
Duck Duck Mongoose
Issue 1



 Welcome to our pond!
We are so excited to share these
pieces with you. We received so
many wonderful submissions, and
we loved reading all of them! We
were pleasantly surprised by the
amount of people willing to
support us, and we are hoping to
continue this journey with all of
you. We hope that this will
encourage you to reclaim the joy
of writing. It certainly has helped
us with that. 

Thank you.
-The Editors
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POETRY



FATAL FIREWORK 
(previously published in Sky Island Journal, 19 edition)
Stuti Sinha 

Tongues of tangerine stoke slow burn
                as they lick her heels in anticipatory air
Static pops and crackles crawl up her throat
               purveying plumes of sulfurous breaths 

She flickers ablaze towards the milky moon
               shattering to s-h-r-a-p-n-e-l-s and shards
                              splitting into splinters and burning showers

In a kaleidoscope of freckled luminescence
               She disintegrates as stars on fire
They carouse in the canopy of her cremation 
               while heaven grieves in tears of pulverized debris

She - an evanescent extravaganza
               is baptized to end by a fatal spark;
Thus transcending from 
              dazzling spotlights to lingering dark

While they wonder,
               could there be a more alluring demise?



FLOWERS
Stuart Gunter

Flowers in a vase dropping petals
in a scattered circle on the table. 
She dusts around them. 
She vacuums arbitrary thoughts 
like clouds. By morning she will know. 
Yesterday, was she more than this?
Who can say? If she moved the flowers, 
would everything go back to like it was?



WHEREWITHAL
Stuart Gunter

When I was a kid, I dreamed of hopping a boxcar
and heading west, through the mountains of West
Virginia and beyond. I loved the idea
of the chaos, the horror and disorder of it. 
I wanted to speed past the carnivals, where 
the calloused Ferris wheel operator put 
on makeup, preparing for his evening shift 
in the clown tent. I would dream of a dissonant
fanfare. I did not go on the train. And now I sit 
at dinner alone, like the man in Night Journey 
who abandoned his family in the cold, after
the fire. When will I bear my own light?



ALDRIDGE CREEK
Debby Regan

 
the creek, the cows, the dragonflies,

legs pulsing on bike pedals
 

the couple walking in tandem
every day

geese in V formation,
deer crossing 

 
I’ve cried on its banks

and sang along with Spotify
(wagging cow tails applaud)

 
Tennessee River overflows 

mud on the hills
flicks off my wheels 

 
the creek whispers

its seasons
or paints them in neon

 
in spring, the bird of paradise:

blue herons walk on magnificent stilts,
feathered crowns ablaze in sunset

 



“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE FOR LOVE?”
Ace Boggess
[question asked by Sherrell Runnion Wigal] 

Sang under stage lights,
coughing fire from the trill of my throat.

Walked the riverbank at night &
listened to how silence

amplified whispers 
on the subject of horrific youth.

Paused when I wished to move forward,
sidestepped when I wanted to retreat.

Carried her amethyst in my pocket
to keep it safe while it saved me.

Took her stories, held my breath.
Closed her novel with a happy death.



NEVER TELL A GIRL TO SMILE
Valerie Hunter

She’s lost count
of how many times in her life
she’s been told to smile.
By relatives, teachers, crossing guards,
as though they know her emotions
better than she does.
By strangers in stores and on the streets,
as though they have the right
to dictate the state of her face.

“Smile,” they say, beaming,
in case she requires an example
to do it properly.
“You’d look so much prettier,”
they say, as if that’s what she
should aspire to above all else.
“It takes more muscles
to frown than to smile,”
they say, like facial laziness 
is to be encouraged.

She wants to tell them 
a smile shouldn’t be coaxed,
forced, commanded,
demanded, mandated,
or required.
It should emerge naturally,
an animal sticking its nose
from its burrow,
and if it is fleeting
or rare, that only makes it 
all the more valuable.



MIMING
John Grey

The mime is
making butterflies
with one hand -
the rest of him is still,
expressionless.

He takes all the colors
out of our heads
as dye for his finger wings.

Behind white mask,
he has no other self
but the one that darts
in and out of
imagined flowers.

Such beauty in us all
if we forgo
the farts, the belches,
the anger, the spite,
the annoyance, the boredom,
cloak them so deep
they no longer speak for us.

Lovely, precious wings,
gorgeous flight, are out there
a flight of fancy
or a better self
to settle into -
one hand will do.



SO MANY DEATHS
John Grey

She died again.
This time in a car crash.

I arrived just as two cops were pulling her mangled body
                 from the wreckage.

She’d already burnt to death when the house caught fire,
stumbled on a cliff-face, smashed her skull
on the rock below,
dived into the lake but never came back up.

I arrived after the fire truck.
I was running but still too far away 
for her to hear my cries of “Be careful!”
And yes, I was on shore that fateful day
but I never could swim so well.

Her deaths are never peaceful.
She doesn’t just pass away in her sleep.

She’s shot by a bullet from a passing car.
I’m two minutes late on the scene.
Her plane explodes on landing.
I’m waiting in the terminal.

I can remember the time
I made eyes at another woman.
And she caught me at it.

And what was it then?
Falling space debris 
smashed into her head?
Her train derailed 
and plunged into the river
with all lives lost?

I was there that time
and ready to help.
But she died again.



 SPECTRES
 (previously published in Lothlorien)
 Ed Ahern

 Ghosts are not persons.
 They’re the haunting echoes
 of encounters and confrontations,
 of passions and hatreds with those
 once close to whom we refuse death,
 the reverberations of intense identity
 with our lives that we cannot neglect.
 We are our own apparitions.



 RE STEVE 
(previously published in Lothlorien)
 Ed Ahern

 He died too young and lived not well enough.
 His judgement often overcome by need,
 his journey punctuated by rebuff,
 his hopes contorted by decree.

 His children think of him, perhaps, sometimes.
 Coworkers never pull him into thought
 except perhaps to recollect his crimes.
 His friends among the living few and fraught.

 And I, perhaps his closest friend had left
 And in the moving shuttered off our lives,
 unmindful of his being more bereft
 amid the cuts of disappointing knives.
  
 His living and his passing sank unread
 except for we who knew the modest dreams
 he chased without attainment until dead,
 a voyager swept away by swirling streams.



A CLERIHEW
Todd Sullivan

Robert Lawrence Kuhn
Queries God a 1000 questions in a single afternoon
Never one to be put off
Even when Divine’s polite cough signals a cut off



MIRTH, IN TERRACOTTA
Ann Kelly

Mounded moonbeam tickseed tickles your torso among day 
lilies that disco-dance in a breeze and from my chair on the 
patio I lower my sunglasses and see, I’m quite sure of it, 
your iris-less gaze sweep across irises in the corner of the
garden and I swear the corners of your mouth lift as 
butterflies brush your cheeks and bees bumble a lullaby in 
your ear right before sprightly sparrows stampede for a 
closer look, drawn to your—je ne sais quoi. It seems to me 
they can’t help but trill and genuflect before you, my 
terracotta Mona Lisa.



THE MEANING
Marc Isaac Potter
 
His poetry has been called great
 
By he himself,
 
While sitting in the bathtub.



CLEAR DAY
Marc Isaac Potter

The clear day
may not be hiding anything.

The dresser drawer
stands ready
for your grandmother’s 
tired inspection.

The refrigerator,
mugged by the gobbling
of the weekend,
has had its guts
decimated.

The open afternoon
illuminates the shadows
into invisibility and revenge.

Mothers white gloves
running the tops of the doors
under the bed frames
behind the dresser

finds proof of wrongdoing,
laziness,
cowardice, inattention,
disloyalty, treason.

The wide-open room
tricks the sun
into believing
everything is OK.

The photographic trickery
having been placed
directly in the beam of sunlight.



SPRINGTIDE BRIGHT
Sam Barlte

Spring air freshens the slowly greening land,
              Gently lifts the veil of winter’s heavy gloom
Flowers arise at the warmth’s command,
              As their vibrant colors burst into bloom.

By the breeze, daffodils wave a ‘hello’,
              As though in praise for all that grows,
Swaying, in their grateful bands of yellow,
              To the warmer Sun, for what it bestows.

              Springtide Bright, the morning haze
              Giving hope for better days

Hear the birdsong of the thrushes,
                Along the cherry blossom-filled lanes,
Calling from within the trees and bushes,
                And resounding over verdant plains.

Across the hillside, where distant lambs bleat,
               Around snowdrops waiting to be viewed,
The colorful primrose’s scent is sweet,
               Mother Nature’s cycle is renewed.

              Springtide Bright, the year in dawn
             Warmth and light for life newborn



THE MORTAL ASH
Sam Bartle

Memories of affection, and its bittersweet pill.
Now I see you as ash, upon the grass, on the hill.

An innocent longing, whose readiness to believe,
               Made her exposed to those who would deceive.
Patiently waiting for a man she wants to meet,
               Taking up residence, there outside on the seat.

A life spent in search, but her love was refused.
Is it always good people who tend to get used?

A dance around the room on a New Year’s Eve.
                You looked so happy, but I knew that I would leave.
Hundreds have said you’re a ‘lovely lass’ – that’s true.
                 I could never have stood as strongly as you.

Your journey should’ve had much longer to travel,
But oh, how simply, a life can unravel.

And shall I be reminded of fate’s cruel will.
When I think of you, out there, on the grass, upon the hill.



CREATIVE 
NONFICTION



A STORY ABOUT ANNA
Natalie Welsh
Her tight, mousy curls frame her round, lined face. She must be well into her 
eighties, yet her hair is still the color of coffee diluted with cream—is it dye or 
has time somehow bypassed the thatch on her head? She raises her right hand 
above my bed—her gnarly fingers remind me of knobs of ginger—and makes 
the sign of the cross. “God will grant you a quick and easy recovery,” she 
promises. Her accent must be Eastern European.
      She looks over at my mother, and then looks back at me, taking in our dark 
hair and eyes. “Are you girls Italian?” she wants to know.
      “Yes, we are,” my mother replies, smiling at the old woman. 
      In this country, many people come from somewhere else, or at least their 
ancestors had.
 “Don’t worry about your daughter,” the old woman says. “I’ll be her nonna. I’ll 
treat her as though she were my own granddaughter. I’ll take good care of her.”

      My mother nods and utters words of gratitude. The old woman tugs at the 
gray gown that hangs over her stout body like a sack. She runs out into the hall 
to make the rest of her rounds, visiting the other patients on the ward.

 
Her name is Anna. She says that she is from Czechoslovakia. She stands over the 
Italian patients, making the sign of the cross, asking God and all the saints to 
bless her fellow Roman Catholics. I don’t have the heart to tell her that I 
haven’t been to church in years.
      When the staff serves us rubbery food on plastic trays, Anna bows her head 
and makes the sign of the cross. She gives thanks for the food.
      Anna calls all the male patients and all the male orderlies “scholars and 
gentlemen." It is her highest form of praise. In the common room where the 
television set blares in a dusty corner, Anna tells Vito, a man about thirty-years- 
old, that he is “a scholar and a gentleman.” Vito throws his stubbled head back 
and laughs because just the other day, Anna had accused him of blasphemy or 
some other sin. 
      I ask Anna to describe me. She tells me that I am “a sweet, sweet girl.” Before 
I have a chance to reply, Anna turns to leave, running out into the hall to give 
her reports to the nurses.

      Lucie, a middle-aged Italian woman, covers her face with her hand, 
 



chuckling. The back of Anna’s gown has come undone, exposing her backside. 
Vito shifts uncomfortably in his chair.

Lucie has become Anna’s surrogate daughter. When Anna soils her bed, creating 
a foul odor in the room, Lucie hits the button above her own bed, calling for the 
nurses.
      When a nurse bustles into the room, Lucie tells her that Anna should be 
diapered. The nurse sighs and says that Anna always pulls the diapers away from 
her body, dropping them all over the ward. Lucie also sighs, because poor Anna 
now leaves her messes all over the ward.

 
At night, when the other patients close their eyes against their pillows, Anna 
leans over and whispers to Lucie: “You have to tell the others…” she hisses.
      “Tell them what?” Lucie asks gently.
      “Tell them now…tell them that the guards are going to close the gates,” Anna 
says. “They are closing the gates now!”
      “It’s alright, Anna,” Lucie hums. “Lie down and go to sleep.”
      When Anna wakes up in the middle of the night weeping, Lucie sits down on 
the edge of the old woman’s bed and holds her, whispering words that become 
Anna’s lullabies.
      One night, Anna wakes up laughing and she can’t stop. Lucie hits the button 
and a plump nurse enters the room. Emily, another kindly middle-aged woman, 
urges me to go back to sleep.
      The next morning is Sunday. While the other patients nibble on chewy slices 
of French toast, Anna says her prayers in the corner of the common room.

 
Lucie is tying the strings at the back of Anna’s gown. She pulls tightly, as though 
she is fastening a corset.
      “There, now you’re good to go,” Lucie tells Anna. “You need to keep your
gown tied in the back. There are men on this ward who don’t want to see that!”
      Anna thanks Lucie. The old woman stretches out her arms and toddles out 
of the room like a child running off to play.

 
Lucie sits down at the round table where Emily and I drink lukewarm tea from 
paper cups. We are in the common room, the fluorescent lights beating down 
on our heads. Glossy back issues of magazines and empty cups litter other tables. 



The evening news flickers on the television screen before a bespectacled man 
seated on the sofa. The man totters back and forth, falling in and out of sleep.
      Emily is a tall woman with chestnut hair that falls to her shoulders. She 
wears rings with tiny stones on her thick fingers. Her hands shake as she tears 
into a slice of buttered bread, placing a chunk into her mouth. Lucie peels a 
tangerine and reaches across the table to pass half of the fruit to me. I take a 
bite, letting the juice run down my parched throat. The taste is both sweet and 
tart. I crack the seeds between my molars.
      Sirens blare on the television set. A nurse scurries past the common room, 
her heels clicking against the linoleum floors as she hurries down the hall. A 
door slams shut.
      Lucie leans back into her chair. “Anna keeps talking about the gates. She tells 
me that I have to tell the others that the guards are going to shut the gates. She 
must have been in one of the camps…you know, during the war…” she confides.
     Emily nods knowingly. “The Holocaust…Anna is an old woman. She would 
have been around back then… and she was born in Europe,” she says.
      “The war happened about seventy years ago,” I say, calculating the passage 
of time in the back of my mind. “Anna would have been a little girl… I can’t 
imagine how awful it must have been.”
      “No… Anna is very old,” Emily tells me. “She was probably a teenager in 
those days.”
      “She still has nightmares. She wakes up crying in the night,” Lucie says, her 
voice dropping to a whisper.

 
We all wear the long, shapeless gowns that tie loosely in the back. For modesty, 
most of us wear a second gown over our backs, like a housecoat. The gowns are 
our uniforms. They differentiate us from the medical staff and the visitors who 
get to return to the rest of the world. The gowns must make Anna think of the 
striped garments she would have worn in the camps. Maybe this place feels like 
a prison to her. But Anna continues to make her rounds, blessing the other 
patients, and chatting with the hospital staff.

 
A number of years later, I attend a lecture about the Holocaust. Most of the 
people in attendance are middle and high school students. We watch a film, a 
documentary about the ghettos in Poland. During the question period, a boy 



raises his hand. He is about twelve-years-old, with a face like porcelain and a 
voice that has not yet broken. “What would happen to you if you lived in 
Poland during the war, but you weren’t Jewish?” he wants to know.
      A young teacher from a local Catholic school says that her grandfather, a 
Polish Catholic, was sent to Auschwitz. My own thoughts return to Anna… 
where was she sent during the war? Did she make her rounds in the camp, 
blessing the sick and the dying? Was it her faith that gave her the strength to 
survive or did she find her calling many years later? What really happened to 
Anna?
      There are so many questions, and so many things that I will never know….

 
I don’t know what became of Anna, or any of the others. I recovered, and 
returned to my life at the university, a hungry soul seeking knowledge. 
      I don’t remember any of their names. I don’t remember if they were really 
“Anna” or “Lucie” or “Emily.” I don’t remember if the little old lady was from 
Czechoslovakia, or Poland, or Hungary, or somewhere else… I don’t know 
much about Eastern Europe. 
      I have let my imagination fill in all the details that I have since forgotten. I 
don’t know why I wrote this story when I have forgotten so many important 
details… Maybe it is just as well that I have forgotten so much. Ethnographers 
always change the names for the sake of privacy.

 
      I don’t know…
      I don’t remember…
     There are so many things I don’t know…
      Sometimes that is what scares me the most…

 



PETRIFIED CORN
Jennifer Jeanne McArdle
     According to this magazine, there’s a road sign in South Dakota that reads
“Petrified Corn Forest.” In Asia, people asked me what the American
equivalent of rice was. 
      “Bread, right? That’s America’s staple food?” 
     “No, I said. It’s corn.” Corn. They didn’t believe me. 
     But what else rivals the terraced neon green rice paddies stretching for
kilometers up and down hills and mountains, but rows and rows of yellow-
brown corn? 
     What else compares to the little brownish rice grains, left to bleach out in the
sun, but bland, cloned corn, both quick growing and filled with useless calories
sustaining lacking diets? 
     This is new corn, not traditional corn, which is a rainbow of colors–now
found in hipster meals and fall decorations. 

***
     One of my past students from Indonesia posted a picture on social media. 
“Look at this special rainbow corn,” my student’s caption read. “Developed
especially by Indonesian farmers.” 
     “No,” I comment. “I think that’s original corn. We have that in America,
too.”
     “Really? In so many colors, just like this?” I don’t think she believed me. 
     Another Indonesian student posts a picture of herself in a red plaid dress and
a flat cap sitting on top of her black hijab. 
     “I look like a Dutch Princess,” her caption reads.
     “Is it meant to be Dutch?” I write, feeling a bit like a pedantic asshole for
both my comments but unable to stop myself. “It looks more Scottish
inspired.” I posted a link to a website describing traditional Scottish dress.
     “It’s not meant to be anything, Miss. It’s just for fun.” 
     “Oh yes. Either way it’s very cute.” In a way, I am reminded of East Asians in
America who have told me they get frustrated reminding everyone else that not
everything from East Asia is Chinese. 
     (An example: I watched this American show about a cake shop making a cake
for a Korean celebration that played generic Chinese folk music whenever the
Korean customers appeared.) 

 



     In turn, I think for some Indonesians, the distinction between Dutch and 
the rest of Europe isn’t always important. I know that this is not exactly the 
same situation; there is the difference of power and privilege. The Dutch 
colonized Indonesia for years, imposing a Dutch-centered view of Europe. I 
had a chance to live in Indonesia for over two years, but many Indonesians may 
(if the world doesn’t improve) never have the chance to come to my country 
because of money or politics. 

***
     There is an article my friend recently shared about how important historical 
sites around the world are being overrun by tourists and ruined. What a shame! 
Of course, tourists can be bad, but who has the right to be a tourist? Shouldn’t 
we also be celebrating that people who would have never been able to travel in 
the past are now seeing the world? We’ve become more connected, more 
global, but things have always moved across the globe.

***
     I have a habit of trying to look up when and where different animals were 
domesticated. I know that long ago, wild chickens roamed South East Asia. I 
stayed in a house in upstate New York once filled with statues of roosters— this 
Asian bird felt so “American” then. Chickens are falling out of favor in Asia as 
floods become more common. Ducks are the future for Asian farmers. Or so, 
this other magazine tells me in a cute little article (it’s maybe exaggerating). 
     I like it not because I know anything about agriculture, but because “duck” 
was my answer to “my favorite animal” questions when I was small.

***
     Traveling is good, I tell myself while hunched over a computer screen, trying 
to do math more quickly on this number or that, trying to build worlds and 
extract meaning from hundreds of fields in a database. 
     “For the majority of the history of our species,” I tell a lawyer, one of my 
bosses, “humans wandered around, walking from place to place. It is more 
natural for us to be constantly moving places.” I don’t know if I really believe 
this, but I am reaching into the air for some kind of spark, for something 
interesting. He doesn’t seem to be listening and the conversation falls dead (in a 
friendly kind of way).

***
A man I dated when I lived in Korea stopped returning my texts after two 



meetings. Maybe he didn’t like that I didn’t want to go to his apartment. He 
texted me randomly, months later, writing: 
     “I feel like my life is like chains suffocating me, getting tighter and tighter 
around my neck.”
      I didn’t answer him. 
     Dapdaphae, is a fun Korean word that means, among other things, 
something like the feeling of being suffocated, metaphorically. 

***
     Anyway, I suppose this was all supposed to be about corn. I could tell you 
that there’s corn in nearly all processed food, that corn ruins the soil, that corn 
doesn’t make the best or more efficient ethanol fuel, that America is chained to 
corn, ruled by corn, because of years of lobbying and whatnot. But I don’t 
know enough to really lay out that argument. I think that’s true of a lot of 
things. I grab at the edges of knowledge, of intelligence, but I never manage to 
fully grasp things, to hug information so closely to my chest that I can spill it 
back out in a way that’s meaningful. Speaking is hard. 
      It is difficult to believe anything really, truly, deeply. 
      Corn is bad, I guess, in many ways, but it is mine, it is ours. 
      Corn is buttered junk in a movie theater, a setting for horror movies that 
take place in the sun, a dizzying comfort, a connection to some of our ancestors 
or the people we stole this land from. 
      Corn is a futuristic science experiment crawling over the soil of the country, 
multiplying itself millions of times over. 
     Corn is a little road stop in a state I’ve never been to.
     I’ll find petrified corn on a romantic road trip, golden on the imagination, 
from behind eyes daily soaked in fluorescent light wash, the smell struggling to 
be inhaled by a nose made stuffy by breathing artificially cooled air, and the 
kernels touched by a body deteriorating by sedation.

 
Petrified 

Corn. Yes.
I feel

petrified
of corn.



PUPPY
Ben



MEMORY MIGRATION
Susan Barr-Toman

 
In seventh grade, we began changing classrooms for different subjects. In each 
room we had assigned seats that we returned to day after day. Most days I sat at 
my desk without a second thought, but occasionally and out of the blue, I 
would stand in the back of the classroom, slightly panicked. I knew where I 
was, but not where I belonged. Sometimes someone waved me over. Other 
times only a few empty seats remained and a gear in my brain would click and 
catch. I would navigate past the other kids through the aisles to my desk 
relieved to be at my place in the room, relieved I’d remembered. 

 
Some people don’t forget anything. They have Highly Superior Auto- 
Biographical Memory and can tell you what happened seven years ago on a 
specific date. They can run through whole days, recount where they sat and 
who was next to them. Forgetting is not an option. One of these people is 
Marilu Henner, the actress who played Elaine on the sit-com Taxi, back when 
yellow and black cabs swarmed through the streets of New York City.

 
London cabbies are required to know how to get to 25,000 locations in order 
to qualify for the job. When neuroscientists scanned a bunch of their brains, 
they discovered that the cabbies’ hippocampi are much larger than the average 
person’s. Our hippocampus, scientists believe, is where our sense of location 
resides. The term is from the Greek hippa (horse) – campus (sea monster), 
because its shape resembles a seahorse. Somehow, those tiny animals that mate 
for life know how to stay together in the vast ocean. 

 
Honeybees used to know how to stay together. But now, as they hop from one 
flower to another flower, pollinating a third of our crops, they’re picking up 
something else too—pesticides. These pesticides disorient the bees and they 
can’t find their way back to the hive. Going home is what they know, so they 
keep searching and searching for their hive until finally they die of exhaustion. 

            
A friend asks me to take his children home from school, where his seventy-

 



some-year-old mother will be waiting. Traveling between the school and the 
house, he explains, she will become disoriented, forget her way. Inside the 
house, she is fine taking care of the children. Sometimes she doesn’t know they 
already baked cookies together, so they bake another batch. When my friend 
arrives later, he’ll put his mother in a cab, tell the driver her address and instruct 
him to wait until she is safely inside her home. There, a gear clicks and catches, 
and for now she finds her place in the world.



SEPTEMBER, 1963
Ann Sutherland
     I made my first solo trek on my first birthday. It was on a well-worn path 
through the woods to my grandmother’s house. The total distance was 200 
meters through woods populated by poplar trees. To a one-year-old, it 
probably felt like a five kilometer trek inhabited by big, bad wolves and bears 
and ogres - characters that populated my childhood imagination. The path was 
a familiar one through the woods that connected my parents’ acreage to my 
grandparents’ farm. I had walked it many times with my mother or been carried 
before I could walk. 
      I don’t actually remember that first solo walk, but this is the story my 
mother tells: On my first birthday, a warm and sunny day in early September, 
she phoned my grandmother to say that I would be walking to her house alone, 
and to watch for me. Then I followed her outside to the path where she told me 
to walk to Grandma’s. “She’ll be waiting for you.”
      I was an obedient child, so I walked. 
      I arrived no less than five minutes later into my grandmother’s yard. She 
scooped me up, kissed my chubby cheeks and then most likely offered me a 
homemade cookie from her vast supply. Aside from the story of my birth, this 
is one of the earliest stories about my life. 
      I walked that path hundreds of times after, sometimes four or more times a 
day, until I moved away. But even then, when I came home for visits I’d walk 
the path to see my grandparents. Today, no trace of that path remains. My 
grandparents died, my mother moved away, the path became neglected and 
overgrown. That’s the curious thing about paths. They need people or they 
fade away. 
     All that remains of the path is my memory of it – the cool dampness of the 
dirt under my bare feet, the slight rise and sixty degree turn around the root 
cellar before my grandparents’ house came into view, the tree root that tripped 
you up if you weren’t watching. 
     All that remains of the path are its stories. 



FICTION



OPOSSUM
Zach Murphy
Pete and Richard’s orange safety vests glowed a blinding light under the 
scorching sun, and their sweat dripped onto the pavement as they stood in the 
middle of the right lane on Highway 61, staring at an opossum lying stiffly on its 
side.

Richard handed Pete a dirty shovel. “Scoop it up,” he said.

Everything made Pete queasy. He once fainted at the sight of a moldy loaf of 
bread. Even so, he decided to take on a thankless summer job as a roadkill 
cleaner. At least he didn’t have to deal with many people. 

Richard nudged Pete. “What are you waiting for?” he asked. 

Pete squinted at the creature. “It’s not dead,” he said. “It’s just sleeping.”

“Are you sure?” Richard asked as he scratched his beard. He had one of those 
beards that looked like it would give a chainsaw a difficult time. 

“Yes,” Pete said. “I just saw it twitch.”

Richard walked back toward the shoulder of the road and popped open the 
driver’s side door of a rusty pickup truck. “Alright, let’s go.”

Pete shook his head. “We can’t just leave it here.”

“It’s not our problem,” Richard said. “They tell us to do with the dead ones, but 
not the ones that are still alive.”

Pete crouched down and took a closer look. “We need to get it to safety,” he 
said. 

Richard sighed and walked back toward the possum. “What if it wakes up and 
attacks us?” he asked. “That thing could have rabies.”



“I don’t think anything could wake it up right 
now,” Pete said. 

Richard belched, “It’s an ugly son of a gun, isn’t it?”

“I think it’s so ugly that it’s cute,” Pete said.

“No one ever says that about me,” Richard said with a chuckle. “I guess I just
haven’t crossed into that territory.”

Just then, a car sped by and swerved over into the next lane. Pete and Richard
dashed out of the way.

“People drive like animals!” Richard said. “We’d better get going.”

Pete took a deep breath, slipped his gloves on, gently picked up the opossum,
and carried it into the woods.

“What are you doing?” Richard asked. “Are you crazy?”

After nestling the possum into a bush, Pete smelled the scent of burning wood.
He gazed out into the clearing and noticed a plume of black smoke billowing
into the sky. The sparrows scattered away, and the trees stood with their limbs
spread, as if they were about to be crucified. 

“Jesus Christ,” Pete whispered under his breath.

Pete picked up the opossum and turned back around.



STRIPEY
Harlan Yarbrough 
      My friends Brian and Heloise were visiting from Cambridge (Massachusetts,
not UK—Brian works in the admissions office of one of the big universities
there, which is how I met him, but that’s another story for another time), so
Andrea and I had invited a couple of neighbors over for dinner and a social
evening.  Over dinner, Brian and his wife told us with obvious enthusiasm about
going out from Paihia the previous day to swim with dolphins.
      Our neighbor Jack said, “They’re amazing aren’t they.”
      We all agreed, and a few minutes later we all moved to the living room and
Jack told us what he called “my most dramatic dolphin story”.  Here’s the story
he told—I went back and checked with him a couple of times to make sure I got
it right.

 
 

      When I lived in the Bay of Islands, I used to go out quite often with my
friend Dan.  He’d had a couple of good years and got Q-West down in
Wanganui to build him a thirty-six foot cat with twin Cat C9 Diesels.  It’ll carry
a dozen plus two crew, and he uses it to take tourists out on “Swim with the
Dolphins” cruises.  A few years back, when I was out of work for most of a year
—mostly voluntarily—I used to go out with him quite often, when there was a
space aboard.  At first, I went out mostly for his company—we’ve been good
friends for a long time—and to help him out.  For several months, I went out
whenever I didn’t have any other obligations.
      After the first two or three months, I went out as much for the dolphins as
for Dan, maybe more.  I’d come to recognize several of them and knew their
individual personalities—and, boy, do they have individual personalities.  There
was Old George, whom I called by that name because he reminded me so much
of a neighbor I used to have, and Miriam.  I don’t know why I called her
Miriam, she just seemed like a Miriam to me.  I’d never seen her with a calf and
wondered about that, but maybe she wasn’t old enough yet.  And Lily, younger,
I think, and smaller than Miriam and somehow sort of pretty.  And Billy, he’s a
joker but really sweet, and … well, anyway, they sure do have personalities.
      I think I actually spent more time in the water with ’em that summer than
Dan did.  I’m pretty sure I got to know them at least as well as he did, and they
got to know me, too.



     Well, one day we were out there with a pod of dolphins, probably the one I 
knew best, on a typical beautiful Far North summer day.  We had six people 
with us, a couple and four individuals, and the couple and two individuals had 
become tired or cold and climbed back aboard, leaving a man and a woman still 
swimming.
      All of a sudden, one of the dolphins began repeatedly ramming the woman 
in the water with his nose.  I yelled, “Help me!” and leaned way over the 
gunwale and grabbed the woman’s ankle.  With Dan and the husband pulling 
me from behind, I yarded the woman out of the water and into the boat.  She’d 
taken on a lot of water and was barely conscious but was coughing.  The 
coughing, of course, reassured me and Dan, and the woman, whose name I 
knew then but don’t remember, began talking rather hysterically—which is 
hardly surprising in the circumstances.
      Once I saw she was going to be alright, I grabbed my mask and flippers.  I 
said to Dan, “Get me out, if he attacks me,” and went over the side.  I’d 
recognized the dolphin by the little white stripe on his dorsal fin and swam 
straight to him.  Stripey—which is what I’d called him for months—was 
usually one of the sweetest, friendliest, gentlest dolphins in that pod.  I grabbed 
a big lungful of air and started berating him—talking to him underwater.  
Crazy, huh?  He could’ve knocked me out right there, and, besides, I had to 
keep going back to the surface to fill my lungs.  I don’t know what made me do 
it.
      He just floated there in front of me, hardly moved, while I ranted and raved 
and then surfaced, gulped air, ducked back underwater, and ranted and raved 
some more.  He sort of lowered his nose, and I wondered if he was going to 
start butting me, too.  Then I realized his whole attitude looked like a dog 
that’s just been scolded.  Don’t ask me now how a dolphin looks contrite, but 
he did.
      Another lungful gave me time to change what I was saying, not that I 
thought he could understand me—although sometimes I wonder.  Anyway, 
instead of criticizing Stripey as I had at first, I started saying, “You’re such a 
nice dolphin.  Why would you do a thing like that,” and surfacing to breathe 
and then continuing with more of the same.
      After a few minutes, Stripey moved forward, so his nose was almost 
touching my belly.  I’d just grabbed another lungful but didn’t say anything.  I 
reached out and stroked him, and he seemed to relax.  Don’t ask me how I 



know, ’cause I couldn’t tell you, he just seemed to relax. I took another lungful 
of air and said, “You ought to come up and apologize.” I didn’t expect him to 
understand me and can’t imagine that he did, but he followed me to the side of 
the boat and waited there, the picture of cetacean contrition.
     I called up to Dan and said, “Put a rope around her waist and let her come 
back in, if she’s willing.”
      To give credit where it’s due, I have to say she was one plucky lady.  As soon 
as she understood what I was on about, she got the rope under her arms and 
splashed into the water beside me and Stripey.  He didn’t move, even as the 
woman swam up quite close to him.  After a moment, she began petting him 
and he again seemed to relax.  The two of them stayed like that for quite awhile, 
and it was quite a scene.  Dan told me later everyone on board was watching the 
three of us like a scary scene from a good movie.
      When the woman moved even closer, I felt a little nervous.  I had my hand 
on Stripey and could feel him sort of vibrating or shivering.  When she kissed his 
nose, his shaking stopped and I felt his muscles relax under my hand.  The 
woman stroked him a few more times and said “Good-bye”, then swam to the 
ladder and climbed out.  I was so impressed, I kissed him myself—not a 
particularly nice taste—before stroking him a few more times and saying good- 
bye.
      After I’d followed the woman up the ladder, I looked over the side and saw 
that Stripey had moved even closer to the boat, right alongside, maybe 
touching.  The woman and I both leaned over the side and stroked him again 
and told him what a nice dolphin he was.  We straightened up, and he swam a 
little ways away and dove.
      He came out of the water on the other side of the boat in a beautiful spy- 
hop, then dove again.  All eight of us were still looking at where he’d been, 
when he came entirely out of the water in the most beautiful breach I’ve ever 
seen a dolphin do.  His tail must’ve been eight feet out of the water.  He and the 
rest of the pod then dove and disappeared, and we motored back to the wharf.
      Dan told me, after the tourists had left, that he’d heard about a woman being 
killed in an attack like that.  “That was a long time ago, though,” he said, “thirty, 
forty years, and I’ve never heard of another case like it.”  I hadn’t either and still 
haven’t.  Good thing he was just bunting her with his nose.  Maybe you didn’t 
know, but dolphins kill sharks by ramming ’em with their dorsal fins.
      Dan and I never did figure out what set Stripey off that day.  We speculated 



that because both of the subjects of attacks were women, the cause might have 
been something to do with hormones or maybe scent—natural or perfume or 
who-knows-what—but we really didn’t know and still don’t.
     I saw Stripey a dozen more times that year and never failed to pet him and 
make a little fuss over him.  He seemed to like that.  I haven’t been out with Dan 
for four or five years, though, so don’t know if Stripey’s still there.
      Anyway, that’s the most dramatic dolphin story I know.

 
 

      None of us said anything for twenty or thirty seconds, and then Andrea said,     
“Wow!”.  The rest of nodded our heads and she added, “I hope he’s alright.”
      “Yeah,” Jack said, “it’s like that.  Y’get to think of ‘em almost like human 
friends.”
      Soon, Samantha and Jason had to leave, because they both had to go to work 
in the morning—they’re both teachers.  Jack and his ex-wife, Shirley, left not 
long after.  It’s funny how they don’t live together but seem to do all their 
socializing together.  There’s probably a story in there somewhere, too, but, 
again, that’s for another time.



DREAM SONG FOR RED CONVERSE GIRL
Elliott Lay
Oh, Saturday Sun? I met someone? Not on the coast—east nor west—but in English
class. But now the sun shines, and the sun is hope. I no longer chase a sunless dawn.
Our Star has risen, and this Star isn’t crossed.
         “Little Talks” blares—no, coos, sings, rings, something happy—around our
suburban Eden, a place of real impossibility. Our feet slap hard on chlorined concrete
that enthrones our pool. No Red Converse today. We’re trailed by water shadows,
lapping in circles. She has chased me around this tame lagoon, super-soaker in hand—
the ice one. She cackles. I smirk. Her hazel eyes glimmer like the crystal water. We
pause our chase because I stop, worn out and longing to spend time nearer her. She
lights me on fire with the sting of her ice crystal pistol and the warmth of those fire-
bright eyes. I launch and lure her into our own lapis lazuli. I become more liquid than
solid for a split—more heart than mind, more fun than responsibility, more dream
than truth.
         Don’t listen to a word I say! Hey!
         We sink deep, because she follows me, her heart linked to mine. She wanted the
same nearness, too. Everything is shapeless in the bleary chlorine world, but her hand is
the most real. The most magical and the most dream—her hand on me—Sweet
Caroline—her middle name—Neil Diamond, she is diamond, but human, real, flesh
and blood, heart, emotions—the works, the feels, the all. She is true. She is real. She is
dream.
         She pulls me near her. Her warmth breaks through the cool crystal chlorocosm.
Her legs wrap around me, but she is no snake, but a ring, a promise, a band of gold.
Gold and diamond. I lift the lids of my eyes to the sting but also to the brightness of
those hazel pearls. She is precious—twofold. But I am not Gollum. I—I—I don’t
know who I am actually. Her face
          nears mine—
                          I think—
                                         So many bubbles—
                                         Blear—
                                                         Cleary—
                                                                       Bleary world
                                                                                 Nothing is clear—clear—hope dream dear

—
Splash!

 
      



       No lips, but liquid. I’m awake. I had been the whole time. I splash water in my face 
to rinse the facewash off. I rub the towel in my eyes to stop the sting. It’s morning but 
the sun isn’t up yet. I stare at the mirror and there are no shared shadows, but me. 
Whoever I am.
         Red Converse Girl isn’t here. She never was. But she’ll be in English class, and I’ll 
be left longing only for the chance and ability to say her name to her out loud.



LIMELIGHT
T. R. Healy
     The quartet walked onto the stage to a polite round of applause from the 
audience in the rustic concert hall.  Mickela trailed a few steps behind them 
with her head inclined and her hands at her sides and paused on the left side of 
the pianist.  In the long black velvet chemise she wore she almost appeared to be 
his shadow on the stage.
          Earlier that evening she went over the program with the Chilean pianist 
who assiduously marked where the turns were to occur.  She had never turned 
pages for him before but heard from others who had that he had a very short 
temper that he was not reluctant to show when mistakes were made.  She was 
not worried, though.  To be sure, the first couple of times she worked as a page 
turner she was very anxious because she was so afraid she might make some 
egregious error.  But now she had turned pages for so many different pianists
she was confident in what she did and, besides, though she was all but invisible 
to the audience, she very much enjoyed being on stage.  Some evenings she 
almost thought of herself as one of the performers but one who mustn’t make a 
sound.

*
     “Watch it, lady!” someone shouted as Michela approached the horseshoe 
throwing pit at the north end of the eastside park.
     Immediately she crouched down just as a horseshoe landed in front of her 
right foot.
      “Sorry about that, lady,” the ginger-haired man who threw the errant shoe 
apologized as he hurried over to retrieve it.  “I guess my arm is stronger than I 
thought.”
     “I guess so,” she muttered, grateful the shoe didn’t strike her left hand; 
otherwise, she would probably not be able to turn pages tonight.
     “Again, I’m sorry.”
     She nodded and resumed her walk through the nearly empty neighborhood 
park at a pretty brisk pace which was something she often did on the day of a 
performance.  She needed to get her blood circulating because later on that 
evening she would be standing stock-still next to a piano for a couple of hours.
     As she wound past a dilapidated merry-go-round, she glanced at her wrist 
watch to see when she should start to head back to her apartment, then shook 



her head because her wrist was bare.  She never wore jewelry of any kind, not 
even a watch, on the day of a performance because she was afraid she might 
forget to take it off before she went on stage.  Not quite a year ago, a Lithuanian 
pianist she turned pages for told her of the time when the cuff link of a page 
turner he had suddenly fell on the keyboard.
     “That was bad enough but then the idiot swore loud enough for everyone in 
the hall to hear as the cuff link rolled across the floor.”
     She always smiled when she recalled the mishap but it also filled her with 
anxiety. So she never wore any jewelry while turning pages because she didn’t 
want something of hers to fall on the keyboard and infuriate the pianist.
     Soon after she left the merry-go-round, she noticed a gangly young man with 
a pitted face walking toward her on the cedar chip trail that wound through the 
park.  In his right hand was a large stick that was almost as tall as he was and 
each time he took a step he pounded the stick on the ground.
     “Pardon me, sir,” she said when he was about a yard from her, “could you tell 
me what time it is?”
     Nodding, he looked at his watch.  “Half past four.”
     “Thank you.”
     He nodded again then continued on, pounding the stick with every step.
     She was surprised, thought it might be later than that, and figured she had 
about twenty minutes before she had to leave which was time enough to make 
one more loop of the park.  As she did, she again thought about the program 
that would be performed at the concert tonight.  She had never worked with 
the Korean pianist she would be turning pages for but knew the woman had a 
reputation for glaring at turners who turned even a fraction too early or too 
late.
     Once she crossed the bridge over the mill pond, she was only a few yards 
from the crumbling old bandstand where the gangly man with the long walking
stick stood between two younger men.  Their voices were loud enough that she 
could make out they were arguing over some woman they all knew.  They stood 
so close together their chins were almost touching.  Then, just as they started to 
step back from one another, one of the younger men appeared to knock the 
walking stick out of the hands of the older man who immediately lost his 
balance and fell to the ground on one knee.  When he started to get back on his 



feet, the guy who knocked away his stick pulled him up almost in an embrace 
then with the other guy took off running toward the merry-go-round.
     At once, Mickela went over to the man who had fallen back on the ground 
and was shocked to see the handle of a pocket knife sticking in the middle of his 
chest.  His eyes were open but still and she assumed he was unconscious and 
started to close the lids when he suddenly grabbed her wrist.  His grip was frail, 
though, and quickly his hand fell back on the ground.  Relieved, she called 911 
and was told an ambulance would be there in a matter of minutes.
     "Help is on the way," she whispered, trying to comfort him.
     Soon she was joined by two others, including the ginger-haired horseshoe 
thrower who asked, "What the hell happened?"
     "I don't know."
     "What do you mean you don't know?  You were standing only a few feet
away.  I saw you."
     "All I believe I saw was some guy knock the walking stick out of the hands of 
this man."
     "You didn't see him get stabbed?" he said, flustered.  "How could you not see 
that?  You were standing so close to them."
     She didn't know what more to say and again looked at the shallowly 
breathing man on the ground.
     "I saw you talking with him just a few minutes ago," the other person 
remarked.  "So I assume you know him."
     "All I did was ask him the time."
     Skeptically the woman looked at the horseshoe thrower.  "So you've never 
seen him before?"
     "No.  Never."
     "I see."
     Do you really? she wondered, doubting if either one of them believed her.  
And she didn't know why they were so skeptical because she had no reason not 
to tell the truth.

     *
     That evening, after the concert, Mickela again went over what she saw 
happen earlier at the park because as an eyewitness she assumed she would 
eventually be contacted by someone from the district attorney's office.  So she 
had to be prepared.  She had to be clear and concise and confident if she wanted 



to make a good impression.
     Sitting back in her rocking chair, sipping a glass of Merlot, she distinctly 
remembered seeing the walking stick fly out of the grasp of the man who was 
stabbed.  At the time she figured one of the other men had knocked it out but 
now she wasn't so sure.  Perhaps the man with the stick had shoved it against 
one of the others which caused him to lose hold of it.  That was definitely a 
possibility, she reckoned, after taking another sip of wine.  And, however hard 
she tried, she couldn't recall which of the men took out the knife.  So she didn't 
know who stabbed the poor man and, for that matter, didn't know if it might 
not have been an act of self-defense after being struck with the walking stick.
     The more she thought about what happened the more confused she became 
about what she actually saw.  She couldn't believe it, really, because in her work 
as a page turner she was accustomed to remembering complicated passages of 
music but now she could not remember anything that would be helpful to 
understanding what happened at the park that afternoon.  She wished now she 
had never gone there today but, instead, had remained at her apartment going 
over all the pages of music she was hired to turn later in the evening.  She 
realized then more than ever she preferred to remain invisible which was 
probably why she was so comfortable turning pages for performers who 
absolutely relished the limelight.



NOTHING BUT
Chella Courington
     Jolie biked faster than Claire could skate so she held to the hem of Jolie’s rosy 
dress, fanning out like a parachute, while they circled the Eiffel Tower. “Faster,” 
Claire said, feeling the wind rush under her flounced skirt as the wheels on her 
skates lifted off the ground. With a squeal she let go of Jolie, who never looked 
back, and Claire spread her arms like a bird taking flight, her feet escaping the 
skates. She could see the lacy steel sides climb into the mist, glowing pink from 
the inside. 
     Rising through the tower’s legs, Claire saw men in black ties and tuxedos, 
women in sequined, strapless gowns sipping from tulip glasses and reaching for 
lemon petit fours. At first their conversation was muffled due to the distance 
between her and the lovely people, but the current carried her close to the 
restaurant rail where the woman in blue with a puppy on a leash asked Claire to 
step over. “Have a canapé.” 
     She had dreamed of being in a place with silver spoons and forks and was 
tempted to accept the offer yet declined in the sweetest manner possible before 
bowing her head and blowing a kiss. She knew kisses were priceless, the most 
revered sign of a full heart as her mother always told her. While the woman in 
blue waved to Claire, other women gathered at the rail, calling bon voyage. 
Their voices rose in unison, covering Claire with hope. Barely thirteen, she was 
filled with a sense of satisfaction that they were interested in her, their eyes 
focused on her ascent.
     She caught the upward drift, past shops of dark chocolate Buddhas and 
luscious lips iced red. Another woman in blue, older and portlier, was leaving 
the confectionery when she spotted Claire and tossed her a white nougat 
wrapped in clear paper. She raised her right palm, 
catching it like manna to be eaten before the heat of the sun. Waving goodbye, 
she blew her second kiss and slowly unwrapped the confection. She felt its 
chewy sweetness settle on her tongue, traces of tomorrow. Leaning back, Claire 
waited to pass through the upper grid. 
     The attendant in his red vest and black top hat was cordial but not inviting. 
No candy, no flute of champagne. 
     “Are you prepared?” he asked. 
     “What do I need?” Claire replied. 

 



     “Willingness,” he said 
     The flock of tourists on the observation deck were smiling at her.
     She closed her eyes and listened. Her heart was beating as it beat when she lay 
by her mother’s side—in rhythm with the river slowly flowing outside their 
apartment. 
     While she passed through the Eiffel spire, the sun reflected off the Seine and 
the wind blew hard, chilling her body and pushing her east through the last 
cloud. Here the currents flowed more rapidly, bouncing Claire from place to 
place. They’d start, stop, split into sections then reform so she never was able to 
get her bearing. Alone in this amorphous stream of wind, she wanted to go 
home, shape dough for baguettes with her mother. 
     For a moment, the air became still and the sky clear. In the distance Claire 
could see other girls floating, very much apart but drifting in the same 
direction. Their blue skirts like flags waved her welcome. 
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A STORY ABOUT ANNA
Natalie Welsh holds a Masters Degree in Humanities from
York University. Her writing has appeared in "New
Sociology: Journal of Critical Praxis" and "Indelible Literary
Journal." She is Founding Editor of "Syncopation Literary
Journal." Natalie resides in Toronto, Canada where she
writes short stories and plays music.

Jennifer Jeanne McArdle - Twitter: @mcardlejeanne
PETRIFIED CORN
Jennifer grew up in New York state and lives there now with
her partner and an agent of chaos in the form of a spotted
dog. She works in animal conservation. She also lived in Asia
for six years. You can find more about her here:
https://jenniferjeannemcardle.blogspot.com/

Ben 
PUPPY
Ben is a high school student in Middle Tennessee. He just 
started drawing at his high school and discovered he really 
enjoys it. He also enjoys fishing in bass tournaments, and 
playing with his two cats.

Susan Barr-Toman - Twitter: @SBarrToman
MEMORY MIGRATION
Susan Barr-Toman lives in Philadelphia, where she teaches
Mindful Writing workshops. She is the author of the prize-
winning novel WHEN LOVE WAS CLEAN
UNDERWEAR. Her work has appeared in The
Washington Post, the Los Angeles Review of Books, and
Brevity, among others. Visit her at
www.susanbarrtoman.com.

Ann Sutherland - Twitter: @ann_sutherland1
SEPTEMBER, 1963
Ann Sutherland lives in Edmonton, Canada where she writes 
both fiction and creative-nonfiction. When not writing she 
can be found exploring the world on foot.

Zach Murphy
OPOSSUM
Zach Murphy is a Hawaii-born writer with a background in
cinema. His stories appear in Reed Magazine, The Coachella
Review, Maudlin House, Still Point Arts Quarterly, B O D
Y, Ruminate, Wilderness House Literary Review, Flash: The
International Short-Short Story Magazine, and more. His
debut chapbook Tiny Universes (Selcouth Station Press,
2021) is available in paperback and e-book. He lives with his
wonderful wife Kelly in St. Paul, Minnesota.

Harlan Yarbough
STRIPEY
Educated as a scientist and graduated as a mathematician, but
a full-time professional entertainer most of his life, Harlan
Yarbrough attempted to escape the entertainment industry,
working as a librarian, physics teacher, syndicated newspaper
columnist, and city planner. Harlan lives and writes in
Bhutan. In the past five years, his short fiction has appeared
in the Galway Review, Page & Spine, Green Hills Literary
Lantern, and fifty-one other literary journals and won the
Fair Australia Prize.

Elliott Lay - Instagram: @elliott.lay.falante 
DREAM SONG FOR RED CONVERSE GIRL
Elliott Lay is currently studying English Education at Lee
University. He is from a tiny town in the rural Appalachians
called Caryville, TN. He is a rising senior and loves to write
stories. He is a sucker for coming-of-age stories, and that is
most of what he writes. Writing helps him process and
articulate his complex emotions, and stories can capture
moments, truths, and emotions in ways mere words cannot.
He also loves to use his writing to connect with other people.
He believes that there are few more fulfilling moments than
where someone feels understood or loved through reading
something he has written. When he’s not writing, Elliott is
most likely reading (whether for assignments or for pleasure -
it gets a bit blurry these days), watching cartoons or British
royal history documentaries, or eating Crumbl cookies with
his best friends. 

T. R. Healy
LIMELIGHT
T.R. Healy was born and raised in the Pacific Northwest and
is the author of a collection of stories, "A Time of Times."

Chella Courington - Twitter: @chellacouringto
NOTHING BUT
Chella Courington (she/her) is a writer/teacher whose
poetry and fiction appear in numerous anthologies and
journals including DMQ Review, The Los Angeles Review,
and New World Writing. A Pushcart and Best New Poets
Nominee, Courington was raised in the Appalachian south
and now lives in Central California. She has two recent
microchaps of poetry—Good Trouble, Origami Poems
Project, and Hell Hath, Maverick Duck Press.



THANK YOU!

First, we would like to extend a huge
thank you to all of our contributors.
We could not have done this without
you! Thank you to our professor for
assigning the project that led to this
and for encouraging us to find new
ways to grow. We have enjoyed the
journey so far and are hoping to
continue. Keep an eye out for news
regarding future publications! We're
happy to have you visiting us here in
our pond.




