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Contact us:  Go to Mega Liquor and Smoke on Lincolnway near where the Wooden Indian 
still stands for a while.  Walk through the parking lot toward the alleyway, then over the 
tracks.  On the other side you’ll find a hobo camp.  A scattering of empty plastic pint bottles 
of vodka and cans of Hurricane High Gravity Lager and Steel Reserve.  Grab one of the 
vodka bottles.  Drop a poem inside and screw the cap on tight and throw it off of the IUSB 
footbridge and I’ll find it.  I promise.  I’ll be there.  The moment when the alcoholic graduates 
from knowing when the liquor store closes to knowing when the it opens, I’ll be there. 
Whenever he stops off after work, before home, to chug a quarter pint of liquor, before the 
driveway before he’s got to think another minute. I’ll be there. The first time the alcoholic 
drinks at work, nervous pulls in the stalls, handfuls of Altoids to cover the smell, then hand 
sanitizer, for the alcohol, before speaking to anyone. I’ll be there too.  They light candles for 
me, sing their votive chants. So much depends. I have love.  

Or: eddystreetcommoners@gmail.com  
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Uncle Miguel’s Best Lives 

M.A. Eneko 

We moved to a new town for the last time 
when Maria and I were 12.  Whenever we’d 
move we’d spend the first few weeks 
inundated with kids from wanting to come 
over for dinner. I tried to explain to them that 
we probably ate exactly what they did. That 
we were originally from Springfield and our 
dinner menu was just about par for the course 
in Central Illinois. That mom was half 
Mexican and she’d been born in the States. 
I’m pretty sure they always thought I was just 
trying to fit in and muscled their way over 
anyway, only to be disappointed by the 
record-breakingly bland cuisine that 
Springfield holds dear to its very sincere 
heart. 

Today it was Ryan, staring glumly at a bucket 
of KFC while Mom tried to feed Nina and 
Pedro. We hadn’t even unpacked yet and 
grandma art still hung everywhere.  Paintings 
of farms on saws and little girls in Little 
House on the Prairie dresses playing with 
dogs and kittens and goats. 

“I thought you ate Mexican food.”  Ryan was 
one of those fat kids who were also really 
strong from carrying around so much girth 
and everyone kind of forgot he was fat and 
instead just called him big. 

“I told you we were probably just getting 
KFC tonight.” 

“I thought you were being polite or 
something.” 

“How would that be being polite?” 

“I dunno,” Ryan said, and got after the gravy. 

 

 

 

“Uncle Miguel!”  Maria screamed.  “Come 
tell us about Mexico!” 

Uncle Miguel was great at making up for lost 
dreams of exotic spreads.  He was actually 
born in Mexico, actually grew up there.  He 
walked unsteadily into the room and plopped 
down at the dinner table.  Miguel liked it 
when we had company over who wanted to 
hear about Mexico. I had no idea how much 
of what he said was bullshit.  Now I know it 
was mostly bullshit. 

“We ride bulls mostly everywhere.” 

“We collect rain in our sombreros to save 
money on water.” 

“The drinking age in Mexico is four.” 

After a while it occurred to us to just have tell 
mom to have Taco nights whenever someone 
new would come over and Uncle Miguel 
caught on and started playing up his Mexican 
accent to Rob Schneider levels of absurdity. 
I don’t think mom ever noticed. She was 
always busy with the twins. After a while he 
grew quiet and Ryan started telling us about 
which teachers at school were evil and which 
were merely terrible. 

“Mrs. Stevens hands out detention for like, 
anything.  Shes….”  He stopped and looked 
at Miguel’s hand. “You’re bleeding.” 

Uncle Miguel had a cut on the meat of his 
hand by the pinky where a scab had ripped 
open and blood dripped down the side 
leaving a bright red ribbon.  He did not 
attempt to clean it.  He merely said his skin 
had grown so thin since he moved up here 
and he showed the blood remarked about how 
easily his skin cut and tore and how he head 
to do very little to injure himself. The blood 
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stayed on his hand the rest of the day, dried 
and dark. 

 

1968 

Uncle Miguel sat crammed in the back with 
Nina and Pedro and the day’s shopping and 
Zane the Greyhound who was thankfully 
only a mini-greyhound because I don’t know 
where we would have put a full-sized one.  
Miguel was drunk and still drinking a 40 of 
Mickey’s and would wait until he was sure 
there was no one who might see and take 
goodly pulls.  When he got drunk and wanted 
to keep drinking he would sit in the back 
because he felt less exposed back there, even 
with Nina and Pedro slobbering and 
screaming and hitting him with things.  Mom 
just let him do it.  Easier not to argue. 

A cop pulled up alongside us at a light and 
Miguel stashed the Steel Reserve behind his 
legs and tried to look nonchalant.  They never 
looked at us, though, and when the light 
changed we went slow and let them get ahead 
of us. 

“I killed a cop in ’68.” 

“Miguel!” Mom yelled from the front seat. 

“I killed him when those bastards were 
shooting all the students.” 

“Miguel, don’t -” Mom said. “Just…fuck. 
Not today.” 

When Miguel started talking about shooting 
the cop out of nowhere it meant he was 
reaching his sweet spot. A dozen beers deep 
and he’d have about an hour where he’d tell 
us the best stories if mom wasn’t around to 
stop him. 

We told mom that we all knew the story well 
enough by now that it didn’t do for her to try 

and protect us.  For a long time we didn’t 
believe the story but it is really true.  Miguel 
was at the Plaza de las Tres Culturas in 
Mexico City in 1968 when the police decided 
to shoot a bunch of students for protesting the 
Olympics.  That was when Miguel killed a 
cop. 

We knew it was true when Aunt Elena told us 
she saw it happen.  Not the massacre – but 
Miguel killing the cop.  After the police 
snipers opened fire on the students and killed 
a few hundred of them everyone ran away 
and Miguel ran home. Elena told us she was 
terrified Miguel had died but he showed up 
covered in blood and sweating and wild-eyed 
in the middle of the night. 

“Then there was yelling,” She said.  “There 
was yelling a lot of young people were 
running down the street toward us so we ran 
into an alley while they ran by us. 

“And then there was the policeman,” she 
said.  “I don’t know why he was alone but he 
there he was, just walking down the street and 
very calm.  And then Miguel shot him in the 
head and we both ran away.” 

She was 68 that year, just like the year that 
Miguel killed the cop.  Maybe that made her 
philosophical and that’s why she told us. Or 
maybe it was the cancer in her lungs and the 
months to live.  In any case that was the last 
time we ever saw her and then we knew why 
Miguel drank a lot.  Because he did as much 
as anyone could do to fight for the revolution 
and went into retirement.  We figured he 
earned it after killing the cop in 1968.  I think 
if Mom had overheard she would have told us 
not to tell anyone. Of course I told everyone 
at school and for a while kids would want to 
come over and see the uncle who had killed a 
person. I remember thinking that if this were 
a story we’d be at the part where I could 
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charge admission to come see the uncle who 
killed a person, but things like that don’t 
really happen.  It was enough to just be more 
interesting by relation. 

 

Uncle Miguel’s Odd Hobby 

Uncle Miguel had an odd hobby.  Maria and 
I discovered this when Uncle Miguel was 
passed out in the hammock in the backyard 
and we took the opportunity to sneak into his 
room through the window and root through 
his stuff. His room smelled of smoke and the 
sweet rank of stale beer.  It was full of books 
that he’d pick up at library sales for a quarter 
apiece. He was always reading when he 
wasn’t so drunk he was sleeping. Maria 
found the journal kicked under his beside 
table. On top of the table were a stack of 
Hustler Magazines. I remember wanting to 
look at a vagina but felt like it would be weird 
to look at one while my sister in the room.  
Miguel’s diary was an old day planner.  His 
handwriting was awful, but Maria could read 
it. She said it was because she could read 
mine and mine was even worse than 
Miguel’s. 

“Read the first one,” I told her. 

“Okay. One. One: “1968 to 1972. 
Universidad Nacional Autónoma de México. 
Study painting. Two. 1972-1974: MFA in 
painting in the United States. San Francisco? 
Three: 1975-1979: New York. Stay around 
CBGB’s. Meet Dead Boys and Ramones. 
Four: 1980: New York Academy of Art more 
painting? Meet Andy Warhol.” 

“What’s all that supposed to mean?” I asked. 

“Maybe it’s like a history.” She said. 

“I didn’t know Uncle Miguel liked history.” 

“I don’t really know what Uncle Miguel 
likes.” 

“He likes beers.” 

“Yeah. He likes beers.” 

There were pages of these entries.  I 
remember one of them detailed learning 
boxing in high school and then attending 
college in the United States and learning 
wrestling.  It culminated with a debut at UFC 
1 in 1993.  It included a win against Gerard 
Gordeau by rear naked choke but an eventual 
loss to Royce Gracie by triangle choke. 

It was only after we showed Miguel’s diary 
to Stacy that we realized what it was: a 
collection of lists of lives he could have lived 
but didn’t.  Sometimes he would write them 
for his real life, detailing alternative paths it 
could have taken and famous people he could 
have met along the way.  Sometimes they 
wound their way through historical periods 
that interested him.  World War I and the Lost 
Generation seemed to be a frequent 
destination. 

Stacy had known our Grandma and gave her 
rides to the drugstore. When Grandma died 
and left us the house she became our 
babysitter instead.  We never did get all of the 
old woman’s stuff moved out. Maria had no 
end of fun dressing up in her clothes and 
eating the dishes of ancient sugar free candies 
that seemed to populate every other table in 
the house.  I remember hating the pink tiled 
bathrooms and weird smells. 

“It’s free, though, Mikey,” Mom said putting 
me to bed a room with shelf after shelf of 
blank faced porcelain dolls, the kind any kid 
is absolutely certain come to life in the 
middle of the night and want you to play with 
them forever and ever. 
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“It’s awful.” 

“This is going to be so much easier on us.  
What does Bruce Lee say?” 

I sighed. “Be like water.” It was a dirty trick, 
to use Bruce Lee like that. 

“Right, Mikey.  Like water.” 

So we moved to Forgottonia and Mom started 
going to community college and worked at 
Blockbuster. When she worked late on 
Fridays Stacy would come over and we’d 
watch X-Files. Stacy had big frizzy bangs 
and frizzier hair on the sides and wore very 
short shorts.  She was into yoga and would sit 
on the floor in cobbler’s pose with the soles 
of her feet together and knees splayed out 
wide because she said couches hurt your 
spine. She said people never had couches for 
most of history and sitting our entire lives 
messed up our circulation and our posture.  
When she sat in cobbler’s pose it was great 
because once ina  while I could see up her 
shorts and catch the stubbly edge of her labia, 
dark and mysterious. I never saw all of her 
vagina but I had seen the vaginas in Uncle 
Miguel’s Hustler so I could make fair guess 
about it looked like and that was close 
enough. 

“You shouldn’t read his diary, kiddos. Go put 
it back,” she said. 

Stacy said we shouldn’t have taken Miguel’s 
diary, even for a moment.  We told her it was 
okay because we only took it when he was 
very drunk and asleep outside, when his 
breathing would stop at the top for a moment 
and it sounded like he had to fight to keep it 
going. 

“Getting caught isn’t the point, kiddo.  It’s the 
right or wrong of it.” 

 

I wasn’t about to ask her if it were right or 
wrong to almost see her vagina because then 
she’d damn well notice and I wouldn’t see it 
again.  So I just nodded and scurried off 
outside and clambered up on the air 
conditioning unit to Miguel’s window. I was 
thinking of right and wrong, and feeling a bit 
sorry for Uncle Miguel, writing out the bullet 
points of lives he wished he’d lived instead of 
spending every day snoring drunk in a 
hammock in Illinois.  But I was also thinking 
about Stacy’s labia and my fair estimation of 
what the rest of it looked like so I decided to 
grab one of Uncle Miguel’s hustlers from the 
nightstand and jerk off real quick.  Since 
discovering jerking off earlier that year I’d 
done it just about anywhere.  I’d jerked off in 
the far back seat of our minivan while driving 
around town. I’d jerked off under a towel 
next to my sister and Mom while watching 
Oksana Baiul pretend to be a swan in 
Lillehammer.  The only place I hadn’t jerked 
off yet was church because I didn’t think even 
I was good enough to do it without God 
seeing me. 

Of course, it didn’t occur to me, in the midst 
of masturbatory euphoria, that anyone might 
interrupt my fapping. Which of course 
Miguel did, right as I was reaching climax.  I 
remember the door opening and my feeble 
attempt to stand while cross legged with my 
pants around my ankles.  Uncle Miguel stood 
in the door for a moment and looked first at 
me and then at my still-death gripped penis.  
And then back to me.  As if he was trying to 
work out exactly what he was seeing.  He 
looked back over his shoulder, down the 
hallway to the living room where Stacy and 
Maria and Stacy’s labia watched the X-Files, 
stepped out of the room and pulled the door 
shut. 
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There are fewer purer horrors in the mind of 
a 12 year old boy that the possibility of your 
family discovering that you’ve discovered 
jerking off. In the midst of that horror, the 
first place my mind went was running away.  
Jumping on a train, in the back of a semi 
truck, anything.  But before he closed the 
door the entire way Uncle Miguel stuck his 
head back in, this time with his face down. 

“Mikey, don’t come in my room to jerk off 
anymore, okay?  Just take the magazine with 
you.” 

And he never told anyone anything, as far as 
I know.  And it made me love him more than 
I’d ever loved any man. The next day he gave 
me a box of roman candles he said he was 
saving for my birthday and Maria and I ran 
around the back yard shooting each other 
until Mom got home and yelled at us for 
burning holes in our clothes. 

 

Uncle Miguel’s Best Lives 

That was the summer I went to camp for two 
weeks.  In most stories this might assume a 
kind of exaggerated significance in that way 
camp has a way to do.  When you’re 12 a 
summer is a substantial portion of the time 
you’ve been conscious of being alive.  Even 
two weeks isn’t nothing.  But this story isn’t 
about any of my lives and camp was kind of 
miserable and boring.  Two weeks a moldy 
wooded teams course with leaky cabins about 
half an hour from where we lived. 

It was Salute Your Shorts that made me want 
to go.  The terrible show that ran on 
Nickelodeon for two seasons and was all 
about what an awful experience camp was.  I 
guess I wanted to go because I was sure it 
would be easy to make friends.  First, because 
I could absolutely use the style and slang tips 

from Disney Adventures Magazine to 
reinvent myself as someone cool. Second, 
because my fellow campers and I could share 
the surly camaraderie of being unhappy at 
camp. That it might be as miserable as Camp 
Anawana was actually a selling point to me. 

And of course the low-rent Church camp in 
the leaky cabins by Argyle Lake State Park 
was indeed pretty terrible.  The problem was 
still me.  Disney Adventures Magazine was, 
it turned out, shockingly out of touch with the 
youth of West-Central Illinois. For example, 
they recommended I use the word “sick” as a 
stand-in for awesome, which didn’t catch on 
at all.  They also recommended I only fasten 
one shoulder strap of my overalls, which no 
one seemed to give a shit about. 

“Sick soccer ball,” I said, about the very 
ordinary soccer ball three kids were kicking 
around the circular gravel drive in the in the 
middle the camp.  Mind you, this was the 
very first thing I said to anyone at camp. 

“Sick Skid Row tape,” I said about a copy of 
Skid Row’s “Slave to the Grind” which I 
brought myself and pretended to find in the 
drawer at the end of my bunk bed. 

“Sick homemade ice cream,” I said, with no 
small hint of desperation, when we made 
homemade ice cream. 

To amuse myself during free hours, of which 
the understaffed camp had many, I’d read 
Uncle Miguel’s diary, stolen the day before I 
left in the hope it would give me something 
to show someone.  A lot of them had to do 
with going to war, but I didn’t think he’d ever 
been in the army.  Maybe he wished he had, 
but Mom said he wanted to be a painter when 
he was young and the two things seemed at 
odds to me.  I really liked imagining this one: 
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1890: Born American. 

1908: Apprentice in Glenn Curtiss’ shop 

1910: Learn to fly on a on a Curtiss Junebug 

1911-16: Participate in aerial exhibitions 

1916-1918: Fly in World War 1 with 
Lafayette Escadrille 

1920-1930: Paris – study painting. Meet 
Picasso and Hemingway and Blaise 
Cendrars, other Lost Generation figures. 

1930-33:  Berlin.  Meet Otto Dix.  All sorts 
of decadence.  Leave after Hitler’s rise to 
power.  

1933-36: Back to America.  Live on the rails, 
find migrant work. Write poetry in boxcars.  

1936-38: Lincoln Battalion in Spain. Meet 
Orwell. Killed at the Battle of the Ebro. 
Memoir published posthumously. 

I wrote my first story about this to give to 
Uncle Miguel as a birthday present.  My 
knowledge of World War 1 was mostly 
limited to Snoopy fighting the Red Baron so 
the climax of the story featured Uncle Miguel 
and Picasso and Hemingway and Blaise 
Cendrars defeating the Red Baron and 
liberating Paris using a souped-up Curtiss 
Junebug. 

He also had several where he was born in 
1890 in Mexico and fought in the revolution, 
but he kept crossing things out and writing 
new entries.  He couldn’t decide if he wanted 
to fight with Zapata or Villa or die in the Ten 
Tragic Days.  Sometimes when Uncle Miguel 
got very drunk he also got very Catholic and 
would write about fighting in the Cristero 
War but then he’d cross out all of that as well.  
So I didn’t write a story about Uncle Miguel 
in the Mexican Revolution, and even now 

that I know a bit more about it I don’t think I 
could. 

I also added one of my own to Miguel’s diary.  
It involved learning guitar before I came to 
camp so I could play Beck’s song “Loser” 
and “What’s Going On” by Four Non 
Blondes on the first day of camp instead of 
telling people how sick their soccer ball was. 
I was more than ready to get out of there at 
the end of the two weeks. 

 

Uncle Miguel’s Best Day Ever 

 

Uncle Miguel was very quiet on the back 
porch when I gave him the story.  I made sure 
to do it during the sweet spot, when he was 
still happy drunk.  Mom was off work so he 
was drinking all afternoon in the back yard 
and reading The Razor’s Edge in the 
hammock. I remember thinking it was a 
horror story. I burned the edges of the paper 
and poured coffee on it like Maria and I 
would do when we’d make pirate maps.  He 
read the story in the hammock and finally 
looked up after a long while. 

“How’d you know about all this, Mikey?” 

“Just been reading is all.  You like it?” 

“You got a real talent, Mikey.” 

I’d like to say he teared up or something like 
that but he just clapped me on the shoulder 
and said, “Keep writing. Get remembered.” 

Uncle Miguel had told me this before.  That 
art was the only way to become immortal. He 
never painted anymore but sometimes he 
talked about a mural he painted in college and 
made me look at murals by Diego Rivera. He 
said they covered up the mural he painted 
because it had dicks on it and I think he 
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wanted it covered up, otherwise why would 
you paint dicks on a mural in a park in 
Mexico? 

I wanted to ask him why he stopped painting 
and felt like now was as the best shot I’d get. 

“Honestly? I don’t like myself very much, 
Mikey.  You don’t get that. I can’t explain it, 
either.  But ego is the only thing that fuels 
art.” 

I wish I’d understood what he was talking 
about so I could have pressed him on it.  All 
I managed was, “Oh.” 

Instead, I gave him his other present. Maria 
and I decided that if Uncle Miguel couldn’t 
live out any of the lives he wrote in his day-
planner diary, the next-best thing we could do 
was to let him relive his best day ever.  So we 
gathered as many kids together as we could 
and all of the roman candles and spent the 
morning making signs and rehearsing. 

Ryan was in the street with Maria. I promised 
him real Mexican food if he helped us and a 
couple other neighborhood kids got wind and 
showed up, too. I’d tried to read about the 
1968 Olympics at the library but I didn’t get 
the gist of it but I saw a photo of two black 
men holding their fists in the air so everyone 
was doing that.  When I came around the 
house with Uncle Miguel they started the 
chant we’d rehearsed. 

“No more Olympics! No more Olympics!” 

I handed Uncle Miguel a roman candle. Then 
I lit the one I had and started shooting it at 
them while they ran around the street 
screaming. 

 

Maria stopped and yelled to Uncle Miguel.  
“Save us Uncle Miguel!  You’re our only 
hope!” 

He might have stood have silent for a moment 
and walked back into the house and then we 
were just dumb kids who didn’t understand 
the world even as much as we thought we did.  
Maybe he did.  And maybe he didn’t defeat 
the Red Baron with Pablo Picasso and Ernest 
Hemingway and Blaise Cendrars blazing 
away on their mini-guns like Jesse Ventura 
and Picasso had to help Blaise reload because 
he only had one arm.  And maybe he never 
figured out if he wanted to be a Zapatista or 
ride like gods through the desert and General 
Pershing and the Yanquis could never ever 
catch them. 

But what if he really did?  And what if he lit 
his candle and we ran around the street 
shooting each other and burning our clothes 
and even when Mom came outside to tell us 
to stop we kept on keeping on anyway? 

That’s it. We ran around into the night, the 
reports of our roman candles echoing through 
the neighborhood like the Morse Code of 
history.  High and bright. Pop, pop, pop. 
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Daedal 

J.B. Adams 

In a chair at Cedars-Sinai, still shaken up but 
not so much as before thanks to the morphine 
drip they have me on and the cocaine still 
lingering, crawling through my system, and 
this Indian doctor, some older prognosticator 
who smells vaguely but not unpleasantly of 
almonds, asks, "So, how well did you know 
your mother," but I'm so zonked out by the 
pain in my face battling the numbness of the 
drugs that I just mouth the word "mother" 
over and over again while uncontrollably 
laughing until the doc, he tells me to just go 
ahead and shut my mouth. 

 Also in the room is a heavy breathing 
officer of the law who keeps telling the 
doctor, “as soon as he can speak, I have some 
questions need of answers.” Then I begin 
saying “answers” over and over again until, 
again, the doctor tells me to shut my mouth. 

 The doc he continues stitching me up 
as he asks, have I taken any drugs lately and 
I can't help but smile and chuckle knowing 
the list of narcotics I'm not on would be 
shorter than the abundant list still thriving on 
my insides.  

 Cocaine, check. 

 Meth, check. 

 Lethe, double-check. 

 “Wait,” the cop says, interrupting me. 
“Lethe? Did he just say Lethe?” 

 “Yes,” the doc says. “I'm afraid he 
did.” 

 Five minutes pass, I think, before they 
feed me some Mnemosyne in a sterile cup, a 
drink somewhat resembling a bottle of cheap 

wine from a night I am just now beginning to 
remember. 

 “There we are,” the doctor says 
lightheartedly. “Now, this police officer and 
I are going to ask you some questions and we 
need you to answer them the best you can, 
okay?” 

 “Okay.” 

 The cop, he's the first to speak when 
he asks, “Do you remember how you arrived 
at the party last night?” And I have to think, 
let the good drugs compete with the bad ones, 
as I slowly begin to remember what 
happened... 

 How I arrived at the party was this 
limo pulled up in front of my adopted parents 
house just outside the valley, on a street 
otherwise known for beaters and old Buicks. 
The driver opened the door for me and I got 
in the backseat with some older guy who 
could have easily been my father's age, or 
maybe my uncle's age, and a woman, blond, 
wearing a Tiffany's diamond broach on a red 
Versace dress that complimented her long tan 
legs and compressed and tightened her bust. 

 The woman looked at me and smiled. 
She said “hey” and I said “hey yourself” 
doing the best James Dean impression 
possible, at which point the other man said 
“Hello, also” totally killing the vibe I had 
going with the cougar.  

 "Larry wanted to be here to meet you 
in person, but he had another engagement," 
the man said using air quotes. "He'll meet you 
at the party, though, sport. Promise." 

 “And you are,” I asked while gazing 
the blond again. 

 Before she could open her mouth to speak, 
the man spoke for her, saying, "This, is my 
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sister Joanne. She is Larry's wife and one-
third of Delphi Records." 

 “Interesting. Very...stimulating.” 

 The woman bit her deep red lips and 
eyed me as something needing to be 
conquered. She finally spoke for herself 
when she asked, "So you're what, like some 
kind of rock star?"  

 At which point I smiled and nodded. 
“Yeah, that's what they tell me.” 

 Then she asked, “Are you like Bon 
Jovi? I love Bon Jovi.” 

 Her brother then begins looking at us 
curiously, probably bothered by our whole 
very sensual, very unfaithful exchange. 

 “Well,” I said. “Do you know Lou 
Reed?” 

 “No, who's that?” 

 “He's my idol, baby. And he ain't 
nothing like your fucking Bon Jovi.” 

 As the car pulls away, she continues 
to watch me. She smiles and crosses and 
uncrosses her legs for me. I can't help but 
stare as I sit on the seat before her, 
wondering, how much does she actually love 
her husband? 

 “So, wait,” the doctor interrupts. 
“Where were your parents during all of this? 
Doesn't anyone care about where you are 
going, who you are going with?” 

 “Of, course they do,” I say. 
“My...step-parents, they are good people. 
Always loved me like flesh and blood.” 
Another sip of Mnemosyne, another memory 
surfaces. “One night, one of those nights 
when I was tight on cough syrup and writing 
music, just listening to the electric hum of 

static clouding the air from my amplifier...” I 
could feel their silence, hear the nothingness 
from the room growing louder in my ears. “I 
got really bored with my thoughts, 
considered searching snuff films and gay 
porn on the internet. Instead, I ended up 
Google searching my birth records and where 
I was born. Ended up finding records 
forecasting rumors and suggestions about 
some children that had been expelled, 
aborted, banished even, because they were 
believed to possess the urge to kill their 
fathers and marry their mothers, like some 
kind of bastardized version of textbook 
Freud. Shit, if only Freud had experienced the 
internet. What he would make of it, am I 
right?” I laugh, hard. But it fades quickly 
when I realize no one else is laughing with 
me. 

 “Your point?” 

 “I don't know,” I say. “Just that Freud 
would probably see all the Facebook rants 
and Narcissistic behavior and the incest porn 
and..." 

 “Not that,” the cop interrupts. “What 
is the point of your story?” 

 “My story?” I ask. “I don't know, just 
thought it was relevant.” 

 The cop, he sighs, loud enough for me 
to hear, to notice. 

 “Okay, son,” the doc leans in his chair 
and delicately motions for me to continue 
drinking the Mnemosyne. “Go ahead now, 
tell us about the party...” 

 At the party on the 51st floor of a 
highrise overlooking Wilshire Ave., 
everyone was doing copious amounts of 
drugs and talking about how warm it is south 
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of Santa Monica, how cold it felt on the 
Sunset Strip. 

 I took a glass of what looked like 
champagne from the tray of a redheaded 
hard-body who was wearing a dog mask and 
nothing else. Nearby a well-chiseled man, 
equally naked, and shaven, was handing a 
dark colored drink to a man in a toga who was 
holding a falcon on his right arm while telling 
a joke to a bunch of equally dressed strangers, 
though, no one really seemed to be laughing. 

 “The drinks are mixed with Lethe,” 
the redheaded hound said to me. “Enjoy.” 

 “What's Lethe?” I asked her, downing 
it anyway. 

 She looked at me confused. “I don't 
really remember.” 

 Fifteen minutes into the party and 
already I was bored. Larry had yet to show 
himself and talk business about my new 
single being played on the air this week, and 
that guy Carl, he continued to watch me from 
across the room, which really creeped me out. 
Some yuppie in a Marc Jacobs suit with a tie 
pin and a red pocket square stopped me, kept 
talking about image branding and how he 
wanted to make me the next big thing to 
Coca-Cola. He handed me his card—Apollo 
Image Consultants—but I gave it to some 
model-thin, blond frog in exchange for a rum 
and coke. And to make matters worse, some 
guy in a double-breasted, thinly trimmed, 
black, Armani suit was talking to Joanne on 
the terrace. He looked to be putting the moves 
on her, placing a well-trained hand on her 
cheek while subconsciously running the other 
up the hem of her dress. She looked pained 
and out of control. And when she saw me 
watching them, watching her, she bolted 
down the terrace and out of view. 

 I drained my glass and made my way 
out onto the door, onto the terrace, and into 
the night, where the guy was still standing 
there, smoking a Cuban, doing a rail, and 
grinning. 

 “You shouldn't fuck with her, man,” I 
said, suddenly brave, probably from all the 
drugs I'm on, the liquid courage, meth, Lethe, 
who knows. 

 “And what the fuck are you going to 
do about it, you little shit?” He pointed at me 
accusingly. “Do you even know who the fuck 
I am?” 

 But I wasn't really listening because as my 
anger grew for that man, at that very moment, 
a Hydra was climbing up the side of the 
building behind him and taunting me with its 
many heads—double the eyes. I threw myself 
at the creature and nearly missed its many 
fangs and various claws. The man looked at 
me frightened, probably shocked by the scene 
of me fighting this gruesome creature. I 
pushed him out of the way of danger and 
ended up striking the creature until it toppled 
over and fell down, down, down before 
exploding into the shape of the man, broken, 
on the hood of a fifty-seven red Corvette on 
Wilshire. 

 I was alone on the terrace. I was alone 
in everything. 

 “Wait,” the cop interrupts again. “So 
you killed him?” 

 “I don't know, I guess.” 

 “What do you mean, I guess? You 
either killed him or you fucking didn't, which 
is it?” 

 There was no answer I could give the 
cop, none of which didn't involve me blaming 
narcotics and memory loss for committing 
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murder. I could tell him it was a hydra, just as 
I could tell him some lie about a flying horse 
trampling a man to death. Either way, he 
would never believe me. And so I had no 
choice but to tell him what he wanted to hear. 
No choice but to tell the truth. 

 “Yes,” I say, wishing I could cry right 
then. “I killed him.” 

 The cop sighed. I could hear him 
writing something down on paper, assuming 
he was transcribing my statement. 

 “Okay,” the doc says. “Now, tell us 
about Joanne. What happened to her?” 

 The image of Joanne was freshening 
in my head. As if emerging from the surface 
of the river Styx she rose, naked, to meet the 
darkness behind my eyes. She whispered 
words, so hindered, as her decayed flesh 
slowly began to heal and wrap her raw bones. 
“Tell them,” she whispers, passed through 
phantom winds. “Tell them how you bedded 
me...how you took care of me...” My hands 
shook and my body felt on the verge of 
seizures. “Tell them how you murdered 
me...” 

 Another swallow of Mnemosyne and 
I was ready to finish my story. Reeling from 
the battle and feeling somewhat heroic, I 
forced my way into Joanne's bedroom where 
she lay on the bed, covered in silks and 
sadness. When she saw me, she meant to 
speak, but I told her to shut her mouth. I knew 
she loved me, I could tell that she wanted me 
as badly as I desired her. I parted her lips 
fiercely with my own, and we made love in 
her marital bed. She didn't fight me, nor was 
she not willing to love me in ways only 
someone with experience knew how. By the 
end of it all, we both lay naked and out of 
breath. She asked if I would hold her, comfort 

her. But I told her some other time and began 
to dress in a hurry so that I could go out to the 
party and await Carl's arrival. 

 I walked out into the party and Joanne 
followed after, pretending as though nothing 
had happened. Then Carl came in and said 
something to Joanne that made her 
immediately hysterical. At which point I 
asked her why she was so sad-looking. 

 “Larry is dead.” Eyeliner and mascara 
running down her cheeks. 

 “Damn,” I said, grabbing another 
champagne glass from a chiseled, naked, 
black adder who just so happen to wander by. 
“That bites.” 

 But the party continued anyway, 
mostly because no one really knew what was 
going on—drugs, Lethe, and all. And Joanne 
was in the corner now, laughing and crying 
as Carl told her something impossible for me 
to hear over the sound of so many voices, 
such loud music playing. I considered 
fucking her again because, well, why not. But 
before I could one of the hostesses, a blond 
with okay tits fell into my lap on the sofa. I 
tried to remove her, but she won't budge. She 
was wearing a sphinx mask that gave her the 
attributes of a cat with the chimera of a hard 
bodied sixteen, maybe fifteen-year-old girl. 

 “What do you want, cat?” 

 “You should answer my riddle,” she 
said drunkenly. 

 “I'm not in the mood.” Distracted. 

 “Well then, answer my riddle and I'll 
leave you alone.” 

 “Okay,” I said. “Fine.” 

 She then told me a riddle about some 
‘thing’ that walks on four legs, then on two, 
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and then on three, and I thought about it for a 
minute or so while trying not to gaze at her 
smooth skin, her tanned legs or her virgin 
hips. 

 “Man,” I finally said. “I don't really 
know, sorry.” 

 At which point she pouted and said 
“Okay, fine,” and got off my lap to bother 
someone else. 

 When I went looking for Joanne, I couldn't 
find her. I searched the rooms, asking if 
anyone had seen her: in the bathroom, where 
three young girls were naked and bathing as 
a man sat on the toilet and watched; in the 
guest bedroom, where two men had just made 
love and were in the process of administering 
heroine injections to one another; and in the 
office where the man with the falcon was now 
telling a joke to two young things who were 
in the process of caring for him on their 
knees. The falcon continued to stand proudly 
on the man's arm. And no one had seen 
Joanne for some time, let alone knew who or 
what I was talking about. Then Carl found me 
standing alone in a hallway and I asked him 
if he had seen her, he told me she might have 
gone back into the bedroom, so I went there. 

 Inside the master bedroom, and alone 
in the dark, Joanne was hanging from a 
chandelier by a lone telephone cord. Already 
her body was going pale and blue, quickly 
losing that great California tan I so admired. 
I didn't know what to do so I dropped to my 
knees and just watched her dangling there by 
her neck; a cool, calm look of nothingness on 
her numb face, closed eyes. I began to rock 
back and forth, just repeating the word why, 
then, why, and again, why, until Carl came in 
and turned on the light. He didn't really look 
all that surprised with a champagne glass in 
his hand and a pocket watch in the other. 

"That didn't take long," he said and 
swallowed his drink. He then came to rest, 
bending down beside me on the carpet and 
rested his champagne arm on my shoulder. 
"You want to know why, sport?”  

 I nodded, wanting to know everything and 
nothing at all. Desiring the truth of why this 
beautiful creature had killed herself, and 
begging for a lie that would make it all better. 
But most of all, I wanted to know what he had 
whispered to her alone in a crowded room, 
what he had said to her to make her want to 
take her own life. 

 "Here," he said. "Let me whisper it in 
your ear." 

 Back at Cedars-Sinai, both the doctor 
and the cop are listening to my story when the 
cop asks what happened next. 

 I tell him, "He told me a secret. One that 
made me grab that Tiffany broach off the 
dress of her dead body and stab out my eyes 
with the needlepoint on the back." At which 
point I hear the doctor cough and the cop say 
something that may have been Goddamn, but 
then again could have been Jesus Christ, I 
can't be sure through the sound of the doctor 
coughing. 

 “Well,” the doctor says. “Your eyes 
will eventually heal, but you won't ever be 
able to see—” The cop, he interrupts and 
says, “Wait,” then, “One more question,” and 
asks, “So what did Carl say to you to make 
you stab out your own fucking eyes?” 

 “She said,” and I pause. “The only 
thing someone could say that would make 
you stab out your own eyes with a sharp 
object.” The room is silent when I sigh and 
tell them the truth. “He called me his nephew, 
and then he called me a dirty name.” 
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Orbiter 

Susan Lane Hall  

I have learned the rebar and concrete slabs and the ramp where the telephone poll lays diagonal 
and the field of in thick glass and done so well enough to navigate this shredded industrial lot in 
the dark.  It is faster to cut and more interesting.  Front door, street, hole in fence, though. Then 
down a slanted wall of landscape stone stacked like cups where I emerge in a rocky space of air 
conditioning units behind a temp agency here in Bloomington.  Across their parking lot, behind a 
restaurant and I can see the Buffalo Wild Wings at my 2 o’clock.  Behind a dentist’s office and 
there a path I discovered beaten down by whoever comes there and leaves their condoms behind. 
I pass my own cans of Four Loko, $2.99, at the Speedway just across this empty lot filled with just 
the foundations of demolished factories and whatever I can bring to bear. Through another gap in 
the fence torn by the students at the alternative high school so they can sneak behind a disused 
shed that the work crews never got to before they stopped coming altogether.  I wonder where she 
is right now. The winos by the post office drink in the park all day. I imagine that’s a good, honest 
life to live. She’s gone a month and I am ill-formed satellite making an uneven elliptical between 
the gas station and our house and tomorrow.  I feel the pull of predestination in my steps, carefully 
placed through nails and crumpled aluminum ducting. In the day, I cut across and imagine the 
empty basement of a demolished warehouse to my left is a third world ad hoc soccer stadium while 
I skirt the top of the wall between the deep rock cut and the rusting rebar and plastic piping and 
waving, desperate sprays of insulation.  Only instead of no one the wall is lined with cheering 
brown bodies.  At night, I am navigating the landscape as a survivor of some great breaking, 
picking through these piles of rubble like a man going through his couch for the dozenth time 
searching for his keys.  I find my treasure each time and walk back to our house drinking my first 
tallboy and I remember the rebar and concrete slabs and the ramp with the telephone pole and 
know where they are well enough to walk true and even and I concentrate on the important things. 
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Closed Door, Slightly Ajar 
John Ulysses Leonard  
 
 
It’s not that far away, clawing through six feet  

of dirt, just to be an earthworm dying on the  

interstate. I almost dreamed of a summer sky. 

 

You strung yourself out and into a picture frame,  

wiped your mouth clean with rose stems. 

I was bleeding like a petal on the rooftop, 

 

or maybe I was in a Monsanto cornfield, 

dizzy from pesticide and acid rain. Halfway  

to Muskegon, your truck spilled over the off-ramp.  

 

A dream catcher crashed through the windshield  

and bruised the sun gray. I almost thought I saw  

you trip the light fantastic in a southern breeze. 
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Crux 
John Ulysses Leonard 

 

I’m only sure of two things— 
 
I still carry pieces of your cross on my back 
and lilies were your favorite flower. 
 
Those last three months, still a grab bag of memories: 
 
A Silent ride home from the mall, your purse full of stolen makeup. 
Dinners with my family, where no could remember how to make conversation. 
 
Endless hours looking at paint samples for the nursey.  
Returning all the brushes. 
 
Suddenly, the line at the liquor store  
blended with the lines on the road. 
 
I kept tracking slush into the entry way. 
 
At the same time with you, 
without you.  
 
Then it was summer, and I talked you into a country drive.  
We stopped on the side of the road to watch a cow giving birth  
in the center of a pasture.  But the calf never rose to its wobbly legs  
or felt the heat of an Indian summer. It never tasted dandelions.    
 
The mother stood by the calf’s body all afternoon. 
I stood by you until the vultures began to circle over. 
  
We all mean something different when we say forever. 
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Foreclosure 
John Ulysses Leonard 

i. 
Where are they now? 

Iron tumbleweeds, 

emerald city slums, 

castles of mud being  

raptured into the sky. 

 

And when the sun comes out,  

you say it’s best not to look at it. 

 

ii. 

A child on my block fell off his bike  

and skinned his knee. He threw dirt 

when I tried to help him up and laid 

there until his tears were reimagined 

as strength. Meanwhile, ants carried  

his blood miles from home.  

 

Who the hell wants that kind of pride? 

 

iii. 

On the news today, they interviewed 

a woman in Pasadena who sold a slice 

of toast with F.D.R.'s face burned into it. 

It went for over $20,000 at auction.   

 

I thought it looked more like Jesus, 

but you said you saw your mother,  

carved into the grain. 
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iv. 

When we’re asked to recreate the Gospels  

the first person to step up will be Michael Bay. 

Some things never change. 

 

v. 

Columbus found America, 

the same way Descartes found existence, 

the same way my brother found bourbon, 

the same way a horse finds religion— 

 

It was always there, 

so just be careful with it. 

 

And by the way,  

we're all afraid of snakes. 
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Six Emily Rugburn Poems 

By Diane Passero 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dear Emily Rugburn, 

 

Remember when I caught that tiny spider in a wine glass? 
Remember how I sealed it in a pink envelope and mailed it 
to my sister? She called me insisting I sent her a dead spider. 
Even though I told her it was alive when I mailed it, she was 
inconsolable. She began to cry and insisted I go to 
confession. 

I whispered to the priest I did it. I did it all … and … I think 
Jesus is a lot like me. Getting no response, I continued to 
divulge to his holiness that I started a rescue and relocation 
service for unwanted arachnoids as an attempt at 
redemption.  He said your sins are forgiven. Go and sin no 
more and handed me a rosary … the beads were egg sacs, 
the crucifix a black widow. 
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Emmy, 

 

What color is a silverfish? 

Try again. Naughty red nails tantalize my skin. Can you fly 
a kite? The higher the kite flies, the more free miles you will 
receive … good for one blow job or one place setting of fine 
china. 

Cracked and demented. Did I tell you dementia ran up my 
family tree and the firemen couldn’t coax it down?  Shadows 
left it there to branch out, blossom and fill the air with the 
nostalgic scent of phlox and lily of the valley. 

I sucked the honey from the stem and placed the flower in 
your hair.  Your hair grew long, reached down to caress the 
grass, traveled deep into the soil and took root.   

Every time I pass a flower garden I honk and wave hoping 
to see sunflowers with golden hair, braided by bumble bees. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



23 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Em, 
 
 
As I cross the street I grow, but only up – thin, gangly.  A 
black cow rots in the field where no corn grows. It has no 
head. A small boy places a crate of oranges and tangerines 
atop a tombstone. Through a slit in his eye he sees lightning. 
 
A mamba is black, a head is copper, a mouth is cotton and 
maybe the snake is a rattle.  He places the rattle in his sister’s 
stroller and pushes it in circles on the playground for 
fourteen days until the rattle or the snake or his sister (they 
all appear the same in size and color) crawls from the 
stroller, across the shredded playground tires and into the 
field where no corn grows.  
 
A black cow begins to grow tall and thin. It’s hyde shines in 
the moonlight. Near a crate of citrus fruit a small boy 
whistles. He whispers to the cow I lost my flute. It fell into 
the grave.  The cow begins to lick the unmarked slab of 
granite. He says this is not salt, this is bone and walks behind 
a large urn. The boy follows and reaches into the urn because 
that is what children do. He pulls out a hollow wing bone of 
a vulture and sends his soft breath through to the other side 
where corn grows in the field and children toss citrus fruits 
into graves. 
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Em, 
 
 
My current life situation directly reflects the carnage I have 
been carrying out over the last three weeks.  In my house 
each day I kill seven moths - forty-nine moths each week, 
200 limp bodies per month, 2600 dead a year.  Small black 
smears on the walls and ceilings are all that remain … 
smashed with a pillow or fly swatter or bare hand. I see tiny 
white worms crawling on the ceiling and kill them too. They 
keep crawling and crawling and crawling.  Small black sins 
I can only paint over. When the paint dries they will return 
and tempt me again with their small powdered bodies. 
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Em, 
 
 
I can’t believe how anger springs from innocence . . .  
Did she slap you because you were wrong or 
you were almost right (very close indeed) or 
 
because butt proudly left your lips because  
you knew where babies came from and 
you were excited to share your knowledge? 
 
Em, you should ask her one day . . . someday . . . 
It doesn’t matter now that you were five  
and daffodils were beginning to bloom up 
  
and down the alleyways.  
It doesn’t matter that sisters whose mouths  
hung open and eyes filled with disbelief 
 
never understood either and it was left at that. 
Steam from the pots filtered out childhood dreams 
not the questions, not the nightmares  
 
not the sting of the slap on your cheek. 
Why? I wonder, Em. I wonder what she would  
have done if you had said vagina. 
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Emily, 

 

Remember that one day 

You were at work 

You glanced through some photos 

On your desk . . . 

A hallway  

A phone on a wall 

A room with sheet covered gurneys 

(you should have stopped then) 

A ladder leading up to a crawl space 

A small box in the crawl space 

A blanket in the box – something under the blanket 

A tag – 12 oz., 10 inches 

A tiny blackened fetus 

No, a baby  

curled up in a fetal position 

A small foot, five distinct toes 

20 years ago its heart beat 

20 years ago it was someone 

Remember that one day at work when you cried? 

 
 

 

 

 



27 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 


	1
	4
	5
	6

