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EDITOR’S NOTE 
 

Dear Reader,  

It is with great pride that I present you with the first issue of Locution, the culmination of 

half a year’s work of planning, arguing, editing, and endless off-topic discussions.  

Formed initially on the internet, we are a very diverse group, coming from all over the 

world— some are still studying, others slaving away at work, even a few teaching at schools.  

All writers.  

Nonetheless, we all have very different interests. Besides being writers, we are also artists, 

actors, musicians, athletes, gamers, and internet junkies. Our webmaster Aarin, for instance, 

maintained two webcomics even as he managed our website, and many of us had our own little 

projects to work on, little parts of our lives to think of, even as we argued hotly over our voting 

process, our cover page, or issues on copyright.  

Over the past few months, we have all had lots to struggle as other facets of our lives took 

over: exams, work, even family issues, and it took us longer than we had initially expected.  

But that is all right. To be a writer is to live, and literature does not exist in vacuum. The fact 

that we all came back is a testament to our passion.  

It is our wish to share this passion. We hope that reading our pieces here will inspire you, 

just as reading each other’s work has inspired us to discuss, to think, to create—to write.  

While the Locution group is diverse, most of us belong to the new “Internet” generation. 

Young, relatively inexperienced, and allegedly brainwashed by pop culture, this project is our 

protest. We hope to create a self-sustaining magazine so as to show the world that literature is still 

very much alive in our hearts.  

Our debut issue includes writing from our many members, selected by our editors after 

much discussion, and we hope to use this opportunity to reach out to all of you who feel the same as 

we do. Read, write, and submit!  

I look forward to reading all of your pieces.  

Yours,  

Locution Coordinator  

Shane Lee 
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MISSION STATEMENT 
 

Locution Magazine strives to become a platform from which new writers gain valuable 

experience and credit in the publishing world, by providing them with access to a respectable 

publishing opportunity.  

Good writing is no guarantee of being published, and being published is no guarantee of 

good writing; there is an unnecessary barrier between those who create and those whose writing 

becomes recognized. We feel that this inconsistency is detrimental to creative growth. As such, our 

goal is to bridge this gap by providing Locution Magazine as an outlet for aspiring writers to gain 

credit and become recognized for their passion. In the same spirit, we also offer a passionate, active 

community of writers, as well as a plethora of resources to assist in the creative process.  

Locution Magazine strives to recognize and foster the ingenuity, constancy, and beauty of 

poetry and prose that are essential to the creative spirit. 

 



Thought I’d Cook Up a Poem Michelle Baker 
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THOUGHT I’D COOK UP A POEM 
MICHELLE BAKER 

 

I thought I'd cook up a poem today, but my bag of words  

broke before the kettle and skittered across the floor;  

bouncing off the moldings and sliding under the fridge.  

Well, crap. No quiet clack of pintos or lentils here.  

They hurt my feet with sharp lego consonants and a slip of marbled vowels.  

All I can do is gather them up,  

peppered with cat hair, dirt, and a mixed metaphor.  

I guess the bottom of my mind could use sweeping.  

No pottage for me tonight — just a carton of intellectual take-out,  

and a secret love of dust bunnies. 
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SCRUBBER 
AARIN EDWARDS 

 

“How long till I’m clear?” Jordan shielded her eyes against the brilliance of shuttle launch; 

while it was always a sort of night on Titania, liftoff plus Sol’s shine equaled flash burn. “Was that 

another Iapetus?” 

“Sure was, kid. Five minutes.” Martin tapped into his comm-unit, the screen displaying a 

half-dozen more launches before ‘sundown.’ “Got another one leaving tomorrow. Them Hedges 

have tripled their shipments in the last week alone.” 

Hedges. Jordan’s nose wrinkled. 

“Sure left a mess½again.” She squinted across the spaceport platform: a field of slick-black 

soot, swirling Drift Particles, bullet-casings, and a nearby silhouette that certainly resembled a 

corpse. It was bad enough that Hedges always wrecked the place, but those Iapetain bastards didn’t 

even have the common human decency to claim their dead. Typical, if by reputation. “How many 

bodies?” 

“Gunfight was short. The tower counted two, but there’s a couple nooks near the loading 

dock that security’s scanning. Don’t worry, ain’t none of them moving.” 

“My pay better be right this time.” 

“Far as I can tell.” Martin chucked. “Y’ain’t got nothing to worry about, kid. DP’s gone in two, 

get her running.” 

“Yeah.” Jordan climbed up the glorified street-sweeper and kicked a porn magazine under 

the seat. She gripped an empty beer bottle by the neck and chucked it out front. The bottle bounced 

end-over-end before rolling back towards the truck, still intact. Jordan smiled. “Is that a bad omen 

or a good one?” 

“Both?” Old man Martin shrugged and patted the door before slamming it. He covered his 

face and shuffled away; his voice boomed inside the cab, “Just get it over with and call security if 

you find any breathers! I’m serious½” 

“Quit yelling, I got it.” Jordan cut down with two fingers and pressed the ignition. She recited 

the Scrubber Union’s motto, “Never come to light. Never find the night. Jordan Dalton, out.” 

* * * 

Scrubbers mostly drove themselves. The seven-ton truck swallowed debris and separated 

soot from stone by omitting an ionizing blah-blah½Jordan didn’t care how it worked. She did know 
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she was supposed to sit in the cab, listen to music, read magazines, and wait for the scrubber to 

stop. 

Thirty minutes into her shift on launch platform T-Formosa-5A-G, she peered over the girly-

mag to see body number one. Looked like a teenager from the height, a girl by the hair and skirt 

(though one could never be sure). It didn’t move and the scrubber didn’t stop. A brief pause and 

sickening crunch later, the scrubber rumbled on. Jordan glanced at the rear monitor to see the kid’s 

deathbed spotless in passing: the Sol System’s shittiest burial. 

She nodded, her eyes skipping over the same tired spread to read the nude redhead’s quote, 

‘I get worried about home a lot. Europa’s so pretty and Io’s so mean.’ If that’s what passed for 

political commentary these days by an economics grad, then it was just as well Jordan dropped 

college for something solid. In this end of the System, unions paid better and tenure was never a 

problem. 

Scrubbers would always be needed while intellectuals were a dime a dozen. These days, 

they dumbed down technology just keep the economy rolling. After all, if no one’s getting paid, they 

ain’t spending anything either. At least unions served a purpose. At least they let her pretend to 

drive a truck. 

Pass fourteen: the second body lay prone a hundred meters ahead. Within detection range, 

the scrubber rumbled on½another corpse. Jordan went back to the magazine only to catch a 

wriggle out the top of her eye. She focused a camera on the body: a young boy missing an arm. He 

crawled, elbow and knees towards clean ground. Twice, he fell to his shoulder. Twice, he glanced to 

the scrubber, lips set in a thin line. Jordan looked to the main monitor: the boy was outlined as an 

animal, not a living human. 

The scrubber rumbled on.  

Any closer and the Drift Particles her machine kicked up would suffocate the boy long 

before it gobbled his body. Jordan engaged manual override and brought the scrubber to a halt, 

maybe a minute’s walking distance away. Her hand paused on the comm-controls, security dialed 

and ready by default. The Events Log blinked to the control forefront, demanding an explanation. 

Jordan hesitated. The Iapetus-bound shuttle had left someone behind for certain, and he 

wasn’t natural. A Hedge? She had never met one. Even now there was no blood trail from his stump, 

and no arm behind him for that matter. Whatever he was, she should just call security and wait. 

Then she focused the ground monitor on his face. 

A slim jaw and red cheeks. Definitely a boy, but the prepubescent sort, button-nosed and 

wide-eyed. Jordan deactivated the safeties on her pistol. Scrubbers owned first dominion on the 
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clock, including salvage and capture rights. Martin might not trust her with it, but if this kid had a 

collection bounty, she would get credit. Calling security would default her claim. It was worth a 

look. 

After the DP flush-mode subsided, she popped the door open and hopped to the turf. The air 

still reeked of burnt tar and o-zone, but at least it wasn’t toxic. Jordan activated her clipper. The 

handheld railgun buzzed with cheerful enthusiasm. She marched to the child without a word. At ten 

meters, she squeezed the trigger. A thin round burrowed into the ground. The boy flinched, but kept 

crawling.  

She again fired, closer by an arm’s-length. The boy didn’t pause. 

“Stop.” Jordan said. “Understand that?” 

The boy twisted on his hip, staring over with narrowed eyes, defiant. “No. You are not taking 

me.” The accent was elegant, inner-system; she couldn’t pin it down. 

“Well, someone’s taking you. Not getting far on your own, that’s for sure.” She raised both 

palms, clipper showing its side. “Got three choices: come with a nice girl like me, I shoot you up and 

take you in, or I call peoples far worse than me.” 

“You may as well shoot. I will not be captured.” The boy continued his crawl. 

“Oh, this is retarded.” Jordan closed an eye and aimed low. The rail round punched a hole 

through the kid’s foot. Yellow fluid squirted from the wound. He didn’t react. 

The hell? 

Android. Certainly she knew the word, and while she had never met a Hedge, she’d never 

even heard of an encounter with a robot boy. Skin-and-hair humanoid robots were outlawed even 

beyond federal jurisdiction½bad news for everyone. Maybe it was a prosthetic. But with an 

unbleeding arm off½ 

Tick. 

Crimson sprayed from his opposite calf. He shouted and squirmed, but wriggled onward. 

Brave, if stupid. “So it bleeds.” 

“Whore,” his voice strained. Rude little bastard, then again, he did just get shot½twice. 

“I am taking you in.” He was hiding from something, be it the feds or Titania’s own dark half. 

Was he, himself, involved in the gunfight, or just an unfortunate casualty? “Don’t make a fuss and 

we’ll talk about it. Unless you really want to die. Next launch will kill you for sure.” 

He finally stopped crawling and rested his forehead to turf. “Is it painful?” 

“Worse than a hole in your leg? I dunno, depends on the Drift Particles. I’ve scrubbed bodies 

with the meat already dripped off the bone. Others are just missing their eyes and got their tongues 
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bitten out. Looks painful.” Those weren’t lies, but the details were embellished. Jordan never had 

the stomach to stare too long. 

He rolled onto his back and grimaced to a seat. The rail round had cauterized the wound, so 

as much as it pained him, he wasn’t bleeding out. “I cannot stand.” 

“No shit.” Jordan holstered the pistol and frisked his hips. Hands under his shoulders, she 

propped him up. “You’re gunna have to gimp along, though. I’m not built thick either.” 

“My cooperation so that you might sell me over?” And the gimping commenced. At least he 

wasn’t heavy. 

“Sell you to who, exactly?” 

“Fishing for top dollar, scavenger? The embassy will be displeased at your treatment of a 

citizen.” 

“Cut the bull. If they wanted you, they wouldn’t have left you for½” 

“I was not abandoned!” 

“Christ, kid, not in my ear.” Jordan smirked. The twerp certainly had disposed prince written 

on him, but which sort? Merchant heir, diplomat’s son, or maybe all Hedges were this snotty. No 

wonder no one liked them.  

At the scrubber, she leaned him against the lift-generator. Her brow furrowed. Veterans had 

extended cabs for this sort of thing, but as a rookie Jordan used a Union trainer, shared among a 

crew of four. It wasn’t armed, armored, or the least bit ready for capture. She had earned her 

license, but until she could afford her own rig, she had been instructed to default situations like 

these. 

Well, the hell with that. She could handle an armless, wounded ten-year-old, even if she had 

to finish her shift with him on her lap. If the runt was worth a credit, she’d be the star of her crew. 

“What are you staring at?” Jordan said. “Up you go. We’re going to get really snug. Pretend 

I’m your mommy.” The profanity he whispered wasn’t kid’s stuff. The punch to the back of his head 

was encouragement enough to shut him up and get him climbing, relying on his prosthetic leg and 

Jordan’s hands pushing his butt. 

After she squirmed into her seat, she again kicked the porn magazine under the seat and 

plopped the boy on her lap. He shifted a half-dozen times before settling on a position where he 

touched her as little as possible. Jordan entered the capture-completed code into the Events Log 

and hit the ignition. 

The scrubber rumbled on. 

* * * 
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“Got a name?” Jordan wrapped her arm around his belly for the fifth time in as many 

minutes. She pretended to fiddle with the autonomous controls and pressed her chest against his 

side. He growled and leaned off-balance, nearly tumbling over. She chuckled. “What’s wrong, kid? 

Don’t like girls?” 

“Not ones so indecent!” 

“You got a lot to learn about women.” She winked and puckered her lips. “This is how we 

show we like a guy.” 

His expression paled; too easy. “I-I, no, do not get any½” 

“Ideas? Too late. I think you’re cute for a one-armed, dripping, surly, uptight brat.” It was 

her most honest smile. 

“You are teasing me.” 

“I am. We have another hour. Give me some credit here. I did save you from certain death.” 

Jordan stretched her back and yawned. She saw him steal a glance at her chest—that wasn’t kids’ 

stuff either. “So how about that name. First one will do. Make one up. I don’t care.” She’d just cross-

reference his description in bounties, missing-persons, and flight logs. Someone had to be missing 

him, or want him. 

“Colorado.” He turned his head to the monitors. 

“Is that Korean?” 

“Do I look Korean?” 

“No, but as long as you’re making stuff up.” It sounded more like a call sign. “Alright. Collie. 

That’s cute.” 

“You are from Titania, I take it?” Now she noticed he was looking to the sky, or more 

specifically, Saturn. 

“Callisto. My dad was a Union rep with the Scrubbers there. I wanted to go to Mars, go to 

university, be some big shot lawyer on an orbital colony.” 

“It would not suit you.” 

“Kind of you to say. I dropped out of pre-law two years ago. Now I’m here.” Jordan liked 

telling that story. It felt more liberating than a statement of failure. Any jerk could force their 

dreams and end up miserable. Recognizing how a person fit in with the universe around them was 

the mark of wisdom, or some such. Dad always said so. In four years she could’ve been on the 

bottom rung of a shoulder-to-shoulder judicial ladder, but now, four years might grant Jordan her 

own rig, crew, and eventually an affluent business. Blue-collar dreams, golden opportunity. It was a 

future her generation still hadn’t embraced. 
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“No, I meant Mars would not suit you. The system’s greatest minds should not be soiled by 

your like.” 

“The hell is that supposed to mean!” She shoved him onto the floor, squeezed between her 

knees and the control panel. She tapped her breast. “I was top five percentile.” 

“Of Callisto? The top five percent of refuse is still refuse. You claim pride in your current 

status, yet you would abuse your injured hostage to defend your former value. I hear regret, or 

rejection.”  

“Insightful for a gimpy runt, aren’t you?” Yeah, insults, she wasn’t helping her case. 

Whatever. Collie was a breath away from being hogtied and gagged. Jordan massaged her eyes. 

“Hedges.” 

Iapetus had light and dark halves, and most normal folk expected the same of the liberated 

Artificial Lifeforms who’d been granted an asylum colony there. They never communicated with 

their Saturnian neighbors, and only traded once every couple decades when its orbit closed in on 

Neptune’s½and Titania’s. They certainly weren’t born of aristocracy, and were far lower on the 

social scale than hard-working Callisto or resort-moon Titania. The nerve of this brat… 

“Do not call me by that slight.” From his scrunched seat on the floor, Collie stared bullets. 

“Too much truth in it for ya?” 

“A backwards woman would not understand.” As always: noble, if impotent. 

“Have it your way.” She tipped her chin up and planted a boot on his shoulder. A sturdy 

shove and he was pinned to the panel. 

Fifty-five minutes to go. 

* * * 

Suddenly reticent, Collie made no fuss as the Scrubber finished its shift. No more bodies, no 

more calls, just an awkward silence between captor and captive. If he had a trump card, he wasn’t 

playing it. Jordan imagined both of them knew what was coming. If he hadn’t noticed, Hedges were 

dumber than she had thought. 

On her fifth-from-last pass in the southwest quadrant, the security van appeared. On her 

fourth-from-last, they were joined by a half-dozen Bureau squad cars. That would have been her 

chance to make a run for it. Scrubbers had to deal with this chest-bumping at every notable capture, 

so Martin always said. The key was standing your ground and doing your job. 

On Jordan’s second-to-last, a limo pulled up. Then she got nervous. 

The scrubber had already made its next turn, its final northbound pass. The next time she 

reached the platform’s southern border, her truck would rumble to a halt. Then the confrontation. 
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Jordan squeezed her knees on Collie’s shoulders, she wasn’t sure why. His haughty disdain broke 

with a raised eyebrow. His eyes shifted between her and the monitor. 

He smirked. “I see.” 

“Don’t get feeling cocky now—I take it you ain’t too excited about this either.” 

“You are not a bounty hunter.” Collie pushed against Jordan’s inner thigh and pried himself 

some space.  

“No kidding. But you’re still my catch.” 

“If you would like me to remain as such, I suggest a deviation.” He nodded towards the 

launch box. 

Perched on a flat plateau, a Gloria-Twelve pierced the haze over Formosa Spaceport. The 

blue, needle-nosed freighter was a vertical launcher, now hugging the rail line pointing from Titania 

towards its tiny neighbor, Miranda. As the G-12 revved up from prep to pre-launch, waves of DPs 

rolled away from the boosters, the smoke an opaque, yet glowing black. Jordan’s current edge of the 

platform would be safe enough for unprotected viewing, but much closer and her truck would be 

the only defense against the withering effects of ground level poisoning. 

It wasn’t in any operating manuals, but word-of-mouth claimed a risky dive into the DP 

cloud as a sure getaway from any of Titania’s more dangerous stand-offs. Sure, the truck’s top speed 

was a meager hundred KPH, but under bad visibility and unpredictable odds, only a scrubber could 

cut a beeline to the nearest undefended exit—after all, these louts didn’t have the manpower to 

roadblock every alley against a flesh-eating tank. After that, the Union had your back, or so the 

veterans said. 

Jordan pointed to the rear-view camera, to the van and limo. “I should hear their price. I get 

the feeling you’re top dollar.” 

“I will not be worth a credit to you if they decide to rip me from your thighs, which they 

will.” Collie’s fingers wandered up½  

A shiver ran down Jordan’s spine. She kicked out and slapped her knee back towards his 

face. The kid caught it, seemingly at ease. A growl later, she said, “Watch that hand, kid.” 

 “You would attempt to seduce me into complacency, then complain when I respond? You 

aren’t just shameless woman, you are pitiful.” 

 “And you play the child, a noble child no less. I seen the way you look at me. You ain’t a kid 

at all.” 
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 “Perceptive as a rock,” Collie flipped her knee over his shoulder and stared her in the eye. 

Jordan squirmed, lifting her other boot to kick him in the face. “Stop. It is time to correct your 

mistake.” 

 “What, saving you?” 

 “Underestimating me.” His hand went from knee to her forehead in the time of an eyeblink. 

The knuckle-slap was light, but elbow pushing into her neck wasn’t. Before Jordan could gasp, 

curse, or even twitch, he pulled the clipper out of her holster and had it buzzing, pressed into her 

crotch. “You should not try those tactics again.” 

 And the scrubber rumbled on. 

 “Hedge,” she muttered, grunting again the gun’s vibration. Wide eyes shifted between the 

gun, the launch countdown, and the scrubber’s slow turn into its final southward pass. “L-Like I 

said, don’t get feeling cocky. Only reason you didn’t do this before was you knew you needed me. I 

might be easy, but getting past them ain’t something you can do.” 

 “Ain’t it, though?” Collie cocked his head to the side, not even the hint of a smile with the 

mockery. “And I despise your kind for that slander.” 

 Squat and cut to shape, she’d always been told Hedges were little more than mindless 

constructs, a step above clones, allotted a token colony on Iapetus out of ethical sympathy and 

political guilt for their existence and years of working-class enslavement. Manufactured perfection 

with gentle, complacent personalities½apparently not½the problem with being fed a stereotype 

for twenty-odd years. 

 “Now turn this vehicle into the DP field,” he said, finger off the trigger as he slid back to the 

floor. The buzz didn’t stop; he now rested it on her knee, aimed at her face. 

 Like hell½eight minutes. 

 Stall. 

 “I won’t hesitate, whore.” Collie leaned between her legs and shoved the clipper’s square 

muzzle under her chin. “Turn. It. Around.” 

 Eyes to the cab’s roof, tears blurred Jordan’s sight. “I-I don’t know how. I don’t have the 

overrides.” 

 “You’re lying.” 

 “I just sit here, Collie. I-I just make reports. I picked you up to help you.” The water-works 

were in full-stream. Half a breath from sobbing, “I only shot you to protect myself. I don’t know how 

to do this right—following protocol is all. I‘m just doing my job!” 
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 The clipper’s muzzle left her under-chin, left it tender. Retard. The clipper was an empty 

threat for both of them. Any shot would puncture through, letting the scrubbers own DPs in. Just as 

well, this kid was worth a lot. She wasn’t about to hand Collie over for bottom-credit. But the way 

things were going, it was anyone’s guess who would do the handing. 

* * * 

 “A compromise,” Collie said, tap-tapping the clipper against her leg. 

 The scrubber slowed to the security roadblock. A dozen rent-a-cops and a pair of real ones 

waited behind their cars, some aiming rifles, others standing idle. The limo’s doors were closed, 

though the suit-clad driver stood ready by the rear. Jordan leaned over the Hedge. The pistol poked 

into her belly. Now it was a real threat—the scrubber would power down in moments. 

 “Allow the drift field to finish its purge,” the boy nodded to the cops. “It will grant us a 

moment to discuss terms.” 

 “Terms of what?” Jordan’s hands shook on the controls, obeying his command. Though this 

was not an uncommon standoff, something felt wrong. Sure, security was playing it hard, and the 

cops were observing the lawfulness of the confrontation, but the law was easily bought on Titania. 

And a limo was as uncommon on a launch platform as blooming flowers. She could just plow her 

truck into the cars and melt the fifteen-plus bodies into puddles, but that’s not how these deals 

went down, no matter the circumstances. They’d get their shots off first, anyway. This was time for 

talk, and apparently Collie wanted the first word.  

 “What were you planning on doing with me. Be honest.” The muzzle’s bite into her ribs was 

ample incentive to do so. 

 “Well, I wasn’t going to turn you in to these dumbasses. If you were some common crook, I 

would’ve, but I get the feel that some highbrow Hedges are looking for your sort, or if your buddies 

abandoned you, I’d find the people you pissed off. These jerks are just middlemen to get cargo off-

hand. Nice price or shitty, they always pay a bounty.” 

 “So the guns are for me, more than you.” Collie’s cheeks puffed. For someone who survived a 

gunfight and was obviously more than he seemed, Titania’s politics appeared out of his grasp. She 

had a good chance yet. 

 “That’s right. My union protects my life, equipment, and Right of Capture. Worst-case 

scenario, they kill you if you get out of hand. This is a checkpoint.” That was about sixty percent 

truth. While Jordan was protected by the union contract, ‘incidents’ have occurred over the years, 

usually with high profile bounties½bounties like these. She didn’t feel the least bit secure, but if she 

could get him to play her game…. “Where would you want to go?” 
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 “The Iapetus Embassy.” Obvious. She didn’t even know if they paid bounties or would 

merely appropriate their missing Hedge via force. All she wanted was to take him to Union 

headquarters for identification and billing. But with her clipper still digging into her flesh, her 

fantasies of reputation and top-graduate had degenerated into a nightmare of fines, restrictions, 

and jokes at her expense. A child, for Christ’s sake. 

 “It’d be your death to kill me now.” Jordan sucked it up and leaned back. Rather than a 

smirk, she stared into his eyes, steel cold. “Whatever you are, these slackers can still take you down 

with a trigger. They’ll take a head-bounty and not flinch at the value lost.” 

 “So my best bet is you, and your best bet is other than here. Like I said, a compromise.” 

Collie clicked the clipper’s safety. His eyes darted back to the screen as the scrubber’s dispersement 

cycle wound down. “Say what it takes to go beyond them. I promise you recompense for your 

‘capture,’ though I will not be sold into death.” 

 “Fair enough, kid. At this point I just want you out of my damn truck. I could give a shit what 

your story is.” Another lie. 

 The scrubber finished its power-down. A trio of incoming messages blinked on her main 

monitor. DPs blocked communications, so it was only at times like now, or her initial pause for 

retrieval, that she could send or receive. One bulletin was from Formosa’s central maintenance log 

congratulating her on a job complete. The second was a joint statement from the security 

subcontractors demanding she relinquish her bounty, the prize a paltry three thousand credits. The 

last was from the Union, specifically Martin. It was the only one she bothered to open in full: 

 Jordan, we received an ID from the Iapetus Embassy on the two bodies on your path. I hope you 

ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅȢ $ÅÆÅÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅȟ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÏÒ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÔÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÁÔ ÁÎÙ ÃÏÓÔȦ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÔÈÅÍ 

alone, especially underarmed with a trainer-scrub. 

 Before she could follow the links to the boy and girl’s Union profiles, she again felt the 

clipper push against her neck, reactivated. “Enough of that now. Your audience is waiting.” 

* * * 

 Jordan jumped down, boots to turf. Scrubber door open, she locked eyes with Collie, gagged 

and hogtied on the cab floor. He squirmed a little; his one arm tugged against both wounded legs, 

real or not. 

 Her chance to learn more, save herself, or push for the big prize. 

 “Jordan Dalton,” said a three-striped security officer. He might not be a real cop, but the 

gray-bearded thumper had probably seen more than one off-world conflict. Formosa was known 
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for hiring ex-military and active mercenaries. “I assume you were reading our request for prisoner 

transfer.” 

 “Ain’t got a prisoner,” she said, “I got a legal bounty-capture and I’m taking him to SUHQ.” 

Jordan rocked her hips and flipped her hair. 

  In pre-law, she’d learned how to work not only the witnesses, judge, and jury, but the entire 

courtroom audience. She’d spent the last five minutes loosening tight-bound black tresses, 

smearing soot on her cheeks, and undoing strategic buttons on her overalls½three was obvious, 

two was believably sexy—and the heat made it viable. After Collie wrapped his ankles and tied his 

wrist, all she had to do was link them with a simple loop. Hell, if he was something special, from 

royalty to notorious, having him tied up in the backdrop would help her grandstanding. Already, the 

younger security relaxed their poses, though rifles were still raised. 

 “This supercedes your Right of Capture. Colorado Weyerhauser is a wanted murderer 

within federal jurisdiction. We cannot allow him to escape to the highest bidder. By law.” 

 So that was his name, or at least his handle. Bits of truth to back up the lies? And while 

Jordan didn’t fancy being on the wrong side of the law or Collie, she knew a thing or two about her 

rights. She wouldn’t sell her captor out for anything less than ten thousand.  

 “If he’s a federal tag, a fed-rep needs to claim him, not your ilk.” She glanced to the limo, 

either calling their bluff or forcing for them to play their hand. 

 Officer graybeard sneered and turned his back, marching towards the limo. Jordan winked 

at the real cops, who smiled and nudged each other. The car’s window cracked. Graybeard 

whispered. He nodded and straightened his posture. 

Ten paces and he said, “Seventy thousand.” 

 Jordan couldn’t stop her jaw from dropping. From three to seventy? That was enough to buy 

her own rig. A year’s profits from that, she could hire some kids and boom, a crew. If she had a crew, 

she had a business. Two more trucks later, she’d have a fleet. When her kids got their own 

scrubbers, the ball would keep rolling—Titania’s most legitimate pyramid scheme. 

 “Sold.” The word popped out of Jordan’s mouth with an ear-to-ear grin. 

 Graybeard snapped an outstretched hand towards the scrubber. Within, Collie shouted in 

his gag, wrenching his arm against his binds. His eyes stretched wide½that’s right—the knot was 

supposed to be pull-to-loose. Jordan added an extra loop, a gift from her grease-and-gears Callisto 

upbringing. He quickly wriggled free, but the moment lost was a moment Formosa security used to 

surround both doors, six guns on either side. Collie tore away his gag, fist clenched around fabric. 

“You whore! You have no idea what you’ve½” 
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 A mullet-haired rent-a-cop pulled the trigger on a humming pistol. An electric blue dart 

pierced Collie’s shoulder, dropping him flat, dropping him silent and twitching. As a squad, the men 

and women climbed into the cab, exchanging his ropes for cuffs. One called into his headset, 

“Colorado, acquired.” 

 The security team appeared ready to pop champaign corks as the unconscious child was 

removed, wrapped toe-to-chin in skin-tight blue film, and loaded into the back of a paddy-wagon, 

three guns on him at all times. Graybeard watched his crew with a pride-filled smile, 

“Congratulations.” 

 “Thanks?” Jordan’s shoulders slumped, two hours’ stress dispersed in a moment. “Pretty big 

mark, right?” 

 “Don’t want any trouble with the union, of course, but we were a minute away from 

shooting through you just to get him. We thought he escaped onto the shuttle after his little fight 

with the Kin. Thought we lost him again.” 

 The Kin½just one of a two-dozen terrorist groups based on Triton but active on Titania. 

That interaction made Collie either a government agent, a collaborator, or an assassin. Jordan 

swallowed back her ‘who is he’ for a nod and smile, “Well, I had to get something for the risk.” 

 Even if she didn’t know just how much she’d wagered. 

Greed was a dangerous thing, so Dad and Martin repeated ad nauseam.  She’d likely 

discover Collie was worth a hundred to three hundred thousand credits. But all Jordan was sure of 

was that she couldn’t handle him and had to take what she could get. That was the cool part about 

middlemen. The low bounty ensured their cut. Their ability to take him off her hands ensured 

Jordan’s very life. 

 A fair trade. 

 Jordan shared chuckles and handshakes with the real cops and the fake ones. The limo sped 

away before she got in spitting distance. Through some hardcore fishing, she came to understand in 

a delayed adrenaline rush that she just survived an armed face-to-face with one of the System’s 

most effective living weapons: The Nail of Japheth. Who had caught who off-guard, who had 

underestimated who—that was all open to debate. It didn’t matter.  

 With shaking fingers and back resting against her scrubber’s door, she tapped a text 

message to Martin, not a hint of apology included. Today was her calling card within the union, no 

matter what percentile price-cut she gave away. Cash plus notoriety: 

Collie’s future for hers. 

A fair trade indeed.  
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SHEEP 
MAY L. 

 

The sun rises as sheep raise their heads 

to scarlet mountains standing in the East 

while green grass cower beneath their feet. 

(The best view they ever got.) 

 

Nothing’s dreary in the morning 

as the color of life stretches on and on and 

on and on and on and 

on, trampled occasionally beneath hooved feet. 

 

But they still stand proud; 

each curved blade sharp— 

folded katana in grass disguise. 

Indifferent teeth do not notice though. 

 

Dip head down and rip the grass, 

then smell the roses along the way. 

Munch once, munch twice, and then munch thrice; 

rinse, lather, and repeat. 

 

The sun rises as sheep raise their heads 

to scarlet mountains standing in the East 

while green grass cower beneath their feet. 

(The best view they ever got.) 
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OUR LAST DANCE 
SHANE LEE 

 

The rest of the class is waltzing into the classroom. I, however, was early, sitting in my usual 

place, rusting away in my usual introspection. 

I spend a lot of my time brooding these days, because that’s what stereotypical sad people 

do. To be specific, I was just entertaining the notion of visiting her. 

I hesitate, however. Perhaps I am scared, or maybe it’s just procrastination, but either way 

I’m unsure. 

Of course, we are dealing with supposed true love here, 

so I should go. 

But then again, it’s not like she’s going anywhere— I could always visit her some other time. 

Sloth is taking over. I should probably pray for absolution when I can be bothered to. 

The teacher enters the room. People begin sitting down, and, without trying to hide his 

indifference, Mr. Craig tells us to start working on our collage projects. All )ȭÍ planning to work on 

is my story. The others students want to ogle at Vanity Fair while feigning hard work— fine, but I’m 

going to start writing right now. I don’t even need to think of an introduction, a prologue, or a hook, 

because this is no Aristotelian tragedy. This is a letter, a letter to whoever’s reading— a letter to 

you, so 

Dear Stranger ñ comma. 

I learned about writing letters in primary school. This is how the exercise began: Dear 

blank, comma, skip-a-line. 

A cartoon pencil in the margin would say that the blank space was for me to write the 

receiver’s name, and I put Stranger there because I don’t know you. 

The “dear” was probably for flavor. 

Dear Stranger ñ comma. 

How are you? Question mark. Howõs the weather? Question mark. Et cetera, et cetera, et 

cetera, question mark. 

The eraser not far down the page would tell me that the first paragraph was for me to ask 

how the receiver is doing. I don’t understand why I should, since I don’t know you, but I do as the 

eraser said anyway, out of habit. 

Yes, habit. They treated us like animals— the same indifference, cafeteria food, and mental-
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conditioning. Conditioning means using carrots or metal rulers to force good habits— good habits are 

ones that make no sense. 

On December the twenty-sixth, I was waiting for her with a drink in my hands, and I closed my 

lips lazily over the straw opening. They were pale pink; small cracks revealed themselves under the dry 

cold, but nonetheless I drank. 

I drank despite the chill because it was a good habit. I drank despite the chill because they say 

coffee is like loveñ dying for love is glorious; frostbite pales in comparison. 

But was frappucino even coffee? I didnõt care. I crossed the road 

But why did I cross the road? Surely if why the chicken crossed the road is a valid question, 

the reason as to why a living human being did must be worth some attention? Another question 

that might arise is why the fuck I’m telling you all this, but, see, that’s also conditioning. The ruler on 

the margin had told me exactly what to write —told me to write about something that happened 

during the holiday— so I did. 

It was like a muse, telling me what to write, except it wasn’t— it was a ruler. 

But I’ve already started writing. Habit says to follow through with what one has begun. The 

routine from school tells me I should brainstorm first: What’s the date? February the twentieth. 

What is the form? A letter in prose. Setting? Hong Kong, Christmas, two thousand and six. What 

about the genre? 

Non-fiction. 

What is the plot? 

Read to find out. 

* * * 

Our relationship? “Best friends” was the closest thing since “couple” went out of style. After 

all, a seventeen year old crying over lost love is petty. 

Fast forward. 

We had stopped talking, averted our eyes that one time we met, embarrassed, like strangers 

on a tightly packed bus. 

I’m not exactly sure why it happened— but that was a lie. I know it had to do with our 

supposed affairs, and I know it had to do with us being so far apart, but inside I know the real 

reason: I lost her because this isn’t some fucking Hollywood romance. 

I crossed the road with my cup half full. Half full because everything is relative. 
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We had always met on the twenty sixth of December. We met the first time years ago 

because she was heartbroken. We met the second time because I told her I was heartbroken. And 

then, we met as a habit. It was not a good habit though; it was a bad habit, so, not a big loss. 

But that was a lie; that was me coping. 

I thought I spotted Janet some distance away. I started towards her, but adjusted my clothing 

first. 

It was a tiny argument. There was no argument. There were accusations left unfinished, 

unsaid, and that was all there was. It all happened about a year ago— we had stopped talking. 

She saw me. The smile still burns in my head, set in the chilly background of December two 

thousand and six. 

November. Some girl added my contact on MSN, so I asked whether we knew each other. 

Her name was May, and no, she didn’t think we did. I don’t know, didn’t you add me? No, I didn’t... 

Hm… strange. Yeah… so, what’s your name? 

I smiled back, so she grinned wider still. We both crossed the road, perhaps trying to meet in 

the centre of a generic bustling street, like in romance movies. 

The silence between us had been an escape for me, a chance to freeze our love against fickle 

change. How could I have been anything but angry? My keyboard rattled loudly; we could hear and 

see each other, but typed nonetheless. I saw only her arm, and she didn’t see my glare— I knew it 

was her. 

So are you going to show me your face? No! But you’re the one who wanted to use the 

webcam. You first. That’s not fair— you’ve seen my picture already. No, I— 

Janet. 

She did not respond, though I guess silence is a response. 

Why? 

She said sorry and signed off. 

She was seventeen, happy life, bright future. 

Fast Forward. Rewind. Stop.  

Playɂ I recognized her voice on my mobile. My eyes blinked and then widened. Local call; she 

had returned for me without a thought. 
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I skipped every class I had that day, hiding in a cubicle whispering softly into the phone, a 

tear or two now and then. It was chick-flick material (except real); it was romantic (like all couples 

until they break up), but I guess love is glorified by death. 

* * * 

The teacher just walked past our table, and it reminded me of what he always says: show 

don’t tell, show don’t tell, and show don’t tell. Well, the bit before was showing our love– that last 

sentence was telling you she dies. 

Sure, I could tell you how frail she seemed, standing on the street like a doll in a black and 

white film with jazz playing in the background, no sound Chaplin style. Yes, tell you how the car 

slammed into her and she was thrust onto the ground, still looking at me, smile faded. 

I ran towards her, her face a palette of red and black paint, and though I would not be able 

to describe her beauty (no words can), I could tell you every detail on her face. And I could tell you 

that she lost consciousness exactly one and three fourths steps after that, and that her blood poured 

from the corner of her lips a few meters later. Sure, I could tell you exactly what it was like, but it 

was a moment to be experienced. 

In a cinema at the very least. 

Traffic accidents are essential plot devicesñ the car backed off a little to give us the 

spotlight. I rushed out towards her, and we became starsñ she was silent, and I was yelling, but we 

were stars. We met in the centre of everything, like in a Hollywood romance. 

I kneeled down besides her, gasping her name, propped her head up, and looked at her. 

Nothing happened— it was as if the world froze. I prayed to God for her to wake up. 

She did. Everyone in their seats gives out a sigh of relief. The driver who came out to have a 

look dashed back into the car. There was a war of shouts and honks as he slowly backed away. I 

wanted to kill him, but wanted to hear her more— I wished those bastards would shut the hell up. 

But then I made out a few of her words: “Am I going to die?” 

I held her hands close and kissed them because I thought itõd be romantic (and it was). I held 

her to my chest, and she told me I was warm; she clutched my hands and smiled. They almost trembled 

when I pulled the ring off. 

òRemember this?ó I asked. 
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She looked at me meekly, her blood draining slowly away. Remember? You gave me this four 

years ago, at this very time. I wear it because I remember. I wear this because this isnõt some stupid 

puppy love. I wear this becauseé 

I knew that she could no longer hear me, but I said òI love youó anyway. 

I didnõt know when she had passed out, but I knew she had gotten the gist of it. 

Her hands were clutched tightly, but they soon collapsed, joining the rest of her body on the 

unevenly spread road. I placed the ring in her hand and closed it for her (I never saw it leave her hand, 

rolling away from those pretty fingers, and sometimes I fantasize that she had it until the very end). I 

checked her breathing, stroked her hairñ kissed her cheeks even, until the ambulance and police cars 

came. 

Indifferent to the hands that pushed me back, I stared at her face, and when she was gone I 

saw the cup of frappucino lying on the groundñ there were but a few drops left. 

* * * 

I regret not taking the ring with me— if I had, I would have something physical to fawn 

over. Then again, I regret many things. 

The watermelon slice is the perfect metaphor for an anticlimax. Past this sentence there will 

be no more explicit blood, love, and suffering. 

If you want to know the whole story though, thank you. Please 

stand behind the yellow line. Dut dut dut dut dut dut dut dut dut. 

The sounds were full stops to all that mattered on December the twenty-sixth. Words can 

topple kingdoms, but not overtake ambulancesñ I twisted my ankle trying anyway.  

The hare will not be taking a nap this time, I thought as the white shape turned around the 

corner. This is no fable; there is no moral beyond cruel realities. 

I look around the classroom. It’s been two months since the funeral that I had foolishly 

missed, and her family had taken her remains away. I had realized and cried, yet none of her old 

friends know of what had happened. There is something bitter about this thought, as if every smile 

from them is a betrayal of her memory. I glance around the room, but they don’t know why I glare. 
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If you want an epilogue, here it is. This is where the author makes a conclusion, an excuse of 

a catharsis as well, if he can manage. 

I was just thinking about visiting a special someone, and the logical answer is something I’ve 

been avoiding: like I said, it’s not like she’s going anywhere; I could always visit her some other 

time. I should just move on, cherish her memory fondly (though only when I feel alone). This is what 

she would have done as well; it makes no sense to suffer for a dead person— true, true enough, 

but making no sense is a good habit. I stand up, and I’m packing my bag— heads turn. The 

teacher asks me what’s wrong; I’m already at the door. Passport, ID, the little money I’ve saved up, a 

pen, paper, an address, and I’ll be all set. 

“I’m going to the airport.” 

Don’t remember me. Remember her. 

Sincerely Yours, 

Anonymous 
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CHANCE MEETING 
SHANE LEE 

 

The flushing sound of tap water pierces the 

soul on late Tuesday mornings, period four and five 

(only on week-twos), 

more so than the stunning good looks 

and sharp anime hair this new intruder apes. 

 

I see the round tin of clay from my unlocked cubicle 

and a hairbrush and his better side of face. 

I'd say “hi” if I wasn't skiving. 

 

I pulled the door in 

    (no sound so far), 

and clicked, then locked 

    (a gasp too fast 

    to catch), 

I’d locked myself in. He asked: 

Is someone there? 

Nothing but echoes. 

 

Now shying away from the mirror 

like it was a porn magazine: 

Hello? 

           Hello... 

                      Hello. 

No sound else. 

 

I took the book and looked 

at nothing, then thought up my 

greeting: 
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Flip 

       flip 

              flip 

                     flip 

                           flip. 

 

He took steps away— Narcissus knew; 

he continued fixing his 

hair as I read on. 

We share a strange, quiet bond— 

I'd say “hi” if I wasn't skiving. 
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THE TIGHTROPE WALKER ON HIGHWAY EAST 10TH 
SHANE LEE 

 

I used to pretend to be a tightrope walker as I tiptoed along the edge of the pavement on 

Highway East 10th. Every now and then I would stretch my hands out as if to balance myself and 

this would always piss Jonas off. 

Jonas walked me home every day, with his hands in his pockets and an annoyed look on his 

face. He acted as though he didn’t care, never noticing how silly he looked— he loved me. 

We never talked about that, though. I would ramble on about sports teams and the weather, 

and he would pretend that he wasn’t listening. In fact, he never really said very much— that is, 

unless I stretched my hands out. 

He was afraid that they would catch onto one of the cars speeding by and I’d get hurt. 

The highway’s all curved up in places and sometimes it bridges up, he’d tell me. The cars 

probably don’t see us until they’re a couple of meters away— you might get killed. 

He would usually follow it up by asking loudly why we were even there, but I’d always 

ignore that. 

That’s the entire point, I’d say instead. It scares them when they see me, inches away from 

dying — it makes them stop and realize how fragile human lives are, you know. 

Bullshit. You’re just spoiled. 

And yet he was the one who spoiled me, who followed me around ever since Adam had left. 

He accused me of attention-seeking— his attention, though in retrospect I don’t think he was the 

kind of person who would load his words so carefully. I read between the lines too much, 

and he too little; he would never realize that I took offense. I would just keep walking and 

talking, without the slightest indication of having heard what he had said, and he would be too 

content to notice— except for that one time four years ago. 

We were on our walk, as usual, and he was lecturing me, as usual, but that day was different, 

and I was in a bad mood. 

To be reasonable, there is a fine difference between blissful indifference and quiet rage, and 

over the winds and speeding traffic, Jonas would not have noticed even if he weren’t so clueless. 

I did not feel reasonable, though, and I blamed him— blamed him for not noticing, blamed 

him for not saying sorry, blamed him for not rushing towards me, then and there, placing his arms 

around me, ravishing me with kisses, whispering the words: “I love you.” 
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Because he didn’t. In my head, I screamed: “What are you waiting for?” But still he would 

not say the words. 

Instead, he lectured and lectured and lectured. I kept quiet. 

When he finally realized that he was being ignored, Jonas changed topics and began talking 

about school, about some movie or other— about sports teams and the weather. But still I kept 

quiet, so eventually he did too. 

After half an hour of awkward silence, however, I spoke up. 

“I miss him.” 

He stopped walking, and I stopped too. Jonas looked at me blankly for a moment, and then 

realized that I had meant my boyfriend. 

“I wish he would visit,” I continued, ignoring Jonas’s inability to conceal displeasure. “Oh 

well, it’s not his fault.” 

He didn’t say anything, didn’t snap at me— nothing. It was as if he didn’t care, and we 

continued walking. I never told him, but his apathy hurt me so much more than his careless words. 

My revenge was complete another half-hour later when Jonas suddenly increased his pace 

and walked ahead of me. 

I looked up, I called his name, but he kept walking and walking, walking until he broke into a 

run, leaving me alone with the speeding traffic on Highway East 10th. 

It wasn’t as satisfying as I had hoped. 

In my defense, I didn’t do that out of malice— didn’t start talking about my boyfriend just to 

spite him, even if I did expect some sort of reaction. I had been sulking all day— had received word 

that my boyfriend would not be coming back on my birthday as he’d promised. I was heartbroken; I 

still thought he loved me then. 

Adam —that was his name— he had been the one who walked with me every day until he 

had moved to England years ago and Jonas replaced him. Unlike Jonas, he had never complained, 

only smiled. We’d been young then, and believed in our promises. 

Yes, even now, after all this had come to pass, I know that he had really believed them and I 

never blamed him for our breakup. Things change— he had simply realized the truth before me. 

Or maybe not. Maybe subconsciously I’d known that it would not work out in the end. 

Maybe that was why I let Jonas walk me home every day. 

In any case, I still thought that Adam loved me back then when I mentioned his name and 

was left alone with the speeding traffic on Highway East 10th. I still thought that Adam loved me— 

and I him, despite loving Jonas too. 
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I didn’t expect Jonas to run off, though, and got worried. I started panicking; my thoughts 

were Hondas and Toyotas, and I was scared. 

I almost lost my balance at one point. 

I doubt stumbling would have gotten me killed, but, for the first time, the red and blue blurs 

scared me and I backed away from the road. 

What if I had really died? The last thought would have been him— Jonas, running angrily 

away. 

I romanticized as I trudged home —on the pavement, not the edge— that if I had really 

stumbled and died Jonas would’ve blamed himself. He would be at my funeral. He would cry a little, 

say even less. He would tell my parents how it was all his fault, that he shouldn’t have run off. He 

might even commit suicide over me, or continue taking the walk every day— memorialize me. Yes, 

he would lug my memory around and sing my songs, and there was a smile on my face as I dreamt 

on. 

Eventually, however, the smile faded away along with my little fantasies and I returned to 

the panicking. 

I began to worry that he might never come with me again. I was still thinking about it when 

I got home— I worried about it all night, 

and the morning after. Jonas was there the next day, however, at the crossroad where we 

began our walk. 

I was very glad— I even told him that I was very glad. And I told him that we could take the 

bus instead if he wanted to, but he said that he was fine with walking. He said he liked walking— 

that was the first time he had said so. He wasn’t brave enough to finish the sentence, but I was okay 

with it. 

“With me you mean?” I asked, staring straight into his eyes. “You like walking— with me?” 

I blinked my eyes and smiled my smile as his face flushed red. 

“Oh, shut up.” 

I came to realize, as the years rolled by, that that was when my ex and I had finally broken 

up. We had been for eons, I suppose, breaking up, but that was the day I had finally let go, even if at 

that point I did not know. 

What I immediately realized, however, was that Jonas had become the person who walked 

with me— walked with me every day as I tiptoed the tightrope along the speeding traffic on 

Highway East 10th, and that —to me— was the important part. 
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A FAREWELL CUP OF TEA  
DAVID LEUENBERGER 

 

Two mugs, locked in opposition; 

Ceylon tea inside and brooding wisps 

of steam look to build a bridge 

bricked by silences and sips. 

 

On the box a tiger threatens, 

on the wall a clock; its every tick a slap. 

She looks him in the eyes, he does not 

dare; they have each other by the tail. 

 

He sought amends, brought violets. 

Crushed as her faith, the petals dipped 

in lie, they litter the kitchen floor. Silent 

eyes scream at him to leave. 

 

The bridge has fallen short, left him 

floating in between. No words are left, 

so he just goes, his bag weighed down 

with heavy stones. They each bear 

 

another pretty name.
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DAISIES 
JOONAS LIPPING 

 

A salty breeze blew in from the sea. It was ever-present, one with the dancing-green waves 

that washed in and broke on the rocks below. The scents and sounds of it all rode on the wind like 

cavalry to the senses. 

I let the air caress my face and flow gently into my nostrils; I could taste the salt in the back 

of my throat and feel the waves on my eyelids. The wind felt alive, like me, but in a different way. I 

lived fast, it lived slow; I felt like a blade of grass next to a mountain. It all tasted of sea, the sound, 

the scent, everything reminded me of its immense Qi. Oh, to still have a fraction of that vitality! 

A click of wood on wood made me open my right eye. Melissa knelt beside the chessboard, 

looking at me expectantly. The white horse, the one with an ear chipped off and almost completely 

bereft of varnish, now stood where the board surface had been repainted twice. I cocked an 

eyebrow at the little one-eared figurine as I thought. When I looked up again, the girl was focusing 

her attention on a patch of daisies, and despite myself I concentrated on her instead of the board. 

Something must have caught her eye below just then, because her brow wrinkled for a 

second, and she craned herself to look over the cliff's edge. In so doing she loosened a patch of 

ground, lost her balance and toppled down with a yelp. I sighed, and looked at the chessboard again. 

Before long, I heard running footsteps behind me. 

“I didn't cheat,” I assured Melissa as she resumed her place on the other side of the board. 

She nodded; it wasn't as if she wouldn't have known anyway. I looked at the board again. She was 

tying some kind of knot around the middle; there was a nagging feeling in the back of my head that 

some essential move could disrupt her plans, but it eluded me. I moved in with a bishop, half-

blindly slicing at her tangle, hoping to gain the offensive in the process. 

She had been waiting for it, it seemed - she took one cursory look at the game before letting 

her queen stride all the way to the other side of the board, then turned her attention to the daisies 

again. At first the move seemed disconnected from everything else, but as I sought to divine its 

meaning, it began to sink in all too well. I gave a small, incredulous grunt. The whole knot, an 

elaborate decoy? She had me in a trap, one I could barely see even then, much less a move ago. I 

looked for escape routes, but there weren't any. The girl did a tidy job. A checkmate was still several 

moves away, but it was imminent. There was only one honorable alternative. 

Melissa turned towards me, saw the king toppled over in defeat, and smiled a little smile. 

“You are letting me win, grandpa,” she accused softly. 
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I laughed, and her smile broadened. She held up a daisy for me to see, just like the ones 

growing out of the ground. It wasn't one of them, though, I knew. 

“I think it's the most beautiful thing you have made thus far,” I said as I started packing 

away the chess set. “Would you like to take it to mother?” 

“No,” she said. “It's for you.” 

Perhaps I really didn't care that much about the sea and its Qi. 
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THE IMAGINARY SIDEWALK CHALK REVOLUTION 
DYLAN MOUNTS 

 

Tonight we'll make some pretty words 

for when Rome burns down in my backyard. 

Others might mistake it as a bonfire— 

what with the lawn chairs and hot dogs 

all gathered around—and the frat 

guy playing guitar sounds nothing 

like how I always imagined Nero, 

                                             but still. 

 

Tonight we'll scrape sounds in  

the dirt with sticks we saved from 

the fire because there must be a record 

made of this last Great Tragedy. It's 

here in suburbia that you'll find 

the Temple of Vesta—intact but with 

flames licking at its sides—before 

some shirtless man holding a beer 

can starts spraying the walls with 

                                      lighter fluid. 

 

Tonight the vestige of our sidewalk chalk 

revolution goes up in flames, and we're left 

to reminisce about it all over a can of  

Vienna sausages warmed by the fire. 

We had a good run, you'll say to me, 

and I'll sort of laugh when I say, Yeah, 

yeah, it was alright while it lasted— 

all this while we smoke a carton of 

Parliaments and sip red wine from 

                                            the box. 



The Imaginary Sidewalk Chalk Revolution Dylan Mounts 
 

Locution | 1.1 Summer 2008 34 

 

 

Tonight once the fire dies down we'll play 

archaeologists in the ashes and make up 

stories for each relic we find. Except 

these stories will be our own because 

these remains are our own, and we'll 

salvage our words from the ruins so 

when we say them just right, people 

                                              will listen.



Saran Wrap Angels Jeffrey Vales Kennedy 
 

Locution | 1.1 Summer 2008 35 

 

SARAN WRAP ANGELS 
JEFFREY VALES KENNEDY 

 

ȰȣÆÏÒ ÌÏÖÅ ÉÓ ÁÓ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȠ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓÙ ÉÓ ÃÒÕÅÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÖÅȡ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÁÌÓ ÔÈÅÒÅÏÆ ÁÒÅ ÃÏÁÌÓ ÏÆ ÆÉÒÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ 

ÈÁÔÈ Á ÍÏÓÔ ÖÅÈÅÍÅÎÔ ÆÌÁÍÅȢȱ - Song of Solomon 8:6 

* * * 

Conrad slumped to his back, heart pounding and breath strained. Sweat lined his skin like a 

thin film of saran wrap, barely holding in the warm effervescence of the angel beneath. Through 

squinted eyes there was a moment that he thought he might see through to what really lay beneath. 

His head lolled to the side and brought his angelic accomplice into sight. She was wrapped 

in a similar film, shimmering and warming in a similar way. The only difference was in the curves 

the saran wrap clung to — and what breathtaking curves! A stupid grin spread across his face as he 

took in the entire wonderful creature that was Crystal. 

“Hey.” 

The same silly grin spread onto her face. 

“Hey.” 

The past few hours had been an exhilarating, exhausting period of mindless exertion. Even 

now he wanted to glide his hands across her smooth skin, smell that intoxicating scent — almost 

like honey — and taste her salty sweat. No. There were limits. 

Instead he lay there, considering the essential nature of faces, and he started to come down 

from his amorous high. The moment had past and Conrad was left to his memories. He was 

learning, though, and his lesson had been to ignore the why and embrace the sensation. That was all 

that mattered. 

Crystal stretched out next to him and temporarily distracted him from his thoughts. She was 

amazing; she could give him such pleasure without so much as a touch. A shift of her leg passing 

light, barely noticeable tremors through the bed followed by a coy glance was all it took. 

This was what Conrad lived for. To let loose and to give himself fully to something or 

someone for even a moment. Life seemed to be disparagingly carefully about giving you too many 

opportunities to do that. Instead, it was always pressing down on you and forcing your mind to split 

a thousand ways: pay the bills, make sure you have enough food for the week, find a job. So when he 

found one of those rare opportunities, Conrad was careful to grab onto it and hold tight. 

Thus, Crystal. He could not be sure what it was about her, but he liked it. It was not, could 

not be, just her smell, or the feeling of her skin, or the taste of her in his mouth. It was not even all of 
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those together. She simply had that mysterious Chemical X that not even the greatest minds could 

figure out: not Stephen Hawking, not Kurt Cobain, not even Dr. Seuss. No one knew. He just hoped it 

wasn’t AIDS. AIDS was most certainly not cool and he was pretty sure that it made you ugly and 

sucky at sex. 

-Ù ÍÉÎÄȭÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÏȢ He realized. Seriously, AIDS? 

But his mind was not about to stop; it had only just begun, and now it had noticed 

something in his hand, the sly devil that it was. It appeared he was holding a few strands of hair. He 

figured he must have been pulled them off at some point in the last few hours, since they clearly 

weren’t his. His hair was short and brown, not several feet long and red. 

“This yours, Crys?” 

She gave him an odd look, like he would have to be an idiot to offer such a sorry, sad, little 

gift. 

“I don’t want it.” She told him, placing a bit too much emphasis on the ‘I’. 

“Maybe Mike wants it?” 

“Don’t even joke about that.” 

She snatched the hair from him and leapt off the bed with an astonishing burst of energy. As 

she flitted about the room, he contented himself with simply watching. He liked to look at her at 

times like this; all her were muscles working in plain sight and her curves enticing his worn body to 

places he could not help but go. 

And then he realized what he had just said. 

Mike. 

Crystal climbed back onto the mattress, half turned from him. 

“Mike can never know.” She said. 

It was obvious what she was trying to tell him, but so what? It didn’t matter that he was 

second to Mike, and it certainly didn’t matter that Mike got to flaunt his reality in front of the whole 

world. 

“Yeah.” Conrad replied. “Any idea where my clothes went?” 

The rapid removal of his clothing earlier had come second only to locking the door. As a 

result, his things had gone everywhere. Here was a belt, there a sock. Somehow, his shirt had gotten 

underneath the mattress. Had they flipped the bed at some point? He couldn’t quite recall. 

“So,” he began, tying up his last shoelace, “I guess I’ll be on my way.” 
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Crystal nodded and planted a soft, sensuous kiss on his lips. This was different. Where was 

the passion? Where was the unbridled, furious lust? Conrad felt his neck arching forward as she 

pulled away, hoping that it had merely gone with her last burst of energy. 

“Alright.” He said with an effort. “See you later.” 

Crystal gave him a little wave and said goodbye. 

The steps creaked loudly as Conrad made his way downstairs. He half hoped that Mike 

could hear them. That would fix things right up. He stepped a bit more carefully. 

As he left the house, slowly easing the door back on its oil-starved hinges, a thought came to 

him — a memory, really. The last time he had come, he had left skipping, a grin splitting his face in 

two. Mike had been the last thing on his mind then. In fact, not much at all had been, other than 

Crystal and what wonderful sins they had committed. 

This time, though, he had just a few too many things on his mind, the least of which was 

skipping. Conrad felt a cold fury building in his chest. He wanted to scream at someone, tear them 

apart with his bare hands, and fling their viscera to the gods of the night. Instead, he shoved his 

hands in his pockets and walked home at a quickened pace, repeatedly muttering under his breath 

the only mantra that made sense. 

“Fuck.”
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ON GETTING PUBLISHED 
BY SHANE LEE 

 

There are many reasons for a writer to want to be published: to prove to his or herself that 

he or she is capable, to gain experience and improve as a writer, to share his or her creations and 

see them in print, or maybe even to earn profit. 

Writers who earn their living through poetry alone have died out, and those who attempt to 

live purely through their fiction are uncommon when considering the sheer number of people who 

write. Still, writers from around the world pick up their pens or keyboards and continue to write 

and continue to attempt getting published. 

People might feel uneasy or uninterested when thinking about writing and the publication 

process. The former we can help through our magazine—it is our hope that writers will feel 

inspired to contribute to our community—while writers can work against the latter issue simply by 

beginning that first sentence: “A long, long time ago….” No one can tell you that you want to write or 

that you want to enter the publication process. However, people tend to be attached to what they 

write, so if a writer forces him- or herself to write a short story, they stand a chance at becoming 

attached to their writing, attached enough to even enter the publication process. 

After the work is written and polished, publishing it would be the natural next step. There is 

no small amount of ego involved; as explained above, there is a tendency for writers to attach 

themselves to their writing. Being published is an achievement but one which is difficult to 

accomplish. Aside from using proper writing conventions, there are other things that writers need 

to be aware of before seeking publication. In order to publish works successfully, writers need to 

have a good understanding of the market, especially if they want to earn some sort of monetary 

reward. In this, writers need to pay special attention to two groups of people: the readers and the 

publishers. 

Understanding the reader is important because that is where the market is. If readers do 

not understand what is going on in a story, no publisher would touch it. Publishers risk their own 

credibility when deciding whether or not a piece is publishable, so understanding them tends to be 

just as important as understanding the readers, if not more. Publishers expect writers to 

understand their own writing before seeking publication. Publishers also expect people to submit 

appropriate works to their publication. A science fiction magazine is not likely to be interested in 

publishing a play or poem (unless they are particularly good and deal specifically with the genre). 
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Finally, publishers look for pieces that appeal to their market of choice, so the works must be 

something that their readers want to read.  

Regardless of a writer’s motivation to write, he or she will want to know who publishes 

what they write. One of the first places writers might go to could very well be Locution, and that is 

exactly our aim: to provide writers with a chance to publish their works. Locution might be 

appealing because we have an international audience that is not genre specific and accepts both 

prose and poetry. There are many publisher/magazine listings, but another good place to start is 

the 7ÒÉÔÅÒȭÓ -ÁÒËÅÔ or 7ÒÉÔÅÒȭÓ ÁÎÄ !ÒÔÉÓÔȭÓ 9ÅÁÒÂÏÏË, which are annual publications that lists 

all the publishers, agents, and magazines that accept a wide variety of writing—from fiction to non-

fiction. They are available on Amazon.com and other websites, and they have many different issues 

with different focuses. 

Many creative writing guides include a chapter or two on getting published, and another 

notable book is Stephen King’s On Writing, which is an autobiography on his life as a writer. This 

book is valuable in that it gives the reader a good sense on what King had to do in order to get his 

first novel published—and according to him, even that was almost by chance. Other writer’s 

anecdotes, along with peer analysis and comments, should begin to provide a good idea how on the 

whole process works (the spike-ful of rejection notes, for example).  

There are many more resources for writing available here, but writers should be cautious 

when evaluating whether or not the source is credible. Some people call the world today the Age of 

Information, but many sites on the Internet can make it seem like the Age of Misinformation. 

Publishers will look at submissions—especially those sent electronically—in a similar way. It is 

vital, then, for writers to look as credible and professional as possible. One of the more important 

ways writers can seem credible is through writing a good cover letter. 

Many people might feel frightened by the idea of writing a cover letter.  It works a lot like a 

résumé in that it provides the publisher with the title of the work, the author’s name, and the word 

count. Similarly, a cover letter could be like a personal statement for a university—it is all they 

know about the student aside from his or her grades. Luckily, cover letters are much shorter, and 

some publishers ignore or skim through them anyway. Unlike universities, publishers have more 

than the statement and grades to tell a submission’s worth—that is, they can simply read the 

submission. 

Depending on the editor and publisher, a good cover letter can be very important—

especially for longer pieces. With novel length manuscripts or non-fiction articles, it is not unusual 

for writers to send a query asking if the magazine editor or publisher is interested before sending 

http://www.amazon.com/
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the manuscript. A good cover letter will not guarantee that the submission is accepted, but a bad 

one could have the submission rejected before it is even read, or at least give the editor a bad 

impression of the work. 

The kind of cover letter that is written depends on what is submitted and who it is 

submitted to, so always check the publisher’s guidelines and, if necessary, send a query beforehand. 

The most basic of cover letters should simply include: Name, Postal/Email Address, Word 

Count, and Title. 

Different publishers want different things, and different writers write differently. Some 

writers give only the basic information and let the submissions to speak for themselves. Others 

detail genre, inspiration for the writing, and the type of work that was submitted. In general, a 

cover letter will include a polite greeting, a brief synopsis and explanation, and a thankful 

conclusion. Additional information usually is included in attachments (email or postal) and might 

include whether it has been published before, a self-addressed and stamped envelope (SASE or 

SAE) for postal submissions, and writing credits (especially important for non-fiction articles, 

where the credibility of the author is of the utmost importance). The below is a template that can be 

followed.  

 

Dear Mr. ------, 

I emailed you with a query some weeks before with questions regarding 

submitting to -------- ----------, and have now returned with my submissions. Included is 

a vignette in the point of view of an abused child (Pencil's Monologue), and a prose 

poem on mortality (Rain). I have them attached both in .rtf form and as part of the 

email. 

I'm glad to hear that email submissions are accepted. As I have mentioned, 

living far away makes submitting very cumbersome, anÄ )ȭÍ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ 

opportunity. I look forward to hearing from you soon. In any case, thank you again for 

your time. 

Sincerely Yours, 

Shane Lee 

 

Or they can be in a simpler form:  
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Dear Mr. ------ 

Please consider the following pieces for submission (I have included them as 

.rtf attachments): "Memory" (600 word personal experience) and "A Breath of Fresh 

Air" (1,400 word short story). 

I have previously submitted to two magazines: Shuang Yu and Solidarity. 

Thank you for considering my submission, and I look forward to hearing from 

you. 

Sincerely Yours, 

Shane Lee 

 

Part of writing the cover letter goes back to learning who the publisher is. This also includes 

things such as layout requirements, the name of the editors or publishers, and whether they accept 

simultaneous submissions or published pieces—some do, some do not. Layout requirements are 

especially important for non-electronic submissions, though writers do need to make sure they 

know if the publisher wants attached files or submission pasted into body of text for electronic 

submissions. While the names of the editors are not always necessary information to include in a 

cover letter, it is advisable to include the publisher that you are submitting to in the letter—

Locution would be a publisher while the editors can be found on our site. If you do not know the 

names of the editors, use the publisher’s name in order to avoid addressing the wrong person. 

Two final things that writers should be aware of: payment and rights. 

Payment is straightforward, and writers do not have to publish for monetary gain. 

Publications that do pay usually do so in three formats: contributor’s copies, a set amount, or a 

certain amount of money per word, ranging from around 5 US cents a word with small publications 

to a dollar a word with the larger ones (usually non-fiction—they get all the money). For the pay-

per-word publications, there might also be an upper limit for the cost; smaller publications simply 

do not have the money to buy the rights to novellas even if they are good. Payment varies as much 

on the publication’s ability to pay writers as a piece’s merit, though there is more competition with 

better paying publications. Ultimately, it is your choice to submit and where, but don’t forget that it 

is not all about money, and sometimes simply building up the experience and credit through 

reputable publications is worth it. There are many options available but do not forget free 

publications just because of the lack of pay. 

At last: rights. A copyright sign anywhere connected with the submission is a show of 

ignorance and could easily get a submission scrapped before it is ever read (perhaps an 
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exaggeration, but it will reflect badly on the author). The moment writing is put on paper or saved 

electronically, the author owns its rights. 

When writers submit their work to magazines, what they are selling is its rights, often 

partial. Be sure to check what rights publishers take, though it rarely differs. Usually it includes one-

time non-exclusive rights, electronic rights, and sometimes anthology rights. One-time non-

exclusive rights means that the publisher will be allowed to publish the work once before the rights 

to publish revert to the author so that the author can publish the work again in another magazine 

or as part of an anthology. Requesting electronic rights is one of the easiest and least invasive ways 

for an E-zine like Locution to release an issue and to archive it electronically. Finally, anthology 

rights allow the publisher to use the original author’s work in a potential anthology. 

Beware however: some magazines may ask for exclusive rights, but generally these are 

larger companies—the really famous magazines that do not want their articles reposted on their 

competitors’ issues since they make so much money from their articles. This is usually not a 

problem, since those magazines tend to pay very well. As with most things that deal with larger 

sums of money, this usually only matters for non-fiction writers. 

Rights and the battle between writer and publisher for them are especially important for 

novelists and non-fiction writers; writers of short prose and poetry should not be too worried by it, 

practically speaking, but it never hurts to be careful. 

So these are the main things to look out for. I would encourage you to check the listed 

resources, and be prepared for a lot of rejections. Best of luck. 
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SUBMISSION GUIDELINES 
 

As a literary magazine, Locution is looking to publish works of merit, whether prose, verse, 

or script. The piece must be in English or understandable to the English reading audience.  

As a rule, we like to see pieces that touch us emotionally or make us think. Genre fiction for 

its own sake is unlikely to fare well; this applies also to mindlessly plot-driven stories or pieces that 

rely completely on prettiness of sound (read: purple prose).  

We accept all kinds of work, from poetry to non-fiction creative, and fantasy to historical. 

The quality of the writing, however, needs to be high. It is unlikely that we will accept children’s 

literature, as it is often limited by subject matter and vocabulary. However, understand there is no 

concrete rule beyond quality.  

This also applies to subject matter and profanity. If a piece is done to a high standard, 

uncomfortable subject matter or the use of swearing can have merit. Be warned, however, that 

writing intending only to shock is simply a gimmick that falls short on true cleverness. There is also 

a clear link between the mastery of grammar, if not necessarily adherence to its rules, and “literary 

merit.”  

We are currently not looking for articles, although we will publish any relating to literature 

we receive that are of high quality. It is probably best to send us a query first if you wish to submit 

one.  

For a reference of what kind of work we publish, we present our first issue. If you are new 

to submissions, check our article on getting published on the Locution-zine website.  

 

How to Submit:  

 

To save shipping costs and to simplify matters, Locution only accepts electronic 

submissions. The email address is submissions@locution-zine.com.  

We prefer attachments in the form of .rtf files, although we will accept .doc files too. As a last 

resort, the piece can be included in the body of the submission email.  

Include a cover page with your name, email address, and a brief biography. You could also 

briefly explain the piece’s significance to you, although this is optional; we may wish to include a 

short description in the magazine. Make sure to include any notes regarding formatting such as 

shape, fonts, or images. Be aware that we may not be able to comply with your layout requests, so 

mailto:submissions@locution-zine.com
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please indicate the importance of the layout as well as alternatives. If these are not included we may 

have to postpone or reject your submission.  

We aim to respond in 2 to 5 weeks to submissions, and within a week for queries. 

 


