


[image: Exuberance]





 

the

LOS ANGELES
REVIEW

 






 


the

LOS ANGELES
REVIEW


 

Volume 22

EDITOR KATE GALE

MANAGING EDITOR KEATON MADDOX

ASSISTANT MANAGING EDITOR DEIRDRE COLLINS

EDITOR-AT-LARGE RILEY MANG

FICTION EDITORS MEREDITH ALDER & AMY SATHER

POETRY EDITORS BLAS FALCONER & VANDANA KHANNA

NONFICTION EDITOR ANN BEMAN

ASSISTANT NONFICTION EDITOR FLORENCIA RAMIREZ

TRANSLATION EDITOR PIOTR FLORCZYK

BOOK REVIEWS EDITOR ALYSE BENSEL

ASSISTANT BOOK REVIEWS EDITOR DANIEL PECCHENINO

COPY EDITORS IAN MCELFRESH & ERIC HOWARD

PUBLISHER TOBI HARPER

The Los Angeles Review Is a Publication of Red Hen Press

Red Hen Press Advisory Board








	
RICHARD BLANCO

JANET FITCH

CAROLYN L. FORCHÉ

JUDY GRAHN

LAWSON FUSAO INADA


	
X. J. KENNEDY

GINA KNOX

YUSEF KOMUNYAKAA

LI-YOUNG LEE

ISHMAEL REED


	
DEBORAH SCHNEIDER

AMY TAN

AFAA MICHAEL WEAVER

KAREN TEI YAMASHITA









 

The Los Angeles Review (ISSN 1543-3536) is published by Red Hen Press.

Copyright © 2018 by Red Hen Press

The Los Angeles Review is published annually. The editors welcome electronic submissions of fiction, nonfiction, poetry, book reviews, profiles, and interviews. Please go to www.losangelesreview.org for guidelines and reading periods. All rights revert to author on publication.

Subscription rates for individuals: US $20.00 per year. Libraries and institutions: $24.00 per year. Subscriptions outside the US add $10.00 per year for air mail. Classroom and bookstore discounts available. Remittance to be made by money order or by a check drawn on a US bank.

Visit us online at www.losangelesreview.org.

Book design by Selena Trager

Cover design and artwork by Annie Dills

ISBN: 978-1-59709-434-4

Acknowledgments: The works and ideas published in The Los Angeles Review belong to the individuals to whom such works and ideas are attributed, and do not necessarily represent or express the opinions of Red Hen Press, any of its advisors or other individuals associated with the publication of this journal. Certain works herein have been previously published and are reprinted by permission of the author and/or publisher.

The National Endowment for the Arts, the Los Angeles County Arts Commission, the Dwight Stuart Youth Fund, the Max Factor Family Foundation, the Pasadena Tournament of Roses Foundation, the Pasadena Arts & Culture Commission and the City of Pasadena Cultural Affairs Division, the City of Los Angeles Department of Cultural Affairs, the Audrey & Sydney Irmas Charitable Foundation, Sony Pictures Entertainment, Amazon Literary Partnership, and the Sherwood Foundation partially support Red Hen Press.

[image: images]





Contents


TO OUR READERS

Kate Gale

AWARDS

Splinters in My Mouth

Sabrina Li

WINNER OF THE SPRING FLASH FICTION AWARD

Temescal Wash & Dry

Samantha Niedzielski

WINNER OF THE SPRING POETRY AWARD

One Story, Seven Times

Anne Royan

WINNER OF THE SPRING NONFICTION AWARD

Parting Shot

Ashley Farmer

WINNER OF THE SPRING SHORT FICTION AWARD

I finally made it through the birds the birds

Samuel Ace

WINNER OF THE FALL POETRY AWARD

And the Dish Ran Away with the Spoon

Debra A. Daniel

WINNER OF THE FALL FLASH FICTION AWARD

The Christening of the Fruit

Joseph Hernandez

WINNER OF THE FALL SHORT FICTION AWARD

Certainty

Renée Branum

WINNER OF THE FALL NONFICTION AWARD

FICTION

Easy Exotic

Sonia Feigelson

A Year of Rain

Ilya Leybovich


Juju

Mark Cassidy

Man with Razor

Mark Cassidy

How to Choose

Heather Bartlett

The World’s Sixteen Crucified Saviors

Zach Weber

POETRY

Wintersong

Chelsea Dingman

Staying Alive

Sherraine Pate Williams

Gadfly

Jehanne Dubrow


In Which the Country Is an Abandoned Amusement Park

Catherine Pierce

Nulligravida Nocturne

Leila Chatti

Stray

Kathy Fagan

John Baptizes Jesus at the Odney Pool

Margaret Mackinnon

Dear P.

Victoria Chang

Women & Children First

Sonia Greenfield

I Pump Milk like a Boss

Kendra DeColo

Throne

Gina Franco


Iridescent Lake

Katie Ford

The Track

Allison Benis White

The Shades

Allison Benis White

Prisoner’s Tubal Ligation with the Archangel Gabriel

Susannah Nevison

Kissing Mary M.

Steven Cordova

Transubstantiation

Wesley Rothman

Stealth, or A Sweet Bit of Stealing

Carol Potter

Party Barn

Kai Carlson-Wee


Old Church

Anders Carlson-Wee

NONFICTION

How to Build a Bonfire

Carol D. Marsh

Admission

LaTanya McQueen

Chasing the Cantaloupe Man

Donley Watt

When Dogs Run Away

Joseph Lapin

Kare Kare

Jen Palmares Meadows

TRANSLATIONS

Last Toast

Anna Akhmatova

translated from Russian by Katie Farris and Ilya Kaminsky


Two Poems

Polina Barskova

translated from Russian by Katie Farris and Ilya Kaminsky

Three Poems

Justyna Bargielska

translated from Polish by Maria Jastrzębska

I Loved, When She Departed

Anna Augustyniak

translated from Polish by Danusia Stok

Three Prose Pieces

Fabio Morábito

translated from Spanish by Curtis Bauer

Excerpt of Pelon maantiede (“Geography of Fear”)

Anja (Kauranen) Snellman

translated from Finnish by Maija Mäkinen

REVIEWS

Portrait of the Poet as Critic (& Thinker)

Francisco Aragón

CONTRIBUTOR NOTES








To Our Readers

KATE GALE


IN HISTORY, 2017 WILL GO DOWN as the year of the woman. From the women’s march to the #MeToo movement, women claimed power. Not just token power, or the power to speak up, but the power to make change in society for ourselves, our daughters, our sisters, our future. We said no to sexual predators; we said yes to our own power to fight back.

Thanks to the generosity of Peggy Shumaker and Joe Usibelli, Red Hen Press now has a permanent home in Pasadena which includes offices, community space, and a stage for performances. We are grateful for their generosity and to be part of the Pasadena community of arts and sciences. Pasadena is a city of big thinkers and makers. Einstein spent three winters in Pasadena with his wife Elsa. Pasadena welcomes change agents, and Red Hen Press is part of changing the literary landscape of Los Angeles.

This story by Ashley Farmer is the quintessential piece for this Los Angeles Review. We ask ourselves what story we’re inside and how we can write a new one. That’s the story of Red Hen, and that is the story of women who are rewriting the landscape.





Awards







SABRINA LI

Splinters in My Mouth


“Distant father, lonely daughter: It’s an age-old trope, but the author’s emotion comes through. I admired much about this piece—the cold precision of the images, the sanitized moments of connection, the desire to feel, to hurt.”

—SIEL JU, author of Cake Time and LAR Spring Flash Fiction Award Judge

THE ONLY TIME THAT HER FATHER came close to touching her was during her annual checkup. He pressed his cold stethoscope to her chest. She stared at his fingers. Thin and white and cracked from rubbing sanitizer too many times between his palms. He told her to open her mouth and pressed a wooden stick on her tongue. She watched him watch the back of her throat and wondered if he knew that she had eaten crackers and cheese by herself for lunch. He took a small hammer from his briefcase and tapped her knee with the rubber end twice. She thought about kicking him. Imagined him falling onto her. Wondered if he would be more surprised if she hugged him or shoved him. He began refilling his briefcase, putting each instrument into the bag one at a time. Before he placed the bottle of sanitizer back in, he pressed two dollops between his palms. She watched him rub away the pieces of her that clung to his skin. He closed his briefcase and left the room. She breathed out. She took the tongue compressor her father had left on the table and chewed on the end his fingers had touched until it turned to splinters in her mouth.





SAMANTHA NIEDZIELSKI

Temescal Wash & Dry


“The intimacy of the imagery resonated and lingered long after I’d left the poem. The beauty of the poem for me is in its economy—the ability to create an entire world of feeling and emotion in such a condensed space. The images are concrete, visceral and convey a very real place, at once in the real world and in the reality of memory. I appreciate how the mundane—a trip to the laundromat—can conjure something magical: an appreciation of one’s history.”

—T’AI FREEDOM FORD, author of how to get over and LAR Spring Poetry Award Judge

The orange cone in the laundromat reads, piso mojado.

For every sixty white tiles there is one as green

as an organic avocado grown in Michoacán, cadillac

of slippery skin and seed. Its creamy body

shaped like my abuelo’s ochre knees.

My abuelo, lover of details, you raised me a poet—

taught me to fold the streets of my hometowns

under my palms like cloth napkins, to keep a letter

behind each tooth. In the foyer, we leaned upon

the lips of a fountain fashioned bare, upon

tiles you arranged like shelved soap, inventing

flowers the size of faces and kisses the size of hands,

in the water’s reflection, our heads were two ceramic pots

that could laugh. I’m remembering how softly to breathe

when listening for the words panting in my chest. I am

staring at my palms, unfolding them now is to touch

myself, if only in layers. I’m beginning to recognize

this tiled paradise under my feet.





ANNE ROYAN

One Story, Seven Times


“What I loved most about this essay was how I had to take a number of pauses while reading it so I could catch my breath before diving into the next sentence. That’s how beautifully intense this essay is. And it’s not just the story being told that is intense. Yes, it’s a story about loss and suicide and what haunts us, which is interesting in and of itself, but the author does more than just narrate a harrowing event—she makes us experience it with her. Thanks. Using a nontraditional structure, we are shifted around different aspects and perspectives of this story, looking at all of these pieces of what was left behind when tragedy happened. This structure and the author’s unrelenting prose create a force of an essay that says so much about who we are as humans and how we connect with one another, but in such a small number of words. It’s a whirlwind of a story funneled down into remarkably poetic prose.”

—CHELSEY CLAMMER, author of Circadian and LAR Spring Nonfiction Award Judge

1. In Seven Paragraphs:

I was driving to the lake when I heard the impossible news that you died in Saigon in the early hours of the morning. There was no question of intention or the possibility of an accident; you left a note.

Your funeral was this morning outside of Washington, DC. I didn’t attend. I could not face your mother pouring coffee into the fine China teacups and people standing around watching the home videos from family trips to Africa and Wyoming. Besides, I’ve already seen all those movies.

I’m alone at my lake house in Michigan. I open a bottle of Scotch, pour two glasses and walk to the end of the dock. I sit, dropping my feet into the water. Once, we sat in this exact spot, folded into each other, eating summer cherries we bought at the fruit stand in town.

I found an old photo in my drawer this morning: a black and white strip of four snaps. In one, you are looking at the camera and I am whispering something into your ear. You’re smiling. In the next two, we’re looking at each other. In the last, we’re kissing. Along with it, I found a small rectangular envelope from a time you sent me flowers. I opened the card and it read simply: “I miss you.”


We gave each other books as gifts with inscriptions scrawled across the interior pages. My books remain filed on my bookshelf up here, still. I wonder where your books are now, the ones with my handwriting inked out across the open expanse of the title pages.

I remember the first book I gave you. I remember the last book you gave me. Your final inscription read: “The stories of our lives are braided together. For now and for always.”

There are supposedly seven narrative conflicts in the stories that humans tell. Of these struggles, the human heart in conflict with itself is a cornerstone, the oldest story of them all. In this moment, I did not understand this yet and ten years later, I am still trying to figure it out.

2. In Seven Sentences:

One summer night in Saigon, your foot makes the deliberate move to step off of your seventh story balcony and then, you fall.

The blunt stone slap of the sidewalk below is the sucker punch that breaks your body.

Your soft mouth splits open wide, but no words and no answers are left to spill out.

An ocean away, the news crawls slowly and when it catches up, it catches me by the throat and I choke on my tears.

I ask: Why, Landon?

I ask: Did you feel anything, my love?

I answer: I hope, the fuck, not.

3. Our First Seven Months:

The first time I saw you, I was walking across campus. You had wild hair. You wore thick, black glasses. You were a light all your own. My gaze lingered, my eyes following until you moved out of my sight.

By graduation, we lived together. We had a small balcony and a New York Times subscription. You read even more than I did; your books were stacked like slim towers on your side of the bed. If I close my eyes, I can still recall our small, shared space.

After college, we eventually went our separate ways. A Fulbright Scholarship whisked you off to Asia to explore the oral histories of the Ho Chi Minh trail by motorbike; I went to New York to work at a magazine.

4. In Seconds:

From the height of seven stories up a building, an object falling to the ground takes five seconds until impact. Give or take.

One-one thousand.

Two-one thousand.

Three-one thousand.

Four-one thousand.

5. Seven Years After We Met:

My final memory of you is the Rhode Island wedding of our closest friends from college. We had introduced them. He was your best friend and she was one of mine. A happy ending did come out of our relationship. It just wasn’t ours.

The wedding band played a song that struck a memory for us. You reached out your hand for me. As we danced, we watched the bride and groom and you kissed me, tenderly, on the cheek.

You said you were planning to return to the states, that Dartmouth Business School was next on your to-do list. I said that I had just started working on a book. The morning after the wedding, you left for your home in Saigon.

6. Seven Sentences, Again:

I sip my scotch and stare out into the darkness.

The water lapping against the dock and the sounds of my breath are the only noises in this still night.


I slide a finger slowly down into the drink I poured for you, swirling it in clockwise circles.

I say into the night: Landon, why?

I say into the emptiness: I tried to understand your struggle and the demons of your depression.

I admit: I guess, I never really could.

I begin to cry, exhausted, weary, wishing you the peace that you longed after.

7. Seven Words.

Only this, I still miss you too.





ASHLEY FARMER

Parting Shot


“I love this story for its quick and slippery wordplay and how the logic of language intoxicates the story, twisting it in directions that surprise and startle. But even more than it’s quickness, I admire the story for its intelligence and moments of earned wisdom that bring the story to an abrupt halt and make me sit, for a few seconds, with a difficult truth. One of those moments comes when the narrator leaves the party she’s attending and drives an often-flooded road alongside the sinister-sounding Witch Creek: ‘They say a witch makes the creek flood, because of course she does, a woman alone in the woods ruining things for men, making the world dangerous. Never mind how close to the riverbank some man paved the street.’ The narrator of this story is often like this witch of legend. She’s isolated, bereft, alone in a wilderness of men, taking the blame for their indiscretions, all the while they bring ruin down on themselves. Though grim as this sounds the story doesn’t fully give way to darkness. ‘There’s electricity in this snow,’ the narrator says, ‘I wonder how I haven’t felt that before?’ There’s electricity in this story steering it toward light.”

—BRYAN HURT, author of Everyone Wants to Be Ambassador to France and LAR Spring Short Fiction Award Judge

THE SENATOR’S NAME IS PATRICK MALONEY but the bros call him P-Money” and I, in my dark, private head, call him “Prick.” What Prick calls me is his assistant, although I’m not it. He calls me “Twiggy” in front of constituents, orders me BLTs for lunch to “put meat on my bones” even though I don’t eat meat. Today, he’s lamenting a lack of old-fashioned ladies in our home state as I rewrite his memo. “A shame,” he says, the big baby baiting me. He bites his pinky nail and spits it into the carpet. I keep typing, clicking, picking at the keys, sucking air, waiting him out as he paces behind me. Waiting is one of my tricks. I picture a beach where I’m swimming, kicking out into the warm blue sea. See, I’m one of the ladies he’s talking about and I’m seething even though he tells me I’m sweet. Prick likes how fast I type and how I correct his mistakes without making him feel dumb. But mostly, Prick likes everything I don’t.

And for me: a memo is the only thing within my control, its elegant, factual language, because I live in a windowless room with a roommate although I’m nearly too old for that now and I work sixty-six hours per week for barely more than minimum. When I’m awake, I’m awake inside a serotonin squeeze. When I sleep, it’s a half-sleep filled with Prick Maloney talking at me. When I have sex dreams, they’re atop mountains of memos where I wrinkle and rip edited sentences. Anger boils in my belly but I still haven’t mustered the courage to refuse his greasy sandwiches that show up each day at noon delivered by a driver who earns as much as me. I chew and swallow until my body protests—something else I can’t control.

What to know about Prick? He’s experienced. He’s a careerist. He’s anti-. Prick is anti-what? You pick. He is known for passing out in his tighty-whities at night while his housekeeper cleans his kitchen and picks up his kicky novelty socks. Known for bullying. Backbiting. For a good bait-and-switch. Prick likes watching the blood drain from the bros’ faces even while they ass-kiss him. Little Prick is actually big, and when he paces behind me he reminds me of my dad.

See, Prick says he wants to watch out for me.

Prick warns me to stay away from the bros.

Prick says, “Trust me, I once was one.”

Prick swears a BLT tastes better with pickles and when I tell him pickles make me sick he tells me they’re an acquired taste, like working in politics.

But I have my own pickle this evening: my period is late and two pee-tests indicate disaster. I spit-up in the sink and think about what to wear to the work thing tonight. Then I call my sister to tell her the news. She tells me to have a drink.

See, my sister gets me. She trains horses, or rather, she trains people to ride horses, to do pony tricks and win cash prizes. It takes money for her clients to be winners, so she knows what it’s like dealing with the naturally rich, the folks who arrive in the world that way. Prick had money since the day he was a naked baby. Sister and I were not raised rich. Our family would say that’s relative because you can be rich in love, I guess. I’m glad Prick isn’t my relative, that no one in this podunk campaign office is.


My roommate is from Beijing, stuck in this city instead of DC where we all wish to be, thought we’d be, believed our destinies and degrees would bring us. She speaks Mandarin on the phone in the middle of the night and drinks gin. Whom does she talk to and what does she tell him? All I know is that she works in policy and thinks the senator is her enemy. “Prick is a dick,” she says, because she sometimes says what I’m thinking. I search out her booze beneath the sink near the bleach. I promise in my head to pay her back for it. I pour gin in a glass with some blue-flavored Gatorade and it tastes like the opposite of magic.

Hot throat, weak knees. My black dress slack around my clavicles, my bird neck. I stand in front of the mirror with the blue drink and examine my belly, try to sense a bump or flutter but of course there’s none: it’s too early for that. And what do I hope I’ll feel besides this creeping fear? I hope to feel nothing, which is what I’ll have to figure out quick, what has to happen. Our home state hasn’t made this easy and neither has the senator. My heart does its flutter thing so I think about swimming in the ocean again: it would feel so strong to go away like that because I’m always strong when I swim, but instead I have this thing tonight. “Things” are what we call these work things and honestly these things could be anything. Mostly it’s small-talking with the people who do pony tricks.

Prick opens the donor’s door, lets me in. See, it’s not even his house but he acts like it is, says, “Welcome,” like it should be my privilege. That’s so him. So what I’ve come to expect. He takes my jacket but then a housekeeper arrives to grab it. I always have more in common with the help at these things, which is probably why the senator never brought me to his office in DC though he promised he would when he hired me.

The room is filled with the bros and the bros are filled with bravado. They half-love the senator, half-despise him. I imagine most of them think, Why not me? and the more idiotic ones think, Soon, it will be. Their cologne fills the room. Their bowties look alike and they’ve finally stopped noticing me in the office, the only woman in their orbit too familiar to be visible. Okay, bros. Fine by me, I think. I go from dim room to dim room, walls covered in art and books—flowers, horses, more horses, southern history with cannons and slaves—and I thread through clusters of loud men in search of the ladies and there are few of them. Most huddle in the kitchen, all of them polished and expensive and thin. Oh, their perfume. Oh, their luxury, even the sad ones, even the bored ones, especially the bored ones, like the hostess who tells a story about her kids sneaking scissors and cutting each others’ hair. She picks at this bouquet and it looks like she’s fixing it but there’s nothing to fix. I never learned the names of flowers but these are elaborate and white, huge like anemones. I can practically hear them breathing like they’re alive right there even though they’re actually dying.

An hour tops, then I can leave this thing. That’s another of my tricks: watch me disappear like the magician’s assistant.

▝ ▝ ▝

Want to know a secret? The secret is that Prick doesn’t remember me, my parents dropping me off, my slippery feet. Me padding barefoot through his kitchen trailing Cherry, his daughter, who went to the rich brick high school named after one of her ancestors. Cherry whose mom had custody and who barely ever stayed with him. Me dripping water in a bikini, getting the tile wet. Me using the good towel with silver threading. See, they had a private pool where I would swim with Cherry and her hair swirled while she kicked like a mermaid. We raced and I was quicker. Quickest. I tried to teach her all the strokes: breath, back, side, but she didn’t care. I tried very hard at things and Cherry would laugh and sing, never bothering.

Except one night I dared her while her dad slept on the black leather couch near the TV. I didn’t know Prick then except that I knew he was important, which interested me. He had no pants on, which made Cherry blush but I brushed her hand as we slipped through the sliding glass door so she knew she didn’t have to feel silly. It was all silly anyways: the bottle of limoncello, that other liquor that tasted like licorice and made us dizzy. We sucked it down and tossed the bottles in the shrubs filled with lightning bugs.

Our backs. The grass. A locust summer and hotter than hell when you can hear the bugs buzz like telephone wires. Our cheeks were red then, I guess, and Cherry dared me back and said, “Naked, unless you’re chicken.” I’ll do most things people ask, so I left my suit on the concrete, steered clear of the pool lights. Cherry said, “You’re lucky you’re so skinny.” Cherry with her blond hair swirling. Then she kissed me, then I kissed her back, and then we raced and she never could catch me, not even laughing on the lawn, not past the dark hilarious shrubs, not at the trampoline where we laid down and the moon floated and we talked inside it until dawn.

But the senator caught her one day—with a girl, with booze, probably both, none of us knew—and then there was no more Cherry at her fancy school, at any school, not at the mall food court in the afternoons, not anywhere in our town. Instead, there were rumors of a Swiss boarding school, of rehab, of cruise ships where they make you do Christian chores until you turn straight and repent.

So what’s the moral? There never was one. But her absence taught me about living invisibly since Cherry wasn’t very good at it but girls like me could be. So I did, tried at least, keeping my secrets hidden under the bed, in the backs of cars, in the basement closet where no one might notice. Because if there’s anything worse than being an invisible woman, it’s being found out, getting caught. Red letters and all. Being seen.

▝ ▝ ▝

Outside this donor’s expensive windows the rain is hardening into snow: I can feel it in my bird bones. I think about calling someone, anyone, to confess about the pee-sticks, to tell them it was one of the bros though I don’t know which, but that I know what has to happen next. It’s not logistically easy and I’ll have to miss work and the seconds are ticking and the weather is turning, snowflakes landing in my coat collar, melting on my neck as I walk to the car.

They say not to drive the short road along the long river because it floods almost nightly, on time like a clock. But it’s the faster route and I am fast and I have to be at work again in nine hours, so I drive it anyway. It’s called Witch Creek, this road, which everybody knows even though there’s no sign for it. It’s a name we have here in pony country, though none of the horses are wild anymore. They say a witch makes the creek flood, because of course she does, a woman alone in the woods ruining things for men, making the world dangerous. Never mind how close to the riverbank some man paved this street.

The only difference between me and Cherry, I think, is that Cherry got caught and I didn’t. Hadn’t, at least. Now it’s different, right now, right here in the snow blowing sideways. I’m caught. Now I feel it: this dangerous chemistry happening inside me and it is the worst thing, worse than working in politics, and so I grip the steering wheel and feel the squeeze take hold again, the dark woods pressing me on all sides, the road slick, the sky heavy up there with its weight and consequences. I grip the wheel and grit my teeth and tomorrow I will take care of things and maybe the day after that I will say “No thank you, Senator. No thank you, permanently.” The road curves right then left towards home. Towards sleep. Towards more snow.

And get this: it isn’t freezing water or a witch that catches me. Instead, I see an animal charge the car hard, the passenger’s side, horns crushing up against the window and through. I think wild horse before I get my bearings. I think, How did he find me? I think it came toward me deliberately and my hair is pricked, my skin. Then the car is light like a leaf and there’s no control for me in the world. No sound, no crash. How many times will I spin beneath this black sky? I hold the wheel like the reigns of something I’m trying to tame. Then glass, then grass, then a mess of mud and sky with so much white coming down now.

I’m not hurt the way I brace myself to be and it’s so still like a photograph. I hear the dying animal breathing, but it’s me. I hear his horns rattling the ground while he twists in pain, but it’s the car, some piece of it settling at the side of the road. Through the brush: no deer, though he is out there. I search, but I don’t want to find him. I crack branches but it’s slippery. I think maybe he escaped, not too hurt. And maybe if he’s down, he just needs time to rest before he gets back up again. Don’t birds’ brains recover when they hit glass? I remember that from biology. The world is resilient.

I call my sister. My bones aren’t broken, I tell her. But there is something growing inside me.

The truck, a pick-up, swerves dipshit-quick around the curve, almost clips my crashed car, his headlights blinding me.
OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover Page



		Title Page



		Copyright page



		Contents



		TO OUR READERS





		AWARDS



		Splinters in My Mouth



		Temescal Wash & Dry



		One Story, Seven Times



		Parting Shot





































Pagebreaks of the print version





		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31

























































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/css/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/copy.jpg
angyon literar;
p‘drtnershxﬁv\






OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THE
LOS ANGELES
REYV | EW.

VOLUME 22+2018






