




















































































ually seem to me like RQSP's notion of being queer, some­
thing fluid rather than fixed. 

Loretta also taught me about accepting my body. One 
day she and a couple other members of Richmond Queer 
Space Project decided to get tattoos of a pink star, the symbol 
of RQSP. I had planned to join them, but I showed up at the 
tattoo parlor late and then I chickened out. I was nearing 
forty, nearly a decade older than the rest of the group, and 
didn't feel confident enough to get a tattoo. I stood there 
admiring the stars on Loretta and the others, and wished I 
could feel that comfortable and playful with my body. 

Though she wasn't in a relationship most of the time 
I knew her, Loretta was always open about her crushes and 
seemed content, though disappointed, that she was single. 
For almost three years, I'd dated a guy who also was a part of 
RQSP, but in the summer of 2003, we broke up, and I didn't 
take being single nearly as well as she did. 

When I finally got a date in the fall, I was even more of 
a wreck. The guy I met, Davie, was a dancer I'd seen around 
town who I'd had a crush on for years. He was also in his 
early 2o's-fifteen years younger than me. Somehow, I still 
managed to ask him out, and he accepted. But after our first 
date, I was certain he wouldn't want to see me again. I didn't 
have a dancer's body and was nearly twice his age. Yet, when 
he called a couple days later, and I asked ifhe wanted to have 
dinner, he accepted. 

I had to go to Loretta's that night and told her I was 
going to have to leave for a few hours to go on a date. She 
was very excited for me and over dinner I talked endlessly 
about Davie, about our first date, about our kiss, which had 
been more than I had even imagined would happen. But 
I was too embarrassed to tell Loretta of my fears, how I 
wanted to sleep with Davie, but worried he'd think my body 
wasn't attractive, how I was intimidated by his seemingly 
perfect body. 

After dinner, I did the dishes and then followed Loret­
ta into the bathroom to help her pee. The process of taking 
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off her pants was give and take, her leaning forward while I 
pulled her pants down in back, then her leaning back while 
I pull~d them in front. As the pants finally slid off, I ~as 
surpnsed by a new tattoo on Loretta's leg-one I'd never seen 
?efore,. one she'd not talked about. I nearly cry when I read 
1t. In simple lettering, it said, As Is. 

It seemed the perfect concise way to tell herself-and 
others-to accept her body just as it was. Knowing Loretta 
could come to terms with her body like that made me feel 
that I could do the same with mine. 

After she was dressed again, I thanked her, then I 
dashe~ off to ~eet up with Davie. I kept those two tattooed 
words m ~y ~md as he and I had dinner, went back to his 
place, lay m his bed and touched. That night, I came to 
understand that the sexiest bodies belong to those who are 
comfortable with themselves. 

My relationship with Davie was brief, but beautiful. 
~or the most part, I ~idn't let the doubts about my body get 
I~ the w~y.of Just bemg present with him. It's surprising how 
d1~_cult 1t 1s to simply accept my own body, but I owe that 
ab1hty largely to Loretta. 
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Alan with Lung Cancer - worry of the one in three 
Eleanor Bennett 
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Split Rock 
Jean LeBlanc 

Split rocks are not uncommon in our northern woods, 
boulders moved by glacier and then halved by frost. 

Trails wind through them, thrilling children 
who are drawn to such things, cozy places 

where the imagination is set free. I am inside 
a stone, a child might make believe, looking up 

to see the narrow strip of sky or pine, the remains 
of the non-stone world. Just so, in the Dutch colony 

of New Amsterdam, where nine-year-old 
Susan Hutchinson steals a few minutes 

from the busy household, the press of siblings, 
the endless prayers of a rebel mother whose beliefs 

have brought them here, among strangers. 
Into the woods to sit between the halves of 
Split Rock, a handful of blueberries picked 

along the way, a treat for any child. Except today, 

screams from the distance, then silence, then smoke, 
and then the hands that pluck her from her 

known world, carry her to a new life, and she 
survives, but never knows quite why. Grown 

and with a family of her own, one day she opens, 
as she had seen her mother do, the Bible, 

opens to any random page, though it is not 
random, it is God's guidance-there will be an answer 

here-and finds, "To whom coming as unto 
a living stone, disallowed of men, but chosen of God 
and precious," closes the book, listens hard, listens 

to the sounds of her own children playing in the yard. 
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Escaping Spaces: 

Escape: a. intr. To gain one's liberty by flight; to get 
free from detention or control, or from an oppres­
sive or irksome condition. Const. from, of, out of. 
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Flying with Clipped Wings 
Sue Ann Connaughton 

Lorraine's husband was dying, but not fast enough 
for them to hold out financially.When George was first di­
agnosed, when there was a chance he'd be cured and could 
return to work, they agreed to spend part of their savings on 
travel, something they had never gotten around to before. 

In Italy and France, they absorbed the cultures, the 
people, and the food. George's spirits lifted at each new dis­
covery. He adored the Italian people, especially their fashion 
sense and friendliness. "How stylish the Italians look, all the 
time, not just for special events. And they're so welcoming to 
Americans." In Paris, he marveled at the pervasive creativi­
ty. "All Parisians must be born creative geniuses. They ele­
vate every meal, conversation, and flirtation to an art form. 
They're even clever at parking where no spots exist." 

The trips distracted George, but when he returned 
home, it all resurfaced: the tests and treatments, the lethar­
gic after-effects. Traveling offered his only respite and his 
craving for it intensified. 

George's treatments failed to cure him, so Lorraine 
gathered information for one last trip, to the National Wild­
life Refuge in Midway Atoll. George had been stationed on 
Midway during WWII, and lately, he'd been reminiscing 
about the Albatross that inhabited the island. 

"Midway never had an indigenous people," he said. "It 
has Laysan Albatross, instead. I've always thought their nick­
name, 'Gooney Birds,' was a misnomer, Lorraine, because 
they're beautiful and graceful. Survivors, too, the species has 
weathered plume hunters, World War II, and military occu­
pation of their habitat." 

The doctor said George would only live a few months 
and advised against traveling to Midway. "Too far from his 
medical team." 

Nine months later, barely able to speak and confined 
to a hospital bed, George was still hanging on. Lorraine 
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camped out in his room from 8 am until 11 pm. Sometimes, 
she stayed the night, although she hardly slept. Her physical 
characteristics mimicked George's, now: they both lost appe­
tites, energy, patches of hair, and the padding around their 
finger bones. 

Their savings were gone. Lorraine sold their house 
and rented a small apartment near the hospital. If she man­
aged to get by until poor George passed on, she could live 
frugally off the proceeds of his life insurance. 

One evening, George attempted a joke. "Let's fly 
somewhere, Lorraine," he rasped. Lorraine perked up. 
For the first time since George's hospitalization, Lorraine 
skipped her next visit. Instead, she spent the day download­
ing material from the Internet, and scouring the library for 
anything about Laysan Albatross in the Midway Atoll Na­
tional Wildlife Refuge. She stayed up all night, organizing 
notes, photos, and interview transcripts of biologists. Excite­
ment overshadowed her lack of sleep. George would love the 
tour she had put together. 

In the morning, Lorraine burst into George's hospital 
room and set up her computer on his bed tray. George didn't 
wake up. "I'm sorry," the doctor said, when he came in for 
his morning check, but Lorraine ignored him and continued 
narrating her slide show. "Look, George, how many steps 
are involved in the courting dance of the Laysan Albatross. 
They're monogamous, you know." 

She worked her computer mouse feverishly with her 
right hand and squeezed George's bone-curdled fingers with 
her left. "Did you know that they fly away for three years at a 
time, George? They always return to their nests, though. Did 
you know that, George?" 
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The Dangers of Packing 
Valentina Cano 

She packed her things 
in that lump of a bag. 
Her clothes thrown in 

like white flags, 
her name tucked into a corner 

beside her tired toothbrush. ' 
She folded thoughts that wouldn't fit 

spreading them out, 
trying again. 

She ended up carrying those 
over her shoulder. 

' 

Looking up for rain, · 
her steps were measured like baking ingredients 

With luck, she'd never be back. · 
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GoytValley 
Eleanor Bennett 
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That Unsafe Place 
Lauren Camp 

It began with the artichoke green of home, 
a note that said available, an afterthought, 

an older man tasting the bite and breath 
of morning - then a blizzard of skin, 

his beard skimming her thighs; she sighed, 
cobwebbed with exhaustion, driving dusted 
passion through unstable dignity, the dead­
end day on its dead-end knees - and please, 

each night evaporate this flimsy line of freedom. 
She gathered her daggers, the cloak of desire. 
He was always inside her building, building 

puzzles, shaping edifice. The jittered fist 
of her heart knotted up. It would not 

be an easy year. His lickerish last words 
lingered though she kept deleting all the 

letters, letting them cool, laying them bare. 
Why would she subscribe to knobby nights, 

notch each torn-up morning, and weep 
once per hour when the entire framework 

of her life was set? She owned no discipline, 
paced in the opposite direction through 
pauses and roaring. A person can't move 

toward these sorts of worlds without 
the blunt end of fear pouring out, without 

the wrong kind of bearing, but never mind; 
she kept swallowing the succulent, 

knowing what she rendered could ruin her. 
At long tables, she sipped her scarlet self 

and its forbidden meanings; in random beds, 
she offered an inverted axis of reason, pulled 
her body open for study, and aimed to free 

herself from tenderness. She wanted to relax 
the bond of bowls and glasses, but wanting 

wouldn't leave her. He undid her in a Volvo; 
he undid her anyplace. It woke her up, 
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and for a while she thought she'd walk into 
any man, through the unsteady obstructio~ 

of winter, summer, sadness. Into t~e e~eges1s 
of her own ancient story, but nothmg s ~ver 
zero option, and everything's not beautiful, 

or safe, or kind, or hopeless. 

-Arriving 

Journey 
Lauren Camp 

I have come to Ireland to gather the rivers because I could 
not sleep in my bed. Strangers and sorrows, evenings and 
autumn. 

Days stuck in a finite space where all attention moved repeat­
edly inward, draining me. 

Here is the green side of the world. The river Liffey rolls 
through my back pocket and the river Shannon drowses in 
my shoe. 

Sweet the brine, sweet the sky. Sweet even the endless sound 
of my father's voice. Sweet the distance from where I live. 

Looking down, I see clouds. Cliffs become my marrow, 
the ocean, my prophet. I slurp cream soup noon and supper. 

-Dublin 

The brick city rumbles with commerce and gray water, each 
street unsorted into north and south. Crowds move into gaps 
and pulse through a rill of fissured language: 

words that tickle and stumble, words in brown jackets brown 
shoes, words that hurl and kick, pray and dance. 

A beaded raindrop lands on another in a long melody. 

I want to read the Book of Kells, turn illuminated pages of 
pomegranate and orange nectar pollinated with gold streams 
of limned words, 
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but I climb the Trinity stairs 
where faint music floats like psalms from a thousand rows 

of volumes. The unity of dust and old ink, 

almost too much to bear. Books tired, but alert, murmur 

endlessly of their matter. 

-North to Sligo 

We stand at the crust of the water as long letters move from 

their reverie to the ragged edge 

of Yeats' grave. Sun nibbles through a thick mist and Innis­

free crouches on the shore. I lean in 

to Benbulben's shadow. A celtic cross binds each rime 
and arc of wind. The lingering fog rises from an unresolved 

sky. Silence swells. Survival is shallow like this. 

-A Pint 

On a curved street in Carrick-on-Shannon. 

On a wood stool near a stranger. 

With a pint of muddy beer. 

A bowl of roast parsnip soup. 

The tide exhaling across the way. 

By a silver rail. 

By the skirt of the dreary sun. 
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On the scarf on the scruff of the island. 

Everything in this tavern is a chant and a ritual. 

We set our conversation on the counter. 

Time refuses to continue. 

-Lough Derravaragh, County Weshneath 

I have_ become lost in the rustle of trees the grass carpet 

the spill of shadows sheep-stained on dormant hills. 

I listen to the courtly skies and my father's epic distractions. 

The island opens in a bouquet of rain, and bees tum into 
warriors. 

A soft day, the vestige of harvest. The land is a green glissan­
do. Wind soldiers on, and the sky shakes. 

-Warning 

Don't walk into a fairy circle. 

If you move through fields of Sitka spruce, through bogs, into 
an island of oak, ash, hazel and holly, 
beware the sweet gospel 
of their voices, the stream and giggle of movement. 

You won't need a compass to see the signs. 
Beware the tiny girl-bodies as they strut, 

their doll eyes dancing. Their spirits reside in the heather in 
tiny specks of yellow gorse ' 

in the weak, wet, westernmost world. 
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If you are tangled in yourself, carry cold iron 

and cast your bells on the night wind, 

or the changelings will capture you, 

flicker and pirouette on your sadness, pinch and pull until 

you are sediment in the forest. 

-Most Days Only Slubs of Light 

A tatted fog drapes the view, the sky nearly erased, 

drifting away in gray-green drops. I traveled to forget 

and found ordinary days, barefoot and hopeful 

as the ones I left behind. Our car rolls through towns with 

ruddy names, a confluence of rivers and vowels. 

Amber trunks grow slow and straight with verdant tops. Au­

tumn loops in eighteen strains of green. 

I am learning to scavenge the inner corners, fetch beer and 

biscuits, see pink in green seas 

under pinpoints oflight under the chorus of clouds. A long 

curve of calm consoles me. What I feared once 

has drizzled from my hands. Soon I will return 

to scabbed cedars and spiny hop sage, to the tremble 

and sigh of stars in the desert, 
the bright skin of mornings brewing. 
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B&W 
Eleanor Bennett 
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Old Faithful 
David Iasevoli 

On Jane Street an exhaust streams hot air. 
The mutt shuns this patch of sidewalk where 

a laundry room vents familiar gas 
into the day. We pass a man I've seen around­

he stands before the escaping steam 
this morning: a bent knee as he cranes 
a battered sneaker foot against the vent. 

The other hand clutches a coffee cup 
and box of Marlboro Lights. What's in the cart? 

Books? Last week he stood before the beat 
bookstore reading Pound, and on Sunday night 

he slept beneath the restaurant trash 
of Marionetta, a paperback 

of Melville splayed open on his bag. 
Fucking cold this morning. The dog slinks past 

on her way to sniff a pit bull's balls. 
We quicken our trot towards the River 
as our dear Reader lowers his sneaker. 

Huddled into his hood now, he ponders 
Carlos Williams' old woman, old 
bag who gives herself up to fruit. 

He submits his life to steam, the vapor 
that smells of fabric softener. 

He deeply felt the cold this dawn, still wet 
from last night's pissing rain when he passed 

out on a belly full of Gordon's 
Gin and pizza crusts. He lights a smoke 

and breathes in Bounce and Tide. 

Army Specialist Donna Menesini 
David Sullivan 

To the east, beyond 
graffitied Abu Ghraib walls 

sways a stand of palms. 

Every morning flocks 
of blackbirds explode from them, 

darkening the sky. 

Behind, the sun flinches, 
stutters back into focus, 

continues to rise. 

All day they travel, 
nights they fluster to their roosts 

while I go nowhere. 

Their raucous greetings 
echo off these shouting walls­

aggrieved villagers. 
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ArtistBios 

Grace Andreacchi is an American-born novelist, poet and playwright. 
Works include the novels Scarabocchio and Poetry and Fear, Music for 
Glass Orchestra (Serpent's Tail), Give My Heart Ease (New American 
Writing Award) and the chapter book Berlin Elegies. Her work appears 
in Horizon Review, The Literateur, Cabinet des Fees and many other fine 
places. Grace is also managing editor at Andromache Books and writes 
the literary blog AMAZING GRACE. She lives in London. 

James Bailey holds a MFA from The University of Wisconsin-Madi-
son and is currently an artist and Professor in the School of Art at The 
University of Montana. James continues his research into both tradition­
al and experimental approaches in printmaking. As an artist, James has 
exhibited his work nationally and internationally in over 200 exhibitions 
and national print portfolios throughout the United States and abroad. 
His work can be found in numerous public and private collections includ­
ing those of the Walker Art Center, New York Public Library, Jundt Art 
Museum, Boise Art Museum, Mesa Arts Center, Hillard University Art 
Museum and Sioux City Arts Center among others. James has presented 
lectures and workshops through such venues as Frogman's press, Split 
Rock Arts Program, Blanden Art Museum, Holter Art Museum, P ABA 
Center, along with being a visiting artist at numerous institutions in addi­
tion to establishing Matrix Press at The University of Montana. 

Eleanor Bennett is a 16 year old internationally award winning pho­
tographer and artist who has won first places with National Geograph-
ic, The World Photography Organisation, Nature's Best Photography, 
Papworth Trust, Mencap, The Woodland Trust and Postal Heritage. Her 
photography has been published in the Telegraph , The Guardian, BBC 
News Website and on the cover of books and magazines in the United 
states and Canada. Her art is globally exhibited , having shown work in 
London, Paris, Indonesia, Los Angeles, Florida, Washington, Scotland, 
Wales, Ireland, Canada, Spain, Germany, Japan, Australia and The En­
vironmental Photographer of the year Exhibition (2011) amongst many 
other locations. She was also the only person from the UK to have her 
work displayed in the National Geographic and Airbus run See The Big­
ger Picture global exhibition tour with the United Nations International 
Year Of Biodiversity 2010. 

Lauren Camp lives in a farming village in New Mexico. Her first poetry 
collection, This Business of Wisdom, was published by West End Press. 
She is the editor of Which Silk Shirt, a blog about poetry, (www.lauren­
camp.com/whichsilkshirt) and Notes To Cecil, an evolving installation of 
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spontaneous poetry and composed photographs on Tumblr. Co-Winner 
of The An?a Davidson Rosenberg Poetry Awards 2012, her poems have 
appeare~ m J Jo~rnal, Beloit Poetry Journal, and Caesura. She has also 
guest edited special sections for World Literature Today (on jazz poetry) 
~nd f?r Malpais R;view (on the poetry of Iraq). On Sundays, she hosts 
Au~io Saucepan, a global music/poetry program on Santa Fe Public 

Radio. 

Vale~tina Cano ~s a student of classical singing who spends whatever 
~ee time she has ei~er reading or writing. She also watches over a ver­
itable army of pets, including her six, very spoiled, snakes. You can find 
her at http://carabosseslibrary.blogspot.comx 

Jennifer Clar~ lives ~n Kalamazoo, Michigan. Her first book of poems, 
Necessary Cle~nngs, will be published by Shabda Press in 2014. Solo 
N?vo, Pear N01r, Raven Chronicles, Main Street Rag, Structo (U.K.), and 
failbetter are a few of the places that have made a home for her work. 

Sue Ann Connaughton is a former research librarian, who writes from 
Salem, M~ss~chuse~s. Her s~ort fiction and poetry has appeared or is 
forthcoming m a vanety of pnnt and online journals, including Fabula 
Argent~; The J~urna! of Compressed Creative Arts; Barnwood Poetry 
Magazine; The Ln:~net s Wings; !he Meadowland Review; Twenty20 
Journ~; Boston Li~era:ry Magazine; and The Binnacle Seventh, Eighth, 
and _Nm~ _International Ultra-Short Competition anthologies. Currentl , 
she is wntmg her first novel. y 

Colleen Coyne lives in Massachusetts, where she teaches writing and 
w~rks as a freelance editor. She received her MFA from the University of 
Mm_nesota. Her work has ~ppeared or is_ forthcoming in Hayden's Ferry 
ReVIew,, Crab c:>rchard ReVIew, Cream City Review, Handsome, alice blue, 
Womens Studies Quarterly, Drunken Boat, and elsewhere. 

M. Christine Delea is from Long Island and now lives in Oregon. Her 
latest book, a ch~pter bO?k, Did I Mention There's Gambling and Body 
Parts?,_was pu~hs~ed this year by dancing girl girl. Other recent and 
upcomm_g pub~i~tions in~lude I-70 Review, The Mayo Review, Sliver of 
Ston~ pn~t edi~on, and dirtcakes. Besides poetry, Delea is also a mixed 
media artist, qmlter, and header, and will soon be opening a shop on 
Etsy. 

Mary Krane Derr is a poet from Chicago's South Side. She read her 
work at the 2011 Kritya International Poetry Festival in India. Her poetry 
{http://marykranederr.wordpress.com) has been translated into Hindi· 
featured on public transit; nominated for Best American Poetry, Best ' 
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Spiritual Writing, and the Best of the Net Award; and published in jour­

nals like Seeding the Snow and Wordgathering, anthologies such as Hun­

ger Enough: Living Spiritually in a Consumer Society (Pudding House), 

and websites like that of Poets for Living Waters. She generally prefers 

not to make any artist's statement beyond "Let the work say it; that's the 

best way I know how to say it." Beyond that, she ten1~ to become ~umb­

struck. She can, however, note that "Tempo Rubato is grounded m her 

own experiences as a musician, a Polish American, and a person who 

lives with respiratory disability. 

Cliff Henderson lives and works in upstate New York. 

H. Edgar Hix is an Oklahoman cum Minnesotan who has been writing 

poetry since first grade and publishing s_in~e high schoo!, some 4~+ years 

ago. He lives with his wife and menagen~ m a small w~ite h~use ~n a 

quiet neighborhood of Minneapolis. Besides poetry, his passions mclu_de 

Evangelical theology, sexual egalitarianism, games, visual arts, collecting 

a variety of items and reading the occasional vampire or werewolf story. 

Lynn Hoffman- I am the author of the Short Course in Beer and the 

erotic novel Philadelphia Personal. In the middle of writing them, I was 

diagnosed with cancer, stage four. I was very sick and now I'm ?ot. Th~ 

most real thing about it now is that heightened sense of every smgle mm­

ute being of great importance. As I got better, both of those books a?d a 

chapter book of poetry got published but what really matters to me is the 

time I spent with my dog in the woods this morning. 

David Iasevoli, Ed.D., grew up in Brooklyn and now lives and teaches 

in the Adirondack Mountains of Upstate New York. He studied at Am­

herst College with Guru Bob Thurman and received his doctorate from 

Columbia University. He has traveled through 49 States and loves the 

deserts of the Southwest, especially White Sands and Death Valley. He 

has published both poetry and non-fiction, and recently studied at the 

Bread Loaf Writers' Conference. 

Kawika Guillermo is currently finishing his doctorate in Seattle, where 

he also teaches literature and writes fiction. His work has appeared in 

over a dozen journals, including Smokelong Quarterly, Annalemma, The 

Monarch Review and Mobius: Journal of Social Change. 

www.kawikaguillermo.com/ 

Molly Sutton Kiefer's chapter book The Recent History of Middle 

Sand Lake won the 2010 Astounding Beauty Ruffian Press Poetry Award. 

Her work has appeared in Harpur Palate, Southampton Review, Wom­

en's Studies Quarterly, Berkeley Poetry Review, Comstock Review, you 
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are here, Gulf Stream, Cold Mountain Review, Wicked Alice, and Perma­

frost, among others. She received her MF A from the University of Min­

nesot_a, serves as poetry editor to Midway Journal, and runs Balancing 

~e T~de: Mo~erho_od and the Arts I An Interview Project. She currently 

hves m R~d ~mg with her hu~band and daughter and is expecting a 

second child m February. She is at work on a manuscript on (in)fertility. 

More can be found at mollysuttonkiefer.com 

Jean LeBlanc is a poet and teacher in Newton, New Jersey. Her work 

has been published in numerous journals, as well as in collections includ­

ing At Any Moment (Backwaters Press, 2010 ). She is also proud to be 

the_ executive editor of the Paulinskill Poetry Project, a small press that 

believes all poetry is local. More of her work can be seen at www.jeanleb­
lancpoetry.com. 

Adrienne Lobl is a Minnesota native who received her BF A in Visual 

~om~unicati?ns from the University of Arizona. She is currently living 

m Mmneapolis and working as an artist, illustrator, and graphic design­
er. 

~a~an Alling ~ng has work in over forty literary journals, includ­

mg Tm Ho~se, Ghmmer Train, Story Quarterly, The Sun, and Indiana 

Review. His work has also appeared on NPR and in a half dozen anthol­

ogies, including the recently published Stripped. He lives in the German­

town, teaches creative writing at Richard Stockton College, and can be 

found at http://wp.stockton.edu/longn/. 

Linda Lyons graduated summa cum laude from Pima College in May of 

2010 an~ the University of Arizona in May of 2012. During this period, 

s_he pub~ished nume~ous short fiction, non-fiction and memoir pieces in 

literary Journals, e-zmes, and print publications. She returned to Can­

ada in June 2012 and is now working on several fiction projects and a 

comprehensive, non-fiction manuscript based on original, unpublished 

letters from the trenches of WW I . Every day she misses the beauty and 

power of the Sonoran Desert and the University of Arizona community of 
students and faculty. 

Eleanor Paynter has roots in Texas, Rome, and New York. Her work 

can be found in American Literary Review, Cincinnati Review Nim­

rod, Southloop Review, and in the chapter book Dismantling the Hive 

(Toadlily 2012). She lives in the Netherlands, where she has become 

fascinated by the history of water manipulation and land creation. 

David Porter is a graduate of Rutgers University and San Francisco 

State University. He was a co-founder and the managing editor of 20 
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-
Pounds of Headlights, a literary annual, and he has been the Editor at 

Large for Caught in the Carousel, a monthly online music ~agazine . 

(www.caughtinthecarousel.com), since 2007. He has published cormc 

strips (under his alias, Stickboy), fiction and poetry in Cadences, Ghost 

Ocean, Hotel Amerika, Ink, Olios, Open Wide Magazine, The Santa Clara 

Review and Sojourn. Porter lives in Nicosia, Cyprus, where he is working 

on his first collection of short stories, Protracted Adolescence. 

Francine Rubin is the author of the chapter book Geometries (Fin­

ishing Line Press). Her poems have also appeared in Anomalous Press, 

Fuselit, Fringe Magazine, Ozone Park Journal, and Rougarou, among 

others. She works as the Associate Director of the Learning Center at 

SUNY Purchase College, where she also teaches writing. Visit her online 

at francinerubin.tumblr.com. 

Steve Shilling loves maps and thinks that every classroom should have 

one decent one of the United States and the World. He has been pub­

lished in numerous journals, including: DASH Journal, Reed Magazine, 

Crann6g, and Red Wheelbarrow. A proud alumnus ?f Hope Colleg~ in 

Holland, Michigan, he has been able to pass along his love for reading 

and writing poetry while teaching high school English for the last fifteen 

years. When not teaching or writing, he enjoys coaching high scho~l 

football and bicycle riding. Shilling lives in McMurray, Pennsylvania 

with his wife Megan, two children, Stephen and Courtney, and cat 

Sammy. 

Emily Strauss is a retired college English and ESL teacher, who has 

written poetry her whole life, though she is self-taught. Mostly from 

California, with time spent working overseas, she focuses on the natu-

ral landscapes of the American West, often the deserts. She travels and 

camps alone, and uses these solitary trips to notice and record what she 

observes as a backdrop to tell about the human life that we impose on the 

land. She has had over 60 poems appear in public on the internet and in 

anthologies over the past decade, including recently in Poetry Unlocked, 

Bijou Poetry Review, Earthborne Magazine, Forge Journal, and Red Sky. 

Bridget Sullivan received her BF A from the Maryland Institute College 

of Art in 1987 and her MFA from Towson University in 1996. She has 

participated in group and solo exhibitions since 1986 and has most re­

cently exhibited at School 33 Art Center, Load of Fun Gallery, and Jordan 

Faye Contemporary all in Baltimore, Maryland; Greenbelt Art Center, 

Greenbelt, Maryland; and the WomanKraft Gallery, Tucson, Arizona. 

Sullivan was awarded a Maryland State Arts Council Individual Artist's 

Grants in 2004 in Photography and in 2002 in the New Genre category. 

Her work has been featured in Afterlmage: Inklight, and URHere Journal 
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of Creative Geography. She currently resides in Baltimore, MD with her 

husband Richard and two daughters Maggie and Grace. 

David Sullivan's first book, Strong-Armed Angels, was published by 

Hummingbird Press, and two of its poems were read by Garrison Keillor 

on The Writer's Almanac. Every Seed of the Pomegranate, a multi-voiced 

manuscript about the war in Iraq, was published by Telbot Bach. He 

teaches at Cabrillo College, where he edits the Porter Gulch Review with 

his students, and lives in Santa Cruz with his love, the historian Cherie 

Barkey, and their two children, Jules and Mina Barivan. http://davidal­

lensullivan.weebly.com/index.html 

Jesse Wallis' poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in CutBank, Poet 

Lore, Poetry East, The Southern Review, Southwestern American Liter­

ature and Tampa Review. He studied art at Syracuse University and the 

California Institute of the Arts and writing and film at the University of 

Iowa. After living in Japan for nine years, he returned to his hometown 

of Phoenix, where he currently works in human resources for a public 
school district. 
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