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Editors’ Note

International crises. Public health and safety
concerns. Economic malaise. Everywhere you
turn today, it seems the bad outweighs the good,
the negative obliterates the positive.

Yet, we can’t give up on this world. We
can’t give up on each other. Times like these,
we need to focus on what tips the scales and
returns a balance to our universe: the arts.

“Arts create community,” Elena Thornton,
founder and president of The Arizona Consortium for the Arts, so
eloquently observed at the consortium’s recent Fall Festival of the
Arts.

Indeed, arts are what makes us human, keeps us human, furthers
our humanity. Arts enlighten us, lift our load, rejuvenate and
restore us, bring us hope, make us whole, never let us forget. We
need to remember that arts are the light that keeps darkness at bay.

And what would we do without all of you and the beautiful art
and community you all keep creating! Thank you, Arizona! And

keep those wonderful submissions coming!
Rebecca “Becca” Dyer
Co-Editor

Rebecca
“Becca” Dyer

Follow us on Twitter at @BlueGuitarMagAZ

Follow us on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/pages/The-
Blue-Guitar-arts-and-literary-magazine/6425532124 32858

Editorial Staff

Editor: Rebecca Dyer Editor: Richard H. Dyer Jr.
Publisher: Elena Thornton Artwork for front,

back covers: Marjory Boyer
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Acrylic on canvas
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“Rainforest #3”
Acrylic on canvas
2007

esearching potential locations for our 2007 trip to Costa Rica, | was intrigued by the description of Rara Avi
or everyone.” Women were forewarned to wear a sports bra for the nine-mile ride from Horquetas, which
owling truck, and then a tractor with a trailer, to negotiate the road whose deep ruts get deeper as the
d recently been destroyed, but the hosts had provided a rope for everyone to steady themselves in
e most venomous snakes, one of which was seen by some lucky explorers during a night wal
area of primary rainforest surrounded by national park, and has an impressive bird list. On
ort stay, but | had noted the Bare-Necked Umbrellabird in advance of the trip and joked
at particular bird is. Rara Avis was a fine adventure. Electricity was only available i
ounds of a rainforest night alternated between heavy rainfall and the many ca
alone to wait for what was to come next, and heard a deep, echoing call t
s the small clearing, a bird was moving gradually, stopping to call
row, and the swollen red at the throat. | hurried to the dinin
s no more of the bird to be seen. A researcher fro
he tail?’ When | told her it really didn’t ha
ed once in a year of work
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» between paper and the tip of the pen

ose are the distances, the gaps [ am able to measu
for
if the length of the chasm grows to be
a tall mesquite,
an old coconut tree,
I cannot reach.
If it deepens—
from organic layer
to topsoil
to subsoil
and embeds into the bedrock—
I have no mechanism to dig, no ruler long enough
to count
the endless inches
that may exist when I stand
three feet from your toes that must be frozen in Tucson’s November rain.

Do you want my hand or my breath?
There is a tiny fire in me—
Come closer and warm your toes.
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cricket cannot be tamed.
The tiny creature has been sitting next to me on a

alf-green grass field. Any moment now, he may hop
away. So tiny, but this body is uncatchable when his skeletal
muscles contract and relax at a speed faster than that of my
Homo sapiens body. So I keep him in a Ziploc bag.

It is a Tucson kind of August. The heat manifests in the quick
tanning of skin and the futility of deodorant. Surrounded by
trees, I wonder: Without human care, would all the tall mes-
quites and acacias still give life to such vivacious green?

A dead, brown Shumard oak leaf falls beside my stretched
open legs. This quietness will be gone the moment I get up and
walk toward the cars. I want to sit and sit and let my brain and
limbs rest for a bit. The growing oak umbrellas me from the
sun.

The sun is lowering, or am I rotating around it, sitting here so
super still? My hair is combed backward by a tiny breeze. As if
seeing that my ears are no longer blocked by hair, my compan-
10n begins chirping for attention. New to chirpings of any kind,
I cannot decode this auditory emission. Since getting this tiny
creature from PetSmart for 11 cents on a whim, I’ve researched
crickets for the sake of feeling prepared. There are at least three
types of cricket songs, sung by males (my cricket must be a
male, then):

*The loud calling song to attract females.

*The quiet courting song to woo a sweetheart or two.

*The aggressive song to intimidate other males.

Which is this one, or is my creature producing a new kind of
song, yet to be discovered? A song of plea, perhaps? After all, a
Ziploc bag must be a damned prison, especially for a hopper.

I hold him by the antenna. He is smaller than the top notch of
my pinky. He has a body brown as the dry spot of grass ahead
and eyes so black and legs so thin.

The wind sometimes gets so fierce I am afraid his little body
will be blown away. The moment I detect the stillness of the
branches, I set the cricket down on the oak leaf that has not left
with the wind. He is stunned into stillness, defying my expecta-
10on of his escape on the first chance of freedom. I am stunned
o stillness, glancing at him. His eyes won’t meet mine.

We both face the sunset glow. The silence is like that of two
, or hateful enemies, crossing paths after a long absence.
each has been floating elsewhere while in the same
he same dinner meal, on the same mattress every

he present moment, both our heads are clear, our
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My Tiny Creature
By Dieu My Nguyen

lungs clean, our hearts wide as we lean back and anchor o
selves to the Earth. If we turn and look at each other, the sile
might roar and soar. So I don’t initiate any movement. I look a
the pinkness of the sky.

Then, he is gone.

What shattered the unity? The end of the western sunset? My
turning to check on him?

Instinct must have yanked at him. My cricket has answered
to the call of freedom, to the wind, and maybe to a mate or pal.
He has vanished into the grassy field, blending into the brown
patches of dryness. I blink and touch my chest and lungs—he
hasn’t taken anything of me with him upon his departure.

[ wait.

I remember “The Little Prince”: “You see, one loves the sun-
set when one is so sad.” Just as the golden-haired prince tames
a fox and becomes his friend for a while in the story, so the
cricket has tamed me. But “I did not know how to reach him,
how to catch up with him.” I’ve given him a part of me, but he
did not take.

My mind suddenly runs again, toward “matters of conse-
quences’’: the essay due in two days, the check for rent I have
not sent, my bicycle’s dry and oilless chain, a lover I am afraid
of losing, the uncertainties of the future, and all the life choices
falling before me like ripe black figs as I sit and cannot pick and
waste my time.

The sky has darkened in a blink. Perhaps I shall no longer
wait for the hopper. I shall walk away from this moment now,
back to the cars and buildings. Pleasantly though, in my lungs
and limbs, a tune of quiescence begins to play, as if to say:
“Slow down. You’ll get there.”

Sources

Covey, Andrea J. (2012). Information contents of house
crickets (Acheta domesticus) songs and the evolution of
multiple signals. State University of New York, Biology
Master’s thesis.

De Saint-Exupery, Antoine. “The Little Prince.” Boston:
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 2010. Print.



is is no place even for the young, they say,
where the body shudders
and the wind blows so hard
you never breathe the same air twice.

That may be so, but the old still come,
if only to try it on their tongues, confirm
that it’s always the same air,

even when their arches cramp

and sagging back muscles
cling to the nearest bone—
while the days grow short
and they keep talking like old sailors

addressing everyone: waves of
youthful faces rolling over rapids,
those left behind to age at home
or hunched in alleys,

and those like themselves

who choose to keep drifting,

learning to live with words

before losing them in the dying wind.

e for ten years at the University of Arizona and serve

e joining the founding faculty at Pima Comm
e, and poetry writing until his reti
jo three anth
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oomy quest in the film
at co-opted the phrase.
But quickly that image faded
and I skipped back to the time

before I had seen a desert

and dreamt during arithmetic

of a sand expanse stretching north
up the sunlit slope of my desk

until it fell off into the Grand Canyon,
reminded then that all I needed to do
was step out the creaky double door
of our one-room schoolhouse

to track down my own place in the sun
that moved with the seasons

up and down hills, through oak groves
and fields, or only a few steps

beyond our backyard chicken coop,
under a cluster of sumac, where
magically in the dead of winter

I could stretch out on a cushion of

green and reach for a handful

of snow. Or wait for an afternoon
in early spring to wander down

to the brook at the base of the slope

to watch bright civilizations of

salamanders go about their lizardly business
in patches of watery brilliance

just beyond the shadow of the overhang

hat lengthened as I lay there
he sun was gone, and they with it.
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kness in the hips.
es to the edge of the deck,
ing the distance,
nd legs splayed, like our pug.

As she returns I discover

fur on sides and back

delicately scalloped like feathers,
tail vaguely striped black.

Now, ten feet off, on heavy
haunches, she chews. Her jaws
and cheeks pulse with grace.

She holds one eye on me—

a shadow behind glass, retreating
to the absolute distance of words.
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paying attention to the notes,
ir utter clarity, how like bells
they deliver in pristine isolation
the sounds he chose to release
from their galactic swirl into the
measured harmony of common breath

while I hold on,

fingers wrapped behind knees,
in a morninglit room

where clocks have no hands
in a world where rocks

beside trees turn to sand.
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ough hedges

to darken our rooms
with childhood gone,

lost love, generations
spent on change

when nothing
changes, the hedge

still in flower,
the bird still lovely

wooing the moment,
what happy god?
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So what if it was also

the last time. Some people
with their full senses

keep the windows shut all day.

2

My own mother suffered
from a one-way heart.
Everything kept pouring out,
but she couldn’t find

where the opening was

to let anything back in.

3

When we lived in the country
we left our windows uncovered.
The hummingbirds didn’t seem
to mind. Here we have drapes,
though they aren’t needed,

with six-foot patio walls.

When I wake I pull back

the curtains and look up

at the same piece of sky,

knowing it’s been waiting for me
all night while I pondered

what Stephen Hawking had to say
about what is apt to pour in

when our expectations

are reduced to zero.
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Amanda Phipps

Peoria Artist

“Peaks and Valleys”
Qil on canvas
2013

da Phipps works out of Peoria, AZ, and participates in exhibi
is excited to be back in the Southwest after spendin
WA, art scene. She plans to draw from her e
continue developing her work, and
ity. Her work is bein i
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Amanda Phipps

Peoria Artist

“Ember”
Oil on canvas
2013

Amanda Phipps has worked over the years to develop her signature
art style. Her environment, emotional state and favorite artists serve as
sources of inspiration. Some artists who have influenced her work include
Georges Braque, Clyfford Still, Jean Metzinger and J.M.W. Turner. Amanda’s
artistic philosophy is something she is continually developing. She avoids
restrictive guidelines on what art should be and simply focuses on making
art that is positive and inspiring. Amanda also values formal education and
training in the arts. Although she has not been degree seeking, she has
taken classes at both PVCC and ASU in order to become more technically
proficient and provide more archivally friendly work. The most defining
characteristics of her work include depth, texture, movement, and contrast.
Her work has been described as abstract, modern, colorful, and expressive.

- Amanda Phipps
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Amanda Phipps

Peoria Artist
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Amanda Phipps

Peoria Artist
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Amanda Phipps

Peoria Artist

“Stairway”
Oil on canvas
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argazing—a cool breeze, no
vht. After a long day of hiking and
e, my dad and I walked over to the
and lay down on the pier. We had a 360°
the sky held.
0 speak, explaining the theories behind this
a way that [ might understand at only seven

>se stars? They’re incredibly far away from us,”
1s voice low so as not to disturb the quiet of the
light takes so long to reach us here on Earth that
a telescope powerful enough to view them up close,
seeing them millions of years in the past.”
y?” I asked.
And if there was someone on those stars looking at us,
ght be seeing the dinosaurs right now.”
ed up at the sky, amazed at what [ was hearing. It wasn’t
ime travel, but it was close enough for me. I was hooked.
> vast infinity of our universe, and the immense smallness
space we occupied, amazed me. I struggled to understand
eed at which the stars’ light traveled and their distance
us, numbers too big for my young mind to grasp. I wanted
on that dock forever, wrapped in darkness and surrounded

by the silence, picking out co

This moment was by no mea
ence. My father, a mechanical engi
sion for science. He took every opportu
brother about the inner workings of our u
meant trips to science museums or a crudely
about physics over dinner. This was, howeve
had encountered a topic grand enough to fill m

My interest in the universe hasn’t waned since
on the dock. In the years to come, I would sit outsic
with my father trying to focus a telescope or stay a
past my bedtime listening to an astronomer explain
saw in the sky. I devoured Brian Greene’s writings on
and nature of our universe.

But many other interests have revealed themselves to
well, as the stars do when your eyes adjust to the darknes
sure my dad hoped I would follow in his footsteps and be
a scientist myself, but my short attention span and desire t
acknowledge my creative side led to a compromise: | wou
become a science writer. Instead of making my own scient
discoveries, [ would explain those discoveries to others. In
way, | combined my two loves, writing and science, witho
having to sacrifice the passion I discovered that night on t
dock.

an Fowler is a journalism student at the University of Arizona.
Tucson since coming here. She works for the UA newsp
d design. She hopes one day to become a scie
the writer at jfowler1@email.arizo
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hey waited at baggage claim for their bags to come
round on the conveyor, and while they waited, the
brat, Aggie, launched determined kicks at Claire’s
egs. While Claire quietly danced a sidestep, trying to avoid
Aggie’s constant attacks, Keith pretended not to notice. Or
perhaps he really didn’t notice. Tall and handsome in his
Chesterfield coat, he kept his gaze fixed on the baggage con-
veyor. Claire, acting as though nothing unusual was happening,
winced and shook with each violent kick from the five-year-
old child. Maybe she could stand one more kick. And then one
more. Maybe for Keith there was no limit to how many kicks
she could stand.

Standers-by watched—some wishing they could intervene,
but soon bags came, and, relieved of responsibility, people
found their bags and hurried out.

skksk
s she did at the start of each day, the reception-
1st wiped off the polished mahogany front desk.
While she did that, the computer whiz watched and
scanned the plush reception area while she relaxed in a side
chair. It was early and the other employees at Keith Wadrow
Promotions hadn’t yet arrived.

“So Keith has found another sucker,” the whiz said to the
receptionist.

“Yup. He’s acting more content these days, and he’s getting
personal calls now and then from a certain woman.”

“Anyone I’d know?”

“No, this one’s an unknown—Claire somebody. Apparently,
she’s Keith’s neighbor in Greenwich—they met up there. His

looks and power, and his money, will always catch another one.

Little do they know.”
“Was that court case ever settled?”

aintings.”

www. TheBlueC

The Brat
By Shirley Mason

irley Mason writes: “For 17 years, as programmer/analyst, | wrote small software systems for
tallations in CT and NY. I’'m a homemaker, mother, pilot, divorcee, widow, writer and painter, though

s hard finding time for the latter two. During my long Connecticut commutes, | wrote limericks in
nd-go traffic, but time didn’t allow me to take writing seriously until recent years. Now I’ve finished
vels, one novella and many, many short stories. My published novel is ‘The Strength of Water.’
its sequel, ‘The Strength of Time.” Stop at my website, www.shirleymason.com, for my short

“Yes. He’s free once again. No woman can stand to i
the brat, and he never disciplines that child. Doesn’t reco
her serious personality problem. I’d say the child has Border:
line Personality Disorder. Makes you wonder what’s in store
for her—and him—when she’s a teenager.”

“She’s over the border alright—clinically psychotic, my
guess,” said the whiz. “Man, do I hate to see Keith coming in
with her. The last time the brat was here, I was out to lunch,
and she crawled under my desk and unplugged everything,
server, modem, everything. I had a time of it getting everything
back online.”

“Tell me about it!” the receptionist said. “That was the time
she thought it was so funny to throw my jelly beans around the
office. And I had to pick them all up. Keith thought that was
okay—just part of my job. He scarcely noticed and said nothing
to her. If he brings that child in again and leaves her with us, I
think I’1l write a new job description and ask for a raise. A big
one.”

“Fat chance. You know our pay is terrific—and the con-
tacts—you love working here for the contacts. I know I do. |
love seeing the stars that come in. And Keith knows that. He
knows he could get a hundred women in a heartbeat to replace
us. And we’ve met a few thrilling dates here, to boot. And
many memorable parties to attend.”

“Well, we’re lucky for the most part that—except for occa-
sional office visits—unlike his girlfriends, we’ve been able to
avoid his child.

“Too bad, we can’t warn his latest—Claire—you said her
name was. That child’s a bad seed. Once, when Keith brought
Dinabh, his prior, in with that child, the brat snatched my scis-
sors and tried to jab Dinah. I grabbed the scissors—Keith saw
what was happening, but said nothing. I wonder how long it

Continued on page 22




Continued from page 21

re to drop him.”
at all normal, she will soon. Maybe the benefits of
t with him are still too attractive. As usual, with those

ts in the offing, it takes a little time.”
skesksk

hile she waited for Keith, Claire turned to see
\ ’s / her profile and adjust her hat. Hats were coming
back in style, and with an elegant hat tilted down

over one eye, one could look mysterious, interesting. Not too
big a hat—people shouldn’t stare at the hat—just at her. Her
lean straight body, and chiseled face, attracted her share of
glances. Keith would be pleased—he loved to be with such a
woman. Claire knew that. Although he was certainly cold, she
was working on warming him up. He excited her, made her
churn with anticipation. It was worth putting up with his strange
child. But what to do about the child? Keith didn’t recognize
the seriousness of Aggie’s hostile and aggressive acting out. He
had said her behavior was just a temporary setback from hav-
ing a famous star for a mother, one who was never home, and
who didn’t give the child attention when she was home. He
had to compensate for that, he had said, so he often took the
child around with him, convinced that in time that would heal
her. But that wasn’t the only kind of attention the child needed,
Claire thought: she needed strict limits for a few years, some
that she could learn to trust. Along with a hearty dose of psychi-
atric voodoo.

Well, she didn’t want to lose Keith. He took her to famous
places where there were famous people. She was living!—the
quiet little Claire from Tulsa. Going to hot places at locations
mentioned only on a website, and only if you had the code,
could you access the information. With him, the ride was
wild—he was always networking, watching for a new star, one
not too messed up yet. And lovely little trips—they had just re-
turned from a first-class weekend in Hawaii. She had hoped that
showing Aggie how to build sandcastles would quiet Aggie for
an hour or so, help Aggie to like her more, accept her in Keith’s
life. Instead, for three days, Aggie had screamed, “I hate you.”
Even on the plane coming home, Aggie had kept up the I-hate-
you shouting, until the flight attendants and passengers focused
stares of amazement at them.

Before she got to the door, Claire heard the child’s scream,
“I hate these flowers!” She opened the door and there was
Keith holding in one hand a bouquet, and in the other, the child,
outh wide-open howling. Keith, holding the flowers above
head, was trying to stop her from plucking off the blossoms.

ire tried to speak over the child’s screams. “Oh, I thought
oing out to dinner. Sorry, if [ misunderstood.”

“We are,” Keith said. “I can’t seem to get a
and anyway the child needs parent time, and resta
I hope the formality at ‘21’ subdues her. Roger, the
a good friend; he understands.”

While the driver waited with the limousine, Keith kept
iron grip on Aggie’s gyrating body, as they stood just outsi
the door. Claire quickly attended to the flowers, her hopes for
a romantic evening with Keith seemed to wash down the drain
as she filled a vase with water and arranged the bouquet. The
petals of one stem lay outside on the stoop where Aggie had
managed to pull at them with her desperate little hands.

When Claire came out, Keith helped Aggie into the car first,
then Claire, afterward taking his seat by Claire.

“I have to sit in the middle,” Aggie yowled.

“All right,” Keith said. He opened the door and got out.
“Everyone out,” he ordered. “Claire, please take a seat by the
door. Then, Aggie you get in next.” After they were settled, he
climbed in, sitting next to Aggie.

Claire said nothing while they completed this arrangement—
just followed orders.

“You can’t sit next to my daddy,” Aggie shouted, glaring
up at Claire and jabbing her finger into Claire’s thigh. Keith
accepted this, his face immobile, his thoughts appeared to be
flung far off. On the drive down to Manhattan, Aggie alternated
between jabbing Claire’s thigh and snapping her finger on the
back of the chauffeur’s head.

koksk

‘ ‘ I ’d love to eat upstairs,” Claire said, as they entered

the restaurant. “I’ve never been up there.”

“My Dear, that would be nice, but with Aggie—
the bar lounge is a better choice. Noisier. And the ceiling toys
will help distract her. Upstairs is as quiet as a tomb.”

“I hate a quiet room,” Aggie yelled. She lunged her shoe at
the maitre d’s console. “I want to eat in the lounge. I have to see
the toys!”

When they were seated, Keith handed Aggie an 1Pad he had
brought along to help keep her occupied while they ate. He had
long ago learned that the quiet use of pencil and paper would
hold her attention exactly one minute, and then be flung on the
floor.

Claire studied the menu, but her thoughts were on Keith.
Why couldn’t he have found a sitter for Aggie? She ventured a
tentative and risky hint, “Do you have reliable childcare?”

Keith appeared not to hear as he surveyed the room, nodding
to acquaintances.

“Dear,” Claire said a bit louder, “Do you ever use a sitter for
Aggie?”

“No! I hate sitters!” Aggie insisted.

Keith turned to focus on Claire’s face. An exquisite fac




ontinued from page 22

ood to be seen with. “I gave up on sitters.

sy all the time. I’ve tried to keep an au pair, but they
t know how to handle Aggie. She’s a little diva. Divas
hat they want, when they want it.”

e music that by now Aggie had found on the iPad was
serting itself loudly, as Aggie, standing in the aisle, gyrated
bout, waving the tablet over her head. Keith rose and snatched
her back into her seat. He stopped the music. Then he showed
Aggie a game app that he hoped would distract her from start-
ing the music again. That seemed to work long enough for him
to turn his attention back to Claire.

“There are a few connections I can bribe into staying with
Aggie, but she raises a fuss if | don’t take her everywhere with
me now. And it’s good for her to have a broadened experience
before she starts school.”

“I’m never going to school. I’'m going everywhere with
Keith,” said Aggie. She had both hands on the tablet, shaking it
violently. “I want the music!” she wailed.

“It needs a rest for a minute, Aggie, then perhaps it will play
again later,” Keith said.

He continued to answer Claire’s question. “She started
kindergarten recently, but Porter’s said she needed another year
of maturing at home. They said she needs more of her mother’s
care, but you can imagine how that would be, with her mother
off around the world making one movie after another. Shan-
non’s career, as you know, is spectacular, thanks to me. I
promoted her career, but not—her mothering instincts,” he said
with a grimace as he popped an olive into his mouth. Satisfied
with that answer, Keith’s eyes swept the room again. Several
people raised a wave.

Aggie seemed to be taken with the idea that the tablet had
to rest. For a moment she was quiet while her suspicious eyes
circled from Keith, to the waiter, who was now standing at
attention by their table, and back to the tablet. She listened to
Keith and Claire ordering, her narrowed eyes on guard for any
devious plots.

“I want peanut butter and jelly,” she ordered, “and sugar
cubes. I want sugar cubes, NOW!”

Keith said to the waiter, “Peanut butter and jelly for Aggie,
please. And—,” he drew a deep sigh, “sugar cubes.”

Now there was a lot of commotion as a famous couple en-
tered—one whose careers Keith had managed.

“Ah—there’re Julia and Brad.”

Before the couple had a chance to be seated, Keith waved
m over to say hello, and to introduce Claire and Aggie.

ie sat still long enough to study the couple, then she care-
lected an olive and flung it at Julia’s white silk dress.

h nothing important had happened, not even stopping

mid-sentence, Keith reached over and moved
across the table.

“I want those olives,” yelled Aggie, her voice lou
etrating.

Fortified with his engaging smile, Keith steered the co
over to their table and briefly chatted while Julia dabbed at
spot left by the olive.

“I’m so sorry, Julia, you know how kids are,” Keith said.
“And with her mother gone all the time, I’m afraid it falls on
me to be Aggie’s full-time parent.”

With spectacular incomes, from movie careers that Keith
had guided, Julia and Brad could supply a small nation with
silk dresses. Julia managed a gracious smile. “It’s nothing,” she
said. “There’s no need to apologize.”

Aggie meanwhile, had found the delights of kicking Claire
under the table. After the third kick, Claire moved her chair
around the table opposite Aggie; far enough that Aggie’s foot
couldn’t reach.

“Well, that was nice,” Keith said, as he sat down. “I recently
pulled together a new movie contract for Julia. You’ll be seeing
her in ‘Dare to Dodge’ before long.” He appeared not to notice
that Claire had moved around the table.

With dinners before them now, Keith and Claire had a sense
that, while Aggie was busy taking apart her peanut butter and
jelly sandwich, they should utilize the lull and eat fast.

Soon, when Aggie’s interest waned for dismantling the
sandwich, Keith started the game of identifying toys and icons
jammed overhead on the ceiling. In the past, this had kept Ag-
gie’s attention long enough for Keith to eat. But Aggie’s spirit
had been rising in response to Claire’s moving across from
her to where her foot couldn’t reach, and she stood, marched
around behind Claire’s chair, jerked her hat off, tossed it on the
floor, and proceeded to vigorously rock her chair. Before Claire
had time to set down her wine glass, it shook, sprinkling wine
down her arm.

Waiters, standing toward the back, unobtrusively shook their
heads, looked at each other. One hurried over, handed Claire
her hat, and with his towel, dried her arm. Was there anything
else he could do? he asked. Before Keith or Claire could an-
swer, Aggie, bored with bothering Claire, was shaking some-
one else’s chair. The stranger stood up, looked around to see
who was responsible for this awful child, and focused on Keith.
Without apology, Keith rose and yanked Aggie to the back of
the room.

“Would you kindly give Aggie a tour around the kitchen?”
he asked a waiter. Normally, Keith didn’t ask—he told. He was
used to demanding and getting what he wanted. However, he
knew these waiters were on duty and really had no time for

Continued on



aiter took Aggie by the hand and disap-
ward the kitchen.
deep breath. Perhaps the peace would last
rt and coffee, she hoped. Please, twenty minutes

erves relax. She wanted to enjoy her time with Keith.

beautiful man; she wanted to caress his face.
h ate in silence while continuing to look around. There
people here whom he had helped, people who had helped
. People who took quick glances at Claire, as though asking
emselves whether she was someone they should know.

But their peace was short-lived: Claire despaired to see the
waiter approaching with Aggie in hand. Gripping both of Ag-
gie’s arms, the waiter dragged and pulled her along, as she used
her loudest siren in protest.

“Sir, we can’t keep her sweet little hands out of the food, and
the stoves are very hot. I thought it best if I brought her out of
the kitchen before she got hurt. And, sir,” he whispered quietly,
“when I stopped her, she bit me.”

“I understand,” Keith said. “Kids will be kids, you know. We
have to leave now anyway. Thank you for trying.” He pulled
from his inner jacket pocket a bundle of twenty-dollar bills that
he discreetly placed into the waiter’s hand.

As soon as the waiter released Aggie, she threw herself on
the floor, kicking and wailing. “I wanna go back in the kitch-
en!” She grabbed the waiter’s ankle and hung on.

Trying to concentrate on their dinners, the nearby patrons
averted their eyes and struggled to keep their conversations go-
ing. Though the lounge was a rather noisy place to eat, nothing
could equal Aggie’s disturbance. Waiters attempted to hide the
confusion, kept busy with this and that, more than necessary.
‘21’ felt a shift in the universe.

“We have to go now, Aggie,” Keith said. He pried her fingers
off the waiter’s ankle. “It’s getting late and we still have to ride
to Greenwich.”

www.TheBlueGuita

“I don’t care! I wanna see the kitc

Struggling to hold her arching body, k
followed Claire to the exit.

Fortunately, on the drive home, Claire and
sit back and relax. But not right away.

First, Aggie amused herself by tapping the chauf
back of his head. Then she stuck the tablet, now blast
reggae, up to his ears, and shouted, “Do you know this?
last, she slumped down on Keith’s shoulder and fell asleep

For the rest of the ride to Greenwich, no one said a word.
sksksk

e felt the lashes again. Even now, thirty-five years
Hlater, Keith wondered how his mother could have al-
lowed her most recent husband to abuse a small boy.

She didn’t know about the kick across the room, or the back-
handed slaps; for those, she could be forgiven. But she knew
about, and condoned, the beatings. The kick across the room
had been especially devious. His stepfather, with a rare smile
for Keith, had waved a finger and beckoned him over. Keith
expected a treat or at least something good. Maybe this man had
taken a turn, actually liked him—wouldn’t slap him. Keith went
over to him.

“Now turn around,” the stepfather said—again with a smile
and with a sweet expression he rarely used.

But when Keith turned around, the man planted his foot
in the middle of his back, and gave a shove that sailed Keith
across the room. He just managed to catch himself before he hit
the opposite wall.

“Now pick that up!” His stepfather spoke—his face wild.

What had he left where it shouldn’t have been? Keith could
no longer remember, but he had had so few possessions, it
couldn’t have been much more than a coloring book. He had
not been able to defend himself. He had had no voice.

Each shout from Aggie was a shout at that stepfather. With
each kick Aggie hurled, Keith felt a little revenge. Maybe if she
could kick enough people, he could beat his stepfather.
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“Dusk Charm”
Acrylic on canvas
18 x 24 x 2

ist says: “l grew up in Orange County, CA, moving to Te
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Nicole Royse

Chandler Artist

“Implicit”
Acrylic on canvas
24x30x1.5

My artwork focuses on abstraction of form through
the use of line and color by working with acrylic
and oil paint on canvas. | focus and draw on the
natural world that we encounter every day and
throughout the course of our lives. | aim for my work
to be modern in aesthetic by using clean lines and
a bold color palette while maintaining an elegant
simplicity of form. Through my examination and
exploration of the natural world and my inner self, |
am led on a journey of rediscovery where | must sift
though the complexities of life. My artwork is also
in many ways a reaction to my life experiences.
Everyone experiences a wide range of events,
reactions, emotions and beliefs; through all of
this, a history is created that essentially makes
us who we are today. This history and journey is
important, unique and essential to every one of us.
In each of my artworks, | try to examine my life, a
memory, or an event through which | use line, color
and texture as my tools. Through each painting, |
express a pure and simple idea, an idea that others
may reflect on and connect to while encouraging
them to examine their own lives in some way.

- Nicole Royse
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“Obscured Bloom”
Acrylic on canvas
18 x24x1.5
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shine upon earth mother

Stretching,
its light cascades.

Extending,
to touch the trees.

Encompassing
the animals that bask
beneath its rays.

A ball of fire,
source of heat and light,
source of existence,

yet, still, a source of death.

When it sets,
darkness envelopes;
Wait a few hours,
for it shall rise again.

The Greeks called it Helios.
The Romans called it Sol;
I call it God’s gift to the world.

We bow to it,
small mortals from down under.

ner started writing poetry at the age of ten. Sh
inside her with honest and pure em
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>scent children, they
jorescence even in the
minous dark.
he crimson trees, the azure sky,

but what remains the most
beautiful is a twinkle in their eye,
Their faces beam a sun-filled
glow; sharing and caring they
couldn’t tell you if they even knew
how to lie.
Let’s pick berries, one screams
aloud, until we tire,
And after, let’s tell stories around
a wondrous fire.
With marshmallows on sticks,
we’ll eat and be merry;
We’ll scamper around the tree
filled forest like Tom and Jerry.
Once the games are over tonight,
we’ll embark in blissful slumber,
And dream of roses, lilies and
sunshine, like a landscaped
whisper.
A beauteous garden with a sea of
flowers, they were everywhere
you looked,
We must stop talking now as our
heavy eyelids begin to droop.
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Bundled under a warm blanket,
the soothing rain on my window,

Nourish this pure ground so our
love can grow.

Your love can conquer all,

Through storm and winds, from
Spring to Fall.

It’s unrelenting, come let’s take
this dive,

You can count on my love three
sixty five.

For there will be laughter once
again,

Healing follows pain my darling
friend.

And I will never leave your side,

We shall thrive, oh yes we shall
thrive, through this love

by which we abide.

Walk by me, hold my hand,

The words of love you speak,
only my heart can understand.

You respect me so much, it
eans the world,
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lest joys are always the happiest

the start of a new day

watching a hummingbird feed at five in the afternoon
an infant’s giggle

a child’s sense of wonder and awe

the first blush of true love

lost and found, found and lost.

Wild mushrooms.

The cat with the golden-blue eyes.

Purple sunsets

strawberry sundaes and candy apples.

The hearts, the candy, the long stemmed roses, the ivory towers
The illusions that it can all be real one day.

Deep Sleep. Dreams...

A journey from the conscious to the subconscious.
Waking refreshed.

Family, mom and apple pie.

Saying, “thank-you”

A gentle tone of kindness, a stumbling politeness
One look of validation, a sense of connection

The sharing of one’s affection

Giving undivided attention

Balance, Harmony, Tranquility

The stillness of one’s Soul and solace found therein
The finding of oneself in Serenity.

The unfolding of the Universe

Independence.

An open mind, a mended heart

World peace.

s: “Hi, my name is Angela M. Lopez and although | traveled and lived abr
be is here, in Arizona. | love sunshine, hot weather, and swimming a
, and star constellations. | enjoy anything quirky, funny, or sill
i, and an occasional ghost or love story. | am the Queen
ith fruity Sangrias. | love the color red. On the pr
mposition, Foreign Language (Spani
ipating in art exhibitio
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1f that soars above skies so
Or a native scout who climbs up high

zened mystic retreats to the desert to
An explorer finding canyons and caves along t

1cient song arises and leaps within my
Whenever feet first step onto this sacred part

en Soul knows it’s home, as my heart opens
ide As trouble free and starry as the Arizona skies.

In modern days it’s less metaphor but still the
same This is a wild land as yet untamed.

Maybe a farmer planting corn, a mother holding her
young, An artist painting purple hills, a teenager having fun.

Wherever I am in body, my soul transcends this
form For here in Arizona, this light is always born!

Spirit speaks more clearly here, amongst the stars and
sky Its essence births this land; more than fills the eyes.

Speak softly here of magnificence for it’s all
around Walk gently here upon your path once it is found.

Hurry now, protect it, this hallowed sacred
space In all of the Universe, this is our place.

Amy Kalama Hochreiter has worked as a Master of Social Work in health care (hospital
outpatient clinic, hospice and rehab) with most ages and diagnoses for over 25 years.
interested in integrative health care and learned Reiki when her infant daughter was i
heart defect; she has been a Reiki Master for 20 years. Her daughter is now a marri
assisting her in her journey toward health was a tremendous teaching and blessi
shares with others. Amy served as adjunct faculty in the University of Arizona
Medicine (Dr. Weil), teaching an online module about Energy Medicine and R
(MDs, NDs, etc.) as well as a mentor for medical students. With other Reiki
development of a Reiki Clinic at a local hospital in 1995, one of the first
w energy healing for their patients. She continues to give advanc
to awaken their hearts, and as a certified Coach, she help:
ss success. Amy began writing poetry as a child,
ers. Over the years, this gift continued
ion. Amy’s poetry was recentl
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Christina Anne Lask

Tucson Artist

“Reflective Pursuit”
Mixed media - acrylic on fiberglass
March 2011

The artist says, “Growing up in the Sonoran Desert city of Tucson, the magic mo
ingrained in my soul. Anyone who has experienced this season will tell you tha
in the air that is unlike any other. It often causes vacationers to make this are
that scent that | so fondly refer to when | am returning to Arizona for a stay
‘getting into the zone.’ After graduating from NAU, | spent many years in P
0 years ago, | started to divide my time between Arizona and Oregon,
h green everything. This is where my eyes are treated to the oce
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Christina Anne Lask

Tucson Artist

“Party Cruise Line”
Mixed media - acrylic on fiberglass
April 30, 2014

My work is very unusual and captivating. | paint with acrylics on fiberglass in a
3-dimensional form. Light plays an integral part in the viewing. As the light changes
during the day, it finds its way into layers, valleys and ridges, creating an almost
endless supply of new images. My art often evokes differing interpretations depending
on the viewer, something | enthusiastically encourage. Because of this, | attach four
fasteners to the backside at each corner, so that collectors can personalize and orient
their art pieces accordingly. Limited-edition signed giclee prints are available on
select art. Please contact the artist for more information.

- Christina Anne Lask
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Christina Anne Lask

Tucson Artist

“The Spirit of the Hawk”
Mixed media - acrylic on fiberglass
Jan. 1, 2014
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Christina Anne Lask

Tucson Artist

“Tulip Festival”
ed media - acrylic on fiberg
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Christina Anne Lask

Tucson Artist
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¢C ﬁ re you a man or a mouse?” Walter, our neigh-
bor, asked my husband, Irving. It was early
summer 1964, and we were living in Jackson
Heights, a middle-class community in Queens, New York City.

As part of the civil rights movement, the Princeton Plan,
an experiment to integrate schools, had just been created and
our community was selected as a site. Our elementary school
composed of all White children was to be paired with a school
in a nearby community of all Black residents. Kindergarteners
would stay in their own school. Black children in first through
third grades would be bused to P.S. 148, the White school in
Jackson Heights, and White children in grades fourth through
sixth would be bused to P.S. 127, the Black school in East Elm-
hurst. (Louis Armstrong, Malcolm X and Harry Belafonte lived
in East Elmhurst.) Our daughters would be entering first and
fourth grade in September.

Our neighbors were American descendants of Italian, Irish,
Greek and Eastern European immigrants. There were no people
of color. We all owned our own brick attached Tudor style
homes and took pride in our small backyards and front patios.
Our children played together in the street and on the front
stoops. The idea of integration was anathema to many adults.

The news spread of the coming changes, and neighbors
held block meetings where they expressed their anger, yelling
and cursing, and planned their response. Some chose to send
their children to parochial schools. Others would boycott the
schools, picket the entrances and send their children to an alter-
native “private” school.

University, N.Y., and an M.P.A. from ASU.

The Princeton Plan

in Jackson Heights, N.Y.
By Joan Lowell

Joan Lowell has held leadership positions in the nonprofit sector for over 25 years. She served as executive director
of Hospice of the Valley from 1983 to 1994, followed by two years in the Peace Corps, Kazakhstan, where she

served as counselor in business and NGO development. She has continued this work to date in Arizona, Russia,
Ukraine, Thailand, Malawi and Tanzania. Upon her return from the Peace Corps, Joan served as vice president/senior
advancement officer for donor services for the Arizona Community Foundation until 2007. She has written a series o
articles for the Arizona Business Journal, the Prescott Courier and most recently the Arizona Daily Sun. She has al
been published in Newsweek. She is a board member of four family foundations and four nonprofit organizations
and consults to nonprofit organizations in Arizona. Joan has a B.A. from Queens College, N.Y., an M.S. from Ad

Irving and I found that we could not participate in these reac-
tions. We saw this as an opportunity for our children to grow
and learn. We had been watching the incidents in the South dur-
ing the freedom marches, were deeply saddened by the recent
murders of young Freedom Riders Andrew Goodman, James
Earl Chaney and Michael Schwerner in Mississippi. Andrew
Goodman came from Flushing, N.Y., a neighboring town. We
saw the Princeton Plan as a step forward and we felt privileged
to be a small part of it.

We had one family ally, Penny and Charles, who lived across
the street. Their son Johnnie was the same age as our middle
daughter Denise and we agreed that we would send our chil-
dren to the public schools. This is what prompted Walter’s
question to Irving.

The boycotters created a “school” above a row of stores 30
minutes away from our street that would be reached by public
bus. They hired a few teachers and bought basic text books for
various grades. They told their children that this would be safer.

The days before the start of school, rumors flew that there
would be protests and violence at the public schools. James
Farmer, African American civil rights activist and leader of
Congress of Racial Equality, was expected as well as organized
White protesters. We were concerned but not deterred.

The opening morning, with all three daughters in hand, we
walked Fran, our oldest, to the corner to wait for the bus to P.S.
127. We were the only children and parents there to board the
bus. Our neighbors stood nearby jeering and one spat at us. As

Continued on page 41




st grade. White people milled abot
and called out curses. There was no Black pre
us had not arrived.

As soon as our daughter was with her class, we hurried bac
to our house for our car and drove to P.S. 127 to be there be-
fore the bus. Black parents were smiling as they delivered their
children for the first day of school. There were no pickets or
protesters. The bus came and there were several White children
aboard. Most came from an apartment complex not far from our
home. When all the children were in the building, we left to get
on with our day, greatly relieved.

Time passed and our children did well. Fran was often the
only White child when I picked her up at birthday parties, and
she had good friends in her class, both Black and White. One
day, she had an argument with a boy in her class. The teacher
said, “Now, just because you’re different colors, doesn’t mean
you can’t be friends.” Fran said, “No, he took my pen!”

Denise became friends with Delbert, a classmate. When I
mentioned that he was Black, she said, “He’s not Black. He just
has dark skin.” She played in the schoolyard with Attila Sha-
bazz, Malcolm X’s daughter. We were pleased with the color
blindness of our children.

About a month after school started, the parents who had sent
their children to the private school realized that it was not a
good alternative. The classrooms were crowded, there was no
PT or music or art and the children were riding public buses
with adults on their way to work. After instilling in their chil-
dren a fear of the Black children, they had to send their young-
sters back to the public schools.

We had looked at this experience as an opportunity for our
children to learn, but we realized that we learned, too. We rec-
ognized that though it may be easier to go along with the crowd
and public pressure, there are times when our hearts and souls
don’t allow us to do that. It was a struggle we could not avoid.

In early 1966, we felt that our neighbors were not people
with whom we wanted to live any longer. Irving’s business had
grown and we were financially able to build our dream house, a
sprawling ranch on an acre of land in Dix Hills, Long Island. We
moved in July.

A few years later, the Princeton Plan was terminated.
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ter, and a smile,
.. and sincere;

I.

faith, that I may be
storms of hate and spite,

The poet writes: “ ‘A Prayer for Today’ is one of my poe!
some Sorrows ... that [ giay written in 1963, during our quest for Civil Rights in the U
ecourse to turn to Thee. States. Originally written using the singular personal pro
S~ | later created a version in which these pronouns were us

oy! —To greet each day’ their plural forms. In remembering Langston Hughes, | d
this poem to him.”

The poet writes: “l was born in Saint Lucia, in the West Indies. After spending
England, | emigrated to the USA in 1970, and became a citizen in 1975. | am
second one deceased — and one daughter. In my early teens, strongly infl
Shakespeare, Byron, Longfellow, Wordsworth, Tennyson, and Willi
. I’'ve written hundreds of poems — quite likely more than a th
d to family, friends, and public figures whom | admire
es — libraries, bookstores, coffee shops, and,
n ngh in the Paradise Valley Scho
tion there. I’'ve al
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an eternal day,
a mutual caring,
e your lives endearing.

free that you may give,
as long as you both live,
es, thrills, and joys — Well spent! —

aith, and trust, and sweet content,

.. and may you bare your hearts
maxims there that Love imparts;
omes trouble, or a little woe,

anding, and the cause will go.

g is a fusion of two souls,
s, two loves, two minds, two goals,
nto one.... Does that sound wise?
does; but you must compromise,
two lives may blossom as one flower,
rows more fragrant every passing hour;
ds its perfume lingering on the air,
5 a song that will not disappear,
ts you with clear notes throughout the day —
ts you still, though your youth fade away.

ove dearly: as Husband and Wife,
he essence of each other’s life —
¢ and the breath; and yes, the star!
ther precious things that are....

ove, and let your love be true,
n dawn’s light’s gems of dew.

d wide! And mountain tall!
e love surpasses all!

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

The poet writes: “l wrote ‘A Wedding Poe
my very own ‘Wedding Poem’ — in 1992,
me to read one of my poems at his We

| have dedicated ‘A Wedding Poem’
all over the world, and | have post
beginning with AOL. Sadly, | ha
copies of my ‘Wedding Poem
posted by a few thoughtle

... and so public ...”
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our lives endearing.

, that we may give,
s long as we both live,
s, thrills, and joys — Well spent! —
ith, and trust, and sweet content
. and let us bare our hearts
axims there that Love imparts;
es trouble, or a little woe,
ding, dear ... the cause will go....

1s a fusion of two souls,

s, two loves, two minds, two goals,
to one.... Does that sound wise?
does; but we must compromise,

o lives may blossom as one flower,
ows more fragrant every passing hour ...
s its perfume lingering on the air,

a song that will not disappear,
s us with clear notes throughout the day,
us still, though our youth fade away.

learly — Now that you’re my wife,
ery essence of my life!
and the breath! and yes! the star!
1er precious things that are....

ong, and let your love be true,
dawn’s light’s gems of dew.

The poet writes: “ ‘Our Wedding P
my wife, Anita, on our wedding
derived ‘A Wedding Poem,’
Bloomfield, in 1992. | rem

while | was sitting in th

sheet of paper |
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rough the clouds
beauty of those she touches
stepping through time
ough her journey
braces the world around her

explores
absorbs

erfecting mind, body and spirit

Serene
a breath of spirit upon the earth
bling us all into a state of quiet tranquility
a grace delicately caressing our souls
as we gaze at the gentleness of its beauty
absorbing its harmonious perfection
the gentle solitude engulfing our being

as a creation of the source
gifted to humanity

The Tree
Leaves
long, narrow
bushy
full
ght amplifying their emerald facade
dancing in the breeze

enveloping the bea

A morning bre
caressing its whole
gentle
swaying
nudging

The wind increases
its bountiful fullness
flowing through the air

a crow
magical, mystical
glides
among the thermals

The wind retreats
gentle
still
quiet.

untitled

in the stillness of mountains

the butterfly hearkens
cascade of flowers

s, “Having lived in Arizona for 18 years, a product of c
and high school English teacher in Vermont
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at-o-none-tails
ing the incoming tide
wildlife absent
the tide slowly drifting
approaching its apogee
ection to the lengthy boardwalk
ah, this is where I should be!

cold
brisk
slight, gentle breeze
I stand
I gaze
I absorb

drinking in the ocean’s beauty
the calmness
the serenity
the spiritual calling of the water
the essence of being

sun above the horizon

poised to impart its magic
waves
gentle, delicate
oothing, rolling, rippling
ietly to their landed destinations
shimmering
eir eternal motion
pered by clouds
ory upon mother earth.
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gently highlighting the
of the limitless flowing
spreading its sheen from horizc

fishing boats
small
slow
dotting the rolling surface

an island
tree covered
only briefly accessible at low tide

the meditation
flows
nudges me
I sense the moment

my arm rises
forward motion
the crystal
releases
arcs

the eastern sun captures the
glimmering
as it descends upon the s
a gentle splash
creating small concentr

approaching me at th
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to return love
to bestow compassion
to open your heart
to share your heart
encompassing a world
of love and peace
often misread
so often consumed in rapture
to make right
to forgive
all forgiving
beholding majesty
...beholding
to love
to hearken
to call forth
to go beyond
to open your arms to the world
to extend gratitude to all
to embrace
to envelop
to behold
to call forth angels
to immerse
to cherish
hosting miracles
hosting life
embracing all
rejecting none
calling forth the holy spirit
for all mankind
accepting

to change the world.
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soil than complete
the standards back home,

old places of worship
o tricks on itself
d Aphrodite

alf-shell said Ford the spindrift
spilled from her father’s orchids
by an uncle or brother

ly god’s loss
yve foretelling
ery man’s parade

ourself said Lewis

ry’s books and chapbooks include “Hunge
Drives His Car,” selected poe
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or other probably was

1ing energy

o singularities
becoming mass again at the fuzzy
logics threshold of quantum equations

The shape of measuring devices
contingent on state of motion
relative to coordinate systems
or second body a first points to

Through curvatures of unmanned space
indeterminate locales

uncertain constituencies

white dwarves on the shoulders of giants

Wrong hero wrong hell

lares penates and father held close
against the suffocating press
of mindless dead and unborn

Inspiration intuition

narrative imagination
the turn to myth when reason fails
escaping history via stories

In exile in desert lands

among hostile primitives
to build again the eternal city
entire still in memory

Acknowledging that there can be
no exactly truthful account
only tantalizing attempts
to transmit the feel of the thing

dering islands of disparate races
ising associations
ping out-of-date on sources
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nalnourished on analysis of decadence
unearned income on cultural capital
ater applied to the talking cure on the magic mountain

a melancholy love upholding the recognitions
that understanding plus devotion is passion
that passion is clairvoyant that conscientiousness

the essence of his art lies close to pedantry
erotic irony and literate loneliness
in a mathematically rationalized social world
skskok
Romanticism nationalism music humor
placed he said in impersonal parts of his being
by the century Nietzsche called honest but gloomy as if,

sick of the twisted almost joyous fatalism
of Goethe’s will to deify life and the universe,
his nature trying to form a totality of itself

in the belief that only in totality
is everything solved and justified, as if
it had shaken free from the death-grip of ideals

left by the feminine deceitful century past
and was looking for a way to bill its submission

to the factual then coming into dominance
skskok

The musical a form higher than the literary
music and poetry being what fiction aspires to
not French rhetoric and English cant

a rhetoric in honor of the human race
a legacy of classical reason the generous
gesture heart-stirring phrase worthy of a human being

that is what makes life worth living, makes human human
the Roman west, civilization if you will
ictorious advance of the literacized
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and Rome not within,
a fey celtique gallows humor
 confession to the animal with many heads

men and women of no particular standing holding
bonafides that affirm a degree of intelligence
conferred for a fee by imbecile institutions

the USA not an attractive alternative—
base utilitarianism ignorance
conceit bigotry enslavement lynch law

vulgarity repudiation of public debt

swindles of neighboring sovereign states

mob rule single-minded veneration of women
skksk

The great majority boundlessly egotistical

said Schopenhauer unjust unfair

mendacious inconsiderate even evil

white-collar rabble and pink-stocking riff-raff
narrow-minded with very scant intelligence
cogs in the plutocratic drive for property

Pessimism synonymous with morality
when civilization has colonized nearly all
the once-free barbarians to the north and west

into a Monte Carlo Europe literary
as a Parisian cocotte somewhat amusing
somewhat insipidly humane trivially

depraved femininely elegant
implausibly adventurous and loudly
democratic a two-step and tango Europe

business and pleasure a /a Edward the Seventh
when gauche freemason republican bourgeoisie
nfuse mediocrity and excellence

aesthetics and politics
: saloon mating dances
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that is, aristocratic
al individualism
aristocratic than liberal-democratic

Any idiot can be a conservative
every idiot is democratic
Equality and freedom exclude one another

Freedom is independence of spirit, of feeling,
voting rights are opposite to freedom and duty
Only one with nothing calls out for equality

A democracy of the heart, of brotherhood,
of humanity of an order higher than that
of guillotine reason and redshirt humanitarianism
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orice of wheat the price of money
eryman has on his head

God and the banks from nothing
creating to be exact nothing

though dowsers tippling in other camps
tend to call it purchasing power

by which the young give credence
to the barons’ crocodile tears

lending credibility
to claims we’re all better off

with wages cut jobs lost

the cost of borrowing going up
skesksk

the eyes of the young the aging eyes
sorrowing in their desire

for things real and things imagined
things they’re made to believe debt

will give them when all it gets them is
cancer the sadness in their eyes

cancer the death of hope and freedom
the great majority locked up

in idiot rounds for wanting things
made scarce in a state of overabundance

desires bought off by combinations
es signed off on the bottom line
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“Missy”
Acrylic on canvas
2010

tist says: “l was born on Long Island in New York, the young
was offered in school. While in high school, | majore
’t until | was an adult that | found out my fa
etheart in 1986 and eventually move
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“Untitled”
Acrylic on canvas
2012
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“Lincoln & Elizabeth”
Acrylic on canvas
2012
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“Roxi, Gizmo & Palapa”

Acrylic on canvas
2012
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slender strands of sycamore leaves
y solitary saunter
om the parking lot
to Montezuma’s Castle.

It is August and a gentle zephyr
kisses the trees and my skin.
The creek denies any cares

and carries no complaints.

It has seen many changes —

building by the Sinagua around 1100,

life in the protected limestone cliffs for many years,
abandonment in the 1400s.

It has been years since my first visit.
As a child, I fondly remember
climbing up the handmade ladders
to peer into the rooms and pits.

We saw pots and shards,

remnants of an ancient desert lifestyle.
It is a walk to history and a

window into the past.

es in Ahwatukee (Phoenix), Arizona. Since re
in dancing, and in her oil paintin
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and pour forth their anger
the skies thundered their warning.

I think “run for cover,

keep my head down, and keep dry.”
In that moment of surprise,

it dawns on me my afternoon

plans will be altered.

I will be redirected home.

Runnels soon form
in the smallest of depressions
filling up quickly,

the water taking the path of least resistance.

I am suddenly pelted by small hailstones.
I dash across one runnel,

getting my sneakers soaked,

the gusty wind behind my back

pushing against me.

Now in my car

the hail is larger and smacking against
the windshield noisily.

“A microburst,” I say to myself,

as [ cower in the car.

My weather app is loaded with
quickly moving green cells
smothering the area I find myself in.
Glad I only have one mile to home.
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boats approaching from distant lands,
the crease

s from out of the darkness
brace the hull

, I shall, I do.
h, a salty smell,
ceze embraces us
n, the earth is blessed with morning dew,

oward Russell (a pseudonym) is 58, married (35 years) with one child
e 1981. Maintaining a journal for most of his life, he’s accumula
ich to write. Whether from personal experience or obse
of family, friends, and co-workers who won’t mi
ged to protect the potentially embarrass
human folly through frictic
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, I recall
nsume it all
onsumes a river,
d from the river,

my spine I felt a shiver

in my head was banging
e or baby grand;
ars with both my hands
is final stand
nering from the damned
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emerging from my sh

to make me itch and scrat
from the moonshine

in the still.

“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God has sent yo
into hell, so best repent you

from the evil of the evening,

from the foul and nasty heaving

that from your mouth was leaving
with the moonshine

from the still.”

Finally the rays of daybreak

appeared to sooth my pounding headache
and give me respite from my pain.

With aide from aspirin and caffeine

I swore that I’d henceforth refrain

from ever falling prey again

to the moonshine in the still

the cursed moonshine in the still.

But the moonshine, never stirring,
guaranteed the night’s recurring
and my senses once more blurring
from its perch outside my window
in the evening’s afterglow.

With self-loathing did I know

that I ever more would go

to quench my need and get my fill
from the moonshine in the still;
the blasted moonshine in the still.
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flashing
o u g h ts like giant billboards on skyscrap

at hide their infrastructure from the light with
artificial incandescence and elevators rising
and falling rising and falling like
heartbeats fromthe penthouse to the basement
on cables made of steel attached to weights that
don’t distinguish any floor from any other. Yellow
cabs and bicycles honk and scream obscenities
at pedestrians crossing ’gainst the signal oblivious
to the urgencies pushing past them like the
stillness interrupted by the buzzing
sting of cellular reminders that others have their
hooks in me. Scaffolding surrounds construction
next to manhole covers camouflaging access to the
sewage 'neath the streets that runs parallel to water
pipes and power lines that share the underworld out
of sight, o u t o f s i g h t, but integrated,
unattended to until they break, then pandemonium.
B d e m o n 1NN
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oday he was on a mission.

The sand was warm and wet beneath his feet as he
strode along the beach, the sound of the surf pound-
ing in his ears, the sun browning his bare back. It never got too
hot here during the day, nor too chilly at night. He’d foregone
the life of study and surrealism for the chance to decompress.
The police didn’t roust him here as they might have in Mis-
sion Bay or Oceanside. The small lean-to he called home was
sparsely decorated: a worn, discarded mattress rescued from
the trash man, a 3 drawer nightstand, similarly repatriated, held
his simple but adequate collection of beachwear, and a wobbly
folding table served as desk and dining counter. A ‘borrowed’
public bench doubled as a chair and as patio furniture when he
chose to sit and watch the sunset.

It was time for his weekly berating from his mother, so he
was headed into town to charge his phone and pick up a new
pair of flip flops. He earned a living giving surfing lessons and
drawing caricatures at the arcade on the boardwalk. He kept
telling her he would return to school ‘as soon as this is out of
my system, 'but he didn’t have the heart to tell her that it was
unlikely he ever would.

As he walked, he found himself wondering about Jose.
sesksk

eparting Los Angeles, the cruise ship blasted its horn
D as a pod of common dolphins escorted it through the
channel. There were cheers and waves as the cham-
pagne flutes tilted, the bubbly contents scratching the throats
that itched with anticipation.

Sam stood at the bow of the ship watching the seagulls
scavenge for tidbits tossed and lost on deck. One landed on the
railing next to him. He smiled. Shaking his head, he held out the
last crust of his finger sandwich to his nomadic friend. The gull
grabbed it willingly in his beak and flew off into the gathering
twilight. Sam watched till the bird was out of sight then headed
for the stairs.

Deck 3 was reserved for the ship’s compliment of crew
which hailed from more than sixty foreign lands. Registered
in the Antilles, it plied the waters of the Pacific, taking tourists
and vacationers between the shores and islands that it bordered
d contained. Sam Watson made his way down the narrow
llway to the interior cabin that was his home for the next 2
. Swiping the card in the electronic lock, he stepped inside
ut the door behind him. Normally unaffected by bouts of
hobia this closet-sized excuse for a bed chamber made
s. He was used to open fields and blue skies, not

Homeless in Hawaii
By Howard Russell

cell-like confinement and artificial light.

Jose Gonzalez, an old high school pal and fellow wandere
was asleep on one of the beds. Watching Jose’s chest move
gently up and down, Sam wondered why he’d signed on for a 6
month stint that required such stifling living conditions. He was
only 48 hours from Honolulu and Sam was already regretting
accepting Jose’s invitation to travel by sea.

His cell phone buzzed. Not again, he sighed.

“Hi, Mom.”

“So where are you now?” Linda said to her son, anger and
worry balanced precariously in her voice.

“In L.A.,” he answered, cupping his hand around the phone
to keep from waking Jose.

“Why aren’t you in school?” she asked. “What’s this ‘volun-
tary withdrawal’ notice all about?”

“I’m taking a break. I only have one semester left anyway:.
I’11 finish it next year.”

“You’ll finish it this year, if you know what’s good for you,”
she fired back.

“What’s the big deal?”” he answered. “It’s not like a biology
degree is gonna get me hired anywhere, or make me a big shot
Doctor, like you.”

“Don’t take that tone with me, young man,” she said, loud
enough to force him to hold the phone away from his ear. There
was silence for a moment, then her voice seemed to soften. I
understand that the economy is tough, but without a degree,
what chance do you have of getting any kind of job? I never
said you had to be a Doctor.”

“You didn’t have to. You never say it, but that doesn’t mean
you don’t expect it.”

“And what’s wrong with wanting you to be successful? Is
that such a crime?”

“It 1s if I have to live my life your way.”

“Can’t you just come home so we can talk about it at least?”

“There’s nothing to talk about, Mom. Gotta go — my battery’s
almost dead.”

He clicked off and put the phone back in his pocket. It buzzed
again and he pulled it back out, turning it off altogether.

“What was that all about?”” Jose asked, rubbing his eyes.

“Nothing,” Sam said, turning to face his cellmate. Jose was
sitting on the edge of the bed, his dark, muscular physique an
embarrassing contrast to Sam’s scrawny frame. “Wrong num-
ber.”

“Yeah,” Jose said, running his hand through his hair. *




Continued from page 63

Mom keeps calling me too. She’s a real pain. You
ny trouble on deck?”

. Must be, what? 2,000 passengers on this floating excuse
nge drinking? Nobody’s gonna pay attention to me.”

They will if you have to show your sign-&-sail card.”

“I’ll say I left it in my cabin. No big deal.”

“It’1l be a big deal if they discover I snuck you on board. I'll
get fired.”

“Since when is steady employment a concern of yours? You
turn establishment on me?”

“I don’t give a shit about this job. I’ll quit soon enough, once
I’ve got enough scratch to get to Australia.”

“So why a cruise ship?”’ Sam asked.

“So where else can you eat free, sleep free, and get paid for
kissing rich people’s asses?” Jose said, grabbing his uniform
from the micro-closet.

“I’ll let you know when I figure it out,” Sam said. “I’'m gonna
lie down and get some Z’s. Your shift starting soon?”’

“10 minutes. Be in the dining room for the 6pm feeding fren-
zy. Surf and turf brings out all the slobs — you’d think no one
ever taught these people how to use knives, forks and napkins.
It’s disgusting.”

“Bring me some leftovers,” Sam said, peeling off his shirt and
kicking his sandals under his bed, “and bring some silverware —
don’t want you to think I’'m a barbarian too.”

“Will do,” Jose said, as he finished pulling on his white shirt
and straightening his cap. He grabbed his ID and headed out the

door as Sam closed his eyes.
kskok

¢ woke with a start and nearly broke his hand when
Hhe swatted the wall. It took him a few seconds to

realize the noise coming at him through the bulk
head was the loud hum of washing machines. Jose told him they
were neighbors with the ship’s laundry, but failed to mention
that it was next to impossible to sleep through the spin cycle. He
pulled out his phone, turned it on and checked the time: 8:30pm
Pacific time. There were 13 messages, all from his Mother, and
he erased them without reading a single one.

He sat up and stretched, still yawning.

No sense laying here listening to the whites get bleached, he
thought and reached for his flowered Hawaiian shirt. He checked
his back pocket to make sure his stash was still intact, then bent
down to find his sandals. He looked at the master key card that
erated most of the doors on the ship. How the hell Jose got
d of it was a mystery, but it gave him anonymous access to
abin — and anywhere else that he might like exploring.
casino was on the Embarcadero deck located amidships.
eady filled with glazed eyed geezers investing their
into flashing slot machines in the hope of winning

a more comfortable retirement. The craps and
were packed 3 deep, and the Texas-hold-em table
wise full with an audience of anxious souls waiting t
with lady luck. Waitresses in short cocktail dresses and
necklines sashayed from table to table distributing lubric
the crowd in an effort to grease their anticipation.

Sam found an open seat at one of the blackjack tables and s
down, laying two hundred dollar bills on the green felt.

“Two large,” the dealer said without looking up. She counted
out the chips and pushed them across the table to him, simulta-
neously stuffing the two bills through the slot into the metal cash
box. Sam bet one of the twenty-five dollar chips and the dealer
began sliding the cards out of the shoe. There were four others
at the table, a young couple to his right who were obviously on
their honeymoon, a middle-aged man to his immediate left, and
an older woman in the left-most seat, playing two hands at once.

Sam was an experienced gambler, and though he didn’t play
as often as his craving demanded, he was disciplined in his
approach and more often than not walked away a winner. His
biggest gripe at the tables was the propensity of inexperienced
players to grab the last seat and screw up the hand for the rest of
the table. He was pleased, therefore, when on the first hand, the
senior occupying position 6 held on with 13 despite the dealer
showing a seven. When the dealer flipped her hole card over,
it was a nine, and she had to hit it. The next card was an eight,
which would have given Gladys — the voyeur senior — 21, but
instead it caused the dealer to bust with 24, making everyone at
the table a winner as well.

“Well done,” Sam said to her, and settled in for an enjoyable

evening of cards and libations.
ek

‘ ¢ Where the hell have you been?” Jose asked
when Sam made it back to the room. “It’s al-
most 2 in the god damned morning! You still

have your phone off?’

“Mom called again about a dozen more times and it was
throwing my concentration off,” Sam replied, pulling out a wad
of $100 bills from his pocket. “I was on a roll.”

“You were in the casino?”

“Damn straight. Some matronly postal clerk named Gladys
really delivered — she kept outguessing the dealer and everyone
at the table walked away with a smile on their faces.”

“Don’t the dealers rotate?” Jose asked, confused.

“Didn’t matter. Male, female, Filipino, Jamaican, she beat
them all. For a while there I thought maybe she was cheating
somehow, but the floor boss came over and checked us out for
half an hour and left shaking he head. If she was counting, no
one could figure out how.”

“Did you eat?”




ntinued from page 64

nner, I’'m afraid, though a cute blonde waitress
or Brianna or something brought us some trail
e wanted to get up from the table for fear of screw-

t as well — the filet and tails are probably ptomaine laced
ow. I wish you would have left me a note or something. I

s worried.”

“Evidently not worried enough to look for me, the ship’s not
that big, ya know.”

“I’m not supposed to know you, remember? If you get
caught, I disavow any knowledge of your existence.”

“That’s too bad. I could have taught you a thing or two about
blackjack.”

“I know all I need to know,” Jose said, turning away. “I’m
going in the shower. I’m on the buffet line at Sam, and these
mother fucking pigs can chow it down.” With that, he headed to
the postage square bathroom.

Sam stuffed the cash back in his pocket along with his key
card and collapsed on the bed. He was asleep in less than 5 min-
utes and never felt Jose fish out his key card and cell phone, nor
did he hear the door’s click behind him when he left.

ko

he banging on the door was loud and insistent. Sam
snapped awake and yelled, “Hold on — be right there.”

He looked over at Jose’s bunk, but it was empty. It
didn’t appear as though his roomy had slept in it at all. Getting
up, he smoothed his clothes as best he could, grabbed a comb
from the nightstand and was using it to untangle his sweaty
locks as he opened the door.

Two crew members with side arms flanked an officer of some
type — Sam had no idea what rank a cruise ship officer might
have — and it was this officer who addressed him by name.

“Sam Watkins?”

“Yeesssss?” Sam said, unsure how they would know his
name — he wasn’t on any manifest and hadn’t provided any ID
to anyone on board.

“You’re under arrest.”

“For what?”” Sam asked.

“For robbery on the high seas.”

“Hey, I just came on board to get to Hawaii. I’ll pay for the
cabin, if that’s what you want,” and he pulled the money out
from his pants pocket, waving it at them.

One of the crewmen grabbed his hand and ripped the money
m it.

ou think this is some kind of joke, don’t you wise guy?”
cer said.

I can see you’re serious, and I was serious about pay-
. There’s over $3,000 there — enough to pay for a
othing cabin for two days,” Sam retorted.

“Where’s the rest of it?”

“The rest of what?”

“The rest of the money — from the casino,” O
shirt said.

“That’s it — that’s all I won yesterday. Ask the clerk
the cage — she cashed the chips for me.”

“I’m not talking about the chips, you moron. I want to kn
where the money you stole from the ship’s safe 1s.”

“What? What money? What safe? 1 have no idea what you’r
talking about — I’ve been here all night since leaving the black-
jack table,” Sam said, “just ask Jose. He’ll tell you — I’ve been
here since 2am.”

“Jose Gonzalez?” Starched shirt replied.

“Yes — he got me on board. He said I’d be in trouble if I got
caught, but all I'm guilty of is hitchin’ a ride. I didn’t steal any
money.”

“Jose’s been on duty all night. He worked the midnight buffet
and went straight to the kitchen to prep for breakfast. You’re
going to need a better alibi than that. It will go easier on you if
you just tell us where you hid the money.”

“I told you — I didn’t steal any money, and Jose was right
here at 2am when I got back. Just ask him.”

“We already did, and he said he agreed to let you use his
stateroom last night because you were locked out of yours and
it was too late at night to get a new key card issued. He had no
idea you were a stowaway.”

“He snuck me on board, you stupid bastard; I hid in one of
the laundry carts and he pushed me right past your god damned
noses...”

“Enough,” starched shirt said. “Marconi, take him to the brig.
Jeremiah, toss the room, and then come find me. If it isn’t here,
we’ll need to do a ship-wide search.”

“I’m telling you...hey!”

Marconi grabbed him by the wrist and spun him around,
simultaneously pulling out a pair of handcuffs and locking
one of them on tight. He grabbed Sam’s other wrist and before
he could squirm away, he was cuffed and summarily dragged
down the corridor, yelling, “You’ve got it all wrong. Let me
talk to Jose. He’ll vouch for me. We’re friends. Let me go, you
goon!”

With that, Marconi twisted Sam’s arm and he screamed in

pain just as the elevator opened up and they disappeared inside.
sk

¢C S o tell again how you came to be possessing this

master key card?” son-of-starched-shirt said. He
was a younger version of the arresting officer
and his uniform was identical except for the missing bars. Hi
accent however — and his grasp of the English language —
distinctly not American.
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itting across from one another, separated by a
inside a cell that was spacious by comparison to the
e walls were white and bare, and other than the three
ounding his, there was no furniture, no decorations,

o indication they were on a floating paradise. In front of
inquisitor was a manila folder with his name neatly printed
n the tab.

“I told you already,” Sam said, his shoulders sagging, “Jose
gave it to me when I came aboard. He said I’d need it to get into
the cabin, but I couldn’t use it anywhere else.”

“So how is it you lost it to the floor of the cashiering cage
alongside with your cellular intelligent phone?”

“You mean my smart phone,” Sam said, trying to restrain his
anger. “Someone must have planted it there.”

“Accordingly to you, the only one who’s known of your
unknown presence was Jose. Are you to be accusing him of rob-
bing his employer?”

Sam rubbed his temples. How can this be happening? Could
Jose have really done it? Why?

“I don’t know. I’ve known Jose for nearly 10 years — I trust
him like a brother. Why would he do this?”

“My own thinking exactly and the same. Just tell me where
to find the money and I'll see what I can do to suggest about le-
niency when we reach port. You're still in international waters;
we have probabilities of leeway, but once we’re back in United
States waters, you will be as not so fortunate and likely be
subjected to much stricter interrogation and penalties. Your best
defense is honesty, Mr. Watkins.”

“I told you the truth,” Sam sputtered back. “I didn’t steal any
money. I didn’t break into any safe and I have no idea how my
stuff ended up in the casino’s cage.”

“Is it possible someone of low character stole it from you
while you were much distracted at the table?”

“So you believe I was there at the blackjack table?”

“The cameras are having recorded your every bet.”

“So what about the robbery? They’ll show [ was nowhere
near the casino after I went back to the cabin.”

“Unfortunately, the cameras were much intentionally dis-
abled and so the images are not there.”

“Of course. How convenient for you.”

“It is of no convenience, I assure you; we would love nothing
better than to have such video evidence as pictures against you.
e search the ship, and when we find the hiding place where
hid your ill-gotten goods you will perhaps sing a different

2

nt to see Jose. Get him down here and let’s talk, all
s. He’ll tell you I didn’t do it.”
rviewed myself him already, and he is claiming

how he never knew you and only lent you t
so kindly until you could visit the purser to rep
yours that you dishonestly claimed was lost.”

“I don’t have a cabin, you dolt,” Sam said, standin
handcuffs kept him from moving very far from his chai
was bolted to the floor. “I was staying with him in his cab
gave me the god damned key card.”

“Please be sitting down,” son-of-starch said without flinch-
ing.

Sam did as he was told and took a deep breath. “Check your
manifest — [’'m not listed. Jose snuck me aboard with the laun-
dry.”

“So you have said so eloquently previously. It is clear that
you are stowaway — a crime already supplementary to your
growing list of offenses — but there is no evidence that Jose had
any part in your planning, other than coincidental inclusion. I’'m
afraid he was — how do you say? — in simply the wrong time at
the wrong place.”

The interrogator opened the folder and withdrew a sheet of
paper.

“According to this, you were enrolled in Stanford. Biology
major, with a minor in DNA sequencing protocols.”

“So?”

“So that’s certainly intellectual and scientific stuff, DNA
sequencing. Says here you dropped out of school with just 6
credit hours missing for you to become degree’d.”

“I’m taking a break, that’s all. I’'m tired of all the studying
and crappy campus food.”

“DNA sequencing requires computer skills, is this not a
truth?”

“I have to know how to use the computers. So does everyone
nowadays. So what”

“The surveillance camera and the safe in the casino cage are
computer controlled. Perhaps you thought you’d use your high
learning and brainy skills for a better use than sitting in a lab
sampling rat DNA?”

“You really think I robbed your damned casino? Why would
I do that? My Mother’s a Doctor for God’s sake! If I needed
money, I’d call her.”

“Surely you would. We all go running to mommy when we
need help, don’t we,” he said with an annoying smirk on his
face. “That’s why there are 37 messages on your phone from
her that have no answers, right?”

“You bastard — that’s illegal to check my phone!”

“Maybe in your country, but not here in the middle of the
Pacific.”

“Fuck you. I want my phone back — that’s personal prop

“You will be having your property back, just as soon a
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oney where it is.”

steal your money, you moron,” Sam shouted.
starch closed the folder and stood up. In perfect Eng-
e said;

en we find it, I intend to have them charge you with
and theft on the high seas. You’ll be tried in a jurisdiction of
ur choosing. There are some very uncomfortable hell holes
available to us, much less cushy than your present accom-
modations. I suggest you think about that before we reach
Honolulu.” Then he spun around and left the cell, relocking it
behind him.

ks

‘ ¢ D id you launch the capsule?”” Fernando said.
“Yes,” Jose said, covering the disposable
phone with one hand as he leaned against the
bulkhead near the bow of the ship.

“When we have counted the money and are satisfied you
didn’t withhold any for your personal use, we will let you
know if your service to us is complete.”

“I didn’t keep a damn dime. I put everything from the safe
in there. I took ...” he stopped when he heard footsteps.

“Everything okay, Jose?”” he heard Gladys say as she walked
up to him.

“Yes, Ma’am, just catching up with an old friend,” Jose said,
holding his thumb over the cell’s microphone.

“Well, that was a delicious dinner last night. It’s too bad we
can’t stay aboard one more night. Do you have plans here in
Hawaii, Jose?” Gladys asked.

“No Ma’am,” he answered, then said, “Please excuse me —
this is long distance.”

“Well, it was nice meeting you. Have a safe trip back
home.” With that, Gladys continued walking. When she was
out of earshot, he turned his attention back to the phone.

“You there?”” he asked.

“What the hell is going on? If you are caught, you are on
your own, amigo.”

“No one’s on to me. I put all the damn money in the capsule
and sent you a picture of it to prove it. You’ll see that every
packet is there.”

“For your sake, Jose, I hope so. How do you intend to get
off the ship in Hawaii?”

“Same way [ got Sam on — the laundry.”

“I might suggest you find another method, sefior.”

“Why?”

y now, your Americano pigeon will have spilled his guts.
s clever of you to use him as a diversion, but surely you
clieve they won'’t be looking for gringos like you in the

www. TheBlueC

“Don’t concern yourself about my escap
drop me from your list before I get back to the

Jose heard the dial tone and realized the line w
dead.

He needed to use plan ‘B’ to get off the ship, prefera
before it reached harbor and was swarmed by immigratio
cers and the Coast Guard.

skksk
on-of-starch returned with a dinner tray a few hours
S later.
“Hungry, Mr. Watson?” he said, placing it on the
table in front of Sam.

“What? You’re not going to make me beg for it like a trained
monkey?” Sam said, digging in immediately. He may be in the
brig, but the chow came straight from the main dining room
and included steak, baked potato, mixed vegetables, a garden
salad and tall glass of water.

“I’m not interested in humiliating you, sir. You’re in enough
trouble as it is. I was hoping, of course, that you have been
changed your mind and decided to cooperate by telling us
where the money is,” he answered, using plain English again.
He sat down on the other side of the table.

Sam swallowed a mouthful of ranch-covered lettuce and
cucumber and said, “If I knew where it was, I’d tell you, but
since I didn’t take it, I have no clue where it is.”” He put the
fork down and stared his inquisitor in the eye. “I have been
thinking about it, however, and since | am an American citizen,
I have rights, no matter what you claim. If [ am truly under ar-
rest, then I want to see an attorney, and if I’m not under arrest,
then I demand to be released immediately.”

“You are in international waters, my friend, and subject to
the directives of the Captain.”

“If it is truly dinner time, then my suspicion is that we are
currently in U.S. waters, and I respectfully request that I see
the Captain, or his representative, and I further demand to have
my phone back; I’'m entitled to make a phone call.”

“I’11 tell you what you are entitled to, sir, and I’d be watch-
ful of the tone of your voice if I were you.”

“Look,” Sam said, dropping his voice and taking a different
tack, “you obviously had a robbery, and if it isn’t me, then it
has to be Jose. Have you seen him lately?”

“He’s on board. If we need to speak with him, we’ll locate
him...”

“And then what? Let him just walk off the ship with the
other passengers and crew? You’ll never find your money that
way.”

“He is not allowed to leave the ship — his contract does
permit him shore leave at this time.”
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se, you have a bigger problem — he’s got your

d he’s probably planning on getting off the same
snuck me on, except this time he’s taking your property
im. I heard him say he was only going to work till he got
ugh to get to Australia. I think he has enough now.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“Have your security staff focus on the laundry area. Our
cabin was right next to the laundry room — that’s probably
where he hid the money, and likely where he intends to make
his escape from.”

Son of starch looked long and hard at Sam, deep in thought.

“If what you say is true, then why would he bother to sneak
you on board and give you the key?”

“To frame me, obviously. I’ve had plenty of time to think
about that myself, and it makes perfect sense. He gave me that
damned master key card to see if it raised any red flags. When
he saw that I was able to use it to get in and out of the room
without setting off any alarms, he knew it was okay to use it to
let himself in for whatever purposes he intended. When I fell
asleep after playing blackjack, he lifted the card and my phone
from my pocket, robbed the casino and left them there for you
to find. He knew you’d trace the doors it was used to open and
come looking. You’d find me, arrest me, and that would buy
him the time he needed to get away. While you’re down here
harassing me and your security is turning the ship upside down
looking for the money, he’s playing cat-and-mouse with you till
he can slip off with the cash.”

S-O-S pulled out a pad and pen from his shirt pocket and
started writing. “Tell me exactly how he snuck you on through
with the laundry — every detail. If you’re correct, we don’t have

a lot of time.”
dokok

€€ ease remain in the designated areas until your
P;roup is called for disembarking,” the pleas-
ant voice on the ship’s intercom said. It was

7:30am and the captain was positioning the ship for docking at
Honolulu’s Aloha Tower Cruise Ship terminal. Jose made his
way to the main deck behind the dining area at the ship’s stern.
Passengers were lined up at the buffet lines for eggs, hot cereal
and coffee, talking excitedly. The smell of breakfast drifted out
the doors and past him as he surveyed the ocean behind the be-
hemoth. The depth here was 35 feet and there were no prevail-
ing winds. He knew he’d have to be careful not to get sucked
eneath the ship as its powerful engines turned the propellers
d azimuth thrusters to ease it next to the dock.
e worked his way to the starboard side, away from the
ing passengers watching the ship’s approach to the pier.
d for a lull in the engine’s whine, looked around to be

sure there wasn’t anyone too close, then he slip
boat shoes. He tied them to the strap on his back p
up on the railing and leapt out over the side. His high
coach would have been proud of his nearly perfect swa
into the blue-green waters 30 feet below.

He struggled to the surface, the back pack a bigger drag t
he had calculated, but he kicked like mad until his head broke
the surface. He swam as quickly as he could away from the
ship, staying under as long as his breath could carry him before
surfacing again to gulp in a fresh lung full. He angled away
from the ship, parallel to the pier, until he felt sure no one could
see him before turning towards shore, aiming for the unoc-
cupied dock a challenging four hundred yards in front of him.
He was a powerful swimmer, but he tried not to think about the

Great Whites that occasioned the waters around him.
kksk

‘ (4 We’ve searched the laundry room and ev-
ery pallet scheduled to leave the ship, but
I’m afraid there is no sign of your friend,”
SOS said, entering the cell with Sam’s breakfast, consisting of
scrambled eggs, toast, hash browns and bacon. A steaming hot
cup of coffee adorned the tray as well, and Sam welcomed the
sensation as it warmed his throat.

“Is there any other way off the ship?”’ Sam asked before ram-
ming a huge forkful of eggs in his mouth.

“Other than jumping overboard, no,” SOS replied.

“Do you have lookouts for jumpers?” Sam asked.

“Our crew is trained to watch for anyone too near the railing,
but it’s a big ship — someone determined to jump could simply
wait till he was alone and leap undetected, I’'m afraid.”

“I don’t feel the ship moving. Are we nearly in port?”

“Pulling in now. If he’s jumped before this, we’d have no
way of knowing and certainly no way of finding him now. Most
likely, he’s dead, either from hitting the water or from drown-
ing — the ship only came within reasonable swimming distance
in the last hour.”

“He’s a good swimmer — tried out for the Olympics in col-
lege but didn’t make the cut. If anyone could do it, he could.”

“Why did you not tell me this before? How do I know you
aren’t working together? If he jumped and took the money with
him...

“We’re not working together. I’'m telling you the truth. You’d
better alert your security — my guess is he wouldn’t want to
swim any further than necessary — you might still catch him.”
Sam continued eating as if this were his last meal. “And when
you DO catch him, bring him to me — I’ll deal him some jus-
tice for putting me in here — the kind you and the courts are to
namby-pamby to dish out.”

2

Continued on
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ow anyone in Honolulu?”
er mentioned anyone. He kept talking about Austra-

e’s got the money, that’s where he’s heading.”
skskok

e pulled himself out of the water, ready to duck
Hbeneath the pier’s platform if anyone was up top. To

the relief of his aching muscles, he was clearly alone.
Once on the pier, he jogged to the line of buildings on the other
side of the vehicle access road. At the first structure he came to,
a warehouse of some sort, he tested the doors along the alley
between it and the maintenance shed next to it. The fourth one
opened when the latch depressed easily under his thumb. He
stepped inside, locking the door behind him so no one could
follow him, and stripped out of the waterlogged backpack, lay-
ing it on the cement floor next to the door.

His shoes were likewise soaked, but he put them on anyway.
They made a sucking, squishing sound when he put them on,
but they would protect his feet from any debris or shards that
might be on the floor. He reached for the satchel and opened it,
withdrawing a large plastic bag wrapped with waterproof tape.
He checked to make sure it hadn’t ripped or the tape dislodged
during his plunge and subsequent swim to shore. Satisfied that
the contents hadn’t been compromised, he reached into a side
pocket of the backpack and pulled out a smaller, plastic bag.
He ripped it open and was pleased when the blinking light
confirmed it was still operational. He toggled the navigation
switch and verified that the capsule was still circling at 3 knots
at a depth of 25 feet. He put both bags back into the backpack
and walked to the far wall of the deserted warehouse. Using it
as a pillow, he lay down and closed his eyes. The Companeros
would not be happy that their capsule had lost its way and was
mindlessly circling at depth, but their efforts to retrieve it would

give him the time he needed to complete his journey.
kskok

¢ ‘What the fuck,” Fernando said, still sweeping
the beach with his eyes as if the capsule was
somehow lost in plain sight. “Where the hell
is it?”

“I’ve lost the signal, Nando,” Carlos said, keeping his gaze
fixed on the remote control unit’s screen to avoid his icy glare.
“If he’s taken it, he will pay with his life,” Nando said. In
th, the money wasn’t enough to break a sweat over — they
e more smuggling a single Chinese émigré into the U.S.
he entire take from the safe. Jose owed them, and if he
eak into the ship’s safe as easily as he did this time,
other, more lucrative jobs they could force him to do.

“He knows the risk of crossing you,” Carlos
“Good — then he won’t be surprised when we ¢

before shooting his brains out. We will make him an
sesksk

as they sat in the Captain’s office.

“I’ve never been in a Captain’s cabin — |

thought it would have been bigger,” she said as she gawked at
the pictures and awards hanging on the walls.

“The ship is built for the comfort of the passengers, not the
crew,” SOS replied. “Now, about the man you say you saw
jump over the railing...”

“Well, the Captain certainly should have a larger stateroom. I
mean, his bed is no larger than mine! I think I’ll write a letter to
your company’s headquarters and suggest they invest in better
conditions for him.”

“Yes, Ma’am, I’m sure they’ll appreciate hearing your com-
ments. Meanwhile, it is rather urgent to find the man who
jumped. Where did you see him, exactly?”

“Oh, yes. He was on the back of the ship, the, uh, what do
you call it?”

“The stern, Ma’am.”

“Yes, the stern. Sounds like sternum, but that’s in the middle
of the chest isn’t it? Not on the backside. I wonder why they
call it that?”

“I’m sure they had a good reason,” SOS said, his voice quiv-
ering. “Please, can we get back to the man you say jumped?”

“The man who jumped? Oh, him...he had a backpack on,
and just before he jumped, he took off his shoes and tied them
to the strap. Then he climbed up the rungs of the railing and
dove off. I ran over — well, walked as quickly as I could, if you
have to know — but when I got to the rail, I didn’t see anything.
I thought maybe it was just my imagination playing a trick on
me.”

“Yet you told the waiter in the souffi¢ line about it.”

“Well, after all the young man who jumped was one of your
staff members — I remember him clearing my table last night
after dinner. I thought someone ought to know that one of your
busboys had quit. Will you be shorthanded without him?”

“No, Ma’am, we have plenty of help on board. Do you re-
member his name?”

“Then when can we get oft? It seems to be taking a long
time, and I have been waiting a lifetime to see Hawaii for
myself. Surely missing one busboy shouldn’t hold up the whole
ship, should it?”

“No, Ma’am, it shouldn’t, but losing anyone overboard is
serious situation, even a crew member. You say you saw hi

¢C Tell me again what you saw,” SOS said to Gla

Continued o
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busboy. Do you recall his name?”’

think his name was Jose something-or-other.”
did you know that?”

was on his nametag — he was our waiter at dinner, for
odness sake.”

“Did you speak with him?”

“Oh yes — he was quite a pleasant young man, though |
don’t think he was very happy last night.”

“Why do you say that?”

“He was talking on his phone near the front of the ship.
What’s that called?”

“The bow, ma’am.”

“Bow, stern, how do you keep them straight? Seems you
should just say the front or the back of the ship.”

“I’ll make a recommendation to that effect. Now, please tell
me what you hear him say at the front of the ship.”

“Oh, something about a capsule and not keeping a single
penny or something to that effect. He seemed quite agitated,
like someone was questioning his integrity. He’s such a nice
young man. Who would question his integrity, after all?”

sokok
t felt good to be out of the cell and walking again. His
Ilegs were cramped and his head was pounding with a
tension headache. SOS was leading the way, talking as
rapidly as his feet were moving.

“The woman from the blackjack table confirmed that you
won the money fair and square. She also said she saw Jose
Jump ship just before we docked. He has a couple hours’ head
start, but he had to swim ashore and unless he had transporta-
tion prearranged, he can’t have gotten far.”

“What about the money?”” Sam asked.

“She said she saw him with a backpack, but she also over-
heard him talking to someone about a capsule of some sort.
My guess is it was a waterproof container and the money was
init.”

“If he was smart enough to get this far, how do you know he
didn’t have a car or motorcycle waiting for him onshore some-
where?” Sam asked as they emerged from the elevator on the
Princess deck. The line of increasingly impatient passengers
stood uneasily near the exit, tantalizingly close to the ramp
leading to shore and sun.

“I don’t. If he did, then we may never find him.”

“It’s a small island,” Sam said.

“It’s bigger than this ship and we still couldn’t locate him,”
OS said as he waved the crew member aside so they could

ood point. Where are we going?” Sam asked, avoiding
stares of the passengers he passed on his way off the

ship.
“We’re going ashore — you’re going to help 1
“So now you believe me?”

“Until we find Jose and the money, I have no choic
kksk

e woke with a start from the rattling of the doo

Hlt took a few seconds for his eyes to adjust to the

dark, but his ears told him that someone was sys-
tematically trying the same doors he had entered through. As
best he could determine, they were one door away from the
one he entered through. Damn, he thought, should have tried
the rest of them, made sure they were locked, as well. Too late
now.

He got up and grabbed his backpack. He made his way
south along the wall in the opposite direction. When he could
hear the door north of his position jostled, he sprinted across
the expanse directly to the first door in the row. Waiting ner-
vously, he pulled the remote out of the backpack and checked
to make sure the micro submersible was still in its holding
pattern. Satisfied that his Latino ‘friends’ hadn’t managed to
find or disable it, he placed the device on the ground next to
the door and firmly grasped the door’s handle. Finally, he saw
one of the doors at the far end of the warehouse swing open,
allowing the light from outside to flood the dank interior. His
thumb depressed the lever and he eased his own door open as
swiftly and quietly as he could. Edging outside, he watched
as the last of 4 men entered the building, 3 of them in white
uniforms.

He slammed the door closed behind him and ran as fast as
he could to the jeep idling on the access road. He jumped in,
tossing the backpack on the passenger seat, then jammed the
stick into 1st gear and gunned it. He was already doing 60 and
headed for Nimitz Highway when he spotted the searchers in

the rearview, led by his old friend, Sam.
sksksk

‘ ‘ S hit, shit, shit,” Sam yelled as he watched the

jeep disappear around the bend, headed towards
the city. SOS ran up next to him.

“This is Lt. Nehala. Suspect has stolen a jeep, license
19882, and is headed inland on Nimitz Highway from pier 11.
Alert all agencies — suspect has stolen goods on him, and may
or may not be armed. Approach with caution. Send us a back-
up — we’re at the Shimosa warehouse.”

“How did he know? He couldn’t have known,” Sam said.

“He seems to have had this planned out from the beginning.
He’s either extremely smart or exceedingly lucky,” Nehala
said. “C’mon — let’s go back inside.”

“Why bother?”

“In his haste, perhaps he left us some clues.”

Continued on
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ed together to the warehouse and tried the door

h Jose escaped. Locked. They sprinted down to the

d door at the far end and re-entered the warehouse,
ding out. Sam stayed with Nehala as they headed to Jose’s
ess point.

“What’s this?” Sam said, picking up the blinking remote.
“Be careful,” Nehala yelled, ripping it from Sam’s hand and
tossing it along the floor, away from the other searchers, then
pulled Sam to the floor.

After 30 seconds, he stood up and slowly approached the de-
vice, examining it closely before picking it up. When he turned
it over, he noted a sonar screen and a single blip that seemed to
be going in circles.

Sam came up next to him, along with the other two security
officers. “What is it?”

“It appears to be a remote control for a small submersible. If
I’m reading this correctly, it is making 3 knots going in circles
on the leeward side of the island.”

“You think it’s the money?”

“What else could it be? He knew we’d turn the ship upside
down looking for it. Even if we found him, we’d have no evi-
dence. Very clever.”

“Not so clever — he lost it in his haste to clear out of here.”

“I’m sure he has the location memorized. That’s where he’s
heading now, I’ll bet.” With that, Nehala spoke into his cell
again, “Suspect headed to the Leeward Coast. Do not approach
suspect, I repeat — do not approach. Set up surveillance — we’re
on the way.”

“You’re not going to arrest him?”

“Not till he’s retrieved the money. I want to catch him red
handed.”

“Without the remote, how’s he gonna retrieve it?”” Sam said.

“You told me he was a good diver and swimmer. If he could
dive 30 feet off the back of the ship and swim a mile or more to
shore, then he can swim a half mile off to the submersible, dive
25 feet to retrieve the money, and swim back to shore. Here’s
our ride,” he said, pointing to the SUV pulling up next to the

warehouse. “Let’s go get a ringside seat.”
skksk

‘ ‘ ou’re certain? This is the capsule?” Nando said
to Carlos.

“It is in the right place, and the sonar signal
appears to be consistent.”

“I don’t trust these electronic tricks of yours. From now on,
¢ make them deliver the money in person. That way I can kill
right away and not have to chase them down and torture

rst.”
Fernando, I agree. Look — here he comes,” Carlos said,
the scuba diver rising out of the ocean as he walked

ashore. In his arms was the red submersible.
to the pickup truck and set it on one end of the o
before sitting on the other end to remove his diving

In less than a minute, all three of them were gathere
the object as Carlos produced a special wrench to unfast
hatch. When the final bolt was removed, he grasped the ha
and pulled it off. Inside was a neatly-wrapped package, seale
with waterproof tape. Nando reached in and grabbed it, placin
it next to the submersible before cutting through the tape with
his stiletto.

The stink nearly overcame them and they all turned their
heads away, cursing and coughing.

“Mother of fucking god,” Carlos said as he and the diver
walked towards the front of the truck to get away from the
awful stench. Nando simply covered his mouth and nose with
a rag from the bed of the truck and turned back. Using his
knife, he lifted the rotting lobster tails and meat from the bag
and flung them, one at a time, down the beach. Then he picked
up the red hull and threw it back towards the sea. He walked
towards Carlos, his knife held menacingly across his chest.
Carlos started backing up, but they both spun around when

they heard the sirens.
seksk

‘ ¢ B ut where the hell is the money?”” Nehala said,

more to himself than to Sam.
They were at police headquarters, the red
submersible lying on a table between them in one of the inter-
rogation rooms.

“Who were those three on the beach?”” Sam asked, ignoring
Nehala’s question.

“They fit the description of three of the Companeros gang.
We’re still waiting for fingerprint results to positively identify
them, but from the mug shots, the one with the knife is Fer-
nando Dominguez, the leader of the gang. If that turns out to be
true, it will be quite a coup for the local police force. The Com-
paneros deal in human smuggling; the detective who arrested
them said they are quite notorious on the mainland, particularly
Los Angeles.”

“I can’t believe Jose works for them. He may be a thief, but
gangs and smuggling? That’s not the Jose I remember.”

“Was he much of a poker player in school?”

“Yeah, in fact he was. He took me plenty of times back when
I knew him. Why? How did you know he played cards?”

“The Campaneros’ M.O. They recruit card sharks, give them
a generous stake, then introduce them into a rigged game where
they are cheated out of their entire stash. Once they are in debt
to the gang, they force them to do their dirty work, at least unti
their usefulness ends and they kill them.”

“You think they killed Jose,” Sam said, shock on his fa

Continued



1st, then it to Perth, heac
damned gang and cou
look like I robbed the casin
aid, completing the sentence. you showed up like manna fro

art,” Sam said. “What about anyone you heardﬁom me—I'm u

and this is the first and last message 1
e pulled Sam’s cell phone out of his  wouldn t mind doing a little digging, I le
. “You are free to go. You’d better call  attached map should be adequate to loca
orried about you.” return it to the rightful owner? Thanks. Say
i me.’ Jose.
e got to Igwana Jim’s, Kellelani let him in to He clicked on the attachment and memorized
> back room so he could plug his phone inand  the message. He went out front and killed two ho
ave some privacy. When the bars finally showed  with Lelli to let his phone fully charge. He said go

er number. bing his phone, a pair of new flip flops and a shiny
kokok

¢C This came for you by FedEx,” the first

Phoenix,” Sam asked, sure of the reply. handing the package to Lt. Nehala.
ish it would rain already. The monsoons have been “Who’s it from?”
weeks and we haven’t seen a drop of water yet. The “The postmark indicates the Honolulu substation, b
no return address. It passed inspection by both x-ray an
dogs. There didn’t appear to be any threat.”
“Let’s find out what’s inside,” Nehala said, gripping t
and pulling open the box.
He pulled the plastic package out. There was a note a

I’'m ready.” which he read aloud.
hen will that be?” Mahalo — hope you 're in some exotic port enjoying t
, Mom, gotta go — battery’s almost dead. Talk to you sunshine. I believe this belongs to you. Jose sends his 1
. With that, he clicked off and was about to set the Regards, Sam.
to finish charging when he noted the flashing LED
a waiting message. His Mother had long ago real-
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e clarity of our meditations
attered into a clatter of rude molecules

from someone else’s rainbow, unreachable
save by more than ordinary eyes,
all broken and only because a pair of pants

has burst into song.

fourth book, “Eumaeus Tends,” the poet admits: “By choice
ot been educated in what is called ‘creative writing.’ | do
and so | cannot be regarded as a professional p
akes. | am inclined to allow the beginni
vhen it has a mind to
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but for the soul of her
that lives in the writing,
only in the writing
because of those minutes.

All that we love should
be held, not believed in,
but held close. And gently.

And believed in.
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joht at the end of the tun
e light of an oncoming train.

Robert Lowell,

“Since 1939”
Dynee is five. She pushes
her baby brother Stevie in his tin stroller.
Dynee pushes because she is the Mommy.
I am the Daddy because Dynee is the Mommy.
So I run ahead, to get away from Daddy.
My little brother Jackie runs after me
because my little brother Jackie runs after me.

But mostly I run to be the first

at the last street corner we’re allowed to run to,
about three blocks from-or-up-or-down Sibley Ave.
And because I am not allowed to run farther

I walk fast for another block, and that takes me

as close to the tracks as I dare let Jackie go.
Somewhere, I go farther. Somewhere I run

to meet the great black locomotive that pushes

out of the vast deep west to meet me.

The great gray solidity of steam hisses

toward me, whistle ready, bell-rope taut. Rolls
slower to meet with my salute. The engine chuffs

its invitation to come aboard and I come aboard.

I feel the cold of iron throttle through a leather palm.

My gloved hands are gauntleted to the elbow.

I check the dials, the clocks to somewhere east

and I jam the throttle lever forward to some

distant early sunrise, times past to when

this locomotive was new that is now obsolete.
Engine burns mine-mountains of gleaming black coal
Black diamonds sacrificed to the fiery furnace.

Then it slides past me, and Dynee now
and Stevie and Jackie back at the corner of Sibley.
In the aging mind of another childhood past
I reach into my shorts pocket for three coins—
pennies, two for my eyes, one for the engineer
o waves his hand now palm upward
ace of subservience to the deathless fire
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get nauseated in gymnasiu

o sit at the top of the bleachers
> down with vertigo.
d you don’t want me to throw up
my cafeteria lunch into the interstices
of some girl’s sculptured coiffure.
Now, if you push through every one of my poems,
and I do not recommend that you do—

what [ mean to say is:

if you keep reading all these poems,
you may tire of the word
interstices. | may write and say
interstices too often for your taste.

But inferstices is a word I like to pronounce.
I pronounce interstices way beyond meaning.
Interstices 1s a sound both crisp and light.
Interstices freshens the tongue

against the unrelenting palate.

Besides, interstices reminds me of all

the hidden caves and valleys

all the silent places I haven’t been yet.

Perhaps you’ll keep walking with me

among interstices between the lively ears we share.

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org Fall 2014
76



er three, or four.

ou trying to explain the connection
bught myself worthy to do so.
ach idea will explain at least part
or more or all of the other ideas.

rst idea is the white trillium
alone under a dying aspen.
e second idea is that morning in April that rose
like a yellow cactus blossom over the bay in Guaymas.
he third idea is a knot in a pine wall, the one just above

the homely lamp made of a cholla skeleton.

The fourth idea is what we just saw run out of
the screen door letting it slam, as usual.

One idea can never stand alone, so you say.
But if one idea must be supported
by at least one other idea, in their mutual support

they may speak only to one another, like poet to poet,
player to player, soul to soul,

and finally to anyone outside cloister or workshop

willing to sense an idea ex nihilo. Inside scholastic cryptophilia,
whatever is is only another pebble to kneel on, to prove

the breathless scruples of the lapidary imagination.

But outside! Ah.
es, there is a fifth idea.
t there. And there as well. That multiplace world,
here you and I have spoken.
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eltered soul to open the fine expanse of windov
able, six implacable panes, each about three by six feet.

ach a vertical grave.
A treacherous transparency of clear glass wall.
Each should be opaque for all the world they let in for us to touch.

Come. Share eyes with me outside our precarious terrarium.
Admire the two small trees, acacias of some sort, or wattle,
leather leaves of thrifty desert evolution.

I have time on my hands and my numbing backside
to wonder what the trees—

as foreign as we are here, as the windows are,
as the air in our breathless new world, the all-indoors—
what the trees, that is, might call themselves.

On the other side of the tarmac drive a wall protects the drive and us
from the threatening purity of green in the park we cannot see.
I am protected, as you are while you maybe only visit.

In the farthest distance a pale healthfulness of eucalyptus.
Just beyond the wall, sixteen strata of six-inch concrete blocks,
two large leafless trees, probable pecans.

It is March.

Whatever season or topology it is in here where we are so protected,
it is desert out there, irrigated to conform to the temperate
world of pecans.

If you and I could see through the wall!
We’d see the pecans waiting to bud.
Should not have long to wait.

I sit in the hardwood chair in the air conditioning.
ere I a child again I could pretend again.
ould pretend that the bare pecan trees are waiting for me to climb
and shake them into green.
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begin or pretend to hear the trees.
onger reach the first branch to begin again.
d ache in the infinity of our child’s upward scramble ma
way up that eucalyptus in the farthest clearest distance.

Do you remember the clarity?

High enough and in such danger of height and invention.

When we embraced the tree for our only protection the tree
whispered back its name.

Unremembering
we listened.
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ut for what he had been
aybe only, maybe
adow of her bridal memory now,

aybe a fading doppelganger,
having passed her test, not she her own,
living now in her Ithaca, not his—

Does he become to her a bauble,
a reincarnation of Calypso’s
choice and tender morsel?

So loved, does he long already
for the memory yet uncontrived,
the landlocked shade of prophecy carved in ash?
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e impervious lines
bble of granite, crude because
e physics of brother and sister atoms

who make of immovable geology a sexuality
to reflect a purity not of beauty but of
articulate isness perfectly blended

into the script of eons of erosion—
the specific medium for Antelope, Lizard,
Sun-Radiance, Lightning-Bolt—inscriptions,

characters too immediate to the soul for mere beauty
in a language designed to celebrate
the raw abundance of scarcity, of appetite,

a shaman-world of necessary generation,
the opposite ideal of what the pencil and eraser will do
like a ghost to erode the sheet of paper

that reflects the scratches of the written poem,
a grave rubbing of what cannot erase itself
from lives that can do nothing else.
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“Aaron’s Touch”
Digital photography
Photographed January 2007,
processed Sept. 3, 2014

The artist says: “l represent a diverse photographic life experience in fine arts, marl
photojournalism, community service documentaries, multimedia and commercial
During almost 40 years of image-making in Arizona, | have honed my style, sha
and focused my perspectives to provide images with impact. My photographi
and always evolving, with my quality and creativity earning national, regio
nd juried exhibitions, as well as in international publications and on Ari
lication credits list includes Arizona Humane Society; Arizona lll
Science Center; Habitat For Humanity; Mesa Tribune; Nati
gazine; New Times; New York Times, Sunday editi
sdale Views; and The Arizona Republic.
om/Imagyst.
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“Blue Stone Bass”
Digital photography
Photographed January 2007,
processed Sept. 3, 2014
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“Big Iron on His Hip”
Digital photography
Photographed September 2007,
processed Sept. 3, 2014
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“La Guitarra Sueia”
Digital photography
Photographed October 2007,
processed Sept. 3, 2014
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“All American West”
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Coming in March 2015!

The 7th Annual

Blue Guitar
Spring Festival
of the Arts!

The 7th Annual Blue Guitar Spring Festival of the Arts
will be in March 2015 at Desert Ridge Marketplace,
Loop 101 and Tatum Boulevard, Phoenix.

Free admission!

1 us for an amazing free showcase of the arts, with m
e, cultural presentations, art activities for chi
and literary readings!
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information, go to the website: www.dogearedpagesused
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Open Mic: A celebration of the arts

Join us at our Monthly Open Mic Arts, Letters and Culture Events! This is a great chance for art-
1sts, writers and performers in all genres, spanning all disciplines and cultural representations, to get
together, read, present, share, learn and enjoy. A featured artist is showcased for the entire month!

WHERE: Dog-Eared Pages Books, 16428 N. 32nd St., Suite 111 (just south of Bell Road), Phoe-

nix, AZ 85032; (602) 283-5423.

WHEN: The last Thursday of each month, 5 p.m. to 7 p.m.

We also address key issues in contemporary art and culture, exchange ideas, learn new things
through rigorous talks, conversations, debates and readings in an informal setting. Join us! Everyone
1s invited to bring a friend(s) and enjoy exciting conversations in the beautiful surroundings of the
neighborhood bookstore. Meet new and old friends and enjoy! All programs are free and open to the
public. For more information, contact Elena Thornton — (602) 263-5373 or info@artizona.org.

About The Arizona Consortium for the Arts

The Arizona Consortium for
the Arts is a Non-Profit Organi-
zation approved by the Arizona
Corporation Commission in
February 2008. We hold a 501c¢3
tax-exempt status.

We are all-volunteer. We are
educators, artists, performers,
writers and supporters of all ar-
tistic endeavors, and are propo-
nents and supporters of the rich,
vibrant and diverse community
of the Greater Phoenix area as
well as the entire state.

The Arizona Consortium seeks
to create a multicultural, multi-
disciplinary arts center that will
provide a home for our activi-
ties and foster artistic growth for
people of all ages in conjunction
with exhibiting artists, writers,
actors, dancers and musicians
who will share their expertise in

a gallery, theater setting.

Please visit www.artizona.org
or www.theblueguitarmagazine.
org for more information about
becoming a member, network-
ing, donating, advertising, vol-
unteering or submitting work to
The Blue Guitar arts and liter-
ary magazine, Unstrung poetry
magazine and The Blue Guitar

Jr. literary and arts magazine for
youth.

You can become a part of the
Arizona Consortium and make a
difference.

There are countless ways to
contribute, and the consortium is
grateful for any donation in any
form.

For us to grow as an organiza-
tion, provide various services
to artists, and support inspiring
projects, your financial support
1s needed.

Every dollar received will sup-
port our website, the publication
of our magazines, and the estab-
lishment of our future center.

Please visit our donations
page, http://www.artizona.org/
donate.html, and donate today!

Thank you for your continued
support!



of the consortium’s dream multicultural arts center by Effie Bouras, building designer, Mechanik Design Office, LLC.

The consortium’s visio
multicultural arts ce¢

e Arizona Consortium for the Arts’ Center will be an inimitable foundatio
enter by Effie Bouras, Building De- ence, one that you’ll want to share w
i community.
nd a destination for creativity Designed by Effie Bouras, t
'or many wonderful com- spaces for the arts in all ge
ative multicultural and tions. A flexible and v
rehearsals, conc
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A Call to Writers for
The Blue Guitar Jr.

Open to children and teens who write
and to adults who write
for children and teens

nual issue for children and teens. Submissions from children and teens

and adults who write for children and teens are sought by Oct. 1, 2015,
in all genres — fiction, poetry, plays, creative nonfiction — all geared to ap-
peal to youthful audiences. Writers must submit original work and must live in
Arizona. Simultaneous submissions will be accepted, but the writer must notify
the magazine as soon as possible if the work 1s accepted elsewhere. It 1s free to
submit, and submissions may be made in multiple genres. Please include your
name and the best way to contact you on your submission. To submit or for
further information, e-mail Editor Rebecca Dyer at rebeccadyer@thebluegui-
tarmagazine.org. For more information, visit www.theblueguitarmagazine.org.

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks literary submissions for its next an-

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine is a project of the nonprofit The Blue
Guitar literary and arts magazine and The Arizona Consortium
for the Arts. The Arizona Consortium for the Arts is a startup,

nonprofit group dedicated to supporting and fostering artists and

the arts in Arizona, including the literary, visual and performing
arts. For more information about The Blue Guitar and The Blue
Guitar Jr. magazines and The Arizona Consortium for the Arts,
visit our websites:
www.theblueguitarmagazine.org and www.artizona.org.



A Call to Artists for
The Blue Guitar Jr.

Open to children and teens who are artists
and to adults who create art
for children and teens

1ssue for children and teens. Submissions from children and teens and

adults who create art for children and teens are sought by Oct. 1, 2015,
in all media geared to appeal to youthful audiences. Artists must submit origi-
nal work and must live in Arizona. Simultaneous submissions will be ac-
cepted, but the artist must notify the magazine as soon as possible if the work
1s accepted elsewhere. It is free to submit, and submissions may be made in
multiple mediums; up to 5 1images can be submitted. Artists are encouraged to
submit images of work by e-mail; please provide high-resolution JPEGs of 300
dpi. Images must be identified in the e-mail with the artist’s name, contact in-
formation, titles of works, dates and mediums. Please include your name and
the best way to contact you. To submit or for more information, e-mail Editor
Richard Dyer at richarddyer(@theblueguitarmagazine.org. For more informa-
tion, visit www.theblueguitarmagazine.org.

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks art submissions for its next annual

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine is a project of the nonprofit The Blue
Guitar literary and arts magazine and The Arizona Consortium
for the Arts. The Arizona Consortium for the Arts is a startup,

nonprofit group dedicated to supporting and fostering artists and

the arts in Arizona, including the literary, visual and performing
arts. For more information about The Blue Guitar and The Blue
Guitar Jr. magazines and The Arizona Consortium for the Arts,
visit our websites:
www.theblueguitarmagazine.org and www.artizona.org.
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Meet the statf of The Blue Guitar magazine

son native, Rebecca is a poet, journalist and teacher now
husband, Rick, The Blue Guitar production editor. Reach her
itarmagazine.org.

chard H. Dyer Jr., editor: Richard (married to Rebecca, above) is the

anaging editor for a monthly and three weekly newspapers in the East Valley,

photographer and a welded-steel sculptor. Reach him at
richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org.

1, cover design artist for The Blue Guitar: Marjory, of Scottsdale, is an
g artist, muralist and an acrylic painting instructor. Her biography and con-
on are available at mboyerart.com.

eck our websites for news on the a
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A Call to Writers for Spring

he Blue Guitar magazine seeks literary submissions for
I the Spring 2015 Edition from Feb. 1 through March 6.
Submissions are sought in all genres — fiction, poetry,
plays, creative nonfiction. Writers must submit original work and
must live part- or full-time in Arizona. Simultaneous submis-
sions will be accepted, but the writer must notify the magazine
as soon as possible if the work 1s accepted elsewhere. It is free to submit, and
submissions may be made in multiple genres. Please include your name and
the best way to contact you on your submission. Submissions must be in the
best shape possible and publication-ready. To submit or for further informa-
tion, e-mail Editor Rebecca Dyer at rebeccadyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org.
For more information, visit www.theblueguitarmagazine.org.

A Call to Artists for Spring

The Blue Guitar magazine seeks art submissions in all mediums for the

Spring 2015 Edition from Feb. 1 through March 6. Any

artists who work 1n any visual art media, are 18 years or
older and are part- or full-time Arizona residents can submit. It
1S free to submit and up to 5 images can be submitted. Artists are
encouraged to submit images of work by e-mail; please provide
high-resolution JPEGs of 300 dpi. Images must be identified in
the e-mail with the artist’s name and contact information, titles
of works, dates and mediums. Submissions must be in the best
shape possible and publication-ready. To submit or for further information,
e-mail Editor Richard Dyer at richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org. For
more information, visit www.theblueguitarmagazine.org.

The Blue Guitar magazine is a nonprofit project of the nonprofit The Arizona Consortium for the
Arts. The Arizona Consortium for the Arts is a startup, nonprofit group dedicated to supporting
and fostering artists and the arts in Arizona, including the literary, visual and performing arts.
For more information about The Blue Guitar magazine and The Arizona Consortium for the Arts,
visit our websites: www.theblueguitarmagazine.org and www.artizona.org.

“Things as they are are changed upon the blue guitar.”
— Excerpt from Wallace Stevens’ 1937 poem “The Man With the Blue Guitar.”
Copyright reserved, Random House Inc.
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