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Terrence cannot think of a job position with more weight
in the title than lifeguard. “Firefighter” simply describes.
“Pastor” makes little sense, outside of a treatment for meat
in Mexico. Usually pork. However, “lifeguard” carries with it
a great deal of gravity which many might consider unearned
by the lanky youths typically found atop most lifeguard
stands. Terrence offers himself as a humble exception to the
rule: out of shape and in full awareness of the importance of
his position.

Three bathers prepare to enter the water. Terrence
watches very closely from his stand, his red rescue buoy
strapped across his lap. They are three women in thick one-

piece suits. The pocked texture on their upper thighs is Amelia Gray is a writer living in Austin, TX. Her writing
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visible from fifty feet. They hold hands like girls and jump,
shrieking, and Terrence holds his breath with them until all
three surface, blissfully unaware of the risks they take when
they place their blind faith in that water.

first book, out now.
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Good morning, John Mayer Concert Tee! I'm happy to see
you survived the night. I know that I said my vespers before
I pulled the covers up over my lips and nose to minimize
the mosquito exposure. I looked to my dresser in the dark
and added a silent refrain that you, John Mayer Concert Tee,
would emerge, unscathed, from that land of broken windows.
That your soft-pilled black poly blend, proudly emblazoned
with the two-tone visage of Mr. Mayer himself, would not be
spirited away. It is morning, John Mayer Concert Tee. [ have
a series of problems that cannot be solved.
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Tess kept a secret: her left hand was turning into a claw.
She felt the tendons tightening up in her forearm the week
before, and had written it off as the onset of carpal tunnel,
but the tendons continued to tighten. The feeling spread
into her hand, which began to curve like a scythe, the bones
lengthening a little and then bending, almost imperceptibly,
until her fingers hardened into one immobile point and her
left hand was fully a claw.

Tess kept the secret, but compensated by repeating it to
herself. She would lie in bed, curled around her left hand,
holding it gently to her knees. My hand is a claw. My hand
is a claw.



