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Elizabeth Manno 
 
 

is a content strategist from Chicago and can’t wait to live somewhere with more trees. Despite 
her strong affection for poetry, she hopes to expand her writing repertoire to include short 
stories by her mid-twenties. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Love Your Neighbor” by Adel Souto. 
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Veins 
by Elizabeth Manno 

 
 
 
On the blue tracks I travel 
under tissue paper skies, 
speckled with Time’s pre-cancerous stars.  
 
And if I dream bad dreams 
the ride still won’t stop— 
rather, the pace quickens into a  
rapid pulse of dread. 
 
The gushing journey is a strange one; 
wandering an infrastructure, fragile 
and prone to crack, 
 
shielded by the shallowest of atmospheres: 
thin blankets 
of man-made insecurities. 
 
This trip has no end, 
these tracks run in circles, 
pumping hope mixed with 
blue deterioration  
and tragic decay. 
 
 

-  - 
 
 

 4 



Curbside Splendor         May 2015 
 

 

Matt Kimberlin 
 
earned his MA in English at Missouri State University. He is the founding editor of Suburban 
Diaspora. He has contributed to Moon City Review, Unstuck, and Mid-American Review. His 
fiction has appeared in Paddle Shots. He is a fiction PhD student at University of Louisiana at 
Lafayette, where he serves as fiction editor for Rougarou. 
 

 
 

“Don’t Walk” by Adel Souto. 
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Masks 
by Matt Kimberlin 

 
Bill put his face on before going to the open bar. The seams were invisible to the naked eye, and he 
didn’t expect to be probed by a magnifying glass. He left his hotel room and went down the stairs. 
He hated people who took the elevator from the second floor. 
 
A barren dance floor invited all, but no one accepted, save a nondescript couple making fools of 
themselves. Bill had no desire to join them. He ordered a beer, wanting something in his hand. As he 
scouted the room, one woman caught his eye. She sat alone, but she had a few full tables next to her.  
 
Hey, you mind? he said over the horrible music. 
 
She looked up from her papers. Yeah, sure. 

 
-  - 

 
As the open bar closed, they were sitting together. Bill had learned her name was Amanda. He 
remembered from college Latin classes that her name meant she who must be loved. As the music 
died, their conversation drew on. He asked her back to his room; she agreed. They spent the night 
together, and it was the second time that Bill had gone upstairs with company that week. 
 
The sun came up a few hours after they went to bed. Bill realized that he’d left the curtains open 
during the night. He went to shut the curtains, but got lost in the view. The sunrise encroached on 
him. He felt boxed in looking at it. In the bed, Amanda yawned and smiled, the only communication 
they needed. She gathered her clothes, saying she didn’t want anything complicated. They 
exchanged numbers, and he said he probably wouldn’t call her, but he knew he would. 

 
-  - 

 
The day he returned from the conference, Bill sat across from his boss, congratulated on finding a 
new client. The new account tripled their expected earnings for the fiscal year. It was a short 
conversation, but his boss gave Bill a pat on the back before sending him out. It was an unnecessary 
gesture, but Bill never got that type of recognition. 
 
On break, Bill went around the office, basking in his new celebrity. He said hello to everyone he saw 
under the fluorescent lights, most of whom he had never been formally introduced to. Everyday 
social pleasantries were beyond him, but he tried. More conversations ended as a result of his small 
talk than began. It wasn’t that he didn’t care. He just couldn’t engage people unless the 
circumstances were right. Alcohol helped. 

 
-  - 
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When he got home, Bill removed his face. The skin peeled away to leave his musculature visible, red 
flesh interlocking with tendons in a macabre postmodern mural. His cheekbones pursed against the 
tissue to form bubble-like pockets, and the white of his eyes and teeth was magnified by the 
skinless flesh. He looked like a character in kabuki theatre, meant to scare children into believing in 
some divine enterprise. He always lived alone, kept the curtains drawn. 

 
No skin remained where his face once had been. The outline of where it began and ended was well-
defined, a floppy pseudo-circle that hung like dog ears. He wondered if his face was a necessary 
thing. Everything worked well enough without it. He could breathe, eat, talk, do all normal 
functions, but he wouldn’t have met Amanda or Gabby, the other open-bar connection, without it. 
He considered calling one of them, but thought against it. Gabby was his new client, a 
businesswoman from the suburbs, probably cheating on her husband. Her finger was losing its tan, 
maybe a recent divorce. She was the kind of woman he’d always wanted to have a fling with–older, 
but not too much older. 

 
He set his face on the nightstand in a pan of murky liquid to keep it hydrated and flipped on the 
television, trying not to mar his evening with thoughts of change. He liked the way things were 
going. He gave it about three months before his life exploded back on him, but it was going to be 
worth it in the meantime. 

 
He let his muscles relax. They were tense when covered. He wondered if the rest of his muscles 
were that tense. He considered trying to remove all of his skin, but thought it might be 
uncomfortable, especially with clothes. Instead, he let the air flow over him, a moving, comforting 
blanket. He fell asleep. 

 
-  - 

  
When Bill was typing up a report the next day, three people came by his desk. Each offered 
congratulations on his success. He walked to the water cooler to get away. 

 
Hey, Bill? 
 
He turned around. A woman he had never seen before knew his name. He tried to hide his 
discomfort. 
 
Oh, I’m Amy, she said. Wouldn’t expect you to know that. 
  
Yeah, hi. 
  
I heard you’re the go-to guy around here. Thought I’d ask you a few things. 
  
Sure. 
  
Amy was a straightforward woman with a genuine smile. Bill answered all the questions he could 
and directed her to the boss for those he couldn’t. 
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He stayed at the water cooler long enough that several people walked by. Seeing him advise the 
new employee solidified his role in the office. Looks of admiration—and even jealousy—were cast 
his way with growing frequency. His star was rising. 

 
-  - 

 
It’s been great, Gabby said. 
 
I’m glad I was able to bring you into the fold, Bill said. The boss is glad to have your business. Bill 
felt constrained by his face in the evening, but he recognized its necessity on a date. 
 
I think you’re the one who’s really happy, she said. 
 
Not complaining, he said. That’s for sure. 
 
They sat together at one of the nicest restaurants in town. Bill had never been, and he was glad that 
Gabby had asked him. That was her only rule; the one who asks gets the tab. It was their third date, 
and he was pretty sure she was tired of Chinese. She was fond of wine. 
 
How do you do it? she asked. 
 
What? 
 
Never mind. 
 
He let it go. It wasn’t as if he had the secret to eternal life. He pondered what she was going to ask 
for the rest of the night, even as she pulled the check to herself. 

 
-  - 

 
The boss called Bill into the office later that week. Since Bill hadn’t accomplished anything new, he 
sat outside the office like a kid in elementary school wondering which rule he had broken. He 
wasn’t used to reprimands. Not since high school. 
 
Bill, said the boss. Come on in. 
 
Yes, sir. Bill stepped in and took a seat, his hands fumbling on his knees. 

 
The boss moved a paperclip sculpture out of the way. Bill stared at the sculpture, unable to figure 
out what it was at first. He decided that it had to be a dolphin when his boss spoke up. You know 
you didn’t file the trip with corporate? 

 
No, sir, Bill said. 

 
It’s going to take a couple of weeks to re-file the paperwork. I don’t have to tell you what that 
means. 
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Man hours? 

 
You’re a smart one. It’s not a big deal if you don’t make a habit of it. Understood? 

 
I apologize, sir. It won’t happen again. 
  
Make sure it doesn’t. I don’t like having these conversations. 
  
Bill left. He didn’t have anything else to say, but he felt like people were looking at him. It wasn’t 
with the admiration that he felt before. It was like they were waiting. 

 
-  - 

 
Bill didn’t take his face off that evening, since he had a date with Amanda. They had a pleasant meal 
and pleasant service, capped off by a pleasant bottle of wine. Everything was going well until 
Amanda choked. When Bill asked what was wrong, she pointed to his lips. He felt them. The right 
side was drooping. He excused himself and went to the restroom. 

 
Looking in the restroom mirror, he pushed the flesh back into place as gently as he could. His face 
hadn’t done that before. It looked like something heavy was hanging from his lips, but it stayed in 
place once he pushed it back. Once he returned, the rest of the evening was pleasant. 

 
Bill contemplated not taking his face off for bed. Maybe he was removing it too much. Maybe it was 
losing form. He wondered how people would react to him without his face. Would they be 
interested in how he was able to remove it? Would they be frightened? Maybe it was a worthwhile 
experiment to go somewhere without his face. 

 
He couldn’t remember anyone seeing him without his face. He learned how to take it off in college 
when he had no roommates.  He’d never had a serious enough relationship to worry about a 
significant other. No one else had a key to his apartment. He didn’t like the idea of giving a key to 
anyone. If and when a relationship took a turn for the worse, he didn’t want to come home to his 
apartment ablaze due to repressed anger management issues of someone he had taken on three 
dates to the Italian restaurant around the corner. 

 
He decided it was best to keep his face on, hoping it wouldn’t create problems. He had trouble 
getting to sleep, and the fan didn’t feel as nice. 

 
-  - 

 
It was worse in the morning. Both sides of his lips hung below his chin, and his nose looked like an 
icicle, ready to drip. He pushed the impressionist pieces back into place, reconstructing the found 
art of his face. The perfection in the mirror didn’t feel like his anymore. 

 
On his way to work, he bought a mirror to keep at his desk so he could make minor adjustments 
over the day; the skin was falling faster than before. By the middle of the afternoon, he was looking 
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in the mirror every five minutes to make sure his face was in proper working order. In the morning 
it had been his lips, but now his eyebrows and cheeks would flop down. The boss called him in at 
three. 

 
Have a seat, the boss said. 

 
Yes, sir. 

 
The boss pushed aside the paperclip sculpture. Do you have any medical issues, Bill? 

 
No, sir. 

 
Are you aware that your face is falling off? 

 
Bill hesitated. No, sir. 

 
It is. I can’t do anything about an unseemly medical condition, but I would appreciate if you’d take 
the rest of the day if this is an outbreak of some sort. Don’t worry. It won’t come out of your sick 
days. I’ll eat the cost. Take tomorrow if you need it and get well soon. 

 
Yes, sir, Bill said. 

 
He went to his desk, picked up his briefcase, and noticed a splotch on it. His face was melting like 
candle wax. Running to the restroom, he tried to catch as much of the ooze as possible. He wasn’t 
successful. A trail of wax skin stuck to the ground in his wake. He stared at the putty in his hands. 
Pushing it back on, he constructed little more than half a face. It was enough to get him out of the 
building, but it was still dripping. 

 
He walked out toward the lobby. A janitor was scraping Bill’s face off of the ground while his co-
workers said goodbye with big smiles. Are you leaving for the day? See you tomorrow. Take as 
much time as they give you; I’d try to get Monday off, too. No one likes to come in on a Monday. 
Have a good evening. Try to get some rest. You look like you need it. 
 
By the time he got to the car, Bill’s face was gone, and he couldn’t go back to get it. 

 
-  - 

 
Gabby didn’t want to cancel their date. She didn’t believe he was ill and insisted on coming over to 
see him if he was. It was the mother in her, she said. He didn’t think it would go well, but he wasn’t 
sure what he could do. If he denied her access to the apartment, she would think he was with 
another woman. 

 
With no good options, he answered the door without his face. Gabby was going on about 
homeopathic remedies for every ailment when she saw his blood red faceless face. You weren’t 
kidding about not feeling well, she said. 
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Yeah, he said. I wasn’t. 

 
I’m going to walk away now, Gabby said. I hope you won’t take it personally if you never hear from 
me again. It’s just that your face is gone. That’s disturbing. 

 
I think my boss will care more than I do, he said. 

 
Personal relationships were the least of his concerns if he couldn’t get a new face. He took a long 
bath, letting the steam relax his muscles so he might get some sleep. 

 
-  - 

 
When Bill woke up, all of the skin and hair on his head had pooled into a hardened mass on his 
pillow. He had trouble raising his head at first, because the malleable substance stuck to the back of 
his head until it snapped like a rubber band. He stared at the solid puddle on his pillow. 
 
Bill had never been a thinker. He followed instructions for the most part. He had nothing but time to 
think now, and he wondered if it was permanent. Could there be some sort of skin graft? Would he 
look normal in a year or two if his cells were replicated in a Petri dish? He thought about whether 
they still had freak shows. Maybe he could find a new career. He imagined himself on stage next to 
the bearded lady and the amazing lizard boy, finding true love with the most tattooed woman in the 
world. People could come and stare at him without any shame. They wouldn’t have to keep the 
smile on or be polite. Their revulsion could be on clear display, uninhibited by tact and decency. He 
would be the star of the show, the man with no skin, the man with nothing to protect him. 

 
A call from the office broke his concentration. Bill didn’t pay much attention to the rant, but he was 
fired. He had to pick up his things, skin disease or not. The bravado was infuriating, and he decided 
to go and get everything. 

 
-  - 

 
By the time Bill got to the office, skin dripped off his fingers, and his shoes overflowed with goo. No 
one batted an eye, but they all expressed sympathies for his job loss. The Stepford co-workers made 
no attempt to ask him about his worsening condition, but the janitor scoffed when he saw Bill 
leaving another mess. 

 
As layers of skin fell from Bill’s hands, it hurt to pick things up. He gathered everything up into a 
single box, leaving the office computer there, but stealing an abundance of office supplies. Several 
paperclips fell and got stuck in the goo trail he left behind. He didn’t need to make more of a scene. 
No one would forget him, even if they would never admit it. 

 
When he got into the car, he noticed a missed call from Amanda. Apprehensive, he called her back 
as he drove home. Touching anything hurt the exposed muscles in his hands. Even sitting was 
painful. 

 
Hello? 
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Hey, you called? 

 
Yeah, Amanda said. I heard you got fired. Want to talk about it when I get off work? 

 
Bill thought about it, but he said yes. He wanted company. 

 
-  - 

 
Amanda knocked on the door at ten after six. She hadn’t even gone home. Bill answered the door, 
and waited for her to back away like Gabby, but she didn’t. 

 
Your skin is gone, Amanda said. 

 
Yeah, Bill said. I know. 

 
That’s really strange. 

 
I’ve heard that. 

 
Can I come in? 
 

-  - 
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“To Build Again” by Adel Souto. 
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Allie Marini Batts 
 

 
holds degrees from Antioch University of Los Angeles & New College of Florida, meaning she 
can explain deconstructionism, but cannot perform simple math. Her work has been a finalist 
for Best of the Net & nominated for the Pushcart Prize. She is managing editor for the 
NonBinary Review, Unbound Octavo, & Zoetic Press, and co-editor-in-chief for Lucky Bastard 
Press. She has previously served on the masthead for Lunch Ticket, Spry Literary Journal, The 
Weekenders Magazine, Mojave River Review & Press, & The Bookshelf Bombshells. Allie is the 
author of Unmade & Other Poems, (Beautysleep Press, 2013) & You Might Curse Before You Bless 
(ELJ Publications, 2013). She has 5 collections forthcoming in 2015: wingless, scorched & 
beautiful (Imaginary Friend Press), Before Fire (ELJ Publications), This Is How We End 
(Bitterzoet), Pictures From The Center Of The Universe (Paper Nautilus, winner of the Vella 
Prize) & Southern Cryptozoology: A Field Guide To Beasts Of The Southern Wild (Hyacinth Girl 
Press). Allie rarely sleeps, and her mother has hypothesized that she is actually a robot fueled 
by Diet Coke & Sri Racha. Find her on the web: https://www.facebook.com/AllieMariniBatts or 
@kiddeternity. 
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Three Poems 
by Allie Marini Batts  

 
 
Bill & Patsy’s Zippo 
 
cost me $3 at the flea market & I say with a smile as I  
spark it against my jeans—a habit I picked up in my first dorm room,  
when being able to smoke inside seemed so adult— 
I guess they didn’t make it.  
if they had, it seems I wouldn’t have picked up their  
lighter, engraved with their names—but no date— 
for less than it costs to buy a pack of the cigarettes they’ll light.  
even as I’m stubbing out the butt of my own marriage,  
smoked straight down to the filter,  
I find myself insistently turning over a lucky,  
wondering whether Bill ever bounced back from Patsy 
up & leaving him one day when she’d finally had enough, & if  
Patsy ever managed to find whatever it was she was looking for.  
 
 

-  - 
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I’m Not Talking about Love on A Roof in Brooklyn 
 
Four cigs deep and I suddenly remember  
why everyone told me  
New York wasn’t for me.   
 
It’ll make you hard, they said,  
people aren’t like they are here— 
your heart is too tender and you walk too slow— 
they won’t love you like we do.  
 
I got blood blisters my first week.  
Learned to pick up my pace.  
Stopped saying Excuse me  
to everyone I bumped into on the train.  
Dropped my drawl and forgot 
what fresh peaches taste like in June.  
 
Blowing smoke off the tips of a $10 pack of Pall Malls, 
watching the glitter of the skyscrapers studding the vista 
instead of being able to see the stars— 
listening to the whoosh and roar of taxicabs  
that never stop flooding the grid of streets below. 
The bright chirrup of cicadas and tree frogs,  
a splinter of memory that aches and stings 
as I learn a hard lesson  
about following your tender heart to places far and wide.  
 
Maybe by next winter,  
I’ll finally have a jacket that will keep me warm enough,  
or at least have some calluses on my heels,  
instead of a shoe full of blood. 

-  - 
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A Particular Sadness at the Laundromat 
 
Sorting my mismatched dirty socks  checking your jeans  
for loose change or lighters   (probably filched from me,) 
we have become more civil, loving, than we have in weeks—months,  
if we’re being honest—and we are, for once. It wasn’t always 
like this,  but it has been 
like this  so long 
we both forgot what clean laundry smelled like,  
shirts without cigarette smoke ground in,              dog hair clinging stubbornly  
to shirt after shirt  after skirt  after denim,   
tumbling through the  drum          of a washing machine, industrial sized,  
suds clinging like hope to the glass door that always reminds me of a porthole 
our ship isn’t sinking, it’s sailing,  and that’s sadder still 
when I remember how much I love our beautiful messes 
faded black t-shirts  (you forget to use the cold cycle) 
smell of smoke                 clinging like my arms to you, to fabric, to sudsy water 
     all of it cycles through, except the sadness,  
clean clothes, folded,    ready to be packed 
 
I love you in this laundromat    even if I am leaving you             tomorrow 
 
 

-  - 
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Steve Gillies 
 

 
 
has had work published in Daily Science Fiction, Artifice Magazine, and the American Journal of 
Orthopedics. He lives and works in Chicago with his family and mostly works from home these 
days. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Our Future” by Adel Souto. 
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Everybody is a Superhero 
by Steve Gillies 
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the passengers brace themselves against
this villainous cold while muttering 
what must be vital coded messages.

my toes are really big but they skinny
toes so i can't imagine they weighed my
whole foot skrrrrffft should go ahead
then and said that i travel is my passion
courdoroys 
So bring may no so what I'm saying is 

how do you treat a stain like what I'm 
saying is

i feel so small today

no the thing is you have to
make sure with a stain like that no wait
yes no uh-huh go aheadnoooooope

what i'm trying to
say is the thing about it

NO

maybe denim

just don't talk to me about plaid
like this no like this  not like that

this anecdote should illustrate how much better I am than most people

what i'm saying is no what i'm saying
I TOld you NO

nono thats not what i'm 
trying to say aww man you aren't even

listening to me at all are you

the driver frowns as people crowd the
doorways, then leaps into action.

Step away from the doors so others
may alight this vehicle. step away
from the doors. doors are closing. 
doors are  closing. step away from 
the platform if you can not enter. 
doors are closing. doors are 
closing. if you can not board this 
train there is an immediate follower.
doors are closing. There will be 
another train right behind this one. 
back away from the platform for 
your own safety and so the train 
may depart. but there will be 
another train right behind me. 
 Definitely. I think. trust me, OK?

to the untrained eye, it's another 
typical winter day in this most typical of
midwestern american cities. but if you
take a closer look, true believers, you'll
find that it's the typical scenes like these
that can contain the strangest stories 
of all! For amid this train full of ordinary
commuters you'll find the most amazing
character we've ever come across. prepare
yourselves to be astounded, confounded,
amused, bemused or at least hopefully a 
little distracted! we are proud to present
the epic, titanic tale we like to call . . . 

the man who
went to work

Forgive the poetry, true believers,
but we've been sitting in the office 
wracking our brains trying to come 
up with a new way of describing the 
insides of an El Train. Oh, sure, Old 
Man winter has made several 
appearances throughout the years*, 
but how many times have you read 
about salt stain constellations?
Still, if all you want are the facts, 
it's winter, everyone is over it and
we're on the train. Yeah. A Train. 

old man winter

*For the first appearance of Old Man Winter, see
Tales for the lonely #35, if you can afford a copy!  -- Editors

Grey salt stains the plastic floor forming
constellations of grime in a universe 
filthy with the mud and slush of a city 
caught in the clutches of the villainous . . .



Observe as he sits, unmoved by the 
forces of chaos that surround him!

hemmed in by overgrown people in 
overcoats, forced half of his seat by a 
man with a stance so wide it can only be 
described as aggressive. Head continually
imperiled by the arc of a barely attended
shoulder bag swinging from above. senses
assaulted by odors that can be described
as curious under the most generous of 
circumstances (which these are not) and 
the lingering ghost of grazed contact  
on the back of his hand that feels like it
must have been butt. still, his steely gaze
remains undettered as it remains focused
on the pale blue screen in his hand.   

opinion pieces on the morality of remote
control battleships. celebrities getting
married. Tips on navigating a shopping 
expedition in logan square. celebrities
having babies. analyses on the fragmented
political constituencies in the comments
section of a site for members of a
fragment of a constituency. celebrities 
taking naked pictures with their phones.
think pieces. logan square is happening. 
oral histories on think pieces on the oral
histories of think pieces. complaints 
masked as opinions. brief mentions of a 
shocking number of dead people 
somewhere where is that again. celebrities
having break up sex so you don't have to. 
logan square is so over isn't it.

suddenly, his completely average auditory
capacities can't help but hear a ringtone!

Go. . . I'm on the train. . . yeah.On the train.

right now. . . no    .   .    . on the train. no.

listen. . . yeah. I told you. at belmont. no.

i am on the train but i'm at belmont. . . no.

on the train. no. yeah, no. what i told you. 

i don't know. .  .on the train. yeah, yeah . . . 

uh-huh.in a minute. right now. on the train.

the situations brewing in the middle east
and the midwest. short stories about sad
adults brewing tea and thinking about 
their divorces. Oh! the steam coming out 
of the kettle. What does it mean?* 
manouverings, acquisitions, mergers 
and other words that banks use to explain 
themselves to the world. community 
leaders are wearing red pins today. too 
much. the whole world from his fingertips 
but all it does is make him feel small. he 
can't find a thing to read that feels like 
the world he knows. 

    But then, he muses, couldn't this 
train be the whole world. The woman
nervously touching up her makeup 
before work its doomed celebrity. His
seat partner its every day bully.

Come to think of it, quite a few
people here as arguments for or against
Logan Square as a neighborhood or 
concept. Certainly enough sad adults 
clutching paper coffee cups though it's 
not that hard to picture plenty of tea
brewing in their past, present, future. 
   He pictures ethnographers years from
now recording the oral history of this 
train ride and noting that yes that guy
was on the train.   

     He wonders about this car's 
midwest, or its Middle East, where 
would they be? 
     Factions debating the morality of
drone strikes on hobo corner at the 
back of the car. Surely there must be
another way to confront these 
olfactory affronts. Continued strikes
will only lead to new and deadlier 
smells in the future. But if we never 
address the root cause of inequality 
between the people in hobo corner and
...and shouldn't we talk about the 
standers vs the sitters? Is hobo corner
just a distraction cooked up by the 
sitters to keep the standers scared? 

t  i  m  e
passing

he blocks it out the best he can. 
back to . . . 

* Beats us! --Editors



at the hundred billionth stop, his revery
is suddenly broken by a pack of children.

they push, they shout, they scream as they
force their way onto an already crowded 
train. (where do they find the room?)

it's an all-out assault on the 
previously only-mused sovereignty of the
train. with a hoot and a holler the train 
is theirs!

they say nothing, they look to the floor,
they grit their teeth, maybe they live
tweet it, but they say nothing. every 
screech, every cackle, every shove is 
greeted by a hundred silent winces.
someone should say something. something
that requires tact and understanding of
cultural differences commuters and, and
are they even students? as the train ride 
teeters on the brink of total annoyance 
someone must take a stand. is this our 
hero's moment to say what needs to be
said with the grace, dignity, and wisdom
with which it needs to be said? 

if you animals do not

shut up right now i will 

call my cop buddies and 

they will plant all 

the drugs on  you and 

you can join your 

parents in jail. 

A SMATTERING OF APPLAUSE AND MOSTLY
CONTINUED AWKWARD SILENCE FROM THE 
PASSENGERS. tHE KIDS MUTTER, BUT THEY'RE

GONE AT THE NEXT STOP. 
    Our hero can't tell what par of 
this affair is the most troubling: 
the obvious, without saying that one
word, racial overtones of the exchange
or his own silence, confirmation of 
the notion he's had that if it came 
down to some real-life Snowpiercer 
type situation it would be Wide-stance
over here running the show. He's also 
a bit worried about being considered 
an asshole by proximity for the rest 
of the ride. Has it ruined his 
imaginary shot with Makeup Girl? 

THE TRAIN SUDDENLY BUCKLeS AND STOPS, 
THEN starts again, then stops and 
CONTINUES TO NOT MOVE. APPARENTLY BEEP 
BEEP BEEP THIS TRAIN IS EXPERIENCING AN 
EQUIPMENT FAILURE. THE DRIVER IS OFF THE 
TRAIN PERFORMING MAINTENANCE. BEEP 
BEEP BEEP. THE PASSENGERS GROAN. tHEY 
COUGH. tHEY SNIFFLE. his neighbor decides 
it's time to relax and somehow manages 
to take up even more of the seat. the 
woman stops applying makeup and begins 
to text someone frantically, until she 
realizes there is no reception 
underground. the air grows staler.

a wave of tension washes over 
the passengers. 

a train speeds by in the other direction,
Providing a window into some beautiful
mirror universe where trains move when 
   they said they will.

Everyone is smiling and full of joy. 
Wide- stance is looking around for an old
lady or pregnant woman to offer his seat
up to. makeup Girl doesn't need makeup in
this Train Car. She's looking natural 
and radiant, though of course the men
only gaze at her with appreciation and
respect. and our hero has organized the 
kids together, they're going through the 
train picking up trash and helping each 
other with their homework. 

just as one threat to the commute
passes another rears its ugly head.



Claustrophobia. Dank air. the inability
to escape side-on body contact. He has 
no idea how long he's been here not 
moving, not thinking, barely breathing. 
Wouldn't it be fitting if the end came 
down here in the dark. Would it be all 
of a sudden? A loud bang? A panic? A 
crush? Or would they just stay here 
until nature ran its course? Would he say
anything? Scream? Cry out? Would he even 
move? Would he remain still and silent
as he's always been? Would he even know 
it was happening? Would he be mourned or 
would he be forgotten? He's trying,
trying really hard, to make his life
flash before his eyes if only to convince 
himself of any kind of life beyond this. 

There is a world outside this train and 
he's sure he's been there. Didn't he 
ever go on a picnic with a date? That's 
a thing that probably happened, right? 
And as a child, didn't he go camping 
with his family? Crickets at night and 
unspoiled country air. These seem like 
things he should remember from back in 
the long ago time before this train ride. 
But memory has failed him. Imagination 
has failed him. He has no choice but to 
be where he is. He closes his eyes. 
Takes a deep breath. You are here now. 
You are here now. Repeats it until it 
means nothing. Repeats it until it's a 
lie. He is not here now. For the moment 

the dirt. the smells. the people with their
puffy coats and stupid ringtones and bad 
breath (have we mentioned the bad
breath?) and worn out faces and 
problems of their own. if it's not the
whole world it's at least a big part of it.
he's barely noticed, but the train is 
moving, slowly, surely. an obligatory 
glance at the phone reveals too many 
text messages and emails to fathom. his 
stop is next. the workday is looming. he 
puts his phone in his pocket, slings his 
bag around his shoulder and prepares to
face the day with what grace he can muster.
he will remember nothing  about flying. 

next issue:
pretty much the same thing, with the
possibility of someone clipping their
toenails! sure, maybe you read 
about people that can throw cars 
around or see through walls and 
wonder at how they can do it. 
well, this guy is going to do this 
every weekday for the rest of his
life.

excelsior!

finally, a real human voice comes across
the intercom with a very important
message that will explain everything!

f     l     y     i     n     g

he

and the moment is gone. back to . . . 

is



Curbside Splendor         May 2015 
 

Matt Carmichael 
 

lives in Chicago, IL. His writing has appeared in the Alaska Quarterly Review, Adirondack Review, 
TriQuarterly, Gravel, Bartleby Snopes, The Eckleburg Review, and After Hours Press, among other 
places. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 “The Streets Run Red” by Adel Souto 
 

  

24 
 



Curbside Splendor         May 2015 
 

Acapulco Nightclub 
by Matt Carmichael  

 
There are black metal bars  
in the windows and neon  
green city stickers  
keeping the door  
 sealed shut  
 
but paradise is still  
painted on the sign 
above the entrance.  
A beach scene. A seagull  
 suspended  
 
in flight over warm sand.   
Palm trees and orange flowers,  
a sailboat on the ocean.  
Saltwater. Paradise.  
 Life’s a beach.  
 
An empty cardboard canister  
of Quaker Oats  
rocks in the doorway.  
Make a small boat of it  
 and pray  
 
for a day with heavy rain,  
when grocery store weeklies  
clog the sewer intakes  
and the streets flood with 
 the bright red ink  
 
 
 
 
 
 

of those on-sale-only- 
ninety-nine-cents- 
per-pound- 
red-ripe-tomatoes 
 -on-the-vine.  
 
Sail that soggy canister  
of easy pour oats  
down Fullerton Avenue 
as far as it will take you  
 before it dissolves.  
 
Drink and dance  
to Latin beats  
underneath the sand,  
intoxicated and swimming into 
 clean early morning streets,  
 
bodies pulsing with lust  
and still the pull  
of the music’s undertow,  
the goodnight kiss of the club’s 
 neon lights,  
 
the buzz that comes  
with a drink bought by  
a stranger, the hope  
of a drink bought for 
 someone new.  
 
Paradise. That seagull still  
suspended in flight,  
stuck, until somebody gets around  
to scraping the paint off of  
 everything.
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Adel Souto is a Cuban-born artist, writer, and musician, currently living in Brooklyn. He has written for 
his own fanzines, and has contributed work to numerous magazines, fanzines, and websites. He has 
released several books, including a “best of”, and a chapbook on the subject of a 30-day vow of silence, 
and has translated the works of Spanish poets. His work, both art and photography, has shown in 
galleries throughout the U.S., Europe, and South America. His music videos have been screened at 
NYC’s Anthology Film Archives, and he has lectured on the subject of occult influences in photography 
at NYU's Steinhardt School of Culture. He also produces the public access tv show, Brooklyn’s Alright, 
and is heavily involved with his musical outfit, 156. 

“The Streets Run Red” by Adel Souto 
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