
CLACKAMAS LITERARY REVIEW

2011
Volume XV

Clackamas Community College
Oregon City, Oregon



Editor in Chief
Ryan Davis

Associate Editor
Heather Frazier

Assistant Editor
Amy Filener

Cover Art
Lorna Nakell

“Flying Night”

Journal Design
Matthew Warren

The Clackamas Literary Review is published annually at Clackamas Community Col-

lege. Manuscripts are read from September 1st to January 31st and will not be re-

turned. By submitting your work to CLR, you indicate your consent for us to publish 

that work in print and online. This issue is $10; issues I–XI are $6 if ordered through 

CLR; issues XII–XIV are available through your favorite online bookseller.

Clackamas Literary Review

19600 Molalla Avenue, Oregon City, Oregon 97045

ISBN: 978-0-9796882-3-2

Printed by Lightning Source

www.clackamasliteraryreview.org



CONTENTS

EDITOR IN CHIEF'S NOTE

ESSAY

Talia Carner The Wife I Can Never Divorce 4

Christy Wise Sustenance 104

Gina Troisi In the Absence of Beauty 155

Tamara Adelman Good Hands 217

FICTION

Jeffrey N. Johnson The Want of Molly 19

Paul Crenshaw Christmas Vandals Still at Large 48

Margery Kreitman Rope Burns 62

Karin Lin-Greenberg Misdemeanors 73

Lawrence F. Farrar Class Notes 83

Jack Donahue Hopewell Junction 108

Vivian Lawry The Darwinian Co-Op
Lending Library

124

Kevin Breen Gyr 132

Rob E. Boley All of the Above 179

Rudy Dicks The Art of the Drop Kick 200

Teresa Milbrodt Markings 227

POETRY

J. Stephen Rhodes Third Way 1

Robert King Independent Study 16



Feelings 17

Angie Macri In Ice, First Understanding 42

Kristi Garboushian Who Knows 44

Nonni 45

Ellen Birkett Morris Louisville, KY, USA 47

Alexis Ivy Museum of My Bedroom 57

Judy Ireland Turning Fifty 59

Wanda Lea Brayton And the Wind 60

William Jolliff To Be A Cowboy 69

Hannah Selinger My Cousin Matthew 70

Still Life With Lou Gehrig 71

Daneen Bergland Luck Isn’t Clever 76

On Facebook And Loss 77

They Will Never Know It Was Me 78

I Should Have Been Dead 80

Iris Miller The Orchards of Cleveland 98

How It Is 100

Charles Cantrell Black Spring 102

Greg Evason 7 Mini Fictions 121

Karol M. Wasylyshyn Venezia, Last Visit with
Peggy Guggenheim

122

Dorthea Balabus Eastward Ho 123

Dr. William Miller Bernie’s Cancer 128

H.D. Brown Break Up 130

Phyllis Grilikhes Waterfall 131

Bethany Reid Seventy-Eight 150

Innocence 152

Paula Marafino Bernett Fallow, And Falling Behind 154



Evan Lottich Transit 176

KC Eib Prepare 177

John P. Kristofco Shoreline 178

Marilyn Ringer Night Hike 195

Yvonne Higgins Leach The World Gets Easier 196

Jean C. Howard September’s Skin 198

Deborah George Staircase 221

Jessica Cuello Pitchblende 223

Paranormal 225

Eleanore Lee Three Fire Signs 237

CONTRIBUTORS 240





Editor in Chief’s Note

The 2011 volume of Clackamas Literary Review is full of the mysteri-

ous, the speculative, or maybe it’s just full of the lies we tell ourselves. 

In Iris Miller’s poem, her narrator admittedly stretches the truth that 

frames the narrative. Just a few stanzas later, the narrator tells us, 

“This story is true,” which makes us question not only the poem but 

ourselves because we know how memory works. Poet Bill Jolliff tells 

us a “magical” story about a cowboy who went west but didn’t re-

main because “Maybe heaven is an easier place to get to / than to 

stay,” which is most likely true. Talia Carner, in her essay, grapples 

to understand the housekeeper she no longer employs, but still sends 

money to eighteen years later. She is on a quest to understand a part of 

herself, much like the protagonist in Lawrence F. Farrar’s short story. 

This character reaches out, is taken advantage of, and wonders not 

only why he was suckered, but why he made himself vulnerable in the 

first place. Greg Evason’s poem “7 Mini Fictions” begins with “Once 

upon a time” and ends with “A long time ago,” which represents all 

our stories, more or less. If our truths reside in the past, which is most 

often murky, how can we know what really happened? This volume 

will help us sift out the truths we can live with.

Enjoy,

Ryan Davis

Editor in Chief
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Third Way

J. Stephen Rhodes

There are three paths to happiness.

I am only going to tell you two.

But first, there once was an imam who,

every morning, dug a hole in his garden

and proceeded to stand in it,

covering his feet with soil. For an hour

he stood, arms upraised. This he did

even before kneeling toward Mecca.

The first path to happiness

is to go into the forest and gather sticks,

straight and sleek. Or, if you live

in a desert, walk and gather stones,

preferably smooth. Stones or sticks,

more is what you’re after, but

quality counts, too. If you live

by the sea or on a steppe—

I think you get the point.

Anyway, the neighbors of this imam

thought he was nuts.

Even when it rained, he stood there
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every morning, arms in the air.

Because he was a holy man,

they said nothing, but in their houses

they shook their heads. They did

allow he tried to live by the laws,

and was always good to the poor.

Once you’ve tried the first path,

the second is simpler, at least to explain.

You know all those sticks and stones?

You give them away.

So, one day one of the neighbors

finally leaned over the garden wall

and asked, Teacher, why do you stand

every morning with your feet buried

in the ground, to which the imam said,

For years when I studied the words

of the Prophet, blessed be his name,

and tried to apply them to my life,

I was always worried about enough—

Do I have it? Do I give it?

I was constantly picking things up,

putting them back down.

Then one morning a few years ago,

while I kneeled on my sajada

in this very garden, beseeching

Allah, the Compassionate,
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to show me what would suffice,

a nectarine fell from a branch

and rolled right under my nose.

I heard a voice say, Be like this tree.

So each morning, I am trying.

But as you can see, all I’m getting

are dirty feet.

The neighbor turned and walked away,

thinking to himself, what a fool—

which is why I’m not about to say

anything to you about path number three.
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The Wife I Can Never Divorce

Talia Carner

There were consequences to shattering the glass ceiling with my head; 

cracking my own skull was one of them. Eventually, though, I healed 

and moved on—even changed careers—putting it all behind me. Or 

so I thought.

In the early 80s, dressed in a pinstripe suit, the bow at my col-

lar mimicking my male colleagues’ ties, I was clawing my way up the 

corporate ladder in a man’s world steeped in misogyny, official gender 

discrimination, and corporate-endorsed sexual harassment. My first 

boss at Redbook magazine didn’t even know I had children. After out-

shining my twenty male colleagues in annual revenues for the second 

year running (while earning half their salaries because “you have a 

husband”), I hung a photograph of my little girls on my office wall. 

“We don’t hire mothers,” my boss said upon spotting the photograph. 

Promoting a woman to management had never been considered be-

fore and now, with the revelation of my children’s existence, I was out 

of the running for good. The irony that Redbook magazine targeted 

young mothers was lost on our management. Even our Editor-in-Chief 

was an aging man who advised millions of young women each month 

how to manage home, kitchen, and children. The underlying editorial 

assumption was that wives’ sole reason to work—feminists were yet 

to convince the establishment that being a homemaker was “work”—

was due to their husbands’ failure to provide.
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My daily commute from our suburban Long Island home to 

New York City added to the hours I was absent from home. Even as 

my husband Ron shouldered much of the household responsibilities, 

including the care of the two little girls I brought into the marriage, 

he had an office to run and a daughter and son of his own to shuttle 

about. I needed a live-in housekeeper to manage our life as a combined 

family. I needed a wife.

Enter Malaya. After a string of failed housekeepers, Malaya 

responded to my newspaper ad. A middle-aged spinster from South 

Africa, where her Filipino origins with the lightest tinge of African 

blood marked her as “colored,” she had arrived in the United States 

ten years before with one family, and had spent the past six years with 

another. From the moment she entered our home, dressed in an off-

white skirt suit, I liked the broad face that seemed to have been made 

of hard rubber. The delighted smile bunching up her cheeks as her gaze 

followed my preschooler who’d need most of her attention, sealed our 

agreement.

For the next eleven years Malaya ran our house with determi-

nation and devotion. Every evening I returned to a house smelling of 

lemon polish and a tasty dinner where each family member was served 

their favorite dish. Malaya was also familiar with Jewish cooking and 

on holidays prepared feasts for crowds. Soon, when the children need-

ed to be chauffeured to play dates or after-school activities, we paid 

for her driving lessons and bought her a used car. She enjoyed travel-

ing with us on winter ski weekends, where she would send us to the 

mountain with freshly baked rolls and thermoses filled with stew and 

hot chocolate. On these weekends, too, she did the laundry, cleaned 

and watched our non-skiing youngest, then joined us in our evening 

outings to the bowling alley or movie theater. I was the one who, con-
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cerned about spoiling our children, gave them chores and established a 

quota of points each had to meet in helping Malaya.

My “Domestic Goddess” had no family in the USA, but was 

deeply involved with her church in Brooklyn. On weekends and holi-

days, she stayed with fellow church members, an aging brother-sister 

duo. Midweek evenings in her room she spent on her own phone line 

on church business. Having grown up in apartheid, she basked in the 

absence of our family skin-color divide, yet drew her own comfort 

zone as an employee. She served dinner and then retired immediately 

to let our family eat alone, our chance to chat with the children, hear 

about their schools and friends, and discuss issues from gerbils and 

haunted castles to Judaism and presidential elections.

Malaya was talkative, and we soon learned about her fiancé 

who had impregnated another woman. The betrayed young Malaya 

lost her trust in men and never dated again. She insisted that we re-

place the queen-size bed in her room with a single cot. We also learned 

about her childhood in South Africa, growing up in a fishing village 

among a large family whose photographs decorated her room along 

with photos of Caucasian children she had raised in the over two de-

cades prior to her living with us.

We also discovered that for her South African family, Malaya 

was “the rich aunt from America.” She sent most of her earnings to 

them. The little she kept she refused to deposit in a bank because in 

South Africa “once, a bank went out of business and everyone lost 

their money.” Whenever we suggested that she open a bank account 

where we trusted our own money, she countered with “Have you been 

searching my room?”

When she had first moved in with us, I took it with humor when 

she would say “the Hortons didn’t do it this way,” and expected me 
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to follow a phantom manual of her previous employers’ little daily 

choices. I especially made a point of not relinquishing my children’s 

psyche to “the Hortons”—nor to Malaya. Ron and I were in sync as 

we navigated the complexities of marriage, careers, shared values, and 

the merging of two sets of children. Malaya’s job was to take over the 

physical management of our house. It was up to us—not “the Hor-

tons”—to set the tone.

With the burden of running the house delegated, I could focus 

my short early mornings and longer evening hours on quality time with 

my children, and the weekends on my expanded family. We played 

Scrabble, Boggle, Pictionary and Monopoly; we painted, embroidered, 

crafted, and glued; we sang silly songs, planted tomatoes, assembled 

giant puzzles, and picnicked; I taught the children dance moves and 

wove thousands of bedtime stories well into their teenage years. Yet, 

true to a guarantee extracted by the new magazine management after 

a corporate buyout, I took no time off to accompany my daughters’ 

classes to the pumpkin farm or for Mother’s Day lunches. Malaya did 

it. I used my sick days to attend school plays, and went to work when 

I was truly sick, while Malaya met the children’s school bus and took 

them home for milk and cookies. She supervised their homework time, 

and Ron checked it for content.

With this backing at home, I was able to leap to the position of 

publisher for a prestigious women’s magazine in a smaller company. I 

was one of only four females to hold such a business—not editorial—

position in the mid-80s among the top 200 largest USA-based maga-

zines; the two dominant companies publishing women’s magazines, 

Hearst and Condé Nast, still assigned the running of their publica-

tions to men only. For the first time I was earning more than Malaya’s 

salary, my pocket money, my commuting expenses—and the cost of 
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therapy to deal with the sexual pestering of a new boss who viewed my 

rebuffing him as my “lack of team attitude.”

Finally, pretending that motherhood was irrelevant to who I was 

ended. My brightest moment at my first meeting with my staff was 

revealing that I had children.

At that time Ron and I moved into a larger home. Malaya opted 

out of her ground floor bedroom in favor of designing her own suite 

in the windowed basement, complete with a living room and a full 

bath with a tub. I was not alarmed when in the new house she referred 

to her queendom as “her kitchen” and would not let me near “her” 

pots or “her” stove. As arthritis began settling in Malaya’s shoulder, 

I budgeted in the extra cost of a weekly service to perform the heavy 

cleaning duties. She was still the one that called the plumber or the ap-

pliance repair service. She shopped with our credit card. She arranged 

play dates with mothers who made the exception for her of trusting 

“the help” in a suburb where no other mothers were employed outside 

their homes.

Since my bond with my biological daughters was sound, I 

viewed their attachment to their caretaker as healthy. However, as the 

years marched on, our household went through a slow transformation. 

I was the first to realize that it was a mutation, a gene gone awry in the 

evolution of our family cadence. While I set the rhythms and guarded 

our private quality time and our psychological spaces, Malaya’s ef-

ficiency wove fishing nets of dependency around us. She insisted on 

polishing my husband’s shoes and pressing his shirts; she hand-washed 

my sweaters. Our son, who moved back with us for graduate school, 

enjoyed her delicious food at all hours of the day and night. Yet her 

power turned to tyranny. No longer hiding behind “the Hortons,” the 

dictates were Malaya’s own. She loved the girls, but as each entered 
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puberty, gone was the tenderness she had shown them when they were 

young. In the mornings, I rushed to beat her to waking them up as she 

would shake their legs, yank their blankets, or call out impatiently 

from the doorways in what we secretly called her “Gestapo voice.” 

She fresh-squeezed my orange juice each day, but would fight with me 

when I straightened “her” hall coat closet. At dinnertime, instead of 

retiring to her room and her phone, she’d hover on the stairwell, eaves-

dropping, and would break into our conversations. She snitched about 

one family member to another in an annoyed tone on matters that had 

nothing to do with her.

“An intelligent, capable woman who chose not to have her own 

home and family has problems we can never fully comprehend,” I told 

Ron. “Our house and family are the center of her being; we must show 

her compassion.”

One day, when my car needed to be repaired, I asked Malaya 

when it would be convenient for her to lend me hers. In response, she 

turned to my daughter who was having a snack at the kitchen table 

and said “Because of your mother you’ll miss the birthday party.”

“You’ll never again turn my child against me,” I told Malaya, 

my voice hard as steel. “Never.”

“I quit!” Swiveling away from the stove, she flung the pan and 

the spatula into the sink and strode off.

I stood rooted in place, shaking with fury. The equation was 

clear. My children’s loyalties should not be challenged in our home, the 

nest of their emotional safety.

An hour later, Malaya acted as if nothing had transpired. I 

chose to forgive.

Malaya’s dream was to travel to South Africa to visit her many 

brothers and sisters and their children, but since they needed her mon-
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ey for the house they were building, she could save little. One brother 

and two sisters had died by the time she managed to take that trip 

more than twenty years after leaving South Africa. According to her 

report, the whole village came out to welcome her, waving the Ameri-

can flag. There was music and laughter. Her brothers and their broods 

of children—some already married and parents themselves—proudly 

showed her the large house they had built with her money. The love, 

respect, and gratitude she received were worth two decades of sacri-

fice.

Life went on in our household while the shifts in Malaya’s inter-

nal weather systems flashed warning signals on our emotional radars 

and became more frequent. Malaya’s cold front was closing in, angry 

mumbling and curt admonitions were soon followed by the eclipse of 

the sun—or a cyclone. One day, I returned from work to find a kitchen 

cabinet door hanging lopsided, deep scratches inside it and two bro-

ken drawers indicating rampage. “The drawer was stuck,” she said. 

Although my PMS never brought wreckage, I sympathized with her 

menopausal mood and made no comment as I hired a carpenter.

Usually the eruption demarcated the end of the stormy weather, 

and calm would settle upon the house for a few months. Malaya was 

back to her old cheery self, and her magic wand took care of every-

thing, lulling me into gratitude. Little by little, though, her irritability 

would rise, her tone would turn belligerent, and she would bad-mouth 

us to the chimney sweep or water meter reader.

Our teenage children would have reported any abuse, I knew, 

but they weren’t mature enough to diagnose what I was seeing: the 

quiver of arrows she used to exert control.

“The dynamics in our house are sick,” I told my husband. Ma-

laya dominated the air. She was the most vocal person in our large 
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household. She was the only one who no longer respected the space we 

gave one another. When she did not have her way on matters small or 

large, she would announce, “I quit.”

How could we let go of the most indispensible person among us? 

Even if I didn’t have a career, I would not have been the all-consuming 

homemaker Malaya was. I’d be out and about like my neighborhood 

mothers, shopping one day and returning merchandise the next, or-

dering takeout meals, and rising to the weekly challenge of separating 

the whites from the colors to wash. And having lived through many 

bitter experiences with incompetent, indolent, and dishonest help, I 

knew that I would only throw my life into complete chaos. I reminded 

myself that “The devil you know is better than the one you don’t,” and 

enlisted Ron in my tiptoeing around her demands and moods.

I had told Malaya many times that if she controlled her temper, 

she could live with us until old age. Her age, though, was an issue. 

When she was a child, a government official had once arrived in her re-

mote fishing village. He listed all the children, giving them an estimat-

ed year of birth, and dating all their birthdays as July 1st. “I was two 

years older than my brother. Now I am two years younger,” she told 

me. She must inform the gynecologist about this four-year mistake, 

I told her when she went to consult with him about her menopause. 

Even more important, I explained, was that she would have to work 

four more years before collecting Social Security benefits. It might be 

fixed if, on her visit to South Africa, she presented witnesses and her 

brother’s documents, which he had since corrected. She never did.

In the years Malaya was sending money to South Africa, we ad-

vised her that the house she was paying for should be put in her name 

even if she would never live there. As all our financial guidance was 

met with resistance, so was this advice ignored. But Ron insisted we 
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pay her on the books, get her medical insurance, and take out taxes 

and Social Security so she would receive benefits at retirement age.

One morning in the early 90s, I sat in the kitchen and nursed a 

cup of coffee in the kitchen after Ron had left for his office. I was plan-

ning a rare day of working from home; the winds of change had long 

ago sent me to open my own consulting firm with five offices across 

the country.

“Do you have enough cash for the cleaners?” I asked Malaya.

Instead of a reply, she withdrew from the drawer the wallet in 

which we kept money for small expenses and threw it at me.

The fight that ensued was no different from those that had tak-

en place over the last few years when Malaya’s rage peaked. It was 

my husband’s reaction, though, when I called to report this fight that 

broke the pattern.

“Yes, I knew there’d be trouble when I left you alone in the 

kitchen with her,” he told me, and a chill climbed up my spine. Not 

only Ron’s internal barometer of Malaya’s moods had predicted that 

the volcano was about to erupt, but that he had known that I was in 

the direct path of it. I also discovered that she had beaten me in reach-

ing him to complain about me. She believed we were on equal footing 

when it came to claiming my husband’s good will. She believed that he 

would side with her against me. 

Had Ron and I been complicit in allowing Malaya to overstep 

the boundaries, or was the situation inevitable given her willfulness?

The sick dance that had taken hold of our household must be 

exorcised, I told Ron later. The house was hers, the kitchen was hers, 

my children were hers, and she did for him everything she would do 

for her own man since she craved no intimacy. The only problem was 

that I was still walking this earth. “We’ve gotten so used to her domi-
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nating our psyche, we don’t see how pathological our dynamics have 

become,” I said. In our combined family, we had successfully created 

a new universe where two sets of children fully considered themselves 

siblings. All six of us got along, some even spectacularly.

Nodding miserably, mumbling how he loved his starched shirts, 

Ron agreed that in our “Brady Bunch” family the housekeeper was no 

Alice. It was time to end the dictatorship.

It was October. That evening, before our hearts eased back into 

the routine acceptance of the dripping poison that had seeped into 

our collective consciousness, I wrote Malaya a long letter. Thanking 

her for her eleven years of service and devotion, I requested that she 

seek a position elsewhere. She could leave now or stay until the first of 

the year—her choice. Either way, she would get her large Christmas 

bonus, which had been our way of saving money for her. I held back 

from writing how her disrespect of me as a human being echoed the 

maltreatment I had suffered under my chauvinistic employers; that she 

had never been treated in our house with anything less than empathy 

and kindness.

Malaya chose to stay through Christmas, and our home settled 

into a couple of pleasant months. The soft part of our relationship 

restored, Malaya and I resumed our old bantering, playing with words 

as we imitated each other’s accent. While I worked sixty hours a week, 

our youngest, now in high school, drove herself around, reducing Ma-

laya’s chores. At times, one of the children would ask us to reconsider 

the decision to let Malaya go—after all, who would cook? When I said 

that I would, they suggested that I might try starting small, perhaps a 

breakfast… . But even they didn’t grasp that Malaya was my helpmate, 

“my wife.” I was overwhelmed by what awaited me. Every bit of re-

sponsibility formerly shouldered by her would be mine to deal with. 
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The sacrifice was all mine. Yet, in moments when fondness and regret 

battled in equal measures, my indignation helped me restore my old 

vision of a tranquil family life and a secure home.

“We’ve each been through a tough divorce before,” I consoled 

my husband as much as myself. “We came through happier. We’ll get 

through this one, too.”

In January 1993, Malaya started working for a recent widower. 

She moved into his posh home in Westchester county and was assigned 

a beautiful upstairs room, along with his late wife’s BMW. Pleased 

with her new position, she joined the local church and soon immersed 

herself in that community. For the next decade, she became the gate-

keeper of the widower’s love life, fielding women’s phone calls and 

giving him a piece of her mind about the ones she served her delicious 

dinners to. His married children discovered her culinary talents, and 

she delighted them with her holiday meals. She traveled with them on 

their vacations, caring for the host of grandchildren. And when the 

widower died, she moved in with one of his daughter’s family.

Soon enough though, in an echo of the problems in our house-

hold, the daughter asked Malaya to live elsewhere, but retained her as 

a full-time day nanny. Now in her late sixties, Malaya could no longer 

do housework.

Since her South African house had been completed, she sent less 

money and saved for a second trip. She didn’t want to wait twenty 

more years and managed to get there just a few years after her first vis-

it. By then, her closest brother had also died. All the second generation 

families living in her house were busy. No one came to welcome her.

The details of the rest of this visit were never fully recounted, 

but there was no more talk of another trip. Nor were there any savings 

after a lifetime of hard work and frugal living.
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In the eighteen years since Malaya had left our employment, I 

embraced the silence of a house emptied even of the last of my children 

and turned to writing fiction full-time. Malaya and I kept in loose 

touch. Some years we exchanged a Christmas or a birthday card. I 

invited her to our children’s weddings.

Nevertheless, I had not expected the turn of events when my 

youngest daughter, now a high-powered career mother herself, called 

me in tears. In her mid-seventies, Malaya was sick and poor. Her eye-

sight partially gone, her arthritic fingers locked, Malaya was unable 

to find work. I called and learned that the Social Security my husband 

had insisted upon covered Malaya’s rent of a small room in someone’s 

suburban home, rescuing her from homelessness. Her medical bills 

were large and mounting. Her formerly size 14 body had shrunk to a 

size 8 because she had no money for food. She had no clothes to fit her 

new frame. And there was no one to drive her around. The new church 

to which she had devoted the last decade and a half to—a mixed con-

gregation of the local wealthy Caucasians and their African-American 

help—did not reciprocate. Her previous Brooklyn church friends had 

either died, were too far away and too old, or had forgotten her in the 

intervening years. “I never understood how someone can end up poor 

and alone,” my daughter said when I reported back. “Now I do.”

And as I put yet another large check in the mail to Malaya and 

pack for her my favorite cream-colored suit that reminds me of the 

first time we met, I recall my years of cracking the glass ceiling while 

the woman who helped me became an enemy within. And I struggle 

with the question of why I support her so many years later, and for 

how long.
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ne Sidecar, California Quarterly (CQ), The Chaffin Journal, Eclipse, 

The Hiss Quarterly, Margie, Milk Money, Rattle, Salamander, Sierra 

Nevada College Review, and Tar River Poetry. Paula holds an MFA 

from Sarah Lawrence College and makes her home in Taos, NM.

Rob E. Boley earned both his BA and MA degrees in English from 

Wright State University. His fiction has also found a home in Necrotic 

Tissue, Macabre Cadaver, the Day Terrors anthology, and A capella 

Zoo. He is currently working on a novel. Meet him online at www.

facebook.com/rob.boley.

Wanda Lea Brayton is a former college librarian and construction news 

reporter, and has been writing poetry since 1973. Her poems have been 

accepted by The Pedestal Magazine, Oak Bend Review, Main Street 

Rag, and Clackamas Literary Review (2010). She was the featured 

poet in March 2011 on the World Poetry site, and various poems have 

been read on the World Poetry Cafe Radio station in Vancouver, as 

well as placed on display there (including at the Pablo Neruda celebra-

tion), and another poem was further exhibited at the John Lennon 

Peace Tower in Iceland.

Kevin Breen is a fiction writer from Grand Rapids, Michigan, whose 

stories have appeared in about twenty journals, including most re-

cently Bayou Magazine, Other Voices, Natural Bridge, and Orchid. In 

addition to more stories, he's working on a novel about a serial rapist 

based on real events from his home town.
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H. D. Brown lives and works on the bank of Chico Creek in Cali-

fornia, in a house full of poems, books, guitars, home-made guitars, 

home-made wine, and projects in various stages of completion. He has 

recent and forthcoming work in Poetry Quarterly, Hawk and Whip-

poorwill, Muscle and Blood, and other literary journals. He is also an 

associate professor of American Literature and Culture at California 

State University Chico.

Charles Cantrell is a semi-retired English professor. His poems have 

appeared in many journals and anthologies, most recently ABZ, The 

Hurriane Review, Chiron Review, Poem, and Stoneboat. Other works 

are forthcoming in Green Hills Literary Lantern, The South Carolina 

Review Paterson Literary Review, Connecticut River Review, and 

Clackamas Literary Review. He has been nominated twice for a Push-

cart Prize.

Author Talia Carner’s heart-wrenching suspense novels, Puppet Child 

and China Doll, were hailed for exposing society’s ills. Her next novel, 

Jerusalem Maiden, depicting a woman’s struggle for self-expression 

against her society’s religious dictates, will be published by Harper-

Collins in June 2011. Carner’s award-winning short stories and es-

says have appeared in numerous anthologies and literary publications. 

Please check www.TaliaCarner.com.

Paul Crenshaw’s stories and essays have appeared or are forthcoming 

in Best American Essays 2005 and 2011, Shenandoah, North Ameri-

can Review, Southern Humanities Review, Hayden's Ferry Review, 

and South Dakota Review, among others. He teaches writing and lit-

erature at Elon University.



243c l r |

Contributors

Jessica Cuello is a graduate of Barnard College who teaches French in 

Central NY. Her poems have appeared in Copper Nickel, RHINO, 

Conte, Tampa Review, and other journals. In 2010, she received two 

“Best of the Net” nominations and the Vivienne Haigh-Wood Poetry 

Prize. A chapbook of poems about Marie Curie is forthcoming from 

Kattywompus Press in 2011. Her first full-length manuscript was a 

finalist for the Bull City Press 2010 First Book Prize.

Rudy Dicks has been a reporter, copy editor, sports editor, and manag-

ing editor for daily newspapers in Ohio, New Jersey, and New York 

City. As a sportswriter, he covered football, baseball, basketball, box-

ing, and track and field, from high school to the pros. A native of Ohio, 

Dicks graduated from Oberlin College with a degree in English. He 

successfully made the lone point-after he tried during his high school 

football career, but he never attempted a drop kick in a game.

Jack Donahue has published numerous short stories and poems in liter-

ary and arts journals such as Eugene O’Neill Review, Confrontation, 

Crucible, The Mediterranean Review, Folio and others throughout 

the U.S. and Europe. A number of Jack’s plays have been produced 

at the Bailiwick Theatre Company, Chicago, IL, Northport Arts Co-

alition, Northport, NY, Arena Repertory Theatre, Farmingdale, NY, 

among many others.. Aside from his devotion to writing, Jack is an 

ordained minister currently serving as Pastor of a RCA church in Bay-

side, New York.

KC Eib holds a BA in Theatre from Missouri State University and an 

MFA in Creative Writing from the University of Alaska—Fairbanks. 

He has written, produced, and directed performances through Kansas 
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City's Just Off Broadway, The Alcott Arts Center, and The KC Fringe 

Festival among others. His nonfiction publications can be found in 

Alaska Quarterly Review and Fourteen Hills. CLR marks his first 

poetry publication. He currently resides in Bremerton, WA.

Greg Evason writes poems, short stories, essays, plays, and novels. He 

also draws, collages, paints, plays the piano, and takes photos when so 

moved. So far, many of his poems and a handful of short stories, draw-

ings, collages, and photographs have appeared in numerous magazines 

both on and off line.

A former career diplomat, Lawrence Farrar served in Japan (five 

times), Norway, Germany, and Washington, DC. A Dartmouth gradu-

ate, he holds a Stanford MA in Japanese history, studied at the Inter-

University Center in Tokyo, and graduated from the National Defense 

University. His stories have appeared in Red Cedar Review, The Mac-

Guffin, Red Wheelbarrow, The G.W. Review, Colere, Green Hills Lit-

erary Lantern (currently online), The Worcester Review, New Plains 

Review, and Straylight. Another piece is slated for the Evening Street 

Review. Farrar has completed two draft novels, both set in Japan. He 

and his wife, Keiko, live in North Oaks, Minnesota.

Kristi Garboushian holds an MFA in Creative Writing from Arizona 

State University. Her work has appeared in numerous publications, 

including the Cimarron Review, Safundi: The Journal of South Afri-

can and American Comparative Studies, Blackbird, and the collection 

American War Poetry: An Anthology. She resides in Chandler, Ari-

zona, and works as a community college secretary.
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Deborah George was named as a finalist in the 2010 Beyond Baroque 

Poetry Contest. She co-authored Ignatius Rising: The Life of John 

Kennedy Toole, and serves as a mentor for the WGA Vets Writing 

Project and Write Girl. Her poetry has appeared in The Portland Re-

view, Rosebud, Ellipsis…art and literature, Soundings East, Studio 

One, The Chaffin Journal, Eclipse, and Folly among others. Deborah 

resides in Los Angeles with her husband, David Streit.

Phyllis Grilikhes is a writer, former dancer, classical musician, and 

psychologist on the faculty at City College of San Francisco. Her book, 

To Set A Light In Every Tunnel: The Story of A Life, is a poetic nar-

rative. She has been published by Willard & Maple, Cadillac Cicatrix, 

Eclipse, Manzanita Quarterly, Coe Review, and Cairn. She finds that 

all that she does nourishes her writing life; nothing is wasted. 

Award-winning video and performance poet, organizer, producer, 

and participant in the original development of the internationally-

acclaimed, “Poetry Slam”, Jean Howard has poetry published in 

over one hundred publications, including Harper's Magazine, The 

Chicago Tribune, and her own book, Dancing In Your Mother's Skin 

(Tia Chucha Press). Find out more about her at www.jeanhoward.

com.

Judy Ireland’s poetry benefits from the verdancy and barefaced au-

thenticity of Midwest working class culture, as well as from the lush 

excesses of South Florida, where she currently lives and works. Her 

poems have been, or are soon to be, published in Folio, Saranac Re-

view, Hotel Amerika, Coe Review, Cold Mountain Review, Chaffin 

Journal, and Grasslimb. Her chapbook, Cement Shoes, was listed as a 
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finalist for the 2010 Split Oak Press Chapbook Contest and the 2010 

Palettes and Quills Poetry Chapbook Contest.

Alexis Ivy is from Boston, Massachusetts. Her most recent poems have 

appeared in Main Street Rag, Off The Coast, Spare Change News, 

Common Ground Review, and are upcoming in The Santa Fe Literary 

Review, The Chiron Review, Tar River, and Eclipse. She is currently 

seeking to publish her first manuscript, Romance with Small-Time 

Crooks.

Jeffrey N. Johnson’s short stories have appeared or are forthcoming in 

The Sewanee Review, The Connecticut Review, The Evansville Review, 

South Dakota Review, Night Train Magazine, North Atlantic Review, 

The Summerset Review, The Distillery, Licking River Review, Po-

tomac Review, and Aethlon: The Journal of Sport Literature. His po-

ems have appeared in South Carolina Review and Gargoyle Magazine. 

He’s a fellow of the Virginia Center for the Creative Arts (VCCA), and 

a recipient of a Creative Fellow grant from the Mid-Atlantic Arts Foun-

dation. He lives in Alexandria, Virginia, with his wife and twin babies.

William Jolliff serves as a professor of English at George Fox Univer-

sity. His chapbook, Whatever Was Ripe, won the 1997 Bright Hill 

Press poetry competition. His edited collection, The Poetry of John 

Greenleaf Whittier: A Readers’ Edition, was published by Friends 

United Press. Bill has published critical articles and poems in over a 

hundred periodicals, including Northwest Review, Southern Humani-

ties Review, Midwest Quarterly, Christianity and Literature, and Ap-

palachian Journal. His most recent chapbook is Searching for a White 

Crow (2009).
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Robert King recently won the Grayson Books Chapbook Competition 

with his manuscript, Rodin & Co. His first book, Old Man Laughing 

(Ghost Road Press), was a finalist for the 2008 Colorado Book Award 

in Poetry. He lives in Greeley, Colorado, where he directs the website 

www.ColoradoPoetsCenter.org.

Margery Kreitman is a playwright, solo performance artist, and au-

thor of creative non-fiction. Her full-length comedies, one acts, and 

sketch comedy revues have been produced in San Francisco, Los An-

geles and New York. Her short stories have appeared in Gargoyle, Pis-

gah Review, Rockhurst Review, and Dos Passos Review. Margery is 

the creator/producer of LGBT Writes!—short, funny, personal essays 

produced at The Marsh Café in San Francisco. She has taught Theater 

Arts for children and young adults at ACT, The Academy of Art Col-

lege, and Bay Area public schools, and privately for adults.

John P. Kristofco is from Wooster, Ohio, and is a professor of English 

and dean of Wayne College in nearby Orrville. His poetry and short 

stories have appeared in over a hundred different publications, includ-

ing Folio, Sojourn, Cimarron Review, Rattle, The Red Rock Review, 

Blueline, and Poem. He has published one collection of poetry, A Box 

of Stones with another, Apparitions, due out soon.

Vivian Lawry is Appalachian by birth, a social psychologist by training, 

and a writer by passion. She writes magical realism, memoir, literary 

fiction, and murder mysteries. Her work has appeared or is forthcom-

ing in Aljembic, Apalachee Review, Art Times, The Binnacle, Chel-

sea, The Chrysalis Reader, The Connecticut Review, descant, The Dos 

Passos Review, The Distillery, Drumvoices, Happy, The Hurricane 
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Review, Licking River Review, Lullwater Review, North Atlantic Re-

view, North Dakota Quarterly, Oregon East, Phoebe, RE:AL, Reflec-

tions Literary Journal, RiverSedge, Seems, Studio One, Talking River 

Review, Westview, Willard & Maple, and Xavier Review. Visit her 

website at www.vivianlawry.com.

Yvonne Higgins Leach received her Bachelor of Arts in English from 

Washington State University in 1983 and a Master of Fine Arts from 

Eastern Washington University in 1986. Her work has appeared in 

South Dakota Review, South Carolina Review, Spoon River Poet-

ry Review, Cimarron Review, Phantasmagoria, West Wind Review, 

Willow Review, Arnazella, Owen Wister Review, Phoebe and Pearl, 

among others. She works in Communications at Boeing Commercial 

Airplanes and lives in Snohomish, WA on five acres with her daughter.

Eleanore Lee has written poetry and fiction for many years in addi-

tion to working her day job as a legislative analyst for the University 

of California system. Her work has appeared in a range of journals, 

including Atlanta Review, The Portland Review, and The Rambler. 

She has also worked as an editor at Columbia Teachers College and as 

a stringer for Time magazine.

Karin Lin-Greenberg has stories published in or forthcoming from 

journals including The Antioch Review, Epoch, and The North Amer-

ican Review. She is currently working on a novel. 

Evan Lottich grew up in Iowa, went to Europe and the Philippines in 

WWII, got a BA under the GI Bill, taught in high schools, and is pres-

ently retired from the Oregon Dept. of Human Resources.
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Angie Macri’s recent work appears or is forthcoming in Cave Wall, 

RHINO, and Third Coast, among other journals, and is included in 

Best New Poets 2010. A recipient of an individual artist fellowship 

from the Arkansas Arts Council, she teaches in Little Rock.

Teresa Milbrodt received her MFA in Creative Writing from Bowling 

Green State University. Her short story collection, Bearded Women: 

Stories, will be published by Chizine Publications in Fall 2011. Mil-

brodt's stories have appeared in Nimrod, North American Review, 

Crazyhorse, The Cream City Review, Hayden’s Ferry Review, and 

New Orleans Review, among other literary journals. Several of her 

stories have also been nominated for a Pushcart Prize. She is an As-

sistant Professor of Creative Writing at Western State College of Colo-

rado.

Iris Miller began writing poetry when she retired from teaching art in 

the City School District of Rochester, New York. She has a practice 

in shamanic healing and guided personal imagery, and occasionally 

works in paint or collage. Her poems have appeared in The Sow’s Ear 

Poetry Review, Nimrod, The South Carolina Review, Sou’wester, The 

Comstock Review, and various anthologies.

Dr. William Miller lives and writes in the French Quarter of New 

Orleans. His fifth collection of poetry was published by The Mellen 

Poetry Press (2011). Individual poems have appeared in The South-

ern Review, Shenandoah, Tar River Poetry, and Prairie Schooner. He 

has also published twelve books for children, including The Bus Ride 

(with an introduction by Rosa Parks).
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Ellen Birkett Morris is a poet and fiction writer based in Louisville, 

Kentucky. Her poetry has appeared in journals including Gastro-

nomica, Inscape, Alimentum, Juked, and The Pedestal Magazine. Her 

poem Origins was nominated for the 2006 Pushcart Prize.

Lorna Nakell is a graphic designer and illustrator specializing in the 

publishing industry. She has a fondness for children's books, fine art 

publications, and singing karaoke. Currently she resides in Portland, 

Oregon, with her husband, son, and two cats—Kiwi and Mango.

Bethany Reid's poems have recently appeared in Alembic, Superstition 

Review, Blackbird, The Sun, Calyx, Stringtown, and Pontoon. She 

teaches American literature and creative writing at Everett Commu-

nity College, north of Seattle, Washington, and blogs at www.awriter-

salchemy.blogspot.com.

An Oklahoman by birth, a Californian by choice, Marilyn Ringer re-

treats to an island in Maine for a month once a year to hike and write. 

Her poems have appeared or are forthcoming in: Nimrod, Red Wheel-

barrow, Eclectica, Meridian Anthology of Contemporary Poetry, Quid-

dity, Eclipse, RiverSedge, River Oak Review, Poet Lore, Porcupine, Left 

Curve, Milk Money, and numerous other journals.

Poems by J. Stephen Rhodes have appeared in Shenandoah, Tar Riv-

er Poetry, and The International Poetry Review, among others. His 

poetry collection, The Time I Didn’t Know What to Do Next, was 

recently published by Wind Publications. He holds an MFA from the 

University of Southern Maine-Stonecoast, and a Ph.D. in theology 

from Emory University.
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Hannah Selinger holds a BA in English and Comparative Literature 

from Columbia University, as well as an MFA in Creative Writing from 

Emerson College, where she was a Presidential Merit Fellow. Her work 

has appeared in RiverSedge, Eclipse, Zone 3, Pennsylvania English, 

The South Carolina Review, The South Dakota Review, and Lullwa-

ter Review. 

Gina Troisi is a graduate of the the University of Maine's Stonecoast 

MFA Program. Her creative nonfiction has appeared in Best New 

Writing 2010, PMSpoemmemoirstory Literary Journal, Room Maga-

zine, Hope Whispers, The Concho River Review, and Compass Rose. 

She currently lives in Dover, New Hampshire, where she tends bar in 

order to support her writing.

Karol M. Wasylyshyn, President of Leadership Development Forum, is 

a clinical and consulting psychologist specializing in leadership devel-

opment. In addition to her professional writing, she is currently work-

ing on a leadership book based on the core behaviors she has observed 

in business executives over the last 30 years. Original case examples of 

these behaviors are presented through her poetry.

Christy Wise is the author of A Mouthful of Rivets: Women at Work 

in World War II. Her essays have received several awards and are pub-

lished in numerous publications, including Inscape, Bayou Magazine, 

Oasis Journal 2008, and Spot Literary Magazine. Her essay “Memory 

Book,” published in Bayou 51, was selected as a Notable Essay by Best 

American Essays. A native Californian, she lives in Washington, DC 

where she is working on a collection of essays and completing a master 

of liberal studies at Georgetown University.
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