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Foreword

This issue of Westview represents the hard work of Amanda Smith- 

Chesley's Editing students in collaboration with Siriporn Peters' and Todd 

Parkers' Illustration Studio students at Southwestern Oklahoma State 

University. The Editing students proofread each line and thoughtfully 

considered the order in which the pieces are arranged. Their meticulous 

attention to detail has been invaluable, and we are indebted to their 

dedication. The Illustration Studio students have made their mark on the 

issue, as well, by adding illustrations to select poems and composing the 

cover, which is a collage of their work, inspired by the pieces in this issue. 

Under the guidance of Dr. Peters and Dr. Parker, these students ensured 

that their creative visions resonated with the words of these talented 

writers. Please see their credits in the Illustrations list at the end of this 

issue. We especially wish to acknowledge Maggie Tran, who worked on 

formatting imagery throughout the issue. We at Westview wish to thank 

all of these students for sharing their time and skills to make this issue 

possible.
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Parker Long, Justin Tharp, Shiann Dawson, Michael Tucker, Sara 

Hutchinson, Cheyanne Smith, and BreeAnna Jackson
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Westview holds first rights for all 
works published.
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issues): $15 in United States; $25 
out of country. Single issues: $6 
including postage. Checks are to 
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Stylesheet

1. Electronic submissions are 
preferred via dc.swosu. 
edu/westview/. To help 
facilitate the journal's blind 
review process, authors 
should exclude identification 
information from manuscripts.

2. Electronic submissions are 
also preferred for artwork 
via dc.swosu.edu/westview/.

Artwork submitted 
should be suitable for black 
and white reproduction. Work 
should be no larger than 8.5" 
x 14". However, photographs 
of larger works may be 
submitted.

3. Include a brief biographical 
sketch for our contributors' 
notes.

4. Subscriptions and 
correspondence may be sent 
to Amanda Smith-Chesley at 
westview@swosu.edu. 
Amanda Smith-Chesley 
Editor, Westview

100 Campus Drive 
Southwestern Oklahoma State 
University
Weatherford, OK 73096
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Years they stared into the mouth,

threats boiling into red spittle

up from the earth’s gut,

hot enough to inhale whole windstorms,

always off to another continent

to walk up the earth’s face 

Like tendrils, the scarlet

sky bent into roses,

roses into cinders— 

How heat must ripen senses into ghosts, 

melted around their suits, became the rush 

by Michael Catherwood

Mount Unzen, Japan,  

June 3, 1991
 for Katia and Maurice Krafft
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by Denise Landrum-Geyer

Written While Sitting in 

a Poetry Workshop at the 

Westview Writers’ Festival
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Rain like a thousand no’s

Came down and made the ground

Had stopped, and all the buildings

Either settled into place

What could we do?

Our talk was centered on the fear

by Michael Fraley

Rumblings
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It is on the other side of the mountain,

Biting winds whistle, mocking,

humiliating stone and leaning on forests, 

and crash to the ground 

Many despair, and sit, yielding—

surrounded by the pitiless sandstorm, languid eyes staring past gatekeeping lids upon the 

And this climber mourns the stationary mounds of decay, the pale orbs that no longer twinkle, 

  “there is no milk, there is no honey”

 “there is no home, no promised land”

Knees creak, arthritic hips and shoulders sag; but, I drank the Blood, and it courses to my toes, 

and wait, 

by Blake Kilgore

Into the Howl
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were more days and 

the fact has become a burden a

trail steep I lead you follow

neither trusting the other to know how far 

by Richard Donnelly

No More Days
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When Denise Antoine recalled her father,

Denise thought her mother had not known Len long enough to be sure he was 

by Norbert Kovacs
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Kovacs

hair—re-marrying. She asked herself what it would mean for her as a daughter. 

 How strange it makes me 

feel

morning before the wedding.

dress that would make her appear neat and quiet as she thought she should for 

not belong on her. She paid 

shopped for another. 

where the dresses hung and 

held them. The blouse that 
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Kovacs

its folds. To everyone else, it would be presentable. 

they saw one another again that night.
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Kovacs

I like to look my best for these events. I assume everyone does.” Hannah said 

at a wedding.”

 Would 

there be more unfriendly encounters at Len’s apartments?

outside where she took a seat at the table farthest from the street; the waiter 

it slowly. Will mother and I talk anymore at this café once she is married? she 

Will we even see each other? He has moved 

for business before. He was in Boston for a couple of years, I heard. She might 

 A 
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square. she thought. But how can I think it when I’ve been 

worrying about tomorrow? I shouldn’t in my mood, should I? The light showed 

It is very strange, she thought. She 

The man has nothing to do with me, Denise had thought with a hurt feeling at 

asked to see the layout plans 

everything will be before I 

help me be more ready.”

laying among the many on a 

small table and handed the 

He stood beside her and 

explained it. The plan showed 

arranged in two lobed wings. 

soothing sound while the rites were read.

But why had her mother 

Kovacs
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chosen this?

some early morning pass into shadow. The long swelling note brought her the 

budget for a wedding present. One had a thin silver body and shining links in 

 However,

I’m giving the present to my mother for her wedding. If I try to save money on 

But I can’t shortchange Mother on her wedding day

Kovacs
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both would be happy events if they were like this evening in the tavern. She felt 

and begin again around her.

Kovacs
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Dad died when I was 12

I started looking

For purpose

Meaning

Joy

I was looking for something

I tried lots of stuff

Jesus, to start

No help

I began to listen to punk rock

In Shane’s slurring 

But joy is rare

In hate

Girls naturally entered the equation

It didn’t start to answer

I deeply felt

And I looked hard for uncomfortable facts

But I was too easily dissuaded

In Marlow, OK

And I decided that Gonzo was the place for me

Hallucinogenics are not easy to come by

It’s hard to write Fear and Loathing

When I’m sober as a Mormon

 
by Parker Long

Snipe Hunting
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I assured me that this time I had found something worth my energy

I looked quizzically through amber colored glasses

But again, I found that purpose was missing

Lost during the aging process, I guessed

But for now I will send an amber colored salute to my dear ol’ dad while

Snipe HuntingLong
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the woman carrying her baby in a sling

while she goes on and on to the phone

she grips for dear life in front of her infant,

then there’s the other woman carrying

a grocery bag in one hand, holding the phone

she’s shouting her life into, in the other,

so rather than stop talking for two seconds,

she karate kicks the button to change

the light from red to green;

dawdling at maybe ten miles an hour

not noticing me in the crosswalk, walking

But of course the guy hasn’t heart me,

and if he did clip me, would he notice or care,

the injustice of it all making me spit rage,

too many dead and wounded by the guns

and bombs of terrorists, for me, ultimately,

by Robert Cooperman

Cellphone Psychosis
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talked of nothing but the storm

So we panic shopped, stocked up

howling longer than the Ice Age,

We laid in rock salt, candles,

we stacked blankets and comforters,

the temperature expected to plummet

maybe a slick on the ground,

a few inches on our car,

so we kept our dental appointments,

more dangerously than stampeding bison,

as if we’re huddled in a wind-leaking

sod hut on the prairie in the 19th century,

by Robert Cooperman

First Snow, Denver
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in Washington, I didn’t see an apple orchard

Few in the military were like the soldiers

by James Valvis

Those Famous  

Idaho Potatoes
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shoulder pressed against window

 and the night grinds itself

from time to time

 but only echoes

by Lee Zumpe

Vacant Apartment 
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Everyone thinks that I am too young — to understand what is going on. In 

her eyes that I knew that something bad had happened. Everything was so quiet while we 

Was 

the door locked? What was inside? Was she in there? Did I just misunderstand and she’s 

actually just napping in there? Or, is the door shut because this is where they will keep her 

the knob.

by Kaylee Patton

Never Forgotten
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but I was the only one who knew when she wanted something. I knew when she 

bond was now broken.

Never ForgottenPatton
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Young people are immortal

when taking their FJR 1300 cycle

to the max on poor rubber

will seem imprudent,

when joints ache and stairs

when pepperoni pizza is not

then with unstoppable authority

with an aortic aneurysm or stroke,

but a trapdoor opens, you tumble

down a rabbit hole, and end up

ripples from the wings of a bee

a black snake slips quietly

call again as they did as a child,

the world opens out from a hard bud

What matters that the blossom

 
by Dennis Ross

Growing Young
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Aqua, turtle tank top

and sagging milkbone

drop khaki-clad hips

into the corner seat

Bedrock mirror eyes

keep my own set

on the blank

computer screen page

when the tin rattle

bell bounce sounds

against the wooden doorframe,

pulling city gasps

Lion-roar breaths bring tight this

scoliosis spine set,

but the tired transfer

of an old acrobat, shaking

shoulder weight around

stiffening sockets

demand the clacking

by Gregory Brown

Nameless, Coffeeshop Woman
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Speaking from what I know of that long-ago era,

Of morning coffee gulped to the sound of a screen

At nine years old only because his mom bought him

Go ahead.

...I trust you. On January 1, as you can see,

About ham, science books, and how he made

And less detail until, by mid-March, he is reduced

                               Next is this tattered, yellow

Later between his freshman and sophomore years

 
by Scott Thomas

Three Journals
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Sometimes comical, often sad, documents

Does love come through persistent

Could it be that she was indeed the “one” he spoke of,

Three JournalsThomas
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I found her at the West Highland

Bowl at midnight and took

her home 

she had worked as a waitress in La Jolla

guess it was she was almost married to an older man

one place for two months her

whole life she said and I am so tired 

I let her lay her head on my arm

and let her sleep

by Richard Donnelly

Whole Life
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drinking pitchers of beer after the Florence

of the bar, and the fumes from the tire

bartender threatened to call the police,

the bar as Shriners drank martinis

from the their stools while a one-armed guy 

Pink thought he’d challenge him and put

man asked, coming back from the bar;

 
by Michael Catherwood

Beer and Pool and the 

Gravel Voice
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scrapes the beach and you step out 

into ankle-high lake water

and angle in the polished oars 

and pull the peeling boat

ashore, far enough so that

if it storms

and you trudge toward the rental cabin

and dip your feet, sandy from the beach,

into a dented aluminum basin of warm tap water

on the dark green porch steps

then your sun-tautened skin

chills in the porch shade 

and clinking sounds 

from the still-hidden kitchen

alert you to a thirst

you didn’t really notice

out in the boat, rowing

alone, while a waft 

of onions simmering

in butter reminds you it’s been

hours since you ate,

then you notice that the few steps

that take you through the sitting room

feel ungainly, stiff, you need, after 

all that rowing, to rest your arms and legs

 
by Mark Belair

These Wants
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but you’re eager to tell your 

into the unfamiliar kitchen where 

her hair casually gathered up, her 

stops you in your tracks

for it dawns on you

just then

in the dusky light

how all these simple wants

now gathered to a keen point

of feeling

turns to see your tears 

suddenly well

so softens in tender perplexity

Belair
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of the neighborhood market

forcing us to read the blue

When my mother sent me

the three blocks to the store

for something she’d forgotten,

“He uses those numbers,”

my mother fumed,

“so you’ll be too embarrassed

one afternoon; so after he’d rung up

the Kotex my mother blushed for,

pointed toward the corner,

our neighborhood kapo—

“Help!” I wanted to shout,

by Robert Cooperman

Written on the Skin

WESTVIEW32



As she leads her son away

from my niece, at the wedding,

“Come on, Ronny, don’t bother

this nice young lady,” his synapses

shortening in an obsession with my niece,

whose hand he kept reaching for

to stroke as if a kitten’s soft fur,

But his mother takes his arm,

as if a blind man in danger of tripping

“What will become of you?”

And I recall an older cousin,

“Slow,” when I was metamorphosing

all muddled, and too young to worry,

“What will become of her?”

by Robert Cooperman

What Will Become of Him?
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Which child is this?

Looking at her face,

a woman whose demeanor

I quickly sift through

my thick mental catalogue

of one-time six-year-olds

by Kevin Acers

‘You Were My  

First Grade Teacher,’  

The Woman Said Smiling
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it’s been two years he told us standing at the

her sister called she wants to see me but

the trouble is I don’t know what she’ll say

I don’t know what to think I’d go back to San Jose

tomorrow but what will I tell her 

what can I tell her that it was a mistake to take that 

we drank the bartender got us three more glasses

wiping down the countertop

I mean Kyle said it’s been two years 

two years the bartender said taking his empty 

pint glass and putting it into soapy water

by Richard Donnelly

But What Will I

35VOLUME 33, NUMBER 1



“Look, lady. Get. In. Line. 

going to wet herself before she got in. 

hold more than she thought should be possible. 

the sort of woman who peed in alleys. And she was halfway there. If she turned 

She kept walking.

by Kelley Logan

A Thumb on the Dragon
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birds got the lady in the bedroom. He would pat her gently on the head and 

Shadow of a Doubt

with me.”

he pulled down a shoebox.

Shirley nodded.

feet. 

A Thumb on the DragonLogan
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A Thumb on the DragonLogan

theater.

something for me.” 

and drew her into the doorway. 

wanted to sit with her during the 

was asking. She smelled him more 

than saw him there in the dark 

and hot running water.  This made 

her bladder spasm.  She tenderly 

do that.”

bad enough. She stepped through 

the doorway and was blinded by 
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the sudden darkness as the heavy metal door swung shut; she felt his hand slip 

She brushed past him and went down the hall and on into the lavatory. 

they want it to 

thinking down the row of stalls and hurried to the last one. Opening the door 

of the fun. He had been doing this for years. The best ones wept and turned 

his leg and looked down. A dark stain was spreading down his leg. He stepped 

on to anything. 

A Thumb on the DragonLogan
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of her purse. She pushed open the door; nobody was in the hall. She slid out 

missed anything.

A Thumb on the DragonLogan
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Last night, I heard her signal

Carried on the digital brook

By any soul who understood—

A repeated tapping

Embedded in the gurgling water,

Come in Fred...come in...come in…

Come in Fred...come in...come in…

And, like an automated distress beacon,

Come in Fred...come in...come in…

But, thanks to them, I can tell you now

Confused and lonely,

Come in Fred…come in…come in…

by Scott Thomas

Baby Monitor
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boulders collide

time is uncorked,

rolls out of a bottle, 

a black bear 

years ago

on a sail boat

we spoke to 

looking thru stain glass

window of a church

 
by Guy R. Beining

Brow
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the channel was 

all purple &

changed channels,

but then a pulsing

appeared & madly

churned, then began

to slow down

making the man

he changed channels

again & gasped

as he watched

a brilliant redness

it appeared to 

there was no

integrity controls,

no smart card,

 
by Guy R. Beining

Bone
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moist eyes;

hours before dawn,

between Supply and Southport;

swarms of scant stars swimming,

tangled knots,

wispy tatters,

stroking the rutted road,

curb crawling,

miles ground down

beneath these spinning tires;

absorbed silently into 

by Lee Zumpe

Wet Pavement
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in concentric semicircles

beneath the white, textureless 

haunches with snapping teeth, pulling

up tan carpet loops behind

open crescent claws, clipped short

just last week, when you wrapped

your teddy-bear body around

my taut wrist like a serpent,

past your rolling ribcage, you

two hot-lap the empty hallway,

I run my pen on top of

mountains, the scabbing trail bisect-

ing my plumping cheek, and the

moon closes yellowed eyelids

by Gregory Brown

Full Moon, House Cats
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children without names,

now, scattered across the

clean, green grass of late

summer, frozen in

awkward poses, smiles

pinned to some, others

captured in the middle

of some unhappy 

thought, like why do

parents weep, or why

am I so different, or

imprisoned in a moment,

by Lee Zumpe

Snapshot of My Sixth  

Birthday Party

WESTVIEW46



My brother adopts orphans from

with twisted turbines and dead pistons

and with his wrench he teaches their sparks 

and their engines to roar and then 

he does his childrens hair with blow torches 

new shoes on their feet with tire irons and 

zooms on back country roads with

by Loren Smith

Motorhead
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Ice retreated to water

Reels rebuilt
Hooks honed
Bait bought

He stood on my left
Gear was tied
Lines wet
Hopeful of luck

We spoke softly
to not scare the bass
We cast and watched
Spider wire sparkle

Reeling plastic worms
Against the muddy bottom
Feeling the new lakebed
Finding fallen trees

All day spent in search

Who would make the day

And wake our senses

Biting hard
Fighting for each inch
Leaping through air
Earning his release

Hooks put through guide-eyes
Line tightened
Stories regaled at Mom

 
by Parker Long

Ceremony
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“All right, we are going to need...

there and mix them together.”

Now, if I could just make 

pies like that is the phrase 

replaying itself in my mind. 

baked goods. Another one is 

determined to give baking a 

if it means unravelling the 

by Kwyn Bollinger
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and water. It lightly moistens the top of the other mixture as I pour it in. I start 

***********

together. Some of us kids are more quiet-natured and studious like our father; 

Boll inger
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bit yourself.”

she said wisely.

***********

shape.”

Boll inger
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ripped near one of the edges.

***********

It had been hard to bid my siblings goodbye when they started leaving the house 

spouses and moved into homes of their own. Two of my other brothers also 

desserts.

Boll inger
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thin.

***********

***********

**********

Boll inger
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***********

Boll inger
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Boll inger

pleased with myself. 

***********
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usually Saturdays, an hour before

on Nietzsche and Schopenhauer,

Candide

Nothing thrilled me more than taunting

their ignorance, those holy rollers,

Jesus freaks with nothing better to do

What fools they were, I told them

and laughed, hung raunchy posters

by James Valvis

How I Became a Christian
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One day, I bumped into them in the hall

when he saw one and something else

he should try a shower and went on

my merry way to a discharge,

unemployment, homelessness,

until, with no one to argue with,

and no one to laugh at but myself,

for a friend, the only fool

Valvis
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hesitant yet persistent

altered frequencies

always too many words surfacing

drowning out important whispers

by Lee Zumpe

Too Many Words 
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tall 

dusty dropping

fronds no 

shade any-

where

they’re only

good to look at

by Richard Donnelly

Palms
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Some politicians opt to plant the seed

surrounding rosebud, bush and maple tree,

if only for promoting rampant greed 

by Frank De Canio

Free Enterprise

WESTVIEW60



What Darwin taught us—the bloody strife

of saber-tooth against bear,

giant lizard done in by egg-stealing mammal,

mammoth frozen in the ice,

crafty Cro-Magnon killing off Neanderthal—

is true, yes, but there is something else

in nature to decipher as we stand together

Aboard a crimson cloud-ship sailing across

of a book for us to read as raucous

 
by George Young

Sunset at Point Reyes
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He is my Abyss,

Now He stares back and hisses a laugh

But it wouldn’t be enough 

Pleasure is prioritized   

A co-worker curses me   

Reptile hocks poison in his ears    

He shows His works  

Not accepting critique  

Explaining His genius   

And their idiocy   

A pretty girl walks by 

With a pretty boy 

Reptile bares his teeth,

or the morality   

 
by Parker Long

Hello, Reptile
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Why would you smuggle in a renegade

idea inside the outskirts of the mind?

Although a foursquare sonnet’s to be made,

and brook the consequences of the law,

to sensibilities that will abet

by Frank De Canio
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Shirt rumpled, hair spiked like a hedgehog’s,

Layered with shadows whose dark tones

About foreshortening, about the way a pencil

In secret until my classmates and I—pseudo rapturous—

Draw cones and cubes and cylinders,

No laughing or the teacher’s eyes, blue as lightning bolts,

In art class or sonnets, there’s always a turn; the sonnet shift,

by Terri Brown-Davidson

The Art Teacher:  

A Sonnet Crown
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In Drawing I we’re more mongrel than pestilence,

A cowardice of curs, leaping and licking

Our chops, drooling for each praise scrap

A shy Hispanic woman, greasy black bangs

Here the students are like refugees

Who haunt freeway offramps, ragged-shoed, rambling,

We’re all sinners except Ladette, her shy,

She wants only to draw, to tumble into

And here—in the classroom—art holes abound;

Our teacher’s apopleptic because we can’t draw

Measuring the distance between our eyes, between

Brown-Davidson
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He meanders among our horses like a nobleman

Who’s to say we don’t sneak off in secret, keep drawing

Ladette the Sinless has abandoned her crown,

Because I don’t want this darkened room

Brown-Davidson
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Help Wanted ads on the

and walked into

that’s how sure he was of 

of his own belief and how wrong  

he could be

 
by Richard Donnelly

Fullerton Shopper
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 from Southern 

to blindfold myself in order to 

throw a dart at the eastern 

If that seems like a non-

every western state that I vowed 

by Richard Luftig

Sinister
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***

in southwestern Ohio had tax issues.

up

I had a dirty mind.

SinisterLuftig
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SinisterLuftig

blond hair. 

to kill you.” 

me.”
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SinisterLuftig

What the hell

Moby Dick

one.”
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***

Moby Dick from the library and found the page that Sarah had me 

SinisterLuftig
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hear.

***

Moby Dick my ass.”

Damn

***

SinisterLuftig
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SinisterLuftig

that I had found the right answer.

residents.

that I instantly forgave her.

dinner began.
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SinisterLuftig

felt good.

I must have had panic

handed.”

Moby Dick

same.”

right.”

here.”

death.”
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SinisterLuftig
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SinisterLuftig

her right hand.
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that was the one he hit me with.

SinisterLuftig

WESTVIEW78



I puffed up my chest with a huff of air

as the door to her apartment opened

and I urged the corners of my to

stay propped up like christmas lights

drooping lazily in mid-january; I kept

my baggage tucked neatly in the trunk

we relaxed and shrugged off our neuroses

years later, I wish I had recognized her,

by Lee Zumpe

The Night We Met
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Kevin Acers, to the extent that he is known, 
is known as a cat person. A clinical social 
worker by trade, he lives in Oklahoma City 
with his wife, their cat, and a tubercular 
houseplant named Fronds Ka"a. Acers has 
published three collections including Time 
Machine: Prose Poems & Vignettes, Dead 
Mouse Poems, and "e Murder of Crows 
and Other Quirky Poems (#nalist for the 
Oklahoma Book Award). His writings have 
appeared in a number of literary journals 
and other  publications. His fourth book of  
poetry, I Am Not a Dog, is a work in progress.

Guy R. Beining’s work has recently appeared 
in "e Iowa Review, "e South Carolina 
Review, Fiction International, Cairn, 
SKidROw PeNtHouSe, "e Bitter Oleander, 
and Creosote. $is year, Placing Stones in the 
Right Spots will be out via Marimbo Press, 
and Unarmed will print Heisting Hesse 1-18.

Mark Belair’s poems have appeared in 
numerous journals, including Alabama 
Literary Review, Atlanta Review, Harvard 
Review, Michigan Quarterly Review, Poetry 
East, and "e South Carolina Review. His 
books include the collection While We’re 
Waiting (Aldrich Press, 2013) and two 
chapbook collections: Night Watch (Finishing 
Line Press, 2013) and Walk with Me (Parallel 
Press of the University of Wisconsin at 
Madison, 2012). A new collection, Breathing 
Room, is to be published by Aldrich Press this 
year.

Kwyn Bollinger is currently a senior at 
Southwestern Oklahoma State University 
studying to become an English education 
major. Reading and writing are two of her 
favorite hobbies, and her dream is to become 
a teacher and author. She has a big family 
with a deep appreciation for faith and fun. 
Her family inspires her to see the metaphors 
in everyday life and capture them in her 
writing.  

Gregory Brown spent years as a literary editor 
and award-winning newswriter at Oral Roberts 
University before graduating in 2015. His work 
has appeared in literary journals both at home and 
abroad, including Promethia Literary Magazine, 
Peeking Cat Poetry, Midnight Circus, and others. 
He lives in Tulsa, Oklahoma, where he works as a 
digital content producer for a local news station.

Terri Brown-Davidson’s work has appeared in 
North American Review, Virginia Quarterly Review, 
Triquarterly, "e Denver Quarterly, Puerto Del 
Sol, "e Beloit Poetry Journal, "e South Dakota 
Review, and elsewhere. She has received the AWP 
Intro Award and a Yaddo fellowship, among other 
honors. 

Michael Catherwood has recent work in Bluestem 
and "e Minnesota Review. He’s been an Associate 
Editor at Plainsongs since 1995, where he also 
writes essays. His #rst book is Dare from $e 
Backwaters Press. His second book, If You Turned 
Around Quickly, is from Main Street Rag. His third 
book, Projector, is forthcoming from Stephen F. 
Austin University Press. He is the editor at $e 
Backwaters Press.

Robert Cooperman’s latest collection is Just Drive 
(Brick Road Poetry Press).  Forthcoming from 
FutureCycle Press is Dra# Board Blues.  Cooperman 
is a past contributor to Westview and has had work 
in "e Sewanee Review, Cimarron Review, and 
elsewhere.

Born and bred in New Jersey, Frank De Canio 
Jr. works in New York. He loves music from Bach 
to Dory Previn and from Amy Beach to Amy 
Winehouse. Shakespeare is his idol, writing his 
hobby. He monitors a café philo workshop in lower 
Manhattan on alternate $ursdays.

Richard Donnelly lives in Minneapolis, Minnesota, 
a cold northern prairie town where everyone 
huddles in crumbling steam-heated cafés drinking 
wine and writing poetry. What else is there to do? 
His #rst book, "e Melancholy MBA, is issued by 
Brick Road Poetry Press of Columbus, Georgia.

Contributors
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Michael Fraley has contributed to Ship of Fools, 
"e Road Not Taken, and Plainsongs. M.A.F. Press 
published his chapbook First-Born. Tamafyhr 
Mountain Press published his e-chapbook Howler 
Monkey Serenade. Michael’s poems have appeared 
internationally in #ve countries. He received a 
B.F.A. in photography from the San Francisco 
Art Institute and an M.A. in writing from the 
University of San Francisco. Michael lives within 
walking distance of the San Francisco Zoo with 
his wife Gail, daughter Bunny, and four cats. 
Besides reading, he also enjoys photography and 
vintage cameras.

Part Texan, part Okie, Blake Kilgore fell for a 
Jersey girl and followed her east. A history teacher 
by day, he also coaches basketball and performs 
original folk music. Blake is a skeptic who still 
believes. As such, he is grateful for much that is 
still good, and particularly for his wife and four 
sons. Blake’s stories have recently appeared or are 
forthcoming in "e Alembic, Forge, "e Bookends 
Review, ginosko, Stonecoast Review, and "rice 
Fiction.

Norbert Kovacs lives and writes in Hartford, 
Connecticut. His stories have appeared, or soon 
will appear, in Foliate Oak, Squawk Back, Corvus 
Review, Ekphrastic, and  No Extra Words.

Denise Landrum-Geyer is an associate professor 
of English (specialty—Composition and Rhetoric) 
& Writing Center Coordinator at Southwestern 
Oklahoma State University. She is interested 
in the ways in which creative writing and 
composition pedagogy intersect, especially in 
creative non#ction. Her research interests also 
include essay studies, genre theory, computers 
and composition, qualitative research, feminist 
and critical pedagogies, composition history, 
invention studies, writing across the curriculum, 
and writing center theory. In addition to being a 
professor and essayist, she is a bit obsessive about 
dogs: dachshunds, shih tzus, German shepherds, 
and Newfoundlands are particular favorites. She 
has been in Oklahoma since July of 2009, and she 
is constantly learning what it means to live life on 
the Great Plains, especially as a wife, mother, and 
University of Kentucky alum and sports fan.

Kelley Logan is a faculty member of 
Southwestern Oklahoma State University. Her 
last publications were “Transubstantiation” 
and “$e Doppelganger” in the Sugar Mule 
anthology Ain’t Nobody "at Can Sing Like Me. 
She lives in Weatherford, OK with her husband, 
an aging cat, and dark thoughts.

Parker Montgomery Long was born in 
Weatherford, Oklahoma. His father, Keith, was an 
English professor at Southwestern Oklahoma State 
University, and his mother was a homemaker. 
In his poetry, he primarily wrestles with issues 
like identity, duality, and the particularly di*cult 
problem of being an outdoorsman.

Richard Lu"ig is a Midwesterner now living in 
California. He is a recipient of the Cincinnati 
Post-Corbett Foundation Award for Literature 
and a semi-#nalist for the Emily Dickinson 
Society Award for Poetry. His stories have 
appeared in numerous magazines including 
Bloodroot, Front Porch Review, Broadkill Literary 
Review, and Pulse. 

Kaylee Patton is 20 years old and from 
Perryton, Texas. She is an orientation leader at 
Southwestern Oklahoma State University and is 
also in a sorority.  She is a health science major 
for pre-physical therapy with a minor in child 
development psychology. Patton’s dream is to be 
a pediatric physical therapist and to be able to 
work with children who have disabilities.

Dennis Ross taught and did research at Iowa 
State University. Now retired, he has gone back 
to his #rst love, writing poetry, as a second 
career. He has about 180 poems published. 
Relatives and Other Strangers, his #rst 
chapbook, appeared in Finishing Line Press.

Loren Smith’s work is forthcoming or has 
appeared in "e North Central Review, Prairie 
Margins, Enormous Rooms, Coup d’Etat, 
Red Cedar Review, Scribendi, Green Blotter, 
Straylight, Westward Quarterly, "e Oakland 
Arts Review, 30 North, Illumen, "e Great 
American Wise Ass Poetry Anthology, Trysts of 
Fate, Outposts of Beyond, and Detectives of the 
Fantastic V2.
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Scott #omas has a B.A. from Bard 
College, a M.S. in Library Science from 
Columbia University, and a M.A. in English 
from the University of Scranton. He is 
currently employed as Executive Director of 
Pennsylvania Integrated Library System. He 
lives in Dunmore, PA with his wife Christina 
and his son Ethan. His poems have appeared 
in Mankato Poetry Review, "e Kentucky Poetry 
Review, Sulphur River Literary Review, Poem, 
Philadelphia Stories, Floyd County Moonshine, 
Talking River, Pointed Circle, and other 
journals.

James Valvis has placed poetry or #ction in 
Arts & Letters, Barrow Street, Ploughshares, 
River Styx, "e Sun, Westview, and many 
others. His poetry was featured in Verse Daily. 
His #ction was chosen for the Sundress Best of 
the Net. A former U.S. Army soldier, he lives in 
the Seattle area.

George Young is a retired physician living 
in Boulder, Colorado. Recent publications 
include a chapbook, Bird of Paradise (Parallel 
Press, University of Wisconsin-Madison, 
2011), and a book, "e Astronomer’s Pearl 
(Violet Reed Haas Poetry Prize given by Snake 
Nation Press, 2013).
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