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Feedback on Cenacle 112 | Summer 2020
From Sam Knot:

Lingering for me to mention from Cenacle | 112 | 
Summer 2020 is Tom Sheehan’s short fiction “The 
Man Who Hid Music,” which I found to be a 
perfect little fable. It left me feeling as if I had just 
received a gift from a distant friend; its reading 
was something precious added to my life.

I made Cenacle 113 my bedtime reading over a 
number of nights. It overflowed with treasures! To 
encounter a circle of voices over a length of time 
is something special, and I begin to feel myself 
part of a conversation, even as everyone is quite 
clearly soloing, and arrayed throughout time and 
space. The earth works her magic, and each of us 
ours, as readers and writers. I feel like I’m getting 
somewhere, with my work, yet if I had to put my 
finger on what this development was, I would 
only be able to touch something like a growing 
sense of comfort: in my self, with my words, in 
the world, among friends of the mighty pen. 

If I had to select only one treasure for myself from 
this issue, perhaps it would be the scene with the 
old farmer and the cattle in Timmy Vilgiate’s short 
fiction “Rivers of the Mind.” I found it, in pretty 
much equal parts: wildly profound, thoroughly 
amusing, and sweetly caring. Probably close to a 
perfect mix for me. The story as a whole is a lot 
of fun, shot through with invention and empathy, 
but I feel that scene in particular will stay with 
me. 

Raymond Soulard, Jr.’s commentaries upon the 
world of Bags End in his Notes from New England | 
What	is	Bags	End?	A	Reader’s	Guide	Part	3:	2014-
2020 couldn’t have come at a better time for me, 
not only in the sense of providing a gateway into 
the work itself, but in echoing some of my own 
concerns with world-building. There are elements 
in Soulard’s world that have striking resonance 
with aspects of my own—and the different way 
his world is developed encourages me in aspects 
of my own that I might sometimes struggle with, 
or find difficult to accept. 

Tamara Miles’ wonderful Church	in	the	Greenhouse 
pandemic journal always leaves me feeling 
grounded, yet not without a fluttering sense of 
just how much is going on, even in the garden or 
the greenhouse, where one might suppose things 
only go round and round and round. I had been 
enjoying D. H. Lawrence’s poem “The Snake” 
only a night or two before, and found Tamara’s 
appreciation of it deepened my own. I hadn’t 
even noticed the sibilance, perhaps due to not yet 
having read the poem out loud.

John Echem’s powerful poem “Life is a Forest, 
He Would Say” immerses in archetypal forces 
that reveal nothing less than the world itself in an 
apocalypse of continual creation. His work finds 
a well-matched partner in Ekponoimo Iphyok’s 
potent photographs.

Jimmy Heffernan’s “Notes on UFOs” closes 
with a call to examine the alienating nature of 
modern civilization itself, which indeed massively 
complicates any hopes for objectivity around the 
peculiar psycho-spiritual phenomenon of alien 
abduction, or encounter. I resonate with ideas 
that the future might bring something of a return 
to the mysteries of deep subjectivity, such that we 
might pass beyond psychological rationalizations 
to encounter something more akin to the realm 
of living myth itself. When I met the big-eyed 
ones, they seemed to be reaching backwards 
through time into my imagination, trying to find 
something they had lost.

Ace Boggess’s fine speculative poem “Another 
Earthlike Planet” bears a beautiful and mysterious, 
perhaps perfect, metaphor at its heart: the image 
of millions of lost anchors at the bottom of an 
ocean trench—and the way in which settling 
and sedimentation seemed to drift through the 
poem—and that this very process, in what might 
at first seem a paradox, is perhaps part of why we 
might often find ourselves elsewhere?

Colin James’ poems often remind me that my 
skull is grinning, however momentarily perplexed 
might be the look on my face. I particularly 
enjoyed “Why This Isn’t Happening.” The 
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discombobulated paranoia of the narrator seemed 
to find a function in that fatalistic sense of humor. 
The way in which the poem mixed the mundane 
and the unlikely I found oddly comforting.

* * * * * *

From Nathan D. Horowitz:

Sam Knot’s poem “A Kind of Butterfly Song” 
crawls out of its chrysalis and, unfurling its 
brilliantly multicolored wings, tells us why 
everything is a butterfly. This is my favorite poem 
of his that I have read. I feel transformed by it 
and I want all subsequent Sam Knot poems to be 
variations on this one. I suggest a future poem on 
why everything is a lizard. For instance, houses are 
legless, tailless lizards, and the wires within and 
leading away from them are their nervous systems. 
And everything is a bird and cars are birds with 
round wings. I am joking but this butterfly poem 
made my butterfly soul happy. 

In his What	is	Bags	End?	reader’s guide Raymond 
Soulard Jr. tells us more about the braided worlds 
he devises, some of their history and multi-layered 
geography. When I die, I want to be reborn as a 
character in those worlds (though maybe not to 
live in a hovel in ZombieTown). I was enchanted, 
in this reading, by a single huge tree passing 
through multiple dimensions, and by how the 
Emandians left their dying world and traveled 
through a portal they generated into the world of 
Bags End where the Wide Wide Sea and the Six 
Islands and the White Woods are. 

Tamara Miles coolly preaches from her Greenhouse 
Church (which may have some connection to 
Soulard’s worlds, some roots in common with 
their Great Tree) pandemic journal. One journal-
entry sermon is about snakes: the ones she’s wary 
of outdoors, the one drinking water in D.H. 
Lawrence’s poem and, as kundalini, the ones in 
our spines. Another sermon is on how we are 
remembered by others: the positions we occupy 
in their memories, at first brilliant and intense, 
and then fading. 

That feels like an important lesson. We shine as 
much as we can, both to illuminate our friends’ 
lives with our energy, and to transport images of 
ourselves into their hearts; but, indeed, we will 
fade and, as my mom says, “That is but nature 
and the way God intended.” The acceptance of 
fading brings us back to the terrain of Miles’ 
journal-entry sermon, which discusses Shiva, the 
god who reminds us that things must die in order 
for things to be reborn. 

* * * * * *

From Ace Boggess:

Sam Knot’s “A Kind of Butterfly Song” creates 
a sort of universal metaphor, transcending the 
simple beauty of the insect to show its patterns 
in the larger world. It makes for a fascinating 
thought experiment, and leaves the reader feeling 
a bit dreamlike in viewing everyday items or 
natural phenomena. Quite a fun poem to read.

* * * * * *

From Leia Friedman:

Kassandra Soulard’s color cover for Cenacle 112 is 
stunning! That is one sexy Stargazer lily!

Nathan Horowitz’s “River of Voices” travel journal 
entry reminded me of my own dusty bus rides in 
Central and South America, spent on the floor/
in the aisles, sitting on my bag or using it as a 
pillow (thankfully, though, no vomit). The story 
was full of novel, amusing moments, threaded 
into the depth and ominousness of Wanteancó’s 
tale. I empathized with Nathan’s bug-eaten legs, 
having just returned from living outside for six 
months in Costa Rica.

Judih Haggai’s haikus  floated through me, 
embracing my soul and reminding me to notice, 
ground and center, give thanks, and keep going. 

* * * * * *
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From Charlie Beyer: 

I loved reading of Nathan D. Horowitz’s travels in 
“River of Voices,” of that boisterous and confusing 
world that is not North America. A world where 
nothing is as it seems, and can change any minute. 
Where the uncertainty of the present is a strong 
match for COVID-19 confusion.

* * * * * *

From Benjamin Gray:

I love the imagery in Timothy Vilgiate’s poem 
“Mysterious Ruins Found off of the Pikes Peak 
Greenway.” It’s extremely concrete (so to speak!), 
and reminds me of the ruins in Rome, where 
civilization is stacked on civilization. In this case, 
though, the ruins aren’t those of a once-glorious 
society, but a potential sanctuary from our own—
from police brutality, racial discrimination, and 
violence. 

It makes me wonder if the ruins have always 
been a safe space for people threatened by the 
outside world. I think the question at the end (“If 
invited,	how	many	would	come	to	the	temple?”) 
is also about which of our friends need sanctuary, 
and which are the ones we need sanctuary 
from. I thought it was a really beautiful way of 
approaching the subject. 

The imagery is so urban, which I think is a really 
important part of what we’re experiencing right 
now, where the violence in the news is taking place 
almost entirely in the cities. It’s also interesting 
that, while a lot of us have been thinking about 
escape, this poem is more about hunkering down 
and surviving. 

* * * * * *

From Martina Newberry:

I was particularly struck by Timothy Vigilate’s 
protest poem “Mysterious Ruins Found off of the 
Pikes Peak Greenway.” Very accessible, terribly 
real. Stanzas like this chilled me to the bone:

I	am	held	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.

The last line broke me: “If	 invited,	 how	 many	
would	come	to	the	temple?”

Well done, Timothy!

As always, Raymond Soulard, Jr.’s Bags End 
writings grabbed me and wouldn’t let go. Both the 
Reader’s	Guide and Bags	End	Book	#16:	What	Is	the	
Red	Bag? had me trapped in a place I did not want 
to leave. It was like reading Alice	 in	Wonderland 
for the first time. 

My visit with Tamara Miles in her Church	in	the	
Greenhouse pandemic journal was as delightful 
a tête-à-tête as I have ever enjoyed with anyone. 
Felt myself having a drink with her and talking of 
things that matter.

Tom Sheehan’s “Coupled” is a beautiful poem. 
Word-lovely, line-lovely, a huge pleasure to read. 
It’s a poem to memorize; memorable because of 
stanzas like this:

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

I am easily lost in Judih Haggai’s amazing poems. 
I read them over and over again and, each time, 
each poem, I feel myself surrounded by a kind of 
benevolent net. I was particularly drawn to this:

go	through	the	motions
trust	mixes	with	disbelief
mindful	of	heartbeat.

I found myself repeating these lines throughout 
the day, seeing their truth in so many of my daily 
stuff. Brava, Judih!

* * * * * *
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From Judih Haggai:

My daughter in another city asks: “When will this 
strange reality transform into something else?” 
I can’t answer. The only thing to say is that we 
need patience. But truthfully, I’m using so many 
coping skills that my patience is pretty much 
depleted. And so, reading Martina Newberry’s 
“Clouds Like Boxcars,” I nod and thank her for 
providing her energy to say what needs to be said. 

To	stay	sane,	I	research	and	pore
over	the	small	things:
a	chipped	fingernail,
an	odd-colored	feather	gracing	the	ground
.	.	.	.
Hold	steady,	I	say.

Together with this is Kassandra Soulard’s 
phenomenal offering of a brilliant red rose. Yes, 
I say, and I linger on these pages with surprising 
tears of gratitude.

Then I come upon to Kassandra’s white dew-
decorated bloom, and am gratified to find Tom 
Sheehan’s poem, “Coupled”: 

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.

The slight edge of optimism over darkness offers 
hope. And it’s been a week, another week of 
endless questions, with bouts of incredulous 
comprehension of bottomless sources of stupidity.

I fear I’m finding myself reading the wonderful 
Cenacle 112 with a highly biased mind. And so I 
concentrate on the images, with simple joy. And 
I keep this issue ready by my side for moments of 
equilibrium. Wishing you all a pleasant moment, 
and another after that.

* * * * * *

From John Echem:

Timothy Vilgate’s poem “Wholesome Strangers” 
strikes me hard to the spine in these lines:

All	this	after	two	months	in	isolation	
We	wake	up	in	revolution

Here man’s insensitivity to global rundown in 
all facets of life is greeted with chagrin by the 
poet’s satirical tone. Anti-social policies created 
by demagogues and firebrands are crippling the 
human community more than the pandemic. 

Sam Knot’s nature poems, such as this issue’s “A 
Kind of Butterfly Song,” flow like a gentle stream, 
or as crocodiles along riverbeds. They elucidate 
William Wordsworth’s dictum that one at peace 
with nature is in a state of purity. 

Ekponoimo Iphyok’s photographs are a deep 
art, a fine chiseling into the very depth of his 
community’s reality. Each time he & I go on a 
walk, he uses his camera so often that I call him 
“Camera Freak.” He’ll take pictures of every odd 
scene or sequence he sees on the way, so that we 
sometimes do not ever reach where we are going!

* * * * * *

From Timothy Vilgiate:

I loved the poems from Raymond Soulard Jr.’s 
“Many Musics, Twelfth Series,” especially the idea 
of “braided worlds.” The use of colors struck me 
as especially effective—the green life pulsing at 
the heart of the world, the traces of indigo. The 
motion from poem to poem feels like a cosmic 
journey. 

Sam Knot’s wonderfully imaginative “A Kind of 
Butterfly Song” stuck with me after I read it—
the insistence on reality as this endless world of 
things that either are butterflies, or are becoming 
butterflies (i.e., cocoons or caterpillars). 

* * * * * *
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From Greg Kelly:

John Echem’s poem “Life is a Forest, He Would 
Say” is stunning. Alive. And breathtaking. He 
brings us through a boyhood memory of his 
grandfather that is foreign in setting, at least to 
some of us readers:

He	would	take	me	as	a	boy	to	hunt	antelopes	
and	other	wild	animals	in	the	dense	forest.	

But then there’s something familiar about this 
type of memory. The memory of being alone with 
our kin. Memories that are truly spectacles we’ll 
never forget. 

It’s his relation to the event that hits me the most, 
especially in the remarkable final stanza. We read 
of his frightened flight “through the pathless 
forest.” All of this occurring while a single bird is 
singing its song, like there is still peace everywhere. 
Beautiful.

Also, the issue’s placement of Echem’s poem 
that brings us out into the wild posed against 
Ekponoimo Iphyok’s black & white photographs 
is massively contrasting. There is tension in that 
placement. Throughout Echem’s poem, we’re in 
the wilderness. At the same time, within Iphyok’s 
photos, we’re imprisoned. Wow.

* * * * * *

From Jimmy Heffernan:

Imagine my enchantment when the scientific 
mystic in me was awakened into a resonance 
of styled truth as I read poems from Raymond 
Soulard’s Many	Musics, Twelfth	 Series. At first, I 
was tickled by the rhizomatic, primeval web of lava 
and life that burst forth, not only upon the Earth, 
but into the stars as well. The implicate flowers 
into the explicate, then re-folds into an infinity 
of “braided worlds.” This can be none other than 
the multiverse of lore, the endless multitude of 
universes entwined with universes, nestled in 
dimensions impossible to count. I would say Mr. 

Soulard has gone beyond our familiar dimension 
with this lovely and riveting poetry and, in my 
transcendence, I am still vibrating . . . hmmm . . .

* * * * * *

From Tamara Miles:

Jimmy Heffernan’s “Notes on UFOs” may appear 
wrapped in tinfoil expectations, but I was instantly 
intrigued because he focuses on the shared 
psychological experiences of many people who 
claim to see UFOs (their shared “hallucinations”). 
Is this a Jungian “projection . . . of archetypes”? Are 
those who see round and shining objects speeding 
away at impossible speeds simply envisioning the 
epic hero’s journey to the great eye-beam in the 
sky, through the valley of torturous experiences, 
purged at last to assume the divine nature? 

This I can understand—and I’ve seen a couple of 
really weird episodes in the night sky, by the way. 
Do we see Martians because we so desperately 
want to see someone besides our maddening 
selves, because we are “threatened, insecure, and 
powerless,” especially at the height of a Donald 
Trump presidency? I am heading outside right 
now. Seriously, Heffernan, I can tell you who 
I’d like to vanish from our consensus reality—
but you’ve got me thinking about the intelligent 
universe beyond this one that presumably wants 
to study us. Who can blame them, when we are 
such a symptomatic population? Buckle up, folks, 
we’re going up on a gurney with Jimmy to get a 
planetary doctoring and a damned mysterious 
vaccine in the butt cheek. I’m in.

And anyway, we know there are other worlds 
because we’ve been going there with Raymond 
Soulard, Jr., in his Many	Musics poetry, for a long 
time now, “Long before men, & down below 
sight, there is green”—not as in little green men, 
but as in sea water, web, bloom, hmmm. “Behold 
it!” We’re going ancient, “Down to the Heart of 
the World,” to the humming leaf and “winking 
starlight,” to the cackle.  Lovers, gather round . . . 
we are theater and musician here. 
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I really dig Franz Kafka’s short story “The Metamorphosis,” and I’m so grateful for every day that I don’t 
wake up as a beetle, thinking, “How am I going to get to work?” Wait . . . do	I? 

Am	I,	in	fact,	a	beetle	in	the	great	insectarium,	crawling	through	the	hierarchical	structures,	rolling	myself	
back	and	forth,	until	I	finally	manage	to	get	out	of	bed,	past	my	depressive	episode,	and	down	to	the	office	
with	my	inner	flight	pair	of	wings	folded	up?	

* * * * * *

From Colin James:

An	Erudite	Reading	of	Kafka’s	Metamorphosis

Sometimes
you
only
have
to
look
at
someone
and
there
is
a
connection.

I
can’t
explain
it.

Other
times
you
need
a
bridge
a
symbolic
disassemblement.

* * * * * *
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From the ElectroLounge Forums

Bubble Wrap:
A collab-experiment 
if you want to play!

Published	on	electrolounge.boards.net

Post by Sam on Jan 13, 2020 at 4:39am

Here	are	the	rules	for	this	game:

You imagine you get a package, and inside it is some kind of animal. Or is it? Maybe it’s a plant, or 
something else? How is it packaged? What kind of state is it in? Who do you think might have sent it? 
Does it remind you of anyone? Or some event?

Where are you? What are you up to? Does this fit into some kind of existing or ongoing narrative? Have 
you done something that might have led to this package being delivered? Or does the package itself 
have some pre-history?

At some point you are going to let the whatever-it-is out of its wrapping, and something happens. What 
happens?

There is another thread common to all. It is a message hidden somewhere, an inkling, a pattern maybe—
something that makes you think, even if only for a moment, even if only to discount the notion, or 
resist or critique it—it is the feeling that this animal, the creature, this thing—has something to do with 
poetry. Maybe it is poetry.

Coolness.	Have	a	good	day,
&	blessings	to	all	who	play

&	anyway
&

* * *

Post by Sam on Jan 13, 2020 at 12:55pm

It was Monday, 4 p.m. The wind had gotten up, and it looked like the rain that was forecast might 
finally be on its way. I was expecting some books to be delivered, so I thought I had better go and check 
the mailbox before the storm started. The gravel crunched as I walked across the yard, passed the horses 
who were all inside the stable munching hay. They make a mud pit out of a meadow in about five 
minutes if the weather is wet, so I had closed the path. I swung open the big wooden gate, unlocked 
the green metal mailbox, and found a nice weighty cardboard box inside waiting for me. It seemed my 
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books had begun to arrive!

I took the box back inside, put it down on my desk, and ran my finger up the seam to rip it open. It was 
not what I was expecting. It was filled with rounded glass beads of many colors—all translucent, but 
dark, like the dark green of a beer bottle—but in red, blue, yellow and orange too. Some were slightly 
pearlescent—they clacked together as I rummaged around in them searching for my books. My hand 
touched something a little rubbery, and I pulled it out. It was a small ornamental elephant—incredibly 
lifelike in fact—although slightly dwarven in character, with an oversize head, and the material it was 
made out of was faintly iridescent. 

I was no longer concerned with what else might be in the box, this little figure being utterly engrossing. 
I held it up directly in front of my face and looked at its face intently. His face. The sense of the creature 
being real, perhaps just sleeping, was quite unnerving. I saw that his eyes were closed, and that they 
seemed to be covered in a light down, with long curly eyelashes that caught the fading light from my 
window. 

Inexplicably, he reminded me of my grandfather, who had passed on some years ago. I saw my 
Granddad’s face in my mind for a moment, only his nose was long like an elephant’s trunk. I brought 
him closer to my chest, lay him in the crook of my arm, and lightly stroked his face with my thumb. 

I thought perhaps I had slipped into a dream when his little eye opened—his little deep black eye—and 
his trunk lifted—and I heard one tiny little breath go quickly into it. I put him down on my desk, on 
his feet, and he stood there motionless. 

“Do you have a name?” I asked, feeling a little silly. 
He wrote something in the air with his trunk, but I couldn’t follow. 
“Cel—oo—dex?” 
He just looked at me. 
“Celoodex?” 

He walked towards the edge of my desk and just hopped off. I was sure he would shatter on the floor, 
but I heard nothing, and when I peered over to look he was simply gone. I got down on my hands and 
knees, but couldn’t see him anywhere. 

Well,	that	was	odd, I thought. I sat for a long time, wondering if I should be worried. About myself, I 
mean. 

A rhyme started up in my head. A weird little sing-song thing. Celoodex the elephant sent himself to 
me. Exactly why he did so remains a mystery. He made me think of Granddad, and candles on a cake, 
all the colors melting together, the waxes like a lake. He jumped off the edge of my table, and I guess 
he disappeared, 

I did go looking for him, but didn’t try too hard. I see him in my mind now, invoke his little eye, feel 
his soft downy cheek under my thumb, and gently cry. I only knew him a minute or two, but somehow 
our fates got bonded, and then he jumped off my table, and I just sat here and wondered. 

And so I started laughing, and lay down on the floor, and looked up at the ceiling, and you know who 
I did saw? That silly little elephant, walking around under the table, laying silly little jelly beans out to 
spell: “Eat as many as you are able.” And so I did as well. 
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First I chose a purple one, and put it in my mouth, it tasted like a mint thing, I nearly spat it out—but 
the wee beast had challenged me, and so I carried on. And now I’ve eaten all but one—but this last one 
is but halfway out his bum, so I guess I’ll have to wait a bit. But basically: I reckon I’ve won. 

No. Nope. Actually, I was wrong. Each of those jelly beans was a Celoodex seed, and now they’re 
springing to life inside me, and some of them are angry, and say I’ve work to do, I must model them out 
of my mind matter, and plant them out to grow and, when they are finally ready, to be unwrapped like 
corn from their sheaves, I am to place them inside boxes lined with jelly beans, and each one of them 
will tell me an address before they go to sleep. 

So please all check your mailboxes around the beginning of next week. 

* * *

Post by Raymond on Jan 14, 2020 at 8:48am

When messages come to me, the Creatures insist I sit in my green and golden moss covered Stone 
Throne. With the crown of vines and stones upon my head. I don’t think I am a Princess to them, like 
I am when I am awake, daughter to my father the King of this Island. I am something else to them, in 
Dreaming, in the Great Cavern beneath the Tangled Gate.

The message I just received is written by someone with handwriting similar to mine own. MeZmer the 
White Bunny brung it to me, sort of tucked into the ribbon she wears around her neck. She hopped up 
to me, strange bright eyes, nudging me over to my Stone Throne, & then showed it to me to pluck out.

Have I written myself a message? The letters & words on the strange soft unrolled sheet take a bit to 
cohere. I see it is signed with images of my friends the Creatures. Bunny, bears, hedgedy-hog, giraffes, 
many others, collected & strangely animated on the page. Sniffing at me curiously.

Then the words clear:
“We	have	to	give	the	gift	we	made.”

Oh! Yes! We do.

* * *

Post by Tamara on Jan 17, 2020 at 7:43am

Someone left the box at my door while I slept. When I rose to let the dogs out, I found it under the 
curious gaze of the sun god, who always wants us to find what shimmers. Wrapped in gold paper with 
royal purple ribbon, addressed to the Queen of the Universe. 

Well,	then,	it’s	for	me, I thought, smiling. I sat for a while just admiring it and wishing I could open it 
without destroying the beauty of its wrapping (kind of like love). My father left his small pocket-knife 
on the bookshelf next to his visiting chair by the fire, so I borrowed it to cut as clean a line as possible 
around until the opportunity came to lift my prize from mystery. 

To my surprise, I was first greeted by the scent of roses, so lush and sweet I instinctively lowered my 
head to inhale. Nestled in a pink, scented cushion lay a beautiful bottle of rose oil. I remembered seeing 



1010



The Cenacle | 113 | October 2020

11

ScriptorPress.com

a bottle like this years before, in London, and thinking I couldn’t afford it. I remembered also the time 
I went to Epcot Center at Disney World, to the Moroccan restaurant, where a man poured rose water 
over my hands after the meal. I felt like a queen then. Now I would feel that way again. 

I opened the bottle and poured a little pool in my cupped hand, and after another deep breathing in, I 
brought the oil to my face, my neck, my shoulders. I became a fragrant flower . . . but I knew too well 
my thorns, and how each thorn might prick and sting anyone who loved me. 

* * *

Post by Martina on Aug 30, 2020 at 1:44pm

Bubble	Wrapped

I am an honest woman sometimes.
I tell my children and my friends
I love presents. 
You may always send me presents. 
Even if they are teeny. 
Once, I got a bobby pin from a friend I rarely see. 
Another time, a jelly bean in a tiny plastic bag.

Today I got a package. 
It is small, tightly wrapped in brown paper.
Tape and string are involved. 
The return address says, “From Me.”
Who	is	Me? I don’t know any Me’s.
I don’t think I do. 
If I do, I’ve forgotten them. 

The package isn’t heavy at all and
it doesn’t smell like anything in particular. 
The return address says, “From Me,” 
as if that tells me anything.
I open carefully—wary of cutting the gift
while trying to get it out. 
Cut the tape, cut the string, open the box. 

In bubble wrap something light brown sits. 
It does not move. 
It is a Mushroom, small and perfect. 
Underneath, a card. 
Someone has printed: 
“I know you like presents.
Do something wonderful with this.”

I	will.
I	know	I	will.

* * *
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Post by Jimmy on Sep 9, 2020 at 2:07pm

Crystalline

To receive a parcel on a Tuesday afternoon,
Is kind of ordinary, not extraordinary.
So what then, pray tell, is going to be my boon?
It’s from a stranger merry, I pray it isn’t scary.

Truth or Consequences is the now’s abode,
And I do not know, what this pack will show.
But the town and this lush landscape make a lovely node.
Tell me, does it glow? Where was it to go?

It cannot have been here, the current premises,
I have already said, to me the sender’s dead.
I know him not, so really all I have are grimaces.
Will this parcel cut me red? Then to have out-bled?

It’s like the Cask of crypts, what and whereat is this?
It’s captivating me, as it’s activating me.
If I did not receive this, what would I have missed?
I really must now see, this mystery for free!

I can’t recall an instance of a prompting of this thing.
I live indeed a simple life, relaxation, respite rife.
Whereupon invades this FedEx man, what did he bring?
I hope it’s not some murder knife, as I do not need the strife!

Shall I swallow and just open this damn infernal thing.
Yes, I think I really must, perhaps it is a bust?
All right, and I must say I hope it doesn’t at all sting!
Or I will have cussed, and henceforth lost all trust!

The blade injures the tape as I finally do the deed.
The package I unclasp, the knife it makes a rasp.
And what I find is something that I really did not need.
An orbicle of jasp, but Oh! It made me gasp!

* * *

Post by Judih on Sep 10, 2020 at 9:53am

Phone message: “Come pick up a package, addressed to you.” 

I walk in the impossible midday heat to the kibbutz post office, one in a row of shacks. Jeremy’s 
straw-colored office door is closed, but that’s OK. All of today’s deliveries (and some unclaimed from 
yesterday) are plunked on a low box, a height perfect for surveying the options and grabbing. I found 
the one with my name on it. 
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Cute little thing. It’s a puffy clear balloon encasing a brown wrapped item. Portable with practically no 
weight to speak of. I walk home, and I count my steps. About 250, I notice.

Home, I opt for scissors to begin the discovery process. Bubble broken, brown envelope conquered. 
Then come mummy wrappings, some plastic petroleum product, a wannabe cloth substitute with a 
distinctive odor. What the fuck, I wonder. Nothing written on the outside of the package to hint at the 
contents. And, so far, only everlasting layers of stinky wrapping.

I find a corner of a small object, a metal bit. No identifying characteristics.
 
I enter the zone, an ease of attitudes. What	will	be,	will	be, in this interminable opening ritual. 

My partner walks in the room just as I unclothe the device. Before I utter, “What?!”—he knows. He’s 
got it. That part he ordered, six months ago, that vital part to inflate bike tires, that part that was so 
extremely vital that he long ago gave up waiting and ordered another one from a different store, and 
which had arrived a good few months previously.

Why	in	my	name? I must have paid that day, a trial at ordering from an online Chinese distributor. 

And here, now, it had arrived.

I need to send a package. Note to self: “Origami boat to granddaughter.” And I’m gone.

* * *

Post by John on Sep 11, 2020 at 6:52am

Each	Time	a	Month	Bids	Goodbye

Each time a month bids goodbye,
like the discarded leaf of a tree,
a shutter folding a door, or a gate
that slides or is hinged.
I think of such months as a pile 
of dead leaves.

New months sprout, 
like tulips in spring,
but how time riffles, 
though seasons be hard as cactus.
Impiety of splitting dreams,
descants that make but to grieve

I think of the unsettling time,
palliatives and my last dime.
And the new month like a dromedary,
through wetlands and deserts,
in a bubble wrap a lizard,
waiting for dry grounds. 
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It too has dreams, like fishes and beings.

I think of the threshold, 
however unfairly, 
my cricking bones,
knackered and weary, 
slouching home.

Someday I’ll bid goodbye like the month,
Sayonara into a solitary vault.

* * *

Post by KD on Sep 26, 2020 at 4:08pm

I open the door and there was a small stone sitting right on the front step. Did someone leave it there? 
I don’t know how else it could have gotten there. I pick it up and look at it more closely. It has dark 
brown areas, with bright, lemon yellow specks, not smooth, not really crystal-like. Just a rock. It’s pretty 
but nothing too notable. 

I bring it inside and put it in the vase of rocks and shells that we have gathered up over time from our 
travels. This one isn’t from a beach or a trip, but it looks different enough that I want to keep it. I forget 
about it after that, until one morning, several weeks later, I come down the stairs and see that there is a 
plant growing out of the vase. A	seed,	then? It must have been a seed. 

Overnight, it has burst into a two-foot tall plant, luckily reaching straight up and not breaking the vase 
it had been in. I gather it up, noting it really has no roots, and bring it out to the backyard. Does	it	need	
to	be	planted	in	the	soil,	with	no	roots? It’s hard to say. I settle it into a soft spot, hoping it transitions well 
to being outside. I keep an eye on it for a few days, noting that not much changes. 

Then a week or so later, as I’m at the kitchen sink, I look out the window and see a six-feet tall plant 
has sprung up, with a swirl of amazingly bright yellow flowers spiraling up the entire plant. Similar to 
mullein but not exactly the same. Well,	I’ll	be, I think, amazed that this beautiful plant came from what 
seemed to be a rock. 

The yellow flowers bloomed and bloomed for weeks until, one evening, as the sun was setting, I 
happened to be at the window looking out. I saw a bit of movement, but it was just dark enough that 
I couldn’t tell what it was. 

I look closer and, out of what was the yellow flower, flew straight up an amazing yellow bird, bright, 
pure yellow, with just a bit of black on its tail and wings! It seemed to manifest from the flowers. I 
blinked a few times, not sure how that could be, and when I focused on it again, the bird was gone, 
the flowers were gone, and all that remained was just a little patch of slightly disturbed soil. All	from	a	
little	stone.

* * * * * *
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Benjamin	Gray

Toshiba HD 

A white, semi-translucent feather of goose down 
trembles on the collar of a hiker’s brown wool coat. 
  
The feather bristles in the wind, brushing the zipper 
as the coat flaps against his green fleece jacket. 

The feather’s spine bends as he turns his head, 
the stubble on his neck catching its tip. 

The feather rocks as he swings his arms out, 
gripping a stripped oak branch in his right hand. 

The feather bobs as the hiker clomps down the trail, 
rock, gravel and fallen limbs making the path uneven. 

The feather holds the hiker as the wind ruffles the pines, 
combing its spines and rustling the evergreen needles. 

The feather shines on the hiker in the mid-morning sun 
which lights the green mountain and the grey one to the north. 

The feather remains as the hiker reaches a precipice, 
an updraft rushing over the landscape and his face. 

The feather holds as he puts down his stick and looks out, 
over the two mountains close by and four more distant. 

He finds a rock to sit on and look out into the valley, 
and the wind takes the feather floating out into the sky. 

* * *
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Eleanor 
  
I wasn’t sure 
you’d recognize me 
with the beard.  
  
Standing on the curb 
with my duffel, 
dressed in non-cotton, 
unsure about my hands. 
  
The moments your car 
gradually focused. 
Your new dress 
the same girl. 
  
You were happy. 
We slammed together 
tightly, tightly. 
  
It probably took 
a long long time 
just to leave that curb. 
  
Home, we spent 
a long time looking. 
Soaking in each. 
Here. Here. 
  
We held. 
“I missed you.” 
We were again. 
We were. 
  
“I can’t get 
close enough 
to you” 
  
hands 
body 
lips 
hold 
  
hold 
hold 
hold 

* * *
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Lullaby

Be still tonight, my dear,
for the pitter-patter of the jaguar.
Some poems sing themselves.
 
Muskrats roam the shadow and trees.
To sense them, sleek and nimble,
you must always close your eyes.
 
Can you feel the seahorses waltz
while the crickets play on shore?
Can you hear the sharks? Iguanas?
 
Be still tonight, my dear,
for the pitter-patter of the jaguar.
Some poems sing themselves.
 
Out in the desert, a cactus grows,
now at night, in stillness,
the tip of its very first spine.
 
And out in the meadow, silent and slow,
among the green-filtered light
the bobcats hunt an old unicorn.
 
Be still tonight, my dear,
for the pitter-patter of the jaguar.
Some poems sing themselves.

 * * * * * *
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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,	and	perhaps	these	thoughts	will	be	expanded	upon	
sometimes	as	well.

Notes from the 
American Pandemic,
July-October 2020

July	21,	2020

I’m not actually jobless for ten more days, but last week the word came down, full & final, that my 
current four-month technical writing job contract is not extending.

And there’s a pandemic raging. So I’m not waiting to start looking, given how long it takes during 
ordinary times to get a technical writer job. Send out countless resumes, then countless more. Nibbles 
come, phone call screenings to endure. Never changes.

Meanwhile, playing out the last two weeks at this job. I did good work at it but now I just feel laid off. 
Keep going for the two paychecks; pride of work is gone. Pleasure in colleagues too. Keep writing, keep 
getting Cenacle 112 ready for release. Keep loving KD & friends near & far. Here this goes again. Do 
it better somehow.

* * * * * *

July	23,	2020

It was a year ago this night when I last went to bed an employee of the company I’d been at for nearly 
seven years, far longer than any other job I’d had—

Whisper	in	his	ear,	as	he	drifts	off	to	Dreamland,	that	a	year	from	now	he’ll	been	working	for	a	place	he’s	not	
yet	heard	of,	long	since	laid	off	his	then-current	job,	even	long	since	laid	off	another	job	too,	&	about	to	be	
laid	off	this	one?	Oh,	&	pandemic	&	protests	for	months	on	end?

Best let him sleep. That job paid well, but he wasn’t happy there, hadn’t been in awhile. Stayed for the 
paycheck, & fear of the unknown.



The Cenacle | 113 | October 2020

20

The unknown occurred. It’s scary sometimes, but I’ll damn well keep fighting my way to new solid 
ground.

* * * * * *

July	25,	2020	(i)

I don’t know, wearing down, jobless & employed, for a few more days, then into pandemic, but this 
place could have kept me—just didn’t care enough to—were money not such a hard thing now I’d 
tell them all fuck	off, but the man who got me this job is a good man, & that would hurt him—so 
won’t—I’d like to think that what I do matters but as of 7/31 end of day there it won’t—

Four months I had at it there—worked with many—did my fucking best to build up something, & 
then it’s over—live & vital till come & gone—I don’t ever get over that—My motivation is gone—they 
got my best, the rest of this is the clock ticking out—-

I deserve better—not that I’ll get it—but it’s what I need to strive for—if I’m stuck with contracts, 
I need to get better at contracts—I tried this time—but honestly whenever I’m two months from a 
contract’s end date I have to job hunt for real—otherwise flapping ass in the wind—

* * * * * *
July	25,	2020	(ii)

Draft poem—

My	Turn

My turn to ask for help.
My turn to bear my heart plain.
My turn to open my hands & question.
My turn to hope my story yet braids
 with others I’ve loved & now
  seeming lost.
My turn to say, “I knew the
 indigo trace you say, led me long
  on my way here. Can it now lead my path
 on, & can it lead me back too?

“I am helpless. My story is numb.
I am helpless. Can you help me?” 

* * * * * *

July	27,	2020
 
Hot hot summer here, so the curtains are all closed and the fans are all going. News on TV tells of 
stupid people maskless at the beach this past weekend. Visual answer to question: why	is	US	still	in	a	
fucking	crisis	this	many	months	along?
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I am working at the Driftwood Table in dining room, using a standing desk, so I can get exercise all 
day long, and helps back health too. Lots of green plants nearby. Always a comfort. KD in other room 
working away too. Even better comfort.

* * * * * *

August	1,	2020

Draft poem—

Stir

Clustered Creatures stir to wake.
Sniff the chill air. Feel its cold tremble.
Taste its subtle drift. Still hmmming through
 its colors from where they’d been.

Now hark a hmmming elsewhere too.
A call to need. A need to come.
Someone needs them to come.
Will ever need them to come.

* * * * * *
 
August	3,	2020
  
I’ve been long lingering with the thought of making a RaiBook of my dear friend Jim Burke III’s 
letters—from time to time scanning them from old issues of The Cenacle (1995 to 2011)—slowly 
getting to the point where I can do this project for real—and good—and share it proudly—we wrote 
letters for many years—when living near to each other—and later further away. Since he was a musician, 
not a writer, it was a way to get him into The Cenacle with the rest of my college friends of the time—his 
letters are funny, deep, sweet, wise—
 
Today, newly jobless, stalled on what to do in the free time part of the day after job hunting, too long 
a list to know which, I decided to resume this—scanning the rest of the letters I hadn’t—31 in all, to 
form much of the book—
  
Purgative, I think—and a way to be back among his thoughts and his spirit—and when it’s done and 
done f ’ing well, I’ll turn to the other Cenacle writers with thoughts of doing their RaiBooks too—

* * * * * *

August	6,	2020	(i)

So I scanned Jim’s letters from the older Cenacles that were not for the most part created on computer. 
These scans are in PDF format. So now I am converting these PDFs to Word files that can be edited 
and formatted to the book’s need. Doing this kind of down-in-the-weeds work is when I know I’m into 
the completion of a book or journal for real. When my hands are, at least in an electronic sense, dirty. 
It feels good to get to this point. I have not yet begun to re-read these letters, most of which I have not 
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read in many years. That will be emotional. I know this. I let this project linger for this reason. Then I 
need to figure out which letters of mine that some of his were responding to. So I’ll be re-visiting my 
younger selves as well.
  
I don’t fear this work. I just want to be ready to meet it head-on. Give this book the attention it 
deserves. More than most anything else, in terms of other people, this is how I honor those whose works 
I publish. I bring to the work my damned shiniest self, no less. It’s good.

* * * * * *

August	6,	2020	(ii)

And the Burning Man Books project is up and seems to be going again, after one-year revival in 2016, 
and really an 11-year layoff (from my last time at the festival in 2009). The titles I am working on for 
2021(when Burning Man will hopefully occur again, after not happening this year due to pandemic) 
are:

•     Untitled Sherlock Holmes volume by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
•     Untitled George MacDonald volume
•     Untitled 1960s Reader
•     Untitled bpNichol volume
•     Untitled George Orwell volume
•     Many	Worlds,	Many	Doors:	A	13th	Anthology	of	Writings	About	Psychedelics

* * * * * *

August	6,	2020	(iii)

Two job phone screenings today—another tomorrow—and I gotta keep sending out resumes when I’m 
not interviewing—

See, here is where it gets tough—knowing I am going to kill that screening at noon—and the next 
one—and the next one—and then have to wait to see if maybe I get a hiring manager interview—and 
then silence—and maybe a follow up—or maybe no word ever—

I’m good at this—but good only goes so far—so much of it is in someone else’s hands—a stranger’s—or 
several—and I am just one of many hoping—many with similar skills—hoping—

* * * * * *
August	8,	2020

Draft poem—

The	Beach

We will start to meet again
 on the beach of many worlds,
far below the Wide Wide Sea,
where the Ancient Sea Turtle
rests & waits for us.
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His beach shared by many worlds
 braiding through it, a nearly
endless beach, empty now but
 not long ago. Find your way,
Roddy, to this beach!

Find your way, Roddy!
To this beach!
Find your way!
Roddy!
This beach!

“Roddy Wake up!”
“Yes? What?”
“You’re Roddy?”
“Yes, I . . . am.”
“Wake up!”

* * * * * *

August	10,	2020

All 31 of Jim’s letters are now converted to Word documents, and ready to be cleaned up and formatted. 
Once that is done, I’ll start reading through them, making notes on instances where Jim was responding 
to a letter of mine. I have realized that I have to put in fragments of my letters, for clarity on what he 
is responding to. 

I also found some great photos of Jim along my way of gathering these materials. Each step forward 
makes the book a little more real to me. He died 8 1/2 years ago. I knew him for over 20 years. The 
first of his letters is from 1992, written to me as I was newly moved up to Boston to go to grad school 
at Northeastern University. Lotta ground to cover. Getting there!

* * * * * *

August	11,	2020

Trump will try to steal this election and keep you from voting. He will try to invalidate the results. He 
thinks he is more important than the Constitutional right of all Americans to vote, and to have their 
vote counted. We must turn out by the millions to prove him wrong, send him and his whole crooked 
operation packing. November 3, 2020 is when sanity starts to return to this country, and thus to the 
rest of the world too.

* * * * * *

August	13,	2020

Joe Biden & Kamala Harris are the people who are going to lead this country out of the Trump 
nightmare. Our job as a country is to get them elected in 83 days. Their job is to lead the government 
back to sanity once we do. Our job is then to hold them accountable every day for doing good, 
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especially for those most hurt by Trump’s pandemic. 

Anyone left at this point who supports Trump does so to keep the money flowing into their pockets, 
or to keep the hate burning in their hearts. By any measure, save the one some rich people would have, 
and maybe some nihilists who just want a good show, the man has been a terrible president. 

It’s still a long way to Election Day, but we have a great ticket, and every one of us has to vote and urge 
others to do the same. Trump cannot do enough to steal this election if we turn out in numbers to 
overwhelm him. It’s that simple.

* * * * * *

August	15,	2020

Draft poem—

Just	Why

Did we save the world?
Or is this some other?
I sit on the edge of the White Woods
 I have found, have run for, run long
  for. What I long knew before my brothers.

Do I return to them again?
Did we save the world?

I sit now, knees drawn up,
 the White Woods before me close.
Droop my head down to my hands.
Hmmm softly, ever softly, lure into
 a dream to sing me why, why,
  if we saved the world, why am I alone?

* * * * * *

August	22,	2020	(i)

Here are the rules of job-hunting in 2020 in the USA, as best I can figure:

1—Saturation—Send out resume after resume, day after day, week after week, month after month if 
needed, five days a week, like a job, like a nasty low-paying job with no reward but when it ends. Keep 
going, keep fucking going.

2—Performance—When the recruiters call, when the actual interviews come, perform. Come ready, 
do the research, put on your best fucking dog ever. Especially on the phone, shake your mind’s ass. 
Imagine countless others going for the part, and what little separates you from them. 
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3—Detachment—Keep it rolling. Every day. Send in the resume, do the interview, shake mind’s ass to 
the hilt, then move on to the next one. Not	hired,	till	hired. All that shit in the middle is shit. Possibilities 
are shit till the contract is before one’s eyes to be signed. Period. Don’t fall in love with maybe or we’ll see 
or it	looks	good. Just keep the train rolling, every damned minute of the day. Even when hired, don’t fall 
totally still. It’s not a loyal world anymore, if it ever was.

This is how I operate. Necessity and cynicism and detachment. Other than having millions in the bank, 
this is how this stupid money’d economy works for the rest of us.

* * * * * *
August	22,	2020	(ii)

Draft poem—

White	Woods	Again

I am now in these White Woods,
 again, Begin to breathe the heavy
  clean air here, less sucked low
   of mystery like the world of men
    back there. Let its ever Hmmm
   wrap me like a shawl from a
  smiling friend, walk slower like
 each step a bite of delicious, feel
what held tense in me so long float
 out, out there, all around my small
  gift to give, & feel myself fill
   up, new & slow, with everything
here, till a mossy bed invites, & I accept. 

* * * * * *

August	26,	2020

So I heard back from a company in Boston—first interview turned out to be for a tech writer job where 
qualifications were added on at the last moment that made it not a good fit—and I told them that 
honestly in interview and cut it short not to waste their time. Now they have another tech writer role 
more my fit—and an interview pends—nice, huh? 

Can’t stop doing the job hunting work now to then, but hope keeps the heart’s flag flying within . . .

* * * * * *
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August	29,	2020

Draft poem—

The	Bridge

No certainty, no destination, I walk & walk.
These Woods welcome me as I will.
I learn I am seeing in the midst of 
 all I do not remember.
Sometimes there is a hmmm I follow, & lose.
Sometimes there is a cackle too high or low.
I feel here & not-here, nearly arrived.

Then I come to a bridge.
Touch its old wooden railing.
Remember, like a cold water’s waking.
Sit on the ground. Lost twice, now found.

* * * * * *
September	4,	2020

Job-hunting in the US in late summer, nearing Labor Day, funnily enough, drops off a lot. People 
are on vacation. So fewer to respond to resumes sent in, or set up interviews. Same at holiday time in 
December. Like other aspects of job-hunting, knowing the season you’re in helps. People get active 
again in September. Budgets need to be spent, and planned for.

Remember, this is about money for most companies. For all really. No matter how we think of our 
lives in terms of memories, emotions, loyalties, curiosities, fears, the marketplace economy we live in 
is about money. It determines the worth of your skills, derived from where you were educated, derived 
from what chances you had in the first place. We as humans have decided that, with five billion of us 
crowding this beautiful world, slowly sucking it dry, that money is the way we will root our days.

Anyway, interviews come and go. Most recruiters suck. No manners, no grace. No professionalism. 
They call and I swear it’s to fill a quota of people they’ve suckered into sending a resume to them for a 
job they are one of a dozen or more agencies are trying to fill. Like low-grade vampires, most of them.

Once in awhile, I get someone who is decent, and working for a decent recruiting firm. So I treat ’em 
with a little more attention, feeling they might actually have a chance of getting me a job. I’ve got one 
of those right now. All sorts of maybes. Maybes to lick like an ice cream cone on a hot day. Maybes to 
kiss in your dreams when you’re a lonely young soul in bed alone. So many.

Another one said to me in a LinkedIn message chat: “Hi Raymond, I am forwarding your resume to the 
hiring manager and will let you know about next steps. Thank you for your resume and interest. You 
have a strong background. Stay tuned. Nick.” Sure will, Nick.

They mean well, even the vampires. But I’m jobless and they are not. It is not a comfortable arrangement. 
I do my best by it, but will never call it good.
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One more from this foolish week of this. Talked to a recruiter for a position at Apple. Just one of many, 
I’m sure. Was for a technical editor job. Asked me do I prefer writing or editing. I said I’ve done both, 
like both, but will do what I’m paid for. He tried to impress me or intimidate me with the background 
of the people I might be working with. Whatever,	fuck-job. Get me a fucking interview with an actual 
hiring manager or stop wasting my time. You don’t get the short skirt.

I can’t honestly impress anyone in a vague chatter on the phone. I come in, do the work, that’s where 
I care and strive to impress. The rest of this screening shit, when it’s by people who have no idea what 
they’re doing, can kiss my ass.

Anyway, KD and I are spending the long holiday weekend watching many episodes of one of our 
favorite TV shows, WestWorld. Fuck-all to sub-par recruiters and especially to Trump who I hope is 
getting jobless as I am getting jobbed.
 

* * * * * *

September	16,	2020

Bob Woodward is on “Last Word with Lawrence O’Donnell” on MSNBC right now—his new book 
Rage details how Trump knew about how deadly COVID-19 was in	January, & did nothing about it—
lied & lied & lied. Amazing—all this—election in 7 weeks—Biden leading in all the major polls—just 
hold on—win—get rid of fucking Trump & get the Senate back—

* * * * * *

September	22,	2020	(i)

In about 48 minutes, I have an interview at Oracle, a well-known tech company, for Sr. Technical 
Writer at their Pandemic Division. Products to help healthcare professionals to track their patients who 
are taking medicines for COVID-19; to identify people for C-19 drug trials; to track generally patients 
who might contract the virus; and identify if they do as early as possible. These are products being 
provided to the US government for free. Their purpose is to help us get through this Trump nightmare. 

I need a job, that’s simply true, but this job rings with importance. Doing work that matters. This is, 
quite simply, what I want to do.

I have not felt like this toward any potential job in the now 2 months I’ve been at this. That makes me 
vulnerable. I’ve kept job-hunting in the interim, since I got the call about this interview, but I still am 
vulnerable to caring too much and being disappointed.

All I can do is get to the plate, take my best swing, and move on. That’s one stark, shiny truth. Here 
goes.

* * * * * *

September	22,	2020	(ii)

It went as well as interviews can go. The woman I spoke with was very down home, relaxed, conversational. 
We talked about the role, the company, my background. It was as far from the robotic BS as could be. 
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She told me more interviews would follow, to be patient in waiting for them to happen. I could see 
easily her being my boss. Read her LinkedIn profile; smart as hell. Good at her job, easy to laugh. A 
natural leader. The kind of person I would want to work for. 

Yum.

That said, back to the wheel, more resumes flying out, more phone calls with people for whom I would 
not say “Yum.” But I’m still jobless, that has not changed an iota yet. At best, I’m in the running with 
others who pass the first round. And I expect the next round will be more of a challenge. I’ll do my best.

And fuck, man, we’ve got to get Biden elected and a Democratic majority in the Senate. Three Trump 
Supreme Court judges of nine is his fucking nightmare legacy long after he loses November 3.

* * * * * *

September	25,	2020

We have to be ready for when Trump loses if he chooses to deny this loss. He is, day by day, trying to 
invalidate our democracy and democratic institutions to maintain power, no matter what Election Day 
results.

Our first duty is to vote, second to make sure others can and will and do vote. Our third is to be ready 
for this lunatic. If anything is worse than the plague he let loose on this country, it is him attempting 
to subvert this country and its Constitution.

Be ready. Vote! His option is coup, anarchy, autocracy, in some kind of loony combination.

* * * * * *

September	29,	2020

Last one didn’t work, heard a no the very next morning. Now, a week later, another job that sounds 
so sweet, and on my second interview in less than week! In fact, I interviewed the first time on Friday, 
and on Sunday was invited for a second one. Close to panicked excited, but going to give my all. For a 
science company making COVID-19 tests for business and schools, can process the results of millions 
in a very short time. What is needed. Need me to document the whole thing. If I’m chosen. Here goes!

* * * * * *

October	1,	2020

Yesterday, I had three interviews in all. Two of them were second round interviews. Meaning not just 
talking to an HR (Human Resources) person doing a simple screening, but the actual hiring manager. 
The deciding person for the job. All of them went well. 

The one from September 29 is now up to checking my references. This seems to be on the path to 
making a job offer. But I am not quite sure. If there were more than one person under consideration, 
would references really be what sealed the deal for one, not the other? I don’t know. I gave the ones I 
usually give, people I’ve worked with, good people, who like me as much as I like them. 
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Two of my three references have already been contacted. Such fast movement is not usual for these 
kinds of jobs. I have three in all that seem promising, but this one is a startup, its products to help with 
COVID-19 testing, its people, two so far, seem kind and smart and funny. Allowing a little hope in all 
this.

* * * * * *

October	1,	2020
 
KD and I are on vacation for a few days, from her work, from my job hunting. We should be up in 
Maine right now, like every year, in its green, near the sea. But this is the year of plague & protest, and 
so staying home to make a “safe-cation.”
 
We made a list of things that would be fun or useful to do. This morning trimmed her yew bush and 
rose-bush. Even prior to that, covered all the clocks in our house. So many! But every last one. On this 
laptop, too, our watches, the microwave, on and on. Gonna just go by AM and PM for a few days.
 
Cenacle 113 is starting up work today. And I have more writing to do this month than in a long while. 
Giving plenty of time to it.
 
Lovely autumn in New England. October makes me think of Jack Kerouac, how he loved this month. 
His books have a very autumnal feel to them.

* * * * * *

October	6,	2020

About 48 minutes ago, I received and accepted an offer for technical writer at the Boston company 
doing work on delivering mass COVID-19 tests to schools and businesses, with results delivered back 
in quick time. This will be good work, and my way to help bring us out of this pandemic. 

Fuck	yah!!!!!! 

* * * * * *

October	9,	2020

I became euphoric at no more job hunt, early yesterday, then kind of like a sugar crash later. Just want 
to accomplish so much, and will this job go well? Yada yada. So now just trying to get down to work 
and not worry so much about everything. 

Job-hunting becomes a state of mind, sort of like yearning for romance. Colors the world for a soul. For 
awhile anyway. The important thing seems to be to let the world flush into one’s heart, in all its strange 
colors and varieties. Embrace it all, even for moments, and let life seem as full of wonderful mysteries 
as it is full of daunting ones. Such the blather in my mind right now.

* * * * * *
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October	16,	2020

So much hinges on defeating Trump on November 3, and his enablers. Get back to science, to sanity, 
to funding whatever is needed to get the world well. I spend a lot of time with the news, with deeply 
insightful political commentators. They keep my  clarity on all this.
  
I have a faith that Joe Biden means well, and will do well. He will bring the people into 
power who can get this world upright again. He won’t do it alone, but he will lead the way.   
 
If Trump somehow wins, my sense of hope will be very much diminished. I believe the struggle many 
feel right now in opposing their government will go on and on, get worse. Too many many more will 
needlessly die.
 
My challenge is to keep hope that the polls showing Biden leading will bring us true to November 3. 

* * * * * *

October	25,	2020
 
I think of all of you in your various places, trying to stay safe, trying to live your life, and I hope each 
of you is finding more better hours than worse ones.

* * * * * *
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Gregory	Kelly

Hospital Dressing Room

i.	[but	mamma,	no	one	else	is	here]
     i occupied a space no larger than a broom closet. had it been true to its form, i would have been 
forgotten, the neglected child of the lot whose use expired

had i been left to rot ? to dust over
     to form the cornerstone of cobwebs

but no

     i was a foreigner in that space who spoke not a syllable of its heavy rustic language

even my exhaling lungs betrayed me. each breath breaking the sound barrier, syncopated, rain drops 
picking up speed thundering on some storm cellar door

the space
silent
save for my existence

even the neatly folded garments kept their distance understanding the delicate nature of when two 
expanses become one

                   [i was not ready, mamma
                    i was not ready
                    i was too young] 

     in that meditation
i was a boy
     divided

in one right, i was tragically scared to the point i was my own earthquake collapsing in on myself

then, at the same time, i was opposite with an overwhelming peace that wrapped the entirety of my 
being and stayed,
     carried me sleeping from the Dodge like dad used to do after long late journeys home

     it was time to undress from the last 23 years 

                   [i was not ready, mamma
                    i was not ready
                    i have yet achieved my 
                    best]
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the nurse had given me a bag for my belongings but i had come with only the clothes on my back

                   [i’m being discarded, 
                    don’t y’see, mamma, 
                    don’t y’see, they want 
                    even the flesh off my 
                    back, every single 
                    part of me

                    it’s too much, mamma, 
                    don’t y’see. they’re 
                    stripping me of me] 

[but hunney, don’t 
 you worry so much.
 they’ll give you 
 back each article 
 you placed in that 
 bag after the 
 surgery is done] 

                   [no they won’t, mamma
                    no
                    they
                    won’t
   
                    why d’you think 
                    they’ve sent me to 
                    this prayer closet, 
                    mamma, it’s my final                   
                    right, mamma, can’t 
                    y’feel the heavy air
      
                    it’s a burdened 
                    silence same as when 
                    we bury our own] 

[hun, just undress, 
 you won’t be 
 alone] 

                   [but mamma, 
                    no one else is here]
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ii.	[now	get	dressed,	won’t	y’please]
     the gowns in their corner. folded. like a stack of letters never sent.
     i opened each.

one for the front. 
one for the back.

they were cheap. wrinkled. and creased. like curtains ripped from houses to be 
     demolished.
with toy scissors that must have cut their    
     shape
you could tell the tools used for the job   
    were dull as nothing was cut straight.

a job that was rushed. sort of how i felt too. when i was cut from Yer fold.

                   [it must be true, mamma
                    it must be true. sad 
                    as it is, God rushed 
                    His work, mamma

                    i been forsaken. been 
                    forsaken.
           
                    please, mamma, tell me 
                    this ain’t true.]

     i unlaced each shoe. unknotted the frail fibre that held my sole in.

                   [God ask’t me to come 
                    undone, mamma, but i
                    don’t want’ta
 
                    i don’t want’ta come
                    undone, mamma

                    it’ll hurt too much

                    why did God want’ta
                    hurt me, mamma

                    i thought He was kind]

my hands never stopt shaking the whole time i pulled apart the thin threads that wound from my sole 
all the way to the top of my head.

     it was shoes in the bag first once the job was finally done. the rest of me slipped off easier like ice 
in th’sun
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then an age and some hours had passed 

i was naked. my self. the parts of me that were uncomfortable. and there on that plastic chair still 
remain two Faberge hospital gowns

undisturbed.

                   [but mamma, they’re 
                    heavy y’know, those
                    bedclothes they want
                    me to wear

                    i got nuthin’ left to 
                    me, i swear, got
                    nuthin’ mamma

                    but they still want me
                    to cover my 
                    nuthingness with their
                    heaviness

                    mamma, it ain’t right]

there was nothing i could do and while my heart wanted to stop and my breathing too, there was 
nothing i could do

                    [God, mamma, this will
                     never do

                     you tell me i got’to
                     walk thru this 
                     valley]

[hun, He’ll see you
 thru]

                    [how d’you know that
                     mamma]

[hun, He’ll see you
 thru]

                    [but what if that 
                     theology just doesn’t
                     do
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                     i put on them 
                     garments and there’s
                     just no knowing if 
                     i’m going sumwhere 
                     you ain’t going

                     mamma, i’m scared of
                     going sumwhere you 
                     ain’t going

                     i’m scared, mamma,
                     can’t y’see]

[i know, hun, 
 i wish it was me]

                    [but it ain’t, mamma]

     i was alone in that room. naked in that room. me.

     i spent an age and some hours wrestling back the tremors trying to figure out how i wouldn’t die.

and whether by some divine appointment or mechanical movement i broke the unmotion cadence 
and unfolded my fate.

two secondhand hospital gowns set to package the secondhand me.

                    [mamma, will they 
                     reuse these garments
                     when i’m gone]

[hun, don’t think
 ’bout that please.
 God’s time with 
 you ain’t done.]

                    [but mamma, will they
                     reuse the parts of me
                     when i’m gone

                     because i only put
                     the good parts of me
                     in that bag, mamma

                     ziplocked them for 
                     safe keeping, y’see]
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[i see, hun, i see.
 now get dressed,
 won’t y’please]    

iii.	[go	tell	them	yer	ready.	it’s	done]
    two stocks for the arms

                    [mamma, there’s no 
                     going back, now]

[i know, hun, 
 there’s no going
 back]

     that shackling uniform that painted me an invalid slipped on more gracefully than i thought

like any good charity shop pick, it was a size and a mountain too big

                    [now what with these
                     ties, mamma, i can’t
                     steady my hands 
                     enough to tie 
                     me in

                     where is my Savior
                     when will He step in

                     i thought He’d 
                     already come to 
                     loosen all bonds
 
                     He must’ve forgot 
                     mine. now He’s tying
                     me tighter]

[oh, hun, He’s 
 hemmed you in to 
 keep you close

 just try to tie
 those knots the
 best you can]

                    [but, mamma, i can’t
                     stop all this 
                     trembling
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                     i can’t tie these
                     knots, can’t steady
                     my hands, my body’s 
                     convulsing, can’t
                     y’see

                     why is any of this 
                     happening to me

                     mamma, i just want it
                     all to stop
                     to go back
                     to before
                               when cancer
                     was what happened to
                     old people

                     mamma, i ain’t old 
                     enough for this 
                     diagnosis]

[hun, i wish it 
 wasn’t what it is]

                    [mamma, please help me
                     tie these knots, the
                     shaking never stops

                     i can’t be late for 
                     this appointment]

[they know yer
 here, hun]

                    [but mamma, is it so 
                     bad that all i want 
                     to do is run run run]

[there you go now
 go tell them yer
 ready. it’s done]

* * * * * * 
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John	Echem

Memoir of a Boyhood 
in Cameroon and Nigeria

“A	man	can	only	tell	where	it	started	raining	on	him,	
but	not	where	he’ll	get	dried.”

—Igbo proverb

Chapter 1:
Mbenge Mboka

i.

 We lived in many houses in the years of my boyhood, but the plank house on the street of 
Mbenge Mboka, in the town of Mbonge, Southern Cameroons, Republic of Cameroon, is the most 
memorable to me. The slim chopped planks of the house, or karabot as they are called in Mbonge, 
tugged on one another with termite-infested ribs. It was a big house, with rough lumps of earth that 
clumped in every nook and cranny, like mottled tree bark, or swellings on the stomach of a sickle cell 
victim. They were hardened by the fire rack—located at the far left corner of the house when you 
entered through the front door—such that each time I hit my toe against any of the lumps, it bled with 
red open flesh that was so peppery. 
 I was five years old and always barefooted. I loitered barefooted in the family compound, and 
sometimes even on bare feet followed Grandma to the market to sell plantain. 
 Mamma was tired of buying me flip-flops because I always returned home without them, and 
I couldn’t make out where I threw, forgot, or left them. 
 “I won’t buy you any more flip-flops because you always throw them away. Do you think I 
harvest money from a tree?” Mamma demanded. 
 I didn’t know what to make of her ranting. It didn’t strike me that I had done something 
wrong. So I went on barefooted, and all my toes had their share of ripped open flesh against the clumps 
of earth in the house that left me hopping like a bullfrog each time it happened.
 I was the second of three sons (Keburu, myself, and Sakanitua) and a daughter, Tirie, the eldest 
of us. On many rainy evenings, we sat under the fire rack, suspended under four wooden pillars, to 
warm ourselves. Grandma would tell stories that made Mamma either laugh or jerk in surprise. We 
laughed too, mimicking Mamma’s outbursts. 
 I remember especially her story about Namondo, a stubborn little girl, who ran away from 
home and was kidnapped by chimpanzees. While they were dancing around her in celebration of their 
catch that will serve as their breakfast, Kombe the yawk flew down and snatched her away up into the 
sky. It warned her while flying with her not to look into its anus. But she did, and smelt its anus, and 
exclaimed that Kombe had a fart. It warned her again, but she disobeyed a second time. The third time 
she disobeyed Kombe, it threw her into the sea, where she was eaten by fishes. 
 Then Grandma asked us, “what did you learn from this story?” I told her that Namondo was 
stubborn. Grandma corrected me by saying Namondo was a disobedient child, and she cautioned us 
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against disobedience. She ended by saying we should remember what happened to Namondo.
 Another evening, the heavy falling rain stole through the leaky roof, and stray mystical fireballs 
under the fire rack filled the house with excitement. 
 We argued over who owned the fireballs. “That’s mine! No, they’re mine!” 
 It ended with Sakanitua, our youngest son, the shrinking violet, complaining to Mamma that 
we were trying to take his fireballs. Mamma warned us not to take his fireballs, and assured him that 
they were his.  
 Dissatisfied, he put his right hand into the fire to rake and stray more fireballs, but withdrew 
it suddenly with a sharp cry of pain. His palm got burnt, and pilled like a roughly burnt ripe plantain. 
Grandma threw water on the ground, dug out the soft clay, and rubbed it all over his right hand, as a 
potter does to a clay pot. I was scared that it was my fault because I was always faulted each time he 
cried. 
 The rain stopped falling. Insects began to whistle wildly in the bushes around the compound. 
Night birds ushered in serenades to invite their lovers. I began to doze off, my head falling at intervals 
to my chest, like the agama lizard. Mamma carried me to bed.

ii.

 Women in numbers I couldn’t figure filled the house, crying and sprawling on the ground. I 
was excited about the scene at first, that our house was filled with throngs of people, and even those 
who never visited. But then I saw Mamma sprawled out, and women were trying to stop her from 
doing something I didn’t understand. I fearfully watched the scene with rapt attention.  
 Grandma came from the backyard, with a few women of about her age, carrying Tirie, our first-
born and only sister. She was naked, silent. Her mouth was open but her eyes were closed. Grandma 
laid her on a mat on the bare ground, and the other women rubbed her entire body with the secretion 
of a leaf that filled the house with an offensive smell. 
 More people came and I felt lonely because no one noticed me. Sakanitua was strapped on the 
back of Mamma’s friend. He shook uncontrollably on the back of the woman, sometimes cried, deeply 
troubled by the tumult that took away his care. She wasn’t tending him and calling him bobo ’m—the 
pet name she would call him to appease him when he would cry. It means my	handsome in the local 
parlance. 
 Each time Mamma called him bobo ’m, she tickled him around his ribs, strumming them like 
a guitarist his instrument’s strings. Limme,	limme—“leave me, leave me”—he would say, flirting and 
chuckling. Bobooooo	’m, Mamma would tease on until he cheered again.  
 One of the old women stepped forward. Her nostrils were deep and dark, like the holes of a 
bush mouse. Her head was covered with a dirty head tie. She brought out an old sharp knife and cut 
deep on both sides of Tirie’s cheeks and on her forehead. Tirie did not cry out. Her body remained still. 
 Another old woman stepped forward with a snuff-like box. She emptied the deep dark powder 
from the box into the cuts on Tirie’s face, and gave her stern instructions. “Return as a good child and 
stay. If you will not stay, don’t return.” 
 Still another old woman stepped forward and wrapped away her body in a bed sheet. It was the 
sheet that Mamma covered her with at night on her sleeping mat. 
 They took her to the cocoa farm behind the house, and returned after a while without her. 
Women gathered around Mamma for several days. Eventually, they departed, but would visit again 
with a bounty of food for us. So many varieties of delicacy. I was happy because I ate almost everything 
that was given to me. 
 It was customary for me to take Sakanitua to the karabot wall to find out if our stomachs would 
touch the wall when standing close to it. If they didn’t, I took it that we had not eaten well. My stomach 
never touched the wall, no matter how gluttonous I was.
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iii.

 Mamma gradually became scarce to us. She woke up early every morning and swept the 
compound with a broom made from a little palm tree branch which spread out like a girl’s bushy Afro. 
She cooked and sold koki—bean pulp that is smeared with palm oil, folded with leaf, and cooked until 
it fully pulps and hardens a little. It is best eaten with boiled plantain. She also sold palm wine at a local 
palm wine bar. This bar was built with palm branches, and benches were arranged in a circle for people 
to sit and drink together. These activities took all of her time.     
 Sakanitua strayed unchecked and sometimes fell on his face and got visibly bruised. He would 
cry until he was exhausted. Sometimes I tried to beg him to stop crying and, gradually, he sought 
comfort and security in me. I felt I owed him care and assurance, and tried to be there for him, I 
sympathized with him and learned not to beat him. I was his protector. 
 One time he was beaten by our neighbor’s son. I went to fight for him and got beaten too 
by same boy. We sat together in the cocoa farm in the backyard (where Tirie was taken to and never 
brought back), and we cried for a long time. 
 I still remembered and wondered about Grandma and those old women taking Tirie away and 
not bringing her back. One evening, we all sat under the fire rack with Mamma and Grandma, I asked 
Mamma, “When will Tirie return? Where was she taken to?” 
 The sudden unexpected question brought hot tears rolling down Mamma’s eyes.

* * * * * * 

Ekponoimo Iphyok
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Judih	Haggai

curiosity 
which words await to be heard 

will there be haiku?

* * *

do you feel the hope? 
eyes closed and senses open 

any minute now

* * *

another chance to walk 
new morning to bear witness 

the earth is still here

* * *
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serious autumn 
chill on morning fingertips 

songs before sunrise

* * *

autumn on doorstep 
invitation to join me 

together better

* * *

small quiet footsteps 
agreement to meet the day 

body, breath and mind

* * *
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friendly maskless face
a moment to remember

how we used to be

* * *

this chosen brushstroke 
brave venture onto paper 

never seen before

* * *

even that neighbor
everyone needs attention

in this together

* * *
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generosity 
offer of favorite shirt 

to one shirtless

* * *

someone behind me
check over my right shoulder

sunrise winks hello

* * *

each cell sings its song 
present moment symphony 

who can sleep?

* * * * * *
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Jimmy	Heffernan

Wholeness
[Prose]

i.

According to my understanding of quantum theory, unbroken wholeness is the primary 
reality. Analyzing the world into separate pieces, which interact independently, as if they were 
the elementary building	blocks on which physical processes are based, cannot be considered as 
a consistent or fundamental picture of Nature. 

Rather, this picture in which particles determine all behavior can only be seen realistically 
as a conceptually emergent one. If quantum theory is to be taken unambiguously, it cannot be 
true in any explicit way that Nature is merely a very complex arrangement of these abstracted 
features; that, it appears, would be a circular proposition. In other words, the whole notion of 
a particle is merely a mental picture made necessary by the attempt at an interpretation of a 
reality whose true nature has heretofore been elusive.

Ultimately, reality cannot be arbitrarily divided into separate, independent pieces or 
parts, just as it cannot be finally specified in its totality, for it is infinite, whole and indivisible by 
its very nature. The ideas of mechanism, atomism, or theories of everything, are only limited, 
expedient abstractions.
 I think in time we will find that reductionism—the practice of analyzing and describing 
a complex phenomenon in terms of phenomena that are held to represent a simpler or more 
fundamental level—doesn’t make any sense. The particles we reduce to are themselves abstracted 
from the unified background. To say that these abstracted entities called atoms are themselves 
the fundamental causal agents of reality is circular, you see. And this is precisely the circle we 
find ourselves in when we try to say, as almost everyone does, that atoms are the fundamental 
causal agents of all of infinity. 
 After thousands of years of scientific development, and the quantum revolution in the 
twentieth century, we have been able to infer, and then much later “photograph,” individual 
atoms. But then, if atoms are the reason everything happens, where do the fundamental forces 
come from? These forces are responsible for how the atoms behave, but they are not in the 
atoms, are they? And without these forces, the whole notion of an atom would be entirely 
meaningless. So we have these mysterious forces which we just have to throw up our hands 
and say are a given. We also know that atoms are constantly shifting from matter to energy and 
back again. 
 And then there are nonlocal phenomena, the dimension in which our atoms exist, a 
dimension that is supposed to transcend space and time completely. To contend that atoms 
are the whole story rather falls apart when we consider how complex the situation is. And this 
is to say nothing of the fact that it goes much deeper than just the atom. We have subatomic 
particles, of which there are several hundred! 
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So then, atoms don’t determine everything. The dominant meme in science and 
scientific thinking—and cultural thinking—is that these atomic building blocks are like 
LEGOs that lock together and build everything up. Now there are a number of reasons why 
this doesn’t work, even based upon what we explicitly know. The point is that atoms do not 
determine reality; the very foundation of our universe, in the implicate order, and even below 
the implicate order, to the super-implicate order and beyond, is what has, at some origin point, 
evolved atoms into being, to make possible the extraordinary reality we all know. 

Atoms are like notes in a symphony; they do not make up the symphony, but rather 
make it possible. One would not expect to get very far in trying to explain Beethoven’s Ninth 
by analyzing individual notes. It is far too complex, subtle, and holistic a phenomenon for 
that. Likewise, we are thinking about Nature in a perfectly backward way when we try to say 
atoms represent the ultimate causes. We actually have the information to know this is wrong, 
but this information is, somehow, too abstract for the physics establishment and the culture at 
large. But that is neither here nor there. Atoms are fundamentally important, but they’re not 
the whole story. Like notes in a symphony that defies precise categorization. One would be 
hard pressed to explain beauty with chemistry.

I think some of the confusion might be addressed when one stops positing that particles 
and fields are the primary determinants of Nature. We usually think of atoms as the building 
blocks of the universe, but in reality atoms are just projections from the sub-quantum ground, 
as are space, time, and light. Atoms don’t determine everything; everything determines the 
atoms. And each and every atom has a fundamental role to play in the whole	and	undivided	
movement. But they are not building blocks whose basic existence explains all phenomena. 

ii.

Alan Watts once said, “You are a function of what the whole universe is doing in 
the same way that a wave is a function of what the whole ocean is doing.” This is precisely 
analogous to the phenomenon of nonlocality. In quantum theory, we cannot say that any part 
of the universe is separate from any other, or that any piece of it can exist independently of any 
of the others (as in the atomic theory of Democritus). 

A wave only exists in the context of the whole ocean. To describe it as an isolated entity 
is only an approximation, and isn’t really a comprehensive or true description. To describe a 
particle or a human being in a scientific way, or any other fundamental way, as in any way 
disconnected from any aspect of Nature, is simply false. Wholeness is a basic tenet we must 
adopt, if we haven’t already.

A good analogy illustrating wholeness, which after all is found literally everywhere in 
Nature, is that of the human body. Each part grows in the context of the whole, inseparably, 
and virtually every part needs all the others for its function. No part exists independently, nor 
can be said to interact with the other parts, which is clearly silly and has no meaning. 

It is of course generally assumed, by scientists, philosophers, and ordinary people, 
that the mechanistic, Newtonian approach to explaining reality is obviously correct, and all 
we will ever need. This order, naturally, corresponds to our explicate order of reality. So many 
philosophers and neuroscientists have contended that the brain, mind, consciousness, and 
soul are all explicable along mechanistic lines, and that consciousness is a remarkable, though 
accidental, by-product of a mechanical brain, for how could it have any other purpose?
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 Of course, this is really a huge, and seemingly silly, mistake. For relativity and 
quantum mechanics have both shown—proven—unambiguously that any mechanistic order 
is superseded by more fundamental processes which depend not on parts, but on the whole, 
in some sense on an entire experimental situation, and in some sense on all of Nature. So 
any mechanistic philosophy of consciousness, or Newtonian-based neuroscience, has in reality 
simply not caught up to basic scientific findings. 
 Notwithstanding any of these statements, the mechanists have no evidence—absolutely	
zero—that the brain and mind operate the way they say they do. It’s pure philosophy. The 
assumption that the brain is made of explicate matter and energy, but must obey implicate 
quantum principles—could that be, based on what we know now, any less plausible?

iii.

 It may be profitable to consider an analogy concerning mechanism and wholeness. For 
example, let’s look at a bicycle. It has wheels, gears, a chain, pedals, and so on. Each of these 
parts on their own has a basic identity, and a mechanical interaction of all the parts, plus the 
input of a rider, can result in the propulsion of the rider from some place to another. 
 Now let’s consider the human body. It is not a machine. It relies on a vascular system, 
nerves, organs (including, of course, the brain), cellular processes obeying quantum laws, and 
so on. You cannot really separate out the parts and say they have any basic identity, because 
each part requires all of the others to function. Take away the liver, and the metabolism is 
corrupted. Take away one kidney, all right, but both? The whole organism cannot live. 
 And of course the brain, with a mind that is conscious and aware, is in some sense the 
seat of the organism, but it cannot live without all of the other functions—the blood, neurons, 
organs, and so on. So we see that a living organism, and all of its parts, depend on the whole 
for success, and the whole depends on each and every part. Not to mention, an organism, in 
tandem with its environment, can propel itself, and function autonomously—most unlike a 
bicycle.
 So we see here that, as far as evolution is concerned, the whole is far more the central 
reality than any parts one could draw up in a mechanistically interacting scheme. It is much 
more a holistic movement than a machine—or at least any machine man has ever imagined. It 
is no accident that quantum mechanics, relativity, and the implicate order hypothesis all point 
to precisely the same reality. It would seem very peculiar to try to explain this confluence with 
a mechanistic explanation and, indeed, it is very difficult to suggest how this might be done, 
since all of these subjects are at cross-purposes with mechanism. In any case, Nature may be 
trying to tell us to quit focusing on fragmented thinking, and to begin to see the bigger picture.

iv.

When relativity theory was introduced, it was seen that the whole concept of a rigid 
body breaks down in principle. Of course, the whole notion of a rigid body implies signals 
traveling faster than light, if light in fact has a finite speed. 

Take, for example, a three-foot rod. Classically, we imagined this to be an independent 
structure, which is rigid and theoretically specifiable by a conglomeration of independently 
existing atoms. 
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However, when you hold the rod out perpendicular to the body, the light from the far 
end of the rod and the end closest to you are arriving at different times, as a consequence of the 
fact that, as we know, light travels at a comparatively high but finite speed. So if the rod exists at 
different rates relative to your hands holding it, it cannot be said to have any conceptually static 
existence. And this is only a basic analogy. One can imagine how consequential these effects 
become if the rod is moving at nearly the speed of light! So the very notion of rigid bodies in 
space and time breaks down.
 This reality led physicists early in the twentieth century to treat atoms as dimensionless 
points, in order to make the math, and the concepts, more closely align with classical notions. 
However, this has two major problems. As we know, atoms have dimension and mass. They 
are not dimensionless points, but have extension in space. Secondly, by introducing these 
points into the mathematics, infinite results abounded, because a point with no size implies an 
infinite field associated with it. 
 So relativity precludes us from positing either rigid bodies or point-particles. What 
then are we left with? It turns out, according to relativity, all natural phenomena must be 
treated as events and processes. And this is clearly more in line with a narrative of wholeness, 
since we cannot arbitrarily divide or rigidly define bodies in space or time, but must treat them 
as part of a whole movement. 

Quantum theory stipulates that a particle in a quantum system that an experimenter 
has chosen to examine does not have qualities that can be specified as in any way independent 
of the experimental conditions. It is impossible to treat a system mathematically without a 
strict and immutable correspondence between a particle and its surroundings. So the wave 
function of an observed object (e.g., an electron) cannot be specified apart from a description 
of the overall environmental conditions. 

Therefore, the relationship between the electron and the observing apparatus, and the 
final result, are inseparable in principle. So the whole system, and the whole meaning of a 
quantum experiment, is just that: it is of one whole. Analysis into separable, independently 
interacting elements is not only impossible; it in fact has no real meaning.  So we have a 
situation in which undivided wholeness becomes primary. The observing instrument, and 
indeed the observer himself, are no longer detached from what is observed, as in classical 
theory; subject and object unite.

v.

Terminology in physics is often unfortunate, being carried over from previous time 
periods, or being otherwise misleading—such as, in the quantum realm, particle or spin. The 
term particle is especially dubious because, in the quantum realm, there are no independent 
parts. Just looking at the Heisenberg principle, where we measure conjugate properties such 
as position and momentum, or energy and time—but never both simultaneously. A given 
experiment can have no meaning outside of the whole experimental setup, and there are 
no interacting, autonomous parts determining a result. It is rather a product of the whole 
movement of the experiment, and the particular experimental configuration designed to 
measure a particular property. 

If we decide in one experiment to measure the position of an electron, and in another 
to measure an electron’s momentum, the different arrangements of the apparatus, as well as the 
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electrons being studied, have corresponding fundamental meanings for the entire outcome, 
and this outcome is not a product of mechanistically interacting parts. So the term particle is 
quite misleading, and unfortunate in an attempt at an understanding of a quantum experiment. 
It biases our attention in a fragmented direction, and makes any attempt at delineating a 
principle of wholeness, which is implicit in quantum theory, that much more difficult.

As has been discussed, modern science is attempting to give an explanation of mind 
through the various interactions of matter. It is deeply mired in the philosophy and general 
architecture of classical physics. Yet it is only logical to suppose that sciences like chemistry, 
biology, psychology, and neuroscience cannot advance properly without adapting their 
approach to the revolutionary findings of physics in the twentieth century. 

In other words, the quantum structure of Nature is not restricted to physics, as if there 
is some disconnecting line between the realm treated by physics and that of the other sciences. 
There is no disconnecting line. Any science and philosophy that seeks to be accurate must place 
more emphasis on the whole than on the parts. And this is precisely what the sciences listed 
above are not doing.
 So we have these sciences seeking to explain the function of consciousness through 
Newtonian mechanism, atomism, and determinism, with no clear idea of what they are doing. 
It is my contention that not only is mind not in any way generated by material parts, but 
mind and matter both have a common essence whose ground is what gives rise to both. So 
matter, energy, space, time, and proximate mental phenomena arise from a ground that is their 
common source, and is the source and foundation of consciousness. So, as some thinkers have 
posited, consciousness comes before all of these phenomena, not as an epiphenomenal result 
of them. 

vi.

 The implicate order is the ground of all of our familiar manifest explicate phenomena, 
from which matter and energy are projected, and into which they return, continually. The 
implicate order is the interface between the super-implicate order and the explicate order, and 
it is at this junction that consciousness comes from its source, and enters our consensus reality. 
 So, in other words, the implicate order underlies and informs all universal phenomena, 
and the implicate order is also the source of consciousness. The implicate order conditions 
the conscious information of the super-implicate order which, further supported by various 
orders beyond it, presumably, is the essence of our awareness, which gives rise to all the various 
phenomena of which we are in some way aware. 
 And thus, to suppose that consciousness is some accidental capstone on a dead and 
stupid Nature, in which atoms and molecules are the primary actors, is shown to be rather 
a simplistic belief. Any theory or philosophy which gives primacy to the parts—and not the 
whole—is fundamentally in error, and this has been rigorously confirmed by science. It is not 
open to debate. 

One consequence of the combination of wholeness and the implicate order (each of 
which implies the other) is that even a rock has some proto-consciousness or, one could instead 
say, inherent being. Every material constituent of the universe, and of course all life, is imbued 
with a real sense of objective being. So, in the case of the rock, its matter has a mental property 
enfolded within it, just as conscious activities involving the body and thought have material 
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properties enfolded within them. In the end, there is no fundamental difference between 
matter and mind, simply different degrees or gradations of being. 

So the rock, while very matter-like, comprises atoms that have some degree of mind. 
Indeed, it might not be possible for chemistry to exist without some very basic awareness tied 
to matter; but then, in our scenario, everything has being, so we must assume that chemistry 
is impossible without this being. 

We conclude from that that Nature is alive, not dead. The properties of whole systems, 
whether they be chemical reactions or the universe, do not derive from the properties of the 
parts; rather, the parts would have no properties outside of the whole, and the whole is a 
function of all the parts, none of which is extraneous, working together. One can never get 
outside the whole. In a universe that is living and intelligent, many possibilities emerge.

Both relativity and quantum physics have explicitly mandated the need for a whole 
new order in physics, one that goes beyond mechanism and embraces wholeness. This is 
generally, for some reason, not appreciated in the physics establishment, and even still, the 
most common way of doing and visualizing physics is with the aid of the three-dimensional 
Cartesian grid. This grid was perfectly adequate for classical physics, which was concerned with 
points in three-dimensional space, and was essentially based on a philosophy of mechanism. 
However, quantum mechanics and relativity both, despite their differences, have in common 
the need to go beyond this limited, mechanistic order.
 Of course, in relativity, the whole notion of a point is rendered meaningless. One 
cannot have anything meaningfully resembling a point in two reference frames in relative 
motion, because what is a point in one frame will necessarily be extended in the frame moving 
or accelerating relative to it. In quantum theory, we can consider the quantum jump. These 
quantum jumps represent the discontinuous motion that the implicate order hypothesis treats 
so well. 
 But the Cartesian system does not treat them so well. If we are using Cartesian 
coordinates to model a discontinuous quantum jump, what will have to happen is that the 
point on the graph will disappear, and then reappear some time later, at a seemingly random 
place, leaving us mystified as to what has happened in between the two points on the graph. 
This is quite unworkable and basically useless. If we are to model a quantum system, then for 
this reason, and several others, a Cartesian graph simply cannot cope with what is going on. 
 A totally new way of thinking is mandated by both relativity and quantum theory. 
Why this has not been recognized in the physics establishment is frankly a mystery to me. At 
the very least, if one still wishes to use the Cartesian grid for mathematical convenience (which 
is still not copacetic), at least we must recognize that a whole new way of visualizing these 
processes is totally necessary. The implicate order hypothesis is a step in the right direction, but 
what is needed is a development of that too. If science is not to flounder in confusion and error, 
we shall need to revise many of our tacit assumptions that can easily be shown to be basically 
false and fragmentary. 

vii.

As far as notions of wholeness concerning neurology, the brain correlate of one’s 
conscious experience is an electromagnetic excitation. The entire electromagnetic field of the 
brain can be likened to an implicate order distributed over the whole brain, providing the 
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basis for the contents of mental consciousness. So what we have is an individual wave function 
governing an individual’s consciousness. This represents a specific implicate order associated 
with a person, and concepts of soul may come up at this point in trying to place this in 
perspective. 

Regardless, this implicate order informs the electromagnetic field of the brain, and 
is distributed over every pathway of it. So the electromagnetic field of our brains is not the 
whole story, as modern neuroscience would have it, but rather we need to consider much more 
fundamentally the brain states that are entangled all together via the top-level wave function, so 
that the entire	field is the primary factor in all mental phenomena. 

Individual synapses, or certain centers, have absolutely no meaning outside of this 
undivided whole. And yet the neuroscientists pluck out individual parts and say they have 
meaning on their own, which is just wrong. Without the concert of the whole, none of the parts 
would have any function. The important point is that brain activity for thought and memory 
has its root in the quantum level, not the chemical level. The electro-colloidal-chemical activity 
has its foundation in the implicate wave function of the brain.

It is generally assumed that an individual cannot directly perceive the implicate order 
as it exists in one’s subconscious. In other words, even for those who assume the wave function 
represents a real, objective entity or process, it is supposed that it is in principle impossible to 
directly observe or participate in this basic process. 

I contend that this is not the case; that the wave function is indeed an objective field, 
and that in certain non-ordinary states of mind one can directly appreciate one’s participation 
in it. The wave function is not merely a conceptual model in itself, and the proposal that the 
mathematics represent something abstract, and that all we have is the mathematics, betrays a 
conservatism and an ignorance about the degree to which the human mind can be activated.  

That said, this ignorance is perfectly understandable, as most physicists are not familiar 
with non-ordinary experiences, mostly because they dogmatically insist that such things are 
mere	hallucinations. But there is plenty of perfectly sound evidence in all sorts of literature—for 
those not infected with dogma—that many people have reached internally the level of the wave 
function, explicitly, and even gone beyond it. 

It is not the purpose of this essay to comment on these experiences further—merely 
to point out that the interior universe is far richer and more complex and deeper than perhaps 
an institutional scientist may be willing to accept, although in fairness this is really no fault of 
scientists. And so we must insist that the implicate order is not some forbidden territory which 
we will forever be unable to access, but rather that it is accessible, and it would behoove anyone 
to find out how.

* * * * * *
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“Nature Remembers Everything”:
Author Jimmy Heffernan 

Interviewed by Cenacle Editor Raymond Soulard, Jr.

Editor: The essay “Wholeness” in this issue of The Cenacle is derived from your new book, 
Unfolding Nature: Being in the Implicate Order (BookBaby, October 2020). Could you 
elaborate on what you mean by “implicate order”?

Jimmy Heffernan: In the most general sense, the implicate order represents the totality of all 
that is in the general order of Nature in which we as humans exist. But let’s look at it a bit. 
The word “implicate” has the same root as the word “implicit,” and this has precise relevance 
because the implicate order, which is an order or dimension of reality underlying our familiar 
one, carries the potentials for all of the activity in Nature. That is, what is implicate is implicit 
from one moment to the next and, possibly, to some extent, from epoch to epoch. 

The implicate order gives rise to what American physicist David Bohm has called the “explicate” 
order—what is explicitly manifest in reality—and this explicate order is what is evident to our 
senses. So, in Nature, we have a constant interchange between the implicate and explicate 
orders. The implicate, through some physical process as yet poorly understood, transforms into 
the explicate, manifests in our consensus reality for a time, and then re-folds into the implicate. 
This re-enfoldment alters the implicate order slightly—in a sense it informs it—and then, in 
the next instant, the implicate then projects the explicate order. This happens over and over, 
at a very fine level, and to see this process first-hand is the objective of the spiritual traditions.

Editor: How did you come, in your development as a scholar & thinker, to the ideas 
presented in this essay & its book? Was it a straight or crooked path?

JH: Well, I have been thinking about these ideas in a desultory way for the better part of 
twenty years. Dr. Bohm originated the concept of the implicate and explicate orders, and I 
would say I first came into contact with these ideas through the writings of Robert Anton 
Wilson, especially in his book Quantum	Psychology:	How	Brain	Software	Programs	You	&	Your	
World (New Falcon Publications, 1990) which devotes considerable attention to Dr. Bohm. 

I had a kind of spiritual epiphany at the age of twenty, and have been mulling these concepts 
ever since. Some may note that in my previous book, Nonlocal	Nature:	The	Eight	Circuits	of	
Consciousness	(New Falcon Publications, 2017), Dr. Bohm’s ideas were featured prominently, 
and I consider the current book to be a sequel of sorts to that previous one.

I wouldn’t say it was a straight or crooked path—merely that it was a path with many branches. 
It has actually been, though challenging at times, a very coherent path.

Editor: You write these lovely lines: “Atoms are fundamentally important, but they’re not 
the whole story. Like notes in a symphony that defies precise categorization. One would 
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be hard pressed to explain beauty with chemistry.” This makes me think of the One Note, 
or Om of Indian religions. A sacred, spiritual sound, believed to be the source of truth & 
origin. Does this Eastern idea of music as being the fundamental reality of the universe 
jive with your idea of atoms as notes in a symphony?

JH: Absolutely. The implicate order hypothesis very much embraces concepts of vibration, 
oneness, and coherence—all key aspects to be found in music. Dr. Bohm saw Nature not as a 
series of static objects, but rather as a fluid, flowing symphony that is one and undivided. So he 
would have said, and so do I, that Nature is more like a musical movement than a fixed object.

Editor: Could you comment on how Albert Einstein’s relativity theory plays into your 
ideas presented in “Wholeness”?

JH: Relativity is instrumental in arriving at the hypothesis of the implicate order because 
both embrace a principle of one	whole,	undivided	movement. Of course, the implicate order 
hypothesis is more closely related to the framework of quantum mechanics, but quantum 
mechanics, relativity, and the implicate order are all tied together by their explicit stipulation 
of wholeness. That is, there is nothing static, there is nothing point-like, there is nothing rigid, 
and there is no discontinuity in relativity or the others. 

Modern science, on the other hand, embraces and asserts all of these attributes. So there is a 
very serious disconnect when we have relativity and quantum mechanics telling us that there 
are no independent pieces or parts, explicitly, and yet institutional science continues to fail 
to embrace these principles. Relativity theory is 104 years old, and yet we still cannot even 
recognize its basic proscription against the atomistic viewpoint. In relativity, a point particle 
like an atom has no meaning whatever.

Editor: Why is it, as you write, that “{s]o many philosophers and neuroscientists 
have contended that the brain, mind, consciousness, and soul are all explicable along 
mechanistic lines, and that consciousness is a remarkable, though accidental, by-product 
of a mechanical brain”?

JH: This is just what modern neuroscience asserts. It is approaching the mind from the 
perspective of Newtonian mechanism, a framework of physics and reality that was thrown 
out over a hundred years ago. The thinking by neuroscientists is that quantum effects are not 
important in the brain and mind. I tell you: Quantum	effects	are	all	that	is	important	in	the	brain	
and	mind! So they have it backwards. And of course if, as neuroscience believes, the brain is a 
Newtonian mechanism, consciousness has no place! It is extra! They call it an “epiphenomenon” 
that has no causal efficacy. Despite the admonishments by someone like American philosopher 
and psychologist William James, this is still the predominating viewpoint in science today. 

Editor: Lastly, you conclude in the essay: “the implicate order is not some forbidden 
territory which we will forever be unable to access, but rather that it is accessible, and it 
would behoove anyone to find out how.” Where would one start on this path to discovery?
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JH: Well, this is the perennial question of the perennial philosophy! I believe that the notions 
of the implicate order hypothesis run into mysticism rather readily, if they are extrapolated a 
bit. For example, one main implication of the concept of the implicate order is that Nature 
has a photographic memory, and builds on this memory as time goes on. She remembers 
everything—maybe even you and me! 

There is also an element of the creative in the evolution of the universe—it is almost as if Nature 
is an artist with a photographic memory. Also, we have the intersection with Buddhism, and 
some of its beliefs, such as impermanence and perpetual change. And to consciously visualize 
the wave function (a basic feature of quantum reality) is done readily by many psychonauts on 
psychedelic voyages.

So really, the quest to understand the implicate order is synonymous with the quest of mysticism 
and the esoteric traditions. And we all know how challenging such paths can be, if they are not 
totally forbidden to us. 

In the end, there are not several diverse strands but only one. And that is what we must 
remember.

* * * * * *
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Sam	Knot

This Butterfly

This butterfly, dreaming herself a man, 
opens and closes her wings soundlessly, 
so as not to wake him. He stands 
on a bridge over a river,
in a medieval town, 
watching the water, 
thinking of her, 
thinking of chaos. Her wings open 
and close, very carefully. A leaf 
drops onto the water—
it is a very still, slow river—
while he is still watching the ripples spread out, 
down drops another, 
and their ripples overlap—she leaps into the air  
while he is concentrated thus, hovers high  
above her dreaming scene, 
and listens to her wings 
tell his thoughts:

I	think	it	is	more	like	this—chaos—
ultimately	absorbing,	unutterably	stable.
I	might	imagine	myself	powerful:	a	gentle
flap	of	my	wings	in	Mexico:	a	storm	
in	Brazil—but	wouldn’t	it	be	horrible?
I	would	scarce	flap	my	wings
were	such	a	thing	possible!
It	is	much	more	plausible
that	my	life	is	like	that	fallen	leaf
whose	ripples	enter	the	trembling	community
of	that	gentle	stream.	And	even	the	sun	maybe,
even	the	sunlight	only	goes	so	far—
shining	darkness	all	aquiver!
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And his thoughts carried her higher,
until the very idea seemed to peer
into space from the eyes on her wings—
and she heard it join the gentle music
in the color—and she knew 
her friends were near.

* * *

As	I	sat	writing	this	poem	in	Bayeux	Cathedral,	three	young	monks	walked	past	in	black	cassocks—I	felt	
a	little	as	if	I	were	seeing	ghosts,	or	looking	backwards	in	time.	The	next	day	I	encountered	the	same	three	
monks	while	walking	around	the	ramparts	of	the	château	at	Caen.	I	stood	beside	them	in	one	of	the	big	round	
lookouts	from	which	much	of	the	city	can	be	surveyed.	

One	of	the	monks	was	pointing	out	the	many	churches	that	punctuate	the	scene,	naming	them,	and	talking	a	
little	about	them.	I	felt	kindly	towards	these	fellows,	glad	of	their	keeping	an	old	tradition	alive,	of	their	will	
to	believe	in	invisible	things.	The	sky	was	dramatic,	swept	with	a	grey	blanket,	but	one	that	was	folded	and	
torn,	such	that	shards	of	light	sometimes	shot	through,	and	the	whole	scene	was	in	motion.	The	city	looked	
small,	and	the	spires	of	the	churches	wonderfully	old,	intricate,	valuable,	interesting.	

I	thought	of	the	world	that	I	was	currently	aware	of	as	being	very	small,	even	curled	up	into	a	ball.	I	imagined	
that	where	I	had	driven	from,	a	hundred	or	so	kilometers	away	in	the	direction	I	was	looking,	was	directly	in	
front	of	me	on	the	other	side	of	this	orb,	as	if	there	were	a	curved	wall	of	countryside	hidden	behind	the	clouds.	
Such	a	vision	did	not	negate	the	worldly	variety	that	I	still	knew	to	be	the	case—I	expected	there	was	a	way	
in	which	we	all	floated	in	such	bubbles,	and	could	transition	between	them	in	a	dream	of	sorts.	Thus	each	of	
these	worlds	would	have	their	own	little	sun	in	the	center,	and	even	if	the	day	was	clear,	the	blue	sky	would	
obscure	the	other	side	like	a	mist.	My	feeling	of	the	world,	or	worlds,	as	being	constructed	like	this,	was	so	
vivid	and	compelling	that	I	could	not	quite	discount	it.	I	wondered	if	perhaps	it	could	be	said	that,	unless	you	
are	not	entirely	sure	that	what	you	are	imagining	is	not	after	all	reality,	you	are	not	really	imagining,	at	all.	

* * *
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The  Weighing 

All it takes is a pair of too sensitive scales,
susceptible to moisture in the atmosphere perhaps,
such that when you come to weigh yourself
 each day against the stone
and the warped old bronze arrow shows you
 now lighter, now heavier—
all it takes is this to grow a soul.

All it takes is to wonder what comes and goes,
waxing and waning in a way that only sometimes 
 matches your moods,
such that one day you are happy 
 but heavier than stone,
and the next day you are sadly levitating—
all it takes is this to grow a soul.

All it takes is to carry on asking those
questions that are more than just to notice
 how you feel,
that might reveal the wisdom in asking your whys,
 not of the world outside,
but of the one that is invisible unless you show it—
all it takes is this to grow a soul.

All it takes is to notice how the climate
has everything and nothing to do with the weight
of your own mysteriously patient
 insufferable substance,
how the increasingly random response of the scales
might lead you to contemplate the message-filled moss 
 upon the rock—
all it takes is this to grow a soul.

All you need do is imagine a friend in the intricacies 
of the gazeless face that you greet each ritual weighing.
All you need do, to let its softness touch you, is run your hand 
from time to time across the mossy mirror of its open flesh— 
and from time to space, and from space to wonder—to wonder 
if this was not, all along, what the whole thing was about.
And to notice how such thinkings feel remembrances.
All it takes is this to grow a soul.

* * * * * *
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Tamara	Miles

Church in the Greenhouse
[Pandemic Journal]

https://churchinthegreenhouse.blogspot.com/

Sing	a	song	of	seasons!						
Something	bright	in	all!	
Flowers	in	the	summer,						

Fires	in	the	fall!
—Robert Louis Stevenson, “Autumn Fires,” 1885.

Domestic	autumn,	like	an	animal
long	used	to	handling	by	those	countrymen,
rubs	her	kind	hide	against	the	bedroom	wall

sensing	a	fragrant	child	come	back	again
—Thomas Kinsella, “Another September,” 1958.

July 19, 2020
Cicada Song

They’re back, the cicadas, and they are mighty—out in full force, showing off. Cousin to the leafhopper 
and froghopper, I hear. And while I listen, I am also tuning in to Jubilee Circle (https://bit.ly/3lZ9HNF), 
the community church I attend (virtually, at the moment). The service began with a gentle piece on 
violin.

The service has a Via Positiva theme: remaining open. Hearts wide open. Peter Johnston from the 
Ferryhill Parish Church describes this idea thusly: 

The	Via	Positiva	or	Cataphatic	Way,	as	it	is	also	known,	describes	God	through	positive	
statements.	It	assumes	we	can	know	and	understand	God	by,	for	example,	studying	creation	
and	revelation,	through	prayer	and	reflection,	and	through	religious	experience. (https://
bit.ly/31nxwqw)

We need something to wake us up. Drumbeat, sage, find the four directions, and listen to the voices of 
the cicada. Most of the time it lives underground, growing for years into an adult. Cicadas drink the sap 
from trees, and in large swarms cause destruction. This year is the once-in-seventeen-years mating cycle. 

Cicadas mean summer. They are invested in mating. What is it, friends, that we are investing ourselves 
in? Does the soul stand a chance in this withering political climate? Have you heard of the cicada killer 
wasp? I can think of some people who are similar—a bent to sting, to wound, to kill. 

Still, the cicada, with its membranous wings and red compound eyes, sings, mates, and lays its eggs. It 
is called by grand names: Pharoah Cicada, Empress Cicada, Magicicada Cassinii. But, for awhile, it is 
a baby, a nymph in soil waiting to emerge.
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Insects that produce sounds are called Homoptera. 
Up in the trees, they make their choir in broods. 
Maybe they are singing. Do they sound harsh or 
in some way soothing? It may depend on what 
we are listening for. I’m currently listening to the 
Jubilee Circle band, CeeCee and the Recalcitrants, 
singing “Wake Me Up When It’s All Over.”

Wake	me	up	when	it’s	all	over,
when	I’m	wiser	and	I’m	older.
All	this	time	I	was	finding	myself,
I	didn’t	know	that	I	was	lost.

“Everyone has experienced what they could call being transported beyond themselves,” says the Course 
in	Miracles (1976) by Helen Schucman. What was yours? We are encased in flesh, but sometimes we 
are startled into a moment of being out of body and into delight. “The aperture of our awareness can 
no longer completely close again,” she adds. Singer-songwriter Avicii chimes in here:

I	tried	carrying	the	weight	of	the	world,
but	I	only	have	two	hands.

I	wish	I	could	stay	forever	young,
not	afraid	to	close	my	eyes.

Our eyes, says the Jubilee Circle Reverend Candace Chellew, are woefully inadequate for completely 
capturing our experiences. We need the capacity of spirit, and we need stories. Jesus spoke in parables—
one is the story of seed-thrower whose seeds landed in various environments and either took root or 
died away. The chance to awaken is always there, Candace reminds us, as God is always throwing seeds.

A male cardinal just flitted into my view and blessed the garden gate, but it did not stay. I can keep it 
only in memory. If I am rocky soil, the memory may not find root, but if my soul is broken ground, 
his presence lingers.

We live in the great wide open, where the cicada brings forth the loudest natural sound of any insect 
with their jointed rostrum. We live in an extraordinary ordinary. Candace is playing the singing bowl, 
and my dog Reacher has tuned in deeply to its resonant music, its bell a seed cast toward him, and to 
me, and you.

All this time I was finding myself, a nymph underground, growing my wings, but now I am a noisy 
cicada with my own extraordinary song.

Blessings,
Tamara

* * * 
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September 20, 2020
Hymn to the Greenhouse

Hello, friends, and Happy Sunday. The last few days have been cool—we are leaving summer behind 
for good now. I’ve been out in the Church in the Greenhouse cleaning up a bit; I’ve neglected it these 
first five weeks of school, but I’m ready to start planting again, and ready for the fall and winter chapel 
version. We’ll need new hymns, I think, and old ones, to stir the soul. I grew up on hymns—“How 
Great Thou Art,” “Great is Thy Faithfulness,” “Softly and Tenderly,” and many more. 

Today, as I worked and sipped a Bloody Mary 
with thyme from my garden and garlic salted 
cucumber (also homegrown and sliced with 
love), I listened to a band called Fear & Fable, 
and their tune “Hymn,” featured on the album 
Fleurie. We love with the senses, don’t we, as 
much as anything, and the fresh, cool taste of 
cucumber and tomato juice remind me. 

And it seems to me, listening, that a hymn is a 
tribute to belonging—a call to remember that 
belonging. Fear & Fable sing:

Somewhere	high	up	in	the	air	there
I	had	forgotten	I	belong	to	you

We remember, and our mouths open with 
a song. I belong to the Church in the 
Greenhouse, to the mung bean sprouts, to my 
childlike art on the walls, to the basil and bean, 
to the plants whose names I grew from seed but 
whose names I have forgotten. 

So it seems I need a hymn this morning. Let me try:

Oh,	heavenly	greenhouse,	the	gifts	you	bear	belong	to	me,
and	I	as	much	belong	to	you	in	this	place	that	sets	me	free.

Heavenly	greenhouse,	heavenly	greenhouse,
don’t	you	call	my	name	and	sigh,
for	you	know	that	my	hands	will	linger
and	tend	the	thyme	if	I	pass	by.

It is a beginning, anyway.

If I want something established in the sacred, I can always turn to “He Praises the Trees” (trans. Robin 
Skelton) from editor John Montague’s The	Book	of	Irish	Verse:	An	Anthology	of	Irish	Poetry	from	the	Sixth	
Century	to	the	Present:
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Huge-headed	oak,
you	are	tall,	tall.
Small	hazel,	pick
me	your	secret	nuts.

Alder,	friendly	one,
gleam,	shine;
you	bar	no	gap
with	a	toothed	thorn.

Blackthorn,	dark	one,
provide	sloes;
watercress,	brim
the	blackbirds’	pools.

Small	one,	pathway
loiterer,	green
leaved	berry,	give	me
your	speckled	crimson.

Apple	tree,	let	me
shake	you	strongly.
Rowan,	drop	me
your	bright	blossom.

Briar,	relent.
Your	hooks	have	fed
content	till	you
are	filled	with	holy	blood.

Church	Yew,	calm	
me	with	grave	talk.
Ivy,	bring	dream	
through	the	dark	wood.

Hollybush,	bar	me
from	winter	winds.
Ash,	be	a	spear
in	my	fearful	hand.

Birch,	oh	blessed
birchtree,	sing
proudly	the	tangle
of	the	wind.

 
I will plant zinnias today—a variety called “Giants of California”—and make my own sunshine in the 
Church in the Greenhouse, if all goes well. Hope and generosity go well together. I have just read that 
zinnias are often given to friends who have been absent for a long time, or as a going-away gift. I love 
the idea.
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I have lived in the green, green of summer with hummingbirds hovering, the red hibiscus bursting as 
well as the tomatoes. It has been rich. The thing about summer is you can’t hold on to it—not quite—
but you can trade it for a crabapple, and it’s only a little bitter. What if the things we really want, says 
Candace, is what we give away, “because what has been given to us is divine,” and in the moment of 
giving, we are moving forward, coming closer. It is like a celebration, and it is holy generosity.

Oh,	heavenly	greenhouse,	what	wish	have	I	to	make?
All	the	sighs	for	summer	gone,	the	joys	of	autumn	now	to	take	.	.	.

Come by if you need a sanctuary.

Blessings,
Tamara

* * *

September 27, 2020
Rise of the Elephant Ears

Friends, you wouldn’t believe how tall the 
elephant ears are. They’ve risen to the height 
of the gazebo and are not showing any signs of 
slowing down. The three amigos in their bed 
have had several seedpods, to our delight, and 
now we’ve got baby elephant ears going nicely 
in the greenhouse. I admired them on my 
walk around the yard this morning in my ruby 
red belted robe, harvesting beans and green 
tomatoes, a cucumber, and stashing them in 
my pocket. Now I’m on the swing listening to 
Michael Franti and Spearhead’s “The Sound of 
Sunshine,” as performed by the band at Jubilee 
Circle:

Here	I	am,	
Just	waiting	for	this	storm	to	pass	me	by	
And	that’s	the	sound	of	sunshine	
Coming	down	
And	that’s	the	sound	of	sunshine	
Coming	down	
(Down	down	down)	

Elephant ears love the sunshine—we just 
have to keep the water coming to the roots, 
stand by and let them spread outward and 
upward. Having never had any before, I didn’t 
know how the process worked—the seed pod 
becomes a pale yellow bloom and, only when 
the bloom dies, do the berry-like seeds emerge, 
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looking like corn on the cob, only bright red.

I’m thinking about how we gather seeds, too—
sometimes positive seeds, but also of anger, and 
hold them tightly in a pod until they burst and fall, 
spreading everywhere. We could choose to spread 
seeds of kindness, and this is the message of our 
Jubilee Circle pastor Candace today. 

“Love one another . . . love your enemy” is the kind 
of thing that has come down to us from the divine 
but, as Candace explains, recalcitrant human beings 
are swayed by the ego to do otherwise. We forget the 
premise easily when someone cuts us off in traffic, 
or disappoints us in other ways, and the seedpod we 
are nurturing in our hearts becomes fertilized with 
resentment rather than radiated with love.

The elephant ear seedling is willing to become 
transformed into a green broad-leaved, massive giant. 
It doesn’t hold back. If only we could love this way 

and seek so simply the basic ingredients of good health and growth.

We crave so much—and much that isn’t good for us, at least not on a regular basis. Other people have 
their own cravings and, when we are focused on those cravings, they can separate us, tear us apart at the 
root. We can get so greedy and selfish that we forget our shared dream of hope and health, of happiness. 
Even the smallest act of kindness can help us create good karma for ourselves and others.

What are we planting today in the soil of another? Are we ready to be kind—to tend the seedlings we 
have planted in our friends and loved ones until they grow mighty, until they are not only rooted but 
free?

Growing from the seeds of your kind attention.

Blessings,
Tamara

* * * * * *
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Tom Sheehan

Forgotten Wars

i.	Those	Last	Moments	Recaptured

They come again,
without prejudice,
in another millennium:
I know the weight of an M-1 rifle 
on a web strap hanging on my shoulder, 
the awed knowledge of a ponderous steel helmet
atop my head, press of a tight lace on one 
boot, wrap of a leather watch band 
on my wrist, who stood beside me,
who stand no more.

ii.	Before	You	Pass	This	Night

Before you pass this night,
show me the star
you’ll travel by,
one without a map,
and no destination,
but you mean to move
all the parts with you.

Before you pass this night
without a moon, 
a torch, 
but that star
with a string on it,
tied one night
by your brother kneeling
his last kneel on the sand
of an unknown island.

iii.	Departure	at	Lancaster

From a Greyhound Bus in Lancaster, PA,
I saw a guy I saw dying in Korea.
Is that you, Pete Merandos, still moving down
the trail, open gut baking in burst sunlight,
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dream rock-hard and deeper, pulse beating
against hot fragments foul idiots throw
at each other, eyes washing over you 
as if you had not been part of us?

I will tell someone sometime and he will not 
remember disowning you.

iv.	I	Who	Lost	One	Brother

who nearly lost another
remember the headlines, newsreels,
songs of bond-selling, gas-griping,
and movies too true to hate.

All Mother Earth bent inwards,
imploding bombs, bullets, blood,
shrieking some terrible bird cry
in my ears only sleep could lose.

Near sleep I only remembered
nifty bellbottom blues he wore
in pictures my mother cleaned
and cleaned there on the altar

of her bureau as if he were Christ
or Buddha, but he was out there
in the sun and the sand and the rain
of shells and sounds I came to know

years later moving up from Pusan.
I never really knew about him until
he came home and I saw his sea bag
decorated with his wife’s picture,

and a map with unknown names:
Guadalcanal, Saipan, Iwo Jima, 
Kwajalein, 
the war.
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v.	A	Boy	Two	Streets	Over

Stretching his eagerness
to cure menial ailments,
torch inked-up headlines
’cause Earth’s out of kilter,
but not his evening lake,
a neighborhood lad
wound his way to war.

Now, two streets over,
they know his name,
spill it from their lips,
gasp it once, think it’s
too far away to count,
oceans, lands in between,
and never say it again.

* * * * * *
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Charlie	Beyer

Wolves
[Prose]

i.

 The gold diggers’ truck finally stops. The dogs leap out. Into the wilderness. Freedom. The call 
of the wild. The cuddly animals tear off into the forest at 30 MPH, no longer someone’s lap pet, but 
dangerous killers on the prowl, beasts of the forest out for their liking—or so they imagine in their dog 
minds. The women are in horror at the exit. 45 minutes of calling, calling, hair tearing, agony over the 
lost dogs. Meanwhile, the Fidos are going like lightning through miles of brush—blindly, in a frenzy of 
freedom.
 But these dogs are but plump morsels of city soft meat to all the hardened local dogs of 
the wild. Like an ample suburban virgin in a criminal neighborhood, they are attracting hornets to 
hamburger. The dogs are stamped USDA prime steak—to the wolves. There is a pack of them up here 
on the top of the mountain. They are all over the woods, both deep within and its edges, often stalking 
brazenly down the road, leaving their hair-filled scat for all to admire. Scat filled with crushed dog 
bones. The wolves are basically everywhere out here.
 The pack howls in the morning, as sort of a lingering revery from the night. The pack howls in 
the evening, to collect all together for nighttime romping. What a chorus of furry throats! Last night 
they killed something in the dead of night, around 3 AM. A dozen or more yawped on about it for an 
hour and a half. I listened, completely enthralled.
 What a blood-curdling cacophony of howling, growling, and ethereal throaty song drifting 
through the misty trees in the grey of dawn! Beautiful notes—mixed with the imagined snarling terror 
of a pack of ripping, gnashing canine teeth, shredding your body in a fog of blood. A killing cacophony.

Of	all	wild	animals,	wolves	generate	more	emotions	among	people	than	any	other	species.	
Both	 folklore	 and	 human	 nature	 play	 into	 fearful	 emotions	 through	 legends	 such	 as	
werewolves,	stories	like	“Little	Red	Riding	Hood,”	and	our	tendency	to	hate	what	we	fear	
or	do	not	understand.	Wolves	are	predatory	animals,	just	like	any	other.	In	1995,	wolves	
were	 reintroduced	 in	 Idaho	 and	 have	 been	 intensively	 observed	 ever	 since.	During	 that	
time	we	have	learned	a	great	deal	about	these	animals,	enough	to	be	able	to	clear	up	some	
misunderstandings.

 —Jim Lukens, Salmon Region Supervisor, Idaho Fish & Game (IDFG)1

ii.

 In the afternoon, we are all lolling about camp. This is because we are all old, lazy, and there is 
little gold to dig. Seems everyone’s idea is to have a four-hour breakfast, and then hang around a smoky 
fire drinking instant coffee. When I suggest we go dig, there are groans and excuses in abundance. Most 
often I wander off by myself—unaccompanied. Can’t wait indefinitely for the uninspired to become 
inspired. 
 As I stroll away from camp, there are three or more piles of what looks like dog crap, but a little 
larger than the usual I’ve seen before, all grey with hair and bone fragments. Some chunks are as big as 
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a watch and a quarter-inch thick. Looks painful to expel. 
 And I wonder: who	was	the	bearer	of	this	bone?	Elk?	Deer?	Dog?	Hunter	or	hiker? 
 In the absence of a DNA lab, I leave the mystery on the ground and concentrate on more 
solvable mysteries of the earth. Like: where	 the	 hell	 is	 the	 gold? When I apply fourth dimensional 
assessment of the geology here, I see it is all around me. A foot layer of it everywhere. I casually stroll 
over a hundred thousand dollars’ worth back to camp.
 In 1995, IDFG decided to reintroduce wolves to northern Idaho and western Montana. In 
the great wisdom of the West, all the local wolves had been previously shot to extinction. The new 
population subsequently overbred until they became weak and sickly, and thus the thriving business of 
hunting permits was threatened by diseased and easy-to-shoot animals. Like stock pond fish in a barrel. 
No vigor to the activity or the flavor. 
 The government agencies set to work finding hardier wolves to import. After years of “study,” 
it was found that Mackenzie Valley wolves had the same DNA. Canada was quite obliging in handing 
over a population of its wolves, even without proper papers. “Take as many as ya like, eh?” they said. 
Yeah, they were a little bigger because the winters in northern Canada are sorta harsh. No biggie. A wolf 
is a wolf. Right?

Idaho’s	wolves	are	often	incorrectly	called	“Canadian”	wolves.	The	U.S.	Fish	and	Wildlife	
Service	 only	 recognizes	 the	 gray	wolf	 (Canis	 lupus)	 for	 recovery	 purposes.	When	 selecting	
wolves	 for	release	 into	Idaho,	biologists	 selected	populations	 in	Canada	that	were	already	
utilizing	elk	prey	and	were	living	in	habitat	similar	to	that	of	Idaho.	Some	people	say	that	
wolves	used	to	be	smaller	than	the	reintroduced	ones,	but	little	evidence	supports	this	claim.	
However,	animal	body	size	tends	to	increase	at	the	northern	parts	of	their	Canadian	range	
and	is	related	to	staying	warm.

—Jim Lukens, Salmon Region Supervisor, IDFG

iii.

 On this torpid afternoon, an ATV pulls up. Getting out is the usual checkered-shirt type, 
straining buttons bursting from doughboy plump. A very large gun is strapped to his side, fastened in a 
way for quick release. Due to his farm-and-seed existance, he has clear intense eyes behind 1960s-style 
black nerd glasses. Is he a threat to our existence? Usually such a visit means I’m trespassing, claim 
jumping, a criminal, or a Democrat. All arresting offences. I totally don’t need that shit.
 “Hey there. You camping here?” he calls out as he shuts off the ATV. 
 Oh	boy, I think. Here	it	comes.	Some	bullshit.
 “I’s-a just here to warn ya. How long ya staying? I’m-a gonna be trapping here soon.”
 Turns out—not to worry. He is the Wolf Man. He is the killer of wolves. He traps them, snares 
them, shoots them. He is not an IDFG officer. He is an officer of no sort. He is a self-proclaimed killer. 
Out to kill killers.
 “There is a pack of about fifteen hungry wolves around here. They just ate four dogs up the 
road there at the New York Mine. Wolves just lure the dogs out—then tear them to ribbons and eat 
them.”
 “Are these the Mackenzie wolves imported from Canada?”
 “Oh	yeah! Every one of them, at least a hundred pounds each, and the rest 150,” he tells me. 
“They’ve killed everything here. The deer, the elk, the moose. All	slaughtered!	
 “This used to be the best game unit in all of Idaho. Unit 16. There were elk everywhere. Now 
they will not even bugel to each other for fear of attracting the wolf pack,” he declares, his eyes getting 
wilder as he extols the horrors of the wolves.
 “Yer dogs don’t stand a chance. Even on a leash. They’ll come into camp and eat ’em like a 
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Popsicle on a stick. A pack of killers is what they are. Kill everything. Kill whole herds of deer just for 
fun and let the meat rot.”

Wolves	 are	 often	 accused	 of	 killing	 for	 “fun”	 and	wasting	 game.	 In	his	 study,	Husseman	
also	 examined	carcass	utilization	and	 found	 that	80	percent	of	 carcasses	were	more	 than	
three-fourths	 utilized	 and	 all	 kills	were	 fed	 upon.	While	 “surplus	 killing,”	 the	 killing	 of	
more	prey	than	can	be	consumed,	has	been	documented,	these	incidents	usually	occur	under	
unusual	circumstances,	 such	as	extremely	deep	snow	conditions	that	 severely	disadvantage	
prey.	Furthermore,	wolves	usually	return	later	to	consume	the	“leftovers.”

 —Jim Lukens, Salmon Region Supervisor, IDFG

iv.

 “Where is the native wolf?” I query.
 “Gone. Extinct back in the ’60s. But he was a little fella. Not much bigger than a coyote. Was 
no match for an elk or moose. But these monsters can pull down anything—and are doing so. There’s 
not a moose left in these hills.” 
 He fixes me with a steely eye, as though it was my fault. Then continues.
 “The irony is that they brought them in to cull the weak and sick in the ungulate herds, but 
instead of making the herds healthy, they have killed them all off.”
 “That is unhealthy,” I venture to say.
 “Yes. But I’ll get ’em. I put out traps and snares in October, and check on ’em a couple times 
a week. Last year I gots 30. So’za, I don’t recommend you camp here in the winter come October.”
 “Oh hell no. I’m not freezing my butt.”
 “OK then. Just warning ya.” 
 With that, he tears down the road on the ATV. In a hurry to get somewhere in this vast state 
of wilderness.
 The women are scared out of their wits. Their fear is for the dog-children who they love more 
than the men or themselves. Who they chatter and scold and nuzzle and sleep with in desperate loving. 
To be eaten by wolves is like an Internet ax murderer date. 
 All the dogs are tied up in the camp, their ropes tangling in the chairs and knocking over the 
tables. No more innocent woods to frolic in. It 
is the land of the wolves. The land of the dead 
domestic dog.
 The sheriff’s department has a notice up 
on the general store in the center of town: 

Report	 all	 sightings	 of	 wolves	 to	 Deputy	
Higgins.	Also	report	hearing	them,	smelling	
them,	and	wolf	scat.

 Wolf	crap?	Why	report	that? The producer 
of such treasure is long gone. There is so much 
wolf shit along the roads here, this place looks 
like a dog park. All that’s missing is the water 
bowl. The turds I find near our camp are full of 
hair, maybe dog hair. After ten rainstorms and 
being run over thirty times, there is just a fistful 
of grey hair. Should we bring this to the sheriff? 
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 The wolves howl to assemble at the Lupus Bar and Cafe every evening at dusk, always just a 
quarter mile away. But who but an eagle can see and shoot them? The woods are so thick—a nuclear 
bomb would have questionable effect.

The	F&G	calculated	 to	bring	 in	2	wolf	packs	 for	a	 total	of	10	wolves.	This	would	 then	
become	100	wolves	in	10	packs	and	stabilize	in	the	ecology.	The	wolf	has	a	40%	successful	
reproduction	rate	per	year.	By	2005	there	were	60	packs	totalling	over	574	wolves.	Now	
15	years	later	there	are	over	a	thousand	packs	totalling	over	10,000	wolves.	It	is	this	over	
population	that	has	them	strolling	down	the	main	street	of	Elk	City.

 —Jim Lukens, Salmon Region Supervisor, IDFG

v.

 Deputy Higgins is on the side of the townspeople. No bleeding heart environmentalists have 
any say in wolf welfare. The soft and furry woodland canines are worse than escaped COVID-19 
patients, and should be shot on sight.
 Self-assigned sentinels (like the Wolf Man) stalk around the perimeter of the mountain village. 
 A skinny tobacco-chewing unemployed logger scans the meadow in front of town through his 
rifle telescope.
 A fat diabetic old-timer sits on the porch of the town bar, rocking slowly in the chair, the 
shotgun across his lap. He serves as a deterrent to “city folk,” but he also seeks the glory of protection—
by perforating any wolves idling around the town.
 A housewife strolls back and forth, with her 30-30 rifle, among a couple of riotous toddlers, 
lightly kicking them aside with one foot, stepping on a full diaper with the other. The babies cry and 
break things. She ignores them, darting from window to window, ready to blast anything that moves 
outside her trailer.
 It is a village under siege, the townspeople tensing as the melodious howling vibrates the 
evening air. The family Fidos disappear in the night. One by one. There is no point in putting up the 
“lost dog” poster with a big black-nosed mugshot. Everyone knows, but dares not say, what happened 
to Ruff and Fluffy. These mountain people, distanced and estranged from their frenetic city brothers, 
are now trapped in their distant forest lair—by gigantic voracious Canadian wolves.

Endnote
1. Jim Lukens, Salmon Region Supervisor, IDFG, Idaho, “Eleven years with wolves - what we’ve learned,” IDFG	Salmon	
Region	 News	 Release, 25.April.2006. Online: http://www.forwolves.org/ralph/idaho-eleven-years-with-wolves.htm. All 
quotations from Lukens reference this news release.

* * * * * *
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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.	Theme

Art, she dances alone,
 the world her loneliness at partner,
  crowds sometimes near,
   sometimes watching,
    often not—

Art, she remembers,
 by glints & melodies,
  moves the world moves her,
   moves near, move away,
    down & up & out—

Art, she reaches,
 to a like or novel touch,
  for a taste like breathlessness,
   a scent her bones know better
    than her reck—

Art, she loves chocolate & kisses
 & rusted skylines,
  & ideas of loving new & ancient,
   burst of wild clock!
    & slow . . . to . . . no . . . time—

Art, she lives & mourns & bores
 & wants & sexes & rolls & jumps
  & skies & seas & a Rainbow Wheel
   stretching far—



The Cenacle | 113 | October 2020

80

Art, & I love you.
Art, & I dance you.
Art, & you spit me, & smile.
Art & you gesture me near,
 nearer, a breath’s closest . . .
Art,	you	gesture	me	on!

* * * * * *

ii.	Cackle

Long before men, & down below sight,
 there is green. Webs upon web,
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 green,
 there is music. 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, a Woods rises, 
of birch & oak & pine, & a hundred hundred 
 other kinds, new to light, ancient its web, 
down deeper than the Wide Wide Sea.
 Down to the very 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 lay,
 from the winking starlight of many paths &
places come to here, there is a merry	cackle.
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The green now wishes to play. Spread a natural
 theater 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 as ever still hmmm back to
its unitive way, & now a merry cackle, & play,
 & hmmm	new	ever	on!

Then, before days named, & years counted,
 before wished for soon & sad yearned
back when, before time itself quicks & slows,
 come a novel thing in that blue blue sky,
come a thing of men, not yet dreamed,
 from a some time far on.

A Blue Suitcase falls to the Wide Wide Sea,
 with a great ker-splash!

And things change, they don’t undo.
And tides they combust, every beautiful day.
And the green hmmms, & very merry cackles.
And	the time	is	now	to	play!

* * * * * *

iii.	From	the	Heart	of	the	World

And things change, they don’t undo,
And tides they combust, every beautiful day,
And the Heart of the World beats through time,
And the Heart of many Worlds beat-beats,
And the Heart of many Worlds beat-beats,
	beat-beats, drumming a deep path to follow,
  & a deep hmmm to sing along—

And now come a merry cackle’s wish for play,
And now come a merry cackle’s wish to dance too,
And now the merry cackles up an Imp,
 come in a stone bucket of deep earth,
  drawn by a rainbow-braided thread
 from the beat-beating Heart of the World,
  arrived to the Beach that braids
 many worlds, where they cross, what they share.
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And the Imp digs up from the stone bucket,
 her wide-eyed look at the endless Beach lain
by the shore of the Deeper Deeper Sea.
 She cackles merry & now speaks a word:	“Ké?”

“Ké!” says Abraham, the Ancient Sea Turtle,
 holding the end of the rainbow-braided thread.
Smiling. She’s arrived.

* * * * * *

iv.	Braided	Worlds

Abe the Ancient Sea Turtle tends
 the merry Imp on the endless Beach lain
  by the Deeper Deeper Sea.

A hollowed tooth in his jaw he’s kept
 for her, for her rests & listens
  between cackling plays.

He tells of what he knows, remembers,
 misses. His beach once full, merry
  as a thousand cackling Imps.

She listens, as an Imp would,
 by sideways moments, kisses on his
  ancient cheek, when they hmmm the night.

 “There are many worlds,
 braided ever among each other,
& many paths among them to be found.
 By the Dreaming is the path,
an indigo trace the thread through.

“By the Dreaming, greater dance!
By the Dreaming, greater play!
By the Dreaming, many friends to know!
Do you wish to know the Dreaming?”

The Imp hopped up on Abe’s craggy nose,
 cackled merry & cried, “Ké!”

* * * * * *
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v.	The	Dreaming

The merry Imp rested in the hollow tooth
 of Abe the Ancient Sea Turtle’s jaw.
They hmmm’d together far down below
 the full moon, endless jangle of stars.
Together they played the endless Dreaming
 into what	if?	what	else?	what	possible?
& more, from their Beach, the Sea,
 the beautiful green far above them.

They ranged wild throughout the
 One Woods, carrying their stone bucket
of deep earth, stuff of the Imp, maybe
 long ago stuff of Abe himself.
From this shared earth stirred through
 the Dreaming forms, shapes, beings,
nudged a little more, & nudged a little more,
 till they were of the Dreaming,
  & a little more now too.

Abe nodded his dear little friend,
 parted her in a clearing of full moonlight.
“Stir them all to wake now.”
“Ké?”
“Ké!” Merry cackles, & he was gone.

* * * * * *

vi.	Stir

Creatures, clustered, stir to wake.
To listen. Jangling leaves. Dancing surf.
Sniff the chill air. Feel its cool tremble.
Reach out a paw, touch twice, one to another.
Taste the subtle drift of the light when
 all open their eyes to see!

A new world to abide. Now they know two.
The Dreamland, their home, their very root stuff.
And this new world to wonder:
What	if?	What	else?	What	possible?
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The merry Imp skitters the One Woods,
summoning all Creatures to new	dance!	new	play!
So much to know. To learn. To remember.
To sometimes forget & start again.

Now stirred to wake, new world to know,
 still hmmming	from Dreamland, learning
  to braid them together.

And a hmmming	elsewhere now too.
 A need, it calls? A need to come?
  Someone needs them to come?

To	be	continued	in	Cenacle |	114	|	December	2020

* * * * * *
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Nathan	D.	Horowitz

Alone in Cabaña Supernatura 
[Travel Journal]

 Lago Agrio, Sour Lake, is named after the town in Texas where Texaco was born. Lago is an 
oil town, a weird blend of rainforest and industry, redolent of burning plastic, rotting vegetables, fresh 
fruit, diesel, fried potatoes, and fish soup with a squeeze of lime. Sometimes macaws or parakeets fly 
overhead. The markets are full of cheap goods from China. 
 Let’s talk about the rainbow serpent, the spirit of the ayahuasca vine. People see it in visions 
a lot. That’s one of the first things I read about ayahuasca as a teenager. Later, the second time I drank 
with Joaquín, it appeared to me, twenty meters long, made of glowing multicolored vines, floating over 
the trees. You can see paintings of the rainbow serpent in Pablo Amaringo’s Ayahuasca	Visions. You can 
read about it in Jeremy Narby’s The	Cosmic	Serpent. It was there in the hut where he first drank the brew. 
When he had to go outside to puke, he matter-of-factly excused himself for stepping over it. 
 Recently, at Cocaya, Rufino told us the weird story of how it started out as a hair on a shaman’s 
head and was transformed by magic into a being that could kill the jaguar goddess. Did the luminous 
apparition I saw start out as a hair? It shows up in lots of people’s minds. Are those images connected? 
Are they projected from a central source? Is there a rainbow serpent? Or is is too strong a word? My 
Western brain gnaws at these questions. 
 Because my sculptor buddy Elias accidentally left his inks in Quito, I’m not getting a tattoo 
now. He doesn’t know how to draw a nine-pointed star anyway. So I’m waiting for an encebollado at 
Los Tucanos restaurant. Encebollado is a soup of tuna, yuca, tomatoes, onions, cilantro, chili pepper, 
fried plantain chips, and lime juice. I am in love with encebollado. Encebollado, you are as good as a 
tattoo, you are as good as figuring out the mystery of the rainbow serpent would be. Waiting for my 
encebollado, I flip back and forth between my notebook and Sophie’s	Choice by William Styron. Did I 
mention that books are spaceships, time machines, multipliers of identity? Did I mention that human 
minds are rainbow serpents gliding among the worlds we inhabit?
 Yesterday (pardon me, my encebollado is here), I ran into Martín, Rufino’s wife Katia’s youngest 
brother (read that again, it makes sense), who lives across the river from Joaquín and us, and cut 
the floorboards for the house we’re building. Martín is very strong and, according to Joaquín, has a 
reputation for being unstable and a brawler. Joaquín adds that Martín beat his wife and she committed 
suicide. 
 Last month, Dave suggested inviting Martín to drink yagé with us, but Joaquín said no because 
Martín could go crazy during the ceremony and we wouldn’t be able to handle him. In person, though, 
Martín was friendly and relaxed. He and I sauntered around Lago, checking out women and talking 
about life, the universe, and everything. I didn’t ask what happened between him and his wife and he 
didn’t volunteer any information. I did ask him if he’d tried yagé. 
 He said, “I drank it once with my uncle Alberto across the border in Peru. In the morning, we 
went down and washed our faces in the river. Then he said, ‘I’m gonna visit some friends of mine.’ He 
walked right into the river and didn’t come up. Two hours later, he came back out, completely dry.” 
 “No way.”
 “For real. I saw the whole thing.”
 “How’d you get to Peru? This Peruvian Secoya called Rodrigo Leví once told me he had to go 
through Colombia to come here.” 
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 “I went through Colombia, too,” Martín said. “Without papers. On my way to the Secoya 
communities in Peru, I came across five Peruvian military checkpoints. The first four let me go by, no 
problem, but at the fifth one, they said I was a spy.”
 “Whoa.”
 “They beat me up and held my head underwater so I nearly drowned.”
 “Fuck!”
 “Then they left me in a pit for three days. At the end of that they decided I wasn’t a spy and 
let me go. The next day I reached my uncle’s house. We drank yagé and he visited his friends under the 
river.”
 We drifted back to the Fondo Ecuatoriano Populorum Progressio, a Catholic organization 
where we were both staying. Martín wanted to smoke a smidgeon of watí muntó, spirit tobacco, that 
he had. But he had no pipe or rolling paper. Bringing my superior Western scientific knowledge to the 
Third World, I showed him how to work the tobacco out of a cigarette and pack in the pot. He and I 
went up on the top floor, which was open to the air, so he could smoke it. A skinny black guy in a single 
room looked out as we passed. I got an intuition he knew why we’d gone up there and would want some 
of the green. Martín didn’t want to share it with him, though, and smoked quickly and hid the roach. 
When the guy came out asking if we had mota, Martín maintained, against all logic and in the face of 
skeptical questioning, that we’d just gone up there for the view. 
 In fact, it was a great view and the sunset flooded the town with a million shades of orange. 
Safiro proved to be excellent company. He accepted Martín’s lie and told us he was in town from the 
coast, visiting relatives. We all decided to take a walk together and went downstairs and strolled the 
town like the United Colors of Benneton. 
 We hit the amusement park. Safiro and I went on a Ferris wheel that I’d been eyeing since it 
arrived in town a few months ago. Martín found it too intimidating, despite our encouragement and 
then our disparaging comments about his manliness. The ride was exhilarating. Safiro and I were lifted 
above the damp jungle city in the darkness and saw, far off in the West, toward the Andes, a bank of 
massive storm clouds lit by lightning. 
 After Safiro and I had gone twice, Martín wanted to go on it with us, but we said, “No, man, 
go on it yourself. We’ve spent enough money already, unless you want to pay our way.”

* * *

 I rode back down the Aguarico River to Cabaña Supernatura yesterday in a motor-canoe with 
Rufino and Martín (who jumped out on the opposite bank) and eleven tourists from Quebec. I have a 
swollen, infected mosquito bite on my inner right thigh, a souvenir of the night raid at Cocaya. Rufino 
is taking care of his tourists in the Cabaña and I get some time alone.
 The provisional hut we used to stay in is broken down now. Draped over beams, Gus’s and 
Mark’s and Dave’s and my discarded clothes harbor little wasp nests. Relics from that time: Dave’s 
cap, Ryder’s sun-block, a box of dry goods infested by bugs. The Swarovski crystal is missing from the 
western roof-beam.
 The cows still come around. I had to drive some away, just like in the old days (sigh).
 I’m staying in the hut we’re building, sleeping under the part of the roof that’s finished. Rufino’s 
wife Katia, son Mecías, and baby Miguelito are in the family hut nearby. Only they and Rufino are 
around here now. Joaquín and Maribel are visiting Dave at his apartment in Baños. I just bathed in the 
river. Tomorrow I’ll wash my clothes. I finished Sophie’s	Choice with a lump in my throat. I hear black 
Cuaucuillo and tan-and-white Potente barking to chase away cows. And Miguelito crying.
 A crystalline vibratory drone of insects, and the call of a certain frog that starts up a fast, 
rhythmic series of ho’s, and gradually slows them down until they’re coming three seconds apart, then 
stops. And a bug suicide in my candle flame. It’s 7:22. 
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 Yes, Sophie’s	Choice is a sad book. This copy makes me especially sad because Ricki’s hands 
touched it, put it in the box to mail to me. I remember those hands exploring my body, which they 
never will again. Are	bodies	haunted	by	hands	like	houses	by	ghosts?
 The dogs are barking furiously. Even my thin blanket is too hot for the thick air. Bugs are a 
constant bother. The heat of the blanket makes the bug bites worse, but no blanket will mean more 
bites. 
 I didn’t dine with the tourists last night. Didn’t want to invite myself over to eat their food. 
Rufino told me this morning everyone had wondered where I was. Nobody invited me, though, and I 
munched the bread and cheese of solitude.
 It’s less comfortable to write now. A wasp came and extinguished one of my two candle flames 
by diving into it, then writhed on the floor in ecstatic agony. I lit my lighter off the remaining candle, 
relit the extinguished one, and burned the wasp to death—which was a moral failing, I think now. I 
burned my thumb in the process. My unconscious was punishing me. Or the wasp was fighting me at 
the level of the collective unconscious. Or I’m just dumb. Man is a theory-making animal and these are 
my theories. 

* * *

 Bugbite-bugged and sleepless. Blister-thumbed. It’s 3:15 a.m. I was just dreaming I was at the 
Natural History Museum again. An animated diorama showed how ducks and duck-billed platypuses 
meet, once a year, in hidden tunnels and caves deep underground, to mate and exchange genes. I awoke 
to nagging bug bites and the swollen infection on my inner thigh. It’s demanding in its insistence that 
no pressure be applied to it, that it not even be touched. 
 Earlier, a cow invaded, and I drove her away by shining my light in her eyes and saying Chhhhht! 
Later there came a sound like a wildcat killing a chicken nearby. Now bats are flinging themselves 
headlong through the air in search of food. Chaos embodied in their hunting paths, embroidered in 
their hunting clothes. The night is dark and moonless, the stars dim and distant through webs of mist. 
 Thinking about how to teach English in San Pablo. I have no books. It’s all going to have 
to come out of my head. But that’s OK. Language doesn’t weigh anything and can be transported 
anywhere at no cost.

* * *

 What I’ve got to do today: wash my clothes; boil stream water to drink, as there’s no rainwater 
these dry days; haul up a big pot of water to wash my dishes, hopefully not water with minnows in it 
like last time. 
 Instant coffee and animal crackers for breakfast, rice and beans for dinner, bananas in between. 
Tomato cherries too—those small, sweet red fruits are in season now.
 I was bitten about sixty times that night in Cocaya. It’s 8:15 a.m. now, eight days later. Like 
settlers, like colonists, like the oil industry, the bites have no intention of going away. 

* * *

 Daytime and I’m alone in Cabaña Supernatura. Toucans shriek in counterpoint to the aqueous 
blooping of oropendolas. The sun shines on shiny leaves. A small ant explores the tabletop and is 
brushed away mercilessly. The human has little patience for ants since he discovered them infesting 
his crackers and cookies this morning. The surface of his black coffee wriggles with the motion of his 
writing hand on the wooden table. A yellow butterfly trips through the air. The surface of the coffee 
is Tezcatlipoca’s obsidian mirror reflecting the palm fronds of the underside of the roof as they were a 
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fraction of a second earlier.
  “Stek-ek-ek-ek-eh-eh-eh-o’o—BLOOP!” An oropendola throws my soul into the sun, where it 
swims for a moment before returning to my tall, gangly body. 
 The jungle is chooming, hallucinating forms, textures, oddities. Why else would butterflies 
have eyes on their wings? The cosmos is a flower in my mother’s garden.
 The jungle is panting like a dog. It lies in the shade, half-dreaming, emitting Nezahualcoyotlian 
vibrations, flooding the author’s mind with words. 

	 He	drinks	the	reflection	of	his	face	in	black	coffee,
	 savors	the	bitter	alkaloid	of	memory,
	 and	continues	to	write	his	endless	poem,

which includes, now, an achiote pod with an applicator stick, left on the table after Rufino painted the 
faces of the tourists from Quebec this morning before their hike. The best face paintings here are done 
with a long, straight sliver of palm wood rubbed in achiote. This prints perfectly straight red lines which 
can be developed into geometrical designs. 
 In the old days, the Secoyas used to pluck out their eyebrows, because “only animals having 
hair on their faces,” as Joaquín says, and also, I think, to increase the paintable surface. 
 Back then, if you made it through a yagé ceremony with your face paint intact, people who 
saw you at dawn would know you’d maintained your control during the intoxication. It would be 
a demonstration of mastery. Less advanced drinkers forget about their paint and smudge it. Even 
something as simple as scratching your nose smears achiote.
 “Only animals have hair on their faces.” Rufino told me once that the Secoya term for white 
people, akë or ankë, means “eater,” as in akë	 sehue	pai, the eater-bearded-people, glossed as bearded 
cannibals—a recollection of problems with Spaniards several centuries back. Some Spaniards resorted 
to eating human flesh, once or several times. Serafín Piaguaje’s book Medicine	Root	says that, when 
the missionaries came, Joaquín told the other Secoyas, “These are the people our grandparents warned 
us about.” To the Barclays themselves, Joaquín shouted, “Hit the road, you cannibals!” The Barclays 
retreated to Quito but came back six months later. 
 Reclining in the nylon hammock, underneath untranslatable oropendola messages, in the 
shade of Supernatura, I pass a little time in the jungle before it disappears. The sound of a motorboat 
approaches from downriver. Big marigolds are blooming near the path to the outhouse. White clouds 
above and beyond the opposite bank of the river watch everything impassively, getting really bored. 
Here comes that boat, louder and louder. It appears, bearing a colonist motorist and a young puntero 
(guy who sits at the front and watches for obstacles in the water), and a load of wood. The motorist 
didn’t wave back at me when I waved, then looked away when I nodded at him. 
 There’s no rule about whether you wave at someone on the river. Sometimes you feel like 
it, sometimes you don’t. I didn’t like him staring at me, so I nodded at him and he looked away, 
embarrassed. It’s unusual to see a white man in a green tunic.
 A woodpecker’s toc-toc-toc in the background, finding grubs in a tree, as I search beyond the 
surface of my environment to find something to write. I lanced my infection but only got out a little 
pus. It’ll have to run its course. Up in Mexico, when Franco wondered if he should puke, Alberto said 
sometimes it’s better to let the body deal with it. 
 One majestic white cloud is triumphant in the blue sky-realm, the body of God rearing up and 
watching over the earth. It’s a sweet summer day, this January 6th. We’re in one of two dry seasons for 
which the Secoyas have adopted the Spanish term verano, summer. This one encompasses January and 
February and the other is August through October. Summer is defined as when it rains less.

* * *
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 I finished the yagé crown I started last year, wrapping my long strand of beads seven times 
around the hoop of cocowasi wood and tying it in place. Katia came over with Mecías and Miguelito 
to check up on me. I gave her some of my food. My beans and rice came out fine despite the lack of 
pot lids. The light of my three candles is yellow-orange. The white page picks up the green of my tunic. 
Outside, everything’s black. 
 I’m ambivalent about grad school. I’d like to settle here in Ecuador, but what then? Future fear 
sinks its lukewarm claws into my skin. As my ex-girlfriend Deirdre used to say, Don’t borrow trouble 
from the future. She did it herself, but at least she fought against it.
 Last time I saw Rufino, he raised the possibility of making me a partner in Cabaña Supernatura. 
I could bring in more tourists. If I stay here, I bet I could make this place pay off for me in a year or two. 
 My bug bites are somewhat soothed by citronella ointment I found over at the old hut today. 
I had three cups of coffee today to get my motor running and I’m not tired at all. Thinking about that 
woman I met recently, the blue-eyed, milk-skinned one with the bat-like beauty and the curiosity about 
telepathy. Po	Oyó would be her Secoya name, White Bat. 

* * *

 I feel like a frayed nerve ending. Some insects just bit my feet. And the right side of my head 
hurts.
 It’s OK. It’s not too bad.
 (Monkeys in the trees, oh Jeez. A celebratory rustling as they advance, and curious chirps, 
wondering why the hut is lit at this hour of the night.)

* * *

 Finally got to sleep last night only to wake again at midnight. Sterilized the infection with 
Neosporin and cut into it again with the small blade of my Swiss Army knife like a tooth of the rainbow 
serpent. The scalpel is the sharpest knife. Squeezed out more pus this time. Now in the hammock, my 
crown riding lightly on my head. Cicadas chant, possessed by Wiwati the Growth Spirit. They’re his 
voice. Insects are shamans too. I’m growing emotionally just thinking about this. 
 An Argo Tours speedboat thunders upriver toward Chiritza to collect a fresh group of rich 
people. The waves crash against the riverbank. Argo Tours is upscale. They have a posh riverboat and 
host wild, cocaine-fueled parties on it. Nobody around here likes them because the waves from their 
speedboats could overturn a child’s canoe.
 Humming a tune for the rainbow serpent, I planted a few yagé vines, then hauled boards to 
make a platform on top of the outhouse pit I dug a few months ago. It’s a lovely day in the jungle. The 
day after tomorrow I’ll catch a ride upriver with Rufino and his tourists. The tourists are headed to 
Quito and then Quebec. I’m going to San Pablo to teach English to the kids. 
 Amazing how much better I feel with that infection lanced. I’d like to do that with all my 
problems: slice them open, squeeze them out. The scalpel is the kindest knife.

* * * * * *
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Martina	Newberry

The House of Whispers and Dolls

The house of whispers and dolls, 
and tape players, and bronzed trepidations,
spent most of its life dark and still, 
except for occasional nuclear activity.

The house of whispers and dolls felt itself 
fortunate to live away from other houses, 
to be bounded by fields that heard nothing, 
saw nothing.

Once and sometimes, 
a glory moment descended, 
lit up the pale moons of the family’s sweet faces, 
split them with smiles. 

Only, of course, if he had left the house of whispers and dolls. 

If he was gone, there were such smiles! 
They were freed from firmly clenched teeth and bitten lips, 
frozen tongues and shaking hands.
Those moments parted the curtains 
and spewed light over everything.
He who gave the orders was gone. 

He could not hurt that which was too far away to touch. 
Those smiles—glory—they skipped school, played Yahtzee, 
ate popcorn for lunch with a side of hot dogs,
played music loudly, danced—for silly and for style. 
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Joys, so often hidden,
spilled out over dishes in the sink, 
unmade beds, unvacuumed carpets.
Laughter exploded throughout slow-beating hearts. 

It was lavish living, tree-house living, tent camping and cloud castles.

At 4 pm, the house of whispers and dolls, 
solemn once again behind pulled curtains,
was cleaned clear of even the smallest microbe of joy and foolishness.
Carpets were cleaned of popcorn bits, 
beds made, dishes washed, dinner started, 
pale faces holed themselves up in rooms with dolls and tape players.

The phone rang, as it did every day. 
“He’s on his way,” she called out.
She’d announce it, as she did every day, then stood very still to hear
the revving up of the house’s frightened heart.

* * *
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Sadie Sings of Geraniums

Early morning . . . how easily I slithered from
my home to yours, maintaining silence,
stealth. “Going to the beach,” I said,
“going to write at the beach.” That Sunday,
I cut my hand helping you move.
Humiliated by my clumsiness, I hid it at first,
bloodying my shirt sleeve, grateful
it was a red shirt, long-sleeved, old.

How striking the red geraniums at your
new doorstep! How intense and somehow
meaningful the thump	thump—like denim drums—
of rock music (Pink Floyd as I recall).
In the sun, moving a chair from your driveway,
your eyes glittered with promises and wishes.

Oh, I understood it was only as real
as incense smoke, but I was hopelessly grateful
and desperate for kind touches and a low voice.
Days of heat and skin and mouths, the salt of you
and, later, the weight of us on my shoulders
as I drove home in the aluminum afternoon.

In my driveway, I sat for a brief while,
silently objected to making a dinner of red meat
and small red potatoes and bitter chianti—
scarlet in our glasses. I wanted the real thing:
blood from my cut hand, staining your new sheets,
blood you cleaned from my hand with a hot velvet tongue.

I buried our ghosts long ago in the dust of my
great foolishness. I only think of you when my pale palm
reveals its thin red scar.

* * *
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Love in the Time of Trains

At 13, I learned to say I	love	you,	Grandfather, in Hungarian.
Szeretlek,	nagyapám.

We met him at Union Station in Los Angeles.
It was his first visit to California,
his first time meeting me.

Proud of my new phrase 
in his own unfamiliar tongue,
I said, “Szeretlek, nagyapám,”
and kissed his cheek.

He smiled kindly 
under his huge, stained mustache,
nodded, lit a cigar, then turned to my parents 
who stood by, also proud.
“Sajnos neked, ő nem csinos. Remélem,
hogy jó házasságot köt.”

(“	Unfortunately	for	you,	she	is	not	pretty.
I	hope	she	makes	a	good	marriage.”)

My father translated, but said nothing more. 
My mother stroked my hair, nodded solemnly, 
said in English, “Yes, we know.”

Train sounds, cigar smoke:  
my sudden certainty of 
what it meant to be a woman.

* * * * * *
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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 5:
Southern Hospitality

i.

The farmer, Gerry, led me down the hallway, lurching uncomfortably	 as	 his	 arthritic	 joints	
send	shoots	of	pain	up	the	sides	of	his	legs.	He	can’t	believe	he’s	doing	this—but	I	seem	like	a	nice	boy,	not	to	
mention	that	I’m	a	psychic.	

Just a few moments ago, I’d spoken to the mushrooms in the field on his behalf in order to 
save him from an ancient curse. Strange,	but	not	unbelievable. He’s	seen	some	crazy	stuff	in	his	time.		
	 He	remembers	a	time	that	his	old	best	friend	jumped	an	old	pickup	truck	over	Farmer	Dale’s	house	
and	landed	it	in	the	hayloft	of	the	barn.	

Another	time,	he’d	just	left	church,	and	saw	an	angel	come	from	the	sky	to	stop	a	car	from	hitting	
an	old	lady	at	a	crosswalk.	

Then	there	was	that	night,	out	fishing	with	his	buddies,	that	he	still	swears	he	saw	a	flying	saucer	
high	up	in	the	sky.

In	the	course	of	his	life,	he’s	witnessed	racial	integration,	men	walking	on	the	moon,	and	the	advent	
of	the	Internet.	Heck,	he’s	even	been	to	a	Grateful	Dead	concert.	

The	psychic	voices,	images,	and	feelings	he	felt	in	his	head—the	presence	of	some	kind	of	sentient	
fungus	trying	to	insist	he	spend	more	time	with	his	cows,	even	if	possibly	the	effects	of	dementia—are	just	the	
current	oddities	in	a	long	series	of	strange	things	that	have	happened	to	him	in	his	life.	

Gerry	 supposes	 it’s	 the	Christian	 thing	 to	 do	 to	 give	me	 a	 room	 and,	 beyond	 that,	 he	 needs	 to	
adhere	to	the	basic	principles	of	Southern	hospitality.	Something	those	God-forsaken	California	Yuppies	out	
in	Austin	will	never	understand.

Hand trembling, he gently turned the handle of the door to a room at the end of the hall, 
one with log-cabin style décor, a queen-sized bed that had been neatly made with a red, Western-style 
blanket. 

Home Sweet Home, read a sign above the bed, and another across the room, 9MM	Beats	9-1-1	
Every	Time. 

Pictures of his children rested on either nightstand. An elegant wood chest sat underneath the 
window. Every	once	in	a	while,	his	kids	come	by	and	help	clean	the	room.	He	likes	to	keep	it	nice	in	case	any	
of	them	want	to	stay	there.	Deep	in	his	heart,	he	feels	like	they’re	ungrateful	for	this,	and	he	can’t	wait	to	see	
the	look	on	his	daughter-in-law’s	face	when	she	sees	me	staying	there.

 I set down my backpack. 
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“Couple rules. Uh . . . keep her clean and don’t do nothing you wouldn’t do at your mamma’s 
house. You wanna smoke, you can take it outside, but I don’t take too kindly to marijuana or nothin’ 
like that. 

“Bathroom’s across the hall. Feel free to wash up before you lay down,” he said, though I could 
tell he meant it more as a command than an offer. “I’m heading to bed myself. I can make you some 
breakfast in the morning. I suppose it’d be best if you get on your way wherever you’re going.”

He’s	trying	to	tell	me	to	not	take	his	hospitality	for	granted,	and	wonders	if	I	can	still	read	his	mind.	
He	wants	me	to	stay, but I wasn’t sure if I would. I wanted to, but also imagined that staying rooted in 
one place for too long out of the blue might be too sudden of an adjustment for me to make.

ii.

Taking a shower felt unreal—the burning hot water, the steam rising up into my sinuses—I 
hadn’t had one for three months. Back in Austin, I washed myself off in a river, and after that took 
advantage of a creek I’d come across somewhere just before I got to the hill country. By the time I was 
here, my skin was covered in dirt and dust and sweat. 

The water poured down over my skin and brought with it a flood of dense brown slime down 
the drain. The steam rising around me in colorful swirls filled my senses. Shutting my eyes, I	feel	myself	
standing	on	the	edge	of	a	chasm,	one	which	stretches	between	the	world	I	live	in	and	the	world	I	remember;	
the	person	I’ve	become	and	the	person	I	had	been.	

My	lungs	fill	with	searing,	dense	humidity	as	my	psyche	floods	with	noise	and	palpitation,	clogged	
like	the	gutters	of	my	parents’	house	in	the	fall-time.	I’ve	taken	a	trip,	and	I	will	never	come	back.	A	wave	of	
terror	presses	down	on	me	with	overwhelming	force.	I’m	almost	starting	to	.	.	.	to	normalize	it.	

My eyes shot open, darted around the shower, stared at the room around me, at the desiccated 
corpses of flies trapped in the light fixture overhead, the mildew growing around the edges of the 
curtain rod and the walls, the half-faded scenes of contrived marine life on the floor mat. 

I clutched my head, overwhelmed. It was all wrong. The color white, on the shower wall, it 
wasn’t white. At least not like I remembered it. The blues weren’t the right blues. The reds weren’t the 
right reds. Everything was off. 

But, somehow, it had become normal, so normal I’d almost begun to accept it. But none of 
this was normal—the	breathing	around	me,	pressing	against	me	like	a	blood	pressure	cuff;	a	kind	of	dry	land	
seasickness.	My	ego	dangles	over	an	incoherent	psychic	abyss,	which	looms	beneath	me	like	an	open	jaw,	my	
own	sensibilities	and	comprehensions	staring	into	the	incomprehensible	depths	unknowingly.

Far from feeling like I’d lost my mind entirely, I felt like a totally sane bystander to my own 
insanity, helplessly watching my mind and my body struggle against one another. Dispossessed of my 
own autonomy at the mercy of some kind of cosmic force, the great river in which I’d seen myself 
floating earlier. 

I	am	atoms	lost	in	a	stream,	lost	in	a	space	inside	of	space,	burning	as	a	finite	quantity	caught	for	a	
mere	second	in	the	raging	flow	of	infinity.	I shook, almost convulsed as I came to my knees.	The	air	around	
me	is	pierced	with	a	shrieking,	an	uneven	pounding	against	my	ear	canals.	A	scream,	rising	from	the	depths	
of	the	cosmos,	echoing	across	the	canyons	and	mountains	inside	of	my	mind.	

I turned . . . it shifted. The sound did. The sound shifted. The noises from the . . . I turned 
again. The shower-head was screeching. I shifted my feet backward, and tightened it. Much better. The 
sound was gone. Finishing up the shower, I dried myself off and slid into bed, drifting into a deep and 
heavy sleep.

* * *
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Chapter 6: A Voice Suddenly Appears in the Mind of Dusty Haverford

i.

Dusty knew the truth. He had seen the alien spaceships being towed in inconspicuous- looking 
white semi-trucks down the highway. He had seen the men in suits claiming to be from some vague 
company entering the local Arby’s, or the H-E-B in Fredericksburg. He had seen the mysterious cave 
outside of Mason, pouring out carbon dioxide from some unknown source—a ventilation shaft for the 
massive underground military base he was confident existed deep under his town. 

And they knew he was onto him. Every night, when he got off work, managing his Carl’s Jr., he 
would inspect the underside of his car for bombs. They were, after all, less than a block away from the 
foul Arby’s. At home, he made sure all of his phones were unplugged, and that his blinds were drawn 
shut whenever he was home. He accessed the Internet through a virtual machine called Tails, only on 
the deep web, which he used to maintain his anonymous column, dedicated to exposing the truth. 
Only a handful of people ever read it. Six this week. 

But his work was important—he knew that. He didn’t need recognition. After spending a few 
hours on Reddit and Above	Top	Secret, and commenting on other blogs, he would turn in for the night, 
downing a handful of fluoride detoxification tablets. He’d taken measures to soundproof his house so 
that the high-frequency-mind control waves could not penetrate the windows.
            That afternoon, sometime around four o’clock, he sighted a manager from the Arby’s crossing the 
parking lot, eyes filled with a sinister gaze. Dusty pushed aside the high school kid who’d just clocked 
in on the register. 
 “I’ll handle this,” he muttered.
            “Ugh, whatever,” sighed the cashier, a girl with sandy blonde hair and chipped black paint on 
her nails. Dusty wondered why he noticed her nail polish of all things. 

The rival manager entered and stared him down—an intimidation tactic no doubt. They knew 
that he knew the truth. It was all a plot, a psychological warfare tactic, to make him feel insane, to make 
him look crazy as he grew ever more paranoid. After all, any of the ordinary sheep in this town wouldn’t 
see anything wrong. To them, the manager from the Arby’s was merely stopping in for his dinner break, 
staring at the menu. But Dusty knew the truth.
            “What do you want?” he asked.

The manager from the Arby’s flinched, surprised that he’d dared to challenge him. “Oh, I’m 
just looking.”
            “Sure you are, buddy. Just keeeep looking. Take your time. All the time in the world. I see what 
you’re doing. Just . . . loooking. Surrre, buddy. Surrre,” he muttered under his breath, jotting down 
notes with one hand, taking note of the manager’s facial features to see if he could identify any scars 
from past brain surgery. None. They’d done a good job covering it up. Admirable. 
 “So your half-pound guacamole bacon thick burger, what does that come with exactly?”
            “Well. You’ve got a half pound, grass-fed, beef patty, pepper jack cheese, two strips of bacon, 
lettuce, tomatoes, and onions. And guacamole, of course.”

“Huh. Well, which one do you like?” he asked. Dusty squinted at him, trying to figure out 
exactly what he wanted. 

“Listen, buddy. I know what you’re up to.” 
The manager smirked. “Trying to order a burger, is what, Dusty.”

 “No, no, I see you over there. I see your little so-called ‘Arby’s,’ with its so-called ‘King’s 
Hawaiian Fish sandwich,’ and its ‘limited time offers.’ I know you’re a front for the Deep State. I know 
who you work for.”

The manager grimaced, and clearly feigned amusement. It clearly threatened him, Dusty knew 
that much. 
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“Listen,” whispered the manager. “If you really knew . . . what we did . . . in the Arby’s . . . it 
would blow your mind . . . I’m gonna let you in on a secret . . . We have . . . and you have to promise 
not to tell anyone. We have the meats.”
            “What?”
            “Shhh. Don’t tell anyone. Now I’ll take a half-pound guacamole bacon thick burger.” 

He slid money over the table, urging Dusty again to keep quiet. Dusty stared at him, trying 
to assess his motives, to decrypt his underlying message. They	have	the	meats, he thought to himself. 
Maybe	I	was	right.	This	whole	time,	I’ve	been	onto	them. Hand shaking, he keyed in the order placed by 
the mysterious stranger from the “Arby’s.”
            “Did you want fries and a drink with that?”

“Oh, yeah, sure,” he winked.
            “Alright.”

Dusty slid back change to the suspicious interloper from the Arby’s, and turned around to 
help assemble another customer’s order. Behind him, the manager of the Arby’s turned to his girlfriend, 
who’d changed out of her uniform, and was silently filming her boyfriend’s interaction with Dusty. Just 
about all of the employees at the Arby’s thought Dusty was super weird, and from time to time they 
liked to go into the Carl’s Jr. to see how he’d react to them. 
            Later, as Dusty knelt down by his car, to inspect it for explosives, he caught sight of the manager 
of the Arby’s staring out the window at him with a mop in his hands, almost like he was taking mental 
notes. A handful of employees joined him, forming a line—surveilling him. His heart started pounding. 
“They have the meats,” he mumbled to himself. “But what does that mean? What does that mean?” 

ii.

 He got into his car, and plugged his aux cable into the phone so he could listen to Alex Jones. 
But he hardly paid attention to the words—all that he could focus on was the mysterious message from 
the manager. Classic psyop. They’re	trying	to	confuse	me.	But	now	I	know	that	they	know	I’m	onto	them.	
 Or	perhaps	the	Arby’s	was	an	alien	slaughterhouse?	Yes.	They	have	the	meats	alright.	Alien	meat.	
Maybe	the	test	subjects	who	don’t	cooperate	are	sent	there	for	termination.	It	would	explain	the	men	in	suits	
who	enter,	but	do	not	leave.	It	would	explain	.	.	.	many	things.
            When he got to his house, a little ways off the highway, the gate was swinging open. The chains 
that normally bound it to the fence post dangled absently from the chain-link fence. The combination 
locks all displayed an odd sequence of numbers: 02-11-2017. A date seemingly. This coming Saturday. 
 Shaking, Dusty reached for his handgun, and entered the premises. A rattling came from 
the nearby dumpster. He moved closer to inspect it. Seemingly, though, nothing was there. Just pale 
splotches of unevenly trimmed grass, littered with bottles and cans. But something was there. Something	
was	present.	
 He pulled out his phone and started recording a video. “Hello . . . my name is . . . Dean 
Heyerdahl. Some of you may have read my blog, Hill Country	Secrets	Uncovered, where I discuss what I 
believe to be a secret underground base created as part of Project MK-Ultra in the 1950s, still operating 
to this day. I’m filming this right now because . . . well, I just got home from work and . . . I want to 
document this so that people know I’m not crazy. I just looked at my fence . . . at the locks . . . all of 
the chains have been cut. 
 “Earlier today, I noticed a . . . a strange person . . . who I believe to be connected with the 
Deep State, come into my place of business. I am in sales, now, and this wasn’t all that . . . remarkable, 
I guess you could say. People often come into my business to make, uh, purchases. So it was not that 
remarkable at all that he would come in per se, but I could tell that he . . . well, he seemed to be 
studying me. And when he came to talk to me, he whispered something I couldn’t quite understand. 
When I left the office, he was watching me. 
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 “So I . . . phew! I don’t know what exactly is going on, but I’m about to go into my house. 
Anyway, as you can see, these combos are all spelling out the date February 11, 2017 . . . seems like it 
was done intentionally. Maybe they’re trying to send me a message. I haven’t entered the house yet but 
. . . ” A strange crashing noise came from the backyard.
            Dusty ran around, not seeing anything but a trashcan that had been suddenly turned over. “I 
. . . I’ll have to play this back, but I am assuming I’m not crazy and you all heard that. Well, there’s no 
wind around here. There’s nothing that would have knocked that down. Sure it could be an animal, I 
know that’s what a lot of people will say, but anyway. I’m going to enter the house now and see what’s 
going on . . . ” 
 As he opened the door, he discovered that all of the drawers in the house had been opened, all 
of the files in the file cabinets had been spread over the floor, and all of the furniture overturned.  
 “Shit. Holy shit! Someone definitely broke in . . . but . . . ” He pointed his phone across the 
room. “Didn’t take the safe . . . look over there, they left my wallet on the table, left my television . . . 
computer equipment. Although it looks like . . . look at that. Somebody tried to log in, and now it’s 
frozen against any attempts for the next few hours. I think this is definitely not your run of the mill—” 
 Suddenly, the house began to shake. Dusty clutched his head and dropped his phone to the 
ground. It landed against the side of the computer desk, and pointed upwards, leaving the manager 
barely in the shot.

 
iii.

            Dusty’s mind began to spin, almost dissociating from his body. The ground shook and the light 
fixture flickered on and off. He backed up against the wall and reached for his pistol, trembling. 
 “I don’t know what the hell is going on . . . but—” 
 The door suddenly burst open, interrupting him. A shadowy figure entered the house, moving 
away from Dusty down the hall, with its back to the camera. An ominous, hunched figure, wearing 
camouflage pants, disheveled clothing, and heavy camping gear on a large pack. 
 Dusty stood up, pointing the gun at whoever it was. “Hey! Stop right there, buddy!” 
 The figure turned, revealing a pair of glowing white eyes. Its face was dark, its shaggy hair 
almost caught in its teeth. Cocking its head at Dusty, it leaned in. 
 Dusty’s	mind	 is	filled	with	a	 vision	 of	 a	 vast	underground	 government	 laboratory,	 connected	by	
tunnels	to	others	just	like	it	across	Texas.	A	wormhole	opens	up	over	a	tiny	brick	ranch	house.	A	sinkhole	
spreads	through	the	earth.  “What . . . what are you trying to . . . to tell me?” 
 It came closer to him, projecting	 the	 same	 image	 into	 his	 mind,	 speaking	 in	 booming	 and	
omnipresent	telepathic	voices	that	sound	like	disjointed	alien	languages. The creature held out its hand and 
telekinetically	forces	Dusty	to	drop	his	weapon.	Dusty	begins	floating	off	the	ground. 
 “What do you want?” he begged. “What do you want?” Slowly, Dusty lost consciousness, 
entering	a	foreign	world	of	the	strange	entity’s	own	making.
            The creature crept closer to the cell phone, still running on the floor, and picked it up. It studied 
its own image in the camera feed, marveling at itself, pointing the camera at different objects in the 
room: the computer, the files on Dusty’s floor, the bathroom. Then it set the cell phone back where it 
had found it. The creature vanished. 
 A few seconds passed before Dusty, in a half-sleeping trance, started muttering under his 
breath, in a strange, alien language. Then he choked out the words: “Horizon. February 11, 2017. 
Watch the skies. Watch the skies. Watch the—” The cell phone ran out of recording space.
 Waking up in the morning, with a pounding headache and no memory of the night before, 
Dusty trembled as he watched the video, none of which he remembered. He’d already called the 
police—little as he knew they could help—just to have some kind of record of his break-in. 
 He knew what he had to do. He knew the truth. He knew that they would think he was crazy, 
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he knew they’d think it was a lie, but he had to do it. He had to post the video. 
 Once the police left, he spent a few hours figuring out how to set up an account on the 
fascist Communist Illuminati spy service known amongst the sheeple as “Google.” He posted the video 
to YouTube, and then shared it to all of the communities he could think of. At first, the story was 
lambasted as fake—although even the skeptics expressed admiration for the video—but then someone 
connected the dots to another story, which might have otherwise gone unnoticed. 
 Monday night of that same week, a kidnapper reportedly turned himself in after spotting “an 
angel” at a gas station in the hill country. 
 Only a few days remained until the eleventh, they noted. Over the course of Dusty’s shift that 
night, dozens of those in the know, especially around Austin, began clearing their schedules on that 
Saturday to make time to watch the sky out in the hill country.

* * *

Chapter 7:
Love Affair

i.

A crisp warm light snuck through the skin of my eyelids, lighting up the trembling veins 
within them. The sound and smell of crackling meat floated from outside the door. Where am I? An 
intense heat pressed down on my body, and I heard sizzling all around me. I’m in an oven! 

I jumped up, screaming something awful. I’m melting! My body is being cooked! I knew 
there was something strange about that old man! I struggled to move my limbs. I must be 
wrapped in something. There’s something on top of me, dragging me down . . . what in the . . .  
I threw the blankets off me and dove for the floor, frantically tearing off the nightclothes that Gerry 
had given me. 

“You OK in there, son?” 
“Yeah, uh . . . I’m fine.”
Reluctantly putting on clothes—clothes are stupid, one is prone to thinking when they have 

taken LSD—I slowly maneuvered out of the room, readjusting to being awake with a stiffness in my 
muscles, like when you’ve just stepped off a treadmill and you start walking. 

The light flooding in seared my dilated pupils and gave my vision the tint, almost, of an old 
sepia photograph, a comparison to which my imagination found itself immediately latched. Time 
drifted with the heaviness and force of a glacier. 

The old man’s stern and stoic face, ringed with an angelic white halo of frayed-out hair, looked 
not unlike it was posed for a photograph, the antique kind that took hours to develop. He looked at 
me impassively.

“I suppose you really are psychic. I was just about to wake you up,” he joked, between half and 
three-quarters serious. My face twitched, unsure if I should laugh or frown. Caught in the middle, I 
only nodded, and gulped, afraid to admit that I hadn’t heard his thoughts, but had instead thought I 
woke up trapped inside an oven. It’s weird that he thought I read his mind though. I chuckled slightly.

I was almost always awakened by the sun. I had learned to tie my rhythms to it during my 
travels. I usually woke up before it rose, and then walked or hitchhiked until it was at the top of the sky, 
at which point I’d find shade and try to stay hydrated. When it started to cool off, just before nighttime, 
I would start moving again, and walk until I got tired.

“That smells real . . . ” I said, before trailing off. How long have I been on the road? How long 
have I been here? It already feels like home, like this has happened a thousand times already, even if I’m 
still having trouble believing it’s real, “Good. Uh . . . I mean . . . ”



The Cenacle | 113 | October 2020

104

He	wants	me	to	stay	longer.  “Thanks,” I answered him before he could speak. My eyes grew 
wide with embarrassment, before I realized that saying “Thanks” was just as reasonable for me to say in 
response to the current situation as it was for me to say in response to what he was thinking of offering 
after he showed me the cows. 

“Sure. My son always brings me these eggs when he goes shopping, but my doctor says I need 
to watch my cholesterol. Gotta get rid of them somehow,” he scooped some up with a spatula and 
spread them on a little orange plate. Then the steak, three or four strips. 

“I suppose you aren’t some kind of vegetarian or something like that. Otherwise, you’d have 
told me five times over how I was going to hell for eating steak, pointing a shotgun at you, and voting 
for Trump.”

He set the plate in front of me. On the edges, it said: Gavin. The old man looked at me tensely, 
trying to dismiss any of his own thoughts about giving me that particular plate since	it	belongs	to	his	son.	
Gavin	hasn’t	called	in	years,	and	Gerry	hasn’t	the	slightest	idea	if	he	is	still	alive.	On	a	deeper	level,	though,	
he	blames	himself	for	driving	him	away.

He had a fresh peeled orange and a couple pieces of steak on his plate, a clean and plain white 
one with a little chip in the side. “Well, I suppose I’ll say grace,” he said. He	doesn’t	ask	if	I	am	from	
California	or	Washington,	DC	to	determine	 if	 I’m	comfortable	praying	aloud.	“Dear father, who art in 
heaven—”

I	watch	with	awe	as	his	words	fly	from	his	mouth	in	labyrinthine	puzzles	made	of	light	and	bubble	
up	towards	the	ceiling,	passing	through	row	upon	row	of	clean	transparent	squares	as	they	climb	into	a	radiant	
light	up	above	our	heads.	The	Ultimate.	Again.	I knelt my head in reverence, and listened to the prayer. 

“Amen,” he concluded, nodding his head. The	last	of	the	shapes	fade	from	view. 
“Yeah,” I muttered in agreement, sending	a	lopsided	triangle	up	to	the	Ultimate. I didn’t ever see 

what happened to it. 
For all I knew, I only saw the Ultimate because I believed it existed deep down. And I probably 

saw nothing but light because that was as far as I felt like I could get, even if that was not for lack of 
trying. Gerry chuckled under his breath. Apparently	Millennials	talk	to	God	like	they	talk	to	their	grandpa	
when	he	asks	them	if	they’re	doing	well	in	school.

He took a bite of the steak, trying to keep it from flopping out of his mouth as he chewed 
laboriously slow. He’s	been	afraid	of	two	things	his	whole	life.	Death,	and	having	food	fall	out	of	his	mouth.	

Now,	though,	that	he’s	 shaken	the	first	of	 those—he	often	feels	he	 faces	death	itself	every	time	he	
opens	up	his	web	browser	and	glances	even	at	the	latest	headline	about	some	Syrian	kid	blowing	himself	up	
in	Europe,	or	chopping	some	poor	fella’s	head	clean	off—he	still	chews	with	excruciating	caution.	

The	fear	has	only	gotten	worse	with	age.	Nothing	has	fallen	out	of	his	mouth	since	he	was	seven	or	
eight,	when	he	dropped	his	corn	dog	on	a	boardwalk,	and	watched	it	get	carried	off	by	a	rat.	His	mom	boxed	
him	on	the	ear,	cementing	the	trauma	of	the	experience.	

Eight	decades,	twelve	presidents,	and	God	knows	how	many	meals	afterwards,	he	is	less	terrified	of	
the	actual	dreadful	act	itself	than	he	is	of	going	down	at	the	expense	of	a	near	century-long	winning	streak. As 
the meat skillfully reached his dentures and his teeth began to tear it into bits, he pointed at a portrait 
of the ranch on the wall across the room, bobbing his fork up and down like he was getting ready to 
say something.

ii.

He’s	going	to	tell	me	about	his	daughter,	Miranda.	Miranda	went	to	art	school,	much	to	her	father’s	
chagrin,	and	became	an	artist.	Thirty-eight	years	old	now,	and	she’s	achieved	some	success.	

I studied her painting.	I	feel	the	energy	coming	off	of	it,	the	traces	of	a	soul	resonating	from	each	
brush	stroke	on	the	canvas,	like	a	thousand	record	needles	running	across	a	floor	covered	in	shattered	vinyl	
LPs.	Illustrious,	painstaking	work.
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Fifteen	years	ago	when	she’d	painted	it,	she’d	been	crying,	wishing	she	could	go	back	to	the	farm.	She	
was	so	sad	to	think	of	her	dad	sitting	there,	waiting	to	hear	about	the	test	results	the	family	doctor	had	ordered	
for	her	mother.	She’d	finished	it	just	as	they	knew	the	dreadful	news	those	results	entailed—it	was	the	part	of	
the	painting	where	the	sky	got	just	a	little	more	blue.

She	hated	New	York.	The	ranch	was	always	on	her	mind,	and	so	she	hadn’t	needed	any	reference	
photos	to	paint	this.	All	the	time	she	spent	on	this	painting,	however,	seemed	like	a	waste.	

She	had	her	first	gallery	show	since	art	school	in	a	week	and	she	was	using	the	last	of	her	art	supplies	
painting	a	picture	that	would	never	 sell	among	the	 snobby	rich	people	 she	 imagined	would	be	coming	to	
see	her	and	buy	her	work.	She’d	never	connected	with	the	trite,	post-modern	collages	she’d	used	to	earn	this	
showing,	and	had	only	made	four	or	five.	

She	finished	the	painting	the	day	after	the	show,	having	sold	none	of	her	fifteen	others,	more	drunk	
than	she’d	ever	been	in	her	life,	and	was	ready	to	burn	it	in	the	dump	before,	hung	over	and	despondent,	when	
suddenly	she’d	decided	to	mail	it	to	her	dad.

“My daughter painted that,” he smiled faintly. Miranda	hasn’t	come	for	Christmas	in	two	years.	
She	took	Gavin’s	side	in	what	Gerry	remembers	only	as	“that	whole	debacle,”	which	he	has	pushed	far	out	of	
his	memory. 

Gavin	doesn’t	call	either.	He	came	out	to	his	dad,	revealing	that	he	had	had	a	partner	for	seven	years	
that	his	father	hadn’t	met.	The	rest	of	the	family	all	knew,	but	were	just	afraid	to	tell	him.	Gerry	didn’t	take	
it	well,	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	summer	not	returning	anyone	but	Mick’s	calls,	until,	in	September,	he	called	
Gavin	to	vent	his	frustrations	and	split	the	wedge	between	family	members	even	further.	

Miranda	 later	 called	and	argued	with	him	 for	hours.	Now,	only	Mick	and,	 from	time	 to	 time,	
Daniel	ever	come	to	visit	the	farm,	and	Daniel	never	brings	his	wife,	only	his	three	kids.	When	it	comes	down	
to	it,	Gerry	doesn’t	know	how	to	apologize	to	them.	Even	though	he	wants	to,	he	isn’t	even	sure	if	he	should.

“She lives out in New York. Sells a lot of paintings.”
He	keeps	every	flyer	for	Miranda’s	showings	in	a	photo	album	he’s	maintained	since	her	first	art	class	

in	third	grade.	When	she	stopped	sending	them	to	him,	he	started	finding	them	online	and	printing	them	off,	
writing	in	big	letters	so	he	can	read	them	in	the	form	of	a	brief	executive	summary:	“Miranda	leads	workshop	
in	Estonia”;	“Miranda’s	show	in	Connecticut”;	“Miranda’s	show	in	Los	Angeles.”	

As	for	Gavin,	his	dad	has	all	of	his	stuff	in	a	box.	His	report	cards.	The	letters	from	the	Dean’s	List	in	
business	school.	Some	old	emails	and	photos	the	two	had	exchanged	are	printed	out	in	a	big	binder,	also	with	
big-lettered	captions:	“Gavin	gets	his	new	job	in	Denver	at	the	cannabis	factory”;	“Gavin	meets	the	Governor	
of	Colorado”;	“Gavin	speaks	at	big	marijuana	conference.”	He’d	stopped	hanging	them	on	the	wall,	though,	
when	he’d	found	out,	but	still	can’t	bear	to	part	with	them.

“She just had a show somewhere in Spain.”
I acknowledged him blankly, slurping down a piece of scrambled egg that I had neatly impaled 

on my fork.
“Sure looks like it’s gonna be a nice day outside.”
Gerry bit down on another piece of steak and the two of us watched the other masticate with 

unease.
“Hard to have a conversation, I guess, when you just read folks’ minds.”
I nodded. It was.
“I’m sorry about your kids.”
Inwardly,	he	grimaces,	but on the outside, his face remained still.
“I’m proud of them.”
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iii.

I bit another piece of egg. Egg. What are you, egg? What were you?   
My eyes went wide as I looked at the food on my plate. All	of	it	pulses	with	life. My stomach 

sank. How	unknowing	the	cows	must	be	of	the	slaughterhouse; the	mushrooms	cannot	defend	them	against	
the	true	dangers.	How	naive	they	are	to	suppose	that	they	had	done	themselves	a	service	by	maintaining	the	
rancher’s	presence.	

And	the	eggs.	How	sad	it	is	to	be	a	chicken	inside	of	a	box,	growing	against	hard	steel	walls	and	
laying	eggs	for	the	tall	bald	monkeys	to	consume.	How	horrible	it	is	to	feel	it	all.	The	cows	and	their	fungal	
guardians	ought	to	have	begged	me	to	kill	the	farmer.	To	kill	Gerry.	To	kill—

I looked into his eyes. With mild stability, he munched down on a piece of steak. He had killed 
them. In the scope of life, everything, he was a ruthless predator. In the scope of consciousness, perhaps 
it would be better that way—

I shut my eyes and ate the eggs, although they tasted like cold metal and suffering. The taste, 
and the thought of the chicken suffering, made me imagine myself as a chicken in a factory farm, in 
vivid and gruesome detail. 

Internally,	I	try	to	right	the	course,	feeling	my	soul	teeter	into	darkness	and	anger,	as	my	own	sense	
of	compassion	pulls	me	back	towards	the	light. I	can	feel	the	love	Gerry	feels	for	those	cows.	He	is	grateful	for	
them.	He	cares	for	and	nurtures	them.

	Every	day	he	opens	his	freezer	and	takes	out	the	steak.	It	had	been	a	creature	he’d	cared	for.	He	
remembers	it.	And	one	day,	he	hopes	to	give	his	body	to	them.	He	wants	to	be	buried	in	their	field.	He	supposes	
it’s	the	order	of	things.	Just	as	the	grass	supposes	it’s	the	order	of	the	cows	to	eat	them.	

Soon he would. Soon he would give back to them. But not through me. Genuinely, the cows 
loved him. The mushrooms, in their odd and haughty way, loved him. I loved him.

“I love you,” I said, finding myself staring at the plate. Gerry had started eating his orange, slice 
by slice. He liked to bite them in thirds, biting first the top end, then spinning around, and biting the 
other, taking out the seeds with his fingernails before he swallowed the middle part. 

Gerry looked puzzled. My eyes moved up to him, slowly and cautiously. 
“I—” I stopped myself from saying it, making eye contact with him. I’d gotten carried away. 

The	cows	were	 only	 slaughtered	when	 they	 got	 so	 old	 that	Gerry	 could	bear	 to	 see	 them	 suffer	no	 longer.	
Meanwhile,	the	eggs	were	from	his	neighbor	Jill,	who	lived	over	the	hill	from	here,	and	who	Gerry	thought	
looked	mighty	fine	for	a	young	lady	in	her	sixties.	

“You must’ve not had steak for a while,” Gerry laughed. It	is	something	he’d	also	said	to	his	wife	
every	once	in	a	while,	in	a	particular	scenario	I	wished	I	had	never	seen	come	through	someone’s	memories. I 
shook my head, withdrawing from his thoughts. 

“No. I love you.” I poked a bit of steak and stared at it. “Steak. Steak, I love you.” I ate it, 
stoically, suddenly tense from how awkward that moment had been. 

iv.

“So, did you have any questions?” I asked him. I figured it would be easier if I let him know he 
could ask me the questions he’d been thinking of.

“You	ain’t	 from	California	 or	 anywhere	 like	 that?”	 he	wants	 to	 ask. I winced in anticipation, 
preparing a lie. “Where are you from?” he asked instead, softening the question. 

“Not California. North Dakota,” I said. 
Understanding that I was reading his mind, he tried another approach. “What do you want to 

tell me, how about? And I’ll ask you about it again when we go out and tend the cows.”
“Well, my name is John. I can read your mind because I took acid next to a place where the 

government punched a hole in the universe. But I don’t do a lot of drugs. Only every so often. I don’t 
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drink, at least. Never heroin, or anything bad. 
“I’m hitchhiking to a music festival in New Mexico that starts in a month, so I can sell some 

healing crystals, like the one I gave you that you are keeping in your nightstand. I used to be a geologist 
at an oil field but I quit. My favorite color is the sun, and I like looking at my feet while it rains.” I didn’t 
want to tell him that but, for some reason, I’d had a profound need to say it. 

“I’m homeless. I’m homeless on purpose, though. My old company thinks I’m dead. Last 
Christmas, I called my mom from a payphone and told her I was fine. She was mad I wasted my 
education, and my dad says I’m a disappointment.”

He nodded, slowly. “Guess that’s the sort of thing the government does these days, punches 
holes in the universe, huh?” He bit another piece of steak, and stared at me solemnly as he did, 
wondering	about	my	 family.	Figures	 that	 since	 I	am	 from	North	Dakota,	 they	are	fine,	 respectable,	 red-
blooded	Americans,	and	tries	to	picture	himself	in	their	shoes.	

“My family is good. They’re all good people. I want to visit them. I’m gonna call my mom for 
her birthday. It’s in April. I’ll call my dad too. His is in May. I have three sisters, and a pet cat named 
Rufus, unless Rufus is dead, which is possible, since he had feline AIDs and a weird bladder condition. 
It’s weird being here. Usually, I’m a normal person, but I guess I’m not now. I’m going to get some juice. 
Don’t tell me where it is. I know.”

I stood up, breathing deeply as I inched towards the cupboard to fetch a cup. I wanted to be 
careful to use his least favorite mug, one	that	had	a	pair	of	little	rabbit	children	who	always	gave	him	the	
heebie-jeebies, but gave up on excavating it from behind the other mugs after I’d already taken six or 
seven out and set them top down on the counter. I settled on a neutral-looking one, with a picture of 
a windmill. I could tell it was painted by a machine, since when I looked at the image, it didn’t have a 
soul. No soul at all. I watched the windmill in stupefaction. How could a painting have so little 
soul—

“That LSD, sure a hell of a drug,” he sighed. He	vaguely	remembers	hearing	stories	of	teenagers	
burning	their	eyes	out	on	LSD	by	staring	at	the	sun,	or	thinking	they	could	fly,	and	jumping	off	buildings.	
Heroin	is	one	thing.	If	the	kids	are	doing	LSD	now,	that	is	something	even	worse.	Who	knows	what	could	be	
next?	They’d	even	legalized	marijuana	in	some	places.	He’s	heard	of	it	doing	some	strange	things,	but	never	
giving	someone	psychic	powers.	He	supposes	it	is	the	Devil’s	work.	I	probably	sold	my	soul	to	the	Devil,	even	
if	it	was	without	knowing	it.	He	hopes	he	can	help	me.

I poured orange juice into the mug slowly until—damnit. It’s a mug! What am I thinking? 
People don’t drink orange juice out of mugs. They drink it out of cups. I threw the orange juice down, 
almost tearing out my hair out of frustration. “I’m so stupid!” I shouted, before laughing through 
gritted teeth. “I thought this was a glass, but it’s a mug.” 

That’s	what	Satan	will	do	to	you,	the	old	man	supposes.	Sad.	Seems	like	a	nice	kid.	Gerry finished 
his orange, licking his fingers as he pondered whether or not he’d allowed me to curse his house with 
demons, by welcoming me in. I felt horrified. What if he’s right? What if there is something dark inside 
of me? What if this is—

I calmed myself down. My hands were shaking. I was losing control. It was all of this human 
interaction. This strange house. I couldn’t smoke weed around most of my friends, let alone trip on acid 
with a total stranger. I strained myself to use these powers to somehow act normal, but it was forced. 
I couldn’t do it. I breathed deeply, and thought about the most normal person I’d ever met. Her name 
was Janet. I tried to become Janet.

It worked long enough for me to finish my orange juice, before I realized that Janet had never 
spent ten minutes wondering what it was like to be six fluid ounces of orange juice in a mug. She was 
a sociology major I fell in love with in college, and once made out with in the back of a pickup truck. 

I looked over my shoulder, to watch Gerry floss in front of his mirror, and took another sip 
without looking. It tasted strangely sweet, tangy—delicious. I looked down at it, and realized it was 
because, up until now, I’d been preoccupied with the fact that it was in a mug. Through a colossal force 
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of	psychic	willpower,	I	put	this	thought	behind	me,	and	make	the	orange	juice	taste	normal.	Mmm.	“Such	
normal	orange	juice	I	am	drinking,”	I	imagine	Janet	saying. 

“I don’t suppose you play guitar?” Gerry asked. He	is	asking	since	he	thinks	I	sold	my	soul	to	the	
Devil	and,	obviously,	that’s	the	first	question	any	person	in	their	right	mind	would	ask	someone	who’d	done	
such	a	thing. 

“A little bit,” I said. I played a long time ago. I knew four or five songs.
Gerry knew a lot of songs. He’d been playing the mandolin for 79 years and, when he watched 

me try to strum a few chords on his old guitar, decided that I’d gotten a raw deal out of my Satanic 
bargainings. I played G, C, and D for about fifteen minutes—enough for most country, Gerry said—
before he taught me some other chords. 

If you’re a musician, I imagine that psychedelics probably help you be really creative. But for 
me, my never-ending acid trip had left my sense of rhythm confused and uncoordinated. Gerry was 
annoyed at first, but later grew to like it, as teaching me to play guitar was almost like having Gavin 
back again. 

We played and sang an old Neil Young song, to which the mushrooms and cows in the pasture 
responded with joy. For a few hours after that, Gerry walked me around the field, introducing me to 
the cows, including two cows named Sheila and four cows named T-Bone. After I’d met 53 of his 27 
cows, I suggested to Gerry that we head inside.

v.

When your feet fall in love with walking, standing still feels like heartbreak. But I’d developed 
a love affair, one which intervened between myself and my unending sojourn. I couldn’t leave Gerry. 
The old man was too gentle, and the thought of abandoning him to this lonely ranch felt wrong. His 
son—the one who came to visit every weekend—never did much to help his father here, and almost 
seemed to resent the task of caring for his father. Meanwhile, Gerry had started to see me as a kind of 
son, and I’d started to see him, almost, like a dad. 

I learned, over the next three days, how to stop myself from anticipating his words long enough 
to have a conversation, and I would sit and listen to him tell stories about his life. As I did, I could 
see the images unfold in his mind as I heard the words and strange hill country idioms he ascribed to 
things, and I perceived that the conversations aided his memory. 

Every morning, he’d make breakfast, and we’d tend to the cows. I’d help him with chores. It 
was a Zen-like task for me: cleaning the mildew off of the shower, folding laundry, and sweeping off the 
porch. I could save the outdoor chores for later on in the day when I knew Meagan was driving to work. 

Her car would barrel down the highway, with the sounds of classical music blaring from the 
sides, and	I	listen	in	on	whatever	thoughts	are	running	through	her	head	for	the	few	seconds	I	can	hear	her.	
Yesterday,	she	was	worrying	about	her	grandmother.	Today,	she	is	worrying	about	her	brother. 

Long time since I’d slept in the same bed for three consecutive nights. My fingernails were 
trimmed. My beard had been groomed. My hair was clean. I looked in the mirror, and I was startled by 
how different I still looked from the person I was before.

* * *
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Chapter 8:
An Ocean in the Sky

i.

Meagan	dreams	about	me	every	night.	But	not	always	in	a	way	that	I	like.	I	wake	up	the	first	night	
inside	of	a	dream	where	she	leaves	all	her	belongings	behind	and	hitchhikes	with	me	to	San	Antonio.	This	is	
nice,	even	if	she	has	a	fairly	unrealistic	idea	of	what	it	is	like,	and	even	if	I	find	myself	unable	to	do	anything	
other	than	what	she	imagines	me	doing	in	her	dream.	I	can	read	her	thoughts.	She	thinks	of	it	as	an	escape.	
Running	away.	

The	pressures	at	home	and	at	work	are	bearing	down	on	her.	She	is	a	twenty-one	year-old	woman	
and	her	closest	friends	are	already	almost	done	with	college.	She	has	a	year	and	half	under	her	belt,	she’s	gotten	
straight	As,	and	feels	certain	she	is	capable	of	more.	Her	manager	treats	her,	flagrantly,	like	she	is	less	than	a	
full	person.	Her	grandmother	is	getting	worse.	Hanging	on,	but	only	barely.	

The	next	night,	she	dreams	that	I	am	a	drug	dealer,	selling	heroin	to	her	brother.	Her	brother	works	
two	jobs.	Between	the	two	of	them,	they	are	the	primary	breadwinners	for	the	family,	and	fight	often.	She	
can	hardly	blame	him	for	his	belligerence.	He	works	at	least	60	hours	every	week,	between	three	jobs,	and	
sometimes	goes	days	without	sleep.	A	year	ago,	he’d	started	drinking,	then	smoking	pot,	and	now	smoking	
meth,	and	Meagan	is	afraid	he’ll	go	further,	and	start	with	heroin.	

It	is	when	she	bursts	down	a	door,	a	shotgun	in	her	hands,	that	I	realize	that	I	can,	with	some	effort,	
control	my	own	body	inside	of	the	dream.	I	break	out	of	the	mold	that	I’d	been	placed	in	within	the	dream,	
shattering	the	skin	of	my	imagined	body,	and	step	out	as	my	inner	form,	my	soul.	

I	hold	up	my	hand,	pleading	for	her	to	stop.	Tears	streaming	down	her	face,	she	screams	for	me	to	
stay	away	from	her	brother,	and	pulls	the	trigger.	The	terror	of	having	killed	me	quickly	wakes	her	up,	and	I	
am	ripped	out	of	the	dream.

I was shaken by it the rest of the day. I woke up feeling deeply heartbroken, and went through 
my day visibly disturbed. Gerry looked on with concern, but was unsure how to address my sadness. He 
supposes	I	want	to	leave.	He	supposes	I’ve	gotten	bored	with	him,	and	want	to	move	on	with	my	life.	Politely, 
he tried to ask me over dinner if I was planning on hitting the road any time soon.  

“In a couple days,” I said. I couldn’t stay forever, and he knew that. I told him I wanted to 
meet his son Mick, though. He thought I was trying to be kind to him, but I just really wanted to 
understand Mick. Something about him and his family seemed off from what Gerry had said, thought, 
and dreamed about them. I wanted to be sure that Gerry was in good hands with his son. I would 
already miss it here. I’d forgotten, for a moment, how strange all of this was. The fragile nature of reality 
around me, the porous nature of consciousness. 

I felt normal, and feared I’d lose that feeling if I left. Cowardly as it was, I dreaded walking 
into a strange city, and hearing the thoughts of murderers, rapists, thieves, bankers, prostitutes, and 
drug addicts all around me, wanting to help them, wanting to save everyone I met from themselves or 
whatever ailed them. Being seen again as an anonymous and homeless alien instead of a human.

ii.

I went to bed that night and	find	Meagan	right	away.	I	walk	alongside	her	at	work,	and	observe	
what	she	does.	She	seems	so	lonely,	her	face	seems	to	be	holding	back	so	much.	She	does	her	best,	I	can	tell,	to	
do	her	job	perfectly	and	to	help	those	around	her.	But	customers	scream	at	her.	Her	manager,	who	seems	to	
not	have	benefited	from	having	his	consciousness	probed	by	me,	harasses	her.	Her	coworkers	seem	distant	and	
uninterested	in	talking	with	her.	

I	watch	 her	 restock	 the	 vitamins	 and	 pause	 at	 vitamin	B-12.	 She	 thinks	 of	me	 for	 a	moment,	
smirking	faintly,	before	moving	onto	the	rest	of	the	vitamins.	I	doubt	I	am	much	more	than	a	strange	thing	
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that	happened	recently,	but	I	can	tell	she	kind	of	wishes	she	could	live	like	me.	I’d	become	a	symbol	to	her,	
and	her	dreams	debate	back	and	forth	whether	mine	is	a	kind	of	life	worth	choosing.	I	am	but	a	fixture	in	
that	debate.	

In	 a	way,	 that	 is	what	 she	means	 to	me	 too.	 A	 lifestyle.	 A	 state	 of	 fixation	 that	 I	 contemplate	
unendingly.	And	so	I	dream	of	her.	And	she	dreams	of	me.

I	return	to	my	body	when	she	gets	home	and	wait	for	her	to	start	dreaming. I’d been thinking about 
it all day, what I’d do when I did. I	stay	and	float	for	a	while.	But	she	doesn’t	think	of	me.	

Saddened for a moment, I wondered if it might be better that way. For her to forget she’d ever 
seen me, and for me to forget I’d ever seen her. To leave it at that, keep things the way they are, run from 
it, unattached and untethered. I’d be a homeless guy wandering through Texas, hunting gems on acid. 
She’d be a stoned Walmart employee working long hours at night and caring for her grandmother by 
day. And Gerry would be an old man alone in his house, staring longingly at his cows munching grass 
in a sprawling, mushroom-filled pasture. 

For a moment, the nothingness of it had an appeal. To simply let my thoughts stay as thoughts, 
and remain a passive observer to them, doing nothing to help and nothing to hurt anyone. Standing 
still.

I	feel	myself	drift	downwards,	into	a	dream.	Meagan.	She	is	stocking	the	vitamins	again,	and	I	am	
behind	her.	She	gasps	when	she	sees	me.	I	can	tell	she	has	been	thinking	about	the	dream	last	night,	when	
she’d	shot	me	and,	looking	through	her	mind	in	that	moment,	I	know	that	she	is	ashamed	of	having	thought	
of	me	that	way.	I	shake	from	the	image	she	imagines	I	look	like,	and	let	it	crumble	behind	me.		

“Why do you keep dreaming about me?”	I	ask.	
She	gulps,	wincing,	her	stomach	filling	with	serotonin	and	her	eyes	racing	over	me.	
“I wish I would have gotten to talk with you,”	 she	 answers.	 I	 shake,	 unsteady.	 Suddenly,	 I	

cannot	read	her	mind.	Rather,	I	only	feel	it	against	me,	warm	and	shivering.	I	know	that	it	is	there,	but	I	
am	deaf	to	it.	

“You seemed like you had a story. And when you talked, you sounded younger than you 
looked. I wanted to talk to you. Know more about you.”

“My name is John,”	I	say,	gulping.	It	all	feels	real,	suddenly.	Like	we	are	in	the	real	world.	I	can	
barely	tell	I	am	dreaming,	and	neither	can	she.	For	all	intents	and	purposes,	it	is	reality.	I	can’t	tell	what	is	
happening,	but	it	feels	uniquely	psychedelic.	Everything	looks	not	only	real,	but	hyper-real.	All	of	my	senses	
feel	so	entirely	normal	that	I	feel	completely	out	of	place.	

“And I’m Meagan.” 
“I thought you were one of the nicest people I’d ever met when I heard your mind coming 

around the corner. And when I saw you, you had really soft eyes. You didn’t pity me, or judge me. 
You just helped me find vitamins, and wondered about where I came from.”

“Where did you find that crystal?”
“The tourmaline? New Hampshire. Last summer. I sell them. Or don’t really sell them, I 

give them to people. Sometimes they give me money. But only sometimes. I never ask for it. They’re 
healing crystals.”

“Do they work?”
“How’s yours working?”
She	sighs,	looking	off. “Well, I feel a little braver.”
“Then I guess they do.”
“But it’s just a placebo effect, right?”
“Sometimes that’s all it takes.”
“Don’t you feel bad, convincing people they’re magic?”
I	shake	my	head,	having	wondered	about	it	myself. “They need hope, so I give it to them. They 

have everything inside themselves that they need to heal themselves. They just need hope. Whether 
that’s in a healing crystal, or a friend or—that old lady who came in earlier tonight. You helped her 
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lift her bags into her cart, even though she was rude to you. I saw her last time, when I was walking 
in. I know her, a little bit, and I could tell when I was watching her that she felt like you were a 
younger version of herself, so she acted rude. But you helped her with her bags, and acted so sweet 
to her. I knew it made her day just a little bit better. That’s hope. It’s not worthless. Even if they’re 
just crystals, the placebo is magic enough.”

She	thinks	about	it	for	a	moment. “But what does that change? I can have all the hope in the 
world, but it doesn’t make a difference. What if I had a terminal disease? Or cancer? What good 
does it do for me to hope I get better?”

“Your grandmother’s neurologist.”
“What about her?”
“She’s kind of mean. But she’s competent.”
“Yeah.”
“And you know your grandmother doesn’t like her, but you both know she knows what she’s 

doing. She’s helping her get better, as best as she can. So what good would it do, anyway, for her to 
try to be less of a bit . . . less of a negative person?” 

She tilts her head, understanding what I am saying. 
“You’ll be better at it than she is. Because you’re kind. And strong enough, and good enough, 

to help people when they need you. You know how to talk your mom out of a panic attack, help your 
brother get out of bed in the morning, and keep your grandma’s spirit fighting. That’s what good it 
does.”

“I just feel like I’m gonna explode.” She	clutches	her	forehead,	and	I	lean	in	to	embrace	her.	I	
don’t	know	what	to	say.	The	two	of	us	just	hug	each	other	for	a	little	bit.	When	I	pull	away,	she	is	crying.

“You said you can read minds. Can you read mine?”
“Not right now.”
“No, I mean, can you tell I’m dreaming?”
I	 had	 almost	 forgotten	where	we	 are,	 that	 she	 is	 a	 stranger.	And	we	 are	 only,	 for	 a	 short	 time,	

inhabiting	the	same	dream.	
I	wince.	“Yes. I can. I guess I must be”—I	almost	 say “inside”	her,	before	 stopping	myself—

“reading your mind right now. I’m asleep too, though, in real life.”
“What did you do to my manager?”
“It was an accident. I took acid out in this field and I guess that my consciousness got 

sucked into a hole in the universe. I was trying to come down from the trip, and when he came up 
to me and tried to take my crystals, I guess I accidentally sucked his soul into my mind, and then 
he sucked mine into his and—” 

She	laughs.	
“What?”
“He sucked yours into his?” she	cackles.	“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I need to grow up.” 
I	smile	with	her.	I	had	forgotten	what	it	feels	like	to	hear	a	joke	that	isn’t	about	ranching	and	that	I	

don’t	know	the	punchline	to	beforehand	after	watching	my	conversation	partner	carefully	trying	to	remember	
it	for	fifteen	minutes.

“So you took LSD, and now you’ve got superpowers.”
“That’s exactly what happened.”
Looking	at	me	strangely,	she	nods.	A	wave	of	panic	comes	over	me.	My	stomach	sinks,	and	I	feel	

myself	drawing	inward.	The	walls	take	on	an	austere	grey,	and	vitamins	shake,	slipping	off	their	shelves	one	
by	one.	I	shut	my	eyes,	wanting	to	pull	away	from	her	dream,	but	unable	to.	The	shelves	in	the	pharmacy	fall	
over,	splitting	apart	from	us.	

She	looks	different.	Her	eyes	melt	away,	and	I	hear	the	laugh	of	someone	else	tearing	apart	the	air	
between	us.	She	runs	up	to	me,	and	grabs	me.	

The husks of the spoiled dream lapsed away, and we found ourselves in an astral world. She 
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gazed upon it with awe. To her, it must have felt like we were tripping on DMT and, for all intents and 
purposes, I suppose we were. But as one. Faint purple lines of energy swirled around us. 

Our bodies were not bodies, but energies. We were conscious of each other as one, without the 
tethers of vision, like two friends walking down a street in a pair of rubber masks, hearing each other’s 
voice but unable to see the other. 

In that moment, I felt myself become completely known by her, and she became known by me, 
both of us unable to speak, only to fire a thousand thoughts and ideas and questions and replies between 
each other all at once, in what felt like a hurricane.

We rose upward, and upward, until we came out over the ocean, seeing each other rise into a 
starlit sky. She was holding on to me as we did, looking down at the water underneath us, mystified, her 
mouth open in awe. The dream had split apart and we were standing there above it. Another dimension. 
An ocean in the sky. We looked down upon it with awe. 

“This can’t be real,” she said, overwhelmed by how vivid and psychedelic her dream had 
become. 

“That’s what I said,” I gulped. 
She shut her eyes, feeling that the REM sleep was beginning to dissipate. “If it is, if you can 

really hear me somehow, and this is all real, find me when you wake up. Tell me . . . tell me . . . ” 
I nodded, having had the same idea. 
“You’ll drive by me when you leave to visit your grandma in the hospital. I’m in house number 

5400. The old ranch. I’ll be standing out front. Stop for a moment, and I’ll say something to you.” 
She started to wake up, although her body remained paralyzed. The waters of the ocean 

flooded into her room. She felt like she was drowning, and desperately tried to make her limbs move 
so she could escape. I stood next to her bed, and wished I could help before I, and the hallucinogenic 
seawater, slowly faded away.

* * * * * *
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Algernon	Beagle

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

Part 2
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.

* * * * * *
 

The Story of the “Tangled Gate”!

 I think that time has gotten a little weird on me lately, & I am still 
learning new ways it works. I used to think that a clock is a clock, & there 
you go. Like most things, tho, there’s other ways to go, too, if you wish or 
stumble into them.
 Anyway, to continue along in this strange tale. This is how I try to 
explain it to mahself & you Dear Readers:

#1 – Princess Chrisakah first saw the Red Bag in her dreams of Boop’s world 
found through the hole in the wall in her bedroom. She rited the story of 
how these people from far away invented it because their planet was doomed, 
& they sent through as much as they could of their world. A sad story but 
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Crissy told it good.

#2 – Benny Big Dreams readed this story, & liked it, & made a copy of it 4or 
Dreamland where he lives. His Red Bag isn’t a door, tho, but a room with a 
bed. You have to sleep & dream to use it. Umm.

#3 – Crissy got one 4or her homeland of Imagianna, but it looks like her old 
apartment, with her old rite-typer, & now she uses it by typing where-to. 
Umm again.

#4 – And then there’s Bags End’s Red Bag, which I don’t know how we got one 
except Miss Chris just said we needed the room.

I know, not much on the unconfusing side 4or all my promise. Maybe I was 
hoping too.
 So I had come back from the Labyrinth I found inside the Bags End Red 
Bag, & me, Crissy, & Benny decided we had to tell Sheila, & get more big guys 
involved in general. Maybe some of those Creature Common guys too.
 At least I thinked we had decided this. Benny started undeciding 
almost right away. Even be4ore we left the Red Bag.
 “Isn’t the Labyrinth in one of your storybooks?” he asked Crissy, who 
is shorter but does not walk that way.
 She nodded. I could see this was bothering her.
 “You called it ‘The Tangled Gate,’” he said, like he is a big fan. She is 
a good riter I’d say too.
 “Hey, that’s the storybook you showed me!” I said in mah genuine 
shortness below them.
 Crissy smiled, pleased at me.
 Benny nodded. “Let’s go look at your story now!” he said & sounded all 
excited about his bright idear.
 Crissy looked at me & I could see fresh worry readying 4or harvest in 
her face. I took the brave path now.
 “Crissy, maybe your story can help us figger some things out.”
 Crissy smiled, but not really, but she agreed the 3 of us would detour 
to her Castle in Imagianna to read her story. Benny had a copy in Dreamland 
too, but I don’t think Crissy much liked being on Benny’s home field. He’s not 
a bad guy, but trickyness is his usual path through the world, even when he 
is not trying.
 Hardly a dab of Crissy’s tricky smile magick & we were back in Imaginana, 
walking up the golden green hills to her Castle.
 I understood Crissy’s worry when I saw Boop meet us at the door. You 
Dear Readers may remember that he looks like a turtle, but isn’t one. He saw 
me & smiled friendly, full of the usual bowings & scrapings, but friendly. 
 But when he saw Benny, I practically heard him growl. He calls Benny 
a ruffian, which sorta means trick-after-trick guy.
 But we eventually made our planned way to Crissy’s Secret Room where 
there are pillows, not Betsy Bunny Pillow, & a strange purple light, & a lot 
of storybooks Crissy rited back when. I hope she does again.
 So we sat on the pillows, Crissy keeping me close, & there again was 
the storybook she had readed to me “The Red Bag” story from. On its cover 
the tree & the puzzle maze I guess called Labyrinth. And then I guessed 
too the Labyrinth’s name is The Tangled Gate, which is also the name of the 
storybook. Now I getted why it was called that.
 “I don’t understand tho,” I said aloud from all mah silent thinkings.
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  “What, Algernon?” said them both friendly, but Crissy nudged Benny 
back a step in asking, or answering maybe.
 “I thought a gate was like a door you go through. Easy peasy. It’s not?”
 Crissy smiled at me. “Well, I thought so too until I learned more. Some 
gates entangle you from the moment you enter. They are part of the tricky 
meanderings that follow.”
 “Like ringleaders?” I asked with mah wild guessings.
 She laughed yes & nodded. “That’s part of why it’s hard to get through. 
The puzzle is watching you from the start, to see what you do.” 
 I thinked & I nodded. Then I thinked some more, to make sure. Then I 
was.
 “Was your Tangled Gate story from inside Boop’s hole in the wall dream 
place too?”
 “She was poking around as she couldn’t help it,” said the suddenly 
arrived Boop. Crissy was so delighted that she hugged him despite his Princess 
rules & all.
 Boop nodded, secretly pleased, & said, “She found the box of Threads, & 
there was no stopping her.”
 “And I barely made it back,” said Crissy, no smiles now.
 She looked at me & Benny. “Boop knows what I am going to tell you now. 
That story was how I didn’t get all the way out.”

* * * * * *
 

The Story of “The Tangled Gate”! (Continued)

 Crissy finally nodded, & took a big breath, & began reading us the 
story of “The Tangled Gate.”  
 
 You could say The Tangled Gate is between worlds, or that it connects worlds, or it is “somewhere” 
in a different sense than usual. 
 You could say it is both deep & shallow, a sort of simple puzzle game, but not quite. Not quite.
 I found it as I usually found everything interesting. By looking, by accident, by luck. By wish.
 There was a market I would go to. A little store that seemed to sell a bit of anything you could 
imagine.
 The owner was a crippled bald man, but calling him “weak” or “old” would only show you to be 
the stupid thing you are.
 But you’re not, because you are my companion, with me in this story I am telling you.
 The owner liked me but could tell I sniffed for what he called “trouble” & what I called “adventure.” 
We left our disagreement friendly until I showed him the box of many colored threads I’d noticed hidden in 
the back of one of his well-cluttered shelves.
 “No.”
 “What is it?”
 “No.”
 “Yes.”
 “No.”
 “Well, now, definitely yes!”
 He growled, unhappy. I didn’t know why.
 “You’re not ready.”
 “Yes I am! For what?”
 Well,  he huffed & puffed &, while I waited for him to agree with me, as I knew he would eventually, 
I read the writing on the box.
 “‘Find your way.’” 
 “Christina, no, please.”
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 “Nathaniel, tell me.”
 Now he gave up & just looked unhappy. I’d won but I didn’t feel perfectly good about it. Girls like 
me made few friends, & usually none like Nathaniel.
 I took his hand & smiled at him. I was ready to back off the whole thing to relieve his worryng 
when he gestured behind him.
 “Walk back there. The Red Bag is in the corner.”
 I started. The Red Bag? But? 
 “Close your eyes & imagine yourself on the other side. The Threads will guide you down many 
paths of The Tangled Gate. The White Thread will lead you back here.”
 I listened, suddenly vary serious about this all.
 “Promise me.”
 “What?”
 “Promise me.”
 “I do. What?”
 “You won’t use the Black Thread.”
 “Why?”
 “Promise on our friendship, Christina.”
 I had no choice. I promised.
 He nodded. Let me hug him, & then nodded me on my way.
 I did as he said though I had known of the Red Bag in a different way. But OK. And so there I was. 
Looking up at The Tangled Gate.
 I felt like this was what I had always been looking for. I read its legend at its top, “For Those Lost,” 
& wondered.
 I stayed & stayed. From that first moment I took my time with all of this like I never had with 
anything before. Every detail mattered. It was like new love that never aged for me.
 Crossing the Gate one comes to the Fountain, tall, stately, very old, with gushing streams of water 
that more than invite. They insist you take a drink. To pass on, take your fill first. 
 So I did. I took my drink, & I patted my face & my hair, as though I was on a date with a new beau. 
When ready, I stood up with my most girlish smile.
 Ahh. Which way? Finger on chin, looking left & right, left & right again.
 “Well, Crissy,” I said aloud to me. “Which way, girl?”
 I pulled from my pocket a little green coin purse with several totems within I cherished. One a 
simple coin. Tossed. OK, then. Left.
 I looked at my box of colored Threads. Ahh. Better start with the White Thread & see what comes 
of it since it led back to Nathaniel.
 So began my travels in The Tangled Gate, through its paths with walls way taller than me, made 
of vines & stones. I can’t say if they were all in a long afternoon or many years at it. I can only say that 
it became my life for a long, long time, & me happily in it. Then came a day troubling, & necessary to 
account.

Crissy stopped reading & looked at me, & Benny too after but less. She smiled.
 “What’s the rest, Crissy?”
 “I wasn’t sure we needed to hear all of it.”
 “Why not?”
 Now she wasn’t smiling.
 “I don’t like the rest.”
 “You mean you didn’t tell the story so good?”
 “No, it’s not that. I just don’t like it.”
 I didn’t know what words to say when Benny talked instead.
 “The rest is a warning, Christina. We should hear it fresh.”
 “Hey!” I said up to Benny’s bald-headed face. “Her name is Crissy now. 
Short 4or Chrisakah!”
 Benny said “Sorry” in some kind of sorry-less way.
 “He’s right,” said Boop, who had been listening but hadn’t satted down. 
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There was enough room & pillows but I guessed he wasn’t happy with Benny 
around. “It’s hard, Princess, but it’s best to tell all that you can.”
 Crissy nodded but didn’t look any happier. I wondered what unhappy 
thing I was about to hear read to me since it seemed like they all knowed 
already.
 I thinked a moment. “O, I bet you used the Black Thread, huh? What that 
Nathaniel guy made you promise not to.”
 Crissy nodded. “I didn’t mean to. But yes.”
 Well, I guess I had to hear to know what these guys all unhappy knowed.
 I nodded to Crissy & she began to read some more.

* * * * * *
 

The Story of “The Tangled Gate”! (Concluded?)

 Crissy started reading again.
 
 Many Threads, many paths, many adventures. Until the day or hour came that I had used every 
Thread but didn’t want to work my way back with them. No, I wanted to keep going that day or hour. I had 
one Thread left in my box of them. The Black Thread my friend Nathaniel made me promise not to use.
 I held it in my hand for a long time. The sky was a sort of undecided blue or grey & I had run out 
of Threads nowhere special. I figured my best bet was just go as long as it lasted, & then work my way back 
to the Gate. I would braid its end to the other Threads like I had braided them to each other as I had gone 
along, until only the black was left. It didn’t seem like a particularly dangerous thing to do.
 So I was careful & stupid both. That’s the worst mix, when you try to trick yourself over your own 
wise.
 Even worse, I had hardly gone any distance when I sniffed, & it was all wrong. I don’t know what 
made me keep going. Well, I guessed, the Thread would run out & I would just wind my way back. No real 
problem.
 But it didn’t, not even close. It unraveled, but the ball did not get any smaller.
 I still didn’t feel myself in any danger as I went. I kept going.
 Then a twist & a turn & I came to a grove of trees & a strange clearing in them. It felt spooky but 
not spooky too. Like if I knew more I would have no reason to be spooked.
 I passed through. The path resumed after a short while, but I was still wondering about those trees. 
What didn’t I know?
 I kept going, not even sure what I was hoping for. I began to feel a certain free way I had never 
felt. If The Tangled Gate wanted to keep me, then that was OK! I knew, I hoped, that Nathaniel would 
understand.
 The Black Thread finally began to run out, as it should have already. Not feeling much of anything, 
but maybe relieved. I loved it here.
 The Black Thread gave out as I came to the entrance to a very dark Cave. I could not see anything 
inside. Just blackness, like light could not get in from the highest noon.
 I nodded, to me, to it, & began to walk in. Just let go of the last bit of the Black Thread, & walked 
slowly but surely into that Cave.
 There was a sound, like a gnattering laugh.

 Crissy stopped reading & closed her storybook.
 “Um,” said me. 
 Benny nodded. 
 Boop said nothing.
 Crissy smiled strangely at me. “I didn’t think it would help us so 
much.”
 “Where is the rest?” I demanded, a little & a lot spooked.
 “That’s it.”
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 “What happened in the Cave?”
 She shook her head.
 “Crissy, that’s not words.”
 She was silent.
 Now Boop talked. “That story is why Crissy doesn’t rite books anymore.”
 “It’s not done!” I said.
 “It could be,” said Crissy, but unsure.
 “No,” I said. “It’s not done.”
 “You don’t remember?” asked Benny Big Dreams nicely, & quietly 4or 
him.
 She shook her head.
 “But you came out & back,” said me, trying to de-bone mah harshness.
 She nodded.
 “We have to finish it,” I said suddenly, words be4ore brainbone.
 “Finish?” asked Benny.
 I nodded, trying to catch up with me that way.
 Crissy did not look mad but more wondering.
 “How?”
 “We have to go to the Cave & find out what happened in there. What you 
saw or found.”
 There was no talk 4or a moment. Then the voice I did not expect.
 “You’re right, Algernon,” said Boop.
 Then he talked more. “That Cave stopped her riting & I think that was 
too bad. And we don’t know why.”
 “Did you tell Nathaniel?” asked Benny.
 “I never saw him again,” said Crissy sadly.
 “How did you leave that day? Back through the Red Bag & into his 
store?” I asked.
 “I don’t know. I found myself back home in bed, Boop near me. He was 
sleeping.”
 “She didn’t tell me what had happened. I didn’t know till she read me 
that story,” said Boop. “She couldn’t remember, & I did not know what more to 
say. She was with me, safe. Then other things happened.”
 “It was the Red Bag that made all this come back. Reading that first 
story,” said me. Crissy nodded.
 “And now this undone story in this book,” I said some more. I was 
starting to feel a little too in charge, & it didn’t fit mah middle but not 
big guy’s bones very well.
 Benny stood up. Looked at Boop. “You can trust her with us, Sir.” Wow. 
Sir. And he meant it.
 Boop looked him up & down until he was scraped real small. “I won’t 
have to.”
 I was gonna say some words when he talked on. “I am coming this time.”
 We were all shocked. Boop smiled, a very nice one too. “I haven’t left 
here in a long time. And I want to know how this story ends.”
 Then he was the one to give Crissy a big hug this time.

* * * * * *
 

Back to The Tangled Gate!

 So we now decided that we had to go to The Tangled Gate to the Cave 
where Crissy had 4orgotten the rest of the story to finish it. It was mah 
idear, but everyone agreed to it, to mah true amaze.
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 “But we know the Red Bag is tricksy about its ways,” I said, as we were 
still talking in Crissy’s Castle’s Secret Room. They all nodded. I was on a 
roll. Figgered the wall was near.
 “I think 4or all of us to go into The Tangled Gate this time, we have to 
go through our native Red Bags first,” I finished. I thinked they all agreed 
to that too. I wish I was convincing sometimes 4or fun & frolic 4or all, not 
just for like strange travels in word puzzle lands. Ahh well.
 “So Benny has to go through the Red Bag in Dreamland, & thens to the 
Gate. And I gotta go to Bags End.”
 “No, Algernon,” said Crissy, but smiling. Still.
 “What then?”
 “We need to go the way I went, through my friend Nathaniel’s store.”
 “O. Um?”
 “I want all of us to start there together. I also want to see him & say 
I’m sorry 4or not listening to him or seeing him again.” Crissy’s look was a 
little sad but niced up a bit by her good idear.
 We all nodded. This was the right way to do this.
 “But how, Crissy? Where is Nathaniel’s store?”
 Crissy smiled almost her whole tricky Crissy smile of yore. “This way. 
Follow me.”
 Then Boop explained in the void.
 “After Crissy sent you, Algernon, to live with your Mommy Beagle, we 
had some tough times.”
 I nodded. “Us Bags End guys have a friend named Emmi who most times 
doesn’t have a home.”
 Crissy was deciding if to talk, & I nodded smiling at her.
 “We spent a lot of time in Dreamland. Benny let us stay more tham 
most.” She smiled a kind smile at Benny, who nodded, but not like it was some 
big thing.
 “Crissy spent more time than I did,” said Boop. “I worked on keeping us 
safe.”
 “Did you meet Nathaniel in Dreamland?” I asked.
 She shook her head. “He doesn’t live there. He is on the border, I guess.”
 “Then one of Crissy’s stories got published, & it was very popular,” 
said Boop.
 “It was Boop who sent it in. I just liked to rite them & read them to 
him,” Crissy blushed. Then she talked more. “I was in Nathaniel’s store to 
find the magazine my story was in. He told me he had readed it, & liked it 
very much.”
 “She told him all about the Red Bag, & her dreams, & me, & everything. 
Even about Benny,” Boop said.
 Crissy nodded. “He said to me, ‘there’s even more to know, I’m sure.’ My 
story was so popular that more of them got published, & they even made a book 
of them.”
 “I am glad,” I smiled through mah fur.
 “Would you like to rite a book, Algernon?” Crissy asked me.
 “You mean like that dum autobiography Betsy Bunny Pillow tries to 
make me rite of her? No thanks, pal,” I grumped in conclusion.
 “No, about Bags End & everything.”
 “O,” I hmmed. “Well, I am a beagleboy journalist, not a author like you.” 
I guess tho that these Bags End Books kind of count.
 Crissy nodded. “The books were very popular. Let’s get going while I 
tell.” So we did. “And we were living in a apartment again. And I was typing 
my storys a lot.”
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 “I don’t get it. Why is that bad?”
 “The letters,” said Boop. “People thought she was full of magick.”
 “She is!” I said. Crissy was leading us up level after level of her 
Castle. It’s like Bags End, but with more of a tricky Crissy smile flare.
 “Peoplefolks thought I could solve their woes, & I couldn’t.” Crissy 
looked sad again. “When I found The Tangled Gate, it felt like a way to 
escape.”
 “But it wasn’t,” said Boop. “Crissy rited that last book & The Tangled 
Gate story, & then she stopped riting.”
 I nodded. “Is that when you moved to Imagianna?”
 “Not long,” Crissy said. She stopped at a regular-looking door, & said 
one more thing. “I have saved this door just in case the right time came.” She 
smiled full Crissy smile at all of us, & pushed the door open.
 Boop followed next inside, then me, then Benny bigger & protecting our 
rear. Tricky guy but on Crissy’s side, so OK by me.
 We were now in a store crowded of things. We looked around a little 
bit, & Crissy steered me from what I betted were food stuffs. O! Yuk!
 It was a strange place with shadowy corners, with things piled high 
to the ceiling, like in Crissy’s story. We were moving toward the back of the 
store when I heard Crissy’s voice talking to someone, not me. 
 “All OK, Nathaniel. I promise.”
 “Nobody knew where you were in there, maybe lost, maybe on purpose.”
 Then quiet, & I hoped it was old friends hugging.

* * * * * *
 

Through The Tangled Gate & Deeper In

 Sometimes, Dear Readers, it is hard to figger up all the strange ways 
& mysteries of the world. Which is probably to really say all the time, but 
you don’t gotta think about it all the time. You can enjoy the sun & the moon 
& the air & maybe a friend or 2 sometimes. Just enjoy days & hours in some 
small way.
 But nobody worries about these kinds of days, or probably wants to 
read too much about them. The ones I rite about in mah newspaper & in Bags 
End Books are the other kind, the big days, full of questions about mysteries 
& strange ways. And so this story I am telling you about.
 Crissy’s idear of our route back to The Tangled Gate was just like in 
her “Tangled Gate” story, which was through her friend Nathaniel’s store. 
Now we got to meet him 4or ourselves when Crissy introduced us.
 He was sorta a big muscled fella like Benny, but he sat in a chair with 
wheels. Guys do that when their legs don’t work.
 Crissy smiled & said, “This is Boop. This is Benny. And this is my 
friend Algernon. He is a riter like me.”
 Nathaniel was bald like Benny too, & a serious-looking guy, but he 
smiled most nicely at me. Pointed to his shelves of magazines. There I saw 
Bags End News #360 among the rest. Mah newest issue! I was too humbled to 
know what to say.
 “I make sure it gets to the most appreciative readers,” he said, & 
calmed mah wonderings. I could see why Crissy likes him.
 Then she explained to Nathaniel that she wanted to finish her “Tangled 
Gate” story, & rite new ones.
 Nathaniel nodded. “So back to that Cave in the story?”
 Crissy nodded back.
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 “Why don’t you remember what happened in there?”
 She shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said honestly.
 “Do you want to?”
 She nodded.
 Nathaniel looked her close up & down, & then opened up his hand.
 He had a Black Thread in his hand, a big ball of it.
 Then he rolled his chair away from the door behind him.
 We walked one by one through the door, Crissy hugging Nathaniel & 
going in first.
 It looked like a room a store would need, full of boxes & supplies. But 
in a far corner was something not like any of that.
 The Red Bag. Another one. Sort of. Hmmm.
 “Just like your story, Crissy.”
 She nodded at me.
 Nathaniel had rolled into the room with us. He looked like he had more 
that he wanted to say.
 “I think you’re ready to remember, Christina,” he said, almost smiling.
 “Thank you,” she said softly.
 He nodded & rolled back into the front of store.
 Finally, I asked the question in mah mind.
 “Crissy, you know how persnickety the Red Bag is, about who goes in 
where. None of us are native to this Red Bag, I don’t think?”
 Benny talked now. “Crissy got into The Tangled Gate this way be4ore.”
 “So you think we can?” I asked her.
 “I think the Princess intends to go even alone,” said Boop in a very 
quiet voice.
 Crissy nodded to this.
 Now was mah turn to talk, & mad too. “Crissy, we are coming with you 
if we gotta go back to our own Red Bags & find you that way!”
 She looked at me, & then Benny, & then Boop, but we were all one yes.
 “I don’t know what’s in that Cave.”
 We were still ready.
 She took a deep breath & said, “OK.”
 Then she said, “Close your eyes, & imagine yourself on the other side 
of the Red Bag. Open your eyes, & I hope we will all be in The Tangled Gate.”
 So we all did. And, Deer Readers, there we were!
 Now I had been in The Tangled Gate be4ore, tho never with mah own 
friends & Benny. I had meeted a Princess there, be4ore mah Thread ran low & 
I came back.
 But this seemed more 4ormal, less like an accident. We were there on 
a mission, & it was like we had been summoned. The Red Bag had come around 
because it was time 4or Crissy to return to the Cave & finish her story.
 What I saw first this time was a very tall & fancy old Fountain. It 
was like a mountain to behold it. Yes, this was the right way to enter The 
Tangled Gate.
 Then Crissy said to us, “The Gate wants you all to have a drink be4ore 
we go any further. The Fountain’s waters will help to focus our minds to 
being here & finding what we want.”
 I started to say, “O! Yuk!” but didn’t. I mean, water is not a food, & I 
guess a focusing friendly offer of water did not invade mah preferences & 
unpreferences.
 So I drinked from the Fountain’s water & Crissy & Benny & Boop did 
too. And I guess it was true about focusing because I wasn’t so trembly after 
awhile. Mah idears plained & simpled out.
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 I guessed we were all ready now after drinking. Thank ye, Fountain & 
Gate.

* * * * * *
 

Through The Tangled Gate to the Cave!

 Now it seemed that we had to next decide whether to go left or right 
past the Fountain, since it looked like there was a path on either side of it. 
We all looked at Crissy, but she was still looking at the Fountain.
 “What is it, Crissy? That water’s not so bad,” said me friendly.
 She looked at me, smiling strangely. “No, I always liked them or I 
wouldn’t have let all of you.”
 “What is it, Princess?” asked Boop.
 “This Gate. It’s always existed, I think. The Red Bag was our way in. 
But it’s always been too, I guess.”
 Crissy doesn’t usually talk crazy & unsure, but then I wasn’t sure what 
crazy talk really was in this place we were in. I decided to get her to pay 
attention to one thing.
 “Crissy, we gotta figger out whether to go left or right now.”
 She looked down at me like I was a stranger or crazy or had added up 
our choices backwards or something.
 “What is it, Christina?” Benny asked, using her old name.
 “It’s neither.”
 “Neither?”
 “When I came here, I would always choose, & then I would come back here 
when my Threads ran low.
 “Then that last time I let go of the Threads & entered that Cave.”
 We nodded, all 3 of us, to show that we remembered, & her sudden 
talkings weren’t too crazy.
 “It’s not right or left. It’s through!” she cried, & then Crissy climbed 
into the Fountain & kept going in!
 We all splashed in & followed her, not knowing what or where. 
Strangely, tho, Crissy kept going & going, & we kept on following, wet & all 
but following. Crissy finally stopped & waited 4or us. We looked around. It 
was pretty dark.
 “O goodness!” said Boop, like he now knowed something.
 Crissy smiled wetly at him, but like a victory of some kind too.
 “Is this really?” Benny asked, & now he knowed something special & 
good too. I was feeling mighty left out of their awe.
 I looked around again & thinked hard. We were in a tunnel. O! “Are 
we in the caves & tunnels under The Tangled Gate? Like where Boop is from? 
Where you met him in dreams, Crissy?”
 She nodded, smiling.
 “So the part you 4orgot was about coming back here?”
 “I don’t know yet.”
 “They invited you to stay here, back then, didn’t they?” asked Benny 
quietly.
 Crissy nodded. “I remember that much now. I didn’t stay, but I had to 
make sure nobody would get in here either. So I made myself 4orget.”
 “And that’s why the stories stopped? You were protecting all this?”
 She nodded.
 “I still don’t understand, Crissy,” I confessed.
 “She was making sure that nobody else would find out how to get here 
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though the Fountain,” said Benny.
 She nodded again.
 “Until now,” Boop said.
 Crissy nodded again.
 “And the other entrance?” asked Benny curiously.
 “One & many,” guessed Boop.
 Crissy nodded.
 I looked at him. “Aren’t these caves where your people are from? Don’t 
you know?”
 Boop looked at me strange & almost unhappy.
 “Sorry, guy,” said me. I didn’t like to make him feel bad.
 “No, it’s OK. It’s just we didn’t understand about all this. We didn’t 
know much of the rest of the world, or the Gate above us. The Gate had not 
had any visitors 4or a long time,” Boop said, looking better now 4or telling.
 “Did you worry that others would come to the Gate?”
 Crissy nodded.
 I tried to remember what we were trying to do to help Crissy. O yah, 
help her finish her story.
 “How do we finish your story, Crissy? I mean, help you to?” I asked.
 Crissy got a tough brave look on her nice girl’s face. “I think I know 
how.”
 “What?” we all asked, hoping to help.
 “It was what happened to our friend Ramie the Toy Tall Boy with the 
Red Bag. I was trying to protect something I loved, like he did with Bags 
End, but I ended up blocking it off from even myself.” Dear Readers, you may 
remember me telling all about that story in Bags End Book #15: It Was a Dream 
of Rain.
 Crissy said, “So I could not rite about it, or visit it, or even remember 
it! But now I remember, & I am not a confused girl about things anymore. With 
no powers to help really.”
 “How did you get your magick in you, Crissy?” I asked.
 Benny snapped his fingers. “It’s what happened in the Cave!”
 That seemed to make sense to all of us.
 “So you went in Christina & came out Crissy?” I guessed, knowing I was 
here among friends & none would mock if I got it wrong.
 Crissy nodded, smiling at me.
 “And Crissy-you has protecting magick that Christina-you did not,” I 
guessed more. Another nod & smile. Whew.
 We had been standing in the same place talking a long time, & you 
would not have knowed that there was a whole world down here in these caves 
& tunnels.
 That is, until after my last guess, when we all heard a little sound. 
Crissy motioned us to hold still & listen real good.
 “Like a cackling,” I whispered, & I wondered at mah shiver of remember. 
Mah amateur sniff said so too.
 “Or a gnattering,” whispered Benny, & I think he shivered too.
 Crissy & Boop looked at each other, & smiled a little like remembering 
with some happy in it.
 We all began to quietly follow the gnattering cackle where it would 
lead us, deeper into these caves & tunnels that were below & yet still deep 
inside this strange Tangled Gate.

* * * * * *
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Remembering Not to 4orget!

 The tunnels we followed were not as strangely lighted up as the 
hallways in Bags End, but not totally dark either. Crissy went along first, 
then Boop who keeps her close, then me on short but hurrying paws, then 
Benny Big Dreams who protected our back end.
 We followed what sounded like “Klik!-Klik!-Noise!-Noise!” sometimes, & 
other times like crazy cackling laughs.
 “Do you know who it is?” I asked toward Crissy as we hurried.
 “She is an Imp,” said Crissy. “She or they?”
 “You don’t know how many?” I asked.
 “One, none, many, Algernon,” said Boop, looking back at me.
 O. Like the Red Bag. Only speeding & cackling along.
 “She likes strange games,” said Crissy some more. “But I think this time 
she is leading us where we need to go.”
 And suddenly I thinked we were there. The tunnel led to a big cave. It 
was so big & hi I could hardly see its top!
 Finally I see’d what this Imp looked like & boy! was I shocked! She 
looked like that tiny little pandy bear Rosa!eeta I knowed from the Creature 
Common! But was it her or some other one of her? I felt the need of a much 
smarter brainbone.
 The other thing I first noticed in this tall tall cave was that in the 
center growed the tallest tree I had ever see’d. I remembered being on one a 
long time ago, like a Season of Lights ornament almost, but I couldn’t tell 
which was bigger. No winner with trees. Or everybody does.
 “Crissy!” I suddenly said out loud, full of mah own awe now. “That 
looks like the tree on the cover of your storybook!”
 Crissy smiled all happy. “It is, Algernon.”
 Then I noticed all around us had quietly come many many kinds of guys 
& fellas looking at us, & especially at Crissy. One amateur sniff of mine told 
me they were all OK & safe. Twice that & more.
 I could not tell if it was out loud or in mah brainbone that I heard 
them say, “Welcome back, Princess.”
 Hmm. “Crissy, you weren’t a Princess be4ore moving to Imagianna, were 
you?” I asked.
 Crissy looked at me, surprised too, & started to shake her head. “I don’t 
think so.”
 I heard the voice or voices again in mah brainbone. “She 4orgets more 
than she knows.”
 Hmm again. I could not tell who all these hordes of Crissy Princess 
callers were, but I sorta stepped up to speak.
 “Hello, cavely hordes. Mah name is Algernon Beagle & I am the editor 
guy of Bags End News, about mah homeland called Bags End.”
 “We know of you. You are one of the Princess’s dear ones this time. You 
are welcomed.”
 “Thank you, but I am talking about Crissy firstly. We have come a long 
way to help her remember some things.”
 “That’s what her friends do every time. It’s how we can tell who is 
who,” said the voice or voices.
 I looked at Crissy who was looking around like hmm too.
 “She has been coming here 4or a long time. Many times.”
 “Christina?” said Benny quietly. He was spooked quiet.
 “I think it’s a long story,” she said, to Benny, or maybe to everybody.
 “Talk English, ya hordesy guys!” I said, suddenly mad.
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 Crissy smiled at me, & it was a good smile I trusted. So I calmed down 
a bit.
 “Your friend is more than the Guardian of Bags End. She protects many 
worlds.”
 I could see this as possible. “But why all the amnesia?” I asked her. 
“You’re a good Guardian!”
 Crissy smiled but shook her head. “Some things you have to sacrifice 
4or.”
 “I don’t understand, Crissy.”
 “4orgetting keeps everyone safe.”
 “But you remembered now!”
 “She always does, & then she arrives here again,” said the hordes.
 “All she wants to do is rite her stories good!” I cried. I had had 
enough. I didn’t understand what was going on, no matter the good sniffs all 
around us.
 There was a swooping silence. “Is this what you want this time, 
Princess?”
 Crissy looked at me & nodded.
 “Will you rite with all your stars out, always?”
 She nodded again, smiling now.
 And suddenly, Dear Readers, we were not in those caves & tunnels no 
more.

* * * * * *
 

Princess Crissy Finishes Her Story!
(Grand Finally!)

 We were in a room like an apartment. I knowed because I live in one 
with the Bunny Family in Bags End. But it was smaller. There was a bed & a 
table with a rite-typer on it!
 And Crissy wasn’t in her Princess dress, just bloo jeanz & a black 
R.E.M. t-shirt. Boop looked more almost like a boy people-folks, if you didn’t 
look close & see it was him. Benny Big Dreams looked less fuzzy & lighted up 
& more like a grownup people-folks man.
 The window in the room was very tall with white curtains covered in 
pictures. Funny little animals & strange beings. There was the sound of cars 
on the street outside. Like a city?
 O, & I checked, & I was still a beagle. So that was good.
 We looked at each other. Well, safe it seemed anyway.
 Crissy came over to me to double & triple check me. Then she checked 
Boop also carefully. She even gave Benny a once-over look.
 “We’re all OK, Crissy, but where is this?”
 She looked around vaguely. “We’re through my Red Bag to what looks 
like my old apartment.”
 Boop nodded. “Exactly like.”
 “Why here?” I asked.
 Benny talked. “So Christina can finish her story finally.”
 “It’s Crissy, pal,” I grumbled.
 “It’s both, Algernon,” said Crissy, who was now sitting next to me 
against the wall opposite the tall window.
 I nodded OK. “Can I still use Crissy or do I gotta switch turns?” 
 Crissy laughed more a real laugh than in awhile.
 Now we were all sitting against the wall.
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 “Crissy, do you remember more of your story now?” I asked.
 She nodded. “There are still parts that don’t fit.”
 “Tell us what you can,” said Benny nicely. I have learned that his nice 
side is real & not like a trick like the rest.
 “I think I come from very far away.”
 “Like in your Red Bag story?” I asked.
 She nodded.
 “But you said you never met any of them.”
 “I did but they went away. I 4orgot that I knew them. They became like 
a story I had heard.”
 “Why did they go away?”
 Now Boop talked quietly. “They left Christina with us to care 4or as 
we could. They wanted to find a way out.”
 Crissy looked at Boop & he nodded. “We didn’t see them again. What’s 
strange is that you did find a way. You would explore the caves & tunnels, & 
then come back & make drawings & maps of what you found & saw.”
 Crissy thinked hard. “Then I found the Fountain.”
 Boop nodded. “We were just happy living there. You were restless, tho, 
long after you 4orgot the rest of those you came with from Emandia.”
 “I like that name,” I said suddenly, but then felt dum. Crissy smiled 
happy tho. So OK then.
 “Maybe nobody else could have found us anyway. But by then you were 
traveling The Tangled Gate a lot,” said Boop.
 “Did you come with me?” Crissy asked him.
 He shook his head. “We knew you were on a long path & would leave one 
day.” Sad, a little, in remembering.
 “Do you remember your Tangled Gate roaming days, Crissy?” I asked.
 She thinked hard like it was all murky nights in her noggin’s memory.
 “I had a friend. She was a pink & bloo Piglet, with a very mischievous 
smile. Her name was, um. Um. Um! Bellla! That’s it. She was funny.”
 We all nodded to be encouraging. The light in the window was getting 
low toward nighttime. 
 “I think after awhile I 4orgot I lived in the caves, & thought I just 
had visited them. I even 4orgot that the Fountain was how I got to them. But 
I found a Cave that worked too. Someone lived in it who showed me the way.” 
Crissy breathed hard, like remembering was running a hard race in her mind.
 “Then one day I walked out of The Tangled Gate & there was an Island 
to see.”
 I tried mah hard question. “So you 4orgotted things & then lived other 
ways?”
 She nodded. “There’s a lot I don’t remember after that. But then I 
dreamed about Boop living behind the hole in my bedroom wall in my dreams, 
it all seemed like something else.”
 She smiled at all of us. Now it was fully nighttime & Crissy found some 
candles. They made a nice dancing around light.
 “So now you can finish your story,” I said.
 Crissy smiled tricky as best days. “Or even better. Rite new ones!”
 She stood up & gaved us all good hugs. I guessed she wanted to rite 
right away.
 So we all except Crissy closed our eyes & imagined ourselves on the 
other side of the Red Bag, but each returning to his native homeland. My 
guess is that Boop was back in the Castle in Imagianna, & Benny was back in 
Dreamland. I found mahself back in the hallway of the Red Bag of Bags End. 
The new part, but still.
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 I saw the door to The Tangled Gate down one end of the hallway, & the 
Red Door back to regular Bags End down the other end.
 Hm. I decided to save The Tangled Gate 4or a travel with mah friends. 
Even Benny Big Dreams too.
 I was tired. So I went through the Red Door & there I was. Ah, home.
 I made mah short-legged way to the Bunny Family’s apartment. Nobody 
was around so I just walked through the rooms to mine & mah brother Alexander 
Puppy’s bedroom, & through the window to Milne’s Porch. Mah comfy armchair. 
Ahh, twice over.
 Strangely, the days passed 4or awhile more usual. I went to Mister 
Owl’s Bags End School. He was glad to have me back. I didn’t know if anyone 
noticed I had been gone awhile. Fine by me.
 Then one day, I was dozing on mah matt in the corner of Sheila Bunny’s 
Throne Room. She was sitting in her Throne, crunching a carrot (O! Yuk!), & 
listening to some jazz like she does.
 “Which jazz guys are those, Sheila?” I asked friendly.
 I saw she was reading a letter too, but she managed to grumpy say, 
“E.S.T., of course!” Hm. OK. Maybe one letter 4or each jazz guy?
 “What is your letter?” I asked, hoping 4or the best.
 “It’s from Crissy. About all of your adventures.” She sounded jealous, 
but I had not been in charge of which big guys would be along.
 “Her new story is a Grand Production,” Sheila said some more.
 “Um?”
 “On stage,” she grumbled, like I should know already & not ask.
 “O. When do we get to see it?”
 “Saturday night. Now go tell everyone!” she ordered.
 Ahh, yes, me the message-telling guy again. But this time it was 4or 
Crissy & her new work so I told with a gladness in mah heartbone. Curiosity 
too.
 Well, it did come to be Saturday night, & everyone in Bags End hurried 
down to the Bags End Auditorium that we all got invited to.
 Nobody knowed what to expect from the show. I figgered since it was 
Crissy it would be good & maybe a bit tricky-smile-style.
 The lights went down & all of us guys got quiet. The stage was still 
dark tho, but we hushed & waited.
 Then a light on the stage showed Sheila Bunny in her Throne Room, 
reading a letter, crunching a carrot (O! Yuk!), & listening to those E.S.T. jazz 
guys. Talk about your tricky music!
 Everyone clapped real loud & then got quiet again. I kept hushed about 
how I had seen all this in the real Throne Room already. I figgered Sheila 
would like mah clappings & mah hushedness.
 Sheila read out loud from her letter. “’Dear Sheila, I have been 
remembering many of my olden days lately, & it is a nice feeling. I remember 
one particular friend from long ago, during my days traveling & exploring 
The Tangled Gate.
 “’Her name was Bellla & we were very good friends.’” Sheila stopped 
reading & the scene on the stage changed completely. 
 The stage was now all around us, & we were inside it, & it was The 
Tangled Gate! I wondered if those Creature Common Treasures were helping 
out with this show. They are these two little red stripey balls but real 
talented at this kind of thing.
 It felt like we were in some kind of Wagon, all of us watching guys & 
fellas, & rolling along, sometimes faster, sometimes slower. We were following 
Princess Crissy as she walked friendly with this bloo & pink Piglet with a 
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tricky smile. I wondered if Crissy got hers this way.
 “How are you today, Bellla?” Crissy asked. She looked like a younger 
Crissy somehow, but still with her own long brown hair & bloo eyes. 
 Then she said, “Whichever Bellla are you?” & they both tricky smiled 
& started to sing & dance.

 “Whichever Bellla
 Whichever Bellla
 Which one are you, fella?

 “Are you Mighty Jo Thug—-
 with a punch-punch kick-kick?
 Are you Old Cookie—-
 building houses with bricks?
 Are you Professor Puddlewink—-
 with a book in each paw?
 Are you La Critique—-
 looking 4or the finest oo-la-la?”

Crissy & Bellla danced around the stage-turned-to-Tangled Gate, & sang 
their song again, & everyone just had to clap & cheer from our Wagon’s-eye-
view.
 When the song ended, Bellla talked. “I have come today in search of a 
mysterious per4ormer, a rare legend known only by a few. Her name is . . . La 
Petite Thumb!”
 “La Petite Thumb?” Crissy said with amazement.
 Bellla got a strange gleam in her eyes & said, “Oui, oui, mademoiselle, 
c’ai vrai!” 
 Lucky 4or me I had Ally Leopard nearby me, who explained in a whisper 
to me that she said, “Yes, yes, miss, it’s true!”
 Well, we audience continued to follow in our Wagon behind Princess 
Crissy & Whichever Bellla, until a twist & a turn in our path, & there was 
this powerful looking pink Froggy who Bellla seemed to know.
 “My old sparring partner, Mighty Jo Thug!” said the Froggy.
 “Turq!” said, um, Mighty Jo Thug, & they started punch-punch kick-
kicking each other, just like the song Crissy & Bellla had sung. Crissy 
smartly stayed out of the fray.
 Well, after they were done, Mighty Jo Thug, or maybe Bellla again, 
explained their task. Turq had not seen La Petite Thumb, but wished them well 
on their search. Then he remembered something & said, “There’s a Hummingbird 
who knows a lot if you can find him.”
 So they continued along & we followed them. The Gate was very tall, 
its walls made of vines & stones. They hurried faster & faster.
 Till they suddenly came upon a white Polar Bear wearing a warm red 
scarf & building a igloo, which is a house 4or cold times when all you got is 
ice 4or building with.
 The Polar Bear greeted them & explained his problem. “I built this 
igloo too tall 4or me to climb & pop into place the last ice brick! Can’t live 
in a house with a hole in the top!”
 Bellla got a new strange look in her eyes & said all serious, “No, you 
can’t. Against safety regulations. Would not do at all.”
 “What should we do, Old Cookie?” asked Crissy, who I guess had figgered 
which Bellla this time.
 Old Cookie said they needed a pole & a hook & a line, like they were 
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fishing. The Polar Bear didn’t see how this could help but he dug out his 
fishing gear.
 Then the plan became clear. They hooked Old Cookie onto the line with 
the ice brick in her paws, & lowered her on top of the igloo. Old Cookie popped 
the ice brick into place & tamped it down good with her bloo & pink paws. The 
house was finished!
 The Polar Bear was very happy & wanted to return their kindness. They 
told him of their search 4or La Petite Thumb.
 “Look 4or where the swiftest go,” he said. Then he bid them good day & 
went into his new igloo home.
 Hm. Crissy & Bellla would have to go fast to find this rare per4ormer. 
But how?
 “Only someone very learned in speed would know,” said Crissy with a 
sigh.
 Another twinkle, & now Bellla was the very smart & learned Professor 
Puddlewink. “We must find the swift, get near, & hold on to their speed as 
they travel!”
 Crissy nodded though I thought this was strange. We followed them 
along until they saw the Hummingbird Turq had talked about. Waking up from 
a nap in a flower. I guessed the Hummingbird was going to see La Petite 
Thumb put on her show? I think Crissy & Bellla thought so too, because when 
the Hummingbird began to fly off, they hurried to follow & helded on to his 
speed! 
 We in the audience Wagon followed along very fast too, & I could see 
other fast guys now. That White Bunny who is a friend of Sheila’s, & the 
little tricky Pandy Bear & her crazy laughings. She seems to be everywhere 
the action is. I think there was even a tinier than her speedy someone, maybe 
not hardly bigger than a thought.
 Well, we were going so fast now I could not even tell where we were 
until we arrived.
 It was in a place where a show was going on. We all followed until 
now we all were in seats, us audience, Crissy & Whichever Bellla, & all those 
fast-going guys & fellas.
 Out marched into the lighted up ring below some old familiar friends. 
It was those Royal Thumbs in their crowns & capes & all. Everyone cheered 
very loudly 4or them.
 They paused, then somehow cried out, “Greetings! Felicitations! And 
Salutations! Presenting . . . a Royal Thumbs Production of . . . La Petite 
Thumb!” & they stood tall & proud, & we cheered & cheered.
 A handsome white Bear named Master X, in a black hat & red scarf came 
out next, & we knowed him too & cheered some more.
 “Welcome, my friends, one & all! On . . . with . . . the . . . show!” he 
cried.
 And the lights went out 4or a moment & we all gasped.
 Then the lights went on & high up on a plat4orm a tiny little Thumb 
stood. All were quiet as the Bear explained. “At the count of 3, La Petite 
Thumb will tangle deep in ropes high up there, & then, with unknown skill, 
unloose & appear right next to me, free!”
 We could see La Petite Thumb tangling in many, many ropes until she 
was hardly to be seen.
 The handsome Master X cried out, “1! 2! 3!” & the lights went out again. 
There was a moment of silence, & the lights came back on, & there she was! 
Next to the Bear! Free! Wow!
 Well, that was quite a per4ormance, & we were all glad to have seen it. 
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Now we were back in our seats, & there was just Sheila Bunny on the stage. 
Reading more from her letter from Crissy.
 “’I sure hope you like my story on Saturday night. I hope it is one of 
many that I rite. Since I can now remember. Love, Crissy.’”
 The whole audience stood up & cheered, & all the great per4ormers took 
their bows.
 Not Crissy tho. If I know mah dear friend, now more than be4ore, she 
is in that strange room in the Red Bag in Imagianna, typing away with all 
her stars out.
 She is a girl after mah own heartbone.

* * * * * * 
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Ace	Boggess

March

comes waving its brushy white fists
of scattered tree debris,
a mix of rebirth & a punch in the face.

Every year at this time,
I throw down with pollen allergies, 
cold-like symptoms,
coughing the yawp of a losing voice.

Bloodied, whimpering,
I don’t look back at winter,
which tenderly pats me 
on the back of the shoulder,
as if about to say something kind,
then thinking better of it.

* * * * * *
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Franz	Kafka

The Metamorphosis
[Classic Fiction]

Originally published as “Die Verwandlung” in the October 1915 issue of Die	Weißen	Blätter.

III

T he serious injury done to Gregor, which disabled him for more than a month—the apple 
went on sticking in his body as a visible reminder, since no one ventured to remove it—
seemed to have made even his father recollect that Gregor was a member of the family, despite 

his present unfortunate and repulsive shape, and ought not to be treated as an enemy; that, on the 
contrary, family duty required the suppression of disgust and the exercise of patience, nothing but 
patience. 

And although his injury had impaired, probably forever, his powers of movement, and for 
the time being it took him long, long minutes to creep across his room like an old invalid—there was 
no question now of crawling up the wall—yet in his own opinion he was sufficiently compensated 
for this worsening of his condition by the fact that towards evening the living-room door, which he 
used to watch intently for an hour or two beforehand, was always thrown open, so that lying in the 
darkness of his room, invisible to the family, he could see them all at the lamp-lit table and listen to 
their talk, by general consent as it were, very different from his earlier eavesdropping. 

True, their intercourse lacked the lively character of former times, which he had always called 
to mind with a certain wistfulness in the small hotel bedrooms where he had been wont to throw 
himself down, tired out, on damp bedding. They were now mostly very silent. Soon after supper, his 
father would fall asleep in his armchair; his mother and sister would admonish each other to be silent; 
his mother, bending low over the lamp, stitched at fine sewing for an underwear firm; his sister, who 
had taken a job as a salesgirl, was learning shorthand and French in the evenings on the chance of 
bettering herself. Sometimes his father woke up and, as if quite unaware that he had been sleeping, 
said to his mother: “What a lot of sewing you’re doing today!” and at once fell asleep again, while the 
two women exchanged a tired smile. 

With a kind of mulishness his father persisted in keeping his uniform on even in the house; 
his dressing gown hung uselessly on its peg, and he slept fully dressed where he sat, as if he were ready 
for service at any moment, and even here only at the beck and call of his superior. As a result, his 
uniform, which was not brand-new to start with, began to look dirty, despite all the loving care of the 
mother and sister to keep it clean, and Gregor often spent whole evenings gazing at the many greasy 
spots on the garment, gleaming with gold buttons always in a high state of polish, in which the old 
man sat sleeping in extreme discomfort, and yet quite peacefully. 

As soon as the clock struck ten, his mother tried to rouse his father with gentle words, and to 
persuade him after that to get into bed, for sitting there he could not have a proper sleep and that was 
what he needed most, since he had to go on duty at six. But with the mulishness that had obsessed 
him since he became a bank messenger, he always insisted on staying longer at the table, although 
he regularly fell asleep again and, in the end, only with the greatest trouble could be got out of his 
armchair and into his bed. However insistently Gregor’s mother and sister kept urging him with 
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gentle reminders, he would go on slowly shaking his head for a quarter of an hour, keeping his eyes 
shut, and refuse to get to his feet. The mother plucked at his sleeve, whispering endearments in his ear, 
the sister left her lessons to come to her mother’s help, but Gregor’s father was not to be caught. He 
would only sink down deeper in his chair. Not until the two women hoisted him up by the armpits 
did he open his eyes and look at them both, one after the other, usually with the remark: “This is a life. 
This is the peace and quiet of my old age.” And, leaning on the two of them, he would heave himself 
up, with difficulty, as if he were a great burden to himself, suffer them to lead him as far as the door 
and then wave them off and go on alone, while the mother abandoned her needlework, and the sister 
her pen, in order to run after him and help him farther. 

Who could find time, in this overworked and tired out family, to bother about Gregor more 
than was absolutely needful? The household was reduced more and more. The servant girl was turned 
off. A gigantic bony charwoman with white hair flying round her head came in morning and evening 
to do the rough work. Everything else was done by Gregor’s mother, as well as great piles of sewing. 
Even various family ornaments, which his mother and sister used to wear with pride at parties and 
celebrations, had to be sold, as Gregor discovered of an evening from hearing them all discuss the 
prices obtained. But what they lamented most was the fact that they could not leave the flat that was 
much too big for their present circumstances, because they could not think of any way to shift Gregor. 

Yet Gregor saw well enough that consideration for him was not the main difficulty preventing 
the removal, for they could have easily shifted him in some suitable box with a few air holes in it. 
What really kept them from moving into another flat was rather their own complete hopelessness 
and the belief that they had been singled out for a misfortune such as had never happened to any of 
their relations or acquaintances. They fulfilled to the uttermost all that the world demands of poor 
people—the father fetched breakfast for the small clerks in the bank; the mother devoted her energy 
to making underwear for strangers; the sister trotted to and fro behind the counter at the behest of 
customers—but more than this they had not the strength to do. 

And the wound in Gregor’s back began to nag at him afresh when his mother and sister, after 
getting his father into bed, came back again, left their work lying, drew close to each other and sat 
cheek by cheek; when his mother, pointing towards his room, said: “Shut that door now, Grete,” and 
he was left again in darkness, while next door the women mingled their tears or perhaps sat dry-eyed 
staring at the table. 

Gregor hardly slept at all by night or by day. He was often haunted by the idea that next time 
the door opened he would take the family’s affairs in hand again just as he used to do; once more, 
after this long interval, there appeared in his thoughts the figures of the chief and the chief clerk; the 
commercial travelers and the apprentices; the porter who was so dull-witted; two or three friends 
in other firms; a chambermaid in one of the rural hotels, a sweet and fleeting memory; a cashier in 
a milliner’s shop, whom he had wooed earnestly but too slowly. They all appeared, together with 
strangers or people he had quite forgotten but, instead of helping him and his family, they were one 
and all unapproachable and he was glad when they vanished. 

At other times he would not be in the mood to bother about his family. He was only filled 
with rage at the way they were neglecting him and, although he had no clear idea of what he might 
care to eat, he would make plans for getting into the larder to take the food that was after all his due, 
even if he were not hungry. His sister no longer took thought to bring him what might especially 
please him but, in the morning and at noon, before she went to business, hurriedly pushed into his 
room with her foot any food that was available, and in the evening cleared it out again with one sweep 
of the broom, heedless of whether it had been merely tasted, or—as most frequently happened—left 
untouched. 

The cleaning of his room, which she now did always in the evenings, could not have been 
more hastily done. Streaks of dirt stretched along the walls, here and there lay balls of dust and filth. 



The Cenacle | 113 | October 2020

139

ScriptorPress.com

At first Gregor used to station himself in some particularly filthy corner when his sister arrived, in 
order to reproach her with it, so to speak. But he could have sat there for weeks without getting her 
to make any improvement; she could see the dirt as well as he did, but she had simply made up her 
mind to leave it alone. 

And yet, with a touchiness that was new to her, which seemed anyhow to have infected the 
whole family, she jealously guarded her claim to be the sole caretaker of Gregor’s room. His mother 
once subjected his room to a thorough cleaning, which was achieved only by means of several buckets 
of water—all this dampness of course upset Gregor too and he lay widespread, sulky and motionless 
on the sofa—but she was well punished for it. Hardly had his sister noticed the changed aspect of his 
room that evening than she rushed in high dudgeon into the living room and, despite the imploringly 
raised hands of her mother, burst into a storm of weeping, while her parents—her father had of 
course been startled out of his chair—looked on at first in helpless amazement; then they too began 
to go into action; the father reproached the mother on his right for not having left the cleaning of 
Gregor’s room to his sister; shrieked at the sister on his left that never again was she to be allowed to 
clean Gregor’s room; while the mother tried to pull the father into his bedroom, since he was beyond 
himself with agitation; the sister, shaken with sobs, then beat upon the table with her small fists; and 
Gregor hissed loudly with rage because not one of them thought of shutting the door to spare him 
such a spectacle, and so much noise. 

Still, even if the sister, exhausted by her daily work, had grown tired of looking after Gregor 
as she did formerly, there was no need for his mother’s intervention, or for Gregor’s being neglected 
at all. The charwoman was there. This old widow, whose strong bony frame had enabled her to 
survive the worst a long life could offer, by no means recoiled from Gregor. Without being in the least 
curious, she had once by chance opened the door of his room and at the sight of Gregor who, taken 
by surprise, began to rush to and fro although no one was chasing him, merely stood there with her 
arms folded. 

From that time she never failed to open his door a little for a moment, morning and evening, 
to have a look at him. At first she even used to call him to her, with words which apparently she took 
to be friendly, such as: “Come along, then, you old dung beetle!” or “Look at the old dung beetle, 
then!” To such allocutions Gregor made no answer, but stayed motionless where he was, as if the door 
had never been opened. Instead of being allowed to disturb him so senselessly whenever the whim 
took her, she should rather have been ordered to clean out his room daily, that charwoman!  
  Once, early in the morning—heavy rain was lashing on the window panes, perhaps 
a sign that spring was on the way—Gregor was so exasperated when she began addressing him again 
that he ran at her, as if to attack her, although slowly and feebly enough. But the charwoman, instead 
of showing fright, merely lifted high a chair that happened to be beside the door and, as she stood 
there with her mouth wide open, it was clear that she meant to shut it only when she brought the 
chair down on Gregor’s back. 

“So you’re not coming any nearer?” she asked, as Gregor turned away again, and quietly put 
the chair back into the corner. 

Gregor was now eating hardly anything. Only when he happened to pass the food laid out for 
him did he take a bit of something in his mouth as a pastime, kept it there for an hour at a time and 
usually spat it out again. At first he thought it was chagrin over the state of his room that prevented 
him from eating, yet he soon got used to the various changes in his room. It had become a habit in 
the family to push into his room things there was no room for elsewhere, and there were plenty of 
these now, since one of the rooms had been let to three lodgers. 

These serious gentlemen—all three of them with full beards, as Gregor once observed through 
a crack in the door—had a passion for order, not only in their own room but, since they were now 
members of the household, in all its arrangements, especially in the kitchen. Superfluous, not to say 
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dirty, objects they could not bear. Besides, they had brought with them most of the furnishings they 
needed. 

For this reason, many things could be dispensed with that it was no use trying to sell but 
that should not be thrown away either. All of them found their way into Gregor’s room. The ash can 
likewise and the kitchen garbage can. Anything that was not needed for the moment was simply flung 
into Gregor’s room by the charwoman, who did everything in a hurry; fortunately, Gregor usually saw 
only the object, whatever it was, and the hand that held it. Perhaps she intended to take the things 
away again, as time and opportunity offered, or to collect them until she could throw them all out in 
a heap but, in fact, they just lay wherever she happened to throw them, except when Gregor pushed 
his way through the junk heap and shifted it somewhat, at first out of necessity, because he had not 
room enough to crawl, but later with increasing enjoyment; although after such excursions, being sad 
and weary to death, he would lie motionless for hours. 

And since the lodgers often ate their supper at home in the common living room, the living-
room door stayed shut many an evening, yet Gregor reconciled himself quite easily to the shutting of 
the door, for often enough on evenings when it was opened he had disregarded it entirely and lain in 
the darkest corner of his room, quite unnoticed by the family. 

But, on one occasion, the charwoman left the door open a little, and it stayed ajar even when 
the lodgers came in for supper and the lamp was lit. They set themselves at the top end of the table 
where formerly Gregor and his father and mother had eaten their meals, unfolded their napkins and 
took knife and fork in hand. At once his mother appeared in the other doorway with a dish of meat 
and close behind her his sister with a dish of potatoes piled high. The food steamed with a thick vapor. 

The lodgers bent over the food set before them as if to scrutinize it before eating. In fact, 
the man in the middle, who seemed to pass for an authority with the other two, cut a piece of meat 
as it lay on the dish, obviously to discover if it were tender or should be sent back to the kitchen. 
He showed satisfaction, and Gregor’s mother and sister, who had been watching anxiously, breathed 
freely and began to smile. 

The family itself took its meals in the kitchen. Nonetheless, Gregor’s father came into the 
living room before going into the kitchen and, with one prolonged bow, cap in hand, made a round 
of the table. The lodgers all stood up and murmured something in their beards. When they were alone 
again, they ate their food in almost complete silence. 

It seemed remarkable to Gregor that among the various noises coming from the table he 
could always distinguish the sound of their masticating teeth, as if this were a sign to Gregor that 
one needed teeth in order to eat, and that with toothless jaws, even of the finest make, one could do 
nothing. 

“I’m hungry enough,” said Gregor sadly to himself, “but not for that kind of food. How these 
lodgers are stuffing themselves, and here am I dying of starvation!” 
 On that very evening—during the whole of his time there Gregor could not remember ever 
having heard the violin—the sound of violin-playing came from the kitchen. The lodgers had already 
finished their supper, the one in the middle had brought out a newspaper, and given the other two a 
page apiece, and now they were leaning back at ease reading and smoking. When the violin began to 
play they pricked up their ears, got to their feet, and went on tiptoe to the hall door where they stood 
huddled together. 
 Their movements must have been heard in the kitchen, for Gregor’s father called out: “Is the 
violin-playing disturbing you, gentlemen? It can be stopped at once.” 
 “On the contrary,” said the middle lodger, “could not Fraulein Samsa come and play in this 
room, beside us, where it is much more convenient and comfortable?” 
 “Oh certainly!” cried Gregor’s father, as if he were the violin-player. The lodgers came back 
into the living room and waited. Presently Gregor’s father arrived with the music stand, his mother 
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carrying the music and his sister with the violin. His sister quietly made everything ready to start 
playing. His parents, who had never let rooms before, and so had an exaggerated idea of the courtesy 
due to lodgers, did not venture to sit down on their own chairs. His father leaned against the door, 
the right hand thrust between two buttons of his livery coat, which was formally buttoned up; but 
his mother was offered a chair by one of the lodgers and, since she left the chair just where he had 
happened to put it, sat down in a corner to one side. 

Gregor’s sister began to play. The father and mother, from either side, intently watched 
the movements of her hands. Gregor, attracted by the playing, ventured to move forward a little 
until his head was actually inside the living room. He felt hardly any surprise at his growing lack of 
consideration for the others; there had been a time when he prided himself on being considerate. 

And yet, just on this occasion, he had more reason than ever to hide himself since, owing to 
the amount of dust which lay thick in his room, and rose into the air at the slightest movement, he 
too was covered with dust. Fluff and hair and remnants of food trailed with him, caught on his back 
and along his sides. His indifference to everything was much too great for him to turn on his back 
and scrape himself clean on the carpet, as once he had done several times a day. And, in spite of his 
condition, no shame deterred him from advancing a little over the spotless floor of the living room. 

To be sure, no one was aware of him. The family was entirely absorbed in the violin-playing. 
The lodgers, however, who first of all had stationed themselves, hands in pockets, much too close 
behind the music stand so that they could all have read the music, which must have bothered his 
sister, had soon retreated to the window, half-whispering with down-bent heads, and stayed there 
while his father turned an anxious eye on them. 

Indeed, they were making it more than obvious that they had been disappointed in their 
expectation of hearing good or enjoyable violin-playing, that they had had more than enough of the 
performance and only out of courtesy suffered a continued disturbance of their peace. From the way 
they all kept blowing the smoke of their cigars high in the air through nose and mouth one could 
divine their irritation. And yet Gregor’s sister was playing so beautifully. Her face leaned sideways, 
intently and sadly her eyes followed the notes of music. 

Gregor crawled a little farther forward and lowered his head to the ground so that it might be 
possible for his eyes to meet hers. Was he an animal, that music had such an effect upon him? He felt 
as if the way were opening before him to the unknown nourishment he craved. He was determined 
to push forward till he reached his sister, to pull at her skirt and so let her know that she was to come 
into his room with her violin, for no one here appreciated her playing as he would appreciate it. He 
would never let her out of his room, at least, not so long as he lived; his frightful appearance would 
become, for the first time, useful to him; he would watch all the doors of his room at once and spit at 
intruders; but his sister should need no constraint, she should stay with him of her own free will; she 
should sit beside him on the sofa, bend down her ear to him and hear him confide that he had had the 
firm intention of sending her to the Conservatorium and that, but for his mishap, last Christmas—
surely Christmas was long past?—he would have announced it to everybody without allowing a single 
objection. After this confession, his sister would be so touched that she would burst into tears, and 
Gregor would then raise himself to her shoulder and kiss her on the neck, which, now that she went 
to business, she kept free of any ribbon or collar. 

“Mr. Samsa!” cried the middle lodger, to Gregor’s father, and pointed, without wasting any 
more words, at Gregor, now working himself slowly forwards. The violin fell silent. The middle lodger 
first smiled to his friends with a shake of the head, and then looked at Gregor again. 

Instead of driving Gregor out, his father seemed to think it more needful to begin by 
soothing down the lodgers, although they were not at all agitated and apparently found Gregor more 
entertaining than the violin-playing. He hurried towards them and, spreading out his arms, tried to 
urge them back into their own room and, at the same time, to block their view of Gregor. 
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They now began to be really a little angry, one could not tell whether because of the old man’s 
behavior or because it had just dawned on them that all unwittingly they had such a neighbor as 
Gregor next door. They demanded explanations of his father, they waved their arms like him, tugged 
uneasily at their beards and, only with reluctance, backed towards their room. 

Meanwhile Gregor’s sister, who stood there as if lost when her playing was so abruptly broken 
off, came to life again, pulled herself together all at once after standing for a while holding violin 
and bow in nervelessly hanging hands and staring at her music, pushed her violin into the lap of her 
mother, who was still sitting in her chair fighting asthmatically for breath, and ran into the lodgers’ 
room to which they were now being shepherded by her father rather more quickly than before. One 
could see the pillows and blankets on the beds flying under her accustomed fingers and being laid 
in order. Before the lodgers had actually reached their room she had finished making the beds and 
slipped out. 

The old man seemed once more to be so possessed by his mulish self-assertiveness that he was 
forgetting all the respect he should show to his lodgers. He kept driving them on and driving them 
on until in the very door of the bedroom the middle lodger stamped his foot loudly on the floor and 
so brought him to a halt. 

“I beg to announce,” said the lodger, lifting one hand and looking also at Gregor’s mother 
and sister, “that because of the disgusting conditions prevailing in this household and family”—here 
he spat on the floor with emphatic brevity—“I give you notice on the spot. Naturally I won’t pay 
you a penny for the days I have lived here. On the contrary, I shall consider bringing an action for 
damages against you, based on claims—believe me—that will be easily susceptible of proof.” 

He ceased and stared straight in front of him, as if he expected something. In fact, his two 
friends at once rushed into the breach with these words: “And we too give notice on the spot.” On 
that he seized the door-handle and shut the door with a slam. 

Gregor’s father, groping with his hands, staggered forward and fell into his chair. It looked as 
if he were stretching himself there for his ordinary evening nap, but the marked jerkings of his head, 
which was as if uncontrollable, showed that he was far from asleep. Gregor had simply stayed quietly 
all the time on the spot where the lodgers had espied him. Disappointment at the failure of his plan, 
perhaps also the weakness arising from extreme hunger, made it impossible for him to move. He 
feared, with a fair degree of certainty, that at any moment the general tension would discharge itself 
in a combined attack upon him, and he lay waiting. He did not react even to the noise made by the 
violin as it fell off his mother’s lap from under her trembling fingers and gave out a resonant note. 

“My dear parents,” said his sister, slapping her hand on the table by way of introduction, 
“things can’t go on like this. Perhaps you don’t realize that, but I do. I won’t utter my brother’s name 
in the presence of this creature, and so all I say is: we must try to get rid of it. We’ve tried to look after 
it and to put up with it as far as is humanly possible, and I don’t think anyone could reproach us in 
the slightest.” 

“She is more than right,” said Gregor’s father to himself. His mother, who was still choking 
for lack of breath, began to cough hollowly into her hand with a wild look in her eyes. 

His sister rushed over to her and held her forehead. His father’s thoughts seemed to have lost 
their vagueness at Grete’s words. He sat more upright, fingering his service cap that lay among the 
plates still lying on the table from the lodgers’ supper and, from time to time, looked at the still form 
of Gregor. 

“We must try to get rid of it,” his sister now said explicitly to her father, since her mother was 
coughing too much to hear a word, “it will be the death of both of you, I can see that coming. When 
one has to work as hard as we do, all of us, one can’t stand this continual torment at home on top 
of it. At least I can’t stand it any longer.” And she burst into such a passion of sobbing that her tears 
dropped on her mother’s face, where she wiped them off mechanically. 
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“My dear,” said the old man sympathetically, and with evident understanding, “but what can 
we do?” 

Gregor’s sister merely shrugged her shoulders to indicate the feeling of helplessness that had 
now overmastered her during her weeping fit, in contrast to her former confidence. 
 “If he could understand us,” said her father, half questioningly. Grete, still sobbing, vehemently 
waved a hand to show how unthinkable that was. 

“If he could understand us,” repeated the old man, shutting his eyes to consider his daughter’s 
conviction that understanding was impossible, “then perhaps we might come to some agreement with 
him. But as it is—”

“He must go,” cried Gregor’s sister, “that’s the only solution, Father. You must just try to 
get rid of the idea that this is Gregor. The fact that we’ve believed it for so long is the root of all our 
trouble. But how can it be Gregor? If this were Gregor, he would have realized long ago that human 
beings can’t live with such a creature, and he’d have gone away on his own accord. Then we wouldn’t 
have any brother, but we’d be able to go on living and keep his memory in honor. As it is, this creature 
persecutes us, drives away our lodgers, obviously wants the whole apartment to himself, and would 
have us all sleep in the gutter. 

“Just look, Father,” she shrieked all at once, “he’s at it again!” And in an access of panic that 
was quite incomprehensible to Gregor, she even quitted her mother—literally thrusting the chair 
from her as if she would rather sacrifice her mother than stay so near to Gregor—and rushed behind 
her father, who also rose up, being simply upset by her agitation, and half-spread his arms out as if 
to protect her. 

Yet Gregor had not the slightest intention of frightening anyone, far less his sister. He had 
only begun to turn round in order to crawl back to his room, but it was certainly a startling operation 
to watch, since because of his disabled condition he could not execute the difficult turning movements 
except by lifting his head and then bracing it against the floor over and over again. 

He paused and looked round. His good intentions seemed to have been recognized; the 
alarm had only been momentary. Now they were all watching him in melancholy silence. His mother 
lay in her chair, her legs stiffly outstretched and pressed together, her eyes almost closing for sheer 
weariness. His father and his sister were sitting beside each other, his sister’s arm around the old man’s 
neck. 

“Perhaps I can go on turning round now,” thought Gregor, and began his labors again. He 
could not stop himself from panting with the effort, and had to pause now and then to take breath. 
Nor did anyone harass him; he was left entirely to himself. When he had completed the turn-round, 
he began at once to crawl straight back. He was amazed at the distance separating him from his room 
and could not understand how in his weak state he had managed to accomplish the same journey so 
recently, almost without remarking it. Intent on crawling as fast as possible, he barely noticed that 
not a single word, not an ejaculation from his family, interfered with his progress. Only when he was 
already in the doorway did he turn his head round, not completely, for his neck muscles were getting 
stiff, but enough to see that nothing had changed behind him, except that his sister had risen to her 
feet. His last glance fell on his mother, who was not quite overcome by sleep. 

Hardly was he well inside his room when the door was hastily pushed shut, bolted, and 
locked. The sudden noise in his rear startled him so much that his little legs gave beneath him. It 
was his sister who had shown such haste. She had been standing ready waiting, and had made a light 
spring forward. Gregor had not even heard her coming, and she cried “At last!” to her parents as she 
turned the key in the lock. 

“And what now?” said Gregor to himself, looking round in the darkness. Soon he made 
the discovery that he was now unable to stir a limb. This did not surprise him. Rather, it seemed 
unnatural that he should ever actually have been able to move on these feeble little legs. Otherwise he 
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felt relatively comfortable. True, his whole body was aching, but it seemed that the pain was gradually 
growing less and would finally pass away. The rotting apple in his back and the inflamed area around 
it, all covered with soft dust, already hardly troubled him. 

He thought of his family with tenderness and love. The decision that he must disappear was 
one that he held to even more strongly than his sister, if that were possible. In this state of vacant 
and peaceful meditation, he remained until the tower clock struck three in the morning. The first 
broadening of light in the world outside the window entered his consciousness once more. Then his 
head sank to the floor of its own accord, and from his nostrils came the last faint flicker of his breath. 

When the charwoman arrived early in the morning—what between her strength and her 
impatience, she slammed all the doors so loudly, never mind how often she had been begged not to 
do so, that no one in the whole apartment could enjoy any quiet sleep after her arrival—she noticed 
nothing unusual as she took her customary peep into Gregor’s room. 

She thought he was lying motionless on purpose, pretending to be in the sulks. She credited 
him with every kind of intelligence. Since she happened to have the long-handled broom in her hand, 
she tried to tickle him up with it from the doorway. 

When that too produced no reaction, she felt provoked and poked at him a little harder and, 
only when she had pushed him along the floor without meeting any resistance, was her attention 
aroused. 

It did not take her long to establish the truth of the matter, and her eyes widened. She let out 
a whistle, yet did not waste much time over it, but tore open the door of the Samsas’ bedroom and 
yelled into the darkness at the top of her voice: “Just look at this, it’s dead. It’s lying here dead and 
done for!” 

Mr. and Mrs. Samsa started up in their double bed and, before they realized the nature of the 
charwoman’s announcement, had some difficulty in overcoming the shock of it. But then they got 
out of bed quickly, one on either side, Mr. Samsa throwing a blanket over his shoulders, Mrs. Samsa 
in nothing but her nightgown. In this array they entered Gregor’s room. 

Meanwhile the door of the living room opened, too, where Grete had been sleeping since the 
advent of the lodgers. She was completely dressed as if she had not been to bed, which seemed to be 
confirmed also by the paleness of her face. 

“Dead?” said Mrs. Samsa, looking questioningly at the charwoman, although she could have 
investigated for herself, and the fact was obvious enough without investigation. 

“I should say so,” said the charwoman, proving her words by pushing Gregor’s corpse a long 
way to one side with her broomstick. Mrs. Samsa made a movement as if to stop her, but checked 
it.  

“Well,” said Mr. Samsa, “now thanks be to God.” He crossed himself, and the three women 
followed his example. 

Grete, whose eyes never left the corpse, said: “Just see how thin he was. It’s such a long time 
since he’s eaten anything. The food came out again just as it went in.” 

Indeed, Gregor’s body was completely flat and dry, as could only now be seen when it was no 
longer supported by the legs, and nothing prevented one from looking closely at it. 

“Come in beside us, Grete, for a little while,” said Mrs. Samsa with a tremulous smile, 
and Grete, not without looking back at the corpse, followed her parents into their bedroom. The 
charwoman shut the door and opened the window wide. Although it was so early in the morning, a 
certain softness was perceptible in the fresh air. After all, it was already the end of March. 

The three lodgers emerged from their room and were surprised to see no breakfast; they had 
been forgotten. “Where’s our breakfast?” said the middle lodger peevishly to the charwoman. But she 
put her finger to her lips and hastily, without a word, indicated by gestures that they should go into 
Gregor’s room. They did so and stood, their hands in the pockets of their somewhat shabby coats, 
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around Gregor’s corpse in the room, where it was now fully light. 
At that the door of the Samsas’ bedroom opened and Mr. Samsa appeared in his uniform, his 

wife on one arm, his daughter on the other. They all looked a little as if they had been crying; from 
time to time Grete hid her face on her father’s arm. 

“Leave my house at once!” said Mr. Samsa, and pointed to the door without disengaging 
himself from the women. 

“What do you mean by that?” said the middle lodger, taken somewhat aback, with a feeble 
smile. The two others put their hands behind them and kept rubbing them together, as if in gleeful 
expectation of a fine set-to in which they were bound to come off the winners. 

“I mean just what I say,” answered Mr. Samsa, and advanced in a straight line with his two 
companions towards the lodger. 

He stood his ground at first quietly, looking at the floor as if his thoughts were taking a new 
pattern in his head. “Then let us go, by all means,” he said, and looked up at Mr. Samsa as if, in a 
sudden access of humility, he were expecting some renewed sanction for this decision. Mr. Samsa 
merely nodded briefly once or twice with meaningful eyes. 

Upon that, the lodger really did go with long strides into the hall. His two friends had been 
listening, and had quite stopped rubbing their hands for some moments, and now went scuttling 
after him, as if afraid that Mr. Samsa might get into the hall before them and cut them off from their 
leader. In the hall they all three took their hats from the rack, their sticks from the umbrella stand, 
bowed in silence and quitted the apartment. 

With a suspiciousness that proved quite unfounded, Mr. Samsa and the two women followed 
them out to the landing. Leaning over the banister they watched the three figures slowly but surely 
going down the long stairs, vanishing from sight at a certain turn of the staircase on every floor, and 
coming into view again after a moment or so. 

The more they dwindled, the more the Samsa family’s interest in them dwindled, and when 
a butcher’s boy met them and passed them on the stairs, coming up proudly with a tray on his head, 
Mr. Samsa and the two women soon left the landing and, as if a burden had been lifted from them, 
went back into their apartment. 

They decided to spend this day in resting and going for a stroll. They had not only deserved 
such a respite from work, but absolutely needed it. And so they sat down at the table and wrote three 
notes of excuse: Mr. Samsa to his board of management, Mrs. Samas to her employer, and Grete to 
the head of her firm. While they were writing, the charwoman came in to say that she was going now, 
since her morning’s work was finished. 

At first they only nodded without looking up but, as she kept hovering there, they eyed her 
irritably. 

“Well?” said Mr. Samsa. The charwoman stood grinning in the doorway as if she had good 
news to impart to the family but meant not to say a word unless properly questioned. The small ostrich 
feather standing upright on her hat, which had annoyed Mr. Samsa ever since she was engaged, was 
waving gaily in all directions. 

“Well, what is it then?” asked Mrs. Samsa, who obtained more respect from the charwoman 
than the others. 

“Oh,” said the charwoman, giggling so amiably that she could not at once continue, “just 
this. You don’t need to bother about how to get rid of the thing next door. It’s been seen to already.”  
Mrs. Samsa and Grete bent over their letters again, as if preoccupied. Mr. Samsa, who perceived that 
she was eager to begin describing it all in detail, stopped her with a decisive hand. 

But since she was not allowed to tell her story, she remembered the great hurry she was in, 
being obviously deeply huffed. “Bye, everybody,” she said, whirling off violently, and departed with a 
frightful slamming of doors. 
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“She’ll be given notice tonight,” said Mr. Samsa, but neither from his wife nor his daughter 
did he get any answer, for the charwoman seemed to have shattered again the composure they had 
barely achieved. They rose, went to the window and stayed there, clasping each other tight. Mr. Samsa 
turned in his chair to look at them, and quietly observed them for a little. 

Then he called out: “Come along, now, do. Let bygones be bygones. And you might have 
some consideration for me.” The two of them complied at once, hastened to him, caressed him, and 
quickly finished their letters. 

Then they all three left the apartment together, which was more than they had done for 
months, and went by tram into the open country outside the town. The tram, in which they were 
the only passengers, was filled with warm sunshine. Leaning comfortably back in their seats they 
canvassed their prospects for the future, and it appeared on closer inspection that these were not at all 
bad, for the jobs they had got, which so far they had never really discussed with each other, were all 
three admirable and likely to lead to better things later on. The greatest immediate improvement in 
their condition would of course arise from moving to another house. They wanted to take a smaller 
and cheaper, but also better situated and more easily run, apartment than the one they had, which 
Gregor had selected. 

While they were thus conversing, it struck both Mr. and Mrs. Samsa, almost at the same 
moment, as they became aware of their daughter’s increasing vivacity that, in spite of all the sorrow 
of recent times, which had made her cheeks pale, she had bloomed into a pretty girl with a good 
figure.  They grew quieter and half unconsciously exchanged glances of complete agreement, having 
come to the conclusion that it would soon be time to find a good husband for her. And it was like 
a confirmation of their new dreams and excellent intentions that at the end of their journey their 
daughter sprang to her feet first and stretched her young body.

* * * * * *
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Colin	James

If Legends Are To Be Believed

Now that the pseudonyms
have been found,
after a thousand years
buried in a farmer’s field,
maybe it is time not
to keep our deafness quiet,
specifically the temporal silences.

According to the archaeologists,
they will adhere to tradition
as much as is reasonably possible.
Natural windbreakers, heavy-set
big eaters, dependable people,
will line the dig like investors,
and hold forth with conviction
until the air is funky enough
to aspirate small things like
these quiet piles of dead birds.

* * *
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An Abdicator’s Apprehension

I’m purchasing a lawn sculpture for your mother.
That’s what she said she wanted,
maybe something that chimes in the wind.

An anime echo of reoccurrence
voices in the background, hot whispers.
Something big, like Godzilla,
being pestered by colorful ethics,
all those little campy hats.

I will do the right thing
and support the local art scene.
Discussions with a former welder are ongoing.
His attitude is openly suspicious.
“Explain what you mean by hectic relaxation?”

He promises to think things through,
but may not commit as we have envisioned.
An expert at burning metal,
puckish in his incorporeality.

* * * * * *
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Raymond	Soulard,	Jr.

Labyrinthine
[a new fixtion]

i.	

How to braid all, as all seems braided somewhat already.

Hm. No. Try again. I’ve tried to find the right metaphor for how I see things. I do not see all as one, 
though I suppose from some perspectives this is so. 

Yet I don’t see disparate many either. Neither quite work for me.

What if this world, & all other worlds, braid together? Would this better explain how each relates to 
each, & to some, & to all, over time? How braids form, mature, loosen, dissolve, & yet always others, 
ever others, & ever new combinations, form ever changing form? 

This feels like an idea I’ve been nearing, a metaphorical tool. What braids with another does so until 
phenomena in time cause a change. 

Braiding may be stable for a moment or a millennia. It becomes, tis, undoes or is undone. 

If this is one valid way to describe the nature of things, it is also a comforting way. Everything braids, 
can braid, will	braid, will unbraid, will braid again.

Traces remain of all braiding, all unbraiding, call these memory, history, geology, archaeology, poetry. 
A lot more too.

Does braiding, its traces, only occur from then to now to hence? I don’t quite think so. History, memory, 
hope & fear help braid now, & these braid the future too. The future is yet unexperienced, but is not 
unknowable. We braid the future as we braid then & now. 
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For this book, now 14 years & 3680 pages, I wanted to more braid its pages with its fixtional predecessors, 
especially Things	Change?	(Six	Thresholds)	[a	new	fixtion]	(2000-2005), & Why?	[a	new	fixtion]	(2005-
2006). Realize them more fully as a trilogy, & a kind of double-triptych with my poetry series 6	x	36	
Nocturnes (2000-2005), & New	Songs	(for	Kassandra)	(2005-2006), & Many	Musics	(since 2006). & 
then kin them with my Dream	Raps,	Travellers’	Tales	[Secret	Books],	& Bags	End	News.	

But how, in ways I haven’t already?
Activate those pieces again, the predecessors to Lx & MM. Continue them now. And braid these many 
in various ways through each other. Find all of these new braiding partners.

My blue-green coin purse will come out again, with its coins & dice, its little clocks & its radio—I will 
devise a way to weave in these major partners & occasional others too.

It will be complex yet it will be story too, like always, black pen on white lined paper in notebooks. It 
will get better & better over time. Braiding is natural, fundamental, very often pleasurable. 

By me to make good of these ideas. 

[jobless again, yes, yes, ah, there it is again, how many times along this book’s long way, here again, yes, 
yes, but sure deeper down into the White Woods, its smallest, strangest, dearest details, yes, that’s the 
way to comfort the path ahead—& I will share every comfort I acquire—

[Sitting against this tree in the White Woods, looking up there to a murky greenness I cannot discern 
as canopy or green sky itself or—

[I will be here now as much more as I can now why fully leave ever?

[The music of the Universe is everywhere, its beauty worth an ear’s work to reach it—]

Now I’ve gathered up many notebooks, printed many pages for them, am surrounded by these beautiful 
items—

And here in my hand is a lovely medium point Expresso black pen, in their original form as I knew 
them in 1981—when I was 17 & new to ink pens & yellow pads—I have boxes of these in my 
possession that I’ve rarely used—but these pages will enjoy being written by these pens—
 And a plan has built up today, a sort of game to play here, to see what happens, see how far I 
can take it—
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And so dice now thrown, & coins, & ready, & the curtain is opening, & here goes—

“We	make	Art	 to	 remember	 our	 truth” scrawled on a bathroom wall next to me, as I sit, shit-squat, 
shitting? jacking? waiting? hiding? each one true over time, many times each, usually one at a time 
though. 

A bus station, I’d guess. One other stall next mine. Unoccupied for now. This buys me some time to 
cohere.

“We	make	Art	to	remember	our	truth”—pretty good for a place like this. Black pen, too. Medium point.

Oh. What I’m holding in my hand right now, not my cock, is the black pen that wrote those words. 

OK then. But what else? Like: bus station where? When? How?

Well, maybe not how so much. But when & where would be great. Then I notice the bookbag sort of 
tucked underneath my pulled down blue jeans. 
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Old blue jeans, threadbare in places. Old black sneakers on my feet. Off-white gym socks, many times 
washed. Black t-shirt with R.E.M.’s orange-colored Green album image on it.

Burning Man 1999 pendant round my neck. Wait. I check. 2003. Oh. Um.

Blue boxer shorts. Was recent girlfriends who said go with those. 

What is “recent”? 2003? No. I should not have this. I do. I lost this R.E.M. shirt long ago. My hair is 
longer than in awhile. 

What	bus	station?	When?

Time to find out. Finish my piss, no shit in me right now, hike up, wash up, walk out the door of the 
men’s room to see.

It’s a crowded bus station, & I guess winter from how most everyone is bundled up in coats, hats, 
gloves, boots. There are long rows of plastic blue seats filling up most of the room, & these seats are 
mostly full.

Some staring. Some reading books & newspapers. Some talking, serious or laughing. Some with little 
gadgets, not sure what those are. Some just clutching their tickets stressfully tight & waiting out every 
second. The ticket counter takes up one full wall to my right, with its snaking line waiting & several 
behind the counter grinding out tickets, information, a smile sometimes.

The wall to my left is lined with vending machines. Coffee, candy, soda, chips, even sandwiches. Pinball 
machine over there too, in the far corner. 

Straight ahead is the entrance, a revolving door of sorts, with big picture windows on either side. Door 
so big you could travel through its spin in a wheelchair or with a stroller.

Windows are frosted cold, but no doubt a noisy bus or two is clutching & grinding to come & get 
going again. I feel in my pockets & seem to touch a sort of crumpled up ticket, making me wonder its 
“from” & “to.” Will check, but maybe not yet.

No seats are opening up yet so I move with my bag toward those front windows. Long low ledge by 
each of them. Maybe OK for sitting. A girl & her dog occupy one. Half of one. Not knowing why, I 
go fill up the other half. 

She looks poor, her denim old, not very warm-looking. Hair the color of soft-rust curls to her shoulders. 
Hungry-skinny. Feeds her dog from a plastic red cup that she then cleans out with a paper napkin & 
stows in her ancient-looking knapsack. I get nothing from her immediately, no curiosity or animosity 
or even indifference. It’s almost like she doesn’t know why she’s here either. 

Pull my black knit cap down a little more, button my sweater tho I discover my black pea jacket 
is missing buttons. Still, feel gloves in my pocket. It’s all still forming. Like I’m still arriving from 
somewhere else. 

She looks up at me now. Grabs my eye, holds on. “I am too.” 
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“What?” I half-croak.
“Still arriving here.”
I panic, then look down to see my notebook is in my lap, & what I’m writing is what she just read, & 
agreed to.

I nod. 
“What’s your name?” she asks. Taking a chance on me.
I shrug. “Guess I haven’t arrived that much yet.”
She smiles, cute, crookedly. 
“You?”
She hesitates, pets her dog, a nice shaggy one, bet she’ll keep him fed before her own self if need be. 
“He’s Benny.” Pauses. “I’m Asoya Donna.”
I blink.
“At least I think that’s my name,” she adds, genuinely uncertain.

“I’m. I’m really not sure mine,” I said softly.
She nods, almost sympathetically. 
We have barely one name between us. Plus Benny. So barely 2 for 3. 

Benny is a collie, a black & white mongrel. Friendly to all, panting hopeful for food & touch. I feel 
often that way.

A robotic voice garbled announces that the next bus to Elliptical City is delayed by the blizzard. Asoya 
Donna & I both pull out our equally crumpled tickets, & realize in the same start that this is where we 
were both going to.

“You know it?”
“I’m not sure. You?”
She shakes her head. “What’s an ‘elliptical’?” she asks, nearly smirking.
“Something hard to know.” I think. “Like most Bob Dylan songs!” She laughs but I’m kinda betting 
she’s never heard of Dylan.

We sit quiet awhile, thinking I guess, not going anywhere soon. Weirdly, crowds keep getting off buses 
& coming in for the bathroom, or snacks, or to meet someone, or just to get warm. And other buses 
than ours keep arriving & loading up, & moving on. Asoya Donna seems peaceful but I’m less so.

I decide to know who I am better, so I unzip the pockets of my bookbag & start pulling out what I 
have for clues. 

An old, worn, very tattered copy of a book called, I think, Nazi	Jailbait	Bitch. The front cover picture 
is worn to whiteness. Back cover gone. I read what it’s called from the title page. No author listed. 
“Reprinted 1968 El Scripto Press” is all the rest it tells of itself. 

Now a notebook, not quite as beat, thick with manuscript of some kind; old stickers plastered on its 
front: “War	IS	Terrorism”; “We	are	the	99%”.

“Labyrinthine,” reads Asoya Donna. “A	new	fixtion.” She smiles at me. “Is that yours? Do you remember 
writing it?” 
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I open the notebook, & pick at random a page to read softly aloud, just for her & Benny, who listens 
quite attentively. 

“The something hardly at all in me now. I’d spoken my question & been heard. There were no 
good answers. I was the demon, that’s what they called me, the one who’d destroyed the King 
& his Island Kingdom.”

We both start at this. “King”? “Island Kingdom”? I try again. Page along a bit. 

“Kinley nods. ‘But I don’t think we should think of any of this as a linear prerogative.’
“‘Linear?’
“‘I mean, I don’t think things happen in an intended or intentional order here.’”

Hmm. I dig among other notebooks in my bookbag. Another weird one, covered in ads for valves, tube 
fittings, filters. 
“6 x 36 Nocturnes,” she reads. Still spooked, I page along, hopeful.

“we make Art to remember 
 our truth, part leashed lightning,
part beloved tree, seeking ever
 the wider sky, the deeper magick”

—OK, we agree. Better.

More & more crowd into the bus station now, & I move closer to Asoya Donna as an old man without 
ceremony drops next to me, bearded & hatted & heavy, many layers wrapped.

Curly brown hair lushes down from that old knitted cap. Bleary blue eyes, moustache thin & trimmed 
for all the bushiness below it. Snorts over & over like a cold or an addict. Holds his bus ticket in one 
hand & an old black & white photo in the other. A dapper middle-aged gent, suit & vest. Keeps 
reading the writing on the back. “Love sticks hard. We need to keep breathing.” 

Suddenly a young woman, smiling, is standing before him, looking like all the world is his face. Long 
metallic red hair, bundled a little brighter than he is, blue eyes delighting in only him. 

“Our bus is here. Come on!” & she offers both her hands to help him up & won’t let go as they go close 
through the revolving door.

Asoya Donna nudges me. “Ours too. Elliptical City.” We stand, gather our selves & Benny. Seems we’re 
going to travel together awhile. A good idea for three souls with barely two names between them. 

We load up with the rest, getting our bags & Benny on board safely, & all the way to the back of the 
bus where there are three seats near the restroom. Will do fine. 

Asoya Donna finds a newspaper among our seats. Once we’re settled, she decides to read to us. 

“‘Bags	End	News #212. February 3, 1992. Editor is Algernon Beagle. King is Sheila Bunny. Written 
down by Lori Bunny,’” she reads the paper’s typewritten lines slowly, smiling.

I read the big headline below the masthead: “‘The Great Bunny Pillow Referendum!’” Feeling like all of 
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this is familiar, like a nearby world or a recent dream. Almost touchable, but not quite.

Benny lays across our laps like a warm, panting blanket. The bus suddenly starts up. The driver gets 
settled more in his seat, then speaks muffled into a microphone. Sounds like: “No smoking, no drinking, 
no drugs, we’ll be two hours into E.C., depending on traffic, weather. Let me know if you’re hot or 
cold, keep the phones & players to a dull roar.” There was more but his microphone descended into a 
crackling incoherency.

Asoya Donna is reading on in the newspaper, laughing quietly. When the driver stops talking, she reads 
aloud to me: “‘I would have made a terrible bunny. Not only is mah nosebone too big, but I am not 
brave enough.’” We both laugh at this.

But the niggling feeling increases. The world ever nearing, the dream closer. Asoya Donna reads on in 
the newspaper but I strangely begin to doze. 

Rain is what I feel first. A misty kind of rain. Open my eyes to whatever Dreamland this might be.

A hallway. And rain? Doors on both sides, every stretch or so. This is where?

I stand. Is still Dreamland? Or was that bus station the dream? Begin to walk along. Trying to remember.

Come to the end of the hallway & it’s sudden. A black drop below. OK. Now what?

I turn & look back down the long hallway. Is the rain lessening now? I don’t know. I start walking. 

Then there is a sound . . . a hmmm? Far away but sure & steady. I hurry now. I take a chance & join in 
the hmmm.

Something . . . 	something . . . I hurry & hmmm more, try to hmmm deeper. A word now, a world, a 
dream, two words. 

Oh.	everything.	This is Bags	End.

To	be	continued	in	Cenacle	|	114	|	December	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 prose appears regularly in The	Cenacle.	Writes he: “Looking 
at a long winter in the coming months. Hoping that I can make it through the disease and violence. 
They say the power of the pen is stronger . . . let’s prove it if we can . . .” Let’s do so, Charlie! 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. Laments he: “It’s 
tough living in a red state full of dambasses.” 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 memoir of his youth 
will be sometimes featured in this journal from this issue forward. In addition to his memoir, he is 
readying to publish the first issue of The	Mushroom:	African	Literary	Journal	of	Arts.

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.

Benjamin Grey lives in Somerville, Massachusetts. His poetry is a welcome new addition to The Cenacle. 
In addition to his great writing, he edits a new online literary journal called Burn	Before	Reading, 
which can be found at: https://www.burnbeforereadingmag.com/. 

Judih Haggai lives at Kibbutz Nir Oz in Israel. Her poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. Her recent 
news: “Here in this land, we still have a maniac, smarter than Trump, heading up the gov’t. So in 
total, I’d rather listen to the leaves in the wind than the idiot winds of Israel. And why aren’t people 
wearing masks? Is self-protection while protecting others so difficult?”  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. Jimmy’s new 
book, published earlier this month by BookBaby, & excerpted in this issue, is 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) can be found at: https://amzn.to/3jhnEWx. He’s hard at work on Book 2.

 
Ekponoimo Iphyok lives in Akwa Ibom State, Nigeria. His photographs last appeared in  

Cenacle | 112 | Summer 2020.  More of his fine work can be found online at: https://instagram.
com/ginuenpixels.
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Colin James lives in western Massachusetts. His poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. We missed our 
quarterly phone call / poetry chat this go-round. Next time for sure! 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.

Gregory Kelly lives in England. His poetry regularly appears in The Cenacle. His poem in this issue was a  
great leap forward for him, a breakthrough . . . wonderful . . .

Sam Knot lives in rural France. His poetry appears regularly in The Cenacle. We had just the most delightful 
video call a few weeks ago. Let’s have more, Sam! Visit samknot.com for more of his work.

Tamara Miles lives in Elgin, South Carolina. Her prose & poetry appear regularly in The Cenacle. She 
also hosts the excellent poetry show, “Where the Most Light Falls,” on SpiritPlants Radio 
(spiritplantsradio.com). Staying safe, teaching classes, resuming work on her memoir. 

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. She recently sagely observed: “we are not human doings, but human beings.” More of her 
writings can be found at: https://martinanewberry.wordpress.com. 

Tom Sheehan lives in Saugus, Massachusetts. His poetry & prose appears regularly in The Cenacle. His most 
recent  book of poetry, Jock	Poems	and	Reflections	for	Proper	Bostonians,	was published by Pocol Press 
in 2019. Working on a new volume of poetry & prose called Korean	Shadows.

Kassandra Soulard lives in Milkrose, Massachusetts. She is the most lovely & unique being I have been 
lucky enough to know. Finest of the fine.

Raymond Soulard, Jr. lives in Milkrose, Massachusetts. Started a new job beginning of this week. Ending 
the week publishing this new issue. A good week indeed.

Timothy Vilgiate lives in Colorado Springs, Colorado. His Rivers	of	the	Mind	[A	Novel] is regularly serialized 
in this journal. Busy with his PhD work, with his social justice causes, with many things! 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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