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Hyperacidity
By Ayn Frances dela Cruz
A tummy ache after so long
The sleep of corrugated iron
Seems like heaven.

1

Different People: A Portrait in Four Takes
By Peter Moench
We were just two different people.
I was head beekeeper
at a bustling country estate. You
were a trapeze artist with a passionate love
of the open road, passing through town.
It would never have worked.
* * *

We were two different people –
or I was: a quiet
mechanic by day; a public
notary by night. And you
were the shadow of a third that slipped
between my two lives at sunset.
* * *

We were two – no at least three
different people a piece. I
was a band of musketeers, united
in cause; divided in personality
(the swashbuckler embarrassing
the sensitive soul; the spendthrift
bankrupting the bunch). While you
were a priest, a rabbi, and a minister –
divergent callings but always
the same bar.
* * *

We were two different
nation-states – with similar interests but
clashing traditions. Domestic concerns
got in the way. We had difficulty
reaching internal consensus.
Our relationship died in committee.
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The Painter‘s Mantle
By Nayana Thara
Whenever I get time, I write a few lines of poetry
Or don the painter‘s mantle,
Not a mere hobby or an idle woman‘s pastime –
But an exploration of my long-lost identity,
An aesthetic unravelling of my past, present and future.
Quite often, I do spend considerable time
Pondering over my life‘s incorrigible patterns –
Its sudden undulations, sloppy curves,
Mountainous terrain, deep crevices and gorges,
Its stupendous waterfalls…
Having thought long and hard,
I finally wield my long, broad brush
And palette of cool, placid colours.
In a span of few hours, a painting is born A collage of sad images,
Fragments of broken desires
Etched onto the canvas of life.
But today, what has happened to me?
All of a sudden, I feel at a loss,
Feel perplexed and flustered
At my indecisiveness,
Lack of clarity in thought…
Shall I paint you? Me?
I really don‘t know.
I throw the brush away in a fit of desperation.
The palette hits the wall and a riot of colours
Splashes across the ceiling;
A random mix of soft, dark, violent hues…
Perfectly etched into the background
Are two dark shadows, trying to find
A world of solace in the dark, unknown wilderness.
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On Behalf of Us the Teachers
By Amy Hasun Ahn
Believe it or not, I used to be a hotshot. My life was rife with promise.
My middle name should have been Marshall because it kind of rhymes with
―potential.‖ College was a breeze, wouldn‘t you believe. I was an inch or two
short of the height required of a paradigmatic college person, otherwise I
would have been out of there with honor—the degree. So there it was. I went
to a reasonably elitist school to receive a reasonably elitist education. My car
was a 1966 Mustang Convertible in Battleship Grey, thank YOU,
grandfather I‘ve never met. I had a job with a local magazine that took care
of the rent, the occasional overflow of artistic, journalistic, literary juice in
my life, and the girlfriend. I had a girlfriend. My life was awesome and
would only get more awesome—I had it all planned out to the very last
dithering ambience of success. I had it in my fate to write eventually. At the
least I was going to become an English professor.
So you tell me what I‘m doing in KOREA. What was supposed to be
a quick fix on easy cash turned out to be an interminable contract in the
marshes of ESL. How can I put this delicately? My language is forever
desecrated.
You want to know what ESL is? ESL is English Slowly Liquidated.
Not for the students, who cares about them, I‘m speaking on behalf of the
teachers here. The language inside us English speakers dies just a little every
day as we are forced to make sense of essay sentences like: On the other hand,
the availability of information triggers the conflict between copyright and copyleft.
Or, Two years ago in the news, a 75-year old lady became a hot potato. If I trip
across another My parents lived as humble men and always be happy about the
environment they were living, while I lived to be a greedy man, and be slave of the
money, I will publicly lose my mind. My use of idioms in everyday
conversation is becoming more compromised the more this becomes my life.
Some nobody in a bar asked me how I plan on getting back to America with
my debt problem, and here I pulled a—listen, with the money I‘m making
from this, taking the airplane will be a pie in the sky.
But do you blame me? I tackle one of these on a paragraph basis: I
would personally prefer to attend a co-educational school for both women and men
because the society that I would be in when I grow up will be bi-sexually. Words
have become my enemy; sentence structure my personal anathema.
Whoever said that teaching is like cultivating a garden has never reaped the
seeds of ESL. Whoever quipped that to teach is to sacrifice can go asphyxiate
in bad phrasal verbs and dangling modifiers. If anyone wonders why I‘m not
this generation‘s T. S. Eliot, blame it on the student who, this very morning,
wrote—We can learn the importance of life. When the pets are sick, we can take
them to the vegetation.
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A Schoolmarm‘s Lament:
By Charles Luskin
The awful lot of wealth being transferred.

The Busboy Has Arrived
By Charles Luskin
You capitalist swine pigs.
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A House in Nicosia
By Jennifer Kwon Dobbs
White curtain fluttering, as if a childish hand
bats at distance
holds light inside
plaster ramshackle walls
papered with a politician‘s face.
His colorless cheek flapping
Time‘s slow fray.
His eyes
staring at the border tower guards
an overgrown football field
plastic bags and crushed spray cans.
A hand‘s black outline grasping the bleacher‘s height
tries to reclaim this zone
to break this standoff
yet a feral cat cruises concrete steps
the only one, ribbed with longing, who can cross.
I was talking about a childish hand
writing that wide and mortal pang
called History
that human cry
forced from home one morning
leaving a smear
Through dust and shadow, I see speculation‘s rim
chipped and tarnished
Her sugar spoon dropped in the saucer
She hid inside a crawl space
hushed her arthritic hands
her shirt‘s pockets wet with hot tea
Could not leave her mother‘s house
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She was born upstairs, could not leave
dogs sniffing and barking
Could not leave nor hear
busses and trucks, warning shots, a bullhorn
her dogs suddenly silent
hands knocking on floorboards then axes
I see the worm rotten room‘s splintered beams
where her husband made love to her
Young, they left the balcony doors open
Boys laughed and kicked a football past midnight
Now the mattress straddles a threshold
yawning abyss
taking all it can, whatever God willing
its mouth can trowel
Tell me
If two loves claim this house
to whom does it belong?
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Loss
By Sarah Yoon
이 느낌은
슬슬
뭔가
빠져 흐르는 느낌이다
가슴이 아픈 것보다
텅 비어서
내 두근두근 거리는 심장 소리가
산울림처럼 들린다
길을 잃어버려서
반복된 생각만 하고
어쩔 때에는
멍하니 앉아서
가만히 있기도 한다
몇 시간이 지났는지도 모르고
내가 왜 여기서 아무것도 안 하는지
이불 속에 왜 숨어 있는지도 모르는데
뭔가 빠져 흐르는 느낌은 확실하다.
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Haiku
By Geoff Stevens
And naked you are
covered in buttons
my fingers clumsy
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Folded Shirt
By Destiny Seo-Young Hong
He could not believe that today could be so different from yesterday. Believe,
today is so different from yesterday that is for believing and believing is not
from the mind of yesterday. What had stained yesterday. What had stained.
Cherries with bruises darker than eyes stained the cotton which is the fabric
of the shirt red. The shirt the folded shirt had been hanging by the door knob
and he did not know who thought of folding it.

Seasonal Exchange
By Destiny Seo-Young Hong
Scarecrows done in the storms is done for nothing. What was the sadness of
fall. The sadness of fall was that nevertheless much rainfall and gin, not ever
the less the rooster and a bucket and a TV set, nevertheless the dead cow and
a grave and an even healthier pig, nevertheless the Sunday not like a Friday,
not ever the less an empty room emptied of photographs, not even not ever
the less with the bigotry of orange juice, felt hats and acrylic cups. The
disgust with which the telephone is soft and the man is soft and the blue is
soft, the disgust with which there is a glass and lots of running. The disgust
with which there is astonishing silence and happiness, all this adding to a
misogynistic radio, and also a mackintosh.
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The Icarus Cycle
By Brad Baughman
―Alright Mr. Creative Genius. Think you‘re smart? Come up with
one yourself.‖
―I don‘t do improv. I nurture my stories until they‘re ready.‖
―You don‘t do anything.‖
―Fine, I‘ll tell one. Just hold on.‖
―We‘ll wait ten seconds. Ten, nine… eight…‖
―There was this boy, you see, born with wings.‖
―And?‖
―And everybody liked him but nobody liked his wings. They were
just too big, too bright, and they got in the way. He couldn‘t get through the
bus doors with them. Some kids even thought they were, uh . . . ‗weird.‘
―So Wing Boy could only fly at night, you see, because people hated
his wings. They didn‘t understand them, you know, and all that Breakfast
Club jazz. So he hid them under the back of his shirt, like this. Yet still,
every night, Wing Boy would fly around the town, a black silhouette, a faint
feathered glimmer, a whoosh underneath the stars.‖
―But what‘s the point? Throw me a beer.‖
―The point is this―Wing Boy loved Dream Girl.‖
―Who‘s she?‖
―Ok, if you interrupt again, I swear to God I will get up and drive
home.‖
―Yeah… none of us are driving anywhere, ok? Jackie's got the keys,
and you don't mess with Jackie‖
―Ok, but shut up… Dream Girl, she dreamt beautiful, wonderful
dreams about a boy with wings.‖
―You mean Wing Boy?‖
―Yeah, but she didn‘t know he was Wing Boy because he always had
to hide his wings.‖
―I thought they were really big and always bumping into things?‖
―This is a kid’s story for godsake. Just go with it! He hides them under
his shirt and no one can see them.‖
―Ok.‖
―In these dreams, that Dream Girl dreams, the boy with wings always
comes at night and takes her away. And she hates her house, and her
alcoholic parents. And at school she doesn‘t have any friends, but she has
dreams, you know, and she never really gave up on, uh. . . on breaking out of
her two-star town.‖
―Wait, did you just take that from, ‗Read My Mind,' by the Killers?"
―So, Wing Boy loves Dream Girl, too, and he stops by her house
every night, just to make sure she‘s alright, careful not to stay to long.‖
11

―Creepy…‖
―No, it‘s pure. He stops, looks in, sees her sleeping, and he sighs,
yeah… actually sighs ― Ok, I admit, that's kinda gay, but still! ― and then
he flies off again. He does this every night! ― clouds, full moon, rain,
thunder, lightning, every night.‖
―Cool.‖
―But the kids at school, they start to see him, even at night. At first
they think he‘s a giant bat, but then they realize, they remember! Wing Boy
used to have wings! Now he flies at night! What a creep!‖
―They call him Wing Boy… yet they forgot he had wings?‖
―Yeah, ok, so his name is Philip. So they all say, 'Philip had wings!'
and now he‘s flying around every night! You‘d think that this is where
Dream Girl realizes that Philip is the boy from her dreams, but no, she can‘t,
because Dream Girl is always asleep in class. And wouldn‘t you be, too, if
dreaming at night wore you out more than being awake?
―Now the kids are all taunting Wing Boy, they say things like, ‗Hey
Wing Boy, nice flappers,‘ and ‗Hey Wingy-aring-ling-ding boy, where‘d you
get those wings? How ‗bout you sleep at night like you‘re supposed to instead
of flying around, you creep!‘
―But Wing Boy, he‘s asleep most of the time. He sleeps through tests
and lessons, through recess and lunch. Because he‘s up all night, flying, and
they can‘t understand the awesomeness of it, they can only see the creepy
glimmer of the things they have feared in their dreams.
―Then one day, Dream Girl and Wing Boy are both sent to detention
for falling asleep in class. For two weeks, they both sleep through detention,
shifting desks, ignoring life, head on their arms while other kids draw or
shoot spit wads at them, but they don’t even notice, because they‘re asleep.
Dream Girl, she‘s dreaming that the boy with wings comes and takes her
away, and Wing boy, he‘s dreaming of taking the girl with dreams for the
ride of her life, off to some distant place.‖
―So what happens?‖
―They both wake up at the same instant ― on the day they are sitting
right across from each other.‖
―Oh snap!‖
―But no! Dream Girl rubs her eyes and the kid next to her passes a
note. He takes her out behind the school and gets her high and she thinks
she‘s flying and that he‘s the boy that could help her fly. Together, the two
of them get high and fly away, sky-fucking-high.
―And Wing Boy, he still visits her, but now from far away, because
she‘s awake at night, and sometimes she can‘t even sleep. You see, she never
dreams anymore.
―Wing Boy, he just flies and flies, until one day, in the middle of a
lightning storm, he hits a building and breaks his neck…‖
―And then?‖
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―The end.‖
―What the hell, man? That was a terrible story!"
―Shut the fuck up. It's not over yet. You see, Wing Boy couldn‘t see
the point anymore. Dream Girl lost her dreams. The kids at school all hated
his wings. And what was he supposed to do? Go join the circus? He wanted
to fly! Dying in a lightning storm was the best possible death. It could have
been a lot worse, you know. He could have gotten tangled in power lines, or
hit by a semi, or shot by Dream Girl's dad.‖
―You‘re just bitter about Jessica dropping out. Swallow your bitter
pill.‖
―Shut the fuck up. That's not at all what I meant. Don't ever second
guess my fucking stories"
"She fucked herself up, and just because it wasn't with you doesn't
mean you can tell stories about her."
"You say another word and I'm gonna break your face."
―Alright. Sure. Threaten your friends. Ruin your stories.‖
―That's how it ended."
―Sure.‖
―Exactly.‖
―Some Tim Burton you are, you bitter prick.‖
―Shut the hell up.‖
―Sure.‖
―Exactly.‖
"Sure."
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That Which We Seek.
By Kanza Latif
It had been her attempt at putting the pieces together. The young,
insightful miss Adeline Maia Marmour had recently learned of her bloodline,
which wasn‘t as much of her mother‘s as she would have wanted to be. In
fact it wasn‘t her mother‘s at all. Instead, it was that of a woman she had
never met- a Moroccan by a name she couldn‘t pronounce.
And now here she was, sitting outside a small café, sipping her iced tea,
watching the French scurry past. Under her feet, the Metro roared.
The young waiter who had served her had been attempting small talk,
in a delightful mix of languages, with the out of place foreigner he
recognized her to be. He was walking over with a steaming brioche- à titre
gracieux, ofcourse- when a small scuffle broke across the street. A dark,
young man was chased half way down the street whereupon he was lost in
the crowd, leaving a portly middle aged man screaming obvious obscenities
at his lost form. The waiter glided over, setting down in front of her a plate
too small to satisfy her hunger.
―He is not one of us. He is from the other country. The Marcoc. Sales
voleurs. Thieves, n'est-ce pas? We do not like them. Never hire them.
Menteurs.‖
She nodded in understanding and conveniently forgot to mention her
new found blood.
She conveniently forgot for the rest of the remainder of her trip.
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Agnes
By Dang Ngoc Huy
There once lived a little girl who was afraid of sunlight. She feared it for she
would get hurt if it touched her but still, for always, she wanted it too. There
were days when she would open the black window in her room, just a tiny
bit, to invite in a yellow column which would set afloat the tiny dusty
creatures that escaped her eyes in the dark. The column would move around
her room, touching everything but her. And those days, she would weep
herself to sleep. She collected hundreds of flashlights. During her long lonely
nights, she would turn them on and put their heads on the floor so that
bright halos would form on the ground, just like pieces of sunshine. She also
had a pretty blue dress, which looked like the sky she saw in books and
which she would wear every now and then to tiptoe around those fluorescent
halos on her bedroom floor while giggling. And those days, she would weep
herself to sleep.
One day, she heard the children outside the window; they were singing and
laughing and that made her eyes wet and her hands tremble—her heart was
breaking. She put on her blue dress, opened the black door and stepped
outside. It was swiftly done and without a second thought, much like how a
mother would run into a flaming tower to be with her only child. The
outside world was blinding and breezy; the little girl was afraid no more. She
felt the burning spears of sun on her skin, slicing their way into her, but no,
she only saw her dress flowing and swirling while she was swayed. Golden
strands sewn to the edges of the pretty dress, forgotten in the dark, now
sparkled brightly. Her head turned turned turned. Her feet danced danced
danced, hovering in mid-flight. Trembling as she was, her chapped lips were
still beaming at the sun. And until her tiny blistered legs crumbled, she
would keep on twirling in her pretty blue dress, with the scattering sunlight
wrapped around her hair, shining.
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This—
By Jennifer Kwon Dobbs

I tire of the image. I want to forget it
properly buried in the pine forest, reclaimed by grass
I tire of all this seeing
that‘s not seeing a head turning on the rifle‘s mouth
turning its pus swollen eyes toward the wind
escaping mountain trees, ruffling the soldier‘s red hair
As he raises his rifle toward the trees, the head spins in four directions
shock the birds hear. The birds scatter
arching their dark backs, a cry snapping through their necks
lifting up as one to the sky faraway from the forest
where the soldier stares into the sun‘s black eye
he can still describe as an old professor smiling at that distance
his hands again cradling the rifle‘s head
in the photograph, held up for his students to see
what he remembered that day—

mud, the enemy, thirst, this—

no one can identify or bring home to bury. This is his image
the birds, raising their black fiery wings, cannot read
cannot forget the smell of rotting flesh, ricochet
wind from the sun, wind driving them from that tree
flared in the sun‘s center to this— his eyes peeled back
blinded by Time‘s shuttered lens cutting his chest
lipless grin, hands at attention
holding an act of attention for this—
16

Fear of Flying 2
By Ayn Frances dela Cruz
The lizard on the wall
sits contemplating
the tick-tock of the clock.
At exactly 12 it thinks of
finally putting shape
to its plan
an exhibition
to stun
the residents of the house.
A wall to wall
flying trip.
Trapeze artists never had it easier.
The clock ticks
and the lizard
is stranded by fear.
Everybody waited
(everybody of course was
invited).
But the lizard never came
out and flew.
It stayed
and the people watched
openmouthed
thinking this
was the exhibition.
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Soaped Stems of Jade
By Geoff Stevens
Chinese brushwork
streaks and loops
and tangles the light
the air green
with chlorophyll and algaed
reflections
shrill with reed-flutes
and marsh birds
sunshine bending
through willow branches
of lime-green tinsel
splashing onto open water
and through the bamboo-curtain
onto the peacock queen
on a bodged throne of sticks
her mantilla seemingly starched
with indignation
though she sits serene
upon her opals
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FROM FEED TO FED
By Francis Murillo Emralino
Feeding bottle
Feeding station
Station manager
Stations of the Cross
Cross-eyed monster
Cross sectional area
Area code
Area under the curve
Curved space
Curve ahead
Ahead of schedule
Ahead of the time
Time dilation
Time table
Table for two
Table for three
Three Kings
Three cups of rice
Rice consumption
Rice crisis
Crisis in management
Crisis in identity
Identity: unknown
Identity theft.
Theft and rape
Theft case
Case dismissed
Case closed
Close, open
Close call
Call back
Call center
Center stage
Center of attention
Attention deficit disorder
Attention span
Span of hours
Span of the wings
Wings of an angel
Wings of love
Love hurts
Love scars
Scars of the past
Scars of a broken heart
Heart of a champion
Heart break
Break dance
Break water
Water fed.
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 Cats Submission:
To: <Darkdeath4529@hotmail.com> 8:34 PM
Dear, Seijin
Thank you for your submissions! By the way, please
refrain from altering submissions from your
classmates.
Best,
Dominic
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 Re: Cats Submission
To: <Darkdeath4529@hotmail.com> 11:14 AM
Dear, Seijin
It has come to my attention that you have been
inserting works of your own creation into the
literary supplement without my permission. This is
expressly against the written guidelines that I
passed out at the beginning of the semester. Your
role on the editorial committee is merely to correct
mistakes and make formatting changes, not to make
substantive alterations the submitted work.
I appreciate your cooperation,
Dominic Drogban.
P.S. Thank you for greasing my wheelchair. I am sure
to win the Biennial Derby this time!
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The Visor of Kim Min-Ho
By Brad Baughman
The sunset reflected off the wide-brimmed visor of Kim Min-Ho, casting a
dark purple shadow over her brooding face. Sitting on her haunches, she skinned
her last bunch of ginseng roots with a curved paring knife. Then she leaned back
against her dented Daelim delivery scooter and sighed. The moist air bathed her in
a hot, sticky sweat. From within the puddle-ridden market streets, Min-Ho heard
the sound of a revving engine. It was getting louder – fast.
Wiping the ginseng residue on her plaid pants, she sneered at the smell of
rotten kimchi and sun-warmed fish. The whole get-up of stalls and tent-stands
stank of corruption, and each vendor cowered under the steely boot heel of Park
Joon-Taek, the Maven of Mogkol Market.
Just then, a boy clad in black leather whipped around the corner on a
crotch-rocket and hit the brakes in the puddle right in front of her. Water from the
puddle sprayed all over her satiny purple apron, dotted her Hello Kitty hospital
mask, and soaked the entire pile of ginseng in front of her.
"Chin-cha!" she shouted.
But the boy had already started in, "Kim Min-Ho, quick, down at the
Family Mart! The Maven's thugs are beating down Old Man Makgoli!"
Min-Ho slowly gathered up her things: her sequined umbrella, her bag of
ginseng, and her paring knives. Then she slowly bent down to check the Velcro
straps on her shoes.
"Quick, Min-Ho! There's no time!" cried the boy, clutching his black manpurse with a purple strap.
She shot a deadly glare at him, staring up through her adjuma visor.
The boy's jaw dropped, and a shock of hair fell over his face, which he then
flipped back with a flick of his head.
Raising one fist into the air, Kim Min-Ho burst up from the ground! Flying
through the air, she somersaulted several times, swinging her elbows with each
turn, until she landed on the concrete of the crime scene with one knee up, both
fists clenched, visor pulled low.
"Kim Min-Ho!" cried one of the thugs, but he was too late ― she had
already shoulder-checked him to the ground.
"Moh?" cried the next thug, turning to run. Min-Ho cut in front of him and
elbowed him in the gut.
"Aniyo!" cried the third thug, falling backwards in despair. Min-Ho
grabbed him by the foot, and then pulled him into her open jaws (lowering the
hospital mask, of course) and swallowed him in a single gulp. Then she turned to
the victim, Old Man Makgoli.
"It's too late," he cried, leaning against a telephone pole. White, cloudy
liquid was all over the sidewalk pavement, and shattered green plastic littered the
street. "It was a trap, you see!"
Kim Min-Ho stared at him hard. As Old Man Makgoli took his last dying
breath, he lifted his hand to point behind her. Black Ssangyong Chairman sedans
had already pulled up to block the alley. As she turned, Min-Ho noticed that the
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other three streets were blocked by sedans as well. Salary-men in shiny suits
repelled down from the façade of several of the nearby office-tels, carrying MP5
navy machine guns.
Just before they opened fire, Min-Ho saw Park Joon-Taek, the Maven of
Mokgol Market, step out from his Ssangyong. The sky shook with the noise of
gunfire, and all the adjumas and adjoshees fell to their knees and covered their ears.
The crisp odor of gunpowder filled the air. Park Joon-Taek stepped forward and
smiled, but then tore off his sunglasses in disbelief.
"Hand me the rocket launcher," he said.
In the center of the intersection, Kim Min-Ho crouched low, covered by
her sequined umbrella. Steam from the hot lead rose off the pink-plastic of the
umbrella and the asphalt around her. Staring through the plexi-glass peep-hole
she'd installed, she rotated slowly and tried to count her opponents.
Park Joon-Taek cocked and sighted the rocket launcher.
"Adjuma!" he shouted, "Come out from your umbrella!"
"Aniyo!" the umbrella-shell replied.
Park Joon-Taek spit on the ground beside him and cleared his throat.
"If you are a good Korean, you will respect our needs as Salary-men!" he
cried.
"Chin-cha?" came the reply from the umbrella. The umbrella began to shake,
each sequin glinting as it trembled. "Maybe you are not a good Korean! If you
were a good Korean, you would…Respect the Adjuma!"
Suddenly, all the salary men looked up – a black cloud had gathered above
them in a small and irregular shape, almost like a sweet potato. The cloud pulsed
with electricity, and descended until it was only a few stories above them. Then,
gathering jolts of electricity from across the sky, a brilliant bolt shot down from
the cloud into the tip of the umbrella, casting the whole market place in
monochromatic colors. The umbrella burst apart, and up from its ashes came a
heron with its wings tightly wrapped around its chest. All the salary-men gave a
unanimous – "Wah!" – as the Heron rose up among them, and Park Joon-Taek was
so blinded, he had to put his sunglasses back on.
Then, with a deafening screech, the Heron unfurled its wings, flinging
thousands of shards of ginseng. The herbal-shrapnel exploded outward, knocking
the guns from the salary-men's hands and shredding their shiny suits. Park JoonTaek, having hid behind the car door, spun on his wingtips, aimed the rocket
launcher on the Heron, and pulled the trigger.
As the rocket flew through the air, the salary men were still reeling from
the shrapnel, and most of the market vendors were in hiding, so only two
witnesses from a 15 story apartment complex about 500 meters away claim to have
seen this: As the rocket flew through the air, the heron morphed back into Kim
Min-Ho. From her apron pockets, she whipped out 12 paring knives so fast that
they glinted like rays of light as they flew toward Park Joon-Taek's chest. The
rocket connected, but instead of an explosion, there was only a burst of pure, sky
blue light.
All that was left when the fight was over, other than a lifetime of safety for
the neighborhood vendors, was a gleaming purple adjuma visor. But sometimes, if
you look at the reflection of the sunlight in the puddles along the markets street
right around sunset, you can still catch a glimpse of Kim Min-Ho's steely glare.
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Six
By Nicholas Wong
1. Poet from Hong Kong?
Forget it.
2. Plastic dolls: perfect wives-to-be.
Voiceless?
Perfect!
3. My dog‘s hungry.
I amputate myself.
4. Hermit married mannequin.
A perfect match.
5. Hate pedophiles.
Let‘s smoke in churches.
6. Women in Austen‘s novels:
Desperate housewives.
7. An opening,
a climax,
resolution absent.
8. Camera clicks:
a solider is shot.
9. Poetry:
pithy words by paranoid men.
10. Poverty.
Babies die lighter than birth.
11. Freckles, wrinkles:
whose face is recognized?
12. In love.
Oneself lost.
Always lonely.
13. What are you but
a thought?
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14. Close your eyes,
organs of despair.
15. Write, reviewed, rejected.
Write, reviewed, rejected.
16. Old people smell
what they dress.
17. Poetry and poverty
really look alike.
18. Words are weapons.
What are we?
19. Facebook. Twitter.
We‘re all attention seekers.
20. Nigger in ghetto,
rough black diamond.
21. Come to my funeral.
It‘s free.
22. ―Baby, breathe. You‘re dying.‖
Push. Breathe.
23. Insomnia.
Eyes rolling.
Time suddenly pauses.
24. They each scribble.
Married or divorced?
25. Cemeteries and airports.
Strange names abound.
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Accusations of Russians
By Charles Luskin
Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians.
Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians.
Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians.
Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians.
Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians.
Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians. Accusations of Russians.
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Scents
By Michelle Kim and Su-min Han
I love the smell of burning asphalt –
like the scent of smoked cinnamon.
Filling my abdomen with grey contentment –
like the curl of sour ash.
I don't know why I live this way
with a stomach of grey
with cataracts
with gout
with gastritis keeping me awake at night
and stomach embers rolled tight in fear
all its juices concentrated to a metal sphere.
But Gulliver sailed a thousand years
before he could admit he was wrong
and if I had a cent for every mistake
I‘d still be broke
you'd still be gone.
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Cut-up:
Richard A.Griggs‘ ―A Concise Introduction to Psychology‖ x Vladimir Navokov‘s ―Lolita‖

By Sumin Lee
…. Fixated in the oral stage because of excessive red apple. She was
not shod, however, for church, concerned with oral activities such as
smoking, eating, white Sunday purse lay discarded near the phonograph.
Needs nave been overindulged, such a person may beat like a drum as she sat
down, cool skirt ballooners to meet his needs and thus have a dependent
subsiding, on the sofa next to me, and played with her likely to be gullible or
willing to ―swallow‖ anything. She tossed it up into the sun-dusted air, and
caught it—examples of fixation as we describe the five stages. Cupped
polished plop.
In the oral stage (from birth to 18 months), the Humbert intercepted
the apple. Lips, and tongue, and the child derived pleasure from back,‖ she
pleaded, showing the marbled flush of biting and chewing. As already
pointed out, a fixation I produced Delicious. She grasped it and bit into it,
preoccupation with oral behaviors, such as smoking, art was like snow under
thin crimson skin, and with even talking too much. Freud himself had such a
monkeyish nimbleness that was so typical of that American smoked 20 or so
cigars a day and had snatched out of my abstract grip the magazine mouth,
which eventually led to his death. Personality characteristics can also stem
from pity no film had recorded the curious patter, created by too little
gratification might lead linkage of our simultaneous or overlapping moves.
In the anal stage (from about 18 months) hampered by the disfigured
apple she held, Lo anus, and the child derives pleasure from through the
pages in search of something she having and withdrawing bowel movements
Humbert to see. Found it at last. I faked interest by major concerns in this
stage. Parents try to head so close that her hair touched my temple toilet
training. Freud believed that fixation brushed my cheek as she wiped her lips
with her toilet training is approached by parents.

*Cut-up: A literary technique in which pieces of a published text are taken and rearranged
to create a new text.
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Family affair
By Su-min Han
Yeoni was born in her grandmother‘s house on a January night. Her
mother was a modern-educated woman with a college degree, but she refused
to go to the hospital, preferring to stay at home in her own bed with her
mother and older sisters all around her. She was the youngest in the family
and this was her first birth. The others were well past their child-bearing age.
They were all very worried and excited. They eagerly gave their advices and
anecdotes and estimations of how much it was going to hurt.
It was after her water broke. She was lying on the bed waiting for the
pain to come. It didn‘t arrive for quite a long time though, and she needed to
go the bathroom. Her mother told her to stay in bed, but she insisted. Since
she could barely walk, they brought an old brass chamber pot and set it on
the floor. She squatted over it and pushed hard. The baby plopped right into
the pot, wailing at the injustice.
This went on, and by the time Yeoni turned ten, she had three sisters
and a brother. Her childhood was unremarkable. She had a remarkable
immunity against the unhappiness that surrounded her. It never occurred to
her that they were unhappy. They never ran out of rice and had 6 different
kinds of side dishes at every meal. The only thing that saddened her was that
there weren‘t any other kids to play with. So she played with her sisters and
sometimes with her baby brother, even though he was a spoiled brat. She
made up stories for them and pushed their bicycles.
This era ended immediately and abruptly when she entered
elementary school. Her mother was already too haggard and tired to care.
Besides, she had her pride. She made it clear to Yeoni that there would be no
afterschool play dates or sleepovers. She expected her to do well
academically, no question about it. Her children must take after her, the one
with the brains. She also expected Yeoni to stand up to anyone, everyone,
because no one was going to live her life for her.
School was bearable. Once, a girl tried to become friends with her,
pointing out excitedly that she had exactly the same clothes that Yeoni wore
every day. She said that she could wear hers tomorrow and they could
pretend that they were twins. They were nowhere to be seen, however. The
girl‘s mother was a kind woman and she understood at once what was going
on. She told her daughter to shut up about those old clothes. With the logic
of a child, the girl blamed this on Yeoni and never talked to her again. Yeoni
never knew, never even suspected.
Her middle school and high school days passed away in the same
manner. Yeoni was very lonely, but she did not complain. Things were
getting worse at home. The one thing she thought of as her blessing was her
brains. She excelled at every subject. Her handwriting was so small and
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cramped that no one could copy her notes. In the afternoons and nights she
locked herself up in her room and pored over books while her sisters cried as
their mother was beaten to unconsciousness.
She enrolled as a pre-med student at Seoul National University. That
title itself earned her tuition and rent. She sent the rest to her mother. At one
point she tutored more than 15 students. She had stomach cramps and
insomnia but she couldn‘t stop drinking coffee. Her sanity depended on the
coffee.
Her sisters got into universities, graduated, and married one by one.
Yeoni still sent her mother money, much more since she opened her own
practice. Somehow, life didn‘t get any better. She used to think that
everything would be okay after she became a real doctor. It did not get any
better. Her little brother, not so little anymore, was still a baby. Ever the love
of their mother‘s life, he was an unemployed high school dropout. He said he
wanted to study abroad. Their mother expected Yeoni to pay for it. She kept
her mouth shut and worked herself even harder.
Then came the marriage proposals. Yeoni couldn‘t believe that she
was forty. She couldn‘t believe that she had let herself get old this fast. It
was too late to learn to make friends. Her mother brought her pictures of
men ten, twenty years older than her. Some were bachelors and some were
divorcees with three children. Yeoni gave up and married one of them. It did
not matter which one. They were all very rich.
Her husband was 52. To her surprise, he was very nice to her. She felt
that in time she could learn to love him. They tried hard to get pregnant and
for a while Yeoni was actually happy.
But then, the tantrums and the phone calls from her brother and her
mother never ceased. They needed more money. They always did. They
thought her husband, being as rich as he is, would make them rich as well.
Yeoni‘s husband despised her brother, however. She thought to herself, after
a while they will give up. They didn‘t. Also, she didn‘t get pregnant.
After a few years, her husband let her know that he wanted a divorce.
There was nothing left for her to do other than climb a mountain with a
bottle of pesticide in her hand.
Yeoni died alone as her lungs burned out. It‘s just as well. If someone
found her and brought her to the hospital she would have died slower.
But someone did find her. A member of the local mountain hiking
club lost her way and discovered her barely recognizable corpse. She had
been missing for 5 month. When the police brought this news to her mother,
she screamed at them. What had she done to deserve this? How could that
girl do this to her? She wept and lamented and cursed her daughter and her
fate. I stood watching her, handing tissue papers. As I watched her work
herself up to a fit, I thought to myself, you have no right. You have no right
whatsoever.
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The Burglary Night
By Sarah Yoon
I was in the habit of sleeping right after I came from school. School
exhausted me and sleep did a good job of relieving me. On this occasion, I
was asleep in little Joshua‘s bed. Joshua was Beth‘s son, a little boy of three
years old. His dad was also Joshua, so we called him little Joshua or little
Joshie or Jjujju. That was our affectionate name for him. He brightened my
heart during those hard times. I could just barely get into his bed and my feet
would touch the end of the bedpost. I felt comfortable in his bed for some
reason; maybe I felt like a child in his bed, I‘m not quite sure
I fell asleep quite easily. I had no problems falling asleep in those days
and I often fell asleep without even meaning to. Sleep comforted me and
gave me a sense of safety.
I woke up when I heard a rattling noise in the adjacent living room. It
was the sound of Joshua‘s Lego blocks and toys being shaken from their
plastic basket. That particular noise sounds threatening to me now so
perhaps it was back then as well. Or perhaps not, because little Joshua often
upturned the basket of toys as soon as he came home. But there were no
whining sounds or calls for mummy. I stepped outside, a little groggy and in
somewhat mild humor. I saw a man in black and dark grey, with heavy dark
boots, I remember him turning in the second I came out and striding off. He
didn‘t run, he didn‘t say anything. He just strode off very quickly. I could
sense that something was different: a sense of disturbance in the air.
Even the toys spilled over the floor seemed to resemble a strange
pattern, as though it had the meaning of a very adult language that spelt
danger and isolation. I thought it was big Joshua. Even though he never wore
leather, the mind seeks to interpret things and draw conclusions. I didn‘t
know who he was but my mind quickly determined and reassured me that he
was my ―uncle.‖ He used to be a cadet in the military, so he had a way of
striding very quickly with broad steps. In the next moment, I thought
without a doubt that he was uncle Joshua.
I followed the man to the front door and perhaps I felt the dimmest
compulsion to catch up with him. He was gone by the time I reached the
front door. The door was slightly ajar, which again was strange. It was as
though some things weren‘t fitting in the interpretation my mind was
making, as though there were countering signals. I tried to close the door but
the lock wouldn‘t click. The lock was broken; it was wrenched apart from the
wood and hanging in the way. I didn‘t understand and the door wouldn‘t
close. It was as though I realized some sort of invisible barrier had collapsed.
I managed to close the lock by twisting along its flimsy wooden hinge. There
was no way to sleep with the door like that. Our drug-addict neighbors lived
in the flat directly opposite to us, their door just a few steps away from ours.
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No one was at home. I knew little Joshua was at his nursery and his
mother was busy and involved doing something else. I thought it was big
Joshua so I called him, feeling a little annoyed. I don‘t know why I didn‘t see
it for what it was even though there was an instinctive part of me telling me
of the possibility. It couldn‘t be—how could it? We had been burgled before
but I was at home this time so that couldn‘t be it. My uncle didn‘t
understand what I was talking about. He was silent at some moments, so I
thought he was thinking of what to say. But he just didn‘t understand me.
Finally, he told me frankly that he hadn‘t been at home, he was at work.
I felt strange. I thought I should get help somehow. The possibility of
just waiting until people came home wasn‘t even reasonable to consider. I
called the police, my heart thudding in my chest. They promised someone
would come in the next thirty minutes. I waited and I called other people. I
think I called my aunt Beth. I realized that we had been burgled. I think Beth
reconfirmed that for me and told me she thought so too over the phone.
I don‘t know what I did next. I went to my room and there was my
coin collection all over the floor. It had been my hobby in primary school to
collect coins from different countries and after some years, I bought a blue
plastic toilet container with a lid and stored it in there. I wrote in tippex the
word money and drew a pound sign and dollar sign. It had been opened and
the money had been thrown on the floor when the burglar realized it was
useless money. He probably didn‘t bother to consider the childish writing
and think anything of stealing a child‘s money. The money thrown on the
floor seemed to bear a pattern of anger and exasperation.
I was conscious of treading on the carpet that had been trodden on with
dirty boots. It seemed strange to me. I climbed up into my bunk bed, and
probably faced the ceiling and fell asleep.
Sleep really became my escape after that. I couldn‘t control my sleep in
the morning. I began to think that I needed to be strong and independent.
Maybe I didn‘t fall asleep. I called the police again after impatiently waiting
for thirty minutes and nobody came. Nobody came for a long time. Finally,
my aunt and the babysitters that lived with us came home with their loud
Korean voices and shrieking laughter. It seemed wrong and rude. I was
almost insulted. I felt more alone, as though I was the sole witness and had
to explain everything to a joking group of women. What did it matter? It
was real to me and I knew how to handle it. If only the police would hurry
up and come.
Beth seemed to understand and was perhaps surprised a little by what
could have happened. Francesca, the babysitter that shared a room with me,
was the most shocked. She was most sincere and she told me later in the
room that I should be thankful that worse didn‘t happen. I didn‘t know what
she meant even though I knew what she was talking about. I didn‘t feel the
magnitude of what she was talking about. For me, the problem was that I
had seen a man in dark clothes run away.
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The house was loud and I felt quieter than I usually was. Little Joshua
had perhaps come home. I explained everything, showing them the toys and
they saw for themselves in their rooms. I called the police again a few times,
trying to ask when he would come. Eventually, he did but it was formality reassuring formality of course. He asked whether or not we wanted to do
forensic testing and that he would visit again later and check up, and it
communicated to what I wanted to talk about but somehow, it was as though
the friendly man was just another stranger.
I felt the need to be strong after that. I stirred up strength in my heart
to build a sort of fence around myself. Where the physical barrier had failed
and fallen, I built up boundaries in my heart. I resolved to be stronger and be
self-sufficient. I would control my situation and I would know what to do. I
would know what kind of behavior to tolerate and would recognize
trespasses.
The door was fixed and we began using three or so keys for our door.
Beth said she had a hunch who the burglar was and there was a tiny bit of
fuss at church. We had no more burglars but there was a change. I felt the
weakness of my youth and yearned to be hard-hearted and strong. On two
occasions, once when a man touched my rear on the bus, and another when
an old man who might have been strange invited me to his home, when
young men would line the staircase with their big, faded yellow dog,
smoking drugs with white smoke, I felt a failure in my heart to be strong. I
felt each time things like this happened, it was a trespass on my borders and
I was too weak to throw them out. It was as though it was enforced on me
and my chief disappointment was that I didn‘t know or couldn‘t shove them
off. I tried to speak in a way that was commanding and demanded respect
and I tried to learn mannerisms of strong women, but it was always like
clothes that were too big for me. Surviving in the world meant for me to be
one‘s own protector. It meant removing oneself and taking off the frailties of
childhood.
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Sense
By Ayn Frances dela Cruz
The sense of a poem lies in its notSaying the thing it becomes. The thing we
Do not know, do not want to know. Always
We look at a poem, and look away.
Veiled eyes always know what it seeks, meaning
Locked away in a language only for
Pharisees. Eyelashes summon the length
Of the tongue, echo the word unearthed.
The words form into patterns: row on row.
Creating cages, bars; meaning locked out.
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Malaria
By Destiny Seo-Young Hong
I thought I‘d write you a song
Well I didn‘t
Tickle me with the sun
Throw me into a storm
Shoot venom into my veins
I‘ll never write you a song
You thought I‘d write you a song
Well I didn‘t
Kneeling by your feet
Bringing water to your lips
Things I always do for you
But I‘ll never write you a song
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At the Keyboard
By Minsung Park

Fa~, high Fa~, high Mi, Do- Re Mi, Fa
These are the first few notes of my favorite song, ―Over the Rainbow.‖ If I could
I‘d actually draw the music score here, but I never was any good with computers.
Selly was the girl for that. Indeed, whenever it came to computers, I‘d ask her, my
best friend, over any boy I knew. I never asked her how she got to know them so
well when I should‘ve. Oh well. I guess I‘ll ask her when I see her again. Anyways,
I need to keep practicing.
Fa~ , high Re-e Mi, high Do~
So uncool of the doctors! They know how much I love playing the piano, and how
much I want to play this song especially, and yet they won‘t let me. So while I was
spending long and dull hours of indolence, I decided to sneak onto Selly‘s
computer for a while and make sure I had all the notes down right. I decided to
write some other things here too, so if anyone (most likely Selly) wants to know
how I‘m feeling right now, they‘ll know by reading this little excerpt. Actually, I‘ll
just jot down some words that‘ll let anyone who knows how to read how I feel and
what I want right now: Piano, me, play, bed, hate. There, that should do it!
Mi flat, Re, Re~, Ti(Flat), La, Fa So, La, Ti
I just hope I‘m getting all the notes right. The notes are one thing, the beat is
another. I can‘t clearly remember every beat for every note. The Mi flat is one beat
for sure…the next…it looks right. I hate you Dr. Ester. Why did you have to take
away even the music scores I had? It‘s not like I‘m going to whip out a huge piano
from my pocket and place it in my room. Though I wish I could. I wish I could get
a glimpse at Selly‘s brain someday. How does she get along with this thing?
Computers are definitely not the most convenient devices in the world. The only
good thing I noticed about it so far is that when I use it, it kind of feels like I‘m in
front of a piano. Selly once told me that people who play the piano pick up typing
pretty fast; I think she‘s right. It‘s all rather easy. There are a lot of symbols I can
use too. Maybe I should use them instead of just relying on commas and dashes to
represent the different beats. Say, maybe the Shift+6 thing could represent one and
a half beat? So the next part would be…
Sol, Mi^Fa So, La, Fa
But wait…that part‘s a half, no, quarter beat. Ugh, this is going to take forever. Uh
oh, Dr. Ester‘s coming. Time for me to go to bed and pretend to sleep. I just hope
she doesn‘t notice the strands of hair I dropped on the floor. Did I drop any on the
keyboard? I did, great. Oh well. Selly wouldn‘t mind I suppose. She‘d sometimes
leave hair on my piano too. I actually miss her doing that. Even though at that
time I‘d been a little upset, she was still a friend. One of the few friends I had in
this hospital. She was one of the few people who actually convinced me that I
came here for a good reason. It‘s too bad having the same blood color as Dr. Ester‘s
coat isn‘t a good thing. Hard to accept that‘s why I can‘t see Selly anymore either.
Sol, Mi^Fa So, La, Fa
I really like that part. Maybe because it‘s the last.
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Stupendous fruit of electrifying sorrow and the most supreme surprise!
-doom and damnation ooh baby, how cursed am I!
By Yongkyung Chung
Please fail to understand that this particular world will not be ready just yet this
time around and time will close now hurry
Don‘t you dare recognize the raw unsteadiness of trifling words I‘ve tossed
Please fail to see hurt crunching like feet on lips that reek of your stranger, the one
unknown, that unbeknownst,
you already know: ice frost touches first the roundest, shiniest buds
(offspring of the most vicious root! that root which too is yours!)
Please fail to notice that there is no longer any real need to cling
to anything other than the colder particles as this desperation too is nothing but an
empty fist
and will soon pass
Do ignore the irresponsible slobber of my narrow-welled depths
(slick stalactites of crystal breaking the crust of a frenzied earth!)
Please fail utterly to discover that when I cried it was for you always though my
excuses took on lives of their own! And maybe they will outlive you
Please please don‘t you never ever spot the warmth that grafts my skin to yours.
I may quite simply die if you don‘t heed these pleas

Vivons
By Yongkyung Chung
you want to make sense of the world, the world is beauty
beauty is of the senses
the things of the world cry tears for it and tears are the stuff of lovers
(lovers as a rule are beautiful, all of them
and therefore none at all)
there is time enough beyond the grave,
for embarrassment
embarrassment takes time
and such time
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Geerke Jenkins
By Luisa HyoJin Koo
It goes a long way, my fascination with Geerke Jenkins. The writer.
Yes it does. A writer she is. A writer with one published book. A great writer.
This is now to be a description of how I got to meet Geerke. I refer to
her first name now. I have a personal relationship with her. I will not reveal
about that. I cannot talk about that too much. I won‘t write about our
favorite positions in bed. I will now begin about the day I saw her at my
favorite coffee shop. I‘ve admired her book for as long as I can remember,
maybe that‘s not true because her book was published five years ago, and the
oldest memory I have is very old, that being nineteen years ago on my sixth
birthday when I wished to be more stupid like Joshua next door because he
wasn‘t scared shitless by death like I was at the age of six and he just stared
at me with his big dumb eyes sucking his thumb.
Some men and women write about everything, they are babbling on
about runaway cats, or dogs peeing on porches, or personal love stories, or an
angry mom, they write about everything and everyone. Some even write
about the post-modernist views of identity imposed upon the film Moulin
Rouge, or about the sophisticated nature of Waiting for Godot, or about the
furniture women in Victorian novels such as Jane Eyre, but Geerke Jenkins
was not one of them. No she wasn‘t. She certainly wasn‘t. No way in hell.
This is to be a description of her book, the one and only one she wrote
five years ago, which I‘ve read many many many times to make sure I didn‘t
miss anything, but also because it was just that good. Some people say her
book is overrated. Some people say her book is unappreciated. Some people
say she‘s the next James Joyce. Some people say she‘s a literate hobo. Some
people say we don‘t have enough to determine her as a writer yet. Some
people say she needs to write more. Some people say they wonder about her
whereabouts. I know her whereabouts. I certainly do. That is certain. It is
sure.
She said to me one day that I was like her, that I was incapable of
truly loving anyone other than myself because she was like that and I was
like her and she was like that and I was exactly like her.
After she goes home I feel a naked emptiness that emerges whenever
she‘s gone and I face the idea of her absence that makes me feel so feminine,
which I hate, just like the idea of being a part of a group makes me feel.
Some say she can step out to the hallway and see a dozen people waiting to
say hello. Some say she can hug any one of them if she wants to. Some say
she may even pet their blushing cheeks. I hate you, I would whisper to her
sound-asleep face, and correct myself, and I would hate me because it‘s just
not her fault and I don‘t want to own her not to mention that I can‘t. I would
swear that this is the last time and that I will not come to her anymore.
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On the third day after my vow Geerke finds me during the Civil War
Reenactment and I‘m hiding behind an oak tree when she comes gliding
down the hill without any armor and I‘m so surprised that I ask how she got
here in the middle of nowhere. She was taking a walk. But it‘s dangerous.
She‘s confident she won‘t get hit by a paintball. A gun, maybe. A paintball
no. Not a paintball. No paint. Ball.
But I wasn‘t as confident, I feel a deadening pressure on my chest
where I look down to see a red stain where my heart was supposed to be and
I look up but Geerke‘s running up the hill already and my heart hurts.
Some say I‘m out of my mind. Some tell me that Geerke‘s twenty-one
years older than me. Some say I‘m crazy. Some say I‘ll regret. Others drag
me to a hospital private room. It says GEERKE G. JENKINS on the door. I
enter. Oh my God what is that where is this why am I here who is that what
is that? This is weird. It doesn‘t make any sense. This is insane. It is absurd.
This is so certainly and absolutely crazy weird freaky outrageous.
They say Geerke‘s been in a coma for almost a year now because she
was hit by a lumber truck while researching for her next book. It makes all
sense now how she knew so much about me and how she understood me, it
was because she was a part of me. I hear her voice telling me I‘m incapable of
truly loving anyone other than myself and her roaring triumphant voice
laughs. She laughs. I laugh. She laughs. I laugh. She laughs. I laugh. She and
I laugh in unison, as I am escorted to the psychiatrics building.
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In my Burlesque
By Amy Hasun Ahn
Once, I knew things, and people knew me.
People have ceased but I still know things.
Such as: the music that pulses in from the room to my left is Nick
Cave & the Bad Seeds.
Such as: there is nothing like a storm during the day. There is no
mystery in nature seen framed by the incurious anatomy of a window in
daylight. There is only the coolness of a draft, hemorrhaging through the
breach. There is the din—dripdripping, syncopating above, around,
somewhere beyond those walls. There is only the tea juddering in my cup.
And the constancy of my thoughts, veining on the glass, again and again and
again. A timelessness apart from timelessness.
Such as: the letters of my name—P-A-U-L-E-Y. As in the ballroom.
Such as: contrary to what today‘s thinkers think, the human is a breed
of resilience. You can enslave them, cuff them, exploit them, drug their
children, love their fathers, rut their values, splinter their backs, give them
the burden of history, and they will surprise you. Goad a human specimen
into a corner and purloin him of all illusions about the world, and he will
still want the world. There is nothing like the attempt to quell the will to life.
Bruise me but you can‘t bruise my soul—if I can‘t go on, I‘ll go on.
But to what result? I am only a vain broken old thing.
Such as: what about tea that no one drinks? What was it in
preparation for? For whom did the vapors curl? Desire misses the mark.
Consequently, much in life is in vain. What to do with the undrunk? What
to say about the belated?
Such as: if you loved me you‘d be here now.
Beyond the door, the floorboards creak. Sound blooms into existence,
footsteps, closing doors, a murmuring. The scream of traffic far, far away.
The square of my eyehole into the world sunnies up, sketching itself in color.
What do I see this day? The tree. It‘s been stripped of leaves for weeks; the
air knots its appendages. The eyelets of the building adjoining. An apartment
building, an anthology of homes.
My range covers from floor Four to the ninth. Living Room Eight has
begun to stir, I watch with an easy mind I associate this with now. The
draperies flourish this way and that, and in their rift cavort children in mute,
because I cannot hear them, a girl and a boy, whose sprightliness spikes the
annoyance of a parent I cannot see. They must go to school, those children, a
fact I grieve in my lust to keep this gold close.
Movement in eyelet Five. The silhouette of a young man bloats? No,
there is someone else there. They are embracing, lingering, they are two. The
young woman drifts off, to use the restroom. An element of surprise jilts my
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veins as, without warning, the young man throws open the curtains and
leans into the valance. It takes a moment to realize he does not see me; how
can he. The young are so blind to ugliness of this sort, especially when they
are in love. There is a purity there I almost envy.
It is to catch glimpses like this that I wait after, morning after
morning.
But my luck‘s used up it seems.
In Nine the blinds are vicious in their ascent. Enter Woman who
looks like something died. The years have not been kind to her. Through my
history of observation, I know her rent is overdue every month. There was
once I witnessed the landowner throwing her up against the window, and
she let him touch her all over. All these things eat her up, day after day, until
she is nothing but that shell there, and that shadow behind her. I wonder, is
there a me inside her? Are we alike? I avert my eyes, and I imagine she does
too. There is nothing that kills you more than when you are reminded of
yourself in someone else.
The couple in window Six continues their argument from yesterday. I
often wonder if I can interpret the fights from their gestures. This morning
the man‘s hands say, okay, okay, okay, and the woman‘s fingers thrust and
parry, and what will your apologies do now? How will it feed the kids and
clean the sink and fill the bank? Indeed, what do apologies ever do. It‘s one
of those belated things.
The inhabitants of Seven are slumbering still, or they have decamped
for vacation, who knows. The shutters of Four never open at all, but I know
she‘s up. At times she smiles, at times her expression is complexity—could
she wonder at my origin?—and at other times she nods in acknowledgment
(this one I like the least). Each time, she sees me. I doubt my feelings are
romantic. She is the type of person I would bequeath the good eyelets to. She
reminds me of . . .
That is the thing. She reminds me of nothing at all. Nothing of the
past triggered, no vestige revisited.
The door opens. The nurse goes about her things, dusting and
readjusting. I forgive her the condescension in her talk, because she binds my
blanket about me to satisfaction. I couldn‘t protest with words if I wanted to.
Even when she leaves a fresh cup of tea.
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HONEYMOON 911
By YunHee Shin and Loren Goodman
Chocolate melting down sweetly
Like the remnants of a candle neatly
Squeezed between the toes
It drips like water from the hose
He touches her hands gently
With the tires of his Bentley
In candle-lit repose
A fierce fire a rose
The newlywed couple escapes quickly
Into a rose hedge prickly
This loving couple goes
Unluckily into ghettoes
Where is their happily-ever-after story?
It drips like chocolate from the nose
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A poet achieves immortality
By Sumin Han
I shall stay away from politics and moon night boat rides,
a sijo-battle between would-be kings and martyrs
Joy and fear will spend my days,
sucking on honeycombs and stealing flowers:
One flower shall regrow my bones
Another will renew my flesh and skin
Third will rebuild my veins and fill them with blood
And the last will bring back warm breath to my lungs
let me lose my tongue once again.
Thus I will elude death,
Forever bribing and placating the shades
I shall find a city of hermitage and name it after myself
Or wander from one marketplace to another
a drunken poem for a beggar's meal,
amusing little children and making old women cry.
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A fan letter to Yi Sang
By Sumin Han
If you were born in the same year as I was
You wouldn‘t have died an unlucky genius
You couldn‘t have gone on till 26
brimming with phlegm and neurotic red cells
A coquette toying with self-pity and conceit,
Even if you were born in this bountiful age
Of self-publication and book reading tours
You wouldn‘t have lasted much longer, I think
A college dropout without any specs
channeling despair to your cyworld minihomepage
freakish, hyperventilating,
a damp dot of mold in this vast blogosphere
– I cannot make money how do you make money I cannot I cannot
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CONVOLVULUS
By Geoff Stevens
You dance like a moth at my eye
as I, hung out in the dark to dry
take in the moon, the fear of the unknown
through my cornea, to its digital conclusion.
The sky is full of insects
making patterns like supercharged electrons
around an invisible nucleus
singing their calls of reconciliation.
You are quick and lively
flutter like eyelashes against my cheek
leave your powder on my skin
pop out your eyes on stalks at me.
You rub your abdomen against my torso
and I do not try to fathom why I interest you
but luxuriate in your non-stop contact
the obviousness of your constant ecstasy
as you rub up against me with intention.
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 Re: Cats Submission
To: <Darkdeath4529@hotmail.com> 7:24 PM
Dear, Seijin,
Your continued alterations are contrary to both the
aforementioned regulations and more importantly, our
goals as a literary magazine. I must ask that you
cease altering and removing submissions. We have put
too much work into this project to have you
disrupting things at the last minute.
Hail Satan!
Professor Drogban
P.S. Your Carrot Cake was delicious. I must have the
recipe.
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 Interference
To: <Darkdeath4529@hotmail.com> 1:20 AM
Seijin,
It seems that you either did not receive my last
email or disregarded it. I saw today that you had
changed the title of Tae Young’s “Memoirs of a
Shadow Showman” to “Fun in a Chinese Laundry.”
Furthermore, you seem to have condensed my review of
Saffron My Desire, which originally read:
Without going into too much detail, Maxime Obume’s
Saffron My Desire, is a poignant antecedent to the
prologue from Gyogy Navarro’s epic, The Forgotten.
There, Navarro invites us to contemplate life death
and the nature of remorse within the strictures of
proto-Victorian society. Obume’s film builds off the
tragic contemplation of life but this time in the
post-modern social-space of nighttime Beijing.
into; “Welcome to the Jungle, bitches.” I will not
stand (my crippled heart prevents me) for this
continued interference. I am initiating procedures
to remove you from the editorial board. Your circle
of friends will not protect you this time.
Professor Drogban
.
P.S. In response to your question, blood works
better.
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Escapades in the Dirt
By Jennifer Waescher
The sun baked my skin. This was the sixth time Darren and I had
walked up and down the asphalt road beside the overnight campers. The street
marked the outer limits of the Cedar Grove Campgrounds, where my family came
every summer. That day, like everyday, we tired of swimming by three in the
afternoon, and took to strolling past the overnighters. They were more
interesting than the seasonal campers, particularly that day, when an exquisite
young girl lay sunbathing beside the creek. The overnight campground ran
alongside a manmade creek, separating the road from the grounds. The creek
was always low on water, exposing the patchy rocks cemented into the ground
along the sides. The overnight grounds were the worst lots in the whole park;
close to the highway with few trees.
The girl looked about fifteen, like us. She didn‘t notice us walking past
her six times. We continued to walk. Darren‘s little brother Ethan walked in
front of us, always tagging along. Ethan was eight years old and tiny, much
smaller then most kids his age, but he was tough. Even on the hot asphalt, he
never wore shoes. He always wore the same oversized orange trunks, down to
his knees, never a shirt, displaying his dirty bruised body. His family deemed
him a ―bad seed,‖ seeing as he stole from their mother‘s purse every week when
she passed out in their trailer, and spent it all on candy at the park‘s treat store.
The bruises on his back gleamed in the hot sun. Finally, Darren stopped
walking. We were right across from her.
―That‘s it, man,‖ Darren said. He stood with his hands on his hips.
His brow furrowed. ―We have to talk to her.‖
He gazed across the creek in serious thought. Ethan stopped way ahead
of us to terrorise a spider on the gravel sidewalk. Darren stared at Ethan.
―I know,‖ he said. ―We‘ll get Ethan to go over and get her attention.
Chicks love him.‖ It was true. Ethan was cute, and girls constantly flocked
to him, rubbing his blonde head and dirty cheeks.
―We‘ll give him a quarter,‖ Darren continued with his plan. ―He‘ll do
anything for a quarter.‖
That‘s a fact, I thought. Ethan loved video games, and always looked
out for quarters to play them, especially when he couldn‘t get into his mother‘s
purse. Two weeks before, Darren promised him a quarter to hold his breath
under water for three minutes. Ethan did that and jumped fifteen feet out of a
tree for an additional quarter.
―Ethan, get over here,‖ Darren yelled.
―No!‖ Ethan shouted back.
―Get the fuck over here!‖ Reluctantly Ethan came over, dragging his
bare feet. ―Okay, listen carefully,‖ Darren began. A difficult task for Ethan,
who couldn‘t focus on anything for more than ten seconds. ―See that girl?‖
Darren continued. ―You‘re gonna go talk to her.‖ Ethan looked at her.
―Why?‖ Ethan asked.
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―Shut up and listen. We‘re gonna give you a quarter. Okay?‖
Ethan‘s eyes widened. He looked up at me and then returned his gaze to
Darren.
―Yeah, yeah, gimmie the quarter,‖ he said. I reached in my pocket for
one.
―You‘re gonna go over to her and say, ‗my brother and his friend want to
meet you.‘‖
―Get him to repeat it,‖ I said.
―What do you have to say, Ethan?‖ Darren asked. Ethan thought for a
moment.
―Me and my friends…‖ Ethan began.
―No!‖ Darren yelled. ―Listen, ‗my brother and his friend want to meet
you.‘ Then you point to us, ‗kay?‖
―I got it! Just give me the quarter,‖ Ethan whined. I gave him the
quarter. He ran to the end of the street, crossed the bridge and ran up the other
side. He disappeared periodically behind tents and trailers before he stopped
about twenty feet from the girl.
―What‘s he doing?‖ Darren said. He gestured for Ethan to go over to
her. Ethan looked at us, at the girl, and at the quarter in his hand.
―Oh no,‖ I said. ―He‘s gonna bail.‖ Ethan repeated his scrutiny of the
girl, the quarter, and us. Finally he turned to us, gave us the finger and took
off running for the arcade, his bare feet tearing across the gravel road.
―That little shit!‖ Darren said. We ran after Ethan. The arcade was
on the other side of the bridge, across from the Laundromat. We reached the
arcade and found Ethan playing pac-man and eating a fudgesicle, the majority
of it on his face. How the hell did he get that? I wondered. Darren was
fuming. He stormed over to Ethan and yanked him up.
―Let me go!‖ Ethan yelled, dropping his fudgesicle on the floor.
Darren carried him out to the concrete porch at the front of the arcade; a large
platform with no roof and no railings around the sides, about four feet off the
sandy ground. Being the regular hangout for the youth at the park, there were,
as usual, a few kids sitting around. They watched with mild intrigue as
Darren carried his screaming brother out of the arcade.
―Fuck you!‖ Ethan yelled. He fought fiercely to break loose, but
Darren held him tightly. He carried Ethan to the edge of the porch, then
grabbed Ethan‘s face with his hand. ―Look down, Ethan,‖ he said, ―that‘s
where you‘re going.‖ He dangled him over the edge.
―Screw you!‖ Ethan yelled. The kids on the porch stared out of
boredom more than any genuine concern. I felt a little uncomfortable, I didn‘t
quite know where to put myself, and so I decided to interject.
―Dude, maybe you should just put him down,‖ I suggested. Darren
might not have heard me, because he didn‘t respond. He continued to swing
Ethan over the edge of the porch. Ethan cursed and struggled to break free, his
bruises turning new shades of purple. Sometimes Darren doesn‘t know when
to stop, I thought.
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―Darren, that‘s enough. He‘s learned,‖ I said casually, not wanting to
seem too concerned. Darren stopped for a moment, demonstrating to the
porch kids how he held Ethan‘s squirming body with ease.
―He never learns,‖ Darren said. He pulled Ethan‘s face close to his own
and whispered, ―Do ya?‖ He tightened his grip on Ethan, swung him back
much farther than before, and threw him off the edge of the porch. Ethan‘s
body hurtled through the air, and landed face down in the dirt. He didn‘t
move. I ran to the edge and stared down.
―Holy shit, Darren! What‘d you do that for?‖ I asked, and stared at
Ethan who remained motionless. ―He‘s not moving, Darren, he might be hurt,‖
I said. Darren looked down at him. We stood there, examining Ethan‘s limp
body from a distance.
―Hey fucker, get up!‖ Darren finally yelled. Ethan lay still. Darren
jumped off the platform and went over to him. He nudged Ethan with his foot.
―Get up!‖ He yelled again. Slowly Ethan stood. Sand covered his chest and
shoulders. His nose had bled, and clotted to the sand on his face, mixed with
the chocolate. Darren brushed the sand out of Ethan‘s hair and off his body.
He kneeled down, grabbed Ethan‘s face, and wiped the blood from under
Ethan‘s nose with his thumb. Remaining on his knees to inspect Ethan‘s face,
they stared at each other for a moment, after which Darren slapped Ethan
across the face.
―Fuckin‘ asshole!‖ Ethan screamed and took off running again, this
time past the Laundromat.
―Same to you, ya little fucker!‖ Darren yelled in to the distance. He
chuckled to himself, kicking the sand around at his feet. He turned and
noticed me frowning at him.
―He‘s not your brother,‖ he said.
―I know.‖ A few minutes passed, neither of us said anything. The
noises from the arcade flooded out the open door. I looked down at the sand;
some of Ethan‘s blood was there.
―I bet that girl‘s still there,‖ he eventually said.
―Probably.‖ He walked in her direction. I stayed on the porch.
―You don‘t want to come?‖ he asked. ―That‘s fine, she‘ll want me
anyway.‖ He kept going.
―Darren,‖ I yelled.
―Yeah,‖ he responded without turning around. I jumped off the porch
and stood in the sand, kicking it around. Darren realised I wasn‘t with him
and stopped, turned to look at me, then looked at his thumb, where Ethan‘s
blood still was, and wiped it on his jeans. I didn‘t like him right then, he
seemed like someone I didn‘t really know. He shrugged his shoulders at me.
―Hey, you coming or what?‖ he asked. ―Even though you don‘t stand a chance
in hell with her‖ he laughed.
I envisioned running into him, tackling him to the ground. He got
impatient and started walking again.
―You wish,‖ I said, and ran past him toward the girl by the creek.
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Nothing Personal
By Michelle Kim
The phone rang two hours after midnight. Its ghostly blue screen lit
up and it grated three times against the nightstand before Dominic answered.
He kicked the blankets away from him. He gingerly put his feet on the cold
floor. The girl lying with her back to him was pretending to be asleep. Her
breathing was short and shallow. He could see over the curve of her face that
her eyelashes were fluttering.
It was still very much night outside. Dom sat on his chilled front
steps. He clasped his hands and leaned his elbows on his knees. The smokecolored sedan glided up to the house. The orange light of the streetlamp
pooled in its hood. Inside, Massimo was rubbing his forehead briskly. The
navy blue duffel bag was in the back seat. He handed Dom a hot paper cup of
black coffee. Dom felt the heat burn against his palm, through the paper.
―Where‘s Andrea?‖
―I don‘t know.‖
―He‘s s‘posed to be here.‖
―I know he‘s supposed to be here.‖
―Where is he?‖
―I don‘t know. Probably jerking off in front of a full-length mirror
somewhere. I don‘t know.‖
Massimo pulled back into the road. The car was whisper-quiet. Dom looked
in the mirror as they drove away and saw a light turn on in his bedroom
window.
―Dom. Are we gonna tell Fisch about Andrea?‖
―I dunno.‖
―We should.‖
―Would you relax. We don‘t even need him.‖
―Don‘t tell me to relax.‖
―Relax, then.‖
The engine hummed. Dom slumped in his seat. His knees pushed against the
dashboard. He pressed his fingers over his eyes, fighting sleep. It began to
sprinkle, dotting a thousand pinpricks across the windshield. They passed
streets lined with maple trees. They passed squat, boxy houses. They drove
past dog parks, damp baseball diamonds and a browned football field.
―Still remember that game against Middlesex.‖
Dom grinned in the dark, remembering too.
―Fastest damn safeties I have ever seen.‖
―Still ain‘t faster than me.‖
―Like hell they weren‘t.‖
―We woulda won if I‘d played.‖
―You weren‘t that good.‖
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―Ha. Twice the player you ever was.‖
―Drink your damn coffee.‖
Dom took a sip. It was already cold. He lit a cigarette instead. It warmed his
fingertips. The orange tip glowed. The car filled with sweet smoke. They
passed a small liquor store on a street corner. Dom motioned for Massimo to
stop. He went inside and came back with two long-necked bottles.
―Is that for me?‖
―Absolutely not.‖
When they got to the city outskirts, mist turned to full-bodied rain. They
passed dirt lots turning to mud. They drove along an empty riverbed
collecting water. Cold gray smokestacks were just visible on the other side.
They drove farther still, through scattered houses with overgrown lawns and
swinging clotheslines. The car slid to a stop in front of a house with a
balding lawn and a chain-link fence.
Massimo reached back for the blue duffel bag. He opened it, took two
heavy-handled revolvers and handed one to Dom. He took out and opened a
flat black case. He took two old aluminum silencers and handed one to Dom.
The two sat quietly, twisting silencer onto barrel. The tinny squeaks of
metal on metal filled the air in the car. Massimo glanced towards the house.
All of the blinds were drawn and closed.
―Dumbass. He hides three hours out of town and thinks we won‘t find
him.‖
―Maybe you don‘t come in with me.‖
Massimo stared at him baldly. The hard glint of his eyes shone.
―I can do it, if you want.‖
Dom did not answer.
―I‘m serious. I can do it.‖
―I know you can.‖
Both men opened their doors and stepped into the damp street. The air was
thick and milky with rain. Massimo put his gun in his waistband. He stood
by the car. His back was straight. His arms were crossed, feet planted wide.
Dom held his low by his side. The glass bottles in his left hand clinked.
Their favorite brand. He pushed the gate open and walked towards the
darkened house.
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Clean Up
By Jennifer Kwon Dobbs
Mermaids comb weeds from their oily hair
veining the evening tide with sludge,
faceless yet mouthed and sleeved,
coating a heron blinking code inside a machine.
Its elegant white neck threads disaster
choked with safe words like ―awe‖ and ―grief,‖
which are familiar ways to know death,
but its amber eyes are black
chairs in the sun‘s center darkening
into scrim, so no mirror for a ghost to lodge
there in your heart as you pace back and forth
belted with vials, testing the secret
ledgers of industry: This bird will die
as mermaids sing a cantata of knives
buttering a businessman‘s bread, rumors of rescue
shall shuttle and patrol. You will feel helpless
to identify the bird as you had before
by shadow or gossip. The literal will beak,
claw and find the yawning maw of Time
tertiary to its trash men tossing bags of tar.
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Charlotte‘s Face
By Sumin Lee
A man told me
He got a tattoo of
Charlotte Gainsbourg‘s face
On his lower left arm.
It was a complete disaster.
The color of her face
And the shape of her nose
Made her look like an
Eighty year old witch.
He said he couldn‘t believe
He had to live with it
Forever.
You
Are engraved in my heart
Like the distorted face
Of Charlotte Gainsbourg
Tragically tattooed
On someone‘s lower left arm.
Wish I could remove you
Without any pain
Wish I could start
All over again.

古宮
고궁
By Su-min Han
The place is now surrounded by old men smoking and playing go.
Sometimes they shout at pregnant women to stand up and make a seat for
them in the subways, but
I can never hate them - everyday they sit outside, enjoying each other and
the sunlight.
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The Coup
By Peter Moench
The ants are up to something.
Yesterday I saw a troop of them carrying
a pair of wire cutters down 52nd Street.
New anthills had sprung up beside
telephone poles, power lines, the police and fire stations.
By five-o‘clock activity had tripled.
Beneath the dull shuffle of human faces
a dark torrent of activity: messages relayed,
positions scouted, provisions stockpiled.
A large detachment was streaming into City Hall.
Of course no one noticed.
Then, last night, I came face to face with one outside my building.
We both froze.
His mandibles tensed. I backed slowly inside.
* * *

I sit at my desk, peering out through the blinds.
A fine black grid covers the city
from the financial district to the condemned factories.
They‘ve been sizing us up for a long time now.
In our kitchens and boardrooms,
at unemployment offices and strip malls.
In the walls of our bedrooms.
They‘ve observed every ambition and noted
each failing. They‘re ready.
And maybe it‘s time.
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 Interference
To: <Darkdeath4529@hotmail.com> 10:49 PM
Do you realize how disrespectful you are being to
your fellow classmates? Your insertion of three
pages of “YOU'RE PRETTY BRILLIANT, BIG DIPPER” is
manifestly insubordinate! Your positions on the
formatting board and the editorial committees do not
give you the right to play god with the submissions.
I have filed a disciplinary infraction notice with
the intra college administrative team. This will
very likely conclude with your dismissal from your
current posts, your expulsion from the university
badminton team, and a standard notice of demerit.
Were it not for my damn crippled legs I would tell
you this in person!
Consider yourself warned.
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 To: <Darkdeath4529@hotmail.com>
Re: Assassination Attempt

4:15 AM

Damn you Seijin! Your meddling knows no end! You
changed the Necronomicon passage from
“I command thee to return from the abyss and bring
an age of darkness upon us all. Lords of darkness
may you burst forth unto the world like a swollen
pustule. We salute you with virgin’s blood. “ to “A
Gambling Man’s Lament; one and one beats two and

four and that’s why those bouncers showed me the
door! Red on black and black on red, “you just lost
your house,” the dealer said.
Confoundious Angelicus! Moreover, you changed the
date of the animal sacrifice prayer meeting to a
Thursday! We both know no spirits can be summoned on
Thursdays! When cultist, Rathbone read the altered
passage last Thursday the book transfigured him into
an end table! Also you changed the title from “Joan
of Arc; The Spirit of Courage” to My Strawberry
Handbag. I will not stand (damn crippled legs) for
this Seijin!
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Same Old Story
By Peter Moench
Just then a likable family of three arrived. They parked their station
wagon (spacious and safe but with good gas mileage) across the street from the
Asian market and stepped out onto the sidewalk. At this point, a policeman
stopped them. He said he could see that they were new in town and probably
looking for a stable to spend the night in. They protested that they‘d lived
above the market for years and only just stepped out to the park to teach Dexter
– who besides was already born, so clearly the officer had the wrong story – to
goose hunt. Here he very nearly cornered them with the incisive question of
where their geese were, then – but, not to be outdone, they countered this bon
mot with the plausible rejoinder that they just weren‘t biting, what with the
economy and all.
This gave our flatfoot no short pause. He began retying his shoes to buy
time.
From across the street the owner of the market, who had caught wind of
the altercation, chimed in his two cents that he had never seen the three before
and, anyway, there was no apartment upstairs. This merely compounded our
poor sleuth‘s befuddlement, however, as his father had always told him not to
trust anyone who was selling something. Still, he himself had always had a
mind like a steel door and an impeccable knack for profiling. (By now he had
advanced to shining his shoes.) When the family asked a follow-up question of
whether they were free to go, he responded in a timid voice that he was the law,
whereupon the family – who hadn‘t fully heard – asked for clarification, in
response to which he only shined all the harder.
Meanwhile, Dexter had reached adolescence and felt a sudden and acute
embarrassment at the spectacle his parents were making. He manifested this
alternately via grotesque expressions of the oh-god-here-we-go-again variety
and by abstracting himself close to the point of evaporation with the help of
performance-diminishing music. In his spare time he had started knitting a wig
from plastic mesh and Burger King straws with which he hoped to climb up to
his girlfriend‘s ear. At this juncture, his parents (oblivious to their son‘s
rebellion) decided to press their advantage and began looming over our sagging
gumshoe, demanding their rights. This was all too much for the man: he seeped
into the gutter and drifted downstream. The couple, however, were nothing if
not law-abiding and good sports besides, so they stayed put to wait for his
decision.
A neat man in a three-piece suit had been taking all this down, for
insurance purposes. He made a last note and slid the file into his brown
briefcase. The brass clasp snapped shut with a satisfying click. Boarding the 5:05
46A, he smiled and wondered whether it would be meatloaf or fish tonight.
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The Second Nose
By Soojung Lee
My best friend is named Ben, but we call him Schtick.
―My nose is on my back,‖ I told him.
He looked up at me and gave me a funny look.
―Um. No. It‘s on your face. I can see it,‖ he said, and gestured at it with his
chin.
―No, I mean, I have a second nose on my back.‖
―What?‖ Schtick said.
―Yeah,‖ I said, before turning around and hiking up the back of my shirt to
show him.
―Eurgh,‖ he said with a laugh. ―What the hell is that? Put that thing away.‖
My first boyfriend was Schtick‘s best friend. His name is Carver, but we call
him Warren. He was the second person I told about the nose, years later. He set
down his flute, next to his drumsticks and clarinet case. This was before he lost
his hand, when he still played music.
―I never saw a nose there,‖ he said.
―Look,‖ I said, and took off my shirt.
The last person I told was my mom. I figured, since she was the one that
gave birth to me, she probably knew about it anyways.
―You know, I was quite worried about that thing when you were a baby, but
I waited it out and you seemed perfectly fine. So I knew I wouldn‘t have to
worry about it anymore,‖ she said. And that was it. Having a second nose
didn‘t seem like such a big deal.
This was why I was surprised when Martin screamed when he first saw it.
―Oh my God. What the fuck is that?‖ he said.
―It‘s my second nose,‖ I said.
―Oh. Oh, thank God. I thought it was a tumor,‖ he said. Then he went still
for a moment.
―Wait, what?‖ he asked.
I shrugged.
―Turn around. Let me see, please? Oh, what, ick,‖ he said, as he bent me over
on the bed, and climbed on top. ―What is it doing here? What happened?‖ he
asked. I informed the sheets that I did not know. ―How does it feel?‖ he asked,
but I didn‘t feel anything. I twisted in place, and craned my neck to see him
place his fingers near the asymmetrical nostrils.
―Oh God, I can feel the air,‖ he said with a shudder. He didn‘t seem to be
able to take his eyes off of it though, and he didn‘t take his hand away.
What a weirdo.
Then the inspection was over, and we forgot about it until two weeks later,
during breakfast, he suddenly looked up from his cereal with a frown.
―How do you know it‘s a nose?‖ he demanded.
And I didn‘t know. I mean, I thought I knew, but then he asked me all these
questions that I didn‘t know the answers to like, what is a nose, and can we call
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it a nose when it‘s not where a nose is supposed to be, and does it really have all
the functions of a nose?
―What does this smell like?‖ he asked behind me.
―Martin, I‘m going to be late for work,‖ I said.
―This is important!‖ he said, and I rolled my eyes.
―It smells like jam.‖
―Okay that doesn‘t count. You saw me pick up the jar,‖ he said, and started
fussing around the apartment looking for things I could smell.
*
Four weeks later, a camera is being shoved up to my face. I squint at the
glaring camera light.
―We have the results here, they‘ve just arrived from the hospital,‖ Holly
Buzz says next to me, facing the camera. Her bob is immaculate, just like I saw
from the show. It feels odd to be standing next to a person that used to live in
my TV. ―The hospital has checked Erin‘s anomaly, running a series of
comprehensive tests to check the offensive appendage.‖ She continues rapidly,
clutching the scan results and shaking the leaves. They rustle nervously in her
grip. ―Four doctors, and one anatomist have agreed to help us with our mission,
and after much debate, it has been determined.‖ Here, she pauses dramatically,
and pulls herself upright, mashing the papers up to her breasts.
―It is indeed. A second. Nose,‖ she says.
I eye her warily.
―I already knew that,‖ I say. ―I was the one that told you it was a nose.‖
―Please stick to the script,‖ Holly Buzz says briskly as the red camera light
blinks off. Everyone begins shifting their equipments. ―Martin told me you
would be more cooperative. I hope we haven‘t decided to undertake this episode
under false premises.‖ Her laugh is stone cold, and she breezes past me to have
a word with the mic man.
What the hell is an anatomist, anyways?
―Just go with it. You know I tried to find a way for you to get a
comprehensive physical, but it turned out to be a lot more expensive than I
expected, and with everything tied down in the trust fund... I mean, it might
have worked if you‘d just taken that job with health insurance last year, but…
It‘s better this way anyways, they‘ve offered to consult multiple doctors, and
they promised a thorough examination. Besides, being on national television‘s a
big deal, self-promotion is very in right now. I know you‘ll feel weird at first,
but it‘ll be fun. Every other person‘s been on the telly some time or another
these days,‖ Martin‘s voice sounded from my phone. I chewed on my
thumbnail.
―I don‘t know about this,‖ I‘d said. ―I saw a few episodes of The Holly Buzz
Show, With Holly Buzz. Holly Buzz is really aggressive. And insane. I think she
has problems.‖
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―Erin,‖ Martin said, and waited a beat. I listened to the sound of his
breathing patiently. ―I think it‘s really important that you get your nose
checked out. Frankly, I‘m appalled that you never got it checked by a doctor.
What if it turns out that it‘s not a real nose? What if it‘s a tumor? A tumor
with airholes?‖
―I did get it checked by a doctor. Dr. Lowks said it was fine.‖
―You said Dr. Lowks is so old he sometimes mistakes you for his
granddaughter.‖
―Deterioration of eyesight is common for aged those of his age.‖
―He doesn‘t have a granddaughter!‖
So I thought, Fine, I‘ll go along with it. I‘ve already signed the agreement at
this point, milk‘s already been spilt, and I sit back down with the host. At least
I found out that my nose is a real nose. Even if I already knew that, sort of. The
camera light blinks back on.
―So! Tell us, Erin. What is life like, with this particular handicap?‖ She looks
at me expectantly. I can only blink at her.
―Handicap?‖ I finally get out.
She laughs, crossing her legs and clasping her hands to one side. ―I know
people think it‘s politically incorrect to use that term, but the standards for
those rules are entirely too hypocritical, don‘t you think? An educated person
would surely notice that it‘s only a superficial mask to the ugly prejudices of
society.‖ She‘s talking so fast, and I think I know what she‘s saying but at the
same time it‘s not making any sense to me. I shake my head.
―I don‘t have a handicap,‖ I say. Saying a nose is a handicap would be rather
offensive to the people who were handicapped, I think.
―Do we have an optimist here?‖ Holly trills. I am coming to despise that
laugh.
―I haven‘t lost a body part, or any function. If anything, I have something
extra. It‘s more like a superpower. …Except the superpower is a nose.‖
Her smile freezes, and she stays still for a split second before saying through
her teeth, ―Why don‘t we take a few shots of you trying to live your life
normally?‖
*
Progress is slow. This is probably my fault, because I have no life. I can sense
the crew feeling relieved that something - finally! - is happening when I get a
call from Schtick three days into the shoot.
―Something‘s up with Warren. You should come,‖ he says, and that is all I
need to hear before I pack a bag and start the car.
I‘m worried about Warren, I‘ve always been worrying in the back of my
mind ever since I‘d left for the city, and I wonder why he never calls me,
although admittedly I never call him either. I‘ve worried more about him ever
since he lost his hand, I‘m worried that he‘ll starve himself in his misery, that
he‘s going to be angry at me for rushing to him because of one lousy phone call
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from Schtick, I‘m worried about Schtick who has to deal with Warren alone.
Amidst my complicated thoughts Holly Buzz shoves in a microphone.
―So who are we going to visit?‖
―Um. Warren,‖ I say. I take a right.
―I thought your friend was called Schtick?‖
―Uh, yeah, Schtick was the one who called me. Schtick and Warren live in
my old neighborhood. We grew up toge-‖
―Schtick is an interesting name. What origin is it?‖
―Oh. Uh. It‘s a nickname. His name‘s actually Ben.‖
―That‘s interesting! How did he get that nickname?‖
How does any of this have anything to do with my nose?
―Uh. We were really little… It‘s stupid.‖
―No! Do tell! We love personal stories. They add a human touch.‖
―No, seriously. It‘s one of those weird inside jokes that stopped being funny a
long time ago.‖ What the hell is a human touch?
―Try us. I insist,‖ she says, and I glance over at her. She is beaming at me. I
am terrified. It should be illegal to terrify drivers who are driving because that
is dangerous.
The camera is still rolling.
―Okay, fine. When we were little kids,‖ I start, and I‘m already regretting it.
But now, I have no choice but to finish the story I began. I grit my teeth.
―When we were like, six, Ben killed a caterpillar with a stick, and he was really
gross about it. So for a while, he was Stick. And then, we had this Deutschish
fellow move into our neighborhood. And Schtick went around imitating him.
He went around introducing himself as ‗Schtick‘, and it was really funny. We
laughed over it for like, hours. I don‘t remember why it was so funny. He
sounded nothing like the Deutsch guy. Then the Deutsch guy moved away, but
the name stuck.‖
The story ends. There is a very tense silence in the car. I don‘t dare look at
Holly, and I try to curl into myself.
The camera gets turned off. Nobody says anything for the rest of the ride.
*
Warren is pissed off when the entire camera crew tries to shove itself into his
house all at once.
―What the fuck is all this?‖ he yells at me.
―Hi Warren,‖ I say. He looks different from before. He no longer looks
musical and relaxed. His face is tense and lined. He is a bit caustic. And when I
ask him, he says he is not depressed, he tells me I am stupid, and that Ben is
both stupid and a gigantic girl, although he uses much ruder words.
―Since when is Schtick called Ben?‖ I ask.
―Do you even remember why we call him that?‖ he demands, and I groan.
―Ugh. Don‘t remind me.‖
―See? You think it‘s stupid too,‖ he says, although that‘s not what I meant at
all.
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Something is different with Warren. Maybe it is because he hasn‘t shaved.
―Was it the physical deformities that drew you together?‖ Holly Buzz asks,
and we both stare at her.
―Excuse me?‖ Warren asks, stepping forward and looming over her.
I hope he punches her.
She doesn‘t budge, and gestures toward the stump where his right hand
should be. She even smiles.
―I see that you also have a severe infliction. Tell me, was that a birth defect,
or was there a horrible accident?‖
Warren turns to me, his mouth hanging open.
―Is this woman for real?‖ he asks. I shrug.
Schtick arrives through the kitchen door, and says hi. He stands there
cheerfully confused as Holly Buzz makes a horribly offensive comment about
my courageous survival of handicap by forming a League of Disabled Persons.
―The only one handicapped there is Warren. He is missing a hand,‖ Schtick
points out.
―You are wearing crutches,‖ she points out.
―I broke my leg two weeks ago while dirtbiking,‖ Schtick says with a puzzled
smile. I look over at Warren, but Warren is busy looking out the window.
I wish he hadn‘t decided to start calling Schtick Ben.
*
Ten weeks later, the Holly Buzz Show airs the episode starring me as an
insensitive asshole freak with two noses. They put in the Schtick story, while
they took out almost everything else I‘d said. Instead, I hear Holly‘s sickening
narration spinning a dramatic tale of a cripple overcoming life‘s difficulties
with the aid of the League of Handicaps. I watch the entire thing, face palmed.
Surely they are broadcasting this illegally, there must be some small print on the
consent form that says they can’t distort me like this, is my first thought. Then Why
the fuck hasn’t this show been canceled already? is the thought that comes, just
before the illumination that I need to flee the country, like right now, before I get
stoned to death by my neighbors.
I call Warren, but he doesn‘t pick up his phone.
Some people walk by the front door of my flat, laughing.
I‘ve just been screwed over.
And a little bit of air huffs out my second nose.
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The Clarity of the Rock
By Charles Luskin
This spotty moss
has been here on this edge
for longer,
I am sure.
Cleansing itself
in then alpine light.
It grows bright yellow
orange and green.
My sweaty hands
grasped around the cracks.
Beaten and licked by wind and sun—
the clarity of the rock! I found my spot.
Now it is time to move.
Time for will once more.
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Berlin Wall
By Ayn Frances dela Cruz
Our fingers meet
At a point where wall
Is a barrier
And skin another.
This space
That holds no life
Is sacred
In its sterility
(it is here
that I grow
flowers only you
can see)
this stretched silence
that consumes skin
does not capture
the heart
always I know in
a distant place
we are forever
rambling in vast space.
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 No subject
To: <Darkdeath4529@hotmail.com> 2:02 PM
WHAT DID YOU PUT IN THE CARROT CAKE RECIPE? MY
THROAT HAS SWOLLEN SO THAT
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Complex
By Michelle Kim
I.
We are ourselves, not the amalgam and absence of our parents, friends and
teachers. We sift what we are from what we think we are, what we say we need to
be. To do this, we breathe. Thales said it: ―Everything is full of gods.‖
The city of Berkeley, California was once home to the Chochen tribe of Ohlone
Native Americans, who now have a long avenue named after them that runs right
under Cedar Street. The first European influences came in the form of Spaniards
who named the grandest landmarks the territory had to offer after ―sus santos de
castellano.‖ Centuries later, it was primarily settled by gold-rush stragglers, and
developed slowly, painfully, carved out of the stone-flecked hills, until the
earthquake of 1906 brought it all to a grinding halt. A national survey recently
ranked Berkeley as the third most liberal city in the United States, after Detroit,
Michigan and Gary, Indiana.
Our PE teacher in the fourth grade was named D. We loved him. He was tall, funny, he
was good at every sport we knew of, and he mimed the roar of a racecar whenever one of us
ran by him on our way to the bus. One day he stopped coming to school and Hank, our PE
teacher from second grade, took over. We missed D but we liked Hank too. He was old and
felt like a favorite uncle and I didn’t have any uncles in the country. One day the five of us
were walking to Alex’s new apartment across town. It was hot and our sneakers slapped at
the pavement. We were waiting to cross the street when I saw D standing in an open
doorway. He was wearing a buttoned-up shirt with long sleeves and brown shoes with
tassels. We had never seen him in anything other than a windbreaker and basketball shorts.
He looked fatter than we’d remembered and his eyes looked very yellow. He saw us, he
smiled and waved. The door had then closed, maybe it had been D, maybe someone else
inside. A wooden sign arched over the door. It said Kensington Rehabilitation Center. We
looked at it and at each other. We went to Alex’s house. None of us told our parents.
II.
Somewhere along the way into being creatures who shock and amaze by the
simple act of keeping our tiny selves alive, we distend into Homer‘s ―colossal
beings of strength and ferocity, to whom the laws of man and god mean nothing.‖
The embryo will have the beginnings of a spine in a matter of days. The
umbilical cord will extend from the placental sac to the uterine wall within the
same period. Within three weeks, the embryo will have begun to develop a brain,
lungs, and a heart. By four, neurogenesis will render the embryo capable of
movement. The pregnant woman will not feel any movement until the twentyfirst week. A rudimentary nervous system will be established by the eighth week.
The heart will begin to beat around the sixth, as well as the brain to function. The
embryo will not feel pain until the third trimester. By week nine, embryogenesis
is complete - from here on, the embryo becomes - legally and scientifically - a fetus.
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It was irrational to be angry. Actually, angry was not even the right word or the right
impulse or the right sense of dread and incredulity and betrayal. But angry is what you
must have heard. We would have wished you all the best had we known better. But we
were all only fifteen. You were only seventeen, she was only nineteen but it was a girl and
you were keeping it
III.
No man is an island, posits John Donne. Hemingway agrees. So does Joan Baez.
What might we be considered, then? Continents? But what are continents if not
merely larger masses of land, still un-tethered, floating in something much larger
than our selves. The difference, I suppose, lies in togetherness.
Synapses are the borders between neural projections, dendrites and axons, which
convey chemical and electrical messages that in turn, dictate mental and physical
functions. If these messages fail to properly cross the gap of the synapse, the
human body cannot control its movements, thoughts and impulses.
You never knew where your parents were and we were all very jealous. We were shocked,
too by how you acted. At seven years old you were already calling everyone you didn’t like
a fucker and you said all that your dad ever did was come home to drink Heinekens and
knock up your mom. We nodded, pretending we knew what that meant.. I think you were
most surprised that you were surprised when, just over a year later, leaving behind a note
explaining nothing, a house full of Formica, and you, they were gone for good. I’m sorry I
left so early that day. I was scared that you might start crying and I think you were too.
IV.
―First Law of Holes – if you are in one, stop digging!‖
- Denis Healey
Holes permeate everything. The skins of human beings are riddled with holes,
both visible and invisible to the human eye. Many of our most popular athletic
games celebrate of the human skill of putting various objects in the appropriate
holes. The reproductive process is very much concerned with holes and the things
that fill them. Many physical holes, especially those of a geographical nature, are
considered unwelcome, unnatural or dangerous. They must be covered or filled in
lest they be fallen in. Nevertheless, holes provide practical and beneficial services.
They alter the complete, create space where there previously was none, render the
immovable navigable and embed transparency into the opaque. The presence of
matter wrapped around absence has shape and meaning in and of itself.
When I was ten, I finished my homework and left my room to watch TV. PBS was the
only channel with clear reception and I watched an episode of “Nature” about jaguars. My
mother was not home yet. I went back to my room and found a small, neat hole in the
window, a dent in the bookshelf and a flattened bullet in the wall. The crisp edges fanned
out into cracks that petered out as they reached for the window’s four corners. I studied the
hole for a few minutes. I taped a poster over the bullet in the wall. I threw a ball at the
window and broke the rest of the glass around the hole so no one would see it and all the
danger it meant.
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What dignity I have left
By Su-min Han
Most people nowadays usually have a full, unquestioning respect and
belief in the power of medicine. They think hospitals and pharmaceutical
companies will save them even if they pretend to be sarcastic and ironic.
That is, when they are healthy. No one is sarcastic or ironic when they are
not healthy. No one can care much about pretending to be sophisticated
when they are sick.
Of course, there are people who look like they are sophisticated to the
end, those who look serene and calm and beautiful even in the ICU with
things sticking in and out of their holes or jutting out from their damp fleshy
bodies. There are people who look great even when they‘re dead, as if they
have accepted what has been given to them, may they rest in peace. Anyway,
I hope they and everyone else are full of peace in death, not full of shit like
the way we are in life. You can‘t hold it in when your muscles loosen at the
time of your soul‘s departure, I hear. Better go to the bathroom before you
die if you don‘t want to soil your underwear for one last time in your life.
But undertakers are amazingly patient and understanding people I imagine,
they must be since their occupation demands it of them, to be patient and
understanding to ex-patients who need their undertaking.
I admit that I don‘t know anything about those kinds of people,
people who look great dead, whether they are serene and calm and beautiful
on the inside and not only on the outside. Many people who look great on
the outside, the majority of them, I secretly suspect - that is, a suspicious,
atheist part of me suspects - that they are either great actors with amazing
self-control or lunatics deluded out of healthy normal fear. I don‘t know and
I have no right to speak of them in this disparaging manner so I will stick
with what I can speak without seriously insulting anybody. Everybody is
going to die sooner or later so there is a good chance that everyone will be
interested in what I‘m saying, but they might be disappointed after hearing it,
especially my family and parents if they find me insulting what they deem
respectable and inherently good, which is being a doctor or a pharmacist.
No matter what they say however, so many are not that fortunate in
their endings. They die screaming and crying and with dirty underwear.
There is no time to say goodbye, to say goodbye and say I love you all to all
those who surround your possible deathbed. When you are sick you are
usually dumb and afraid, not smart or skeptical. Sometimes you will be
terrified out of your wits and whimper, whimpering in the darkness for God
or the gods or the doctors and the nurses or someone, please please come save
me. When they are sick people become fervent believers who want to believe,
who have to believe, who need to believe so much that they will be blind to
anything and deaf to everyone who says there‘s nothing to believe. As I said,
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most people who are sick and afraid become this way and there is no shame
in this for everyone you know and respect and disrespect will behave this
way when they are very very sick.
Most people who live in the 21st century have an awesome trust in the
god of medicine, I said, but most often then not a family full of fully trained
medical doctors and pharmacists usually has little respect for medicine. I
have many doctors in the family, specializing in the human, eye, nose, ear,
sinus, digestive system, rectum, mind, and brain, all these pieces of special
body parts only an irritated phone call away from me. All of them combined
can‘t stand in between me and my sicknesses and diseases. Then one night,
as I was eating a melon, a front tooth and a fang cleanly broke off together
and I couldn‘t believe it, it was a lie. I stood there staring at the broken
surface of the front tooth, how it looked on the inside, yellow and shiny and
caved in with inner stuff of the tooth. I fingered it and felt around but
couldn‘t figure out what I should do with it. It was like a dream except that
if this was a dream and my teeth broke then it meant that something terrible
would happen to my parents so I was glad that it wasn‘t a dream. I went in
front of the mirror in the bathroom and smiled and there was a hole in my
smile. I sat in front of the half-eaten melon and floated around with panic
for a few minutes and called my mother, calm and apologetic. As it is, we
have a whole variety of doctors in the family but no dentist. That‘s why my
grandmother wants my brother to be a dentist. But as of then there was no
dentist in the family and this was a Saturday night. So I dunked my teeth
into a bowl of milk and went to sleep. The next day I went to a big hospital
with doctors and nurses and specialists on every floor, and this dentist
explained and calmed me and said in short that it was nothing serious or
permanent. And I believed him with all my heart free of sarcasm and irony
and pretentiousness. Later that day, I recovered enough to take a picture of
myself smiling with that black-holed smile to commemorate this incident.
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Cantata for One Voice in December
By Peter Moench
All my mail has flown south for the winter.
The phone lines must have seized up with the frost.
But the TV continues to provide my steady diet of ten murders
a day (not to mention the war).
The S.O.S.‘s keep arriving too late.
At night I clean up my frozen dinners
and slip between cold sheets.
I dream I find the heads of joggers while shoveling my driveway,
hidden no doubt in the first snow.
I dream an Inuit army comes to reclaim their land.
It is such a relief to give it back.
In the morning I venture out to return the videos
I couldn‘t bring myself to the night before.
The buildings draw back behind blank windows
and lean together as I pass.
Snow drifts accumulate in my lungs.
At the bus stop I wait among faceless
mounds of mittens and scarves that don‘t wave.
I pay my fine and take the first bus back.
But come the spring:
I‘ll buy a packet of seeds
and plant them in the basement of the IDS Tower.
I‘ll bake a rhubarb pie for my neighbor.
I‘ll ask his name.
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