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A Letter From the Editors  

In this second issue of Vol. III, Ontologica continues to evolve as we have in 

every subsequent issue. We struggled in terms of Poetry editorshipðthe three 

remaining editors successfully pooled efforts to handle the poetry submissions for 3.2, 

but due to difficulties finding an appropriate and perma nent Poetry Editor, this will be 

the last issue we run poetry for an indefinite amount of time. Readersô responses to the 

cancellation of our Poetry section will directly correlate to the amount of energy we put 

in to resurrecting it at a future date.   

We seem to go through cycles in terms of submissions, and this reading period 

was no exception. We were light in fiction and art, but solid in essay submissions. I 

(Rod) had some tough choices to make in terms of acceptances and rejections, and 

hope one piece in particular is revised and re-submitted this spring.  

Minor difficulties aside, this has turned into another solid issue of Ontologica. We 

have and a lot of great pieces, and as always our stalwart book reviewer, Kilean 

Kennedy. This was also our first year since the transition to a bi -annual publishing 

schedule, and the switch went great. Going forward, we will hold two reading periods 

each yearðMarch-April for the Summer issue and September-October for the Winter 

issue.  Weôve definitely found our groove in relation to content and vision. Weôll be 

spending the winter brainstorming ways to increase our market presence, and 

considering the possibility of expanding the magazine into other (possibly non -

electronic) forms of media.  

Send us feedback, and be on the lookout for exciting things ahead.  

 

Wishing you all a fantastic 2012, 

-The Editors 
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Marian Kaplun Shapiro  

 

Old Photograph: No Place To Hide  

 

Napalm has leveled the landscape. 

The naked girl flees  

          shredding her burning skin into the wind, 

screaming into the darkroom vat  

thousands of bloody bandages away. We smell her flesh. 

We are the bomb-scarred trees. 

 

My bones are charred by her fire. 

Its truth is not simple. But  

          the Truth is simple 

           as the ax 

as the air. 

It is, simply, a matter of life and death.  

 It is, simply, a matter of holding our breath.     
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Claude Clayton Smith  

 

The Kanes of My Childhood  

The Kanes of my childhood were related only in that each met a premature 

death. 

Richard Kane lived across from us on Freeman Avenue in a boxlike house that 

seemed twice as large as our white clapboard bungalow. I was four at the time, my 

brother was six, and so Richard must have been eight or nine. He had an older sister, 

Nancy, who was in eighth grade and seemed old enough to be my mother. In fact, 

when I began Kindergarten, she played my mother in a Christmas tableauðNancy in a 

rocking chair before the fireplace, me in my pajamas on her lap.  

One afternoon Richard showed me his sisterôs room. Nancy was out, his mother 

in the kitchen, his father at work.  

ñThis is where she puts on her make-up,ò Richard said as we stood before the 

mirror on Nancyôs vanity. ñAnd this is her powder-puff.ò He took the lid from a small 

round jar, lifted the soft bag within, and pretended t o dab his cheeks. Then he got an 

idea. ñCome on!ò he cried, and I followed him downstairs to the kitchen. His mother 

was now out on the rear steps, hanging laundry from their clothesline.  

Richard motioned for me to be quiet, reached into a cabinet, and gr abbed a bag 

of marshmallows, which we used to powder our cheeks. Then we hid outside to 

surprise Nancy when she returned. But Richardôs mother was more amused than Nancy, 

who screamed at Richard for going into her room.  

The only photo I have of Richard Kaneða scalloped black and white Kodak circa 

1950ðshows us in his backyard, where we played often, with Richard in charge. In the 

photo he is about eleven or twelve, bare -chested and in shorts, his skinny arms holding 

a garden hose that is running full blast out of the frame just to the right of whoever is  

taking the picture, most likely his mother. His short black hair is unkempt, his gaze 

intense. I am standing beside him, and seated behind me on the first of the wooden 

steps is my older brother, the two of  us in bib overalls and polo shirts. Richard looks 
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more concerned with his hosing than the fact that this moment is being recorded for 

posterity. My brother and I, with a childish sense of occasion, are smiling sheepishly.  

One day we had a funeral and Richard presided. He had found a dead bird and 

put it in a shoebox. Next he dug a hole, deposited the box, and insisted we be quiet 

while he said a few words in a serious tone. Then he covered the box with dirt, and that  

was that.  

 Thatôs all I remember about Richard Kane, because the Kanes moved away that 

summer. But one day a few years later my mother informed us that Richard had been 

killed in an accident when his speeding car struck a telephone pole.  

He was sixteen years old. 

*  *  *  

Frankie Kane was gaunt and pimply, with gnarled teeth and a thatch of black 

hair. He came from a broken family and was already a teenager when I knew him. 

Knew of him, that is, for I never spoke to him. I simply envied him from afar, like 

everyone else. 

Frankie lived at the upper reaches of Freeman Avenue, less than a mile away. 

But we never went up there because Old Lady Jober lived nearby, and Old Lady Jober 

was a witch. It was said she had murdered her daughter, that dead cats were chained 

at the neck in her basement. Live cats roamed her property at will, and Frankie Kane 

could be seen playing with them.  

 One afternoon fire engines roared up Freeman Avenue and we took off after 

them. Old Lady Joberôs ramshackle garage was on fire. It had been filled to the rafters 

with stacks of old newspapers. Frankie Kane stood out front with his arms folded, 

watching the flames. Old Lady Jober was nowhere to be found. The crowd grew 

steadily, and soon a member of the family (Old Lady Joberôs daughter?) appeared out 

of nowhere and spoke to the firemen. A few days later the house stood empty, 

although Frankie still tended to the cats.  

 We envied Frankie Kane because he owned a pony, a shaggy black-and-white 

Shetland that he harnessed to a two-wheeled cart to give the litt lest children rides 

around the block. Horses were unknown in our townð except for an old nag that 
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annually plowed our garden on Freeman Avenueðyet we all longed to have one, like 

the cowboys on TV. And Frankie Kane had his own pony. He kept it in a garage like Old 

Lady Joberôs, which he had converted to an open stall stacked with bales of hay. 

Whenever the pony cart went around the block I stood by the side of the road 

conspicuously, trying to look inconspicuous, as if I deserved a ride as much as the 

littl est children. But Frankie Kane never looked my way. 

 And we envied Frankie Kane because he had been on television, displaying a 

talent for which he was known locallyðpuppetry. He made hand puppets all by himself, 

built a little stage with a red curtain, an d put on comic shows for the littlest children, in 

a falsetto voice. He seemed to live for the littlest children. He had no friends his own 

age.  

 When Frankie appeared on television with his puppets, we gathered at our house  

to watch him in all his glory . After the performance, the master of ceremonies 

interviewed him, asking how his hobby had begun. ñOh, just messinô around by myself,ò 

Frankie said. Frankie Kane was always messing around by himself. He was our wonder 

boy. He had a pony, he made puppets, and he had been on television. And one day he 

was found behind his pony stall with a plastic bag over his head.  

He was sixteen years old.  
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Luthien Thye  

 

Nimloth of Eressea  

 

Like many who discovered art at a later age in their lives, I have never been t o art school nor had any 

formal training in art. In fact, my early education couldn't be farther away from anything that 

resembled "artistic" or "creative", unless you consider "creative book -keeping" an art form! ï Luthien 

Thye   
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Rosalind Brenner  

 

Naturali zed Citizen  

 

Momôs goulash patriotism inspired us.  

On her happy days she loved America, 

rushed outside at the knife grinderôs call, 

crooned show tunes as she danced  

with her full wicker basket,  

tugged the clothes line on its pulley,  

laughed at its creaky complaint  

at heavy sheets and girdles.  

Radio perched on the ice boxôs 

round compressor sang with her, followed  

every high heeled step she rehearsed  

for rumba party Saturdays 

when dad would take her stepping out  

sporting beauty parlor curls and her Wilardy purse. 

 

Should I be glad that sheôs not here to see 

our Brooklyn block is slum now?  

Windows are nailed with boards like blinded eyes,  

the middle class knocked off its ass, 

and her adopted country stripped to bone.  

 

The cops find garbage bags  

stuffed with Craigôs Listôs dead; 

kids text for profit, fun with dangerous ends;  

the rich collect their dividends.  
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The planetôs pocked with lethal scrap.  

Cheeks raw from weeping radioactive tearsð 

 

Tsunami hasnôt reached my ankles yet 

but I can feel the churn. Time to believe  

a good warm stew will save us,   

vanished with foundation garments,  

and bi-monthly permanent waves. 
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Haris Merzihic  

 

Chair  

 

Art has always played a big role in my life. It was passed down to me from my father who always liked 

to draw and my uncle who is an artist. I am hoping that my children will like art as much and will carry 

on the tradition. I have been drawing since the age of one. When the war started, the role of art 

became even greater in my life. It was a n escape from reality, which at the time looked very bleak. It 

was also an escape from boredom as we were left with nothing and a pencil and paper are very cheap 

compared to toys or anything else a kid might want. So I would find myself drawing for hours. Just as 

children from Brazil become good soccer players because there is nothing to do but kick a ball around, 

I improved my art skills because there was nothing else to do. Still today, art can be an escape from 

reality for me and it is a great form of re laxation. Although I have less time to spend on art today, it 

will always be a big part of my life. ï Haris Merzihic  
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Kimberly Dark  

 

Celebration  

I sat cross-legged on the big blue tumbling mat, fingering the white piping on 

the green gym shorts we had to  wear. Those were the school colors: green and white.  

The shirt had green and white horizontal stripes along with the words Dana Junior High 

School. I stared intently down at that piping along the edge of my shorts, as though it 

was fascinating me beyond belief as the teacher spoke about the perils of getting fat.  

There were health perils to be sure, but then, she added a particular caution for girls.  

ñYou donôt ever want to be known as 200 pounds of fun.ò  Then everyone laughed. 

I was touching the edge of my gym shorts which pressed gently into the flesh of my 

upper thigh because the biggest size they came in ï extra large ï was a bit snug on my 

body. I was already too fat, and nearing 200 pounds myself.  

200 pounds.  Thatôs the number people used to describe REALLY fat girls: a 200 

pound heifer, a 200 pound circus act, everyone laughed about 200 pounds of fun.  She 

was dressed in a tutu: the circus performer painted on the side of the fun house at the 

fair grinning moronically with her pinkened cheeks, ti ght leotard, the pink laces of her 

ballet shoes cutting into her fleshy calves. My face reddened every time I walked past 

her image at the fair.  And by high school, I weighed more than 200 pounds, and 

though Iôd never mention it ï I knew she did too.  

Boy athletes got to weigh 200 pounds and it was a good thing.  I hated the 

number 200, though as a 5ô9ò active adult with ample breasts and hips, I realized that 

200 pounds was not such a bad thing for me ï not so unhealthy, not so moronic, and 

not so shameful. But it still felt that way.   

Through years of exercise obsession in my late teens and early twenties, I 

always weighed in between 230-250.  I was unbelievably strong and worked out a few 

hours each day ï aerobics and weights.  Again and again, I offered  my waistline for 

caliper pinching to check my body fat percentage.  One gym staffer after another would 
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do the math and report that I had some weight to lose to achieve my optimal ñhealthy 

body fat percentage.ò  The numbers varied, but those tests always put my weight loss 

goal between ten and twenty pounds ï not the hundred pounds the fashion magazines 

would rob from my frame to make me small enough for public privilege.  No, even at a 

ñhealthy body fat percentageò Iôd still be designated as heifer size, still 200+. Iôd be 

healthy livestock, still 200 pounds of fun for those who want to laugh at others for 

invented reasons. 

ñIôm not into celebrating fatness,ò my friend said in an offhand way. ñI think itôs 

essentially out of balance, unhealthy,ò he added as we discussed an event where a 

number of fat people had congregated, nicely dressed, comfortably flirtatious with one 

another, giving and receiving compliments like ñYou look great tonight!ò And, ñI love 

that dress on you. Rawr!ò 

 I donôt know very many people who celebrate fatness. Some fetishize it, but 

legions more have a fetish for thinness.  That is, their sexual gratification is strongly 

linked to the presence of that attribute, rather than the personôs composite traits. 

Indeed, some people celebrate fat.  Well, great. Itôs the same as celebrating hairy 

chests or big noses or thick muscles.  Itôs one way the body can be ï either through 

genetics or behavior.  Some people eroticize fat ï they think it feels soft, good, 

comforting. A fondness for large breasts is a form of fat celebration, really. Itôs just fat 

in a certain shape ï but if the boobs are attached to a lithe frame, the longing becomes 

legitimate. 

So, I donôt know many fat celebrants, but thankfully, Iôve met a lot of people 

whoôve learned how to love themselves and each other in a variety of forms. I know 

people who revel in their sexuality and live vibrantly in bodies weôve all been taught to 

hate.   

 Itôs not a celebration of the fat itself. They celebrate the amazing courage and 

daring it  takes to live in a culture that compares you to livestock when youôre fat, that 

considers getting fat to be one of the worst things that can happen ï to a woman in 

particular.  In study after study, thin women report being more willing to lose things like  

limbs and eyesight than to be ñextremely overweight.ò  Itôs worth celebration and 
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admiration when someone overcomes that kind of thinking.  Those are the folks I know.  

And I know some bigots too ï some really nice ones.  Mostly, they just donôt know that 

being bigoted includes holding firmly to the idea that any group is wrong or disgusting 

for being as they are. Being bigoted includes being irrationally convinced of the 

correctness of oneôs own opinions or views.  Iôve been a bigot at times too, by that 

definition. 

Truly, Iôd be more comfortable if I werenôt quite as fat. Now that Iôm in my 

forties, my knees hurt and during my yoga practice, some poses arenôt accessible to me 

because of my size.  Itôs just not as easy for me to be thin, as it is for some of my 

friends.  For whatever reason, Iôve put some of my life issues into food and eating ï 

and I seem to have a genetic propensity for largesse. And who knows?  The slower 

metabolism may have been enhanced by my years of anorexia as a girl.  Shortly after 

the gym teacherôs comment, I stopped eating almost entirely for a few years.  Oh, the 

tactic of anorexia was not a simple response to her threat that I would be ugly and 

unloved.  What I chose to eat and not eat was a response to a nexus of events and 

messages that emerged in my life at the time.  Interestingly, those events emerge in 

the lives of a lot of adolescent girls.  If we truly mean to be helpful ï to focus on fat as 

ñunhealthyò or ñunbalanced,ò we might pay attention to the repetitive patterns.   

Maybe blame is just easier.  Fat and emaciation look like cause and effect 

situations that are under oneôs personal control.  But I suspect that many women were 

not just responding to the gym teacherôs threats.  We were trying to sort out the 

multifarious meanings of controlling our bodies and our lives, as we became women.  

We were struggling to make peace with what it means to hunger ï how the body and 

mind can be brought under control, or nourished, or indulged.  Women arenôt just 

worried about losing (or gaining too much) beauty ñprivilege,ò though thatôs part of it. 

Weôre worried about things we canôt even name ï things Iôm still challenged to name 

after decades of careful observation. 

Hereôs what I do know about my body.  It conserves well, in case of further 

scarcity. What a serendipity.  How beautiful that I survived the perils of terrors un -

named.  How fortunate for me ï and for others ï that I thrive.  Some forms of 
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ñimbalanceò are easier to live with in our particular culture than others.  Fat is a tough 

one, for people of any gender.  So in certain company we celebrate not only our 

audacity, but also our beauty ï our right to enjoy our bodies, our sensuality, and our 

sexuality.   

I donôt know too many people who celebrate fat, but I do know fat people who 

celebrate being alive, being resilient, being beautiful.  In fact, Iôm one of them.  And I 

feel a little sad for friends who donôt want to join the celebration.   
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Valentina Cano  

 

Inhospitable Terrain  

 

I am not involved in  

your map of plans. 

I refuse to have my name 

stitched in the roads, 

crosses marking spots 

I donôt want to travel. 

Your landscape is not warm enough. 

It teems with ice sculptures  

and overturned buckets of water.  

The trees are born of glass seeds 

that just stretch, molten, into s hape. 

Your words, your looks,  

have painted that place 

a lick of frost at a time.  

I cannot march down  

your road 

or through your peaking valleys.  

I will not drink from  

your crackling shores.  
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Luthien Thye  

 

Time Turner II  

 

The first medium I learned how to use was acrylic paint. Paper followed shortly and then, polymer clay. 

I started out making things for the home, later going into creating jewelry and journals. I use an array 

of mediums in my work. Paint will always have a  place in my work é it is like an old friend. I love aged 

papers, whether they be original ephemera or papers made to look old with staining techniques. I find 

that they exude character and soul. Clay is another medium that I find extremely delightful and 

versatile to use. I do not work with polymer clay anymore as cooking polymer clay is forbidden in the 

home now that I have a 1 year old baby. But I have found that 2 -part epoxy clays are fascinating to 








































































































