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C Editor’s Musings

Why does one write? Is it 5o the head won't burst from holding too
many words? Do we write as an escape route, an act of therapy or

Contents m. mmmmmm  CONfeSSioN, or an act of creation and re-creation of some sort of
assemblance of life—true or made-up? Words can come out as short

I I snippets of thoughts, sometimes poetically transcribed, or sometimes
in an ongoing plethora of words, spilling out with the fingers acting

as an extension of the mind, hurriedly scribbling lest the words
become so easily forgotten, or painstakingly typed and re-typed in an

Twila Nesky-Newth L The Longest Night of the Year this journal, | feel honored and privileged to read what the writers
: = of Portland State University bring to us. Although each issue exhibits
Twila NeSky'NeW.th L Téxaco only a tiny portion of the students'writings, we are pleased to be able

to share your passions and obsessions through the Irreverent Fish

Editor’s Musings > editing craze.
Infitting the parts together—the short stories, poems, and art—for

Mike Gehrke'l. The Squirrel’'s Head (b) )
. _ c journal.
“er Jay M. Evans L Spring Break o I~ Every issue is so different, full of your lives as students and writers,
; ; e | ; — and also as human beings. There is pain as well as happiness,
@ Danleug(slfrran L‘A C}Jp OfCofree Vylth Harry ’ intensity as well as Iight%ess. Here :t the Fish, we puIFI)Fi)ttogether,
__Carolyn'Marie Duncan L To Find that@hiey Have Flown Away deciding the best way to offer it up to you.
5 g d - Now, the Fish will take a new life. Mark and I, with the help of Carli

Clift and Wendy Collins, have worked up the journal for the past
year, and it is time to pass it on. | look forward to the fresh ideas and
changes that it may take, and to reading more of your work, as the
fish continues on its own journey. Andrea Deeken, Co-Director of
Marketing and Sales at Ooligan Press, will be taking over, with the
assist of several other students. There will be no Summer Issue as
they gear up for Fall term.

abﬁe El€ctric Fences - o
— "

The next submission deadline for Fall 2006 will be October 1st.
Please send your submissions to andreadeeken@yahoo.com.

Py Trrm— Mark and | thank you for the opportunity to publish your work and for
the trust you had in us to put it out there for everyone to read. Enjoy
your summer.

Paulette Rees-Denis
Publisher/Senior Editor
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Twila Nesky-Newth
The Longest Night of the Year

Last December 21st was Winter Solstice—the longest night of the
year—and | was Jeff Landry, a man I'd never met.

Jeff Landry stood in the South Park Blocks of Portland, in the rain
with a group of another dozen or so folks who held the names of
strangers, briefly, between 5:30 and 6:30 p.m.

Musicians played guitars softly while a local homeless activist
explained why we'd come together, handing out the names
printed in large, bold font on regular paper, as he spoke.

Then the mayor talked about the shame and the waste of human
life, of people who die anonymously on the streets every year.

Jeff Landry can’'t remember now whether it was the activist or the
mayor who said that 127 or 125 cities in America have a memorial
every December 21st to hold, to speak, and to honor the names
of homeless people who die on the streets each year.

Many more than those whose names we held have died this
year, but most agencies—hospitals, shelters, morgues, and such,
can't give out information about clients who pass away because
of confidentiality and the deceased person’s right to privacy.
Memory and word of mouth had conjured the few we would
speak of tonight.

An older man, homeless, said the Hooper Detoxification Center
was a good place for names. He'd once helped them carry out
box-loads of deceased people’s records. “They know whenever
one of us dies,” he said, as though he considered himself one of
the dead already. He wasn't dramatic or morbid, just stating a
practical fact. Maybe next Winter Solstice, someone will hold his
name.

Meanwhile, Jeff Landry stood by with his little tea-candle,
sheltering its flame from the rain.

Jeff Landry was waiting his turn to have his name said once more.

After the speakers spoke and while the music played, we, the
newly named, went counterclockwise around the circle and one-
by-one spoke out our names.

When it was Jeff Landry’s turn, | said his name with as much
dignity and clarity as possible. Suddenly, enunciation and voice
projection felt more important than usual.

| said his name.

Then | blew out his candle.
Good night stranger.
Good night Jeff Landry.
The honor was mine.
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Twila Nesky-Newth
Texaco

| always arrived at the Texaco on foot, so the attendants could tell
| wasn't a legitimate gas-buying customer, but they never said
anything. Inside the Texaco’s dingy two-stall bathroom, I'd take
a rushed and anxious bath in the cold-water-only sink, soaping
an arm, an armpit, my face, a leg as fast as possible and splashing
the soap off with handful after handful of freezing water. Then |
would steal the soap.

You wouldn't believe how many times | had to pump the hand-
soap dispenser to fill the empty baby bottle | carried for just that
purpose—maybe two or three hundred times depending on the
thickness of the soap and the stinginess of the dispenser.

Then the toilet paper. Sitting in the stall hoping like crazy no one
would come in and hear me as | unwound and unwound and
unwound the whole roll. You can't steal paper from most public
bathrooms because they have evil, tight-fisted locking plastic
covers that force you to scrabble and claw one sheet out at a
time, but the Texaco on Powell Boulevard, near the abandoned
house where | was currently camped out, had the regular kind,
albeit one with a lock that held the roller onto the wall mount,
otherwise | could have swiped the roll without having to unwind
it all into an oversized diaper bag.

I hated the whole process, but I had to go through this ritual every
day. I'd lost everything else and feared that if | ran out of toilet
paper and soap, too, I'd no longer be human. But as long as | still
had these two things, I'd be all right.

| knew the attendants knew—after all, they had to refill the soap
and toilet paper after | left. Worse than knowing, though, they
allowed me to do it. Whatever they might have felt or thought,
whether it was discomfort, disgust, or pity, felt palpably isolating
and impenetrable to me, and imagining myself through their
politely averted eyes, them ignoring the diaper bag—flat when |
arrived, bulging when | left—made me feel like a small dangerous
animal. A wolverine perhaps.
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Mike Gehrke

The Squirrel's Head

Most likely it’s because they don't just survive, or even “live"—
they frolic.

Watch a squirrel sometime. Whether he’s carting off a nut to his
tree, or he’s sitting there eating it, or he’s on the trunk of a tree,
face-down, nattering at the dog that chased him there, he gives
off an air of a party, of a carnival ride, of an orgy. A solitary squirrel
is uniquely joyous.

That has to be why | cried this morning. The light drizzle made
the pavement an impossibly dull gray, and the freshly edged lawn
released trickles of mud to provide just enough discoloration to
make me miss it. My foot almost came down square and hard
on the squirrel that lay there. The squirrel was outstretched,
appearing to have been in full gallop. Its head was flat, parallel
with the pavement—it looked like a tick burying its head in its
victim, as if it was trying to suck its sustenance out of the road.

It's not like | haven't driven past dead squirrels, or opossums,
or deer, or even people. We all have. But there’s something
disconcerting, unnerving, about seeing death in person.

| won't forget the Christmas my granddad gave me a brand new
Ruger 10/22rifle. 1tookit to the firing range faithfully,and | learned
to shoot (that is, once | removed the scope—I was immediately
much more accurate without that artificial aid). As | got older,
Granddad wanted to enter me in a marksmanship contest, but |
had other plans that week, and the rifle sat in the closet.

It sat in the closet for almost three years, untouched, until the
winter | turned eighteen and my friends wanted to go hunting.
Really, it was just an excuse to eat junk food, drink beer, play
cards, and read Penthouse. | was getting ready for my mission
and wouldn't drink, but | laughed myself silly over the magazine’s
Forum column and all the genital euphemisms the writers
created. In the morning, Rob wanted to sleep, but Trevor had
seen the rifle—we were hunting after all—and he wanted to
shoot something.

Trevor had been one of my best friends all through high school. He
was the first to invite me to sing in the seminary choir, and it was
Trevor who introduced me to my first wife. Trevor was awkward.
He was the first (and remains the only) person | ever met who
was both short and lanky. | swear | can't explain his physique
otherwise. Trevor was just over five-foot-three, but he weighed

about a buck-twenty and he hunched his shoulders and dangled
his arms like the guys on the basketball team. The effect was
uncanny. I'm five-ten, but Trevor carried himself taller somehow.
| think | saw this as the biggest source of his awkwardness.

He always had a million girl friends, but no girlfriend. Trevor truly
believed himself a ladies’ man, but boasted that he was saving
himself for marriage, that he could get a girlfriend if he tried, but
that he just didn't need all that pressure—he was playing the
field.

As we walked through the field of tall grass, | thought of how it
had been so long since | fired my rifle last. | offered Trevor the first
shot, partly to avoid embarrassing myself, but mostly because |
wanted to shoot the .38 snub-nose he had gotten for Christmas.

He gladly offered to carry the rifle. He looked ridiculous, almost
cute, with the plaid flannel shirt (too big, of course) and Elmer
Fudd hat (ear flaps down, of course).

“Did you bring it?”1 said.

“Dad wouldn't let me.”

| figured it was okay, that I'd get to shoot it one day.

After about twenty minutes, we spotted a brown squirrel sitting
on its haunches trying to gnaw into an acorn. It was on a log not
fifteen feet from Trevor. The recent snowfall must have padded
our approaching footfalls, because the squirrel did not budge.
Trevor squatted, released the safety, aimed. Carefully.

| have no idea where Trevor’s shot went.

The squirrel’s retreat is another story. It bolted from its perch,
forgetting entirely the nut it was about to enjoy. It crossed logs,
high brush, a small stream, and an abandoned vehicle before
taking to the pine tree about seventy yards away. It ran into the
higher branches, and calmed itself mid-bough, the needles and
green wood giving gently beneath its weight.

| turned to Trevor and took the rifle.
His face reddened. “l don't know what happened. | had it lined

”

up.
“Shh,”I hissed, “Let me try”
“But he’s so far—"

“Shut up!”

| could not see the squirrel, but | felt confident that | could hit it
if only I could figure out where it was. The bough still bounced,
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now more softly. It told me everything | needed to know. | fired.

The squirrel flopped, wildly for a moment, then stopped. But it
did not fall. Even if | had killed it with that first shot, its flailing
somehow maintained its hiding spot.

| aimed and fired again, reasoning that if | could hit either the
squirrel, or the branch below it, it would fall from the tree.

The squirrel fell.

When Trevor and | came upon its corpse—it took us much more
time than it did the squirrel—we saw three holes. Three.

The horror that | believed | should feel over killing one of God’s
creatures simply went away. Suddenly a rabid forensic curiosity
took over, and | needed to know, right then, how three holes
were possible from only two bullets. Only one exit wound—fur
unburned and fanned outward—was apparent on the victim's
back. Two other wounds—bloody, showing the barest hint of
charring—suggesting a bullet’s entrance, were on the breast just
below the paw, and above the right eye. The first bullet must
have entered the squirrel’s chest on the left and exited just above
the spine, and the second went into its head. There was no exit
wound for this bullet.

Trevor said, “Are we gonna skin it?”
“What?”
“We need a souvenir. Shouldn’t we at least eat it?”

| thought I might be sick. | said, “Do what you want. I'm heading
back to the cabin.”

| didn't know what happened to the squirrel. | sat in a chair,
staring at the logs in the fireplace, contemplating lighting it. |
kept envisioning the squirrel and its three bullet holes, skinless on
a spit, rotating above the flames. The fire went unlit.

A few months later, we went hunting again. Trevor brought his
twelve-gauge and his .38, and Rob his thirty-thirty. | didn’t think
about anything during the whole drive but shooting Trevor’s gun.
The thing was beautiful. Its black metal felt silky, smooth like a
woman’s hair. Its weight in my hand was natural, comfortable,
intimate. God, | wanted to shoot that gun.

This trip, we went to a rural area south of Salt Lake City, between
Riverton and the Utah Valley. The farmers there were continually
being overrun by jackrabbits. A hunting license was completely
unnecessary for killing jackrabbits, since they were such amenace

to crops.
We were doing the farmers a favor.

Trevor shot a buck at almost no range. It disappeared in a pink
cloud of blood and flesh. Rob got his first running away from him
at about twenty yards. We found the hind legs, then some goo,
and then the head.

“Good shot, Rob!" Trevor said.

My first shot was at an on-the-run buck, forty yards out, at an
angle. Itjumped as | thought it would, and the bullet hit it in the
spine. It straightened out, board-like, and flipped end-over-end
for a few seconds before lighting, dead.

“Holy shit!” Trevor said.
Rob tossed in, “Yeah, that was amazing”

Five minutes later, | spotted one twenty yards from my side of the
pick-up. | aimed, fired, and hit, but not mortally. The rabbit cried.
| swear to anything holy that it sounded like a three-month-old
human baby! And its cries drew me in like a crappy Sci-Fi movie
tractor beam, pulling me to it inescapably. | told Trevor to stop.

“Leave it. It'll die”

“Trevor, stop the fucking truck!” | knew he was right—the rabbit
would die, but | couldn't let it suffer. | jumped out of the back of
the truck. The wails got louder as | approached. When | broached
the high grass surrounding it, the rabbit looked at me, its huge
tear-filled and pleading brown eyes seeming to say, “What did |
ever do to you?”

“Please forgive me," | said as | put the fatal bullet in the rabbit’s
head, but Trevor and Rob would never hear or know about that.

Rob moved to Ireland and | didn’t see Trevor again for six years.
Missions, marriages, children, stuff. Trevor called one day, got my
number from my parents. “Aaron! It's been way too long!”

It took me a few moments to recognize his voice. “Trev? Holy
crap! | can't believe it's you!”

As if we had just seen each other the previous day, we picked up
our conversation. In no time, Trevor got to the point. “What say
we go hunting this weekend?”

“Oh, I dunno, it's been so long.”

“Come off it. You know you're good. Stop fishing for
compliments.”

“Fine. What time and where?”
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On Saturday, we went to the same spot where we bagged the
squirrel. It was summer, but many of the landmarks were familiar:
the log, the stream, the abandoned vehicle had not moved in all
this time. Trevor said, “You remember the time—"

“I try to not think about it”

Trevor spat on the ground—hawking a loogie, he called it—and
said, “I don't know what your damn problem is. You shoot the
‘nads off a fly at a hundred yards. And you're upset about a
squirrel you popped, what was it, seven years ago?”

“Shut up, Trevor. Did you bring the .38? | want to shoot it”

There was a rustling in the brush. Trevor said, “Let me get it!”
He started into the brush and didn't make a sound. The animal
froze. Trevor made some kind of call, guttural like a dying bird or
arecording of a rooting pig played at fast speed.

The animal did not budge.

Trevor, brandishing his twelve-gauge, trampled the high grass
where the initial rustling happened. A pheasant hen shot up into
the sky; its spastic panic-filled flapping deafened, and apparently
blinded Trevor, and his blast hit nothing. | shot and the bird fell.

He said, “You got it with that old piece of crap 10/22! | told you!”
| said, “Can we go now?”

The drive was silent. Trevor drove us to his house. He asked if I'd
stay for dinner.“As long as it’s something from the store,” | said.

He introduced me to his wife, Marisa, and | think | audibly gasped,
struck by her presence.

Marisa was not Playboy or Victoria's Secret beautiful, but there
was something in her look. She had shoulder-length blonde hair
and blue eyes. So far, so common. But there was a look behind
her look that briefly robbed me of my breath.

She said something.
“Yes, and you,” | said.

Trevor wanted to hunt again that year. We had started spending
more time together— both Trevor and Marisa had felt | needed
the support after my divorce.

Trevor thought the outdoors would do me good.

We drove up Parley’s Canyon to a place just outside of Heber
City, Utah. It was within a few miles of the place where famed
polygamist John Singer was gunned down by federal agents
while retrieving his mail recently delivered by federal agents.

The sagebrush was plentiful. Dust, too. Thank God there was
almost no breeze.

We got out of Trevor’s pick-up. He said,“l wonder what you'll have
to kill for me today”

| furrowed my brow looking at him and said, “What the hell is that
supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. Forgetit”
We walked.
After a couple hours, Trevor stopped. “She made us lunch.”

| eagerly opened the bag, took out the sandwich, and opened it to
make sure there was no mayo on it. Marisa had drawn a mustard
heart on the ham. | closed it and handed it to Trevor. “This must
be yours”

“No. Mine has mayonnaise—my wife knows you're allergic to it”

We ate and walked some more, but neither of us shot at
anything.

Trevor called a few weeks later. “Ever kill anything big, like a
deer?”

“What? No, | guess not”

Trevor said, “Great. Let'’s go to Idaho next weekend. | bought two
licenses. It'll be fun!”

| wasn't sure what | was hearing. The way deer look at you...

“No!”I finally shouted into the phone. “Iwon’t do it. They're too...
| just don't think Heavenly Father would be happy with it”

Trevor chuckled. “Wuss”

We went anyway. | watched as Trevor stalked and rooted out and
hunted deer. | watched him aim and fire at several. He missed all.
I wondered if he had some other reason for being here.

| fired, only once, but it hit my buck.

“There you go, bagging my deer again,” Trevor jibed.
“That was my—"

“Let'sgo getit”

A .22 doesn't do much damage to a man, much less a healthy
six-point buck. The deer ran. It ran until the pulmonary wound
leaked enough blood out to make it collapse, alive but not for
long. It ran at least two miles before it knelt in a thicket, gasping,
panicked.
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It left a trail.

Trevor insisted we should go get it.

| told him | don't eat that much meat in a year.

“We need to talk. Let’s go.” He started off in the deer’s direction.

He walked fast, as if we'd lose the animal somehow. When he
finally spoke, he was out of breath, and his words were choppy,
staccato, almost sobbing. “Marisa’s sick. Cancer. Terminal”

| grabbed his shoulder and stopped. | hit him with a barrage of
guestions without pausing. “When did you find out how long
have you known how long does she have?”

Trevor ripped away and continued walking.

Neither of us spoke again until after we had come upon the
deer, lying on its side, panting faintly. Its eyes were glossed and
its tongue fell out of its mouth and rested in the dirt and pine
needles and drool. Trevor took out his .38, put it to the deer’s
forehead, and pulled the trigger.

I held him as he shook, his body wracked with sobs. | told him it
would be okay.

He pulled away, started running toward the truck screaming, “You
doit! Ican't, | can't!”

“Aaron! | wasn’'t expecting you.” Marisa’s face was pallid, but she
tried to smile.

Our eyes held each other’s. “I'll always be where you need me to
be”

Marisa turned toward the wall. “Aaron, I'm scared.”
| regretted saying it as it left my lips: “Don’'t be. It'll be okay”

Her tears rebuked me. She needed say nothing. | felt like a
complete ass.She smiled and said, “So he hasn't talked to you.”

“No. Alittle. Are you okay? He asked me to bring this”

She ignored me. “l can't put myself through chemo and radiationl
can't go on living, and he won't help me”

“I'know.”

“It’s his way,” Marisa said, a laughing gleam in her eye.
I smiled back at her. “He really does love you”

She closed her eyes.

| fumbled with the package | had brought. | felt the knurled metal
handle of the gun. It was less seductive now. | leaned closer to
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her. “Look at me. Are you sure this is what you want?”

She looked away, then quickly back. “I've never been more sure of
anything. Can you do it, Aaron?”

“Marisa, | love you. You know that”

“l do” Then she chuckled and said, “You have no idea how much
I've wanted to say that to you.”

I held her head, her loving gaze, and her husband’s thirty-eight
and answered, “ do”

The drizzle stopped, but the water and mud continued to make
rivulets around the squirrel. | found a semi-dry piece of cardboard
and crouched to scrape the carcass off the road. The closeness of
death crept up on me, and soon my tears mingled with the mud
and stained the cardboard. The squirrel’s body was stiff. A claw
and some fur stuck to the road.

A grey Volvo sped by. “Just leave it," the driver yelled, “It’s already
dead!”

| felt a surge of anger and was about to yell back, but | knew he
was right—the squirrel had not suffered.

| took the makeshift gurney home, dug a hole and placed the
squirrel in it, filled in the hole and sank the placard for Marisa.
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Jay M. Evans
Spring Break

When | was nine-years-old | was given a joint by an older student
in the playground. | waited until no one was home and | lit it up
in the bathroom, sucked on it a couple times, blew out the smoke,
and flushed into the toilet.

I knew nothing aboutit, but| wanted to try itanyway. | don't know
why. There was no peer pressure. There was no abuse | needed
to escape from. There was just this innate drive to experiment
with the unknown. | didn’t want something better. | just wanted
something different, something new.

It was my thing, just a thing in the quiet amusement of my young
world.

Almost two decades later | find myself in the shadows of the
university.

| walk along side the other students, but | am not with them. 1am
far off in a world of apprehension and pity, looking to the birth of
anew spring as an enemy in a war I've finally lost.

“I can't believe it’s over already,” one of them says to me.
“That was your last final too?” | ask.

“Oh yah!” She’s pretty in that happy way that makes them look
younger than they’re supposed to be.

We walk in an air of small talk and relief until we go our separate
ways at the end of the sidewalk. | watch them scatter slowly into
the green of the park and | imagine them carrying their smiles to
friends and lovers sitting down to a cold drink at an outside table
of some campus pub where the colors of spring bloom feelings of
a new day into their breath and conversation.

They are young and alive with opportunities in the repose of
their place between moments of rest and titillation. Even as grad
students they are lost to the direction of their lives, yet they look
forward to it nonetheless.

| watch until they blend in with the many backpacked bodies
that weave between the trees. | notice that many girls have
already begun to wear their spring dresses and | think about the
impossibility of a relationship, how far away such a thing feels to
me. | rub my eyes dry.

| want to stay.
God | want to pretend | am normal and stay with them. | would

do anything to be normal again.

And how can such a ridiculous, juvenile decision become such a
burden anyway?

Adrug. Self medication.
How can such a stupid thing come to define the person I am?

| begin to feel a stirring in my bowels and decide that it's a good
time to move on. | walk into the art building and pay for a locker
to keep my pack and books in. Then | walk to the bus stop and
wait.

She says hello.

“How're you doing?”| cock my head sideways in order to give the
illusion of not staring.

“Done yet?”she asks. | realize that she’s talking about finals.
“Just finished the last one,” | say.

“Me too! Seems like everyone’s finishing today. I'm so exited to
be done”

Oh she’s doing a little hop and | feel the beginning trickle of a
returning libido already breaking into chills up spine and to my
extremities. | shiver and make a joke out of it.

“What was that?” she asks, “you cold in this sun you little wimp?”
“Fuck off" | say.

“Do | give you the willies,” she tickles my elbow and it's too much.
Where’s the bus?

“So what's your plan?”she asks.
“Going to a friend’s house.”

“Yah?”

“Yah, uh, spring cleaning, project”

“That sounds responsible. | should do the same. You got time for
a drink?”

And | want to say yes, yes, YES, but | say “no,”and | can see that she
really doesn't care either way.

“Alright, see you Evan,”and she walks away like the others, but her
walk is quaint and harmonious the way a woman can make art
out of movement, and she vanishes behind the bus that comes
roaring and spitting a loud mechanical air at my feet and the
sidewalk.

| walk in and sit next to an older woman who doesn't want
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me there. | can feel it on the bus. It's coming on strong. | am
somewhere between a cold chilland a hot flash. Everyone around
me hears the rumble in my stomach.

“Lunch time huh?”an old man beams back at me from the front. |
try to smile back at him but my lips curl under. Something inside
me is jerking slightly, contorting.

| watch the campus pass by the window and vanish. The people
and buildings of downtown look loud and awake, as if they have
justrisen from along hibernation. Athousand facesinathousand
directions against a backdrop of fading lights from windows
stacked up to the sky.

| could be any one of them.

| could be the guy with the briefcase and the good posture, or the
guy with the camera snapping shots of the town square, or the
guy on the skateboard ripping through the curving streets on his
way to nowhere.

| could’ve been that guy holding hands with his girlfriend, looking
forward to a nice day and a nice lunch with the love of his life.

| could’ve been, | would've been, | have been.

“Self pity is what got you here in the first place, and self pity is not
going to get you out,” my counselor once said to me. | retorted
with the argument that it was depression, not self pity that led me
to depend on drugs.

“Is there a difference?” she asked. | couldn't argue with her. She
could see through me, the way a lover eventually sees through
you regardless of your words. The same way the wind whips
through you when the sickness really begins to get a hold of you,
when your body is nothing but bones and nerves, transparent.

| walk off the bus and cross the street to the detox center. Itisa
lively bunch. Hopeless degenerate social casualties. Fuck-ups in
line for sympathy.

Some have blankets, extra clothes, bags, things. We stand and
slouch in our spots, waiting for the mercy of medication. In my
case, the meds will do very little to help but | want them anyway.

Awoman arrives and gives the intro speech. Seven day program,
money or insurance, initial search and physical. I've heard it six
times now.

| promise to pay back what | owe and they reluctantly allow
my entrance. Then we're in the waiting room with a table and
chairs. They call us one by one for the physical examinations. The

acupuncture woman is poking needles into our ears while we
wait. If only it worked.

It takes over an hour and | begin to feel the panic.

Go now! Leave! Just walk out! | hear that voice but | never leave.
Not yet anyway.

Soon my eyes become dilated and the room is hot, bright, and
expansive. The features of the group are rotten in the teeth and
scabbed and wrinkled under sinking eyes that want to fall off and
melt.

My bowels begin to stir again. | can feel the phlegm thickening
at the back of my throat, and my muscles start to tighten up and
twitch. Run away!

| am finally taken in for the exam and they give me a handful of
pills to swallow before leading me up to my assigned bed among
the patients. | usually have a cigarette before the sickness comes
on, but this time it is already too late. It gets worse every time. A
cigarette now would be too much.

| can't do it, | think. | can’t do this. The guy in the bed next to me
asks if | just got in.

“Yes,"| say, not looking at him.

“What are you kicking?” he asks.
“Opiates,’ | say.

He nods.

“Me too, been a week now. Good luck”

Good luck. | walk to the window and look out toward the
university across the river. | look toward home. | look toward the
highway. There's no way out.

I'm ready for it. I'm ready for the deep, wracking depression.
I'm ready for the sleepless night sweats and pain. I'm ready for
the distant dreams that take me into all the remote sites of my
memory and drown me in my own emotional sewage. I'm ready
for war.

The sweat that is dripping into my clothes is making me cold. |
pray under my breath and think about some angelic personality
in the sky, listening to my prayers. | feel like a child. A child left
alone, afraid of everything.

| understand why people hate us. It's not something we are born
into. It's what we make of ourselves. More importantly, it's the
weakness inside of us, the gluttony and envy and sloth in one
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covetous trait. We have absolutely no power and we relish in that
inadequacy. We are jealous of the world.

I look around at the clients. They are reading, shaking, sleeping
in their beds. Others are walking around, slowly—revolving door
of hopeless self-abandonment. How far down can a soul go in
one week?

Sick, sick emptiness.

How can | come back from this? A long week of long days long
hours, long moments sitting at the clock’s tick. Dead surrender
on the toilet floor.

| race for the John and grip the rim. I'm on my knees, looking at
my reflection in the foul, stirring water. When it comes, it comes
out of everything. The eyes, ears, nose, mouth, ass, pore over
pore pushing out.

Everything is so big in my head, a migraine of suicidal delusions
and lethargic collapse. The lights are ringing loudly when | walk
out of the bathroom. The world is changing. |am changing. | feel
less than human.

This is what | really am.
Not normality, not high, but sick.
| return to bed and think of other things. My P.O. comes to mind.

It was my P.O. who suggested | go back to school. She picked
me up outside this place and | was on top of the world, waltzing
away from the white walls. | was happy to be me, in my skin, and
moving forward. | had no money but | had time.

“You like writing don’t you?” she suggested.

“Academia ruins writing. Don’t you know that? Have you ever
heard of a good writer who learned it in school, or any good artist
for that matter?” | was cocky.

“Learning rules doesn't teach you the vision,”| told her.
But 1 did go. | stayed.

And | will return. | will return, half dead, pack over the shoulder
and white in the face. But | will sit in the back of the classroom
and listen. | will listen and | will fight the panic at the back of
my neck where the hairs stand on end each time | lose focus and
begin to dream.

By Daniel J. Curran
A Cup of Coffee with Harry
The call from Harry came early Monday morning.

“I've got something for you,”Harry said. “If you are downtown this
week call me and we can have a cup of coffee”

Harry was a Santa like character in that he was a gift-giver in
the truest sense of the word. In his 60’s he was a short, cherubic,
balding man of English and German heritage. As the editor of an
upstart newspaper, he was open to new story ideas and always
brought an angle worth noting or something new to a storyline
idea. And he was a modest man with a funny self-deprecating
sense of humor. We shared much laughter together.

| was excited to hear from Harry, even if | had just been laid off.
Harry was the Business Editor of the paper | had been working
for as an editorial assistant and freelance writer before being laid
off from my editorial assistant position. | could still freelance for
the paper and did some. | wasn't the greatest writer, but | worked
hard and | knew he appreciated my efforts.

[]

The day after | was notified | was laid off, he came over to my desk.
He stood next to my desk with his head bowed and hands folded
in front of him. He seemed crestfallen.

“I had nothing to do with this,” he said to me in a halting voice. A
voice | knew to be sincere. His honor, as a man, was something |
came to revere.

“I know you had nothing to with it Harry,"| replied. “Look; it is time
for me to go; there are greater things out there for me. Things
happen for a reason” | wanted to console him. | could see my
layoff hurt him more than it hurt me, or so it seemed. | didn't want
Harry hurting, even a little bit. He was my friend too.

Harry had a distinguished journalism background having worked
for the US News and World Report in Washington, D.C. for 20
years or so covering the Washington scene that included stints as
areporter at various presidential news conferences. His reporting
credentials were impressive, with solid editing skills to match.
Since moving back to Portland, to be closer to his children, he
took on various positions as an editor and freelance writer for
various magazines before landing the Business Editor position. |
was honored to work with him.
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He gave me the opportunity to be a published writer, a dream |
never really envisioned becoming areality. To date my publishing
career consisted of writing at the university newspaper and work
| did as an intern at Oregon Health and Science University, as an
undergraduate student.

The competition for writing jobs in Portland was white hot, and
as a new newspaper Harry had plenty of writers to choose from,
and did. | was fortunate he included me in the mix, considering
my experience as a professional writer was so limited. So, if he
said he had something for me; it was a freelance job he felt was
right up my alley.

Orso | thought.
“Harry | am free today,’| said. “I can be downtown in a flash”

“Today won't work. | am on deadline and | have a ton of stuff to
do,” he said. “How about we meet tomorrow around 10 at the
Starbucks around the corner on Fourth Avenue?”

“Maestro, | am there, see you then.”

The previous Friday was the one-year celebration of the
newspaper, and a party was thrown. | was invited to go, and
actually urged to go by the Executive Editor -the person who laid
me off. She gave my hours to a gal who needed more hours in
order to become a full-time employee. After thinking about it
long and hard, | decided | just couldn’t go.

L]

Bob Pamplin, the owner of the newspaper was going to be
there and that meant he would be handing out money. On his
previous visits to the newspaper he would walk around handing
out $50 bills to everyone. Knowing he was going to be there
was tempting since | was now out of work and could have used
the $50 bucks | figured he would be handing out. But the more
| thought of it, | just couldn’t bring myself to go. Here they were
about to celebrate their first year in existence, which | was a part
of, and | have been laid off. | would have loved to go to since |
really liked most everyone | worked with. | knew | was well-liked
too. | laughed a lot and had a lively repartee’ with most everyone
in the editorial section, frequently.

L]

After meeting Harry at Starbucks, | let him know in very certain
terms that | was buying this cup of coffee. It was the least | can do
for someone who about to give something to me.

“Seriously, what will you have?”

“No, you don't have to buy, you're now out of work,” He told with
me with a look of resignation. | looked at him waiting for his order
while positioned in front of the cashier with the let’s go, give me
your order look on my face.

“Coffee is fine,” he tells me and sits at a table next to a window.

“How was the party on Friday?” | asked. Someone had to break
the ice. | could see Harry was a bit nervous. He didn't really want
to talk about it. He didn’t like Pamplin or what he stood for, which
was a firm belief in the conservative right wing attitude. | couldn’t
agree with Harry more on Pamplin who possessed little or no
business acumen and was the beneficiary of his father’s success.

“Same shit, the little prick Pamplin came in glad handing
everyone,” Harry said. “He had them change the food, to a more
upscale menu. Originally it was going to be hot dogs, burgers,
chips beer and cheap wine, but on Pamplin’s orders they added
better food and some nice desserts. The food was actually pretty
good.”

For a few minutes, | felt worse than before. | love good food and
hated missing the party, not so much for the food but for the
people | worked with. | made the right decision by not going.

“Sounds like fun was had by all"I said. It felt awkward coming out
of my mouth.

“l ate and left shortly after Pamplin,” he said.

Not one to mince words and a bit impatient as well, | wanted to
know what Harry had for me.

“So tell me, what do you have for me?”

With that Harry reached inside his jacket pocket and pulled out a
white envelope and slid it across the table.

| looked at him and the envelope with a look of askance. “What is
this about?”

“Open it he said.

| thought this was writing job with a lot to it, so much so, they
wrote it down for me, which to be honest, | appreciated. | was
confused. It seemed very clandestine. | could have taken notes.
My reporter’s pad and pen were on the table ready to start taking
notes.

| opened the envelope. Inside the envelope was a folded white
sheet of the newspaper letterhead. Inside the folded paper were
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four crisp $100 bills. Caro|yn Marie Duncan
“What is this about?” | asked.

“Pamplin came in and did his glad handing thing as usual. Only
this time instead of handing out $50 bills, he handed out $100
bills,” he said looking at me. “And these are for you. Four people,
who choose to remain anonymous, felt that you should have To find that they have flown away
these since you were so unfairly put out of work and they still
have a job”

To Find that They Have Flown Away

| waited by the pond, remembering the line about the swans

Seeking to recall some urgency of life.

| left the envelope opened sitting on the table for a long time
looking at it. | was speechless. Finally, | uttered, “Thank you. And
thank those who gave me their money as well” Grew deeper, and the sky and water twilight gray,

Yet as time passed the blue

Harry was the first get up from the table. Our conversation had And on the water mixed with stars
come to a screeching halt. It might have been because of the

. . . Were blurred reflections from the quay.
shock | was in or Harry simply had a job to do.

“Maestro, stay in touch,” | said, shaking his hand. | didn't know

what to do or say. | could have sat at that table for hours looking Now we grow old without white flapping wings

at that envelope. To mark the flight of dinful years;
“Daniel, my friend, you stay in touch as well, and let me know how Only the dull light of Sundays, and each year only brings
things are going for you." Undisturbed, disturbing fears

That we have passed it all away.

I walk amongst the shops and streets
And watch the neon lights play,
Watch the people pass,

Casting shadows as they go.

| watch the summer shudder

Slowly into autumn, and then to snow.
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Jill Shellabarger
Electric Fences

Another flash of lightening lit up the sky. We were getting
hammered drinking Tequila Sunrises at Murphy’s Plaza Bar
and Grill. Up on the outside balcony overlooking the street, we
watched the black clouds roll in. The rain had started in a mist,
and then come down in sheets that slowly made their way down
the avenue, like tourists gaping at the storefront windows. It was
July, and the rain was a welcome interruption from the recent heat
wave. The smell of the wet asphalt rose up the side of the building
into our nostrils, reminding us of our youths, when things weren't
so complicated. The crack of thunder sounded like a train much
too close, and rumbled the small wrought iron table, making the
orangey-sunset liquid in our classes form tiny ripples.

“So tell me again why you left the Coast Guard, | never quite
got all of it when you started to tell me last night. | never really
understood why you left and moved clear up here from Louisiana,”
| asked.

“It's complicated, maybe now is not the time to tell you about it.
I'm in happy-land, why can’t we just enjoy this?” Adam got easily
annoyed when he was drunk. | planned to get the truth one way
or another.

“Hey, | didn't want to piss you off, | just wanted to know,” |
retorted.

“Look, it is a long story and it's not a pretty one. | don’t think you
really want to hear it” Taking a drink with his eyebrows raised, he
turned to me as if | would apologize for bringing it up. He knew
me better than that. He knew | was going to dig until | found my
treasure.

“Ilwouldn’taskif | didn't want to know. What'’s there to hide ayway?
Why is it such a big fucking deal?”

“Why can’'t you just drop it?” Now he was really getting irritated.
“Itis a big fucking deal. That is the part that you won't just leave
alone, Jasmine”

Another crack of thunder, a bright spark of fireworks, and the
lights on the entire street went out with a giant electrical fizzle
and pop.

Blackout.

Only the tiny candles on the bar and grill tables flickered,
leaving red glowing circles on the ceiling. Screams and gasps in

a chorus pierced our ears. The commotion of tables and chairs
being scooted across the hardwood floors echoed on the high
ceilings inside. High heels and steel-toed Doc Martins resonated
in hollowed drunken footsteps down the wooden stairs to the
street.

| instinctively reached for the back of my chair checking for my
purse. Reaching inside, | felt for my gun. It was still cool despite
the heat of the day.

“Come on, you can hang onto me so we don't loose each other,’
Adam said as he grabbed my arm in the darkness.

“Here, take my coat and we’ll make a run for it,” Adam suggested
as he draped his coat over my shoulder length hair.

I've known Adam for eight months. Posing as his girlfriend, |
was getting closer to him than | originally anticipated. Working
undercover was my specialty, not falling in love. Adam was
different though. He was sexy, smart and utterly irresistible. Even
though | was getting closer to the truth, there was something
that made me not want to know. If he admitted to a crime, | knew
it would be over between us. It would mean | would be the bad
guy, and | would have to relinquish all the emotion that had
built up over these last few months. It would mean falling in love
with Adam would all be for not. | would trade in my heart for a
paycheck and a job well done.

Walking into the dark house we were hoping our lights would
work. Nope. The blackout hit half the north side of the city. “Crap.
Are there any candles?”1 ask, groping around for the hallway wall
to the kitchen.

“Yeah, in my room and there’s some in the kitchen. Uh, bottom
drawer to the right of the sink. Check there while | look upstairs”

| groped for my cell phone in my purse. The illuminated screen
said | had two missed calls from the Chief. He knows I'm closing
in. It's now or never. | could hear Adam thumping down the stairs
behind me. I shove the cell phone back in my purse before | could
listen to the messages.

| loved this old house. The house was perfect for throwing parties.
Complete with a rock garden, small creek, Jacuzzi bathtub in the
upstairs bathroom, and an enormous front deck that wrapped
around to the back yard jungle of plants. This is the kind of house
| wanted someday. It was just perfect.

The parties we held here were always huge and pleasantly
unexpected. Usually we would pack the house with about fifty
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people coming and going throughout the night until seven or
eight in the morning. Someone always hung out the next day
and helped us pick up, too.

For me, even though | had to keep up the facade, my ethical
standards were being seriously compromised. | was getting
sucked into a world where the edges of the horizon weren't so
rigid. There was a sense of calmness and community that | didn’t
experience in the strict guidelines and rules of the Agency. | was
hovering on the fence, and | liked what | saw on the other side. |
liked being able to get away with not playing by the rules.

One of the bonuses to living in Southern Oregon was that the
sixties mentality was still alive and well. Everything was free and
simplistic, and | never wanted those long, hot nights to end. We
were all in our young sexual prime and were always considered
available whether we were dating someone or not. Everyone
eventually went barefoot, showing off toe rings, anklets, and
black metallic toenail polish. Tanned skin glistened in the evening
heat. Under the blue light bulbs we put in outside lamps, all of us
had a fairytale glow like nymphs from a dream.

After we peeled off our wet clothes and threw them into the
dryer, we took a bottle of wine upstairs and lay on Adams futon.
Between swigs from the bottle, Adam kissed me until | finally
pulled away and asked him to reveal his secret once again.

“It’s really complicated, you have to promise that this will stay in
this room,” his serious tone causing me to set the bottle down
and cover myself with the comforter.

“I'm listening, go on.”

“In the Coast Guard, there are things that happen, bad things.
There is a code of honor, or | guess | should say a code of silence
among friends. What happens in the Guard stays in the Guard.
You are the only person who will know this besides John and
me.”

“I feel lucky you trust me so much. | promise it will stay here. |
won't say anything”| felt my stomach tighten. After eight months
of investigation, of pretending, | knew that this was it.

“Look, Jasmine, I'm not kidding around. Not a word to your mom
or to any of our friends; | mean nobody. Got it?”

“Absolutely, yeah | got it, | won't tell a soul” Was | lying? Was |
going to tell the Agency? Was | going to make a call to the Chief
later that morning before Adam woke up like | always did? Would
I rat out the man | was in love with for the job?

32 | Oocligan Press

“Ok. When John and | had shore leave, we met up with a guy that
we scored our dope from.”He took a long slow breath, held it and
exhaled. He took a long draw of wine from the bottle and set it
back on the windowsill.

“It was cheap and he was happy to sell it to us Coasties. He
figured he was in like Flynn, he was like the Godfather, and he
was untouchable if he sold to us, you know? We'd get it for the
guys on the boat, too. John and | would meet him at the bar at
first, and then he invited us to do the deal at his house. One night
it got out of hand. We were about twenty dollars short. John tried
to tell him we were good for it; that we'd get the rest to him the
next day. It shouldn't have been a big deal but the guy wouldn’t
hear it”

“Oh my God! What'd you do?”

“He had the gun up to John's head with his arm around his neck.
| didn't have any choice” Adam looked down and fingered the
button in the futon under the sheet.

“What are you saying, Adam?”| was on that fence, and suddenly,
I was falling and trying to catch my balance. His words pulled me
down onto the side | tried to avoid, yet wanted to be standing on
so badly.

“I shot him in the leg. When he let go of John and he fell to the
floor, John reached in his jacket and grabbed his piece.”

“John shot him?”
“Yeah, he shot him”

He was saying it so matter of fact that | wondered why he waited

so long to tell me. It was like he was bragging, like he was hoping
| would think it was really cool he was involved in a murder. Either
| was a good girlfriend or a good detective. Right then, | couldn’t
tell which.

“We ditched our clothes and got back to the boat. We didn't say a
word and it was swept under the rug Louisiana style”

| stared at Adam. | couldn’'t blink, | couldn’t say anything. | saw him
standing there in my mind, with blood splattered on his shirt. |
saw John holding the gun in a rage and walking up to the guy in
slow motion, pulling back the hammer real slow like in a western
movie. | shut my eyes and turned away gritting my teeth. Why
was | in this so deep? Where did | cross the line from a job to a
relationship? At what point did | start to care too much? All | knew
was it was too late now. | was definitely on the other side of the
fence. But | wasn't so sure the grass was really greener.
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“Jasmine, don't. | never should have told you. | knew you would
never look at me the same way again.”He reached for my shoulder
and | yanked it back and stood up with the comforter around me.
| had to keep up with the game, the facade; | couldn't just throw
it all away yet.

| looked down at him on the bed. My boyfriend is a murderer. His
eyes beckoned me and asked me to stay. He reached out his hand
and | could see in the flicker of the candlelight that his face was
wet with tears. He trusted me, and | had already landed in the
grass far from the fence that divided my heart from the rules.

“Please Jasmine, you have to understand. | would have gone to
jail. John was my friend. He was going to kill him and | just couldn’t
stand there and do nothing. | wasn't going to let some Louisiana
drug lord kill my best friend. You should have seen his eyes! He
was like a trapped animal. You would have done the same thing.
It was a fight or flight reaction.”

I knew all about that reaction. | knew how it felt to shoot someone.
| knew what it was like to never be able to say anything, not even
to your mother. | knew what it was like to see my partner in a
choke hold. | understood Adam better than he knew, and more
than | ever cared to admit.

“So, you trust me with this? How do you know | won't go to the
police?”

“Because | love you. Because | knew you would understand.
Because you're my Jazz”

[]

The drizzle of rain that morning fell softly on the window above
our bed. I rolled off the futon, careful not to disturb Adam snoring
softly beside me. Slipping on his bathrobe, | went down the stairs
and got my purse. Opening the door, | stepped barefoot onto
the cold rain-slicked deck and down the driveway to the street.
| turned and looked up at the gorgeous summer house with
scaffoldings outside the kitchen windows where new shingles for
the roof were being replaced. The rain ran in a little stream down
into the storm drain. | let my purse fall slowly out of my grip into
the gutter and watched the water gently drift it toward the storm
drain. I'd tell Adam | forgot it at Murphy’s during the blackout.
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Contributors

Jay M Evans is graduate student in the Publishing Program at PSU. He works on the Acquisitions board
and is managing a new sub-committee for books of poetry at Ooligan Press. He also writes and edits for
The Rearguard, and has written several reviews for the Ooligan titles. He is a life-long writer and book
enthusiast.

Daniel J. Curran is a freelance writer having received his Masters in Writing with a degree concentration
in book publishing from Portland State University in June 2004. As a published journalist his work has
been published in the Portland Tribune, Positively Entertainment and the Portland Community College
Communities newsletter. He is presently covering minor league baseball (Portland Beavers) for San Diego
Sports. His work can be found at www.madfriars.com. He also works a full time job for the state of Oregon
in Publications and Communications.

Mike Gehrke is a grad student in the fiction writing program at PSU. Well, at least until Summer, 2006. He
also makes the best damned margarita in Portland. He lives with Roxy (his Boxer-Rottweiler spazz) ina tiny
rat-hole in NW Portland. When he’s not writing, he loves hiking with the poach, sipping Sailor Jerry’s rum,
and reading just about anything (except Faulkner or Hemingway--yeah, yeah, they're great, or whatever).

Carolyn Marie Duncan, 25, is currently a part-time Masters student at Portland State University. She
received her B.A. in English at Reed College in May 2002. She has been previously published in Reed’s Small
Press Collective, L.A.C.E.S.sannual poetry anthologies, The Sea Ranch Soundings, the LA Times Book Review
(winner of an essay contest, 1998), and Irreverent Fish (Winter 06).

Twila Nesky is working on her Masters in creative non-fiction at PSU. Focusing on homelessness for her
thesis, she’s learned that the best stories are often right in her neighborhood, sometimes in her own yard.
Investigating homelessness also, serendipitously, led her to meet and marry a fellow writer and homeless
advocate last November—but that’s another story.

Jill K. Shellabarger knew she wanted to write books when she was fourteen. After going to four different
high schools and graduating from Southern Oregon University with her BS in Psychology in 2000, she knew
that writing was going to be her long-term career. She started her Masters when she was 34 and she'll get
her Masters in Book Publishing this June. She is as surprised as anyone to have come this far. The program
has enriched her life in so many ways and she considers herself lucky to be a part of this literary community
of such talented people. Her goal is to get her manuscript finished and send it out a year from now to be
published.
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Ooligan Press
needs your help

Publishing books requires money. Ooligan Press must raise all of
its own funds and does not rely on subsidies from PSU. We rely
on donations, small and large. Support the publishing program
and Ooligan Press with your tax deductible contribution. It's
easy. Make your check payable to the “PSU Foundation,” with
“Ooligan Press Acct” in the memo field and mail it to Ooligan
Press, Dept of English, POB 751, Portland, OR 97207. Or
contribute by credit card on the Foundation website (Www.
foundation.pdx.edu), or by phone at 503.725.491L

For information about the press or program, contact Dennis
Stovall at 503.725.9410 or stovall@pdx.edu.
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EGO

EGO isastudent organization for and by graduate English students. It promotes
three things: community, professional development, and student voice.

Graduate Students Now’s the time to let me know about the study groups you
want to have for summer and fall quarters. If you're an old hand at this, you know
what to do. If you've got an idea for a new group, dive in! Group members--like
me--rave about the groups; in addition to being a reall comfortable, student-
determined learning environment, they’re a wonderful place to make friends
and build community. And they require very little extra work from group
coordinators. If you haven't joined a group yet, do. If you want to start a new
group, do. If you want to be in a yet-to-be-formed group but don't want to lead
the group, you should

a) reconsider, and

b) if you won't reconsider, let me know anyway and we’'ll find someone else to
be the coordinator.

The feminist group and the writing workshop are already lined up for both
summer and fall. Also, don’t forget about the EGO book sale

May 17 from 10-4, in Neuberger 407.
Lisa Sibbett

lisa.sibbett@gmail.com

PSU Dept. of English

Graduate Teaching Assistant

Chair, EGO Central Committee
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Glimmer Train is now accepting submissions for our summer
Fiction Open competition!

First-place winner receives $2,000, publication in Glimmer TrainStories, and 20
copies of the issue in which it is published. Second-and third-place winners
receive $1,000/$600, respectively, and acknowledgment in that issue.

www.glimmertrain.org.
Click on the guidelines tab for details or just hit the submissions tab. Please
make your entry by July 15th.

The Association of Young Journalists and Writers is sponsoring a
$2000 Literary Essay Contest.

Students may submit essays that they have written to http://ayjw.org to
participate in the contest. The deadline is June 30th and more information
about the essay contest is available at

http://ayjw.org/rewards.php?type=lit.

Also, our Journalism Studies Scholarship has been extended to English and
closely related majors. Students may apply for the scholarship at

http://ayjw.org/scholarships.php.
Coming this July www.womeninpublishing.com

Thefirst official website for WiPP, Women in Portland Publishing while benefiting
the greater Portland community. WiPP is joining its talented forces to unite the
local publishing scene online
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Ooligan Editors’ Choice Award

The four stories that won the 2006 Ooligan Editors’ Choice Award are now
available at

www.publishing.pdx.edu/ooligan
Announcing the winners!

The Love Your Muse short story contest sponsored by Portland State University’s
Publishing Program and Ooligan Press drew excellent entries from throughout
the Portland State community. Through careful reading and a painstaking
selection process, Ooligan’s editors have chosen the four stories that best
exemplify originality, reader appeal, and writer’s craft.

The winners are:
Before the Beginning by Twila Nesky

Is a person created all at once, or through a lifetime of experience? In this
charmingly playful story, God follows Adam and Eve as they move from
cluelessness to self-awareness.

La Ciudad de las Fresas by Virginia Ulrich

This poignant story of self-discovery and cross-cultural love examines the
difference between accepting loss and moving on.

Scrabble Night by Jacob Aiello

Sammy Johns’ world is defined by square lettered tiles. The game between him
and his estranged wife plays out in a once-a-month contest to find the right
words.

Spec of Love by Melanie Jennings

Ever wonder what’s going on in your co-worker’s mind? When the lines
between fantasy and reality are blurred and crossed. R. C. finds that more than
computer specs can be developed at work.
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Memoirs, Ink. announces third annual personal essay contest
Publishing and Prize Opportunity for Writers; $1750 to be
Awarded

LOS ANGELES—Memoirs, Ink., an innovative personal history service that
creates and preserves family legacies, announces its third annual personal
essay contest. The contest was created by Memoirs, Ink., founder Felice Austin
in the interest of contributing to the writing community. This year, they plan to
give way $1750.

The Memoirs, Ink., First Annual Personal Essay Writing Contest promoted our
company,s founding belief, that everyone has a valuable story to tell, and
allowed us an opportunity to give real money to deserving writers, said Ms.
Austin. Our first year winner was a new, unpublished writer, who went on
to get a book contract after the announcement. Last year’s winner wrote an
essay about her father. After we picked the winners, her father emailed me
to congratulate the judges on their excellent taste. That'’s the reason we keep
doing this. It’s just too fun. We love writers and we love the spectrum of stories
that the genre creative non-fiction offers.

Memoirs, Ink.s Third Annual Personal Essay Writing Contest reprises the
original direction as Ms. Austin is looking for original, well-written personal
essays, memoirs, or stories based on autobiographical experiences. Entries
must be previously unpublished and limited to 3000 words. Prize money will
be awarded as follows:

First prize, $1000; second prize, $500; and third prize will receive $250. Each
contest entry requires a $15 entry fee. Entries should be sent to:

Memoirs Ink Writing Contest, 468 N. Camden Drive, Suite 211, Beverly Hills, CA
90210.

The contest deadline is Aug. 1, 2006 (postmark) and winners will be announced
Sept 30, 2006.

To read the complete guidelines or to read last year's winning essays, please
visit: www.memoirsink.com/docs/contest1.html.

Contact for media inquiries:
Jillat memoirs_ink@yahoo.com

40 | Ooligan Press

Buying Ooligan Press Books Is A Great Way To Help The Publishing
Program And Treat Yourself Or Some Else To Fine Writing

OOLIGAN TITLES

Abraham Lincoln: A Novel Life by Tony Wolk, $14.95

Ricochet River by Robin Cody, $14.95

Survival League by Gordon Nuhanovic, $10.95

Zagreb Exit South by Edo Popovic, $12.95

American Scream/Palindrome Apocalypse by Dubravka Oraic Tolic, $14.95
Speaking Out: Women, War, and the Global Economy by Jan Haaken et al.$19.95
Weight of the Sun by Geronimo Tagatac, $14.95

Artless: The Odyssey of a Republican Cultural Creative by Gary D. Cole, $19.95 (March 15)
History of the Chinese in Oregon: 1850-1950, $14.95 (June)

Jose Builds a Woman by Jan Baross, $18.95 (August)

If you order from this announcement, mention “Ooligan06 Special”and receive
free shipping. If you are ordering a forthcoming title in advance (at least one
month before listed pub date), mention “Ooligan06 Special” and receive free
shipping plus $2 off the retail price.

Make checks or money orders payable to Ooligan Press (PO Box 751, Portland,
OR 97207). You are also welcome to order by phone (503.725.9410) or email
using any major credit card.

Other Ways To Support Ooligan Press

A unique program calls for innovative fundraising. There is no other master’s
degree program in book publishing that we know of anywhere in the world that
has a working publishing company as its laboratory. Ooligan Press is entire run
by the 70 graduate students working toward their degrees (with the assistance
of other PSU students involved in publishing courses). Real books. Real authors.
Real world. And you can help.

The publishing program and Ooligan Press are self-supporting, which means
that we must raise the money necessary to publish our books and market them
successfully. But we want to do even more. With the help of contributions and
eventual grants, we hope to create special funds to sponsor special publishing
projects, offer scholarships and assistantships, support travel necessary to the
work of the press, and expand course offerings.

Support the publishing program and Ooligan Press with your tax deductible
contribution. It's easy. Make your check payable to the PSU Foundation,
with Ooligan Press Acct in the memo field and mail it to Ooligan Press, Dept
of English, POB 751, Portland, OR 97207. Or contribute by credit card on the
Foundation website (www.foundation.pdx.edu), or by phone at 503.725.4911.
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For information about the press or program, visit our redesigned

website at www.publishing.pdx.edu or contact Dennis Stovall at 503.725.9410
or stovall@pdx.edu.

If You Are A Member Of An Organization That Would Like A
Speaker On Publishing, Please Contact Us.

All English graduate students are automatically members of EGO. EGO morphs
as students develop it. Just last year, Beth Keegan formed WeGO, the Writing
English Graduate Organization, which specifically addresses the needs of
the writing students. Lisa Sibbett was instrumental in forming the Central
Committee, EGO’s first committee, which is now a critical component for
providing a forum for student voice. The Central Committee has inspired the
formation of the new one-credit study groups, has advocated for more English
507’s (graduate level seminars), and will soon hold elections for a student
representative to sit on the Graduate Committee.

EGO also works to foster a sense of community. We put on events that give
you a chance to mingle with faculty and with one another. Winter quarter, we
will have a Call for Papers that gives you the potential to showcase your work.
With these opportunities to meet and mingle, you often learn things about the
department and how it works that you simply cannot get in the classroom. |
know | have.

Finally, EGO works to provide professional development opportunities. Last
year, we put on professional development seminars about topics such as
demystifying the graduation process and workshops for future teachers of
writing.

What do you do now? Come to as many EGO events as you can. | have attached
a calendar. EGO is your organization. Come help shape it.

Hiedi Bauer

EGO Coordinator
iedihay@yahoo.com

NH 376 Wednesdays 2:00-3:00 p.m.
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Submission Guidelines for the Irreverent Fish Journal

We are looking for writers who are current or former Portland State University
students in the Publishing, Writing, and English departments. . We want to read
your poems, stories—fiction or non-fiction —school projects, interviews, book
reviews as well as view your book designs, artwork, and photography. We will
be happy to assign you a story if you want to do some work for us. Volunteer
writers are always appreciated.

Any subject matter is accepted, but keep the length to 1500-2000 words. We
will only accept clean, edited work but will copy edit as necessary.

Don't hesitate to send in multiple stories. We will keep you updated on your
acceptance into the Journal.

The Irreverent fish Journal is published quarterly.
Next Issue #4, Fall 2006... deadline, October 1

IPreverent |43
Fish



The last page

The thing about designing a publication is the page layout has to be done in
multiples of four. Page 44. What do | do with page 447 | could put a big 44 on
the page.

It's nice, but not quite satisfying.

I know, I'll thank the people who made the Irreverent Fish possible.

Thank you Paulette for keeping me going, thank you Wendy for your fine eye,
and thank your Karli for your enthusiasm.

I would also like to thank those brave souls who will keep the fish swimming.
Wendy Collins

Carson K. Smith

Andrea Deeken

Elizabeth Buelow

Pamela Ivey

Good night and good luck.

Mark Insalaco
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