 21 and 24, in good shape, and have no immediate family.  To most 
people this would be a big fat warning sign, but not to Karl.  He saw the part saying that 
he’d earn $500 if he was selected for the study, and if not, they’d give him $50 for his time.  
He’d done stuff like this before at the mall— it was no big deal, he remembered that you 
got to watch some commercials and answer a few questions.  Noting the address, he strode 
out to his car and fired it up.  He wiped the foggy windshield with an old cheeseburger 
wrapper from among the thriving community of junk on the floor of the car, and thought 
about what kind of beer he’d score after he got paid.  He sang along with Henry Rollins 
about a TV party, and pulled out into traffic. 
 Looking twice at the address on the piece of paper, he decided that this was the 
place.  It was hard to tell, because it wasn’t much more than a mobile trailer, like the one 
on that construction job he worked at when he was 17, only there wasn’t any construction 
going on.  Trying to play it as cool as he could, he climbed from the tattered sheepskin-like 
seat cover and started towards the trailer.  
 Climbing the three metal stairs to the scratched flimsy looking door, he threw his 
hair back and let out an audible sigh.  It was locked, but a note scratched on an old napkin 
promised that the owner had gone out and would return in 10 minutes.  Smiling at his 
luck of being the only one here, Karl leaned back and fired up a Lucky Strike.  He secretly 
smoked them because Sonny Crockett on Miami Vice did, but he’d never admit it.  The 
sound of traffic filled the air, and he supposed that it wasn’t really surprising for where the 
empty-looking trailer sat.  He guessed it was to save money so that they could afford to 
pay the volunteers the big bucks, but they could have found a little better place than under 
the overpass of the Ship Canal Bridge.  
 It was dry under here, but that didn’t help the smell of old urine that permeated his 
nostrils like an onion.  There were lots of empty Lucky and Rainier bottles scattered around 
the side of the trailer in a sea of broken glass and cigarette butts.  Nestled amongst the 
bottles and glass, old needles and small brown glass vials were strewn about like a testament 
to someone’s dreams that had long since withered in the vapors of a crack pipe.  
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 A red Geo Storm swerved into a parking space behind his Nova, and Karl surmised 
that this was his guy back a couple of minutes early.  The faded red door opened and a 
short haired guy around Karl’s age got out.  Dressed in faded Levis and a black shirt with 
the word Paganomics scrawled across it in red letters, Karl figured that the guy was another 
candidate for his job.  Great.  Competition.  
 Doing his best to seem like he was completely bored with the entire scene, Karl 
looked away at something floating in the distance and played it cool, letting his stringy 
long hair flip in the breeze.
 “You here for the job, man?” the new arrival asked Karl.
 “Yeah.  I guess the guy’s out for a while.  Note says he’ll be back soon.  
 “Right on.  Damn, it’s cold out here.”
 “Gonna get colder tonight.  What’s Paganomics?  A surf shop or something?”
 “No way, bro.  That’s my band.  We’re totally hardcore.”
 Karl thought to himself that this loser was just like every other idiot that moved to 
Seattle after seeing the movie Singles.  He could almost see his studio apartment on Capitol 
Hill, or maybe the University District, complete with every Nirvana album ever made.  A 
couple of pics of Hendrix and a big Dead Kennedy’s poster (but only with their logo, so that 
everyone would be sure to know who they were).  Of course, he’d be obligated to have the 
entire catalog of Black Flag in plain sight, just to be sure that everyone would know how 
hardcore he was, even though he had absolutely no clue.  
 Karl scoffed to himself, and thought about the situation.  Shouldn’t be hard beating 
him to the cash.  He was just another lemon following all of the others off of the cliff.  He 
didn’t really know what that meant, because he couldn’t figure out what a lemon had to do 
with a cliff in the first place, but his Dad used to say that before the accident so it worked 
for him.  
 The door to the trailer opened, and Dr. Smith laid his eyes on his catch of the day, 
contemplating to himself weather these two derelicts could be of use to The Faction.  Thunder 
crashed off in the distance, and the good Dr. decided that with little hypnosis and some 
direction, and they would be his.  “Come in, gentlemen.  You may call me Dr. Smith.”
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Aaron Parks, Closed at Dusk (Reprisal), (digital)
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“After Years of Waiting, Nothing Came”  (Radiohead) 
Rachel Donahue

When she asked me if it hurts I said I didn’t know. She shifted in her bed and 
turned to look outside. It was still raining—it had been all day. I watched the 
clouds drift by in her eyes and to the side of her head I sang, “The sun will come 
out tomorrow…” and she smiled weakly. 

She turned to me again and asked me what would happen. I don’t know, I said. 
At times like these I never know. She said that she didn’t, either, and that’s 
what’s worse—the not knowing. I told her Sometimes it’s better when we don’t 
know and she said she’d want to know. I asked her Would you really?   —She 
didn’t say anything. 

She looked out of the window again and I asked her why she always turned away 
from me. She turned back and asked me if I’d miss it. Miss what, I said, and she 
said This. I put my head down so she couldn’t see the tears and, staring at the 
foot of my chair, I whispered Yes. 

She held up her hand and I took it. She pulled me closer and I came and she 
said You know, turning to look outside where the sun was just beginning to peak 
through the clouds, all my life I’ve just been waiting for my life to begin, and 
closed her eyes. 

By the time I said I’ll miss you, she was gone, and the flat line beeping took the 
place of her last words.  Our last embrace was broken by hurried nurses, and 
they unhooked her and wheeled her away. When I look back, I can’t believe how 
fast it all happened.  It’s like I wasn’t even there at all…  
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Mid-Life Reflections, Labor day Weekend, Along Hood Canal
Denise Calvetti Michaels

— 1999

On this trip to Seal Rock Campground
we stop, 
eat Quilcene oysters, 
squirt fresh cut lemons 
we buy from teens 
in the shucking factory
on 101.

We sit on cedar 
graffitied with the names 
of other lovers 
making promises 
on scent of saltwater, spill of Milky Way.

No children skip the beach, barefoot, 
hunting agates at the water mark.

Fifteen years ago 
you work weekends.
I ferry the girls 
Seattle to the Peninsula, 
load the blue Buick we buy for fifty dollars
with the mail order tent 
I stitch on the Singer, 
a camping family, last baby under a year

before I know oysters can teach me 
where to place the knife, 
how to pry the hinge 
and lift the cover 
of a thimble-size sea.
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Amy Zentner, The Bridge, (print)

We ate them raw on the beach 
so the throb at the center returns, 
a knot, a cry.
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The Senior Center 
(Arapahoe, Nebraska)
Jared Leising

They post signs here:  in the restrooms, reminding you to flush; in the wide white kitchen, 
demanding you not take food; and there are children’s gates that’ll block your passage up 
and down.  Up, there’s an old indoor archery range turned dance hall, turned storage floor.   

Imagine being the ghost of an arrow, traveling through the front brick across Main where 
my dad tells me they used to bowl, shoot pool—but now, it’s a vacant lot.  In the basement, 
the ceiling is low; all three pool tables are covered with plastic; grand pieces of aged felt

furniture.  My grandfather is taller than six-feet, but you can’t be in the basement. Down here, 
he slumps even more as he takes the cover off one green table and chalks up.  On a card table, 
three black cases are open:  cold, beautiful cues, halved in soft, red beds.  I take one.  He tells 

me, guys don’t come down here anymore.  “Too tired,” he says.  I rack.  We play eight-ball, 
his rules:  the one and fifteen go in the side pockets; if you scratch, take your ball out; if you 
hit one of his balls before hitting your own, you put it down. This man hasn’t played in a bar 

and won’t.  There’s no drinking in the center.  He breaks, and I read his name, Gilbert, in blue 
marker on a white board, along with a smudged date indicating when he last sunk the eight on 
the break.  He makes a stripe; I’m the little ones. There are other names—Bernard, Marvin, 

Raymond—but I’ve never met these men, just their sticks, still asleep on the gray table beside us.  
I take off my sweater.  It’s my shot.  
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Jeff Paxson, Foggy Morning in La Conner, (print)
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Unromantic, in a Clearing
Tyler Strandjord

branches linger 
in the memory veins 
lining my eyelids at night 
when I stare at the moon 
with closed eyes sewn shut 
by your lips

strands of saliva
freeze into glacial 
ropes over my hands 
and arms carving me 
down from peaks to valleys 
to lakes and puddles—water 
you drank so casually 
through icebergs 
that were less than cubes
at your lips

I cast my lungs 
around the breath 
you deposited with your wet 
funnel-mouth’s practiced 
softness that held my electric 
panic tongue in the gentle 
forever-aftertaste 
formaldehyde
of your lips
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Stacy Hotes, Hidden Treasures, (print)
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Khosro Raul Soleimani, Latacunga, Equador, (print)
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Si Viene La Muerte 
Khosro Raúl Soleimani

Si viene la muerte,
Dile que me visite cuando duermo
Para que despierte en los brazos de mi mamá

Dile que me tenga preparado un regalo 
Como aquellos que me traía mi papá 
Cuando volvía de viajar 

Dile que me traiga la inocencia 
Con la que recibía un juguete 
Cuando era un niño 

Dile que me arranque el corazón del pecho
Para que deje de sentir 
Y los sesos de la cabeza 
Para que deje de recordar

Dile que me destruya para siempre 
Y borre mi existir de la memoria del mundo

Pues ya no tengo esperanza 
Y el hombre sin esperanza es 
Peor que el muerto 

Pregúntale por qué no me llevo 
El primer día que nací
Antes que viera mi vida en un charco 
De lodo y lágrimas 

Dile que me lleve donde Dios 
Para que le pida perdón

Dile que,
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Quiero ir a Latacunga, en donde nací
E ir al cementerio
Y residir en los jardines de la muerte 

Con tranquilidad y silencio imperturbables
Sin enemigos ni amigos 
Sin plata ni hambre
Sin olor ni color
Sin rostro ni ojos
Café como la tierra

Sin corazón ni vida 
Ni propósito, ni destino,
Ni objetivo, ni meta a la cual llegar

Sin amor ni pasión, ni juventud 
Sin pecado y sin error 

Para siempre inerte 
Sin sentimientos ni conciencia 

Sin nadie llorando por mi ni nadie
Que sufra por mi ausencia 
Solo yo, en la nada del olvido 
Y la inexistencia
 
Con un sol de primavera brillando 
Sobre mi tumba 
Y un arroyo de agua cristalina 
Pasando por su lado

Y flores para las abejas y los ruiseñores
Para que canten la canción de mi olvido
 
Dejando a los vivos de afuera que anden apurados 
Corriendo hacia un lugar al que nunca llegaran 
Y si llegan no se quedarán muy largo 
Por que la morada final de toda persona 
Es la misma donde yo dormiré 
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Sin Preocupación en la mente 
Y sin dolor en el corazón

Sin recuerdo ni furia, ni ira, ni envidia, ni pasión,
Ni amor, ni mentira, ni traición, ni error, ni pecado, ni maldad 

Cristalino como el agua 
Purificado de la maldad humana 

Dormido en un sueño profundo 
Con los demás que se han ido 
Con bellas letras grabadas en mi piedra 
Con la fecha de hoy y con este poema 

Khosro Raul Soleimani, Latacunga, Equador (Parque Nationale Catopaxi), (print)
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The Creative Arts Club is a diverse group of individuals brought together in the shared 
goal of producing an artistic magazine by and for the Cascadia community.  In the 
fourth year of its existence, the club has expanded the artistic expereince on campus by 
introducing a reading series and DiaLit (a literary phone service) and by producing the 
4th annual Wetlands Review, a magazine showcasing some of the most vibrant voices 
and visions of Cascadia’s students, staff and faculty.

The club would not enjoy success without the help of many people. First, we would like 
to thank Illeny Maaza, for her technical guidance and support. We would also like to 
thank Erin Blakeney and the student government for providing funding for Wetlands 
Review. Finally, we are grateful to the UW Bothel Bookstore for hosting our readings 
thoughout the year.

We would especially like to thank the multitude of artists who took the time to submit 
their work for our review. The Creative Arts Club recognizes the tremendous courage 
required to submit work for publication.  We dedicate this Wetlands Review to the spirit 
that drives every artist to perservere, in spite of the challenge.   Cascadia is full of this 
spirit, and we hope it will continue to flourish.

Braden McKenna, 
Pizza Man, (pen & Photoshop)


