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What Distance
Nick Banach

At the beginning, the bliss was almost unbearable, like she'd been ca
into a fantasy where the relationshipssadeal she questioned their thir-
teen prior years of marriagdney talked more, and about deeper things,
thingsawt si de their bubble (0l think
posing cultures of violence, 6 et
other as a thinking, feeling being. His love was more articulate now, les
animalistic. She was accustomed to thetiroutinéi she cooked, she
cleaned, she dreaded her husband
would fall back into disarray, chaos. But now when he got home from work,
he took care of himself. He cleaned his own dishes in his own kitchen, an
the only hing she missed was the smell of hot lavender. All because of &
change in living arrangements.

They lived in the same home, but they were thousands of miles awa:
from one another. She needed to stay near her parents, but her husbar
coul dndt tpramotion. thstema hetritged the whole house with
sensors before he left, then built a replica on the other coast. When he firs
booted the system up (0it l' i ves!
hers before him. The pixels each projected intmthéh e r s h o me
the furniture like a gossamer skin of light, like an immaculate, pointillist
dream. The replica was so nearly identical to the original that they wer
enrapt for hours by the ability to toggle the envirovision from her house to
his aml see that only a stray Harwould disappear, that her hand passed
right through the magazine he pretended to read, that his coffee table wa
just an inch closer to the front door. It was only these slight discrepancies
these stubbed toes, that stdedween them and exactitude. In the end,
each agreed to set their own view at a 50:50 split in the name of unity
thereby inviting the quirks of tF

She recognized her fear of the bliss as irrational, convinced herself i
was okay to be happy. How could she not be happy? Their circadian
rhythms synced up for the first time in their relatiofish@being an
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earlyriser but three hours behindnd they were blessed, when they uti-
lized the windowgharing capabilities, with two nderful sunsets each
night. And with all the temptations and none of the luxuries of sex available
they had found tender, creative ways to pleasure one another. Many c
which involved food. The most common of which involved eating it. So
each would ordéhe other a pizza, and they would sit on opposite ends of
their couches and watch the sunsets, or a movie, or sit in quiet stilines
reading, appreciating for once the mere presence of the other.

He still talked about whurnkwshe an
could talk about work, too, to which she was returning for the first time
since theyo6d married. Hedd made e

need to work, but now, having no need to make house for a person whost
house was thousandsmiles away, and whose cleanliness, should she skew
the balance of her envirovision entirely to his fioasshe secretly always
didfi would overwrite her filth, she spent her days making and selling
beaded jewelry until he returned from work. She wondened t she
given up in those years of servitude, but she determined herself to recove
it, and her renewed passion for life reminded him of the woman with whom
heéd first fallen in |love (O0you f

A sense of giddy wdar pervaded the home, her soul. What had she
missed by living with him all these years? It was an exhilarating time fo
both, the beginning. Of course they talked about missing the dates the
used to share, out at restaurants or movies, but dates casdidybiead at
home or hired out to platonic friends. The only times they openly discussec
missing each other was at night, in their cold beds, and in the mornings, il
those same cold beds, when she woke to find their faces had merged ar
could see the apption from the inside, through the back of his skull, a
gauzy veil of brown curls and their pictures on the bedside table.

Soon, he told her, the technology would be good enough to give him
substance, but she knew this was just lip service, mayblethirgtifig.
When they had first discussed the possibility of thbause, they knew
the stakes, and she jumped at the chance: her parents were old, so she wo

stay. His promotion was such tha
shed6d domeialcli ntghe acnd after his i
the intimacy?¢6), he agreed, but |
right, of cours@i t was better. Al most as

on, she felt theydd indieadppoditiomta ur
their parting proclamations of love: that he should live there forever, and
only visit in the event of an undefined future emergency.
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She found at the dwindling of the bliss period that her husband was not
as happy as she. Hisialiexcitement at how well everything had worked

(ol can even see the hairs sprou
devolved into minor quibbles (o0l
verisimilitude of her exi sttcraftsc e .

manship, or software bugs, he complained about the actual bugs in he
homéi roaches, ants, and largdikat creatures he refused to believe were
ratsi which scurried into dark corners when he entered a room and shed
his light onto her teeming heagswveekold pizza, having been so long
since she last cleaned. He said he was worried about her, asked if everyth
was okayShe said she was disappointed in him, that maybe she would clea
more if she wasndt const amavoidpng t r |
the tickle of the sensors on her feet, that maybe the real problem was hi
inability to appreciate that she was finally h@pgynight, he slept on the
couch, and she muted his snores.

To keep her happy, he eventually chose to isolaterhanfthe code
and ignore her house completely, just as she had chosen so long ago. Tt
solved his displeasure, but she could see the glint of worry in the corner o
every gl ance, and s he 6 dneaniagrcende- ¢ a |
scension. Unforhately, the constant 4picking about her health and
house had irritated her, so her complaints began in turn, and they cu
deeper. Hedd changed. He was a d
how she remembered him. He used to be so much niceq sigedd less
time in the bathr oqothe 8dagreedk andto h
prove his point, he rearranged the furaitarhis own home. Thilisori-
entedher, made her bump into real furniture and fall through theTtaike.
was ¢ han g ecaledsin anass,)so he frdigrammed a donkey to

appear in her home and feed at tF
dick, so he had the decency to return things back to normal and show
(6see?d6), how things hadsillifferhemh a n g

as promised in his vows, the him, the whole him, and nothing but the him,
so help him God.

So settled the argument on his end. But she still suspected him of havin
changed, and waited no more than a few days before she was proven rigt
when his form started to separate into two distinct persons: the him from
right now, and him from one secol
tin canod). The first would roll
short delay, the other, simpholwn to her a&hostwould roll his equally
stubby fingers on the same desk. The same thick beard, the szeitg pot
thesamesad,gleyy ue eyes which turned dov
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Their words overl apped é60anchnl pao
mony. Things still worked fine on their end theytold her not to worry

because they were going to fix tfF
husband had put her through, she
sure which him wdsm. Of course she assumed it was the one who walked

in front, most | ikely, but Ghost
second younger 6) . She dreamed of
husband, a second | o vbeengoodendughlioe r

afford a second pizza.

When her husband finally assessed the problem, he was stumped. Tt
software was fine, so she would just have to deal with it until he could look
at the wiring. She dealt, and she suffered the consequeneestviadov
lived and the beginnings of a stutter. Worse, she had grown to prefer Ghos
to her husband, and she now spent most of her day hiding the small sign
of affection from her husband, who would surely recognize her dreamy
eyes from the budding stagetheir own relationship.

She felt guilty for it, how heartbroken her husband must have been
when Ghost repeated the same joke, but to a more generous, fawning al
dience, whose gaze appeared to her husband just degofesnédt,
looking somewhere kel him. When Ghost winked, she winked back.
What charm. And those dimpl8kEe must not have been good at hiding it,
because it seemed her husband noticed, and he became. gdeanoid

watched over his shoul der, bdt s
try to make a joke of it (O0thoug
and she would smile bdck he poor thing. But st
di dndt need evidence either, Sinc

take action, and he went down te tellar and started his repairs on the
wiring far before his projected stdate, the morning after the pizza boy
had (omi st akenl ylovers pizeal though lisevide kiew m
he was a vegetarian.

As her husband readied his tools, she kneweseded to save Ghost
Had she lived in the same house, she would have tripped her husband o
his way down to the cellar, watched with joy as he tumbled down the stair:
like an iliformed slinky, cheered as his head bounced off the concrete land-
ing.Muregtrer s he would say. But she di
through her extended foot and commands to meiretthe glitch And
she was relieved she didndt when
nied not only by Gh a$hethredomen sar@laro s t
even worse harmony, but when they told her there was nothing wrong with
the wiring, she had to agree. Now there was hope, at least, that Ghost Tw
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would somehow reveal to her the flaws of Ghost One and drive her back
to the husbandAnd since the contractor her husband hired to inspect her
home was unable to find not only the source of the problem, but also any
evidence that the ghosts were manifest to a third party, she would have tim
to make her deliberatiofhis hope was shatter right away, though, by
Ghost Twods obvious charms (o0he s
and she soon had a harem of husbands, unconcerned about which we
which, since there was comfort in no longer having to choose.

Whenever her husband would tmkéth the wiring, more ghosts ap-
peared. They emerged from the basement one by one, followed by the hu:
band, who would measur e Thhisprogksf e a
sion was so endlessly entertaining she no longer thought of sleep as a p:
of her day, but a state of being from which she would occasionally find
herself surfacing to the face of a new ghost, in a different room, not know-
ing how or when she lay down but so glad this was how she woke.

Having grown bor ed artdutinéshtiee ghosts b a
now pursued their own hobbies and lifestiflseemed her husband had
aged considerably over the past howewgr so who could blame them
for not wanting to whittle miniature owls in the den or trim their nails over
the sink. At ae counfi or at least, as best she could count when clouded
by the ecstasy of her new living situatisine had eleven ghosts spread
out through the house, each on their own, doing things her husband use
to do, or things she always wanted him to do: relidkagin the nook
under the stairs, curled up on the cushions like a cat; playing beautifull;
lilting sonatas at the piano hed:«
left sitting there, idle, ever since; doingpstat the foot of the bed, shirt-
less his cheshair a sexy, matted fur. At night they roughhoused like fra-
ternity brother$ throwing each other onto the couch, giving -deas
and noogids vying for her attention, which she willingly cast in every di-
rection except the left, where the gaxkstormy husband would recede
into the couch and watch her with worry, with that incredulous hurt like
she was responsible for this, like she was doing it to punish him.

She was all but certain this was¢
petulant haband who, despite being so much older than the rest, spoke
like a wounded child about how she was being so distant, so unwilling tc
listen, so ignorant of his marital needs. She was glad this one now spel
most of his time in the den working on his schiespar his owls, and she
wasndt forced to see him often. |
there, but whenever she checked o
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demon hath wrought this hidden p!
cided it lest to just to hang with the boys.

What a shame, though: all this distance and she still felt more in love
with every version of her husband at every angle, and could experience hi
in such magnificent fullness, while her original husband had lockéd himse
in the den, so certain the self was contained within the physical boundarie
of a single, aging body, that he denied all of the brilliant, vibrant selves whi
were now having a fidtale roman candle war in the living fodnding
behind the couches, th&/, under her dress, peeking out to fire a shot

through her face or <crotch. They
accept the outpourings of | ove sh
husband of old was so eager for love, he often claimafidogion was

the only sustenance he needed. H

works with boyish zeal, too, and would have been overjoyed to join the wa
in his living room, working his way up the ranks to Captain and recapturing
her heart as his owBut now he was a bureaucrat. He had no fight, no fun.
It was trué@ he had changed.

She must have broadcast this disappointment on her face, because ju
as she had this thought, she saw him again. A glimpse, just briefly, but h
was t her e. Tvdnder all@fthiswHerchdsbandy $he saw the
fire of his passion burning for her, the rainbow of roman sparks reflecting
in the polished lens of his eye. He held his arms up and -zatieie
toward her. He groaned, he lurched. She was so excitediho agairhn
and she laughed because there he was, her silly old husband. Less of hi
but yes, he was in that skinny body somewhere. When was the last time t
ate? Was he hungry? He could eat as much of her brain as he wanted! T
firewor ks wwerea nefebrationaarhgpmedcoimiegyparade.

She moved closer to meet his embrace, to give to him whatever com

forts she could, but when he got
gleam drained from his eyes, and he stumbled toward her, lunged for he
breasts, and disappeared. I n that
sence, felt a bruise where heod
him? Maybe. Or perhaps that was him crumpled on the floor behind her,
sobbing about how he mightaswelllikeer e unt i | he di
ferabl e, involuntary hunger stril
his place programmed a Sad Ghost

done to him. In either case, the amount of time that had passeednbetw
this and the last memorable moment of togetherness had been so vast, sl
knew shedd failed him.
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It was this realizati@ncoupled with the neapileptic fit into which
shedd been driven by the firfeworl
that forced br to feel the weight of their decision, to cry, to leave the house
for the first time in how long to take a walk and count her own casualties.
She understood why hedd withdrawr
she forgot to direct the proper attribus to their author, her husband.
Such ravenous jealousy likely drove him mad. In attempting to fulfill his
vow, to offer her the him, the whole him, and nothing but the him, he had
spread himself thin. What had she offered? Not enough, apparently, bu
nowshe would save him from hims8lie walked all evening and late into
the night, or maybe even into another night, which was difficult, since her
lovestupor had kept her rather sedentary for the past whatever, and in at
tending to only her most basic reeefleating and sleeping, she had put on
no small amount of weight. So it was with a heavy heart and swollen ankle
that she returned home to apologize to her husband, to propose they buy
new pair of homes and start over.

When she entered the living rodrv@ad hung with remorse and fatigue,
something was different. The pristine walnut floorboards beneath her hac
been caked with dirt, dust, and the-pemts of largish rodents. She looked
up to scold the boys, but tdedny we
fact, had disappearddere and there she saw patches of unblemished
floor, but the rest had been replaced by such filth, she panickiéet,
grasped at the walls, tried to draw the fading curtain of his home back ove
hers, but it inched away frdmar, pixels blotting out like dying stars. The
virus was spreading too quickly.
and phoned her husband, who at the time was on the other coast, watchin
from the sidewalk as his house burned to the ground.

Hetalked her through things on his
and she would cry as the invisible fire licked its way over the wall, sketchin
cobwebs into the corners, staining her bedsheets a squalid yellow, birthin
a litter of rats at the foot of her begtere just days ago one of her husbands
had been doing sips.Her husband had his own regrets about resorting
to such drastic measures, about his sudden homeldéssnéss,h e di d
the fire department because it was supposed to be a metaphiourk his
ing passion for her, that his only home was in her arms and this house we
but kindling (06l et the whole fuck
the neighbors had called it in on his behalfpendjets of water blasted
through the columns a&moke, which drew up from the few surviving
patches of her husbandds |ight.
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Before she could tell him not to, her husband said he was coming home
on the earliest flight he cofilfust as soon as the insurance money came

through, because he was broke,lbece hed6d | ost hi s
was too afraid to tell her, afraid to disturb her bliss to find his own, but he
knew he couldnét continue | iving

return until the antlepressants lifted him back onto hisded gave him

the courage he needed to fac@ hahnich he assumed would be soon. He
then proceeded to read her a long, earnest, and rather juvenile poem abo
the importance of being together
life has simply comegrd uedd) , and hung up on
triumphant note of his pending re
after thisMurdereShe remembered somewhere during the third or fourth
stanza that only Ghost Six could articulate his feelifggonmitincing

style, with the appropriate balance of heartfelt sentiments and coheren
metaphor to make her swoon. She could not continue this relationship
without the rest of her husbaniisvas strange that only in these desperate
times was her mind keemough to remember, from a life almost forgotten,

a factoid that birds wouldndot r et
tampering, and thus the only solution: to dismantle her house to match the
ghostsd, to draw them back into F

With a fre-axe and determination, she set about the house hacking away
at the floorboards around those remaining islands of light into his home,
gouging holes in the wall, splintering beams, letting the debris fall where |
may. She wa® entranced with her passshe hardly noticed the time it
took to finishShe exhausted herself in the process and, as soon as she wi
done, dropped to the cement foundation. A doreo hardwood land-
ings were scattered like-figds of light around the room. The cement was
cad. It must have been winter now, the fresh wounds in her home letting
in a bitter breeze. It seemed she had lost some of her extra heft, too, so
was necessary for her to build a fire. The rats huddled together for warmtt
on the other side, snickerirtghar. The indignities she suffered for her
Ghosts, the tunnefisioned patience it took to wait, how it all wore her
down.

It was worth it, though, becaus
backi each to his own pad in the room, but each flickenimgd off with
uncertainty. Elation! Her cheeks flushed with joy, and she rose to dance bt
collapsed back into herself. In her vigil, it must have been quite a while
since shedd had anyt brisomg cating haads,t ,
she now held plank of floorboard that had been whittled down to a skewer
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and speared through a dozen paaggd marshmallows, which were al-
ready cooked to neperfection over the fire. After all this time, it was the
smal | gestures t hatfybduegpeleshremanties| i
prepared my dinnerdé) (Ome me me r

There was a knock at the door, |
ever again. She ignored it. She picked at the marshmallows. The knock gre
louder, so loud she thoughtitpossbless d | ocked one of
Ghost Eighifi those biceps! She answered the door, and there she met ¢
man whose eyebrows had grown wiry at the ends and curled up in a pel
petual state of confusion, which turned nearly senile when she asked wh
hewas. Hst ruggl ed to tell her anythi
Larryo). I't Il ooked | i ke her husb:é
ated. How long had it been? She eyed him with distrust and waited for the
gleam, and while she waited, he grabbed heahdmdised it to his lips,
which were cold and wet. There was a familiar mingling of desperation an
tenderness in the gesture, so she motioned him inside, loosened her grip «
the skewer, and returned to the fire, where she rotated the marshmallow
andaked the boys for a song (O0kumb
man sat down next to her, al most
duce him to the others, who grew up from the floor and kept her eyes dart-
ingaround he r oom. T h e oushauid cdme pig md ogitd .
there, dear. We should start over
tance is too much for med) (owhat

The fire crackled and grew dim, the Ghosts buzzed and blinked like
neon signsThe man scooted closer to hed aested his bony fingers on
her thigh (01 dm hered) (O0arendt
her and squeezed, and it felt good to have his warmth, but his touch was s
foreign it became abstract, and his grip divided itself into fingers, and fin-
gers to bone, and his cologne mixed with his human musk and remindec
her, gently, of an explanation her husband had once given her on how thi
light she saw was a particle and a wave and a reflection, and she wonder
if this smell worked in the same wiaywas particles or waves or the man
himself she smelled, which one was making her feel this deep crawl inwat
and away from the Ghosts in the room who now seemed to her like the
apparitions of dream.

The man rolled on top of her. She retreated furtbielei, to her core.
With his weight settled onto her hips, he lowered himself to kiss her neck
her lips. And then it comes suddenly, a pang of apology-mitysethe
can feel the mands excess saliva
sation,k e dr ool in sleep. Sheds el sev
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the man on his knees in the cell a
between his teeth as he beams up at her, fiddling with the wires, proud o
his creation without yet knowingavhh heds cr eated. Hi
would be wel/l if they committed

here, and wi IThe him hinv,aviioshowe\er Idmgagoemade.
the her her feel, with the lightest touch, that he was the only whoson
deserved her, could give her comfddt the man who was in the den
carving flightless owls from wood, scratching like a snickering den of rats
Not the man whose bony fingers were working themselves down her pants
searching by moan and groan likeeaage boy for the clitoris, rubbing a
brusque rhythm against her pelvis. And certainly not the men anchored tc
the twelve remaining pads in her living room, scattered like stones of a pe
gan ritual around the fire, burning, singing, each just momentheft
other, a poor harmony of row (0rc



Interview

Nick Banach

Did you have a difficult time deciding the title of your work?
This was originally just a work
couldndt i magi.ne it as anything &

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

| 6d been tdstanmargdionship Whemlgtarted the story,
but the story didnot take its c
t hrough her ddulhsuch a gereaolis.mytBoks ar@und her
boyfriend, but whenever hewlavisit, he proved to be mordess a turd.
Then hedd | eave, and shedd fall i
ized hi m, the more abstr acetalizdie b
translation of that.

Besides working with our dreadful editors, what was the hardest part
of writing "What Distance"?

Having the patience to revisit
on a dozen occasidng was originally a much shodworyi b ut t hen
revisit it a few months later, and | would find some new idea to explore. |
started sending it out to lit mags just to be rid of it. Then | started the editing
process witlriftwoqdand | had to reckon with it all over again. | imeagi
itds something |ike the ups and ¢
for the oreal wor | dnesterattBispoitappy t

Which part of "What Distance" was conceived of first?

The premise and themes hit me at the same time. Muogtwbrk
starts with that Afma! conception, then finds characters unfortunate or
foolish enough to get involved.

Do you primarily write fiction?
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Almost exclusively, although | occasionally dabble in poetry (just for
myself), and I've recently beentechptee nt o a per sonal
grandpads deat h, Dia de Muertos,
wrestling. It should be a reldbber knocker

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?

My desk is a Nick Banach arai | Frankensteined some IKEA parts
into a | ovely mon sctate mwlved)yandtheliseof e
knickknacks keeps growing. Also, a surprising amount of dancing and
pushups. Moving body, focused mind.

Our managing fiction editor, Janes McNulty, worked with you
through a couple of drafts of this story, going so far as a few compre-
hensive critiques and an ifperson workshop to get it polishedo per-
fection. What are some of the difficulties and benefits found in work-
ing so closely withan editor?

They were one ilné same: admitting thathewas g h t . I fee
pretty commoi you wahyour work to find someone whdll care about
it as much as you do, then they start giving it all this great and damnin
attention, and your dafes e me chani sms fly wup.
ousy, like now your story prefers this other peBdn. spent all that time
with you! Didndt you | .iButevhehyoeletr at
go of that feeling, you see that eachioevis an improvement, and you
realize the editor is more of a marriage counselor than anything else.

While we were working through the first few drafts, you struggled a
bit with the amount of absurditythat the plot should embraceTell
us about the dificulties in finding a balance between absurdity and
the really universal, human themes in this work.

I think thereds a spectrum: on

My default setting is comedy, and
is incredibly fun at the time, but afterward, it feels hollow. The drama gives
the jokes their substance, their

absurd actually makes the drama of that situation, the real human theme
seem less mundane. For nieMe to fight my urge to go for the easy laugh,
to remember that my characters deserve more.

Who are some of your favorite authors? Which authors influenced
"What Distance"?
| went through a big Denis Johnson phase around the time this story
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startedtow r k . I 8dm sti |l | g oienegallythisstooju g h
probably owes a debt to George Saunders, Aimee Bartiaurt Von-
negut.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you been published
before?

This will be the first to press. kjwstarted submitting within the past
year, and the only other work | have forthcoming is in-quitetY A
world-building anthology from Tiny Owl Workshop. But please, readers of
the year 2018, take a look at what is hopefully my extensive catalogue.

Goes to show that there are plenty of great, unpublished writers out
there. What drew you toDriftwood Pres$

| dm al ways sampling |iterary ma
really stuck out. Mike Woodds OTI
Kes$ er s oDoctordé in 2. 3 -toreh boodst u
pieces and thought, o016d I|like to



The Known World

Lisa Lynne Lewis

Kate wants to stop for a moment to enjoy the view, but Fiona is pulling
her toward the ticket boofhhe plaza outside the aquarium is already start-
ing to get crowded. At the far end, a few paddle boarders glide through the
flat water of the harbor, unperturbed by the exuberant kids streaming from
the rows of summearamp buses in the unloading zone.

oOHan on, sweetie, 6 Kate says, sSp
booth.

Lured by the row of sweets on display, Fiona obliges. She points to ¢
glazed mufidmor e of a cupcake, really,
breakfast.

o0Can | get one?6

Katebesut to say no, but then age
starts kindergarten next month. ¢
aquari um; she6s been begging to
year ago. Thankf ifiGoldgn,could joiothean. h a d n ¢

oPl ease?d6 Fiona |l ooks up at Kat
has paused too, ready to tally t
finally.

Fiona bounces in place, crumbs scattering on the ground as she eats
eni re muffin top. 0Can we see the
member ?6

0Yes, but you candt bring that i
garbage can to throw it out. The

brain, an added boost of ageto help her face the sensory overload that
awaits.

At the aquarium entrance, Kate hands their tickets to an employee anc
accepts a flyer in return, studyi
showing a movie later about sea otters. Maybewe cange it aft
Fiona nods, already distracted by thsilifereplicas of whales suspended
from the ceiling. The sun shines through the skylights, castinghspale
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shadows on the clumps of visitors and the obstacle course of strollers filling
the atrium. Kate has the disconcerting feeling of being trapped underwater
surrounded by minnows, as if the only way out is to rocket past the whale:
through one of the skylights into the open air.

She looks down at the map again to get her bearingsudtheool is
toward the back; on the map itds
would Gordon think? Hedod | {dculted y &
depictions of space aliens, anthropomorphized and cuddly. Gordon is ar
astronomer; he looksrfpotential signs of life on other planets orbiting
far-away stars.

OoLi ke those TITayS&ttlyée Fg roemmean hraaen aisik

oWel | , t hdantodbso dtyh ek ntohw sn. gb

Fiona had thought about that fo
Teletubllesdl used to watch that when |

0That could be,é6 Gordon said, I
them.

It must take a great deal of patience and humor, Kate thinks, for him to
stay focused on such an elusive goal. She admiresolack lmidnner and
surety of purpose, the same approach that had convinced her to go out witl
hi m. Hedd seemed to view the ti me
mere blip, subjective and inconsequential on the cosmic timescale.

Kate takes a deep breathready herself, then she and Fiona join the
throng of people queuing up for the motorized walkway of the first exhibit.
ltds a soaring Plexiglas tunnel f
around them, diving underneath and emerging on the otheFisida
gazes overhead at a giant sea turtle, its body a dark mosaic of green agai
the murky glow of the water. A few kids squeal as a white shark dives pa:
the right side of the tunnel. The light in the tunnel is muted, the only other
illumination caning from the safety lights lining the walkway. Kate holds
Fionads hand as they journey throc
under wat er . I't really is impressi
depths where many of these creaturehbvevdter is as pitch black as the
night sky.

With Fionad6s father, the plunge
fast. Kate couldnoét afford to ma
had been more of a package @anal ;
equally likely to end the relationship. Even before the first rippling move-
ments she found herself in a state of heightened alertness, her senses she
ened as if she were suddenly expe
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mild surprise when theamiage had floundered two years later. Her alle-
giance now was to Fiona: the two of them formed a complete, closed cir-
cuit, Kateds |l ove amplified and r
rent.

Kate hadndt even been pantthayar
at a housewarming party. He was a friend of a friend, shorter and stoute
t han Kflusband,svithglasses and a tidy beard and a knack for casue
conversation. Heo6d tracked down
few months,bub e 6d eventually disarmed h

On one of their first dates they drove to the outskirts of thé leisg
light pollution, he explained. He brought along a picnic, including a bottle
of wine in a chiller and two plastic wine glassey.talked until it was
dark enough to lie on the picnic blanket and look up at the sky. Despite the
faint orange glow near the horizon, the sky had been remarkably clear the
ni ght . Her hand in his, shedd | a
overwhahed by its scope, as he traced the shapes of some of the ancier
constellations. He pointed out one of the stars in Libra. It was orbited by
several planets, he explained, some of which appeared to have the necess
conditions t o snedfeweny staris orbited by abldast s t
one planet, what that could mean
termed it, still waiting to be discovered.

Kate had waited four months to introduce Fiona to Gordon. Slowly,
she relaxed her vigilance, pldbat he seemed to understand the im-
portance of not encroaching. He d
tent to sit on the couch and let her draw closer when she was ready. Perha
because of his lekey demeanor, it had only taken a few minutégofua
to bring out her collection of plastic ponies. Kate watched as she set then
on the coffee table and told him what she liked about each one. She wa
surprised, both at Fiona and at h
Fiona; watching the two tifem together, she felt an unfamiliar prickle of

envy.

The moving wal kway ends. I tds
ground. Kate sidsteps a temporary pile of people and steers Fiona to-
ward the touch pool outside the rear of the aquarium. Fomsars front
of an immense glass tank, mesmerized by the undulating kelp and tropic:
fish. A starfish has attached itself to the glass, its underbelly a blend of ye
low and white. Behind it, the kelp waves gently. The tiny tangerine fish swa
in synchroized movement with the current, shifting to one side and then
backagam How does it stay there?6 Fi
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Kate shows her the hundreds of
are its feet. It U srdssto read ¢henplacasd h
mounted on the wal/l. 0l tds callec

Fiona places her hand on the glass, fingers splayed to span the width ¢
the sea star, and watches in wonderment as it inches itself towards he

thumb. o0ltdés moving! o

Olst @ | iving ani mal , 60jKuastte sslaoyvsl.y
watch the sea stards increment al
Fiona turns toward her. Ol sndt |
in the ocean?é

ol guess itFiesnadKahandepsissil
Her hands have |l ost their slight

the knuckles no longer visible

Kate takes a step backward and almost trips over a stroller. There are
least five or six of thertemporarily abandoned as the moms hold their
babies up to the glass. More than 95% of the ocean is still unexplored. Sh
feels a stumbling wave of verti g
of the Earth, bracketed above and below by vast, uchairterses. The
known world, the dividing line between the two, is such a narrow band.
Caught by surprise by how quickly her earlier feeling of claustrophobia ha
been displaced by this wunsteadin
down with something 6 Come on, sweetie, déd sh
follow.

The sunlight is too bright after the muted dimness indoors. Fiona is

already ahead of her. oOWait! Do vy
turns and holds up her hand in a-fimgered saluté. Ri ght . Just
gently on their backs. o

0l kdihowemember! 6 Fiona says i mp

From a spot in the shade Kate watches Fiona wiggle herself in along th
perimeter of the touch pool and reach her hand into the water. On their
earlier visit, dozen or so families had crowded around the pool, the bolder
kids jostling each other to get &
friend, Sarayho was helping her mother take care of her new baby sister.
Sara and the baby Iwotrtel ec osoirsdti enraét e
sundresses, the babyds accessori z

Fiona had hung back, hesitant to join the kids at the edge of the pool.
O0You candt touch her face!d Sara
stroller to admireth babyds sunhat . ol was n
before turning back to where Kate
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arms crossed, defiant, even as she looked longingly at Sara in her pink dre
Il tds happened a f e hurttadiatmg sff obhiern c e

as she recounts her grievances. |
reminds her: Sarabds family has he
whil e Saraf6s had to | earn how to

Kat ebds pl etaskidonad ss ecene hoaf t he 1
today. A little girl stands on tiptoe to watch her make contact with one of
the stingrays. After a moment Fiona notices and bends down to talk to her
taking the girlds hand gemfithelags pi |

Fiona turns around and calls, o0Do
her head.

Two nights earlier Gordon had arrived at the apartment with a gift for
Fiona. Hedd been away at a confe
souvenir,aplas red bird wearing a | ei. ¢

told her, showing her how to squeeze its belly to make it chirp.

Gordon had made dinner reservations at the same restaurant where h
and Kate had gone on their first date. It was warm enoubkerioto eat
outside on the patio. As Kate sat down in the chair the waiter pulled out
for her, she realized they were
sat the first time, the two tables separated only by the plate glass windov
Even with the lpw of the heat lamps and the garlands of small white lights
that crisscrossed overhead, the patio likely appeared much darker to th
diners inside than it actually was, she and Gordon indistinguishable shape
in the twilight.

When t heydd Kétélooked hpeaodiindehiantgazinggat her.
Reflexively, she reached down for her napkin to wipe any stray crumb:s
from the corners of her mouth. He placed a small wrapped box in the mid-
dl e of the table. O0A littl e kadomet
thought that it was a ring. 0l pi
he added, seeing her stricken look.

Kate undid the silver bow and opened the box to find gpsadd
bracelet, its two delicate strands loosely twisted together andhhald wi

silver clasp.
ol realized when | wa s -nmomth aHng-w a i
versary, 6 he said. Oo6When | saw tF

Mutely, Kate held out her hand and let him fasten it around her wrist,
almost queasy with a mix of relief anarassment at not having tracked
the chronology of their relationship as closely as he had. It was a beautift
bracelet, she thought, admiring t

He took her hand. O0OWhen | was a
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much youandiFona woul d have enjoyed be

Kate felt a primal surge of protectiveness for Fiona, surely asleep by
now in her bedroom while the babysitter watched television in the living
room.

Then, perhaps taking her dsnidlte ngc
into this with any expectations.
means to me to have you both in n

As he looked at her, waiting, Kate forced herself to smile. Agreeing to
go out with him, then continuing to do so becausenghed his attention:
sheéd been foolish not to realize
to ignore that all along theydd I
worse, Fiona was now bound up in this too.

The moment to decline the bracelethaal r eady passed
she said finally, realizing how
whel med right now, thatdos all . d K
on the other side of the window and wondered how she and Gordon ap-
pearedDid they seem likbeywere on a romantic date? Or was her unease
visible?

oDondt worry,é6 Gordon said with
sion. 01l &dm not asking for a I|ifet
at some point we can atleasttatkat wher e this i s h

Later, after the babysitter had departed, Kate stood in the darkness o
her Iiving room and replayed the
ized, lulled by his patience and the ease of their relationship. She heard
muffed t hump from Fionads room and
probably jusherpi I | ow f all i ng. Fiona had
year after the marriage had ended, creeping in after Kate was already asle
and burrowing next to her likevarm puppy. Now she preferred her own
bed. Kate nudged Fionads bedroom
indeed fallen to the floor. She picked it up and wedged it gently next to
Fiona. She was laying on her side, head bent down as she curled her bo
around the honeycreeper Gordon had given her.

The sun is now directly overhead. Time for lunch. Kate gathers
up Fiona and finds an empty table on the covered patio.

ol wasndt scared at all!dé Fiona
t h e showedthédirl nextto me how to petthem the right way. | told
her they feel really smooth and t
They won6t eat lunch together e\

dergarten, Kate thinks, already wistful for this timeheith T le bag 6 v
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such a small, tidy world up until now.
0Do you know what Sara told me?
And she said maybe | can help her
Kate nods and watches Fiona eat
her first tooth. It was so tinlike a pebble. Kate imagines a trail of lost
teeth behind her.

Inside the domed spaciousness of the theater, the air is cool and darl
OLodtkhe screen is all around wus, 6
stairs, looking back to make sure Kattllishere. They find two seats and
Fiona stretches out, feet dangling off the edge of the seat.

A ripple of light begins at the far left side of the theater, spreading acros:
the screen like sunlight arcing across the sky. All around them, the waterlin
bobs gently. A sea otter floats into view, then dives under the water, its
body streaming down the far right
ing noi se, and the movie cuts to
left alone while the mother foesgor food. The narrator explains how the
kelp acts like a cradle, keeping the pup from drifting away.

The otter pupbs cries are pierci
age two, at the park on a perfect
py house structure when shedd st ul
onto a discarded metal truck. Kate can still summon the sudden dread, th
rush of guilt as she ran to scoop
mouth, Fiona screaming in rbgsteria when she saw the blood. Kate
thought for sure shedd knocked ou
has yet to have a serious injury, although of course it may yet happen. S
much is out of Kateds control

At the end of the movie, the cama pans out from the pup, now grown
and selufficient, a shrinking dot of brown finally subsumed by the im-
mensity of the ocean. The lights come up, and Kate guides Fiona into the
aisle and starts to follow her up the stairs. In front of them, a giniciot
ol der than Fiona holds her |ittle
riously conquers each carpeted step. Kate wills herself to bel pdtient.
end, it might not even be the little sister who comes between Fiona anc
Sara. Fiona is tooyng to see this, although of course not even Kate can
predict how their friendship will play out.

Outside, the harbor is empty, the afternoon sun electrifying the water.
The days are already shortening imperceptibly. Kate stops and hugs Fion
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She leandown to breathe in her scent, but Fiona squirms out of her em-
brace.

ol wi sh Gordon had come with u
should see if he wants to have a

Kate looks at her, temporarily undone by her hopeful expression, her
mussed hairlarebnt i n the golden Il ight. 0
she says finally. 0But I do know
sister. o

Fiona smilgsbasking in the compliment, seemingly content just to
know itcouldhappen, someday. A briesgof wind blows through, and
she turns to watch a discarded flyer slide across the pavement. Kate follow
her gaze as the piece of paper dances away, backlit by the afternoon sun

Somehow, Kateds ability to cont
withGor don has sl ipped away from h
been won oveA sudden clarity blooms: Fiona is ready for their circle to
expand, and yet, even her affection for Gocdann 6t j ust i fy
relationship with him.

Soon, she and Fiamwill join the afternoon procession of minivans and
SUVs beginning the journey home. Kate looks at her watch, calculating
anot her fi ft e affectmaffintootmackh Weh au Iddhrid t
the gift shop! You know, sweetie, if we hurry, | thnkawe time to get

you something. Maybe a stuffed an
Fionads excited reaction.
Fiona slips her hand into Kat ed

aquarium gift shop. But first, Kate gazes at the harbor, thewl beythe
golden seam where the ocean meets the sky, and offers a silent apology 1
this necessary hurt, knowing already that soon enough it will be repaid.



Interview

Lisa Lynne Lewis

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

Usually the titles for my stor.i
pleted, at which point | read through to see if there are any phrases tha
jump out that might work as titles. Earlier drafts have varyithes, given
that | have to come up with some sort of title to be able to save the docu-
ment! This one, for instance, was
time.

Which authors influenced "The Known World"?

| was inspired, in part, by Kate Wéalbt 6 s short story
which was published The New Yorkamnd subsequently includedBist
American Short Stories 20l 2nd how it was struct
to M&M World in New York City with her two young daughters is the
frame but the story is interspersed with flashbacks.

How did "The Known World" come about?

I knew the storyds frame woul d &
and daughter in which the mother is grappling with the future of her rela-
tionship with someormh e ds been dating. The &
an actual place, but the characters and the conflict are very much fictiona

Tell us about your revision process regarding this work.

The feedback | got on early drafts was that everything felt a bit to
0Osettled, 6 and that the story nee
ics of what Kate was grappling with were still hazy to me for a while, which
was apparent! | experimented with several different outcomes for Kate an

Gor donds r eudirgthdr deciding to ptay with him Bnd her be-
ing pregnant, before finally c¢omi
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We really enjoyed working with you on revising "The Known World."
The first draft that we saw was a good five hundred words longer, but
we dl ended up agreeing that it needed some trimming. Would you
like to tell our readers about any scersghat didn't quite make it in?

The more time that elapses between writing a story and reading it agair
the easier it is to cut parts that end up seamimgcessary. In this case,
there were a couple of pl aces th
request for a baby sister that ended up getting cut. Some of the motherhoo
angst got toned down too!

Do you primarily write fiction?

My current focusisehr t f i cti on, although
opeds recently. |l 6ve also made se
based on my @deaoldf aimerds dvief got

pages in before getting stuck.

Where can readers find mer of your work?

One of my stories is Dleaver Magazinewh er e | 6 m an a
editor, and another is forthcomindNiatural Bridge | & vfew opedsd a
and related essays ruthiaLos Angeles Tiare$ onThe Washington &ast
00On Parbe rsteicn i amervievaautborslas aacongitouting
writer forLiterary Mama

What drew you to Driftwood Press?

| read an interview with the editorsTine Review Resigvwas in-
trigued! Most of my stories are a bit longer than your word caxintum,
so it took a little while before | had something suitable to submit.



Birch, Bark

James Holbert

0Birch, 6 the boy says. o0lt says
She raises her glass. o0Detectiyv
translucent rim.

At Birchds feet: the mahogany |

the carpet, her discarded hedtsur inchi that she had removed when

the boy sidled by her at the front door and she sat down across from him.
Never take of f h dimstllifsyouplan te gesup,ypuw u &

them on. Maintain the same impression. This is true even when meetin
strange high school boys who knock on your door and ask for a moment.
For what purpose is this one her

y o u &gal enougteto not be looked in the eye as you put your hip on the
door frame and wait for your visitor to introduce himself.

oBirch, 6 the boy now stammer s.

But he cand6t finish.

Across from her, on the floor: sneakers, toes curlingnanding un-
derneath the tongues and 4tiglfl laces. Then legs, their pair of denim
trousers, unstained, neat, folded over the sofa. The boy had peeled up tf
spot in the knees before he had sat down, impersonating a grown man. H
busies his fingers, ult his earlobe, brushes the collar of his polo. He
only seems to | ook at her when s
shoes or her ankles.

He becomes what he pretends to be for a moment, with a rise in his
voice so strained and awkward Bircmcanar | y hear t he p
head yelling at him to spawn Sso0me
terday. FromtheEl even, 6 he says.

She nearly spills her bourbon o
Soft and gray and cut straight aiibe bust. Everything is rounder in
straight | ines. I't happens to be
Birch pick it out at the plaza, I
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choice of attire. Birch does not outfit herself for others. btadome so

even for Raymond. Raymond: who was now Harsband, who, despite

no longer living in the house they bought together, still occupied it in a
spectral kind of way. The hathpty Acqua Di Gio aftershave in the med-
icine cabinet. Raymosied fingerprints on the vanity lightbulbs. Year

old ticket stubs from the bullfights in Madrid, still pinned to the fridge.
Souvenirs.

0l suppose | -aossthgherldgs.r ch says,

She hardly remembers the incident. It had been last night, a trip she
remembers more for the urgency of buying another pack of Pall Malls. The
boyds face rings only the faintes

He clasps his hands, tries to begin several times but must be bein
chewed up by the contradictory voice in his head, the sackless lone. Birc
finishes her drink and broods over her distaste for sacklessness.

oPl ease, dondt report me, 6 he s
fresh her drink after all. ol 6l]1

Birch leans backward and the plush of the armchair gives in to her
pointed shoulder blades. She is comfortable, erect, acutely attentive despi
the alcohol.

Apparently the boy is afflicted. She lets him carry on because it seem
sporting to do so. He recounts: he saw that she saw and right away he ga
in to the panic. Soe followed her home on his bicycle, and it was lucky
that she only lived a block away from the store. He watched the front of
the house from across the street for half an hour before he pedaled bac
home. That night he divehdrihkthedPépsie p .
after going to all that trouileBirch remarks that she could never manage
the stuff either. He returned the exact bottle to the 7/11. Without going

inside. He | eft it on the sild!l
about her.
ol &1 | do anything, 6 he says. 01J

Birch passes her glass over to the end table, leaving her elbow proppe
up neatly on the armrest. Outside: a car sliding up the driveway. The mute
sound of a running engine before it cutsilemce. Probably Cara. Antici-
pation of someone entering the room, sudden but expected. Birch lets the
moment drain.

oWel |l , howtarBd oMd df lyiomch from hi |
it seems, happy expectance in the way he leans forward toreatctihe
She continues, OYou can start by

Can you garden?é6
0OAnything,éd the boy says.
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Heels on, Birch stands. He only stands after she does.

Next day, Birch watches Cara peek through the curtains and into the
frontyard for the third time this a
to draw the shades at this time of day. In paintings, sunsets are beautifu
And theyodre also beautiful when
senti ment al i enoteracticalyvespkcially Byot wanthoesity &
in your living room and not have to squint.

oLet it alone al r d&aewelldo ABasrherh s
l ap, and the flicker of golden |
visions of armasculated ambulance driver.

Cara insists on letting the room bleed of orange light.

o0l f you want to go out and poke
0Just dondt chase him down a hol e

Caragoesovertothekich, f i xing her hair wu
Birch that people have said she looks more attractive this way. Birch ha
disagreed but offered no further opinion. There is no use doing anything
but that, sheds | ear ne dk Pedpl aither wa
l'isten to what you tell them or
later.

Rattling of cabinets, clinking of whiskey glasseisoes from hollow

kitchen cupboards. ol thought vyo

says.

Cararetuns, fl oats down to the othe
got much to share anyway. 6 She t
Birchés reading glasses glint i
alone. 0

0Should I invite in the help?6

OYwbve got me to go out with nov

Birchisonlyhalf i st eni ng. Right now shet¢
university who much preferred Hemingway to some other rival modernist
whose name she can6t recal |l .hatSo me
is superfluous. It hardly seems practical for Birch to pursue. She lowers he
reading glasses.

oDonodt | 2?6 Birch says. OWe shou
pl ace on Main. o

O0Youdre lying if youbGve never b
O0Raymosnndd twat he di nner date type.

OAm | a lucky f
i

nd then?¢
0Stop that, 6 B ch

i
r says. oOLet &s
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Her purse is now in her hand. Her coat fits like skin to an apple. Cara
joins her at the front door, looking vaguely at the curtained loywvin
aglow with hushed sunlight.

0ltds getting late, 6 Cara says.

Theydre out on the porch. The d
she reaches the bottom of the two steps. In the patch of earth by the mail
box, the boy, ose name has been revealed as Justin, kneels plucking
weeds. ltés the | ast zone of | mpe
of the sidewalk: only the stems of stilted pansies and lilies and their shac
ows. The soil richly dark with the displacemfethe superfluous.

ol think itds cruel what youdre
probably be applying to college ¢
0Justin,éd Birch calls. Cara ave|

esting is going on in the holly shrubdeurthe bay window.
The boy turns up, dried sweat pinning a thatch of hair to his temple.
0Do you think I dm cruel ?26 Birch
ONo, madam, 6 he says. o0l 06m real
Cara shakes her head when Birch smiles at her.

0l dm | eavi ng, ckddif you nebdego udeahe baihsoormu n
or anything. 6 Bef ortakearny bfé¢he sudalolt of o f
my fridge. I f you need to stay h
stead. ¢

Justinds forehead col ors. He no

Atthecar,Calnakes the driverfs seat.
0That candt be true,d Birch say
through her purse. 0Ah, here are
car, you know. There are no fl aps
oWhat youo6re doing to that boy, 6
Birch, despite the popular opinion in the car, enjoys a good laugh.

The following morning begins without the process of the former marital
routine. Things Birch had learned were things lilekfast prep, hair
brushing, wiggling out of pajamas to pull orcltdkies. Things that begin
your spousef6s day as much as your
that the world is still in continuous rotation, and that you will always make
it appear tht you are the only source of that rotation. On the sill of the
dends front bay window, Birch sif
may have by now been given enough time to become the new routine, an
she wondersifheréxu s band d s notate itoutbes.n st i |

ltds Saturday, and Birch has got
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delivery man roll up her driveway in a murky yellow sedan and fling the
dayds news from the driverds side
ing, it is aight to witness shadows of the previous night being chased away
by the coming of dawn. Despite the lack of sleep Birch has been getting
since the stress of the divorce,
abouto6 several t i me see thesghadual tramsitionn o
from night to day this particular morning as she has other mornings. The
coming and going of the newspaper
theatrically the same effect of night becoming day and in much fess time
the creepig along of something and then its departure, repeat the next day
for emphasis. She waits, too, for her gardener boy. He comes, but with a
attachment this morning.

Perhaps, though, it is he who is the attachment. At the top of the hill,
an additional bjeclist leads Justin and rides with the help of gravity and
some ambitious pedaling to its foc
that bicyclist squeezes her handbrakes, dismounts her chariot, and lets it |
with a spinning wheel and mangled batseroadside so she can take the
walkway with afdl engt h stride and so blo
into her life with the impetuousness of a hurricane that has not the good
will to introduce itself with at least the warning that would allow the home-
owner to prepare. Birch hates such things.

In the kitchen, Birch can hear the chirp of dishes clapping against eact
ot her and the suck of the fridgebo
old, somewhat forgotten routine. But for the moment, shetcsiop
looking out the window at the hurricane girl approaching her porch steps
with the gardener boy close behind, his own bike now parked in the street
i mploring for her to O0stopdé6 somet
taken Birch for a displayindow mannequin because she does not return
Birchés gaze. When Birch responds
finds that the hurricane girl is not afraid to meet her eyes exactly the wa
that the boy Justin did not two days before.

0l &m sorByrchrsé the boy says, h
girl.

From within the house, Cara cal

A soft moment passes. The boy stuffs it with hampered panting from
his bicycle ride. The girl in front of him breathes throughitsssn flaring
nostrils. Birchds hand is stildl C

0Do you have a minute?dé the hur
she says as Birch steps aside.

Birch, who has never made a mistake, internally admits to her first a
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she sits down iher armchair. By seating herself she had thought that her
guest would do that the same. But hurricanes are impervious te the tug
andpull reaction of expectations. They are often impolitely unassuming. Sc
instead the girl stands stdoeted beside the det table, leering down at

her. Birch pulls her robe in.

OFeel like waffles?06 Carads voi
fles, anyway. 6

The girl crosses her arms over her chest with adolescent pretensior
introduces her s edilffriend. Birch Haed once &nmowne n «
girls like her in high school, in university. The kind destined to become
mothers. Somewhere, this girl probably put on a neon vest and volunteere
to hold up traffic near elementary schools.

0Just what ntdhkel dm?d tilke ypiumrl ps a)

Birch smiles pleasantly. o0l don

0And | dondt know yours, and | ¢
ing at the front door, Ohe actual
stole atwo dollar sodaframn convenience store.
with morality. But youdre worse. ¢

Thereds a pause, and when it cor
to do something with her hands. Before she is able to reach for the fire
poker and etch circles inadd a s h the girl free:
She does not have to touch it.

0l had to squeeze it out of him,
was yesterday, and then after that, why he had felt such an overflow of goc
wi || t o a woenanet bdfoeedHe skipped school 0 come
here, you know. And when his parents got the phone call they groundec
him because he wouldnot tell ther

From the kitchen, the clap of «ce
fles it 0WiohCwme ahadysame strawbe
things.o6 Birch wonders intently i
the store and get a dozen little pints of them.

Birch presses her back into the fabric of the chair. It catches her shoul-
der bla e s . Stiff, it feels. Like sh
Bone on wood.

The hurricane girl is apparently waiting for a response. Birch knows
what silences mean. She swigs her coffee: a burning hot that washes do
all of her throat.

0Caraablsheodocoul d

oDemoting me f-bomn
up, Queen Bee. 0

ou
bef

Q<<

bring me
0t bauoghte
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The girl is still quite there when Birch is forced to notice her again. And
her eyes have the look of windblown furytieremd spontaneously de-
structive.

o0Do you even have anything to s

Hurricanes never leave easily. And never without causing at least a littl
bit of catastrophe. Broken windows, shattered picture frames, flowers
sucked up from gardens, modrn off so that everything, clouds and all,
can look in at the walled divisions of your house and see how you reall
live. Before the girl leaves, it is not without giving Birch something to re-
mind her of the storm she let in through her own front door.

Her coffee mug hangs by the grip of her two first fingers and she begins
to stand, begins to thread some answer for the girl, but resigns to the inter
tion of going to refill her own cup of coffee. She feels the winds are blowing
strong and that now isghime to get out. Before she can take a second
step, the slap comes across her face. Curt, sudden, a flick of lightening th
cracks a seam in the sky. When she looks up, her hand is already cradli
her cheek and sheds wasthe dobrnFashtofth e
the boy on the porch, flash of his face, confused, restless, asking things t
a person hediwhocaBiliohg bBAmynever
the close, the slamming of the door. Slap, in the jamb.

Under the kitchen threshol@ara stands with a steaming mug. But

Birch still doesndt remove her he
but tingling in a new strange way. Cara, with her wide eyes, watches.
O0What was that all about 2?6

Three pulls to get it started, her poihgtaacking her in the chin and
neck. Loose strands catch in her
handle, push. The churning sound of the gas engine has a bubble effec
Il nside you cand6t even hear your s
the inifal stadup. To the neighbors it must sound almost soothing, like
buzzing cicadas and summertime.

He arrives on ti me, ten ood6cl ock
half of the lawn. Mowing is like rolling out a carpet in front of you, except
insteadbf adding you are subtracting. She sees the bicycle before she se
hi m. lItds |l eaning on its kickstar
the bicycleds way of weighing on
neuvers to finish her line, she fitde boy standing on the walkway,
mout hing something. Heds inside
other noise can exist. Birch tucks her head to her chest. A foot stomps or
the front of the machine. And a hand covers hers. More noiselessness.
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Ol 3mpposed to be doing t
when the mower sputtersto-ear ngi ng sound
ing?é6

0Christ,é6 Birch says. She bends
button on the engi ndoveraddio. woulknol a v
how | ong it took me to get this g

0Then |l et me do it,6 he says, p!

She watches him probe the red rubber, but when he grabs hold of the
handl e bar s hheherdpoteteriodks at her hsiifrhe had s
expected her to blow o¥iesubmission resulting from insistence. She
scratches the collar of her shir-
she found hiding away in the back of the bathroom closet this mibrning.
was too hot to work in, and Birch knew that the moment she plucked it out
from its secluded place and felt how thick of cotton it was. But she had no
other shirts she would want to wear in the morning heat.

0l think you shoulyd.go Yooabe ¢ dwo

Birch reaches for the cord, but before she can pull, the boy mashes hi
existence into her vision, pushing closer so that she has to withdraw an
look at him and his unblinking eyes.

Without her heels, she can see clean up his nose.

0d this about what happened yes!
she did, Mr s . Birch. I ended it v

0 Y ovbe O

Somewhere off: the hum of a lawn mower.

o0Doesndt that make things bette
youdr e not thng,iare gpu?tl knowditovasgutked up of her,
but now we can just continue our

Her grip leaves the handlebar. A loose curl of hair falls from her ponytail
and coddles her cheek as Birch swings the other way. Fronméhetor
her eye: the lazy front wheel of the bicycle, winking.

You donod6t expect these things t
convenience store without even kn
at your door and you allow a misunderstanding, and theélhhs s h o wi

he yarc
| essnes

the next day and the next, i ke
wearing sneakers that are oree si
husbandés flannel, which youdve
candt | aytdaliagmangmare. | tds over

ricane girlfriends. And there is, in the same sense that you can do anythir
in this world, absolutely nothing that you can do.
And so it follows that he wel|l
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turned your back and | eapt up t hi
and he heds pleading at you and vy
to your very own welcome mat.

ol need you to |eave, 6 Birch st
aound and from a step up, sees the top of his scalp there, hair parting awe
at the center, splitting as if hi

fuck out of here. ¢

There is the noise of protest as Birch struggles to open the front door.
For a morent she thinks it is locked, but really it is the sweat on her hands,
OFrom all this damn heat, 6 she mu
the brass knob. The boy follows behind until the door is finally pushed back
and then she is slamming it ghldudthunk in the jamid from the other
side. She can hear her name being called. Muffled as if it were being tro
on. Birch. Mrs. Birch.

Cara is there in the room, eyei
around her fingers.

ol know | pr omibsua d ,hée Biurscth wsoanyds
|l eave, Cara.o

She relocates her bag to her ot
outside?6
oCara. o
O0You dondt have to explain your
Cara makes to unlock the deadbolt. She smells of a fresh shower an

lookslikee t , t oo. Bi rch | ayighe slighosoffof n g ¢
skin washédd before Cara pulls on the door.
o0Cara, please, for Christds sake

The door is pulled open. The boy stands on the porch, his knuckles up
in the air just before where the door was. He is a standstill monument loom:
ing on the jusbutside. Cara sighs deep, mountainous. Birch thinks she can
feel its rise and fall in her own chest.

0OAfter | take him home, | days.goi
0l think my fish is dead and | he
Birch |l ooks after them as they

past. There is soundless compliance as he is pulled away, still that mon
ment statue. He only seems to mold into his guide egslgethe way a

sleeping child folds around the neck and shoulders of the parent who car
ries him off to his bed. Birch might have thought that he had, before this
day, been a part of nothing. Incidentalized. So it is strange to her that sh
watchesthewhl e t i me as Carads car sl i
pears over the top of the street €



Interview

James Holbert

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

| usually log titling stories, but this one: tough cookie. Originally, it was
0 P eMr4 Birch &s if to say here is this woman after her marriage. But it

sounded clunky dn, wel | | I w hhadndy frienchand pra- e d
fessor read it . esHw boythikkemhen hmeesges thatvh
mai l box for the first time?06 |t v

What inspired "Birch, Bark"? Are any of its themes inspired by your
own life?

I |l ove oO0small é conflict s, losiéns?l ov
Helicopter chases? Not for me. Think about how many tiny conflicts you
go through in one day. The dwy steps in froppafi d n 6t hol d
door open for you (Rude!); you f
as you pull into a Shélhe mindbending public embarrassment if you
guess wrong); the girl sitting next to you in class is wearingfydureer ¢ ® &
favorite perfume (does she still think about you, too? Is she better off with-
out you?). And then, think about what would hagdpgsonieone elée
more eccentric, more diabolical, more anxious, mor@ laadeo handle
it? What if everything was md@ay? | think we, as people, are good at de-
fusing most of our small conflicts. But what about the one or two that is
justgointp explo@? And why is that conflict happening and what is going
to happen from here? For o0Birch,
begins with an observation foll ov

What was the hardest part of writing "Birch, Bark"?

The storytself happened pretty quickly. What really tripped me up was
the conclusion where Birch reali:
and where it all came from to begin with. From the outset, the narrator
really doesndt know w,rhe psichimdgtariceh a t
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is that close. And the most i mpol
she doesndt admit her feelings toc
communicate her feelings through the things thadogmetice. Her
shouletr blades catching the cushioning of her armchair, for example. That
has two very distinct feelings for Birch, each atc i a | points
mental an@motional security. At the conclusion where the narration dips
into this secongerson, free indirespeech, all that subtlety blows up. It
has to. Birch is finally admitting things to herself. Getting that moment of
selfrevelation on the page was difficult because the entire story before tha
point is dedicated t o slthiakthattight t r u
level of psychic distance throughout is what makes that final moment sc
huge to Birch and, hopefully, to the reader.

Which part of "Birch, Bark" was conceived of first?

Definitely the premise. | ersont er
allowed another person to think that stealing a soda was a much bigger de
than it really was?6 When | start
But I knew that there was somet hi
psychic distance, somaetlj s he wasndt telling h
ters of the story. But | paid att

this obsession with being in control, right? And this Cara person is probably
around not just to be a sounding board, bubragane who is already a
former oOovictimdé of Birchdés taming
And then Ilittle information nugg:
dling names, and Raymondthbexs band, dondt seem
of verisinilitude anymore. The trick for me once | realized this, though,
was not to let it overwhelm me such that | felt the need to vomit it all out

in half the amount of pages. Bir
manipulating the outside world arad really analyzing where that desire
to do so is coming from. Thatds

revelation that allows her to see whole for the first time.

Was there anything in your originakonception of the story that did
not make itin?

Very early on | imagined that there was going to be some sort of sexua
contact between Birch and Justin.
couldnot i magine it as the story
where the story wanted to. gf@r that reason, | think this story is a huge
mat uration point for me as a your
a jigsaw puzzle. For me, it has to be more like turning all the lights off anc
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walking through a room with my hands straighftontd | di dndt
and Justinds conjoined genitals i

Do you primarily write fiction?

Yes, mostly fiction. Though, ev
usually when 1 6m fl i ppi nfganything o ugh
in poem form. But fiction is where the real fireworks are for me.

What do you make of Birch and individuals like her?

Sheds incredibly human. I candt
say | love her for it either. What | do love igiteard oufi vulnerafity.
Birch, to me, may be sdkstructive. And | think she projects her destruc-
tiveness onto others as a kind o
possibility. That Birch might hurt herself somehow, mentally or physically,
is anotherreasonwhp@ a i s t here in the hous
want her to drink alone and she worries that Birch should have some coun
seling. Birch is beautifully vulnerable this way. She needs people, thoug
she disguises it in a kind of glib, even sociopatlyicMy favorite moment
in the story is when she touches
moment in the story where Birch allows all her pride melt away. Right then
she expresses that she emotionally needs someone. | love her for that, al
| love her for showing it to me.

The deterioration of Birch and Cara's relationship is very subtly
done; it seems to take a backseat to the Justin plotline, but by the end
we realize that the Justin scenario is only a microcosm of the larger
issues in Birch's personality and her relationship. Tackling smaller
scenarios to represent larger problems is a phenomenal tactic. What
were some of the difficulties you faced in doing this?

I definitely think that the dif
done right it can be offensive to
one about to pull a rabbit out o
directing your attention away from somewhere else etc., just doing his rou
tineéonly, i t 8 s henhwlden csraparkmient ig the héto u
And then the guy still wants you to be amazed by the end. The audacity
right? Give us our money back.

I believe the worst thing I car
around shoving st ufHeuncleareithereButif ton o s
some people | havendt balanced e

specific question, Il 8m not wupset
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know, unless it really is my faul
trust is there, they will assuredly latch onto something else. And that, to me
is better than the McRi b coming &

The premise is outwardly simple: a boy comes to atone for his mis-
takes, misattributing how he should atone for them. Andekpite that
seeming simplicity, there are so many layers of moral complexity hid-
den behind the characters' actions in this piece. It actually reminds
me of the Dardenne brothers' social realist films. Could you talk to
us about some of the difficulties fond in making simple premises so

complex?

For me, the key is not trying to do too much plotting at once. Themes,
event progression, what youdre ca
las all of that. Character svedond

mimic real people; thayaeal people. My friends call me an old lady for
reading Agatha Christie, bubve that wom@he prefacdhe Body in the
Libraryby saying that she observed the wbeldharacters of her novel at

a hotel where shelodge That és it. I f she | e
their lives, she goes on, she would not have been able to imagine the live
of her characters. So when | say
saying that they adehn Nobody, my good bud frasohool | 6 m s a
that they are literally their own person. And you just go from there. The
rest, all that complexity, falls

beings themselves are complex.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have ybeen published
before?

Thereds a magical r eal The @ffbgRe-e c e
cently, my fiction has also been published in issueSliteofof Stone Mag-
azine



Rhubarb Wine

Read Trammel

His father drove down the dirt road in a pickruck, Tom sitting next
to him on the bench seat. The Augustafiernoon heat shimmered over
the roadés bl eached surface. The
made it hard to hear. Tom was content to look out over the cultivated fields,
the disant, blue mountains off in a haze.

He remembered a trip they6d tak
and cool there and he and his father caught grasshoppers while his mothe
read and watched them. They had a blanket and a picnic. His father tosse
a hopper into a clear stream and they watched it drift, spinning and kicking,
until a small trout devoured it. That was one time; they had not gone again

Now they were driving to the Hutterite colony to buy vegetables. His
mother always said they grew ttst peoduce in the valley and you could
buy it cheap, so it was worth the drive. Her own garden consisted of flowers
mostly, and a couple of tomato plants she coaxed along in the withering
heat. Tom wondered why she hegdnot
etable as she did in the grocery store, feeling what would taste best in a sal
or grilled with meat in the long summer evenings.

She had suggested the trip that morning after she cooked Tom break
fast. His father was reading the paper while he worledumof coffee.

His mother stood at the sink and dried her hands over and over while she
talked.

0Theydre bound to have a | ot re
together. Tomds never seen the cc
shrugged.

owat 6s the rush?déd he said.

ONo rush. I just thought Ffito- wou

get her . 0

OFine, 6 he said and set down hi
o0Youdl |l have fun with Dad, 6 she
So they had a list of everything she wanted and Tom was ebited

didndt often get out of town unl e
go too far. He and his friends would ride out past the train tracks to the
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river, which was warm and murky from irrigation returns, but still held
some decent bass that wiaireto catch. They all recently turned thirteen
and discovered that the girls down at the public swimming pool were more
interesting than eightch bass. He had seen some Hutterites come into
town from time to time. The women wore headerings and weqgliet

beside their men as they walked down Main Street past the window displa)
and restaurants. There was something interesting about their silence.

Tom also enjoyed being alone with his father, which had become a rart
occurrence. Business atthestorewre hi s f at her wor k
heéd taken to staying out | ate at
some time after midnight and then heavy, shuffling steps to the bathroom
where the water ran and then the bed shifting as the man lay down. Hi
fatherdés eyes were red and swol |
over his coffee.

Now the old truck bounced along the county road that was rough and
rutted by farm and ranching equipment. The truck was dirtier than usual.
Beer bottles rolled ondtloorboards and crumpled newspapers and fliers
littered the seat. Once his father yelled at him for leaving a candy bar ot
the dash until it melted. There were bent cigarettes on the dashboard now

The road ran along a wide irrigation ditch filled watierwand lined
with thick stands of brush and willows. Birds flitted across the road and
Tom watched them take flight over the level fields. They came up close
behind a farmer driving slow in a tractor. His father sighed with impatience.
The dull, greendctor was caked in mud and it took up more than half of
the narrow road. His father edged to the left to see around it. They were
crawling along now. Then the farmer eased over, his right tires threatenin
to go off into the ditch, and his father swervedrad him. Tom gripped

the seat. The ol d farmerds eyes
cap.

OPoor bastard, 6 his fat hweewmmutt
ror.

oDad?6 Tom sai d. Hi s heart was

0l tdés bad enoughdsbasans @roughttleisdfeat o t
and the next? Then you got them crooks at the bank up in town, crooks in
Helena. God damn crooks in Washington too. All trying to take what a man
makes, what a man has. You try toc

Tom was confused. His graattiier had owned a grocery and his father
worked at a store, so as far as he knew no one in their family had been
farmer in generations. Or maybe his father was telling him to get away fron
the crooks in general, thougHe To
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di dndt ask. The dryness in his feé

His father slowed the truck and turned onto a drive. This road was
smoother and they picked up speed. A column of pale dust rose behinc
them. There was no breeze, so it would hang, then dissipate. Up
ahead stood a stand of trees and a cluster of buildings. His father slowed :
they neared the cleanly spaced cluster of sheds, houses, and barns. T
truck pulled to a stop near one of the houses. Hutterites had already starte
to gather.

Tom sat in the truck and waited for his father to do something. His
father was squinting through the windshield. Some men stood off to the
side watching them and there were some women by one of the houses. Tf
men wore suspenders and plaid shirts, the siegdup tanned arms.
They were smiling, but they held back. Then his father got out and slamme
the door. He waved and walked up to a group of men. Tom slid out of the
truck and eased the door closed. He felt odd, as if he and the Hutterite:
were studyig each other. He looked at the women, who all looked older
than his mother, with faces creased by the sun. Their bright dresses reach
down past their calves and the dark scarves mostly covered their hair. Tor
thought they must be hot in the summer sun.

A group of kids snuck up behind the truck and were whispering and
laughing together. They returned his stare. He looked away.

0Tom, 6 his father said. 0Come al
Hutterite men. Tom hurried up to them.

0This i s hepmausad.son?06 t

0Yeah, 6 his father said, starin
0oTom is it? | am Jakob, 6 the me
worried that his own hand was sweaty and he wondered if he grasped hal
enough.

oWell, we dondt wanoftpobr tiake
father said. OYoudl | know better
some good veggies?o0

oYah, sure, 6 Jakob said.

They went with him to the communal garden, followed by the children
who stayed a ways behind. The others moved dffvant about their
wor k. The field was muddy despit
dark earth and his shoes and pant cuffs were soon caked. His mother woul
make him take off his shoes outside and rinse them with the hose.

Tom helped his father cathe vegetables as they picked fiheame
lettuce, carrots, cucumbers. He saw a cottontail race off through the culti
vated rows toward a field. Some boys saw it too and ran after it. He felt hi
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heart beat as if he too longed for the chase, but he wWasdiiby the
vegetables and besides, he was too old for that now. Tom hurried after hi
father. The afternoon was warm and he was sweating. He thought abou
the pool and how it would be crowded now. He thought about the girls
there and the swimsuits thaitdwed their lines closely. He thought about
their glistening skin and their slight smiles as the boys splashed in the po
or ran by them to get a closer look.

Up ahead a girl was working in the field. She stood up to wipe her brow
as they approached dram caught a glimpse of her face. She wore a dress
and head scarf like the others, but he could see the pale skin of her nec
peeking from beneath the dress as she had onedpétwd. A tight braid
of lightbrown hair peaked from beneath the covefihg.front of her
dress was dirty. He stared at her angular face a few years older than his
she looked back without expression.

OPut your pecker away and take
zucchini. Tom fumbled with it and almost dropped whatds carrying.

He blushed and looked down at the mud. His father chuckled, but Jakok
wasndt | aughing. They wal ked past
shedd heard and if shedd reacted.

Jakob and Tomé6s father sfgrarkaad a b
chickens, and the prospects for a good or bad year. Insects buzzed and
meadowl ark trilled. The sky was ¢
ing from the vegetables, especially the pskiiged zucchini, and he tried
to shift them, almostropping a few in the process. Sweat beaded at his
temples and ran down his face, but he could not wipe it away.

OHere, 6 his father said, hol din
was struggling under his buwa@&me
al most done here. ¢

Tom trudged back toward the truck. He slipped and stumbled in the
mud and cut across to a field that was left uncultivated. The tall, dry gras
brushed brittle against his legs. Grasshoppers took flight in front of him,
yellow andblack wings crackling as they flew.

Tom stood by the truck and brushed black dirt from his shirt. He
watched the Hutterite children watching him. There was a time when he
mi ght 6ve approached t hem, but he
hung back atif. Tom wondered what it would be like out here, always
around the same people. He remembered hearing from people in town tha
the Hutterites often spoke German amongst themselves. The only Germai
hedd ever heard was i n WwilPeopeo v i
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also said that the men and women ate separately, that the women were co
sidered subservient to men becaus
wanted to ask his father aboutfihataybe his mother.

Tom looked for his father. He was hot and warttegb home. The

colony was quiet and still. He <co
often said his father had a sal es
mends clothing store. He coul d pi

if he was your friend. Tom heard this voice at barbeques and restaurants
though not at home. Waitresses always smiled at his father and made ext
passes by their table. Tom did not understand how this came so easily t
his father. It was hard to talk to straegkle was quitlike his mother.
Finally, he left the truck and came around the houses. The girl from the
field was walking toward him. He kept his eyes straight ahead until the
were almost passing each other and then he looked at her face. He smile
Her face was blank. Tom saw his father coming out of a building with

Jakob. He was |l aughing and shook
of red liquid.

0Jakob, that was fine. Fine pla
town, be sureto look meuptah e st or e. MacGillivr
oSur e, Mr . Miller. Sure.o

OHer e, take that and get i n the

noticed him. Tom grabbed the jug, which was heavy and the liquid sloshe
against the sides.

0Be car efwimd Wonddr itnhkatunt i |l you g
Jakob said.
0Sure thing,6 his father replie

They both got in the truck, his father slamming the door. Jakob
watched them back out and then turned as they drove off. Tom noticed the
kids didnoétseen aAbhter ki ds HeodKid

The Hutterite children had alrea
them leave.

OFriendly, but odd, 6 his dad mu
0Yeah, they seem nice,d Tom sai
say.

OLongu agotyomoney. O

They drove away from the colony and Tom felt the wine slosh in the
jug against his legs. The truck had sat in the sun long enough to be hot ar
he sweated against the leather seat. They had the windows down and all
heard was thetruckcke ng and the tires grati
was lower in the sky, but evening was far off. Even then it would be warm
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His father slowed as they came closer to the highway. He pulled off the
road under a wide cottonwood and into the shade. Biedat him, not
knowi ng what he had in mind. Hi s
shadow of stubble. Tom thought this odd because he was always cleatr
shaven, his hair neatly combed and slicked back in the way he said a bu
nessman should look. Evenie wasndt techimjustal |y
shop clerk. The hair was tousled and curly now.

0Gi mme that jug here, 6 his fath

Tom handed it over and watched him pull out the stopper. He took a
l ong swig with a hand beeashabrogghtt h e
it down. He licked his lips, took another pull.

oDamn, those Hoots make it good

With the truck stopped Tom could hear the hum of hoppers in the grass
and cicadas in the tree. He looked down the road toward the highway an
saw a car pass. The engine ticked. The wine smelled sort of like vinegar. H
remembered Jakob telling his father not to drink it before they got home,
so why had his father stopped to drink it now? Then he noticed his father
was looking at him. His eyes wajlet and red.

oOWant a taste?06 he said finally

O0Sure, 6 Tom said and took the j
He wondered what his mother would think. But his father was watching
him. He drank. The wine burned his gums and his throat, soghedo
It was sweet, though, and he liked it all right and took another drink. His
father laughed and clapped him on the back. Tom handed him the wine
and watched him drink, thinking about his friends. They would be jealous.
Most of them had taken surréiptis sips from beers at barbeques, but here
Tom was with his dad drinking wine that was openly offered.

He was feeling pretty good sitting there. He was thinking about the cool
summer pool and the girls sunning themselves. He thought about Cindy
Loper, wio was a sophomore, in particular. And he thought about the Hut-
terite girl. Tombés father showed
woul dnoét spill any wine down his
were laughing and talking about pheasant huntmgfadl. His father had
a friend with a farm north of tov

0Tell s me hefs seen a bunch of
sure to get off his ass and get t
0Think wedll go more than once?
oSure. o

OWith Schneider and his dog?bo
0l dondt know. We might. See wh
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0You know, Mike just got a new
OWhat 6s the matter with your gu
ONot hing. 6

0That gunds not that ol d. o6

o0l know. ¢

O0You dondt nuene.d Sao flaonncgy aass sy ogu cC

0Sure, Dad. o6

The jug was getting lighter. His father had drunk most of it and his face
was getting red. Tom took another long pull and realized the wine tastec
better the more of it he drank. Sweat ran down his face anoniseycl
wiped it off. He watched the dappled shadows from the cottonwood play
across the dash and wondered why
. , you can save up for yo
en, 0 Tom said.

I s t agtote atceleviem Swegpingup dnd ghi s
id me a wage. | tds past
spending all that ti me

oYes, Dad, 6 Tom said. He didnot
were drawnto hisfaahr 6 s. He was squinting.

0OYoudve got plenty of time to
blushed.

OWomen are more trouble than th
funii get a girl with a good little mouth that can take the shine off a
hitchi 6
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0l domdtwhiat youdre talking abou
0Course you dondt. God Al mighty.
his face and Tom squirmed in the seat.

0Guess we better get back, huh?

He started the truck and shifted into gear, which fiadgump. The
drive back felt bumpier than before and the truck was stuffy. He hardly
noticed when they came into town because he was focused on the sweat «
his face and the fact that his s
slow and practiced, thdugt times he hit the brakes too hard or seemed
to swerve. He turned into their neighborhood and on the turn the world
felt out of balance. Tom tried to focus straight down the road, over the
dash, with the small houses and treeless, grass yards aphéeyper

His mother was tending her small garden in the front yard when they
pulled into the driveway. Tom saw her turn through the windshield and
thought how pretty she looked in her gardening apron, the dirt on her front
and her knees. Then he was pubirigpf the open window, his rosy vomit
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running down the truckds door . Hi
and for the first time Tom hated him.
Tomds mot her l ed him into the h

shoulders as he stumbled down tHeahdlto the bathroom where she had
Tom lean over the sink and splashed cold water on his face. She took
washcloth and held it in the water and then draped it over his neck.
ORinse your mouth, 6 she told hi
h

Tom stood the e pal ming water into i
she had | eft unt il he heard her
the words over the faucetds runn

Tom shut off the sinktleastde dgoteyaur d
damn vegetables,é and then a doo
he retched into the toilet some more. He was down on his knees and hi
throat burned worse than when he was drinking the wine. He clenched hi:
hands over his head, gligg his fingers into his hair. He wanted it all to
stop. He wanted it all to be over.

Tom slumped back against the tub and waited to make sure the gaggin
had subsided. The house was quiet now. So was the street outside. F
closed his eyes, but his hgaghsand he had to open them again. After a
while he flushed the toilet and stood to rinse out his mouth. Tom looked
at himself in the mirror. His lips were stained red.

The house was quiet. He walked down the hall. He wanted to lie down
on the floor or irbed, but no, he was too old for that, too old. Mud from
his feet led in crooked steps down the carpet toward the bathroom. Tom
bent and wiped at the dirt. He pressed harder when it did not come off. He
should have rinsed his shoes. He should have dofe tet

Tom stood and stumbled forward. He heard a faint sound, like crying.
He thought it must be his mother
He didndt want her to see him. N o
and went outside.

Hisfathe 6 s truck was stil/] par ked i
mot her6s garden and found the hos
grass and then he sprayed the water on his muddy shoes. The dirt refuse
to yield at first, but then it ran offanthe sodden grass.

Tom looked at the truck. His vomit had already started to dry on the
door as a red stain. He wondered how long he had been inside. His hea
hurt. Tom sprayed the door, not caring that the window was still down.
Water fanned up and owube truck. It ran down the door and down the
driveway to the street. He watched it go, but noticed aifdirgtain re-
mai ned. I't wouldndét come of f. He



Interview

Read Trammel

When did you write "Rhubarb Wine"?

This story actually started out as a piece of flash fiction | wrote last fall.
After finishing that draft, | realized that | wanted to stay with these charac-
ters and this situation for a much longer time, so | wrote a longer draft in
the spring. | was luckynaugh to be taking a workshop with Deirdre
McNamer at the University of Montaaad she gave me a lot of great
advice that helped me with revisions.

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

"Rhubarb Wine" was inspit by a story | heard about a man and his
brother visiting a Hutterite colony in Montana and them getting sick on the
strong rhubarb wine they purchased there. One of the men actually vomite
out their truck's window and damaged the paint jobinfdue hd always
stuck with meso | wanted to incorporate it into a story. | actually visited a
Hutterite colony, also in Montana, when | was a kid, so | knew | could draw
on that experience to provide images of the community. The father char-
acter was based iratitly on my paternal grandfather, who was an alco-
holic. Alcoholism has sort of cast a shadowraydamily on my father's
side,and so it is something | think about often.

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

The story originally ended with Tom's vomit stripping the paint off his
father's truck, which was a detail from the original story | heard. People
kept questioning if this was possiatal so | changed it to a stain so that
the plausibility wouldrdistract from the story.

Do you primarily write fiction?
| used to write a lot more poetry, but have been focusing on fiction
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while | pursue an MFA at the University of Montana.

Tell us about your revision process regarding this work.

| happened to benia fiction workshop while | was working on this
story, which helped me with the revisions. In particular, the teacher of that
workshop, Deirdre McNamer, provided so much useful feedback about
fleshing out the relationships between characters. | owieth@oaonly
for helping me develop this story, but for teaching me many things about
writing in general.

Have you had any personal experiences with Hutterite community?

| visited a Hutterite colony near Lewistown, Montana as a kid. | drew a
lot on thatexperience for my portrayal of this fictitious community. | re-
member the people as being incredibly generous, taking us on an informs
tour of the colony and loading us up with vegetables. The views about Hut:
terites expressed by Tom's father are definisebyvn and not mine.

The piece seems more concerned with the flaws of the father than the
protagonist. What interests you about this type of character?

My family has a history of alcoholiamd so | am interested in explor-
ing those types of charactarspecially how they affect their families. |
think it's typical for sons to idolize their fathers, but that relationship can
be complicated by flaws in the father's character. With this story, | wantec
to show a moment when a son's childish view of thier fes forever
changed when he realizes that his father is not the great man he thougt
him to be.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you been published
before?

My previous publications are all for poetry. My work has appeared
in Yale Angl's Journal, Solstice Literary MagdZowthills Literary Journal

What drew you toDriftwood Pres$
| was drawn t@®riftwood Pressmphasis on artistic quality and the gen-
uine appreciation for artists and writers expressbé website.



What the Gypsy Told my Mother to Say

Christine Degenaars

I l' i ke August in your
s oV er -facdd asagrapefrud,r ac k e

- O

It ol fee
after ito
will curette through you, resting, at last, like a pit in your core.
Y o u 6 lit bprofit &amlthe soil of your liver and kidneys and

soul . You wondt smile. You won
to bare your teeth and still keep the day from dancing

off of thenti those tiny tombstones, jagged and osseous.
You will feel like so many late summemnsgfers rushing

into one another on the way to Adirondack Bus Sation
a mishirth of future forest fires and ash.

Youdl |l feel li ke all of these
more when you leave the scalloped flesh to grab

a bottle of water and, even more so when wod st
again, at the edge of Route 28, ready for anything but

going home.

t

st

O

hi



Interview

Christine Degenaars

Whendid you write the poem?
I wrote it over the summer as p

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

I loved the idea of having this
person fil!]l in the blanks of a s
poemds instance, I wanted to fin
supposé t o feel from several degree:c

is about the isolation that stems from making decisions for yourself and |
felt that there was not a better way to isolate a character than by not onl
separating her from those aroued but from her own story, itself. While
the poem isndt inspired by my |if
of the human experience.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the easi-
est?

| think the composition of this poenmoa pretty easily; however, the
revision process was much more difficult. | always feel that once a poem i

written, it becomes its own sort
tell something or someone that pa
't ds | i K ebutaithisentenads. u p

Who are some of your favorite authors?
Where do | start? | love Marie Howe, Sharon Olds, Charles Wright,
Paul Muldoon, Robert Lowielthe list goes on and on.

What drew you toDriftwood Pres$
I 6 ve al whatDsftwdothas puldlished in the past. | read it
pretty regularly and was excited to be a part of this publication.



Hiroeth

Lillian Brown

(Welsh; Similar to nostalgia, but often of a past that never existed.)

She brought her coffee,
the watch fronmer father,
and the morbid sense of
humor from her mother.

Despite the pop of tendons

and crack of bones
displaced,

she stood and found it in herself

to watch the other girl,

and the way she listened,

the way she breathed,

the way she existed in between
nightmares.

It was not right,

and she knew it,

but there was something addictive
about the way the light flared up
inside of her.

It was fun in the way that things are when
you first remove your palm from the flame.



Interview

Lillian Brown

When did you write the poem?
| wrote the poem sometime last year, as part of a collection of untrans-
latable words.

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

While OHiraethdé is not diredctly
like most of my poetdyyou can make out bits and pieces of me within it.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the easi-
est?

The last three parts of the poem had been written for a while, as they
all seemed to come out at once (befaemking anything), but | really
struggled to come up with the first stanza. It finally came to me while sitting
in a short stories class and now

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

Ot her than a few word changes,
same since the first full draft.

Do you primarily write poetry?
Most of my work is actually creative nonfiction and journalism, but a
part of me has always been interestpdatry.

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?
I dondt have a particular proce
thoughts in a notebook and try to piece them together later.

Who are some of your favorite authors?
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| reallylove the writing of Joan Didion, Jonathan Franzen, Zadie
Smith, and Hilton Als.

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

| 6ve been writing ,oendtoworkbnlyin a
different forms of nonfiction.

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

Some of the first poets whom | was introduced to were Matt W. Miller,
Todd Hearon, and Willie Perdomo, and | continue to find each new piece
that they pulish just as incredible as the last, so | highly recommend giving
them a read.

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you been published
before?

| 8 v e beenThp SobderiRelissaedd) andilegro Poetiy-
sue 6).

What drew you toDriftwood Pres®

Driftwood Préss aest heti c was what dr e
inally, but now that | dve started
enchanted with the high quality writing that they continue to publish.



Three-Bean Salad and a Coffin

Katelyn Delvaux

Think of it this way, he just left
the party early and now is a thousand

pools of lightA litter of stars
whelped by the sky and you too new

to wean, a chasmal m&emetimes the goodbyes
break you, chicken bones blesgieghroat.

The dead rip stiches from our sides,
a skein of fingers and thread, they wade

out to meet the growing swell.
It is twenty leather journals choking down

a lifetime of coincidence. And you
must eat your heart with a spoon.



Interview

Katelyn Delvaux

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

Earlier this year, a dear friend was traveling from Nebraska to Ohio to
say goodbye to her dying grandfather. We hadnbeeich | wished her
a safe journeywndthe next day she texted me from the airport, "l was too
late." He had passed while she was waiting for her connection, and all
could do was try to console her from a distance. This poem is a result o
that conversation and experience of being conceubedtiimately inef-
fective.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the easi-
est?

Toeing the line of sentimentality in poetry is always so difficult yet re-
warding.

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

Originally, it was more of a traditional conversation with multiple speak-
ers, but ultimately | thought it truer to life (or life experiencing death, rather)
to be a oneided conversation. After a loss, there are few actual conversa:
tions. Friendsalk at friends, and those grieving talk at the dead. No one
ever answers right away.

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

I know the exact momentdecided to be a writer. | wasysarld
and asking my parents to help me dress up as a lion for career day at scho
My mother, in her loving yet practical way, explained that | would never
grow up to be a lion and then asked what would be the next best thing. |
thought for a moment and deed that as a writer, | could make myself a
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lion, and I've never lookéack.l write short stories, paint, adichw, but
most often my best work comes through poetry. I've still yet to write myself
a lion.

Do you have any recommendations for readers whanjoyed your
work?
Theyshould probably read EJ Koh

Where can readers find more of your work? Have you been published
before?

My poems have been feature8line magazine, Barn Owl| Rau@fi/
the Coastmong others. And | am a readeRigethe magazine published
by Red Bridge Bressny poetic prafences can kseen there, as well.

What drew you toDriftwood Pres®

Driftwood Preeminds me of the magazines putnals I've worked
on over the years. Small presses are like comgaudégns sprouting up
with all this moie and visions of altering the landscape in a positive way,
and | love contributing to that construction.



Plumb line

Martha Catherine Brenckle

Wedve been working on this ancier
for twelve years now

whencat uri es woul dnoét make sense

of its slopping floors, crooked windows

sticking doors, or each other

and our relationship to gravity.

She wipes crumbs from the kitchen table

into the palm of her clean hand

lets the dogs eat from her china dish

but still shensists on using a plumb line

clean string from the kitchen clutter drawer
buntline hitched to weight, a silver pyramid of iron
to mark the slanting walls with blue chalk columns
straight from cloudy heaven to sloping earth.

Eye sweet would be good erfoug

for this pebbly plaster | am thinking

and | dip a sponge into the cold bucket, squeeze
water and wipe the back of the flowered paper
until it has the softness of baby sheep.

I havendt the heart to tell her
she hung the first strip upside down.

It is the smaller lies that protect

Newt onds | arger truth and keep us
The pattern of flofa tulips, clematis, ifis

hangs perpendicular to the hardwood flooring

flower stamens and pointed leaves loll

licking the pickled white wainscoting

with hungry litie animal tongues.



Blood Magic
Dylan Debelis

Ton of bricks for bad grades Girl funnels her auxiliary life insurance into
spare parts for the 1947 revolver
runs the kitchen cupboards like an abandoned casino dmingiRer.

Horns cut clean drinks a Manhattan and chokes, snow on the hood of her
Honda while the parking lot attendant jumpstarts. Stay warm, keep walk-
i ng. Bon Jovi over the AM radio (
Mother in her leather purse, paary fingertips piano keys this sunrise

is deafening. Smoke in the ashtray near Grendel sweeping down to the
boat moves arrow fast south reverb climbs across the valley. Grendel
snorts Christineds stash off her
Down in the desert Girl paces the moonlight like the ripples of an atomic
bl ast. Grendel ds Mot her shoots sk
Girl near mainstreet. Girl plays odds spare parts come asunder far too
young for killing fields. Stay warm, keep mgallio death tonight, only
switchbelt welts faulty promises to run away. Machine no match for beast
runs kitchen cupboards here my prey gathering blood for our black hole.



When | Listened to Saturn’s Rings

Becca Lamarre

I Il istened to Saturndés rings.
I wasnd6t afraid but my eyes
did shift to saucers and my blood

rushed in rapid little whims.

A toddler girl asked me if | would
travel to space if she came along
andheld my hand. And of course
| said yes but | knew inside |

was lying, that | was too craven.

| have recurring dreams about

being trapped up high with no way

to get down. Just hanging there weedy

and lurching. Sometimes | 06m crouc

on a fragmeraf wood atop a tin

branch at least a mile high. My knees

are wobbly as if | am falling hard in love

and my heart is thrusting

as if I'dm |listening to Saturnds r


http://www.nasa.gov/mission_pages/cassini/multimedia/pia07966.html

Interview

Becca Lamarre

When did you write the poem?

| wrote "When | Listeneih Saturn's Rings" Spring 2015. The first draft
was written on a freezing March morning while waiting for my son during
his acting class.

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

| remember reading online that scientis$ recorded sounds from
space and immediately being moved by them upon the first listen. To be
honest I'm not sure exactly what they are, some type of electromagneti
frequencies that have been transformed to audible signals. When 1 firs
heard the entirseries of recordings by the Cassini spacecraft | knew in-
stantly | would write a poem about them, and perhaps a poetry series in
corpording the others in the future.

The poem overall is quite inspired by my ow® lif@ybe one of the
mo st | 8 v gthreeyeardldtdaughter add | had this sweet conver-
sation where she kind of flipped roles on me and turned into the protector,
assuring me that she6d take care
Also | used to often have dreams about beicg samewhere up high. |
havendt h auile thdwe dream @about hallways with lots and
lots of doors.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the easiest?
The easiest part was the subject matter given that glimpses of it were s

near to me and the sounds of the recording had such an immediate impac

on me. The harder part was tying the themes together in a way that | hope
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would resonate with others and not just in my head and to do it in a way
that moves freely.

You make an inteesting use of a hyperlink in your poem to inform
readers about the subject matter. Do you eethis as crucial to the
poem?

| went back and forth about whether or not to include the link, ulti-
mately deciding it added another layer and can make the posetiviat
If readers are able to hear the audio themgeiiay somehow draw them
in to the words in a more intimate way or can allow them to have their own
unique experiences upon listening. Art that | fall for always makes my heat
take alittleleapnd s o t h a tddrsd hdpdfully thge adalition &f e r
the link might help boost that possibility.

Do you primarily write poetry?

I do for the time being althoug
year now. Before that | focused more ontdfation. After going to a few
poetry readings here in Chicago with some writerly friends and leaving wit!
stars in my eyes, I was hooked. |
pause to enjoy this wave. | thin&tif or when | do return to fictig, | will
be better because of this annex.

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?

When it comes to poetry | will often start with just one solid line and
use it as a launch point. I nrstt hi ¢
line, but often times it can be intertwined somewhere within or only present
in an abstract way. I have a whol
oneline passing thoughts, observations, or bits of conversation that some:
how leave an impressidvhen | sitdowntowrité 61 | oft en op
and use one or more as a starntin
but | do know t hat towrite thgsothingsddonm d t t
isreally easy to l#tempass by and forgétemcompktely.

Who are some of your favorite authors?
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Sylvia Plath, Michael Earl Craigdmy first loveVonnegut.

Where can readers find more of your work?ad¥e you been published
before?

| dve made @tplsilentteésavix.com/besaalanearriwr
ing), where moref my published work can be found. There is a little float-
ing out there f or -lengthwcolledtidn et the mo- K i
mend hopefully to be completed this spring.



Not Salt and Pepper Kind of People

Noorulain Noor

Like a payer,

| bring my hands to my face new

these fingertips could be my mott
gliding over my cheeks on a school day

with Ponds cold cream thick on her palms

and underneath

the perennial scent of garlic and ginger.

OWe are not safl tpeonp e,epper kind
my mother would say.

My own fingers

smell even fuller from the fenugreek

| grate between them, crushing

the dried leaves to powder.

| rub my nails with steel wool,

soak my hands in lemon water,

use creams with essential-eils

wild rose, miled wine, cocoa butter

to curtain the aromas of my mot he
and now mine.



Interview

Noorulain Noor

When did you write the poem?
| wrote this poem during in Spring 2015 during two successive weekly
writing sessiorthat! was having with good friend of mine.

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

Many of the poems | write are rooted in the immigrant experience and
multiculturalism. | moved the United States as a student thiryeans
ago. WhenWrite, | try to get in touch with the home | left behind, a home
that doesn't exist anymore in a way. | was raised in Lahore, Pakistan, anc
have never returned since arriving in California. Over the last few years, th
pieces of my old life that | held to for so long slowly disintegrated. My
parents sold the house | was raised in and moved to a quiet community ir
the suburbs. When | sat down to write this poem, | was thinkingt of th
house that is no longer miite:kitchen, its rooms and walls, mythrads
youth, and my childhoedhore importantly, | was trying to find pockets
of that old life in my present.

What was the hardest part of writing the poem? What was the easi-
est?

The easiest part was recalling the smells and sounds of my parent
housein Lahore. | can still remember the feel of my mother's hands mas-
saging Por@ cold cream into my skin. The hard part was making a con-
nection between the past and the present, finding that link.

Did your own family inspire this poem? If so, what aspects?

Yes, the poem is absolutely inspired by my own family, particularly my
mother and my daughter and how both generatiosstraverse a bridge
to meetthat bridge is me. Theeed big responsibility | carham always
weighed down by the realizatioatthmust be the glue that binds both
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halves bmy life and the people in the half left behind in Pakistan and
the other half that thrives in California.

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

The originabraft of the poem had an opening stanza to set the stage
that had good imagery, but really did not addiagytththe contrast and
similarities | was trying to depict between my mother's life and mine, my
mother's kitchen and mine. | always save evérysdrawas able to find
the opening stanza:

In memory,

the Spring trill of birds outside,

the metallic twang of the cooler running dry,
its vast belly empty of water,

my motherds hand gliding
before school.

Ponds$ cold cream thick on healms

and underneath

the perennial scent of garlic and ginger,
incongruous with her pale skin,

her round nalils,

the fountain pen she slashed across pages
with those very fingers.

Do you primarily write poetry?

Yes. | write poetry for the most part. Utité summer of this year, |
was also blogging regularly, but I am in an MBA program as of this Fall
along with working futime and tending to a young family, so blogging (or
creative noffiction) had to take a backseat.

How long have you been writing po&ry? Do you write in any other
genresor work in any other mediums?

All my life. Both my parents are artistidaltyined. My mother is a
poet she writes in Urdu. My father started out by writing screenplays (alsc
in Urdu) and transitioned to film ditiea later in his career. As a child, my
parents would give me all kinds of prompts and | would try to write poems.
| attempted to write in both English and Urdu, but slowly lost the latter
after moving to the United States.
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Where can readers find more gfour work? Have you been published
before?

I have links t@llmy publications on nwebsiter{oorulainnoor.com).
I have been published before and receathed a secorféushcart Prize
nomination for a poem callédimondsé whichwas published i@pillvay
earlier this year.

What drew you toDriftwood Pres$

The work. | have enjoyed reading past issir#ftefood PreBkis was
the second or third time | sent my worBtdtwood Prassl am so pleased
that it was accepted!



A large woman, late forties, awaits commitment

Kathryn Troxler

Bang bang youdre dead
Put a bullet in his head

Ratta tatta tatta tatta
Ratta tatta tatta tat

Sitting on the bed
She swivels an imaginary
machine gun in front of her

Ratta tatta tatta tatta
Ratta tatta tadttat

Youbre scaring me
her husband said

Dondt worr yyoudeadwonodt shoot
You know that list, that long, long list
Well, youdre not on it.

Ratta tatta tatta tatta
Ratta tatta tatta tat



Interview

Kathryn Troxler

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

The poem is based on a similar situation in which | had to commit a
client.

Is there anything unique about pur personal writing process?

We are all unique, and different poems have different birthing pro-
cesse. Sometimes it's like channelithg poem just comézough. Other
timesl begin with a list of impressions, observations, feelings which begin
to coalesce as | work with them.

Who are ®me of your favorite authors?
T.S. Elliot, Yeats, Denise LevermwdAnna Akhmatova,

Where can readers find more of your work? Hayeu been published
before?

In a few anthologied. have just retired and am working on publica-
tion. My poetry group publishéthes from a Near Couwmliigh has the
greatest numbef my poems and can be ordered directly from New Gar-
den Friends Meeting, 801 Newd&m Road, Greensboro, NC 27410



Indigo Child

Cindy Rinne

I

| sort of told

the nomad | sensed angel

wings between my shoulder

blades. Wings iced in blue

feathers. At ampoint,

they unfurled,

filled the room. Then compacted

and | lay down. Covered in a woven wool
blanket. Gong shivered bones.

Candles flickered. The nomad asked,

Can | select an Indigo Angel Card for you?
She shuffled, paused, and slid out

a card. The ing@ of an angel with blue
wings reflected in the fluttered

flame.You have ancient wisdom.

I

I candt remember
the first time redwoods
surrounded me. My feet rooted

in pineneedled earth.

Old growth musk. Wind

rushed wild through branches

like waves.iFe scorched

tips. Cones spied.

The eagle and raven silent.

Only a Swainsonds thrush

to a stake sung.

tied



Molten

Cindy Rinne

Molten saline water explodes to the surface in circles through stone.
Life on Mars?

She descends cut stone, no montar aagle changes, into the stepwells.
Water is a person.

| see Mandarin characters on the side of the gray bowl in a tiny stall.
| lived in Taiwan.

Piles of framed pictures jumble on the floor. He grabs a sliding print.
This is from Japan.

His grin reeals a missing front tooth. Immigrant from Shanghai.
Ancestral home.

My daughter has been there arliddikééhit, He can barely understand.
Xiexie (thank yaxiexie ni.



Interview

Cindy Rinne

When did you write the poem?
Summer of 2015

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

Both of these poems came from n
stories or fascinating evebtgh past and present.

F o dndign Child de Mision of blue angel wings and theekfeeri-
ence started this poem. A friend shared about the birds being silent in he
homel and wracked with wars. This
sense what is going on around them or what is to come.

For 0 Mbhe newsof viater on Mars linkad to the possibility
of life there. Water continued as a theme where it is supplied in the hot
summer in the deep stepwells in India. The gray bowl is a vessel of wate
Water from the depths and my memories of living in a foreign land.

What was the harést part of writing the poem? What was the easiest?
For ol ndigo Chi |l dejngvinerabie adow mydve s t
sions. The easidstlling the story
For OMolten, 6 the hardest part
esB telling about meetythe Chinese man

Is there anything unique about your personal writing process?

Often my poems will work ascollage. | may start writing down expe-
riences and images until | see a poem coming together. | also write nove
in verse. | take walks and tsk ctaracter what is next or wiiweyare |
mostly write my poems by hand on yellow pads. Then | caioutross
draw arrows to move things around.

Who are some of your favorite authors?
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Tracy K. Smith, Anne Carson, Nicelle Davis, Eric Badg/erdy Xu.

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

| 6ve been writing poetry for mu
prose, and create fiber art.

Do you have any recommendations for readessho enjoyed your
work?

Write your passion. That may sound obvious, but there can be the feel
ing thatno one will want to read the style | write or to try and follow the
latest trend.

Where can readers find more of your work?

| have information about mypooks on my websitéwww.fi-
berverse.comThey can read more abbeing a writer and an artist on
my Wordpresévww.fiberverse.wordpress.gom

What drew you to Driftwood Press?
| liked yourwebsite and especially that wauwe looking for narrative
poety.

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

I Ilike to challenge myself to tr
work, to attend readings, and to rieadeneralParticipating in Poem
Day for a month is lat of work, but has been rewarding. Having a poetry
community for edits, to encourage each other, and to be exposed to nev
ideas has been vital.
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Interview

Adela Tofflova

How would you describe your aesthetic?

| generajl try to convey a 8se of imperfection in my woikam not
a big fan of spotless beauty. | believe there is beauty in all things though.
tend to play with colours a lot, creating specific moods with various colour
combinations.

Did you have a difficut time deciding on whether to add a title to
your work?

Not really, it waall inspired by my friend, wdemame translates to
Marguerite. | created it for her wedding.

When did you create "Marguerite"?
In May2015.

What was the hardest part of craftinthe piece?
The hardest part was creating something meaningful and beautiful,
grasping my friend's personality and our friendship.

Was there any theme or idea you hoped to address with this work?

The main reason for creating this piece was to captotiererand
personality and relationships of my very good friend. In a sense, this is
very abstract piece.

Who are some of your favorite artists? Do you have any recommen-
dations for others who enjoyed your work?

| redly admire work of Egon Schidlelso like the style of Loish and
Bastien LecouffBeharme.

Where can readers find more of your work?
They can find more of my work on my DeviantArt platge:{psyca
dela.deviantart.com/
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Interview

Daniel Montesi

How would you describe your aesthetic?

| love to take long exposure shots, because the results are often a su
prise to me.l normally take pictures of wildlife, but | love to experiment
with the old Rolleflex camera | was gigeM.O Y @as one of my exper-
iments.

Did you have a difficult time deciding on whether to add a title to
your work?

As a very visual person, | sometimes struggle with captiengrally
leave them unt@t unless something jumps out.

When did you create "YOYO'?

| created this photo (andhers like itpt a fund raising festival for my
daughter's schooMy daughter was on the ride a time | was photo-
graphing it.

What inspired "YOYO"?

Anytime | have an opportunity to catch moving lights with a long ex-
posure, | am thereAs much funas my daughter was having spinning
around on the ride, | was havingrefun capturing this image.

What was the hardest part of crafting the piece?
The hardest part of this picture was trying to get the angle right without
getting conked in the headhwitying feet!

Did you have any goal in taking the image?

| was literally experimenting with a camera that was givenltwase.
trying to get familiar with how it functionédhonestly wasn't prepared for
how well it came out.
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Is photography the malium that you're most invested in?

| am a therapist by trade, and | hope to master photography emough
use it in a therapeutic conteRhototherapy can help people who are suf-
fering from dpression, PTSD, Anxiety, etc.

| am definitely mostly investedphotography as a mediufinough
anyone who knows me wwill tell you that | am a photographer, many
people don't know that | also love to write, pamil draw.l guess it is
rathe true for most creative peoplhee often utilize many diffmt wag
to express ourselves.

Are your other photos similar in subject or focus?

| have a large series of carnival rides and moving lights, but my mair
thing is nature and wildliféhave a Macro series of butterflies and drag-
onflies, as well as many attesiptemulate the work of Ansel Addams or
Clyde Butcher.

What is your creative process?

| don't really knowl am quite a daydreamer, and things just kind of
come to me.My novel and many of my short stories are derived from
shippets of dreams | have had

Who are some of your favorite artists? Do you have any recommen-
dations for others who enjoyed your work?

Clyde Butcher's work has alwagsifeated me as well as Art Viéoiél
Annie Leibovitz.l would love to take portraits like that.

Where can our eaders find more of your work? Have you been pub-
lished before?

| have been published @amera Arts, South Florida Parenting Magazir
Photographic Mag&itteber 2000 Photographer's F&Q061 and 2003
and thewild Wetlands poster byet United tates Postal Servitelid the
photography for a "Paint by Number" book by Larry Rubin, a small publi-
cation that just came out from Flagler College, and I've had work shown in
two different galleries; Artist Haven in Ft. Lauderdale, FL, an@duto
nectoin Miami, FL.
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