
 

 

A TASTE OF GIN 

by Janelle Fine, Art Editor, 2013 

 

A Taste of Gin Online Editorial Feature 

Each month Bombay Gin Literary Journal presents an online feature by one of our 

editorial board members. We call this: “A Taste of Gin.” These tastes give us, as 

editors, the opportunity to share our individual artistic and aesthetic visions. We split 

our Bombay Gin third-mind temporarily in order to show you the nuances, quirks, and 

concerns we, as an editorial board, comprise. We hope you enjoy these future tastings. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Editor’s Note 

I wanted to create a collaborative space between artists and writers. I asked the artist 

Taylor Dow to create artwork that interpreted the theme of metamorphosis. I then 

sent out his visual art to writers and asked them to respond in their own way to one of 

his images. I am interested in the conversations and play that came about between the 

text and images. 

Enjoy, 

       Janelle Fine 



  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



JUAN FELIPE HERRERA  

you &  

 

 

braid our lives the unnumbered ocean where I sleep eyelash 

where you wait for me & the others these lives these vessels 

how could you touch all this when it is falling into the ice 267 

0894447773382292 or shall I say green blue greenness reddish 

richie havens lifts the ten string at the Ashgrove in Santa Monica 

I am wearing a crushed leather jacket the kind you would imagine 

Marlon…so the air thickens & then slips back to your hands 

my brother-in-law waits for his body to heal three weeks at ICU 

45 minutes from Brazito New Mexico all the all on the border 

breathes through him I do not want to taste the dials above him 

heart & lung & blood – let us sway with the leaves let us step 

across the earth that awaits the rain let us simply stand here 

or bow or sit or simply more simply drift any position yes yes 

face the neutral swishing suffering of lights bluewhite no 

there is no color without words for colors it is ah ah color  

then 

it tumbles you & I then there is just you & I &  i 

 



GAIL TREMBLAY 

 

When Branches Surround the Opening in the Sky 

       (After Viewing a Drawing by Taylor Dow) 

 

In the creation story where Sky Woman fell to earth  

through a hole in the sky, she drifted past constellations  

and planets until she reached a watery earth. It was there  

that turtle told muskrat to dive to the bottom for dirt  

and when muskrat came up breathless with mud on his paw. 

turtle told him, “Deposit this dirt on my back, and the woman 

can walk about North America.”  After she walked onto the land 

and inhabited it, Sky Woman had a daughter who bore two sons. 

The second son burst through her side, and when they buried her, 

the daughter sprouted forth as corn, squash, and beans. 

Her descendants have had food to eat ever since.  

From corn husks, masks were made, and the men who danced them 

carried red whip branches with sharpened ends. The bark  

on the branches glowed with power. Does the artist have any idea 

This is so?  What inspires him to wake the Earth and bring things  

into being? What inspires me to remember what makes life possible?  

  



 

 

  



HR HEGNAUER 

 

 

The Constellation 

 

 

Innocuous was not the word. 

Human was the word. 

 

We put the human in the star space 

Not knowing that 

The star space didn’t want the human. 

 

We were talking about it and I thought, 

I think so, 

Yes, I think so. 

 

No, not that. 

 

Yes, I would think so. 

Wouldn’t you? 



The Visions 

 

 

This is the dark room. 

 These colors. These edges. 

I went out wandering the streets looking for conversation. 

And the streets made noises and the noises made colors again. 

 

Darkness is a vision. 

said the visionary. 

 

If I see you pushing a baby carriage, I’m going to kill you. 

 said the visionary’s mother. 

 

A sudden stab of the imagination. 

 said the visionary. 

 

But nothing was in this order, and nothing was orderly. 

I looked through the neighbor’s kitchen window, 

But there wasn’t any order there either. 

 

Someone said the order was on sale, 

But then someone sold the store, 

and poisoned the lights. 

 

Blindness is sweet for temporary voice: 

A reflection in the window I never knew I saw. 



The Arms 

 

 

A friend and I compare our man-arms.  

He wins. 

I am not a man. 



The Seen 

 

 

Like the dog who won’t come only because he is unable, 

 not because he lacks desire, 

The seen has never been seen.  

 

There were all these people in the bottom one: 

Excuse me, excuse me. 

Yes? 

 

We mumbled shapes towards one another, 

 and they looked like desires. 



The Time 

 

 

It wasn’t now. 

 Shaky as it is — it wasn’t. 

 

The text muffled the birdsong until it became a new language. 

 

What time is it? 

(I’ve already asked this) 

A bustling of hands in a circular fashion. 

A child fond of the intersection. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



J’LYN CHAPMAN 

 

Us, the ghost too. 

It began with the beginning of the body. We do not know this part but are certain of it. The ghost 

was there, crying with every cell splitting. The body happens exponentially. An eye can only see one 

image at a time. It is questionable if the eye can see movement. The eye can see changes in the body 

but not movement. Our love for one another is connected to movement. All our love began with 

the beginning of our body, and the ghost was crying in the matrix. We could not hear in the 

beginning. We do not remember learning sound. But we are certain the ghost was there to be heard. 

We are not dreaming about the true ghost! We are certain the ghost, who was there from the 

beginning, in the matrix of our mother, was death, and we were the crying of a thousand living 

souls. Our mother could hear our hearts but could not see us. We began before technology began. 

Our mother gave us a strange name she had determined and practiced pronouncing. It is pointless 

to ask if the ghost came before the mother. But its sobs were always known by us and we learned 

them. Then we said our first word—it was something about survival, but we do not remember 

what—and cried less. Then less, then less, then less.  

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

BRENDAN CONSTANTINE 

Pest In Blur 
(from a drawing of a large, black housefly, by Taylor Dow) 
 
 
There’s a fly in the eye of   the black number 8  
 
on the grandmother clock,   (itself a tall 8), 
 
by the door.  And when I say   a fly I mean   
 
an ink blot with wings,               a blood spot 
 
that sings a thin hymn   for the fruit we forgot 
 
by the door. When I say                a door I mean 
 
a coat that goes to the floor,  pockets deep as tar, 
 
unbuttoned, ajar, no body  home (And when I say 
 
home I mean the same thing as               a jar). The fly moves 
 
from the eye to the belly of   the black number 8, 
 
then down off the face   to the pendulum place, 
 
the negative space,   of the clock, 
 
and its grandmother knock  by the door. 
 
And when I say face, place,   or space I mean 
 
the same thing as before,               half of an apple 
 
gone black in the sun,   that swelters with flies, 
 
so wrong in the mouth,               so hard on the eyes. 
 
   

 

 

 

 
 



 

  



APRIL JOSEPH 

 

Speak to me 

 

heartbeats to the sound of tidal waves 

your present 

my past 

    move between    developing I 

this ancient stone rose from prehistoric mountains                        there is no light in the thick of a jungle 

the jungle is a womb      so many hands reach to pull me to light   

won't you take me to the underground 

the arc sinks back 

crosses 

trapped 

me 

      boundaries release 

grab          hold  the dead buried  

          cross over        following 
pipelines 

 

clockwork          

towers     day and  night blur   moving 

 

kick 

busted boarded windows  your bullet      even though                      unconditional love 

  how to live         boundaries 

 

     break through     reach 



 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 



JAI ARUN RAVINE 

 

A Target staff member asked me “Can I help you find anything? And I said,  

 

        Head lamps? 

 

Yesterday I bought a head lamp to wear while riding my bicycle.  

 

It also has a night vision setting [red light]. 

 

If you go stargazing, bring a red light. 
If you go watch sea turtles crawl up the beach to lay their eggs.  
 
 
 
Behind me, a red light blinks. 
Before me, a white light pools.  
 
 
This is how I move through the dark.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CONTRIBUTOR BIOGRAPHIES 

Cara Benson is the author of "Cara Benson" and of the poetry book (made). Published in NY Times, 

Boston Review, Best American Poetry. She was a New York Foundation for the Arts Fellow in Poetry. She teaches 
poetry in a NY State Prison and is currently working on non-fiction fiction: a true novel. You can find more 
of her work at www.necessetics.com. 
 

J’Lyn Chapman holds a PhD from the University of Denver, where she studied text and image in the 

work of W.G. Sebald. She serves as Visiting Instructor & Program Coordinator in the Jack Kerouac School 

and regularly contributes to the interview project website, The Conversant. Her work can be found 

in Sleepingfish, Fence, American Letters & Commentary, and Conjunctions. Her chapbook, Bear Stories, was published 

by Calamari Press. http://www.somethingonpaper.org. 

Brendan Constantine's work has appeared in FIELD, Ploughshares, Zyzzyva, Ninth Letter, Poetry 

Daily, and Verse Daily among other journals.  His first book, Letters To Guns (2009 Red Hen Press), is 
now required reading in creative writing programs across the nation. His most recent collections are 
Birthday Girl With Possum (2011 Write Bloody Publishing) and Calamity Joe (2012 Red Hen Press). Mr. 
Constantine has received grants and commissions from the Getty Museum, James Irvine Foundation, 
and the National Endowment for the Arts. He is currently poet in residence at the Windward School 
and adjunct professor at Antioch University. In addition, he regularly offers classes in hospitals, elder 
care centers, and shelters for the homeless. Please visit brendanconstantine.com.  
 

Taylor Dow grew up in Southeast Alaska and now lives in Olympia, Washington. He draws lots of things 

in black and white and enjoys thinking about monsters, birth, disgust, and Charles Burns. He just completed 

his first comic book, a 32-page story called Butt to the Future, about a sporty girl who travels into the future via 

inter-dimensional plumbing system. He talks on the phone with his mom every night before bed. You can 

find more of his work at taylormakescomics.tumblr.com 

HR Hegnauer is the author of the Sir (Portable Press at Yo-Yo Labs). She is a book designer and 

website designer specializing in working with independent publishers as well as individual artists and writers. 

HR is a member of the feminist publishing collaborative Belladonna*, and the poets’ theater group GASP: 

Girls Assembling Something Perpetual. She received her MFA in Writing & Poetics from Naropa University, 

where she has also taught in the Summer Writing Program. You can find more of her work at 

http://www.hrhegnauer.com.  

Juan Felipe Herrera: With twenty-nine books published in poetry, spoken word, novels for young 

adults and collections for children, Juan Felipe continues to work for all audiences. His recent awards for his 
poetry include the Guggenheim Fellowship, the National Book Critic’s Circle Award. He is a member of the 
Board of Chancellors of the Academy of American Poetry and recently was appointed by California 
Governor Brown as the California Poet Laureate. His favorite color is Chile Verde green. He is Professor of 
creative writing at UC-Riverside. Juan Felipe says, “If you want to write for the people pour kindness inside 
every word.” Son of farm workers, born in Fowler, California, Juan Felipe, invites all to be part of  “The Most 
Incredible and Biggest Poem on Unity in the World,” his laureate project encouraging Unity in the schools, 
communities, California at-large and creative response to crises that take place in the nation and world.  

 

 
 

http://www.necessetics.com/
http://theconversant.org/
http://brendanconstantine.com/
http://www.hrhegnauer.com/


April Joseph flew from the rocky mountains of Boulder, CO, where s)he studied Writing and 

Poetics in the Jack Kerouac School at Naropa University, to the desert lights of Las Vegas, NV. April is 
a clarinetist-poetess, teaches K-12 and undergraduate courses in creative writing. Her thesis on healing 
ancestral trauma and her chapbook Rose Body Fell are forthcoming. Her lecture on "Dharma Poetics and 
Contemplative Practice (in Las Vegas)" will be presented at the 40th Summer Writing Program at 
Naropa University. Her other works have appeared in Bombay Gin and in the chapbooks Bellow, Heart-lip 
Spider, and Lunamopolis.  You can find more of her work at aprilandbello.wordpress.com. 
 

Jai Arun Ravine is an interstitial writer, dancer, performer and filmmaker. They are the author of      and 

then entwine: lesson plans, poems, knots (TinFish Press) and the creator of Tom/Trans/Thai, a short film on Thai 

and Thai American trans--‐masculinities, which has screened at the Bangkok Art and Culture Centre 
(Thailand) and CAAMFest 2013 (San Francisco), among others. 
 

Gail Tremblay resides in Olympia, WA and has been an artist, poet and teacher for over forty years. She 

shares her unique vision through her multi-media visual works, art installations, her writing on Native 
American Art, and her poetry. She has been a member of the faculty at The Evergreen State College since 
1980, where she has mentored students in the fields of visual arts, writing, Native American and cultural 
studies. Her new book of poems, Farther From and Too Close to Home will be out this winter from Lone Willow 
Press, and her book of poems, Indian Singing was published by Calyx Press. Her poetry is widely anthologized 
and poems have been translated into French, German, Spanish, and Japanese and published internationally. 
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