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The Morning after the Revolution

John Sibley Williams

The world comes all at once. Some 

vagueness humming in the outlying 

dark arranges into song. Silhouettes 

adopt form, which we name, label, 

& eventually learn to scorn. A light 

breaks through this canopy of fog & 

roof, falls into our hands, where we 

can safely snuff it out. I’ve spent so 

long gaging distances between stars 

I cannot discern love from broken 

promises. My city sprawls naked & 

sinister, & without regret I ask it for 

more of the same. A body thunders 

into another: a kind of violence that 

resembles sex, which looks a hell of 

a lot like prayer, which is a tool we 

pull from its shelf when we cannot 

piece ourselves back together. I can-

not piece myself back together. Son, 

I’m sorry for the way things turned 

out. Just know the colors the clouds 

adopt this morning aren’t their own.
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Attack

S.W. Campbell

All of the muscles on my body are tense, ready to spring into action at 

a moment’s notice. My shoulders rise higher than normal, an attempt 

to make myself look bigger, a leftover trait from our species’ primal 

past. The energy courses through my body making the hair on the 

back of my neck and arms stand on end. My heart pounds in my chest, 

my breath, normal, feels rapid and uncontrolled. I’m on the edge, and 

I am scared to death of falling off. 

“Welcome to Subway, how may I help you sir?”

“A six-inch meatball sub please.” I mumble my reply. My voice, 

normally booming and filled with confidence, is quiet in my own head. 

Barely perceptible to those around me.

“What was that sir?” The worker behind the counter leans for-

ward, hoping that the closer distance will aid him in hearing my stifled 

words. 

“A six-inch meatball sub on white please.” I say it a little louder. 

He seems to hear me this time, but my voice sounds far away in my 

own ears. 

I meet the eye of the man standing behind the counter, but only 

briefly. The eyes are the window to the soul. I don’t want people look-

ing into my soul right now. I don’t want them to see the anxiety and 

the fear. My foot begins to tap a quick rhythm as I watch my sandwich 

being made, a quick percussive beat on the tile floor. My muscles will 
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not loosen, if anything they tighten further. I will my foot to stop, my 

shoulders to lower, my body to relax. They obey me for a second, but 

as soon as my mind moves on to another thought, my shoulders begin 

to rise again. The fibers of muscles pull taut. 

The making of the sandwich is a step-by-step process. Each step 

requires a question and an answer. With each answer I feel the need 

to look at the man behind the counter. I avoid looking him in the eye. 

I look at his nose, at his ear, at his mouth. Anything to avoid direct 

contact. 

“Cheese?”

“Swiss.”

“Toasted?”

“No.”

“Toppings?”

“Black olives, mayonnaise, and red wine vinegar.”

“Did you say pickles?”

“No.”

Whenever I don’t have to talk to him I look away. I look at the 

pictures of food on the wall above him. I look down at his hands pre-

paring the sandwich as I give my directions. I look briefly at the other 

workers and those around me. Sometimes my eyes come to rest for brief 

moments, distracted, but only for a second. Sometimes I stare at those 

around me, the workers or my fellow customers, letting my eyes watch 

them at their work. The connection of watching someone is somehow 

soothing. When they feel me watching and look up, I quickly look away. 

As I move forward along the sandwich assembly line I re-tuck 

in my shirt for the fourth time since I’ve walked in. I’m hypersensitive, 

every little piece that is out of place must be fixed. A nervous tick, a 

sign of someone who is having difficulty. I want to scream. I want to 
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rip off my shirt and run around like an idiot. I feel like I am about to 

explode. How can nobody notice this? They have to be able to notice. 

I can feel my skin literally buzzing with energy. 

I reach forward to grab a bag of chips. I finger the packaging on 

the rack for a second before changing my mind and grabbing a differ-

ent brand. I can feel people watching my every movement, feel them 

judging me. Look at that man. What the hell is wrong with him? He 

looks like a nervous wreck. Settle down fella. Just relax. What a basket 

case. I am the only member of the audience to my little drama, but it 

feels as though all eyes are upon me. 

My heart’s pace quickens more. I reach up and clutch my chest 

for a moment like I’m having a heart attack. A silly notion. I am as 

healthy as a horse. My mind and body are ready, waiting for the at-

tack, waiting for the lion to leap out of the bushes to maul me. It is 

going to leap at any moment, my mind and body are convinced of it. 

Adrenaline courses through my veins in anticipation. I try to slow my 

breathing. I only have to survive this social savannah for a bit more. 

I get to the register and open my wallet. My hands, normally 

steady and sure, are clumsy. I try to pull out seven dollars, two ones 

and a five, but it takes twice as long as normal. It’s as though the hands 

picking through the wallet aren’t mine. It’s as though I’m controlling 

a robotic hand from a long distance away, watching via a camera with 

a long delay. Every command has to be several seconds ahead of the 

actual movement. I fumble through my wallet and pull out too much 

money. I use the back of my hand to press my wallet against my chest 

so I can use all of my fingers to clumsily separate out the extra bills. 

The man behind the counter waits patiently. He is in no hurry. 

I feel like I’m being rushed. The lion is getting closer. I can sense him 

hiding somewhere nearby. He is crouching and ready to spring. I hand 
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the man the money and he hands me back my change. I grab my sand-

wich and shove the change in my pocket, a quarter escaping and fall-

ing onto the floor. I reach down quickly to grab it, my body shaking 

and my face red with embarrassment. My first attempt fails, as does 

my second. I cannot get my fingernails under it, they are ragged and 

bitten. Please, come on, this is torment. The third attempt does the 

trick, I stand up and put the quarter in my pocket. 

The man behind the counter smiles at me. I look back at the 

other waiting customers. Some faces are bored. Some faces are smiling 

at hidden thoughts. Some faces are mad and impatient at the added 

wait. Little worlds separated by space and the inability to communi-

cate. I desperately want one to break through the divide. I desperately 

want to look one in the eye and feel a connection. I desperately want 

one to step forward to reassure me, tell me everything is going to be 

fine. All of the eyes are blank, all of the windows are opaque. I have to 

tell myself everything will be fine. My only advisor is someone I don’t 

completely trust right now. 

I walk hurriedly from the fast food eatery. My motions feel jerky 

and unnatural, as though my joints are held together by overly tight-

ened rubber bands. Past the people eating at the tables. Some alone 

and some with company. Some smiling and laughing. Some looking 

bored and weary. I can feel the hot breath of the lion on my neck. I can 

feel the wetness of my shirt at the small of my back and in my armpits. 

I escape out the door to safety. The lion falls behind. It is safer here. 

Safer outside. Here the private worlds around me are more spread out. 

My furtive motions carry me back to my office. As I cross the 

bridge over the railroad tracks a quiet little voice tells me to jump over 

the railing. The logical part of my mind instantly pushes the thought 

back and for a second a very real fear of falling comes over me. It is 
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an instant, just an instant. An instant where the tiny little voice had 

me convinced. I am not suicidal. I do not want to die. I want to live. 

It’s not a want to die that makes me think about jumping over the rail-

ing and falling the three stories to the railroad tracks below. It is only 

a desperate need to make something happen. It feels like something 

is going to happen. Waiting for something to happen is driving me 

insane. Maybe if something happens I won’t feel like this anymore. 

Something. Anything. 

I arrive at my building and get in the elevator with a woman 

who wears too much perfume. I want to yell at her to stop wearing so 

much perfume, that she has overdosed on her cure and it has become 

a poison. I worry that she can see the sheen of sweat across my brow, 

suspicious on a cold day. She gets off first, but her overpowering scent 

remains, a companion for the rest of my elevated journey. I breathe 

through my mouth. I get off the elevator and the distraction is gone, 

my thoughts turn back to myself. A few more steps. Open and close 

the door. Make a friendly remark to the secretary. Walk into my office. 

Close the door behind me. Sit down in my chair. 

I stare at the wall in front of me. My body is motionless but 

my mind is an unstoppable machine of perpetual motion. It’s just an 

anxiety attack. Just wait. It will pass. This isn’t permanent. Just wait. 

Don’t worry. Just breathe. My body and subconscious scream at me, 

calling the soothing voice a liar. You will always be this way. There is 

no escape. You are insane. You will never feel normal again. It is only a 

matter of time. I breathe deep and slow. In and out. I push the negative 

thoughts away. It’s okay. Your body and brain are lying to you. They 

are just muscles having knee jerk reactions. These are battles you have 

fought before. You don’t have to worry. You don’t have to be scared. 

Just ride it out. You’ll see.
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I sit at my desk and shake, breathing deeply, repeating a sooth-

ing mantra in my head. This is not who I am, this is only temporary, 

this is not who I am, this is only temporary. I don’t have to hide, I don’t 

have to be afraid. The vibrations beneath my skin settle, my breath 

begins slowing and I feel some of the tension in my muscles ease. I 

am not relaxed, but I am at least looser. I have escaped again, I have 

made it through again. I unwrap my sandwich and open up a comedy 

website on my computer. I concentrate on the task at hand, one step at 

a time. The thoughts that set me off remain, but I ignore them, shove 

them back where they are out of the way. It’s over. It’s passed. There’s a 

voice in the back of my head that I do my best to ignore. For how long?
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Lives in the Balance: 
A Review of Rafael Alvarez’s Basilio Boullosa Stars 
in the Fountain of Highlandtown

Sue Mach

“How many sins could you commit in one day and still tell your-

self you were a good man?” After skipping a traditional Christmas 

Eve dinner and screwing up an untraditional one he was supposed 

to be having with his girlfriend, the character of Wigmann con-

templates this question as he downs a liver and onion dinner at a 

Baltimore harbor-side bar while thumbing through passages of The 

Diary of Anne Frank, deciding whether or not he will go to the pier, 

upon his mother’s request, to pick up a visiting Spaniard from the 

Old Country. All of the themes of Rafael Alvarez’s evocative col-

lection of short stories, Basilio Boullosa Stars in the Fountain of 

Highlandtown, coalesce in this moment. The question of goodness 

and the search for beauty are underlying currents throughout these 

stories.

Wigmann is a featured player in the first story, I Know Why I 

Was Born, which begins on the day that our star, Basilio, (age eight) 

wakes up and realizes he was “[b]orn to paint the pictures in his head, 

to sketch the kitchen in the basement, to capture the clouds as the wind 

drove them past the bottle cap factory down by the railroad tracks, to 

capture the air that swirled across the tarred rooftops.” The stories are 

roughly chronological and follow Basilio from his artistic awakening 
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to his free-fall from a scaffold while painting a mural, “a plunging pint 

of Hellenic blue about to mix with the thin blood of an 86-year-old 

artist who’d never received his due.”

While Baltimore is his canvas, Basilio’s chorography is the soul. 

The book was published on the twentieth anniversary of Alvarez’s first 

short story collection, The Fountain of Highlandtown, and the short 

story from which the collection bears its name appears in both books. 

Reading the story a second time in a different context is a unique ex-

perience because now we know Basilio as a middle-aged man who, 

in both his paintings and his life, is simply trying to get things right. 

Divorced and out of a “real job,” he moves from the suburbs to Macon 

Street to live with his Spanish grandfather. “Why are you here?” the 

old man asks almost daily. It’s a question that never escapes the artist.

Art, for Basilio, is a way to capture the past and still the motion 

of constant change in which rituals and traditions are turned upside 

down. For instance, not long after his divorce, Basilio fake-marries a 

woman in an Elvis bar where they fish their rings from a tank of aban-

doned wedding bands. The truest moment of the story is when the 

woman, Roxanne, literally bears her breasts and asks him to paint her.

Basilio’s great obsession is his distant cousin, Nieves, “…both 

kin and stranger, all of nineteen years old,” who arrives unannounced 

from Spain to live with him and his grandfather in an attempt to es-

cape a drug addiction. For Basilio, Nieves brings “[a] sense of being 

in Spain though he’d never been, a transcendence of time and place 

he tried to understand but never felt from the stories he’d heard from 

Grandpop all his life, the stories he’d begun to paint after moving in.” 

Basilio abandons all common sense; instead he tries to discover Nieves 

by painting and sketching her. In the end, not unlike the genetic mem-

ory of a past he will never know, she becomes lost to him—both liter-
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ally and figuratively, after she’s arrested for shooting heroin. She leaves 

the house and folds into the city. Neither Basilio nor this American 

Jerusalem can save her.

Alvarez is a kind of urban Proust, favoring pickled pig’s feet over 

madeleines, and baseball stadiums in lieu of French drawing rooms, 

all underscored by a rock and roll soundtrack. Things fall apart. A 

sober Basilio arrives too late in the eighth inning of an Orioles game in 

an attempt to reconcile with his wife. Expressways plow through im-

migrant neighborhoods. In order to get his daughter access to private 

Catholic education, Basilio makes a deal with a beer drinking nun to 

restore paintings in a church and school that will vanish the follow-

ing year. Still, from the rubble comes some kind of rebirth, and the 

artists—both Basilio and Alvarez—bear witness. These stories strike 

a profound balance between motion and stillness, the sacred and the 

profane—the tension of which achieves the beauty they seek.

Born and raised in Baltimore, Maryland, Rafael Alvarez learned on-

the-job-journalism at the Baltimore Sun, working his way up to City 

Desk where he befriended all manner of characters: dishwashers and 

detectives and dancehall queens—all of whom would eventually find 

their way into his fiction. A writer for the first three seasons of the 

HBO series The Wire, Alvarez published a collection of short stories 

in 2014, Tales from the Holy Land. Some of his other works include: 

The Sandman’s Pentateuch, Orlo & Leini, Rolling With the Seasons, 

and Hometown Boy. His short story, “The Road to Hibbing”, was 

featured in the 2015 volume of the Clackamas Literary Review. Basilio 

Boullosa Stars in the Fountain of Highlandtown is published in honor 

of the twentieth anniversary of his collection of short stories titled The 

Fountain of Highlandtown.
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Remodeling the kitchen won’t expand your mind

Ying Wu

My fellow law-abiding citizens—

as we steer our carts

through Costco and Walmart

and Target and Best Buy,

let us remember this:

We are somewhere. 

Inside our shoes.

Between the cans of soup

and bags of noodles.

Between crossing off sanitizer

and searching for arugula.

Between the chill of dawn

and the cool of night.

Between apex and nadir.

Between the arc of the sky

and our parking spots.

We are more than 7 billion in the world.

Each one of us is somewhere.

The bones of our forefathers are somewhere.
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Our baby bonnet buttons,

the old TV’s we forsook for flat screens,

the prizes from our Happy Meals—are somewhere.

My law-abiding brothers and sisters,

as we dream frontiers from our cul-de-sacs,

and pull the crab grass,

and whiten our teeth,

I ask of you this: Touch your navel.

We came into life through connection.

Feel the soles of your feet—

We are somewhere.

We are here.
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books, she spends her time trying to discover the language of ferns. 

Akachi Obijiaku is a new Nigerian poet who started writing poetry 

in 2017. Her works are forthcoming or appearing across ten literary 

journals. She emigrated to England four years ago and holds an MSc 

from King’s College London.

Nate Orton is an artist, printer and educator living in Portland, OR. 

Currently he is working on the 43rd issue of his chapbook, My Day, 

which explores the Pacific Northwest through drawing, writing, and 

traditional as well as non-traditional printmaking techniques. Nate 

teaches visual art at the Multnomah Arts Center and is a candidate for 

a Masters of Arts in Teaching at Concordia University, Portland. Nate 

attempts to draw daily. Most days are a success.
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Ricardo Pau-Llosa’s eighth book of poems due this fall from Carnegie 

Mellon, his longtime publisher. He has also published widely on the vi-

sual arts. Intruder between Rivers/Intruso entre ríos, a limited edition 

of an artisan-produced book gathering 25 previously published poems 

with facing-page translations into Spanish by Enrico Mario Santí, was 

recently published by Del Centro Editores, Madrid.

Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems have appeared in Partisan 

Review, Forge, Poetry, Osiris, The New Yorker, and elsewhere. His most 

recent collection is The Osiris Poems published by Box of Chalk, 2017. 

Paulann Petersen, Oregon Poet Laureate Emerita, has six full-length 

books of poetry: The Wild Awake, Blood-Silk, A Bride of Narrow 

Escape, Kindle, The Voluptuary, and most recently Understory, from 

Lost Horse Press in 2013. “A Blueprint of That Vaster Blue” and “Rit-

ual” are poems in One Small Sun, a seventh collection forthcoming 

from Salmon Press of Ireland in March of 2019. Her poems have ap-

peared in many journals and anthologies, including Poetry, The New 

Republic, Prairie Schooner, Notre Dame Review, Wilderness Maga-

zine, the Internet’s Poetry Daily, and POETRY IN MOTION, which 

places poems on the TriMet busses and lightrail cars in the Portland 

area. The Latvian composer Eriks Esenvalds chose a poem from her 

book The Voluptuary as the lyric for a new choral composition that’s 

now part of the repertoire of the Choir at Trinity College Cambridge.

Stephen R. Roberts collects books, geodes, gargoyles, poetic lariats, 

and various other objects of interest to enhance his basic perceptions 

of a chaotic planet that pays little attention to him, as far as he knows. 

He’s had poems published in Rain City Review, Sulfur River Review, 
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Blackwater, Black River Review, Talking River, WaterStone, River-

run, Connecticut River Review, and, to get away from all the mois-

ture, Dry Creek Review. He has been nominated twice for a Pushcart 

Prize and has five published chapbooks. His full length work, Almost 

Music From Between Places, is available from Chatter House Press.

Lex Runciman’s sixth book, Salt Moons: Poems 1981–2016, was pub-

lished in 2017 by Salmon Poetry. An earlier volume won the Oregon 

Book Award. Now retired, he lives in Portland, OR.

Michael J. Shymanski was born in San Francisco and studied creative 

writing at the University of San Francisco. His writing has been fea-

tured in Forth Magazine, Broke -Ass Stuart, and Timber Journal. He 

currently lives in Portland, where he is a contributing editor of bilin-

gual literary magazine, Frontera based in Madrid and Portland.

Marie Louise St.Onge’s writing has appeared in literary magazines 

across the country including Yankee Magazine, Permafrost, Potato 

Eyes, Café Review, Rafale: Revue Litteraire, and others. She is the 

Executive Editor of Ad Hoc Monadnock—A Literary Anthology; a 

former editor for The Worcester Review; and a contributor to French 

Class: French Canadian -American Writings on Identity, Culture and 

Place. Marie Louise has read her poetry at universities, art and com-

munity centers, and bookstores throughout New England.

Sabrina Stout is a Clackamas Community College alumnus and lives 

in Clackamas, OR. She is currently studying Spanish, English, and 

writing at Portland State University, where she will graduate with a BA 

in May, 2019. This is her first publication.
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Charles Tarlton is a retired university professor from New York cur-

rently living (and writing poetry and flash prose) in western Massa-

chusetts  with his wife, Ann Knickerbocker, an abstract painter. In the 

last decade or so he has published just enough of his work to keep him 

in the game.

John Sibley Williams is the editor of two Northwest poetry antholo-

gies and the author of nine collections, including Disinheritance and 

Controlled Hallucinations. An eleven-time Pushcart nominee, John is 

the winner of numerous awards, including the Philip Booth Award, 

American Literary Review Poetry Contest, Nancy D. Hargrove Edi-

tors’ Prize, Confrontation Poetry Prize, and Vallum Award for Poetry. 

He serves as editor of The Inflectionist Review and works as a literary 

agent. Previous publishing credits include: The Yale Review, Midwest 

Quarterly, Sycamore Review, Prairie Schooner, The Massachusetts 

Review, Poet Lore, Saranac Review, Atlanta Review, TriQuarterly, 

Columbia Poetry Review, Mid-American Review, Poetry Northwest, 

Third Coast, and various anthologies. He lives in Portland, OR.

Ying Wu studies neurocognitive mechanisms mediating creativity and 

insight and hosts San Diego’s Gelato Poetry Series. Her work has been 

featured in Serving House Journal, Synesthesia Anthology, Blue Heron 

Review, The San Diego Poetry Annual, and The Poetry Superhighway, 

and was awarded honorable mention in the Kowit poetry competition.
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