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  Sundown (excerpt)


  Debbie Moorhouse


  A bird this deep in the heart of the city was a wonder enough for one day.


  At first blink, it was a scrap of fabric or cardboard worn out of shape by heat and rain. At second blink, a sparrow. Trailing my fingers along the blistering shopfronts, blinking eyes open, eyes shut, I almost didn’t notice it had feathers in time to avoid treading on it. A dirty cock sparrow, grey with accumulated layers of dust, its eyes still wide and bright.


  No sign of any struggle; it lay crushed and spent in a bend where the pavement was wider than normal. The hot wind, or perhaps the ceaseless movement of the crowd, had pushed it into a gap between two paving slabs.


  I shuffled round it, opening my eyes only the fraction necessary to see where it lay. This was the shortest route to the hospital, but it took the full brunt of the sun’s glare.


  At third blink, I saw the bird was alive.


  “Moron,” someone whispered as he elbowed me aside. Despite his aerator, the word was clearly articulated. I caught a glimpse of his eyes above the mask as he glanced at me; red-rimmed, they wept the grit driven on the wind.


  Nobody I cared to see.


  The bird hadn’t moved, though perhaps it had blinked, orturned an eye. Its broken wings were still.


  Head down, arms jerking to and fro at his sides, another man walked straight into me. The strap holding his aerator stuck up out of his hair like an unexpected tail. He inched along me, his breaths rasping in his throat, then resumed his march.


  A siren’s despairing wail reminded me I was on my way to see Chris before he died.


  What was keeping life in this bird? Why didn’t it just give up and let go? Like others I’d rescued from cats, which had quivered and pulsed on the edge of freedom, then died in my hands. I wondered if I should stamp on it and put it out of its misery. But was it suffering? Its bright, quick eye gave no clues. Maybe I was too much of a coward, anyway. I walked on, leaving it lying there, alive.
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  Debbie Moorhouse is a British writer who also takes photographs. She reads slush for Andromeda Spaceways Inflight Magazine and is always writing a novel. Her website is at www.alternatespecies.com, where you can read stuff, look at photos, and generally hang out.


  Trying to Make Coffee (excerpt)



  William Doreski



  
    Trying to make coffee, I brew


    a batch of chlorine gas, a bitter


    stinging that escapes my kitchen


    and drifts through town, burning and scarring


    everyone who breathes it. A few


    susceptibles die writhing, weeping


    for their mothers. A police car


    crashes into a mailbox.


    The fire department's ladder truck


    rolls into the river and hisses


    like a wounded hippopotamus.


    Victims turn green and thrust their heads


    into snowbanks to snuff the heat.


    They find relief by breathing


    the cold moisture, and hardly care


    if they drown.
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  William Doreski, Professor of English, Keene State College (New Hampshire), teaches creative writing, literary theory, and modern poetry. Born in Connecticut, he lived in Boston, Cambridge, and Arlington (MA) for many years, attended various colleges, and after a certain amount of angst received a Ph.D. from Boston University. After teaching at Goddard, Harvard, and Emerson colleges, he came to Keene State in 1982. He has published several collections of poetry, most recently Sacra Via (Tatlock Publications, 2005) and Another Ice Age (Cedar Hill, 2006), and three critical studies, The Years of Our Friendship: Robert Lowell and Allen Tate (University Press of Mississippi, 1990), The Modern Voice in American Poetry (University Press of Florida, 1995), and Robert Lowell’s Shifting Colors (Ohio University Press, 1999), and a textbook entitled How to Read and Interpret Poetry (Prentice-Hall). His critical essays, poetry, and reviews have appeared in many academic and literary journals, including The Massachusetts Review, Notre Dame Review, The Alembic, The New England Quarterly, Harvard Review, Modern Philology, The Antioch Review, and Natural Bridge.



  Fade in Fade out (excerpt)



  Beverly A. Jackson



  
    I love how they do that in the movies.


    It’s a close-up of a staircase, then the doorknob!


    The music soars, and you know it’s coming
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  Beverly A. Jacksonis a poet and fiction writer residing in North Carolina. Her work has appeared in print and online in many journals. She was Editor in Chief and Publisher of Ink Pot, and of Lit Pot Press until 2005. Visit her blog at www.beverlyajackson.com.



  Past Due: Final Notice (excerpt)



  Kenneth Ryan



  
    When Kentucky caught fire


    they sent us to a mountaintop road


    too late for anything but boys diving low
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  A native of Boston, Massachusetts,Kenneth Ryan’s short fiction and poetry can be found in a number of literary journals, both online and at newsstands. He recently completed his first novel, Hiders, and is hard at work on his second. He shares a home, a life, and a website with Nadine Darling, a national treasure.



  The Kiss


  Konrad Kruszewski
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  Born September 11th, 1981, failed astronaut and race car driver Konrad Kruszewski is a mostly self-taught multi-instrumentalist, dabbling if not specializing in illustration, storytelling, photography, music, and all aspects of CG and traditional animation. He has earned a diploma in Advanced Studies in Character Animation at AnimationMentor, where he was directly guided by the finest animators at Pixar, ILM, and Disney, among others. Konrad is currently keeping busy with animation and graphic design in Northern California with no kids, no dogs, and no immediate aspirations to obtain either.


  Longs to Run (excerpt)



  David Bulley



  Imagine hurling yourself across January crust, skimming on top, reckless and loud. The bright full moon, slung low over the trees; the ruby blood spread across unbroken brilliant white snow. Think of gorging and fullness and contentment and the steam from your nose sending breath into the heavens, you a part of everything. Dream of life. Think, next time at the grade-school mixer, when you realize that your child’s teacher has spoken only to fourth-graders for so long she seems weirdly retarded, and the principal is instituting yet another “Peace Plan” for negotiating and “envisioning” and group problem-solving and anything, anything but fucking goddamned motherfucking stinking reading and writing! Look at cute Susie’s mom all smarmy and stupid, lapping it up. Think, wouldn’t it be nice to smell her fear? Just for a minute?


  Maybe there is a long walk along the canal, dirt road and high grass where, desperate and depressed, you can run and pretend. Pretend you are the wolfman, transformed into something strong and powerful, physical and vital. The world dissolves into smell and touch and clean sharp air. You and the dog—”I’m going for a little walk, honey,” and then “Yip Yip Yow!”—run, run in the dark, hidden and dangerous.



  Or like that checkout weirdo at the gas station who thinks it is his job to save the world from crime, so when you get there and fill the tank—all this is totally normal except you have to use your spouse’s card instead of your own, because the magnetic strip got ruined in the wash. So you spring it out and this little minimumwage punk calls the cops and everything; he’s got his lips turned down at you but is curled up around the cop’s ankle waiting for a pat on the head or something, and filling up the tank takes two hours, oh baby oh baby just to run, please god let me change. Please god let me change.



  So you’re running with the dog inside the freedom of darkness—wolfman. And at the end of the trail is little Susie’s mom, whatshername? Teri or Mary or some kind of ary you think, and she’s calling for her dog, but can’t find him.
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  David Bulleyhas published short fiction in Night Train, McSweeneys, Words & Images, Porcupine, Opium, and many other venues. His novel, Weapon in Heaven, is forthcoming from Cavern Press. He owns and operates Scrawl: The Writer's Asylum, an online writer's community, at www.STWA.net, and has his own site at www.DavidBulley.com.


  Pepé in Critical Condition (excerpt)



  Tomi Shaw



  The Movie: Bang Bang Shoot ‘Em Up


  —Life would be so much easier if I were a cartoon character.



  —Why’d you try to kill him, Rachel?



  —Yosemite Sam.



  —Excuse me?



  —You know. Huckleberry Hound, Speedy Gonzales, Pepé Le Pew.



  —Right. Yosemite was the gunslinger.



  —My name’s Penelope.



  —Ah, the victimized cat?



  —Odysseus’s wife, silly.



  —You attempted murder because you’re Odysseus’s wife?



  —He should have come home.



  —He was home. His wife found him in his kitchen, the cookie jar by his bleeding head.



  —It was the crossroads in Albuquerque. Siren-call.
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  Tomi Shawlives in Kentucky amid the clutter of her work, three daughters, husband’s toys, and a shedding orange mutt. She has a fuzzy home. Her work has appeared in over fifty publications, including Identity Theory, The Barcelona Review, Pindeldyboz and storySouth. Find her at www.tomishaw.com.



  She Dreams in Colors, SheDreams in Hope (excerpt)


  F. John Sharp



  Pasha removes bread and dried fruit from a canvas lunch bag and lays them on a napkin, arranging the pieces until the composition pleases her. She usually places the bread on the left and the fruit on the right, but she reverses it whenever she is about to work on Goran, like today.


  “Look at Pasha,” says Goran, who dumps his food onto thesquare metal table. “See how content she is that again she has no meat for her lunch.”



  Raisa frowns. “Goran, you should spend more time worrying about meeting your quota and putting meat on your own table. Leave Pasha alone for a change.”



  “I think Goran is jealous of Pasha always making quota,” says Niki. “How long since Goran made quota? A month?”



  “I made it a week ago Thursday.”



  “So twice in a month then?” Raisa says. A threadbare blue babushka exaggerates the movement of her head as she nods to make her point. The dim light makes her graying hair look rusty. Goran grumbles and bites off a chunk of day-old bread, which crunches and resists his efforts. Pasha continues to eat as though the conversation hasn’t been about her, her mouth turned slightly upward, giving her the appearance either of being satisfied with her circumstances or of waiting patiently for an opening.



  They sit, together as always, in the block-walled lunchroom with small windows, high up, with a view of only the hazy sky. Bare bulbs cast harsh shadows on the fifty or so workers who take the middle lunch period. It is their only break from a twelve-hour shift making metal parts that can be used for cars or trucks or tractors or tanks. They are never told which.



  “Besides,” Raisa says, “I think that Pasha doesn’t much carefor meat, do you, Pasha?”



  Pasha finishes chewing and swallowing a raisin. “Meat or no meat, it’s no matter to me. My food is good enough.” She takes another raisin and chews deliberately.
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  F. John Sharp lives and works in the Cleveland area. His work has appeared in Pindeldyboz, Paumanok Review, The Salt River Review, Lunarosity, Prose Ax, and Quantum Muse, among others. He has edited the journals Story Garden, Right Hand Pointing, and Night Train. Visit him at JohnSharp.com.
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