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About the Festival 
The mission of the Douglas Anderson Writers' Festival is to provide hands-on, craft oriented workshops with professional 
writers and scholars, furnishing an invaluable and affordable opportunity for the emerging young writers of our community. 
The overarching purpose of the project is to provide exposure to the diversity of writing in the literary professional world and 
also to provide students with time, space and encouragement to contemplate and practice the art of creative writing. 
 
Our goal is the intersection of writers of all ages and from all parts of our community, with the added goal of opening up a dia-
logue in a supportive environment that can be personally stimulating and enlightening. We want students to learn more about 
literary writing, not just how to write something that sells. We want them to be inspired not only to write well, but also to be 
critical consumers of the writing that is on the market. Ideally, students will be inspired to write and read with a heightened 
awareness of what makes for good writing -- writing that survives the test of time. 
 
The 2016 festival will feature a day of readings and breakout workshops in fiction, poetry, memoir, journalism, playwriting, per-
formance and literary non-fiction. The morning will begin with readings from visiting authors, allowing those in attendance to 
get a sampling of each writer's work. The event will conclude with a reading and reception featuring headlining au-
thors, Richard Blanco and Ron Carlson. 
 
Former Festivals have featured many nationally renowned, award-winning authors, including Robert O. Butler, Richard Ford, 
Natasha Tretheway, Billy Collins, Joyce Carol Oates and Margaret Atwood. 



Poet 

Richard Blanco 

Biography 
Richard Blanco is the fifth inaugural poet in U.S. history. He is 
the author of the memoirs The Prince of Los Cocuyos: A Miami Child-
hood and For All of Us, One Today: An Inaugural Poet’s Journey; the 
poetry chapbooks Matters of the Sea, One Today, and Boston Strong; 
the poetry collections Looking for the Gulf Motel, Directions to the 
Beach of the Dead, and City of a Hundred Fires. Blanco’s many honors 
include the Agnes Starrett Poetry Prize, the Beyond Margins 
Award from the PEN American Center, the Paterson Poetry 
Prize, and two Maine Literary Awards. The Academy of Ameri-
can Poets named him its first Education Ambassador in 2015. 
He has been a Woodrow Wilson Visiting Fellow and received 
honorary doctorates from Macalester College, Colby College, 
and the University of Rhode Island. 

Excerpt from “One Today” 
 
Hear: squeaky playground swings, trains whistling, 
or whispers across café tables. Hear: the doors we open 
for each other all day, saying: hello| shalom | 
buon giorno |howdy |namaste |or buenos días 
in the language my mother taught me—in every language 
spoken into one wind carrying our lives 
without prejudice, as these words break from my lips.  
 
One sky: since the Appalachians and Sierras claimed 
their majesty, and the Mississippi and Colorado worked 
their way to the sea. Thank the work of our hands: 
weaving steel into bridges, finishing one more report 
for the boss on time, stitching another wound 
or uniform, the first brush stroke on a portrait, 
or the last floor on the Freedom Tower 
jutting into a sky that yields to our resilience. 
 
One sky, toward which we sometimes lift our eyes 
tired from work: some days guessing at the weather 
of our lives, some days giving thanks for a love 
that loves you back, sometimes praising a mother 
who knew how to give, or forgiving a father 
who couldn’t give what you wanted. 
 
We head home: through the gloss of rain or weight 
of snow, or the plum blush of dusk, but always, always 
home, always under one sky, our sky. And always 
one moon like a silent drum tapping on every rooftop 
and every window, of one country—all of us— 
facing the stars. Hope—a new constellation waiting 
for us to map it, waiting for us to name it—together. 

 
 
 

 
 
“Thank the work of our hands: 
weaving steel into bridges, finishing... 
the last floor on the Freedom Tower” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Novelist 

Ron Carlson 

Biography 
Ron Carlson’s most recent novel is Return to Oakpine. His short 
stories have appeared in Esquire, Harpers, The New Yorker, 
and The Atlantic Monthly, as well as The Best American Short 
Stories, The O'Henry Prize Series, The Pushcart Prize Antholo-
gy, The Norton Anthology of Short Fiction and other antholo-
gies; they have been performed on NPR’s “This American Life” 
and “Selected Shorts.” Ron Carlson Writes a Story, his book on 
writing, is taught widely. He is the author of two books of po-
ems, Room Service and The Blue Box. He has been awarded a Na-
tional Endowment for the Arts Fellowship, the Cohen Prize at 
Ploughshares, the McGinnis Award at the Iowa Review, and 
the Aspen Literary Award. Mr. Carlson directs the Graduate 
Program in Fiction at the University of California, Irvine. 

Excerpt from Oakpine 
 
The way Craig Ralston found out that his old high school 
buddy Jimmy Brand was coming back to town was that Jim-
my’s mother had called him for help. There was a time when 
Louise would have tackled this whole project alone, but now 
it was too much and it had come up too soon. She called 
Craig at his hardware store downtown, and he came out one 
night after work. It was August. All the cottonwoods in his 
old neighborhood, pretty as a park so long ago, were now 
towering giants, clustering leafy cumulous that shaded the 
district and sounded like a river in the wind. They had split 
the sidewalks and dwarfed the old bungalows, half of which 
were still occupied by their original owners. The trees were 
the theme here, and Craig, who was happy for his move to 
the scrub oak mountain and the new mansion, felt them get 
to him as he went to her little porch. When he knocked, she 
didn’t invite him in but came outside and took him around 
to the garage. It was a classic one-bay garage that her hus-
band had erected with community help years ago, wooden 
frame, plank walls, wooden shingles, peaked roof, a one-
paned window with a layer of dust on it thick as speckled 
paint, and a little side door. This place was the old band to 
Craig, the room where he and Jimmy Brand and Frank 
Gunderson and Mason Kirby, who had lived three houses 
down, had practiced a hundred afternoons that fall. The lit-
tle building hadn’t been opened for ten or twelve years, may-
be longer.  

 
 
 
“All the cottonwoods in his old neigh-
borhood, pretty as a park so long ago, 
were now towering giants, clustering 
leafy cumulous that shaded the district 
and sounded like a river in the wind. ” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Novelist 

Rilla Askew 

Biography 
Rilla Askew is the author of four novels and a book of stories. 
She’s a PEN/Faulkner finalist, recipient of the Western Herit-
age Award, Oklahoma Book Award, and a 2009 Arts and Let-
ters Award from the American Academy of Arts and Letters. 
Her novel about the Tulsa Race Riot, Fire in Beulah, received the 
American Book Award in 2002, and was selected for Oklaho-
ma’s One Book One State reading program. Askew’s essays and 
short fiction have appeared in Tin House, World Literature 
Today, Nimrod, Prize Stories: The O. Henry Awards, and else-
where. Her most recent novel, Kind of Kin, is published by Ecco 
Press. She teaches creative writing at the University of Oklaho-
ma. 

Excerpt from “Trail” 
 
Long after I left Tahlequah I dreamed of the place. Not just 
the town but the earth and waters that surround it. The 
Tahlequah of my dreams looks nothing like the real land-
scape. In my dreams the images are primitive, iconic: a dark 
symbol land. Still, I always know where I am. Usually it’s the 
small cabin above the Illinois River where I once lived. 
Sometimes it’s the steep, stone-filled path leading down to 
the cabin. Except, in reality, there was no such trail. That 
treacherous footpath above the Illinois belongs to Goats 
Bluff, miles upriver from where the cabin stood. But the 
mind will blend. The mind grabs hold of symbols. It tells you 
what matters. What you long for. What you fear. 
 
There’s the Tahlequah of my memory, a place crystallized in 
the seventh decade of the last century when I lived there 
with hippies and rock musicians and Indians and actors and 
the first gay community I ever knew anything about. I went 
to school at Northeastern, studied special ed and theater, 
danced at the Trail of Tears Outdoor Drama south of town. I 
picked up trash in the little park below Seminary Hall where 
Town Branch trickles lively over bright green watercress in 
springtime, creeps slow and debris-cluttered over quarried 
stones in high summer. I didn’t pick up litter because of any 
acute environmental consciousness—it was just my work-
study job, strolling around campus with a shoulder satchel 
and a long stick barbed with a nail on the end, stabbing up 
gum wrappers, red paper Coca-Cola cups, and pale golden 
Coors cans. 
 
There is also the Tahlequah of now, of course, with its by-
pass roads and corporate fast-food corridor, its tourists and 
traffic and burgeoning Cherokee tribal complex: a vital 
place, growing, active—very much changed from the sleepy 
town I remember. I go there sometimes, to see friends. To 
search for something. But the Tahlequah of now isn’t the 
place I long for. 

 

 

“I go there sometimes, to see friends. 

To search for something. But the 

Tahlequah of now isn’t the place I long 

for.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Poet and Novelist 

April Bernard 

Biography 
April Bernard is a novelist, poet, and essayist. Miss Fuller, an 
historical novel, has recently been published by Steerforth. Her 
first novel, Pirate Jenny, was published in 1990; her most recent 
collection of poems is Romanticism.  Previous poetry collections 
are Blackbird Bye Bye, Psalms, and Swan Electric.  Her work has 
appeared in numerous journals, including The New York Re-
view of Books, The New Yorker, The New York Times Book 
Review, The New Republic, The Nation, and Slate. Her honors 
include a Guggenheim award, the Walt Whitman Award from 
the Academy of American Poets, a Whitney Humanities Fel-
lowship, a Sidney Harman Fellowship, and the Stover Prize. 
She directs Creative Writing at Skidmore College, and is also 
on the faculty of the Bennington MFA Writing Seminars. 

Beagle or Something 
 
The composer’s name was Beagle or something, 
one of those Brits who make the world wistful 
with chorales and canticles and this piece, 
a tone poem or what-have-you, 
chimes and strings aswirl, dangerous for one 
whose eye lids and sockets have been rashing from tears. 
The music occupied the car where 
I had parked and then sat, staring at 
a tree, a smallish maple, 
fire-gold and half-undone by the wind,  
shaking in itself, 
shocking blue morning sky behind, and also 
the trucks and telephone wires and dogs 
and children late to school along Orange Street, but 
it was the tree that caused an uproar, 
it was the tree that shook and shed, 
aureate as a shaken soul, I remembered 
I was supposed to have one—for convenience 
 
I placed it in my chest, the heart being away, 
and now it seems the soul has lodged there, shaking, 
golden-orange, half-spent but clanging 
truer than Beagle music or my forehead pressed  
hard on the steering wheel in petition for release. 

 
 
 
 
“it was the tree that caused an uproar, 
it was the tree that shook and shed, 
aureate as a shaken soul, I remembered 
I was supposed to have one...” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Spoken Word Poet 

Franny Choi 

Biography 
Franny Choi is the author of Floating, Brilliant, Gone. Her work 
has appeared in journals such as Poetry, PANK, Folio, Solstice, 
and Fringe; and anthologies such as Flicker and Spark: A Contem-
porary Queer Anthology of Spoken Word and Poetry, and The Courage 
Anthology: Daring Poems for Gutsy Girls. A VONA/Voices Fellow, 
she is a recipient of the Poetry Foundation’s Frederick Bock 
Prize, a finalist for the 2014 Ruth Lily Poetry Fellowship, and a 
Pushcart Prize nominee. She has been a finalist at the National 
Poetry Slam and the Women of the World Poetry Slam.  She 
was also the top-ranking female poet at the 2011 Southern Fried 
Poetry Slam and the champion of 2010 Seoul Poetry Slam. She is 
a coordinator of the Providence Poetry Slam and a teaching 
artist with the nationally acclaimed Project VOICE.  

Excerpt From “Too Many Truths” 
 
What I mean is 
sometimes I have a seat and others don’t. 
One time I fell in love with people 
I called other. One time I tried 
my hardest and I still got laid off. 
Everyone was so sorry. I’m sorry 
for being on the other side 
of other. One time a white man 
yelled about how sorry he was 
for being white. One time I fell in love 
with a white man. One time I lost 
a different man. One time I 
lost a woman too, but different. 
One time a different woman 
built my body inside her body. 
Then my body left hers. 
Then pockmarked body, then body riddled 
with jokes, body tried to hide. 
Body left home and rode off toward 
college. Body studied anything it wanted. 
Body looked at other bodies 
at the bottom of the hill. Once my body 
fell in love with a hill. 
Once my body claimed it had 
a puppet master. What I mean is 
I’m in love with my own god. 
What I mean is I spent my money 
on slavery one time. Or a million 
one times. What I mean is 
all these things are true. What 
I mean is all these things 
must mean…. Once there was a poem 
that broke.  

 
 
 
 
“What 
I mean is all these things 
must mean…. Once there was a poem 
that broke.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Memoirist 

Foster Dickson 

Foster Dickson is a writer, editor, and teacher who lives in 
Montgomery, Alabama. His collection Children of the Changing 
South contains eighteen memoirs about growing up in the South 
during and after the civil rights movement. He has also written 
the biographies The Life and Poetry of John Beecher and I Just Make 
People Up: Ramblings with Clark Walker. Foster teaches creative 
writing at Booker T. Washington Magnet High School and has 
received grants or fellowships from the Southern Poverty Law 
Center, the Gannett Foundation, and the Center for Arts Edu-
cation at Boston Arts Academy. Foster’s work has appeared in 
Callaloo, Evergreen Review, Montgomery Living, and Weird 
Alabama. His poems have appeared in the literary journals Steel 
Toe Review and Birmingham Poetry Review. His blog is called 
Pack Mule for the New School. 

Excerpt from I Just Make People Up 
 
Through the course of our talks, a discrepancy showed up 
here and there. I didn’t quibble about them. None of our 
memories are perfect, not mine, not Clark’s, not anybody’s. 
As time passes, memories fade and distort themselves, caus-
ing the shreds of untruth to weave themselves into the fab-
ric. Sometimes our thoughts on an event will wrap them-
selves around the facts of the events and blur them, even to 
ourselves. It really makes no difference whether some things 
were not true or just so long ago that they were difficult to 
pin down . . . I didn’t sit down with Clark Walker to pick his 
life apart, get down to the ultimate truth of it, or get his 
movements pinned down to specific dates. I sat down with 
Clark Walker to let him talk, which, thankfully, he did.  

 

 

“As time passes, memories fade and 

distort themselves, causing the shreds 

of untruth to weave themselves into 

the fabric.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Memoirist, Novelist 

Andre Dubus III 

Biography 
Andre Dubus III is the author of three New York Times best-
sellers. House of Sand and Fog was a #1 New York Times bestsell-
er, a fiction finalist for the National Book Award, and the Los 
Angeles Times Book Prize, was an Oprah Book Club Selection, 
and was adapted into an Academy Award-nominated motion 
picture. The Garden of Last Days is soon to be a major motion pic-
ture. His memoir, Townie, was a #4 New York Times bestseller 
and a New York Times Editors’ Choice. Dirty Love was chosen 
as a Notable Book and Editors’ Choice from the New York 
Times and a Notable Fiction from The Washington Post. 
Dubus has been awarded a Guggenheim Fellowship, two Push-
cart Prizes, and an American Academy of Arts and Letters 
Award. His books are published in over 25 languages.  

Excerpt from House of Sand and Fog 
 
The fat one, the radish Torez, he calls me camel because I am 
Persian and because I can bear this August sun longer than 
the Chinese and the Panamanians and even the little Viet-
namese Tran. He works very quickly without rest, but when 
Torez stops the orange highway truck in front of the crew, 
Tran hurries for his paper cup of water with the rest of them. 
This heat is no good for work. All morning we have walked 
this highway between Sausalito and the Golden Gate Park. 
We carry our small trash harpoons and we drag our burlap 
bags and we are dressed in vests the same color as the high-
way truck. Some of the Panamanians remove their shirts and 
leave them hanging from their back pockets like oil rags, but 
Torez says something to them in their mother language and 
he makes them wear the vests over their bare backs. We are 
upon a small hill. Between the trees I can see out over Sau-
salito to the bay where there are clouds so thick I cannot see 
the other side where I live with my family in Berkeley, my 
wife and son. But here there is no fog, only sun on your head 
and back, and the smell of everything under the nose: the dry 
grass and dirt; the cigarette smoke of the Chinese; the hot 
metal and exhaust of the passing automobiles. I am sweating 
under my shirt and vest. I have fifty-six years and no hair. I 
must buy a hat.  

 
 
 
 
“But here there is no fog, only sun on 
your head and back, and the smell of 
everything under the nose….” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Novelist 

Janice Eidus 

Biography 
Janice Eidus is an essayist, blogger, short story writer, mentor, 
fiction editor, and guest speaker.  She earned her Master’s De-
gree in Fiction Writing from The John Hopkins University, and 
lives in Brooklyn, New York and San Miguel de Allende, Mexi-
co. Janice Eidus notable awards include the O’Henry Prize for 
her short stories, the Pushcart Prize, Redbook Prize, and the 
Acker Award for Fiction.  She has been published by the New 
York Times and The Purple Clover. Her books include The Last 
Jewish Virgin, The War of Rosens, Urban Bliss, The Celibacy Club, Vito 
Loves Geraldine, Faithful Rebecca, and It’s only Rock and Roll. Her 
book The War of the Rosens was nominated for the Sophie Brody 
Medal.  

Excerpt from War of the Rosens 
 
Hannah leans her skinny, bent frame against the elevator 
wall, sighing and fanning herself, revealing callouses the on 
her knuckles the size of grapes. "Oy, unbearable heat," she 
mutters again.  
 
A broken record, Leo thinks. What is wrong with her? Men-
opause? Or, does she walk around, every single moment of 
every single day, with a burning oven inside her flesh, an 
oven like those in which her friends and family perished? 
The elevator stops at her floor, and she sighs one more time, 
a sound emanating from deep inside her ghostly bones. Get 
out, Leo thinks, go away.  
 
She waves goodbye to Emma. "Write about me in your diary, 
sweetheart.” Her harsh accent turns her w into a v.  
 
Relieved that she’s gone, unwelcome tears suddenly stinging, 
Leo reminds himself that he fought in the war, in Japan, 
where he could have died, too, and he has nothing to be 
ashamed of, no reason to feel like less of a man. No coward is 
he, no self-hating Jew, no meshugane who doesn't know who 
he is or what he believes. He'd hated the war, its unrelenting 
grimness, the fact that he'd lost good friends and almost died 
himself on a ship hit by the enemy -- and he can still remem-
ber the feeling as the boat began to sink into what he was 
sure was a bottomless ocean of murky darkness from which 
he would never emerge. But he and his brethren were mirac-
ulously rescued, and they all lived to remember their fear 
that day. Abruptly, he blinks away his last unwanted tear, 
hating, most of all, the fact that throughout history, in the 
name of one man's God versus another's, so many innocent 
lives have been lost.  

 

 

“Or, does she walk around, every single 
moment of every single day, with a 
burning oven inside her flesh, an oven 
like those in which her friends and 
family perished?” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Poet 

Teri Youmans Grimm 

Biography 
Teri Grimm received her BFA in poetry at the University of 
Nebraska at Omaha and her MFA at Vermont College. Her 
poetry collection, Dirt Eaters, was chosen for the University of 
Central Florida’s contemporary poetry series. Her second col-
lection, Becoming Lyla Dore, is upcoming from Red Hen Press. 
Her writing has appeared in Prairie Schooner, Green Moun-
tains Review, Indiana Review, South Dakota Review, Con-
necticut Review, Sugar House Review, and EAT, among other 
journals and anthologies. She is the recipient of a Nebraska 
Arts Fellowship and has been awarded residencies at Virginia 
Center for the Creative Arts and the Hambidge Center. She 
teaches in the University of Nebraska at Omaha’s low-res 
MFA program. 

Dissipation 
 
Even snakes tremble in this land of trembling 
earth where cloaked in the Okefenokee 
 
a man stands on an alligator’s back and prays 
it is a dream. His or another’s. 
 
He knows, a foot lifts off — a heel strays just a bit 
and the stupefied is supper. The alligator 
 
doesn’t move a breath, and the man wonders 
if he’s sleeping. It doesn’t matter; the hand’s 
 
been dealt; an alligator’s eyelids are windows, 
and the man wears an alligator belt. 
 
Frogs’ throated dirge, the whir 
and thrum of insects quarrel in 
 
the man’s ears, beat his drums until he’s 
dizzy. It’s curious, his thoughts don’t run 
 
to a wife, grandbabies, what’s left undone. 
Instead he thinks of alligators 
 
that climb ladders then swoosh belly down 
a slide, one after another, glide into a pool 
 
at a roadside reptile playground. Eyes 
devoid of joy, despite the frolic. Like exotic 
 
dancers, the man remembers. It’s best 
to ignore their gaze, sluggish and bored. 
 

 
 
“the man wonders 
if he’s sleeping. It doesn’t matter; the  
        hand’s  
 
been dealt; an alligator’s eyelids are      
        windows, 
and the man wears an alligator belt.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Memoirist 

Harrison Scott Key 

Harrison Scott Key is the author of The World's Largest Man: A 
Memoir (Harper) and a contributing editor for Oxford American 
magazine. His nonfiction and humor have also appeared in The 
New York Times, Outside, McSweeney's Internet Tendency, 
The Best American Travel Writing, Southern Living, Salon, 
Reader's Digest, Image, Creative Nonfiction, and elsewhere. He 
teaches humor, memoir, and other writing courses at the Sa-
vannah College of Art and Design in Savannah, Georgia, where 
he lives with his wife and three children. 

Excerpt from “The Old Man with No Pants” 
 
There is an old man who comes into the coffee shop, and he 
wears no pants. I see him at least once a week, and more fre-
quently in the summer, when life for the pantless is more 
accommodating. He is a large man, and must be nearing 
eighty. His face is leathery and worn out, like the fissured 
leather of a European sedan purchased many years ago. His 
skin is purple and red, the color of a maturing bruise. It is 
hard to tell his race. Many years ago, I like to believe, he was 
a white man. 
 
And also he is very, very tall. Unlike other old men, his legs 
are not the color and texture of overhead spackling, and they 
are not hairless. The legs are as blushing as the rest of him, 
and covered in red hair. It is not as disgusting as it sounds. 
He is not a disgusting old man. But he does resemble an ag-
ing and emaciated Sasquatch. He wears the same outfit every 
day: a tall blue baseball cap pulled tight enough to touch the 
tops of his large square eyeglasses, brown loafers, and an 
ancient blue T-shirt draped over his aging skeleton, and also: 
his underwear. This is what I mean when I say he has “no 
pants.” Because he doesn’t have any on. 
 
He also carries with him a small notebook and a pen, and he 
comes to the coffee shop, apparently, to write. It is a noble 
gesture for a man with no pants, and he is making a state-
ment about other people like him and what they should feel 
free to do. So often, people with no pants are doing unwise 
things. I have seen people with no pants being arrested, or 
running down the middle of the street on their way to cer-
tain death. I have seen children in their underwear who have 
nothing better to do in their pants than poop in them. 

 
 
 
“The legs are as blushing as the rest of 
him, and covered in red hair. It is not as 
disgusting as it sounds. He is not a dis-
gusting old man.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Poet, Spoken Word Poet 

Jamaal May 

Biography 
Jamaal May’s book Hum has won the Beatrice Hawley Award, 
the ALA Notable Book Award, and was a finalist for the 
NAACP Image award. His second collection is The Big Book of 
Exit Strategies and he has also published two chapbooks, The God 
Engine and The Whetting of Teeth. His poetry has appeared in Poet-
ry, The Believer, Ploughshares, New England Review and The 
Kenyon Review. He has also been a recipient of the Kenyon 
Review Fellowship at Kenyon College, Bread Loaf, Callaloo and 
the Civitella Ranieri Fellowship. He is the series editor, graphic 
designer and filmmaker for the Organic Weapon Arts Chap-
book and Video Series.  

There Are Birds Here 
 
for Detroit 
 
There are birds here, 
so many birds here 
is what I was trying to say 
when they said those birds were metaphors 
for what is trapped 
between buildings 
and buildings. No. 
The birds are here 
to root around for bread 
the girl’s hands tear 
and toss like confetti. No, 
I don’t mean the bread is torn like cotton, 
I said confetti, and no 
not the confetti 
a tank can make of a building. 
I mean the confetti 
a boy can’t stop smiling about 
and no his smile isn’t much 
like a skeleton at all. And no 
his neighborhood is not like a war zone. 
I am trying to say 
his neighborhood 
is as tattered and feathered 
as anything else, 
as shadow pierced by sun 
and light parted 
by shadow-dance as anything else, 
but they won’t stop saying 
how lovely the ruins, 
how ruined the lovely 
children must be in that birdless city. 

 
 
 
“I mean the confetti 
a boy can’t stop smiling about 
and no his smile isn’t much 
like a skeleton at all.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Poet 

Billy Merrell 

Billy Merrell was born on January 7, 1982, in St. Louis, MO, and 
raised in Jacksonville, FL. He studied writing and journalism at 
Douglas Anderson School of the Arts and the University of 
Florida before receiving his MFA in Poetry from Columbia Uni-
versity. In 2003, at the age of 21, he published his first book of 
poetry, Talking in the Dark with Scholastic’s PUSH imprint. In 
2006, he co-edited (with David Levithan) The Full Spectrum: A 
New Generation of Writing about Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, 
Transgender, Questioning, and Other Identities, which re-
ceived a Lambda Literary Award. His poems have since ap-
peared in the print anthologies Best Gay Poetry 2008, The Best 
Young Writers and Artists in America, Divining Divas, 21 
Proms, A Face to Meet the Faces, and in David Levithan’s The 
Lover’s Dictionary. 

Canon 
 
Of course, it gets easier. But there is still that 
occasional panic. Hungry, or even starved 
for history, that sense of belonging, you 
do a frantic search at the library. Keywords: 
 
GAY or HOMOSEXUAL and POETRY or 
WRITER and the screen distills the canon. 
You pace by the aisle until it’s empty, read 
that anthology in a safe corner, embarrassed 
 
by the cover, though there’s really nothing 
threatening about it. And then there are those 
first loves: Auden, Doty, Whitman. They say 
Here is the world. Here. It’s yours and it’s 
 
all right. So you want to check it out, even 
stand in line while your palms sweat 
against the laminate, before you figure out 
you have five dollars and thirty cents, 
 
which is just enough to photocopy 
the better third. So you step out of line, 
hurry frantically until fifty-three pages 
of their world are yours. 

 
 
“Of course, it gets easier. But there is  
        still that 
occasional panic. Hungry, or even    
        starved 
for history, that sense of belonging,   
        you 
do a frantic search at the library.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 

other writers. 



Novelist 

Tom Paine 

Tom Paine wrote the story collection Scar Vegas, a New York 
Times Notable Book of the Year, a Pen/Hemingway Award fi-
nalist, a Village Voice “Writer on the Verge” pick, an Esquire 
“Hot List” book and was featured on NPR. His stories are pub-
lished in The New Yorker, Harper’s, Playboy, The Boston Re-
view, the New England Review, Zoetrope, and The Oxford 
American and in the award anthologies The O. Henry Awards 
and The Pushcart Prize (twice). His novel The Pearl of Kuwait  
was featured on public radio and was recently optioned. His 
new collection of stories, A Boy’s Book of Nervous Breakdowns, was 
published in October. His poetry is upcoming in The Nation, 
Fence, and The Green Mountain Review. A graduate of Prince-
ton and the Columbia MFA program, he is an associate profes-
sor in the MFA program at the University of New Hampshire. 

Excerpt from “Will You Say Something, Monsieur Eliot?” 
 
The sun burned through his blind eyes. There were yellow 
spots on the backs of his eyelids. The yellow broke up and 
scattered into a thousand small suns, and Eliot saw ideas 
whipping around his head as if in a hurricane, taunting him 
and then fading. A woman's voice was in his ear. There was a 
cloth and warm water, and she was wiping his eyes tenderly. 
The woman was singing a lullaby. The others were quiet 
while she sang in his ear and wiped his eyes. Her breath 
steamed on his ear. The boat creaked, but there was no mo-
tion on the deck. 
 
Eliot tried to get up on his elbows. There was a clamor of 
voices, and he lay down again. Water was poured into his 
mouth and it curled warm down within him. Eliot felt a 
thumb on his eyelid, pushing upward. His eyelid opened and 
Eliot saw a yellow eye. 
 
Monsieur, parlez-vous français? 
 
The thumb held his eye open, and Eliot saw a black face with 
cracked red lips and broken teeth. Eliot moved his head to 
the side, releasing the thumb, and blinked. He rubbed his 
eyes with his aching hands and he could see dozens of black 
faces crowded over him, waiting silently. A man in a torn 
light-blue shirt dress shirt with dirty white ruffles 
said, Parlez-vous français? 
 
Eliot opened his lips and said, I am American. 
 
The faces turned to the short man with the ruffles and he 
waved his hand like an impresario and pointed at Eliot and 
said triumphantly, U.S.A.! 
 
The faces, open-mouthed, looked down at Eliot, and the man 
in the ruffles nodded like a king and pointed at him and re-
peated, U.S.A.! 

 
 
 
 

“The faces, open-mouthed, looked 
down at Eliot, and the man in the 
ruffles nodded like a king and 
pointed at him and repeated, 
U.S.A.!” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Poet 

Lee Roripaugh 

Biography 
Lee Ann Roripaugh is the poet laureate of South Dakota, and 
her most recent book is called Dandarians. Her second volume, 
Year of the Snake, was named winner of the Association of Asian 
American Studies Book Award in Poetry/Prose, and Beyond 
Heart Mountain was a winner of the National Poetry Series.  She 
has received the Archibald Bush Foundation Individual Artist 
Fellowship, the Prairie Schooner Strousse Award, and the Ran-
dall Jarrell International Poetry Prize. Her short stories have 
been shortlisted in the Pushcart Prize anthologies, and her es-
says have been shortlisted for the Best American Essays anthol-
ogy. Roripaugh is currently a Professor of English at the Uni-
versity of South Dakota, where she serves as Director of Crea-
tive Writing and Editor-in-Chief of South Dakota Review. 

Excerpt from “Happy Hour” 
 
...at first there was 
the soft drum of popcorn, slick with oil, 
puttering some- 
 
where in between seed, heat, and cloud. 
Then sharp cracks like cap 
gun or diminutive fireworks, 
 
caragana 
peas catapulting skyward like 
pellet missiles. 
 
Sometimes a meadowlark would lace 
the night air with 
its elaborate melody, 
 
rippling and sleek 
as a black satin ribbon. Some- 
times there would be 
 
a falling star. And because 
this happened in 
Wyoming, and because this was 
 
my parents’ house, 
and because I’m never happy 
with anything, 
 
at any time, I always wished 
that I was some- 
where, anywhere else, but here. 

 
 
“Sometimes a meadowlark would lace 
The night air with 
Its elaborate melody, 
 
Rippling and sleek 
As a black sating ribbon.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 



Poet 

William Trowbridge 

Biography 
William Trowbridge’s latest collection is Put This On, Please: New 
and Selected Poems.  His other collections are Ship of Fool, The Com-
plete Book of Kong, Flickers, O Paradise, Enter Dark Stranger, and the 
chapbooks The Packing House Cantata, The Four Seasons, and The 
Book of Kong. His graphic chapbook, Oldguy: Superhero, will be out 
in March from Red Hen Press, which will publish his seventh 
full collection, Tilt-A-Whirl, in 2017. His poems have appeared 
in more than 35 anthologies and textbooks. They have also ap-
peared in such periodicals as Poetry, The Gettysburg Review, 
The Georgia Review, Boulevard, The Southern Review, The 
Iowa Review, Prairie Schooner, Epoch, and New Letters. Trow-
bridge teaches in the University of Nebraska Low-residency 
MFA in Writing Program. He is Poet Laureate of Missouri. 

Excerpt from “Battleground” 
 
You wore your helmet 
 
square, he said, not “at some stupid angle, 
like that draft dodger Wayne,” who died 
so photogenically in The Sands of Iwo Jima. 
 
Those nights I heard shouts from the dark 
of my parents’ room, he was back down 
in his foxhole, barking orders, taking the fire 
 
that followed him from France and Germany, 
then slipped into the house, where it hunkered 
in the rafters and thrived on ambush. We kept 
 
our helmets on, my mother and I, 
but there was no cover, and our helmets 
always tilted. He’d lump us with the ones 
 
he called “JohnDoes,” useless, lazy. 
We needed to straighten up and fly right, 
pick it up, chop chop, not get “nervous 
 
in the service.” We’d duck down like G.I.s 
where German snipers might be crouched 
in haylofts, their breaths held for the clean shot. 
 
“Bang,” my father said, “the dead went down, 
some like dying swans, some like puppets 
with their strings cut.” I wanted to hear more, 
 
but he’d change the subject, talk about 
the Pennant, the Cards’ shaky odds, how Musial 
was worth the whole JohnDoe lot of them. 

 
 
 
“We kept 
 
our helmets on, my mother and I, 
but there was no cover, and  
        our helmets 
always tilted.” 

Visit our website for information on workshops and 
other writers. 


