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  Poetry's Yellow Warbler (excerpt)


  Beverly A. Jackson


  
    For Daniel Tiffany



    Unwounded, feathered, safe, it rests—sans song,


    oblivious to sky or twig, with nest unknown.



    Caged in my hand, the downy chick sits still—


    save for a heartbeat flutter on my palm.



    A tiny clockwork tick? Its shiny beak


    held shut by springs or cords of sinew?
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  Founder and former Editor in Chief of Lit Pot Press and Ink Pot literary journal, Beverly A. Jackson is a poet/writer and abstract artist living in the mountains of North Carolina. Beverly’s work can be found in over sixty venues online and in print, including Rattle, The Melic Review, The Absinthe Literary Review, In Posse Review, Vestal Review, and Zoetrope: All-Story Extra. Her poetry chapbook Every Burning Thing was issued by Pudding House in 2008 and her flash “The Dead” was nominated for BASS and appears in the anthology You Have Time for This. Blog: beverlyajackson.com. Art Shack Studio: artshackstudio.com.


  A Song, a Prayer, an Empty Space (excerpt)


  Darja Malcolm-Clarke


  The Isiola monastery has sunk into the sea.


  That's what Bishop Dakar's letter said, but I didn't believe it— and not just because I'd have to blame myself if it were true.


  Yet seafoam gathers where tide-powered turbines once crouched, raising and lowering the monastery for a hundred years. Here, beyond the edge of Fachi, on the Algerian shore, sand whisks over my feet and waves crash on rocks in the empty bay.


  Surely Dakar's beseeching message was a ploy to get me back to Isiola after all these years—that's what I thought when another of his crag martins carried his words to me in Timkhi. I believed he had conjured the wildest story a reluctant bishop could manage: a tale of Isiola sinking and taking the desalination plant with it, and of a daemon, summoned by Hadez priests, ravaging prayer shrines all over Fachi. An absurd tale.


  But a true one after all; so says the empty bay.
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  Darja Malcolm-Clarke holds master's degrees in Folklore and in English and is a PhD candidate in the latter at Indiana University. A graduate of Clarion West, her fiction appears in Clarkesworld, Fantasy Magazine, Ideomancer, and elsewhere. Her short story "The Beacon" (Clarkesworld Issue 11) was nominated for the 2007 British Science Fiction Association award for short fiction. Her nonfiction article "Tracking Phantoms" appears in the VanderMeers' anthology The New Weird. Academically, she studies monstrosity in relation to gender in post-World-War-II speculative literature. She lives in numinous southern Indiana, where there are many thunderstorms, which suits her just fine.


  Hunt of the I-Don't-Knows (excerpt)


  Matthew Chad Weinman


  Silence. Soft blue moon lights burnt-grass prairie.


  Man with grey beard, "Shh.... Don't make a sound."


  Bryce the Scribe to me, "What did he say?"


  "I don't know."


  "Shhh!!!!" looking over his shoulder to glare back at us.


  Bryce the Scribe, "Why does he want us to be quiet?"


  "I don't know."


  Then a murmur. A wave of hectic whispers. Comes like a tide out of the darkness that surrounds us. Fills dry night with nervous chatter. Then a hush. Gone.


  Silence. Looking around. Dark ashen forest in dim-blue distance behind.


  Bryce the Scribe, "What was that?"


  Man with grey beard, "Shut up!"


  Bryce the Scribe, "What's going on?"


  "I don't know. How should I know?"


  Bryce the Scribe to me, "You're a goddamn penguin."


  "I'm not a fucking penguin."


  "Are too."


  "Am not!"


  Bryce the Scribe, "Bach-Bach!"


  Me, "What the hell was that?"


  "That's the sound a penguin makes."


  Man in loud hoarse whisper, "Shut up!"


  Silence. I stare absent-minded into the darkness.


  I backbone-freeze as I see them. Their two-eyed pale human faces hover low to the ground. Their movements slow. Their lips moving in hunger-licking.
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  Matthew Chad Weinman is a junior at Emporia State University. His favorite musicians are Gregory E. Jacobs and The Kansas City Bear Fighters.


  Chica, Let Me Tell You a Story (excerpt)


  Alex Dally MacFarlane


  I was a door, once.


  One night a year I put down my poultices and many-scented herbs, my spindle and clumps of tangled sheep-hair, I covered my suntanned, pock-marked flesh with a dress of moonlight, and I opened.


  How can I describe such a thing?


  Like unlocking an attic door fallen into long disuse, tugging it open on its rusted hinges and feeling the weight of cobwebs and shadows and gorged boxes suddenly pressed memory-thick upon the senses—but it was not quite like that. Or going to the riverside, where the cold waves, the slippery weeds and darting fish all brush against exposed skin, where the eye is treated to ripples and reflections and the ear takes in the wind’s whisper, the river’s murmur, the call of wild things. But again, not quite that.


  I opened, Chica.


  - - -


  You sip your beer and I know what you think— She is mad, but harmless so far, and I have time to hear her silly tale. Well.


  - - -


  And when I opened, through they came.


  The spirits and fey folk, all fools and kings and nightmare dead things—a picture book of terrible beauty, a bestiary of the darkly strange. I was their door, a stepping-through from one world to the next, and they crossed in their thousands. On my grassy mound I stood, open, bones and veins and muscle-strings each an archway, a gate for a chuckling shape.
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  Alex Dally MacFarlane works on the edge of London, England, proofreading military specifications. Her short fiction and poetry have appeared or are forthcoming in Electric Velocipede, Lady Churchill’s Rosebud Wristlet, Shimmer, Sybil’s Garage, Farrago’s Wainscot, Kaleidotrope, The Pedestal Magazine, and Goblin Fruit, and she regularly contributes flash fiction to the Daily Cabal. In 2007, she guest-edited the “Five Senses” issue of Behind the Wainscot. For more information, visit alankria.livejournal.com.


  The Flying Cat


  heather lam
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  heather lam is a high-school student, smart, artistic, and outgoing.... technically, a normal person. -_-;; ^^


  How to Fetch Firewood (excerpt)


  Michelle Tandoc-Pichereau


  
    For the women and children of Darfur



    The first thing you should do, Abidseun, is coat yourself with dust.


    Don't forget that patch on your elbow, that strip of skin behind


    your ears. Here, darkness feeds on the dark.



    When you walk, Abidseun, walk like you've been taught—straight


    and sharp. Don't count clouds. Don't kick stones. You should


    know better than to chase a little bug.
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  Michelle Tandoc-Pichereau grew up in Manila, greased elbows in Los Angeles, and currently lives in Bretagne, with the best husband in the world and a spoiled cat. She was a finalist for the 2008 Kathy Fish Fellowship sponsored by SmokeLong Quarterly and has had work published recently in elimae, Chronogram, Contemporary Rhyme, Raving Dove, Brink Magazine, and flashquake.


  Splitting the Atom (excerpt)


  Tania Hershman


  It's three single-malts past midnight and my thoughts turn to splitting the atom. I pour myself another and go down to the basement for my power saw.


  Back in the kitchen, I decide to start with an apple and work down. I plug in the saw. The apple splits easily, a nice division, pips sliced neatly in half. Done. I look around for something smaller and spot the salt cellar Julie bought at Camden Market, a stupid wooden ball whose holes are too bloody small to let the grains out.


  Positioning the saw's a bit trickier this time. The salt cellar's only the size of a golf ball, and it keeps sliding away.
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  Tania Hershman (www.taniahershman.com), a former science journalist, grew up in London and now lives in Jerusalem, Israel. Her stories have been broadcast on BBC Radio and published, or are forthcoming, in The Cafe Irreal, Southword, The Ranfurly Review, Mad Hatters’ Review, Vestal Review, Entelechy: Mind & Culture, Riptide, Transmission, and Riffing on Strings, an anthology of fiction inspired by String Theory. Tania is founder and editor of The Short Review (theshortreview.com), a site dedicated to reviewing short-story collections and anthologies. Her own story collection The White Road and Other Stories will be published by Salt in September 2008.


  a night without dreams (excerpt)


  Rohith Sundararaman


  
    i was ten when dad tired


    of the two sparrows visiting us


    through a gap i had discovered


    over our verandah window.


    he got up on his chipped-leg



    stool,
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    Rohith Sundararaman is a twenty-three-year-old writer based out of Bombay, India. He has been successful in talking his way into magazines like elimae, Eclectica Magazine, Ghoti Magazine, The Orange Room Review, Tipton Poetry Journal, GUD, right hand pointing, Word Riot, and other places. Much of his success could be attributed to his craft, or to the wonderful people he workshops with at Scrawl and The Gazebo.
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