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Tree-Crazy

like this maple, beckoning
with finger-twigs, laughter
cascading down its greeny arms.
about to shake loose into enargeia,
the godĕs arrival not as other

but as ėbright unbearable realityĘ

and two herons shoulder up
from the pond, conferring, probably,
about minnows before one wing
flies out to draw a blade
to open the skyĕs throat, sun-struck

they are birds no longer

so, shuddering, I ask that I might
be let into this brightness, even
though it meant the end of me
as I might now cohere, while
tiers of maple leaves tumble forward,

eager to shred me into light

APRIL BERNARD
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ėSuch hap as I am happed inĘ

from a poem by Sir Thomas Wyatt

Bunched heavy rugs and wraps

fail to disguise, instead delineate

seated ėinvisibleĘ mothers beneath.

Capturing such hap as we all

are happed in, bizarre studio

daguerreotypes show children held

and propped by draped figures

molded to lumpy laps so that

history may prize these prizes,

though mostly it will not. Fretful

or slumped or wisely patient,

each copper-plate child augurs

familiar nineteenth-century agonies.

We ponder rickets, battlefields,

consumption, boredom, syphilis,

a horseĕs kick upside the head.

See this one, perhaps a boy, up-

lift a fist with one finger crooked.

Heĕs like an infant Jesus altar-piece,
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but for the twisted top lip that

sneers: ėLook for the world behind

the world, if you like, butĒ.Ę Allowing

no inroad to the spirit, nor hope

for the one who bore and bears him, he

only awaits such days as will hurtle him,

running, to his happenstance.

APRIL BERNARD
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Post-Traumatic To-Do Lists

1.1

1. I inhabit two planes of existence.

2. One is populated by the richness of multiple identities,

3. possibilities, dreams, memories and hope.

4. One in which a single memory plays on repeat.

5. On which gravity does not act on physical entities,

6. but weighs souls down instead. This plane is invisible

7. to most, but I am concerned about hiding it

8. from those who can see it. I donĕt want them to know

9. that I inhabit it too. I donĕt want to acknowledge their visits.

1.2

1. I donĕt know how I became a visitor here.

2. There was a fracture in time; in reality,

3. that distorted the trajectory of my neatly linear life.

4. The tectonic plates that anchor my feet moved,

5. and a chasm was created. Maybe I was caught

6. at the wrong place at the wrong time, because I didnĕt

7. just drift with one randomly chosen plate.

8. I kept reliving the moment of the fragmentation.
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9. I never inhabit the planes anchored by these plates simultaneously

10. and I never completely forget about either.

11. Oblivion would have been better.

12. Linearity, wholesomeness, logic Ē isnĕt that all lifeĕs about?

13. Two fissures; two fragments...is one too many.

1.3

1. The fibres of matter

2. that make up the two planes

3. intersect at specific locations.

4. I can be walking to work,

5. in the plane that everyone can see,

6. when a red car drives by. Thatĕs all it takes.

7. Iĕm in the second plane now.

8. Just for a second, just to shake me a little bit Ē

9. but not enough to let other inhabitants of the visible plane see

10. that my pace slowed down for a moment there.

11. Itĕs fine, itĕs the least of my worries.

12. The worst is behind me.

13. And I have a To Do list to get to.

14. The only problem is that it doesnĕt stop at the red car.

15. When the ground beneath your feet tears asunder

16. you do start wondering
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17. what made it happen. You move past your own little earthquake,

18. you see lines in the ground everywhere

19. and sometimes you worry that they donĕt exist.

20. You worry if they actually exist

21. in the invisible plane. But you know

22. thatĕs not true, the invisible plane is marked

23. by radically different physical laws.

24. These lines are real,

25. or at least, equally real for everyone in the visible plane.

26. They are too fine, though, they havenĕt caused earthquakes yet.

27. They are easy to overlook.

28. But lines build fragments

29. even when fissures donĕt exist. You know this.

30. You canĕt look away.

31. You chase the lines like a lunatic.

32. But then you remember where you are.

33. In the visible world.

34. Everyone can see you running.

35. Stop. Breathe. Be normal.

36. You have a To Do list

37. to get to. But none of the items

38. on the list says
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39. ėStop Playing the Victim Card and Get Over It Already.Ę

1.4

1. But it makes me wonder.

2. How many planes are there?

3. How many can I not see?

4. Are there people who live on more than two??

5. I am barely keeping the dissonance at bay,

6. how would someone like that go about life?

7. Not linearly, I presume.

9. I guess when you live through multiple planes itĕs almost like you are

dancing through life.

10. Itĕs so sad that I canĕt see that.

11. I hope those people know that they are dancing.

12. Maybe their multiple lives expose more cracks in the visible world.

13. I want to hear them when they try to tell me, because I sure as hell will

never see what they are talking about.

14. But now I know.
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15. I know that this world is full of lines that are easily stepped over.

16. I know this because I live in a plane where a line became a fragment.

17. I will keep living in both worlds,

18. because there is no way to repair the fracture.

19. But I can see, follow and contain

20. the fault lines from becoming fragments.

VASSIKI CHAUHAN
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Successful Marriage

Mounting anniversaries carry little tread.
This is familiarityĕs shame.

Neither love nor loathing holds an edge
but smooth indifference cuts just the same.

JAMES WASHINGTON, JR.
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Gentry

Money has clear-cut this town,
And so follow the proudly callused.
Weĕve mostly lost touch
Since the buy-outs. But a few
Of us manage & drink coffee, black,
No cream, no sugar, into our phones,
Talking backwards, toward lightless nights
And the cricket song, or the pond frogs,
Waking into spring with their own
Hoarse serenade. But now, even now,
Our conversations are growing
Thin Ē mostly about who died
& Which of us is dying,
& How.

JAMES WASHINGTON, JR.
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Grandmother in a Lightning Storm
Ma carried sway
in my childhood home,
Old Roxbury of failing
brick row houses
going all pot-bellied.
We three generations
lived skinny, our money
pooled, so that we could stay
at least edgewise with always bills.
Summers, I couldnĕt run
outside concrete with friends
for her fear of heatstroke.
And the way she pronounced it:
Do you want to give yourself heatstroke?
Telling, not at all a question Ē
convincing, even though I didnĕt
know what such a thing could be.
When a rain came to crack
summerĕs stifling with lightning,
Godĕs pronouncement,
it was time to draw the curtains,
sit still, away from windows. Reverent.
She told about an aunt, who had defied,
sewing at a window for added light,
while a storm stretched immense over the city
as she continued to hem.
Her needle glowed, awesome,
hotter than the cast iron
skillet after Sunday church chicken fry.
She couldnĕt drop that needle
fast enough, then fixed
within the window frame, the lesson done,
and passed along
as family portrait.

JAMES WASHINGTON, JR.
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The light of the star

can deceive: is it
even there anymore?
The shine of your eyes
as you ponder to leave,

Oh, love, are you
anywhere there
anymore?

JAMES WASHINGTON, JR.
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Lament

When words sit
in your hand
and refuse to dance,
where to go?
The marriage can
be fine and the kids
growing straight,
or the wife
dancing bottomless
and our faith betrayed
while death is the shadow
at the tip of the tongue,
and euphoria? pancake-flat
in a coffin of clichè.
It really doesnĕt matter
when words
get that way
as they will Ē
herding mice or worse Ē
when they just sit
to our dismay
cheaply perfumed
and wallflower still.

JAMES WASHINGTON, JR.



14

The bullet
The chair is not
a chair is a cradle
a coffin and sits you sit
in on it not two feet
from a hospital bed.

The woman is not
a woman is a mother is
a skin your skin taut
with meteorites ignited
from within.

The room is not
a room is an ocean
a cove a washing
wave, we are blind
and clean from salt.

She said she couldnĕt see,
her fingernails growing
as if she were a baby,
and you, soft-kneed
and weary already.

She said she wasnĕt
scared until then and
then then then she called
you please come please
come and you came.

She said she laughed
almost laughed, I guess
I guess I dodged a bullet
and her hands soft and
her fingernails growing.

And her nails growing
and the stars spreading
inside. She almost laughed
she made me laugh
like a cry from far away.

Oh mother, canĕt you hear
the bullet? Itĕs so slowly
arriving. Itĕs already arrived
and already wounded and
all those stars are being born.

REBECCA SIEGEL
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Feral
This morningĕs radio told me that
a bobcat had attacked two women
in the nearby village of Wilder.

While I waited for a friend at the cafe
two gazelles, slim necks, shared
a table and demurely lapped at

chai tea lattes with skim milk.
They leaned toward each other,
extended their delicate, thin

arms to touch each other in
reassurance, doe eyes blinking
calmly as I stirred my tea with

a rough paw and, mesmerized,
watched their tender browse.
My friend Ruth dreamed of

wolves, then, awake, understood
that the wolf was inside her,
the howl and the hunger.

I dream of bears, their searching
paws, snuffling snouts, their wet
and desperate appetite.

For weeks now, Iĕve been holding
back tears by pressing my tongue
to the roof of my mouth.

Iĕm trying to hold back a growl,
calm my raised hackles, smooth
my serrated teeth, and still my

skin twitches when the wind brings
the scent of sweet softness. Something
ancient in me perks my ears, says,

I am bobcat, bear, wolf. Lock your
tender kids inside. I am as old as the
Earth and all of this is mine.

REBECCA SIEGEL
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The finch
the downward upward swoop of her flight path as she approaches the feeder

her wings riffling the December air, then the silent scrape of claws on the perch

the seed shell split, the nimble tongue scooping to capture the germ

the perchĕs shiver and air flexing beneath her feathers as she lifts off

the seed in my throat, the thing that aches to split and sprout,

cracksēeverywhere the ice is singing of spring

REBECCA SIEGEL
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Sunrise Farm

JAMES NAPOLI
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Oriole, White River Junction VT

JAMES NAPOLI
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Trees in Snow, Peacham VT

JAMES NAPOLI
























































































