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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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PoemAftertheEndoftheWorld

Thismorning,adream:Icouldfoldtheearth
likefabric,cutadoorandstepthrough.
Itwasn’tevenmotion.Itwasn’tintent.
Awake,IlistedthepeopleIwouldsee
andsurprisedmyselfwithabsences.
Irevisedmylistallday,andsworetokeep
itsecret.ButIcantellyoualittlebit.
Thisafternoon,apennyontheground,
snowmeltmuddingaroundit,andIcouldn’t
rememberwhyacoinheads-upwaslucky
andcolumnsshouldbelefttolie.SoIleft
it,blankmessenger,forsomeonewho
hasn’tlearnedtofoldathresholdormaybe
forsomeonewhoknowswhatitallmeans.

RUTHFOLEY
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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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PoemAftertheEndoftheWorld

Therearelights,enough,andmotion.I’mnotsure
fromwhere.SometimesIcanstilllookup
tovastexpanse,butthestarsaremorefree
toclutternow.Maybeitjustseemsthatway.
Ihadadogwholeftpiecesofhimselfbehind
likethat.Nothingcouldremovehim.Ifthestars
goblack,I’llknowit’strulyover.Thenumber
ofwaystoblanketthemisasmuchbeyondme
astheyare.Lightisgoodforwhatitis,butletsme
seewhatIoncewasprivilegedtoforget.Everyone
ishungrynowforsomething.Everyoneistrying
torememberhowtocount.Isay,Lookatthestars
andstartwithonebutmaybeIforgettosayit
aloudagain.Icouldn’tpointoutSiriustosave
mylife,soaddthattothelistofwaysI’vefailed
tocuremyself.EverytimeIthinkI’vemanaged,
anotherstarturnsup,anothermalignantcluster.

RUTHFOLEY
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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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NoteonType

Thisbookissetin12pointETBembo,amodernfacedesignedforthewebandprintby
EdwardTufteandbasedontheBembofamiltyoftypeface.ETBemboisafreelyavail-
ableopen-sourcefont.Thetextwastypesetusingxelatex,anupdatedLATEXtypesetting
package,alongwithseveralotherfreepackages,includingpoemscol.
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Imprint

Littleleafletthewordssoakin,
forIamnotanoakbutaman
whoclearsthewayforyoutofall
andscattersyoufromtheopensky.

DonotpretendIamtheone
wholoosedtheirprattletoward
theseill-at-easestars;ifthesky
wereapoolyou’dseemestill.

Therearenolinesinyoutoblur
excepttheveinsthatcarryme:
evenhacked-downforests
arespeechlessandsad.

Andthatyouwishtobenamedissacred
soIcarvetheseshapesagain
intowhatyou’dbecome,andgone
I’dhopethatyoumightfindthem.

ELIOTCARDINAUX



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 ofMain andWheelock, 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 canMake 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
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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



HereintheUpperValley,wearefinallycrawlingoutofwinter.Ithasbeenalonganda
bleakone.Butfinally,wecanseethegroundagain.Rightnow,itisstillparchedanddry,
butsoonitwillbereadyforplanting.
Springistheseasonformodestmiracles.Underapileoflastyear’sdeadleaves,wefind

thetough,buddingheadofatinycrocus.Ihopeyoualldiscoveramultitudeoftinymiracles
inyourownlives,andmaybeoneortwointhepagesofthisissue.
WhenRenaaskedmetoco-editBloodroot,Iwasexcited.Notjustbecauseeditingisa

greatwaytodiscoverandpromotenewwriters,butbecauseBloodroothassuchpowerful
connectionstomycommunity.IneverknewDoRobertsorDelorisNetzband,butIknow
thattheybuiltBloodrootasacommunityplatformandthattheywerelovedbythecircle
ofwriterswhogatheredthere.I’mhonoredtohelpproduceanotherissueofthisUpper
Valleyinstitution.
Curatingthisissuewasapleasure.Itwasgreattoheartherangeofvoicesofthiscommu-

nity,asitisapleasuretopromotethem.ThisissuetakesusfarbeyondtheUpperValley,as
well.Hereyou’llfindbrickfactorystacks,low-crouchingmidwesterntowns,deadcoun-
tries,anddeserthighways.
Ihopeyouenjoythejourneys.

SARABIGGSCHANEY
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WhetstoneTunisia

Itwantedtoexplodeme
thatgobofspitonmycheek,
insulttomyfather,
notthefine–Ipressedtendinars
intoherdeafhandsbut
bigwithauthoritythepolice
womangrabbedthecart
smackedmyfacecracked
meopen

Beforethearchedwindowsofprovincialheadquarters
Icradledmycomplaints
likeanailingchild
feltmymind

detonate

fueldrenchedme,quenched
allindignities
Idrankanddrank

struckthematch
flamesleaptsmeltingmedown

Bouazizivoicescalled
butIwasalreadyfaraway

frommotherandtheothersinourcramped
rooms
sofarIcouldbarelyhear

Bouazizi
soundssharpenedontheflint
ribsofmyrage.

IVYSCHWEITZER
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A southern stingray flaps past
its pale underbelly
an old-fashioned hankie
waved in truce
or farewell.

IVY SCHWEITZER
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“DeadCountry”

Termforacountrythathasceasedtoissuestamps.
–postalmuseum.org,“GlossaryofPhilatelicTerms”

Thereareforty-fourterritoriesintheDeadCountry.Twenty-sixarestillunoccupied,
landscapesofhazards,milesofsandandcrumblingrock.Emptycanyons.Crowspeckingat
shadows.Windwhistlingthroughthehusksofemptyships.Seventerritoriesareclosedfor
renovations.Twohousevastadministrativebuildings,bureaucracies,officesoftheman-
agement.Butthelastninearecrowdedwiththedead.Eightoftheseterritoriesarebustling
metropolises,greatcitieswherethedeadsingandplaycardsandwashtheirclothesinante-
diluvianrivers.ThetollboothoperatorsintheDeadCountrylivelikekings.Thedeadpay
themwithcoins,weddingbands,thesolesofoldsneakers.Ingeneral,it’srelativelycheap
totravelfromoneterritorytoanother.Butadmissionintotheninthterritoryisexpensive,
andwhenyougetthere,itisnearlysilent.ThisistheterritorynexttotheCountryofthe
Livingandthere’sanimpenetrablewallofglassalongtheborder.Thewallisopaqueand
coveredinlayersofdust,sotheycan’treallyseewhat’sgoingonontheotherside.Us-
ingtheirfingernailsortheedgesofsharpenedstones,theyetchwordsintothedust—long,
carefulletterstotheirsonsanddaughters,totheirfriendsandlostloves.Nopostmanwill
arrivetocarttheirlettersaway,butnopostageisneeded.Whatevertheywritevanishesin
thedustalmostassoonasitiswritten.Still,theywritetheirletterswithextravagantcare.
Thentheystareintothedustasiftryingtoreturn.

MATTHEWOLZMANN
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NightDiving

Wesuitupbriskly
onthedeserteddock
sunsinkingdown
beyondKleinBonaire,
then,weightedandrigged,
plungeintodarkness.

Ourlightsbeamout
intonothingness.
Caughtbetweenwaterandair,I
struggle
whiletheothers
sinkleisurely,
hosesloopedprotectively
inavinylhug.

Breathedeep,Icoaxmyself,as
meetingthereef’sedge
wedriftdownthewallofcorals.

Twenty,thirty,orsixtyfeet
it’sallthesamesilent
swayingprofusionofforms.
DrunkwithlookingIforget
momentarilywhatweare–
puppetsonthinstringsofair.

Drawndownbydimphosphorescence,
Iamstrickenwithanurgetogodeeper
andfinallydisappear.
Burdenedandmasked,
thrashinginthedepths–then,
theyarethere
signalingit’stimetoreturn.

Inthegradualascent
relieffloodsmeas
shorecurrentstuglikememories.
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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
jardinière. Things my wife gave me. Be careful, she said. Don’t break this, she said.

MATTHEWOLZMANN
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“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



3

ONTHEPHONEINNEWYORK,IHEARYOUMAKE
SWEETTEAINMISSISSIPPI

It’salushnessIhaven’tseen,thehuntershade
ofgrass,thewatermelon’sredmeat,
crushedrawlikepink

glass.Youwetyourtongue
withwhatgroundoffers.Youstir
coldwaterandearth.Iimagine

theboil,hearthecirclethespoonmakesagainst
thepitcher,awhir.Iheartheslit
ofspicedroothitthewood.Thensugar,

alwaysthumpingtheyellowfruit.Sugar—
That’swhatmakesit
sweet.ButIonlyknowthis:

thatbetweenthegingerandlemonsonthecuttingboard,
theknife’sdistancespeaks,says
they’llbedrowninginheat,too,

saysthefirstflakesofleaves
sitimpatientinamusic.Idon’tseeyou
throwbagsintothedark,

Idon’tseethirstorajealouscup.Idon’tsee
whenyouhadamother,
howshetaughtyoutotouchlips.Ihaven’t

kissedyou,butIcanhearyoulick,let
asofttonguewipeawayanexcess.Iwanttobelieve
itallstartswithwater,therushofit.

DIANNELYANTIGUA
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letmetellyou–

thetuneinmyhead’s

outoftune

thirty-twomeasures

onthefarsideoftralala

I’veplayeditbefore

cutmychopsonquartertones

skiffleofbeats

snatchesofyackety-yak

warbledverseandrefrain

nightday

ofnomatter

letmetellyou–

thistuneinmyhead’s

notgrooved

yourway

PAMELAAHLEN
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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
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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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DIARYENTRY#17:IBIZA

Andthentherewasone.Iputonmywoman
skin,theredshortskirt.It’sbeenweeks,
likethesolitudeafterpukingtwice.
Ididn’tmindmyboyfriend
inmymouth.We’vealreadyimagined
ourchildren.WewatchthelittleGermankids
stillfloatinginthepool,theiruglyfacesandyellowteeth.
OnWednesday,Iheardawomanlaughing
asthebirdsdroppedfromthetreeslike
oranges,andIthoughtthisisjustanother
stepfather–italwaysgoesbacktohim–
theveil,thosedoors,likebeingslammedintohisparts.
ButonacoolDecembernight,Idon’tneedpermission
tohavesexwithmeintheocean.Iwant
tomakeloveoutsidetheplastic,sensation
ofmediocreandawe.
Iwanttolistentothemusic,
howthebodylosesariver.Ican
kissoutofpity.Icanbeastatue.

DIANNELYANTIGUA
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Cardiology

“Insideisnotaheart//Butakaleidoscope”–SaraBareilles

Ifso,seehere,allthefragmentsofmyheart
dancinginswirlsforeyes’attentions,

orisitadrum?Beatingarhythm,speaking
toastethoscopeforadiagnosisin
“okayI’mnotokayI’mnotokayI’m–”

thoughperhapsmorelikeatick,likea
quicktinetippingtolesstimetothe
inevitable,BOOM.Aconfettiexplosion

fromapaperbomb,aficklefoldedmess-
whowouldhavethoughttheflimsyvalentine
hadsomuchdepthtoitsdimension?It’s

lostlikecotton,wovenandworn
andwornwashedwrinkledrippedoff
bytheseamsonmyshirtsleeve.

Ormaybeit’sexactlywhatitis:apump
offlesh,inthecenter-leftofmychest,
anorganmourningthesametune,

bleeding.

MICHAELSUN



6

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
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here I mean remember–
I-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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EarlyEveningon4thStreet

InTroy,abovethebrickfactorystack
alreadythemoonisvisible
asheer,paperydisk.

TheFrito-Laytruck
bouncesfrom4thtoCanal,
axelsstraddlingholesandpatchedpavements.

Boysonbikesracethewrongway
downone-waystreets,
andthreefiremenloungeoutfrontofthestation,
frowning,tappingquietcodesontheirphones,

astinypetalsdrawdown
fromspring’sfloweringtrees
andcollectinlacypiles
onslatesidewalks,
onstreetcorners,
andintherustedraisedletters
ofcircularsewercaps.

S.PETRIE
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ADESERTHIGHWAYISTHEBESTKINDOF
HIGHWAYWHENYOUARE
TWENTY-FOURANDHELPINGAFRIEND
MOVEACROSSTHECOUNTRYTOGET
MARRIED

Imaginewehadanotherchance.
Twomorehours,say,

orwholenewlifetime.
AnotherroadtriptoPhoenix,

allhandjobsandtollroads.
Imaginethegreen-eyedbabies

wemighthavemade.
Imaginethemountains

turnedupsidedown.
Thedistanceinsideout.

Thedesertunderwater.
SouthAmericannovelists

wouldhavewrittenofus,
thisideaofusI’minventing

inwhichyouaresand
andIamsun,youaresky

andIcannotbreathe.
Wemadetherightdecision,

wedid,andregretistheworst
kindoflie.Still,thedifference

betweenlovepoemandelegy
isonlytiming.Imagine–
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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.

S. PETRIE

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.

25

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 I 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.

AMORAK HUEY
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Lock

Asif
sheswims
oncewheretherewas
acanal
alock1
wheresheswan-dived
once,intotheplace
wheretherewasacanal
shetouched
touched
facefirst
intothewater,slurriedwater
fromariver
herfriendsdovein
doveintoo,intothecanal,
wheretherewasonceacanal
andanintakevalve
thatopened
asifthefourteen-year-old
wasmygrandmother
towardtheintakevalve
asifitwasalock,anarm
lockedaroundherneck
savingher,thearm
whentheintakevalveopened
drewwaterdown,downwithafourteen-year-old
init,withanarm,whenthearm
aroundherneckwouldsaveher.

24

BOOMBOX

Myfatherleavesagain.Returns,fallsasleep
inthedrivewaywithawarmsix-packofPabst
likeafistbetweenhisthighs.Heswears
hehasnotbeengonethatlong,isnot
thatdrunk.Mymothersmokesmorenow
thanbeforeshequit.Thoughthefire
wasfouryearsago,we’restillliving
inatrailerparkedbehind
thecharcoaledfoundationofouroldhouse.
Ishouldmentiontherifle
beforeit’stoolate,theboxofbullets
Ifoundinthebackofthecloset
behindtheskinmags,thevibrator.
Myparentsdon’teventalktoeachother,
I’msupposedtoimagine
themgettingnakedandgrabbing
whateverfleshtheycanfind?
Thebodyiscapableofsomanykindsoflies.
Mymotherwillnotletmelisten
toRun-DMC,whichshesays
isbecauseofGodbutIknowbetter.
Allthosegoldchains,suchaudacity.
Shedoesn’tknowanythingaboutme.
IstealMarlborosoneattime,
matchesfromthebackofthestove,
I’mcuttingthesleevesoutofmyt-shirts
thesedays,freakingouttheneighborkids
byspellingpussyonmyOuijaboard,
tryingtomakeitsoundlikebragging,
tellingthemhowthissummerI’mgoingtoget
Stellafromupthehilltopulluphershirtforme.
Icarrymyboomboxeverywhere,
mysecretcassetteofRaisingHell,
andsometimesthegun.Icanmake
youbelieveanything.Maybe
myfatherhitsme.Maybethewar
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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.

23

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, I’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

WEWILL ALWAYS REMEMBER
HIM AS A GOODMAN 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
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Grain

ShovelinggraininthePortonSaturdays,
Peter((twelvechildren))forextramoney
Margaret((twelvechildren))
boilingwaterforbathnight.

Iwonderifherodethebuswith
hisshovelorwalkedhomecarryingit
atmidnight.
Didheborrowone?

Ropebargetodock,
((herapron,herswollenfeet))
didallthemenclimbintothehull
orwasthereachute?
Howmanyandwasitsoftbeneath
theirbootsorbarefeet
andwheredidallthechildrensleep?

Beforebeddidhestrokeherhair.

Didshetowelgraindustfromhis.

S.PETRIE

Albany,NY,hasbeenaportcityforoverfourhundredyears.Onceitwasfurs.Onceitwasgrain.Nowitis
oil.Molasses.Wood.Turbines.Intoandoutofthecountry.Turkey.China.Jamaica.

22

LucyattheWell

Allthosemorningsheslappedherface
acrosstheroom,thescentofanotherwoman
stilllingeringinhishands,
Lucyneverstruckback.
Allthosewomenhechased
whospunhimdizzy,hecouldn’tsee
theywereone–borninsidehim,
oldasEve,seductiveasDelilah,
Venusinthedream
heseldomawokefrom,
evenwithhiseyeswideopen.

Hetendedhisdeepwound,
thehungerandthirstthatengulfedhim,
tossedinthetwistedwinds
oflong,latenightstorms.
Stumblingtowarddaybreak,
hecouldn’tseethearmorediron-man
raginginsideLucy–silence
thathitlikeahammer
andshookthegroundwherehestood.

Whenhegrewoldanddied,
shehadhimcremated,
andpouredhisashesdownthekitchensink.
Eventhen,shelovedhim.
Watchinghisfleshandbonedissolve,
shecuppedherhandsbeneaththefaucet
andbroughtthemorning’scool,freshwater
tohermouthandface.

JOHNWARNERSMITH
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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 9J. 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

21

Woodwind

A woodwind,
earthbound state;
the clearing billowed,
a thistle in place;
as the bow raised,
elongated in stature –
the trees held their breath.

JADEWOLIN
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ValleyofVermont

–formyfriend,theartist
JustasIcrestthehill,car
loadedwithyouronceimportant
nowdisposableitems:artsupplies,
books,clothes,boxesandbags
boundfortherummagesale,thesun
strikesthemountain.Whatfollows
isOctober’sfire,kindledinasplit
second:orange,red,siennaburning
aholeinacanvasofdeepconiferous
green.SomanyautumnsIhave
marveledatthespectacle,yettoday,
asoncemoreIcatchmybreath,
Isensethefutilityattheheart
ofthisruinousbeauty,atransient
invitationtosorrow.Asifriddingyou
ofyourtiestothisplaceistheone
smallfavorIcandoforyou.

InyourAutumninVermont
astrandofemeraldmountainsis
slicedbyabandoftumblingrusts
andreds,brightstonesinariver
pebbledwithgold,earth’sartery
exposed.Yourbrushhasfixed
thescenethewayyouwantit;
nothinghintsoftheseasontocome,
thoughwhereyou’regoingseasons
willbedifferent.Andnow,asrivers
seektheoceanyoubeginyourjourney;
bluewillcommandthegreenofyour
palette,earthwillsuccumbtowater
justasthisvalleywasoncecovered
bywater.Soweseektheelements
crucialtoeach,I,themountains,
you,thesea.Howdoweknow
toleaveonefortheother?

20

Ratqueen

Thesunwillriseinhermouth,
Iblesstheratsthatscurryinsix//ammist;
Anoutpouringoftethers
Andasourstomachtomatch,
Strike. 

JADEWOLIN
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How do we know to grieve–
or not?

ALICE GILBORN

19

LOSGELASSENHEIT*

Think of anatomy as a refuge,
palpable, certain.
Finding a precise alignment
to convey a path to the heart.

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.

ANNEWHITEHOUSE

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

Mice areborninthehaybales;hot watergushes,

then cools; acornsplummettoyourcarhood,ricochet 

intothegrass;andwhileyoubecomeengrossed 

withdross: aresponseyou don’twant,thebrocade

ofmail,thegate’sbrokenlatch–whileyousweep

orforgettosweepandweepin yourcar,orturn

towardoraway from someoneyoulove: atuber

formsontheroot.Whileyousortlaundry–

colorsfromdelicates,sortissues–wishes

fromfacts,aspudripensinlightlessness,

swellsintoafistoffood,theknobleadingtoaroom,

sofar,unused.Whileyouaregamelyhoping

forsalvations,stays, reprieves,accolades–

amealcoalescesfromyourtomb.

JULIASHIPLEY
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HEARTBEAT

Therhythmoflifeislifeitself,
thebody’stimekeeper
thatrecedesasitadvances,
likethesunslipping
pastthehorizon
andreappearing
ontheotherside
oftheworld.

ANNEWHITEHOUSE
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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
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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


