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Welcome to the inaugural editiomb&é Shanga Shack Literary Arts
Journal

Our missionsto provide a stage for raw expressiondhakes
appreciatioffor the gifts of the worloh which wdive. ~ We &6 v e
compiledcreative writing, paintings and photography &om
eclectic group of artidtsat reflecon the real value @ur everyday
world;bringing attention to the beauty of the wilderness, the
oddities of suburbia, tmeystifyingdarkness of a city, and
everything in between.

Wedd |Ii ke to deeply thank everyo
works tothisjournal. It was suchpmwerfulexpeience to hear the

voices of so many sincere artists. Following is a collection of the

pieces that we thought most genuinely expressed the values of The
Shangrla Shack. We look forward to continuing to lift up the

voices othecommunity in future edits.

Come hang out in Théd&ck and express, celebrate, reflect, and
indulge in the spectacular quirks, gifts, and challenges of our world.

Field Poppies,Elena Malec



Contents

Get Back Betteleanor Leonne Bennett

Field Poppi&tena Malec

She isrBveEleanor Leonne Bennett

Sea Gladdlary Wallach

| Got the Blu&dena Malec

African MaskEJena Malec

The Cave PaMidnhaelShadbs Deposi t
Jesus Wore a R&ahaeBhorb

Rain Over OitJeanor Leonne Bennett

After a Pearl Harbor In Cybeidjdwel Shorb
Late Summer Gar@eaig Robert Charboneau
Or Else ExpediRainCraig Robert Charboneau
Photography bEleanor Leonne Bennett
Tattoos on Org&ayoi Joy Kitawaki

The Yellow Carpet and The Qviniain¥ayoi Joy Kitawaki
Fauvist Bodhisattzbesha Malec

The GiftYvonne Tomek

Love and PrqtEt#na Malec

Communication While You ardidbete Holmes
Philosophy of Hidrek Via

SplenddBen Nash

Romanigsregory Gunn

When the Lights Gq @artathan Devin

I, Too, Think Cheapbnathan Devin

25

Il 6d Li ke to TwdltdWilhmoB8afaBef or &6

Parrot Tulip&lena Malec

Without Hop®/alter Williamaar

Do You Feel White FElshinor Leonne Bennett
The AirparBetsy Gansborg

Book MarkJohn McCaffrey

Space Between Htelnpr Leonne Bennett
SwanElena Malec

Writer Profiles

Artist Profiles

WisterigElena Malec

27
28
29
30
32
33
39
40
42
43

Leavi

n



She is Braieanor Leonne Bennett



Sea Glass
By Mary Wallach

Fragments come back on the tide,
stories, worn down by the telling

to irregular perfection,
not what they were,

but what theyodve become,
more precious than reality,

more beautiful than truth.

/ Got the Blues Elena Malec
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African MaskEJena Malec
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The Cave Painteros
By Michael Shorb

Should | say a river

met the wide blue sea
beneath a giant arch

of watersculpted granite,

to say we settled this valley
by destiny or design

is falsehood, we were
dancing the fire and

skinned game end

of the day dance

we needed to stay alive,

we held our breath,

struck the earth

with a seed of future cities

in this place and not another,
and just to keep things straight,
| once ran with the hunters
before shattering this leg

| drag now, down

the dry black throat

of this cave, burdened

with a hide bag of charcoal
implements and chunks of raw
color coaxed from loam,
searching for just such a
sudden grotto canvas in

rock walls unseen by man.

Y o ukdadv the place right away,
the hushed air, a falcon of
updraft bearing away smoke,

at first | barely knew

what to do, scratched lines
became solitary elk on

river cliffs, a grazing herd of horses
came alive with umber manes
and wild blue eyes, bea
lumbered into the shadows,
looking back in alarm.

Deposition
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| had to talk fast

back at the campfire that night,
describing the paintings below
became the first song,

my agitated tapping on

stone the first music,

some wanted to kill me off

as an extra nmuh to feed,

most wanted me around

for potential good luck
whatever they voted

to call me,

I might have been the first artist,
or the first priest,

or the first insurance agent,
yet became the first showman,
leading guided tours

of the hidden anial galleries

of my own creation.

© The $angrila Shack, 2011



Jesus Wore a Rolex
By Michael Shorb

That night on the sea,

when molecules of weathered wood
groaned from the dark

will of water and we trembled,
near perishment, and lightning
abated, and the waves gentled,
andfish danced in our nets,

blue glow from the Rolex he wore,
the numinous, punctured hands
glowing across the digitized

face of power.

Or at the trial, how onlookers
sweated away their chance
of redemption, and Pilate,
the Wall Street functionary,
glared at Him and demanded,

you have

oOWhy do
the power of

t han

Years later, after the hostile takeover
was rebuffed and order

was restored, the Powers that Be
hocked the Rolex

to build a cathedral

in the heart of the city,

to clothe and feed

the elite of His followers,

and provide them with limousine
service to and from

Golgotha, where dollar signs
denoted the Kingdom,

and the masses pushed forward,
eager to see their share

of the latest sacrifice for freedom.

a

better
Rome?6

wat ch
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Rain Over Oitleanor Leonne Bennett
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After A O6Pearl Harbordd I n Cyberspa
By Michael Shorb

First | wake up
in someone el seds skin,

|l dm a Chinese or Brazilian
consumer today, my stock
portfoliobds erased, | ©m reduced

to relying on gold bars

and paking meter change,

an armed guard at

my front door demands

who | am and why

| wear the stolen winged

shoes of Mercury

lifted from the excavation site,

where the discovery of

broken bones and shards

of pottery exceeds all expectations,
still searaing for my birth

certificate and dna analysis,

|l &m sternly infor med
if I dondét understand the | anguage
pouring from my television,

| am to report immediately

to a terminal beyond

the oil fields, where the last days

are canceled

until further endepment,

and the contents of my mind

hereby both digitized

and privatized for my own protection,
leaving me only the mineral rights

to my own memories,

which | will quickly

barter away.
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Late Summer Garden
By Craig Robert Charboneau

The garden g® unwatered in summer

Had thinned, shed dust and shrank against the heat.
Flowers turned black and purple dipped their heads
To seek out ground where others might shade them
And hung rigid and cracking in hot breeze.

So | neglected them, and so found them

And was full of guilt, because in the Spring

I enjoyed them without effort and took

For granted rain and how rain colored them.

If they looked at me now it was with

Averted gaze like an old love might turn

Away, ashamed and smifiscious that |

Had leftthem, it mattered not for what.

| cleared brush from the hose and unwound it

And turned the spigot where spiders had made webs
And began watering the dry garden,

The rose bushes and vines along the wall.

There were clouds then, and a soft wind blowing
So hat when | finished there was the sound

Of water drops hitting between broad leaves,

And wind that picked up mist as it went by.

| found a chair and sat there awhile

To give the attention | had owed,

Though neither of us would look directly

At the other, w were both embarrassed.

And a single bee, come from nowhere

Appeared and made his way from bud to bud

As if to see what help the water gave,

If there was something left to salvage,

The last bee when the others had moved on

Who waited for my watering tonce

And who, like myself, wondered if flowers

Regrow without having to be reborn.
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Or Else Expecting Rain
By Craig Robert Charboneau

Well the worms are squeezing through the dirt
And breaking soil to fall upon the earth,

And the dandelions are perfuming,

And the bees are gorging on swollen
Marigolds, although not forgetting

To hurry back to their honeycombs.

They have all barely fit inside its shell.

The pond has smoothed its ripples and gone still,

A sheet of looking glass held to the sky.

And the ducksvade by the shallow end

With their young, their heads tucked beneath the reeds.
And the chartreuse apples on the trees

Have turned a livelier green, as if

The air had colored them bright today.

And everything is wincing from the sun,

Or else expecting naiio come.

Eleanor Leonne Bennett
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Tattoos on Organs
By Yayoi Joy Kitawaki

Some people do not draw anything
on the surface of their bodies,
but there are invisible pictures inside them.
On their organs, these tattoos pump every day.
They become alive
Every time they move,
people breathe.
They move without stopping.
It is better to keep th@ctures inside.
Invisible things are often stronger than visible things.

*k%

The Yellow Carpet and The White Curtains
By Yayoi Joy Kitawaki

Dandelions blooraverywhere,
cover the ground.
White cherry blossoms bloom everywhere.
They are in the air.
When | stand in front of the flowers,
| feel like I am in a fresh room.
| am outside,
the yellow and white colors decorate
a perfect design for spring.
| can stayni the fresh room
as long as | want
nobody will complain.
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Fauvist BodhisattiZzbesna Malec
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