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Fishing
Lynda Scott Araya

Line in the water

Memories tug at me

And I am cast adrift into a pool of what was,
What could have been.

The wet line smoothly spools against my finger
On the rod.

I feel the river’s pulse

Perhaps the struggle of a fish

In life

For life.

I think of my son

His knotted thoughts and emotions.

Caught in life’s snags

As I also am.

In the end,

He, like some trout

Gasping for air on a riverbank,

Stopped fighting

Was no longer weary.

Prospectus: A Literary Offering Issue 3 Sampler 2



BER Y EH
2/ 78 Y W

24

2L1/7

L7 7

Train In, Train Out by Mark Lu
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Watercolor on paper,
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The Mother-in-Law

Rebecca Longenecker

It wasn’t long ago that I was young,

was careless and sock-footed on the floor,

a book propped on one knee and one leg flung
over the leg of someone I adored.

The same scene unfolds now where in repose
I once bequeathed my youth to reckless sons
who bent green maple branches into bows
and shot at white men wishing they had guns.
The girl 1s sitting on the couch I bought

ten years ago when the boys were like boars,
such wild wile and sweat stink I thought

I’d have to bomb the place to end the war.
The peace that I fought years for is now here,
a gift he softly whispers in her ear.
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First Trip to New York by featured artist Caroline Knickmeier
oil on canvas, 8 x 10, 2011
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“The Pact” by M. M. Sang (excerpt)

There were no warning signs. At least none that anybody was looking for or
saw. It just started happening all of a sudden. They just started vanishing.
Blipping out, we called it, before everyone knew about it and it became a
choice, a rebellion and a surrender at the same time. Current estimates are
that there are about 500 million people left in the world: fifty-fifty.

I'was on a bus. A straight couple was sitting across from me. I wasn’t paying
any attention to them or anyone else but I had a vague sense of who was
around, as you do in such situations. I guess the movement caught my
attention because I glanced up slightly and caught it, out of the corner of my
eye. Woosh. Boom. I'm not sure how to name the sensation. There is no
sound. No flash. It is not actually a sensation but a lack of one. As if a void,
a vacuum, opens up and is immediately filled by insignificance. The man
reached up to put his arm around the shoulder of the woman he was with
and the second he touched her . . . they were gone.

About half the passengers noticed. I guess it was their collective gasp that
gave the moment a wooshing sound. Twenty people inhaling so suddenly,
with such shock, that everyone else on the bus startled up. The driver too.
Then the screams. It wasn’t even fear--the moment was too unprecedented
to be scary--just surprise. A collective surprise at an impossibility. Then the
crash, people flung sideways into each other. And, out of nowhere, there
were just five of us left.

Or into nowhere. That’s where the rest seemed to have gone. Suddenly they
just weren’t. They had been, but not anymore. No trace. No residue. No
evidence they had ever existed except the few jackets on top of seats and
bags under them. We just sat there. There was nothing to run away from.
We waited to see if we would be next.

But nothing happened. Not “nothingness” happened. No one else became
nothing. Rather, nothing changed. None of us disappeared. The other four,
a couple and a parent and child, remained. They held each other. I sat
alone. We looked at one other, paralyzed. The child spoke first.

“Where’d everybody go?” she asked, sheepishly, but with the confidence of
a child that her mother knew something she didn’t. Her mother had no
answer though. Just a stifled sob that turned into a wail. That’s when I got
up and walked off the bus.

Prospectus: A Literary Offering Issue 3 Sampler 6



Unbecoming
By Lesley Wheeler, Aqueduct Press, S18 paperback, §7.95 e-book.
Reviewed by Eddy Bermudez (excerpt)

Lesley Wheeler’s debut novel, Unbecoming, is ostensibly a campus novel by way
of Harry Potler. But that is where the comparison ends. The protagonist,
Cynthia, does not use a broom to fly. Magic, in Wheeler’s novel, is much more
subtle. Wheeler is more interested in exploring the real-world turmoil, both
biological and psychological, at the core of her protagonist’s year-long
transformation, than any fairy that may appear.

Cynthia, Cyn, for short, is the head of the English department at a small
university. The novel opens with her life undergoing several major
transformations. Middle-aged, Cyn is perimenopausal, and, as the novel’s sole
narrator, she takes every opportunity to describe to the reader every new ache
that haunts her as she moves through her day.

Meanwhile, the stability of Cyn’s marriage and family is threatened when her
husband gets a job at a university in a different state. Cyn’s best friend, Alisa,
suddenly packs up and leaves to teach at a university in Wales. Alisa is
replaced with a Welsh poet named Sophia Ellis, or Fee as she likes to be called.
Young, beautiful, and magnetic, Cyn has an instant dislike for her. Never
mind that she can’t help dedicating paragraphs to Fee’s effortless looks and
grace.

As Alisa seemingly disappears and Fee’s preternatural magnetism and good
fortune quickly cement her into the university and the community, Cyn begins
to suspect something nefarious is up with Fee. Is she a changeling come to
replace Alisa? However, Fee’s arrival has also seemingly awakened Cyn’s own
supernatural abilities.

Transformation is the core theme of Wheeler’s novel. Much of Cyn’s life is in
flux. Even her biology is changing. As Cyn’s menopausal body transitions into
something new, she discovers no one prepared her for whatever that change
may be. So what will Cyn become at the end of this transformation, and what
will her place be?

Menopausal women seem to live another life completely, one rarely discussed
or explained in narratives. Similar to faeries, these women have a
mythological quality to them because we know so little about them, their
world connected but separate from our own. Wheeler cleverly sets up this
parallel as the core of the novel, allowing her to push female narratives to the
forefront and demystify the transformation they go through.
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