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"The truth is in the job, not the wound" is one of my 
favorite lines in Rebecca Morgan Frank's daring Oh You Robot 
Saints!, a book in which the beauty, jealousy and worship of the 
gods take center stage. - Jericho Brown
Our Distinguished Visiting Writer, Rebecca Morgan Frank is the author of 
four poetry collections: Oh You Robot Saints!, Sometimes We’re All Living in a 
Foreign Country, and The Spokes of Venus, all from Carnegie Mellon University 
Press, and Little Murders Everywhere (Salmon Poetry), finalist for the Kate 
Tufts Discovery Award. Her poems, essays, and stories have appeared in The 
New Yorker, American Poetry Review, Ploughshares, 32 Poems, The Kenyon 
Review, Pleiades, The Southern Review, Poetry Ireland, Crazyhorse, Academy 
of American Poets Poem-a-Day, The Slowdown podcast, and elsewhere. Her 
collaborations with composers have been performed and exhibited across the 
country. She is the recipient of the Poetry Society of America’s Alice Fay di 
Castagnola Award, a Mississippi Arts Commission Fellowship, and fellowships 
from such places as the Virginia Center for Creative Arts, the Sewanee Writers’ 
Conference, the Ragdale Foundation, and the Writers’ Room of Boston. She 
holds an MFA from Emerson College and a doctorate from the University of 
Cincinnati.
Co-founder and editor-in-chief of the online magazine Memorious, Frank serves 
on the board of the National Book Critics Circle. A native of Charlottesville, 
Virginia, she currently lives just outside of Chicago, where she teaches in the 
MFA Program in Prose & Poetry at Northwestern University and is the writer-
in-residence at the Hemingway Foundation in Oak Park.
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"I was always a 
storyteller as a kid; 
always making up stories, 
little fictions that I would 
tell people. I don’t think I 
consciously thought I’m going 
to tell a lie to this person, I 
think I was just conscious 
like I’m going to tell a story 
about whatever’s happening 
at the time that wasn’t true.  I 
used to do it a lot at school, 
early days in first grade when 
they’d have ‘show and tell’.  I’d 
always tell these outrageous 
stories and my mom said that 
once at parent teacher night 
she pulled aside the teacher: “I 
just want you to know, those 
stories, she likes to tell stories, 
they’re not true."  (laughing) 
My Teacher said: "Oh, we 
know, we like her stories, so 
we call on her.  She always has 
a good story." 

 Indeed! I was fortunate to 
spend some virtual time with Jen 
Sparano this week, listening to her 
weave tales of her life in vivid and 
honest detail.  Jen, currently at the 
end of her MFA program and having 
successfully defended her thesis on 
August 20th, presents as a fearless, 
unconventional, spirited, sponta-
neous, adventurous woman whose 
laughter is infectious.  Unable to sit 
still, with the only admitted fear of 
boredom, she tells me of her many 
work experiences, and I instant-
ly feel a kinship.  As anyone living 
life creatively knows, you must be 

ready for the unplanned and play-
fully roll with what comes your way.  
This is Jen’s way of life.  She’s been 
a belly dancer with a hint of the 
burlesque, a sitter of houses and 
dogs, a train clerk (yep there's 
someone out there counting rail 
cars not  because they're waiting 
at a crossing), tutor, house 
cleaner, hatha yoga teacher, office 
temp and a salesclerk at Walden 
Books. Currently living in central 
Oregon she’s still teaching yoga 
and tutoring, as well as earning 
her keep on a farm, which 
keeps her happy and grounded. 
 When asked how she re-
mains creative she explained that 
whether tutoring someone with 
autism and finding new ways of 
presenting information, or learn-
ing how to feed the animals on 
the farm, and operate the wheel-
barrow effectively, observing and 
asking questions is key.  "Whenever 
you do something, you don’t know 
how to do, you’re being creative."
Speaking about her time in the 
writing program Jen offered: 
"I wanted my focus to be about cre-

ating and getting the story out onto 
paper. I don’t think it should be 
about publishing and getting rich.  I 
think it’s a lot like teaching yoga.  If 
you teach so many classes that you 
burn yourself out, it defeats the pur-
pose. It's about finding a balance, 
about the process and the practice.  
So I approach my writing that way.  
I let it be about the learning, the 
growing, the generating and if I put 
pressure on myself right now that it 
must pay my rent, it’s going to kill 
it for me.  That’s not why I want to 
do it.  If I get published and make 
a little money, bonus, you know. 
That would be awesome, and I will 
try to do that, but I’m realistic."  

 As far as the future is con-
cerned, Jen is taking a year to fin-
ish her book.  She’d also like to 
experience an intensive writer’s 
residency somewhere. In terms 
of paying the bills she’d like to 
try her hand at teaching, curious 
how her tutoring experience will 
play into that.  "Ultimately finding 
work utilizing my skills as a writ-
er would be fabulous.  Until then I 

This is not Drudgery, this is Fun! 
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might just have to piece it togeth-
er… as long as I have time to write."  
Jen’s advice for grad students, 
current and future, is to stay flex-
ible, experiment with genre be-
cause all of it will feed your craft.  
Read a lot.  Schedule your writ-
ing, treat it like a job, and make 
sure it’s daily even if for a few 
minutes.  And most importantly:
  “I can’t emphasize this enough, stay 
on top of your annotated bibliogra-
phy. There’s a reason for it.  Not only 
are you staying up on your work, 
so you don’t have to do it all at the 
end, but that third paragraph really 
gets you thinking about your work.  
Writing it down immediately helped 
me internalize it, also creatively, I 
remembered the things about the 
book that I wanted to use and retain 
the knowledge better and recognize 
how it was influencing my work 
which ultimately helped me talk 
about my work better… because I 
had a relationship with my source 

material.  It defeats the purpose to 
do it at the end. Our books are part 
of our learning.  This might seem 
obvious but it’s important to under-
stand that it’s part of the process." 
 In my brief time in this 
program, I have learned from Ru 
Freeman that part of our learning 
process is to acknowledge the lin-
eage of the writers who ultimately 
influence you.  When I asked Jen 
to share an influence, she quoted 
Chris Boucher: “It’s not uncom-
mon for writers to stop believing 
in their work, this is not an indi-
cation that the work isn’t worth 
pursuing.”  Jen has this on a post-
it note in her writing space re-
minding her of what’s important.  
Another quote she applies to her 
writing as well as her life, also by 
Chris, leaves her laughing out loud: 
"This is not drudgery, this is fun!" 
"You always hear about the suffering 
artist.  I’ve never understood that. 
Everything being serious. That’s not 

who I am. I want people to laugh.  I 
want to enjoy the process. It took me 
a little while to get there to figure it 
out.   I’m just not the dark smolder-
ing type.  As writers we want to say 
important things and it doesn’t have 
to come out through darkness.  Life 
is layered that way. My nature is 
light.  I’m goofy and silly and think 
like a kid.  I may not write a story 
that will change the world. The sto-
ries might have some lessons though. 
I’m embracing that. I want my 
work to be entertaining and I think 
there’s nothing wrong with that."    
 Agreed.  I’m looking for-
ward to following Jen’s writ-
ing as she embarks on the next 
chapter.  As a closing question I 
asked her that if she had to live 
in a single moment for eternity 
what would it be?  She said eas-
ily: “Outside with some animals, 
perhaps the goats in our shelter."

 Imke Wernicke is a contributing writer 

An excerpt from Jen Sparano's: The White Orchid Society
She is a fleeting presence in my childhood. There and gone and back again in what seems like the space of eons. But 
in reality, she occupies only a few active years. Years stretched out like a rubber band, like a dream that expands time, 
or stops time altogether and holds her in place, unmoving in watery sunlight. 

 She babysits me often and engages with me as if we are both children. She plays. She listens. She makes up 
worlds. When I am very young, five or six, Sarah likes to pretend I am her daughter. She tells me to act like a baby, and 
I indulge her because I like the attention. I pretend to cry and she consoles me. I pretend to be hungry and she feeds 
me pudding from a tiny plastic spoon. As I get older, as we both get older, she likes to create a world in which she 
is married to Andy Gibb. She likes to pretend she is pregnant with his baby. Sometimes I play her older child from a 
previous marriage to her first love, Parker Stevenson. Once, I got to play a grown up. 

 Who do you want to be married to? she asks me.

 I don’t want to be married, I answer.

 You have to. So, choose. She is stuffing a sheet she found in my clothes hamper under her shirt. She molds it 
into a smooth, round ball. She is fourteen years old. 

 Sean Cassidy, is all I can think to say, and I feel embarrassed. I am glad there is no one else around. We are 
alone at my house, my parents are off somewhere, probably at a grown-ups only BBQ or a poolside cocktail party or a 
funeral. 

 Sarah hands me a towel from the hamper. Put this under your shirt. You’re pregnant, too. We are in my daisy 
wall papered bedroom. Plush toys are lined up in a row at the head of my bed, my nighttime companions: Dolly,Teddy, 
Bunny, Kitty, Raggedy Ann, and Holly Hobby. I am seven years old. 
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 Gross, I say.

 It’s not gross. It’s beautiful.

 I stuff the towel under my shirt. It’s damp and lumpy.

After walking around the house with our pregnant bellies, we give birth. Sarah says it will be painful, so we have to 
roll around on the bed and make like we’re dying. It’s very dramatic. I am not sure how babies are supposed to come 
out of bellies, but ours come out with a swoosh of dirty laundry. Then, we walk around the house with swaddled baby 
dolls. It is then that I realize I never want to have a baby. But for Sarah, it seems that’s all she wants. 

    *   *   *  

I reached into the inner pocket of my coat and fingered the bottle of Lorazepam. I could just take one now, I 
thought. It was October 2008 and I was on my home for Sarah's memorial. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to soften my 
ragged edges, I told myself, before the plane even arrived, before all four-hundred of us—our bodies sweating under 
too many layers of rain damp wool and flannel and faux fur—rushed to squeeze ourselves into our business class 
accommodations, all four-hundred of us encumbered with bulging backpacks and rolling carry-ons and overpacked 
purses stuffed with tiny bottles of hand sanitizer, hydrating facial mist, fashion magazines, chewing gum, facial tissue, 
neck pillows, Excedrin, Dramamine, Benadryl, lip balm, and overpriced airport turkey sandwiches. 

 It was a such a low dose, the pill, that is. So tiny. So inconsequential to the larger world. A buffer, really. A 
filter. A swath of cotton over a camera lens to soften the hard angles of plastic and metal and the geometric shapes in 
the airport carpet and the throngs of people escaping the gloom of the Pacific Northwest. One pill, a dampening field 
of teddy bear stuffing to mute the discord of our voices and the humidity of our collective breathing. One tiny white 
pill would be just enough to make everything significantly more bearable, like drinking a glass of wine. Two glasses, if 
I’m honest. 

 But then I sighted Uncle John returning to the terminal from wherever it was he had wandered off to, a bar 
probably, and I thought the better of it. I don’t know what it was exactly that gave me pause. Perhaps it was because 
my uncle was looking a bit too puffy, a bit too much like he’d just quelled a hangover with a bit of the “old hair of the 
dog,” as my alcoholic grandfather liked to say while cracking open a can of Coors at the breakfast table. And maybe, I 
thought, maybe it would be prudent that one of us should remain sober enough to drive the rental car that would be 
waiting for us at the Burbank airport. 

 My hand moved from the warmth of my coat pocket up to the charm dangling around my neck, just below 
my collar bone. It was nothing terribly special, the charm. A crescent moon cast in cool-to-the-touch stainless steel, a 
smooth curve about the size of a scooped out nickel with two sharp points. I had bought the necklace a few summers 
back at an art fair in Portland. I had found it dangling in a jewelry stall under the leafy canopy of a giant maple in the 
city’s South Park Blocks. It was Labor Day weekend. Partly cloudy. Slightly humid. The air salty with handmade food 
smells. The jewelry stand where I had found the charm was across from a performance venue, a small stage fringed 
with blue and white streamers, the lineup for the day posted on a dry erase board: 11:00 - Indian Folk Dance, 11:30 - 
Drum Corp Nation, Noon - Rose City Square Dancers, 1:00 - Marcelle the Magician. The necklace was fifteen dollars. 

 A family of five moved through the terminal, the parents, both looking intently at their boarding passes, 
unknowingly wandered yards away from each other to stand beneath two different flight monitors, each parent 
talking to the other as if still in close proximity. Their curly haired seven-ish-year-old twins, not certain as to which 
parent to follow, stood roughly in the middle of the thoroughfare karate chopping each other’s knees and punching 
each other’s matching SpongeBob SquarePants backpacks. The parents’ other child, a fifteen-ish-year-old kid, hidden 
beneath a thick, black hoodie was so deeply engaged with their cell phone that they collided with a garbage can.

I pressed the pointy ends of the crescent moon charm satisfyingly deep into the flesh of my fingertips, each in order 
from thumb to pinky. It was a nervous habit I developed in childhood, after Sarah disappeared. After her family had 
moved away. After new people had moved into their house. After the new owners changed the paint and carpet and 
landscaping. 

I think my reason for not taking the Lorazepam ran deeper than a simple matter of sobriety. God knows I’d driven on
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minuscule doses before—out of matters of necessity, of course. Not as as a practice. But often enough that I knew I 
could do it if there were no other choice. What stalled me from taking the pill was the way Uncle John carried himself 
across the terminal. He seemed so fragile. Not fragile in health, although he wasn’t as slim and trim as he was the last 
time I had seen him two Christmases ago, when I had driven up from Portland to Seattle to meet him for a holiday 
dinner at his favorite Moroccan restaurant—a place replete with ornate tapestries, hand sewn leather cushions, 
smoldering hookhas, a belly dancer who called herself Zahra, and the best lamb pastille I’ve ever had in my life. He 
looked so good then. He seemed fully recovered from having lost Uncle Teddy. He was robust and energetic, like the 
boy I had grown up with—the boy who could bound down the front lawn of my grandmother’s house in great strides, 
light as an acrobat, capable of springing forward to walk on his hands, bare feet kicked up toward the cloudless sky, 
Bermuda grass pressed flat underneath his palms. Strong enough to pick me up, his skinny, sun-browned niece—the 
only child of his only sister— and deftly balance my gangly body on his shoulders so I could fetch a branch-tangled 
frisbee. Now, as he strolled back toward me from the open expanse of the airport mall, I noticed how exhausted he 
looked, how pale. I noticed the bags under his eyes and the way his shoulders sloped under the slightly oily shell 
of his black leather jacket. It was more than just a hangover, more than just his age weighing on him. He looked 
untethered and deeply unhappy, a shadow of that flushed and radiant boy I had grown up with. It seemed to me to be 
a problem of the spirit. Loneliness, perhaps. Maybe he, too, was thinking about Sarah. 

 He sat down in the empty plastic seat next to me and crossed one leg over the other. He slid his hands down 
the length of thighs as if smoothing out the surface of his jeans, the length of which ended atop a pair of red Chuck 
Taylors. 

 “I’ve decided something,” he said. His smelled of whiskey and peppermint and leather conditioner. 

 “You haven’t changed your mind?” I said. “Because honestly, if you’re going home, I’m going home. I’m not 
doing this without you.” 

 “Settle down. That’s not what I was going to say.”

 I slumped back into my seat.

 “I was going to say, I think we should upgrade to first class. I mean, there’s no 

reason this whole trip needs to be all doom and gloom. And, look. I know you’re unemployed, your mother told me, 
so I’ll pay or it, okay? I mean, you are the favorite of all my nieces after all. And it will make up for the fact that I 
missed your birthday.” 

“You have no other nieces,” I said.

 Uncle John smiled. “All the more reason.” 

     *   *   *

 We were supposed to be born at the same time, I tell Uncle John. I am six and he is sixteen. But on the way down 
from outer space, I say, our spirits got separated—like when two people are traveling together and one of them accidentally 
gets on the wrong train. 

 A space train, huh? says Uncle John. We are sitting on the floor in my living room playing cards.

 Do you have any queens? he says.

 Exactly like a space train, I say. Go fish.

 Uncle John draws a card from the deck.

 But, like, I missed it, I continue. So, I had to take the long way around, and I 
got here late, and you were already born, and grandma couldn’t have any more kids, you know, because of her broken baby 
basket, so I had to go into my mom. Got any eights?

 Baby basket? says Uncle John. He is laughing. His hair is long and shaggy and the same dark auburn as my 
mother’s and grandmother’s, and the same dark eyes. He pulls two cards out of his hand and lays them on the shag 
carpet between us. 

 I add the eights from my hand to the ones he has relinquished and set them all aside in a neat stack next to 
the other cards I have already collected. 

  I look up at him. I am smiling.    

 You’re winning, he says. 
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OPEN CALLS
POETRY INTERNATIONAL
Every year Poetry International hosts two chapbook competitions, one in summer and the other in winter.  
From these competitions, we identify short collections of poetry to feature in our annual print journal.  Our 
aim is to seek out and publish the best poetry from across the globe.  We welcome submissions of work 
originally written in English as well as translations.  To submit or to learn more click here. 
Deadline extended to Sept 15, 2021

Reading fee: $20

THE MEGAPHONE PRIZE
The Megaphone Prize (previously the Own Voices Prize) is an annual contest from Radix Media dedicated to 
the discovery of timely, urgent, and interrogative collections from debut writers of color.This year, the prize 
is open to short story collections by debut writers of color. The Guest Judge for this year’s prize is author 
Deesha Philyaw.

One winner will receive $1,000 and 20 author copies. At Radix Media, we pride ourselves on the production 
of superior quality, purposefully designed books. Our in-house designers will conceptualize the book cover, 
which will be letterpress printed on quality cover stock. 

https://radixmedia.org/megaphone-prize/
Submissions are open from July 15 until September 30.

CATHEDRAL CANYON PRESS: We pay contributors
The Cathedral Canyon Review was founded to showcase and amplify the voices of BIPOC and LGBTQ+ 
writers, poets, photographers, and artists who center themselves in the American Southwest. We welcome 
contributions that are, simply put, your best work. We want our contributor's work to tell us who they are 
and what they believe. We currently pay $20/poem for poetry, $25/image for visual art pieces, and the 
current SFWA rate of .08 cents per word for prose. Payment is at the time of publication via PayPal. 

Full guidelines at https://www.cclitmag.org/submissions

THE UNIVERSITY OF ARKANSAS PRESS
Every year, the University of Arkansas Press accepts submissions for the Miller Williams Poetry Series 
and from the books selected awards the $5,000 Miller Williams Poetry Prize in the following summer. For 
almost a quarter century the press has made this series the cornerstone of its work as a publisher of some 
of the country’s best new poetry. The series and prize are named for and operated to honor the cofounder 
and longtime director of the press, Miller Williams.  Check out the full details here:

Deadline:  Applications are accepted year-round with a rolling deadline of 30 September. 
Reading fee: $28

WOODCREST MAGAZINE
Woodcrest is a selective literary and arts publication project dedicated to 
showcasing the extraordinary talents of the literary community through 
poetry, screenplay, fiction and non-fiction writing, art, and photography. The 
publication is a Cabrini tradition that has taken many forms over the years, 
first as the University's yearbook, and most recently as a Crown Award-
winning student-run literary magazine. (Columbia Scholastic Press Association 
Crown Awards). As we transition to an age of digital media, Woodcrest is in 
the process of re-imagining the possibilities of a web-based literary magazine.  
More information click  here



7

A History of my Brief A History of my Brief Body
September Book selection is the debut memoir by Billy Ray Belcourt

“Opening with a tender letter to his kokum and 
memories of his early life on the Driftpile First 
Nation, Billy-Ray Belcourt delivers a searing 
account of Indigenous life that’s part love letter, 
part rallying cry.

 

With the lyricism and emotional power of his 
award-winning poetry, Belcourt cracks apart 
his history and shares it with us one fragment 
at a time. He shines a light on Canada’s legacy 
of colonial violence and the joy that flourishes 
in spite of it. He revisits sexual encounters, 
ruminates on first loves and first loves lost, and 
navigates the racial politics of gay hookup apps. 
Among the hard truths he distills, the outline of 
a brighter future takes shape."  - Penguin Canada

 

This book then is a desire for joy, an active 
uncovering of it. Joy is wielded like a sword, it is 
an act of resistance.  

Belcourt writes this about his responsibility 
as a writer: “Freedom makes breathing easier; 
it begets an atmosphere governed by joy not 
oppression.    With Joy I want to bring into focus 
a durational performance of emotion, one 
that is caught up in an ancestral art of world-
making….  Joy by and for the racialized is what 
we can consider the practice of breathing.

With joy, we breach the haze of suffering that 
denies us creativity and literature.  Joy as art is an 
ethics of resistance. “

If you have a book you'd like to review and have 
considered as a future book selection, please email: 
Imke by Sept.29th - wernicki@oregonstate.edu A 

History of My Brief Body puts the reader at the 
center of a deeply serious struggle—with language, 
with sexuality, with race and colonial Canada, 
and with love and joy and a life in art. It’s about 
the attempt to stand in a center one has created, 
all while feeling the impossibility of ever doing so, 
and also wondering if maybe one shouldn’t. This 
is a passionate and vital autobiography about the 
intellect, the culture, and the flesh, as it bears its 
assaults and preserves a true light.”
    Sheila Heti
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LOW RES MFA CASCADIANS!  
OPEN CALL for original work.
Last month I experienced a lecture called “Joy in Poetry” given by Victoria Chang, author of Obit.  I 
was intrigued because her most recent  book, Obit, is a collection of poetic obituaries, elegies of all 
she's lost, thus I was curious what she had to say about joy.   As a result of this, here are some things 
to ponder as you write about joy.   Emerson had “the wish to scatter joy” and Zadie Smith in her essay 
on the topic thought  “it might be useful to distinguish between pleasure and joy”, whereas Christian 
Wiman felt “joy can be quick and brief”; and Ross Gay argues that “in order to experience joy one 
must step out of oneself and gratitude is necessary”; whereas Kahlil Gibran states ‘joy is your sorrow 
unmasked.   A communal truth that emerged from all the exploration is "joy always involves a loss of 
self”.   Ultimately, "the more you try to define it, the more it resists, like a slippery fish” Chang declared.  
Indeed, other snippets I took away from this: “joy is an emotion, it has an element of being seized, joy 
can obliterate happiness and joy is possibly dangerous, a prerequisite for pleasure.”

JOY!  Our theme for September. We hope you’re inspired and ready to submit! 

GUIDELINES: 

This is an open call for original works from the OSU-Cascades Low-Res MFA community.  Student, 
faculty and alumni work is welcome.  Selected works will be featured in the program newsletter. Please 
submit one original writing piece (any genre) that exemplifies the theme of ‘joy’ or your interpretation 
of the word. Low stakes, new unfinished works welcome!  This is a chance to write and submit without 
much hullabaloo.  We won’t steal your joy.  

Prose: 300 words max (sections from larger works welcome)

Poetry: No more than one page double spaced. 

Email your work for submission by September 29, 2021 to: wernicki@oregonstate.edu

IT'S SCHOLARSHIP SEASON!
Now's a great time  to log in and view your scholarship dashboard in ScholarshipUniverse and 

check out the latest activity.   Don't forget, ScholarshipUniverse continually searches for relevant 

funding sources for you, saving you time, energy, and money.   Log on and answer the survey 

questions to have the search customized for you. Check it out today, the deadlines are coming soon. 

 https://oregonstate.scholarshipuniverse.com/student/dashboard

      $  $  $

OSU-Cascades
1500 SW Chandler Avenue
Bend, Oregon 97702


