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GESTURE STUDIES I

 Alessia Arregui
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GESTURE STUDIES II

 Alessia Arregui



17

GESTURE STUDIES III

 Alessia Arregui
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DEAR FOX, DEAR BARN

 Ben Clark and GennaRose Nethercott

Dear Barn, 

Everything is a prayer, out here in the flatlands.  
Billboards made mirror in the night rains. Moon  
ballooning over the interstate. Rest stop bodegas  
with the proud posture of chapels, creaking in the heat.  
Cornfields & copperheads & the tumult  
of my own claws chattering against asphalt.  
I am enthralled with travel’s gospel.  
With the way my body hums when it moves.  
If you could see me now, you would not see me at all.  
You would find smoke pluming from an empty bed.  
You would find my shadow like a sundial  
loping across the earth. You would find my silhouette 
lingering in silos & attics where I paused only to doze 
or eat or consult the atlas, before passing through,  
as I once passed through you. A footprint. A trace. 
A trick of the eye.
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Dearest Fox, 

I am beams and boards, forest knit, 
only held down by the sky’s pale palm.  
I was carried here on a town’s back,  
left as an inhale of breath between lift 
and collapse. Call me tornado whisperer,  
witness to moon ritual, resting place  
for shadow and light alike. Enter me 
and catch your breath, my bones  
a timber-framed constellation, 
a lofted gasp of shelter and stars.  
When I raise my voice, great horned  
owls wing from my mouth, 
but you must know all this  
and what follows. In a hundred years,  
I’ll collapse facing south.
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Dearest Barn, 

Your shadow floats over me. A squall near breaking.  
Held breath. Nails tucked in the lining of my skin.  

My muscle remembers your hands’ geometry.  
Scrap-wood ladders. Pounce between lofts. O,  

I slept inside your body. Gulped down like water.  
Dust shuddering my throat. O thunderstorm swell.  

You cradled me like a pup as lightning scattered me  
into you. Rain bloomed your musk airborne. I imagine 

your architect dropping to his knees as you rose, 
walking shoeless into the plains at the taste of you. 

Here, in train cars & pickup beds weary with metal 
I slip back into your slat board light. Yearn for splinters.
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Dear Fox, 

I was cursed with two tongues when my maker wandered into the prairie,

 left me here half-formed, bare-boned. As much walkway as resting place.   
 
A voice for stay, shelter. A voice for rise, departure. As much mystery  
 
 as geometry. I cradled you because I was built to cradle,  
 
but I’m a terror in winter, welcome any storm, any creature  
 
 that will call me home. I won’t repeat every name,  
 
or the sounds made echo in me at night. Or after, what I gave away.  
 
 We shared this body for a season. You left. If you must, circle back.  
 
When you find me, I can’t promise I won’t already be gone.
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Dearest Barn, 

The sky is wet with light. There is a gap  
in the air. A hollow, like a healthy tooth plied out.  
I am standing where I left you. You are not here. 

 
My skeleton, abuzz like a hornets’ nest, 
remembers you; your hinges, your dusted lofts, 
your body buckling into the earth as if kneeling 

 
to kiss the soil. It remembers mushrooms boiling 
from the dirt floor. Remembers your arms, 
the hold of you, the sensation of weightlessness. 

I will not stop pacing these empty grounds  
where we once, together, lay. Storms will trouble through me. 
My fur will thin & mat. I will grow old 

& then young again. Home does not have a throat 
easy to rend. Not like a gosling. Not like a hare. 
In a hundred years, I will collapse facing north.



23

Dear Fox, 

I replace my voice  
with the relentless  
humming night sky.  
My skin adopts  
the moon’s hue  
and I step lightly 
through the dark  
pooling prairie grass. 
Do you also welcome  
this urge to remove  
your troublesome flesh  
and float through rooftop  
branches of spruce?  
You must know the silent  
cluster of trees you slip  
between, and the creek  
beds filling with black rain,  
and the anticipation  
after thunder, and through  
the spiderweb of ghosts  
stretched between damp soil  
and low branches, rests  
a remnant of my voice. 
Turn around, walk away,  
and find yourself  
still following me.
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OVER AND OVER AGAIN

 Chloe DuBois

An experiment that began in Vermont, but was further inspired by Nebraska.
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WINDBLOWN

 Chloe DuBois

A collage made while thinking about habit and tendency. The imagery is Ed 
Dadey’s corn field during the 2016 Harvest.
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WALKING FORWARD

 Chloe DuBois

This work is at Art Farm and will stay there as long as nature permits. It is 
made of cob, a clay composed of old sediment of the Platte River and is an 
abstraction of both forward motion and self-reflection.
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THROUGH

 Chloe DuBois

A brick sized window into the rings of a tree has been patched with a wall of 
small brinks. This piece is an intervention in nature and will be at Art Farm 
for as long as nature permits.
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YOU’VE BEEN GIVEN BLUE BLESSINGS FOR FIFTY YEARS

Rebecca Elliott

A door opens at the end of a long, dark hall. The doorway reveals a blue 
rectangle of light. Nothing more. You wait patiently for a very long time, 
for years, and nothing tangible comes from that light, like nothing tangible 
has ever come from your patient efforts. It’s only in the last decade of your 
life, when patience has become natural, that something happens. A figure—at 
last!—passes through. The light fades and never regains its original brightness.

The windows of the new house have been installed, and you will begin 
to live there. There’s very little difference between a window and a mirror. 
Things will be disorienting for a time. You aren’t sure, when you wake up 
from a nap, which side of the house you’re on: the inside or the outside. But 
you’re comfortable here. You will be comfortable here. At last, you will have a 
place where you can be comfortable, where the possibility of comfort is almost 
guaranteed.

People you never knew could exist — appeared! And you were overjoyed. 
They began to move through the house with a polite hesitation that vanished 
within hours. Fifty years later, they are still here. Although unrecognizable, 
they haven’t changed at all: their shoes are too big and they wear intense looks 
of interest and self-absorption. Could you love them any less? I am telling you, 
you could never love them any less, and it’s not likely you could love them any 
more.

And yet you are no poet. You keep your house well, and yet it falls to ashes 
behind you. Meaning has escaped you for a lifetime. You think you hear one 
thing & then come to find out it’s another. You have almost given up on sense. 
You never said you were interested in the things gathering at your door, but 
they have gathered anyway. How long have you been living here? You’ve been 
given blue blessings for fifty years.
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IRREVERSIBLE RESULTS

 Rachel Eng
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GROWTH

 Rachel Eng
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BIG GULP

Josh Gaines

This waiting room smells like a new band aid. Two televisions play a 
courtroom misery on mute. I recently learned media companies have begun 
to crack down on businesses who publically broadcast content without a 
license. If sound isn’t present, it doesn’t count. Now bars play everything on 
mute. That’s why.

 “Doctors offices aren’t sports bars,” Karen says when I tell her my theory.
I offer her a sip of my heavily iced vodka in a Big-Gulp cup I’ve used and 

re-used for years, and she rolls her eyes. “I can’t believe you brought that in 
here.”

Sure she can, I think. “Sure you can,” I say. “That’s my daughter in 
there.”

 “Mine too.”
 “And?”
 “And, I mean, did you know you’d be sitting out here for, what,” she 

glances at a wall clock, “three hours now?”
 “No. Vodka was in the trunk. I keep it in the trunk. In case stuff. This 

counts.”
 “You’re so stupid.”
“Jealous?”
“No. I’m just worried.”
“Well, don’t worry ‘bout me. I’m fine.”
“Not about you. I quit worrying about you years ago.”
I take a sip through the straw, and watch quick flashes of a Ford 

commercial, and try not to think about anything at all, ever again.
“If they’d just let us in, just for a minute,” she says, ruining it for me. 
I take a larger sip to keep my shell flexible, uncracked. This balance takes 

work. “Well, they won’t because they don’t know. And they have to be sure, 
and what are you gonna do about it anyway?”

“It’s not like I’ll get sick. I was just with her. I was around her all 
morning and I’m fine.”

“And now we’re entries in some CDC database. Thanks for that.”
“I didn’t do shit. I told you to stay home.”
“Like you call me and say, you say what you said, and you think I can 

just sit in a cubicle shippin’ orders.”
“I can’t help you hate your job. Mine’s not some fifty hour dance party 

either. But I do it. And it mostly pays our rent. At least yours pays well. Why 
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isn’t that enough?”
 “I’m talkin’ about my kid. This isn’t about my job.”
 “Except it is. You couldn’t tear yourself away from the last job when 

she needed you. You start working somewhere you hate and suddenly 
everything’s a fucking emergency.”

 “This is a fuckin’ emergency!”
 “Ma’am? Sir?” A triage nurse peers around a corner into our waiting 

room. “Can you please keep it…” She pats air to indicate down, and gestures 
towards a sleeping woman and her kid. The woman’s head rests on the back 
of her couch at an off angle. I can feel the neck pain she’ll have when she 
wakes. Her kid is sprawled across the cushions, head on her lap, brown hair 
a morning mess. He’s not that big, but somehow he takes up the rest of the 
couch.

The nurse’s question embarrasses me. It feels suddenly hot in our room. I 
nod to her, and our eyes meet while I take another cold sip. 

 “That, was your fault,” I say to Karen.
 “I don’t care.” she says, and I don’t know why I do.
I hold my cup closer to my chest with both hands, stare at the ceiling 

and take a few deep breaths. When I let my head drop level someone on TV 
has a silent yelling face and the judge looks amused. It’s one of her two looks, 
amused, and indignant. I watch a bit while she slips between expressions 
with a well practiced, well paid motion. Commercials for HeadOn run at 
every break as if they know that watching this trash causes headaches.   

“You’re right though.” I say.
 “About what?” 
“About my job. You’re right, I hate my job.”
 “Well, yeah. Who wouldn’t? It sucks.” Her knee rises as she taps her heel 

rapidly, the evidence of a caged explosion of anxiety leaking at her edges. She 
stops the leak, stills, focuses, thinks about something else, asks me, “What 
happened to your great plan?”

 “Which? The never work again plan?” I only have one great plan.
 “Yeah.”
 “I’m workin’ on it.” I smirk.
 “I hate you.”
 “I know. But really, I’m just waitin’ for when it’s right. You know, the 

right time.”
A couple years back, I made a plan. It involved never working again. I’d 

watched too many Zeitgeist documentaries, maybe Office Space, anyway 
realized I’d lied to myself to benefit the capitalists getting rich off my work, 
and that I wasn’t going anywhere even when I felt like I was. So why not stop 
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pretending? Ditch my position as a precariat cog, fill corners of pool halls 
and dive bars, garage sessions of local bands, couch surf forever. It’s hard to 
pull it off with a kid though, who needs things like food, and whatever, kid 
stuff. Kids are work. Hard to be free from a treadmill game with a kid and 
a conscience. So my has a flaw. But feeling like I’d rather drive off a bridge 
every day than work another second at that suck job for a company I can’t 
give less fucks for, who I guarantee feels the same way about me, isn’t much 
better. There’s no middle road anymore. I’m not convinced there ever was.

 “I hate this country,” I say.   
 “Yeah? Leave it.”
 “I hate other countries too.”
 “And that’s why you suck.” she reminds me.
I take another sip. I take another. I take one more. I take another.
I pull my phone from my pocket, and wipe smudges from its screen. I 

open my messenger app. I type “Boss” and bring up our conversation history. 
At the bottom I add, “At emergency room. My daughter is sick. This could 
be less shitty if you offered health insurance.” I hit Send and accidentally 
think about my daughter seconds longer than I mean to. I close my eyes and 
take another.

His reply comes faster than I’m prepared for. “I’m sorry to hear it. I 
hope she gets better soon. When you come back, let’s talk about getting you 
enrolled in our company health plan. Rates are excellent, and maybe we can 
waive your costs completely. Let’s chat. God bless.”

I take another, and almost settle into that lie of self determination, of 
hope that feels like getting ahead—that lie doing its work as my brain’s 
compromises churn into overdrive. Maybe I could stay there after all. Maybe 
they do care. Maybe,

I almost think of her again. I take another. “I QUIT.” I type into the 
empty field, and hover over the send arrow and feel my heart race and 
imagine his replies, and answers everyone would demand. I backspace once, 
delete the period. I push Send and let adrenalin surge through me, that rush 
of recapturing free will. I give my message a second to go through, turn off 
my phone, and drop it into a chair beside me. 

 “Who was that?”
 “My boss.”
 “What did he want?”
 “To give me a raise, I think.”
 “What did you say?”
 “Karen,” a nurse calls. We both jump to our feet and walk towards him. 

“Follow me please,” he says.
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More adrenalin. 
 “I said, I quit.” My hands won’t stop shaking.  
 “What?”
 “To my boss.”
 “You quit?”
 “Yeah.”
 “Just now you quit?”
 “This way please.” Our nurse turns another corner and signals to us.
 “Yeah.”
 “What? Can you take it back?”
 “Huh? No. I,”
She interrupts, “I can’t handle this now. How can…”
 “Okay! Only one can go in at a time,” says our nurse louder than Karen’s 

anger. “Who goes first?”
Karen’s eyes go desperate.
 “Karen.” I answer, before she gets a chance one way or another. 
She pulls back, appreciative?, maybe waiting for a part where I ask for 

what I want in return. When she sees I have no bargain to offer, she reaches 
over and takes my hand. She squeezes it, more adrenalin, and our nurse 
opens the door for her and she goes inside and I walk past a blank wall to a 
window and I look in at her walking over to a bed, a room full of plastic and 
somehow she’s put on some plastic suit and I don’t know how she did it so 
quickly, that brave look on her forehead, I don’t know how she does it. Any 
of it, in fact. I don’t know how she finds her mouth beneath all that plastic, 
to cover with her plastic hand. 

The nurse turns to talk to a doctor, and his gestures seem calm. Machines 
light, and dark. 

 “Was she always that small?” I ask Karen who can’t hear me from the 
other side of the glass. I take another. I knock on the window. The doctor 
looks at me, annoyed. Our nurse looks back at me over his shoulder, and 
shakes his head as he turns back to the doctor. He pats the doctor’s shoulder 
once, and moves towards the exit. Karen hasn’t moved, her hand, her head. 
I drink the rest and decide to go for a refill. Our nurse walks through a 
door, into a blank space behind the blank wall, a room of disinfection, and 
emerges from the other side and turns towards waiting me.

But he won’t find me waiting, all my questions, his rehearsals. I am 
halfway down another hallway, following lit signs, running for an exit to 
outside. Double doors slide open, and I step through as the triage nurse grabs 
my shirt from behind. 

“Sir, are you okay?” Her expression lines show concern, practiced or 
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genuine.
I look at my cup for the first time. Look back at her.
“What’s the rush?” she asks.
“Nothin’. Gotta get to my car. My cup’s empty.”
“There’s a trashcan,” she points behind me. “Here, let me get you a clean 

cup. Would you like water? A soda?”
The trashcan has an ashtray on the top filled with gray gravel. The hole in 

the side is cut from concrete covered in brown gravel. I release my cup into 
the hole.

“Want another?”
“No,” I say and think of my daughter. I think of my cup, “one was 

enough.” I stare into the hole. 
“Sir?”
I turn to leave.
“Where are you going?”
“I gotta go,” I call over my shoulder and pick up my pace. “I have to be 

somewhere else.”
“Oh. Need to get back to work?” She says it as somehow both a question 

and a statement.
“Nothin’ like that,” I say, stop and turn and lock eyes with her and not 

the trash-hole, and her mouth and not the trash-hole and for some dumb 
reason my eyes go blurry, and I feel like there’s something in my throat and 
I swallow but it stays, and I want to drink forever and never again, and fill 
spaces in rooms like shadows, like s dirty couch people can never bring 
themselves to throw away. 

“No,” I say, to her, to myself. To no one. “No more. No more work.”
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#FIRE #HORSEGIRL #LANDSCAPE #MULE

 Jessica Gengenbach 
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TOXIC

 Bruce Hooke
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STEPPING OUT

 Bruce Hooke
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RUNNING AWAY

 Bruce Hooke
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THE END OF THE DROUGHT COINCIDED WITH HOUSE REPAIRS

 Lynn Marie Houston

The reprieve of summer rain and the cool 
breeze of a window fan after burdensome days 
and sleepless nights of heat. The river so low
its rocky bones lay bare the curve of its spine.

Before the rain, I scaled the roof of the falling-down 
house to drape a tarp over the bare rafters and fasten 
the plastic to the shingles remaining on either side, 
secured by lathe I nailed around the hole to form a heart.

As I wait for the Guardsman who won’t fly 
that night over my house, who won’t see 
my message from his Chinook, the ceiling 
begins to weep, and the window fan’s 
engine throbs like a single, lonely wing.
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WHAT I’LL MISS MOST ABOUT NEBRASKA FLATLANDS

 Lynn Marie Houston

The cashier who makes fun of the “fancy” beer I buy
because everyone else in town drinks cans of Busch Light. 
Bike rides past the wildlife sanctuary and the miniature ponies 
who raced me along the fence. Sunbathing on the shore 
of the Platte. Double rainbows, full arcs. My favorite dive bar 
in Marquette. Tender, yellow corn from the neighbor’s farm 
picked fresh and eaten within the hour. Falling-down barns 
skirted by prairie weeds and wildflowers. The sky, the sky, the sky. 
The cowboy pilot and the sound of his Chinook.
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EVE, EAGER TO KNOW HER CREATOR

 Julia Jameson
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AFFIRMING ADAM

 Julia Jameson
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THE LAMENT

 Julia Jameson
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THE BALANCING ACT

 Julia Jameson
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THE SECOND GARDEN

 Julia Jameson
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QAANAAQ, GREENLAND

Elmo Keep

I’d heard there was a man who lived above the Arctic Circle whose job was 
to maintain an infrasound listening station monitoring disturbances in the air 
for illegal nuclear tests. We were in Qaanaaq, the remote, northernmost town 
in Greenland, once ‘Ultima Thule’: the edge of the known world. Our zodiac 
puttered up to the black sand of the beach, moving gently clinking chunks of 
ice from our path, as a fog lifted to reveal the town of 650 residents where Inuit 
peoples have lived for more than 4500 years. 

To find Svend Erik I would have to first find the blue house, near the 
big red building. To illustrate where this was our local guide who greeted us 
scratched a map in the dirt of the beach with a long stick: a large oblong next 
to a small square, some dots marking footsteps to be taken up a hill. I looked 
up at the village on the several hills dotted with bright, clapboard buildings 
and saw that almost everyone was either red or blue. “The scientist? Yes, he is 
here.” 

When I find him, what should I do? Just knock? 
“Oh, he won’t hear you. So go in.” I must have greeted this instruction 

skeptically as he laughed and assured me, “He won’t mind.” 
After an hour of increasingly hopeless wandering by identical buildings, I 

found what conceivably could be Svend’s house; a small blue clapboard home 
with unobscured views of the bay and its slowly drifting icebergs crossing the 
horizon, next to a big red warehouse. A piece of rope held the door shut which 
I unhooked and let myself in, calling loudly to which there was no response. 
Feeling like a burglar I walked softly through the rooms of the stone quiet 
house until I came to its end and a workspace overflowing with shelves of 
computer equipment, monitors, printers, binders upon binders of paperwork, 
a workbench with a plethora of tools and nuts and bolts. Behind a stack of 
machinery was Svend Erik. 

“Oh hello!” we startled each other slightly at once but he seemed not at 
all bothered. He stood up to greet me, lanky and tall with a cigarette dangling 
in one hand and extended the other, rough-palmed, to greet me in his thick 
Danish accent. The white-grey moustache tinged with tobacco stains below his 
crinkled hazel eyes recalled a skinny walrus. I said I hoped he might show me 
the listening array and he said yes of course, that he was just going there now 
and let’s get in the truck. 

A soft rain fell in a mist that obscured the road. Svend laughed and said 
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this was nothing, that an enormous snowmelt had just washed away part of 
the road we were about to take to the site—the only main road in the village. 
And soon we came to rocky sections grooved with wide rivulets and holes but 
eventually made our way to the station. “I have to fix it now, every day,” he 
said. The ice melt had also torn up the power lines to the array. 

We stopped and I followed Svend through a fence to the site. I had never 
felt so cold. I could hardly stand to take my gloved hands out of the pockets of 
my fleece-lined parka under a waterproof coat, but Svend was wearing only a 
light windbreaker over a thin jumper covering a buttoned shirt open slightly at 
the neck. He wore jeans and regular boots and his hands were bare. His head, 
neck and ears were also uncovered, as I shivered in my beanie and strained to 
hear his quiet voice through my earmuffs and scarf and above the sharp wind 
that occasionally picked up and squealed around us. Svend was dressed for 
what were the last few weeks of summer, and this was balmy weather compared 
with what was coming, when the day temperature would drop below zero in a 
months’ time, and being out in the middle of the day like we were would mean 
being in pitch blackness for three months, day of endless night. 

The array itself was an alien appearing structure; property of the Nuclear 
Test-Ban Treaty Organization, it was a tall antenna of about ten feet, at the foot 
of which were two dozen spokes splayed in a circle on the rocky ground, like a 
cocktail umbrella pushed upside down and inside out onto a table. Each spoke 
was affixed with two small, evenly spaced brown cubes; these were the sensors 
which were so powerfully attuned they could pick up seismic activity from 
hundreds of miles away. What they most often picked up were the bomb-loud 
sounds of nearby icebergs calving from the massive Greenland ice shelf, the 
same ones the size of buildings which passed Svend’s office every day. So big 
were they that one which had floated past his window two decades ago would 
only now be nearing the end of its life, having finally melted continents away.  

When in 2013 the Chelyabinsk meteorite careened over the Urals in broad 
daylight, the array picked up the enormous air blast of its explosion, he said. 
But no untoward illegal testing of nuclear weapons has ever piqued its interest 
in all the time Svend has been there. 

I shuffled from foot to foot as my snowboot-encased toes went numb 
and Svend unscrewed the gasoline canister he was holding and filled the hand 
cranked generator he had rigged up to keep the station online until the road 
could be repaired and the cabling replaced, which would hopefully be “soon. 
Some time.” Until then he would have to make this journey every second day 
or so to keep the array online. 

The data it collected then went back to Vienna where it was analyzed by 
the International Monitoring System laboratory, via Svend’s lab in the blue 
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house. This was his job, maintaining the integrity of the dataflow, and he had 
been doing it, alone, since 1985. 

Nearing seventy, Svend had not intended to spend the last thirty-five odd 
years of his life in Qaanaaq, but he had fallen in love. Both with the village 
and with a local woman he had met there and married and they together had 
raised three now adult children, all but one of them all still living nearby. Back 
in the office while he rolled endless cigarettes from a pouch of tobacco, Svend 
told me about this, and about how he had come to the job by accident; as an 
engineering graduate in Denmark in the 1970s, the energy crisis had meant a 
shortage of jobs, and applying for positions far, far farther afield. So it was an 
accident, he said, but a very happy one. He couldn’t imagine living anywhere 
else now. He was soon due to retire and he had no plans to move. 

Things had changed in the village. People still lived traditional lives of 
subsistence hunting to last out the harsh, black winters. A plane still landed 
only once a week. But the isolation at the end of the world was lessened by 
technology. At first there had not even been television, only a daily half hour 
newscast on the shortwave radio. But then television arrived. And now there 
were mobile phones, and email and the internet. Yet being more connected 
had meant feeling more alone. 

“I think actually that I feel more remote with all this information about 
the world, then I did without it,” Svend said. “I have a dream about what it 
was in the real old days. They had some guns at the store that they would fire 
to say goodbye to the ship, to the last boat in September and there would be 
almost no interference from the outside world for six months. I have a feeling 
that people would feel in the middle of everything instead of feeling remote.”

I asked if he thought things would be better that way. 
For a long moment he was silent. Then, “I don’t know,” he said. “But it 

was my dream.” 
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THINGS THAT JESSIE AND SOPHIE THINK ARE NICE
 —a running list on the farmhouse fridge

 Sophie Klahr and Jessie Lipsett

*	 Smoothing out tomato sauce with the back of a spoon
*	 Sitting in the passenger seat and finding a song that everyone will like
*	 Braiding somebody’s hair
*	 Organizing a spice drawer
*	 Ed
*	 Soft serve cones at the Pump-N-Pantry
*	 Getting up early and walking on a dirt road
*	 Sweeping the floor
*	 The smell of sunscreen
*	 Weeding
*	 Sitting in the garden and eating fresh greens
*	 The feathery touch of a fan blowing on your skin
*	 Chocolate chips
*	 Lighting a fire with popcorn
*	 Stick & pokes
*	 Eating candy while lying in a bathing suit
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DOSSIER

Casey Llewelyn

A play in response to Outlook Issue 13, Summer 1991

Soldier — a woman, young, Black, a soldier in the U.S. Army
Officer — a woman, white, older than Soldier, Sergeant of Soldier’s unit
Lover — a woman, Soldier’s lover, can be played by an actress of any race

Setting: 
The war at home. 

Time: 
During the first gulf war.

* * *
Officer and Soldier.

Soldier:
What’s that sound? 

Officer:
The mourning dove. 
(The sound is hollow, yearning, full of a fundamental internal emptiness, so 
familiar on earth, perhaps it is our stomach, our resonating cavities that allow us 
to sing, but we would like them all filled up. We imagine success like this.)

Soldier:
I heard that last night too. In the morning and in the night, same sound. 
Somehow it fits with both. 

Officer:
That’s its call. Whenever it wants to make a sound, that’s what it sounds like. 
They make it mostly when they’re alone.

Soldier: 
It sounds sad. 
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Officer:
It comforts me. I’ve moved different places. But wherever I go, I hear that 
sound, and I know I’m home. 

Soldier:
This is the most home I’ve ever felt. 

Officer:
You’ll be a good soldier. 

Soldier:
(Home never felt like home, was home, but didn’t feel like it, I wanted to go home, 
but I was here already.)
It’s like I had to come halfway across the country to understand I have 
somewhere that’s mine to fight for. But I don’t think it’s the country. It’s here. 
Something about here, being part of the unit, fighting for something bigger. 

Officer:
Feeling that way helps. But you’re young. This won’t be your only home. 

Soldier:
I want to go to college. I could do that. 

Officer:
That’s a good thing to do after service.

Soldier:
I don’t miss anything from home. Hardly anything. 

Officer:
Many soldiers become themselves here. 

Soldier:
Be all you can be, right?

Officer:  
Yes. But it can be hard.  

Soldier:
I don’t mind hard. I do what I have to.
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* * *
Military Chapel. The Soldier is praying. 

Soldier:
I cut something off to be here. I don’t really know what it was, but it was. And 
I feel it cut off…missing. God, please let it be there when I’m through with 
this. Let me still be here. Let me make it to college. 

* * *
The Soldier and her lover. 

Lover: 
You don’t come to see me anymore. 

Soldier: 
I come to see you.

Lover:
Not as much. 

Soldier:
I’m here now. 

Lover:
There’s something happening in you. Your mind’s on something. 

Soldier:

Lover:
Did you kill someone or something? 

Soldier:
No. We don’t even do that. My unit doesn’t even do that. What do you think? 
We haven’t even deployed. 

Lover:
Don’t kill anyone. I don’t want you to.
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Soldier:
You’re being dramatic. I’ll follow orders. I’ll do what we’re there to do. Then 
I’ll come back. 
 
Lover:
You seem like you’re already gone. 

Soldier: 

Lover:
Where are you?

Soldier:
Some guys are giving me shit. They found out I’m seeing someone. It’s not a 
big deal. I dealt with it. 

Lover:
How? 

Soldier:
What? 

Lover:
How? How’d you deal with it? 

Soldier:
I just did. I think we need to cool it a little. I don’t want to lose my job.  

Lover:
Just tell them I’m a man. 

Soldier: 
You’re not a man. 

Lover:
Being a lesbian isn’t as bad as dying. 

Soldier: 
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Lover:
Sorry. 

Soldier:
I don’t think we should see each other for a while. 

* * *
The Soldier alone.

Soldier:
I was fighting for freedom, I thought. Maybe that’s stupid. That’s what they 
tell you. The country protects you. You protect the country. It’s noble. You get 
a pension, benefits, scholarship. You’re a fucking noble human being who can 
support a family. But I don’t feel like that. I feel like a piece of shit scraped off 
the bottom of the world, hanging by a thread. 

* * *
The Soldier and her Lover.

Lover:
I saw a spider kiss its prey this morning. 

Soldier:
That wasn’t a kiss. 

Lover:
It wrapped it all up first. 

Soldier:
Is that what you’re doing to me? 

Lover:
I’m not gonna kill you, though. I’ll wrap you up real tight, so you can’t get 
away. I’m a spider that saves. 

Soldier:
You’re gonna save me from my whole life, huh? What if I want it? The Army 
is my life. 
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Lover:
You love being caught.

Soldier:
No, I don’t. I don’t wanna be caught in anyone’s web. I should be telling you 
not to kill anyone. You’re gonna be the death of me before I do anything worth 
writing you from Iraq about. 

Lover:
You’re a soldier. You can fight your way out of anything. 

Soldier:
Soldiering’s just clothes. You take off my clothes. And what if I don’t want to 
fight? 

Lover: 
You still have to. 

Soldier:
I know. 

* * *

Officer and Soldier in an office.

Officer:
Are you a lesbian? 

Soldier: 
You know I’m a lesbian. I’m being blackmailed. 

Officer:
I can’t help you. 

Soldier:
I risked my life. I did fucked up things, but I had to. You’re seriously gonna 
discharge me because I’m a lesbian. Like that’s worse than what they did? 

Officer:
It’s not up to me. 
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Soldier:
I guess it’s not up to you to prevent sexual intimidation and blackmail in your 
unit either. 

Officer: 
You made a choice not to come to me earlier. 

Soldier:  
I’m coming to you now, and you’re saying you’re going to kick me out of the 
army. 

Officer: 
Homosexuality is not acceptable. When it comes to the attention of officers, we 
have no choice but to report it and take action. Those men will be disciplined 
as well. 

Soldier:
Say they made it up. I’m six months away. 

Officer:
And how would that look? Me covering for you. There’s proof. You let them 
get proof. 

Soldier:
I didn’t let anything. They’re criminals, rapists. 

Officer:
How did they get proof?

Soldier:
They were my friends. 

Officer:
You need new friends. It’ll be easier in civilian life. 

Soldier:
I never had a civilian life. I came here to get one. I want a scholarship. I’m six 
months away. Please help me. 
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Officer:
You violated the Army policy you signed when you enlisted. Then gave your 
panties to those men who couldn’t give a shit about you. Why would they? No 
one wants to fight with a woman, let alone a lesbian, let alone a black lesbian. 
At least the straight women might sleep with them. But they figured out a way 
to get that from you too. 

Soldier:
Fuck you. I trusted you. 

Officer:
We trust each other with our lives, nothing else. War makes people go crazy. 
Your friends die. You see things, and you can never be a normal person again. 
And the only way any of us justify any of it is some bs rhetoric about what we’re 
all fighting for. The constitution, democracy, freedom, good old-fashioned 
American values. I never once heard of a lesbian included in any of those 
things, definitely not a black one, have you? Have you? 

Soldier:
No. 

Officer:
This is one of only places they’ll let us make a career because we might die 
doing it. And it’s worth it to us to risk our lives just to feel like a part of this 
fucking country. But it doesn’t always work out that way, does it? 

I’m sorry I wasn’t there when you signed your enlistment papers. If I had 
been, I would’ve let you sign them anyway because I wanted you to win. I was 
hoping things would be a little bit better by now. That was a miscalculation. 
I’m sorry, Private. 

Soldier:
I was a good soldier. The best. 

Officer:
You were good. The best soldiers don’t have to lie. 

Soldier:
You lie all the time. 
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Officer:
Soldier:
Dishonorable. The fuck am I going to do now? 

Officer:
Go to college. 

Soldier:
This was my plan. I already cut off a part of my damned self to be here. 

Officer:
Where did you grow up expecting you wouldn’t have to cut a piece of you out 
to be anywhere, Soldier? 

Soldier:
That’s the problem with your generation. You guys cut yourselves to horsemeat 
just so you wouldn’t have to feel them doing it to you. I refuse that. If they want 
to come for me, let them come. I won’t do their violence for them. It’s 1991. I 
wanna be fucking free. That’s what I was always fighting for. And if you want 
to be a rape apologist who calls your girlfriend your roommate maybe I should 
be happy to be “less than honorably” discharged from wherever you are. 

Officer punches Soldier. 

Soldier:
Excuse me for thinking that we were included in whatever this is all for. 

Soldier exits. Officer is shaking.

* * *

The Soldier alone. 

Soldier:
Last time I felt free was in church. Well, it was a mosque, but it felt like 
church. We were in the desert. The town we were stationed in had a beautiful 
old mosque. The sun was coming in. I looked up and closed my eyes. I needed 
God then. My soul felt full of holes, like a sieve. But then God blew right 
through and stayed there. I felt like I belonged. I thought, something brought 
me here to this church to meet God. Some grace in the form of the U.S. Army 
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or in spite of it. I had been a Christian, but I never felt God like that. Never 
knew in my body that I was part of him. That he was me. I knew I was okay 
then. That night I slept like I had no nerves, even though we were in war, I 
was only faith. 

* * *
Soldier and her Lover. 

Soldier:
Listen. 

Lover: 
What’s that? 

Soldier:
Mourning dove. 
(Never was home, never could be home, never knew home, but found home 
anyway.)

Lover:
It’s sad.  

Soldier:
They’re alone. They’re calling for someone, but it’s like they already know 
they’re not gonna come. 

Lover:
Maybe they’re not calling at all. Maybe they’re just saying how they feel. 

Soldier:
Maybe. 
Maybe they’re reminding us that it’s okay to mourn everything that’s happened 
here. 

Lover: 
I’m not mourning. My love came home. 

End of Play. 

Maybe “The Queen and The Soldier” by Marlene Vega plays. 
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ROCK BOTTOM NEVER QUITE PROVIDES THE CLEAREST VIEW

 Jam Lovell
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GRANDFATHER AND GRANDMOTHER I

 Arthaya Nootecharas 
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GRANDFATHER AND GRANDMOTHER II

 Arthaya Nootecharas 
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GRANDFATHER AND GRANDMOTHER III

 Arthaya Nootecharas 
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AT EASE 

 Julie Ann Otis
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PRE-TRENCH POST-TUBE

 Julie Ann Otis
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THE WAY WAY OUT

 Julie Ann Otis
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SITTIN’ ON THE JOB

 Nathan Phillips

To hear one of Nate’s original musical compositions, “Floating” (written and 
recorded this summer at Art Farm), go to this link: http://five-oaks-press.com/
floating-nathan-phillips
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NUGATORY

 Douglas Piccinnini

memory itself is not
welcome—a match then
unlit in my pocket
 
to want to bloom 
a grief and give up
this feeling 

but grief is
my own number, coming 
late, disremembering 
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WOMAN OF THE YEAR

Annie Raab

On my third day, I am sober. First it is a relief—but only a flicker 
before pain, like a sparrow, smacks against it. How many women before me 
experienced this feeling, in this same bed, at this moment on a late October 
morning? Hold my hand, please, women who have lain in this bed, their heads 
cracking open in the dry heat of sobriety. Comfort me and tell me it won’t last. 
The air being forced through the vent beside my bed smells like cigarettes. 
I imagine the women who were here before me in the basement. Thin arms 
crossed over chests. In their own clothes and not the black and white outfits 
of the Level Ones. 

The first day of Level One is paperwork and medication to make you 
sleep. Day two, the hangover comes with more drugs, to keep you from 
hurting yourself or the monochromatic aides in colorful running shoes. (Most 
‘attempts’ happen on day two.) Day two is the only one I remember. The first 
is gone, redacted from my memory like an offensive slur. But on day two I 
remember the nurse coming into my room with a needle and a vial, which 
slowly filled with red liquid even though I never felt the pinch of the needle. 
By the third day, it’s common to feel utterly and appropriately miserable. 

I remember the day I lost my mind, the day before I committed myself. 
It was at the gallery with a friend, the gallery with three of my paintings 
displayed right at the entrance. We stood together outside, sharing a cigarette 
by the front door. 

“If he’s in there, please don’t leave my side,” I said. 
“I won’t,” she promised. This was a woman who had never let me down. 

It is good to keep the company of women like her. We crushed out the smoke 
and walked through the doors. 

The man of the year almost unraveled me. When he took me home for 
the first time, we made love beside a hole in the wall, where the plaster was 
broken and the molded structure exposed in the old house. I’d never been 
with anyone who gave themselves over so honestly. He was a sculptor of heavy 
materials. Hardwood, iron, and concrete fragments sat around his apartment, 
incomplete as chipped teeth. After we made love, he pulled a book of Bernini 
from the stack beside the mattress. We read the marble faces, made crooked 
with pain and ecstasy, gifted a consciousness they did not ask to receive. The 
veiled women, made strong by their chastity, bowed in thanks to the artist, 
that god who bestows. I was remade that late afternoon. I was a marble block 
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whose final piece he chiseled away to uncover the fully formed daughter inside.
“We just need a sample, just a little drop. A tiny baby bit of blood is all we 

need,” the nurse assures me. Her shoes are sparkling white with bright yellow, 
like smeared lightening bugs, on the toes. The needle goes in and taps a mantle 
of blood beneath the skin. It shoots out, red and velvety, onto the medical 
slide. “That’s all, dear. That’s all we need today.”

“Will you tell me if anything’s wrong?” I asked.
“Oh yes, honey. We’ll let you know right away.” She holds the slide up to 

the lamp, one gloved hand gripping the clear edges. “What beautiful blood. 
It’s nice and red. Well-oxygenated, I’d say.”

“That’s good then?”
“Yes, honey. It tells us you’re still breathing.”
The nurse leaves my room and I listen and wait for the breakfast alarm. 

I breathe in to the count of six, out for the count of six. For a while then, it’s 
touch and go.

As Level Ones, we eat our meals closely monitored in the common room. 
Level Two lets us move to the cafeteria. At Level Three, we can go outside for 
fifteen minutes after meals and smoke cigarettes. It fascinates me to watch 
women cause a scene. These are the repeat offenders, the ones who come back 
time and again for the same transgressions. Always some boyfriend this and 
his wife that and I-don’t-consent-to-be-in-here etc. We even have a mistress, 
a young woman who tried to off herself with a bottle of pain killers and one 
of those skinny brands of clear liquor. I want to say, Honey, if that’s how 
you’re gonna do it, go for the calories. The breakfast alarm rings and Level 
Two and Three residents leave the common room so the Level Ones can eat 
our monitored breakfast. I watch a young woman push her food around, and 
when the monitor turns his head to catch a woman breaking the tines off her 
plastic fork with her teeth, she slips the buttered roll into her pocket and asks 
to be excused.

“Did you eat your roll?” the monitor asks.
“Yes,” she says. She is allowed to go to her room, where the roll will turn 

up under the mattress when it starts to smell.
While I wait to level up, I attend group.
“Heroin was the easy way out. I took seven years off my life in shit houses 

full of shit people because I couldn’t face my daughter’s death. Is that any way 
to honor her memory?” The moderator is a tough dyke, self-described, with 
a strict policy on self-pity. “If you don’t feel in control of your life, you aren’t. 
The moment you let yourself believe you are worthless, you open yourself to 
being treated that way.” 

We go around the circle, our paper shoes shuffling each time a new woman 
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speaks her truth. At Level One, we haven’t earned our laces back. The girl who 
hides her food spoke of work, how she passed out in storage and woke to her 
co-worker going through her apron for cash. She was fired because her boss 
thought she was drunk. She lost almost two-hundred dollars, plus what she 
would have made in the remainder of the shift. 

“Why do you think you passed out?” the moderator asks. She is careful to 
choose her words. Why do you think is softer than why do you do it.

The girl thinks about it. “I think the co-worker slipped me something. 
Maybe in my coffee.” 

Self-denial, I know, is self-preservation. 
I have to confess to you something. I only had one painting in the show, 

and it wasn’t at the entrance, it was in the back, by the wine.
“Pass,” says the mistress, who tried to kill herself with fancy vodka.
“We’re not here to judge. We’re here to support,” the tough dyke says. 

“You don’t get to pass.”
Oddly, they let the mistress keep her diamond bracelet. We eye it hungrily, 

missing our own possessions, kept in tiny lockers at the front until we graduate 
to Level Three. It is not clear if this bracelet was a gift from the married man. 
I would settle for a piece of leather tied around my wrist, just to feel like there 
was someone on the outside thinking about me. When the mistress speaks her 
truth, I recognize her. She is, or was, the meteorologist on channel five. I never 
knew her hair was naturally curly. She is not wearing makeup either, which, on 
camera, softens her intense black eyes and sharp, pointed mouth. I watch her 
mouth when she says “I ruined my career for a dick that wouldn’t fill a shotgun 
shell.” We nod in solidarity.

No. That’s not how it happened. I’m not being honest. I went alone. When 
I saw the man of the year with his new girl, there was no friend to stand beside 
me, to stop me from doing what I did next.

I reach Level Two, but I ask to stay in the common room for meals for one 
more day. The aides let me. I let them think it is for the newcomers, to let them 
see a junior on her best behavior. But there is a woman I want to spy on. It is 
her second day at the center. The aides are orbiting with caution. They can feel 
the feral energy in her, a broken cage door and a missing animal loose on the 
grounds. But the girl is not looking at them. She is looking at me. We are only 
a table apart. She hasn’t touched her meatloaf.

“What’s your problem?” she shouts the next time I meet her eyes.
“Which one?”
This causes her to leap out of her chair and wield her plastic fork, a piece 

of wilted spinach on the end like a dark green flame. 
“Fucking bitch!” she screams and is restrained by the nearest aides. Their 
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scuffle is a swirl of loose gowns and brightly colored shoes, like a scene from 
the woods, like birds caught in the same strong wind. They fall to the ground 
and I lose sight as I am escorted gently back to my room. It is the blood nurse.

“Sorry sweetie. We need you to take the rest of your lunch in here.” She 
leaves my tray and gives me a tired smile. The wrinkles on her rosy scrubs are 
tired too. 

Turns out, the girl is one of the artists. She is not here because of the night 
at the gallery, but an unrelated event several nights later, when her roommates 
threw her medication away. I find out she is a sculptor. The metal piece in the 
show was hers. I remember the beautiful curve of the polished neck, elongated 
like a swan’s, with the body of an ancient god. My incident scared her big 
patrons away. Artists are unusually sensitive to money, I’ve found. 

How did I find all this out? I didn’t. I knew it was her in the common 
room. She was friends with man of the year. She might have looked at the 
marble faces with him. That, I never found out. 

Level Three is bliss. I lean against the building outside, in a spot where I 
can choose not to see the fence around the perimeter, keeping us inside like at 
a dog park. The air feels good. The familiar raisin musk of the cigarette brings 
me simple clarity. I see the blood nurse sneak outside in the middle of her shift 
and hit a fresh pack of cigarettes against her palm. She removes and lights one, 
leans back and closes her eyes. In the sunlight, I see her real age. She is not a 
decade older than me. She is my age, but the gray sprouts above her ears are 
less visible out here. I want to ask her the question I want to ask every woman 
here, the question I have been asking myself all week: How did you get here? 
Are you fuzzy on the details? Are there things you choose not to remember? 
Other women stand, dispersed and beautiful on the green grass in the sun, 
united in something nameless and profound, something that only crawls out 
of us when the coast is clear. 

Here’s what happened: he asked if he could take me home. My nakedness 
was covered with a veil. He made me close my eyes while he sculpted. He 
added weight to my curves and planes, marble in my palms and the space 
between my legs. As it darkened, he slowly sculpted around my face, my 
mouth, my eyes, covering my veiled body with the ancient material. I slowed 
my breath, counting to six each time I let the old air out until it was too heavy 
to breathe. Then, I laid still as the man of the year lay the final piece over my 
eyes, smoothing a tool across his work to even the surface of the sculpture, 
over the marble block that if you looked closely enough would reveal a woman 
inside. 
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AN INTRODUCTION TO THE NEBRASKA INTRANET 
 

Renée Reizman

Nebraska, the epitome of America’s Heartland, is the flatlands of the 
working class. Outside of its two major cities, Omaha and Lincoln, the 
population in any given town fails to crack 50,000, putting the rest of the 
population on par with a suburb of a coastal elite city. In the open plains, 
internet infrastructure spreads like frail roots, barely reaching the heart of the 
Sandhills or the rolling landscape of the Loup Valley. In these regions, ranchers 
might take a two-hour drive to their local library to upload their monthly 
reports on livestock production, escaping the grinding screech of the slow, 
dial-up modem in a makeshift garage office. 

There are few alternative choices to connectivity here. Likely, there are 
no competitors to Viaero or Windstream in their area, and satellite could 
be double the price. Fiber sounds like science fiction, a life-altering, simple 
means to connect with the outside world, with glowing testimonials in glossy 
magazines, but many years away from reality. Strict state legislation, like 
Nebraska Revised Statute 86-594--a ban municipal broadband--inadvertently 
stalls infrastructure implementation beyond the government, giving private 
industry more power to charge what they’d like to their rural consumers, 
and neglect to serve them in their remote homesteads. These factors assist in 
Nebraska’s illusion of being stuck in the past, where towns still telecommute 
like it’s 1997; checking email in a web browser feels more of a hassle than a 
routine compulsion.

In general, it doesn’t hurt Nebraskans too badly. Most have found ways to 
compromise with smartphones and generous data plans. Some families set up 
a P.O. Box to check on their way to the super Walmart in town. Setting up a 
Pinterest board doesn’t demand the bandwidth of Netflix’s HD streaming, and 
the local Casey’s General Store has a selection of new DVD releases to rent for 
$1.99. But as far as things appear aesthetically in rural Nebraska, the lack of 
exposure outside of the community creates a feedback loop, where the quaint 
charm of iconoclastic wind chimes and vintage windmills never goes out of 
style. For quilters, it means reusing patterns earmarked in magazines from the 
90s, finding inspiration from Civil War fabrics, and using their grandmother’s 
blocks as templates for their next project. The nearest quilt shop might be 
100 miles away, and exposure to the more minimal, modern quilts is a jarring 
interruption to the parade of neutral earthtones and clean log cabin patterns 
at the monthly quilt guild meeting.

In over 45 towns, 20 quilt shops, and 15 county fairs throughout the 
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state of Nebraska, I connected with quilters to see how much their craft was 
changing. For those who rarely went online, were they finding exposure to 
brighter colors and abstract compositions, and if so, did they even want to 
experiment with these more untraditional methods? Did these mostly-senior 
women rely on their quilt shops to pose a challenging project, or did they seek 
out 1930’s reproduction fabrics in order to stay with tried and true designs? 
Some had started to order a pattern or a few yards of novelty prints online, 
but for most, quilting remains a tactile experience from start to finish. There’s 
a certain level of distrust waged against the computer monitor, in which the 
color calibration rarely matches what one sees when holding a purple paisley 
in hand.
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These questions and observances are being captured in The Nebraska 
Internet, a collaborative quilt project that asks quilters to think about how 
their practice has changed over the generations, from within their lifetime to 
what they speculate the future of quilting will bring. Each of the 93 counties in 
Nebraska are expected to contribute a block to the project, displaying a wide 
range of personal opinions and narratives that will be shared with their peers. 
Whether it be the decline of hand quilting and the rise of machine quilting; 
the cost-efficient preference for lap quilts over king-sized quilts; the desire to 
create art quilts for display instead of utilitarian quilts for keeping warm on 
a chilly November night; the blocks in this project considers how technology 
has impacted tradition in both explicit and subtle manners.

The Nebraska Intranet is a work in progress. When complete, it will be 
showcased at the Nebraska State Fair, and take a small tour through art and 
community centers in rural communities across the state. This quilt is an 
exercise in community workshop, creative challenge, and investigative research 
that hopes to bring quilters closer to one another while enlightening the 
perspectives of craftspeople far and wide.
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CREATION #3

 CJ HIll and Nina Ruelle
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LAMBIANCE

 Jacob Ruggles
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VICTORIA

 Jacob Ruggles
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UNTITLED

 Jacob Ruggles
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KERNEL

 Jacob Ruggles
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STILL LIFE WITH CORN I

 Kathryn Schroeder
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STILL LIFE WITH CORN II

 Kathryn Schroeder
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UNNAMABLE VOICES

 Caroline N. Simpson

I spent entire dinners imagining 
the white of our house 
inhaling and exhaling 
broken glass
candy wrappers
fallen feathers.

A shiver would pass through me 
a strange gentle wind 
in the house like a chorus 
a breath of souls 
in worn mountains
crawling up thunderstorms 

the wind on my neck 
a current ruffling the swallows 
stirring unnamable voices
old forgotten songs 
glorious under the eaves.
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THREE RED DOTS

 Karen Tepaz
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MOUNTAIN BLUEBIRD

 Katerina Vuletich
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TRIAL CHILD: NURTURE A BETTER NATURE

Scotty Wagner

Characters:
Dan - A stay-at-home project guy, potential dad. Late thirties.
Peg - A clinical child psychologist, potential mom. Later thirties.
Torrent - Dan and Peg’s Trial Child. A robotic replica of their own would-be 
5 year-old child.
Robert - A Therapist
Dr. Spanz - Trial Child Creator and CEO

About the Play: 
It is the year 2056, and self-control is the single most important quality in 
human development. Trial Child, a robotic replica of a couples’ would-be 
child, is the latest technology. Dan and Peg have just acquired their very own 
Trial Child, Torrent, and are poised to begin training him to resist his desires. 
An extreme glutton for chocolate, Torrent challenges them to confront their 
fears and desires around procreation beyond anything they had expected. 
They become more and more disheveled as the play goes on. This tragicomic 
Pinocchio-esque tale addresses issues surrounding the cyborg identity and 
our growing personification of robotics in relation to gender, identity, 
technological absurdity and family politics.
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Dan and Peg’s apartment is chic vintage-future, with opposing colors 
checkered in bilateral symmetry design. There are abstract paintings and 
sculptures around the room. In the center of the room is a glass table flanked 
by two bench seats. On stage right, alongside the wall, is the Anything Box, 
a mini-refrigerator-esque device that will materialize anything given the right 
code. 

The following is an Excerpt from Scene 1:

. . .

DAN: What ever happened with the Yuzles and their Trial Child?

PEG: Oh they had a little girl, Crissina. She got an 8 on her first test.
DAN: Wow, that’s pretty good. What about after the training?
PEG: What do you think?

DAN: I don’t know.

PEG: Guess!

DAN: Ok so the kid got an 8 on its first test so I’m guessing Mayzle’s as big as 
this room right now!

PEG: Ding ding ding ding ding! Out to here! (Peg imitates a very large pregnant 
woman in a very silly way and dances around.) I saw her in the corridor over just 
the other day!

DAN: Oh gosh I want to see you like that! 

PEG: Eeesh...you know when we were at the Cornelius’ party last week I had 
a moment when I thought I really didn’t ever want to have a kid. 

DAN: You did? 

PEG: Mhm...And then all of a sudden I got dizzy and I had to sit down. And I 
put my face in my hands like this (puts her face in her hands) and then I peeked 
through my fingers, and do you know what I saw? 

DAN: No.
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PEG: Right across from me, beneath the couch and between a pair of legs, two 
little eyes were looking right at me.

DAN: What eyes?

PEG: A cat’s eyes.

DAN: How’d you know it was a cat?

PEG: (Annoyed) Because as soon as it we looked at each other it slinked off.

DAN: And?

PEG: And it was so beautiful. Like a miniature leopard. I mean it was so big 
at the same time it was so small. I had this feeling like I was an animal too, 
you know like the cat, and that maybe having a kid is sort of, part of that 
experience. (Dan crosses room over to behind Peg.)

DAN: Ahh, so you wanna skip right to the animal part huh? (Pretending to be 
a cat, Dan tries to leap onto Peg but she quickly slips away.)

PEG: No Dan. We’re not cats and besides, we already got the thing. 

DAN: Ok well let’s do it then!

PEG: Alright. Alright. Right now?

DAN: Yeah.

PEG: Alright let’s do it.

DAN: Torrent on!

Torrent powers on and gets out of the box.

TORRENT: Hi mom and dad! 

DAN / PEG: Hello son / Hi honey.

TORRENT: Do you have any chocolate?



90

PEG: Oh chocolate huh? Well I think we might. Would you like some?

TORRENT: Boy I sure would. 

PEG: Well I think we can manage that.

Peg punches a code on the remote and the Anything Box dings. She removes a piece 
of chocolate on a plate. 

DAN: So you like chocolate huh?

TORRENT: Well it’s the bestest thing in the wholest widest world! 

Peg turns and Torrent, seeing the chocolate, runs to grab it from her. Dan moves out 
of his way and Peg gasps as she protects the chocolate.

TORRENT: Ooo chocolate gimme!

DAN: Settle down son.

TORRENT: She won’t give me the chocolate!

PEG: That’s because we’re going to play a game first. 

TORRENT: What game?

PEG: A game with the chocolate.

TORRENT: A game with chocolate?!

DAN: Oh yeah, this game is all about chocolate.

TORRENT: Alright! 

PEG: Ok now have a seat here at the table.

TORRENT: Ok.

Torrent starts singing a chocolate song along with music. 
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PEG: Torrent, your attention please! (Snaps her fingers in front of Torrent) We’re 
going to set a piece of chocolate right here in front of you, next to this bell.

Peg fights Torrent off the chocolate. 

TORRENT: Oh thank you!

PEG: Not so fast!
DAN: And you’re gonna stay here at the table ok, but we’re gonna leave the 
room.

TORRENT: Why?

PEG: Because, the game is to resist eating the chocolate until we come back 
into the room. 

TORRENT: Why would I do that?!

DAN: Because if you wait until we come back you can have two pieces of 
chocolate, instead of just the one.

TORRENT: Really!?

PEG: Mhm, but only if you wait until we come back.

TORRENT: Well how long are you gonna be gone for?

DAN: Well that’s sorta the fun part Torrent, you just don’t know.

TORRENT: Oh...

PEG: But we promise we will come back. 

DAN: If you decide you can’t wait any longer, you can ring that bell, we’ll 
come back in, and you can 
have that piece of chocolate there.

TORRENT: Oh ok. 

PEG: And Torrent?
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TORRENT: Yeah?

PEG: Think happy thoughts.

TORRENT: Well, there’s chocolate right here on the table so that shouldn’t 
be too hard!
DAN: We’re gonna walk out now (they begin walking out).

PEG: Any questions honey?

TORRENT: Nope. Wait til you come back, get more chocolate. Got it.

DAN: Good to hear it son.

PEG: We love you.

TORRENT: (Surprised/Calculated) Love you too mom and dad. 

Exit Dan and Peg. Torrent stares at the piece of chocolate for a few seconds, then 
pops it in his mouth and rings the bell.

TORRENT: Mmmmm, the sweet sensation of the world’s most bestest 
magicalest treat -

Enter Dan and Peg disappointed.

PEG: Torrent off!

Torrent freezes.

PEG: A perfect 0!? You know as well as I do, that at, “age twenty-five to thirty, 
those who delay longer in preschool are more able to pursue and reach long-
term goals, use risky drugs less, have higher educational levels, and have a 
significantly lower body mass index. They’re also more resilient and adaptive 
in coping with interpersonal problems and better at maintaining close 
relationships.”

DAN: That’s just the tip of the iceberg Peg. 

PEG: I won’t lie Dan, I did not anticipate our own son doing this poorly on 
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his first test.

DAN: It’s a shocker alright. But hey, it’s a good thing we got him, since there’s 
obviously a lot we’re gonna to have to learn to teach our future kid some self-
control.  
PEG: True. I was just sort of hoping we wouldn’t have to you know?

DAN: Can’t say I’m not right there with you Peg. But you know, it would seem 
that our future son is a bit of a “chocolaholic.” 

PEG: (Laughs) Well I think we both know where he gets that from Mr. 
Doughnut man (Peg tickles him). I’m pooped. Should we start phase 2 
tomorrow?

DAN: Sounds good.

Lights out. 
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HONEY, BABY (Farmhouse Bedroom)

 Casey Whittier
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HARMLESS

Franny Zhang

We are going to the road to scream in the dark. This, I suppose, is 
something to do, no different from any other pastime. Five of us, all women, 
walk away from the fire, the ramshackle house, the company of others and out 
into the night. I wonder this is because we have more to scream about or if it 
is a natural consequence of the skewed resident ratio. We walk down a mowed 
path I can’t see in order to reach the main road, which is itself still just dirt 
and gravel.

I do not understand the road, how and if it is maintained, why it is only 
dirt and gravel, but it is not for me to understand. We pass a field where I 
once heard coyotes late at night. The noise they made was eerie and a little 
unnerving. If they are out there again tonight, what they will make of all the 
screaming? 

The road is lit by moonlight, and we assemble in a circle within its 
confines. We engage in a brief discussion of how best to go about screaming. 
As an activity, it is novel but not unprecedented. A few of us had gone out in 
the afternoon to scream as well. I went, but without intending to participate. 
It wasn’t until I heard the others scream that I realized I could too. But that was 
hours ago and in daylight. Something has changed since then. Now I want to 
scream. Now I think I may have been holding back a scream for quite some 
time.

I think the scream will fail though. It will not achieve what I hope, either 
as release or communication. Like all modes of expression, it requires practice 
to be effective. How does one do it? How does one unite lungs, heart, throat, 
and tongue to unleash a suitable sound? It is beyond me, but I’ll do what I can. 
I’ll stand in a circle and do my part to raise up a little human voice against a 
dark and vast sky.

We decide to count down and then scream. Three, two, one, and go. I 
can’t hear the others over my scream, and I can’t hear my scream because it is 
too close to register. I am screaming, and I am thinking of you. Thousands of 
miles away and further than that besides. I’m screaming because you can’t hear 
me, because I can’t talk to you. I have no language with which to reach you, no 
words by which I could make myself understood. The scream contains all of 
this, but it’s just a sound. No one knows what it means—just as I don’t know 
what anyone else’s scream means. It is hard to imagine though, that we don’t 
all carry some deep, dark, secret to let loose this way.
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Or maybe that’s just me, with my taste for drama and propensity for 
extremes. Maybe the scream is just what it seems like on the surface; an 
amusing diversion, a jaunt beyond the conventional but still well within the 
realm of the safe. We scream because it’s fun and because we never get to do 
it. Screaming now means fun and perhaps actual joy. I’m unsure, but I was 
right to think my own scream would disappoint. By my own reckoning, very 
little has changed because of it. My throat is sore, but the feeling that drove 
the scream remains stubbornly intact. I will have to deal with it through other 
methods, which is tiresome at best.

As our group falls silent, the coyotes do not respond and the crickets 
continue to chirp with perfect indifference. I have said what I had to say the 
only way I could, and it has had little effect. With that, I begin to laugh. This is 
just the thing to set aside the seriousness of the scream, to disavow this public 
display of inner pain. I am fine, whatever that means. I will insist on that.

When I tell you this version of events, I will render it in broad and 
entertaining strokes. It will be another anecdote, a bit of amusing farm trivia. 
You won’t get to know what actually happened, but you might laugh at what 
I tell you. I might like that. Isn’t that a better story? One without significance. 
Utterly harmless. 
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Contributors

Alessia Arregui currently lives in Providence, Rhode Island.

Ben Clark grew up in Nebraska and now lives in Chicago, where he works 
as an editor for Muzzle Magazine and Thoughtcrime Press. He has two col-
lections of poetry: if you turn around I will turn around (2015) and Reasons to 
Leave the Slaughter (2011). Collaboration has become a major part of his writ-
ing practice, and he’s been lucky enough to work with GennaRose Nethercott, 
Whitney Seiler, Colin Winnette, Rebecca Elliott, and Kate Jury. This October, 
he’ll be living with raccoons, sipping whiskey, and collaborating with Josh 
Gaines at Art Farm Nebraska, a multi-disciplinary artist and writer residency.

The work of Chloé DuBois deals with tension, structure and repetition. How 
is physical form symbolic of human habit and ability? What can we learn 
about ourselves through imaginative form? By using pattern and material that 
we interact with daily, this multimedia artist hopes to encourage conversation 
about our capabilities as a species and society. She graduated with a BFA in 
interrelated media from Massachusetts College of Art and Design. DuBois 
was an intern for Art Farm before returning as a resident artist. Please visit her 
website at www.chloedubois.com.

Rebecca Elliott is an artist and writer living in Chicago. She makes books and 
other publishing projects as a member of Meekling Press. Visit rebaelliott.com

Rachel Eng grew up exploring the deciduous forests of Rochester, NY and 
her fascination with the natural world continues today.  Drawing upon the 
ephemeral and immortal qualities of clay, her work considers aspects of the 
controlled and unpredictable in relation to our changing environment.  Her 
work often employs repetitive patterns and the use of multiple elements to 
create complex visual and textural experiences. Eng received her B.F.A. from 
Pennsylvania State University and her M.F.A. from the University of Colorado 
at Boulder. She is currently an Assistant Professor at Dickinson College.

Josh Gaines ditched a promising military career to write books, run a profit-
less press, and build blanket forts with his daughter. He earned a writing MFA 
at The School of the Art Institute of Chicago. His fiction has been published 
in Two Cities Review, Nebula Rift, and in London’s Dark Mountain. His poetry 
appears in numerous anthologies and journals, most recently in Blue Monday 
Review, Drunk in a Midnight Choir, and Yellow Chair Review, and in his own 
books of poetry and flash fiction: Cigarette Sonatas, and little bones. He was a 
2016 and 2017 Fiction Writer in Residence at Art Farm Nebraska, and is the 
founder and Captain of Thoughtcrime Press.
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Jessica Gengenbach is a BFA and print press intern at the University of North 
Texas.

CJ Hill and Nina Ruelle are artists based in Providence, RI. They came to Art 
Farm to begin work on a collaborative project that culminated in the exhibi-
tion “That Wide Red Door Just There” and a self published, illustrated work 
of fiction by the same title.

Bruce Hooke is a photographer, sculptor and performance artist based in 
western Massachusetts. His work focuses the human relationship to nature, 
both from the perspective of a nostalgic desire to return to an Edenic nature, 
and from the perspective of our real, modern, fractured relationship to nature: 
as another place to find power, control and the resources for material wealth. 
In his work, “nature” can be a wild forest but also a weedy, polluted, urban 
lot, or corn fields stretching to the horizon. Photography has been his primary 
medium for over a decade but in 1994 he received an MFA in ceramics from 
Cranbrook Academy of Art. Website: bghooke.com.

Lynn Marie Houston is the author of the forthcoming poetry collections Un-
guarded, winner of the Heartland Review Press inaugural chapbook contest; 
and The Mauled Keeper, a runner-up in the Cathy Smith Bowers contest spon-
sored by Main Street Rag Publishing. She holds a Ph.D. from Arizona State 
University, an MFA from Southern Connecticut State University, and serves as 
editor-in-chief of Five Oaks Press. The poems about a helicopter pilot in this 
anthology are from a chapbook called Hooked, which was written during her 
Art Farm residency.

Julia Jameson is a multi-media artist currently based in Baltimore. She has a 
BA in Religion and Sociology from Bryn Mawr College and is currently an 
MFA candidate at the Leroy E. Hoffberger School of Painting at the Maryland 
Institute College of Art.

Elmo Keep is an Australian writer and journalist living in Mexico. Find her 
work at elmokeep.com.

Sophie Klahr is the author of the poetry collection Meet Me Here at Dawn 
(YesYes Books).

Jessie Lipsett is a graduate of Virginia Commonwealth University, where she 
majored in sculpture and extended media and minored in glass blowing.

Casey Llewellyn is a writer and theater-maker whose work interrogates identity, 
collectivity and form. Works for theatre include: O, Earth (commissioned and 
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produced by The Foundry Theatre at HERE, January/February 2016), I Am 
Bleeding All Over the Place: A Living History Tour  (conceived by Brooke 
O’Harra,  co-written with her, La Mama June 2016),  The Body which is 
the Town, Come in. Be with me. Don›t touch me.,  Obsession Piece, The 
Quiet Way, and I Love Dick, an adaptation for theater of the book by Chris 
Kraus.  She is the author of essays  “What We Could Do With Writing” 
(The Racial Imaginary: Writers on Race in the Life of the Mind, edited 
by Claudia Rankine, Beth Loffreda, and Max King Cap), “White Ignorance 
in Arts Institutions” (forthcoming), and  in collaboration with Claudia 
Rankine,  “Theatre of intimacy and abandon” (Imagined Theatres: Writing 
for a Theoretical Stage, edited by Daniel Sack).  Casey is a New Georges 
Affiliated Artist.

Jam Lovell is a third-year MFA candidate at Southern Illinois University in 
Carbondale where she works for the Visiting Artist Program, is the Foundry 
Technician, teaches Beginning Sculpture, and is President of Critical Forum: 
C-4. She received her MA degree at Eastern Illinois University, and her BS in 
painting with a minor in Psychology from Illinois State University. She is a 
sculptor who has exhibited throughout Central Illinois and the Midwest.

GennaRose Nethercott is a writer, performer, and folklorist from the forests 
of Brattleboro, Vermont, now living in Boston. She has toured her work to 
libraries, schools, theaters, and poetry venues across the United States and 
Europe. Her writing has been published widely in journals and anthologies 
both online and in print. Her manuscript The Lumberjack’s Dove is currently a 
finalist for The National Poetry Series, and she is the winner of Spark Creative 
Anthology’s 2015 poetry competition, the Lindenwood Review’s 2015 flash 
fiction contest, and Holland Park Press’ 2014 What’s Your Place contest. 
On sunny days, GennaRose can be found stationed on street corners typing 
poems-to-order from a 1952 Hermes Rocket typewriter.

Arthaya Nootecharas is a sculptor and illustrator. Originally from Thailand 
and Oregon, recently relocated from New York City to Colorado. She received 
her Bachelor degree from the University of Oregon and her Master of Fine 
Arts from the University of Colorado at Boulder. Nootecharas’s works are 
about the longing for her childhood home and what makes her feels at home 
in her surroundings.  Her works involve repetitive processes, the idea of 
contemplation, and meditative acts.

Julie Ann Otis is a civic engagement artist, poet, and business consultant 
committed to the experience of ease for all people. She is the creator of Active 
Receptivity Coaching, a toolkit of intuitive practices used by businesses and 
individuals to transform their culture from scarcity to one of radical sufficiency 
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and prosperity. Her civic engagement art, “Election Therapy Booth,” and “the 
Complaint & Catharsis Department,” have garnered her national and local 
press. Other accolades include Somerville’s Artistic Fellow of Interdisciplinary 
Arts in 2016, Opus Affair Artist of the Year in 2014, and exhibitions at Boston 
City Hall. Her most recent chapbook, Elastic Communion, and spoken word 
album, Sermons of the Real, are available at www.julieannotis.com.

Nathan Phillips is a composer/musician from Ohio, currently somewhere 
between Nashville and New York.

Douglas Piccinnini is the author of a book of poems, Blood Oboe (Omnidawn, 
2015) and of Story Book: a novella (The Cultural Society, 2015). His work 
has most recently appeared or is forthcoming with Boog City, Black Sun Lit, 
Denver Quarterly, Elderly, Fence, Lana Turner, Nat. Brut, Posit, Prelude, Seattle 
Review, Tupelo Quarterly, Verse and The Volta.

Annie Raab is a writer and critic in Kansas City.

Renée Reizman is a research-based multidisciplinary artist interrogating 
urbanization, law, and technology through the narratives of erased histories. 
She has exhibited work at the Art Slope Art Festival in New York, the FAR 
Bazaar in Cerritos, CA, and Perform Chinatown in Los Angeles. Her writing 
has appeared in The Atlantic and Real Life Magazine. Renée is an MFA candidate 
in Critical & Curatorial Studies at the University of California, Irvine and 
the Curatorial Assistant at And/Or Gallery, a new media exhibition space in 
Pasadena, CA, and the coordinator for Graduate Media Design Practices at 
ArtCenter College of Design.

Nina Ruelle—see entry for CJ HIll.

Jacob Ruggles is an interdisciplinary artist from Sonoma County currently 
living and working in Berkeley California. He has a BFA from San Francisco 
State University with an emphasis in Art Education. His current work studies 
the way light and objects interact to create landscape. Using natural and arti-
ficial light the artists seeks to project long dramatic shadows across surfaces to 
create sculpture and immersive environments.

Kathryn Schroeder is a studio potter working to instill contemplation, in-
genuity, and joy in the objects of our daily routines and domestic spaces. She 
earned a BFA from The New York State College of Ceramics at Alfred Uni-
versity. She was born and raised in Omaha, NE and grew up in the heartland, 
valuing things smartly made by hand.
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Caroline N. Simpson is a poet, playwright, and essayist. She earned a BFA 
in Writing, Literature & Publishing from Emerson College, Boston, and an 
M.Ed. in Curriculum & Instruction from the University of Montana. She 
currently teaches English at a community college outside of Seattle, WA, af-
ter teaching abroad for five years in international high schools in Turkey and 
Spain. She loves outdoor adventure, traveling, and learning about other cul-
tures. Her poetry has been published in Barcelona- and US-based literary mag-
azines. In August 2013, a collection of her poetry won Honorable Mention in 
Hot Street’s Emerging Writers Contest. In 2015, Third Wednesday nominated 
one of her poems for a Pushcart Prize. This year, two of her creative nonfiction 
pieces about experiences in Turkey were published in Bayou Magazine and Riot 
Material.

Karen Tepaz is a sculptor living and working in Brooklyn, NY. Tepaz grew up 
in Los Angeles, CA where she holds a BFA in Ceramics from Cal State Long 
Beach and received an MFA in Sculpture from Yale University in 2013. The 
tactility of her work traffics between an intimate and distant encounter with 
sculpture, she’s interested in the expressive potential of objects and their ability 
to open and close a space simultaneously. She chooses to work with materials 
that are found in our everyday structures only to betray and disrupt what is 
expected of their purpose. Tepaz’s work has been included in recent group 
exhibitions “Portrait of a Landscape,” at the Shirley Fiterman Art Center at 
BMCC, NY, “Silent Shout” at The Gallery at ATLAS, NY, GlenLily Grounds- 
Outdoor Sculpture Exhibition, NY and “Centerpiece,” Brooklyn, NY. Tepaz 
will be exhibiting her work in her first solo show at CACtTUS in Long Beach, 
CA in 2017.

Katerina Vuletich was born and raised in Denver, Colorado. At Regis Univer-
sity, she became interested in mixed media collage, acrylics, Neo-Expression-
ism, and Pop Art. Frequently using more than ten mediums in a single collage, 
her art pushes the limits of her canvas and uncovers a conversation she believes 
already exists within popular culture. Her collages are both figurative and ab-
stract; touching upon themes related to femininity, culture, and identity.

Scotty Wagner lives and works between Los Angeles and Northern Michigan. 
He received his MFA from the University of California Santa Barbara, focus-
ing on experimental performance and writing, and a BFA in Performing Arts 
Technology from the University of Michigan. He has had solo exhibitions 
at NowSpace in Los Angeles, SBCAST in Santa Barbara, SHED Projects in 
Oakland, and has been included in group presentations at the Museum of 
Art, Design & Architecture UCSB, The Fed Galleries, Radical Abacus, and 
2739 Edwin in Detroit. He has performed at Di Rosa Foundation in Napa, 
the Hammer Museum in LA, and MOCA Santa Barbara. He was recently 
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awarded a ten-week residency at MOCA Tucson. His most recent project, 
Trial Child: Nurture a Better Nature, is a collaboration with Bailey Hikawa, 
in the forms of an experimental play, a video, and an immersive installation.

Casey Whittier received her BFA from the Kansas City Art Institute and 
MFA from the University of Colorado Boulder. Her work investigates the 
fine line between the need to preserve and a desire to re-imagine, re-configure 
and re-contextualize the world around her. She is an advocate for community 
engagement through the arts. Whittier teaches ceramics and social practice at 
the Kansas City Art Institute and works from her home studio. Her work can 
be found at www.caseywhittier.com and www.palmpetals.com.

Franny Zhang is a writer currently based in Boston, MA. She holds an MFA 
in Fiction from Columbia University and a BA in Psychobiology from Swarth-
more College.  



The next volume of The West Twenty-First Review is in progress!

Art Farm Alumni and members of the Marquette, Nebraska, community: 
please submit your work for next year’s anthology. Email your submission 
and short bio to editor@five-oaks-press.com by the end of the 1st week 
in September. In your email, specify the year of your residency at the Art 
Farm (all years accepted—the work you submit need not have been your 
Art Farm project) or whether you are a resident from the area.




