
 



 
 

 
2 

 

 
 
Cover Art: "Keep On" by Joy Gloria Liu. 
 
 
© December, 2011 by Kartika Review 

 
 
 
Kartika Review publishes literary fiction, poetry, and non-fiction that endeavor to 
expand and enhance the mainstream perception of Asian American creative writing. 
The journal also publishes book reviews, literary criticism, author interviews, and 
artwork, turning its focus on works relevant to the Asian Diaspora or authored by 
individuals of Asian descent. 

 



ISSUE 11 |  WINTER 2011 

 

 

 
3 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ADVISORY BOARD 
 
 

Elmaz Abinader 
Justin Chin 

Peter Ho Davies 
Randa Jarrar 

Gish Jen 
Elaine H. Kim 

Maxine Hong Kingston 
Gus Lee 

Li -Young Lee 
Min Jin Lee 

Ed Lin 
Nami Mun 

Fae Myenne Ng 
Lac Su 

Bryan Thao Worra 

 

MASTHEAD 
 
 

MANAGING EDITOR 

Sunny Woan 
 
 

FICTION EDITOR 

Paul Lai  
 
 

POETRY EDITOR 

Kenji Liu  
 
 

CREATIVE NON-FICTION EDITOR 

Jennifer Derilo 

 

 

 

 
 

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR 

Vinay Patel 
 

PROGRAM COORDINATOR 

Jennifer Banta 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
Kartika Review is a proud member of the 
Council of Literary Magazines and 
Presses. 

 



 
 

 
4 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

MISSION STATEMENT  

 
Kartika Review serves the Asian American community 

and those involved with Diasporic Asian-inspired 

literature. We scout for compelling Asian American 

creative writing and artwork to present to the public at 
large. Our editors actively solicit contributions from 

established virtuosos in our community in hopes their 

works here will inspire the next generation of virtuosos. 
We also showcase emerging writers and artists we 

foresee to be the future powerhouses of their craft. 

Ultimately, Kartika strives to create a literary forum 

that caters to and celebrates the wordsmiths of the 
Asian Diaspora. 
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EDITORIAL  
Paul Lai 

 

 

Twenty-eleven has been quite an eventful year. Important political upheavals 
and popular uprisings in the Middle East and northern Africa made headlines 
around the world. Major political figures died from both assassinations and 
natural causesɂfrom terrorist Osama bin Laden and dictators Muammar 
Gaddafi and Kim Jong-il to more cherished world leaders like Václav Havel. 
Natural disasters caused much death and destruction, including the earthquake 
and tsunami that hit Japan, leading to the meltdown of the Fukushima nuclear 
power plant, and monsoons in Thailand that flooded many provinces around the 
Mekong River basin. And closer to home, the nonviolent protests of Occupy Wall 
Street have sprung up across the United States, revitalizing the American 
peopleȭÓ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÁÄÖÏÃÁÔing for economic and social equality as well as the 
possibility of positive change. All of these events are certainly grist for writersȭ 
mills, the raw stuff that writing engages. As the legacies of these figures and 
events resonate into the future, writers of the world will help us understand our 
lives and our contemporary world in more complexity and depth. 
 
This year has also seen some wonderful news for Asian American writers, 
ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ Á .ÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ "ÏÏË !×ÁÒÄ ÆÏÒ 4ÈÁÎÈÈÁ ,ÁÉȭÓ Inside Out & Back Again 
(yoÕÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒÅɊ ÁÎÄ Á .ÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ "ÏÏË !×ÁÒÄ ÎÏÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ *ÕÌÉÅ 
/ÔÓÕËÁȭÓ The Buddha in the Attic (fiction). Asian American poets published 
×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÂÏÏËÓȟ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ ÄÅÂÕÔ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÓ $ÉÌÒÕÂÁ !ÈÍÅÄȭÓ Dhaka 
Dust ÁÎÄ "ÁÏ 0ÈÉȭÓ Sông I Sing, both of which beautifully expand the worlds 
created in and by poetry. In nonfiction, we began the year with the highly 
controversial and widely-discussed memoir of badass parenting, Battle Hymn of 
the Tiger Mother by Amy Chua, but we also saw Maxine Hong KinÇÓÔÏÎȭÓ 
memoir-in-verse, I Love a Broad Margin to My Lifeȟ ÁÎÄ 3ÉÇÒÉÄ .ÕÎÅÚȭÓ little book 
about Susan Sontag, Sempre Susan. There were many more amazing books 
published this year by Asian American writers, of course, and I only wish I could 
list them all. 
 
Issue Eleven of Kartika Review rings in the end of 2011 with a selection of short 
stories, poems, and nonfiction pieces that demonstrate the wide scope of Asian 
!ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ +ÁÒÉÓÓÁ #ÈÅÎȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙ Ȱ4ÈÅ 1ÕÉÅÔ !ÆÔÅÒȱ ÏÆÆÅÒÓ Á 
heartbreaking declaration of love along with insights into the subtle 
negotiations necessary to develop and sustain intimacy in a bilingual 
ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐȢ %ÄÄÉÅ -ÁÌÏÎÅȭÓ Ȱ!ÓÉÁÎÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ #ÏÕÎÔÒÙȱ ÔÁËÅÓ ÁÎ ÅØÐÅÒÉÍÅÎÔÁÌ 
narrative form and dark humor to explore the experiences of Asian Americans in 
ÔÈÅ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÓÏÕÔÈȢ 'ÅÎÁÒÏ +ĺ ,Ļ 3ÍÉÔÈȭÓ Ȱ"ÏÎÅ /ÒÃÈÁÒÄȟȱ ÁÎ ÅØÃÅÒÐÔ ÆÒÏÍ Á 
novel in progress, yokes the horrors of war to the power of natural regeneration. 
 
)Î ÔÈÅ ÐÏÅÔÒÙ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ (ÁÒÉ -ÁÌÁÇÁÙÏ !ÌÌÕÒÉȭÓ ȰÓÏÍÅ ×ÅÁÒ ÂÏÄÉÅÓȱ ÍÁÐÓ ÔÈÅ 
human body to the natural and man-made world. Oliver de la Paz offers two 
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poems ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ Ȱ$ÅÁÒ %ÍÐÉÒÅȱ series, drawing on religious metaphors that 
spark like flint to reveal the troublesome details of EmpireȭÓ ÅØÁÌÔÅÒÓ. In the 
ÎÏÎÆÉÃÔÉÏÎ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ $ÏÎÎÁ -ÉÓÃÏÌÔÁȭÓ Ȱ(ÏÍÅ )Ó 7ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÔ )Óȱ ÍÅÄÉÔÁÔÅÓ ÏÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÈÏÍÅ ÖÉÁ Á ÓÅÒÉÅÓ ÏÆ ÖÉÇÎÅÔÔÅÓ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÁÓ ȰÆÁÃÔÓȢȱ !ÎÄ (ÙÕÎÇ-Ok 
,ÅÅȭÓ Ȱ)ÎÔÅÒÎÍÅÎÔȱ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÃÁÎÔÁÔÏÒÙ ÐÈÒÁÓÅȟ Ȱ3ÈÅ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟȱ 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÒÁÃÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÉÍÐÁÃÔ Á ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ Èas on her loved ones. This 
issue wraps up with an interview with Lysley Tenorio whose short story 
collection Monstress will be published early in 2012 and has already received a 
ÓÔÁÒÒÅÄ ÒÅÖÉÅ× ÉÎ 0ÕÂÌÉÓÈÅÒȭÓ 7ÅÅËÌÙȢ 4ÅÎÏÒÉÏȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÁÒÎÅÒÅÄ ÍÕÃÈ 
acclaim in publications such as The Atlantic, Ploughshares, and Manoa. 
 
I also have the pleasure of announcing the editorial board's Pushcart Prize 
XXXVI nominations: 
 
Fiction 
- 3ÈÒÕÔÉ 3×ÁÍÙȟ Ȱ4ÈÅ "ÌÁÃË $ÏÇȱ ɉ)ÓÓÕÅ ρπɊ 
- %ÄÄÉÅ -ÁÌÏÎÅȟ Ȱ!ÓÉÁÎÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ #ÏÕÎÔÒÙɂVÁÒÉÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÎ Á 4ÈÅÍÅȱ ɉ)ÓÓÕÅ ρρɊ 
 
Poetry 
- -ÅÌÉÓÓÁ 3ÉÐÉÎȟ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÍÁÎÉÆÅÓÔȟ ÈÏÍÅÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÒÁÉÎȱ ɉ)ÓÓÕÅ ρπɊ 
- /ÌÉÖÅÒ ÄÅ ÌÁ 0ÁÚȟ Ȱ$ÅÁÒ %ÍÐÉÒÅ ɍÔÈÅÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÉÄÏÌÁÔÏÒÓɎȱ ɉ)ÓÓÕÅ ρρɊ 
 
Non-Fiction 
- +ÁÔÉÅ ,ÅÏȟ Ȱ-Ù ,ÉÆÅ ÉÎ (ÁÉÒȱ ɉ)ÓÓÕÅ ωɊ 
- 0ÁÔÒÉÃÉÁ )ËÅÄÁȟ Ȱ6ÏÒÔÅØȱ ɉ)ÓÓÕÅ ρπɊ 
 
7ÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÅØÔÅÎÄ Á ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÃÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÓÈÁÒÉÎÇ 
their work with us and all of you in the pages of Kartika Review. 
 
As I write this editorial, I am nearing the one-year mark serving as Fiction Editor 
for Kartika Review, and I am extremely happy to have been a part of the journal 
during this eventful year. I look forward to working on future issues as well, so 
please continue to send in your stories, poems, essays, and other writings. 
 
I invite you all to sit down with this latest issue as 2011 ends and 2012 begins. 
(ÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÏ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÆÕÌȟ ÃÏÚÙ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÔÅÒ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȦ 
 
Paul Lai 
Fiction Editor 
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THE QUIET AFTER 
Karissa Chen 
 

 
The first time you told me you loved me, you said it in Korean. You thought I 
couldnôt understand you when you spoke to me while I slept, when you murmured to 
me in a language that was not mine, but the language in which your mother sang 
songs to you as a child, the language that rocked you gently and kissed your baby 
skin, the language that first told you God loved you. You whispered to me as I lay in 
your arms half-conscious, words and sentences that rushed through my hair, tender 
like a stream, and I dreamt of far-off places where all roads led me back to you. Later, 

I woke, and you said to me, beautifulðsaranghae. I stopped breathing. You did not 
notice. You never knew, even after I told you I loved you first in the language we 
shared, that all along I knew you loved me too. 
 

 
 
Weôd been together for more than a year before I told you I didnôt believe in God. 
The day started the same as any other Sunday. We spent the morning seated across 
from each other at the kitchen table, you with the real estate section of the Times in 
your hands, me with the crossword section and my favorite black pen. Brillo, the 

twelve-year-old Shiba Inu your father had given you, napped quietly at our feet. You 
drank your coffee black. I had juice with my eggs, their yolks burst and runny in a 
way you thought was disgusting. Occasionally I reached down and felt Brillo nudge 
me with his wet nose before he settled his paws back by your toes. We sat in silence, 
but every so often you tapped your finger on a listing for a home we might never be 
able to affordða brownstone in Brooklyn or a large estate in White Plainsðand I 
joked that I would schedule the movers tomorrow. 
 
When your cell phone rang, you glanced down at the display. Umma, you said, 

putting the clamshell to your ear before moving out to the living room. I fed Brillo a 
splinter of bacon while I tried to focus on the black and white blocks in front of me. 
29 down: Between dreaming and waking. Eleven letters. In the other room, I could 
hear you murmuring to your mother. Neh, you repeated. Neh, neh. Your Korean was 
hushed, soothing. Hypnopompic, I penned. An hour later, you came in and settled 
back into your chair, picking up your paper without speaking. Brillo jumped up and 
burrowed his face between your knees. 
 

What did she say? I asked. 
 
Same thing, you said. She asked me if I went to church today. You put a palm on 
Brilloôs head, then reached out to pat me on the thigh. 
 
I donôt believe in God, I said down to my plate. You straightened and your fingers 
dropped away. I looked up. Whereôs the proof of his existence? 
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You placed a hand over your heart, like you were going to say the pledge of 
allegiance. 
 

Tell me this isnôt really that important. Isnôt that what that phone call was about? 
 
You said nothing, but I could see your jaw working, searching for words. Then you 
said something under your breath in Korean. I blinked.   
 
I hate it when you do that, I said. 
 
You were silent for a moment. My momma once told me she loved God more than me. 
 

Thatôs horrible. 
 
Only if it isnôt true. 
 
That night, we made love in the dark. When you climaxed you said it over and over 
againðsaranghae saranghae saranghae. 
 

 
 
Months later, on a bright Friday morning in April, I found Brillo panting beneath our 

bed. I called you six times but only reached your voicemail. Your phone was old; 
your network reception was weak. I tried your work phone three times before 
remembering you were off-site for a meeting. I left you messages, but you didnôt call 
me back. I took Brillo to the vet and held my palms over his warm body, sorry that 
my eyes, not yours, would be the last thing he would see. 
 
When you finally came home from work, I was sitting on the couch, my fingers 
curled beneath its edge. You leaned in to kiss me, then stopped. I broke the news to 

you. 
 
Where are the messages? you asked, jabbing at your phoneôs keypad. 
 
Iôm sorry, I said. 
 
Why didnôt you keep calling? you asked. How could you stop calling? 
 

Iôm so, so sorry. 
 
You gripped your cell phone tightly. I wanted to touch you, but didnôt. You dropped 
your hand to your side. You looked down at the floor. I didnôt move. Then you turned 
around and went into our bedroom. The door shut behind you with a barely audible 
click. 
 
The next day, we took Brillo to be buried beneath the bougainvillea behind your 

parentsô house in Jersey. Your mother emerged as we pulled into the driveway, her 



 
 

 
10 

form small but stately. After we got out of the car, she folded you into her arms but 
only nodded at me when you introduced me. She did not smile. Arms crossed, she led 
us around back. She watched me shovel dirt with you in the yard. She watched us 
carry Brillo from the car and set him under the shade of the flowers. She watched me 
pluck petals to scatter over his body. She watched me hold your hand while you wept. 
Finally, when it was done, she said, Come. Dinnertime. 

 
We sat down at the dining room table, with her at the center and the two of us 
flanking her. She said a brief grace in Korean. I bowed my head, my cheeks burning. 
Then she picked up her chopsticks and gestured for us to start. 
 
She said nothing to me as we ate. She placed fish and vegetables on your rice in a 
growing mound. You picked at the food silently. She ladled you tofu soup into a 
pretty bowl painted with plum blossoms. You let it get cold. I ate little, too, unsure of 
my place in this world that was yours. 

 
Later, she brought out two beautiful Asian pears, large, round and golden. She 
handed one to me and then proceeded to peel hers with a paring knife in one swift 
motion, producing a snaking skin that looked like one of those party ornaments that 
spiral from ceilings. She cut the white flesh of the pear in slices and placed them on a 
plate in front of you. I held my pear in my palms and stared down at my knuckles. 
 
I offered to do the dishes, and after the third time I insisted, she let me. As I scraped 

off remains of rice and fish bones from the plates and filled the sink with suds, I saw 
you in the doorway, bent over her small frame, her hand on the back of your neck. I 
couldnôt hear what you were saying over the water, although it wouldnôt have 
mattered; she was not speaking to you in English. 
 
Later, in the car, you glanced at me. My momma was glad to have finally met you. 
 
My eyes welled up. I looked out the window, watching the jagged shadows of trees 

stream by. 
 
After a moment, you added, At least heôs with my dad now. 
 
I nodded.  You placed your palm over mine. 
 
Saranghae. 
 

We sped down the turnpike for several miles.  Finally, I spoke. 
 
WhyðI started to ask, then stopped. 
 
You withdrew your hand, placing it back on the steering wheel. What? 
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In the distance, I saw a car flashing its hazard lights off to the side. As we passed by, 
I saw that a deer had been killed on the shoulder of the road. The driver of the car 
was crouched in front of its belly with a flashlight. 

 
Nothing, I said. Never mind. 
 

 
 
Without Brillo at our feet that Sunday, the space between us felt wide. You drank 
your coffee noisily and rustled your paper whenever my fork scraped my dish. The 
white boxes on my page stayed vacuous. You found no desirable apartment for us 
that day. 
 

The days dragged on like this. Your conversations with your mother grew more 
frequent, although you still said very little. Without Brillo to walk after dinner, we ate 
later. We spent time in front of the television instead, trying to replace the warmth of 
Brilloôs body with programs on faraway lands and ocean secrets. 
 
There were evenings I couldnôt sleep, and instead I would watch you in the glow of 
the streetlight from your window. You slept with your lips widely parted and your 
arms flung out like you were ready to embrace the world. I wanted to curl up in the 
abyss of your mouth, make a pillow of your tongue. I wanted you to swallow me so I 

could see what your dreams looked like projected onto the inside of your skull. 
 
Weeks passed. Then one night after weôd made love and I was slipping into the 
rhythm of your chest, you said into the darkness: I think Iôm going to go to church 
tomorrow. 
 
I awoke. What? 
 

My momma says thereôs a pastor she knows. Come with me? 
 
I could feel the blood pulsing lightly in your neck. I opened my eyes and blinked, 
trying to seeðthough what, Iôm not sure. 
 
Never mind, you said after a few seconds. 
 
Iôd feel like a fraud, I said. 

 
Itôs okay. You pulled your arm out from beneath me and turned to your side. Iôm 
going to the morning service so Iôll be back for brunch. 
 
The next day, I sat at the table alone, doing the crossword. 6 across: The first blushes 
of love. 9 letters. 
 
You came in. I looked at my watch. Two oôclock. 
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I left you a bagel, I said. 
 
Iôm going to take a nap, you answered. You walked into the bedroom and shut the 
door. 
 
I looked down at the half-filled grid in front of me. Limerence, I whispered to myself, 

before balling up the paper and throwing it in the trash. 
 
You started going to service every Sunday morning. My crosswords went unfinished. 
 

 
 
Your mother doesnôt like me very much, does she? I asked you one night as we 
changed for bed. Earlier in the evening, Iôd answered the phone while you washed the 
dishes. Your mother paused after I said hello and then said your name twice in firm, 
accented English. I watched the television on mute for the next two hours while you 

spoke to her. Your voice had been raised and the foreign words had sounded harsh to 
my ears. 
 
What are you talking about? you said. Of course she does. 
 
Donôt lie. 
 
You sat on the edge of the bed and watched me pull off my bra and slip on a tank top. 
Sheôs embarrassed she canôt communicate. Thatôs all. 

 
I nodded, wanting your words to be true. You wrapped your arm around me as I 
climbed into bed and we lay in silence. I pushed my cold feet up against your warm 
calves. 
 
Are you going to tell me what you were arguing about then? 
 
I listened to your breathing. After a few moments, I rolled away from you and curled 

up on my side of the bed. You sighed and slid your body against mine, draping a 
hand over my shoulder. 
 
We werenôt arguing. 
 
Okay. 
 
You traced circles down my arm. She wants me to go on this mission trip her church 

is organizing. Itôs something she and my dad used to do. 
 
Oh. I turned over to you, so that we were facing each other. Where to? 
 
Your hand paused at the crook of my elbow. Cambodia, you finally said. 
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What? For how long? 
 
Donôt worry. Iôm not going. You reached over and kissed me. When I tried to turn off 

the lights, you stopped my outstretched arm. I lay back down and you worked your 
way down my body, pushing through everything that lay between us. When you 
finally came, you squeezed my shoulders tightly, gasping that word Iôd grown used to 
hearing. 
 
After weôd turned off the lights and you were settled into the pillows, I spoke. 
 
I wish I could say it back, but I canôt. 
 

You didnôt respond. Your breathing had evened out into gentle snores. After a few 
minutes, I disentangled myself from your arms and looked at your sleeping face. 
Then I tried the three syllables for myself. Sa-rang-hae. The words sounded sticky on 
my tongue. Even after releasing them into the dark, I felt their residue lining the 
insides of my teeth, weighing my mouth down. I waited two heartbeats. You didnôt 
move. So I slipped back beneath the covers, and from there I traced the three words I 
did know into your palm with my finger. 
 

 
 

That summer was hot and humid, like many summers in New York. Our ancient air 
conditioner whistled out only a small lukewarm stream, so we slept with the windows 
open and our thin sheets peeled away from our sticky skin. After sex, we shifted so 
that we had several inches between us, drifting into dream with only our pinkies 
curled around each other like snails in love.  
 
As temperatures rose, our patience with each other diminished, and we began to fight 
constantly. We bickered over dirty dishes, over dry cleaning that hadnôt been picked 

up, over unpaid bills, over insensitive remarks. You began to stay at the office later, 
eating the meals Iôd prepared for you in a cranky silence while I simmered. Many 
nights we went to bed upset at each other, and I lay on my side, trying not to cry. But 
once you were asleep, I would slide over to you, press my lips against the curve of 
your shoulder and lick the salt from your skin. 
 
One day in the beginning of August, you came home unusually early.   
 

I wasnôt expecting you so soon, I said. Dinnerôs not ready yet, but itôs Korean 
barbecue. I found a recipe online. 
 
Iôm not hungry, you said. 
 
Of course itôs not your motherôs butð 
 
Seriously, babe, Iôm not hungry, you repeated, and walked out to the living room. I 

heard the television go on, the blaring voice of a SportsCenter commentator. 
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Throwing the spatula into the sink, I stalked out and stood in front of you. You sat on 
the sofa and glared at me. 
 
What? you said. 
 
What do you mean, what? Whatôs your problem? 

 
Nothing, you said. 
 
Jesus, donôt give me that bullshit. Say it, whatever the hell it is. 
 
Iôm so sick of this, you said, jumping up. Donôt wait for me for dinner. Before I could 
say anything, the door was slamming behind you, rattling the emptiness of the 
apartment. 
 

By the time you came back, I was already asleep.  I felt you press up against me, your 
hands in my hair. 
 
Hey, you whispered. Are you awake? 
 
Mmm? I felt the warmth of your breath, tinged with whiskey, on my neck. As much 
as I tried to pull myself into consciousness, the darkness of sleep lapped at me. 
 

Go back to sleep, you said. And then later, what felt like years: Saranghae. 
 

 
 
In the morning, as we got ready for work, you acted like nothing had happened. As 
we parted at the subway, you butterflied a kiss on my cheek. Halfway through the 
day, you emailed me: Dinner out tonight? Thereôs an Indian place I want to try. 
 
That night, after weôd filled up on naan and samosas, you leaned over the table and 
took my hand. Sorry about yesterday. 

 
I nodded. 
 
I was in a bad mood. I shouldnôt have snapped at you. 
 
Letôs just forget about it. 
 
No, wait. You paused. The thing is. You cleared your throat. I was talking to my 

momma, and wellé I think Iôm going to go. 
 
Go? 
 
To Cambodia. 
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I withdrew my hand.  
 
Itôs only for six months. 

 
What about work? 
 
Iôve talked to them. Theyôll give me a sabbatical after this project. 
 
I picked at my food.   
 
Come with me. 
 

I looked up at you. You didnôt even ask með 
 
You could come. 
 
And what would I do for six months with a group of Korean missionaries? 
 
You pulled your arm back from the table, your eyes wounded. Be with me? 
 

I looked down at my plate.  Lumps of chicken floated in curry the color of earth. 
 
After a moment, you picked up your fork. Maybe my momma was right. You paused, 
then stabbed at something swimming in front of you. Maybe some things are 
irreconcilable. 
 
On the cab ride home, you didnôt try to hold my hand. I stared out the window at the 
lights of the city. That night, we lay next to each other for hours in the thick heat, 

neither of us sleeping. Eventually, I slipped into uneasy half-dreams, and by the time 
I woke in the morning, you had already left for work. You left no note. 
 

 
 
For three weeks we skirted each other like strangers. You left early, ate your meals at 
work, and often you came home when I was already in bed. Sometimes I was awake, 
but would feign otherwise. I could feel you hovering over me, checking to see if I 
was asleep. Every now and again, you would pick up a lock of my hair and twirl it 
around your finger, placing it behind my ear. Every now and again, you would 

whisper words to me in your mother tongue. I never let on I knew. 
 
On weekends, you would go to church and meetings in preparation for your mission. 
When I heard you leave, I would put on my sneakers and go for a run, making my 
way as far uptown as I could take, before walking slowly back down to our apartment. 
Outside in the suffocating heat, my lungs heaving and my heart bursting, I looked up 
to the muggy blue skies and waited to feel something. 
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On the first day of September, I awoke to find you sitting on the sofa, dressed for 
work, staring at the darkened TV screen. 
 
Hi, I said. 
 
Hi. 

 
I rubbed my eyes. Whatôre you doing? 
 
You looked down at your hands, threaded in front of you, and said nothing. 
 
I shook my head and started to make my way to the bathroom. 
 
Wait, you called out. I turned around. Happy anniversary. 
 

My throat tightened. I nodded. 
 
You know, Iôm leaving in a little over a week, you added, not looking up. 
 
I nodded again. 
 
You wonôt come? 
 

Babeé 
 
You stood quickly and picked up your work bag. Have a good day. 
 

 
 
The morning you left, I woke up startled, jarred from sleep by the slamming of the 
door behind you. I leapt out of bed and opened the door but you were already gone. I 
could smell your cologne lingering in the hallway. I retreated back into the apartment, 
and swept my hands through the air, trying to catch particles that had touched you. 

 
I waited for you to call before your flight took off. I checked my cell phone every two 
minutes. I wrote you an email but erased it before I could send it. Iôm sorry, the 
message said. Come home. I tried again. Have a safe flight. I love you. This one I also 
did not send. Then I typed out: I donôt know why this happened this way or how we 
ended up here but I wish you werenôt going. I may not understand you all the time 
and I may not believe in God but what I know is you and me can work and if it really 
means that much to you then say the word and I will jump on a plane and meet you in 

Cambodia and I will spread the things I donôt believe because Iôll have the thing I 
believe in next to me and maybe thatôs what itôs really about and maybe thatôs what 
we should be spreading anyway. I read through the words on my screen. Then I hit 
ñCancel.ò 
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At eight oôclock, when your plane was scheduled to take off, I finally pulled myself 
off the sofa and slipped into the shower. I started out with the water dialed to 
lukewarm, then turned it up little by little until the tap went as far as it would go. I 

wanted it hot, excruciatingly hot, so that I could imagine layers of my skin dissolving 
away like tissue paper. 
 
When I was done, I dried off with your big blue towel. I rubbed my hair until it was a 
semi-dry tangled mess. I stood in front of the fogged mirror and brushed my teeth. I 
stared at my face, obscured by steam. Then I traced your initials into the glass, a 
letter over each almond eye. 
 
I dressed, applied make up. I put my cell phone and wallet in my purse and grabbed 

my keys dangling lonely on the hook. Then I sat back in front of our sleeping desktop, 
opened a fresh message and wrote you one last email. Last night I dreamt of the first 
night you told me you loved me, when you didnôt know I knew. What I know now is 
that we are bigger than this ocean, than this sky, than three words translated from 
the mouth of God. What I know is that our roads will always meet and you have 
always been home. So please. Come home. 
 
I clicked ñSendò and left the apartment. 

 
Forty minutes later, I was forced to get off the C at 81st Street with everybody else. 
As I made my way outside, I found people standing on the streets, many with 
briefcases or purses in hand, cell phones pulled out, nobody going anywhere. 
 
What is it? I asked one woman, a bun in her hair, a gray power suit on. She stood on 
the corner, tears falling down her perfectly made-up face. 
 

Planes fell out of the sky, she said, through sobs. 
 

 
 
I would not know, until late in the evening as the phone networks lightened and 
messages began to filter in, until my phone bleeped four times loudly, jarring me out 
of my foggy sleep, that as Iôd been standing in front of the Museum of Natural 
History that morning, looking dazedly up at the heavens, youôd been calling me. As I 
searched the cloudless sky for evidence of you, as the sun glazed my skin through the 
baby maples, as the planetarium cast its shadow behind me, youôd left me message 

after message murmuring my name like a prayer, as if youôd forgotten that my cell 
phone was not an answering machine and that if you recited my name enough times, 
you would be able to fly through the air, break through the invisible signal jams and 
hold me. 
 
The last message was left at 9:53 am. 
 
I donôt know if youôre at work or you left your phone at home or what, but I canôt 

reach you. I really wishé well, but I just wanted to call. Because, you know, things 
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donôt look good. But I want you to know that Iôm okay. Iôm not scared. Iôll be okay. I 
know you donôt believe in God, and thatôs okay, that doesnôt matter. But hopefully 
itôll make you feel better to know that I do, and so Iôm okay. Because I worry about 
you worrying about me. So please donôt worry. And Grace, Grace, Gracie. Iôm sorry. 
About everything. It all didnôt matter. I want you to know that I kissed you this 
morning before I left and you smiled. I think you were dreaming. Did you know you 

smile in your sleep? Did I ever tell you that? But. I just wanted to tell youð
saranghae. I mean, I love you. I meanð God, does it matter which three words I use 
as long as you know what I mean? If I can just keep repeating whatever it is I have to 
repeat untilð Maybe you never understood that the word ñloveò just never felt like 
enough, but if itôs all I have then I do, I love you, I love you, Ið 
 
Once upon a time, Iôd confided that sometimes I feared leaving you for too long, 
because I worried about the possibilities of death in my moments away from you. 
What if I were to die alone, anonymous? How would you know? How would you 

find out I was gone? 
 
Iôd know, youôd said, touching your heart, the same way youôd done when Iôd asked 
you about God. Iôd know. 
 
At 10:13 that morning, I looked up into the infinite satin of blue, felt a small shudder 
of the world, and I knew. 
 

 
 

Karissa Chen is a fiction writer living in New Jersey. Her work has appeared or is 
forthcoming in Pindeldyboz, Two Hawks Quarterly and Le Chat Noirôs annual fiction 
anthology, Drinking With Papa Legba. She was recently the recipient of the diFilipis-
Rosselli Prose Scholarship at the Napa Valley Writers Conference. She is currently 
pursuing her MFA at Sarah Lawrence College. She coordinates and facilitates 
creative writing workshops for incarcerated young men in Valhalla, New York and 
serves as the assistant fiction editor at Hyphen magazine. 
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ASIANS IN THE COUNTRYɂVARIATIONS ON A THEME 
Eddie Malone 
 
 

1 
 
A young Asian man walks into a honky tonk in the Deep South. He is never seen 
again.  

 
 

2 
 
A young man, who happens to be Asian American, is driving through the Deep South.  
His destination: graduate school. His area of concentration: mechanical engineering. 
The car breaks down outside a honky tonk in Mississippi. In broad daylight, the 
young man walks up to the establishment looking for assistance. The door is locked. 
He peers into a window and sees something so disturbing that he hurries away from 

the premises. He looks as if heôs high-stepping across a bed of hot coals. He looks 
over his shoulder once. 
 
 

3 
 
Itôs early Saturday evening at the honky tonk. The crowd has yet to appear. A 
bartender keeps busy by stocking the things that he will use throughout the night: 

lime wedges, cherries and fresh towels to wipe down the bar. He looks up to find a 
young Asian man approaching him. It is a surreal moment. The young Asian man is 
wearing a cowboy hat, leather chaps and a blue chambray shirt in the western style. 
The bartender blinks and tries to make the image go away. As the Asian cowboy sits 
down across from him, the bartender realizes that the image is real. Or rather, the 
person is real. ñHey pardner,ò the Asian cowboy says. ñHow ôbout a sarsaparilla?ò 
 
So begins a relationship between the honky tonk and the Asian cowboy. On 

weekends, he sidles up to the bar where he orders a sarsaparilla or sips from a shot of 
tequila. He sits in isolation as the honky tonk begins to fill with people. All around 
him, life sprouts and then decays. A battling couple sits on either side him; essentially, 
he is a buffer. The man and woman shout at each other across a DMZ. Others lean 
into the Asian cowboy as they try to grab the bartenderôs attention. Theyôre so close 
they can smell him, and the smell isnôt bad at all. Itôs a combination of Old Spice and 
something exotic that they canôt quite place. 
 

 
4 

 
ñMargaret Cho is a stupid bitch,ò Charles says. He is sitting in the courtyard outside 
the library of an average university in the Deep South. He is speaking to a fellow 
graduate student in the Department of Engineering. His friendôs name is Todd. The 
weather is pleasant, unlike his mood. 



 
 

 
20 

 
ñAll she ever does is talk about getting fucked in the ass or she does that whole 
ching-chong thing when sheôs talking about her parents. This is her act in a nutshell.ò 
 
Charles leans forward and with his index fingers he pulls the corners of his eyes back.  
His eyes become oriental slits. ñMe so horny.  Me so hooooooooorny.ò 

 
Todd nods in assent. ñShe gives us a bad name.ò 
 
ñSheôs like a goddamn minstrel.ò 
 
Charles appears to be deep in thought. Then he changes the subject. He tells Todd 
that Wikipedia scares the shit out of him. You can type in any subject, person or 
phenomenon and for the most part youôll get an in-depth description of the thing in 
question. Where does it all come from? Who has the time to describe to the world the 

nuances of quantum physics? 
 
Charles says that he tried to edit the entry for Margaret Cho. Beneath a category 
called ñCommendations,ò he tried to create a category called ñCriticism from the 
Asian Community.ò 
 
ñI was gonna rip her a new one,ò he says. 
 

At the end of the day, Wikipedia wouldnôt let him do it. 
 
ñMust be a conspiracy,ò Todd says. 
 
 

5 
 
A mile from the honky tonk, there is an elementary school. Simon Kang is a new 

student there in the sixth grade. His father is a professor of engineering at the local 
university. He is a sullen boy. He likes neither sports nor video games, in part 
because he was bullied by an overbearing mother. When he was younger, she always 
suggested that he should be doing something else. The impact on his personality is 
dire indeed. Day to day, the boy does very little at all. His life seems to be an exercise 
in stillness. 
 
This does not make him very popular at school. A couple of boys notice that he 

stands by himself at recess. As they walk past him, they raise a hand in greeting but 
instead of saying hello they say, ñChing chong.ò This happens for a couple of weeks 
and soon the greeting spreads like a wildfire. Other students are lifting a hand and 
saying the words. 
 
Though he does not play the card game itself, Simon has one hell of a poker face. He 
does not respond to these gestures. Then, curiously, he begins to return the greeting.  
He raises a hand and says, ñChing chong.ò 
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In class, Simon is not one to speak but one of his teachers is a bitch and wants 
everyone to participate, no matter what. The teacher gets upset at him. She views his 

stillness as insolence and so she calls on him. The boy looks to be in a trance. Did he 
hear the request? ñSpeak up Simon!ò the teacher insists. 
 
Essentially cornered, he blurts out a sequence of ching-chongs that has his fellow 
students rolling in the aisles. 
 
 

6 
 

ñI donôt hate this place,ò Charles says. ñIn fact, I kind of like it. I like being the token 
Asian guy.  What do you think?ò 
 
ñThe food sucks,ò Todd says. 
 
ñThereôs a Chinese restaurant on every corner. You should feel at home.ò 
 
ñI didnôt mean the Chinese food. I hate Southern food.ò 

 
ñBecause itôs fattening?ò 
 
ñBecause it tastes like shit. And it gives me gas.ò 
 
They sit in the courtyard and smoke. Itôs a humid day, fall semester, and beads of 
sweat are rolling down their respective brows. 
 

ñWhatôre you gonna be for Halloween?ò Charles asks.   
 
ñI havenôt thought about it.ò 
 
ñYou better start thinking.ò 
 
ñWhy?ò 
 

ñI heard at the honky tonk, all the girls dress up in lingerie for Halloween.ò 
 
ñSo theyôre all supposed to be lingerie models?ò Todd asks. 
 
ñNo. I donôt know. Thatôs beside the point. The point is, we should go.ò 
 
ñIf we go together, you wonôt be the token Asian.ò 
 
Charles nods at this. Then he considers the situation as if itôs a mathematical problem 

to be solved. ñIn a venue of that size, with that many people, I think we can both be 
token Asians.ò 
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A couple minutes later, he raises the issue again. ñWhatôre you gonna be for 
Halloween?ò 
 
ñMargaret Cho,ò Todd says. 
 
 

7 
 
Mr. Lee owns the Chinese restaurant across the street from the local university. The 
honky tonk is to the south, a couple miles away. Mr. Lee wouldnôt dream of setting 
foot there, but that doesnôt mean he avoids the locals. The locals are his lifeblood. He 
would not have ever phrased it that way, but thereôs no denying that without the 
locals his empire wouldnôt exist. In addition to the Chinese restaurant, he owns a 
number of properties, which he fixes up and then rents out, mostly to college students. 
He also owns two barbeque restaurants, which thrive in this small Southern town. His 

customers would not phrase it this way, but they believe that his restaurants are 
keeping Southern traditions alive. This is comfort food at its finest. Mr. Lee is known 
as a hands-on owner. Heôs involved with everything at the Chinese restaurant, but he 
stays away from the others and no one knows that he owns them. He is smart enough 
to know that the locals have a rather straightforward understanding of the worldôs 
different cuisines. It makes sense that a Chinese immigrant owns and operates a 
Chinese restaurant. It would be blasphemous if the same man were in charge of 
Southern barbeque. 

 
 

8 
 
Simon Kang is placed in an ESL class alongside four Mexicans and two Guatemalans. 
Their lessons include a game in which they are asked to identify in English various 
animals on flash cards. The teacher holds up a picture of an elephant. She calls on 
Simon who bows his head appearing to be deep in thought. When he lifts his head, 

his eyes are sparkling. ñChing chong,ò he says. 
 
The teacher reckons heôs a troublemaker. She may be right.   
 
 

9 
 
Itôs Halloween. Charles and Todd have decided to parody the classic 1980s film The 

Karate Kid. Charles has dressed up as one of the teenage villains from the Cobra Kai 
dojo. In the film, on Halloween, they wear skin-tight skeleton costumes made of lycra. 
Their faces are painted like skulls. Charles bought his replica costume on the Internet 
for $150. A couple of weeks before Halloween, Charles and Todd argued over the 
latterôs costume. Charles thought that there should be perfect symmetry between 
reality and the film. In The Karate Kid, Daniel-san dresses up like a shower whose 
curtain obscures him from view. His purpose is to avoid the venomous attention of 
his teenage nemeses. Todd hated the idea. ñHow am I gonna see the bitches?ò he said. 
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Charles conceded the point. 
 

Instead, Todd has dressed up as Mr. Miyagi. He is wearing the functional gray outfit 
of a benign maintenance man. He has purchased a wig of sorts that is bald on the top 
with wisps of gray hair on the sides. He has pasted onto his face a little gray 
mustache and Fu Manchu. Ever since he donned the outfit he has been talking in 
broken English just like Mr. Miyagi. 
 
Charles was right about the honky tonk. Itôs like a living and breathing Victoriaôs 
Secret catalog, yet there is a difference. In this parallel universe, the catalog is full of 
tipsy models who are slightly overweight or worse. This does not deter Charles or 

Todd. They are not body fascists. However, something else does deter them. In fact, 
it enrages Charles. As they wait in the scrum of locals trying to order a drink, he 
notices a decoration standing next to a punch-out boxing game. For only a dollar, a 
man can measure his worth by punching a speed bag as hard as he can. Next to the 
game is what appears to be an old-fashioned cigar store Indian, but if you take a 
closer look youôll notice that itôs really an Asian cowboy, his Mongolian features 
frozen in time. 
 

ñLetôs get the fuck out of here,ò Charles says. 
 
 

10 
 
Itôs fair to say that Simon Kang becomes like a caveman unfrozen after a millennia in 
ice. He was once a boy that treated the very basic circumstances of life with suspicion. 
He mistrusted even the air around him. Now he closely resembles Gene Kelly in 

Singing in the Rain. He skips down school halls to the music of lockers opening and 
closing and the chatter of his motor-mouth peers. You may ask why. Where does this 
happiness come from? 
 
The boys give him high-fives. The janitor grins as he watches Simon switch his 
backpack from one shoulder to the other, a strut in the boyôs step. The afternoon 
before, at recess, a pretty sixth grader named Tiffany broke from her clique of 
giggling girlfriends. She approached Simon who was standing underneath a 

basketball goal, a few yards away from a vibrant game of four-square. 
 
The girl placed a hand on his shoulder. ñI will teach you English,ò she said. 
 
On the other side of the playground, a boy watched this happen with menacing eyes. 
 
 

11 
 

ñWe need to make an explosive statement,ò Charles says. Then he describes what it 
would take to build a homemade bomb. He spent close to six hours researching it on 
the Internet. 
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Todd hears him out. Then he says, ñSo let me get this straight. You want to blow up 
the honky tonk?ò 
 
ñAre you with me?ò 
 

Todd shrugs his shoulders. 
 
Charles describes a plan involving ski masks, black clothing and the dead of night. 
 
 

12 
 
In the dream, the explosion is accompanied by triumphant musicðthe finale of 
Tchaikovskyôs 1812 Overture. Human limbs fly out of the honky tonk as if expelled 

by a hellish beast. Cowboy hats spin away in the dark sky like UFOs. All alone, 
twirling in the void, there is the severed head of the Asian cowboy, grinning. 
 
 

13 
 
Charles wakes up. Today is the day. He showers and then drinks coffee. He prays 
even though heôs never prayed in his life. Nothing is out of the ordinary. The trees on 

campus are finally turning colors. Thereôs a chill in the air, which feels good after so 
many months of heat and humidity. 
 
Itôs a time for reminiscing because life will never be the same. Charles imagines a 
hobby horse and the toy guns of his youth. His mother tried to feed him kimchi when 
all he wanted was to kill Indians. 
 
His legs have taken him to the courtyard just outside the library. The body has a 

routine that wonôt be denied. Charles sits on a wrought-iron bench and watches the 
strange animals that pass along. Where will you be tonight? He wants to ask them 
this. But do they even speak his language? 
 
And then it happens. History is full of betrayals like this one. 
 
Todd walks past him holding the hand of a cowgirl temptress. The couple is laughing. 
They look happy. 
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Eddie Malone is a PhD candidate at The Center for Writers at the University of 
Southern Mississippi. His work has appeared in such journals as Chiron Review, 
WordRiver, and The Truth About the Fact. 
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THE BONE ORCHARD 
Genaro KȢ Lý Smith 
 
 
Ba Nguyen is lying on a cot in only his pajama pants. His ribs arch like a bridge of 

rainbows and he cannot see over his chest and belly. He stares up at the ceiling made 
of palm fronds and every time he breathes, his whole body balloons and the skin 
around his ribs become taut like tents imprisoning wind. When he tries to move, the 
water sloshes against the wall of his skin, the cave of his cavity. 
 
There are other patients in the bamboo hospital. The young man sitting cross-legged 
in a cot beside Ba Nguyen has no arms. 
 

ñThey wonôt grow,ò he says when he notices Ba Nguyen staring at his shoulders 
clean of stumps. ñI pray to Buddha; talk to the places where my arms should be, but 
they will not grow.ò 
 
There are no walls in the hospital, so the patients stare out over the rice fields where 
people wearing torn black pajamas wade knee-high in water and stoop over to plant 
baby rice stalks. They plunge stalks into the muddy waters, twist roots into the soil. 
They roam in a straight line like cranes, standing up to move only to stoop over to 

plant. Soldiers wearing pith helmets watch over the workers. Their gun belts are 
slung over their shoulders as they cradle M16s. They smoke cigarettes, which remain 
the same in length. Crows and Magpies roam the fields, plucking seeds from the mud. 
 
ñThey will grow. If you water them daily, they will grow,ò the man says. 
 
Ba Nguyen tucks his arm underneath his head as a pillow, and his stomach jiggles; 
the water rushes from the pit of his stomach up to his chest and back down again. Just 

as the water in his body settles, soldiers surround him and point the barrel of their 
M16s at his head. Ba Nguyen turns to the man with no arms. 
 
ñIf you water them daily, they will grow,ò he tells Ba Nguyen. 
 
The soldiers yell at Ba Nguyen to stand up. They motion with their rifles, up, up. Ba 
Nguyen puts out his arms to grab a hold of something to help himself up, but there is 
nothing for him to grasp. He rolls out of his cot with knees bent and arms stretched in 
front of him so that he falls to the floor on all fours. The water in his body sloshes 

about, hitting ribs and lungs, and moving the heart. 
 
Still, the soldiers surround him with weapons aimed, the barrels indicating up, up. 
The soldiers lead him outside, past the men and women bent over planting rice, past 
the mocking blackbirds. Ba Nguyen moves as fast as he can, shuffling his feet as he 
holds his belly in both hands. They trudge along the dikes separating the mature rice 
fields from the young shoots. They come over a mound and Ba Nguyen stops. 
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Uncle Ngo is moving from one bamboo shoot to the next, connecting the ends. He 
stands in a field of milk-white bones stacked in rows and rows. They stretch as far as 
the horizon. Crows clutch bones between their beaks, fly up high enough and let them 

drop and crack open upon rocks and other bones. They swoop down and peck at the 
marrow. 
 
Uncle Ngo looks up from his work and shields his eyes from the sun with one hand. 
He continues connecting the ends of the bamboo shoots. 
 
One soldier leans in and says to Ba Nguyen, ñThey will grow if you water on a daily 
basis. This you at least owe the communists, if not for Uncle Ho.ò 
 

Ba Nguyen goes forward until he is before Uncle Ngo. Uncle Ngo takes up the last 
bamboo shoot and plugs it into Ba Nguyenôs navel. 
 
ñNo good. Not work well,ò Uncle Ngo says. 
 
He takes out his switchblade and whittles the end of the bamboo shoot so that it is 
pointed. He tries again, shoving the bamboo into Ba Nguyenôs navel. Uncle Ngo has 
to whittle the end, and he keeps whittling until bamboo shavings coat his boots. He 

plugs the shoot into Ba Nguyen and there is a rumbling from within. The bamboo 
shoot trembles in Uncle Ngoôs hands, and soon the others vibrate. Water sprouts from 
the holes Uncle Ngo bore into them. Thin streams of water arch and wet the rows of 
piled bones. 
 
The soldiers watch in silence. The rumbling continues, and the bamboo shoots vibrate 
so much that Uncle Ngo tightens his hold. The violent trembling goes on, and Uncle 
Ngoôs whole body shakes. Water gushes forth from Ba Nguyenôs navel, knocking 

Uncle Ngo to the ground. The soldiers rush forth and plug their hands over Ba 
Nguyenôs navel, but the force of the water bats their hands away. 
 
Ba Nguyen holds his belly; the swelling does not go down. Uncle Ngo crawls on 
hands and knees beneath inches of water as the fields flood and the rows of bones 
begin to stir. They uproot from the soil, and they float in place. The water floods the 
fields of bones, and soldiers watch the water washing clean the earth. 
 

From the horizon, men and women wade through the fields, their faces shielded by 
the conal sun hats they wear. They weave through the watery graves in a crooked line. 
Each person throws out his arms, and fishing nets spin away from them and sift the 
water like dust. The men and women pull in their nets; caught in the mesh are bones, 
hundreds of bones, thousands of bones. The boys and girls in tiny junks untangle the 
bones from the nets their parents hand them. The adults cast fresher nets. Ba Nguyen 
continues to gush. The soldiers lay down their weapons and slump to their knees and 
chant for things to grow, things that can fill their emptiness, fill what is missing and 
make them whole again. The fishermen and women drag in nets and bones, nothing 

but bones. 
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Genaro KȢ Lý Smith was born in Nha Trang, Vietnam in 1968.  He received a B.A. 
in English from CSU Northridge and both his M.A. and M.F.A. from McNeese State 
University.  He is currently living in Ruston, Louisiana, where he has taught literature, 
composition, and creative writing at Louisiana Tech University since 1999.  ñThe 
Bone Orchardò is an excerpt from The Land South of the Clouds, a novel in progress. 
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DEAR EMPIRE [THESE ARE YOUR HAGIO GRAPHERS] 
Oliver de la Paz 
 
 
Dear Empire, 
 
These are your hagiographers. Of the growing squall, they write little. Their pens are 
bright flights on the skeins of skins. Bade, as they are, to scribe your willðyour thirst 
so tethered to circling hawks and up-coming irises. Tethered to the potentials.  

 
Because the history of us is your thirst. Imagine, the locked gates of the tomb or of 
the mind's spangled phantomsðalso you.  
 
August, September, October, such a high violence flushed by the lambent edges of 
quills.   

 

 
Oliver de la Paz is the author of three books of poetry: Names Above Houses, 
Furious Lullaby,and Requiem for the Orchard. He is the co-editor of A Face to Meet 
the Faces: An Anthology of Persona Poetry, and he co-chairs the Kundiman.org 
advisory board. He teaches creative writing at Western Washington University. 
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DEAR EMPIRE [THESE ARE YOUR IDOLA TORS] 
Oliver de la Paz 
 

 
Dear Empire, 
 
These are your idolaters. They carry you in chains around their necks. Your graven 
images spark the air. At night, they fling their lamps on the way to their churches and 
the light that passes between faces becomes a relation. Like a new language passed 
between, as if by accident.  
 

As if, by accumulation we come to god. 
 
Among them, there are particulate stars moving about. Sparks from the lamps and the 
rebound from the gilded chains. How beautiful it is. The sense that your face creates 
stars. The sense that your face creates a becoming. A pronouncement.  

 

 
Oliver de la Paz is the author of three books of poetry: Names Above Houses, 
Furious Lullaby,and Requiem for the Orchard. He is the co-editor of A Face to Meet 
the Faces: An Anthology of Persona Poetry, and he co-chairs the Kundiman.org 
advisory board. He teaches creative writing at Western Washington University. 
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SOME WEAR BODIES 
Hari Malagayo Alluri 
 
 

 
 


