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Letter from the Editor
Putting this magazine together has been an interesting ride, to
say the least. The last few months have been a complicated ride
of intercontinental relocations, trips for interviews, days of
reading submissions and the godforsaken world of typesetting.
The world of short fiction and small poetry journals is an
ephemeral one. Journals, zines, and websites flit in and out of
existence like fireflies in a summer field. We hope to do better
than that. As it is, we're a month late for our first issue. Our
apologies for that.
I'm happy to put this collection forward under the name of
Sanity not Gauranteed. From Sarah Allen's soulrending short
story "I am beautiful" to our interview with the brilliant and
beautiful poet Nicelle Davis, and everything in between, what
lies in the pages ahead is a window into a mind less connected to
reality than it should be. It is my mind and your mind, the
product of millenia of inherited culture that have brought us to
this point and left us raving, naked in the storm.
I hope that after reading the pieces in this collection that your
shouting feels a little less lonely.
~Leeroy Berlin
Editor of Sanity not Gauranteed
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I am beautiful
by Sarah Allen
I am beautiful. I am marked.
My confusion was great when I saw his face. Had I not
moments ago referenced his being over there, on the other side
of the couch, not kissing me with pinched lips and an awkward
embrace? I thought I was held and holding someone else. I
found myself further tortured after my outward explosion of
emotion earlier that evening. My reward for my confusion was
another instance of confusion and doubt, but karma is all
knowing. Some held my hair, brought me water, and soothed me
while I tumbled, twirled, exploded, imploded, cried, and
disposed of all the contents within my stomach. These
friendsstrangerslovers gave up their brackish laughter and joy to
sympathize and pity me, for I had once again disrupted their
peace. I was ages behind them and a million miles away, but they
had once lain precisely where my slim frame now sprawled. I
was them and they were me, but so far away.
My eyes and body still drunk, my mind fell into a
surprised stupor no amount of liquor could inspire. I was losing
myself in it. I unbuckled the belt, un, un, un—My small hands,
ineffectual, roamed over the place of which we do not speak in
front of the tea doilies. Our lips were stiff, not sweet and tender
like I’d learned, but to open the cave of our mouths and breathe
each other in meant to suffer the smelltastetouch of the acrid goo
coating tongues and the loose teeth wiggling in our rotting gums.
Even lost in the labyrinth of my mind, I can’t deny to myself that
I’d been thinking about this all day. And the night before. I’d
been thinking about it like I’ve always thought of it. I want it
from the moment my eyes explore theirs. The curiosity to
kill/kiss.
Now I stroked, tugged, pulled, tickled the thing, his junk.
6
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We do not touch these things.
You’re sinning.
Don’t look.
Don’t touch; your hands will fall off.
Don’t touch, touch me memememe.
It doesn’t feel right; I’ll make this right. I can’t do the
correct thing with my hands, so I move my stiff kisses lower,
down with the salty fish and the erect defiance of flesh. I wrap
my chapped lips around. I’ve done this before, but still I leap into
darkness, my legs jutting angles crumbled beneath me. I
consume, but it is my self being vacuumed away. And I’m still
thinking, You aren’t who I thought you were. I spread my saliva
to coat his entirety, slimy rot. I devour, poorly and scared. I
tremble with the effort, legs spread shameless as I trace his
contours with my tongue, and I shut my eyes tight hoping to
drown out the sight of his naked stomach, of the wires grating
my nose.
I’m hoping my greasy hair veils eyes clamped tight,
trying to not see, trying not to cry. My face still streaked with
salty tears and the taste of him, oceanlike and strong in my
mouth. I’m not cognizant and I can’t breathe for I am filled with
another’s flesh. You aren’t who I thought you were. I stop. He’s
not done, but he rezips, re, re, re—I ask if I did anything
wrong. No, no, I’m fine. Sticky sweet stench. Nothing, silence.
You aren’t who I thought you were.
I am beautiful.
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untitled
by Bekah Steimel
life's ever moving
rocking, growing, changing with
or without the wind
she swears it's green
life's color itself
scorches me
stinging, biting, burning with
or without the Ambien
and it's how it should be
she sleeps on soft beds
of green grass
shaded comfortably
by green trees
while I am burned alive
under the sun
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melancholy days
by Linda M. Crate
he lines woe upon melancholy woe upon his plate,
a bitter pomegranate stain splashing maroon over
all his words, he coughs jet black cynicism up in
rivulets of ruby blood; I try hard not to roll my eyes —
to dismiss these bouts of moroseness as childish acts
of immaturity; even though I’m convinced they are,
he says he has depression, but he won’t see a doctor.
he paints me ochre in his painting, stains me indigo
with his bitterness, stands back to admire the effect —
I stand in the shower long enough to wash myself
down the drain in an attempt to escape him, but my
toes are too cowardly to take the plunge; I come out
with soaked burnt sienna hair, he flies off the handle
about something I can’t even understand; his words
more fragmented than our decaying relationship, I
look at him and say plainly, “Shut the hell up!” he
gazes at me as if seeing me for the first time, lifts a
hand to his cheek and paints himself a daisy, he gives
me a grin like a canary eating cat, I flash him the ghost
of a smile, he offers me pancakes for dinner, I should
decline; but I feel my mouth forming their usual, ‘yes’ —
we sit in the parlor eating our pancakes pretending they
give our relationship some sense of pretext he breaks
up with me when I ask him to pass the maple syrup then
kisses me when I ignore the butter, asking for my hand
in forgiveness, stupidly I say he’s forgiven, the whole
mantra to be lived and relived day after melancholy day.

9

Sanity not Guaranteed

Fall 2013

How Quiet the Devil Is
by Corey Mesler
“The only laws that matter are laws of thought … The rest is
devil worship.”

Don DeLillo

How quiet the devil is.
In the next room,
though you hear naught,
he is rearranging your
bookshelves. He is
organizing the library
with mystic code.
The next book you read
you will find on your
nightstand and wonder
how it got there, how
it rose to your hand.
How quiet the devil is,
reading the last novel
you will ever write,
the one you call Genesis.
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Emotion, Eroticism, Love and Safety
by Corey Mesler
Where I grew up
it was a sin
to not play with the
coarser boys. Later
I learned that
the heart is made of
goo and its contours
are frightful.
I only wanted to see
Donna naked. I only
wanted for us
all to survive
the vagaries of sub
urban living, and
to
occasionally find love
with the right or
wrong person.
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Scrying
by Valentina Cano
What’s to come
faces me in a mirror
made of moonlight.
I walk in front of it each night
watching the dissonant reflections
getting nearer.
Echoes in reverse.
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An Observation
by Valentina Cano
Forgiveness is a sealed mouth to him.
It is punched and stained with red,
a stamp of negligence creasing its center.
He weaves in front of it,
dancing to see it smile.
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Review: Firestorm: A Rendering of Torah by Michael
Brownstein
by Leeroy Berlin

It could be said of poets that they are guilty of too much
navelgazing. That we are guilty. How many of us are still
chasing Bukowski’s ghost, revelling in the mirage of literary self
abuse? How many of the same images, the same words, the
same notions pegged to the wheel of a neverending

Groundhog’s Day have been dumped onto the page in the two
decades since he died? What is poetry for?
I do not need to list the reasons that we write. There are
many. There is even less that I need to say about the reasons
that Michael Brownstein wrote Firestorm: A Rendering of
Torah. His words speak for themselves on that matter, and they
say much more than I could.
What is poetry for?
Poetry is a meat gun that is fired into the soul.
A poem is not a peaceful thing.
Poetry is a weapon intended for the infliction of reality.
This is what Michael Brownstein has done in writing
Firestorm. This eChapbook of poetry points to the center of the
reader’s chest, aims a little to the right, and fires. The poems in
this collection portray the savage insanity of a series of tragedies
during the 1948 ArabIsraeli War. They do it with force, with
humanity, and with love. This is work that will seem virulently
political. Some will object to its message. They will call it
misguided, inappropriate, or, without irony because such people
possess no capacity for it, antisemitic. They are foolish, and
they are wrong.
This is not a collection of political poetry. If it were, I
would not be writing this review. Where political poetry seeks to
affect the material choices of governments this collection takes
14
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aim at the personal choices of individuals. “I was following
orders is not an excuse,” Brownstein writes. This is a collection
of love letters to a paradise stolen from the arms of a mother.
This is a collection of tributes to the mortal weakness of our
souls. This is a collection of songs to be sung in the shadow of
the Western Wall. This is a collection of desperate pleas to the
thieves of innocence, of hope, of love for the return of that which
was stolen.
You can read Firestorm: A Rendering of Torah at The
Camel Saloon’s Books on Blog website:
http://booksonblog35.blogspot.com/
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Interview: Nicelle Davis, author of Becoming Judas
by Thomas Weyland
We sat down with Lancaster, California based poet Nicelle Davis
to talk about writing, publishing, and her new booklength
poetry collection, Becoming Judas, out from Red Hen Press this
month. The collection forms a set of interweaving narratives
that take the reader through the lives of Jesus, Judas, John
Lennon, Joseph Smith, and a narrative persona who finds her
own existence wrapped up inextricably with theirs.
Nicelle's previous works include her first booklength poetry
collect, Circe (2011), the upcoming collection In the In the Circus
of You (2014 Rose Metal Press), and audiovisual collaborationg
with illustrator Cheryl Gross. You can find out more about her
work at her website, nicelledavis.com.
Thomas: In Becoming Judas there seem to be a number of
recurring narratives, like the relationship between Jesus and
Judas, the life and death of John Lennon, the life of Joseph
Smith, and the persona’s psychosexual family history. Why did
you choose this particular combination of narratives?
Nicelle: I don’t think I had a choice. (laughing) I’m sorry.
That’s not a real answer. Man, I should have come prepared.
Let’s see … so, I had just discovered the writings of Bakhtin, who
actually wrote mostly theories about fiction, not poetry, and I
was kind of broken hearted when he said that the poem was now
obsolete because fiction had taken over at replicating the human
experience and what it is to be born, live, and die. So the whole
narrative arc had taken over poetry as a medium, but he also had
these really amazing sort of ideas about how time works and how
16
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we look at life and process it, and he had something, if I were to
sum it up, that had this reoccurring image that was almost like
someone was flipping a coinand in order to know a thing you
have to see it actually in motion. If you just see heads or tails,
that’s a decision that exists at a stopping point. I have this bad
habit of having a difficult time making decisions, like TwoFace
and Batman, so I’m constantly flipping coins. I like this idea that
life is not actually in the conclusion or the decisions. It’s in the
process of the rotation. So it’s when all things are possible that
we actually experience life and get to feel at our most human and
our most vulnerable and our most powerful, and when I was
writing the book I had this reoccurring image of a coin in mid
air, sort of doing this rotation. If it’s true that we are ourselves,
then we are just as much the other, and so I wanted to take as
many figures that shaped my personal history and have them in
constant rotation with each other. If I’m me, then I’m also
Judas, and, if Judas is Judas, then he’s also a little bit Jesus, and
Jesus is a little bit John Lennon, and John Lennon’s a little bit
Mark D. Chapman, Mark D. Chapman’s a little bit like my mom,
and my mom’s a little bit like...so it’s this idea where everything’s
in flux, or everything’s in a constant state of motion. Or at least I
wanted to try that to capture that in poetry so that the poetry
does what Bakhtin said only the novel could do which is capture
life in its absolute state of process rather than its conclusion.
That’s why I did it.
Thomas: The book makes reference to the idea of a
“homemade religion.” How is this religion connected with the
different narratives that make up the book?
Nicelle: Well, I think all of the storylines, the one thing that
sort of joins them is they’re all at a moment where there is a
crisis in faith. I tried to take all of the different characters and
17
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align them on one sort of similar point, and then examine each
of the different characters at that point. It’s a point of crisis
what do these different people do? And out of that crisis comes a
homemade religion.
Thomas: To build off of that, a recurring motif that we picked
up as we were reading the book, especially in the persona’s
family history was the role of fire, the importance of fire, and fire
appears as a motivator, a transformative force, a purgative force,
and a destructive force. Of course, there’s a kind of role of fire in
gnostic theology as well and the idea of gnosis which you
mention in the book. How does this factor into the homemade
religion that book seems to be about?
Nicelle: Yay! Thanks for catching the word fire because I was
also playing with language. I was looking at language from the
standpoint of semiotics and language is just these working
symbols. At the end of the book there’s the line “fire is a verb
substitution for love.” Throughout the book I tried to carefully
place the words “fire” and “love” and you can go back through
the entire collection and actually swap out those words and they
should be able to work in the context of whatever is being said.
Thomas: Wow, that’s really cool.
Nicelle: Yeah, it’s definitely rooted in that image and all the
associations we make with fire, but it’s also playing with the idea
that one word is just as good as another, and what’s really
important is context. It kind of goes back to that idea of
Bakhtin’s quarter that is constantly in rotation, and in a lot ways,
depending on how I say something, there’s way more than what I
say. I could say, “I love you,” and it would sound just like “Fuck
you,” or I could say “Fuck you,” and it could sound just like “I
18
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love you.” It really depends on where you’re at in the rotation. I
wanted to have the words “love” and “fire” be in constant
rotation with each other.

Thomas: Something else that stands out throughout the book
in poems like “Enough Time” is the blurring of time, events,
experiences, and emotions from across decades and centuries,
that are at the same time contemporaneous. Can you tell us
what you were trying to accomplish by doing that?
Nicelle: There’s a lot of stuffI wanted the book to be
somewhat political without being overtly political. I wanted to
look at how, no matter where we are on the timeline, we are
constantly dealing with past traumas. We inherit a certain level
of trauma. For me, in my own time line, that would have been
postVietnam trauma, and even though I’m not associated with
that, I was born into a decade that had to try to figure out what
that is, and, of course, we don’t have enough time to figure out
what it is because we’re just on to the next war, and I also
wanted to show how the domestic and the world platform really
marry each otherthe micro is the macro. Often times what you
see in sort of subtly abusive relationships is everyone is looking
for a physical manifestation of it, and I think that there is
something weird that is emotionally happening in humanity and
we can’t find a physical manifestation of it, and sometimes it
equals war, and we keep on getting caught up in this cycle
which goes back to this coin in constant motion. Whenever it
comes to a rest, it just picks up and does the same motion, and
I’m kind of curious to see if there’s a different alternativeif we
can see that it is repeating, then how do we get out of it?
Thomas: That’s interesting. It’s like maybe your past
experiencesyou don’t have enough time to deal with them
19
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before the new experiences kick in.
Nicelle: Yeah.
Thomas: So you are just an amalgamation of your experiences.
Nicelle: Absolutely. And all the people are you as well, and it
becomes this very interconnected thing. Boundaries are
difficult.
Thomas: If you had to explain the book in one sentence, I know
that’s a cliched question, but what would you say?
Nicelle: (pause) Hold on.
Thomas: I thought this one would be a little bit hard.
Nicelle: What would you say?
Thomas: (laughing) That’s not fair.
Nicelle: Well, we’ll think together.
Thomas: We can come back to that. Ok. Let’s move on to
some other topics. What has made you so interested in
collaborative art?
Nicelle: Well, a lot of different things. First of all it’s fun. It’s
really fun. It’s alwaysI’m not sure what to say on this. We’re
really on that coin flip thing. There’s always a positive and a
negative side to all things, right? I would say that the positive
side, and the positive impulse to collaboration, is that I am so
grateful to be relieved of the self. I love making things, but it
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gets really nauseating if it’s just you making more of you and
analyzing the word you to make more of you, and eventually you
just wind up nowhere, alone with yourself. I guess that could be
fun for a while, but it stillit’s not what I was looking for. Then I
guess the negative side, the darker side of that is I love people,
but I don’t necessarily always know how to engage with them.
One of the easiest ways to strike up a friendship or a
conversation is my work. It’s likeyou make this, I make this,
let’s make something together. I think that’s very American, not
even American I thinkthe United States of America is very
Calvinist, you know. I’m trying to get out of that, basically, and
hopefully I don’t overwhelm people with this idea of
collaboration because I think I would make things with everyone
if I could. I’d pull you off the street Thomas, and I’d be like,
“We’re going to make a papermache dragon. Go.” When really
I just said, “Hi Thomas, it’s really good to see you. How’s your
day been?”
Thomas: I’d always be down for a papermache dragon.
Nicelle: Yeah. (laughter).
Thomas: How do you think that those collaborations have
affected the intentions of your work?
Nicelle: I talk about this a lot with people because I think that
intentions are really important. You should have a cause if
you’re writing or else the monsters will take you down. Anyone
who has the impulse to create is a rather complicated person.
Because we live in a beautiful world, why isn’t that enough? We
have to delve into the conversation ourselvesthat’s
complicated. I think sometimes, going back to the prior
conversation, sometimes it’s easy to substitute the need for love
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with creating something that has people want itif I write this
book and people will want that book, but that doesn’t equal love
necessarily. I think you can get caught in this really gross cycle
that isn’t beneficial to anyone. When I collaborate, I feel that I
am in a conversation rather than this selfglorifying / self
debasing cycle. It’s like those perfect nights when the stars are
out and you know you’ve been up too late and you’re too old to
be on the swings at the park, but you’re on the swings and you’re
in a good conversation with your friendsthe moment. The
collaboration makes it feel like the moment instead of the
constant pursuit of the product.
Thomas: Your poetry takes frequent advantage of typographic
effects to create multiple readings of a single poem. I remember
one in particular where you had, essentially, almost two different
poems on each side of the page, and the final line was a sentence
that joined the two. You could read them as if they were one
poem as a whole or as two separate poems which were joined at
the bottom, which is multiple ways of reading and interpreting
your work. How does that affect the poems’ spoken nature?
Nicelle: Oooh. It’s hard to read the poems.
Thomas: I didn’t mean to imply it was hard
Nicelle: No, no, it is kind of likeif I have to give a reading of
the poems, I’m not quite sure how to do it. I keep on trying
different things like puppetspuppet heads and layered visual
effects, but I think that a poem should be musical. It’s something
that should be able to sung, but I don’t want to be the only
singer, so it goes back to always wanting there to be a choir on
the page instead of just one voice. It also helps the page become
a dimensional space instead of just this flat line, straight
22
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narrative. I want at all times to be really hyperaware that I’m not
the only therethere’re these narratives underneath the
narratives that I’m speaking. The page has a history, and the
way the words workthe words carry a history as well. I try to
make the page feel like a substance of the earth that is
substantial enough that it could actually be carved. So you don’t
just read across, you read under and above and below, around,
upside down.
Thomas: If you could mandate an aesthetic rule for
contemporary poetry, what would it be?
Nicelle: Hmm. That there are no mandates.
Thomas: I like that. The mandate is that there are no rules.
Tell us about the contemporary authors that you most admire,
and what about their work stands out to you.
Nicelle: Holy crap, yeah well my...
Thomas: Okay, well you can just tell us about the ones you most
admire, like maybe your top two or three.
Nicelle: That gets really tricky, because who do you consider
your contemporaries? There are living poets I find, like, they’re
the gods and goddesses of what we do right? And so, they’re not
really my contemporaries, they’re a generation above me. I
mean, they are my contemporaries, I just don’t drink coffee with
them, as much as I’d like to drink coffee with them. But, out of
the heroes there would be Seedy Wright, who writes poems that
are literally structured the way that we think, and so when you
read the book she just takes over, and you stop thinking and she
thinks for you. And you would think that would feel like a
23
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violation, but instead it just feels like rolling down a river on an
inner tube or something like that. It’s seamless. The takeover is
seamless. I love that. It’s creepy and wonderful. And then, lets
see. I want to even it out. I love, Jack Wiler just passed away. But
I love how he makes me feel, and how he sort of engages in very
simple and ordinary language. Like narrative, he’s so narrative.
And then, dang it’s never ending. I wish I had contemporaries.
There’s definitely people that I strive to be their contemporaries.
In Los Angeles there’s Brendan Constantine and Douglas Kernie,
and they outstride me in so many ways, but at least I get to have
conversations with them, and that makes them feel like
contemporaries. Douglas Kernie definitely uses the page as a
planar surface. It’s almost like a rubix cube, it’s not just four
dimensional. Its four dimensions that move and change in flux.
And Brendan Constantine really mixes in performance, like his
poems could be easily read as inner monologues if you wanted
to, so he’s a real sort of genre bender.
Thomas: Oh, cool. Everyone is sort of influenced by what we
read, so are you strongly influenced by this writers, or more
inspired by them?
Nicelle: I’m inspired by them. I don’t think I’m influenced by
them. I’m still looking for my family.
Thomas: What things do you think about or look for when
you’re looking for inspiration for your writing?
Nicelle: You Thomas.
Thomas: Aww that’s sweet.
Nicelle: No, it’s really true though. I think about where we live
24
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and who we’re surrounded by. My community is everything to
me, so, like look at this beautifull moment. We were born into a
really amazing time with alot of dynamic people, and, the idea of
that moment having to pass, I just want to get as much of it in a
little box as I can. I don’t know, so that maybe someday someone
will open it and be like “wow, there was magic there.” They may
not know us but they’ll be able to feel the magic of it.
Thomas: So do you have a predetermined goal when you sit
down and write, or does it just sort of come to you during your
process?
Nicelle: Hmm, so I’m really fortunate thatI’m going to sound
crazy, but the book just sort of comes to me with a screaming
urgency. And they overlap a bit, so when I’m coming to the end
of a project I can tell that the end of the project is coming
because there’s this new voice just screaming at me. It’s more of
a thematic voice, but it’s still there. There’s no predetermined
goal. It’s more like a visitation, and then I have to do what I’m
told, and when I’m done I know because there’s a new visitation.
Thomas: Okay
Nicelle: Yeah, it’s kind of creepy.
Thomas: It’s not a bad thing. Moving on to some topics about
publishing, and how you get your stuff out there, what can you
tell us about your experiences with self, indie, and small press
publishing?
Nicelle: How you even define those three things is really
difficult. I think selfpublishing is really interesting. I guess
what I do with the living poetry project is selfpublishing. I try to
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bridge different art mediums with poetry, and I like it, I like it
alot. Sometimes I find that a little more difficult to forge a family
or make a community out of it, so i dent to side with the indie or
small publishing companies because then I get to be a part of a
larger recipe and I like that alot. It’s alot of work.
Thomas: Yeah, I bet.
Nicelle: Sometimes humiliating, but its also life affirming and
beautiful. I’ve interned on and off with Red Hen Press, and so
that’s how I formed that relationship, and out of that
relationship I have two books. Becoming Judas will come out
with them, and they just accepted another book which will come
out in two years. It’s definitely like a family. They are straight
up. They tell me exactly where I stand in my poetry community,
and what the poetry community is. So I like that, I like feeling
like I’m part of a family, and then helping them. Is this more
like, “how do you get published if you want to get published?”
Thomas: No, no, it’s just your experiences, so, great answer.
Nicelle: I have two other publishers and you can pick and pull
from this information for whatever is useful, but AWP is
essential. Finding places where you can actually connect with the
writing community is how you get published. AWP is the
Association of Writing, and Writing Programs, and it’s basically
all the publishers from around the world lumped together. And
it’s dirty and it’s gross and it’s gritty, but...
Thomas: And it’s great?
Nicelle: And it’s great! Yeah. With Low Brow Press, I got that
publication because my book contains implied goat sex, and for
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some reason that publisher had inside joke about that, and that
how i got it published, which is... wierd. With Rose Metal Press,
In the Circus of You was picked up because I accidentally threw a
handful of wasabi peas at them.
Thomas: That’s an interesting way to get published.
Nicelle: Yeah. I don’t have any money, but I seem to pull it
together enough to go to AWP. I don’t have any money for food
when I go, but everyone's hanging out at the bar, and that bar
usually has a bowl full of snacks. So, I knew I would be hungry
the next day, so I took a bowl of wasabi peas and poured it into
my purse so that I would have something to eat. Then, I was
going around to different publishers, and publishers don’t want
to look at a manuscript at AWP, but I wanted to introduce the
idea and see what people thought of it. And part of “In the
Circus of You” has got circus freaks, and so we have illustrations,
Cheryl Gross did illustration of conjoined twins having sex, so
thats a really great sort of book pick up line, like “I’ve got
conjoined twins having sex in my bag, would you like to see
them?” And people inevitably say “yeah!” So I went to pull out
the conjoined twins having sex, and all the wasabi peas had
inserted themselves into different pages. So when I went to show
them, I literally just shot them with wasabi peas. They were like,
“Wow, that’s memorable. Send us your manuscript and put
‘wasabi peas’ in the subject line.” That kind of goes to show that
it’s really organic. It’s not about nepotism, it’s just showing up.
Thomas: How have you gone about building your audience?
Nicelle: I have no idea. (laughter) What do I even consider my
audience?
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Thomas: Well, me.
Nicelle: Haha, yeah, thank you for reading my book. See,
literally, I want to make you cupcakes for the next three months.
Like, ‘thank you for reading my book’ cupcakes. To read
someone’s book is a huge commitment. You gave me a little
piece of your life, and I don’t know how to pay you back for that.
I don’t know if cupcakes are enough.
Thomas: Cupcakes are probably fine.
Nicelle: I’ll make you cupcakes then.
Thomas: Well maybe you can just specify, and tell us about the
multimedia approach you’ve taken. I know you have your
Youtube channel with videos that relate to your books. And then
readings that you do, like the one you did where... I don’t
remember what you were dressed up in, but they had a projector
project images onto you.
Nicelle: Yeah, so I think there are three steps here. It’s hard to
write a book It’s hard to give yourself permission to write a
book. Then it’s even harder to get it published, and then getting
it read is nearly impossible. People are busy, you know. It’s a
complicated life, and time.. time... I don’t know where all the
time went, but I feel like it was stolen from us somehow. I’m not
even sure by what, but I’m not excited about it.
Thomas: (laughter)
Nicelle: It’s really a struggle. I think economic hardships areI
think a lot of our days get eaten up by worry , and then we also
have all of this multimedia and all of this interesting stuff going
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on. I wanted to present these poems in as many forms as
possible. It’s a very small eddie of the world that reads poetry,
but I think everyone loves poetry, and that's a very tricky thing. I
wanted to find as many ways to welcome people too it as I
possibly could. For example, if you like film, well there’s a
poetry film. If you like music, well here’s music underscoring a
poem. If you like puppets, I like puppets too. I deal sometimes
with dark and gritty subject matters, so I wanted something to
balance it out. Underlining all of this trouble and drama and
narrative I tackle in my work, there is a pure joy in life. There is
just all of this possibility. And so by putting it all together, I’m
hoping people see all of the possibilities in it, and that draws
more people towards it. So... puppets.
Thomas: What do you see as the role of publishers now that
authors are free to self publish? Do you think they are being
phased out, or are they even more important?
Nicelle: A good publisher is the world's greatest hero. I’m sure
you can feel it right now, by publishing your journal, like how
much time, and energy, and focus that you have to put into
someone else's work. That is a huge sacrifice, but it also is the
way that work comes to life. Without that sort of effort, I think it
could very easily slip into this void of undiscovered talent. It’s
usually a pretty thankless job. Even so, I think publishers are a
vital part of the system. They keep the machine going, and I
think without creative and dedicated publishers the book would
have already died. The book is kind of an archaic artifact
already. I do like how everyone can access information, like e
books, but it’s sort of creepy. Any of that information can be
altered and changed, whereas the book really feels like it’s a
moment captured. It’s essentially a little time capsule. So yes,
publishers are my hero’s.
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Thomas: Haha, excellent. I guess, maybe we should go back to
that one question?
Nicelle: Oh, have you come up with an answer?
Thomas: I was actually thinking ‘A flip of a coin.”
Nicelle: Oh, I like that. That’s very smart.
Thomas: You’re not allowed to take mine.
Nicelle: Dammit. I like ‘a flip of a coin,’ I want to steal it. I
guess for me it would be ‘There is fire in here.’
Thomas: Oh, nice.
Nicelle: Yeah, but using the interchangeable characteristic of
the words ‘fire’ and ‘love.’
Thomas: So it would be “there is fire” and then a bracket, and
then “love?”
Nicelle: Yes exactly.
Thomas: Excellent. Well thank you Nicelle for talking to us
today.
Nicelle: Oh thank you.
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The Worker Begs
by John Grey
Let me keep my job,
let me work my flesh,
my bones, naked,
eat off their shame,
my soul on sale
please don't close
your factories here,
so they suddenly reappear
where talk is cheap,
payscales even cheaper
I only ask for spare change,
I settle for shit ....
should I die in its shadow?
should I eat it raw?
Soon our milk sours, dogs die,
so you stuff me Sunday morning
with your church,
sanctimony of the highest order,
where, of all the plagues,
you're not mentioned once.
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My dark job history
by Ed Higgins
Sometime in the late 60s when I was thirteen I had this paper
route for the San Mateo Times. I pedaled my young adolescent
ass from downtown Redwood City (on 4th. St. where we picked
up and folded our papers) for miles along El Camino thwacking
front doors, shrubs, or sometimes sleeping porch cats with
papers flung from my speeding bike. Then more miles down
Middlefield Rd. where a singleminded German Shepherd named
Rex and a pathological Doberman named Satan were excited to
end my life Monday thru Saturday around 4:30 PM daily. "Nice
Satan, nice boy. Oh, sure, go fuck yourself you sicko dog bastard.
Eaten any babies lately? Why don't you do me a favor and go kill
Rex up the street!" Satan would only snarl and grab at my
terrified fasterpedaling sneakers. Then finally our Hoover St.
neighborhood of friendlier dogs where my mother's friends
handed out smiles at their front doors and cookies at Christmas,
and usually paid their subscriptions on time when I came around
collecting onceamonthalways hoping one of them would come to
the door naked sometime. "Oh, sure Mrs. Wilson, I'd love to
come in for some of those cookies." My newsprint stained canvas
bike bags were stuffed to excess with hatchetfolded newspapers
banging against the bike’s rear spokes, catching at my heels
turning corners or jumping curbs. Lots of rainy, cold winter or
90 plus degree summer afternoons on my J. C. Higgins I
pursued this slack, happy Norman Rockwell dream. Why anyone
in Redwood City wanted the San Mateo Times remained another
inexplicable fucking adult mystery to all us reluctant paperboys
(Oh, and one girl, tough as Hell, named Gail, who could beat the
shit outa any guy who gave her wiseassed lip about being a
paperboy!). Whenever George, our DMour District Manager (but
we called him, "George, our BM Manager"), forced us out on
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summer evenings doorpounding, hustling subscriptions for
cheesy prizes like Giants baseball caps, imitation Boy Scout
jackknives, or hooded rain slickers with eightinch high fucking
San Mateo Times letters emblazoned on the back for Christ's
sake! Or, for a halfzillion new subscriptions, a flashy new
Schwinn with all the chrome trimmings. I never won shit.
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HangUps
by P.A. Levy
Still the same old hangups:
stormproof body warmer
extra thick gloves,
snagged wooly scarf
coming undone

with all manner of insecurities
straggling on the coat rack
in the corner of the room
where I’ve hung my shadow
for treason, drawn and quartered
without reason. Now he hangs
about in all four corners
dispiritedly dissolving into melancholia,
conducting a cat gut psychopathic string quartet
in tune with wind warped radio crooners;
(twisting, yeah twisting, twisting the night away,
yeah we’re twisting …)
and so I’m left to my own time bomb devices
daredevil open the throttle straight into sunlight.
Trust me to have a super ego hero
no good at flying
so when the chords crash
and the tension music unexplainably
misses a beat
if I scream, who will come to rescue me?
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Still the same old screwups:
a wall of smiling photographs
once exposed from negatives.
An invisibly supported shelf
for my selfhelp support paperbacks.
A mirror in the bathroom
please don’t freak  sing the song
in the morning as you brush your teeth.
Happy tunes before I see I,
and my shadow always lurking
not far behind.
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Caught By The Short and Curlys
by P.A. Levy
Contemptuous look from my reflection
provides all the recommended
daily dosage of self derision,
or in other words
just desserts, let it all come crashing down;
I’ve fuckedup,
again.
(A feral
earring. Confirmation artefact; hallmarked
proof of my deceit.)
Circumstantial archaeology and gossip.
She was such a small mistake,
a sluttish little size eight.
Let’s talk about this. Please.
There’s vengeance in those dagger sharp eyes
honed and Maybelline underlined. Lashes flickwhip.
Tirades of obscenities from lush kissable lips,
then I face the cold shoulder as if straight from the fridge
(isn’t that an omen about serving revenge).
In the pit of your silence;
I stumble,
fall head long onto broken promises.
Onto words that cut, that slice,
that hang in the air like a damning curse.
I’m dangling
by my own sweet nothings.
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How Alice Cracked
by A.J. Huffman
Hanging from the looking glass, by a mirrorless trapeze,
the hatter haunts her head/bed. Red
was the color of the vision (though white was the texture
of its touch) as she fell through the hole
in her own logic
al assessment: I am the upside
to a downsized world. So she swallowed the pills
and clicked her heels till rubies bled from her . . . “Mind
the battle stations! Kansas captured the tornadoes twirl!
Bring me my . . .”
Head back to the surface
of fractured fields. All vision and viscery
swirl. She sips reluctance and smiles.
Everything tastes like tea.
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My Writing Career is Taking Off
by William Doreski
My first writing for profit:
a pamphlet to promote our local
prostitute’s service and goods.
Illustrated with photos and map
of her neighborhood, this pamphlet
describes her pneumatic bliss
in terms that would charm a saint.
Horsepower, suction, displacement
listed, along with prices for five
minute, ten minute, hour,
and weeklong sessions. The photos
depict a bosom so leveraged
it sometimes rents itself by the day
to the local demolition crew.
I warn her that my purple prose
may frighten rather than titillate
prospective clients. Phrases like
“a tour of battleship row” or
“cantilevered by Athena”
might confuse the novice. No fear,
she insists, and orders a thousand
copies on glossy stock. My first
bestseller, although local and free.
I distribute copies at motels,
coffee shops, the bookstore, library,
town hall, police and fire stations.
As author and photographer,
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I also leave a business card.
My writing career is taking off.
I can feel it. The pamphlets simmer
in heaps on shelves and counters
like the bacon at Nonie’s Grill.
No accident that my simile,
with grave professional demeanor,
rhymes with my favorite verb, “thrill.”
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