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Feedback	on	Cenacle	111	|	April	2020
From Timothy Vilgiate:

Recently I have been reflecting a lot on my 
experiences with religion and churches from when 
I was younger. Shortly after I finished Tamara 
Miles’ “Church in the Greenhouse” pandemic 
journal, a friend of mine called and told me about 
something that had happened at her church; later 
my wife and I got into a discussion about it. I 
loved the wisdom of Miles’ piece, and will almost 
certainly read and reread it again in the future.

Tom Sheehan’s short story “The Man Who Hid 
Music” is wonderfully unpredictable, and seems 
to hint at some kind of larger world around this 
village. The ending is perfect. It left me wanting 
to know more about the world it took place in, 
and to hear more stories from this setting. And to 
experiment with woodworking.
 
I was fascinated by Nathan D. Horowitz’s “Nascent 
Black Market Entrepreneurship and the Tides of 
the Sun” travel journal piece. I’ve spent time in the 
Brazilian Amazon, but never in Ecuador or any of 
the parts outside of that area. I’m hoping to go 
there one day. Right now I’m working towards an 
environmental history PhD, which might focus 
on ayahuasca-adjacent plants, and the cultural 
exchanges that happen surrounding plants and 
plant knowledge between different groups. 

The stream of consciousness descriptions of the 
neighborhood towards the end of Horowitz’s 
piece had a sensory-rich flow that conveyed the 
experience quite well!

* * * * * *

From Nathan D. Horowitz:

Ace Boggess’s poem “Despite the Crisis and Its 
Many Worries, Have You Experienced a Moment 
of Grace?” gives us a mini-miracle: a moment of 
grace on a smoke break, when a tulip is seen as 
much more than a tulip, or perhaps as it truly is.  

John Echem’s “My Woman, My Land” is a 
powerful and sad love poem. The Earth has been 

compared to a woman many times before, but 
Echem gives this classic trope a new vitality, as 
in every short stanza the transformation takes 
place  from woman to Earth. As is common in 
John’s poems, the lines crackle with energy. 

Why do I think of Mark Twain when I read 
Charlie Beyer’s “The Pervert of Pickett Creek”? 
It’s a well-structured story, well told, full of detail 
and ribald humor. 

In her pandemic journal “Church in the 
Greenhouse,” Tamara Miles invites us to join her 
virtually  in her nonsectarian church. I can only 
say that the literary device works very well: I feel 
welcome in this church, comfortable, and taken 
care of. Doctor Pastor Tamara, it’s good to be 
your parishioner. 

Raymond Soulard Jr.’s Notes from New England 
/	Dream	Raps,	Volume	Nine exists in a luminous 
and numinous space, where actual dreams meet 
literature. Each features some dream-surrealism, 
some human feeling, some question or problem 
or hook to make us curious and give shape to the 
piece. 

In “Ethics as a Consequence,” Colin James gives 
us a poem like a labyrinth for mice: we’re dropped 
into it, wander within it, and emerge in quite a 
different place. 

* * * * * *

From Ace Boggess: 

Martina Newberry’s poems have the weight of 
hammers and the sharp edges of swords. “What 
Is” especially moved me. It has energy and beauty, 
although underneath lurks something a little 
darker. That’s exactly the type of poem I’m drawn 
to. I want to be left thinking and wondering. 
Newberry does this to perfection. Such subtle 
writing.

* * * * * *
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From Martina Newberry:

John Echem’s poem “My Woman, My Land” 
is so good I’ll be printing it to hang on a wall. 
Embroidery	with	words.

Judih Haggai’s work is always an island of peace in 
The Cenacle’s ruffled ocean. Her work never fails 
to show me what’s important, and how to live 
with what isn’t.

* * * * * *

From Colin James:

Ekponoimo Iphyok’s photographs are absolutely 
amazing! This is the level of art we all aspire to, 
but will likely never reach. Being able to observe 
such talent is what we are given instead, as a 
sort of compensation. Welcome to The Cenacle, 
Ekponoimo!

* * * * * *

From Judih Haggai:

I found no better entranceway to this issue than 
Martina Newberry’s poem “The Most Beautiful 
Suicide, Evelyn McHale, Bookkeeper, May 1, 
1947.” Martina’s poetical form allows us to join 
Evelyn’s whirling thoughts as she stands on the 
windy top of the Empire State Building:

came	to	the	dark	conclusion	that	she	was	not	
(a	dark	conclusion	indeed)	good	wife	material.

Around and around we go with her:

at	the	site	of	her	jump,	ever	mindful	that
The	site	of	her	jump	was	windy,	mindful	of
What	stiff	breezes	and	tears	can	do	to	
mascara	and	lipstick.

Her thoughts of her mother accompanying her 
and us till eventually “[She j]umped—but first 
folded her good gray coat”.

Ah, Evelyn. You must have been a sore loss to 
those who appreciated your attention to detail. 

Newberry gently guides the reader by focusing on 
those details. Such	a	poem.

After beginning Timothy Vilgiate’s novel Rivers	
of	 the	Mind, I knew that this was not the right 
time or place to read it. But then I got hooked. 
I tried to avert my eyes. But the mind-reading 
protagonist kept me locked onto the page: “I feel 
something coming. A wave of psychic pain and 
terror.” With lines like that, who could resist?

John Echem’s poem “My Woman, My Land” 
ranges from micro to macro, with details that 
haunt and decorate and decompose and delight. 
Each verse a painting, an experience.

* * * * * *

From Jimmy Heffernan:

I just love Judih Haggai’s haiku in this issue. They 
are serious and captivating in an optimistic way, 
and acknowledge and highlight the very strange 
and unprecedented times in which literally 
everyone in the world is living right now. Her 
poetry always makes me think I have on some 
invisible pair of wings, as I just seem to float and 
soar on it. 

We are indeed united in some strange effect of 
complementarity, some Tao-like fusion, by some 
oppressive necessity and, with our current plight 
of course, there are no borders anywhere. Between 
people, between states, between nations. We are 
all vulnerable organisms, just biding our time, 
striving to see or touch as many possibilities as 
we can but, in the end, most of us are alive and 
breathing, and that’s all you need to succeed with 
poetry like Judih’s.

* * * * * *

From Charlie Beyer:

Jimmy’s Hefferman’s “Notes on AI” is a wonderful 
discussion of the future. But I both agree and 
disagree. Yes, I think AI will blossom into its 
own consciousness, but that mind will not be in 
any way like ours. It will likely be a cyber mind, 
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connected to everything, and it will know all that 
we know—but no more. The AI will have no 
compulsion to improve, other than to grow like 
a fungus underground. It will have no moxie and 
no drive. It will think it is the end-all. Like an 
anthill, it will reach its height of power, and stay 
there. It will not be able to solve anti-gravity or 
time travel. 

Why? Because	it	doesn’t	care. It will have no drive. 
It can only make copies of itself without a human 
leap of thought.  

And so, for this reason, humans will prevail, as 
the fixed mind cannot envision a new future. It 
will be stuck in its mediocrity, and die or stagnate 
in time. What humans that are left will aspire to 
greatness.

* * * * * *

From Sam Knot:

I loved the opening of Timothy Vilgiate’s novel 
Rivers	of	the	Mind! Very creative, great fun, right 
up my street, and can’t wait to read more. 

I loved spending time with all the wonderful 
creatures and green things in Tamara Miles’ 
pandemic journal “Church in the Greenhouse.” I 
love her way of relating to them; it’s very familiar 
to me. 

I’ve also been spending a bit more time in churches 
recently. I’m not religious, in any standard sense, 
but have a lot of love for that side of us, and think 
it gets much too hard a time from the more cynical 
and restlessly rebellious side of the modern mind. 
So much wisdom in religions, aside from whatever 
shit got or gets done in their name. No institution 
or concept is immune from having that happen 
to it, I think. The spirit in Miles’ writing is really 
refreshing and comforting. 

I love deeply John Echem’s moving poem 
“My Woman, My Land.” The ending is firmly 
grounding—after being swept up in the sweetness 
of love—in reminding us of the violence done to 
our Earth. It leaves me feeling level and assured, 

quietly angry but secure in the knowledge of why. 
As if ready to fight. 

* * * * * *

From Tamara Miles:

Cenacle 111, the 25th anniversary edition, is 
majestic. I gasped with pleasure at Kassandra 
Soulard’s cover with its rainbow-besotted tree. 
From there, some of my favorite readings included 
the responses from Nathan D. Horowitz and John 
Echem in the From	 the	 ElectroLounge	 Forums	 /	
Coronavirus	Documentation	Project.

Horowitz’s description of how his relationship 
with his wife actually improved—because of a less 
hectic schedule, and also less of all the nervous 
jumping about that most of us normally do—
seems an important mandate for marriages: slow 
down. 

Echem reflects on the plight of people around the 
world during this crisis, but especially those who 
are most vulnerable already, including those in his 
native Nigeria. To complicate his worries, he is 
separated from people he loves, as many of us are. 

I was also deeply moved by Ekponoimo Iphyok’s 
beautiful photo essay, “Akwa Ibom State, 
Nigeria.” Incredible work with light on skin, 
bronze and muscle, work and joy, concentration 
on remarkable faces. 

Algernon Beagle’s “Bags End Book #15: It Was a 
Dream of Rain, Part 2” showed me modesty: “The 
world is mostly outside of you, & so you look 
around & try to understand”; and how writing 
can actually create power: “the big guys knowed I 
would be around writing down their many doings 
in mah newspaper.” 

I don’t want to leave out Sam Knot’s gentle, 
shadowed images, accompanying his poem “A 
Thought Foray,” which leave their signature in 
these pages, and in my mind: a man walking, 
peering in closely, and rediscovering his world.

* * * * * *
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From John Echem:

Joe Ciccone’s poem “Contagion” raises a speculative eyebrow in me on the vulnerability of a man 
before death. The poet’s masterful approach—its simple diction and technically complex style—in 
conveying his message with symbolic and figurative choices, lexical and semantic constructions, is 
finely illustrative. 

Death comes through disease that spreads like a contagion to all corners of the earth. Death respects 
no one:

from	the	ragged	men	along	the	railroad	line,
to	those	that	have	sat	for	years	
on	the	top	bough,	and	to	the	bald	children,
and	the	ignorant,	those	with	flowers	in	their	ears	

Those who manage to reach the iron gate—old age—try to look over their shoulder to imagine what it 
was like to be young. In subsequent lines, the poet says that, at this stage, youthful passion and curiosity 
dies. A man’s response to the sensibilities around him depletes as life gradually dwindles like a contagion 
that spreads over the body with time.     

This timely poem comes in a period when strange metamorphosis and death are ravaging the world. 
I think that perhaps the poet is driven by the death toll that is staggering the world to point out the 
depletion of humanity like a contagion. 

* * * * * *
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From	the	ElectroLounge	Forums

ElectroLounge Forums Reading Club
Published	on	electrolounge.boards.net

Kindness
by Naomi Shihab Nye

Before you know what kindness really is
you must lose things,

feel the future dissolve in a moment
like salt in a weakened broth.
What you held in your hand,

what you counted and carefully saved,
all this must go so you know

how desolate the landscape can be
between the regions of kindness.

How you ride and ride
thinking the bus will never stop,

the passengers eating maize and chicken
will stare out the window forever.

Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness
you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho

lies dead by the side of the road.
You must see how this could be you,

how he too was someone
who journeyed through the night with plans
and the simple breath that kept him alive.

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside,
you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing.

You must wake up with sorrow.
You must speak to it till your voice

catches the thread of all sorrows
and you see the size of the cloth.

Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore,
only kindness that ties your shoes

and sends you out into the day to gaze at bread,
only kindness that raises its head

from the crowd of the world to say
It is I you have been looking for,

and then goes with you everywhere
like a shadow or a friend.

From Words	Under	the	Words:	Selected	Poems,	Copyright 1995 by Naomi Shihab Nye

* * * * * *
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Post by Judih on Jun 2, 2020 at 9:52am

I read this poem “Kindness” many years ago, but recently rediscovered it when listening to a podcast 
by a specially beloved Dharma teacher, Tracy Cochran, who lives in Tarrytown, New York (https://
tracycochran.org/podcasts/). 

Tracy has a uniquely hoarse scratchy kind of voice that targets my soul. She’s brilliant and apt and, at 
the end of the meditation session, she chose to read “Kindness.” Her voice, the poet’s voice, the layers 
of message from description to juxtaposition, was simply breathtaking. 

So right for these times. This, then, is why I brought it to Ray’s attention as a start for our Reading 
Club forum.

I’m sure many of you will feel the ripples of these words of the second stanza:

Before	you	learn	the	tender	gravity	of	kindness
you	must	travel	where	the	Indian	in	a	white	poncho
lies	dead	by	the	side	of	the	road.
You	must	see	how	this	could	be	you,
how	he	too	was	someone
who	journeyed	through	the	night	with	plans

Perhaps it’s just my own DNA that keeps me in touch with my inner refugee. It could be me, that 
displaced person, that poor Indian, or the Sudanese woman who managed to find her way to Tel Aviv, 
only to be stuck in a valley without kindness.

Naomi’s words open the eyes and the heart. When I think of the lack of kindness so prevalent in a world 
where we all are headed towards an unknown fate, I long to reread this poem, to dip into my reservoir 
of kindness, hoping to offer some other form of contagion.

* * * * * *

Post by Raymond on Jun 3, 2020 at 10:16am

Before	you	know	what	kindness	really	is
you	must	lose	things,
feel	the	future	dissolve	in	a	moment
like	salt	in	a	weakened	broth.

This poem to me is one that causes one to assess one’s own memories and experiences. There was a time, 
some years ago, when the life I had lived dissolved into another life almost entirely. I moved to a faraway 
place, seeking forward in my life, more than looking backward, and finding that what I sought often 
did not add up to a whole lot in the end. 

But, in this seeking, there was kindness to me, by many people. They saw my quest, dubious as it might 
have been, but tended me rather than letting me flail. Their kindness left a mark on me as much as the 
failed quest. But this mark was a good one, and it has stayed with me, and urged me to tend others 
questing when I meet them.
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How	you	ride	and	ride
thinking	the	bus	will	never	stop,
the	passengers	eating	maize	and	chicken
will	stare	out	the	window	forever.

I rode a lot of buses back when. Cross the country (US), to different places, for different reasons. Bus 
travel, long distance, is like a world to itself. Especially before you could sit with your gadget and 
keep contact with the rest of the world. I remember fondly many rides when it was just me and my 
notebooks and pens, some books, my Walkman full of cassettes, sack of batteries nearby. The landscape 
for show. The chat on the bus for entertainment. The thoughts of what getting	there, wherever there 
was, might mean.

Before	you	know	kindness	as	the	deepest	thing	inside,
you	must	know	sorrow	as	the	other	deepest	thing.
You	must	wake	up	with	sorrow.
You	must	speak	to	it	till	your	voice
catches	the	thread	of	all	sorrows
and	you	see	the	size	of	the	cloth.
Then	it	is	only	kindness	that	makes	sense	anymore,
only	kindness	that	ties	your	shoes
and	sends	you	out	into	the	day	to	gaze	at	bread,
only	kindness	that	raises	its	head
from	the	crowd	of	the	world	to	say
It	is	I	you	have	been	looking	for,
and	then	goes	with	you	everywhere
like	a	shadow	or	a	friend.

Kindness	most	binds. I learned that lesson, and observe often how it is true. ’Tis a shared thing, a choice. 
Doesn’t always occur. Sometimes can’t be appreciated in a moment. Sometimes lingers long in one’s 
heart.

Thank you, Judih—a great poem to share! 

* * * * * *

Post by Sam on Jun 3, 2020 at 11:00am

Thank you, Judih! This is a beautiful poem, and yet not untroubling. I feel resistance around uncritically 
accepting the notion that one must learn to be kind/good/compassionate—especially to the degree that 
suffering should be the teacher. I may concede this, in the end, but it requires qualification, I think. So 
that’s the angle I’ll take.

Consider learning to walk. In learning to walk, one discovers the potentiality innate in one’s growing 
body—the body itself—what you are—teaches you to walk. You learn it by doing it, because that 
is what you are—what you are calls you towards being/doing it. You grow into it. (I’m assuming a 
somewhat standard human body here, but don’t mean to exclude anyone in doing so—just the example 
that springs to mind!)

As natural to us as walking might be then, might kindness be also? I think it is easy to make the case at 
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least for empathy, in terms of knowing others as creatures who also feel somewhat as we do—because, 
after all, we are born into a world which is already there, and we are always together with others, human 
or otherwise. Given that it is also natural for us, and many creatures, to react in certain ways to pain, 
loss, survival threats, it would seem to me that kindness should be a given of sorts, part of our original 
nature, as it were, and not something that necessitates suffering in order to activate, or even teach, it? 

Perhaps I’m only speaking from a sadness, because there is something horrifying in the idea that the 
kinder people will have been the more hurt? Or that to become kind you must be hurt? Perhaps it is 
only that to some degree the more you love, the more you hurt, and maybe that’s a fair deal! I suppose 
my troubles point to a need to distinguish between the sense in which such an idea might be used to 
excuse someone hurting someone else, probably the victim themselves excusing the perpetrator. As 
in: managing to survive, becoming kind and a positive force in the world, and then not being able to 
separate the good they have made of it, through their work, from the bad of the event itself? 

To some degree then, being grateful for whatever may have happened to one, even if it was frankly 
wrong? But perhaps there is something of the spiritual secret of forgiveness there, and while we might 
not excuse the act itself, the sufferer through their actions, through their work, effectively produces a 
redemption of sorts? 

Because I suppose the sense in which Buddhism might call life suffering, would be the sense in which 
simply living, and inevitably dying, and losing those we love, is plenty suffering enough. Now that I 
think of it, it seems that excess suffering generally only produces further suffering. Thus, very likely it 
is a matter of not taking too far the notion that suffering has gifts to give—of being able to distinguish 
the necessary from the unnecessary sort of suffering. 

Personally, I have had a hard time settling into my own happiness: That I might be deserving of 
happiness, that I might be able to be happy without my necessarily pulling some catastrophic wake up 
call over the horizon towards myself. Thus, it has been difficult to let go of the association of simple 
happiness, a life in light of love, as inevitably attracting or producing some corresponding negative 
force. 

The poem is wise, itself producing the movement by which kindness wins	out—the old cliché that Good 
always wins, that Evil somehow dooms itself—as with many clichés, containing a deep truth.  The 
error would be to ever understand this as meaning we might rest on our laurels! Life itself is work, and 
it seems to me that many of the jobs we create as apparently civilized presumably human beings are 
merely us trying to escape this fact in one way or another? 

In the end, the poem says it is “only kindness that raises its head” and it follows us “like a shadow or 
a friend”—the dual comes with it, the possibility of darkness, but here it is simply our own shadow, 
which indeed can be a friend to us. There is much in this poem’s close!

In practice: for a long time I associated non-attachment with a sort of indifference, or leveling, or 
boring-ness basically. I considered meditative practice essentially anti-poetic! Whereas, somehow, what 
it seems might actually be produced is a peacefulness or contentedness that has a positive value; it feels 
good, it makes one happy. 

So kindness wins, kindness works—towards self and others. I believe one retains the ability to be as 
passionate as ever, and still suffers, but something changes, in one’s attitude and relationships!
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But, in the end, I must admit that it seems the kindest folk do seem to be those who have suffered, 
and seen suffering, even excessively. I often return to the metaphor of the medicinal herb: if you grow a 
medicine herb softly-softly, feed it plenty, and water it well, it might not produce good medicine— its 
healing alkaloids are apparently products of environmental stresses. 

Thus, “What does not kill us makes us stronger.” Okay, sure, enough already?! Or, does this also bespeak 
a shift towards acknowledging something like: What does kill us might make us kinder?

* * * * * *

Post by Sam on Jun 3, 2020 at 11:15am

What makes me appreciate the poem even more, all of a sudden, is realizing that it doesn’t use the 
word suffering at all, but rather sorrow! In a sense, this word choice in deed anticipates and answers my 
concerns and associations—the suffering is present in the poem thus more as a space for one’s own, 
subtly evoked? Perhaps I will think on it some more, but I find sorrow is a beautiful and musical word 
which points toward the redemption of suffering that I tried to touch on.

For example, sorrow and kindness make an interesting pair, an interesting contrast—there are ways we 
might even read them as expressions of the same thing, or overlapping in an area. The more evidently 
dualistic or easily conflicted ideas of life and death, or right and wrong, are somehow backgrounded in 
the poem, even as it brings them up?

* * * * * *

Post by Judih on Jun 3, 2020 at 12:32pm

The road of this poem takes on greater scope as you Ray and Sam share your responses. My experience 
of the poem deepens. I hear the bus ride, I feel the sorrow, and I see the size of Shihab’s cloth woven 
from all sorrows. 

And for this, I truly thank you both.

* * * * * *

Post by John on Jun 4, 2020 at 10:58am

The poem’s persona presents an exemplification of kindness through the symbolic use of sacrifice and 
volition. The sense of a paralleled pole in the dialectics of humanity—white for black, male for female, 
up for down, God for Satan, attraction for repulsion towards objects, persons or action from the 
persona’s point of view—is homiletical, preacherly. 

Kindness is depicted as a sacrifice with the volition to let go. Letting go means casting your bread upon 
the water without the hope of getting it again. It is submission without scriptural allusion—enduring 
injuries with patience and without resentment. The persona reiterates that kindness is something 
you’ll understand if you’ve experienced sorrow. Kindness and sorrow are simultaneously contradictory 
attitudes that could not be understood independently; they are proportional to each other.

I think Noami’s voice is dug from her tomb and brought before you, ladies and gentlemen, by Judih in 
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a very necessary time. The macrocosm is tarnished with impurities, so much that life is at risk. Judih 
thinks, I presume, that inferiority and superiority, divisionism, and such other separationist lines, has 
put the world in a mess—I reckon with this view. It’s such a wonderful and timely poem. Thank you, 
Judih, for sharing it with us.

* * * * * *

Post by Judih on Jun 4, 2020 at 11:03pm

“[I]nferiority and superiority, divisionism and such other separationist lines has put the world in a 
mess”—since there is no separation, everything is connected. It’s the perception that there is a dividing 
line that is screwing up the works.
 
The us	vs	them assumptions are simply blinding us and holding us prisoner. 

The effort to see that tendency from within is a first task; for, only then, will we begin to experience 
some clarity of incidents outside of us.

* * * * * *

Post by KD on Jun 6, 2020 at 8:26pm

Thank you for choosing this poem, Judih, especially right now. After reading it through several times, 
and all of your smart thoughts on it, my mind made its way to Thomas Merton. I didn’t have a specific 
quote exactly in mind while reading this, but I found a couple that I think fit:

Persons	are	not	known	by	intellect	alone,	not	by	principles	alone,	but	only	by	love.	It	is	
when	we	love	the	other,	the	enemy,	that	we	obtain	from	God	the	key	to	an	understanding	
of	who	he	is,	and	who	we	are.	It	is	only	this	realization	that	can	open	to	us	the	real	nature	
of	our	duty,	and	of	right	action.	To	shut	out	the	person	and	to	refuse	to	consider	him	as	a	
person,	as	an	other	self,	we	resort	to	the	impersonal	“law”	and	to	abstract	“nature.”	That	
is	to	say	we	block	off	the	reality	of	the	other,	we	cut	the	intercommunication	of	our	nature	
and	his	nature,	and	we	consider	only	our	own	nature	with	its	rights,	its	claims,	it	demands.	
And	we	justify	the	evil	we	do	to	our	brother	because	he	is	no	longer	a	brother,	he	is	merely	
an	adversary,	an	accused.	To	restore	communication,	to	see	our	oneness	of	nature	with	him,	
and	to	respect	his	personal	rights	and	his	integrity,	his	worthiness	of	love,	we	have	to	see	
ourselves	as	similarly	accused	along	with	him	.	.	.	and	needing,	with	him,	the	ineffable	gift	
of	grace	and	mercy	to	be	saved.	Then,	instead	of	pushing	him	down,	trying	to	climb	out	by	
using	his	head	as	a	stepping-stone	for	ourselves,	we	help	ourselves	to	rise	by	helping	him	to	
rise.	For	when	we	extend	our	hand	to	the	enemy	who	is	sinking	in	the	abyss,	God	reaches	
out	to	both	of	us,	for	it	is	He	first	of	all	who	extends	our	hand	to	the	enemy.	It	is	He	who	
“saves	himself ”	in	the	enemy,	who	makes	use	of	us	to	recover	the	lost	groat	which	is	His	
image	in	our	enemy.

—-Letter to Dorothy Day (20 December 1961)

* * *

We	must	suffer.	Our	five	senses	are	dulled	by	inordinate	pleasure.	Penance	makes	them	keen,	
gives	them	back	their	natural	vitality,	and	more.	Penance	clears	the	eye	of	conscience	and	of	
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reason.	It	helps	think	clearly,	judge	sanely.	It	strengthens	the	action	of	our	will.
—Thoughts	in	Solitude	(1956)

I haven’t read Merton in a long time but, like Naomi Shihab Nye’s, his writing seems especially poignant 
in times like these. I wish we could send this poem out to the world right now, telepathically.

* * * * * *

Post by Jimmy on Jun 8, 2020 at 10:21pm

To me this is a very Taoist poem. Clearly, it is all about balance. But more than that, it shows us that 
we cannot have light without dark, happiness without sorrow, joy without pain, kindness without loss. 
Once one finds Tao, it goes with you everywhere because the Tao is all things. A Tao waterwheel spins 
within a Tao stream. And in finding what we were looking for, we realize we were never without it.

* * * * * *

Post by Judih on Jun 8, 2020 at 10:56pm

That’s beautiful, jimmy. “We realize we were never without it.” 

It’s the realization that makes all the difference, the seeing of things as they are.

* * * * * *
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Timothy	Vilgiate

Wholesome Strangers

Well that you are,
be ye well what you are,
wholesome strangers—

Pleasant folk,
who rattle on by,
my stars, all my stars,
orbits, systems, inhibitions—

Wholesome strangers,
who watch me wondering if I’m a cop,
or an antifascist from out of town,
here to cause trouble—

Or another white kid here to party,
to smoke weed on the median in front of City Hall,
wearing a wire, overinvested, 
falsely invested, underinvested—

But I admire them, the strangers,
I find their presence wholesome—
The six-year-olds playing on the statue,
the widows, the hopeful young eyes
drinking in their first protest,
the eyes of elders, shimmering flames,
righteous anger, blood soaked pain—

I see a city that desperately shouts:
“I’ve got your back”—
and wants to mean it.
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I see a community built on love between strangers,
in the shadow of the city’s generously licked boot,
soaked in the saliva,
of even the liberal dudes on city council,
which looms over our heads,
covered in flailing tongues:
 —a buzzing drone
 —a militia on the rooftop
 —videos on Facebook
 —Antifa in Colorado Springs

We know all too well we are being watched,
and yet we simmer in rebellion,
laughing, hugging in spite of the pandemic—

It feels like we are exiting a dream,
and reentering ever slower
into waking life (or	another	dream?)—
leaving our beds,
eating breakfast, making signs,
and heading to the protest,
staying out till 10:30.

All this after two months in isolation,
we wake up in a revolution, 
called rioters while being
slammed into the pavement, 
pepper sprayed, tear gassed,
false flagged, infiltrated—

For God knows how long
I had sat on my couch,
doing my duty,
staying in,
seeing all of my friends and coworkers
only through webcam. 

How strange it was to see them in person.
Stranger, wholesome. 

* * * 
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An Hour After Standing Before the Courthouse

We marched
down Bijou and I thought
we might even make it to the interstate
and block it off—
and so, mindful of the danger, I texted my wife: 
“We are blocking traffic. I don’t know when I’ll be home.”

But before we got to the interstate, we turned left, 
and circled around, 
drawing a wider circle than before, 
when we’d gone to the courthouse.
Bystanders cheered, stopping at green lights in their cars.

I took their patience of the bystanders for granted.
Thirty minutes later someone was hit—
a White Jeep ran them over on purpose. 

We called for the police,
who reluctantly arrested the driver,
and threw a flash bang into the restless crowd. 

The nightly news 
said the protestors
attacked a car,
jumped on the hood.

Before it happened
I drove home since
my wife was afraid.
She didn’t want me 
to stay out all night,
and get tear gassed again—
since she wouldn’t sleep,
and would drive out downtown— 
to look for me and see
if I got arrested,
or shot.

* * *
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Mysterious Ruins Found off of the Pikes Peak Greenway

There is a temple 
underneath
the interstate highway system—

the ruins of a long dead society of skater punks,
who modified the surface of the ground with cement,
river rock, rusted metal, and curved wood,
to create a skate park.

Wandering inside, a stranger to the temple,
I find it empty, and I am unsure
if the paint covering up the old graffiti
is decades old or
if the city came by just yesterday—
or how recently the newer-looking paint of the letters
spray-painted over the city’s hasty
monochrome power play
arrived on the walls—

Surely there are layers of history 
if only one could peel them back
and see them.

I want to occupy the ruins
with my anarchist friends, 
and have a river party—
string blankets from the concrete pillars—
and let music blare
as people soar by— 
on their skateboards, 
and scooters,
and rollerblades.
 
I want to reclaim the temple
for the people—
to revive the decadent fearlessness of the rebellion— 
to drink flower with butane flames 
passing over hot glass. 

I want the people to shout,
and the space to echo back our voices!
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I want it to become an island in the city,
outside of the cameras, 
and the tracking, 
and the racial profiling—
to no longer glance suspiciously 
over my shoulder to see 
if I am being followed,
or watched. 

I am held back by a subtle terror—
images of the violence of the prisons,
the inevitable swiftness and firmness of the law,
distant as I feel from it.
 
Would they let us merely be free, 
to claim this space,
to cover the walls in paint,
and to use it as a safe harbor? 

The fear is a new feeling for me,
though not for others. 

I grew up believing that
the police would never bother people
who behaved respectfully, 
blissfully unaware of the reality faced by people 
who look different from me—
who have darker skin, or different accents, 
or simply different ways of being. 

I grew up taking for granted that 
I had the protection of a whispering army, 
that the cameras on the walls were there to keep us safe—
that the presence of armed men
on the street corners,
lurking behind tinted windows,
was the lone barrier 
between order
and chaos. 
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I came to learn that 
this was comforting mythology,
nothing more. 
I saw the videos. 
I saw the burning precinct in Minneapolis. 
I saw the wordless stares of
children in the elementary schools,
who had nightmares about the police. 

I saw the city mourn—
De’von Bailey: killed by police while running away. 
Breonna Taylor: killed by police while sleeping.
George Floyd: choked to death by police on the street. 

—and I saw as well
the allegiances of old family friends 
and former classmates become clear— 
saw the true face of my fellow people 
when faced with injustice, 
and the opportunity for change.

If invited, how many would come to the temple?

* * * * * *
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Raymond	Soulard,	Jr.

Notes from New England
“Please	accept	this	ragged	purse

of	high	notes.”

The	 following	 continues	 the	 series	 originally	 called	Notes from New England,	 begun	 in	 issue	24-25	 (Winter	
1998),	 then	 revived	 in	 issue	 59	 (October	 2006)	 as	Notes from the Northwest, &	appearing	 since	 issue	 75	
(October	2010)	under	its	original	title.	It	is	intended	as	a	gathering-place	for	observations	of	various	lengths	upon	
the	world	around	me.	It	will	be	culled,	like	much	of	my	writing,	from	my	notebooks,	&	perhaps	these	thoughts	will	
be	expanded	upon	sometimes	as	well.

What is Bags End?
A Reader’s Guide

Part 3: 2014-2020

The first two parts of this guide & more Bags End writings
can be found at: www.scriptorpress.com/bags-end.pdf

The	third	part	of	this	essay	picks	up	the	development	of	the	Bags	End	stories	
from	2014	to	the	present,	particularly	couching	this	development	

within	the	larger	mythopoeia	that	contains	all	my	works.

* * * * * * *

“The	natural	world	has	its	laws,	and	no	man	must	interfere	with	them	
in	the	way	of	presentment	any	more	than	in	the	way	of	use;	but	they	themselves	may	suggest	

laws	of	other	lands,	and	man	may,	if	he	pleases,	invent	a	little	world	of	his	own,	
with	its	own	laws;	for	there	is	that	in	him	which	delights	in	calling	up	new	forms—”

—George MacDonald, “The Fantastic Imagination,” 1890.

* * * * * * *

“I	can’t	explain	Bags	End	in	a	linear	way,	can’t	even	do	it	fully	&	finally	
in	a	non-linear	way.	But	I	can	start	somewhere	&	branch	out,	this	way,	that	way,	

till	a	tree	is	outlined,	then	a	few,	a	Woods,	a	Gate,	an	Island.	
Or	four	bags,	one	of	them	red.	Apartment	building	kinda-looking	within.”

—“What is Bags End? - A Reader’s Guide - Part 2: 2004-2014,”
The Cenacle | 91 | December 2014

* * * * * * *
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1. The Bags End stories have become a kind of annual event, in the sense that Bags	End	
News is now about 15 issues a year, written usually from September to December. These 
issues usually comprise one long story from start to finish. Stories told (near) always from 
Algernon Beagle’s point of view as he travels from place to place, event to event. The stories 
will mix in new & old characters & situations.

2. Since its May 19, 2012 broadcast, Algernon Beagle has been reading issues of his Bags	End	
News on my radio show, “Within’s Within: Scenes from the Psychedelic Revolution with 
DJ Soulard,” live on SpiritPlants Radio (http://spiritplantsradio.com) on Saturday nights.  
He comes to the Bungalow Cee, where the Creature Common is located too, via the Marie 
picture portal, on the second floor landing (where the Travellers Tale is told nightly). He 
borrows my copies of Bags	End	News to read on microphone. 

Beginning on the January 10, 2015 broadcast, Algernon Beagle began reading from the 
more recent Bags	End	News stories, from 2004 on. He has now read all of these up to the 
most current issue published December 21-28, 2019. When done reading all the current 
new ones, he will resume reading the older ones.

3. In Part 2 of this guide, I wrote about my plans to start publishing (also in 2015) some issues 
of Bags	End	News in the pages of The	Cenacle.	Since then, as of this issue, 15 Bags	End	Books 
(& half of the 16th) have been published in these pages. Selecting which stories to publish 
in this new form, especially from among the early ones (which were told in more disparate 
form than the more recent ones), has evolved my idea of what the Bags End mythology is. 

It is now told, with various differences, in the Bags	End	News notebooks (since 1985); on 
the “Within’s Within” radio show (since 2012), & in Bags	End	Books in this journal (since 
2015). All credited to Algernon Beagle, of course.

4. Algernon Beagle writes his beloved newspaper with his partner & adopted sister Lori 
Bunny. Lori types the newspaper on an old manual “rite-typer,” which was a gift from 
Algernon’s dear friend Princess Chrisakah of Imagianna. 

Not having yet fully described their process, I tend to think they sit together in Algernon’s 
comfy armchair on Milne’s Porch, found by crawling through his bedroom window. There 
is a purple stool the rite-typer sits on, & I’d guess Algernon tells the story while Lori types 
with her soft orange furred paws. Perhaps when finished, they cluster close in Algernon’s 
comfy armchair, watching the pretty sunset before them, eventually napping together. 

When the issue is ready, Lori will adjust her smart guy spectacles, tuck all their pages into 
her folder, & go to visit Mrs. Elaine El in the Bags End Post Office & General Store, to 
get the folder mailed to Princess Crissy. Crissy gets to read the issue first, which makes 
her happy. Then she uses a little tricky smile magick to send many copies far & wide to 
Bags End & its neighbors. Near ones, like the Bunny Pillow Farm, Dreamland, Creature 
Common, & the White Woods. And those farther, like Oz, Wonderland, the Hundred 
Acre Wood, Narnia, & Fraggle Rock.
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All issues of Bags	End	News are stored safely in crates in a Vault in Bags End, locked by 
Algernon Beagle with his secret key. Also kept there, between issues, are the purple stool 
& the rite-typer.

The story is written down on white striped paper with black pen in the Bags	End	News 
notebooks; The Cenacle retains the rite-typer stylings, while I will help with the typing on 
Eurydice MacBook Pro, & some of the spellings, to make the Bags	End	Books enjoyable 
here. 

5. Emandia is a faraway planet, of Woods & Sea, with 6 Islands. It is similar in many ways 
to Bags End’s world, which is similar in many ways to ours (these worlds, in my current 
speculation, braid somehow together). Its inhabitants look like frail, wispy little beings, yet 
they are nearly immortal. Their planet suffers a long slow disaster that eventually wipes out 
most of all the life upon it. Though very different from the humans on this world, yet the 
Emandians too ruin theirs. And react to stop this ruin far too late to avert it. 
 
Much of the story of what happens on Emandia I do not yet know. What I do know is that 
they manage to save a small part of their population by sending them to the stars, some 
by spaceships, some by the Red Bag (through the Dreaming), & some by single-occupant 
capsules. All of these are sent to worlds deemed similar to Emandia, with Woods, Seas, & 
Islands. The world of Bags End is one of them.

These ideas are loosely based in the “Ancient Aliens” theory of human origins. Essentially, 
that humanity either sources in the stars, or has evolved, in part, by long-ago alien contact. 
I tend to think they both are part of the truth.

When the Emandians come first to this story’s world, they are involved with its “waking up” 
from its Unitive	Time; when all, in simple sum, hmmm’d together in a forever Dreaming. 
Algernon Beagle meets Emandians, as some are still around, sometimes also in people-folks 
form.

6.	 Unitive	Time is the origin of life on this story’s world. Everything	flows,	everything	hmmms.	
Everything dreams, because Dreaming is the original state/sense, from which the others 
come. There is no bifurcation between waking & sleeping. 

Things change too, even in this timeless Dreaming time. The hmmm emerges from the 
Dreaming, music of all singing close together. Something, or someone, cackles playfully, 
merrily, & the Hmmm becomes a braiding of many musics, still clustered in one Dreaming; 
until a Blue Suitcase falls from the sky, from an Emandian spaceship, waking all to the senses 
of sight, sound, touch, smell, & taste. There is now waking & these 5 senses additional to 
the Dreaming & the Hmmm.

7. In Unitive	 Time, the world’s 6 Islands cluster close together, peaceful like Creatures, 
surrounded by the Wide Wide Sea, all forever Dreaming. Then the Blue Suitcase falls from 
the sky, & spooks these Islands to panic & flee from one another. The inhabitants on them 
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will experience life on each one uniquely. Sometimes the people-folks fight wars between 
Islands. One of the 6 Islands submerges, yet somehow sustains its inhabitants.

Another of the Islands is where arrived the Tangled Gate, a structure built in Dreams, 
by the Architect, in service of the Emandians. The Tangled Gate is a great Labyrinth, of 
immense & changing size. This Island, source of most Emandians in the world, eventually 
shuts itself off from the world, & cannot be found on any map. Only by the heroic journey 
of a King & his fellowship of brother Knights, in a time of desperate need, is the nature of 
the Island revealed, to a degree. The Knights’ quest is told more fully in my poetry series 
Many	Musics. 

Algernon learns of all this, & becomes part of a newer quest to unite the 6 Islands as they 
had long ago been, but in a new way. Everything grows closer together, as these newer 
stories progress. 

8. At the Heart of the World is the Great Tree. Inspired somewhat by Yggdrasil, the ash tree 
at the center of the cosmos in Norse mythology, the Great Tree in these stories, with its 
green & golden bells, reaches its branches up through the Deeper Deeper Sea, to the Deep 
Deep Sea, to the heart of each of the 6 Islands in the Wide Wide Sea. From each Great Tree 
branch emerges a smaller Great Tree on each of these Islands, & from each of these lesser 
Great Trees grows up the White Woods that covers most of these Islands.

By his many travels, Algernon Beagle learns of the White Woods, & of the Great Tree at 
the Heart of the World, & of lost Emandia in the stars above, & much more of his world 
than what he had known before.

9. There is a Hut near the roots of the Great Tree at the Heart of the World. This Hut is dark 
within, save for the soft glow emitting from the frozen rainbow falls that form its interior 
instead of walls. This Hut is a live conduit to Unitive	Time, if one knows how to travel its 
way. Simply looking deeply & closely into the frozen rainbow falls is not enough; what is 
within looks blurry, & nothing more happens. 

However, by closing one’s eyes, & hmmming the right hmmm,	& then opening one’s mind’s 
eyes, one will arrive to Unitive	Time. A short visit is advisable; the Ancienne Woods, the 
all-pervading hmmm, the enveloping symbiosis of the Dreaming, will absorb the visitor 
after not too long. Best not try this visit without an experienced traveller like Benny Big 
Dreams along.

10. The Hmmm is a kind of ur-tongue, a guide, a salve, a music, many kinds of magick. It is 
native to all in these stories. My dear friend Jim Burke III, himself a kind of Celtic Buddhist 
heathen mystic Artist, would often talk of the One Note, or Om of Indian religions. A 
sacred, spiritual sound, believed to be the source of truth & origin.

The Hmmm is a way in these stories for all to communicate, to share close. I liken it, 
loosely, to The Force in the Stars Wars mythology, or the Tao (the “way,” the “path,” the 
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“road”) in East Asian religions. From the hmmm, the many other people-folks’ languages, 
& many of their conflicts, emerge.

One best travels the White Woods by the hmmm; this is true too in Bags End. It is countless 
in form, & many in purpose. The hmmm is people-folks’ open door to feel the world true, 
learn to understand it emotionally, intuitively, & intellectually. It does not require one to 
give up any belief or perspective, but rather to add one more to one’s passel of them. This 
being that everything touches, everything flows, everything hmmms. To hmmm	is to let one’s 
other beliefs do their work in explaining what they do more effectively, & struggle less with 
what they cannot explain.

11. The spaceships have always been overhead, & they are from Emandia, them being one of 
the ways Emandians came to this story’s world—in addition to the Red Bag & capsules. I 
wonder how too many worlds they sent their population by these means? 

Most of the Emandians choose to leave this story’s world, feeling it will doom to ruin like 
their own lost home. Yet some remain; they love this world too much to abandon it. 

12. Aboard the spaceships there is a White Room where visitors come. Featureless & doorless, 
until the visitor begins to walk along. Then a visual scape appears around the visitor, & will 
go on & on until the visitor stops walking. If the visitor focuses on a question or wish, the 
scape will be affected in response.

The White Room & its ways seem to be how the Emandians on their spaceships communicate 
with their visitors. Perhaps the Emandians who choose to stay in these spaceships do so 
because of the White Room & how it may help those below. It is their way to show their 
love to this world.

13. The Blue Suitcase that falls out of the Emandian spaceship & splashes into the Wide Wide 
Sea, & thus spooks the clustered 6 Islands to panic & flee, is sent from the future by the 
Architect. He is from another world, at first an ordinary young man, but becomes one 
whose Dreaming abilities realize their great potential. The Emandians contact him in the 
Dreaming, & instruct him to learn everything his world knows about architecture. He 
does, & then they ask him to build a Labyrinth, a Tangled Gate, in the Dreaming, that 
can be replicated & sent to many worlds. The Gate is to where is sent the Red Bag, itself 
a Dreaming portal, & thus a means for some of the chosen Emandians to travel & escape 
their dying home world, is rendered.

The Architect then decides to travel to one of these worlds, the one of these stories. He 
arrives to the far end of history, when the race of people-folks is nearly gone. He joins 
a group using Dream Capsules in a desperate attempt to travel back in time & “fix” 
things, but this does not seem to be working. Finally, he just flings his Blue Suitcase of 
magickal tools back to the beginnings of the world, & follows it back to when he can take 
possession of it, & use its tools to try & change history from near its start, before most of 
the Emandians had chosen to leave. He commits his life to this effort.
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14. The White Woods, or One Woods, or Ancienne Woods, among other names, is where 
many of these stories take place. Sheila Bunny & her family are from here. The Thought 
Fleas & their cousins the Mushrooms are Guardians of these Woods. While it contains 
mountains, & desert, & plains, this world of 6 Islands seems far more wooded than our 
own.

The White Woods are not solely white, but actually a glowing amalgam of all 7 colors of 
the rainbow (red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, & violet). They are consciously alive, 
as all is alive in this world, & care for its denizens. With the right hmmm, one can travel 
safely through them, as do the Famous Travelers (whose adventures are recounted in the 
Secret Books) with ease. But traveling them without intent will lose one in them. How 
would one get there if one does not know what there is?

15. The Wide Wide Sea spans the world & is one of its shining treasures. Plunge down into 
it to travel to the Deep Deep Sea, & eventually arrive far down to a beach where Abe the 
Ancient Sea Turtle lives. Plunge down further into the waters beside the beach, & it is now 
the Deeper Deeper Sea. Fathomlessly further down, if knowing or lucky, & one comes to 
a tunnel leading to a cavern through a hole in one of its walls leads to a kind of Liberry. 
Now only with aid can one travel through this Liberry to arrive to the Great Tree at the 
Heart of the World.

Often traveling the Wide Wide Sea in these stories, & a help in such quests as one to the 
Great Tree, is the great green & gold Calgary the Sea Dragon, a very friendly Creature who 
can size up or down to his passengers needs. Another way to travel the Wide Wide Sea is 
in the back seat of the Boat Wagon driven by the Kittees & their Friend Fish. Make sure 
to buckle in. Safety	first!

16. Abe the Ancient Sea Turtle has long lived on the beach by the Deeper Deeper Sea. Once 
this beach was filled with many kinds of beings, but now it is just Abe, who seems to guard 
the Deeper Deeper Sea, & its way to the Great Tree. So Abe is alone between the visits by 
Algernon Beagle & others who make the strange way down to his beach.

This beach is shared by many worlds, is one of the places in this world that braids with 
others. Untold yet is the story of what happened to the beings on those other worlds who 
once shared this beach with Abe & this world.

The “braided worlds” idea is a new one for me. Tantalizing idea, feeling like a great big 
strange story could come of it.

17. There are three known Liberries in these stories. One is the Bags End Liberry, gift from 
Princess Crissy, where Lori Bunny likes to read thick books at a corner table next to a 
picture window. This window can show many places in the world, & in the Dreaming, 
when needed (similar in a way to Glinda the Good Witch of Oz’s Great	Book	of	Records). 
Or it can show the White Woods or Wide Wide Sea in all their many beauties. Lori will 
pull its shade when her reading needs all of her attention.
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The Liberry in Imagianna is much vaster. Upon passing its green & golden door with a 
book pictured on it, one must descend a circular staircase to its floor (I am sure Princess 
Crissy’s tricky smile magick would accommodate any for whom stairs are not useful). One 
cannot see the ceiling above, nor the farthest walls. The bookcases range from the tiniest 
imaginable to vast bookcases of immense books, probably for different sized readers. 

In one corner there is a misty place where words & pages float about, like motes of sunshine, 
& where too it is possible to travel to a place of one’s wish. If, that is, one’s group clusters 
together in a circle, hands to paws, & knows the right hmmm. 

The Liberry near the Great Tree at the Heart of the World seems to resemble both a vast 
Liberry & the White Woods. I cannot imagine what its collections are like; perhaps many 
worlds braid with this world through this Liberry too? I wonder too if these Liberries are 
connected to one another.

18. Princess Chrisakah’s Castle in Imagianna is a kind of a Beast of a place, of whom Crissy 
asks permission for herself & her bestus buddy Boop (who looks like a turtle, but isn’t 
one) to live. Her Castle’s rooms will shift location, come & go, all this familiar to Crissy & 
Boop, but stymieing to Algernon Beagle. But when he calls out for help, the Castle knows 
he is a dear friend of Crissy’s & Boop’s, & will guide him.

In addition to the Liberry, these stories have shown the Castle’s Throne Room, no favorite 
of Crissy’s; her Secret Room, with its strange cushions & purple light & shelf of storybooks 
(written long ago when she was Christina); Crissy’s bedroom & Boop’s Composing 
Chamber; 1928 Paris, a place Crissy was inspired to make by Algernon’s Milne’s Porch, but 
with comfy couch instead of armchair; & Crissy’s Red Bag, which resembles the apartment 
she & Boop lived in long ago when she was older. Crissy travels via her Red Bag by typing 
on her rite-typer (an iterate of Algernon’s) to where she would like to go.

19. Imagianna is a place of green & golden tinted hills, upon one of which sits Crissy’s Castle. 
On another, nicknamed Full Moon Hill, one can see the Moon especially clearly & well. 
Why? Because it’s true (in this world, as MeZmer Bunny once explained it to me, A=A 
because A=A). Full Moon Hill is where Algernon Beagle & Crissy come with Betsy Bunny 
Pillow & Dorris Pillow & others to try to decipher the cryptic scrawlings of the early Secret 
Books.

Near Crissy’s Castle is an Oak tree where she & Algernon Beagle will occasionally come 
to talk & nap. Oaks have been special to me since I studied the Greek myth of Orpheus 
& his Oak nymph wife, beloved Eurydice (after whom my own beloved MacBook Pro is 
named).

Also not far from her Castle, like Dreamland, are the White Woods, & especially the 
part of them where the Thought Fleas live & put on their annual Rutabaga Festival & 
Fleastock.
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Aside from Crissy & Boop, Imagianna’s only other known denizens are the Dark Creatures, 
who live in the Castle too. Crissy summons them one night to meet Algernon when he 
comes visiting. Eyes closed, touching the Creatures, they are able to see & travel the Castle 
in a delightful new way.

20. The Thought Fleas (& their cousins the Mushrooms) are the ancient Guardians of the 
White Woods. They are furred, have big eyes & long tails, & wear raggedy clothes. They 
live in a Domocile somewhere in the White Woods that Algernon visits one time. 

The Thought Fleas are famed for their annual Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock, a great 
welcoming to all event. One time it featured a live model replica of the Ancient 6 Islands, 
&  another time it celebrated there being more Moss than in a long while with the return 
from exile of Alvinarah Poesy the Moss Po-et, & his boon companion Nariah Narwhal.

21. Rutabaga Soup is a big part of the Rutabaga Festival & Fleastock. Flossie Flea grows 
rutabagas in her garden next to the Thought Fleas’ Domocile in the White Woods. These 
are made into the soup served in big soup bowls from the Soup Kettle in the middle of the 
Great Clearing the Thought Fleas use for gatherings, as well as for the Grand Productions 
at the Festival. 

This soup, just one bowl of it, will keep someone from being hungry for a long time, maybe 
even until the next Festival. The Thought Fleas keep the Soup Kettle tended between 
Festivals too, & have placed Soup Tureens far & wide in the White Woods, for those 
hungry but not near the Great Clearing.

Algernon Beagle gets to be friends with the Thought Fleas on one of his journalistic 
adventures. They ride on his nozebone sometimes; other times, they are the same size as 
him, & they travel side by side.

Weirdly, Algernon does not panic or cry out “O! Yuk!” at rutabagas, like he does for every 
other kind of food in his path. He has even enjoyed Rutabaga Soup once or twice. No 
explanation yet of why.

I think the Festival was inspired in me by all the years I went to the Burning Man Arts 
Festival in the Black Rock Desert of Nevada. Generosity to all who came, no money to 
divide one from another; just Art & kindness for all. Happens late August every year, too, 
just like the Rutabaga Festival.

22. Alvinarah Poesy is a Moss Po-et. He is a tall, handsomely blue-eyed fox Creature, with long 
whiskers & an even longer curly tail. He left in exile long ago &, only when he returns, to 
the Rutabaga Festival, does Algernon learn of him & hear his story.

Long ago, Alvinarah longed to find his purpose, his way to help & love this world. He 
often talked with the Thought Fleas of this longing.
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Then, per chance, he is taken up in one of the spaceships overhead, to its White Room. 
There he brings his wish, & comes back to eventually discover why he was shown there 
a multi-colored mound of Moss. He learns to write Moss Po-etry. The process, at least 
sometimes, involves finding agreeable Imps to wrap cuttings of his whiskers round to form 
a Moss Imp Pen. With concentration, & hmmming, eyes shut of course, he writes Moss 
Po-ems that bid greeting, or comfort, or explain, or many other things. Moss absorbs, 
Alvinarah learns, & gifts back.

Alvinarah’s exile comes when too many seek his counsel. Too many weary, wishing, forlorn. 
He cannot seem to help everyone, & again despairs. He leaves with Nariah, & travels far 
by the Boat Wagon & Calgary the Sea Dragon. Then he recently learned that there is more 
Moss than in a long while, & decides to return, this time to teach many others too how to 
write Moss po-ems, including Algernon Beagle.

23. Creatures spook to wake when all do, the Blue Suitcase having splashed into the Wide 
Wide Sea, the Islands having fled. What are they exactly? Their full name as a kind is 
Creatures of the Dream. Perhaps they come from the Dreaming as a gift to the suddenly 
awakened world?

They first live in the Cavern under the Tangled Gate, where the Emandians had originally 
arrived when passed through their Red Bag portal. When the Princess of the Island (on 
which the Tangled Gate is located) dreams of the Gate, which the Architect will allow 
her only to study by waking, she in the Dreaming enters the Gate, through a hole in her 
bedroom wall, & encounters & befriends the Creatures.

They learn to delight her with their dancings & many other talents, & become like a 
Carnival just for her. But she knows there is a world of sometimes struggling people-folks, 
& others, that they would make happy, & so she iterates them as a Traveling Carnival, 
led by Mister Xavier Bear, X for short. She bids them travel the land to entertain & make 
people-folks & others happy.

And they still do, even now. But there comes a time when the Guardian of Bags End, & 
many other places, is now Princess Crissy in Imagianna. The Carnival always travels to 
Imagianna along its route. Crissy decides the Creatures should also have a place to rest 
from their travels, a home of their own, & iterates them again to the Creature Common 
here in Bungalow Cee.

It was a long time learning that Creatures in Cavern, Carnival, & Common are all still 
going. That time is not simply linear. Then & now & hence  & other each & all co-exist. 
The Princess is dancing with her Creatures in the Great Cavern tonight. The Carnival is 
somewhere in the White Woods making people-folks & others happy. The Common is full 
of peaceably dozing Creatures right now. Time is like an endless field of blooming Weeds, 
each one a moment’s place in time.
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24. The Creature Common, like Bags End, resides in a bedroom & is safe there. The Bungalow 
Cee is like Bags End’s apartment-like interior, though not so mysteriously extensive. 
Creatures’ adventures tend to occur in stories of the Carnival, or when they accompany 
the Famous Travelers on their endless journeys. When Grand Productions occur, Creatures 
are always a part of these, becoming like the Common & the Carnival in one. Cavern / 
Carnival / Common. Each & all.

I believe there is much more to know about their origins, & what their kind’s name means. 
As much as how White Woods, Tangled Gate, & Emandians provide the answers to some 
of what this world is, so too as importantly the Creatures. Theirs is a story I am still 
learning how to tell.

25. The Secret Books have accumulated in number as have the many Travellers’ Tales within 
them. Some of their tales are told in Bags	End	News, Labyrinthine, Many	Music,	& Dream 
Raps, but much is only recorded by pencil in these little Secret Books, kept safely in the 
Bungalow Cee, & also on cassette tapes kept safe too.

Twelve years of their travels, nightly told on the second floor landing of the Bungalow 
Cee, me passing from one to the next of the 4 pictures. Even more than translating a 
handwritten newspaper to the pages of The Cenacle, & the radio airwaves of “Within’s 
Within” is the question of how to, if ever to, publish the Travellers’ Tales more fully than 
in fragments.

It’s possible. It is, after all, a story, albeit a uniquely structured one. Algernon Beagle has 
now shared some adventures with the Travellers, & this is perhaps the beginning of more. 
How	to	Tell? is again my question. 

26. I have figured out some of my how	to	tell for the Dreaming & its Dreamland. I keep a daily 
Dream Journal, now in a foot-tall sheaf by our bed, in its own little basket. Some of these 
dreams I translate to “Dream Raps” on “Within’s Within.” These ad-libbed pieces are then 
copied out (by Kassi, dear heart) for me to create my annual volume of Dream	Raps for The 
Cenacle. Their texts often flow back through Bags	End	News, Labyrinthine, Many	Musics,	
& the Travellers’	Tales.	

Dreamland is where the world’s bifurcated return, temporarily, to a kind of Unitive	Time. 
We bring our jewels & junk of waking, & the Dreaming transforms all this, sometimes 
very fragmentedly, sometimes vividly vast.

In these stories, this all goes even further, as the wall between the Dreaming & waking is 
low enough sometimes to step across, even to cause effect each way. Benny Big Dreams 
travels all this like there is no wall for him. He befriends Algernon, who little trusts his 
tricky ways for a long time, but Benny even accompanies Algernon to the Unitive	Time, & 
persuades Algernon thereafter to let him become a newspaper apprentice like Boop from 
Imagianna, & Willy Nilly Froggy of Creature Common.
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Dreamland is across a border, sometimes geographically, sometimes perceptually. The 
hmmm in all, & Dreamland, remain, ongo, as living aspects of Unitive	Time now.

27. Two of the most unique Creatures, Bellla the bloo-&-pink Piglet & Rosa!eeta the tiny 
little black-&-white Pandy Bear Imp, iterate as Great Heroes of Yore to have adventures 
together, & often help people-folks & Creatures alike. Their annual adventures, occurring 
usually in late summer / early autumn (around the time of the Rutabaga Festival) are told 
by the Maine coast, orally, like the Travellers’ Tales, & written down in the Secret Books. 

In one such adventure, the first Algernon Beagle heard tell of, these Great Heroes travelled 
far, from one Island to the next, to discover why the colors everywhere had gone strange. 
They picked up many Creature companions on the way, & the crisis was eventually resolved 
(by a paws-to-paws circle, hmmming together, gratefulness for all the beautifully colored 
things in their lives). It happened because it happened (A=A	because	A=A,	remember?) but 
all were grateful when it passed with no harm done.

Algernon Beagle is humbled by the Great Heroes of Yore’s many heroical adventures, & 
wish to teach others to be Heroes too. The Heroes know that Algernon is as much a Hero 
as they are, writing his newspaper for all, but is far too humble to think so.

28. Grand Productions are an annual event of Royal Thumbs Productions, seen by many 
neighbors local & not so local as well. One recent Grand Production combined the 
Rutabaga Festival & the Creature Carnival. The Carnival traveled from Bags End, to 
Dreamland, to the White Woods, to the Bunny Pillow Farm, & finally to the Creature 
Common in a complex story showing how all are connected. The Carnival performed in 
different ways for each place. Space becomes time & time becomes space in these stories, 
to paraphrase Philip K. Dick. Algernon Beagle has to learn in his travels & adventures how 
to tell stories like this one, even as his goal is always “straight & true.”

29. Grand Productions usually occur near winter solstice, often tie right into the Season of 
Lights. This holiday is as close, & not very at that, to any sort of religiosity in these stories. 
Shiny trinkets, sometimes Creatures themselves, on a Great Tree, music to dance to, & 
gratefulness for the beautiful world. A wish to share with all.

At core, most religious traditions wonder why, & try somehow to explain. But maybe there 
is no answer to why.	 Maybe that which is, is	(A=A because A=A),	& the challenge to each 
of us in our finite years is to craft ourselves & the world the best we know how.

I don’t think faith or belief, down deep, reside in language, but rather in a kind of hmmm 
of feelings. I think language helps the mind to distinguish these feelings, one from another, 
& lean hopefully toward some, & preferably away from others.

Religious structures attempt to package for cultural consumption that which each being 
will never find a better fit for but what is in his own heart. I would rather not know how 
much of what or how or why the world is than lazily let any book, or set of teachings, 
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however kindly meant, give me another’s answers. But rather for me to sing & hmmm & 
praise & wonder & not know & keep along!
 

30. I don’t know what the Tangled Gate is, precisely. What is this strange & powerful thing 
that the Architect created in his dreams that exists in waking hours too? Is its interior a 
different kind of Unitive	Time? One where all do not hmmm variously & yet one?

Did the Architect really “create” it at all? Like hmmming & the Creatures of the Dream, 
it seems a different kind of thing, & suggests more mysteries for beagleboy journalist 
Algernon Beagle to pursue, than explaining any of its own. 

31. Betsy Bunny Pillow’s story has evolved again & again & yet again over time. Once a 
refugee to Miss Chris’s house in Connecticut from her native homeland, she fought to 
free the Bunny Pillow Farm from the evil Farmer Jones, only to discover that he had once 
been a good man, & now desired to be one again. Then to discover from Dorris (now of 
Creature Common, but also one of the Architects of the Farm) that the purpose of Pillows 
was as Dream Pillows, to tend people-folks & others in their Dreaming, calm their heart-
bones, make the world feel less lonely & savage. Then to discover even more that her true 
home had become Bags End & her own purpose remains unknown to her. She is a natural 
leader, but right now without a path for even herself, much less one to lead others down.

32. Another who has long sought his true path is Ignatius the Independent Inspector of 
Fantasylands. Iggy, as Algernon & others affectionately call him. Iggy now visits fantasylands 
to ask 3 questions: 1) Are	you	on	the	path? 2) Is	anything	off	or	missing? 3) Do	you	remember	the	
big	&	little	things? There are no wrong answers to these, as there once was in his inspections.

But how did he become the Inspector? He learns he is from Emandia, & is brother to 
Crissy, & to their sister who left with the other Emandians, while the two of them each 
chose to stay. Iggy is given the task of inspecting, but takes a very long time to learn how	
to inspect. This he learns, in part, by his wrangles with Sheila Bunny & Algernon Beagle 
in Bags End. He learns that doing his job well has far more to do with understanding what 
makes a place its best self, than by imposing a general judgment upon it. Iggy learns all this 
in his own way, & thus answers those 3 questions for himself too.

33. Leo the Dark Man is the Janitor of Bags End. He lives in a small room located under one of 
the ramps that connects one level in Bags End to the next. Sheila Bunny calls it his “hovel-
under-ramp.” There he retreats, after cleaning Miss Chris’s bubble gum off the side of Bags 
End, to cozy up to his great collection of Action	Man comic books. 

One time he helps Lori & Algernon to set up their newspaper tools special on Milne’s 
Porch because they have a lot of fan letters to reply to, congratulating Algernon on his 
newspaper’s (30th) anniversary. In return, Algernon gets for Leo a copy of Action	Man 
#23: “Action Man & Bunny Girl Save the World, Twice!” Leo reads the story very slowly, 
savoring each word & image like a good comic book reader does.



The Cenacle | 112 |  Summer 2020

40

What is a “Dark Man”? Dark-skinned? I don’t think so. Dark intentions? Not any longer, 
if really ever. Shadowy? Perhaps more this. Why comic books? Why his hovel? Where is he 
from? These questions & others will help to build a full story one day.

34. And what about Alexander Puppy’s strange Bump language that drives his brother Algernon 
so crazy? Well, because Alex gave Algernon his copy of Action	Man #23 to give to Leo, 
Algernon agrees to take a “Bump lesson” with him. Silly story & excruciating, both, yet 
Algernon does sort of learn about Bump.

Alex explains, with Allie Leopard translating as he does, that once there was only singing; 
perhaps meaning the Hmmm. Words came later, to describe dangers, & to name things. 
Different languages arose, & often set people-folks against each other because of this.

He concludes that Bump is a way to return to peace, by just one word, & its associated 
touch, in combination. But Algernon simply cannot understand Bump words, so it’s no 
use for him.

Language can be used as weapon, or as salve, or as game, or as inspiration, or as many other 
things. It cannot replace things for which it unable to do so, & should not be blamed for 
what it is	not. Words are one of many ways by which to communicate. Good use should be 
made of all the many other kinds too.

35. On at least one of the Islands is a Village. It is an occasional setting for stories in Bags	End	
News, as well as more often for Labyrinthine,	Many	Musics,	Dream	Raps,	& the Travellers’	
Tales. In the Village is an Ancienne Coffeehouse, very old & vast, kind of like a much larger-
scale version of my old beloved haunt Coffee Time Coffeehouse in Portland, Oregon. Also 
there is the Pensionne, a kind of hostelry with no front door, not so much a building 
as more like a immense stone with many doors in it. It is run by a woman with long 
braided hair & heavy boots only known as Aunt. She also lovingly tends its great Garden 
in back, where a beautiful blue eyed & black striped White Tiger Creature named Ringling 
sometimes shyly roams.

Algernon visits these places one time when he is on a great adventure that includes the 
Famous Travelers & the Great Heroes of Yore.

The Village has been passed through, but never focused on for what it fully is, & how it 
came to be. It deserves this attention, when its turn comes ’round.

36. As the stories alluded to here are being published in The Cenacle over the next several 
years, new Bags End stories will also be written. Often embedded in them are questions to 
be pursued (For example: How	to	re-unite	the	6	Islands?	Why	is	there	Something	Instead	of	
Nothing?	etc.). Here are a few questions that may get explored soon:

•			What	is	the	origin	story	of	Bags	End?
•			Why	does	Algernon	Beagle	seem	to	like	rutabagas?
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•			Where	&	when	&	how	do	people-folks	come	into	the	history	of	this	world?
•			Are	there	animals	in	this	world	unlike	Creatures?
•			What	are	Creatures	&	where	are	they	from?
•			What	are	braided	worlds?

It was 35 years ago, in June of 1985, that Bags	End	News began as handwritten issues 
mailed to my sister Christine, in the months after I had moved away from home (nearer 
to my college). She would write some issues too, & mail them to me. The stories have 
changed in many ways since then, but Algernon Beagle is still the Editor, Sheila Bunny is 
still the King, & Lori Bunny still writes the stories down, & types them up too. 

I could not help but build a mythopoeia from that simple beginning because that’s what 
my literary heroes all did. L. Frank Baum, A.A. Milne, Lewis Carroll, J.R.R. Tolkien. It’s 
what Jim Henson did with his TV show, Fraggle	Rock. What George Lucas did with his 
Star Wars films. It’s what some kinds of artistic temperaments do. They create a story that 
becomes ever more vast & detailed over time.

It is a happy delight to do. While ever learning & re-learning how to live well in this world, 
to be also evolving, as MacDonald says above, one’s own world “with its own laws.” A kind 
of weird & wonderful obsession. I am a better Artist & sometimes a better person for this 
work I do.

* * * * * *
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Algernon	Beagle

Bags End Book #16: 
What Is the Red Bag? 

Part 1
This story and more Bags End writings

can be found at: 

www.scriptorpress.com/bags-end.pdf

Hello Cenacle readers,

 Mah name is Algernon Beagle & I am the editor guy for Bags End News. 
Bags End News is a newspaper about mah homeland, a fantasyland called Bags 
End.
 From the outside, Bags End looks like 3 brown-colored laundry bags 
piled up on a little chair in the corner of our friend Miss Chris’s bedroom 
in Connecticut. Miss Chris is 5 years old & has a toy tall boy brother named 
Ramie, who is 17.
 Inside, Bags End is sort of like an apartment building of levels but, 
cuz it is a fantasyland, nobody knows about its top or bottom. Most levels 
look like regular hallways, with doors to rooms & other places running up & 
down their lengths.
 Each level is connected to the one above & the one below by ramps that 
are good for folks with legs & others without. Strangely, the other end of 
each level ends in a sudden edge, so be warned, should you come to visit.
 The Cenacle editor guy, who is a cousin to my friend & Miss Chris’s 
brother Ramie, invited me to share some of the stories from mah newspaper, 
now & again. He also helped with the typing & some of the spellings, to make 
this book presentable here. I love English but I still don’t spell it too 
great.
 Anyway, I hope you enjoy these stories from Bags End, a place near & 
dear to mah heartbone.

* * * * * *
 

What is the Red Bag?

 This story began with me dozing & dreaming peacefully in mah comfy 
armchair on Milne’s Porch in Bags End. Not even one of those crazy dreams, 
not this time. Just pleasant vagueness.
 Then not, because there was this kicking at mah comfy armchair. A 
kicking that would not quit.
 O. OK. I looked & saw it was mah old pal Jill Boot who I had not seen 
in awhile, I guess. Now she I don’t have great talks or nothing because she 
mostly kicks & Squeaks, & then kicks some more.
 Still, she’s a nice enough guy, I suppose, & not usually one to come 
a-kicking unless there is a reason.
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 So I greeted her in mah usual friendly Algernon way.
 “Hi, guy, how’s tricks?”
 More kicks, more Squeaks. More kicks.
 “OK, OK, calm your kicking ways!” I said in self-defense.
 I figured out, with more kicks & Squeaks, that she had not come to 
visit & talk, or Squeak I guess, maybe kick too, probably, but no, not any of 
that. She wanted me to come with her.
 “Like a newspaper story?” I asked, but then I realized I was asking for 
English-type words from a kicker & a Squeaker.
 Fine, so I just put on mah reporter’s fedorah & said, “Lead the way, Miss 
Boot!” I thought I sounded polite, even gallant, but she just jumped quickly 
through mah bedroom window whens she come, & kept going. I harrumphed. I 
hurried.
 Keeping up with Jill Boot had me running mah short paws hard. She 
sort of bounce-hops along, & I would have lost her more than once but she 
would stop & Squeak loudly 4or me to catch up. 
 “OK, OK, ya grumpy footwear!” sayeth me.
 Our path got stranger & stranger as we went along, & I started 
wondering how Jill found wherever we were bound. Just as I was wondering 
more if I had always been chasing that crazed Boot along, & the rest was a 
delusional dream, I caught up to her as she was stopped.
 And I looked. Hmm. It was a Red Door. Now, Bags End is right full of 
doors, but this one felt different to me right away. I found mahself inclined 
to sniff toward it, like I had a lot in that trip to Clover-Dale in the White 
Woods, with mah friend Princess Chrisakah of Imagianna, & adopted sister & 
sorta-friend Sheila Bunny. I tolded all about that in Bags End Book #15: It 
Was a Dream of Rain. 
 But mah sniff of this Red Door didn’t tell me something sure. Just 
strange & different. I would have gone to fetch me too.
 Now that I was fetched, though, what to do?
 “Did you try going in?” I asked Jill. She Squeaked but it was kind of 
a low almost scared Squeak I had not heard be4ore.
 I nodded. This door was a good story but Jill was not going to lead the 
way.
 I thinked it over. Should I try to go in? My sniffs of the Door didn’t 
make me so eager.
 Should I fetch a big guy like I had been fetched? Now there was an 
idear. Still, I had to be careful. Big guys have a way of taking over & 
grabbing credit. I wanted to be in on whatever this was, & I wanted to make 
sure Jill was too.
 So I decided to go see mah dear friend Miss Chris, who lives in 
Connecticut. Jill liked that idear. I think Miss Chris is known to understand 
about shoes & Squeaking & all that.
 So off we went, back to the more familiar places in Bags End.
 Then we found the right level & door to go through to Connecticut, & 
arrived as usual in Miss Chris’s bedroom. 
 She was most happy to see us & we all went to her TV room to sit on her 
dear friend Suzy Couch. That Toy Tall Boy Ramie, who is Miss Chris’s brother, 
was napping on Freddy Couch nearby, like a good Lazybug does, I guess.
 But let me tell you the shock of the thing. I was so surprised that 
I could not say words in English, or even made-up tongues like Bump or 
something.
 I could see back in Miss Chris’s bedroom from where we sat Bags End 
where it is usually is, three brown laundry bags piled on a little chair, in 



The Cenacle | 112 |  Summer 2020

45

ScriptorPress.com

the corner. But also there was a 4th bag, a red one, just like the Red Door we 
had seen in Bags End!
 Miss Chris had settled Jill Boot & me in her lap, & was smiling at me 
to talk mah mind. I decided to start at the weird beginning, not the weirder 
now. Especially since Jill might kick again.
 So I talked about how Jill had come fetching me to the Red Door, & us 
both deciding we better get the right big guy involved.
 Miss Chris listened closely & nodded smiling at me. Finally, I could 
not stand it & cried out, “Miss Chris, why is there a 4th bag with the other 
3?”
 She looked at me confused as I pointed my paw, & then nodded. “O! Well, 
I think we needed another 4or everybody to fit.”
 Now this would have been OK & made sense but 4or the part about the 
Red Door. I don’t think Miss Chris saw the connection, & I didn’t know that 
there was one really. So I didn’t say nothing more but a nod.
 Miss Chris wanted me & Jill to stay & watch some good TV programs 
with her, but I said I had to get back to Bags End. Miss Chris was a little 
disappointed, but she gived me a good hug & brung me back.  
 Be4ore I left, I gived that new bag a sideways secret sniff. It smelled 
like, um, it was somewhere else too. I know that sounds crazed from your 
old paws-on-the-ground friend Algernon, but I would just say the world is 
stranger the further you go.
 When I left Jill Boot, I saw that she was nice & comfy in Miss Chris’s 
arms, ready to watch some good TV shows, & not worrying the Red Door or 
nothing.
 So next I went to see mah dear friend Princess Chrisakah, Crissy to 
those friendly to good dancings to phonograph records, in Imagianna. If she 
didn’t think anything was strange, like Miss Chris didn’t, I would just 4orget 
it.
 But I will tell you, Dear Readers, it didn’t go like that at all.

* * * * * *

Sniffs Like It’s Somewhere Else Too

 After I was greeted at the front door to Crissy’s Castle in Imagianna, 
by Boop, her bestus buddy, who looks like a turtle but isn’t one, he brung me 
to Crissy’s Throne Room. Boop talked all fancy introductions like he likes 
to, & Crissy waited her in her Throne patiently, like she does.
 “Presenting to your Royal Highness, Chrisakah, Princess of Imagianna, 
Guardian of Bags End & many other worlds, Algernon Beagle, Court Scribe to 
the Throne of Sheila Bunny, King of Bags End!” 
 I can tell you for sure, Dear Readers, that Crissy is a Princess but 
Sheila is not a King of nothing, save in her own mind. Mayor of Bags End, 
yes, though.
 Anyway, when we were sure he was done, Crissy leaped from her Throne 
to come over to hug me. 
 “Princess, really!” Boop scolded. “Don’t you remember your Princess 
exercises about greetig Foreign Dignitaries?”
 Crissy stopped hugging me, harumfed, & then she sort of curtsied to 
me. I could see her blue jeans poking out from the very bottom of her long 
Princess dress. I bet Boop made her wear that too.
 Boop nodded gruffly, but I could see he was pleased that she tried. He 
left us to our visit.
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 We sat together in her Throne. I told her mah story, & she listened 
& smiled at me like Miss Chris had. But then she said something totally 
different.
 “Those are the Red Bags.”
 “Um?”
 “Well, it’s just one but it’s in different places at the same time.” 
Crissy looked all inside with thinking & remembering.
 “Um?” 
 “Can I come with you though the Red Door? I would like to see!” Crissy 
was suddenly excited & mah Ums were piling higher.
 I looked at her with no words until she smiled & hugged me.
 “They have to do with dreams, Algernon.”
 O. Ut-o. Figgers.
 “There was this story I wrote that Benny Big Dreams liked.”
 “You mean when you used to write storys on mah Rite-Typer when it 
was, um, yours?” I asked.
 She nodded. “He reads a lot of books. Nobody really knows that much.”
 “I always thought Benny is just this tricky guy hunting through 
Dreamland 4or the kinds of trouble he prefers.”
 Crissy laughed her pretty mischievous laugh. “I guess he is, mostly. 
But I think he has questions too.”
 “Questions?”
 She nodded. “He thinks that Dreamland & waking used to be one big 
thing until they broke.”
 I hmmm’d. I don’t think Benny is a bad guy, but more like a guy full 
of his own plans.
 Crissy stood up. “I keep all my books in my Secret Room. Let’s go look 
at that story.”
 When we walk together, Crissy likes to walk close, which I always like. 
Her Castle is a bit tricky like her, so keeping close is a good idear anyway. 
I think the hallways & rooms & doors & all work different here than in Bags 
End, where things mostly stay put. Mostly anyway. 
 Her Secret Room has lots of cushions with strange designs, & a purple 
light, just like Sheila Bunny’s eyes. It’s a nice place &, since I have become 
an amateur sniffer, I gave a sniff. Smells like Crissy, which is a good thing 
in mah book.
 Crissy reached up to a high shelf of storybooks, took a bunch down, & 
we sat together on the cushions.
 “You writed all of those books, Crissy?”
 She nodded, sort of happy & shy both. “It was long ago.”
 “I have stopped & started 
sometimes too,” I said. Then she started 
looking for the right storybook.
 She found it, & showed me the 
cover. It had a picture of a great 
tree & a sort of puzzle maze on the 
cover.
 “It’s called The Tangled Gate,” 
Crissy said. Then she pointed to 
the puzzle maze & said, “That’s a 
labyrinth.”
 “It looks kinda like some of 
Ramie’s games in mah newspaper,” I 
said.
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 Crissy nodded. “It sort of is. Except that people have been building 
them 4or many years.”
 “O,” I said. I thinked for more words. “Is it like a people-folks game?”
 Crissy thinked. “Sometimes. A game. Or a test. It can be different 
things.”
 I nodded, understanding enough not to feel the fool.
 “Why did you put it on the cover of your book?”
 Crissy studied it 4or a moment. The cover was green & the tree & 
labyrinthine were kind of golden & shiny. “Sometime my stories are like 
puzzles or labyrinths. And sometimes they branch out like trees.” I thought 
she would say more but she was getting quiet & shy about all this. So I 
talked.
 “What is the story called that Benny liked?”
 “It’s called The Red Bag.”
 “So you knowed all about them long ago?”
 She nodded. “Remember how I told you how I used to visit Boop in my 
dreams through the hole in my bedroom wall?”
 I nooded too. “Of course.”
 “Well, there was one in there. It’s where  I first saw one.”
 “Did they tell you what they are 4or?”
 “Well, it’s the same bag but in different places.”
 Hmmm. 
 Be4ore I could ask another question, I see’d more words near the bottom 
of the book’s cover.
 “Hey! Is that your name in writed down words?”
 Crissy’s look was sort of strange. “Sort of.”
 I waited.
 “My name used to be a little different. I told you when we were in 
Clover-Dale. It was Christina.”
 I nodded. I had kinda 4orgotten. She’s too Crissy to me.
 “So when you were an author, your readers thinked you were Christina?”
 She nodded.
 “Is it a hard story?”
 “No. Not really. Would you like to hear it?”
 I nodded, smiling.
 

* * * * * *

“The Red Bag” Story!

 So Crissy sat us close together, & she tolded me she would read the 
parts Benny liked best. Hmm. OK.

I could tell you that we come from the Red Bag, & it would be almost true, but not enough. You see, the 
Red Bag is how we got here. And through the Red Bag is where we are from. It’s like through the door of the 
Red Bag, just on the other side, is our original home. If you tried to get there the usual way, it would take 
you millions of miles, many centuries, & you would arrive so much later than now. But through the door of 
the Red Bag, you would arrive now, a few steps, a few seconds.

Except you would not find our world. Our world is gone. It is a dead, dark place. We left unwillingly, & we 
could hardly bring everyone, or everything, or our beautiful world itself. We brought a remnant, a sliver.

* * *
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Are we dead? No. Are we alive as we were back on our own world? No. We compromised to keep this 
remnant of our existence still existing. The plan had been so much more ambitious. Plans, that is, as so 
many brilliant minds sacrificed their years to leaving our sad, dying world. They agreed, one & all: we 
waited too long. We simply ran out of the time needed to bring all our world had. It was arrogance, fear, 
denial. We at first believed our plight was minor, then that help would come. Most of us surrendered to the 
inevitable, & despaired.

But enough of our most brilliant minds kept working, kept trying, trying & flailing, & trying some more.

* * *

The Red Bag was a compromise, but it shouldn’t have been. When time was getting desperately low, our 
scientists, preachers, magicians, seers, poets, came together at last, put away their arrogance & prejudice. 
Worked together as one group, learned each other’s languages, powers, skills, began to braid science, magic, 
vision, music together. Grew powerful even as time grew shorter. Realized what might have been.

The skies got blacker, & one day did not lighten again. The air became thicker, less breathable. The trees 
began to fall, the animals to die.

* * *

We knew we could not build a ship that would reach anywhere habitable in time. What happened instead 
was that we built a portal that would take us directly to somewhere safe. But it would only bear so much, & 
only one trip. Some of our best stayed behind, sacrificed themselves, to operate the apparatus.

* * *

How did we choose? Not as we wished to. Not the weak & small in combination with our strongest & 
bravest. It didn’t work that way.

We chose those who together could sustain our new home, whose peculiar abilities would, in combination, 
succeed in establishing our new home.

* * *

Even then, when the tests had been run, & the individuals determined, there were hard decisions to be 
made. None chosen would grow old, or die, & the population would never change. What we were doing, all 
we we were doing, was preserving that remnant. Saving a bit.

* * *

The day came when we had to go. The world was collapsing so that even deep under the surface was no 
protection. We gathered with what the scientists & priests & poets & the rest  had determined we both 
could & should bring.

* * *

The instructions were simple: close your eyes & imagine yourself on the other side of the door of the Red 
Bag. The moment came, & we arrived. Here. Beyond the reach of death & time, & knowing that, long ago, 
our old world perished.

* * *

What nobody told us was what we would find. Or that we would not be alone. Or how each of us had been 
picked. Or why.

* * *



The Cenacle | 112 |  Summer 2020

49

ScriptorPress.com

It made a kind of cruel sense. Would it have worked if we had known we were going to Dreamland forever? 
I think those brilliant lost minds could not be sure, & took no chances.

* * *

They looked like the Creatures from our old world we called turtles. These were the first we met. They 
welcomed us, & were kind. We became friends.

* * *

I am writing this story because, for the longest time, we were paralyzed refugees, living huddled near our 
few possessions from home. We seemed safe, but we were petrified.

* * *

Yet, being younger than most of the rest, known to get my curious nose into trouble back home, I eventually 
began to inspect what we had brought. One small case, green & gold, attracted me most. I found paper, 
pencils, paint-brushes, musical instruments, & other things.

* * *

We were supposed to remember, as best we could, & live on. 

* * * * * *

Back to the Red Door!

 I really liked Crissy’s story! She is a really good writer. But I must 
admit that her story didn’t help me to much figger out all the facts of the 
Red Bag in Miss Chris’s bedroom in Connecticut, or that Red Door that Jill 
Boot had kicking & Squeaking brung me to in Bags End.
 Crissy stood up & put away all her storybooks on that high shelf. Then 
we left there & went outside to sit under our favorite oak tree for sitting. 
I rested mah noggin in Crissy’s lap, & she skritched mah 4orhead nicely. We 
were quiet awhile till I talked mah thinkings.
 “So those guys from that planet builted the Red Bag to save what they 
could, & they came to the dreaming place where Boop lived, & you would visit 
him in your dreams?”
 Crissy nodded. “That was the story I heard one time there.”
 “Didn’t you meet them?”
 “No. They were gone. They had moved on somewhere else.”
 “In Dreamland?”
 “I think so.”
 “Was it a made-up story like some?”
 “No. They left the Red Bag. It’s still there.”
 “Did anyone, um, go into it? I mean, just to see?”
 “No, Algernon. They asked that it be kept safe & untouched. Everyone 
liked them, & was sad to see them go, so the promise was made & kept.”
 I nodded. Good neighbors. Thinked some more.
 “Is it the same Bag in Miss Chris’s bedroom though? She thinks it has 
an inside where some of us can live.”
 Crissy was quiet & she was thinking. “Well, here’s the Benny part of 
the story.”
 Ut-o. Trouble.



5050



The Cenacle | 112 |  Summer 2020

51

ScriptorPress.com

 “He read that story, & liked it, & thought it was a good idea.”
 “Idear?”
 “Well, to be able to go from one place to another like that.”
 “Um?”
 “So that’s why.”
 I blinked. Twice. Shook mah head.
 “Benny is like that.”
 “How many are there now?”
 “Only one.”
 “I mean, um, how many places is it?”
 “I don’t know.”
 Hmmm. “I guess the door Jill found goes to the Bag next to the others 
in Miss Chris’s bedroom. Not to that old home planet.”
 Crissy sat up.
 “So we can go?”
 Well, I could not think of a reason not to go, & mah beagleboy journalistic 
instincts said yes. I still felt spooked about it all, but I nodded yes to 
Crissy.
 She was excited by this idea, but Boop wasn’t. He had come out to join 
us under our oak tree.
 “Really, Princess, it sounds dangerous.”
 “Boop doesn’t like Benny so much,” Crissy said to me.
 “He is a bit of a ruffian,” Boop said.
 “Does that mean tricky guy who likes trouble?” I asked.
 Crissy & Boop both nodded. Crissy smiling, Boop not.
 In the end, Boop said OK & made Crissy promise twice to be careful with 
me & her.
 I wondered if we should get Jill Boot to come along, but Crissy said we 
should make sure it was safe first. I guess this made sense. Jill had seemed 
spooked be4ore too.
 I’m not sure how we found the Red Door but I sniffed, & Crissy probably 
tricky smiled some finding magick, & we were there.
 It was a Red Door but it glowed too, I could see that there were strange 
carved letters in it.
 “OK, here I go,” I said. Trying to tamp down mah many jitters.
 “First?” Crissy asked. 
 I nodded. She gave me a nice hug as we turned the nob & I went in.
 But I guess the Red Bag inside had some ruffian idears too. The Red 
Door closed hard behind me, & I could not get it open!
 At first I was mad & scared in a mixed-up heap. Then I heard Crissy’s 
nice voice in mah head.
 “Don’t be scared, Algernon. Just explore it like you would any new 
place. Use your beagleboy journalist smarts. I will find you as soon as I 
can.”
 “What a darn tricky place!” I tried saying in mah head back to Crissy. 
But she didn’t talk no more. I guess it was a magick radio she used in mah 
head, not a tele-o-phone.
 Anyway, I made sure mah reporter’s fedorah was on good, & started 
walking along.
 Well, here’s the first thing to say. I had gone through a door, not 
closed mah eyes & thinked mah way in. Also, there was an inside which was 
different from Crissy’s story, where there had been, I guess, just the other 
side.
 And I was in a hallway like there are many in Bags End, though there 
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was a sort of red glow to remind me that I was not in regular brown bags 
Bags End.
 And 4or awhile it was just me almost like usual walking along in usual 
Bags End. Was this part of Bags End now? It seemed like Miss Chris had said 
so. Was I in the Red Bag near the others in her bedroom in Connecticut?
 But then there was that story Crissy had writed from what she had 
heard in dream visits with Boop back when. And there was Benny Big Dreams.
 Just as I was sorting through these thoughts, walking along, I saw 
others up ahead of me. O! I think I knowed them. It was that strange Boat-
Wagon that those 2 bloo-eyed Kittys from the Creature Common drived! And 
there was that White Bunny MeZmer & her dear friend Holly the hedgedyhog, 
& that polite Jacoby who was a Monkee fellow. And that pretty lady named 
Marie I had met once. And a handsome white Bear in a bowtie, called X.
 We had a pleasant conversation & I warned them that the Red Bag was 
very tricky. I would have talked more, but I heard Crissy’s voice on mah 
noggin’s radio, telling me to hurry back!
 So I said goodbye to those nice guys & hoped I would see them in their 
Boat-Wagon again.
 But when I got back to the Red Door, there was no Crissy to find. 
Standing there instead, in his big ruffian selfness, was Benny Big Dreams!

* * * * * *
 

What is the Red Bag? (Grand Finally!)

 One way to describe Benny Big Dreams is that he is a kind of strange, 
oneironautal fellow, which means he is sort of an astronaut guy in dreams. 
I know that kind of seems like a worse explanation than nothing at all, but 
it’s what I got for now to tell.
 “You’re not Crissy!” I said, too mad to care about being obvious.
 “Crissy knows I’m here,” said Benny in his low voice. He dresses in 
black & is a big guy like Ramie. His head is bald, tho, & he has tattoos on his 
arms, like pictures in a museum.
 Now I knowed that Crissy knows Benny from way back. He was part of 
the reason I ended up in Bags End, & Crissy & Boop in Imagianna. We have had 
our dealings in Dreamland where he lives too. And he has helped out Bags End, 
I admit.
 Still, as Boop says, he is a ruffian. And Sheila says he has his own 
plan.
 “Why did you lock her out?”
 “I didn’t! But I came when she called me.”
 I was too suspicious not to be. “How come you can get in & Crissy can’t?”
 “She is in Bags End right now, & I came from Dreamland.”
 O. “Well, what then?”
 Benny smiled at me. “Aren’t you glad to be here? I thought you would 
do a good story about it.”
 “You liked Crissy’s story.”
 He nodded. “I wanted to see what would happen if I tried.”
 “But how did it end up in Miss Chris’s bedroom in Connecticut too?”
 Benny shrugged his shoulders.
 “That’s not an answer!”
 Then I heard Crissy’s voice in mah noggin again. “Algernon, I don’t 
think Benny is wanting to cause trouble this time. Go with him to where you 
saw your friends go.”
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 I looked at Benny while I listened to Crissy, but I could see that he 
couldn’t hear her. I summed up mah shards of trickiness.
 “OK, guy. Should we get going?”
 Benny rubbed his hands together like he was very excited, & nodded 
twice.
 I just had to trust the Crissy voice.
 We walked down the glowing red hallway toward where mah Creature 
Common friends had gone. It was a long hallway, much longer than the regular 
Bags End ones.
 We came to the end of the hallway to a door where usually in Bags End 
there would be an edge. Or a ramp on the other end, I guess.
 “Where does this go to?” I asked.
 Benny smiled tricky. Not Crissy tricky, but still.
 “It’s a Labyrinth.”
 “Like on the cover of Crissy’s book? The big puzzle place?”
 He nodded.
 Now what? I hoped the Crissy voice in mah noggin would talk some more, 
or the whole of Crissy would show up. 
 I looked. I listened. Nothing.
 “Have you been in it?” I asked finally.
 He shooked his head. His face got soft & honest-looking. “None of the 
other Red Bag places have one.”
 “How can one Red Bag be in a bunch of places & not the same but it’s 
the same Bag!” I cried. This was flustering me so!
 Benny shrugged his shoulders again. He really didn’t know, as much as 
I wished he was all tricks.
 I sighed. “Let’s wait for Crissy to go.”
 He shooked his head. “I can’t. I don’t think she can either.”
 “Why not?”
 “I tried to go through that door but I came back out on this side. I see 
what’s there for a second, & then I’m back here.”
 “Why not Crissy?”
 “I think it has to be someone who lives in Bags End.”
 Suddenly mah brainbone lighted up with maybe a bright idear. “But you 
got here from the Red Bag in Dreamland?”
 He nodded slowly.
 Mah brainbone was fireworks now. “Crissy is going back to Imagianna 
to find the Red Bag there to come here!”
 Benny nodded less but yes.
 “The Red Bag decides how things work by if you’re a native or visitor 
to where you find one!”
 “I agree. It’s strange. So that’s why we can’t go in.”
 Just then, who should show up but Crissy! She was out of breath from 
running & had on a very worried look.
 She hugged me tight. Happy but still leaking worry too.
 I liked her hugs but not her worry. “I am good, Crissy. I am glad you 
figgered out how to get here.”
 Crissy turned to Benny, who is a lot taller than her, but she didn’t 
look it.
 “We don’t know what we’re doing with these. My story didn’t have all 
these random rules.”
 “And you only had a Labyrinth on your book’s cover,” said me.
 Benny looked shocked. “But you did have a story about a Labyrinth in 
that book!”
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 Crissy nodded slowly.
 “What if the other stories are part of all this too?”
 I looked hard at Benny. “How did you make all these Red Bags?”
 “I don’t think I did, Algernon,” Benny said slowly. “I only made a copy 
in Dreamland. I can do that much. But I think it made the copy that we’re in 
now.”
 “It wants to help. That’s what it was built 4or by the people escaping 
their planet,” said Crissy. “But it’s not the same each time it shows up.”
 She was excited. “It tries to resemble the place it’s in somehow. That’s 
why it looks like Bags End here. Benny, what does it look like in Dreamland?”
 “Like a bedroom. A room with a bed. That’s all,” he said.
 “So you got in the bed & sleeped?” I asked, hoping mah brainbone 
wouldn’t simply fly apart.
 He nodded.
 “What about in Imagianna?” I asked Crissy.
 “Like my old apartment. With my typewriter. “
 Benny said, “How did you get here? Did you sleep in your bed too?”
 She shaked her head. “No. I sat at my typewriter & typed my way 
here.” 
 We all took a breath. Our explanations added up, but only if you used 
some really weird numbers.
 “Should I go into the Labyrinth to find more clues?” I asked.
 Well, Benny was all 4or this but Crissy was almost Boop-like no.
 “But if it wants to help?”
 Crissy looked doubtful. 
 “I think if the Red Bag wants to help, then its Labyrinth wouldn’t be a 
hurtful thing,” I said to Crissy mostly, but maybe to me too, & I guess Benny 
some but last.
 Crissy hugged me & nodded. Then she rummaged in her dress but, no, no 
pockets. She hiked her dress up to get what she wanted from her blue jeans 
underneath.
 It looked like a ball of, um, string.
 “You need this 4or going in & then coming back,” she said with about 
half of her usual tricky Crissy smile. I will take that much in tough times.
 I nodded at them both & then pushed through the flapping door into 
the Labyrinth. 
 I was about middle guy afraid, what is about right 4or me, but I 
figgered this was where the story was.
 They had said if I needed to I could come back at any time. Benny 
especially said that. 4or a guy who lives in Dreamland, this Labyrinth sure 
seemed to spook him.
 Anyway, I began to walk along the first path I come to. No doors, red or 
any other kind, like where I had just come from. I was walking between these 
really tall walls that looked like they were, um, vines & rocks all twisted 
together? 
 Every so often I came to the end of one path & had to choose a direction 
left or right to keep going. I chose with a sniff, but I won’t say sniffing 
helped much. I’m not so good at it. Lucky I had Crissy’s ball of string to keep 
me tracking where I had come. 
 After awhile, though, it was starting to run low, which I had not 
thought about be4ore. Well, I decided to keep going as long as I could.
 Then suddenly I heard a girl’s voice call out. Almost like she was 
waiting 4or someone. I called to her friendly till I could see her.
 “O!” she said suddenly, as we were facing each other.
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 “It’s OK, fella. I mean, girl.”
 She looked me up & down, though I don’t guess there’s much to see about 
a short brown & white beagle. I mean, I don’t bark or growl or nothing.
 She looked like a Princess, but not like Crissy is. This girl was a 
Princess like she meant it. No rebel blue jeans underneath.
 I decided to talk more to prove mah friendly ways.
 “Mah name is Algernon Beagle. I came here from Bags End.” I tried to 
point that way but what way was it? I finally just pointed at mah depleted 
ball of string.
 She smiled at me really pretty. She showed me her ball of, I guess? 
string too. It was white like mine.
 “I am Ariadne, sir,” she said in a shy voice. Then she sort of curtsied 
to me, but in this fancy way that went in a couple of directions.
 “You can call me Algernon,” I said friendly. She nodded but still all 
shy.
 “What is Bagend?” she asked. 
 “Bags. Bags End, fella.”
 “O,” she nodded.
 Well, hmm. Good question. But I think I knows its answer OK.
 “Bags End is a fantasyland that you could find in Miss Chris’s bedroom 
in Connecticut. It looks like 3 big brown laundry bags on a little chair in 
the corner.”
 Ariadne nodded.
 “O wait. Shucks. I mean, now there’s a 4th bag & it’s red because we 
needed room 4or everyone to fit.” I guess mah usual explanation needed an 
update.
 “Red?” she asked. Looking sort of interested.
 I nodded. “That’s where I came from. If this isn’t there anymore, I 
mean.” I was getting mah heres & theres way mixed up. It’s usually not so 
hard.
 We were facing each other, which meant I was looking up at Ariadne, 
but that was OK. 
 “Where do you come from?” I asked politely, because I had tolded.
 She smiled strangely. “The Island? We have always lived on the Island, 
I think.”
 O hmm.
 “I guess we have gotten to here from different places,” I said, trying 
to talk in sentences I understood too.
 “I didn’t know there were strangers in the Architect’s Labyrinth,” she 
said suddenly.
 “Wait, you know the guy who built this?”
 She nodded. “He gave me this,” & showed me her thread. “I have different 
colors to go to different places in the Labyrinth.”
 “Wow. Your string helps you figger out where you can get in here?”
 She nodded.
 I was starting to get spooked. This Labyrinth was a lot more than I 
figgered.
 “Ariadne, I think I need to go back now.”
 “O!” she said. Looked a little unhappy.
 “I mean, I like it here & all, but I have some friends waiting 4or me. 
I don’t want to worry them.”
 She nodded. Smiled. “I like you, Algernon. You are strange but you are 
dear too.”
 “Thanks,” I said, friendly. “You make a good Princess. Mah friend 
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Crissy would probably learn tips from you, if she wanted too.”
 Ariadne nodded politely.
 “I will come back though. I promise. I hope we meet in here again & talk 
more.”
 Suddenly she gave me a real good hug, & a kiss on mah noggin. I was 
glad I meeted her.
 So I winded mah way back to where I guess the Red Bag ended. Which 
means the Labyrinth is a somewhere else. O.
 Eventually, mah string ball got full & I arrived back at the flapping 
door. I pushed on through, not knowing if Crissy or Benny would still be 
there. Well, I guessed Crissy would. Maybe Benny.
 They were both there. And they looked surprised.
 “How far did you go, Algernon?” Crissy asked between her first hug & 
her second.
 “Pretty far, Crissy,” I said as I hugged back.
 Benny caught my attention. “You were gone less than a minute. A lot 
less. We thought you forgot something.”
 I shook mah head. “I was in there a long time. I met Princess Ariadne 
& everything.”
 “Ariadne?” they asked like one.
 “Yah, she said her name like that. She lives on an Island. Which is 
weird. I think they have a Red Bag too. And she has different colored strings 
to go to different places in the Labyrinth. She was pretty nice. I think we 
could find her & ask some useful questions.” I was rambling on so much that 
I didn’t see how shocked Crissy & Benny both were.
 Well, I will just say this in sum. I told them about mah whole trip, 
every detail I could make up. They listened like breathing.
 “I think we need to tell Sheila Bunny & the rest be4ore we go back,” I 
said.
 They nodded.
 

To be continued in Cenacle | 113 | October 2020

* * * * * * 
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Sam Knot

A Kind of Butterfly Song

Everything is a kind of butterfly,
think of the butterfly fish.
Or books which, quite clearly,
open wings with
asymmetric textual patternings.

Tree trunks stake a claim to being 
butterfly torsos, also 
they can fly
sideways with one wing
in the earth like night is
the other wing of day.
 
Undifferentiated chaos is not
a kind of butterfly,
but nor is it, at all.
The only stuff which is not butterfly
might be moth?

Caterpillar, like snake or worm,
is butterfly sans wings.
Cocoon, the dream of butterfly being,
but a recapitulation of the egg.
While inside and outside,
like yolk and white,
the circle’s wings bespeak.

Nothing is not some sort of butterfly.
Not brain, not mind, not space-knot-time,
are not not butterflies. Even nothing is
a butterfly of kinds.

Apples and oranges have differences
which open like wings and sing
that the only way they are the same
is in being kinds of butterfly.

Fruit cocoons have never tasted so good!
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Upon the butterfly tongue
of the dirt path,
the wagtail settles with
butterfly smile,
while the hare goes by with
butterfly gravity.

The peacock of
the heart’s flutter
struts in space,
while through time
the flower opens
in butterfly rotations,
to the pitch of a butterfly bee,

and the butterfly-butterfly
butterflies past, unmysteriously!

As entire lifetimes
metamorphose ceaselessly
in every nectarous
effortless death drop of
changingly changeless
butterfly nature.

Our beautiful dream of being
true! to ourselven cocoons
never	tasted	so	good!

As something
else-like
each of us:

Butterfly light in love with
butterfly emptiness.

* * * * * *
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Tamara	Miles

Church in the Greenhouse
[Pandemic Journal]

Published online at: https://churchinthegreenhouse.blogspot.com/

“There	is	a	deeper	life	than	the	life	we	see	and	hear,
with	the	open	ear	and	the	open	eye,

and	this	is	the	life	important,
and	the	life	everlasting.”
—Sean O’Casey, 1934.

April 24, 2020
Coiled

My beloved partner David has been warning me about snakes in my Greenhouse, and out in the 
backyard garden beds. “Wear shoes,” he says, “and bring out mothballs.” 

It’s timely, then, that I’m studying Kundalini yoga today. Kundalini means “coiled” in Sanskrit, and the 
serpent/snake is revered in Hindu spiritual practice.

This reviled creature (St. Patrick literally or figuratively banished them from Ireland!) is a subject of 
fascination for me. One of my favorite poems is “The Snake” by D.H. Lawrence, in which the speaker 
engages with a snake at his fountain, experiencing admiration and revulsion in equal parts. 

Part of what makes the poem delightful is Lawrence’s expert use of the s sound throughout. You’ll want 
to read the whole thing, but here is its marvelous beginning:

A	snake	came	to	my	water-trough
On	a	hot,	hot	day,	and	I	in	pyjamas	for	the	heat,
To	drink	there.
In	the	deep,	strange-scented	shade	of	the	great	dark	carob	tree
I	came	down	the	steps	with	my	pitcher
And	must	wait,	must	stand	and	wait,	for	there	he	was	at	the	trough
												before	me.
He	reached	down	from	a	fissure	in	the	earth-wall	in	the	gloom
And	trailed	his	yellow-brown	slackness	soft-bellied	down,	over
												the	edge	of	the	stone	trough
And	rested	his	throat	upon	the	stone	bottom,
And	where	the	water	had	dripped	from	the	tap,	in	a	small	clearness,
He	sipped	with	his	straight	mouth,
Softly	drank	through	his	straight	gums,	into	his	slack	long	body,
Silently.

There is an intensity in the speaker’s attention to the snake. Similarly, the snake shape works in Kundalini 
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practice as the idea of moving upward in the chakras, giving full attention to each. A sense of warmth 
rises in the body as this happens successfully.

Each chakra is also associated with a deity. For example, Shiva is the god of destruction and 
transformation. In the mythology of Shiva, we can better understand how even when something seems 
destroyed, rebirth will occur, and we can begin again. 

This shiva is not to be confused with the Jewish practice of the same name: the first seven days of 
mourning for the passing of someone beloved. Each deserves contemplation. In “Shiva, the First Seven 
Days of Mourning,” Rabbi Joseph Telushkin writes:

After	the	burial,	mourners	return	home	(or,	ideally,	to	the	home	of	the	deceased)	to	sit	for	
seven	days.	Shiva	is	simply	the	Hebrew	word	for	seven.	During	the	shiva	week,	mourners	
are	expected	to	remain	at	home	and	sit	on	low	stools.	This	last	requirement	is	intended	to	
reinforce	the	mourners’	inner	emotions.	In	English	we	speak	of	“feeling	low,”	as	a	synonym	
for	depression;	in	Jewish	law,	the	depression	is	acted	out	literally.	(https://bit.ly/3gpTIFG)

Have I lost track of the snake in this serpentine entry? Well, sir, there will be no snake handling in the 
Church in the Greenhouse, nor any snake worship. 

But what if . . . metaphorically . . . or spiritually . . . we	might	charm	the	snake? 

What	if	we	dance	the	snake	charmer’s	dance?	

What	if	we	tune	in	to	fascination	and	wonder	as	part	of	our	personal	church?

Today,	I	will	be	dancing	.	.	.	
 
Blessings,
Tamara

* * *

April 27, 2020
The Bloom is Off

The magnificent lily that glowed and grinned like a tiger has dropped her blooms and hidden herself 
for the year. I have the plant, still healthy, and the memory of her beauty and presence—and a bit of 
sadness. It is a similar sadness to the way I miss certain friendships that have faded. 

One I am thinking of particularly now has lingered on my mind of late. I long to be in touch but, when 
one loves, one waits and carries on. The other may have found new attachments, or distractions, or his 
or her own overwhelming circumstances, and the bloom is off the rose (or lily), so to speak. We feel 
forgotten. And there’s some chance we are. Isn’t	that	humbling?

There’s a better chance that we are remembered like the tiger lily who once shone so brightly in the life 
of our absent friend. We are like a softer painting of that lily now, in memory, perhaps . . . 

It’s also possible that we flatter ourselves. My friend Alan Mitnick wrote the following poem about the 
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wish to be remembered:

I	don’t	want	as	much
to	be	remembered,
as	just	forgotten	slowly,
one	day	the	mailman
bringing	a	different	name
on	cards	&	bills
to	this	door

Something I have been learning from my Buddhist studies is that the ego can have a powerful hold. 
If we can replace our need to be loved, and adored, and applauded, with compassion for others, and a 
spirit of openness, with no clutching, we can be happier and probably do much more good with our 
lives.

Here I’ll take my leave of ya, and you needn’t remember me at all. But do come around, if you think 
of it . . . 
 
Blessings,
Tamara

* * *

May 01, 2020
Reaping What I Sow

That’s the essence of karma, isn’t it, and really the core of the Golden Rule as well: “do unto others as 
you would have them do unto you” (Matt. 7:12). Because that’s probably how it’s going to work out. 
The hurt we caused years ago may come back to humble us in the form of a humiliating sting or a 
gaping heart wound today. 

We often reap what we sow, and it’s great in the garden. It can be great in everyday life, and in our 
spiritual work, too, if we are sowing good seeds full of grace and compassion.

I don’t know if you’ve ever caused any pain to other people, but I have. I’ve written about it before, 
and worked to forgive myself, and all those kinds of spiritual practices, but I still regret it. I’ve never 
understood when people say they don’t have any regrets. 

I remember hearing a friend say that once, in front of his wife, whom he had hurt terribly at one 
time—to the point that they divorced, but later remarried. She called him out on it, with a look of 
astonishment: “You don’t have any regrets?” He stood silent for a moment, and then said, “1951, ’52.” 

Yep, I believe we can find some regrets if we look back a few years or maybe just to yesterday. We’re not 
going to wallow in them, but we’re going to acknowledge them. Jackson Browne has these lines: “Don’t	
confront	me	with	my	failures	/	I	had	not	forgotten	them.” It’s not just the things we did or said that haunt 
us, but the opportunities we had to say something, do anything before it was too late. 

So the other day I wrote about how the bright tiger lily had faded. Well, what do you know? Today a 
gorgeous yellow lily bloomed, and brought along her friends, twin pink begonias.  There are always new 
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beginnings. We can do what good we can where we are, now. 

I’ve been planting. I’ve got fifty corn plants, several tomato plants, squash, mustard greens, eggplant, 
verbena, basil, cabbage and collards, and more. I’m going to reap something out of all this digging. 
Let’s dig deep, spread seeds of belief, hunger for love—and let’s reap laughter and forgiveness. We can 
do	that,	right?

I even planted a scrap of potato, and it’s growing into a new plant. The unexpected thing we were too 
afraid to hope for can still happen. 

A friend told me once that the longest road in the world is the road to redemption. Let’s walk it anyway.

If it leads you to the Church in the Greenhouse, then I’ll be glad to see you. 

Blessings,
Tamara

* * *

May 07, 2020
I Weep for Narcissus

I’ve just started reading The	Alchemist (1988) by Paulo Coelho with a few colleagues in an online book 
club. The novel opens with a story of how the lake pined for Narcissus when he was drowned. You know 
the story of Narcissus. He admired his reflection a little too well, for he was beautiful, and this led to 
his demise. However, the lake did not notice that he was beautiful. It grieved and yearned for Narcissus 
because when it looked at him, it saw the beauty in itself reflected in his eyes.

There is also a flower called narcissus, also known as daffodil or jonquil. I don’t have any in my 
garden at the moment, but I can’t think of jonquils without remembering Joanne Woodward’s 
delightful performance of Amanda (the mother) in Tennessee Williams’ 1944 memory play, The	Glass	
Menagerie. There’s a scene in which she recalls her youth and a variety of gentleman callers, and how she 
had “malaria fever,” but went out anyway, just taking quinine and carrying on. 

In those days, she gathered up jonquils whenever she saw them, and her mother said, “You can’t bring 
any more jonquils in the house,” but she brought them in anyway, by the armful. It’s a nostalgic, tender 
scene because we understand she hasn’t been quite as happy again as she was at that time of her life. We 
understand that to see jonquils now, for her, is to be reminded of who she was, of her own beauty as a 
young woman.

I’ve planted at least two hundred bulbs so far during the quarantine, and I already had many lilies and 
gladioli ready to blossom. Yesterday, I planted black adder hyssop, pearl polianthes, and crocosmia. 
Soon, this yard will be so full of color and beauty that I will be in a wonder-world. I wonder if the 
beauty of these flowers reflects something alive in me—something colorful, vivid, playful.

I suppose there are many reasons for having a garden, but I can’t help but think that one good reason is 
to find the beauty and wonder in us again. It seems to be why we go to concerts, too, or listen to music 
alone in our rooms.
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This evening, I’m listening to another fantastic performance at De Barra’s Folk Club online (http://
debarra.ie/). Singer-songwriter John Spillane, from Cork, has taken me through the whole country and 
spirit of Ireland in his music. The very first song brought tears to my eyes. 

I	weep	for	Narcissus	.	.	.	and	that	is	a	good	thing.

“One for the road,” John Spillane says. 

Yes, one for the road, my friends. I’m gonna set you free . . .

Blessings,
Tamara

* * *

June 28, 2020
Purged

Today, I ventured out to the Greenhouse and worked in there for about 20-30 minutes. Even with the 
small box window air conditioner, and the oscillating fan that belonged to my mother, the heat was 
intense enough that I was covered in sweat in about ten minutes. 

Surprisingly, I did not mind it. I felt, in fact, vigorously alive, purged and, well . . . like I was having a 
spiritual experience. I understood what it might be like to be in a sweat lodge, except my version is a 
small forest of green humidity. 

I have been reading an online essay called “My Experience in an Inipi Native American Sweat Lodge 
Ceremony” by Michael Chary (https://bit.ly/2VIC6gg). Chary describes the true sweat lodge ceremony 
as an act of purification, a practice of being re-born and restoring strength. The lodge itself is made of 
willow trees, covered with hides, and it is part of a specific landscape:

On	the	outside,	the	formation	of	the	site	comprises	an	earth	mound	just	outside	the	door	
of	the	sweat	lodge,	facing	east,	and	a	fire	pit	containing	stones.	The	fire	represents	the	sun.	
Another	mound	partially	 encircling	 the	fire	pit	 represents	 the	 crescent	moon.	This	 is	 the	
outer	world	or	cosmos;	the	inner	world	is	the	sweat	lodge.	It	represents	the	womb	of	the	
universe	from	which	souls	are	created	anew.	

Prayer is an important part of preparation. Entering through my Greenhouse door seems to me to 
be an act of prayer. I invite all that is good, healthy, and plentiful to join me there. And anything I 
bring with me that is negative, I hope to let it go. Whatever my strong emotions may be, I hope to use 
“compassionate abiding,” to sit with them until they subside or make more sense. Thank you, Candace 
Chellew, for introducing this term to me.

Candace is the pastor at Jubilee Circle (https://bit.ly/2YUXUXS), where I actually attend church when 
I’m not keeping church at home, with dirt under my fingernails. I’ve been watching her services online, 
and today she reminded us how kind it is to give ourselves a cold cup of water—literally and spiritually. 
When I’m in the Greenhouse sweating, I know that when I leave that sacred space, I can go to the 
kitchen and quench my thirst, and it is a gift.   
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A friend shared with me that years ago she participated in a true sweat lodge ceremony, and it was an 
exceptional experience, one she probably won’t repeat, but she understood the power of it. She told me 
that the thing she wanted most, by the end, was a big glass of water.

What are you thirsty for? Come by the Greenhouse, and I’ll pour you something. Be prepared to sweat 
a little first.

Blessings,
Tamara

* * * * * *

Tamara Miles



6868

Ekponoimo Iphyok



The Cenacle | 112 |  Summer 2020

69

ScriptorPress.com

John	Echem

Life is a Forest, He Would Say

My grandfather was a mystical man to me.
He would take me as a boy to hunt antelopes

and other wild animals in the dense forest.

Sometimes he would place me in a circle,
and give me a sacred leaf to put in my mouth.
He would instruct me not to leave the circle

until he returned, come what may.

One time we came upon a rocky slope,
shaded by a beret of trees,

that urinated water from its crevices.

One of his traps was bent akimbo into a dark hole.
He said nothing to me but his severe face

told me there was danger in there.

He thrust a long stick into the hole,
before pulling out what was there.

It was a giant python caught by the trap.
It had fought and pulled the wire that ate deep into its flesh.

With rage and without fear,
he pinned the serpent to the ground &,

with a perfect deep machete thrust,
chopped off its head.

Yes, it was a spectacle I’ll never forget.
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He draped the serpent around his neck,
and with bloodshot eyes he staggered

through the wild grass.

The blood of the serpent baptizing him,
like some sacred ancestor’s ritual.

As we pulled out of the dark forest,
the early morning spiraled

with thunder and lightning,
flogging the cocoa trees around us.

I fled downhill like a squirrel frightened from a tree,
through the pathless forest,

into a distant farmland,
panting for breath,

a lyrical bird singing overhead.

* * * * * *

Ekponoimo Iphyok
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Jimmy	Heffernan

Notes on UFOs
“The	universe	is	stranger	than	a	thing	that	simply	spits	out	spaceships.”

—Sarah Scoles

As Robert Anton Wilson and others have noted, if one really looks at the mounting body of 
UFO evidence objectively, it is very difficult (if not preposterous) to see UFO “contactees” as 
merely having random, disjointed hallucinations. There is an ordering, a hierarchy of patterns 
involved with what these people report. Moreover, frequently the phenomenon is shared by 
multiple people (sometimes	up	to	hundreds	of	them). You’ve got to admit, at the very least, that 
some coherent phenomenon is causing a whole crowd of people to hallucinate the same thing 
simultaneously. 

* * *

Relevant to this topic is a just-published and rollicking romp around the peculiar world of 
UFO culture: They	Are	Already	Here:	UFO	Culture	and	Why	We	See	Saucers	by Sarah Scoles. 
Scoles shows us a side of America that is poorly understood by most people, and much more 
complicated and nuanced than most casual skeptics would suspect. The book does not require 
one to be a believer—in fact, it’s rather the other way around—, but she does give voice to 
everyone involved in every facet of the (rather opaque) otherworldly diamond: the fanatics, 
the investigators, the skeptics, the kooks, the government. She shows us that there is a lot of 
misplaced passion when it comes to UFOs, but that the real question is not whether they are 
piloted by aliens from other planets but, rather, what	causes	this	phenomenon,	and	how	do	we	
account	for	that	small	fraction	of	sightings	that	cannot	be	explained	away?

* * *

Scoles also delves into the infamous so-called “Roswell Incident.” On June 14, 1947, at a 
rural ranch some miles from Roswell, New Mexico, Vernon Brazel and his father, William, 
discovered some very strange material on their property. They described, in their original 
report, the apparent wreckage as “made up of rubber strips, tinfoil, tough, heavy paper, and 
sticks”—not unlike a “giant downed kite.” That was it. No mention of bodies.
 
The government claimed it was a scientific balloon designed to measure radiation in the 
atmosphere and, perhaps naturally, many in the UFO community have come to see this as a 
pathetic cover-up. But, having considered these details, I am now not so sure. I mean: tin	foil?	
Rubber	tape?	Paper	and	sticks? This does not sound like hyper-dimensional technology to me. 

* * *
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Anthropologists have determined the essential dynamics when it comes to many UFO believers: 
If a story has not been discredited scientifically, then it must of course be true. If a story has 
been so discredited, this is easily explained away as the result of a government cover-up. And so 
we see that it is nearly impossible for many UFO believers to invalidate any claim.

* * *

More than half a century before Scoles’ volume appeared, the famous Swiss psychologist Carl 
Gustav Jung also published a book on this subject, in 1958, Flying	Saucers:	A	Modern	Myth	
of	Things	Seen	in	the	Skies. In it, he attempts to explain much of the UFO phenomenon as a 
projection of his famous archetypes: This	is	a	psychological	phenomenon,	not	one	of	interstellar	
diplomacy.	

There is a distinct waxing and waning in the frequency of sightings, and Jung felt this could in 
part be attributed to times when humans felt most threatened and insecure and powerless—in 
other words, when they needed the power of myth the most. 

I definitely agree with Jung that this whole constellation has the nature of a deep psychological 
phenomenon, and that this can be extremely affecting. So affecting that things can get 
legitimately weird, even without aliens.

* * *
 
Perhaps, if an intelligent species can get past blowing itself up, technological advancement 
might actually reach the point that they would transcend matter and energy, and go into a 
higher dimension of reality. Of course several hypotheses in physics including, to an extent, 
quantum theory, unequivocally posit dimensions beyond the four we are familiar with. So 
perhaps, at a certain point, putative aliens would not exist in physical bodies transmitting light 
signals, but would simply vanish from our consensus reality. 

* * *

Western Civilization has always been in large part about expansion and conquest. Anthropologists 
know that the vast majority of human cultures over time were, instead, sustainable and local. So 
this notion that we must jump	off this planet, and continue this behavior elsewhere, may not 
be something one sees in the universe very much. 
 

* * *

Certainly many social commentators and comedians have pointed out that, if we go off-planet, 
all we’ll do is pollute and ruin world after world. Some manifest	destiny!

* * * * * *
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Raymond	Soulard,	Jr.

Many Musics
Twelfth Series

“I	tell	you,	there	are	more	worlds,
and	more	doors	to	them,

than	you	will	think	of	in	many	years!”
―	George	MacDonald,	Lilith,	1895.

i.	Cackle

Long before men, & down below sight,
 there is green. Webs upon webs,
before story, before song,
 veining down through the living world,
there is green. World by light, a combustion
 to glory, now mixed with Sea water, there is music,
there is life, there is green.

All unitive to grow, to flourish & bloom,
 feed to flourish, feed to bloom,
live forever without end, there is music,
 there is green. A kind of hmmm
through all, wherefrom comfort, wherefrom healing,
 wherefrom a unitive of many, behold	it!

Things change, tides combust, now Islands
 emerge. Land becomes, the green ever on.
Now a Woods rises, of birch & oak & pine
 & a hundred hundred other kinds. New to light,
ancient its web, down deeper than Sea.
 Down to the Heart of the World,
feel its green, feel its hmmming.

The hmmming throughout the One Woods,
 throughout the Wide Wide Sea,
throughout all that emerges, yet one.
 From the outmost leaf on a stormy day,
from snaggle of sun & surf where many play,
 from the winking starlight of many paths &
places come to here, there is a cackle.
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The green now wishes to play. Spread a natural
 theatre upon the world, of mountains,
deserts, beaches far below the Sea.
 The green must turn on the One Woods,
to a thousand colors & nuts & fruits.
 The green shall still hmmm back to
its unitive way, & now cackle, & now
 hmmm ever on!

Then, falling into time, one day, above,
 in that familiar blue, a novel one
now appears. A thing of men, not
 yet dreamed, from a sometime far when.
A Blue Suitcase falls to the Sea,
 with a great ker-splash!

And things change, & tides combust,
 & the green cackles, &	time	to	play!

* * * * * *

ii.	And	Then

Things change, they don’t undo.
The Heart of the World beats through
 time—
The Heart of all Worlds beats through
 all times—
The Hearts of all Worlds beat, a drumming
 path, a breathing hmmm, the Creatures
  nap peaceable, & then	they	wake.

* * * * * *

iii.	The	Other	Side

Enigmatic events—
Enigmatic music—
Enigmatic world.

It’s happened. Made it to the other side.

I don’t know how long I was in that
 spaceship. I don’t know what kind
  of travel. I don’t know what I was
   along the way.
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Like the old stories told, this spaceship,
 high in the air. I was there 
  as though I’d always been there.
   Untended, unfettered, unable to leave.

Following its glowing hallways, one always
 to the next, & only comfort in a strange,
  small something, something warm,
   something fine, something like
an indigo trace to an old sweet memory
of mine, like a lovely music stroking
  my arm, barely, to lure me on,
   lure me ever on, a hungry arc
     over miles & years.

Let me get nearer, traversing that
 endless ship, let me get nearer
  still & I began to arrive. Nearer
   still, & I was almost there.

Didn’t know what it was, what	I	was,
 but I wanted to say thank you
  to that strange trace of indigo music,
   though I didn’t know how.
But it was music meant to take me
 through, its happiness when I
  made it to the other side.

Now I woke, wet, awkwardly half-
 tumbled in a fountain.	The	Tangled	Gate’s?
  No. Just a fountain. I might never
   return to my former days, many loves.

Noise all around me, like clashing weapons
 in a distant vicious war. Yet alone
  as I stood. I’m	whole.	I’m	here.

I cannot reck what tis this new
 world, but my past grows every
  moment a receding shadow
   behind a rising wall in my mind.
What lingers is defeat & regret.
 The future an enigma, & now
  my only path to go.

* * * * * *
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iv.	Check

He would say, to calm me, these words:
“Are you hurting anyone right now?
Is anyone hurting you?
If the answers are no, start	here.”

He’d pause, a crook’d smile ’mongst his whiskers.
Nod me more.

“Look at another.
Ask these questions. Answer these questions.
Are	you	hurting	anyone	right	now?
Is	anyone	hurting	you?
If the answer is no, move on.
One to the next to the next to the next.”

Glance me nearer, our heads leaning
 toward each other, nigh touching.

“There’s no formula. There’s no plan.
There’s just figuring out	what	helps.
When you do, you help that someone,
 gather that someone into your number,
  & move along to the next.”

Now his strong hands on my shoulders,
 his beautiful King’s eyes laying mine.

“It’s OK to be calm.
It’s OK not to hurt.
It’s OK not to be	hurt.
It’s OK.
It’s OK.”

Voice a breeze, far out on the
 Wide Wide Sea, fierce & cool.

“Take a breath. Another. A third.
Now a smile for me. A nod.
It’s	time	again	for	us	to	help!”

* * * * * *
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	v.	Braided	Worlds

“I tell you, there are many worlds,
 braided ever among each other,
& more paths among them to be found,
 than most will know beyond
their dreams’ tangly hints & clues,
 but find that first indigo trace,
that very first one, & everything
 will wait which way you will choose!

“Remember, son, all	worlds	braid!
													All	worlds	hmmm!”

* * * * * *
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Timothy	Vilgiate

Rivers of the Mind
[A Novel]

“Purify	the	colors,	purify	my	mind
Spread	the	ashes	of	the	colors

over	this	earth	of	mine”
—Arcade Fire, “Neighborhood #1 (Tunnels),” 2004.

Chapter 3: 
Ocean of Dreams

i.

Well.	I	guess	I	have	superpowers,	I thought to myself, as I started to fall asleep lying there 
in the bushes, my stomach and head both feeling still strongly overcome by latent LSD. As I 
tried to relax, an endless vortex of diamonds spun across my eyelids, pulsed into the shapes of 
birds, of anchors, of chains, of pearls, of ivy, eventually grew steadily darker until it faded into 
blackness. 

I	wonder	if	this	is	what	it’s	like	to	do	that	.	.	.	uh.	That	one	drug,	the	one	that	guy	offered	me	
at	that	party	in	college.	It	smelled	like	burning	tires.	I	looked	it	up	on	Erowid	when	I	went	home.	
DMT. Forget	what	it	stands	for,	inorganic	chem	is	really	more	my	thing. I	think	I	read	it	comes	out	
when	you	fall	asleep. 

It seemed an oversimplification. I could not make sense of the cascade of chemical 
reactions as they renewed the connections between different sections, nor of the profound 
sense of peace, of coming home, the deep and relaxing vibration that emanated through the 
celestial ocean. 

A glimpse into eternity. Complete peace. Complete nothingness. Complete rest. The 
uncertainty that had permeated my day slips away, as I begin to accept all that had happened.

My consciousness melted into the pool of infinite resonance, pulsing in harmony 
with the universe. It seemed miraculous, though I knew deep within my heart that this was, 
fundamentally, not a unique or superhuman process—only an everyday thing, the act of falling 
asleep, that I felt more aware of now than I ever had before. 

I could see the sky through the water, filled with stars, and lit by the light of the moon. 
I drifted towards it, and the thicket of riverbank plants surrounding the clearing where I’d gone 
to sleep peered over the edges of my vision. 

Looking	into	the	watery	sky,	I	feel	myself	begin	to	sink,	until	I	come	to	rest	on	the	ground.	
The	ground	rises	and	falls	 softly,	breathing.	I	 look	around	me.	I	am	standing	on	top	of	my	own	
sleeping	body.

I	study	myself.	I	look	older	than	I	really	am,	my	facial	hair	patchy	and	my	hair	turning	grey	
too	early.	My	face	needs	to	be	washed.	The	tattered	camouflage	of	my	pants	is	faded	and	ripped	up.	
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Holographic	tattoos	hover	over	my	skin	like	backlit	clouds,	taking	on	the	shapes	of	memories	and	of	
scenes	from	my	imagination.	

My	body	is	a	ship.	It	has	taken	good	care	of	me.	We	made	it	out	of	North	Dakota.	We	made	
it	past	what	we	saw	there,	what	we	were	a	part	of.	We	made	the	right	decision.	We	didn’t	take	the	
easy	way.	You	can	trust	yourself,	John.	You	can	trust	yourself.	It’s	okay	now.	We’re	alive.	We’re	safe.	
We’ll	be	safe	no	matter	what	happens.	

In	the	form	of	a	small	glob	of	fluorescent	ectoplasm,	I	levitate	above	my	body	and	hurtle	
away,	down	a	highway	to	the	city	limits,	weaving	between	the	logo	of	a	Pepsi	truck	and	the	passenger-
side	mirror	of	a	muddy	pickup	truck	passing	to	the	left—then	between	a	pair	of	streetlights	that	I	
remember	walking	past	because	of	the	gun	store	with	the	crazy-looking	cowboy	in	front	of	it—which	
is	three	blocks	from	the	park	where	I	met	the	guy	who	traded	me	the	crystal	for	the	acid—just	before	
I	gave	the	opal	to	the	girl	with	the	green	hair	and	she	handed	me	a	twenty	dollar	bill	which—

I’ve	lost	my	place.	Where	am	I?	I	get	a	little	bit	higher	and	look	for	the	blinking	lights	at	the	
top	of	a	hill,	which	I	know	is	southwest	of	the	Walmart,	and	I	am	confident	I	can	find	my	way	back	
to	my	body	from	the	Walmart.	Well.	Mostly	confident.	

I	hover	in	that	direction,	first	crossing	over	the	gas	station	across	the	street,	a	place	surrounded	
by	police	cars,	as	a	journalist	with	immaculate	and	disproportionate	teeth	holds	a	microphone	in	
Ahmed’s	face.	The	female	police	officer	I	saw	earlier—I	think	her	name	is	Grace?—anxiously	stands	
off	to	the	side,	plugging	her	ears	to	drown	out	the	surrounding	chatter	and	road	noise,	shaking	her	
head	as	she	talks	on	the	phone.	

After	pausing	to	check	the	time,	I	catch	a	glimpse	of	Callaway,	seated	beside	the	wall	in	
handcuffs.	 Seeing	my	 astral	 body,	 his	 hands	 begin	 to	 shake	 and	 reach	 forward.	The	 police	 look	
around,	unable	to	see	me.	I	hush	him. His	consciousness	reaches	out	to	me,	and	I	find	myself	coming	
closer,	able	to	hear	his	voice,	though	the	surrounding	people	no	doubt	find	the	exchange	unsettling. 
“I told them everything,” he	says. “I need to get better.”

“Good job.” 	I	am	uncomfortable	with	what	I	have	done	to	him.	
“Thank you for sh-showing me the right way,” he	begins	 to	 cry. “I needed that. I 

needed someone to-to—”
“Of course—”
Disturbed,	I	drift	away	 from	him,	and	soar	 to	 the	Walmart,	hoping	 to	find	the	road	to	

Blackberry	Creek,	and	maybe	to	my	physical	body.	
Down	below,	 a	 familiar	 face	 strides	 across	 the	 parking	 lot—Meagan,	 just	 getting	 off	 of	

work.	There	is	something	calming	about	her	presence	although,	as	I	draw	closer	to	her,	I	see	that	her	
eyes	are	bloodshot	and	exhausted,	her	face	drained	of	expression.	I	drift	through	the	roof	of	her	car,	
and	sit	on	the	dashboard.	

What	 am	 I	 doing	 here?	This	 is	weird.	 But	 I	 feel	 safer	 around	 her,	 even	 though	 I	 can’t	
place	my	finger	on	why.	Out	there	with	Callaway,	seeing	his	face—I	felt	like	I’d	done	something	
monstrous.	I	want	to	feel	human.	I	feel	human	here.	

Meagan	 leans	 down	 and,	 trying	 to	 stay	 out	 of	 anyone’s	 line	 of	 sight,	 fishes	 a	 pipe	 from	
underneath	her	seat,	and	then	a	small	plastic	bag	filled	with	marijuana.	Grinding	a	piece	of	flower	
down	between	her	 thumb	and	 index	finger,	 she	fills	 the	pipe	and	 lights	 the	 edge	with	a	 lighter,	
looking	suspiciously	over	at	the	police	in	the	gas	station	parking	lot	as	she	does.	

The	veins	in	her	tightened	throat,	and	on	the	backs	of	her	clammy	hands,	palpitate	as	her	
heart	speeds	up	and	her	eyes	 shut.	She	inhales	deeply,	and	then	blows	a	cloud	of	 smoke	over	me,	
which	passes	through	my	body	in	a	bright	white	fog.	She	leans	back,	bringing	the	pipe	to	her	mouth	
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again and	taking	another	hit,	and	then	another,	before	slipping	the	pipe	into	a	bag,	and	sliding	it	
into	the	side	compartment	of	the	door.	

Coughing,	she	fishes	out	a	can	of	air	freshener	from	the	glove	compartment,	and	holds	down	
the	button	to	let	out	a	long	stream	of	pumpkin	spice,	before	throwing	the	can	into	the	back	and	
wringing	her	hands	over	her	face.	Small	tears	drip	down	the	edges	of	her	nose.	I	wish	I	knew	what	
she	was	thinking.	It’s	always	hard	to	watch	the	world	break	down	good	people.	

She	cries	into	her	hands	for	two	minutes	or	so,	before	blowing	her	nose	into	a	tissue	and	
throwing	it	into	a	plastic	grocery	bag,	with	a	host	of	other	trash.	Breathing	deeply,	and	trying	to	
regain	her	composure,	she	pulls	her	purse	to	her	lap	and	unzips	it.	I	slip	off	of	the	dashboard	and	
walk	closer,	standing	next	to	the	transmission	so	that	I	can	see,	knowing	that	I	need	to	leave,	and	
soon.	

She	pulls	out	 the	 tourmaline	crystal	 that	I	had	given	her,	a	brilliant	and	clean	polished	
specimen,	which	bleeds	gently	from	pink	to	green.	Smiling	faintly,	she	stares	at	it	a	moment,	before	
hanging	it	from	her	rear	view	mirror.	It	dangles	and	sparkles	in	the	fluorescent	lights.

	Around	her	skull,	I	can	see	the	faintest	tinges	of	thought	emerge	in	a	swirl	of	color,	but	I	
can’t	hear	a	thing.	I	don’t	know	why	I’m	able	to	hear	Callaway,	but	not	her.	Perhaps	Callaway	and	
I	had	a	different	kind	of	connection	after	what	I’d	done.	Meagan	starts	the	car,	and	her	dashboard,	
engine,	and	front	hood	sweeps	over	me,	leaving	me	in	the	parking	lot	beside	a	dumpster.	

ii.

I	 see	 the	 stars	 again.	The	universe	 feels	 immense.	 Its	 beauty	 infinite.	 I	 rise	 into	 the	 air,	
and	the	sky	becomes	bigger	and	bigger,	the	land	fainter	and	fainter,	the	hills	more	and	more	like	a	
sea	of	huge	rolling	waves	illuminated	by	flickering	electric	lights.	I	roll	over	them,	into	the	clouds,	
watching	them	being	moved	and	shaped	by	a	wind	that	I	cannot	feel,	and	look	down.	

The	gun	store.	The	cowboy	statue.	His	terrific,	single-toothed	jaw;	his	ludicrous	and	poorly	
painted	eyes;	the	splinters	of	wood	peeling	back	from	the	barrel	of	his	long	gun,	arcing	and	catching	
the	light	of	the	angry	yellow	light	like	fiber	optic	cables.	

A	tattered	newspaper	drifts	along	the	road,	carrying	with	it	the	dirt	and	detritus	of	worn-
out	asphalt	in	what	appears	to	be	a	sacred	act,	filled	with	ineffable	spiritual	meaning.	The	eyes	of	
a	spider	smaller	than	a	grain	of	sand	stare	up	from	the	tumbling	sediment,	in	wordless	and	almost	
ambivalent	frustration.	I	like	this.	This	is	just	what	I	needed.	An	escape.

	I	shoot	up	into	the	sky,	twirling	and	dancing	through	the	clouds,	breaching up into the 
ocean of dreams and then back into reality. What else is out there? Where else could I go? 
Who knows what I could find . . .

Eventually, I get to a point where I can see my body floating in the water. I dip back 
into reality	 to	 see	 if	 I	 can	place	where	 it	 is.	The	 thicket	where	 I	 am	 sleeping	 looks	 like	 it	 is	 on	
someone’s	property.	A	shadow	approaches	my	body	through	the	heavy	branches.	I	race	back,	catching	
only	a	momentary	glimpse	of	Meagan’s	truck	driving	by	the	ditch	where	I	am	sleeping.	

She	must	live	nearby.	I	hope	she	can’t	see	me.	Landing	on	my	stomach,	I	scour	the	surroundings	
for	any	potential	attackers	or	wild	animals	that	might	find	me	sleeping	there—until	I	look	to	my	
own	feet,	and	see	a	cow	has	found	my	physical	body,	its	heavy	tongue	slobbering	extravagantly	over	
the	soles	of	my	shoes.	

Can	it	see	me?	I	study	its	eyes,	and	lock	onto	them,	becoming	overwhelmed	with	their	beauty	
and	detail.	The	texture	of	the	deep	brown	iris	and	the	magnificent	structures	within.	I	start	walking	
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closer,	and	closer.	
The	 cow	 is	 beautiful.	The	 cow	 is	wonderful.	The	hair	 of	 the	 cow,	 its	 glistening	nose,	 its	

feet,	the	strange	shape	of	its	skull.	I	put	my	hand	on	its	nose,	and	the	animal’s	skin	visibly	tenses	
up.	The	trembling	black	nostril	heaves	with	anxious	sniffs.	Though	it	cannot	see	me,	it	can	sense	
that	something	strange	is	happening.	The	animal	lifts	its	head	and	looks	back	towards	its	other	cow	
friends.		

Gorgeous	cow.	Immaculate	cow.	I	float	up	and	run	my	hand	along	the	side	of	its	neck.	The	
cow	is	running.	I	will	chase	the	cow.

The	cow	darts	away,	and	jumps	into	a	brightly	colored	field.	All	at	once,	the	colors	around	
me	snap	into	unreality.	Here	the	air	is	full	of	magnetism,	of	vibrating	and	prismatic	light,	which	
cuts	through	the	deepest	parts	of	my	soul	and	makes	me	feel	transparent.	The	cows,	all	now	aware	
of	me,	stare	in	complete	silence,	 sniffing	the	air	in	what	I	somehow	recognize	as	an	unknowable	
pitched	code.	

The	skin	of	the	mass	of	cattle,	once	dark	brown,	has	become	a	pale	blue.	I	settle	onto	the	
ground	and	hide	beneath	the	forest	of	tall	grass.	

“Moo!”	bellows	one	cow.	“Mooooooooooo!”	bellows	another.	
The	vibrations	in	the	light	grew	more	intense,	and	congealed	into	swirling,	prismatic	forms,	

which	turn	and	grind	against	one	another	like	the	gears	in	a	massive	machine. I	am	but	a	fragment	
of	the	larger	whole.	This	being	I	am	now	is	finite.	It	can	be	destroyed,	and	the	body	will	go	on	living	
without	it.	

Tiny	underground	veins	of	effervescent	lavender	flicker	in	time	with	the	gurgling	throats	of	
the	moaning	herd.	There	is	a	breathing	to	the	veins,	a	glowing	pulse,	like	an	enormous	heartbeat.	
The	cows	can	see	me.	Their	eyes	encircle	me.	Their	thoughts	are	bubbling	up	through	the	cracks	in	the	
machine	as	a	pyroclastic	flow.	I	am	growing	closer	to	the	light. What	is	that	in	the	light?	

“You! Spirit. You have disturbed the kind buffalo, 
and for this you will face the wrath of the Lords of the Field!”

A	strange,	foreign-tongued	voice	speaks	to	me,	surrounding	me	from	every	side.	The	circle	of	
cows	tightens	around	me,	and	they	murmur	in	hungry	anticipation,	clanking	their	jaws	in	a	vast	
chorus	of	slopping	tongues.	I	am	pressed	towards	the	center	of	the	circle	by	some	kind	of	collective	
will,	shrunken	down	and	made	one	with	the	earth, brought	to	my	knees	in	front	of	what	looked	like	
a	towering,	incandescent	mushroom,	with	a	bright	golden	cap,	and	a	vibrant	blue	and	white	stem.

“Evil spirit, the kind buffalo say that you have unsettled 

one of their many bodies through dark magic. 
Do you have an answer for your crimes?”

When	the	mushroom	speaks,	it	sounds	deep,	ancient,	murky—I	remember	taking	a	dried	
mushroom	just	like	it	at	a	music	festival	in	college—it’s	got	a	spirit	in	it.	I	realize	that	it	is	connected	
to	something	larger,	a	massive	psychic	presence;	all	the	mushrooms	in	the	field	share	the	same	mind.	
The	cows	have	brought	me	here	to	stand	trial.	They	watch	with	solemn	yet	restless	gazes.

I	feel	the	mind	of	the	Mushrooms	flood	my	being,	like	a	searchlight	probing	the	totality	of	
what	I	am,	and	all	I	could	be.	I	hear	its	thoughts,	but	they	are	beyond	my	comprehension:	
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“I asked you a question. You will answer me. 
Unless, of course, we need to apply more pressure.”

As	the	words	are	uttered,	a	pulse	of	light	shudders	through	the	roots,	and	the	field	lights	up	
in	a	confusion	of	stars.	My	soul	expands,	tearing	into	strings	like	warm	dough	being	shaped	into	
bread,	between	the	branches	of	a	mighty	creature. A	thousand	voices	dance	back	and	forth	around	
me,	almost	singing	as	they	debate	my	fate, all	in	a	language	I	cannot	understand.	

I	struggle	to	break free slipping in and out of control before crashing back	into	one	piece.	
I	hurtle	towards the clouds, before a bright purple lightning bolt shoots from the hills 
and	pins	me	to	the	ground.	The	cows	moo	and	sniffle	in	a	terrible	choir.	A	great	trembling	comes	
from	within	the	earth.

I	feel	my	consciousness	jolt	back	into	my	body,	crumpling	my	spine	and	sending	searing	hot	
pain	through	my	nervous	system.	I’ve	returned	to	reality,	mostly,	except	it’s	all	pixelated,	jumbled,	
and	confusing.	Its	pieces	rattling	like	a	thousand	ribbons	tied	to	a	chain-link	fence.	I	can	feel	my	
heart	pounding.	

The	world	is	melting.	An	oily	force	field	surrounds	the	pasture,	rippling	with	the	noise	of	
anguished	moos.	Through	the	branches,	the	jet	black	eyes	of	a	cow	loom	at	me.	I	can’t	move.	The	
murky,	omnipresent	croaking	of	the	great	being	shakes	my	bones:

“Leave the human alone, spirit! 
He should not be made any part of this.”

 “What are you trying to say?!” I	plead, losing	track	of	my	breath	and	my	sense	of	self.
A	 terrific	 gravity	 yanks	me	 from	my	 skull	and	 into the ocean of dreams, where I see 

what looks like a vibrant, purple sunrise tangled with abstract shapes. I continue rising,	until I 
pierce through the next layer of sky, like a gunshot into a world that smells like 
thick mildew. 
 Slow-breathing purple tendrils rest in walls of matted knots, channeling 
a brilliant purple lightning into immense, prismatic cisterns. They are ever 
changing. They speak as one voice, though they are at the same time many:

“Wait a moment. This is a likeness we have seen before.”
 
There is a gentle assertiveness in the tone this time. But I don’t know 

what it wants. I reach out for thoughts that might help me understand where I’d 
been taken—a world of infinite prismatic shapes flickering like a storm-cloud, 
a world who speaks from many mouths with one voice. 

A dizzying whirlwind of memories rush through me—the old people of 
this land—their tall stone houses, their mounds of earth, their languages and 
ways of thinking, the anguished cries of villages torn apart by alien disease, the 
melting of the wilderness into cold and dead pavement. The creature knows the 
bald monkeys well, but I am something else, carrying the mark of a faraway 
universe. 

The disposition of the fungal being softened. I feel its defenses relax 
themselves. Out of nowhere, a vivid image of rye, growing in a field, enters my 
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mind, followed by a pair of blue flowers. The Mushrooms are familiar with me, 
somehow. 

I see fragmented images flash through its mind. They envision me to 
be a mold of some kind, inhabiting a human body, using the human’s brain to 
magnify its own powers. The waters beneath me subside.

Gently pulling me upwards on an invisible string, we enter a resonant 
void of pure energy. I reach into its memories, and try to understand what it 
expects of me, but the full psyche of the being is too vast and complicated 
for my mind to grasp. 

“Speak not our language, does the Old One?” it asks, wrapping me in 
a blanket of warm lavender rhizomes, as though embracing an old friend.

I breathe a sigh of relief, hearing the Mushrooms speak to me in a 
language that I understand.  

“Leave the bald monkey and come settle in our fields. Not far from 
here is much wheat, corn. Help us guard against the coming of the Beyond.”

“The Beyond?”
“The Beyond comes in the last nightfall. It tears open the earth above 

the earth.”
“The hole in the universe.”
“You know?”
“I was there.”

iii.
 
 There is a trembling in the void.

“You were there? And you did nothing?”
“I didn’t know what was happening.”
I	perceive	a	totalitarian	gaze	slice	into	me,	like	an	axe-blade,	and	pierce	through	the	two	

lobes	of	my	brain.	My	limbs	grow	sickly,	and	my	stomach	begins	to	boil.	My	eyes	fill	with	the	burning	
cold	of	the	infinite	void,	which	drains	the	world	of	spiritual	energy,	turning	it	inert.	

 “You have been corrupted, Old One. You have betrayed your earth, 
and you will pay!”

“I am not the Old One. Please, believe me.” 
“Then how do you speak their tongue? You have no training?” 
I	 struggle	 to	 gain	 enough	 control	 over	my	 limbs	 to	 take	a	 cautious	 step	back,	 feeling	 its	

intensity	like	a	knife	up	against	my	throat. My	maimed	and	bleeding	consciousness	shivers,	sending	
convulsions	through	my	body. “I was tripping—in a field last night—and—”

I	hear	someone’s	thoughts.	A	scream.	Panic.	I	look	around,	and	then	I	see	a	house	in	the	
center	of	the	field.	A	rancher	with	a	stern	and	wrinkled	face	stares	out	his	window,	face	pale	with	
terror.	

“Another	one	of	those	goddamn	heroin	addicts.	Better	get	the	shotgun,” he	thinks. 
I	want	to	tell	the	Mushrooms	that	I	am	in	danger,	but	I	do	not	know	if	it	will	understand.	

It	continues	its	interrogation. 
“You must have merely communed with the Old One.”
“Yes, yes, yes. That’s it.”
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“You were drawn near the Beyond, and the Old One sacrificed itself 
so that you could live. That is what happened. I see the truth now.” 

The	Mushrooms	sigh,	all	as	one,	mourning	the	death	of	their	friend	in	a	massive,	wailing	
cacophony. 

The farmer walked out onto his porch, and trained his shotgun onto me. 
“Wait! Wait!” I stood up, held up my hands, and stepped forward.
The	Mushrooms	usher	the	cows	towards	the	ranch	house,	so	that	the	animals	could	provide	

them	with	 seeing	 eyes	 and	 smelling	 noses.	 It	 recognizes	 an	 opportunity,	 and	 prepare	 to	 ask	me	
something,	though	I	cannot	fathom	what.	Eventually,	the	message	comes	through.		

“Bald monkey, can you communicate with the one who lives in the 
brick abomination in our field?”

“Y-yes.”
“He lives among the Buffalo which we protect. They are tenderly fond 

of him. But in the past months, he has grown negligent, and has not left the 
porch to make noises to the Buffalo, bringing them great anxiety. Tell him 
that we, the Lords of this Field, wish for him to speak with the Buffalo.”

“I—I—”
 Back in consensus reality, the farmer was getting impatient. He	wants	to	go	to	bed.	Hopes	
he	doesn’t	have	to	kill	me,	and	that	I’ll	just	go	on	my	way.	“You got about ten seconds to get the 
hell off my property before I call the cops on your ass.”
 “I’m sorry, I—”
 “Take one step closer and you’re gonna wish you hadn’t, son.”
	 The	Mushrooms	know	that	I	am	growing	afraid,	and	so	triy	to	assure	me	of	their	power.

“Hush, young one. It is we, the venerated Lords of the Field and of 
the heavenly prisms. We, who taught your kind to make thought noises, rock 
etchings. All tremble before us. Only fools do not recognize our power. We 
will give you the words to speak, as we have always done.”

I gritted my teeth. He	doesn’t	want	to	shoot	me.	Not	really.	I	can	talk	him	down.	Talk	the	
Mushrooms	down	too,	maybe.	“Just a second, let me explain,” I urged him, my voice shaking 
unintentionally. 

Seeing that I was young, and scared, he lowered his shotgun. I inched closer to him 
with my hands up. “I—uhm—” 

I	enter	the	field	of	protection	that	the	Mushrooms	project	over	the	cows,	and	see	thousands	
of	their	bright	and	glimmering	forms	lining	the	hills,	burrowed	underneath	the	ground	in	a	mass	
of	luminous	veins. 

The	Mushrooms	are	stationary,	immortal	creatures.	They	have	guarded	this	land,	the	three	
or	four	square	miles	of	earth	here,	 from	dark	spiritual	 forces,	but	are	not	alone.	Other	masses	of	
similar	creatures,	I	know,	lay	far	beyond	their	boundaries.	Their	knowledge	is	no	more	universal	
than	any	other	animals.	

The	traditional	lore	that	they	spread	to	one	another,	between	boundaries,	indeed	said	that	
they	had	given	us	language. But	little	has	changed	about	the	way	they	saw	the	world	since	those	
days.	The	cows	are	still	buffalo,	as	they	had	always	been.	We	are	still	primitive	and	fumbling,	short-
lived	beings	in	their	eyes,	bald	monkeys	who	treat	the	Mushrooms	as	a	sacrament	and	owe	them	our	
undying	worship.	

“If he tries to kill you, do not worry. We will let you decompose in 
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glory,” they	are	trying	to	reassure	me.	Surely	if	animals	did	not	like	to	decompose,	they	seem	to	
believe,	they	would	not	do	it	so	often.

I crept out onto the pathway, feeling the uncertain and terrified thoughts of the old 
rancher scald my barely breathing soul. I did not want to anger the Mushrooms again, and 
knew that if they pulled me into their world one more time, I could easily be killed. But I also 
did not want to be shot.

iv.

“My name is John,” I said, my hands above my head, as I keenly listened for the 
Mushrooms to tell me more of what to say. “I speak on behalf of the Sacred Mushrooms, 
Guardians of this Pasture, and Most Beloved of the Kind Buffalo.” 

On the command of the psychic fungi, the cows lined up alongside me, staring towards 
the farmer. My voice trembled as I spoke their message word for word:

“The Infinite and Exalted Mothers of Language honor me with the right to speak on 
their behalf. The Kind Buffalo have been delighted when you have emerged from your brick 
abomination to make noises to them, but are troubled as of late by what seems to be your 
withdrawn nature. The Sacred Mushrooms wish for me to ask you to emerge and to speak 
once again with the Kind Buffalo when the sun is high, and again sing to them your peaceful 
hymns.”

“I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about, but you can take that hippie bullshit 
and shove it right where the sun doesn’t shine,” he replied gruffly. 

I	 try	 to	 translate	 this	 statement	 to	 the	Mushrooms,	 and	 once	 they	 grasp	 the	 apparently	
derogatory	nature	of	bullshit	(an	alien	concept	to	a	creature	that	thrives	off	of	said	substance),	they	
fume	with	anger. 

“Please, maybe you should negotiate,” I	suggest. 
The	suggestion	angers	them	more.	“You dare to challenge our directive? We, 

the Mothers of Language, Protectors of the Earth, Masters of Nations and 
Most Beloved of the Kind Buffalo, will not negotiate with the Bald Monkeys, 
especially not when they resort to such blasphemous indecency.

“Tell him that his impudence will be his undoing. The Sacred 
Mushrooms shall command seven dark forces from the Underworld over 
the next seven suns, and seven pestilences from the Heavens over the next 
seven moons, until he answers to our demands. If he remains stubborn, we 
will condemn him to Xibolkat, the dreaded place of fear, until his soul begs 
for oblivion.”

“Yes, yes, of course, but first—I—” I	try	to	lie	to	the	Mushrooms.	“Ahh—the Old One 
is speaking to me.”  

Murmurs	of	confusion	and	wonder	fill	the	hillsides.	“It	wants	me	to—to—Ahh!” 
I	feign	panic	as,	with	all	my	might,	I	drive	the	field	of	my	consciousness	to	meet	with	the	

farmer’s,	 escaping	 from	 the	 bonds	 of	 the	Mushrooms’	 empathic	 defense	 field. My	 sense	 of	 bodily	
autonomy	returns	and,	with	relief,	I	feel	a	wave	of	humanity	come	over	me	as	I	reach	out	to	the	
farmer’s	mind.	The	Mushrooms	stared	on	with	awestruck	wonder. 

The	farmer	reflexively	struggled	to	break	free. “What in the h—”
“Please, listen to me. My name is John. I was sleeping in your field. It’s filled with 
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psychedelic mushrooms and they want me to talk to you.”
“Get away from—” he looked out at my physical body, seeing it drooling and half 

asleep on his driveway ten yards from him. Trying to raise his gun to his shoulder, he found his 
limbs unresponsive to commands. 

At	once,	he	realizes	that	I	am	some	kind	of	psychic	force,	and	assumes	he	must	be	dreaming.	
Having	an	episode	of	sleep	paralysis,	maybe.	Having	control	over	him,	I	search	through	his	memories,	
which	grow	weaker	with	age.	

His	name	is	Gerry.	He’s	eighty-seven	years	old,	and	he	built	the	ranch	with	his	wife	and	
children.	Lives	alone	now.	All	of	his	kids	moved	off,	none	of	them	had	too	much	interest	in	ranching.	
In	the	old	days,	he’d	walk	around,	singing	old	bluegrass	music	to	his	cows	and	taking	care	of	them.	
But,	in	recent	times,	he	has	found	himself	unable	to	walk	like	he	used	to,	and	so	he	sits	inside	by	his	
window,	watching	the	cows	instead.	

Once	a	week,	his	oldest	son	Mick	comes	out	with	his	kids	to	watch	TV	with	him.	Gerry	
wishes	he	could	pry	his	grandkids	away	from	their	iPads	long	enough	for	him	to	teach	them	about	
ranching,	see	if	they	take	to	it.	But	his	son’s	wife	is,	in	his	words,	a	stuck-up	little	bitch,	and	she	can’t	
stand	the	smell.	The	two	help	clean	up	the	house,	and	only	spend	time	with	the	cows	when	they	have	
to	take	them	out	to	market.	

A	tear	forms	in	the	corner	of	his	eye.	The	Mushrooms	look	on	with	awe.	They	believe	we	are	
becoming	a	single	organism.	I	try	to	pull	myself	deeper	into	his	shivering	and	heartbroken	mind,	so	
I	can	show	him	what	I	see—the	glowing	Mushrooms—for	just	a	second. He looked on perplexed. 

“Those live on your farm. They’re psychedelic mushrooms. You may not realize it, 
but they can think.” I	should	give	him	a	moment	for	that	to	sink	in. “They’ve been here a lot 
longer than you or I have. They want me to tell you to talk to the cows again. They say the 
cows miss you.” 

The rancher’s face contorted into an expression of sorrow. “I just can’t be out there 
anymore. I’m—just not in as good of shape as I used to be. Can you tell ’em that?” I returned 
to my body, leaving the rancher crying on the porch with his shotgun at his feet. 

I	plead	his	case	to	the	Mushrooms.	The	collective	weeps	with	the	realization	that	it	has	so	
deeply	misunderstood,	as the cows all lowered their heads in comprehension. Together, the herd 
began to crowd towards the porch, at the behest of the Mushrooms. 

“It will be enough for the Buffalo to see him, so long as he makes 
noises for them to hear.” 

I	re-enter	the	farmer’s	consciousness.	His	mind	is	a-waft	with	memories	of	sitting	in	that	
same	spot,	playing	mandolin	and	singing	to	his	herd.	

“All they want to do is see you. Maybe you can come back out here more often.” 
“I can’t stand them seeing me like this.”
“Like what?”
“Weak. Old.”
“No, no. They understand. They love you as you are. They are grateful for all you 

have done for them over the years.”
Solemnly,	I	withdraw,	watching	the	farmer	move	down	the	porch	in	order	to	pat	the	first	

cow	on	the	head. Tears in his eyes, he looked at me, “You need a place to sleep?”
I held out the blue topaz in my hands, offering it to him as a gift.
 “Yes, please. You can take this.”

* * *
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Chapter 4: 
What Happened to Officer Phillip 

After John Erased His Memory

i.

Bidding the kid farewell, I got back in the car. Grace looked up from her phone and 
smirked at me. 

“Water bottle, huh?”
“Yep.”
“I wouldn’t have let him back there. He was clearly tripping on something.”
“Yeah, well—whatever.”

 My partner let out a long sigh, clutching her head, and turning her attention back to 
her blank phone screen.

I didn’t remember anything that had happened in that field. All I remembered was 
seeing bright lights come down from the sky, spinning around the forest, and flashlights 
coming across the hills. And then I was back. 

Trembling, I looked back at Grace. “How long was I out there?” 
Her eyes suddenly grew wide, and the hand in which she held her phone started 

shaking. “I—I don’t know, Phil. Fifteen minutes, maybe. Why?”
“Because I don’t remember anything that happened.”
Grace looked like she’d just seen a ghost. Holding back her fear as she said so, she half-

laughed. “Did you hit your head or—?”
“I—don’t think so.”
She took a peek back over her shoulder. “It’s not that big of a deal. Don’t worry about 

it.”
Back behind us, I saw a pair of flashlights peering through the woods. Somebody in a 

tan jacket kicked up dust, walking on down the side of the road, and staring up at the forest. 
Something was sure going on. 

I knew it. I could feel it. I knew that Grace could sense it too, but she wasn’t saying crap 
about it. Maybe she was in on it, I decided. Better not say anything.

ii.

I gave Grace the cold shoulder until we got off our shifts at around midnight. I felt 
plum miserable. The moment I left the car, she brightened up. Started taking a call of some 
kind. Before she could roll down her window, I got in my truck. 

I was done for the day. I’d been up since seven o’clock in the morning. My car was 
running on fumes at least as much as I was, so I made sure to stop to fill up my tank. When I 
pulled in, a man standing across the station from me started scowling out of the blue. I looked 
him up and down.

Was	he	in	on	it? The man shuffled back towards the driver’s side of his car, glancing back 
at me suspiciously, and going in to hide. I peered into his car as I walked by, an old Bronco. 
Didn’t look like he had anything suspicious, but you never know. Can never be too careful.

 When I went into the gas station, he came out of his car, whistling like he didn’t have 
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a care in the world. Right as I stepped into the gas station, the clerk’s eyes got all wide. The 
customer he was helping began to breathe all heavy, and the two of them glared at each other. 
Almost on cue. 

“You wanted some cigarettes, huh?” demanded the clerk. “What kind? You think I 
don’t know what you’re trying to do?”

“You—you must know my cousin. He must have told you about me and Marcia. Well, 
listen, it’s none of your damned business.”

“Nice try, buddy. Get the hell out of my store!”
Goddammit. What was it with people today? The customer charged out—he just flung 

open the door and ran to his car. But the funny thing was, just as soon as he left the parking lot, 
he turned back, walked right back up to the door. But he got all pissed off again, and stormed 
away, for good this time.

“Did you see that asshole?” the clerk asked me.
“Hell, I didn’t understand a word of what was going on,” I laughed. 
We laughed, I mean. He thought it was pretty funny too. Both of us just—you know—

kept on laughing and laughing. 
“Shit—” I shook my head and put a twenty-dollar-bill down on the counter. “Anyway, 

I was hoping I could put this on pump three.”
“Sure thing, Officer.” 
Something sure was fishy, though. Something was going on in this town. I’m used to 

folks getting a little on edge when they see a uniformed officer around here, but not this nervous. 
All of them seemed to go right back to normal when they thought I wasn’t looking—I—

Even this fella. He might have thought he had me fooled, but just the moment I 
looked away from him, he started scowling, getting real suspicious. He was sweating bullets. 
“Man—I think I’m—I think I’m full of shit. I’m just—everyone hates me! Everyone thinks 
I’m stupid! I’m never going to be a fucking photographer! I—You probably do, too. Don’t you? 
Don’t you?” he demanded. 

I couldn’t take it any more. I pulled out my gun. 
“Who the hell are you working for?” I shouted. 
“You’re going to shoot me?” he yelled. “You think I’m afraid of you? Huh, bitch?”

 “Listen, you’re going to tell me who you’re working for, and you’re going to tell me 
right now! Don’t think I don’t know what’s going on, buddy!”
 “Who do I work for? Seven. Fucking. Eleven. Bitch.”

Just then it clicked. For a second, at least, I caught on to what was happening. Grace, 
the fellow in the parking lot, this asshole right here—they all did whatever I was doing. It was 
like I was controlling them! 

The clerk looked out the window like he’d just had a great epiphany about the dusty 
old ladder sticking out of the pickup truck that just pulled in. Maybe he really did realize 
something, I didn’t know. I withdrew my gun and looked back at him, trying my hardest to 
calm down. 

Not really even acting like I was there anymore, the guy just kinda grimaced, and rolled 
his shoulders back, then stopped. Cooled down. Breathed in—and out. And in—and out. 
Almost matching the pace of my breathing.

I squinted a little bit, focusing to try and see if I could maybe reach into his mind and 
tell him to forget about what’d happened just then. He pressed his nose against the window, 
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and focused intensely on the truck. I guess not quite what I had in mind. Unless I got him to 
slam it into the—

What	are	you	doing,	Phillip?	You	ain’t	like	this.	Maybe	you	can’t	wipe	his	memory,	maybe	
you’re	just	making	him—I	don’t	know—match	what	you’re	thinking	or—feeling	or	whatever. If I 
relaxed, he got a little bit calmer, sort of backed his nose away from the glass. 

But if I let myself get angry all over, by God, that fellow got redder than a ripe tomato. 
Looked like he wanted to break that ladder with his teeth. Shoot. That easy. 

And it looked like the mood swings all made sense to him somehow. He just got sort of 
overwhelmed, I guess, by whatever I made him feel, so it just seemed like the normal thing to 
do to get suddenly fascinated—and then pissed off about—and then weakly aroused by—the 
same piece of shit pickup truck sitting at a fuel pump, his mind getting pulled this way and 
that way.

If I let my thoughts drift, I don’t know, towards a nice painting I’d seen in a gallery 
lately, or a good warm beer, the clerk would smile real nice at whatever it was in front of him, 
and sorta appreciate it. If I pushed it the other way, thinking about, I don’t know, paying taxes 
or that goddamn sensitivity training, the guy got real scared. I’ll be! I	had	superpowers!

Hell, if this was a book or something, I’d probably read it. Don’t know what the plot’d 
be like. But the larger question still loomed. What	the	hell	did	this	to	me? 

I wandered into that field, behind that guy, and after that it all gets blank. I wandered 
into the field, and purple lights started swallowing me up. I remember everything sort of 
changing. My field of vision bent, like I was almost tipped halfway over inside my head, just 
a teeny bit outside of my body. The forest started spinning, and everything started filling with 
bright and incoherent light. 

And then we were walking back. He had his water bottle in his hand, and everything 
still looked the same, kind of warped. Hell, everything still seemed kind of warped right now. I 
glanced down at my fingers.	They	don’t	normally	look	like	that,	do	they?	They	aren’t	that	far	away.	
Or—that	close?	They	aren’t	usually	like,	uh,	that.	I	guess	that’s	it.	Not	that,	for	sure.

I hated to say it but the only logical conclusion was that I’d been abducted by aliens. 
What	a	thought! I chuckled, and the stranger across the counter from me, who’d previously been 
overcome with paranoid fascination about my necktie, began mirroring me with hysterical, 
psychotic laughter. 

Goddamn,	I	don’t	look	like	that,	do	I? The two of us absolutely guffawed at one another, 
and then looked one another up and down with wordless disgust. Something about it seemed 
a little bit sacrilegious, or made me feel sacrilegious at least. 

Being inside of this clerk and messing with his head like that (I don’t mean inside	of	him	
the gay way, although I’m totally fine with that (I mean, not fine fine, but not discriminating or 
nothing (come to think of it, I’m not too sure if that even is part of the gay	way (which, again, 
I am totally fine with, if it is (but I didn’t mean it like that, you know, gay)))))—anyway, being 
inside him, I felt like I was hurting him.

He winced, sort of coming to his senses. “Whoa—what the—? Sorry, I—that was—
weird. I’m not sure what I was—”

 “I didn’t see you do nothing,” I lied. “Maybe you, uh, maybe you smoked a bit too 
much of that, uh, that there ganja plant you got on your keychain?”

“Oh that? No, no, I’m Canadian. Or well, uh, my parents are Canadian, I just went 
there.”
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 “It’s alright, son. We’ve all done things we’re ashamed of. But, like I was saying, just 
put this on pump three.”

“I—Oh. Yeah.”

iii.

I headed out to my car. Felt like my heart was gonna explode out of my chest. I don’t 
want to laugh about it, you know. I just knew I’d look so damn crazy if I looked half as crazy 
as that fella back in the gas station did when he laughed, all wild-eyed, forehead up, sort of 
shaking his arms like a little wind-up monkey toy. 

But shit, I mean to hell with it. I wasn’t working with a whole lot of logical explanations, 
was I? That guy I took up to the field to get the water bottle, did I think maybe he did this 
to me? Hell no. He couldn’t have drugged me, right? Well,	I	certainly	don’t	remember	anything. 

All I remembered was lights, tons of them, brighter than the sun. And	 of	 course	 it	
happened	out	in	front	of	that	water	treatment	facility	that	everyone	knows	is	always	up	to	something.	
Big	old	conspiracy	theory	magnet.	

I hated to think of myself as that kind of wacky crackpot conspiracy theorist, but this 
all seemed real. There	were	aliens—and	they’d	 taken	me	 into	 their	 spaceship,	and	they’d—done	
something	to	me.	Wiped	my	memory	clean.	

Maybe that guy I talked to wasn’t even a real human—maybe he was an alien. Joe?	Jake? 
Whatever	his	name	was. He could have just been looking through Earth television, and picked 
the most ordinary name he could think of. He mentioned he was from California—maybe he 
didn’t know any other places. 

It sure seemed like he was lying when he said it. When I tried to remember the face 
he made after I asked him where he was from, he looked real worried. Or maybe not worried, 
but just, well—

He was weird. There was something about him that just made him stick out as 
something other than human, something sinister. And the pieces I remembered were chilling. 
I remembered being taken out into that field—remembered how he stepped into that tiny 
gully—remembered how his eyes just loomed up at me through this shaggy, matted hair, 
which was all covered in mud and grime.

He looked into the forest and—the lights came down. Every try I made at remembering 
what happened next just rolled off, like a dodge-ball bouncing off of a brick building, not even 
making a dent.

“Make it stop!” I screamed, swerving into oncoming traffic, before pulling my car onto 
the side of the road. Panting and starting to feel my chest tighten like it was about to burst 
open. Cars frantically tried to avoid me. I turned over on my side to avoid the headlights, and 
felt my teeth chatter.

Oh	God,	I’m	going	insane. They’re	driving	me	out	of	my	mind.	
“Are you watching this, you sons of bitches?” I shouted at the roof. “Can you see me? 

Huh? Are you taking notes? You better be taking some grand fucking notes out there, you 
assholes!” I ground my teeth against each other, and held my hands over my head, feeling my 
ears ringing. 

It’s not real. 
No, I was finally	losing	it, finally ready to go overboard, after all the things I’d seen and 



9494



The Cenacle | 112 |  Summer 2020

95

ScriptorPress.com

had to do for this job. Those bastards couldn’t wait to watch me lose control, to ruin everything 
I’d become, completely gone. And for what? For some kind of twisted experiment? It was a 
criminal conspiracy, a violation of my rights, an offense against humanity. And	everyone’s	in	on	it. 

I winced. Even	Grace?	I shook my head. No.	Not	Grace.	She’s	my	partner. She	can’t	be	in	
on	this. 

I impulsively reached for my cell phone before some rational part of my brain realized 
that I was still controlling, I guess, the minds of every passing driver to my left—and I’d hate 
to think of what would happen if I made all of them reach for their phones too.

Besides, the government can watch your phones. I’d seen them do it too, when those 
suspicious Pakistani fellas moved into town. And I bet they’d watch you double if you’re part 
of an experiment. 

I pulled back onto the main road, and sped out of town. Slamming my brakes in front 
of a little country store with its lights off, I searched for security cameras and, seeing none, 
I hustled onto the porch to ripped the handset the payphone from the wall. Three quarters 
clinked down into the slot, and I anxiously dialed Grace’s number.

“Hello, who is this?” she answered, sounding tired.
“I need to talk to you, Grace. Where are you now?”

 “I’m at a crime scene, about to have a migraine, running on nothing but caffeine pills 
and the love of Jesus. Bless your heart, Phillip, you sound like a crazy person. And are you 
calling me from a payphone?”

 “Shh. I think—I think that something happened to me tonight—I—listen. I trust 
you, Grace. We need to talk about this without the phone. This is serious.”
 “Phillip, honey, I think that fella out there might have drugged you or something. You 
sound like you are, uh, not well.” 
 Her voice turned away to talk to someone. “OK. I—excuse me. I’m getting a call from 
a payphone somewhere, I think it’s Phillip. He is not sounding well. Yeah, I can go check on 
him. Yeah. OK.”  
 Her voice returns to me. “OK. OK, Phillip? Phillip, I’m coming out to get you, okay? 
Where are you?”

 “Meet me in front of my house, OK?”
“No, Phillip. Do not drive. Do not drive there! Phillip? Phillip?”

iv.

 “I can drive just fine, lady.”
 “Phillip, you should not have done that, you know better—”
I’d been thinking about the sunset, so Grace immediately started to lighten up as soon 

as she came on to the porch. If I wanted her to believe me, I needed to show her what I could 
do. 

Focusing real hard on her, I tried to think of all the saddest things I could think of, 
one by one. My ex-wife leaving me for another man. My son smoking marijuana. The way this 
town was going. I dug deeper and deeper, until eventually Grace broke down into tears. 

Studying my reflection in the window as this happened, it looked like I just started to 
frown a little bit. I cracked my neck and loosened my hold over what she was feeling. It was a 
strange thing to do. I didn’t know exactly how I could manage to do it, but I could.  
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Grace sniffled, suddenly uncomfortable and embarrassed.  
I crossed my arms and stepped closer to her. “Huh. That was strange, don’t you think?” 

I smirked.
 “Well, yeah. I just—I forgot what I was so mad about when I got here and then—

just started thinking of my poor aunt—her cat ran away three years ago and—well, actually, 
that seems kind of funny that I’d cry about that. I guess grief really does come in waves.” She 
laughed nervously.

 “I did that to you, Grace. I did that to you with my mind. I—I don’t think that guy 
back there was a human. I think he was an alien, and I think he did something to me, and I—” 
That deep sense of total fear crept back up on me. 

Grace started panicking too. The emotion was too strong. 
“Calm down! You’re going insane! You’re—freaking out!” she shouted, before biting 

her nails, and leaning in toward me. “Shit, Phillip. That’s a water treatment facility, with a 
handful of geeks sitting on computers, listening to people’s phone calls all day in a bunker. 
They didn’t do anything to you. I think you need to go in—go to—” 

Grace started to lose interest in what she was saying mid-sentence, “Never mind, 
whatever,” she said, throwing up her hands and stomping off toward the car. 
 She walked out onto the lawn, staring down, until I started trying to remember 
something real interesting I’d read this morning about the life of Vincent Van Gogh. He made 
almost 900 paintings in ten years, but most of them are lost to history forever.
 Kneeling down, she started gazing at something in the grass, filled with intense interest. 

I pulled back. “Well, Grace. That must be some really interesting dog shit right there.” 
I chuckled, although I felt kind of bad about it.

“No. I was just thinking—well, hey! What the hell, Phillip?” she scoffed, “This—this 
is—this	is—not	real. No. No. He drugged me too!” 

She waved her finger at me, gravely serious. “This is LSD. We need to get checked out 
right now, Phillip. Oh	my	God—”

 “LSD, Grace? Well, that’s funny. I seem to remember hearing that that water treatment 
facility already has a checkered history with that particular substance.”

 “Don’t be ridiculous,” she squinted, before remembering that I’d made her stare in 
wonder at a piece of dog shit, and cry about a cat that ran away three years ago, “I mean—they 
wouldn’t—do that to us.”

“Oh, no. No, they shut experiments down there years ago,” I said, and raised my 
eyebrows. 

Grace visibly gulped. She knew I was onto something. 
I went on. “Years ago, right? I mean, that’s why we still aren’t allowed back there 

without an escort. That’s why the fence is still electrified. That’s why weird shit always happens 
there.”

“Shut up, Phillip this is—OK. I give it to you. I guess it sounds credible. But—”
 “You’re afraid of me now?” I smiled.

 “No, no. I’m—not afraid of you. I just—I’m just trying to be—rational.”
 “Rational. I see. Why don’t you try finding one other rational explanation about what 
happened? Huh? Just one. Come on. I’m listening,” I was being a smart-ass, but part of me 
hoped she did have some kind of explanation.
 “You—I—can’t. But that doesn’t mean there isn’t one. It doesn’t. So—I—I mean I 
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don’t think you’re wrong to want to look for one.”
 “But you don’t believe me.”

“I can’t. I want to. But I can’t. Listen. Why don’t you go get some sleep? I’ll look around 
and see if I can find anything really concrete about that base, OK?” 

She let out a long sigh, unhappy that I had added to her workload. 
“Don’t tell anyone about this. OK?” I said quietly.
She shut her eyes and nodded. I practically didn’t need to tell her, but we needed to get 

our story straight. “If anyone asks, say I was—say I—”
“I’ll say you mixed up your painkillers or something. How’s that?”

 “That’ll do. Wouldn’t want anyone thinking I got drugged or nothing.”
 “Ha! Get some sleep. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

To	be	continued	in	Cenacle	|	113	|	October	2020

* * * * * * 
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Tom	Sheehan

Coupled 

The long rope of evening
tightens its soft noose.
Slack falls away from the barn,
and sits down in goldenrod field,
like a Guernsey waiting for hands,
tired of heavy suspension.

By the window your eyes
catch neither star nor firefly,
nothing shaken to superlatives,
just a small scar of light stolen
from the art of darkness itself,
just the thinned edge of dream,
working out of a dim retreat.

We always separate this way,
as if night is a wedge or wall,
final hard divider of the day, 
a bolt thrown home by pale hand,
sounding ultimate punctuation.

You, dashing into tomorrow,
before it takes a first breath;
me, at our history’s lectern,
a professor of yesterdays,
calipers in hand, measuring
littered wayside and foot paths,
bringing us to schismatic twilight.

We stand apart, form and matter
of arguments, apt deliberations,
one part silk and one part burlap.

Oh, how we love differences,
and shadows’ falling threats.

* * * * * *
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Nathan	D.	Horowitz

River of Voices
Or, Why the Jaguar Goddess  
No Longer Walks the Earth

[Travel Journal]

 Just got to Lago Agrio on the night bus from Quito. My legs itch like crazy. I’m at 
a café on Vicente Rocafuerte Street, waiting for the post office to open which, the sign says, 
happens at 8 a.m. It’s 8:14 now. At 7:45, the deep fryers had already been fired up at the 
sidewalk stands, ready for French fries, sausages, pieces of chicken, and time itself.

A man went out hunting with his blowgun and darts. Sitting within the smell of frying 
time, I see the story Rufino told us taking place before my eyes. There’s a rainbow serpent in 
it, but it starts on the bank of a river, where this hunter found a baby playing by herself on the 
sand, all alone. He thought he might need to bring her home and adopt her. Looking far up 
the river, though, he saw the mother, a powerfully built young woman crouching ankle-deep 
in the current, perfectly still. Almost too fast to see, she pounced, and a great splash went up 
from the water. She sprang to her feet with a wriggling fish in her hands. In a moment, the 
hunter would realize who she was.
 At 11:25 last night, a tall, skinny, white guy standing on the highway flagged down 
the last bus out of Quito. The driver stopped but told me there were no seats left. I told him I 
didn’t mind. I sat by the door on my stepdad’s forty-year-old olive-green U.S. Army duffel bag, 
packed with my clothes and books. 
 After a couple of hours, a drunk puked on it. The driver stopped the bus to let me wash 
off the puke in a waterfall. Afterwards, I spread out my plastic rain poncho in the aisle and lay 
down, resting my head on the dry part of the bag. Sleeping for five hours, I was the dustiest 
and most comfortable passenger. When I awoke, we were approaching Lago Agrio. Beyond my 
red Converse low-tops, through the dirty windshield, the eastern sky was a rainbow serpent of 
pink, blue, and yellow coiled above the jungle town. 
 I’m halfway through the novel Sophie’s	Choice, by William Styron, which my now-ex-
girlfriend Ricki mailed me from Senegal six or seven moons ago. My fellow apprentice shamans 
Dave Sternstein and Mark Summerman are in Baños and the USA, respectively. In two weeks, 
I’ll start teaching English in the Secoya village of San Pablo as a condition for a volunteer visa 
from the Ministry of Exterior Relations.
 I recently joined the underground economy, running a jungle tour. I had four tourists 
who had found me in Quito. I hired my Quitenian friend Ché, of the Hostal Labirinto, and 
his Australian girlfriend Christine as cooks. 

* * *
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 I went to Lago a day ahead of everyone else to meet my business partner Rufino, a 
professional guide, the son of my shaman teacher Joaquín Piaguaje. In perfect Third World 
fashion, Rufino didn’t show up and there was no way to know where he was. I bought provisions 
for the trip. The next morning, Ché, Christine, and the tourists arrived—two norteamericanos, 
Norm and Julie, and two holandeses, Rose and Joost—all bedraggled from the nighttime bus 
ride from Quito. 
 We rode a pickup truck taxi for an hour to Chiritza, the little port village on the 
Aguarico River. I looked for the inevitable motor-canoe heading down-river that would charge 
us a pittance for the ride to Joaquín’s, but there was none, though we waited an hour and a half, 
and though I prayed impatiently. 
 Finally, I asked around for someone who had a motor-canoe and nothing to do that 
day, and soon engaged a barefoot, bushy-haired black man from the coast to help us, for 
200,000 sucres, about $33, plus gas. The thing that impressed me about Narciso when I met 
him—other than that he had a boat and an assistant, a young mestizo—was that he was 
stone cold sober in a crowd of drunks. That takes insane amounts of self-control in Ecuador, 
where sobriety is looked on as a horrific social disease to be attacked and cured by any means 
necessary. 
 In his canoe, shouting over the noise of the motor, Narciso kept up a constant stream 
of jokes. The ones I could hear were very funny.
 His assistant leaned forward and, grinning, yelled in my ear: “Black people are very 
noisy!”
 “Yes!” I yelled back, nodding. I had never thought of that, but there may have been 
some truth to it. 
 When Narciso dropped us off at Cabaña Supernatura, our destination, my partner 
Rufino’s wife Katia told me that Rufino was waiting for me and my tourists at Cocaya, a name I 
had never heard, a stream two hours’ hike back from the river. She added that the Supernatura’s 
kitchen stove was out of gas. As she told me this, I heard Narciso’s motor start up again. 
 I sprinted back to the river and hollered to him that we’d like to re-hire him and his 
crew and canoe please to go to Aguilar’s shop across the river and just upstream to exchange the 
tank for a full one, and then to Edmundo’s house across the river to hire Edmundo’s son-in-
law, Sixto, to guide us to Cocaya the next morning. Wanting to get back up-river, Narciso was 
grumpy about it but agreed to help for 50,000 sucres more. 
 With the gas bought and Sixto hired, we settled into Supernatura. With Katia’s 
permission, as Ché and Christine were cooking dinner, I set my two baby boas free.
 Next morning after breakfast, Sixto crossed the river to where we were and led us a long 
way past a swamp, and up and down low hills to the place called Cocaya. Rufino was expecting 
us, along with his two older sons, Fermín and Luis. They had a clearing near a stream and a 
lean-to shelter of saplings and palm fronds; a campfire was smoldering. 
 Sixto and the boys stayed behind to fish in the stream while Rufino took us on a hike. 
We didn’t see any exciting wildlife, but the jungle rocked its insect-bird-and-frog jams all 
around us, and Rufino found a somewhat-anticlimactic vine you can cut with a machete and 
drink water from. We each got a few drops.

* * *
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 As night fell, we dined on plentiful piranha Sixto and the boys had caught and roasted 
on the fire. The tender, succulent flesh was full of tiny bones. Washing the fish down with a cup 
of water, golden light from the campfire dancing on his face, Rufino said, “Ninety years ago, 
some Sionas hid along the stream here from the bosses who were trying to enslave them to tap 
rubber.” 
 I translated this into English for our guests, and added that the Sionas were cousins 
to the Secoyas, and that the rubber boom was a time not only of enslavement but also of 
imported disease that decimated the populations here. 
 Rufino went on. “The Sionas heard ghosts talking to each other. These were spirits of 
long-ago inhabitants who had returned to this place because it’s so beautiful. Because of those 
voices they heard, the Sionas named the stream Cocaya, which means ‘River of Voices.’” 
 We sat in silence, finishing our piranha, staring at the flames and embers of the fire, 
with the voices of the forest winding like a rainbow river around us. 
 “Rufino,” I said, “people talk sometimes about Wanteancó, the jaguar goddess. Can 
you tell us about her?” 
 “Well,” my partner mused, “you could say that she’s been a power among the animals 
since the beginning of time.”  
 “Do you know any stories about her?”
 “You all want to hear? You can translate? All right. A long time ago, a man goes out 
hunting with his blowgun and darts. On the bank of a river, he finds a baby playing by herself 
on the sand, all alone. He thinks he might need to bring her home and adopt her. Looking far 
up the river, though, he sees the mother, a powerfully built young woman crouching ankle-
deep in the water, perfectly still. Almost too fast to see, she pounces, and a great splash goes up 
from the water. She springs to her feet with a wriggling fish in her hands.  
 “Suddenly, the man realizes who she is: Wanteancó, the jaguar goddess. He can tell 
because she bites the fish’s head off and eats it, then throws back the body. Fish heads taste 
to her like delicious fruits. So instead of taking the baby, the man sticks one of his poisoned 
blowgun darts under the nail of the baby’s little finger and breaks it off. Then he runs into the 
forest.
 “Wanteancó hears her baby crying and goes to investigate. The baby dies. Wanteancó 
says, ‘Who did this to you? Was it your Uncle Deer? Uncle Monkey? Uncle Tapir?’ She changes 
into her jaguar form and sniffs the corpse all over. She discovers the dart tip in the finger, and 
then the man’s tracks. In jaguar form, she chases after him. But he’s a shaman, and he changes 
into spirit form and dives into a stream. She chases him. He runs down under the earth. She 
chases him. He runs up a tall tree into the sky. She chases him. But finally, he hides in a huge, 
black storm cloud. She gets dizzy from the wind and darkness up there and he slips away.
 “He goes back down into the forest and keeps on hunting. With his blowgun, he kills a 
paca, a big, delicious rodent, and brings it with him. Reaching his village, he leaves it with his 
mother-in-law so she can cook it and they’ll all have a nice meal. Then he goes home.
 “But Wanteancó picks up his trail again. She follows it to his village, goes into his 
mother-in-law’s house, eats her, and assumes her form.
 “The shaman says to his two middle kids, ‘Go to Grandma’s house. She’s got a nice fat 
paca cooking that you guys will love.’ Off they go. 
 “Later, the shaman’s wife goes over too, along with her baby. When she gets there, she 
greets who she thinks is her mother, but is actually Wanteancó in disguise. She hands the baby 
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to her. The two kids are nowhere to be seen. 
 “She says, ‘Where are the kids?’ 
 “Wanteancó says, ‘They went off to play,’ and strokes the baby’s head.
 “‘Let me see the paca,’ says the shaman’s wife. She goes to the big clay pot boiling 
on the fire and is shocked when she sees, through the steam, her child’s foot floating in it. 
Meanwhile, Wanteancó’s claws are coming out, pressing into the baby, making her cry. The 
shaman’s wife snatches the baby back and dashes out of the house.
 “Back home, she tearfully tells her husband what happened. ‘Why did my mother do 
that?!’ she weeps.
 “‘That must be Wanteancó, not your mother!’
 “‘Don’t talk crazy,’ she sobs. ‘You make it worse.’ The shaman doesn’t respond, just runs 
out, finds his older son, tells him what’s happened. He brings him back to the house and they 
grab their spears. ‘Stop, don’t hurt her,’ says the wife. ‘She’s my mother!’
 “‘She’s Wanteancó!’ says the shaman, racing away. When Wanteancó sees him and his 
son with their spears, she bursts out laughing.
 “‘You think you can kill me with those big red worms?’ she cackles. They attack, and 
she dies laughing, nailed to the floor of the hut.
 “Back home, the man says to his wife, ‘We did it. Our family is safe. We killed 
Wanteancó.’
 “‘You maniac!’ his wife howls. ‘You killed my mom!’ She runs over to her mother’s 
house and finds the old woman alive and well. Two spears are stuck in the dirt floor.
 “‘Mom, they said they killed you!’
 “‘No, ha-ha-ha—they were just tickling me!’
 “Life goes on as it did before, only without the two middle children, and with 
Wanteancó playing the role of the shaman’s mother-in-law. 
 “Some months later, the shaman decides to try again to kill Wanteancó. He invites her 
to poison fish in a stream, with a dam and some barbasco roots to paralyze the fish. Before she 
arrives, he plucks a hair from his head. ‘Become a snake,’ he says, and dips it in the water. It 
becomes a tiny, rainbow-colored boa that wraps around his finger. ‘Grow,’ he says, and dips it 
in the water again. It gets a little bigger. ‘More,’ he says, and dips it again, and again it grows. 
‘The third time you’re dipped again, be huge,’ he tells it.
 “Wanteancó comes walking through the jungle, catching snakes and lizards, eating 
their heads and throwing their bodies away. Then she reaches the stream that has been dammed 
and she bites the heads off some fish that have been paralyzed by the barbasco poison the 
shaman put in the water. ‘What’s this?’ she says. ‘A pretty little water snake!’ She picks it up. It 
wriggles and drops in the water. She picks it up again. ‘It’s bigger!’ she says. Again, it squirms 
and falls back in the water. This time, when she picks it up, it wraps its gorgeous, heavy coils 
around her arm. Off balance, she nearly falls into the water, and inadvertently dips it into 
the water again, where it become gigantic. Its beautiful tail comes out of the water and wraps 
around her neck and pulls her in, and it coils around her and crushes every bone in her body 
except the ones in her head. She dies, for real this time. The shaman cuts off her head and the 
snake takes her body up to the sky.
 “That’s why Wanteancó can’t walk on the Earth in physical form anymore. She can 
only come here as a spirit.
 “The shaman sticks her head up in the crotch of a tree. Over the next few months, 
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the skull transforms into the seeds of uncuisí, the spice we use to flavor fish soup. And that 
rainbow-colored snake is the power behind the visions of yagé.” 
 Thinking about this weird story and the murmuring ghosts of Cocaya, we brushed 
our teeth, peed, and set up Rufino’s nylon tents—one of which had a tiny hole made by the 
cigarette of a tourist some months ago. I volunteered to sleep in that one, along with Sixto. 

* * *

 Around midnight, a swarm of mosquitoes poured in through the hole. Paralyzed by 
sleep, I was aware of them but couldn’t keep them away. Hungry as jaguars, they couldn’t 
believe their luck. The blood from my legs tasted like mango juice to them. They ignored Sixto. 
I would have preferred an invasion of ghosts.
 In the morning, we tried to fish but didn’t catch anything. Then we had a scanty lunch 
of spaghetti noodles and ketchup because Ché had brought nearly no food to Cocaya. Joost 
and Rose didn’t mind, but Julie laid into Ché and me for being irresponsible. Scratching my 
legs, I scolded Ché. He hung his head and looked remorseful. Scratching my legs again, I 
reminded Julie she was paying only twenty-five bucks a day. She narrowed her eyes but didn’t 
say anything. We all hiked back to Supernatura, where Ché and Christine cooked a decent 
meal. 
 Next day, the others went to the nearby village of Siecoya, just downriver, to buy 
jewelry made from seeds and watch a soccer game, while I stayed behind and cooked spaghetti 
with vegetable sauce and scratched my legs. Rufino brought back a live chicken. I cut her 
head off. Rose helped me pluck her on the open-air platform behind Supernatura where I had 
slipped on cow spit and sprained my ankle a year and a half earlier.  
 Ché, who ostensibly speaks no English, poked his deadpan face out of the house and 
said, with perfect pronunciation, and for no apparent reason at all, “Please. Look at the sky.” I 
cut up the chicken and Ché and Christine cooked her. 
 At night, there was a big drunken New Year’s party with dozens of Secoyas from the 
village of Siecoya. Salsa music blasted from a boombox. I raked my legs with my fingernails. 
Following Ecuadorian custom, the old year was burned in effigy: a dummy with a cloth head 
and a T-shirt and old blue jeans and rubber boots was doused with gasoline at midnight and 
set on fire. This one was named Toanké in honor of my having brought in my first group of 
tourists. Rufino’s son Fermín fired off a shotgun in the air. From very high in the night sky, the 
jaguar goddess contemplated us, thinking everything, saying nothing.
 Sitting on the edge of the floor, Rose told me about rave parties in Holland. She said 
she was a lesbian and her power animal was the hippopotamus. I could see that. She was 
pretty—freckled nose, short black hair, blue eyes—and big and strong like a river horse. 
 Ché and Christine danced, silhouetted against the bonfire, very late at night, when 
they were very drunk. They were still dancing gracefully together, as they always did, but they 
were also staggering and leaning against each other, so their silhouette seemed that of a small 
drunken giraffe. 

* * *

 At 4 a.m., after two or three hours of sleep, I pried my eyes open and made oatmeal 
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and instant coffee with powdered milk. Then, as we had agreed, I woke the others. They were 
still drunk, and wanted to sleep longer, but I kept at them till they stopped swearing at me and 
wrapped their fingers around the plastic mugs of instant coffee I pressed into their hands.
 Edmundo from across the river was two hours late to pick us up in his motor-canoe 
but, in perfect Third World fashion, got us to Chiritza precisely in time for the 8:30 bus to 
Lago, where we caught the 12:30 back to Quito.

* * *

 Currently, I’m still on Vicente Rocafuerte Street in Lago Agrio. I gave up on the post 
office. I just left the café and ordered the lunch special at Los Tucanos restaurant. My legs itch 
like crazy. After eating, I’ll visit my friend Elias Ramirez at his store, where he does tattoos 
using a machine he made himself, and sells rainforest medicines and Indian handicrafts and 
animal skulls and pelts and his own wooden sculptures. I want to hold the river dolphin skull 
and the jaguar skull again, and try to commune with their spirits. Also, I think I want a tattoo. 
Elias’s store offends my morals—the morals my girlfriend Lily’s husband once accused me of 
not having. I’ve asked Elias to stop selling products made from dead rainforest animals. He 
agrees it’s wrong. But in the end, nothing changes.

* * * * * *
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Martina	Newberry

Clouds Like Boxcars
(In	Memory	of	Larry	Kramer)

To stay sane, I research and pore
over the small things:
a chipped fingernail,
an odd-colored feather gracing the ground,
an unidentifiable spot on the kitchen floor,
a television show,
a book of crosswords.

Around my diversions, the wars continue.
They blend into each other—
like creeks into lakes into rivers into oceans—
one immeasurable ocean—
unending tides of death, ineloquent battles,
in defense of nothing we can remember.

Something, someone is always looking
for a new place to send someone else
to fight and die.

The endless ocean reflects heartbroken stars,
a morose moon—white as bone—
clouds like boxcars rolling and rolling,
stopping only to pick up more detritus,
more compromised air—
stopping only to deliver all of it
over an aching land.

None of us has to be told to be still anymore.
Our thoughts, the static of our consciences,
simmer inside our brains.

We watch the skies for that specter of peace,
a summer of love, and still . . . and still . . . 
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When	did	the	gods	decide
that	things	were	too	easy	for	us?
When	did	our	torpid	breezes	turn	to	strong	winds
that	howl	and	stumble	below	the	canyons?

No matter. The war—the one war, the only war—goes on.

We live inside our own dreams,
sorting particles of what we believe is right
from larger particles of what it takes to be happy.

We falter as we stand
on the foundations of our own souls.
Our bodies are haunted by the tough touch of time.

What	will	happen?	We ask ourselves.
What	will	happen?	We ask our loved ones.
What	will	happen?	We ask the craters of the moon.
What	will	happen?	We ask our fathers and brothers.
(Our mothers always knew.)

Chthonic answers flood the world, won’t let go,
and chthonic spirits continue to watch and whisper.
There	will	be	rumors	of	war,	they say, and	there	will	be	war.

My answer is always the same:
To	stay	sane,	I	research	and	pore	over	the	small	things:
a	chipped	fingernail,
an	odd-colored	feather	gracing	the	ground,
an	unidentifiable	spot	on	the	kitchen	floor,
a	television	show,
a	book	of	crosswords.

Hold	steady, I say.

* * * * * *
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Charlie	Beyer

Detonator!
[Prose]

 My name, on the desert playa at the Burning Man Arts festival, is Detonator! Here, on a fossil 
lakebed at the head of the Basin and Range Province in northwestern Nevada, a vast city, called Black 
Rock City, emerges for a week a year. Thirty-thousand domes and shanties, peopled with exhibitionist 
youth, blanketed in alkali dust. The masses worship a 50-foot wooden idol that sham-protests 
commercial materialism. They collectively spend approximately $11 million on entrance tickets, and 
another $30 million on supplies, tents, gas, etc. It is the biggest private party known on the planet.
 Born of a few hundred angst-driven post-’70s drug-crazed California beach hippy activists, the 
gathering has devolved into a tightly police-controlled encampment of Kelty tents and Winnebagos. 
The annual temporary population grows to forty-five thousand. In the illusion of freedom, the masses 
dress sparsely, suggestively displaying their sexual organs in retro or futuristic minimalist garb. There 
are no politics on the playa, no angst other than sexual, no animals, no old or very young people, few 
drugs, few exits. Burning Man is a thinly veiled excuse to gather in a mood of mock hedonism and 
slutty public nudism. 
 There are no crimes. No sex crimes. In this Orwellian world, the slightest report of sexual 
misconduct has a phalanx of arrogant, grinning Gestapo police descending upon the orgasmically-
frustrated loser, quickly to be cuffed and hauled off. So it is also with a thousand other crimes that 
might dispel the party illusion of the twenty-something revelers. No fireworks allowed. No motorized 
vehicles but those designated as “art cars.” No public sex, no public masturbation. Loud ravers strapped 
down and hauled off under the pretense of “dehydration.” 
 Only excessive exhibitionism. Women without shirts, tight bare asses twitching below three-
inch skirts. Men in dresses and sarongs, or nothing at all, strolling, patrolling, with light-stick cock-
rings on their flaccid flopping parts. 

ii.
 
 But it was not so in the beginning. Then was a time of testosterone-gun-slinging, a time of 
no police and no rules, where car crashing was a sport, and drive-by shooting at effigies was standard. 
Wilder, dangerous. All saturated in desert drugs and whiskey, where local authorities cared not what 
maniacs did deep in no-man’s-land. 
 Now the corporate children meet at the corporate-controlled campout, without sincerity, 
without angst, without statement, without clothes. To cover their banality, “names” are bestowed upon 
those who actually do anything other than touristically consume. Names like Green	Tea,	Playa	Player, 
Burner	Bob, and	Giving	Gwen. First year “Burners” are called “virgins.” Virgins rarely get names. They 
usually do nothing other than gawk. 
 I am a “virgin,” but I have now earned a name. A secret name. An illegal name. Detonator!
 Arriving in the predawn amid a fifty-mile centipede of tail-lights, 30 hours unslept, we are 
greeted with twenty-foot-high concentration camp fences, fifty sheriffs, deputies, and other various 
municipal malevolents. With their reflective sunglasses in our headlights, another hundred brown-
shirted “Black Rock Rangers” search our truck for contraband drugs, guns, smuggled revelers. 
 In the distance, maybe two miles away, a towering effigy. Lit against the night sky in brilliant 
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green neon gas tubes. 
 “What the hell is that?” I ask. 
 “The Man! The Man!” everyone around me eagerly replies. 
 A red dawn rises over the thousands setting up camps of domes and Chinese plastic, squabbling 
over every bolt and bungee with their camp commandant, a dominating, recidivist Burner. 
 My camp is but a simple affair of plastic and pickup, co-habituated with my cousin. Also a 
virgin. My tiny tribe. 

iii.
 
 Later in the afternoon, unable to sleep, unable to connect with the twenty-somethings, I  
stagger into a neighbor’s camp’s shade. There paces a megalomaniac. Denouncing the corporate camps 
of materialism, of loss of purpose, of freedom’s vision gone awry. 
 I’ll listen. Here is an amusing man. Short and sinewy, blazing eyes beneath a shaven head, bad 
teeth, prancing on his toes in frenetic energy.
  “This is all bullshit. This is not what it’s all about. This is a tourist	ritual. I was here for the first 
five Burning Mans ten years ago. This makes me sick. I’m gonna do something! Do	something!”
 We climb atop a bus and survey the unfolding of the “city.” Black Rock City. BRC ominously 
logoed on the pockets of the brown-shirted Black Rock Rangers. There, amid the hammering of 
construction, Reno-rental Winnebagos, SUVs, and Subarus mix with the tents as far as the eye can see. 
The city is five miles across, laid out in a semi-circle of streets, centered on the fifty-foot Burning Man 
effigy.  
 “Fucking Winnebagos. What the fuck is this?” the fanatic cries out suddenly. “I was here when 
this was free. When we had guns. When this meant something. Now the BRC LLC with their 47 pages 
of rules for a $280 dollar ticket. Black Rock City Limited Liability Company, my ass!” 
 Takes a breath to reload. “This is bullshit. This is a phony	 corporate	 carnival. I’m gonna do 
something. I’ll show these assholes. They’ll know how shallow they are.” 
 “What do you propose?” I venture to ask. Barely acknowledging me in his verbal onslaught, he 
continues.
 “Going to do something. Going to show these assholes. Have everything ready. But I need a 
detonator. I need something to set it off. I’ll show those corporate bastards.”
 Not wishing to know more information than this, but marveling at the fanatic’s intensity, I 
suggest: “Well, I have a huge bag of fireworks. Maybe there’s something in there you can forward your 
cause with?”
 “Huh? Fireworks?” Coming out of his pedantic haze, he eyes me curiously. “Lemme see,” he 
demands in the style of the unmannered. 
 Clambering back down from the rooftop bus, we walk to my humble camp. From beneath my 
army cot, I pull the bag of pyrotechnics. At first I give him a dozen bottle rockets, then a string of Black 
Cats. 
 He thanks me weakly, still hopping from foot to foot in manic motion. “Need a detonator. A 
detonator.” 
 Unwilling to see the proper application of high explosives go unrequited, I open a shoe box-
sized mortar kit. Aptly named: The	Mad	Bomber. On the box in Chinese graphics is a wild man not 
unlike he who fidgets before me. I hand him one of the stars, a composite firework. 
 “Maybe this will work?” I venture. “The base is a charge of black powder for ballistic thrust 
which ignites a chromium peroxide mix for the star effect. Very	hot. You need only—”
 “I know. I	know. I know all about these things. This will do. This will do nicely.” 
 I can see inside his brain. A tangle of packages, fuse connections, tie ropes, cigarette lighters, 
all swirling into an engineered pyromania. I am hoping he doesn’t hurt anyone, like torching a camp of 
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drinking and sexualizing somnambulates, but I see something greater in his mania. Anger, yes, but not 
malevolence to mankind. He has a statement to make. Far be it from my creed of actionism to deny a 
fanatic his day. 
 Too pacified by the ravaging of time to participate in a “something,” I can only aid and abet 
from the safety of my anonymity. Something like what the devil told that old abolitionist John Brown, 
as he stood at his flaming gates: “There’s no room for the likes of you in heaven or hell, John. Here, take 
this piece of fire and go start your own hell.” 
 I am the fire hardware store.
 “This will do. This will do just fine,” The fanatic mutters as he gently cradles the bomb, then 
holds it before his eyes like a large gem. “This will show those bastards. Fuck the LLC! I’m gonna do 
something! Heh heh heh! This	will	do	fine.”
 Without a thank you or goodbye, he slips oily between the Subarus and tents, vanishing in the 
maze of the five-mile encampment. 
 “That was amusing,” I think. “Hope there’s more people like him here. People of substance.”

iv.
 
 That night, the lunar eclipse. I’d say that 95% of the forty-five thousand have already arrived, 
beginning of the week-long festival, and set up their camps in irritated frustration. To pack and get here 
from many states away—no one has slept in 2 to 4 days. Exhaustion is absolute. In the after-midnight 
full moon, the edge of the glowing orb is nibbled away. 
 Silhouetted against the dazzling lunar disk, a tiny solitary figure shimmies hand over hand 
up a guy-wire to the chest of the Man. As the moon occludes, the brilliant white playa shrouding in 
darkness, the shadowy figure lashes and ties, setting his work. 
 When the eclipse is at its apex there occurs, unnoticed, the tiny sparkling of a fuse. Unnoticed, 
the figure sliding back down the guy wire. 
 Then a flash, and a truncated burst of red stars in the Man’s chest. Flaming napalm vomits 
down its body, erupting the Burning Man in fire. 
 The Burning Man burns. A	week	early. Blasphemy is afoot!
 The law-abiding revelers at its feet recoil in horror. 
 Where	is	the	ritual?	
	 Where	is	the	schedule?	
	 Where	are	the	other	forty-three	thousand	revelers	to	whoop	in	pyrotechnic	mania? 
	 But	who	is	that	hurriedly	slinking	away?	The	blasphemer!	Get	him!
 The mob surges toward the grinning and cackling fanatic. Too stupefied at his own illuminating 
spectacle to respond to the flight urge in his legs, he is overwhelmed by the irate mob. Beating and 
screaming as the fire roars overhead. The culprit in his own private nirvana, oblivious to the pummeling 
of the weak media-fed children. 
 Soon the Black Rock Rangers move in, en masse, pushing aside the indignant, saving the real 
Burning Man from the crowd’s increasing courage. Cuffing and chaining him in the terrorist extreme. 
Hauling him off to the prisons of the exterior. Fire trucks arrive to shoot their inept loads, extinguishing 
the crowd’s idol, now their charred and un-illuminated idol. 

v.

 Red dawn again on the playa. The burnt Man in his carbon dress looking down on the horrified 
wakers. They	missed	it. They are cheated out of their ticket price for the show. The story spins around of 
an electrical fire in the neon tubes. 
 Later in the day, the local paper reveals the true nature of the terrorist act. The masses are 
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confused, indifferent, obsequating to the official party line of a disturbed man. An L. Harvey Oswald 
Burner.  A man with a grudge for no reason. 
 The fanatic’s point is missed. The protest against a corporate party is lost in the sea of the self-
satisfied. 
 There is no sympathy among the crowd to understand this act. Down	With	Corporations! read 
their SUV bumper stickers, but they cannot see that they are vital cogs in the wheels of the BRC LLC. 
The huge cash cog. 
 The message of spontaneity and freedom is lost. The message of political action misunderstood. 
The fanatic has only himself to congratulate him.
 By Tuesday evening, the charred remains are pulled down. Construction labors day and night 
in some hidden place to make a new Burning Man. By Thursday, He is resurrected. The corporation 
has rapidly restored the icon with a percentage of its slush fund, about a hundred thousand of it. 
 The new Man is properly attired in new neon, crisp lumber, fire effects. The show must go on. 
The masses hardly notice the saga that has passed before them. It is their entitlement to party in the 
largess and excess of the Black Rock City Limited Liability Corporation.

* * * * * *
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Judih	Haggai

dear covid-19 
i understand i must stay put 

no journey to school

* * *

dream-sent secret code 
the name of one who can help 

now to locate her

* * *

today’s date arrives 
just as it has in the past 

memories of dad

* * *
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exhale the tensions 
prepare body for dawn’s input 

birds and fresh jasmine

*  *  *

birds on high volume 
ripples of life energy 
permeate my heart

*  *  *

go through the motions 
trust mixes with disbelief 

mindful of heartbeat

*  *  *
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a quiet moment 
body breathes muscles relaxed 

a perfect present

*  *  *

 
lotus position 

invitation of the bell 
sangha awareness

 
*  *  *

this moment 
this place this breath this 

and now this

*  *  *
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bird news on the wire 
safe to wander kibbutz trails 

all clear with blessings

*  *  *

 
figure on night path 
binoculars in focus 
dialogue with bird

 

*  *  *

dust settles 
one foot in front of the other 

into clarity

* * * * * *
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Ace	Boggess

Another Earthlike Planet
    
Thirteen light years distant—

not so far if you’re a being of pure energy,
post-transcendent Siddhartha radiating,
selfless. For the rest of us, we can’t conjure it
in imagined sleep of a sci-fi cryo tank.

We’re millions of lost anchors 
at the bottom of an ocean trench
so deep nothing on the surface calls us.

We settle for sedentary lives,
sometimes not noticing space around us,
sometimes wondering what’s out there &
if we could be happy on another world—

without lugging our miseries to not-Earth,
to plant them like another goddamned flag.

* * * * * *
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Franz	Kafka

The Metamorphosis
[Classic Fiction]

(Continued from Cenacle | 111 | April 2020)

II

Not until it was twilight did Gregor awake out of a deep sleep, more like a swoon than a 
sleep. He would certainly have waked up of his own accord not much later, for he felt 
himself sufficiently rested and well slept, but it seemed to him as if a fleeting step and a 

cautious shutting of the door leading into the hall had aroused him. The electric lights in the street 
cast a pale sheen here and there on the ceiling and the upper surfaces of the furniture, but down 
below, where he lay, it was dark. 
 Slowly, awkwardly trying out his feelers, which he now first learned to appreciate, he 
pushed his way to the door to see what had been happening there. His left side felt like one single 
long, unpleasantly tense scar, and he had actually to limp on his two rows of legs. One little leg, 
moreover, had been severely damaged in the course of that morning’s events—it was almost a 
miracle that only one had been damaged—and trailed uselessly behind him. 

He had reached the door before he discovered what had really drawn him to it: the smell 
of food. For there stood a basin filled with fresh milk in which floated little sops of white bread. 
He could almost have laughed with joy, since he was now still hungrier than in the morning, and 
he dipped his head almost over the eyes straight into the milk. 

But soon, in disappointment, he withdrew it again. Not only did he find it difficult to feed 
because of his tender left side—and he could only feed with the palpitating collaboration of his 
whole body—he did not like the milk either, although milk had been his favorite drink and that 
was certainly why his sister had set it there for him. Indeed, it was almost with repulsion that he 
turned away from the basin and crawled back to the middle of the room. 

He could see through the crack of the door that the gas was turned on in the living room, 
but while usually at this time his father made a habit of reading the afternoon newspaper in a loud 
voice to his mother and occasionally to his sister as well, not a sound was now to be heard. Well, 
perhaps his father had recently given up this habit of reading aloud, which his sister had mentioned 
so often in conversation and in her letters. 

But there was the same silence all around, although the flat was certainly not empty of 
occupants. “What a quiet life our family has been leading,” thought Gregor, and as he sat there 
motionless staring into the darkness, he felt great pride in the fact that he had been able to provide 
such a life for his parents and sister in such a fine flat. But what if all the quiet, the comfort, the 
contentment were now to end in horror? To keep himself from being lost in such thoughts, Gregor 
took refuge in movement and crawled up and down the room. 

Once during the long evening, one of the side doors was opened a little and quickly shut 
again; later the other side door too. Someone had apparently wanted to come in and then thought 
better of it. Gregor now stationed himself immediately before the living room door, determined 
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to persuade any hesitating visitor to come in, or at least to discover who it might be; but the door 
was not opened again and he waited in vain. In the early morning, when the doors were locked, 
they had all wanted to come in; now that he had opened one door and the other had apparently 
been opened during the day, no one came in and even the keys were on the other side of the doors. 

It was late at night before the gas went out in the living room, and Gregor could easily tell 
that his parents and his sister had all stayed awake until then, for he could clearly hear the three 
of them stealing away on tiptoe. No one was likely to visit him, not until the morning, that was 
certain; so he had plenty of time to meditate at his leisure on how he was to arrange his life afresh. 

But the lofty, empty room in which he had to lie flat on the floor filled him with an 
apprehension he could not account for, since it had been his very own room for the past five 
years—and with a half-unconscious action, not without a slight feeling of shame, he scuttled under 
the sofa, where he felt comfortable at once, although his back was a little cramped, and he could 
not lift his head up. His only regret was that his body was too broad to get the whole of it under 
the sofa. 

He stayed there all night, spending the time partly in a light slumber, from which his 
hunger kept waking him up with a start, and partly in worrying and sketching vague hopes, which 
all led to the same conclusion, that he must lie low for the present and, by exercising patience and 
the utmost consideration, help the family to bear the inconvenience he was bound to cause them 
in his present condition. 

Very early in the morning, it was still almost night, Gregor had the chance to test the 
strength of his new resolutions, for his sister, nearly fully dressed, opened the door from the hall 
and peered in. She did not see him at once, yet when she caught sight of him under the sofa—well,	
he	had	to	be	somewhere,	he	couldn’t	have	flown	away,	could	he?—she was so startled that without 
being able to help it she slammed the door shut again. 

But, as if regretting her behavior, she opened the door again immediately and came in on 
tiptoe, as if she were visiting an invalid or even a stranger. Gregor had pushed his head forward to 
the very edge of the sofa and watched her. Would	she	notice	that	he	had	left	the	milk	standing,	and	not	
for	lack	of	hunger,	and	would	she	bring	in	some	other	kind	of	food	more	to	his	taste? If she did not do 
it of her own accord, he would rather starve than draw her attention to the fact, although he felt a 
wild impulse to dart out from under the sofa, throw himself at her feet and beg her for something 
to eat  

But his sister at once noticed, with surprise, that the basin was still full, except for a little 
milk that had been spilt all around it. She lifted it immediately, not with her bare hands, true, but 
with a cloth, and carried it away. Gregor was wildly curious to know what she would bring instead, 
and made various speculations about it. 

Yet what she actually did next, in the goodness of her heart, he could never have guessed 
at. To find out what he liked, she brought him a whole selection of food, all set out on an old 
newspaper. There were old, half-decayed vegetables; bones from last night’s supper covered with 
a white sauce that had thickened; some raisins and almonds; a piece of cheese that Gregor would 
have called uneatable two days ago; a dry roll of bread, a buttered roll, and a roll both buttered and 
salted.  Besides all that, she set down again the same basin, into which she had poured some water, 
and which was apparently to be reserved for his exclusive use. And, with fine tact, knowing that 
Gregor would not eat in her presence, she withdrew quickly and even turned the key, to let him 
understand that he could take his ease as much as he liked. 

Gregor’s legs all whizzed towards the food. His wounds must have healed completely, 
moreover, for he felt no disability, which amazed him, and made him reflect how more than a 
month ago he had cut one finger a little with a knife and had still suffered pain from the wound 
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only the day before yesterday. “Am I less sensitive now?” he thought, and sucked greedily at the 
cheese, which above all the other edibles attracted him at once and strongly. 

One after another, and with tears of satisfaction in his eyes, he quickly devoured the cheese, 
the vegetables, and the sauce; the fresh food, on the other hand, had no charms for him. He could 
not even stand the smell of it, and actually dragged away to some little distance the things he could 
eat. 

He had long finished his meal, and was only lying lazily on the same spot when his sister 
turned the key slowly as a sign for him to retreat. That roused him at once, although he was nearly 
asleep, and he hurried under the sofa again. But it took considerable self-control for him to stay 
under the sofa, even for the short time his sister was in the room, since the large meal had swollen 
his body somewhat, and he was so cramped he could hardly breathe. 

Slight attacks of breathlessness afflicted him and his eyes were starting a little out of his 
head as he watched his unsuspecting sister sweeping together with a broom not only the remains 
of what he had eaten but even the things he had not touched, as if these were now of no use to 
anyone, and hastily shoveling it all into a bucket, which she covered with a wooden lid and carried 
away. Hardly had she turned her back when Gregor came from under the sofa and stretched and 
puffed himself out. 
 In this manner Gregor was fed, once in the early morning, while his parents and the 
servant girl were still asleep, and a second time after they had all had their midday dinner, for then 
his parents took a short nap and the servant girl could be sent out on some errand or other by his 
sister. Not that they would have wanted him to starve, of course, but perhaps they could not have 
borne to know more about his feeding than from hearsay; perhaps, too, his sister wanted to spare 
them such little anxieties wherever possible, since they had quite enough to bear as it was. 

Under what pretext the doctor and the locksmith had been got rid of on that first morning 
Gregor could not discover, for since what he said was not understood by the others it never struck 
any of them, not even his sister, that he could understand what they said; and so whenever his sister 
came into his room, he had to content himself with hearing her utter only a sigh now and then, 
and an occasional appeal to the saints. 

Later on, when she had got a little used to the situation—of course she could never get 
completely used to it—she sometimes threw out a remark which was kindly meant or could be 
so interpreted. “Well, he liked his dinner today,” she would say when Gregor had made a good 
clearance of his food; and when he had not eaten, which gradually happened more and more often, 
she would say almost sadly: “Everything’s been left standing again.” 

But although Gregor could get no news directly, he overheard a lot from the neighboring 
rooms, and as soon as voices were audible, he would run to the door of the room concerned and 
press his whole body against it. 

In the first few days especially there was no conversation that did not refer to him somehow, 
even if only indirectly. For two whole days there were family consultations at every mealtime about 
what should be done; but also between meals the same subject was discussed, for there were always 
at least two members of the family at home, since no one wanted to be alone in the flat, and to 
leave it quite empty was unthinkable. 

And on the very first of these days, the household cook—it was not quite clear what 
and how much she knew of the situation—went down on her knees to his mother and begged 
leave to go, and when she departed, a quarter of an hour later, gave thanks for her dismissal with 
tears in her eyes as if for the greatest benefit that could have been conferred on her. Without any 
prompting, she swore a solemn oath that she would never say a single word to anyone about what 
had happened. 
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Now Gregor’s sister had to cook too, helping her mother; true, the cooking did not amount 
to much, for they ate scarcely anything. Gregor was always hearing one of the family vainly urging 
another to eat and getting no answer but: “Thanks, I’ve had all I want,” or something similar. 
Perhaps they drank nothing either. Time and again his sister kept asking his father if he wouldn’t 
like some beer and offered kindly to go and fetch it herself, and when he made no answer suggested 
that she could ask the concierge to fetch it, so that he need feel no sense of obligation. But then a 
round “No” came from his father and no more was said about it. 

In the course of that very first day, Gregor’s father explained the family’s financial position 
and prospects to both his mother and his sister. Now and then he rose from the table to get some 
voucher or memorandum out of the small safe he had rescued from the collapse of his business 
five years earlier. One could hear him opening the complicated lock and rustling papers out and 
shutting it again. 

This statement made by his father was the first cheerful information Gregor had heard 
since his imprisonment. He had been of the opinion that nothing at all was left over from his 
father’s business; at least his father had never said anything to the contrary; and of course he had 
not asked him directly. 

At that time, Gregor’s sole desire was to do his utmost to help the family to forget as soon 
as possible the catastrophe which had overwhelmed the business and thrown them all into a state of 
complete despair. And so he had set to work with unusual ardor and almost overnight had become 
a commercial traveler instead of a little clerk, with of course much greater chances of earning 
money, and his success was immediately translated into good round coin which he could lay on 
the table for his amazed and happy family. 

These had been fine times, and they had never recurred, at least not with the same sense of 
glory; although later on Gregor had earned so much money that he was able to meet the expenses 
of the whole household and did so. They had simply got used to it, both the family and Gregor; the 
money was gratefully accepted and gladly given, but there was no special uprush of warm feeling.  
 With his sister alone had he remained intimate, and it was a secret plan of his that she, who 
loved music, unlike himself, and could play movingly on the violin, should be sent next year to 
study at the Conservatorium, despite the great expense that would entail, which must be made up 
in some other way. During his brief visits home, the Conservatorium was often mentioned in the 
talks he had with his sister, but always merely as a beautiful dream which could never come true, 
and his parents discouraged even these innocent references to it; yet Gregor had made up his mind 
firmly about it, and meant to announce the fact with due solemnity on Christmas Day. 
 Such were the thoughts, completely futile in his present condition, that went through his 
head as he stood clinging upright to the door and listening. Sometimes out of sheer weariness he 
had to give up listening and let his head fall negligently against the door; but he always had to pull 
himself together again at once, for even the slight sound his head made was audible next door and 
brought all conversation to a stop. 
 “What can he be doing now?” his father would say after a while, obviously turning towards 
the door, and only then would the interrupted conversation gradually be set going again. 

Gregor was now informed as amply as he could wish—for his father tended to repeat 
himself in his explanations, partly because it was a long time since he had handled such matters, 
and partly because his mother could not always grasp things at once—that a certain amount of 
investments, a very small amount it was true, had survived the wreck of their fortunes and had 
even increased a little because the dividends had not been touched meanwhile. And, besides that, 
the money Gregor brought home every month—he had kept only a few dollars for himself—had 
never been quite used up and now amounted to a small capital sum. 
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Behind the door, Gregor nodded his head eagerly, rejoiced at this evidence of unexpected 
thrift and foresight. True, he could really have paid off some more of his father’s debts to the chief 
with this extra money, and so brought much nearer the day on which he could quit his job, but 
doubtless it was better the way his father had arranged it. 

Yet this capital was by no means sufficient to let the family live on the interest of it; for 
one year, perhaps, or at the most two, they could live on the principal, that was all. It was simply a 
sum that ought not to be touched, and should be kept for a rainy day. Money for living expenses 
would have to be earned. 

Now his father was still hale enough but an old man, and he had done no work for the 
past five years, and could not be expected to do much. During these five years, the first years of 
leisure in his laborious though unsuccessful life, he had grown rather fat and become sluggish. And 
Gregor’s old mother, how was she to earn a living with her asthma, which troubled her even when 
she walked through the flat, and kept her lying on a sofa every other day panting for breath beside 
an open window? And was his sister to earn her bread, she who was still a child of seventeen and 
whose life hitherto had been so pleasant, consisting as it did in dressing herself nicely, sleeping long, 
helping in the housekeeping, going out to a few modest entertainments and, above all, playing the 
violin? At first, whenever the need for earning money was mentioned, Gregor let go his hold on the 
door and threw himself down on the cool leather sofa beside it. He felt so hot with shame and grief. 
 Often he just lay there the long nights through without sleeping at all, scrabbling for hours 
on the leather. Or he nerved himself to the great effort of pushing an armchair to the window, 
and then crawled up over the window-sill and, braced against the chair, leaned against the window 
panes, obviously in some recollection of the sense of freedom that looking out of a window always 
used to give him. 
 For, in reality, day by day, things that were even a little way off were growing dimmer to his 
sight; the hospital across the street, which he used to execrate for being all too often before his eyes, 
was now quite beyond his range of vision. If he had not known that he lived on Charlotte Street, 
a quiet street but still a city street, he might have believed that his window gave on a desert waste 
where gray sky and gray land blended indistinguishably into each other. His quick-witted sister 
only needed to observe twice that the armchair stood by the window; after that, whenever she had 
tidied the room, she always pushed the chair back to the same place at the window, and even left 
the inner casements open. 
 If he could have spoken to her and thanked her for all she had to do for him, he could have 
borne her ministrations better; as it was, they oppressed him. She certainly tried to make as light 
as possible of whatever was disagreeable in her task and, as time went on, she succeeded, of course, 
more and more, but time brought more enlightenment to Gregor too. 
 The very way she came in distressed him. Hardly was she in the room when she rushed 
to the window, without even taking time to shut the door, careful as she was usually to shield the 
sight of Gregor’s room from the others and, as if she were almost suffocating, tore the casements 
open with hasty fingers, standing then in the open draught for a while even in the bitterest cold 
and drawing deep breaths. This noisy scurry of hers upset Gregor twice a day; he would crouch 
trembling under the sofa all the time, knowing quite well that she would certainly have spared 
him such a disturbance had she found it at all possible to stay in his presence without opening the 
window. 

On one occasion, about a month after Gregor’s metamorphosis, when there was surely no 
reason for her to be still startled at his appearance, she came a little earlier than usual and found 
him gazing out of the window, quite motionless, and thus well placed to look like a bogey. Gregor 
would not have been surprised had she not come in at all, for she could not immediately open 
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the window while he was there, but not only did she retreat, she jumped back as if in alarm and 
banged the door shut; a stranger might well have thought that he had been lying in wait for her 
there, meaning to bite her. 

Of course he hid himself under the sofa at once, but he had to wait until midday before 
she came again, and she seemed more ill at ease than usual. This made him realize how repulsive 
the sight of him still was to her, and that it was bound to go on being repulsive, and what an effort 
it must cost her not to run away even from the sight of the small portion of his body that stuck 
out from under the sofa. In order to spare her that, therefore, one day he carried a sheet on his 
back to the sofa—it cost him four hours’ labor—and arranged it there in such a way as to hide him 
completely, so that even if she were to bend down she could not see him. 

Had she considered the sheet unnecessary, she would certainly have stripped it off the 
sofa again, for it was clear enough that this curtaining and confining of himself was not likely to 
conduce to Gregor’s comfort, but she left it where it was, and Gregor even fancied that he caught 
a thankful glance from her eye when he lifted the sheet carefully a very little with his head to see 
how she was taking the new arrangement. 

For the first fortnight his parents could not bring themselves to the point of entering 
his room, and he often heard them expressing their appreciation of his sister’s activities, whereas 
formerly they had frequently scolded her for being as they thought a somewhat useless daughter. 
But now both of them often waited outside the door, his father and his mother, while his sister 
tidied his room and, as soon as she came out, she had to tell them exactly how things were in the 
room, what Gregor had eaten, how he had conducted himself this time, and whether there was not 
perhaps some slight improvement in his condition. His mother, moreover, began relatively soon 
to want to visit him, but his father and sister dissuaded her at first with arguments which Gregor 
listened to very attentively and altogether approved. 

Later, however, she had to be held back by main force, and when she cried out: “Do let 
me in to Gregor! He is my unfortunate son! Can’t you understand that I must go to him?” Gregor 
thought that it might be well to have her come in; not every day, of course, but perhaps once a 
week. She understood things, after all, much better than his sister, who was only a child despite 
the efforts she was making, and had perhaps taken on so difficult a task merely out of childish 
thoughtlessness. 

Gregor’s desire to see his mother was soon fulfilled. During the daytime he did not want to 
show himself at the window, out of consideration for his parents, but he could not crawl very far 
around the few square yards of floor space he had, nor could he bear lying quietly at rest all during 
the night, while he was fast losing any interest he had ever taken in food, so that for mere recreation 
he had formed the habit of crawling crisscross over the walls and ceiling. He especially enjoyed 
hanging suspended from the ceiling; it was much better than lying on the floor; one could breathe 
more freely; one’s body swung and rocked lightly; and in the almost blissful absorption induced 
by this suspension it could happen to his own surprise that he let go and fell plump on the floor. 

Yet he now had his body much better under control than formerly, and even such a big fall 
did him no harm. His sister at once remarked the new distraction Gregor had found for himself—
he left traces behind him of the sticky stuff on his soles wherever he crawled—and she got the 
idea in her head of giving him as wide a field as possible to crawl in, and of removing the pieces 
of furniture that hindered him; above all, the chest of drawers and the writing desk. But that was 
more than she could manage all by herself; she did not dare ask her father to help her; and as for 
the servant girl, a young creature of sixteen, who had had the courage to stay on after the cook’s 
departure, she could not be asked to help, for she had begged as an especial favor that she might 
keep the kitchen door locked and open it only on a definite summons. 
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So there was nothing left but to apply to her mother at an hour when her father was out. 
And the old lady did come, with exclamations of joyful eagerness which, however, died away at the 
door of Gregor’s room. Gregor’s sister, of course, went in first, to see that everything was in order 
before letting his mother enter. In great haste, Gregor pulled the sheet lower and tucked it more in 
folds so that it really looked as if it had been thrown accidentally over the sofa. And this time he 
did not peer out from under it; he renounced the pleasure of seeing his mother on this occasion, 
and was only glad that she had come at all. 

“Come in, he’s out of sight,” said his sister, obviously leading her mother in by the hand. 
Gregor could now hear the two women struggling to shift the heavy old chest from its place, and 
his sister claiming the greater part of the labor for herself, without listening to the admonitions of 
her mother, who feared she might overstrain herself. It took a long time. 

After at least a quarter of an hour’s tugging, his mother objected that the chest had better 
be left where it was, for, in the first place, it was too heavy and could never be got out before his 
father came home, and standing in the middle of the room like that, it would only hamper Gregor’s 
movements; while, in the second place, it was not at all certain that removing the furniture would 
be doing a service to Gregor. She was inclined to think to the contrary; the sight of the naked walls 
made her own heart heavy, and why shouldn’t Gregor have the same feeling, considering that he 
had been used to his furniture for so long, and might feel forlorn without it. 

“And doesn’t it look,” she concluded in a low voice—in fact she had been almost whispering 
all the time as if to avoid letting Gregor, whose exact whereabouts she did not know, hear even the 
tones of her voice, for she was convinced that he could not understand her words—“as if we were 
showing him, by taking away his furniture, that we have given up hope of his ever getting better, 
and are just leaving him coldly to himself? I think it would be best to keep his room exactly as it 
has always been, so that when he comes back to us he will find everything unchanged, and be able 
all the more easily to forget what has happened in between.” 
 On hearing these words from his mother, Gregor realized that the lack of all direct human 
speech for the past two months, together with the monotony of family life, must have confused his 
mind; otherwise, he could not account for the fact that he had quite earnestly looked forward to 
having his room emptied of furnishing. Did he really want his warm room, so comfortably fitted 
with old family furniture, to be turned into a naked den in which he would certainly be able to 
crawl unhampered in all directions but at the price of shedding simultaneously all recollection of 
his human background? 
 He had indeed been so near the brink of forgetfulness that only the voice of his mother, 
which he had not heard for so long, had drawn him back from it. Nothing should be taken out 
of his room; everything must stay as it was; he could not dispense with the good influence of the 
furniture on his state of mind; and even if the furniture did hamper him in his senseless crawling 
round and round, that was no drawback but a great advantage. 

Unfortunately, his sister was of the contrary opinion; she had grown accustomed, and 
not without reason, to consider herself an expert in Gregor’s affairs as against her parents, and 
so her mother’s advice was now enough to make her determined on the removal not only of the 
chest and the writing desk, which had been her first intention, but of all the furniture except the 
indispensable sofa. 

This determination was not, of course, merely the outcome of childish recalcitrance, and of 
the self-confidence she had recently developed so unexpectedly and at such cost; she had, in fact, 
perceived that Gregor needed a lot of space to crawl about in, while, on the other hand, he never 
used the furniture at all, so far as could be seen. 

Another factor might have been also the enthusiastic temperament of an adolescent girl, 
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which seeks to indulge itself on every opportunity, and which now tempted Grete to exaggerate the 
horror of her brother’s circumstances in order that she might do all the more for him. In a room 
where Gregor forded it all alone over empty walls, no one save herself was likely ever to set foot.
 And so she was not to be moved from her resolve by her mother, who seemed moreover to 
be ill at ease in Gregor’s room, and therefore unsure of herself. She was soon reduced to silence and 
helped her daughter as best she could to push the chest outside. Now Gregor could do without the 
chest, if need be, but the writing desk he must retain. As soon as the two women had got the chest 
out of his room, groaning as they pushed it, Gregor stuck his head out from under the sofa to see 
how he might intervene as kindly and cautiously as possible. 
 But, as bad luck would have it, his mother was the first to return, leaving Grete clasping the 
chest in the room next door where she was trying to shift it all by herself, without of course moving 
it from the spot. His mother, however, was not accustomed to the sight of him; it might sicken her. 
And so, in alarm, Gregor backed quickly to the other end of the sofa, yet could not prevent the 
sheet from swaying a little in front. That was enough to put her on the alert. She paused, stood still 
for a moment, and then went back to Grete. 

Although Gregor kept reassuring himself that nothing out of the way was happening, but 
only a few bits of furniture were being changed round, he soon had to admit that all this trotting 
to and fro of the two women, their little ejaculations and the scraping of furniture along the floor 
affected him like a vast disturbance coming from all sides at once; and however much he tucked 
in his head and legs and cowered to the very floor, he was bound to confess that he would not be 
able to stand it for long. 

They were clearing his room out; taking away everything he loved; the chest in which he 
kept his fret saw and other tools was already dragged off; they were now loosening the writing desk 
which had almost sunk into the floor, the desk at which he had done all his homework when he 
was at the commercial academy, at the grammar school before that, and, yes, even at the primary 
school—he had no more time to waste in weighing the good intentions of the two women, whose 
existence he had by now almost forgotten, for they were so exhausted that they were laboring in 
silence and nothing could be heard but the heavy scuffling of their feet. 

And so he rushed out—the women were just leaning against the writing desk in the next 
room to give themselves a breather—and four times changed his direction, since he really did not 
know what to rescue first. 

Then on the wall opposite, which was already otherwise cleared, he was struck by the 
picture of the lady muffled in so much fur and quickly crawled up to it and pressed himself to the 
glass, which was a good surface to hold on to and comforted his hot belly. This picture, at least, 
which was entirely hidden beneath him, was going to be removed by nobody. He turned his head 
towards the door of the living room so as to observe the women when they came back. They had 
not allowed themselves much of a rest and were already coming; Grete had twined her arm round 
her mother and was almost supporting her. 

“Well, what shall we take now?” said Grete, looking round. Her eyes met Gregor’s from 
the wall. She kept her composure, presumably because of her mother, bent her head down to her 
mother, to keep her from looking up, and said, although in a fluttering, unpremeditated voice: 
“Come, hadn’t we better go back to the living room for a moment?” Her intentions were clear 
enough to Gregor; she wanted to bestow her mother in safety, and then chase him down from the 
wall. Well,	just	let	her	try	it! He clung to his picture, and would not give it up. He would rather fly 
in Grete’s face. 

But Grete’s words had succeeded in disquieting her mother, who took a step to one side, 
caught sight of the huge brown mass on the flowered wallpaper and, before she was really conscious 
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that what she saw was Gregor, screamed in a loud, hoarse voice: “Oh God, oh God!” She fell with 
outspread arms over the sofa, as if giving up, and did not move. 

“Gregor!” cried his sister, shaking her fist and glaring at him. This was the first time she 
had directly addressed him since his metamorphosis. She ran into the next room for some aromatic 
essence with which to rouse her mother from her fainting fit. Gregor wanted to help too—there 
was still time to rescue the picture—but he was stuck fast to the glass and had to tear himself loose. 

He then ran after his sister into the next room, as if he could advise her, as he used to do; 
but then had to stand helplessly behind her. She meanwhile searched among various small bottles 
and, when she turned round, started in alarm at the sight of him. One bottle fell on the floor and 
broke; a splinter of glass cut Gregor’s face, and some kind of corrosive medicine splashed him. 
Without pausing a moment longer, Grete gathered up all the bottles she could carry and ran to her 
mother with them; she banged the door shut with her foot. 

Gregor was now cut off from his mother, who was perhaps nearly dying because of him; he 
dared not open the door for fear of frightening away his sister, who had to stay with her mother; 
there was nothing he could do but wait. Harassed by self-reproach and worry, he began now to 
crawl to and fro, over everything, walls, furniture and ceiling, and finally, in his despair, when the 
whole room seemed to be reeling round him, fell down on to the middle of the big table. 
 A little while elapsed. Gregor was still lying there feebly, and all around was quiet; perhaps 
that was a good omen. Then the doorbell rang. The servant girl was of course locked in her kitchen, 
and Grete would have to open the door. It was his father. 
 “What’s been happening?” were his first words. Grete’s face must have told him everything. 
Grete answered in a muffled voice, apparently hiding her head on his breast: “Mother has been 
fainting, but she’s better now. Gregor’s broken loose.” 
 “Just what I expected,” said his father. “Just what I’ve been telling you, but you women 
would never listen.” It was clear to Gregor that his father had taken the worst interpretation of 
Grete’s all too brief statement, and was assuming that Gregor had been guilty of some violent act. 
Therefore, Gregor must now try to propitiate his father, since he had neither time nor means for 
an explanation. 
 And so he fled to the door of his own room and crouched against it, to let his father see 
as soon as he came in from the hall that his son had the good intention of getting back into his 
room immediately, and that it was not necessary to drive him there, but that, if only the door were 
opened, he would disappear at once. 

Yet his father was not in the mood to perceive such fine distinctions. “Ah!” he cried as soon 
as he appeared, in a tone that sounded at once angry and exultant. Gregor drew his head back from 
the door, and lifted it to look at his father. Truly, this was not the father he had imagined to himself; 
admittedly, he had been too absorbed of late in his new recreation of crawling over the ceiling to 
take the same interest as before in what was happening elsewhere in the flat, and he ought really to 
be prepared for some changes. 

And yet, and yet, could	that	be	his	father? The man who used to lie wearily sunk in bed 
whenever Gregor set out on a business journey; who welcomed him back of an evening lying in 
a long chair in a dressing gown; who could not really rise to his feet but only lifted his arms in 
greeting, and on the rare occasions when he did go out with his family, on one or two Sundays a 
year and on high holidays, walked between Gregor and his mother, who were slow walkers anyhow, 
even more slowly than they did, muffled in his old greatcoat, shuffling laboriously forward with 
the help of his crook-handled stick which he set down most cautiously at every step and, whenever 
he wanted to say anything, nearly always came to a full stop and gathered his escort around him? 

Now he was standing there in fine shape; dressed in a smart blue uniform with gold 
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buttons, such as bank messengers wear; his strong double chin bulged over the stiff high collar of 
his jacket; from under his bushy eyebrows, his black eyes darted fresh and penetrating glances; his 
one-time tangled white hair had been combed flat on either side of a shining and carefully exact 
parting. He pitched his cap, which bore a gold monogram, probably the badge of some bank, in a 
wide sweep across the whole room on to a sofa and, with the tail-ends of his jacket thrown back, 
his hands in his trouser pockets, advanced with a grim visage towards Gregor. 

Likely enough, he did not himself know what he meant to do; at any rate he lifted his 
feet uncommonly high, and Gregor was dumbfounded at the enormous size of his shoe soles. But 
Gregor could not risk standing up to him, aware as he had been from the very first day of his new 
life that his father believed only the severest measures suitable for dealing with him. 

And so he ran before his father, stopping when he stopped, and scuttling forward again 
when his father made any kind of move. In this way, they circled the room several times without 
anything decisive happening; indeed, the whole operation did not even look like a pursuit because 
it was carried out so slowly. And so Gregor did not leave the floor, for he feared that his father 
might take as a piece of peculiar wickedness any excursion of his over the walls or the ceiling. 

All the same, he could not stay this course much longer, for while his father took one step 
he had to carry out a whole series of movements. He was already beginning to feel breathless, just 
as in his former life his lungs had not been very dependable. As he was staggering along, trying 
to concentrate his energy on running, hardly keeping his eyes open, in his dazed state never even 
thinking of any other escape than simply going forward, and having almost forgotten that the walls 
were free to him—which in this room were well-provided with finely carved pieces of furniture 
full of knobs and crevices—, suddenly something lightly flung landed close behind him and rolled 
before him. 

It was an apple and a second apple followed immediately. Gregor came to a stop in alarm; 
there was no point in running on, for his father was determined to bombard him. He had filled his 
pockets with fruit from the dish on the sideboard, and was now shying apple after apple, without 
taking particularly good aim for the moment. The small red apples rolled about the floor as if 
magnetized, and cannoned into each other. 

An apple thrown without much force grazed Gregor’s back, and glanced off harmlessly. 
But another following immediately landed right on his back and sank in. Gregor wanted to drag 
himself forward, as if this startling, incredible pain could be left behind him, but he felt as if nailed 
to the spot, and flattened himself out in a complete derangement of all his senses. 

With his last conscious look, he saw the door of his room being torn open, and his mother 
rushing out ahead of his screaming sister, in her under-bodice, for her daughter had loosened her 
clothing to let her breathe more freely and recover from her swoon. 

He saw his mother rushing towards his father, leaving one after another behind her on the 
floor of her loosened petticoats; stumbling over her petticoats straight to his father, and embracing 
him, in complete union with him—but here Gregor’s sight began to fail—with her hands clasped 
round his father’s neck as she begged for her son’s life. 

To	be	continued	in	Cenacle	|	113	|	October	2020

* * * * * *
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Colin	James

Caligula in Texarkana
(For	Saul	Bellow)

Empathizing with an old girlfriend,
I helped her train
her pet eagle, Caligula.

One day he was particularly distraught,
so I took him to the movies,
thinking the darkness might sooth.
But he still wouldn’t settle,
until Richard Burton soliloquized.

Recently Caligula had learned to
communicate other than by telepathy,
so I asked him what he had thought
of Clint Eastwood’s German accent.

He replied, without hesitation:
Like	snow	falling	off	a	roof,
like	snow	falling	off	a	roof.

* * *
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Why This Isn’t Happening

If you take your right hand,
hold it up to the sun,
don’t blind yourself.

Look through the thumb gap,
moving the forefinger side to side.
Usually at the bottom right
of our, your brightest star,
see	it?	See	it	there?

A room, a control room,
it could be nothing else,
white lab coats made down here.

I discovered this by accident,
having read the same book three times,
and retaining virtually nothing.
I concluded I hadn’t read it at all.
Perhaps	once? Not even. I was
being conditioned to think I had.

Didn’t remember my matriarch grandmother
wearing men’s shoes in the house.
That should have stayed with me.

Now it will, for I have decided
to play along with their little game.
I can barely remember the author’s name,
which is sort of convenient since
no one I think I know has any interest
in discussing them. 

Yet we still stand around, 
almost emphatically nodding.

* * *
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The Type That Comprehend Nothing Before Eventual Transcendence

All in all, the days
with the family were a success.
The kitchen facilities
at the hostel very excellent.

We went to the sea zoo on Anglesey,
where I had little
in the way of expectations,
but was favorably impressed,
and would certainly now recommend it.

The fish and chips we consumed
in Llandudno were a bit disappointing,
invariably greasy.

A small piece of batter
the size of a tooth dropped 
on my freshly washed pullover,
and left a large grease ring,
penetrating through to my shirt,
and even my t-shirt underneath.

Soccer game tomorrow,
in Quincy of all places.

* * * * * *
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Raymond	Soulard,	Jr.

Labyrinthine
[a new fixtion]

It was a cube of chocolate chip cookie dough, edible? the	baking	kind?	The story varies. It was the end 
of the world. Others said it was cherry vanilla. Some said both. Some said one cube, some said many. 
Some said it was the confection of the culture it was travelling. Some said it contained magick. Others 
called it really trippy. 

I am inside Labyrinthine with a group of investigators, sent by The Gate-Keeper to capture someone 
who has infiltrated—how he has done so, or why he has come is not clear—

The Gate-Keeper tells me not to return without answers—my team & I have to go down	deep—

Time	to	play

Diving down deep, pages like levels of the Sea, words down deep, travelling words like space, getting 
acclimated to this, swim words, through words, of words, become words, down deeper words like 
space, pierce the many dimensions, let them travel free, let all that is or ever was or ever might have 
been or ever could be, let all—

* * * * * *

Someone notes the saddle bag on my wheelchair, with the velcro flap for easy use, 

er, um?
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especially at crowded parties like this, the old house over there, half-built, but we’re all out sitting 
around this long planked table, tops support logs, everyone laughing & digging into the many bowls 
of chicken & mashed potatoes, er, um?

it gets weird, hard to talk to others, now descending stairs, in my wheelchair? The velcro flap helps out 
again, down into I guess the basement of the old half-built house? er,	um? 

The talk is worry, worry, about the sickness, about the crazy people with badges & guns, er . . . um?

Travelling the pages of Labyrinthine	& others too, words of images & faces, & stories from near & 
over there far, & there seem to be doors to future stories, past ones that didn’t happen, becomes all an 
admixture, down deep down deep 	er	um?	 down deep—

I wake. Where	am	I?	Who	am	I?	When	am	I?

I remember the Gate, my brothers, the Cave of the Beast—

What	happened	then?

* * * * * *

Cosmic Early scribbles:

“When did the Creatures stir to rise? Were they from Emandia too? Were they native stuff of this world?

“Did they come before the less speeching animals & plants of this world? Are they related at all?

“Matters of first & next, is, I, think, the problem. Events occur, consecutive, simultaneous, connected 
one or many ways—

“The world calm, the world unitive, like in forever hmmm, till a little something, & a little something 
more, & above spaceships, & hark that Blue Suitcase tumbling toward the Wide Wide Sea from a far 
away where & when—

“Creatures	stirred	to	rise.”	

* * * * * *

Where	am	I?	
What was that spaceship?
That trace of music I followed—
What	is	any	of	this?

I’ve sat hours on this bench near the fountain I woke up half-submerged in. Waiting?

Who	am	I?	What was the Gate? That Beast? Those brothers—?

I don’t feel hungry. That fountain feeds me every so often, drink & sup—
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Will someone come?
Will the great story 
resume? Will I help? 
Will I matter?

Do	I	matter?

Someone rolls up now, a strange man in a wheelchair. I know he’s who I am waiting for. 

“Time to play!” he smirks me friendly, one green, one golden eye.

* * * * * *

Sometimes these scribbles is just scribbles, rough lines made as a kind of promise toward better lines 
to come. Sometimes this book is unshaven, dirty, stained briefs down, pissing into a bowl. Spitting to 
join. It’s me at my merest affirming that this	is	what	I	do. I’ll do it better next	time & next & next. Of 
course there’s pleasure in even the meagerest of pisses, the pressure relieves, the hour gains some focus. 
Take a shower. Do some laundry. Put on the old black & white Dü-Mónt with the Antennar 200, press 
that big red button & hear it click-click-click the station from snow to picture, something of a picture 
anyway—

I was sitting here earlier tonight, right on this old mattress in my ZombieTown hovel, taping back in 
the few half-torn pages of this book—had on my white-faced pink cat radio, pushing the dial up & 
down, come upon some old big band music, a suave announcer crooned, “now, ladies & gentlemen, 
enjoy the big band sounds of Glenn Miller & his Orchestra at the Café Rouge, Statler Hotel in New 
York City,” bright music, for dancing or toe-tapping, fun, & I remember reading how Miller was flying 
over the Atlantic Ocean during World War II, & the plane he was aboard went down, lost, & nothing 
recovered—never made the show—

Taping page after tattered page of this book back into this old binder—

“Now, hold on,” you might protest, “you left that hovel years before you started this book, & you 
started it 3000	miles west of that hovel. What gives?”

I nod. Tis true. And only a couple of more pages to tape up, that’s true as well. It’s this kind of a book. 
I’m writing these lines merely miles from that hovel, but it’s now, er, um, 18 years? since I left there, 
moved 3000 miles away, started this book, come back, etc. etc. etc. & now here & now there & now 
now & now	then 

“I’ll Never Smile Again” was the song I stopped at; Mr. Miller said it was debuting on his show that 
night, 1940-something? Her first song, the composer Ruth Lowell. “I predict big things for this record,” 
he said, as suave as the announcer.

Creatures begin to dance about my hovel to this mellow yearning tune.

“Within my heart
I know I’ll never start

to smile again
till I smile at you”
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A squirrel dashes up on the garage next door, slick as an ocean wave & gone to where.

“You did not meet the Creatures till years later as well!” you might well object. “None danced around 
your hovel back then!”

Ah, yes, but back now they do. 
And why not? I wonder. 

The black & white Dü-Mónt television is now slowly scrolling a list of questions & I hurry to write it 
down here:

1) Blue Suitcase from far when falls from sky & splashes into the Wide Wide Sea?
2) Tangled Gate arrives?
3) Creatures stir awake?
4) 6 Islands spook & flee?
5) The world falls into time & travels away from Unitive time save for the Hut near the Great Tree 

at the Heart of the World, which stretches a line from then to every moment since & hereon?
6) Emandians arrive by Red Bag & by Wide Wide Sea to the world?

There, OK, I think I got all of them. Questions that are also statements of history. Yet what are they, as 
questions or statements?

I’ll need all my times & places & what-nots to figure any of this out.

Turn off the Dü-Mónt, press the red button on the Antennar 200, switch off the shaky standing gold 
colored lamp beside my old mattress. The old drunk upstairs is quiet tonight. All is quiet tonight. 

I put on the Glenn Miller radio program again, the white-faced pink cat radio’s eyes glowing like 
delightful secrets. 

Thinking as I drift off, “The Tangled Gate is made of ivory & horn, both, admixtured, & more, & else, 
& more, & else, & more, & else, & more, & else . . . . ”

* * * * * *

He drifts by me, but he just drifts by, by me drifts, like he is or isn’t really there, or I am here but not 
really, I want to follow him but my clothes are so wet & maybe the world is . . . heavier than on that 
ship? Soon he’s drifted far away & gone like he never was, yet I’m sure he was, less sure I am—

I find another bench, under a tree, a White Birch. I sit down, heavy & wet. The greenery around me is 
a little cheering. I’m starting to feel a little lighter now. I look back toward that fountain, wondering . . . 

I stand, sway, steady & walk on, leave the path I’d been following, let the White Birch be the turn I 
make. Soon, the remain of those clashing sounds is gone, long gone. Now more green hills my way, my 
breath & heart settling down, near floating along, letting all I cannot recall give way a bit in my mind 
to what little I can. 

* * * * * *
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A cave. Cave? Neither dark nor light. All I can see is a . . . voice? A growling kind of voice, more like 
 . . . not a man. 

But speaking with seriousness, with poetry, with wisdom. Regret & defeat plowed my bones yet I ached 
& urged to listen. I stop. I listen. I listen with my wet clothes, however they might help. Listen with 
all of me.

“Life is suffering for some. The sufferers 
  are the brick & mortar of the climb 
   elsewhere—
Or else we can learn the world is 
		enough	to	salve	all.

“We’re not from here, so here’s not 
  important—
Or we can learn that here	is	gift.

“Preserve nature, it is the privilege 
  of the few to enjoy till moved on—
Or we can learn it is the magick 
  to keep & perpetuate the world.

“These ancient words were destroyed 
  & more over time. Some now say 
the world is illusion. Others now 
  wave a fist to uphold faith over 
tolerance, certainty over wonder—

“The shine of some lives built on the rags of others.”

* * * * * *

I’m in a village. I don’t know how. All over these hills now are round doors in the earth, & folks of some 
kind climbing in & out, using stairs within to ascend & return. 

In this strange dusk I wonder if I should move away as quiet as I can.

But they approach me now. Much smaller but do not seem afraid. I’m glad. I could not easily explain 
how helpless to all I am right now.

Both my hands gently grasped by paws more than hands. I am led slowly into one of their homes, fed 
a few bites of a strange lovely soup before I nearly topple from my chair. Brought to a small soft bed & 
gifted a sleep seems like 10,000 years in the coming. 

Awake, near to dawn, peep through windows I cannot tell how show it. Quiet sounds near me in this 
dim, like music. 

A strange object, shaped like a cat, glowing eyes. Singing? I lay back, eyes closed again, listen without 
wonder, but close.

* * * * * *
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The music, is it hmmming? drifts me back to that fountain, sit at its edge, its soft spray upon me, mixing 
us with the green & golden sunrise, memories in shards return to me . . . my brothers? There were 6 of 
us . . . which one was I? The King? Dreamwalker? Asoyadonna? Francisco? Who were the other 2? Was 
I one of them? It fades again. They are far, far. 

What do I want to do? I	want	to	find	them. 

How? I can’t even remember all of them, or myself. All I can seem to do is sit by this fountain & worry 
the tatters I yet possess of my life.

“Iconic Square.”
I jerk to see a man sitting near me.
He smiles, smirks really. “You’re new here. I can tell. This place is called Iconic Square.”
I nod.
He talks on. “I’ve been here awhile. Probably too long. Learning. I’m a Traveller. I guess I collect way 
stations like this.” He smiles at his own words. 
“Where do you travel?” I manage to croak softly.
He nods. “Where to, yes, but more I guess you could say when.”
“You travel time, then?”
He nods, seems eager to talk, or boast, I cannot tell.
“It happened by accident. Have you heard of Project Daedalus?”
The name shivers me but I simply shake my head.
“It’s hard to describe. We build, repair, map.”
“Through time?”
He nods.
“How?”
He says nothing, & I’m OK with this.
“Dreams.”
I nod.
“It’s how we’re both here right now.”
I nod again.
“But I don’t know why you’re here.”
“I don’t know either.”
“Where are you from?”
“When.”
“When?”
“I think long ago.”
“How did you come?”
“A spaceship. I walked its length from my time to this one.”
“You’re a Traveller too here?”
“Not by my choice. I was . . . I was . . . a kind of knight, I think. Served my King on a great quest.” 
Saying this, as I say it, I realize I am not the King. 5 to go.
“My name is James Starsden.”
“I don’t know mine. I’m sorry.”
“It’s OK! Maybe we’re met for me to help you.”
“How would you?”
“What would be your heart’s desire, Sir Knight?”
“To find my brothers.”
“How many in all?”
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“6 of us.”

I see him better now, or maybe he lets me. He is slender, average height I think. One green eye, one 
golden. Blonde hair & beard. His clothes shift among the colors of the rainbow, often arriving to 
indigo. His hands are beautiful, toss about playful as he talks.

“Would you let me help you find them, Sir Knight?”
“How?”
“Are you safe by waking?”
“Yes, I have kindly hosts.”
“Then ask them if you can stay. When you can, return here using this path to arrive.” He leans close 
to me, very close, & hmmms low & sweet to me. “Then we’ll begin our travels together to find your 
brother Knights.” His pretty hand on my shoulder now, gives me a playful shove, & I wake.

My hosts will let me stay though do not use words to tell me. Feed me more of their soup & urge me 
back to my bed. My sleep is mostly still recovering from my long travels, & returning to James Starsden 
does not occure immediately.

Then I hesitate. The feelings of regret & failure linger with me. What had we failed to do? Or had we 
succeeded at the cost of our fellowship? Was that part of the cost? Was being far from them what I’d 
agreed to? Or did it simply happen?

As I heal, kindness & soup & yearning urge me believe that they are all somewhere & somewhen, 
possible to find, & I wish & will to do so. 

If James Starsden will help me, then I will let him, travel with him, help him too if I can. It’s what we 
did, back then & there. 

Without the hope of finding them again, nothing else would remain to excite my heart to the new day.

So I slide under the handsome brown blanket of many Bears on my bed, turn my face to the cryptic 
eyes of the cat-shaped device, & let his hmmm sing from my lips & join with the cat’s own.

* * * * * *

[Cosmic Early coughs hard but writes on: “Maybe the world began to begin to continue to now like a 
chorus of voices, each joining in at a given moment, not coordinated to rule, just occurring, & now one 
& now several & now many, & the song, the Hmmm braids ever on with voices coming, others fading 
but for a trace, a music that itself	is	why	there	is	something	instead	of	nothing—

[“Tis more a mythopoeia than a science of it all & yet feels true, which is a down deep way of getting 
things.

[“My little Creature friend, on our travels through the Tangled Gate, with another dear friend along, 
convinced me that this world is the Aftermath of Unitive Time, & waking is the Aftermath of dreaming. 

[“What to do with any of this, I do not know. But it feels like a good path on & a good one back too.”
      Coughs hard. Sets down pen.]

* * * * * *
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“Even with the idea of events like singers joining in a braiding Hmmm, is there still a first & a next & 
a next & a next? 

“1) Unitive	Time—all come to hmmm together till 
2) there is a cackle, & thus play
3) Blue Suitcase falls from a far away where & when, shocking the clustered like Creatures Islands, who 
spook & flee—
4) Emandians arrive to one of the Islands via the Tangled Gate, & also by capsules plunging into the 
Wide Wide Sea
5) The Islands now have White Woods, & from their Mushroom patches emerge Thought Fleas as 
guardians
6) Creatures dreaming stir to wake: music raises ears, noses sniff, paws reach to tough, lips & tongues 
to taste, eyes open

Smile.
Wake	up!
Happiness

“What about people-folks? When do they come? Are these events thousands, ten thousands, millions 
of years before people-folks?

“Were there Emandians in small numbers a timeless time before this world’s own people stood upright 
& walked toward the throne of the world they would build for themselves, & set to their long, lawless, 
& destructive rule?”

Cosmic Early stops writing again. Jazz wraps around him as a soft nude blonde viper, comforts him, 
heals him, sets him back on his pen’s great, rude course. 

* * * * * *

My team returns to the Gate-Keeper & reports all we have found so far. 

His office is ever more decrepit as the years go on, in a building that seems like it should have been 
rubble long ago, but isn’t. 

His chair seems part tree trunk, his cluttered high desk an old plank on logs, the place dark enough to 
make describing him impossible. 

Looks at my fresh sheaf of pages. “A Knight? A Time Traveller?” Laughs now. “Cosmo, you old 
rapscallion! She’s one of the finest pieces in all this!” Reads some of these pages twice, like looking for 
something.

I tell my team to leave us be for now, urge them to beers on my tab at Luna T’s Cafe down the road 
a-ways. They leave in a happy, chatty bunch.

“Gate-Keeper?”
“Yes, Soulard?”
“What’s any of this to do with RemoteLand? That’s your piece of it, right?”
“You tell me.”
“I’m not sure. Are we at war?”
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His shaggy eyebrows raise in this murk.
“Are we?”
“I don’t know. Since when do I work for you, anyhow?”
He laughs. “You were just looking for a thread into Part Twelve. You asked. I helped.”
“I thought you asked me?”
He hands me back my pages.
“I can’t use these. You have to go down	deeper, but you know this!”
I nod. “Thanks for helping me,” I say humbly.
“Just follow that thread, son, & you’ll get there,” he says kindly. Stands. Seems both taller & shorter 
than me. How? isn’t the right question to ask about this.

“Time for me to get back to my set. You better get back to yours too.” Hint accepted, I nod at him & 
leave. “Visit me sometime!” he calls cheerily as I close his centuries-tattered wooden door.

It’s a long way back, along a somewhat busy freeway, all manner of cars & other kinds of vehicles, 
speeding along it, some above it.

Pass an old cemetery looks somehow 4 or 5 dimensional—the deceased arrive, stay awhile, depart 
again, return, more complex than all this usually is—

Finally come to Chief Seattle’s Friendly Market, its parking lot crowded full. Walk in & look around.

All the cash registers to the right, some centuries old, some probably from the future—& to the left the 
many aisles of food & canned goods. The soda & sandwich & ice cream cases. Pass by the open area of 
tables & chairs.

Through the heavy cooler door & to the back, where a door is hid from view. Down the murky staircase 
to the door at the bottom. Tap into its security keypad: “P-A-R-T-T-W-E-L-V-E-S-E-C-T-I-O-N-i,” 
door hmmms & clicks, & I walk on through. Too long in getting here.

To	be	continued	in	Cenacle	|	113	|	October	2020

* * * * * *
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Notes	on	Contributors

Algernon Beagle lives in Bags End. He is the Editor guy for Bags End News. Delightful books made from 
the stories in his delightful newspaper appear regularly in The Cenacle. 

Charlie Beyer lives in New Castle, Colorado. His take-no-prisoners prose appears regularly in The	Cenacle.	
The piece in this issue is one he first showed me, in chapbook form, many years ago at the Burning 
Man Arts Festival in Black Rock City, Nevada. Such nutty fun! More of his writings can be found 
at http://therubyeye.blogspot.com.

Ace Boggess lives in Charleston, West Virginia. His poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. Waiting out 
the pandemic to get back on the road with his poems. His new book of poetry is Misadventure, 
published by Cyberwit in February 2020. 

John Echem lives in Akwa Ibom State, Nigeria & teaches English at local schools. His poetry last appeared in  
Cenacle | 111 | April 2020. He is currently working on a memoir of his youth, some of which at 
least I hope will appear in this journal’s pages.

ElectroLounge Forums is a discussion community for contributors to The Cenacle, found at http://
electrolounge.boards.net/. Writers, artists, photographers, & readers are encouraged to request a 
membership (no charge) & visit these forums to meet, & perhaps join, those whose works fill the 
pages of The Cenacle.

Judih Haggai lives at Kibbutz Nir Oz in Israel. Her poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. She counters 
incessant barking dogs on the kibbutz with lots of meditation. Good strategy! Her 2004 
poetry RaiBook, Spirit	World	 Restless, can be found at: http://www.scriptorpress.com/raibooks/
spiritworldrestless.html. 

Jimmy Heffernan lives in Salt Lake City, Utah. His prose appears frequently in The Cenacle. His most recent 
book is Many	Worlds:	A	Collection	of	Poems, published by Modern Memoirs in 2019. Jimmy is at 
work on a new book called Unfolding	Nature:	Being	in	the	Implicate	Order.

Nathan D. Horowitz lives in Kansas City, Kansas. Chapters from his epic work-in-progress, 
Nighttime	 Daydreams, appear regularly in The	 Cenacle.	 Book 1 of  his published Nighttime	
Daydreams	 (Gateway	 Mexico) now contains an “in flight magazine”! It can be found at:  
https://amzn.to/3jhnEWx. 

Ekponoimo Iphyok lives in Akwa Ibom State, Nigeria. His photographs last appeared in  
Cenacle | 111 | April 2020.  More of his wonderful work can be found online at: https://instagram.
com/ginuenpixels.



The Cenacle | 112 |  Summer 2020

152

Colin James lives in western Massachusetts. His poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. He & his kin are 
staying out of the way of the stupidly maskless right now. Wise move! His most recent book of 
poetry, Resisting	Probability, was published by Sagging Meniscus Press in 2017. 

Franz Kafka  was born in Prague, Kingdom of Bohemia, in 1883, & died in Kierling, Austria, in 1924. He 
is one of the 20th century’s greatest fiction writers. Scriptor Press reprinted his amazing story “The 
Metamorphosis,” in chapbook form, as part of the 2002 Burning Man Books series.This volume 
can be found online at: http://www.scriptorpress.com/nobordersbookstore.html.

Sam Knot lives in rural France. His poetry now appears regularly in The Cenacle. We’re now also talking 
about finally getting him a show on SpiritPlants Radio! Visit samknot.com for more of his work.

Tamara Miles lives in Elgin, South Carolina. Her poetry & prose appear regularly in The Cenacle. She 
also hosts the excellent poetry show, “Where the Most Light Falls,” on SpiritPlants Radio 
(spiritplantsradio.com). Staying home, busy with school, feeling fortunate.

Martina Newberry lives in Palm Springs, California. Her poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. Her most 
recent book of poetry, Blues	for	French	Roast	with	Chicory, was published by Deerbrook Editions in 
2019. Kassi & I were lucky enough recently to attend an online open mic event featuring Martina. 
Lovely! More of her writings can be found at: https://martinanewberry.wordpress.com. 

Tom Sheehan lives in Saugus, Massachusetts. His poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. His newest book 
of poetry is called Jock	Poems	and	Reflections	for	Proper	Bostonians,	published by Pocol Press in 2019. 
The man has no quit in him.

Kassandra Soulard lives in Milkrose, Massachusetts.She tends the green friends of the Bungalow Cee with 
the same kindness she shows all. Even in the hottest weather, she worries their wellness, & takes 
care of them.

Raymond Soulard, Jr. lives in Milkrose, Massachusetts. It’s been a hard summer for the world. I hope this 
journal offers some beautiful distraction from these struggles, whenever possible.

Timothy Vilgiate lives in Colorado Springs, Colorado. His Rivers	of	the	Mind	[A	Novel] is now regularly 
serialized in this journal, & his poetry is newly welcomed. The radio version of Rivers	of	the	Mind, 
an amazing work in any form, can be found online at: https://riversofthemind.libsyn.com. 

* * * * * *
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