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EDITOR'S NOTE 

Buck Off Magazine 

Four Years / Eight Volumes 

Four years and eight volumes later, we are still 
doing what we sought to do as we pondered the 
idea of becoming publishers. For every challenge 
we overcame, every milestone we achieved, we 
are unable to truly thank ourselves without 
recognizing our contributors and readers. Our 
time, sweat and cramped fingers from formatting 
and designing, endlessly reading material and 
promoting the magazine, only match the amount 
of work a writer or artist puts into a piece; on the 
amount of rewrites and revisions, font choices 
and targeting the best magazine to represent 
their talent. Within Volume 8, we showcase 
those who chose us, not the other way around. 
We celebrate them and those who continue to 
read and submit work, supporting our mission to 
publish great works by inspirational individuals.  

 

 

-Sara McClory 

Editor-in-Chief 
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Her birthstone: a flawless 
robin’s egg sphere set 
within a golden brooch. 
She confines the heirloom 
to a dainty glass case, 
places it in her bay window. 
 
Late afternoon sun bathes 
the gem, sets it aglow 
with brilliant flecks of ruby, 
pink tourmaline, emerald, 
blue zircon, citrine. 
 
My small fingers twitch 
but never touch the glass. 
I am allowed only furtive 
glances, as if my stare will 
leave an envious smudge. 
 
And in a schoolroom up the road 
from that bay window, 
the kindergarten teacher 
smacks my hands. Eyes shut 
tight, I imprison tears 
 
and witness a burst of fire 
opal embers behind my lids. 
 

M. Stone is a bookworm, birdwatcher, and stargazer who writes poetry and fiction while living in the foothills of the Blue 
Ridge Mountains. Her poems have appeared or are forthcoming in SOFTBLOW, Calamus Journal, Amaryllis, and numerous 
other print and online journals. She can be reached at writermstone.wordpress.com. 



 

Jury S. Judge graduated in 2014 Magna Cum Laude with a BFA from the University of Houston-Clear Lake. 
She works on a wide range of commissions such as illustrating children’s books, creating advertisements, and 
making fine art pieces. If you are interested in her artwork, email her at jurysjudge@gmail.com. 



 

 

 
I listened to your message. You said 

it was raining where you are, and I 
imagined you sitting on the porch, 

 
watching the drops hurry down 

the driveway. I heard a weathered 
rooftop ready to let the rain through, 

 
heard the sadness in your voice 

from far away. You let out a sigh, 
controlled so as not to reveal 

 
that the caregiver needs caring, too. 

You were like a second father until 
they called you to be with family 

 
thousands of miles away. I never 

told you how crazy it sounded when 
you said the high desert has beauty 

 
like Ireland: sun, wind, and rain 

alternating like variegated thread. 
In these things you saw that love 

 
is rain recycled, that love is a vigil 

between one word and the next, 
weathering the silence. 

 
	  

Joanne Mallari is an MFA student at the University of Nevada, Reno, and a Reviewer for Bookin' with 
Sunny. Her poems have appeared in 5x5, Haight Ashbury Literary Journal, and The Meadow. 



Reynaldo Idelfonso Lindsay Williams was born in Oriente, Cuba in 1958, but now lives in the United 
States since moving when he was 11. Portuguese, Jamaican and Spaniard background, Reynaldo’s 
education stems from U.S.A; he received Honors in Art in high school, and continued studies in Art 
and Photography at the School of Visual Arts in NYC. Serving in both the Navy and Marines as a Medic, 
he is now retired from the military and is currently an Analyst for the Federal Government. His 
experiences in life have allowed him to see both the darkness and the light in mankind. However, he 
chooses to enhance his surroundings by photographing the way he feels, using a variety of methods and 
software. This is his second time publishing with Buck Off Magazine. 

	  

Ethereal Autumn	  by Reynaldo Williams 





The ad was in the back of a men’s fitness journal. A 900 hotline for steamy phone sex. The 

hottest women worldwide just waiting to talk. And, thank God almighty, the hottest men too. 

Internet was still in its dial-up phase and our town, like so many, was too small to have it. Cell 

phones were great but not “smart.” They lacked the tech needed to even take pictures, to say nothing of 

browsing for nudes on the web. So our porn was confined to one of two places: magazine stands and 

900 numbers. And though I’d glance at the covers of those slick porno mags, I lacked the nerve to 

actually buy one. Too afraid of the judgment from the convenience store clerk, too afraid to admit I 

had a hankering for dudes. But I could dial a number and no one would know. Just a horny teenager, 

alone in his bedroom, with nothing but time and a private landline.  

The number rang with short, piercing bursts. Three ear-splitting rings, then a brief bout of 

silence, followed immediately by a woman’s cool voice. 

“You’ve reached the world’s hottest sex line,” she purred with a slight British twang. “All of 

your fantasies are about to come true. All for just $3.99 a minute. Press 1 if you’re ready to make your 

hottest dreams a reality.” 

Three ninety-nine was a bargain for dreams. Hot dreams, cold dreams, or any dream in 

between. I chose “one” on the dial pad as if trying to smash it, as if the number itself might migrate 

away and I had to move fast in order to catch it. 

“I see you’ve pressed 1, you horny little fucker. So let’s find out what sort of shit you’re into. If 

you want a woman, press 1. If you want a man, press 2.” 

Two. I pressed two. God Almighty, did I ever press two. 

“Look at you, you horny cock sucker. So you want to get it on with a man. Well, let’s just see 

how nasty you are. Do you want a blond, a redhead, or brunet to fuck? For blonds, press 1. For gingers, 

press 2. And for brunets, press 3.” 

FOR A GOOD TIME, CALL… 



FOR A GOOD TIME, CALL… 

She spat out the options as if she were part Mary Poppins, part boa constrictor. I punched in 

my choice and waited for a deep, husky voice to start the action. 

“So it’s a brunet man you’re wanting to shag. Nasty fucker!” The British woman continued. 

“Now, what kind of dick do you want him to have? Tell me, you pole-smoking fairy! For massive 

members, press 1. For standard salami, press 2. And for a teeny-weenie-peenie, press 3.” 

I’d never called an adult phone line before, so I had no idea what sort of tone to expect but the 

abundant name-calling seemed a bit out of hand. A horny cock sucker? A pole-smoking fairy? Why did 

this lady have to be so unfriendly? Nevertheless, I was willing to endure for the promise of sex, but it 

would be hard to stay lustful if I broke down in tears. I made my selection and took in a steadying 

breath, bracing for the onslaught of insults. 

“A medium cock on a man with brown hair! Right on, you big, horny queen! You’ll be gagging 

on that dick in just a few moments! Now, tell me how tall you want your fantasy man to be! For giants, 

press 1. For average Joe’s, press 2. And for shorties, press 3!” 

Slowly I noticed a pattern emerged. After making my selection, she’d offer me more, but not 

before confirming the choices I’d already made. It was like she was manic or obsessive-‐compulsive, 

repeating back what I wanted like a scratch in a record. Yet, I was bound to my lust like a Christian to 

Christ, convinced that this voice, this rude British woman, was just being thorough for the sake of my 

pleasure. I dutifully answered her never-ending list of questions, each preference stacking on top of the 

next like constructing a four-course meal: 

“Let me see if I have this right, you filthy dick pig. You want a man with brown hair with an 

average cock, who is medium height with an athletic build, and likes to take it up his tight bubble-butt 

and has a fat, unshaved sack, and is medium tanned who can shoot a huge load and can handle a light 

spanking, and likes two or three fingers up his tight little hole while getting a blowjob outside in the 

woods. Now, tell me how hairy his armpits should be…” 



Common sense began to seep through my brain, suggesting I might be caught up in a scam. It 

was when she inquired about my choice of race that I finally decided to abandon ship. Though “milky” 

and “charcoal” could certainly be used to describe a skin tone, “velvety caramel” was just a slap in the 

face. A pyramid scheme of orgasms and abs, it was all just a ruse to keep me enthralled without ever 

having to make good with the “goods.” Frustrated, I’d been played for a sucker, losing every bit of my 

sexual ambition. As the blood began to drift away from my boner and migrate back to the realm of my 

brain, I became well aware of the clock on my wall. Confused in a hedge maze of big dicks and tight 

asses, I’d forgotten to keep an account of the time. How long had I been there punching in options? 

How long had I sat there, dick in lap, hard and rigid as a calculus class? Which would I lose more of – 

my self-respect or my money? 

The answer would be somewhere right in the middle. Three ninety-nine a minute for fifty-three 

minutes, itemized on the very next phone bill. Over two hundred dollars for nothing more than a great 

waste of time. “And how would you like to pay it, you filthy cum guzzler?” the British lady hissed out 

from the front page of my bill. “With cash, press 1. With credit card, press 2. With your last ounce of 

dignity, you horny dumb-fuck, press 3.” 

 

Will McMillan was born and raised just outside of Portland, Oregon. He currently resides in New York City, 
where he does his best to show off at as many open mics as he can. His work has been featured in The Sun, Sweet, 
and Ampersand literary journals, among others. He's been featured on This American Life and has had his work 
featured in The Sun's monthly podcast. 



she's hardened, crystallized 
like honey sitting in the pantry,  
heart calcified from 
something less than heartbreak,  
something much like  
healing.  
her bones break to wish upon stars  
long turned into supernovas  
and black holes.  
maybe that's why they never come true.  
as if there was a way to avoid the sun,  
she knits a skin to hide from it.  
she likes to forget the sun is also a star,  
one that will accept any and all 
her wishes. 
but she takes things for granted - 
what you have is always less than 
what you want. 
like sugar, she sweetens a sweet tooth's coffee 
until she turns bitter and is rejected. 
she would've been better as hard honey, 
crystallized and sitting in the pantry. 
at least she would still be untouched, 
unsullied. 
	  

honey, honey by J. Wang 

J. Wang is a high school student living in New York. They enjoy writing and reading poetry and 
wish to own a cat one day. 



Brandy Snowden has always loved three things: her family, art and animals. Her subject matter is nature and 
the interaction between nature and humanity. Using an airbrush and colored pencils, she captures 
movement and life and likes to see how nature adapts despite living on an ever-changing planet. 

Bike Rider by Brandy Snowden 



I stand trapped in a corner 
with the lights turned off, 
feeling as if my feet 
can’t touch the ground 
and my back is stapled to the wall. 
Paralyzing me - unable to move 
but able to fall at any second. 
My heart speeds and my breath slows, 
scared of the unknown. 
Wishing for a light 
to guide me out of the dark, 
but instead I see your blue eyes 
floating just like me. 
I follow them out of the dark 
and into the blue ocean. 
I am no longer surrounded by 
dead grass and bare flowerless trees, 
but by water that holds me up effortlessly 
and will not let me fall. 
Just please be patient with me 
until I find your blue eyes again. 
I promise I will smile and laugh for you once more - 
your blue eyes reminding me to breath 
like the steady pattern of waves crashing in. 
Sometimes I get stuck in the undercurrent 
and it sends me back to my dark corner. 

Riley Whited is a junior at the University of Colorado Boulder studying to get her Bachelor’s in English with 
a concentration in Creative Writing. Originally from Louisiana (and not a fan of snow), Riley enjoys being 
outside, hiking or biking in her free time. Riley writes poetry about things that happen in her life as well as 
her emotions as a way of therapy. The paper is good at listening but doesn't have a response or an opinion, 
which is nice. This is her first publication. 

My Favorite Shade of Blue is Your Eyes by Riley Whited 



At the lake I wanted 
 to mend and saw 

orange marigolds quiver 
 and rest, quiver again. 

 
Down the shore, down 

 the sky, hot yellows 
trickled over a tail of scud 

  and made it platinum. 
 
I wanted to wrap 

marigolds in a poultice, 
spread burnished clouds 

 on my wounds, 
 
but then the sun set, 

and Michigan’s surface 
turned all tin. Yet what was left 

  there was mystery: 
 
bloodied gauze in loops 

  at water’s edge 
uncoiled in the breeze 

  and snaked inland 
 
as if the healed 

 had shrugged off bandages 
and glided into the waves, 

  the lake closing over them. 

Alex DeBonis's work appears in Hartskill Review, Yellow Chair Review, Parade Magazine, Ilanot Review, Esquire.com, American 
Book Review, and Small Press Book Review. He teaches creative writing, literature and composition in West Tennessee, where 
he lives with his family. 

Poultice by Alex DeBonis 



A morning streak of winter sun 
strikes the window air conditioners 
 
of a tall residential building, casting 
sideways shadows across the brick, each 
 
air conditioner, off-season, seeming 
asleep, each shadow the dark dream 
 
of an inanimate thing, the cold 
passersby below leaving white 
 
trails of breaths that, dreamlike, 
rise and dissipate. 
	  

Mark Belair’s poems have appeared in numerous journals, including Alabama Literary Review, Atlanta 
Review, The Cincinnati Review, Harvard Review, Michigan Quarterly Review, Poetry East and The South Carolina 
Review. His latest collection is Watching Ourselves (Unsolicited Press, 2017). Previous collections include 
Breathing Room (Aldrich Press, 2015); Night Watch (Finishing Line Press, 2013); While We’re Waiting 
(Aldrich Press, 2013); and Walk With Me (Parallel Press of the University of Wisconsin at Madison, 2012). 
He has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize multiple times. Please visit www.markbelair.com. 

	  
 



 





It was the sight of the chicken suit chained to the light pole in front of Mother Clucker’s that 

did it. Andy’s heart leapt into his throat, nearly strangling him. Slouched there, the costume looked 

like a penitent destined for execution, condemned despite feeling deep and genuine repentance for its 

past transgressions. 

Later he would learn that Alejandro, the owner of the chicken shack, had half-heartedly put it 

out on the street. He’d fired the previous employee whose job had been to wear the suit while standing 

next to the road, waving cars into the parking lot. 

“Kid smuggled it home and went out partying. Look at these.” A few clicks and he pulled up a 

series of compromising photos involving the suit, bottles of rum, and sexually provocative poses. They 

were in the small office behind the kitchen, crammed in a space the architect envisioned as a closet, 

judging from the dimensions. It was where Alejandro disappeared to at the end of each shift to count 

out the cash drawers. 

“Social media is the devil,” he continued. “Just look at this one-star review. That little shit left it 

after I fired him. Should sue his sorry ass.” 

“Why don’t you?” By then Andy was already invested in the chicken’s reputation. 

“He ain’t got no money, is why.” 

When Andy first applied and was hired, Alejandro had led him to where the chicken slouched 

remorsefully in the sun. He watched as the man’s thick fingers undid the padlock, loosening the chain 

that wound in and out of the suit’s various appendages. 

“Wave this sign and be enthusiastic. You can change out back where nobody is looking.” 

“Okay.” Andy held the suit close to his body, not wanting his new boss to see how much his 

hands were shaking. 

“Oh, and don’t stand too close to the road. The mask makes it hard to see when cars are 

coming.” 

Wings of Change 



Andy dutifully carried the suit behind the building where the dumpsters were. Up close he 

could see how the yellow fleece had gone a bit dingy. The material was slightly damp, although he 

couldn’t remember the last time it had rained. It smelled of mildew and, beneath that, stale cigarettes. 

He thrust his feet down into the suit’s padded legs, shrugged into the wing-holes like putting on a 

jacket, then pulled the zipper tight, the metal tickling the underside of his chin. Once settled over his 

head, the mask cut out his peripheral vision, as promised. 

At first he was self-conscious, aware of how his normal gait had a slight list when he walked. It 

felt wrong. By the time he’d made it back to the front of the strip mall, the strange euphoria that made 

his heart jump when he saw the suit eroded into a pervading sense of embarrassment. For the life of 

him, Andy couldn’t understand what had compelled him to pull a U-turn and cut across traffic for the 

job of being a chicken shack’s mascot. 

He would have just dumped the suit back by the pole and left, but Alejandro had already made 

a copy of his ID for the W-4. One shift. Then he could say ‘sorry, but it’s not for me after all,’ and 

refuse any pay that might be offered. Put the whole thing behind him. 

In the parking lot, passing beside an SUV, he caught the first sight of his avian self reflected in 

the passenger side mirror. It transfixed him. In awe, he turned his head side to side with rapid and 

abrupt movements like a real chicken. He even tilted his head, aiming one side-facing eye to the sky like 

birds watching for predators. 

In all his years collecting chicken memorabilia and combing through YouTube farm videos, 

he’d never once felt anything approaching the purity of joy that had taken hold of him. All at once it 

was clear to him. This was his calling. 

For reasons unknown to him, he was certain the chicken was a hen. 

“Baaaawwk,” he said, trying out the utterance. 

	  

Wings of Change 



During each four-hour shift, he spent most of his time scratching and clucking, parading and 

preening. It was always during rush hour when people were crazy to get home, yet, perversely, could be 

tempted to stop. There was a good reason why they were willing to prolong their hellish commute: the 

thought of cooking after finally staggering through their front doors was perhaps the only thing less 

tolerable than the tide of traffic of their daily existence. 

Most of Mother Clucker’s business was take-out. 

After a few weeks went by, Andy caught Alejandro on his way into the employees--only 

bathroom. “Mr. Cabello, can I speak to you for a minute?” 

His boss turned, crossed his hairy arms over his barrel chest. “You quitting?” he questioned, 

annoyance clear in his tone. 

“No, sir. In fact, I was hoping to do more shifts.” 

Alejandro’s mustache twitched, reminding Andy of a push broom. 

“You’re at, let’s see, twenty hours a week. I could maybe take you up to thirty, put you on the 

register on the weekends. But only at lunch.” 

“That’s a wonderful offer, Mr. Cabello, but what I meant was, could I do more shifts in the 

suit?” 

“You crazy?” 

“No, sir.” Only crazy about chickens, the thought silently passing through his mind. 

Alejandro stared, jaw working as if chewing over a new idea. Andy hoped he was going to say 

yes, but worried that stopping him when he had to pee had been a strategic miscalculation. 

“I only need you out there during peak traffic, Monday through Friday,” his tone needlessly 

gruff. 

“Oh, okay.” At least he still had those five shifts. 

	  

Wings of Change 



 “Is that all?” 

“Well, I was wondering if maybe, um, maybe I could clean the suit?” 

Alejandro shrugged, then shut and locked the bathroom door. Through the wall you could hear 

when anyone put the seat up or down, and this time it went down. Andy took advantage of being 

alone, and since it was the end of his shift, he furtively stuffed the suit into the duffel bag brought just 

for this potential outcome. He knew he was taking a liberty with Alejandro’s assent, particularly 

regarding where said suit might be cleaned, but the temptation was far too great. On his way home, 

every stoplight was an impatience, the existence of other drivers an affliction. Finally, Andy arrived in 

his numbered parking space and hurried up to his apartment. 

On the table lay an array of cleaning tools. Soft bristle pet brushes, alcohol wipes, lint rollers, 

two spray bottles: one with mild detergent and the other for rinsing, and, most importantly, a small 

used wet/dry vac purchased during his church’s spring rummage sale. As he worked, Andy dreamt of a 

dozen alterations on the uniform to improve its fidelity to chicken-ness. 

After a late dinner of millet and frisée salad, he showered and carefully donned the suit. It was 

the first time he’d done so without wearing clothing underneath. Its embrace was so warm he didn’t 

need a blanket, his bed more comfortable than a cloud. Sleep came fast and easy. 

The next morning he woke to discover several missed calls from Alejandro. Panicking, Andy 

dialed Mother Clucker’s, worry mounting until he heard his boss’s stern voice. 

“You got my chicken suit?” 

“Yes, Mr. Cabello, I have the suit.” 

“Bring it down here, right now.” 

“But sir, you said I could take it home to clean it.” 

“I want my property back here right now, or I’m calling the cops.” 

Wings of Change 



 “I’ll be right there, sir! Goodbye.” Andy hung up, anxiety seizing him, causing shaky hands to 

tremble as he rushed to smooth out the wrinkles that had formed while he slept. He knew he had to 

hurry, knew if he could show Alejandro the suit was now so clean and improved, his boss’s anger 

would turn into a joy that echoed his own. 

That early in the morning, the roads were nearly empty. The only other car in the parking lot 

near Mother Clucker’s was Alejandro’s. Andy took the suit off the backseat hook, cradling the mask 

under his other arm. The hanger bit into his hand as he lifted it shoulder-high, ensuring the feet didn’t 

drag on the asphalt. 

He knocked on the door’s glass with three sharp pecks. 

Alejandro let him in. “Come on, then.” 

His boss’s broad back led the way through the kitchen. Andy had never been at the restaurant 

during the early-morning prep period. Great tubs of chicken carcasses sat dressed on the table next to a 

cleaver and cutting board. On the other side, pieces were sorted by type for battering. 

Andy did his best to ignore the carnage but it rattled him. 

“Here is the suit, Mr. Cabello. Good as new.” As he said this, Andy threw back the protective 

plastic layer covering the suit, revealing the vibrant material within. 

Alejandro examined it, counted the pieces to make sure every part was there. When he was 

certain, he turned back to Andy. “Why you like wearing it so much? You some kind of pervert?” 

“Sir?” 

“You want to fuck chickens or something?” 

“No, sir. It’s not that, exactly…” 

“How is it, then?” 

Andy’s face turned red as a cockscomb. Within him, something surged towards righteousness, 

and, though he felt shame, was compelled to articulate an inarticulable truth. 

Wings of Change 



 “Well, as a hen, sir, you would sometimes be bred if there was a rooster in the yard, but it’s 

not, um, necessary to lay eggs….” 

“You post any pictures?” 

“No, sir.” 

Waiting to hear his fate, Andy was mortified at what he’d shared. 

Alejandro sighed. “You’re a weird one, I’ll give you that. Keep the suit clean and don’t post any 

pictures or I’ll fire your ass.” 

Jubilation fluttered in his heart! 

“Yes, sir! I mean, no sir! I won’t!” 

“See you on Monday, then.” 

Andy scooped up the suit and rushed to the door, carrying on wings of rapturous euphoria. 

Dustin Kennedy lives in the D.C. Metro Area. He pretends he is fixing a spaceship whenever he needs to 
repair his car. It is a hatchback. Metric. You can find out more about what he's been up to at 
www.newflagmedia.com or @anewflagjoint on Twitter. 

Wings of Change 



Bill Wolak is a poet, photographer, and collage artist. He has just published his fifteenth book of poetry entitled 
The Nakedness Defense with Ekstasis Press. His collages have appeared recently in Naked in New Hope 2016 and 
The 2017 Seattle Erotic Art Festival. Mr. Wolak teaches Creative Writing at William Paterson University in New 
Jersey. 

 



The scab 

     on my lower lip 

tastes like 

    a slow song 

blooming out of 

     your lungs 

to ivy down my spine- 

     it’s lucky 

you went back to LA 

    this cut 

is going to last longer 

     than that song ever 

did 
 

	  

Gray Clark is a dog-walking poet who has previously been published in Heartbeat Literary Journal. 
They reside in Columbus, Ohio where they are currently an adult student working on their 
undergrad in Fine Art. Gray curates a monthly poetry show and workshop to create space for 
marginalized people. 

 



Joseph Mueller is a self-taught mural artist from St. Louis. He's worked in a variety of media including 
photography, charcoal, watercolor and sculpture but when he discovered spray paint as a medium, it quickly 
became his favorite. He plans to work alongside some of his favorite mural artists to bring color and life to 
cities around the world. You can see more of his work on Instagram @mrjoe9008. 



My pillow is bloom-red. Many a curled hair 
shed with a sigh in the bedsheets. He, 
ripe to bursting, might be love, lit 
when my fingers spread his rose-breast wings; gripped 
to floral sheets with a twitter and a kiss. 
 
We’re picking in the bedroom, the glass 
damp, no breeze but in breath as 
our hands furrow beneath. Fingers find by feel 
the ready bulbs in clusters… flesh for gorging… 
annual tongues firm before decay. 
 
Mouths full of rich scarlet tongues, whole faces painted. 
 
The crop in his hips begs for plunder. Ripeness 
wants to be ravished as stamen, when swollen, 
ache to be licked. 

    Stemmed between petals. 
Plucked with May-full lips—singing ourselves 
to pollination. 
	  

Brittney McDonald graduated with a Bachelor of Arts in Creative Writing from Utah State University in May 
of 2017. A Utah native, her poetry has been published in The Helicon West Anthology: A Ten-Year Celebration of 
Featured Readers, Vanilla Sex Magazine, and in many local collections and broadsides. When she isn't writing or 
reading, she enjoys petting her dog and getting lost on dirt roads. 

 



I’ve come to the last lick of an early 
morning, full of the blur of vineyards, farm soil, 
and your stories. 
 
Do you remember how the burned grass turned 
from honey wheat to gray 
as the moon covered 
the sun, wrapping the world in a cold 
cloak? 
 
In the seconds before daylight eclipsed 
back to night, when I turned myself toward  
your chest, it felt like returning to a warm fire 
roaring at home. 
 
Brave and brazen, I let myself forfeit 
that one gesture. 
 
It passed as quickly 
as the crescent shadows 
dissolved from the pavement. 
	  

 

Katie Gilbert grew up in Portland, Oregon and began writing poetry while studying in Ireland with 
Washington’s 2007 Poet Laureate, Samuel Green, and Poetry Ireland/Friends Provident National Poetry 
Competition winner, Tony Curtis. She then received her B.A. in English from Seattle University. She is now 
working as a private nanny and gets her writing fix in whenever possible - usually during walks or while 
consuming copious amounts of coffee.  



Joseph Benavidez is a proud cat daddy, enjoys reading fan fiction, and loves traveling 
by boat. His accomplishments include hugging Tyler Hoechlin and having his work 
featured in newspapers, magazines, and even a museum exhibit. Joe hopes to meet 
Chris Evans before turning 30. 

Sandy Sprague has been working in her local library for more than a decade, where she 
uses her BA in English with a concentration in Professional Writing from Salem State 
University to publicize library events. She’s slowly but surely making her way through her 
ever-expanding To Read list, but is having more luck with her Recently Bought Books pile. 
Enjoying nature walks, writing poems and short prose, and volunteering at literary festivals 
are just a few of her pastimes. After watching The Great British Bake Off, baking has started 
to become a new hobby. 

Sara McClory is an avid writer, reader and movie buff with a general love of 
storytelling. North Shore born and raised, Sara received her Bachelors Degree in 
English with the concentration in Creative Writing at Salem State University. She 
has been published in the creative world (as well as worked with other publications) 
as well as working freelance. Her dream for Buck Off is to create an online 
environment of the strange creative creatures that stray away from the traditional 
forms of arts and open up to all submissions possible. 



	  


