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EDITORIAL
Paul Lai

Twenty-eleven has been quite an eventful yearlmportant political upheavals
and popular uprisings in the Middle East and northern Africanade headlines
around the world. Major political figures died from both assassinations and
natural causes from terrorist Osama bin Laden and dictators Miammar
Gaddafiand Kim Jongil to more cherished world leaders like Vaclav Havel
Natural disasters causedmuch death and destruction including the earthquake
and tsunami that hit Japanleading to the meltdown of the Fukushima nuclear
power plant, and monsoons in Thailand that flooded many provinces around the
Mekong River basin Andcloser to home the nonviolent protests of Occupy Wall
Street have sprung up across the United States, revitalizing the American
peopled O OAT OA ind & edodofit and Gocial equality as well as the
possibility of positive change. All of these events are certainliyrist for writers 8
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,

ET AT OAET ¢ A . AOGETT Al "1 indide Ouk 8\ BaBk AgBINO 4 E A

(yoOT ¢ DPAI PI AGO 1 EOAOAOOOAQ AT A A . AOEITAI

/ 0O O HHedBaddha in the Attic(fiction). Asian American poets publisked

xI TAAOZEOI ATTEOR EITAI OAET ¢ AAAODhakAl 1 1 AAOEI

DustAT A " ATSén@ ESigHoth of which beautifully expand the worlds

created in and by poetry. In nonfiction, we began the year with the highly

controversial and widely-discussedmemoir of badass parentingBattle Hymn of

the Tiger Motherby Amy Chua, but we also saw Maxine Hong KIrOOT 1 &
I

E

memoir-in-verse, | Love a Broad Marginto My Life AT A 3 E Cli@i&bbok . O
about Susan Sontag, Sempr8usan There were many more amazing books
published this year by Asian American writers, of course, and | only wish | could
list them all.

O, P
AUBO

Ou

Issue Eleven oKartika Reviewrings in the end of 2011 with a selection of short

stories, poems, and nonfiction pieces that demonstrate the wide scope of Asian

i AOEAAT xOEOEI ¢ Oi AAus +AOEOOA #EAT80 O
heartbreaking declaraion of love along with insights into the subtle

negotiations necessary to develop and sustain intimacy in a bilingual

OAl AGET 1 OEEP8 %AAEA -AlTTA8O0 O! OEAT O ET C
narrative form and dark humor to explore the experiences of Aah Americansin
OEA 11 AOEAAT O1I OGOE8 ' AT AOI +1 ,L 31 EOQOE®8O

novel in progress, yokes the horrors of war to the power of natural regeneration.

)yl OEA pi AOOU OAAOQEITh (AOE -AlACAUIT 111¢
human bady to the natural and manmade world. Oliver de la Paz offers two
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poems £OT I EEO O&shriks) drawind éhGdligious metaphors that

spark like flint to reveal the troublesome details of Empired © A @hIth@A OO
T1T1AZEAOQCEIT OAAQE®(IR AB1)0 A7TEAXDRATOBOAEDAOO
OEA TAATETC T &£ EITA OEA A OAOEAO-CGkE OEC
, ARGO O)1 OAOT i AT 06 OAPAAOO Al ET AAT OAOIT C
ET OEA bPOi AROGO T £ OOAAEbypnl@Bdvedbie® A0 A X
issue wraps up with an interview with Lysley Tenorio whose short story

collection Monstresswill be published early in 2012 and has already received a
OOAO0OAA OAOGEAx ET O0OAI EOEAOCS8O 7AAEI U8 4
acdaim in publications such asThe Atlantic PloughsharesandManoa

| also have the pleasure of announcing the editorial dard's Pushcart Prize
XXXVI nominations

Fiction
3EOOOE 3xAlUR O4EA "1AARE $1cCo j)OOOA pm
-%AAEA - AT TTAR O'0OBADEGOEN TOEAT#IAOIAEABW Ad

Poetry o ]
--ATEOOA 3ED
i

O4EEO EO 1 U [ ATEZAOOR EI
-/ 1T EOAO AA Uh

O$AAO %l PEOA fr OEAOA A

Non:FiActi,on } o ] o o L
-+AOGEA , AT h O-U ,EZA ET (AEOG6 j)O000A wq

7A8A 1 EEA O AgOAT A A OPAAEAI Ai1COAOGOI .
their work with us and all of you in the pages oKartika Review

As | write this editorial, | am nearing the oneyear mark serving as Fiction Editor
for Kartika Review, and | am extremely happy to have been a part of the journal
during this eventful year. | 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 issueas 2011 ends and 2012 begins .
(AOABO O1 AAITECEOA&OI h AT UU OAAAET C ET OE

Paul Lai
Fiction Editor

¥
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THE QUIET AFTER
Karissa Chen

The first time you told me you loved me, you saidnitKorean. You thought |

cau | dunderstand you when you spoke to me while | 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 languge that first told you God loved you. You whispered to me as | lay in
your arms halconscious, words and sentences that rushed through my hair, tender
like a stream, and | dreamt of faff places where all roads led me back to you. Later,

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

¥

Wedd been together for more thanyear before I toly o u | di dnét bel i ev
The day startethe same as any other Sund#ye spent the morning seated across
from each other at the kitchen table, you with the real estate section Tfrtesin

your hands, me with the crossword samttand my favorite lack pen. Brillo, the
twelve-yearold Shiba Inu your father had givenwmapped quietly at our feétou

drank your coffee black. | had juice with my eggs, their yolks burst and runny in a
way you thought was disgustin@ccasionally | reached down areltfBrillo 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 afforéd a brownstone in Brooklyn or &arge estate in Whit®laing and |

joked that | would schedule the movers tomorrow.

When your cell phone rangoy glanced down at the displaymma you said,
putting the clamshell to your ear before moving out to the living room. | fed Brillo a
splinter of bacon while | triéto focus on the black and white blocks in front of me.
29 down: Between dreaming and wakifdeven letters. In the other room, | could
hear you murmuring to your mothédeh you repeated\Neh, nehYour Korean was
hushed, soothingdypnopompic | pennel. An hour later, you came in and settled
back into your chair, pickingpuyour paper without speakinBrillo jumped up and
burrowed his face between your knees.

What did she sayt?asked.

Same thingyou said.She asked me if | went to church tad#gu put a palm on
B r i d hkad,dhen reached out to pat me on the thigh.

I dondt b ellsaidedovwen toimy pla@god straightened and your finge
dropped away. | lookedugvh er eds t he proof of his existe
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You placed a hand over your heaikel you were going to say the pledge of
allegiance.

Tel | merealynthasimporsamtlés n 6t t hat what that pho

You said nothing, but | could see your jawerking, searching for wordg:hen you
said somethig under your breath iKorean.l blinked.

| hate it when you do that said.

You were silent for a momerily momma once told me she loved God more than me.
Thatés horrible.

Only if it isnbét true.

That nght, we made love in the da/hen you climaxegou said it oveand over
agaird saranghae saranghae saranghae

¥

Months later, on a bright Friday morning in April, | foundI® panting beneath our

bed. | called you six times bubnly reached your voicemai¥our phone was old;

your network reception was weak.tried your work phone three times before
remembering gu were offsite for a meeting. left you message , but you did
me back.l took Brillo to the vet and held my palms over his warm body, sorry that

my eyes, not yours, would be the last thing held/isee.

When you finally came home from work, | was sitting on the couch, ngefs

curled beneath its edg¥ou leaned in to kis me, then stoppetibroke the news to

you.

Where are the messagesdu asked, jabbing at your ph

| 6 m dgad.ry

Why di dndt vy youaskedHewcowdabulstopreagling?

| &m s o, SO sorry.
You gripped your cell phone tightly. [
your hand to your side. You | ooutarded d o wn

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
parentsd6 house in Jersey. Your moherher e
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form small but statelyAfter we got out of the car, she folded you ihterarms but

only nodded at me when you introduced me. She did not smile. Arms crossed, she led
us around back. She watched mewehdlirt with you in the yardShe watched us

cary Brillo from the car and set hinnder the shade of the flowe&he watched me

pluck petals to scatter over his body. She watched me hold your hand while you wept.
Finally, when it was done, she saidpme. Dinnertime.

We sat down at the dining roomalie, with her at the centend the two of us
flanking her.Shesaid a brief grace in Koreahbowed my headmy cheeks burning.
Then she picked up her chopstieksd gestured for us to start.

She said nothing to me as we ate. She placed fish and blegetayour rice in a
growing mound.You picked at the food silenthShe ladled you tofu soup into a
pretty bavl painted with plum blossoms. You let it get cdicte little too, unsure of
my place in this world that was yours.

Later, she brought outwo beautiful Asian ears, large, round and goldeBhe
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 ontstnat

spiral from ceilingsShe cut thevhite flesh of the pear in slices and placeehtton a

plate in front of youl held my pear in my palms and stared down at my knuckles.

| offered to do the dishes, and after thedhime | insisted, she let mAs | scraped

off remains of rice and fishones from the plates and filled the sink with suds, | saw
you in the doorway, bent over her small frame, reand on the back of your nedk.
coul dnét hear what you were saying over
mattered; she was not speaking ¢o yn English.

Later, in the car, you glanced at fy momma was glad to have finally met you.

My eyes welled upl looked out the window, watching the jagged shadows of trees
stream by.

After a moment, you added, t | east heés with my dad now.
I nodded. You placed your palm over mine.

Saranghae.

We sped down the turnpike for several miles. inaspoke.

Whyd | started to ask, then stopped.

You withdrew your hand, placingback on the steering whe&lhat?

10
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In the distance, | saw a car flasd its hazard lights off to the sid&s we passed by,
| saw that a deer had been killed on theutter of the roadThe driver of the car
was crouched in front of its belly with a flashlight.

Nothing | said.Never mind.

¥

Without Brillo at our feetthat Sunday,te space between us felt widéou drank
your coffee noisily and rustled your paper waeer my fork scraped my disfhe
white bxes on my page stayed vacuosu found no desable apartment for us
that day.

The days dragged on like thi¥our conversations with your mother grew more
frequent, although you still said very little. Without Brillo tolwafter dinner, we ate
later.We spent time in front of the television instead, trying to replace the warmth of
Brill ob6s b od wpfarawayldnds@nd oogan aecrsts. 0 |

There were evenings | coul dnét sl eep, al
the streetlight from your windowYou slept with your lips widely parted and your

arms flung out like you we ready to embrace the warldvanted to curl up in the

abyss of your mouthmake a pillow of your tongué.wanted you to swallow me so |

could see what your dreams looked like projected onto the inside of your skull.

Weeks passedf hen one night after nping ito tema d e |
rhythm of your chest, you said into the darknéss: t hi nk | d&dm going t
tomorrow.

| awoke.What?

My mommasas t her eds a Cpmesithone? she knows.

| could feel the blood pulsing lightly in your neck. | opened my eyeshéinked,

tryingtoseét hough what, I &m not sure.
Never mindyou said after a few seconds.
| 6d feel,ldadke a fraud

| t 6 s. Yaukpaled your arm out from beneath me and turned to your kidem
going to the morninbunshervice so 161l ©be

The next day, | sat at the tatalone, doing the crossworlacross: The first blushes
of love.9 letters.

You came in. | | ooked at my watch. Two o

11
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| left you a bagell said.

Il dm goi ng ,tyau artswekedouavalkedipto thebedroom and shut the
door.

| looked down at the hafflled grid in front of me Limerence | whispered to myself,
before balling up the paper and throwing it in the trash.

You started going teervice every Sunday morningy crosswords went unfinished.

¥

Your mot her doesnoét | il lasked poe one eightyas meas ¢ h do
changed for bed. Earl i er éwhiletydueaskedtteni ng, |
dishes.Your mother paused after | said hello and then said your naioe itwfirm,

acceted Englishl watched the television on mute for the next two hours wiile y

spoke to herYour voice had been raised and the foreign wbiats sounded harsh to

my ears.

What are you talking aboutu said.Of course she does.
Dondét | ie.

You sat orthe edge of the bed and watched me pull off my bra and slip on a tank top.
Sheds embearamnadds ed fsmaeh Dsabeé |

| nodded, wanting your words to be true. You wrapped your arm around me as |
climbed nto bed and we lay in silencepushed g cold feet up against your warm
calves.

Are you going to tell me what you were arguing about then?

| listened to your breathing\fter a few moments, | rolled away from you andled

up on my side of the bedou sighed and slid your body against mideaping a
hand over my shoulder.

We werendt arguing.

Okay.

You traced circles down my arr8he wants me to go on this missiop her church

isorganizingl t 6s somet hing she and my dad used tc
Oh. | turned over to you, so that we were facingeather. Where to?

Your hand paused at the crook of my elb@ambodia you finally said.

12
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What?For how long?

Dondt .lwon rnyo You geached gver and kissed miéhen | tried to turn off

the lights, yo stopped my outstretched ariay back devn and you worked your

way down my body, pushing through everything that lay between us. When you
finally came, you squeezed my shoul ders
hearing.

After wedd turned off t heillows gshokes and you
Iwishloul d say it back, but | canodt .

You di dn &your breathipgchaddevened out into gentle eaohfter a few

minutes, | disentangled myself from your armsl dooked at your sleeping face.

Then I tried the three sylidesfor myself. Sarang-hae. The word sounded sticky on

my tongue.Even after releasing them into the dark, | felt their residue lining the
insidesof myt eet h, wei ghing my mouth down. [
move.So | slipped back beneath theveos, and from there | traced the three words |

did knowinto your palm with my finger.

¥

That summer was hot and humiitte many summers in New YorlOur ancient air
conditioner whistled out only a small lukewarm stream, so we slept with the windows
open and our thin sheets peg away from our sticky skirAfter sex, we shifted so
that we had several inches between us, drifting into dream with only our pinkies
curled around &ch other like snails in love.

As temperatures rose, our patience with eztbler diminished, andre began to fight
constanttyWe bi ckered over dirty dishes, over
up, over unpaid b, over insensitive remark¥.ou began to stay at the office later,
eating the meal s Icfanky spence plale lesdnmereddany y o u i
nights we went to bed upset at each other, and | lay on my side, tryit@yangtBut

once you were asleep, | would slide over to you, press my lips against the curve of
your shoulder antick the salt from your skin

One day in the beginning of August, you came home unusually early.

I wasnot expecltsaich@i nynoeur 6so nwdonready yet
barbecue. | found a recipe online.

| &m notyousaichgr y
Of course itds dnot your motherdés but

Sriously, b a b you repedted, amdalked dutumtlgerliving roorml.
heard the television go on, the blaring voice of a SportsCenter commentator.

13
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Throwing the spatula into the sink, | stalkaat and stood in front of yo¥ou sat on
the sofaand glared at me.

What?you said.

What do you mean, what¥h at 6 s your probl em?

Nothing you said.

Jesus dondt gi v eSaytewhateheathe héllitls.] s hi t .

I 6m s o syous&id, jofipinguDiosn 6t wai t f. Beforetmmeuldf or di nn
say anything, the door was slamming behind you, rattling the emptiness of the

apartment.

By the time you came back, | was already asleep. |felt you press up against me, your
hands in my hair.

Hey, you whisperedAre you awake?

Mmm?I felt the wamth of your breath, tiged with whiskey, on my neclAs much
as | tried to pull myself into consciousness, the darkness of sleep lapped at me.

Go back to sleepyou said. And then later, what felt like yegBsranghae

¥

In the morning, as we got reafty work, you ated like nothing had happenets
we parted at the subway, you butterflied a kissmy cheekHalfway through the
day, you emailed m@®inner outtonightT her eds an I ndian place |

That night, aft er dweeendsds, ybu léahed dver the tabterandn aa n &
took my handSorry about yesterday.

| nodded.
Iwasinabadmoodt shoul dndt have snapped at you.
Letds just forget about it.

No, wait. You pausedThe thing is.You cleared your throat. was talking to my
momma, and well é | think Idm going to go.

Go?

To Cambodia.

14
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| withdrew my hand.

ltés only for six months.

What about work?

|l 6ve talked to them. Theyoll give me a s
| picked at my food.

Come with me.

IlookedupatyouYou di dnétdt even ask me

You could come.

And what would I do for six months with a group of Korean missionaries?

You pulled your arm back fro the table, your eyes woundd&k with me?

I looked down at my plate. Lumps of chicken flahte curry thecolor of earth.

After a moment, you picked up your folidaybe my momma was righfou paused,

then stabbed at sonming swimming in front of youMaybe some things are
irreconcilable.

Onthe cabride homepyu di dndét t r ystared ouhtb wirdowmttheh a n d .
lights of the city.That night, we lay next to each other for hours in the thieit,

neither of us sleepindeventually, | slipped into uneasy halfeams, and by the time
| woke in the morningyou had already left for workfou left nonote.

¥

For three weeks we skirted each other like strangers. You left early, ate your meals at
work, and often you came home when | was already in bed. Sometimes | vies awa
but would feign otherwisd. could feel you hovering over me, etking to seéf |

was asleepEvery now and again, you would pick up a lock of my hair and twirl it
around your figer, placing it behind my eaEvery now and again, you would
whisper word to me in your mother tongulenever let on | knew.

On weekends, you would do church and meetings preparation for your mission.
When | heard you leave, | would put on my sneakers and go for a run, making my
way as far uptown as | could take, before walking sldvack down to our apartment.
Outside in the suffocating heat, fungs heaving and my heart bursting, | looked up

to the muggy blue skies and waited to feel something.

15
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On the first day of September, | awoke to find you sitting on the sofa, dressed for
work, staring at the darkened TV screen.

Hi, | said.

Hi.

I rubbed myeyeswhat 6re 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 outl turned aroundHappy anniversary.

My throat tightenedl nodded

You know, I 6m | eav,yougddednnotdookingup.t | e over a w
| nodded again.

You wondt come?

Babeé

You stood quickly and picked up your work bétave a good day.

¥

The morning you left, | woke up startled, jarred from sleep by tamrsing of the

door behind youl leapt out of bed and opened the door but you were already gone. |
could smell your cologne lingering in the hallway. | retreated back into the apartment,
and swept my hands through the air, trying to catch particles thabhehed you.

| waited for you to call before your flight took off. | checked ogyl phone every two

minutes.| wrote you an email but esad it before | could send it. 6 m ,sther r y

message sai€Come homd.tried againHave a safe flight. love yai. This one | also

did not sendThen | typed outl dond6t know why this happene
ended up here but I wi sh you werend6t goi ng¢
and | may not believe in God but what | know is you and me can work ianeailly

means that much to you then say the word and | will jump on a plane and meet you in
Cambodia and | wi || spread the things | d
believe in next to me and maybeb6ds hahdt wha
we should be spreading anywdyread through the words on my screen. Théit |

fi Canoc el

16
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At eight obéclock, when your plane was s
off the so and slipped into the showdr.started out with the watedialed to

lukewarm, then turned it up little by little until the tap went as far as it would go. |
wanted it hot, excruciatingly hot, so that | could imagine layers of my skioldisg

away like tissue paper.

When | was done, | drieoff with your big Bue towel.l rubbed my hair untiltiwas a
semidry tangled mesd.stood in front of the fogged mirror and brushed my teeth. |
staredat my face, obscured by steaithen | traced your initials into the glass, a
letter over each almond eye.

| dressed, aped make upl put my cell phone and wallet in my purse and grabbed

my keys dangling lonely on the hadkhen | sat back in front of our sleeping desktop,
opened a fresh messaged wrote you one last emdilast night | dreamt of the first

night youtoldme you | oved me, when you didnodt |
that we are bigger than this ocean, than this sky, than three words translated from

the mouth of God. What | know is that our roads will always meet and you have
always been home. So pleaSeme home.

I clicked fAiSendo and |l eft the apartment.

Forty minutes later, | was forced to get off the C &t 8freet with everybody else.
As | made my way outside, | found people standing on the streets, many with
briefcases or purses in hand, cell pés pulled out, nobody going anywhere.

What is it?l asked one woman, a bunher hair, a gray power suit o8he stood on
the corner, tears falling down her perfectly magbeface.

Planes fell out of the skghe said, through sobs.

¥

| would not knav, 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 sl eep, t hat as | 6d been st
History that morning, lookng dazedly up at the heavens
searched the cloudless sky for evidence of you, as the sun glazed my skin through the
baby mapl es, as the planetarium cast it
after message murmuringmynam | i ke a prayer, as i f yol
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 lag message was left 8:53 am.

I dondt know if youbre at work or you |
reach youl r eal |l bwijsshwianted & callBecause, you know, things

17
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60t | ookamtooyou Btua Knaw t hat bédkapl okay. |
w you dondt beldbisewkaiyn Go @Byt hogeutys nba ma:
611 make yow f édal be tdtoeBecatsall wWsrmyabbub m okay.
youworryingabat me. So pl Amd Srace dsoacepGracidv 6 piry.g .

About everyt hi ng.l wahttyou éol khow that d kisSed yoméhist er .
morningbefore | left and you smiledl think you were dreamindid youknow you

smile in your sleep®Did | ever tell you that? But. | just w#ed to tell yod

sarangh&. | mean, | love you.mea® God, does it matter which three words | use

aslong as you know what | meatf? can just keep repeating whatever it is | have to

repeat untd® Maybe you never understood that the

enough,but f i t 6 s adollloveydu,dove youdh e n |

» O S

do
kn
it

Once wupon a ti me, I 6d confided that somet
because | worried about the possibilities of Heat my moments away from you.

What if | were to die alone, anonyms? How would you knowPiow would you

find out | was gone?

| 6d ,knyoowmu 6d sai d, touching yowhrenhe ddt astkled
you aboutGod. 6 d know.

At 10:13 that morning, | looked up into the infinite satin of blue, felt a smatiddu
of the world, and | knew.

¥

Karissa Chenis a fiction writer living in New Jersey. Her work has appeared or is
forthcoming inPindeldybozTwo Hawks QuarterlandL e  C h a tanndabfictiond s
anthology,Drinking With Papa LeghaShe wasecently the reipient of thediFilipis-
RosselliProseScholarship 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, Newk #nd
serves as the assistant fiction editodgphenmagazine.
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ASIANS IN THECOUNTRY? VARIATIONS ON ATHEME
Eddie Malone

1

A young Asian man walks inta honky tonk in the Deep SoutHe is never seen
again.

2

A young man, who happens to be Asiamerican, is driving through the Deep South.
His desthation: graduate schodHis area of concerdtion: mechanical engineering.
The car breaks down outsich honky tonk in Mississippin broad daylight, the
young man walks up to the establinent lo&ing for assistance. The door is locked.
He peers into a window and sees something so disturbing thairteshtaway from
the premisesHe | ook s a-steppnd acrbse & Bed d&f hoy doalde locks
over his shoulder once.

3

I t 6s erdaybkveningat tha honky tonklhe cowd has yet to appeaA

bartender keeps busy by stocking the things that he will use throughout the night:

lime wedges, cherries and fhretowels to wipe down the bare looks up to find a

young Asian man approachifgm. It is a surreal momen®he young Asian man is

wearing a cowboy hat, leather chaps and a blue clegngtiirt in the western style.

The bartender blinks andés to make the image go awa#s the Asian cowboy sits

down across from him, the bartender raadi that the image is re@r rather, the
personisreafi Hey par dner , 0 t.h efi Hoswi adnb ocuotw bao ys asras

So begins a relationship between thenky tonk and the Asian cowboyOn

weekends, he sidles up to the bar where he orders pasdltazor sips froma shot of

tequila. He sits in isolation as the honkyntobegins to fill with peopleAll around

him, life sprouts and then decaysbattling couple sits on either side higssentially,

he is a bufferThe man and woman shout at eather across a ®Z. Others lean

into the Asian cowboy as they trygpor ab t he bar tTehreddmr &s sat tce
they can smell himmad t he s mel Il tidssn éat choanb i antat dloln. o
something exotidtat t hey canét quite place.

4

iAMar gar eet sChugiids bi t Hehis sdtingGrhtlkercdurtyard aitaiges .

the library of an averaguniversity in the Deep Southle is speaking to a fellow

graduate studentinh e Depart ment of Engi neé€hei ng. I
weather & pleasant, unlike his mood.
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nAl I she ever does is talk about getting
chingchong thingwhenghdé s t al ki ng TBliouti hhemempaaetntisn a

Charles leans forward and with his index findeespulls the corners of his eyes back.

His eyes become oriental slittMe s o hor ny. Me so hoooooooo
Todd nods i n assent. AShe gives us a bad n
iSheds |Iike a goddamn minstrel. o

Charlesappears to be deep in thought. Then he changes tieetsiite tells Todd

that Wikipeda scares the shit out of hinYou can type in any subject, person or
phenomenon and f or t hdaepthmlessriptiorpad the thing ommu 6 1 | ge
questionWhere does it all come fronY?ho has the time to describethe world he

nuances of quantum physics?

Charles says that he tried toitethe entry for Margaret ChdBeneath a category
called fACommendations, d he tismdramtieo cr eat
Asi an Community. o

Al waaripbemanewoned he says.
At the end of the day, Wikpdi a woul dndét | et him do it.

AMst be a conspiracy, o6 Todd says

5

A mile from the honky tonkthere is an elementary scho8imon Kang is a new
student there in the sixth graddis father is a professor of @ngering at the local
university. He is a sullen boyde likes neither sports nor video games, in part
because he was lied by an overbearing motha’hen he was younger, she always
suggested that hénguld be doing something elsehe impact on Is persnality is
dire indeedDay to day, tle boy does very little at alHis life seemsd be an exercise

in stillness.

This does not make him very popular at school. A couple of boys notice éhat h
stands by himself at recedss they walk past him, they i@ a hand in greeting but
instead of sayinp el | o t hey s aThis happéns forrmgoumehobwegks 0
and soon the geting spreads like a wildfireOther students are lifttna hand and
saying the words.

Though he does not play the card gaméfjtSgmon has one hell of a poker fadde
doesnot respond to these gesturéhen, curiously, he begins to return the greeting.
He raises a hand and says, AChing chong. 0
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In class, Simon is not one to speak but one of his teachers is a bitch and wants
everyone b participate, no matter what. The teacher gets upset aShienviews his

stillness as indence and so she calls on hifthe boy looks to b& a trance. Did he
heartherequesttrSpeak up Si mon! o0 the teacher ins

Essentially cornered, higlurts out a sequence of chingjongs that has his fellow
students rolling in the aisles.
6

I danétthi s pl aftlen okisGdithke it. ldike besng thestoken
sian guy. What do you think?0o

>

3t

The food sucks, 0 Todd says.

ot

T reédrs  ase I@dtaurantoneverycornrérou s houl d f eel at ho
Al didnoét meamoodde IChhate Southern food.
AfBecausaiintg®®d fatte

fBecause itAnhdstesgivase mbigas. 0

They st in the courtyard and smoké.t 6 s  aay,hfall semdster, and beads of
sweatarerolling down their respective brows.

AwWhat 6re you gonna be for Hall oween?0d Ch

Al havenodét thought about it. o

AYou better start thinking. o

i Why?o
Al heard at the honkwyw tomigeralel fohe Hai i lo
AfSo theydre all supposed to be lingerie

ANd. domodmt. kThat 6s Dreesiplei nthei p,0i we .shoul c

Ailf we go together, you wondt be the tok
Charles nods at thi¥hen he considetsh e si t uat i ematialproblem it 6s
tobesolvedil n a venue of t hat si ze, with tha

token Asians. 0
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A couple minutes lar, he raises the issue agamWh at 6re you gonna
Hal | oween?o0

iMar gar €odds&h.o, 0

7
Mr. Lee owns the Chinese restaurant across teetsfirom the local universityfhe
honky tonk is tote south, a couple miles awdy.r . Lee wouldnoét dream
f oot t her e, tmdanuhe avbidsahe locdl® €he loddls dsditeblood. He
woul d not have &ever phrased it t hat way,

local s hi s empi rireadditionutd tenGhineseerestawsant, he owns a
number of properties, which he fixes up and then rertsmstly to collge students.

He also owns two barbeque restaurants, which thrivadrsthall Southern towrHis
customers would not phrase it this way, but they believe that his restaurants are
keepng Southern traditions alivahisis comfort food at its finesiMr. Leeis known

as ahandsnownerHe 6s i nvolved with everything at
stays away fronthe othersand ro one knows that he owns theHe is smart enough

to know that the locals have a rather straightforward understandineofid | d 6 s
different cuisinesIt makes sense that a Chinese immigrant owns apedates a
Chinese restaurantt would be blasphemous if the same man wereharge of
Southern barbeque.

8

Simon Kang is placed in an ESL class alongside fftexicans and tw@uatemalans.
Their lessons include a game in which they are asked to identify in Engligtuy

animals on flash card3he teacher hoklup a picture of an elephahe calls on

Simon who bows his head pgaring to be deep in thought/hen he lifts hishead,

his eyes are sparkling. Chi ng chong, 6 he says.

Theteacker reckons heS$hemaybetrighbubl| emaker .

9

| t 6 s Halhdrleswarel §odd have decided to parody thesicld980s filmThe

Karate Kid Charles has dressed up as one of thrage villains from the Cobra Kai

dojo. In the film, on Halloween, they wear skiight skeleton costumes made of lycra.

Their faces are painted like skull€harles bought his replica ¢ame on the Internet

for $150.A couple of weeks before Halloweenh&les and Todd argued over the

| at t er 6 LChardes thaughimtbat there should be perfect symntsgtween

reality and the filmIn The Karate Kid Danielsan dresses up like a shower whose

curtain obscures him from viewis purpose is to avoid theemomous attention of

his teemage nemeses. Todd hated the ifiebllo w ammd geoe t he bitches”
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Charles conceded the point.

Instead, Toddhas dressed up as Mr. Miyagie is wearing the functional gray outfi

of a benign maintenance mathe haspurchased a wig of sorts that is bald on the top
with wisps of gray hair on the sidekle has pasted onto his face a ditgjray
mustache and Fu ManchBEver since he donned the outfit he has been talking in
brokenEnglish just like Mr. Miyagi.

Charles vas right about the hag tonk.1 t 6 s | i ke a | i ving and
Secret catalg, yet there is a differenck this parallel universe, the catalog is full of

tipsy models who arslightly overweight or worseThis does not deter Charles or

Todd. They are not bodfascists However, smething else does deter them. In fact,

it enrages CharlesAs they wait in the scrum of locals trying to order a drink, he
notices a decoration standingxhéo a punckout boxing gameFor only a dollar, a

man can masure his worth by punchiregspeed bag as hard as he d¢dext to the

game is what appears to be an-faighioned cigar store Indian, but if you take a
closer |l ook youdll noti ce t halian faaturéss r e a
frozen in time.

iltebs gek ohe i here, 0 Charles says.

10

Ités fair to say that Si ropenaftéra milenniaénc o me s
ice. He was once a boy that treated the very basic citzumoss of life with suspicion.

He mistrusted even the air ara him. Now he closely resembles Gdtelly in

Singing in the RainHe skips down school halls to the music of lockers opening and
closing and the chir of his motormouth peers. You may ask whi¢heredoes this

happiness come from?

The boys give him igh-fives. The janitor grins as he watches Simon switch his
backpack from one shoulder to the eth , a strut Theaftarnoem boy o
before, at recess, a pretty sixth grader named Tiffany broke fromlihee ©f

giggling girlfriends. She approadd Simon who was standing underneath a
basketball goal, a few yards away fromilarant game of fousquare.

The girlplaced a hand on his shouldgrl | witleach you English, o

On the other side of the playground, a boy wat¢hesdhappen wittmenacing eyes.

11

AWe need tosmalke samt exp ITben Be d&stribes Whatst s a 'y !
would take to build a homemade bonile spent close to six hourssearching it on
the Internet.
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Todd hears himouT hen he says, ssfiafbtYdueanttorbbowgpet t hi
the honky tonk?0

ifAre you with me?o0
Todd shrugs his shoulders.

Charles describes a plan involving ski masks, bléathing and the dead of night.

12

In the dream, the explosion iscampanied by triumphant musidhe finale of
Tchai k d813 @vgritreHuman limbs fly out of the honky tonk &fseixpelled
by a hellish beastCowboy hats spinveay in the dark sky like UFOIl alone,
twirling in the void, there is the severed heddhe Asian cowboy, grinning.

13

Charles wakes up. Today is the d&je showers and then drinks coffeele prays
eventhough e s never pNothiggasdut of the drdinaryhe treeseon

campus are finally turning colorsT her e6s a chi | | in the air
mary months of heat and humidity.

Itéds a ti me f oelifewikmienkeshe sam@gharleeimagines a
hobby horseand the toy guns of his youtHis mother tried to feed him kimchi when
all he wanted was to kill Indians.

His legs have take him to the coustard just outside the libraryThe body has a
routine t hat Chades $its on b eroudghemberetdand watches the
strange animals that pass along. Where will you be toniglet®vants to ask time
this. But dothey even spedlhis language?

And then it happenddistory is 1ll of betrayals like this one.

Todd walks past him holding the hand of a cowgirl temptfEss.couple is laughing.
They look happ.
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Eddie Malone is a PhD candidate at The Center for Writers at thevedsity of
Southern Mississippi. His work has appeared in such journaBhaen Review
WordRiver andThe Truth About the Fact
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THE BONEORCHARD
Genaro 8Ly 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
watersloshes against the wall of his skin, the cave of his cavity.

There are other patients in the bamboo hospital. The young man sittindeggsd
in a cot beside Ba Nguyen has no arms.

AfiThey wondt grow, 0O
clean of stumps. fi | pray to Buddha; tal
they wildl not grow. 0

There are no walls in the hospital, so the patients stare out over the rice fields where
people wearing torn black pajamas wade kinigh 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 thekems. 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.

AThey wi |l gr ow. I f you keanaresays.t hem dail vy,

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 te dfatheir

M16s at his head. Ba Nguyen turns to the man with no arms.

Alf you water them daily, they will grow,

The soldiers yell at Ba Nguyen to stand up. They motion with their rifles, up, up. Ba
Nguyen puts out his arms to grathold 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 lursg 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 cdflirghhis 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 tie ldad
stands in a field of milwhite 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 th
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 | eans in and says to Ba Nguy
basis. Thisyou atleas owe t he communists, i f not fo

Ba Nguyen goes forward until he is before Uncle Ngo. Uncle Ngo takes up the last
bamboo shoot and plugs it into Ba Nguyen

iNo good. Not work well, 0 Uncle Ngo says

He takes out his switchblade and tilks the end of the bamboo shoot so that it is
pointed. He tries again, shoving the bar
to whittle the end, and he keeps whittling until bamboo shavings coat his boots. He
plugs the shoot into Ba Nguyen and theseairumbling from within. The bamboo
shoot trembles in Uncle Ngoés hands, and
the holes Uncle Ngo bore into them. Thin streams of water arch and wet the rows of
piled bones.

The soldiers watch in silence. Thambling continues, and the bamboo shoots vibrate
so much that Uncle Ngo tightens his hold. The violent trembling goes on, and Uncle

Ngobés whole body shakes. Wat er gushes f
Uncle Ngo to the ground. The soldiers rush foathd plug their hands over Ba
Nguyenés navel, but the force of the wat

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 suihats 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 borg 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 thingsa 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 K8 Ly Smith was born in Nha Trang, Vietnam in 1968. He received a B.A.
in English fom 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. h e
Bone Or crheacerpt ronihe Lard South of the Cloydsnovel 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 skeks of skins. Bade, as they are, to scribe youdwjthur thirst
so tethered to circling hawks and-cpming 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 phams also you.

August, September, October, such a high violence flushed by the lambent edges of
quills.

¥

Oliver de la Pazis the author of three books of poetdames Above Houses,
Furious LullabyandRequiem for the OrchardHe is the ceeditor of A Face to Meet

the Faces: An Anthology of Persona Pogtand he cechairs 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 yaudolaters. 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 iby 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 fateates a becoming. A pronouncement.

¥

Oliver de la Pazis the author of three books of poetdames Above Houses,
Furious LullabyandRequiem for the OrchardHe is the ceeditor of A Face to Meet

the Faces: An Anthology of Persona Pogtand he cathairs the Kundiman.org

advisory board. He teaches creative writing at Western Washington University.
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SOME WEAR BODIES
Hari Malagayo Alluri
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