
 
 

Cover 

 



 
 

Rascal 
 

 

Ecology / Literature / Art 

Issue 2 

Winter 2017/2018 
 

 

Masthead 
Ricky Ray, Founding Editor 

Safora Ray, Chief Advisor 

Addie Ray, Canine Spirit 

Rascal Ray, Canine Framework 

Team Rascal, The Glue 
 

Online 
https://rascaljournal.com/ 

https://www.facebook.com/rascaljournal/ 

https://twitter.com/rascaljournal 

https://soundcloud.com/rascaljournal 
 

Submissions 
https://rascaljournal.com/submissions/ 

https://rascal.submittable.com/ 

https://duotrope.com/listing/22792 
 

Formats 
Main 

Textual ToC / Graphic ToC 

PDF / Epub / Kindle 

Audio Playlist / Audio Album 
 

Contact 
rascalthejournal@gmail.com 

 

Cover 
Image by Patrick Ennis 

Logo and design by Joshua Decker 
 

All rights reserved.

https://rascaljournal.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rascaljournal/
https://twitter.com/rascaljournal
https://soundcloud.com/rascaljournal
https://rascaljournal.com/submissions/
https://rascal.submittable.com/
https://duotrope.com/listing/22792
http://rascaljournal.com/issue-2/
http://rascaljournal.com/issue-02-rascal/
http://rascaljournal.com/portfolio_category/issue-02/
http://rascaljournal.com/issues/Rascal-Issue-02-Winterr-17-18.pdf
http://rascaljournal.com/issues/Rascal-Issue-02-Winter-17-18.epub
http://rascaljournal.com/issues/Rascal-Issue-02-Winter-17-18.mobi
https://soundcloud.com/rascaljournal/sets/rascal-issue-2-winter-17-18
http://rascaljournal.com/audio/Rascal-Issue-02-Winter-17-18.zip
mailto:rascalthejournal@gmail.com
https://www.facebook.com/PatrickEnnisarts/
http://jdeckerart.com/logos/


 
 

Contents 
 
Cover  

Contents ii  

Opening Quote v 

Editorôs Note vi 

Patrick Ennis 1 
The Opening 1 

Lost in the Cosmic Waters 2 

Anywhere 3 

George Franklin 4 
Paradise 4 

Leda 5 

Christian Wiman  6 
Fire Up the Furnace 6 

Emily Bartholet  7 
This Dog Is Not a Dog 7 

Dear Auntie 8 

Craig Santos Perez 9 
Storm Tracking 9 

Cockroach Ode 10 

Courtney Thrash 11 
I Have Good News 11 

Laura Arciniega 12 
Asleep in the Lithosphere 12 

Silted Shapes 14 

Mazie Lane & Bob OôHearn 15 
Amos and Nuggie 15 

Stellarôs Jay 1 16 

Stellarôs Jay 2 17 

Jamie McKendrick 18 
The Long Haul 18 

Reprieve 19 

Frank Candeloro 20 
Creation 20 

Directions 21 

Dear Nothing 22 

Leonard Schwartz 23 
Variations on Sane 23 

J.D. Smith 31 
In a Meme 31 

Anne Whitehouse 33 



 

Poe and Chivers 33 

Jada Fabrizio 50 
The March Hare 50 

As Long as I Have You 51 

Commuter 52 

Queen for a Day 53 

Astra Papachristodoulou 54 
Beauty Bias 54 

Experiment B 55 

J. Scott Brownlee 56 
Aronôs Defense of Burnt Chaff 56 

Claire Crowther  57 
A Medical Patient Meditates on the Deep State of Microbiota 57 

Look: Diagonal Knife Strokes Along the Bone 58 

Emily Winakur  59 
My Father, Drowning 59 

Kevin Higgins 60 
Song of Songs 2.0 60 

Paul Michelsen 62 
Candy Long Overdue 62 

Interview 63 

Zana Previti 65 
The Mesozoic Era 65 

Mina Miryanova  67 
Pun.ctuality Is the Key 67 

Go Fishing 68 

Just the Bear Minimum 69 

Polaroid Opposites 70 

Mercedes Lawry 71 
Lunch Money 71 

Caitlin Creson 72 
Letter of Instructions to My Lover 72 

Penelope Schott 73 
Dear repair technician, 73 

To Marry Is to Join the Paired Histories of Ancestors You Never Met 74 

Mark Weiss 75 
A Suite of Dances XXII: The Pearl 75 

Katja Rohloff  87 
Last Giants 87 

One Is Different 88 

Lee Ann Pingel 89 
A Dream of Rain 89 

Erica Goss 90 



 

Rain in My Hands 90 

Grass, the Conqueror 91 

Stephanie Sesic 92 
What We Know 92 

Spoiler Alert 93 

Still 94 

Carol Was 95 
Silent and Listen Are Spelled with the Same Letters 95 

Twilight 97 

Kelly Jones 98 
Weôre Wireless 98 

Johannes Plenio 99 
Winter Light 99 

Forest Path 100 

Contributors  101 

Rascal 106 

 



 

 

Protest, too, is a form of praise. As is lament. 

 
ðEleanor Wilner 
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Editorôs Note 
 

Earlier this year, my wife Safora was walking our dog Addie over a grassy patch hemmed in by a 

50-ft. wall on one side, and a highway on the other. An unusual place to find a baby sparrow, but 

Addie caught the scent, and there she was: a sad-looking fellow, not yet a fledgling and awfully 

mangy in appearance. The wildlife rehabber diagnosed her with white-feather disease, meaning 

the feathers had developed poorly and the bird would be unable to flyða death sentence in the 

wild. Treatment consisted of hourly hand feedings from dawn to dusk, and plucking a feather 

from each wing every morning, the hope being that with better nutrition, the feathers might grow 

in properly and give the sparrow, dubbed Chickpea, a chance. Treatment also included the joy of 

welcoming another being into our lives, sharing in its morning chirps, its hops along the window 

sill, and its naps: thirteen grams of exquisite creation curled up in the palm of your hand.  

 Unfortunately, birds in this condition often have a viral infection, and have a 1 in 15 

survival rate. Chickpea flourished in spirit for three weeks, but her feathers failed to improve 

and, over the course of her last two days, a virus quickly ushered her into the next phase of 

existence. She died in the refuge of my wifeôs hand, the hand that had picked her up out of the 

grass, fed her, put her to bed each night, and held her as one of our own. Her absence loomed 

large over our lives for days, weeks, but eventually gave way to the fondness one feels when one 

consults a lost loved one in oneôs heart, and the continuity of presence reminds us that even in 

our own bodies, we are not alone. Chickpea marked us, enlarged our realm of relationship, and 

we are improved by those markings. 

And that's what I think works of art do: swoop in, demand attention, occupy our hearts 

and minds, connect us with something bigger than ourselves. They widen the circle of us, mark 

us, be it for moments, hours, weeks or, for the ones that make a lasting impression, the duration 

of our lives. We may awaken from their influence as from a trance, may forget about them 

altogether until some sequence of events returns us to them, or them to us, and when we close 

our eyes and listen to that particular lobe of memory, we can hear them, clear as a bell, singing 

from their inner perch.  

A little sparrow's body might give out in three weeks, but its impact endures. We see it in 

other lives, in other works, feel the soft flutter of its wings fueling our kindness for those who 

live and breathe and, if all goes well, fly in its wake. A poem or painting might occupy us for a 

minute, and influence us for decades. I want art that intimate and elemental, that reinforcing of 

affection between kindred big and small, and in these pages I think we've gathered a few strains 

of flight that do just this.  

Contributor Kelly Jones says in her poem, ñWeôre Wireless,ò I look out the window and 

wonder whose death made this possible. Chickpeaôs, for one. 

 

Ricky Ray, Founding Editor 

Winter ó17/ô18 
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