


 
 
Rufous City Review 

______________________________________________ 
Where Industry Encounters Raw Earth 

Issue 9 2012 
  



Rufous City Review 

Masthead 
Founding Editor 

& Managing Designer 
 

Associate Editor 
 

Fiction Editor 
 

 
Jessica Bixel 
 
Brittany Balyeat 
 
Paul Morin 
 



Rufous City Review 

Content 
Introduction 

 
 

Three Poems 
 
 

Two Poems 
 
 

Penuche Blues 
 
 

ECSTATIC IN BLUE #29 
 
 

Compact 
 
 

The Weight of Names 
 
 

BABEL 
 
 

We Drove 
 
 

Two Poems 
 
 

COMPLICATIONS DURING 
THE CONSUMPTION OF A 

HORSE PLACENTA  
 

The Great Alchemist 
 
 

Other Lives 
 
 

Archibald Discovers Air 

by Jessica Bixel 
 
 
by Renee Emerson 
 
 
by Molly Spencer 
 
 
by Maureen Kingston 
 
 
by Darren Demaree 
 
 
by Philip Kobylarz 
 
 
by Howie Good 
 
 
by Christopher Leibow 
 
 
by Holly Day 
 
 
by Carol Guess & Kristina 
Marie Darling 
 
by Joseph Goosey 
 
 
 
by Colin Dodds 
 
 
by Julie Dearborn 
 
 
by Daniel M. Shapiro 

5 
 
 

6 
 
 

7 
 
 

11 
 
 

12 
 
 

13 
 
 

14 
 
 

15 
 
 

18 
 
 

19 
 
 

21 
 
 
 

22 
 
 

23 
 
 

25 



Playing Dead 
 
 

What You’re Looking For 
 
 

I’ve had paper cuts before 
 
 

Encounter 
 
 

Another Retreat 
 
 

The Sound of a Motorcycle 
Accident 

 
 

SPACKER IS  
 
 

Night Cryer 
 
 

They Say Goodbye Again 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

By Mark Waclawiak 
 
 
By Meg Johnson 
 
 
 By Laura Grodin 
  
 
By Nandini Dhar 
 
  
By Jim Davis 
 
  
By Richard Robbins  
 
 
 
By Kenneth Pobo 
 
 
By Colin Sturdevant 
 
 
By R.T. Castleberry 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

26 
 
 

27 
 
  

 28 
 
 

29 
 
 

30 
 
 

31 
 
 
 

32 
 
 

33 
 
 

35 
 

 
  



Rufous City Review 

Introduction 
At the end of this apocalyptic year we present to you, dear readership, all manner of 
death and destruction, breakups and breakdowns, hook of rock and hank of hair. The 
orchards are swelling, the wolves are watching, and the city is haunted—everyone is 
waiting for you. Enjoy your stay.  
  



Renee Emerson 

Lucky 
A hank of hair caught in the high weeds by the river.   
A premonition, tangle in the burrs and thistles,   
on the first day of a new year. 
 
A recluse spider, brown and commonplace,  
uncoils on the closet floor. First fear  
of my childhood. At the church,    
 
we’re told our minister’s baby had brain surgery.   
Water in the skull. And still, we count them lucky.   
Why can’t it be easy? With nothing to lose,   
 
the catbird steals the nest of another.  
I long to keep her from corruption: what shines   
like a knife or an eye.  
  



Stories   
The moon rises, a pale fish.  
Lake-tired and mosquito-bitten, we circle  
like verses that round the chorus   
of a Sunday morning hymn— 
this happened, this happened.    
 
We tell stories, reshape   
those who stand next to us.   
 
Stars glinting, a few slack tents   
and a fire. Blue jays chasten  
from the high limbs of the sumacs.  
The aging line of trees, gauzed  
with worms.    
 
All of our stories are ghost stories.  
Your shadow a gray visage, surfacing.  
  



Heredity 
When I heard Lakeside,   
I saw green waters. 
 
Nineteen eighty-nine,  
my grandfather, that woman— 
grandmother’s mind became a bird  
struck by a stone.   
 
I became a cat, cried mew   
when they called my name,  
drew lines over my entire body,  
wouldn’t turn four on my birthday.  
 
White linens, white light—  
 
Where do stones go when March ends? 
Into the grass, into the lakes  
into the stomachs of birds.  
  



Molly Spencer 

Survival Guide for Chance 
Encounter with a Wolf 
Keep to the trees. You can climb, she can’t. 
 
Sleep tucked in the night’s black wing listening for her cries, the keening for her young.  
 
You, too, must mourn, but silently and only in her echoes. 
 
Hand over your blood. Let experts caress its slick secrets under microscopes and lights. 
Let them dye it many colors. Let them try to save you. 
 
Half-way is better than not at all.  
 
Drain from body into the thin gauze of soul. This will require concentration and the 
avoidance of mirrors. 
 
The human brain can’t unscramble a face when it’s upside down. 
 
Let your lover dress you in loose garments. Let him finger the buttons with the caution 
of a nurse.  
 
Let your mother brush your hair. Remember girlhood. 
 
Someone will find the children wandering and give them bread and water in a small 
forest cottage in the wood, which, remember, is where you now live. You could be 
neighbors except you are lost. 
 
The wolf has night vision. You won’t be alone.  
  



Goodbye Song 
The crime of belonging somewhere, here 
on a wave-rolled hook of rock and bone 
spring comes the lakes fill with snowmelt 
and goodbye is a foothold drowned 
and the map is always moving anyway 
gravel shifts to pavement on the curve 
and swell of orchard land goodbye 
is earth cut loose from itself to make road 
village this driveway goodbye 
is a bald and broken egg in the nest 
in the lilac tree goodbye is a moth 
cupped in a girl’s hand saved 
from the front porch light the one left on 
for her goodbye is wild flight caught deep 
in her bones goodbye is one lamp left burning 
in every house in the world goodbye is one song 
the one her father sang about a train ride, 
They won’t know where I’ve gone. 
  
  



Maureen Kingston 

Penuche Blues 
when our love was New World I shellacked you with molasses=dusted you with barley 
flakes=set you on my best serving plate=sweet eutopia=our love suspended in exotic 
ease=your corn grass=my melting panocha=lounging in heavy cream 
 
then the middle passage=the triangle trade-in=my cast-iron mold for her stick-resistant 
silicon=my crude confection shunted aside=lickety-split=banished to the archives 
 
why did you prefer cellophaned flesh?=pink snowballs=those factory phonies=my 
penuche never stood a chance=too earthy=the homemade mounds too full of flawed 
walnut hearts 
 
our breakup’s part of the larger warfare=of colliding palettes=Anselm Kiefer versus 
Thomas Kinkade in a primeval throwdown=friction on a sugared plane=scrumbled 
membranes=clotted screams of longing=the bedlam to be expected when two sides of a 
fairy tale meet  
  



 
Darren Demaree 

ECSTATIC IN BLUE #29 
For E.H. 
 
I was never clay, she said,  
in the first place, I was warm,  
she said, I worked in your hands 
 
only when they were steady, she said, 
& they weren’t steady much, she said.   
I was never clay, I never let  
 
the heat get to me, I never will,  
she said, but you seem to be taking this  
hardening well, she said, from a distance. 
  



Philip Kobylarz 

Compact 
She wore her lipstick like an off-centered kiss. She wore her lipstick like a misplaced 
LOVE stamp. She wore her lipstick like a bird would its newly sharpened beak. She 
wore her lipstick like pancake syrup (Mrs. Butterworth's). She wore her lipstick like 
curdled wine. She wore her lipstick with an aftertaste of his collar's starch. She wore her 
lipstick as a blue sunset tipped over inkwell. She wore her lipstick as a dual 
rash/blemish. She wore her lipstick as rose petals dried in the leaves of a dictionary. 
She wore her lipstick like a recently sucked tootsie pop (shooting injun on the wrapper). 
She wore her lipstick as she did the slight wax of his inner ear. She wore her lipstick like 
fresh gummy worms. She wore her lipstick in velvet theater curtains barely parted. She 
wore her lipstick as the night percolates glue. She wore her lipstick with a tinge of 
cinnamon burnt toothpicks. She wore her lipstick like duck's blood soup. She wore her 
lipstick as a handless watch of her oral desire. With her lipstick she wore baubles of 
invisible spittle. She wore her lipstick like a man kisses a mirror. She wore her lipstick 
as the bridle of her lover's finger. She wore her lipstick like a jack-o-lantern never could. 
She wore her lipstick as newly birthed starfish. She wore her lipstick like a tongue she 
couldn't hide. She wore her lipstick like a thorn in a tango dancer's shoe. She wore her 
lipstick like marbles in a blender. She wore her lipstick as crimsoned autumn leaflets. 
She wore her lipstick a tightly tied shoelace the hue of cut-off circulation. She wore her 
lipstick in a mood of overripe fruit. She wore her lipstick as a foot does its habitual 
nudity. She wore her lipstick a malted's striped straw. She wore her lipstick as one 
would her fleshy rood. She wore her lipstick as a valentine for whom. She wore her 
lipstick as much as her lipstick wore her. She wore her lipstick as cigarette butt return 
addresses. She wore her lipstick as a mouthflower, a lovesmudge, genital peppermint. 
She wore her lipstick stuck like candy apple goo. She wore her lipstick in two shades of 
lip. She wore her lipstick like asses awkwardly smooch chairs. She wore her lipstick like 
raspberries kept in a change pocket. 
  



Howie Good 

THE WEIGHT OF NAMES 
I point to flowers & tell you their names.  
Monarda, also called bee balm.  
Nasturtium. French lavender.  
There was a time not that long ago  
when to know the name of something  
was to become responsible for it.  
Life grew heavy with the weight of names.  
Hyssop, whose leaves smell  
as I imagine darkness would taste. 









Holly Day 

We Drove 
we got in the car and just 
drove. behind us, the shambling 
wreck of our father bellowed 
clasped at the air, choked 
on our fumes. we drove 
 
through the endless plains 
cornfields walling us on both 
sides, drove past 
farmhouses on fire, overrun 
with shambling wrecks 
like our father, hands clasping at terrified 
faces in the windows, hungry 
for blood. we drove 
 
until the cornfields faded to 
mangrove swamps and scarlet 
kudzu vines, until we could taste 
the salt sweat of the ocean in every 
breath. on the beach were other 
refugees, driven from the heartland 
all lined up, waiting for the boats  
that were never going to come.  



Carol Guess & Kristina Marie Darling 

Health Insurance 
On my new job, I finally had health insurance. Shortly after visiting a doctor, dentist, 
therapist, and various specialists, I received a letter explaining my deductible. My 
deductible was one billion dollars. 
 
I called the number at the bottom of the letter. An automated voice asked me to punch 
in my social security number, identification code, zip code, and number of calories 
consumed daily (including alcohol, but excluding “free foods”). Then the automated 
voice began speaking in soothing tones. It was a test to see if I could be hypnotized over 
the phone. If I could be hypnotized, I would win.  
 
When I emerged from what felt like a refreshing catnap, it was winter and the yard was 
covered in snow. I had lost my job and with it, my health insurance. My prize was a 
penny in a Cracker Jack box. 
  



His-and-Hers 
Everyone brought babies to the bachelorette party. Some were real and some were fake. 
Some were borrowed, and although none were blue, at least one of the real live babies 
had been born prematurely, and had lived for weeks in a tiny tent. The mother of the 
tiny baby remembered keeping vigil beside the tent; later, when her baby could breathe 
and text on its own, she showed pictures of its tiny footprint. The baby, now a teenager, 
didn’t believe her. After all, she had told the baby teenager that the internet hadn’t 
always existed, and that she had been a man in a previous life. 
  



Joseph Goosey 

COMPLICATIONS DURING THE 
CONSUMPTION OF A HORSE 
PLACENTA  
A baby doll and a life expectancy  
barge into a bathroom stall.  
 
An argument ensues,  
turns physical,  
and I am left alone  
to handle the court fees.  
 
When people exhale, more often,  
there is a waste involved.  
  



Colin Dodds 

The Great Alchemist 
The great alchemist was limited  
to pouring beer from his friend’s glass  
into his own.  
 
Nobler employment would not do. 
Dreams had not been kind.  
 
And wakefulness was a street fight  
with a smaller, weaker man  
who the alchemist beat and beat  
but could neither knock out nor outlast. 
 
Pulling into booths with beers, 
he felt a disappointment  
 
like when the dinosaurs went to buy pants  
and learned that the stores  
no longer carried their size. 
 
And he could not make  
that disappointment into much else. 
  



Julie Dearborn 

Other Lives 
There is the memory of the other life, the one you didn’t live. Like Gwyneth Paltrow, who didn’t 
stay with her cheating boyfriend in the movie Sliding Doors, because she missed her bus and 
went back home in time to catch him naked in bed with some slut, so she dumped him and got 
that sleek short haircut and the adorable Scottish boyfriend. But since it’s a movie, she also got to 
stay with the cheater, who begged forgiveness and became her fiancé. She got to live that life too, 
the one where she ended up killed in a tragic accident, so we know for sure she made the right 
choice by not marrying him. 
 
In the suburbs of Pennsylvania, in a colonial house, your college roommate’s little sister, 
already 43, is googling Breast Cancer, learning that the kind she has is aggressive, 
highly likely to recur, no matter how much flesh is scooped out in a lumpectomy. 
 
Rewind the film and it’s my roommate and I and her little sister and my little sister and 
we’re in San Francisco, at Rockin’ Robbins, the retro club on Haight Street with the 
Mustang coming out of the wall, and we’re dancing to the Supremes. Four mid-western 
girls with healthy breasts, bopping around the floor, lip-syncing to, “Stop, in the name 
of love.” We dance our way through boyfriends and breakups, pregnancy scares, bad 
bosses and most of our twenties. 
 
Within ten years, all but me will be married, within fifteen my sister will be divorced, 
my friend will be wondering if she should stay with her husband or leave him to 
pursue the co-worker she’s been flirting with for months, her little sister will be isolated 
and lonely in Pennsylvania, taking anti-depressants, unaware that a tumor has started 
to grow in her right breast.   
 
Rewind some more and I’m speeding down a country road in Kansas with two drunk 
guys, the three of us crushed against each other in the front seat, a couple of baggies of 
pot in the trunk. The guy driving swerves as he’s passing me the joint and the car starts 
to spin and then it does a flip which turns into a complete rotation so it lands right side 
up in a field. None of us wore seat belts.   
 
We were all so full of liquor and pot that we rolled with the car like trained stunt men 
and stepped out of it with bodies badly bruised but intact. Only the driver bled—from a 
small wound on his forehead that didn’t even require stitches. I landed on the floor in a 
crouch saying, “Is my face okay? Is my face okay?” At twenty-one, not being pretty 
would not have been a fate worse than death, it would have been a death. 
 
The next month I decided to move to California. If I’d stayed I could have ended up 
married to one of those guys—or another one just like them. 
 
And maybe I’d have gotten breast cancer. I’m not a new age extremist, but I do believe 



tumors grow faster in people who are unhappy. My friend’s little sister decided to have 
a pre-emptive mastectomy. She wanted to do everything she could – she had a four-
year old son. I sent her a card and told her I admired her bravery.   
 
We have all been brave in our way. Some brave enough to get married and have kids, 
some brave enough to get divorced and remarried, some brave enough to stay together 
and face the marriage because the kids deserve it. Some brave enough to cut off a breast 
if that’s what has to be done. I was brave enough not to marry any of the guys I should 
not have married. 
 
And I think we’re all okay with our choices. My friends have their children and their 
marriages; my sister has her second husband. I have my graduate degrees, my teaching, 
my writing. 
 
But only characters in movies get to live two lives. And lately I’ve been remembering 
that country road in Kansas and that car speeding past rippling fields of yellow wheat 
under a vast blue sky. The horizon we hurtled toward so heedlessly. My absolute 
absence of fear. 
  



Daniel M. Shapiro 

Archibald Discovers Air 
 The first thing Archibald will tell you when he meets you is The John Wayne Story: 
Archibald drives his niece to a birthday party—John Wayne's granddaughter's birthday 
party—but at first, Archibald does not know who this girl's grandpa is. He wants to do 
a quick drop-off so he can go shopping. And he does. But when he arrives to pick up his 
niece, The Duke is there blowing up balloons for kids to take home. Archibald begins to 
weep or giggle uncontrollably. (This is the only part of the story he varies upon 
retelling.) Archibald's niece couldn't care less about some old cancerous SOB hacking 
and puffing and spitting into a party favor. None of the children takes a balloon 
home—but Archie does. He clutches the steering wheel one-handed so he won’t have to 
let go of the balloon. He contemplates showering with the balloon but worries hot water 
might spoil it. He places it on the kitchen table and eats his fruit salad next to it. One 
day into this courtship, John Wayne dies. Archibald watches the daylong film tribute, 
still clutching the balloon. He is now certain he possesses the only remaining breath of 
John Wayne. He must research how to preserve this breath, this form of life that outlasts 
life. He also wonders what it would be like to breathe in the breath. Caressing the 
balloon for the last time, he drives one-handed to Winterset, Iowa—birthplace of John 
Wayne.  Finally, he lets go and watches it climb into the breeze, where it will leak 
slowly and painlessly in a deep sigh. 
  



Mark Waclawiak 

Playing Dead 
The cockroach on my 
bathroom floor plays dead 
when I turn on the light, 
lying on his back those 
antennas stay stiff, 
but when I spray the 
roach poison from the 
yellow can by my bedside 
he writhes, the bent legs 
are frantic, I can hear 
the cockroach snapping 
apart his shell skin 
and gasping, dead in 
a little puddle of 
poison and melted wings. 
I sweep the roach into a 
dustpan and throw him out 
the door, where his brothers 
will swarm to eat whatever 
is left. I go back 
to my bed and stare 
at the glowing stars 
left behind from the previous 
tenant, stuck to the ceiling 
they’ve lost most of their light, 
what’s left seems to just 
waste away in the dark. 
  



Meg Johnson 

What You’re Looking For 
…If you’re lookin’ for trouble, just look  
right in my face. I was born standin’ up…  

 
 
My onesie didn’t have to have 
evil scrawled across its chest, 
my parents knew to dress me  
as the devil. That’s right,   
make me a tin foil pitch fork.  
 
If Lolitas don’t die they become 
Cougars. If Cougars are animals 
then animals run the world. If  
the world is a foxtrot can I get 
a refund? And a redo? 
 
Let me tell you what Reduce, 
Reuse, Recycle means. It means 
running out of boyfriends. 
Dating four guys named Chris. 
I called the last one Joe.  
  



Laura Grodin 

I've had paper cuts before    
but not like this, a railroad of scars  
protruding, blinds on a sunshine window.  
Our lashes meet, slide forward, growing  
together in one strand, impossible to separate.    
 
I pull from you and it hurts.    
 
There is a farm between us, then  
an organic grocery store, a highway.  
Yellow lines dot our foreheads.   
You've managed to put a mile  
on the map, but like a cord, coiled 
too tight I snap, losing the left side  
of what used to be a union. 
  
No poem could know this distance.   



Nandini Dhar 

Encounter 
The first time I set eye on Saraswati, our maid Kiran Pishi's daughter, I saw a body 
strapped too loose inside my old purple-and-white polyester dress—what hugged 
lightly my eight-year old waist, flapped around ten year old Saraswati's. The fabric 
wrinkled at the edges—afraid and scornful at the same time, to touch her skin, four 
times darker than mine. 
 
Why are you in my frock? And who are you? I ask. 
 
Who told you this is yours? My ma got it for me. Yes, she works at your house. Don't you 
know? 
 
Oh! My mother must have given it to Kiran Pishi! It's an old one anyway. But it was mine 
before yours. Understand?  
 
We stared at each other—unsure how to sit back, how to ignore the aura of my mother's 
benevolence that Saraswati had wrapped around her bones.  
 
What I saw: hairs doused with coconut oil, which kept seeping into a face otherwise 
chapped into shapeless cracks. A tight ponytail held back with a red nylon ribbon, faux 
leather sandals still in their newness. 
 
When my mother gave her a mango to eat, Saraswati sucked at it with her whole 
mouth—smacking her lips, pressing her tongue on the orange meaty bits of the fruit. 
When she spat the seed out into the plate, I realized for the first time, 
 
some eatings of mangoes can be different. 
 
I sucked on mango seeds perfunctorily—because Ma had said it needed to be done. I 
always left orange whole fleshes still hanging on the seed.    
 
Saraswati sucked the mango white, devoid of a single speck of yellow.  
 
She stuck out her tongue—with yellow thread mango-fibers on her lips, says 
 
Such a baby! Doesn't even know how to eat! 
 
We competed over our mango-seeds: who can throw it further. 
 
Mine landed right outside the window, in the middle 

of broken bricks, glass-shards and weeds. Hers flew—past 
the wall, the coconut trees, the pond, to the nothingness called horizon. 



Jim Davis 

Another Retreat 
Lydia was her name, he thinks, she lived 
off Evergreen, made her money waiting 
tables, spent her days learning the names 
and inaugurational order of the presidents. 
Vegan, she might have been, she made him  
leave his shoes at the door, pet the cat. 
He curled his toes to cure the smell of feet.  
She’s down the road from a Russian bathhouse,  
shut down, boarded. The hallway of her building 
had a slight sewer smell, which you’ll get 
used to, she said. Her neighbors have a dog, 
he noticed. I think you know more than you say 
you know, more than you let on. Her cheeks 
glowing red, teeth red and dull from cheap 
merlot, this song, she said, you know it, don’t 
you? He did, fingers already pressing chords 
into an imaginary neck, strumming the rhythm 
of the song she hoped to show him. It played 
again on the radio beside her bed, to drown 
the noise they made. The cat hopped up 
where they lay and breathed heavy, sweating  
slightly. He’d eaten an ahi tuna sandwich, seared 
and slathered with aioli, the only meat on the menu 
at the vegan eatery. He pushed the cat aside 
and dressed, blaming his allergies. He left. 
On the blue carpet in her room, a book of presidents 
open to the 25th page, the bushy eyebrows of William  
McKinley, concerned, most likely, with the Treaty 
of Paris, which had Spanish implications, she explained 
to the empty intersections of wall, as an old song played 
slowly, and a car roared to life in the street.  
  



Richard Robbins 

The Sound of a Motorcycle Accident 
Never as you’d expect, crush 
against soda-can crush, but 
 
dull, slap against wood, plastic  
tap of fender breaking, her 
 
going down, helmet scuffing 
pavement, sliding off, left there 
 
back-flat, blinking, a whisper.  
  



Kenneth Pobo 

SPACKER IS 
a disgusting pig 
says Marianne Salodner to Dorian Lord— 
 
Spacker had promised to marry her, 
shot a twelve-point buck instead. 
Dorian wants Spacker too-- 
Micah’s men aren’t much, 
and Spacker at least isn’t drunk 
 
half the time, maybe.  He likes 
disgusting pigs, wrestled one to a draw 
at the county fair.  How could  
 
marriage be better than wrestling  
a pig?  Why not stay single— 
if the bed is cold, 
it’s no colder than getting up 
at 4:30 to hunt in an orange jacket.   
 
Life is pretty cold anyway.  You see 
your breath.  Briefly.  
  



Colin Sturdevant 

Night Cryer 
grandfather is dying, losing blood like a holy statue  
& a rooster cries over a red stripe in Lexington. 
red blood cells, platelets like spades, pop dead roots 
of soil-bone for something more dense and deep. 
we prop mouths open with soap searching  
tangled,  
 wire  
   steeples-blasphemous tongues. 
for that shit we call heaven and the truth. 
 
steeples pointing upwards & outwards, heavy deposits  
of aluminum foil worked by muscle tendons like absent  
locomotives. and something heavier comes. a final sigh,  
or a last minute scare for the family. ink-black-hair-like-night 
covers the iron road and the Blue pulse below epithelium rests  
awhile  
 traffic  
   stops & dissipates. now you can 
only hear the hum of hummingbirds beating breasts. 
 
things get smaller in TX, not bigger. spades rust, 
and leaves shrink. water evaporates, not “dries”. 
bodies are given to the studies of science. 
the empty earth from mining becomes old & 
foreign. a community of abandoned dolls left in attics. 
a bed 
 of cicada shells 
    is left behind. houses and barns 
will fold over, bend to nature’s will, unwritten. 
 
here’s where a Rockdale church sat toads & ol’  
wooden country faces, hardened and callus on lotus  
blooms. complaining about potential dreams-children  
in swing sets. hand crafted cattle, sheep, fowl, and mare are  
believed to have once gathered in Bethlehem below 
hari krishna 
 like christ  
   skies. who can save us now? some 
jesus made of Texan clay. 
 



where will my children hide & seek? one croaks.  
more will sell their land or die, dyed wool absent. 
a bed pan of blood and calcite deposits, minerals  
strained from the body harshly. and for the children,  
where will youth kiss one another, naked, feeling thatch fingers? 
where’re  
 all the  
   people? like in a children’s hand game, 
in your worn hands, grandpa. 
 
deep in aluminum soil, masses the quieted Pentecostal  
flicker and sun. headlights hitting coon eyes at night. 
every heat wave brings drought that travels at the pace  
of molasses as he passes. inches lost like hours of sleep, the rains- 
who knows when they will come relieve the ground again?  
clearings   
 made  
   loud. but a loudness that belongs 
to wild pigs, coyotes, and buzzards. 
 
the unsound hoot, an obsessive crow that no digit  
of a population will hear. a feline murmur, not car motors.  
Bobcat moans, not women giving birth in the countryside. 
grandfather is dying, heaving his last sighs. letting go. 
It’s my last stay in the hill country of Texas and 
I lie 
 awake 
   silent. because that’s all I know 
the world will hear when this land is gone. when my body 
also dies.  
  



R.T. Castleberry 

THEY SAY GOOD-BYE AGAIN 
She wore my jewelry in the morning— 
watch, small ring, 
a necklace of silver and cut ivory. 
I had four dreams, she said. 
In all of them 
I slept in your arms. 
In one you held a knife, 
in another a knotted cord. 
In one you argued, fist outstretched. 
In the last 
you held my hands, my hair 
as I cried in summer moonlight. 
In one you cut me, thigh and thigh. 
In the other 
you spread my lips, my legs, 
ran the cord between them. 
In one you denied child and home. 
In the last you held scissors to my hair 
as our lover 
untied my knotted shirt. 
As the body knows pain, 
I told her, 
it wakens to its worries, 
remembers no other state. 
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Louisville Review, Cottonwood, The Tribeca Poetry Review, and Whiskey Island. 
Philip Kobylarz’s work appears or will appear in Connecticut Review, Basalt, Santa Fe 
Literary Review, New American Writing, Poetry Salzburg Review and has appeared in 
Best American Poetry. His book, Rues, was recently published by Blue Light Press of 
San Francisco. Howie Good, a journalism professor at SUNY New Paltz, is the author of 
five poetry collections, most recently Dreaming in Red from Right Hand Pointing and 
Cryptic Endearments from Knives Forks & Spoons Press. Christopher Leibow is a 
vagbond poet, and visual artist and a performer of small slights of hand. He is an 
MFA  graduate of Antioch and has been published in numerous journals and online, 
including Juked, Interim, and Barrow Street. His art has appeared in Lumina, 491 
Magazine and has been a featured artist online with Cha: A Journal of Asian Writing 
and OFZOOs. Holly Day is a housewife and mother of two living in Minneapolis, 
Minnesota who teaches needlepoint classes in the Minneapolis school district. Her 
poetry has recently appeared in Hawai’i Pacific Review, The Oxford American, and 
Slipstream, and she is a recent recipient of the Sam Ragan Poetry Prize from Barton 
College. Carol Guess is the author of eleven books of poetry and prose, including 
Tinderbox Lawn and Doll Studies: Forensics. She is Professor of English at Western 
Washington University, where she teaches Creative Writing and Queer Studies. 
Kristina Marie Darling is the author of eight books of poetry.  Her work has been 
honored with fellowships from the Corporation of Yaddo, the Virginia Center for the 
Creative Arts, the Vermont Studio Center, the Santa Fe Art Institute, and the Ragdale 
Foundation, as well as grants from the Kittredge Fund and the Elizabeth George 
Foundation.  Kristina is currently working toward a Ph.D. in Poetics at S.U.N.Y.-
Buffalo, where she holds a Presidential Fellowship. Joseph Goosey dropped or failed 
out of the MFA program at George Mason. He has a small book thing coming out soon 
called WE, THE INSTITUTIONALIZED on nonpress. Norman Mailer wrote that Colin 
Dodds’ novel The Last Bad Job showed “something that very few writers have; a 
species of inner talent that owes very little to other people.” Two books of Dodds’ 



poetry—The Last Man on the Moon and The Blue Blueprint—are available from 
Medium Rare Publishing. Dodds’ writing has also appeared in a number of periodicals, 
including The Wall Street Journal Online, Folio, Explosion-Proof, Block Magazine, The 
Architect’s Newspaper, The Main Street Rag, The Reno News & Review and Lungfull! 
Magazine. Julie Dearborn has been published in Narrative and Summerset Review. She 
has an MFA from Queens University of Charlotte. Daniel M. Shapiro was once called 
"gorgeous" by Burt Reynolds. His poetry website is Little Myths. Mark Waclawiak is an 
intern at The Believer. His work has appeared in Word Riot and elimae. Meg Johnson's 
poems have appeared in Slipstream Magazine, Word Riot, Midwestern Gothic, 
SOFTBLOW, Counterexample Poetics, The Waterhouse Review, and others. Her poem 
"Free Samples" was nominated for Best of the Net. She is currently a poetry student in 
the NEOMFA Program, a teaching assistant at the University of Akron, and the poetry 
editor for Rubbertop Review. Prior to this, Meg worked for many years as a dancer, 
choreographer, dance teacher, and actress. Laura Grodin is a recent graduate of 
Adelphi University's Creative Writing MFA program. Laura is a recipient of the Donn 
Axinn Award in short fiction, and her work can be seen in Postcard Shorts and Milk 
Sugar Literature. Laura is a California native who now resides in Brooklyn, New York. 
Nandini Dhar's poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Prick of the Spindle, 
Existere, PANK, Pear Noir, Southern Humanities Review, Eclectica and SOFTBLOW. 
Her work has also been featured in The Moment of Change: An Anthology of Feminist 
Speculative Writing. A Pushcart nominee, Nandini grew up in Kolkata, India. 
Currently, she is a Ph.D. Candidate in Comparative Literature at University of Texas. 
Jim Davis is a graduate of Knox College and now lives, writes, and paints in Chicago, 
where he edits the North Chicago Review. Jim’s work has appeared in Seneca Review, 
Blue Mesa Review, Poetry Quarterly, Whitefish Review, The Café Review, and 
Contemporary American Voices, in addition to winning the Line Zero Poetry Contest, 
Eye on Life Poetry Prize, multiple Editor's Choice awards, and a recent Best of the Net 
nomination. Richard Robbins’ work has appeared recently in Cincinnati Review, 
Hubbub, and Indiana Review. His fourth and fifth poetry books, Radioactive City and 
Other Americas, were just published. He was also, recently, a fellow at the 
Hawthornden Castle International Retreat for Writers in Scotland. Kenneth Pobo won 
the 2011 qarrtsiluni chapbook contest for Ice And Gaywings. Forthcoming from 
Finishing Line Press is Save My Place. Colin Sturdevant hopes to bring back the 
Creative Writing Curriculum to his former high school after he graduates. His work 
(fiction and poetry) has appeared or is forthcoming in Harbinger Asylum, Jack of No 
Trades, Divergent Magazine, twenty20 journal, Decades Review, Banango Street, and 
Emerge Literary Journal. He serves as Managing Editor for Houston & Nomadic Voices 
Magazine. Poetry is his affair outside of his relationship with fiction, a not-so-well-
hidden addiction. R.T. Castleberry’s work has appeared in Comstock Review, Green 
Mountains Review, Santa Fe Literary Review, The Alembic, Pacific Review, RiverSedge 
and Caveat Lector, among other journals. Arriving At The Riverside was published by 
Finishing Line Press in January, 2010. An e-book, Dialogue and Appetite, was published 
by Right Hand Pointing in May, 2011. All content is protected by law. © 2012 Rufous 
City Review. 
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