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“I DIDN’T THINK we’d have this much content,” said no editor ever of
their second issue. And yet, here we are, with a full twenty-percent
more fantastic than we had last issue.

We’re grateful to Jessica Burns, D.P. Firenze, Sean Michael Hurley,
Sabrina Marie, James B. Moore, Stieg Retlin, and Jonnie Wilder for gra-
ciously allowing us to print their work on these humble pages. We hope
it brings you as much joy to be here, as it bring us having you. Together,
we lift each other up and command attention that we could not bear
alone.

You, dear reader, are in for a real treat. As we mentioned: twenty-per-
cent, fantastic, yes; but also we’ve implemented feedback that makes
what we have more readable and enjoyable in general. You can’t put a
percentage on that, because it isn’t quantifiable.

There’s a mix, this issue, of story and musing. You can immerse your-
self in a thrilling woodland heist or Saturnalia lunar adventure, or just
flip through the pages and look at the pretty pictures. Read aloud the
lilting verse or parse it slowly in your rumination station. There’s some-
thing here for everyone.

The summer is heating up here in Seattle before coming to its glori-
ous close in the Season of Wildfire and Smoke, which has yet to arrive,
but awaits only the tender touch of torched tinder. It’s all happening
right now, though, so pare down to your swimtrunks and lay in the
burning photons for effect. Holding this tome signals the grand finale
for your summer-reading cirque du soleil. Olé.

It even comes with a built-in fan, just wave in face and enjoy.
Whether you’re here for the robot-dragons or the dracobots, the liber-

tarian squirrel politics or the time machine instructions: it matters not.

Foreword
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You’re here, which means you’re about to have your dendrites tickled
and your axons exercised. Hold onto your sun bonnets!

Visit our website at floatingpoint.pub for more information about
what we’re doing and to find links to connect with us on social media.
Join our mailing list to receive a monthly mini-issue.

Remember: when something good happens to you, it happens twice
when you tell a friend.
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Sean Michael Hurley is an artist and musician working in Seattle. He recently joined CORE
Gallery (in Pioneer Square’s Tashiro/Kaplan building) and will have his first exhibition with
them in 2020. He has also contributed illustrations to many publications, and has worked
in social services for a decade. His work can be found at instagram.com/floatingbridges
and seanmichaelhurley.blogspot.com, although he rarely updates the latter.

Plague Doctors



8

Illustration by Stieg Retlin



9

“THE HUMBLE ACORN,” announced the gray-haired professor as he
held aloft a perfect specimen in his wizened paws, its cupule jauntily
perched atop the seed. “A decent breakfast if it’s well-preserved and
plucked from the granary before it sprouts. If left too long under-
ground, it will lose its nutritional value, but it stands a chance to one
day grow into a tall, strong oak that supports a neighborhood of dreys
and the families living within it.”

“Any questions?” asked the professor, caressing the light-brown peri-
carp with his paw.

The students groaned and shifted in their seats, listening to their
empty bellies grumble.

“Good then, class dismissed,” mumbled the old professor. He tucked
the tasty snack between his front teeth and scrambled out onto the
main limb through the knothole of the mighty oak whose stout trunk
belied the cavernous interior of the schooldrey. The heavy round door
slowly closed on its brass hinges.

The younglings scurried out before it latched, the five of them, onto
the limb, in the dappled sunlight of a chilly spring day. They’d been sit-
ting in the schoolhouse since dawn, hangry and lethargic. Hazel pulled
a pine nut out of her backpack and began nibbling at it. The other stu-
dents — Coco, Ranger, Twister and Hazel’s cousin Filbert — looked on
jealously.

The Rabbit
Grove Caper

Jonnie Wilder
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Hazel stopped nibbling and held out the half-eaten nut to the group.
Filbert snapped it up and finished it quickly. The rest of the group
sighed.

Hazel piped up cheerfully, “Come on, there’s a buried cache I remem-
ber from autumn that I helped papa store up not too far from here.”

They all removed hats from their backpacks and secured them to
their heads before climbing down the trunk to the gnarled roots at the
base of the ancient oak, where Hazel remembered burying the stash.

It had been plundered already — collected in the mad rush of hunger
after the first major snow melt — so the scurry of young squirrels set
off along the forest floor, hopping through piles of damp leaves and
tumbling over fallen branches in search of buried caches of nuts.
Ranger, stopping occasionally to sniff the air for predators, led the way.

Ranger was the oldest and second of twelfth-litter for Blaire who ad-
ministered the settlement’s limited government. Blaire maintained
records of which trees had been claimed by what families, sold licenses
for drey construction, managed schooling and mandatory community
service for younglings, and tallied births and deaths in the collection of
dreys that made up the village of Acorn Creek. For western gray squir-
rels, not normally a sociable species, she was the closest thing they had
to a mayor.

True to his name, Ranger spent his afternoons exploring outside of
the boundaries of Acorn Creek proper with the Acorn Creek Guardians:
an all-volunteer posse that was called out to search when pups went
missing, or that would assemble to fight back when predators threat-
ened. The rest of the scurry looked up to him as a leader in matters of
exploration. Ranger wore his guardian backpack, made from the skin
of a rattlesnake his great grandfather helped kill. In it, he kept his
schoolbooks and a long, sharp dagger, which he kept in a scabbard
made of beech bark.

His hat — which he tied firmly under his chin with the attached bit of
cord before bounding down the tree trunk headfirst — was wide-
brimmed, with a rounded crown. Two almond-shaped ear slits in the
brim left room for his dark gray ears to poke through. It was con-
structed of light beige linen, watertight with a heavy coat of beeswax.
The hatband was a darker beige, dyed with blackberry juice.

Ranger reached the roots of the oak first and sniffed the air near the
small stream that wove its way through the middle of the grove of oaks,
took a long drink. When he finished, he wiped a droplet from his chin
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No Analogue In Space
with a paw and looked up to see Coco watching him. She held his gaze
for a moment and then turned to lead the way upstream.

Coco lived at the edge of the village, near the top of a white oak on
the edge of a large, rocky clearing where the hillside steepened down
into the river valley below. The view from her family’s drey looked
down on the wide river valley and the waterfall that cascaded down the
cliff on the other side.

The linen backpack Coco wore was crafted by the her parents who
made a good living for themselves reaping wild flax and turning it into
textiles, as well as providing for the family with the stored flax seeds.
Her mother sewed together the homemade fabric into simple but ser-
viceable equipment and accessories. There were better tailors in town,
but Coco was proud to wear the crafts that her family worked so hard
to produce.

Coco’s knife, which she carried in a scabbard that attached to a belt
that slung around her waist, was the most impressive of any in the
group and she was similarly trained in its use, though she was far from
an expert yet. Her hat was a beret of linen, dyed maroon with elder-
berry juice, and sewn by her mother.

Gray squirrels aren’t much for clothing, but they will wear a hat when
it’s raining, to keep the sun out of their eyes, or just to look like they’re
up to something interesting. A bandolier with pockets for holding seeds
and a dagger comes in handy on an expedition into the fields or a neigh-
boring grove. Not having cheek pouches like ground squirrels, tree
squirrels find a belt with loops for linen sacks of great benefit. Not
known for their accomplished dagger-smithing, they trade seeds and
nuts with the mice in the valley who are excellent blade and metal
smiths.

“If we’re going to go much further, can we get back up into the
branches where it’s safe?” complained Filbert from the back of the
group. They were still beneath the wide canopy of the big white oak of
their schooldrey, and well within the safety of town, but most squirrels
of their age and kind weren’t used to walking long distances along the
forest floor and prefer the safety and speed of branch-to-branch travel.

“It’s not much further,” said Coco as she bounded over the small
creek onto a rotted log that was covered with inedible yellow lichen.
Fiddlehead ferns lined the banks.

Behind Coco, her cousin Twister scrambled up the log with a slight
limp. Twister had been born fifth of his mother’s sixth-litter: a runt who
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only barely survived his first winter. If it weren’t for Coco’s protection
and tutoring, Twister might not have survived either summer or fall.

But Twister was the most intelligent of the scurry, having spent his
time reading and rereading the books that were kept in the schooldrey
and the small library that his mother kept in a water-tight and cozy read-
ing-drey at the base of their family’s white oak on the small island
where the creek split around it and deposited silt and driftwood around
the roots. Twister’s favorite subject was mathematics and he carried
pages of formulas and calculations in his backpack made from a rub-
bery material that resisted water in a way that made the usual
beeswaxed linen seem unfit for the job. The legend of its origin came
from traveling mice from a settlement downstream, where the creek’s
waters collected into a river so wide that it was impossible to see the
other side. The mice insisted that the material was stolen from demons
who crafted it from a potion that came from the center of the earth,
using lightning stolen from the sky. It was his proudest possession.

Twister’s dagger was disused, poorly cared for, and hidden beneath a
stack of books and papers at the bottom of his backpack. On his belt
loops were bottles of berry ink and sparrow-filoplume quills for writing.
His hat was a tan sombriolet of dark linen, weatherproofed with pine
sap and ash.

Filbert was the most athletic of the troop, famous for performing
leaps and jumps from limb-to-limb that impressed even onlooking
birds. He was inattentive and a poor learner of any other skills, so much
so that his parents were concerned he might not function well as an
adult. His temperament seemed ill-suited to storing food for winter’s
survival, nor for producing goods that might be traded for food.

“Your best bet,” his mother would tell him, “is to find some nice girl
who’s a good gatherer and will raise some litters for you. You won’t be
young and vigorous forever, you know.”

Filbert carried a small folding knife, tucked into a pouch tied to a
cord that wrapped around his waist. His hat was a cap of dark-gray for-
aged goat wool, knit by his uncle Rocky, pulled down over his ears.

“Here it is,” said Hazel as she started pushing away damp leaves to
expose the drier soil beneath, near the base of a young oak whose
canopy grazed the underhang of the old schooldrey’s extensive leafy
stretch.

Pairs of paws joined in and soon they uncovered a wealth of succu-
lently ripe acorns. The group nibbled silently together in satisfaction.



13

The Rabbit Grove Caper

13

The sun set out on its long roll downhill to the place where river in the
valley flowed.

Hazel rubbed her belly happily and said, “We have the day off school
tomorrow. Let’s go to Rabbit Grove.”

“Rabbits are assholes,” said Ranger grimly.
“Rabbit Grove? Why would we want to go there?” asked Filbert

around a mouthful of acorn.
“There is a black walnut tree in their grove,” said Coco.
“Black walnuts?” asked Twister, “What are they like?”
“I’ve heard there’s nothing better,” said Coco with reverence.
“Sweet and flavorful,” said Ranger. “More work than acorns, and

more filling. I’ve had a few in the field.”
Ranger patted his belly.
Filbert, having finished the rest of the acorns in the stash, nodded

greedily.
Hazel looked at Ranger and Coco and they all turned at once to

looked at Twister who was reading a book intently.
“Twister?” asked Hazel.
Twister closed his book quietly and scrunched his eyes in thought.
“Yes or no question, mate,” chided Filbert.
The stunted squirrel widened his eyes and smiled at the corners of his

mouth.
“What if,” started Twister, “we could trick a rabbit into bringing back

a whole load of walnuts for the village?”
Filbert narrowed his eyes.
“And for us,” he added.
“I’m listening,” said Hazel.
The rest of the group was as well.
Rabbits are strong, dumber than deer, and extremely protective of

their warrens. Just getting access to the walnut tree in their grove
would be quite the undertaking.

“Well, first problem with that plan is that the walnuts won’t be ripe
yet,” said Coco. “They’re just going to be flowers.”

“It’s a bit of a journey, a half-day maybe, and most of it through wild
forest,” mused Ranger.

Twister was deep in thought.
“So, what are we going to do today?” asked Filbert.
“Let’s go to the pond,” said Hazel. Which is what they did.
Hazel was older than Filbert by two litters. Their mothers were sis-
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ters, Nibbles and Dale, who lived in the same tree but separate dreys,
having married the two brothers, Chip and Reginald, whose family
claimed the middle-aged oak. Chip and Reginald worked in construc-
tion, building dreys out of materials from the mill where they would
turn fallen branches and logs into finished boards and planks. They
built multi-room dreys and nut-storage bins. Their work was consid-
ered exceptionally well-crafted and showed great attention to detail.

Hazel found construction a dull business, however. She spent much
of her time studying the records that Blaire kept at the administration
drey near the center of their village. The rest of her free time was spent
keeping an eye on Filbert and making sure he found a place in their so-
ciety. Squirrels in Acorn Creek were judged on their ability to contrib-
ute to the community. They needed to either help keep the common
food storehouses stocked, raise a productive family, or be an artisan
that created goods that were valuable to someone in the community.
Anyone found lacking a viable way to contribute was asked politely to
leave. If they refused, they were asked less politely.

Hazel fancied herself a leader, maybe one day a village administrator
herself. Keeping Filbert in the good graces of the community was her
greatest challenge so far.

Her backpack was made of light brown linen and was just big enough
to carry a couple of acorns and a book. Her slim dagger was strapped
to the side of the pack and her hat, a wide-brimmed boonie hat, was
used mostly to shade her eyes from the sun while she watched Filbert’s
magnificent leaps through the canopy of the neighborhood as she devel-
oped a plan for the future.

That spring, the five of them blossomed into young adulthood, but
while other squirrels their age were having their first litters, they contin-
ued with their studies and adventured together outside the village. They
eagerly greeted traders and travelers who passed through and deluged
them with questions about the outside world. The quiet village life of
collecting nuts and raising pups wasn’t for them. They pitched in and
fulfilled their quotas during food-collection drives, filling the village
storehouses with mushrooms, seeds, and nutmeats, but their hearts
were clearly meant for fields and forests yet unexplored.

One midsummer evening, two travelers strolled up the trail that wove
its way through the center of Acorn Creek. A male red squirrel with a
walking staff and crossbow slung over his shoulder and wearing a black
chapeau with a burgundy robin’s semi-plume, and a female fox squirrel
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Ejecta: Life & Dreams of an Asteroid
sprouting more than a few grey hairs on her head with a rapier slung
low on her hips and a light grey weathered outback hat. They had vis-
ited last year, bringing stories of the cosmopolitan life in the river valley
far downstream.

Twister was first to greet them and invited them to stay in the school-
drey overnight. He gathered the rest of the scurry and they pitched in to
feed them a meal in the comfort and warmth of the oak trunk. They
shared stories of their dull and uninteresting lives in Acorn Creek and
listened like thieves as Red and Fox told their tales of life on the trails.

The next morning, Twister and Hazel walked with Red and Fox to the
outskirts of the village.

“They’ll outrun him, for certain. You wouldn’t believe how fast a rab-
bit runs,” said Red as he poked at a fallen twig and sent a doodlebug
scurrying for the cover of a leaf.

“You wouldn’t believe how fast Filbert can run, either,” said Hazel.
“Can rabbits climb?” asked Twister.
“Not hardly,” laughed Fox. “I did see one jump over a fence, though.”
“What’s a fence,” asked Hazel curiously.
“Humans stack up stone or wood,” explained Fox, “as barriers to

keep rabbits out of their gardens.”
“But the rabbits jump over them?” asked Hazel with wide eyes.
“And dig under them,” laughed Red.
“I know you have a lot of faith in Filbert,” said Fox. “but he won’t win

a race against a rabbit.”
“And getting caught by a mad rabbit isn’t healthy,” added Red.
“And they call others when they thump their hind legs,” explained

Fox. “But the range isn’t very far unless they’re directly underground.”
Twister seemed lost in thought.
“Have you been to Rabbit Grove?” asked Hazel.
“Oh yes,” said Fox. “We’re headed that way next. Don’t worry, we

won’t tell them about your little plan.” She laughed and nudged Hazel’s
shoulder with an easy smile and a sly wink.

“You’re still set on doing it, then?” asked Red.
Twister looked up at the trail ahead of them that ended in the field of

flax and picked up in the copse on the other side, twisted its way
through the woods, and wound down into the river valley below them.

“Oh yes,” he said confidently, “I think we will.”
Fox looked at Hazel with concern.
Hazel was watching Twister proudly and smiling.
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“There’s just one more thing I have to attend to,” said Twister, “and
I’m not looking forward to it.”

Filbert’s head was tucked into his warm belly fur.
“Wake up, Filbert it’s time,” said Hazel, tugging his tail.
“Just a little longer,” he groaned.
“What’s the holdup?” asked Ranger, poking his head through the door.
They were in Filbert’s room in his family’s five-bedroom drey. The

average family’s drey was constructed out of lumber from the sawmill
that got its power from Acorn Creek that runs through the center of the
village. The boards were fastened with pegs or fitted together with
notches, then sealed with mud and clay.

A hinged round portal hung open to the outdoors, letting the morning
mist and light filter though the burlap draperies.

Hazel took down his backpack, which still hung from the back of the
door to his room, and held it out.

“This is your big day,” she said.
“I don’t want a big day, I want to sleep more,” mumbled Filbert into

his fur.
“Alright, we’ll just have to do it without you,” said Hazel.
“Without me?”
“Well, there had to be a backup plan,” she dangled, “in case you

couldn’t make it.”
Filbert raised his head.
“Who said I wouldn’t make it?”
“Every eventuality,” she quoted the plan Twister had shared with

them.
Filbert pouted, kicked off his blankets, and stood up by the side of his

bed, reaching out for the backpack, which Hazel pulled out of his reach
at the last moment.

“Filbert,” began Hazel, “you don’t have to listen to me. You don’t have
to listen to Twister, or your parents, or even great aunt Blaire. You don’t
have to do anything you don’t want to.”

“But I like living here,” said Filbert sadly.
“Then you know the deal. You make yourself useful or you make
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yourself scarce.”

“I know the deal,” complained Filbert, “I just don’t like it.”
“It’s not there for you to like,” explained Hazel. “It’s there so we can

have nice things.”
Filbert sighed.
“Like walnuts in the middle of a grove of oaks,” she smiled.
“Fine,” agreed Filbert. “I don’t like like it. It’s restricting. But I like the

benefits, so I’ll play along.”
“Good squirrel,” said Hazel fondly. “We like having you around.”
Filbert smiled and accepted his backpack from her.
“It’s good that you agreed,” said Ranger, who had been watching from

the doorway. “I was afraid I’d have to pull you out of bed by your ears.”
“I’d like to see you try,” laughed Filbert as he scampered out the win-

dow, splayed his arms and legs and landed on a branch ten tails below.
“Show off,” laughed Hazel as she followed Ranger through the door

out of the drey and down to the root of their home oak.
Coco and Filbert were eying Twister’s gigantic backpack warily.
The pack was a complicated set of straps supporting a large barrel

that was normally used to store honey mead. It was sealed with two
layers of wax.

“What’s in it?” asked Coco.
“Dinner,” said Twister slyly.
Coco wrinkled her nose.
“Seriously?” asked Filbert. “I thought we’d be having walnuts for din-

ner.”
“Oh, we will. I didn’t say who this dinner was for,” laughed Twister.
“We’re bringing the rabbits dinner?” asked Coco.
“Of course,” winked Twister, “we’re going to trade it for the walnuts.”
Ranger shook his head, took off his backpack, and handed it to

Twister.
“Here, I’ll carry that. You’ll be too tired to carry that past the field and

we’ve got a lot longer than that to travel.”
“It should be me,” said Coco. “We need Ranger in case of a predator.”
Twister smiled and wiggled his way out of the straps that held the

heavy barrel to his back.
“Very well, my friends. I appreciate your help. Please be very, very

careful,” he emphasized.
“You’ve got it, boss,”
They all laughed and swapped backpacks. Coco carrying the heavy
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barrel, Twister carrying Coco’s linen pack. Hazel’s pack was stuffed full
and she carried a heavy woven length of rope over her shoulder like a
bandolier.

The five well-outfitted friends stood in a circle, smiling like idiots.
“Are we really doing this?” asked Filbert excitedly.
“Let’s get going,” said Ranger. “The sun’s about to burn away this mist

and we need it for cover.”
They scampered through the village in high spirits, laughing and jok-

ing about the exciting adventures they’d have that afternoon.
Ranger had traveled to Rabbit Grove last summer with Red and Fox,

so he knew the way, and they shared with him tips — and some de-
mands — for making the trip more safely.

On the outskirts of Acorn Creek, the flax field sloped gently down
with the creek toward the river valley. This was as far as most squirrels
from the village would ever travel. Coco’s parents and the other squir-
rels that harvested the plants for their fibers and seeds would occasion-
ally forage in the pine forests beyond, returning with pine nuts and
morels and raspberries as special treats.

Administrator Blaire was waiting there for them. Her wide-brimmed
sun hat tied loosely, hanging over her shoulders.

“A fine band of adventurers you make,” she appraised.
Hazel ran up to her and they hugged.
“You decided to see us off, with your blessing, I hope,” she said.
Blaire pulled away from the embrace with a fond smile.
“I’ve thought about it and you’re right, Hazel,” she said thoughtfully.

“There’s more to life than gathering nuts and as long as we are meeting
our obligations to the storedreys, there’s no reason we can’t indulge
ourselves with creative ventures.”

“I hope you’ll also agree that I’m right, as well,” she looked gravely at
the young faces around her. “If your plan goes awry, there’ll be no res-
cue party. If you fail, you fail alone.”

Filbert grumbled, “But if we succeed, you get walnuts, same as us.
Doesn’t seem right.”

The two squared off with tails flagging, twitched into raised S-shapes
that seemed to point at the subject of their ire.

“No, she’s right,” interrupted Hazel. “We’re asking them to change, not
the other way around. They’ve offered us the same life they grew up in,
but we want something different. It’s up to us to prove it’s better for us,”
she finished with a critical look towards Filbert, “and for them,” turning
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the same look toward Blaire.

“Well said, dear,” said Blaire, backing down.
Filbert shrunk and turned his head to watch a moth flutter between

wildflowers.
“Mum, we appreciate the risk you’ve taken to give us this opportunity.

We won’t let you down,” said Ranger, solemnly.
Blaire looked sad as she turned to her son.
“No matter what happens, you make me proud,” she said as she

pulled him into an embrace that lasted too long for anyone’s comfort.
“I love you too, mum,” said Ranger and started alone down the trail

into the flax field.
The rest followed closely with a nod toward Blaire. Twister was last

to leave. He smiled warmly as he watched his friends march purpose-
fully to the crossroads where adventure met maturity.

“I hope we make it back,” he said to Blaire. “But if we don’t, thank you
for your trust.”

“You may be the most intelligent creature I’ve ever had the opportu-
nity to meet,” she said with real respect in her voice. “Except that you
are about to do the most stupid thing I’ve ever seen a squirrel do on
purpose.”

Twister laughed.
“When I get back with our story, I’ll expect you to tell me all of yours,”

he said lightly.
“There’s every chance, that if you fail, I’ll never know how my son

died,” she said gravely.
Twister frowned, “I won’t let that happen. You have my word.”
He waved goodbye and quickly hobbled to catch up with his friends.

A deer track wound its way through the field and the scurry followed
it closely. They stopped for a drink in the creek, and crossed it carefully,
with Ranger’s experienced eyes on the lookout for predators the whole
while.

Once they crossed the creek, they kept their voices low when they
had to speak, but otherwise kept quiet as a hawk.

They reached the opposite side of the field of golden flax stalks,
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topped with ripe seed pods, and took their first steps into the white pine
forest. The fallen needles rustled softly beneath their feet.

Ranger confidently led them deeper into the forest to where they
stopped for breakfast and a drink at a creek that came from the same
mountain top as Acorn Creek. Ranger said it was called Fall Creek after
a clutch of waterfalls upstream.

“Heavy sendoff,” said Coco privately to Hazel.
“It could’ve been worse,” she replied.
Hazel finished her pine nut and pursed her lips, “Thanks for all the

work you did on the equipment. Twister really challenged you and you
came through even better than he’d hoped.”

“My pleasure!” squeaked Coco. She clapped her paw over her mouth,
scrunched up her shoulders, glanced up at the branches above, and
mimed “sorry” to Ranger.

“What I mean is,” she lowered her voice, “I think I always enjoyed
making things, but the common items my family makes I never found
to be inspiring. Twister really challenged me to solve some problems
that I’d never considered before.”

“I’m glad you found the work stimulating,” replied Hazel.
“I could see myself starting a business where I cater just to adventur-

ers,” gushed Coco. “I can imagine travelers like Red and Fox coming
through our village trading stories and goods for things I make.”

“They will sooner than you think,” smiled Hazel. “Red and Fox were
so impressed by your work this summer that they’ll be spreading the
word far and wide. We’re going to put Acorn Creek on the map.” she
said.

“You’ll have Blaire’s job soon enough,” laughed Coco.
“I still have so much to learn from her,” replied Hazel. “We all still

have so much more to learn. But this is exactly the right way to learn it,
I think.”

“Out doing it, not sitting in a schooldrey listening to someone else tell
us how it’s supposed to be done.”

“Exactly.”
After breakfast, they made their way through the pine forest which

seemed endless compared to the oak grove of Acorn Creek. Ranger said
that he’d never seen the end of it except in the river valley where the
wetlands make unwelcome homestead. They snacked on lichen and
pine nuts as they scampered over rocks and through fern beds and
across blankets of shed pine needles. Always slightly downhill, with the
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sun at their backs, until it stalled overhead and the pine trees thinned
out and were replaced by scattered maples surrounded by grassland
dotted with huckleberry bushes.

They could see Rabbit Grove from here, where the maples fiery red
and orange leaves rose up on a mound of earth the diameter of Acorn
Creek. Right smack in the center of those maples, promised Ranger,
grew the black walnut.

The grasses of the field were cropped short by the razor-sharp in-
cisors of the hundreds of rabbits that dwelled in the warren below.
Ranger counted seven well-fed citizens as they lounged near the
mouths of their burrows, enjoying a sunny repast.

Filbert was sniffing a bright red huckleberry that he held in his paw,
plucked from a branch above.

“These the ones, Ranger?”
Ranger nodded.
“Great,” said Filbert, filling his mouth with the sweet treat, “I’ll be on

my way then.”
He ran with great speed out into the clearing around Rabbit Grove,

right into the huddle of luncheoning rabbits. He made rude gestures
with his paws and then plunged into the grove with the whole surprised
and angry herd following.

“Well, that’s a start,” said Hazel nervously.
The four made haste from thicket to thicket, mindful to keep clear of

rabbits, until they too made their way into the grove. From here, they
could hear the loud screeches of angry rabbits and the thump of aggra-
vated hind paws raising the alarm.

“You’re so lazy,” shouted Filbert, “I bet you can’t do this!”
“Surround the rodent!”
“Thump the squirrel!”
“I’m going to stomp you into the dirt!”
Filbert’s voice was moving quickly around outside the grove, giggling

with glee.
Ranger led Coco, Hazel and Twister to the center of the grove, where

the walnut tree stood alone, bathed in sunlight, in a small clearing.
Around it, on a soft bed of moss, lay thousands of ripe black walnuts in
their ribbed lightly-bruised green coats.

It was the greatest thrill any of them had ever experienced.
Twister motioned for Hazel to turn around. “Let’s be quick about

this,” he said pensively.
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They removed a large burlap bag from Hazel’s pack and began feeding
the rope through hoops that had been sown into the heavy cloth. When
they had finished, they quickly began filling the bag with the choicest
walnuts until it was packed full.

Filbert’s voice echoed around them, mixed with the sounds of frus-
trated rabbits.

“I can’t believe he’s really doing it,” said Coco.
“Nothing can touch Filbert,” said Hazel. “He’s a gigantic pain in the

tail, but he’s got a gift.”
“Here,” said Twister, “help me with this. You might want to hold your

nose, first.”
Twister was unsealing the barrel that Ranger had set down in order to

collect walnuts. When the second wax seal broke, a reek of death filled
the air around them.

“Ugh!” they all squealed in unison.
Inside the barrel were two rotten robin’s eggs, floating in a thick red

berry juice. The stench was remarkable.
“Ranger, would you do the honors?” asked Twister through his

pinched nose.
Ranger winced as he picked up the barrel with both arms. He poured

the red juice around the base of the bag, near the opening and when it
was nearly empty of liquid, he plopped open barrel with the two rotten
eggs into the mouth of the bag and sealed it tightly.

Sealing it did nothing to contain the awful smell.
Coco was adjusting ropes and tying knots at the top of the bag. When

she finished, she sat down atop the bundle. Heavy knotted ropes led
from around the bag to lay on the soft moss in front of it. They were laid
out, as if they were waiting for something to come along that they could
tie the ropes to, that it might pull the whole stinky cargo away from
there.

“And now, we wait,” she said through her pinched nose.
“Worst part of the plan, by the way,” shared Ranger.
“I think I have to puke,” said Hazel.
“We’re supposed to be brave adventurers, with strong stomachs,” said

Twister through pursed lips.
The afternoon wore on and the scent of death lingered and settled

into their clothing and the sack of walnuts. The berry-bloodstain slowly
browned.

“It’s not going to ruin the food, is it?” asked Coco.
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“That’s the best part,” said Twister. “The walnuts have a shell that will

protect them from getting any egg on them. The nut inside will remain
pristine.”

“Where did you get the eggs?”
“They were duds,” replied Ranger, “and I asked before I took them, if

that’s what you mean.”
“They’ve been fermenting in this barrel since spring?” said Hazel.
“Obviously,” answered Coco.
The afternoon wore on and Filbert’s race with the rabbits wound

down to its inevitable conclusion. According to the plan, when the rab-
bits who were chasing Filbert had nearly given up, he would bring who-
ever wouldn’t give up with him to the walnut tree.

They could hear scurrying coming through the grove.
Filbert plunged out of the undergrowth onto the moss, acknowledg-

ing his friends and the giant bag of walnuts with a tired but satisfied
smile. Behind him, three rabbits emerged one-by-one, hopping slowly
and obviously exhausted.

Filbert ran past them with a wink and disappeared on the other side
of the clearing, back into the undergrowth.

The rabbits came to a stop in front of the bag, and confronted the four
squirrels.

Ranger stepped forward, with his hand on the pommel of his dagger
which hung on the belt at his hip, and waited for them to catch their
breath.

“You (pant) with (pant) that (pant) squirrel (pant),” panted the lead
rabbit.

“Not likely,” drawled Ranger, looking bored.
It was the rabbit behind the leader that got the first whiff of rotten

eggs.
“There’s a dead thing in the bag!” he shouted, nose twitching wildly.
The third rabbit squeaked nervously and looked like he might feint.
“What is that behind you?” asked the leader, after catching her breath.
“Dead weasel,” replied Ranger with a yawn.
The third rabbit started crying.
“Dead weasel?” repeated the lead rabbit.
“While you were out running around like a bunch of rabbits, this

weasel tried to sneak its way into your warren. You’re lucky we were
here,” said Coco from her perch on top of the sack, making sure her
impressive dagger was seen by the rabbits.
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The second rabbit squeaked and started thumping his back leg.
“You’re safe now,” comforted Hazel, “but we could use your help,” she

said to the leader.
“My help?” repeated the leader.
“I can tell you’re the leader,” said Ranger, “because you’re the one

who always knows what’s happening.”
“Well, yes,” said the leader, who was the biggest of the three. “I usu-

ally have a pretty good idea of what’s happening around here.”
Twister picked up the end of the rabbit harness and sized up the lead

rabbit.
“This one’ll do,” he said.
“Do for what?” asked the leader.
“Listen, we haven’t got a lot of time, I’ve already seen the hawk circle

twice,” said Ranger.
The second and third rabbits huddled their heads together and

touched noses, making little squealing sounds, and repeating, “Get it
out of here, get the dead thing out of here.”

“We need you to pull this dead weasel out of here and away from your
burrow,” gestured Coco. “Or else...,” she made a swooping motion.

The lead rabbit’s pink eyes turned pale.
“Help them, Sergeant Binky, please,” begged second and third. “Get

the weasel out of here.”
“The sooner, the better,” urged Ranger.
“Binky, please!” squeaked the pair.
Sergeant Binky looked trapped, “Fine. What do you need me to do?”
The four squirrels had practiced the knots they needed to tie and

where they needed to tie them but never on a live rabbit; having never
seen one before. It was a testament to Hazel and Twister’s planning that
they were able to get it right on the first try.

Coco held the reigns that would steer the rabbit by her floppy ears,
stifling a smile.

“You two, what are your names?” she asked.
“Private Fluffy,” said the squealer.
“Private Cotton,” said the cryer.
“Listen, privates,” shouted Ranger authoritatively. “We need you to

run and clear everyone out of the way to the deer path that runs uphill,
away from the sun. You know which one I mean? We can’t take a chance
of the hawk following us and grabbing a bunny off the lawn.”

“Oh gosh no,” squealed Private Fluffy.
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“Golly nopers,” cried Private Cotton.
They ran at top speed out of the walnut tree clearing.
“Ready!” shouted Coco and started to snap the reigns.
“Wait one cotton picking second,” said Sergeant Binky as she wad-

dled over to pick up a walnut awkwardly between her front paws. She
looked at the walnut, then at the berry-blood-stained sack, then back to
the walnut.

“Here,” she said, and handed the walnut to Ranger.
Ranger accepted the walnut like he’d just been crowned prince of

Rabbit Grove.
“You do us a great honor,” he said soberly.
Sergeant Binky turned back in the direction of the path and strained

against the ropes, pulling the bag toward Acorn Creek.
Just as they entered the white pine forest, Filbert dropped silently

from a limb onto the back of the sack. With a tired grin he gobbled a
huckleberry.

They reached the village limits, just as the sun dropped behind the
tree line. After unhitching Sergeant Binky, they said their farewells and
thanks and wished her a safe trip home.

Red squirrel and Fox squirrel appeared from behind a tree, just as
Sergeant Binky faded out of sight.

“I’ve never seen such a thing,” said Red.
“Saw it once with a turtle, but this was still pretty impressive,” said

Fox.
Red and Fox helped the young squirrels bury the remains of the

robins eggs in the flax field and they all returned to the town square of
Acorn Creek together.

As word got around, the whole town helped them unload and carry
the walnuts to the high-security storage drey. There was a festive air
about the evening.

Later, in Blaire’s drey, they shared honey mead with the awed village
council members and shared the whole story with them.

“Seventy-three, that was the final count, walnuts,” said Dobbin, the
accountant. “I would have been impressed if you’d have collected that



26

many here in the village. But taken out from under the noses of rabbits?
Absolutely inspired.”

Blaire spent the whole evening tipsy on mead and beaming at her son
Ranger, who was enveloped in the admiration and respect of his fellow
Acorn Creek Guardians. They’d make him a sergeant the next day and
his father had already pledged next summer to purchase him a cross-
bow from the mice down by the river. Ranger had led a group of tender-
feet to Rabbit Grove and home in a day without so much as a scratch.
He’d earned his place in their ranks that day.

Coco had the ear of every merchant on the village council, asking
questions about the equipment she’d made. How had she known the
rope wouldn’t break under the strain of the weight? What were the
knots she’d used? Where had she reinforced the seams on the burlap
sack so it could survive being pulled through the dirt and over rocks?

She explained the maths she’d learned from the old professor and
how she and Twister had developed tables that listed the strengths of
different materials. She patiently explained that hemp rope was
stronger than flax rope, which woods were denser and which were
lighter and why it mattered, and she offered to teach them all that she
knew, in exchange for membership in the merchant’s guild that would
let her buy and sell from villagers and travelers.

Filbert had a little too much to drink and way too much to eat. He
bragged loudly about the number of rabbits that had chased him around
the grove, and with each telling the number would grow.

“They can’t leap worth salt,” he laughed. “And forget about climbing.”
“The whole place was my personal forest,” he bragged. “They never

got near me.”
“Give me enough huckleberries and I can outrun a hawk.”
Filbert may have, on that day, become the first celebrity squirrel. He

would spend the rest of his days performing stunts and tricks for the
young squirrels and their parents. They would send their pups to Fil-
bert’s Scamper Camp for the summer, which was ostensibly to teach
them to be better nut foragers, but really they spent most of their time
executing dangerous limb drops, breeze hovers, and bark twists, with
the protection of a Coco Co. Safety Net stretched out beneath them.

Twister opened up a consulting business for the village council, but
didn’t do much business in village. He found that travel had done won-
ders for his limp. He spent successive summers in the company of Red
and Fox, and quickly learned how to shoot a bow and arrow. He be-
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came an expert marks-squirrel soon after.

Red and Fox introduced Twister to intellectuals throughout the river
valley. They traded books and ideas. He learned lessons from mice,
squirrels, birds, raccoons, a couple of snakes, loads of owls, and even
once, a rabbit. Nature is nothing, if not diverse.

Twister went on to write thirty books, including school books, that
are still in use today.

And Hazel….
Hazel was voted – unanimously – administrator of Acorn Creek coun-

sil, the spring after Blaire’s last winter. They had worked together for all
of that time together, building Acorn Creek into the metropolis you see
today. We all have a lot to thank her for.

The crowd of a thousand squirrels in their finest hats, standing in the
open-air amphitheater that hung suspended over the forest floor and
the creek that runs through it, between four hundred-year-old oaks, ap-
plauded thunderously.

Hazel thanked them for the opportunity to serve the community and
accepted gracefully. She smiled to see the faces of her four oldest
friends in the crowd and she vowed to keep Acorn Creek a place
where all peaceful woodland creatures would feel at home.
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Dragons by Stieg Retlin

Dragons
h e r e b e
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Sabrina Marie
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Homeless is Not a Place

Sabrina Marie is a poet and general creative person hailing from Northern Oregon.
She grew up watching nature documentaries and eating cold tortillas. She still lives in
Oregon and dreams of owning a bungalow at the foot of a mountain and selling
homemade nut butters at the farmer’s market. She can be found at grandpamarie.com
or on Instagram under grandpamarie.

moonshine tears

one time, a long, long time ago
i read a fact about the moon,
it said the moon is moving 1! inches away
from us every year

i’m not sure how much truth
is on a cereal box but what if it’s true

will the moon one day grow tired of us and
find a new planet to love?

uncontrolled tidal waves,
a heavy dark night,
a lack of moonshine

is this the future that will come to be?
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D.P. Firenze
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D.P. Firenze is a Seattle-based poet and performer. He can be found under the right tree
on the right day. His self published chapbook of love and erotic poetry without gender
pronouns, This is for You, was a Staff Pick on Kickstarter during its initial funding and is
now available at dpfirenze.wordpress.com.

energy beings

countless
millenia
evolved
beyond
bodies
believe
the most
advanced
homo sapiens
to be
the monks

who set themselves on fire
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Jessica Burns

Python in acrylic on canvas by Jessica Burns. Jessica is a Seattle-area software engineer,
data scientist, bon vivant, mother, and storyteller. She is founder of amuse-me.co.
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time machine

stepping off of sadness sidewalk
cutting loose my problem shoes
floating, stumbling, running barefoot
had to lose those city-tunnel blues

stumbling on a priest of sorrow
we passed a smile, shared a toke
concealing fears about tomorrow
laughed and shared life’s hollow joke

I chanced upon a time machine
with a warning flashing there
come on in, you won’t return
and soon shall cease to care

just a superstition muttered I
as I staggered on within
I’ve had enough of sadness, sorrow
and petty sidewalk sin

so I soared above the cities
far beyond the smokey glow
to a pile of whitewashed rubble
a melted dream called future’s show

below were remains of the cities
once green meadows turned to stone
broken statues, splintered sidewalks
people’s dreams in textured bone
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hatred’s folly spawned its own
dreams lay shattered, scattered bare
crowded sidewalks, a no-parking zone
nothing moving, no one left to care

I cried aloud, is this our fate
can we change, we have to try
throw off our bondage, abandon hate
hard to cope, I couldn’t even cry

and time collapsed in rhythm
as I found myself back home
crying, laughing, ever grateful
at this chance to find my own

so now I share my journey
to all who wander near
risking laughter, sneers and slander
I sing to all who hear

cast away your earthen shadows
and seek a loving touch
come and wash away your teardrops
resume the journey, break your crutch

raise your spirits, fly beyond
redefine your changing needs
come and try to share your feelings
reap the harvest of those seeds

James B. Moore has been a musician, merchant marine seaman, high school English
teacher, and counselor. Currently, he divides his time between psychotherapy and writing.
His three books of poetry,Open Heart Chronicles, Spirit Unchained (from which this poem
is reprinted), and Swan Dive are available from chatwinbooks.com and amazon.com.
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”Fortress of Denial” by Stieg Retlin
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No Analogue in Space
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Starfield is the modified Hubble Deep Field image | NASA/STScI
Images of Enceladus were taken by Cassini Orbiter | NASA/JPL/Space Science Institute
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SOME MAGICIANS LIKE to weave into their act a trick that relies on
the audience knowing how the trick works, and then with a twist, they
smash that expectation like a vase. Which then they reveal was never
broken. It was all... magic!

In much the same way, most writers and artists don’t like to talk
about what they were thinking when they made the art, beyond includ-
ing a title. For instance:

Fortress of Denial, p. 38
In this image, Mr. Retlin drops us into a world of isolation. There is

physical isolation, barrier upon barrier, keeping the outside world de-
tached from the within and the inner world untouched by the external.
There is also denial. It’s right there the title. Denial of place. Is there
also denial of ideals? There is only the physcal in the image, of ideals,
we cannot assume.

Yet, there is no subject in this image. Or is the subject the barriers?
Then the barriers are ideals, no? Because the barriers have no vitae:
barriers cannot be subjects, only objects. The subject must be ideals
and the denial of them.

Or, a layer deeper, is the subject hidden within the fortress at the cen-
ter of all this. Is the subject not shown so that we may place ourselves
in that lonely fortress, unable to see outside, despite the windows. The
windows are a farce that we play, to trick ourselves into believing that
we want to see outside ourselves, when we know it will do no good.
The walls within walls, prevent us from seeing anything at all, not even
ourselves in this dismal situation.

Stieg notes that “Fortress of Denial” bears some allusion to Wallace

Backword
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Sean’s “Anecdote of the Jar” which itself alludes to Keats’ “Ode on a
Grecian Urn”. Layers within layers.

No Analogue in Space, p. 39
This one started out as a short story that wasn’t working at all, says

Jonnie. Here, read for yourself:

Walks in the park were my favorite. Where I grew up in India,
the town of Munnar, before our father moved the family to
Manchester, there was a beautiful park that we would walk
through together as a family. It was a series of picnicking areas
and colorful villages, with trails running between them like
veins running through the valley. Branching off of those were
capillaries leading to tree-shaded grottoes and lookout points
with views of the rocky meadows, misty forests, and tea plan-
tations that lined the valley below. Everyone had a path they
could enjoy, young and old alike. I was young then, and I would
run off the trail to see if I could walk on the log that had fallen
across the creek that chuckled its way down to the
Mutira Pula river.

My parents reacted with fear and frustration, “Saba, don’t!
You’ll hurt yourself, come back to papa,” my mama would
shout and papa would turn his head to look sternly at me be-
cause I’d interrupted his peaceful walk with his family. Papa
was proudest of his family when we were at our most well-be-
haved. Looking back on it now, I’m not sure papa was very of-
ten proud of us.

Later in life, when I came out as a lesbian in a Canal Street
pub to a group of university friends, I thought about how un-
happy my father would be if he were still alive. It gave me no
small amount of joy to know that I was disappointing him even
beyond the grave.

Saba started out as a human, the machine-learning engineer, who
taught Saba the robot how to think. The gimick was that the robot, hav-
ing lost its meta-programming, had only the original parameters that
were defined by the personalities of the people who fed their data in as
samples. Just as we train our personal digitial assistants — Siri, Alexa,
and Google — from the photos and information on our smartphones.
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Backword
In order to break a writer’s block, Jonnie opted to start sketching out

the ideas in their favorite digital illustration program. No Analogue in
Space, the comic, came out of abject failure. Jonnie says that they’re
still interesting in telling the story of the team of machine-learning engi-
neers, but that’ll have to come out of another story.

The Rabbit Grove Caper, p. 9
During research for this piece, Jonnie learned that eastern gray squir-

rels are more social than the more libertarian western gray squirrels
and thus are taking over the entirety of North America. Eastern gray
squirrels are considered an invasive species outside of their original
habitat. The species of squirrel in Acorn Creek are western gray squir-
rels and while not endangered, are considered threatened in Washing-
ton State. This is their story of redemption.

Plague Doctors, p. 7
Sean Michael Hurley is not only a great breakfast companion, but he’s

a fantastic artist and musician as well. We don’t have any idea what was
going through his head when he drew this. We only know that we can’t
wait until he releases the rest of it as a graphic novel.

That’s it for this issue. Please enjoy these people wearing BACPACs
(Bio-ACtuated Pedestrian Ambulation Containers) as a parting gift.
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