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Letter of Introduction
By Weasel, Managing Editor

Let us introduce ourselves for a moment! Hello, 
we’re Vagabonds; travelers, hitching up the road for 
a new experience. Who needs a home when you are 
living? There is too much to see and only so much 
air to catch it by. 

 The literary world is in a snafu with the incoming 
trend of the e-reader versus the “I’ll never change 
from the page!” Even more so, the current age is 
a bit less lenient on the unknown voices wafting 
about. 

This place is not nearly loud enough. Take a ride 
with us. Shake this world up a bit with a whole 
new literary revival. Stick out your thumb and join 
our convoy as wander, sharing the love we have 
splotched onto the page. 

We thank you for reading, and for your support! 
Now, let’s start our trip.
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“…. I shambled after as I’ve been doing all my 
life after people who interest me, because the only 
people for me are the mad ones, the ones who are 
mad to live, mad to talk, mad to be saved, desirous 
of everything at the same time, the ones who never 
yawn or say a commonplace thing, but burn, burn, 
burn like fabulous yellow roman candles exploding 
like spiders across the stars…”

— Jack Kerouac - On the Road
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Childhood Footsteps—Emily Ramser
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Further Down
   Luke Prater 

The smaller bird stays verged and further down,
her calling only heard by those akin,
since soaring into blue can catch an eye -
rapacious hawks; tweed spitting leaden death.
The weaker bird sings softer into dawn,
his timbre tuneful as a winging choir.
Remaining solo, or among a few,
retaining strength and song, the stretch to breathe.
The younger birds refrain from faraway;
their food and nesting rest gift-given, here.
Air-gambol, schooling, fledgling feathering  -
mere hours in rich’ning green until they’re flung.
    The smaller bird stays verged and further down,
    embraced in space aware her yen for song.
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Wolf’s eyes
EmilyRamser

amber, cooling over
children’s marbles

placing them in sockets, black fur
framing. His mother said

“Let him be born”

Pond Life
EmilyRamser

feathers, elder’s grey, youngin’s yellow;
the fluff of a dandelion’s petals.

water green, algae just underneath
and the reflection of life skating

on ripples.
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It fell.
   John Garza

I see you smile.

Wondering as I cry.

You laugh.

I scream.

Shocked and shaken at the cackling.

Shaking your head and tuting.

I stare with wet eyes up.

Again you smile, but this time softly, and lift me. 

I sob quietly and carry the cone where there was 
 once Ice cream.
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Not Who We Once Were
   Tonin

When the fledgling finally flies away
Is it true he sheds no tears?
Is he hung by but a slender string
To impress his future peers?

Turn away to face the day
And so doing, slay the past
We run the race of broken dreams
Where all who enter finish last

When the snake casts off her skin
Is it true she doesn’t cry?
Is she only just pretending
To please the others sliding by?

As all things grow, so all things pass
In time from here to there
And hearts once torn are parts sore worn
Though not as easy to repair
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When the stag loses his antler
Is it true he feels no pain?
 Is he merely being stoic
To avoid the others’ shame?

Shedding old and broken promises 
Among the cold forgotten dreams 
To lose something a part of you
 Can’t be as simple as it seems

When the bear lies down to sleep
Is it true she knows no fear?
Is she hiding her own feelings
To ease the hearts of those held dear?

What dreams may come and fall away
And once they die, be missed?
With each new dawn a fresh new life
Though no true self here may persist
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Nothing is As It Seems
   Purtuan Larsen

Pain might just be an illusion
But I am an illusionist
And illusions are what I do
You will learn that the day
I make your heart go missing
Vanity will kill you from inside

Nothing is as it seems
No more tears will be shed over me
With a hole in your chest
I can see right through you
See what you are all about
You have committed a crime

You moan about everything
That is not going your way
Giving up on everything and everyone
Not realizing that it is only you
Who can bring it under control
Life is wonderful, don’t you think?
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The Realities of Mirrors and Reflections
 Gordon Gearhart

Mirrors are such strange things.
Reflections of appearances are of the eye of the beholder

Yet the realities of those appearances are the eyelash in the eye.
The red itchy eyes    look on with angst

        At the image in front;     a being pleading for help.
        It’s at this moment      where the tears begin to sting.

And all we do is pop on the sunglasses and walk into the sun;
Those eyes will never see the light of day
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Leviathan
   Manna Plourde

 The night comes with tragedy
 The leaves unturn in their seats, a din and murmur as 
the wind steps through their eaves. The rain plods heavy onto 
cobblestone, the footsteps of Anxiety, who hurries in a sprint, 
his black overcoat tucked tight to his neck. The London fog 
begins its weary patrol, nestling in the darkened corners of 
the street and drowsily creeping through the gutters amidst 
detritus and the slumbering.  The moon struggles in vain 
to see its reflection in so many puddles, the clouds angrily 
choking her and stealing her place, mugging her of what 
little light she has. I sit here in my night coat and drearily 
count the drops that bash against these window panes, as if to 
fight against the fragile glass.
 And finally Anxiety finds my home, hurries through 
the yard on the tips of his feet, and raps quickly against my 
chamber door. He shouts loudly so I can hear: “Leviathan is 
awake! Run, run, while you can!”, and my weary eyes, they 
sag.
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Lifeless City
   Valdon Ross

 I step out of the 15 story monument to Babylon 
where my court-ordered therapist conducts his pseudo-
business. But he doesn’t fool me with his weasel-like eyes 
and Starbucks stained teeth. He spends his days telling 
lies to mindless people. He delivers sermons of false hope 
and declares “there are no bad people” and “everyone is 
beautiful.” More or less he leads people to believe that this 
garbage heap metropolis is in perfect shape and built on 
something other than a crumbling tower.
 When I was leaving his office he had said with 
the most touching Hallmark insincerity he could man-
age, “Good luck this weekend.” According to him I have a 
drinking problem. According to me the world has a sucking 
problem.
 As I walk to the bar the zombies and skeletons are 
coming home from their nine-to-five routines.  Lifeless 
hands upon the wheel, they buy into the fable of society 
that you can succeed if you know where you’re going in 
life and do what it takes to get there. And so they shamble 
on, motionless and unblinking in their cars, knowing where 
they are going and pressing their feet on the pedals to get 
there. Maybe some of the fools realize that what they buy 
provides no nourishment, and it is impossible to sustain 
meaningful life in such an endless cycle. Perhaps some of 
them aren’t quite dead on the inside yet.
 Pushing the grime stained door aside, I say my 
greetings to the flies that swarm society’s rubbage. With a 
wave of the hand the barman gives me my triple-distilled 
on the rocks, and in the same motion I am advancing on the 
tall, slender blonde with red heels in the back.
 She is refined – obviously someone of importance, 
yet she somehow maintains the graceful appearance of 
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the living. By her eyes, though, I can see she is lonely and 
unknown to her soul… a desperate butterfly. Inside her the 
warmth still flutters – still untainted by the cold, inevitable 
realization of how helpless our human situation is.
 With no one to dissuade her, it only takes a couple of 
words before the cab has us in flight through the blank streets 
and green lights.
 Alone in the apartment the night is dark. She steps to 
the window to look at the city beneath us. I turn on the stereo 
and approach her from behind. I wrap one arm around her 
waist. She purrs and snuggles comfortably into my grasp. In 
this moment she is pure and content.
 Breathing on her neck, I whisper, “I want you to 
know. You are beautiful.” I squeeze, the room absorbs the 
sound; she becomes still in my arms. And I lay her on the 
ground. I set the gun beside her.
 “Isn’t it peculiar,” I say brushing my fingers across 
her pale skin, “that humans seem to love the dead more than 
the living?”
 I placed my hand on her cheek. I can feel the life 
leaving the body.
 “It is only after you die that anyone begins to reveal 
how they feel about you. Only after you’re dead, do people 
start to speak about what you’ve done for everyone around 
you. But since you’re dead, you still don’t hear a word about 
it.”
 Naturally, she was silent – corpses can’t speak.
 I grab the gun, “But I let you know.”
 Spinning the chamber, “I set you free.” 
 I close her vacant eyes, “I immortalized you.”
 She was cold to the touch like the lifeless city, but 
inside she remains as warm as happiness.
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April Mornings
   Jennifer Bresnick

With warm weather comes the promise
That the steel of my heart, tempered
With short, cold winter afternoons
Will soften a little in the sun –
Just enough to let you see
That it’s hollow inside,
And rings like a bell
Every time another
Blow is struck.
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Sincere—Weasel

My Love
Timmy

When the day is done and gone
My love for you will forever live on

As we part out separate ways
I begin to count down these dreadful days

I will wait here for you my love
For the day you return to my arms.

I will watch the sun and the moon dance in the sky
And I will remember my love, The banana cream pie
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Revival
   Weasel

it was nostalgia the day you picked
up this vagabond, and allowed me to hitch a 
ride like a photograph in your back pocket.

we were a revival not yet heard.
had our own dance against our own
gospel hymns, and we knew all the 
good moves. made it so righteous
not a damn soul could say no. 

you placed a bullet in my chest.
i turned it into a seed and gave you
the flowers after they grew. the colors
never fade when the days are so right.

somewhere there’s a revolution happenin’
and they’re playing our romance because
it’s the only one that’s not cheesy yet.

i tossed a molotov into the sun 
becausei couldn’t see you under
the moon last night; kissed you
on your cheek as the light touched
your face. the morning was never so alive
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Pollination
   EmilyRamser

there’s statues and smiles, winking eyes and freckles
all painted within lenses, until flowers wave
their whoreish petals; a lady for sale showing her wares
leaning out her window, blossoming bosoms
pressed against the sill spilling out of the
peach pink silk

“Oh Loooverboy.”

sending pollen scented letters out the window
with a toss of their manicured petals.
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My Secret World
   Sendokidu Adomi

The glow of sprites encompass the woods,
A warm embrace to enter such a place.
You must follow these beacons, my rooks,
For a special land awaits for your mind to taste.

The tint of the light from my sprites your eyes keep track,
The trees ever rushing past your tingling fur.
As the leaves are dancing behind your back,
The forest opens further to the waiting whirl.

My wispy guides take a break at a nearby stream,
A veil of vines the last of the shields.
As you part the curtain at the seams,
Your mind is caught in rapture at the yield.

Below the canopy sits a tree so old,
The stream so still as frigid peace.
As the tendrils of joy entwine and hold,
The pain of the other world begins to cease

I welcome thee, wild one, to my secret world.
Find peace within this domain of mine,
For this haven is here for life to unfurl,
Revealing utopias within our minds.
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Sleeping
   Lorrie Hartshorn

 If she’d have known what was waiting for her in 
Room 605, she might have just dragged her hoover right past 
the door and kept on walking.
 She’d finished her fag break and gone back to the 
store room off Reception to get her hoover and trolley. She’d 
taken the lift, got out at Six and worked her way along the 
hall. It had taken her a bit longer than usual – for some rea-
son, everybody wanted their bedding and towels changed on 
a Wednesday – but she was an old hand at the cleaning game 
now, so she got on with it.
 With a trolley full of wet towels and dirty sheets, 
she’d moved on to 605. For the last five days, there’d been a 
Do Not Disturb sign on the door and Janine had been more 
than happy to oblige. But, today, Rob – from Management – 
had insisted she go and give the room the once over. So there 
she was, knocking on and getting no answer.
 No, no, there wasn’t anything weird – what can you 
notice from the outside of a door, anyway? So, anyway, 
she’d knocked on, no one answered, and she’d gone in.
 The room was really warm – overly warm, actually 
– and the duvet was all heaped up in the middle of the bed. 
Yanking the hoover from where it’d got stuck on the door 
frame, she’d dumped it in the middle of the room and started 
with the bed, as she always did. Once you’d got a neat bed, 
the rest of it never looked so bad.
She’d pulled the duvet and sheets towards her, only to get the 
shock of her life when the pale hip and leg of a woman had 
appeared from under the bundle. She’d shot backwards hard 
enough to bruise her arse on the desk, but whoever owned 
the leg didn’t move.
 After a while – it was hard to tell how long – she’d 
crept forward again, edging round the side of the bed this 
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time. She’d covered her mouth with one hand and got hold 
of the top of the duvet with the other. It was obvious by this 
point that whoever was under there wasn’t going to move, 
but she took it slowly, tugging the cover down bit by bit to 
see how she was dealing with.
 It wasn’t as bad as she’d imagined. More sad than 
anything, really. Apart from how still she was, you’d think 
she was sleeping to look at her. Her eyes were closed and 
she was lying on her back with her arms down at her sides. 
It’s funny, when you think of dead people, you think of old 
ones, don’t you? Not pretty wee things like that. Not a mark 
on her, save a tiny cut on one of the fingers of her right 
hand. Yeah, she must’ve done it, you know, recently – there 
was a bit of blood on the sheet from it.
 What had she done then? Well, she’d covered the 
poor girl up again and phoned Rob down in Reception. 
He’d told her to stay in the room, and not touch anything – 
and she hadn’t, not a thing.

* * *
 The policewoman nods and thanks her for her time. 
As Janine stands up to leave, she sees the sad wee shape 
under the duvet again. She pauses for a second then turns 
for the door, almost colliding with a man in a dark suit. 
Behind him, a younger man is trying to get a trolley in 
through the door, and she squeezes past without saying any-
thing, and heads to the lift.

* * *
 Janine takes a final drag of her cigarette and stubs it 
out on the dish, crumpling it into a black smudge and flick-
ing it into the bin. She heads for the store room and drags 
out the hoover and trolley, wedging the door open with her 
foot. As she’s bent over, trying to pull the hoover round the 
corner, she hears Derek arguing with someone at Recep-
tion. Tilting her head, she can see a tall young man, crum-
pled and foreign looking, standing with his palms down on 
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the counter.  Rob’s clutching the phone to his chest, and he’s 
red in the face.
 “It’s been over three weeks,” he says. He pauses, and 
calms his tone like he’s been trained to.
 “Sir, I’m very sorry, but it’s been more than three 
weeks since it happened. You’re going to have to talk to the 
police about it.”
 Glancing quickly at Janine, he hands the phone to the 
young man, who hesitates and lifts it to his ear.
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High O’er the Mist
   Jennifer Bresnick

High o’er the mist the crimson sun will rise,
And burn off shadows with its fiery staves;
Will kiss the sea that ever glistening sighs,
And bears the golden light upon its waves.
The sleepy land, still in the darkness drowned,
Cradled by the looming stars above,
Sleeps alone in peaceful dreams profound - 
For I am waiting lonely for my love.

The rosy light will touch benighted fields,
And slip between the branches of the trees;
Transform the leaves ‘to tiny blazing shields
That bristle like an army in the breeze.
Dawn will flood the windows with its rays,
And on the huddled rooftops it will break;
The craftsmen and the farmers start their days -
But I will pace my penance by the lake.

And as the shadows lengthen ‘cross the lands,
And cool the grassy meadows through the day,
They mute the ocean’s crashing on the sands,
And draw the fishers home across the bay.
The moon, with gentle light, the valley fills,
And softly silver now the water gleams -
Still I walk unceasing through the hills,
Searching for the love inside my dreams.
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Blue Jaw
   Luke Prater

We are   (re)possessed by plastic;
             by pedlars of ticky-tack
   gimcrack gewgaw.

We are   warring trading floors;
   warring with the desert
   arm of the axis.

And you,   blue-blood
   blue jaw-jaw dinosaur,

remain   possessed by  
   Class War.
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On the Balcony
   E.M. Cooper

 Michael drew a quick breath when he opened the 
balcony door and stepped into the cold chill of February 
rain. Droplets of water pelted his skin and hair before trick-
ling into the growing puddles he stood in. He was unfazed 
by the cold of night though he only wore a pair of shorts, 
flip-flops, and an old jacket. The dull smell of evening 
whiskey hit his nose, causing him to wince as he took his 
first few steps forward. He shuffled towards the plastic pa-
tio set that sat neglected in the rain and tipped a green chair 
forward, dumping the water it collected onto the ground. 
After it emptied, he took his seat and let his gaze wander 
towards the city nightscape.
 The dim sea of orange and white lit the hazy night 
sky. Rain fell upon weather-worn brick buildings and 
metal and steel alike, though all played a different tune. 
The incessant and droning hum of ventilation fans and 
power transformers filled his ears while he pulled a pack 
of cigarettes and a slippery lighter out of his pockets. The 
plastic chair tapped against the wall as he put his legs up on 
the wet table and took his first drag of the night. His body 
always loosened up after the first drag. He closed eyes and 
sat in silence, listening to the city around him. The sounds 
grew faint and distant but began to meld into a voice that 
became clearer as he returned to reality.      
 “What are you doing out here?” the tired voice 
called out from around the corner. Michael opened his 
eyes and turned to his left. His girlfriend Sasha stood at the 
doorway, peering down at him while clutching her night-
gown.
 Michael shrugged and returned to his view of the 
city. “I couldn’t sleep so I stepped out for a quick smoke.”  
 “Out in the rain and with barely anything on?” she 
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asked with a hint of annoyance. 
 He shook his head dismissively and flicked the 
cigarette into the waterlogged ashtray. “You don’t like me 
smoking in the apartment and the balcony is right here. I’m 
not going all the way downstairs just for that. I didn’t want to 
miss the view either.” 
 Sasha looked up and narrowed her eyes, scanning the 
horizon in hopes of finding whatever Michael was talking 
about. She gave up after a few moments and threw her hands 
up in frustration. 
 “View? What view?  There’s nothing there but a 
bunch of buildings, lights, and noise.” She shook her head 
and walked back inside. “It’s cold and I’m going back to bed. 
Stay out here for all I care, just keep the door shut.”
 “Sure.” He lit a second cigarette and put his feet on 
the ground. “But you don’t know what you’re missing.” He 
grinned when he heard her footsteps moving towards him 
again.
 “What could I possibly be missing here?” she said. 
“There is no view. This is nothing like where we used to live 
and it never will be.” 
 “You sure?” he asked. “Because from where I’m sit-
ting I haven’t missed a thing.”
 “Oh, I’m sure,” Sasha retorted. “I’m sure there’s 
nothing there and you’re just messing with me again.”
 Michael turned to her again with a smirk on his face. 
“Maybe, but you don’t know what to look for. There’s plenty 
to see if you’re willing to be patient.” He held his pack of 
smokes out towards her, shaking it back and forth until he 
eventually got his answer. 
 “Fine,” she said, snatching the pack out of his hand. 
“Whatever shuts you up for one night.” She went back inside 
and soon emerged from the apartment with a thin gray blan-
ket wrapped around her body and head. Michael couldn’t 
help but chuckle at the sight of his girlfriend clinging to the 
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bed linen and shivering out in the cold and rain like a lost 
child. 
 “I knew you’d see things my way.” He stood up and 
shook the rain out of a second chair before placing it at his 
side. She sat down after some hesitation and let out a gasp 
when the freezing water ran up her legs and back.
 “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it.” He handed her 
a cigarette and lit it before sitting back down. “Just relax. 
Everything will come together.”   
 A few minutes passed before Sasha calmed down. 
She finished her cigarette off and dropped it in the ashtray. 
“Alright,” she finally asked. “What am I looking for?” 
 Michael kept his eyes on her and leaned forward. 
“Don’t look. Don’t think. Just keep your eyes closed and 
listen.” 
 She shut her eyes and let the sounds of the city pour 
into her head. The steady patter and trickle of rain against 
brick and metal became soothing. Its rhythm was only 
broken up by sudden splashes of water against asphalt and 
tires before dying down again. Orange and white flick-
ered against her eyelids as they adjusted to the dark. For a 
moment she saw the fireflies that danced around their old 
home.   
 Sasha opened her eyes again and looked towards the 
city once more. Michael watched a satisfied smile form on 
her face. “It’s a good view,” she said. “Do you think we can 
see the stars from here?” 
 “We’ll find out before sun comes up. Let’s stay up a 
little longer and see.”
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Smoking Kills, I’ve Read
John Garza

Reaching into my lungs with his hand,
And wondering while coughing…heaving.
I carry 75 minutes of life in my pocket and,

Am upset at such a thought. I cringe…writhing 
I care not a damn, I keep inhaling a hand
That changes time…nudges it. Thieving.

And takes with it 10 seconds of my life from this land.

Weasel
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Agony
   Timmy

The screams of agony echoed through my ears. The sight of 
the helpless girl being ripped limb by limb with the cheering 
crowd in the stands forever burned into darkest depths of my 
fragile mind. The tears cascaded down my face as I sat there, 
tied up and helpless. I tried to scream for help but the knot in 
my throat compressed any sound from escaping my mouth. 
As I sat on the wooden chair, a flash of brilliant white light 
exploded in the dark sky. From the light emerged a beauti-
ful rainbow covering the heavens. My eyes gazed upon the 
angelic event and watched as the crowd slowly ceased all 
noise to watch in awe. A feeling of serenity fell upon the 
stadium as a god like voice roared form beyond the rainbow. 
In a matter of seconds thousands of tiny colorful sweets from 
down as the voice softly said “Taste the rainbow!”
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Visions of Sixth Street
   Valdon Ross

Visions of Sixth Street
Hungry ghosts wandering
They all come for something
Searching seeking for an explanation

Some comefiending for rhythm and words
As they chew the beats
And pick the meaning from their teeth
Contemplating the origins
And the nature of transcendiary
Waiting for the song to drop
Like an incendiary 
   bomb
That leaves them burning outside the womb
Of this moment so extra-ordinary
It escapes the vision of their tunnels

Some swarm hungry for change
From their piss-soaked alleys
And constant malaise
But settle for routine coins
And whatever they can grub
To keep their hearts from growing numb
But their imaginations still drown
As they keep dreams soaked in cheap rum

Some come starved of recognition
Shy transparent souls choking on anxious stomach bile
Scrounging for glances and nods
Even just a smile or a blink
Anything, anything, anything someone else can give
To validate they see them there
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As they can’t experience themselves here 
On this street or in that womb
Grasping after every empty soul to lock their eyes
Lest they forget they are more than just a silhouette
On the obsidian walls of Nagasaki 

Some come thirsting for a new identity
Drowning in drunken dumb shows
To forget who they are
What they do and who they serve
Faces plastered like anonymous walls
White washed and grinning like disassociated doors
Split ears ringing while not minding not minding anything at 
all

Some come craving direction
Not sure of how to live and to be
Where they are going
Or even where they are
They stutter and stumble in gutters looking for answers
But ignore the map of intuition
That leads us all beyond our human destination
And instead they mistake the map of the streets
For the awakening they’re after

And those hungry ghosts keep wanderin’ on
In the waking moments of the red dawn
Never knowing this scene extends beyond
Localized phenomenon
Or that they are the source
Of that satiating eternal song
Waiting to tune in and turn on
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To the Bone
   Purtuan Larsen

When people pass by
I often wonder why
They can’t hear me?

Looking rather torn
From the day that you were born
So sincerely

I know, that nothing comes by itself
But when I try
I never do well

But that’s not all life can be
Cold to the bone, as you can see
Take it by the hand, and you’ll be free
While I’m standing here hugging the shore
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Holding Action
   Tonin

I am so tired, and relief has never come.

Each day I wake to the silent sounds of struggle around us, 
and cursing, dig my foxhole a little deeper.I know not how 
long I have been here, nor how many times I have watched 
the leaves grow green withenvy, then red with rage before 
falling like blood-wet snow to the muddy ground. Twice? A 
dozen? Too long.

There are others here, but they know nothing as the mud 
grows hard and the heavens’ tears turn whiteand fall slowly. 
Each night I pray some Weatherman will tell me which way 
the wind blows, but theyhave all been silenced, and beside 
me a Black Panther hisses and spits, unknowing or uncar-
ing that hisday is past, and his cause long lost or won weary 
ages ago when such things mattered.

But does it matter, really? As the snow collects and covers 
the fallen, leaves and lives alike, until thereis no difference. 
Why struggle, save to watch the leaves come full again and 
die? And what point to beserved? A forsaken hilltop held 
sacred for another day? Or hour? To rebuild the bridge that 
is burntagain each night as the shadows creep and scream 
in the darkness?

No, it cannot matter. And as my companion yowls and spits 
into the gathering night I know that we aremore alike than 
he can ever know, and that, for tonight at least, stubborn-
ness and willful ignorance will hold.

Hold until relieved.
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The Herald Promise Land
   Sendokidu Adomi

The rancid feel of heaven’s weeping breaks
a temple’s solemn peace, the red moon sha-
ring its crimson glow with such heavy tears. The ru-
ins drink in the pain, forever trapped in a clock.

The tarnished ruins slumber noisily
amidst the seams of time, a stranded bell
reverberating along the decaying walls.
A ring so morose should never knell at six.

A dagger whetted in bloody brimstone stands
in vigil light, the reddened eye of the hilt
forever glaring down the open mau-
soleum.  Their searing cries drown out the knell.

A whimpered plea resounds within the hal-
low upheaval, a hellish screech escaping
as a mere colt departs the falling haven.  The fu-
ture carries in its hand a wrinkled head.
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Red Butterfly
   Lorrie Hartshorn

 There’s a man at the top of the stairs, and he smells 
like rotten meat. When he’s really angry, the whole house 
shivers. I keep my eyes on the ground and my hands on the 
door frame when I go from the kitchen to the lounge, and 
back again. I don’t want him to see me. I don’t want to know 
if he’s looking at me.
 I think he blames me. The red butterfly appeared nine 
days ago, just after seven in the morning. I woke up early 
again, needing to use the loo for the third time since the night 
before, trying to get back to sleep and knowing I wouldn’t.
 The heating wasn’t on but the bed was warm. Finally, 
though, I couldn’t wait, and that’s when I saw it. A red but-
terfly, rich and vital in colour, beautiful in its symmetry. The 
crawling in my belly moved down my thighs and buttocks, 
became a pain that doubled me over and made me retch. The 
cold air was a slap on the back of my legs where the night-
shirt stuck and I reached for the phone under my pillow.
 Back from the hospital, I went straight to the sofa and 
lay in the blankets that someone had placed there. The sofa 
under my face smelled fusty and the TV was too loud, so I 
switched it off. I waited for the high whistle of electricity to 
fade and, when it didn’t, yanked and wiggled the cord until 
the plug dropped down behind the cabinet.
 The whistle continued. I threw the blankets off, 
glared at the TV. My belly felt bruised but I thought a hot 
cup of tea might help. The kitchen’s only across the way. I 
took one, maybe two steps, enough to reach the kitchen door 
before the cold feeling hit me, a dragging feeling near my 
bladder that sent spiders up and over my skin. In front of the 
window, at the top of the stairs, was a man.
 He’s not an ordinary man. I knew straight away he 
was there about the butterfly. I could feel how angry he was 
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without even going back out to the stairs; shivers of rage 
were rolling off him. I didn’t make tea. I stayed in the 
kitchen for a while, maybe a long while, trying to work out 
what to do.
 I think it took me hours to move. When I finally 
stepped back through the door, I could tell he was still 
there but I didn’t know if he was looking at me. I noticed 
the smell, then, a sickly sweet, cloying smell that’s become 
more foul in the days since. Sometimes I smell that smell 
and hear the whistling and it becomes overpowering, and I 
retch.
 I sleep on the sofa, now, when I sleep. I go to the 
kitchen when I have to and I can tell, now, just by the 
amount of light that shows round him from the window that 
he’s starting to come down the stairs. I dream about the red 
butterfly and, in my dreams, it stinks, filling my nose with 
its filth. I think about the shivering man and wonder what 
will happen when he reaches me.



39

Memory Lane
   Jennifer Bresnick

Who knows how long I’ve wandered in that dark place where it seems
That my hopes are torn to tatters by the shards of broken dreams?
I look up and I wonder where the stars have gone tonight:
All I see are spots of brilliance that are furious, freezing bright.
No matter how I ache and scream and plead with mindless shades,
My cries don’t even echo as they wither and they fade;
The timeless, tuneless nothing whence is conjured up our fate
Is fairy lights and springtime to this shadow where I wait.
Haunted by the murmurs of “I wish I was” and “should,”
I look up and I wonder if the stars are gone for good.
The buildings in my memory and the constructs of my mind
Are wrapped around with warnings, with their windows leering blind.
The air is thick with ravens and the dust of all my tears;
I haven’t seen the sunlight here for many, many years.
The cadence of my footsteps is a sad and sorry song,
A soft and wild melody that follows me along.
The monuments and headstones to my grand and feeble plans
Reach grasping from the landscape like so many twisted hands.
The howling of my conscience makes me shiver with despair;
I wrap my pride around me as I hurry here and there.
Who knows how long I’ve wandered in the darkness and the gloam?
The many paths of Memory Lane are treacherous to roam.
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Invocation of the Muses
   Valdon Ross

Oh muses, sing through me
Sing to our spirits
Sick and weary
Depraved and discarded
We have lost sight of your wonder
We no longer dance within your nebulous ether

Oh muses, vital energy of existence
Dazzle us with your infinite forms, teach us to see once more

Our symbols have become corrupted
Our myths have been tortured, deformed
Our heroes twisted in pimps and whores
Drug lords, skeptics, and withered flower narcissists
Pseudo-humans in service of the mechanical beasts towering our streets
Our cities no longer unite us in common-unity
 They drive us apart through rootless legacy of our cultural insanity
Our hearts are no longer pure
 Sex and vengeance, money and fame, our highest virtues
We worship technology
 Access to the collective conscious has been hacked, overridden, and shut down
 By the Trojan Horses of the convenience and luxury
We place altars to media gods within the centers of our homes
 And like viruses they condition us to fear
 They poison our myths and defile our symbols
 They distract us from peering through the layers 
 of existence
  And pulling apart the boundaries that keep us separate
 They fill us with delusion

We are wounded beings
Craving to be devoured by something greater
Something beyond what our sick minds can comprehend

Oh muses, sing to us as sirens from the sea
Call to our collective being
Drive us mad with longing for your awe and mystery
Awaken our eyes to the dance of Gods and myth within our life
So that we might remember what it means to become bemused
Before the overwhelming, horrifying beatific vision of pure energy
Tearing away the putrid clothes of our ego
And leaving us exposed and vulnerable
Naked before the universe



41

Transcend
   Manna Plourde

 There once was a little Inuit girl whose life ended 
her mother’s. She lived alone with her father in a house of 
snow, far far away from where any other could reach them, 
in a place where high mountains stood like teeth against a 
permanently black sky.
 Her father would hunt, leaving her alone each night. 
Together they would feast and she would be happy, sitting 
next to him by the fire, but while alone their home be-
came a cage of ice. She would shiver and curl into herself, 
wrapped in a skin, with every harsh wind scraping against 
the shell. The darkness was too much for her to look out 
after him, she could only pray for his return.
 As a mewling insect she would crawl on her belly, 
chittering and circling the fire, impatient for her father’s 
return.
 And when she could she would grovel at her fa-
ther’s feet: “please take me with you!”, but he did not 
buckle until she reached the tender age of eight. He said to 
her: “Never leave my side”, and they left their frozen home. 
 The night above them is clear, thousands of stars 
poking out through black cloth. He says: “Stay close” and 
begins to walk, trudging the thick snow with harpoon in 
hand. She runs to follow, looking out at the world with 
fresh eyes.
 The mountains are a sharp barrier, cutting into the 
night in every direction, save ahead. They are approach-
ing the large bay that cuts into their circular country. Many 
bright colours teem in the water, skipping up upon its 
surface and resting on the rocks. “Those are seals” he says, 
“They glow so they might find a mate.”
 She can hear their barking from the rocks. Little 
spots of colour meeting, bumping noses, and then skipping 
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off into the sea together, leaving rainbow ripples across its 
surface.
 “Is this what we’re going to eat?” she is afraid. These 
creatures fill her with wonder, their glowing tie-dye skin 
fighting against the night. 
 “No, not tonight” her father replies, trekking through 
the snow with the long spear to his chest.
 The wind combs their hair as they walk in the face 
of the snow, father and daughter, hand in hand. She has her 
mother’s eyes, deep and round. In them the moon shines, and 
the world seems reflected. The waves roil at her feet, lapping 
at the sand before he leads her to the ascent.
 The end of the crescent is a peak, the bridge between 
the sky and sea. They stand at its epoch and kiss the heavy 
wind, waiting.
 Her father crouches in quiet disternation, his eyes 
thin and scarce. The clouds slowly drift by. The only sound 
is the wind against their forms, and the murmuring of the sea 
beneath them.
 “Father?” She stands behind him, watching his still 
form. She does not recognize the sharp glint that sparks his 
eyes. In this moment he is not her father, he is not a man, he 
is a psychopath. There is no sound, no feeling save this low 
rumble that builds beneath them.
 She follows his gaze to the low hanging clouds, teem-
ing with small silver flecks, and squinting she sees the little 
fish that school in the cumulus, glinting scales refracting the 
moon’s tender light.
 And at the climax of this gentle shaking the water 
ripples, breaches, and a whale leaps into the sky, back arched 
against the moonlight, mouth open, spurting mist below it. 
Like lightning, he takes his arm back and thrusts so quickly 
(a psychopath, a well and true psychopath).
 His spear sails through the air, cutting through the 
cascading surf and thick flesh without hesitation. 
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 And the gargantuan beast falls. It stares blankly 
outward, falling for what feels like forever. Its moan hangs 
in the air, and its blood leaves a trail behind it. Breathe. She 
keeps breathing as it crashes into the rocks below.
 “Father” is all she can say, her little lip quivering. 
What she has just witnessed is the act that keeps her alive. 
Fluorescent seals skip away on the tide, shouting loudly 
to clear the area. Slowly the sea turns black. The sky turns 
black. The cliff face turns black.
 “Come along” he says, taking her down to the dark 
tide where he grabs the great tail of the dead thing, a being 
five times larger than himself, and beaches it as best he can. 
With a cruel hunting knife, curved like a smile and jagged 
like its teeth, he dissects.
 It all comes out. Blubber and organs and skin and 
bones. Muscles and brain and liver and tongue. With the 
many serrations he lacerates the arteries, slices at the veins 
and hacks away at tissue. There is no verboten, tearing 
away at the carcass for its many meats. What is left is a des-
ecration, a husk with few scraps of gray meat and tendons 
sticking to its bones. She stands in hours of cold silence, 
just watching. She’s almost thankful when he removes its 
eyes, its staring eyes.
 “We’ll make soup tonight, and I’ll prepare the 
tongue for you too, that’s your favourite.”
 She treads beside him shivering, no words, helping 
to carry one of many filled bags.
 When they get home she isn’t very hungry. She 
pecks at her soup and asks her father to save the tongue; 
“I’m feeling ill”.
 Sleep comes slowly. Her mind focuses too much on 
the howling wind outside, the foul taste in her mouth, the 
carcasses of meals past. All of them died for her to live, for 
her hunger.
 And it brings this feeling to her viscera. Not sore-
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ness, not even pain as she would know it. Emptiness, like her 
insides had sunken, fallen. Unsick nausea, or black choler.
  In the morning her father kisses her forehead, “Are 
you feeling any better?”
 Shake her head, black hair sticking to her cheeks with 
sweat.
 “I’m sorry Dear, I never should have taken you out 
last night. The cold has given you sickness.”
 He stands up, patting her head and making for the 
little exit. “You bundle up, get your rest. I’ll go out and get 
you a treat, something I know you like, that’ll cheer you up 
in no time.”
 She crawls over to the entryway as an insect, skit-
tering on legs too disgusted to stand erect, and watches him 
leave, bloody spear over his shoulder. He disappears on the 
horizon, perhaps back to the fjord where the clouds hang so 
low, or to the inner bay with its many wrecks and fish.
 Curling into herself, too hot for blankets.
 Breathe. She keeps breathing. Knees to her chest, 
eyes wide.
 She seriously doubts it. She doesn’t think he is right 
at all.
 He is as wrong as this feeling in her heart.
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Biographies

Sendokidu Adomi -- Well… What is there to say about this 
fox?  I’m a poet, to say the least.  Wouldn’t say my nectar is 
as potent as most, though, as I’m still learning the craft.  I 
love to write about nature and higher concepts, as it is where 
I find the most inspiration.  In such, I find a balance within 
my writing in the form of music, wherein I’ve been featured 
twice.

Jennifer Bresnick -- Jennifer Bresnick is a history lover and 
epic fantasy author whose debut novel, THE LAST DEATH 
OF TEV CHRISINI, has recently been released to rave 
reviews.  When she’s not writing down the conversations in 
her head to give them the appearance of respectability, Jenni-
fer can be found crocheting silly animal hats, experimenting 
in the kitchen, and on a completely unrelated note, putting 
out kitchen fires.  Please visit www.jenniferbresnick.com for 
more information.

E.M. Cooper – My name is E.M. Cooper and I’m from the 
Puget Sound region in Washington State. I’ve been writing 
off and on for the past year and a half. I write as a hobby and 
share my works with others in hopes that they might enjoy 
them as well.

John Garza -- Born in Weslaco, Texas I lived a very meek 
life there was always for want a harem of toys, gadgets, 
and other accessories. I could never be who I wanted to be 
instead I viewed myself as others did;
Eventually that all stopped when my grandmother died, it’s 
also when I picked up the pen. Her death was me burying my 
dead dog and planting shrub on top. I write about sadness, 
death, despair, and of course
love. I am inspired by Maurice Sendak, Emily Dickinson, 



46

and Robert Frost. Their writing is something I would like 
to emulate. If I could I would be a sofa in their living room. 
I am one to complain about a lot of things and am one to 
smile about different things. Poetry form is the best form of 
self-expression that there is.

Gordon Gearheart – Gordon Gearhart is a student of Uni-
versity of Dayton majoring in Political Science, who does 
his best to balance studying with writing. A New Jersey 
resident, Gordon has been writing for 4 years and has been 
published in several poem anthologies including “Anthol-
ogy of Poetry by Young Americans”. One of his works also 
was featured as a “High Merit Poem” in “A Celebration of 
Young Poets-New Jersey”.

Lorrie Hartshorn – Lorrie Hartshorn is a writer, edi-
tor and translator living in Manchester, UK.  By day, she 
edits books by independent authors and writes commercial 
copy about exciting things like micro-polymer processing. 
By night, she sleeps. Somewhere in between the two, she 
writes her own brand of short fiction and toys with the idea 
of a first novel

Purtuan Larsen – I am a young writer at the age of 18, liv-
ing and studying in my rather small and cold native country 
Denmark. I have been writing poetry for the last two years 
and I tend to write about living, dying, and everything in 
between. (I hope you will enjoy reading my work as much 
as I enjoy writing it).

Manna Plourde – Manna is a minimalist writer from 
Hespeler Ontario.  His influences are predominantly Ruth 
White, Massive Attack, Kikiyama and Imogen Heap. Out-
side of writing, Manna likes to go for walks, and also sleep. 
Tybalt’s work can be found at 
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http://www.weaselpress.com/#!manna/c1i1q

Luke Prater -- Luke Prater writes in many styles/genres 
and on many topics, including candid social/geopolitical 
statement, sexual politics, the dynamics inherent in human 
relationships and personal/spiritual growth, amongst oth-
ers. He holds Bachelor’s and Master’s degrees from British 
universities after a schooling in the Steiner Waldorf syllabus 
in New Zealand. Luke lives in rural England with a Mac, a 
guitar or two, a silent fridge, and a brain that won’t switch 
off. His poetry has been published in several places online 
and in hardcopy.www.lukepraterswordsalad.com , Twitter: @
Lukes_WordSalad ,www.facebook.com/LukePratersWord-
Salad

Emily Ramser -- Emily Ramser is a high school author 
living part time between North Carolina and California. She 
has been published in The Crocodile Journal, Spinozablue, 
VoxPoetica and a few other online journal. She also works 
with Stage of Life as a featured blog ger and on the team of 
Impact magazine. She wishes to be published so that she 
might touch the world with her words ad tell all the stories of 
the world.

Valdon Ross -- Valdon Ross is the name by which some 
10,000,000,000+ individual human cells are collectively 
known. Knowing that his organism is in a constant state of 
death and rebirth, he finds the idea of believing himself to 
be a singular, static entity laughable. Nonetheless, together 
the consciousness of Valdon Ross and the cells of his organ-
ism arrange words and symbols with the aim of purging the 
shadow of our collective consciousness by destroying the 
fragile delusions humans cling to for security. Beyond focus-
ing his creative energies into word-smithery, Valdon dabbles 
in the crafts of black magick guitar voodoo, mystic soul-
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glimpsing (psychology), and spray painted exi-stencil-ist 
street art. Breathing and gazing at the stars on the back of 
his eyelids while seated in front of a wall is his favored way 
of distracting himself from the fact he will someday die. 
For no reason at all, he laughs like a Mad Hatter and smiles 
like a Cheshire Cat.

Tonin – Born in 1985, Tonin currently resides on the east-
ern slope of the Rocky Mountains where he enjoys hiking 
and other outdoor activities. He loves animals of all sorts, 
and in fact often wishes he was one. He’s been writing for a 
few years now, but this is his first publication.

Weasel-Weasel is a writer, and founder of the anthology 
Vagabonds. He received his Bachelor of Arts in Literature 
at the University of Houston-Clear Lake. Weasel manages 
the publishing press Weasel Press and is the managing 
editor for both Vagabonds and The Haunted Traveler. His 
writing has been accepted in many publications, some of 
which include: Houston’s Harbinger Asylum, San Jacinto 
College’s Threshold, Inspirity’s Hunger for Peace, Permian 
Basin Beyond 2014, The Kitchen Poet, Di-Verse-City from 
the 2012, 2013 & 2014Austin International Poetry Festi-
val. Weasel also appeared in a small documentary about 
art titled Something Out of Nothing (S.O.O.N) directed by 
Mitchell Dudley. You can find more of Weasel’s work at the 
website listed.  http://systmaticwzl.tumblr.com
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 Weasel Press is a new independent publisher still 
figuring things out in the literary world. We’re dedicated in 
seeking quality writers and helping them get a voice in an 
already loud world. We’re a little rusty at the moment since 
things are still under construction, but we hope to build a 
great reputation! 
 Our first publication was Vagabonds: Anthology of 
the Mad Ones, a literary magazine that is still printing and 
still growing. From there we’ve grown into a few other 
titles. This past year we’ve released two issues of Vaga-
bonds, partnered with Mind Steady Productions to bring an 
electric issue of Open Mind, and dove into the darker world 
with The Haunted Traveler. We’ve got a lot of plans for the 
near future, so stick around and watch us grow into some-
thing awesome!

Email: systmaticwzl@gmail.com
http://www.weaselpress.com

http://www.facebook.com/weaselpress
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