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Poem After the End of the World

It isn’t that I promised anything: not
the melt of late February, not the way
I sometimes feel I am inked. I don’t
even pretend to permanence. I'm told
it’s natural to want to live, so here.

Let me be named unnatural. You don’t
have to look at me like that—I love
too many things to ease them out.

Like a page under my thumb, or riding
with the sunroof open in winter.
Arguing about heat or chill (I always
take heat), crushing cardboard with
my heel, the sudden snap of vinegar.
And eels. Anything that slithers

and drops my belly. But remember,
it’s just ink. Fading is essential.

RUTH FOLEY
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Poem After the End of the World

Tell me the century is already broken. Tell me
we have lost. Tell your story to the river
going bracken despite itself and see how much
the water can hold. Tell it to stop moving

and see where that gets you. I'm told it is

a sink, that the ferns rise out of carbon dioxide
and sunlight, but I don’t know. Tell me what
you know of science and I'll tell you a story
about molecules and moles. I'm telling you,
the river has its own priorities and you

aren’t one of them, so if you want it to speak
you have to promise to listen. Tell me

you can stay here in the overgrowth, where
we can pretend we haven’t broken anything.
You don’t have to claim we haven’t lost—

the riverbed knows better, I can tell.

RUTH FOLEY
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Poem After the End of the World

The house smells of oranges again
and I suppose there should be singing

somewhere. I am hoarse. I haven’t
slept. Maybe once there was a bird—
I seem to remember a phoebe singing

its own name to the trees. Nothing
answered. I think something used to.

I suppose I could think of the creak
of naked branches as a song.
You want to know if I'm tired or

if I'll ever grow quiet, if I'll learn
that nothing is left to answer me.

There used to be singing, something
something love, something something
above, arms, warm, a place for

violins and dancing. It’s on film
if you need to prove it to yourself.

RUTH FOLEY
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Introductory Remarks

Last year, when I walked away from the computer that sent Bloodroot’s first online edition
out into the world, I headed toward Main Street, Hanover and cried a little bit because it
was the first time Bloodroot came together without Do & Do, the dynamic combination of
Deloris Netzband and the late “Do” Roberts. Reaching the corner of Main and Wheelock, a
single white balloon was released from somewhere behind Left Bank Books. As the balloon
went up into the morning sky, I realized I had been silently crying. As I watched the balloon
with wonder my tears stopped. Here was the sign I had been waiting for.

I am proud to present the second digital edition of Bloodroot Literary Magazine. When
Phyllis Katz, Ivy Schweitzer and I sat down to revive Bloodroot, we originally imagined a
rotating editorship. In that spirit I invited the poet Sara Chaney to co-edit this edition with
me. Chaney has brought new voices with her from her extensive editorial and publishing
experience. If you’ve enjoyed a literary magazine lately, it’s likely that Chaney’s work
has graced their pages. Together, we curated the local and national, with grand literary
ambitions this issue seeks to be both an author platform and a highly curated online home
for writing and writers alike.

Please read and share. Use this link to download a version you can Make some chapbooks
and leave them places where people wait, like bus stops. These words beg to be spoken and
sung and shared. Thank you for reading.

RENA J. MOSTEIRIN

Lately

Lately the sun went down,
all thankfulness aglow, all shame
in dusk’s hunger vanishing.

Soon the moon went up,
the cages rattled and were lifted—
like your hand upon the book.

While they howled at your mercy
we were little white lanterns
gone out around the brook,

and given these things,
all thankfulness aglow, all shame
in dusk’s hunger vanishing.

ELIOT CARDINAUX

35



AINVHD SOOI VIVS

‘skounof oty Lofua nok adoy |
“skemySiy 11059p pue ‘soLn
-UNOd PEIP ‘SUMO) UINSIMPIU SUTYINOII-MO] ‘s3[oeIs K1019€] JDLIq PuUTj [[,NOK SI9F] ‘[[om
se ‘Aofrep 1oddn) o3 puoAaq 1ey sn soxes ansst sty T, “wayy ajowoid 0y amseard e st ar se ‘K
~NUITIOD STY) JO $99T0A JO a3uex o1y) 197 09 18213 seam 1] -oansea]d € seam ansst sty Sunemn))
‘nonmInsur AS[eA
1odd ) sy o ansst raioue donpoid djoyy 01 pazouoy wr,] oI PAIAYIELS OYM SINLIM JO
9[o11> 913 £q PaAO] 219m £33 Jery pue wrored ATUNIWOD € St 1004poojg I[Inq A3Y3 e
Mmouy| ] INq ‘pUeqzIdN SHO[(] IO $119qOY O(] MAUY I2AU [ *ANUNUIUIOD AU 0) SUOTIIIUUOD
[ng1amod yons sey joo4poojg 2sneq INQ ‘SINIM MU Nowold pue 19A0dSIP 03 Kem 18213
© 5T 3unIpo 9snedaq SN[ JON] "PAIIXD SEM | J004p00]g NPI-0D 03 JW PIYSE LU U A\
"ansst STy Jo sa8ed oty ur 0m) J0 SUO IGAEW PUE ‘SIAT] UMO INOL UT
S9[oBIT AUT) JO PN € 12A09sIp [[e ok adoy | *snoo1d Lumn e jo peay Surppng ‘qSnos o
PUIj oM ‘SaAEI] peap s, 1eaK 58] JO o[id B IopUp) *SI[OBITUI JSIPOU 10§ UOsEas oy st Jurrdg
-Sunuerd 105 Apeaz aq [[im 11 uoos 1nq
‘Kxp pue payored [[us st 11 ‘mou 1y3ry -ureSe punoid oy 29s ued am ‘AJ[eury g ‘OUO JeI[q
e pue Suof  udaq sey 3] “19uUIM Jo no Jurmend A[reury oxe am ‘AafreA 1ddn oy ur 210K

MIZLIAMHOS AAI

-o3ex Aw Jo squ

Juryj o) uo pauadieys spunos

1212008
1e9Y A[o1Eq P[NOD | IJ OS
SO0

padurerd mo ur 1910 ) PuE IAYIOUW WOy
Keme ey ApeaIfe sem T Inq

PA[[ED $A0T0A 1212DH0g

umop awr Sunyaus 3dea] sourey
UOIBW ) JONIS

JUeIp pue JueIp

senugiput e

payouanb ‘our payouaip [ong

2)eU0IIP
puru Aur 393

Py Surre ue o3|

syurerdwos Awr pajpe1d |

s1orenbpeay [epuraoid Jo smopurm paysre oY) 210Jog

uado ow

pasoeId 9oey A paspetus

118D 971 paqqe1d uewom

2o170d oy A&ytzoyane s Siq
1Nq spuey Jeap 19y our

sTeurp uo) passaxd [—oury a3 Jou
‘1oyyey Aw 03 j[nsur

Yot Aur uo 11ds Jo qo3 rey
sur apo[dxa 03 pajueMm 1]

BISTUN,T, 9UOISIOY M\

143



A southern stingray flaps past
its pale underbelly

an old-fashioned hankie
waved in truce

or farewell.

IVY SCHWEITZER
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Krakens

Other times, it’s just an accident when a Kraken annihilates a shipping vessel. Splinters
flung into the sky. The crew screaming and going under. Not every tendril is looking for
a frigate obliterate. Not every tentacle searches for a sailor to fling from the deck. Even
a Kraken sees the hulls of the boats above, all smooth and adumbral, and wants to maybe
touch one. For the Kraken, love is mysterious, and after grapeshot and harpoons, it retreats
to the ocean floor vowing never to return. Even I have held a fragile object in my hands.
A crystal bowl for an important dinner engagement. An antique clock. Trust. A ceramic
jardiniére. Things my wife gave me. Be careful, she said. Don’t break this, she said.

MATTHEW OLZMANN

“Shapes”

It was confounding
as a child: the way Mom
folded socks—

transformed, under
quick hands, two weak
snakes

into one sturdy column—

because I did not
understand
how she did it.

Then I learned the secrets
of Mom’s sock folding
as an adolescent—

wrung inside-out & backwards,
folded over like intestine
turning out on itself—

and moved on,
discovered better
ways to fold socks.

So I choreographed my own
sock-folding method,;

and we grow apart like this.

TIM HALTEMAN
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SOMETHING DIES IN ME EVERY MONTH

Today I screenshot a picture

of an internet baby who looks like my ex
sleeping, mouth open, little fist above his head,
and it’s a tiny poison in my

eggs, how we can be allergic

to whatever we want, a week in bruises, or

when I said sorry to my face

like the time I stopped

breathing and a man called me

a name, something less than animal but more than
stone, and all I can say is

I’m trying to be decent, I'm trying

to believe in the therapy of sweeping rooms, of sugar
on my wrists. Yesterday I bought

fried chicken and orange juice

for a homeless man on 6th

to make myself needed, and the act

conjured a weirdness in me, like wanting to have
his baby. I don’t want to be told

about the bitches inside me that want out

and want the pleasure of watching my body

do things without permission. Or maybe

I have an awkward courage, or maybe I've hugged
too many grocery bags on walks home and felt
the lonely power of feeding myself, or how

the moon appears

even in the morning, a pale thing

drowned in blue sky.

DIANNELY ANTIGUA

The Organist Plays the Bach Fugue in E Flat in the

Sphere of Gods

Once ignored like burdock or dusty petunias in a Horticultural
Hall, the Thayer organ was bought for a song, then hauled by

rail from Boston to the North Chapel on the Woodstock
Green where it has resided for fifty years.

wide open
mouths

of pipes

part brass

part feral

part astronomic
all stops pulled
to swell

an E flat offering
Bach’s
polyphony

of Trinitarian
speculation

far surpassing
any sermons
I've ever
wanted to hear

PAMELA AHLEN
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Sylvia to Ted, Telepathically:

“I will come as close or far to your cock as I feel like.”
& underwear-at-the-kneeTed & underwear-at-the-kneeSylvia

sat seven years, three villages away, awaiting the next instruction.

J. HOPE STEIN

here I mean remember—
1-10’s dawn-pink asphalt

stretched ahead like a river
of possibility.

Morning riding into view,
our voices hoarse

from singing “Tainted Love”
with the windows down,

hands tangled in each other’s zippers
at 65 mph. We were so young;

already the heat was unbearable.

AMORAK HUEY
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March

Burden Iron Works — A History of Disappearance

It’s called the understory.
It’s what springs up from the forest floor
Springs up from the forest floor beneath trees
Beneath trees but there’s nothing here
Nothing here, except dry leaves
Except dry leaves
And stacks of mossy iron ore, iron slag
Slag and two rusty hand cranks
Hand cranks
Can you feel how heavy this is?
Imagine

Imagine one thousand Sons of Vulcan. In unison.
90,000 tons of coal
600 tons of horseshoes

The magnificence of labor. The menace.

Their waterwheel. Its sixty feet of spin and whir. Their Work.

Now, just tree trunks with a canopy
Not even branches, no
Not branches, not even weeds.

changed him, though I never knew him before,
so what do I know? Maybe I shoot

at squirrels but can never hit one.

Maybe I’'m hanging out on the girders

of the old bridge with the volume on 10,
hoping one of these songs will piss off someone
enough to stop and give me a talking-to.
Maybe I'm setting fire to sticks

and dropping them in the water.

Maybe I killed one of the bluetick hounds
caged up by Stella’s asshole dad

who maybe hits her sometimes, too,
maybe hurts her in more silent ways.
Maybe I hope she is as lonely as T am.
Maybe this is the most fucked-up time

in the history of the world

to be fourteen, maybe there’s poison

in the river that feeds our wells.

Maybe I can feel my skin blistering

from the inside out, maybe the bruises

are bleeding into each other. What a mess.
Maybe the gun never even goes off.
Maybe it’s only the music announcing

I am here. Maybe I'm shouting

my own name, over and over, synced
with the beat. Boom, boom,

like that. Boom.

25

S.PETRIE AMORAK HUEY

In the 1860s, the Burden Iron Works employed 1400 men in the service of iron. Crowded with buildings.
Smoke stacks. A railroad. Once, there was a waterwheel, 60’ tall. Temple of Vulcan. Imagine.
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once there was a canal

as if it was here

once it drew

drew the world’s attention
drew water down. as if.

S.PETRIE

Lock One of the Erie Canal in Albany, on the Hudson River—legends say kids used to swim in it. The Erie
Canal—easy to forget—opened up our country to the world. Lock One has been backfilled. Huck Finn’s
Furniture Warehouse is there, on top of it.

You Only Get One

crack at a greeting card. I’ve ruined
many, smeared ink, misspelled words, misspelled
names, missed words altogether. Most people don’t
care, most people don’t notice, but me—

I buy two at a time. I collect cards. I don’t know
whose hands the cards will pass to or when, but of all
the places I imagined this card going, to your wife
today never crossed my mind. Most sympathy

cards have religious connotations. This one reads,
May your memories give you strength.

Now shocked to hear, he shot

himself, ’'m thinking of you, but the things I think

don’t seem right, like how you still have my good set
of earphones, or how you warned my boyfriend,

“I may be old, but I'm not too old to go

to jail one more time if you hurt her.”

I watch my father take the card to the kitchen table
and draft his note in caps on scratch paper:
WE ARE ALL SADDENED BY OUR LOSS

WE WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER

HIM AS A GOOD MAN AND A VERY GOOD FRIEND.
He transcribes the letters carefully on the card. It’s permanent.
Below that my mother’s loose-knit cursive: Water

under the bridge—let your life begin again

MAE REMME

23
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August
Henry Hudson Park

Evening’s soft static skims the river’s surface. Transparent. An eagle draws up from
deadwood, herons drop in pairs. Sun blazes itself scarlet across the eastern shore, across
pale faced homes on 9]. People of the waters that are never still. On the western shore, a
sycamore. Beneath its flaking bark, its dangling achenes, beneath its cambered arms, a
barge is partially submerged. Fifty feet of rough board rotting in the mud. Its century of
invention, forgotten. Fists of iron, once fierce, slurried. I barely know its language. The

last speed boat of the night dashes past, tossing laughter and a little Tom Petty in its wake.
Across the green, a man folds a crippled woman into his arms, carries her toward their car.

Oblivious, a small boy darts between picnic tables with an arrow, with a bow.

fashioned by hand
usefulness flares than passes
bright coins sinking

S.PETRIE

People of the waters that are never still is the English translation of the Mahican name for themselves:
Muh-he-con-ne-ok

Woodwind

A woodwind,

earthbound state;

the clearing billowed,

a thistle in place;

as the bow raised,
clongated in stature —

the trees held their breath.

JADE WOLIN
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How do we know to grieve—

t?
Or no LOSGELASSENHEIT*

Think of anatomy as a refuge,
palpable, certain.

Finding a precise alignment
to convey a path to the heart.

ALICE GILBORN

Consider the curve

of the slender gracilis muscle,
like an unfurled ribbon
crossing the inner hip and knee.

An artifact of evolution,
gracilis runs in a straight line
in bent-knee quadrupeds.
‘When humans stood upright,
and our knees extended,

gracilis, bound by fascia,
stayed behind.

Guided by its rider,

the horse gathers up speed
and leaps with a power
beyond human measure.

Horse and rider in perfect union,
loose and completely relaxed,

like a child connected to its mother
before its first breath.

ANNE WHITEHOUSE

*Losgelassenheit—a German word, literally, the quality of having loosened and let go, conveying a union of
horse and rider.
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In the Event

Normally, I’d love further exam—
applause for the finalists: the envelope,
please, (delicious ripping)...but I dread
my 10am call-back mammogram,
the gown she has me don,

like the smock from kindergarten

my father’s shirt assumed backward,

to paint pinecones, make bark rubbings,

she wants two X-rays of the left (dense tissue),
she handles it like a ham sandwich.

While she reloads the film,

I study The Lives of Conifers:

a seed of a conifer

contains the embryo of a future tree.

She’s ready for me to be waiting for her.

I keep reading; balsam, fir, spruces,
eastern hemlock are all equipped with a wing.
She smushes the breast again, scolding:

Place your hand here.
Hold your breath.
While she confers with the radiologist,

I learn: wings develop from the surface layers

of supporting cone scales and not from seed themselves.
These glands, glad-handed what if they

are more than mammalian, and maybe,

put on backward, like the smock?

Meant to lift me above this morass,
misplaced base of nascent wings?
She reports I have no aberrance.

I almost fly away.

JULIA SHIPLEY

Midwest Tornado Season

a tornado’s hips
collapse a Kroger

in the center of life

a screaming house
shifts on its haunches
and naps there

as the town wakes

the woods, still bent
from last year’s breeze,
open themselves again
inviting remembrance
of their presence

their mother

the tunes she can make
wind sings to the sink
ping pung pung

it happy drools back

CHARNELL PETERS
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