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youarenotgoingtobelieveit.Ihavekepthersocarefullyalltheseyears.”Shepulledout
anolddollfrominsideherbag.“Now,doyourememberher,ourdearMissDotamma?”
Sirishastared,aslowsurgeofwonderspreadingacrossherface.Shereachedouther

handasiftimeandrealityhadfallenawayfromher.Shetouchedthedoll,expectingher
fingersnottofindanything,asifshewasreachingherfingersintoadream.Butthedoll
wasreallythere,itwassolid,shefeltthesmoothlimbs.ShetookitfromAlamelu.She
smoothedthedarkhair.Thathairwasoncegold,sherememberedhowtheyhadinkedit
strandbystrand.Theeyeswerestillblue.TheyhadnamedherDotamma,afterLittleDot
fromtheAmericancomicbookthatAlamelu’sunclehadgotforthem.Itwashewhohad
givenAlameluthatdollforhereighthbirthday.Howtheyhadlovedit.Theyhadstitched
dressesandmadelittleornamentsforher,helpedherwithherhomework,cookedforher
andevenhadaweddingforher.
SirishatouchedthetinywhitebeadnecklacearoundDotamma’sneck;shestrokedthe

littlegreenskirt.Sherememberedonemorethingandturnedthedollupsidedown.Itstill
hadthetinyholetheyhadmadesothatshecouldpee.
SirishalookedupatAlameluwatchingher.Alamelunoddedandthentheybothbegan

tolaugh.Whentheystopped,Sirishalookedaroundtheroom,asifshehadjustwokenup.
Alookofpeacesettleduponherface.Shestoodup,lightanddeftonherfeet.Sheraninto
thehouseandreturnedwithherownbabygirl,holdinghercarefully,herfacesaturated
withmotherliness.
Themother-in-lawleanedweakandboneless,againstthedoorway.

PADMAPRASAD
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Her hair was short and she wore a small thin gold chain. She said she was Sirisha’s classmate,
Alamelu; she had returned from studying abroad inNewYork, and she had gone to Sirisha’s
village to find her, they had told her Sirisha was married and was in her husband’s house.
So she was here to see Sirisha; they had been such close friends until the eighth grade and
then they had lost touch as Alamelu’s family had moved to the city.
Pandu’s father listened respectfully to this smart young woman and made her sit in the

cushioned chair in the front room; he sent the errand boy, who hovered outside, for some
tender coconuts. The mother-in-law went inside to the room where Sirisha was lying. She
stood at the doorway and said, “Someone has come to see you. She says, she is your friend.
She says she studied with you in your school.” There was no sign that Sirisha heard any of
these words. “She is saying her name is Alamelu,” the mother-in-law said and when she
heard the name Alamelu, Sirisha got up from the bed, her legs weak and unsteady. She
looked in the mirror at her face and shook her head. Then she combed out her tangled
hair and braided it. She searched in the shelf for her favorite blue chiffon sari, into which
she wrapped herself. She allowed her mother-in-law to make the pleats for her. Then,
supported by her mother-in-law, she walked through the courtyard slowly and reached the
front of the house.
It was more than eight years since they had parted, but as Sirisha and Alamelu looked

at each other, they were children again, adoring each other, trying to account for all the
changes in their faces, in their bodies, in their behaviors. They held each other and Sirisha
wept, as if she wanted to wash away the years. They began every sentence eagerly with “Do
you remember…?”
Alamelu said, “Every time I was alone and sad in New York, I used to think of you, how

much we played together. How we stole mangoes, and stoned the tamarind trees to get the
unripe tamarind pods. How silly that we did not keep in touch. I always said to myself
then, that when I come back, I should come and find you. Do you remember this?” and
Alamelu took out a faded black and white picture from her handbag. They were standing
together in front of their thatched schoolroom. The schoolmaster had bought a new camera
that day and had taken that picture. Sirisha held the picture tenderly and again tears started
from her.
“Stop crying like this, Sirisha,” Alamelu said with much affection. “What has happened

to you? How you were a laughing girl, getting into trouble just for laughing and giggling.
And now, see, look at you like this. What is it, have you been sick, what is the matter, what
is your pain?”
The mother-in-law came forward, as if to answer Alamelu, but Sirisha shook her head

and the mother-in-law stepped back.
“There is nothing to tell about me,” Sirisha said. She looked again at the old photograph,

how they stood with their arms around each other, two confident girls, their heads bold and
high as if nothing could defeat them.
Alamelu said, “Wait, there is something else. If you see what else I have brought for you,
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Exhaustedwithhercrying,thechildfinallyfellasleep.Themother-in-lawknewthere
wasjustashorttimeinwhichshemustdecidewhattodo.
Earlynextmorning,Girija,theservantwhocleanedthehenhouseandpluckedthehen

feathersonceaweek,cameandwhenshelistenedtowhatwasgoingoninthehouse,she
said,thereisonlyoneanswer,attheedgeofthevillage,thereisamystic,hisnameisKoji,
heisvisitingforashorttime,hehasprovedhimselfwitheighteenmiraculouseventsandhe
iskindandfulloftendernessforalllivingthings.Iftheytoldhimtheirsituation,hewould
definitelyhelpthem.
Thevillagewasverysmall,theedgeofitwithinhalfanhourofwalkingfromtheirhouse.

Sirisha’smother-in-lawandGirijareachedtherebeforenoon.Theycarriedfruitsandabag
ofricetogivetoKoji,themystic.Hewassittingonastoneunderagrandoldneemtree,
athinman,verydark-skinned,hishairlongandtiedintoalooseponytail.Twoorthree
mensatwithhimandhesmokedalargelongcigar.Whenthemother-in-lawandGirija
camenear,themenmovedawayandKojiputthecigarinalittlewoodentraybesidehim
andlookedatthemwithhisdarkface,hiseyes,tiredandsad.
Themother-in-lawstartedherstoryfromtheverybeginningandafterhelistenedto

everything,Kojisaid,“Wehavetogiveheradreamofjoy.Doyouknowhowtodothat?”
Themother-in-lawshookherheadandhelaughedatherconfusion.
Bynow,halfthecigarhadburnedleavingalittlelineofashonthetray.Kojitooka

pinchofthatash.“Putthisonherheadandadreamofjoywillcometoher,”hesaidand
closedhiseyes.
Themother-in-lawfeltveryinsulted.Cigarash,indeed.Justbecausetheyweresohelp-

less,hewasobviouslymakingfunofthem,whatcouldshehaveexpected,thegodswere
reallycrueltotestthemlikethis.ButGirijawasverysatisfiedwiththissolution,shemade
apacketoftheashwithgreatdevotionandtheywenthometoSirisha,wholayinastupor
ofemptinessandhunger.Hereyesmovedwildlywhentheytriedtosprinkletheashon
her.Shecursedthem,hervoicehoarseandugly.“Nowthatyouhavetakenawaymyson,
youaretryingtodestroymetoo,areyou?”sheshoutedandshookoutherhair.
Twodayswentby.Therewasnoimprovement.Thechildgrewthinandlostallher

lustre.Shebecamewrinkledandlostweightrapidly.Somehowtheymanagedtofeedhera
littlefreshcow’smilkmixedwithwater.ButSirishahardlyateanything.Thewholehouse
wasreadyformourning.
Themother-in-lawwonderedwhethersheshouldstopeatingmeatonallTuesdaysfor

therestofherlifetoappeasethegods.Asshestoodintheopenairkitchenwatchingthe
riceboiloverthewoodstove,therewasanoiseofadieselvehiclethatraisedtheduston
themudroadandmangledthesilencearoundthecountryside.
Themother-in-lawwipedhersweatingfacewiththeendofhersariandwenttothe

frontofthehousetoseewhatthiswasallabout.
Inthefrontroom,aslim,youngwomanwasstandingtalkingtoPandu’sfather.Shewas

averymodernyoungwomaninabluesilksariwithapinkborderandasleevelessblouse.
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Note on Type

This book is set in 12 point ET Bembo, a modern face designed for the web and print by
Edward Tufte and based on the Bembo familty of typeface. ET Bembo is a freely avail-
able open-source font. The text was typeset using xelatex, an updated LATEX typesetting
package, along with several other free packages, including poemscol.
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A Dream of Joy

In the fourth month of her pregnancy, the fortuneteller told Sirisha, it would be a boy.
Everyone–hermother-in-law, Pandu–her husband, two visiting widowed aunts, an elderly
cousin, the neighbors–everyone decided, it must be a boy. This was the first grandchild in
the family and the first one was always a son.
So Sirisha listened to all this and went through the remaining months, doing her work

on the farm and in the house, thankful that she did not have to be worrying about that
question. She was very calm and sure when she went into labor; she had a great tolerance
for pain, and without any screams or too much torment, she gave birth to her child. It was
a girl.
The baby was big, about 3.9 kilograms, moist and firm, smooth like marble. She didn’t

look like she had just been born, she was so well finished with plenty of hair and nails,
perfect eyebrows, her eyes steady and focused. Pandu, the father, adored her immediately.
But Pandu’s mother was silent, aghast that their expectation had been so wrong. Being a
practical woman, she said, “This has never happened before. Never before the first child
was a girl. Of course, it is Goddess Lakshmi, she will bring wealth and prosperity,” and she
loved the child and gave her carefully to Sirisha without saying anything about it being a
girl. She only said, “Sirisha, here is your beautiful, shining child.”
Sirisha took the child with pride, her face rich and soft with her new motherhood. Her

first action was to remove the swaddling clothes and look at her naked. She stared in com-
plete confusion at the sex of the child. Her body shivered, she licked her lips and bit on
them. Then she turned the baby over, as if she expected to see the penis, probably mis-
placed somewhere else on that body. The baby had started to cry, but still Sirisha searched
and examined her. Then she put the clothes back and looked at her mother-in-law. “Why
are you bringing this to me?” she said. “Whose is this? Bring me my son.”
The mother-in-law saw the madness in Sirisha’s eyes and despair filled her heart. She

tried to reason with her, but Sirisha was very clear. She accused everyone of stealing her
child; or maybe they had been negligent and he had died and they were giving her this
replacement. She wanted the truth and if they did not tell her the truth, she would show
them just how angry she could get. She ignored all their arguments and refused to hold, or
tend, or feed her daughter.
Soon, after that first day, Sirisha would not speak to anyone. Her baby seemed to know

this, she cried through the hours without a stop and the whole household was filled with a
frenzy of trying to stop her. They got fresh cow’s milk, they found a wet nurse, they got
all sorts of jingling toys. A man was sent to the nearest city, Kakinada, to get formula milk.
But the child would not be appeased; Sirisha’s mother-in-law was frightened that the child
would just die, crying like this. She began to pray as much as she could.



IntroductoryRemarks

Thispastyearhasbeenayearoflossandgrief–forBloodrootandtheworld.TheCOVID-
19pandemichastouchedalmostallofourlivesandmanyofushavelostfamilymembers,
friends,andcommunitymembers.Inaddition,twocherishedmembersofourcommunity
passedsinceourlastvolume.WemournthelossofDelorisHarrisonNetzband,whoco-
foundedandco-editedthismagazineformanyyears.Werememberherforherintense
andbrilliantliterarywork,hercommitmenttothecommunityandthewaysheembraced
friendship.Aroundhere,everyoneknewDelorisHarrisonNetzbandandDoRobertsasa
pairofbestfriends.TheywereknownasDoandDoandarm-in-arm,theycreatedspacefor
theliteraryartsbyfoundingthismagazineandcreatingcountlesseventsandopportunities
forwritersintheircommunityandbeyond.
DelorisHarrisonNetzbandwasbothagiftedwriterandashininglight.Shewillbe

sorelymissedintheUpperValleyliterarycommunity.Afullobituarycanbeaccessed
here:https://www.vnews.com/deloris-netzband-obit-vn-050420-34184089
Wealsolostlocalpoet,teacher,andmentorGaryLenhartthisyear.Garywastheauthor

ofseveralvolumesofpoetryandliterarycriticism.Hetaughtwritingforovertwentyyears
atDartmouthCollegeandisrememberedbyhismanystudentsforhiscoursesonModern
AmericanPoetryandhispoetryworkshops.
AwonderfulprofileofGaryLenhart,writtenbyBloodrootcontributorJamesWashing-

ton,Jrisavailablehere:
https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1079&context=clamantis
Wecan’tdescribeourdearfriendbetterthanJimhasinthisprofile,butwegrievefor

himandurgeyoutorevisittheworkhepublishedinBloodrootVolume10:
https://www.bloodrootlit.org/bloodroot-vol-10-our-third-digital-edition/
GettingthisissueofBloodrootreadytogooutintotheworldhasbeenuniquelychalleng-

ingandhaslackedmuchofthespiritandjoiedevivrewithwhichwehavebeenaccustomed
tolaunchinganewvolume.Thisisthesecondissuewe’relaunchinginwhichwecan’
tinvitethecommunitytogatherinpersontocelebrate,read,drink,snackandconnect.
CommunitybuildingisattheheartofBloodrootandassoonaswecanmeetsafely,wewill
inviteeveryonetodoso.Inthemeantime,pleaseenjoythisworkwe’vecuratedfromthe
UpperValleyandwellbeyond.

Sincerely,

RENAJ.MOSTEIRIN&JAMESE.DOBSON
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ToFindtheOpen

Uncompress
wherethereisspace
tospread–aplacewithbluffs
onthehorizon,sagebrush
theonlyinhabitant,
whereyoucanstandtall
&stretchtobecomemore–
thewaybabies
justoutofthewomb
can’tstopswimming
theirarmsandlegs,
amazedwiththegrace
theynowhave
beyondthecrampedroom,
thewayabudfinally
hasthefreedomtounfold
farfromthetinyseed
below,movingup
throughathingreen
stem&alineofleaves
tobreathe&release
theperfectpetals
thathavealways
beenthere.

SARAHSNYDER
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This issue is dedicated to the memory of Deloris Harrison Netzband and Gary Lenhart.
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Send an SOS out into space

Send an SOS out into space:
there might be intelligent life
out there in this vast universe.

Please, come save us, you aliens,
please save our worthwhile creations,
our Mona Lisa and Hamlet,
Bach’s sublime solo cello suites,
our scant scientific knowledge–
which, no doubt, just pales beside yours.

Alien friends, have pity on us
miserable human beings,
this fallible living species
that has destroyed its planet.

Please, come save us, you aliens!

GEZA TATRALLYAY



Festivities

Thenewyearishotonourtails.
Itisnosplendiddragon
ofgrandeurandconquest.Itisasmall
muddwellerbarelyformed,nervous
tofinditsplace,toseparateintodays
andweeksandmonthsandfalsepromises.

We’reontheroof,lightingfires,slidingwine
downourcrumpledthroats.Noone’sbrought
aplansoit’sdoordieunderaskimofstars.
Thecountdownisgruesomebuteveryone
sucksitup.Happythisorthatwith
feignedenthusiasm.Theearthdoesn’tcare,
toobusylickingitswoundsandcontemplating
whatfreshhellwe’llbringforthassoon
aswesoberup.

We’llwakewithsourbreathandglitter
inourhairandregretsandricketyresolutions
andaterriblethirst.Oncewethought
we’dbeSallyBowlesanddamnitall
foragoodtime.Butthecabaretisnowasportsbar
andtheNazisaremakingacomeback.
Eventhesweetsuburbanmamasflaunt
greenfingernails.Wesearchforsolidground
but48hoursaftertheballdrops,sowill
thedronestrikes.Moreginperhapsorhaulout
theNoWart-shirtsandhitthestreets,
orcurluplisteningtothestreamofpundits
parsing,apologizing,rationalizing,pretending.
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Westayatthebeachuntilthewindstopsblowingcoldfromthenorthandredirects
fromthebalmysouth,andthetidechangesanddrownsouttheboatgraveyard.Sunshine
awkwardlybrightappearsagainstrobin’sbluesky,strangelyspaciousforarainforest.
“Let’spretendwe’reinCalifornia,”thekidssay.Ihaven’tthoughtaboutbreathingfor

atleastthreehours.
AsIwatchmychildrenstackrocks,Iconsiderthepossibilityofswappinghomeschool

fornatureschool.Nofighting,nomesses,nomigraines,noscreens.Justbirdsandweather
andwaves.Torelinquishcontrolandletthewildernessbetheteacher.Sitonabeachall
dayandbuildcairns.Balance,right?

Myson’sclassiscelebratingthelastdayofsecondgradeoverZoom.Idon’tthinkanyone
elsenoticedwhenheclosedthecomputerfifteenminutesearly.Ifollowhimoutsideinto
thegarden.Hepicksdandelions,thenscattersthemoverthefirering.
Thethinwhitefabriccoveringthegardenbedhascollapsedfromthewind.Ilifttheveil

fromthevegetables.Itfloatslikebreath,quietasprayer.UnderthedomeofPVCpipes,
babykalesnugglesintothesoil.Itlookscomfortableunderitscloudycover.Iremember
whenI,too,wasyoungandgreen,hopefulamongcertainty,bloomingtowardswhatifs
andmaybes.Butlatelymydreamsareoflosingmyhair.
Fornow,it’sonlyenoughtoplantvegetablestartsandpullweeds.TomendPVCpipes

inthegardenbed,washdirtandmudfromaveilofgardenfabric.Justenoughtoletsome
lightin.

SUMMERKOESTER
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It must have been the Cuban missile crisis.
I remember lying in my bed, listening to
the late news from the downstairs TV.
Unidentified fighter jets were on their way
and I thought, this is it, the end, likely reciting
a couple of Hail Marys or maybe an entire rosary
so that I might be in a state of grace
when the final flash lit up the sky.

MERCEDES LAWRY
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Since the pandemic sent us all into time-out, I am home full-time with my five- and
eight-year-old. I’m also “working from home,” which means figuring out how to teach
Spanish to middle school students over Zoom while learning how to teach my children
#allthethings. We’re hunched over screens for much of the day, in our pajamas. I throw a
blazer on for the Zooms; business on top, party on the bottom.
Then my administrators instruct me to start entering zeroes. I follow their instructions,

even as the voice inside my head asks how can you fail a kid during a pandemic? My phone fills
up with emails. They all say the same thing: Help.
While doing damage control over the computer, my children beat each other up in the

living room. In putting out fires over emails, I let my own house burn.
“That’s it!” I scream as my five-year-old cries, because her older brother slugged her

in the stomach, because she kicked him, because someone called someone stupid, because
getting mad is easier than crying, because they listen to me when I use angry voice.
“We’re going to the beach!” I pack up my kids and herd them in the car. My chest feels

like a pangolin’s sitting on it.
No one knows where we’re going, but it doesn’t matter. The fight in the car like they

always do, until I let them pick out a song. Chainsaws sawing concrete for him, Frozen 2
for her. I let off the gas, and the car slows down. The slower I drive, the bigger a breath I
can get. In my mind I play a game to see just how slowly I can drive. My lungs fill up with
oxygen. In a world that is changing every minute, I still try for calm.
We drive past the cottonwood trees and the fertile pollen, through the roundabout where

a thin man with a long beard holds up a sign that screams THE END IS NEAR and RE-
PENT OR GO TO HELL. Someone is dressed as The Dude in a bathrobe, another like
Mad Max in steampunk goggles and purple hair. We pass the dive bar across the harbor
and the darkened neon beer sign, down Glacier Highway where eagles perch on lampposts
to dry their wings.
There is so much traffic–apparently, everyone else had the same idea. Cars that pass us

seem like fellow cast members in an improv play that we are making up as we go along.
Everyone puzzling along this colossal experiment without headlights or street signs. No
elders or “best practices” to guide our way.
We park where a trail jogs through a forest of hemlock and spruce trees, past nubs of

young skunk cabbage still smelling like orchids. Baby eaglets test out their voices in nests
above. An invisible spider web clutches my hat and I pause at a flooded beaver dam pool.
It’s hard to tell where the dying tree in the water ends and its watery reflection begins, like
the little girl at my legs who says I don’t want you to die.
Minutes later, the beach greets us with heart-shaped broken tile and boat skeletons bedaz-

zled in toothy barnacles. Old mine parts gape like smiles. We build forts out of driftwood
and put our heads to the ground to see if it’s true that the earth is vibrating at a slower fre-
quency. We listen to each other’s pulses. My daughter’s marches like a 2/4 time signature,
mine’s more syncopated. My son keeps the time.
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Improvisation

WhenIwoketoday
Iconjured
mymominherkitchen,
mymomtakingherdogs
downthegentlepathofmorning

Herseventieth
noParis
justpandemic
theearthbarelynotices

Mypalmlifted
toblockthesun
illuminatedglowingpink

Ared-tailedhawkrests
onthelowestbranch
ofahighwaypine

Lastweekawomanwithschizophrenia
toldmeIwaschanging
andIbelievedher

ThisweekmyHailMary
wasmakinghashbrowns
WaffleHousestyle
Whatelsetodo
withjusttwopotatoes
andanonion?

Iwanttotellyou
howtosurprisethesun
howtoadvanceanyway
intoitsdeepredglare
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SignsOff

TheneonBudweisersigninthewindowofthedivebarhasturnedoff.Idon’tknowwhy
Ialwayscheckforthatsign.It’snotlikeIdrinkorhaveanydesiretohangoutwiththe
fishingfleetthatliveintheharboracrossthestreet.
It’sFridayandthesignshouldbeon,buthumanshavebeennaughtyandearthhassent

ustoourrooms.Ifonlymywritingcareerwereassuccessfulasthecoronavirus.
Iveerrightthroughtheroundabout,pastthebarandtheharbor.Hometotheendless

sameness.Cottonfloatsbylikebubbles;Ithinkitspollenhasburroweditselfinmylungs.I
measuremybreathlikestepsonaFitbit.InEasternmedicine,theybelievethatgriefsettles
inthelungs,andIwonderifsomeofthatgotstuckinthere,too.
Lastfallmygrandmotherpassedaway.Amonthago,myhusband’sfatherfollowed.

Thenarespiratorydiseaseshutdowntheworld.CouldIbenext?Iwonder.Afterthree
recenthospitalizationsduetoasthma,youstarttoimaginehowyourobituarymightsound.
Athome,thekidscheckonthebutterfliesthathatchedinourbutterflygarden.Onewas

bornwithabrokenwing;theynameditBendy.Thenextdaywefounditlyingfaceup.
It’sbestnottonamethingsthatwilllikelydiesoon.
Theotherbutterflieswithwingscolorsofanautumnalbouquetfluttertothetopofthe

net,longingtobefree.
“Whencanweletthemgo?”mydaughterasks.
“Whenitstopsraining,”Isay.
“Don’tletthemdie.”
Wefilltheirhabitatwithnectar,freshorangesandwatermelon,pinkblossomsfrom

youngblueberrybranches,andbachelorbuttonsfromthegarden.Thebutterflieslandon
thefruitchunksandsuckthesweetjuicethroughtheirproboscis.
Rainpattersanddrawsstreaksontheoutsideofthewindows.“Godtears,”mydaughter

callsthem.Throughthetearsonthewindowsshewatchestheneighborsplayacrossthe
street.Childrenthatusedtoinvitemykidsovertoplayontheirtrampoline,thatusedto
cometoourhouseforsleepovers.Nowtheyplayontheirtrampolinewithotherchildren.
“Whycan’twegoplaywiththem?”mydaughterasks.Shedoesn’tunderstandwhyshe

isnotintheirapproved“quaranteam”.
IfeellikeI’mwatchingmyselfasachildagain,exceptnowthecliquesaresanctionedby

grownadults.Iswallowthememories,buttheylodgeinmythroatlikerocks.
Mydaughtersketchespicturesinthesteamformingontheglass.Shealsolickswindows

anddustsfurniturewithherfingersbecauseshelikeshow“smooth”theyfeel.“Mommy
coulddieifyoudon’tstoptouchingeverything,”Itellher.Inthelastmonthshe’sgone
fromwearingpinktoblackandgray.Sometimesshewearsmyclothesandresemblesalittle
BillieEilish.Atnightshesobs,“Idon’twantyoutodie!”Sheoftendreamsofdeath.
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Instead I salute the morning
cautiously
Deliver greetings
to the wind and hope
they arrive to you
untattered

SHARI ALTMAN
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Many Games Played at Once

Some of the childrenwere ghosts. It was, of course, all in jest. They driftedwordlessly down
vacant hallways and loomed in unpeopled corners. Others played at being alive. They went
to school and ate broccoli and had bedtimes to obey. Some children were nurses and tended
the sick and some were the patients. Some prophesied, some told others their dreams. Some
of the children pretended to live in another time. They used words like thou and thence
and bowed at the hips. Some felt their hair falling out, some the top of their heads coming
off, some were bamboozled. Some pretended they were good. They got on their knees and
said three prayers each: one for themselves, one for their friends, and one for their enemies.
A few organized an old-fashioned brawl. They stuffed cotton into their shorts and lunged
at the other girls’ knees. Some tried being mothers or little fathers, but no one liked that
sort of jest. Some mimicked the aunts. Some were frenzied and dashed through the rooms
and over the grounds. Some gathered the dolls and threw them into a pit. Some suffered
recalling the moments of all their pitiful lives. On top of these games, they pretended they
knew many dangerous things. They opened strongboxes or ate purloined apples. They
shuffled through gardens that may have once belonged to them. They were everywhere,
doing everything. Balls were thrown, cans kicked, hoops driven forward with a stick. The
tea had gone cold, but the soup was ready to boil. The children exchanged clothes and
pretended to be one another. No one noticed a difference.

REBECCA CROSS
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Inheritance

WhenIputonyourshoes,
theyfeel–Ifeel–different.
BluelikeBlueEyesCryin’IntheRainblue,
theonesongthatbrings
youtome.
BluelikeRussianvaseblue,
yoursagain,thevaseIputmarigoldsin
eachfall.ThevaseIleftbehindatanevent,
badgeredthevenueuntilIcould
haveitinmyhandsagain.ThevaseIbroke,
collectedthepiecesforashadowbox
thatIdon’tknowhowtomake.

WhenIbroughtyourshoeshome,
Ilefttheminthedark.
Couldnotbringmyselftosoilthem.
Didnotwantyourpowerdiminished.
NowwhenImissyou,Isitdown
andgentlyslidemyfootin,
takemytimetyingthelaces.
Bringyouwithme
outintotheday.

SHARIALTMAN
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“Whatareyoudoinghere?”shefiresback,clutchingthespotthedoorhit.Shegetsup
andrunsdownthestairs,threeatatime,beforehehasachancetorespond.Sherunsout
thedoorandleaveshimstandingatthetopofthestairs,half-naked.Shemakesitoutside
and,assheruns,shenoticestuftsoforangefuronabloodythinginthestreetbutdoesn’t
stoplongenoughtoexamineit.Shekeepsmoving,awayfromtheroadkill,awayfromher
father,awayfromtheSUVinthedrivewaythatsherecognizesasGloryMcInnis’,away
fromherchildhood,awayfromthepain.

ERIKANICHOLS-FRAZER
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Sora, I see you

in this ink drawing,
bundled in quilted cotton
for the cold, leading a pony
on which the master, Bashõ,
sits. Your footwear: socks
with sandals, wooden geta
improbable for hiking,
let alone wading through snow.
How cheerfully, like all
side-kicks, you offer
as needed straight lines
or ripostes; and with
what kindness the master
adds your verse to his.
Purple clover pokes through dry grass
the children trample
with happy cries.
It’s plain you want
to clown even more
than admire the moon,
and that your poems
stick out at the elbows.
Bashõ is the genius:
This road without travelers
leads only
to autumn’s end.
You are worn thin, a servant-
shadow, and yet you do not
complain. Sturdy you bear him
on his last road, as
archivist, almost as widow.

APRIL BERNARD
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yet, this pain she could not share with her mother. She would not tell her mother that she
knew how it felt to be ripped apart.
Mikayla doesn’t have to pass the house, her dad’s house now, on her way home, could

have avoided it, and yet, she stands in front of it as if she were a guest waiting for someone
to invite her in. You don’t really notice a place when you live in it, she thinks. Now she
registers its flaws from the outside: the broken living room window that birds were often
flying into (her mother had finally put up painter’s tape to deter them, so it was now a
broken windowwith blue tape running across it like veins), the peeling gray paint, a sagging
porch step. Her dad hasn’t put out the patio furniture or the hammock yet, too early in the
season still, so the porch looks empty and uninviting, not the place she used to sit and read,
do homework, sketch, watch birds.
She feels a sudden desperate need to fall into her old bed. Her dad probably hasn’t changed

her sheets yet. The room probably still smells like her, despite the absence of all her things.
She left her old posters up, the bulletin boards with concert and movie ticket stubs and
magazine cut-outs that said things like Dance like no one is watching and her favorite Toni
Morrison quote, “It is always now.” She could curl up and be a kid again, pretend her par-
ents werewatchingTV together downstairs. Shewas supposed to visit her dad onweekends,
but so far, she hadn’t stayed over. It felt too strange, like living in a memory, a place that
didn’t belong to her anymore.
She sticks her key in but realizes the door is unlocked. Strange for the middle of the

day. She feels like a trespasser tip-toeing through the mudroom. Her dad hasn’t changed
much but the house feels foreign somehow, without her and her mother’s things. It smells
different. There are dishes next to the sink, mail scattered across the kitchen table, not
her mother’s usual order. The house she grew up in doesn’t belong to her anymore. As
she heads up the stairs, she can hear voices coming from her parents’ bedroom, her dad’s
now. A woman laughing. Her father is home in the middle of the day and he’s not alone.
Mikayla pauses, the stairs creak, and the voices mumble through the door. Through a crack
she can see bodies in motion, the pink of their flesh pressed together. She gasps and hears
the woman ask “What was that?” Mikayla holds her breath and tries not to move. She is
crouched behind the door when it swings open and slams into her forehead. She stumbles
back and hits the wall.
She hears “Mikayla? Oh my God!”
She blinks and her father comes into focus, in his boxers standing above her.
“What are you doing here? Why aren’t you in school?”
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Youcansingit

–Itellstudents,thatHopkinspoem,
tothetuneoftheDoxology,
“oldonehundredth”inthehymnbook.
InthechoiratSt.Raphael’s,
“PraiseGodfromwhomallbles-sings
flow”flowedinourtrebletremble
allthewayto“PraiseFa-ther,Son,
andHo-lyGhost.A-men.”Wesang
itswoopedfromtherafters,
breathingdownoverthebacks
ofthechurchgoers,inthrall
toDr.Ducharme.Unwillingtobe
mediocre,herehearsedus
severalnightsaweek,ascraggle
oftwelvegirlscoaxedandbullied
intomakingrealmusic.Hishands
andfeetpaddledattheorgan
asheconductedwithjutted
chinandwildbrows.Almosttoo
purewasour“Re-joice,Re-
joice,E-ma-a-an-u-el,”allthedusky
daysofAdvent.When,yearslater,
IwanderedaloneintotheMatisse
ChapelinProvence,Isangthose
hymnstohearanice-watertone
thechalkcavegave.

Andnow,
readingHopkins,puzzlingout
hisodd-ballmeters,Ihearhow
thepoetheardhissprungfeet
asmeasuresofmusic,with
thestrongaccentalong“whole”
note,assortedless-heavybeats
acherubicarrayoffleetingfourths
andeighths.Here’s“Pied
Beauty,”whichbegins“Glo-ry
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Whensheandhermothermovedoutlastmonth,theytriedtobringMr.Mistoffelees
withthem,butthelatchonhiskittycarrierbrokeandheboltedforthewoods.Mikayla
ranafterhim,slippedinamuddypatch,andtoreherjeans.Shecamebacktotherented
U-Haulempty-handed.Shehadn’twantedtoleavehimandconvincedhermothertolook
forhimforthebetterpartofanhour,butfinally,hermotherinsistedtheygo.Theyhada
lotofunpackingtodo.
“Catsareextremelyterritorial,”hermothertoldheronthewaytothenewapartment.

“Theydon’tliketobeuprooted.”
“Clearly,”wasallMikaylahadsaid,staringoutthewindow,watchingforMr.Mistof-

felees.Herparentshadgivenhimtoherforherninthbirthday,shortlyafterthey’dseen
CatsonBroadway(“Oh!Well,IneverwasthereeveracatsocleverasMagicalMr.Mistof-
felees!”).She’dcomebackeveryweekendtolookforhimwithnoluck.Sheimaginedhis
fluffyorangebodybeingrippedapartbyfishercats,coyotes,ermine.Weaselswereknown
fortakingtheheadsoffchickensandleavingthebodies,justforfun.
MikaylamadeLOSTposterswithapictureofMr.Mistoffeleesstretchingonhisback,

showingoffhissubstantialpinkbelly,tuftsoforangefurstickingoutfromeverywhere.
Thephotomadehimseemunthreatening.Itdidn’tshowhisclawsorhowhealwaysbit
herhandswhenshewenttoscratchhisbelly.Hiseyeswereclosedinecstasy;youcouldtell
hewaspurring.
Oneday,GloryMcInnishadcalledtosaythatshehadfoundadecapitatedbirdonher

backporchanddidtheythinkitmightbefromtheirmissingcat?Shehadn’tcalledthe
numberontheposters,theirnewlandline,buttheoldnumbershehad,soMikayla’sdad
hadtorelaythemessage.HepromisedMikaylahe’dputoutmilkinthemorningsand
wouldlookforMistoffeleeseverydayafterwork.HealwaysforgottheMr.,whichwasthe
wholepoint.Herdadhadbeenfindingdeadthingsontheirfrontstepsandbackporch:a
mutilatedsquirrel,afamilyofmoles,halfamouse,butnoothersignsofthecat.
Ectopicpregnanciesarecommon,thedoctorhadassuredher,asifthisfactwouldoffer

hersomecomfort,assuagetheguiltshefeltatcreatingalifeanddestroyingit,notbeing
capableofnurturingeventhistinything.Ifshethoughtaboutit,itwasthesamething
asanabortion,technicallyspeaking.Thepillsthedoctorprescribedherwouldtakeonlya
fewhours,shetoldher,andthenitwouldbegone.Shewouldbealoneinherbodyagain.
Shewasalmostsurethat’swhatshewouldhavedone,anyway.Giventhechoice,which
shewasn’t.Shewonderedifanyoneelseatschoolhadeverhadanalienburrowingitsway
throughherfallopiantubes.
HermotherhadtoldherthestoryofhowMikaylahadalmostkilledherathousand

times.HowMikaylahadbeenbreachedandwasbeingstrangledbytheumbilicalcord,
howthedoctorshadtoperformanemergencyC-section,howMikayla’stinywrithing
bodyhadbeenpulledfromher.Thebloodloss,thepaintearingherbodyapart,Mikayla’s
tenperfectlyroundbloodytoes.Shewasn’tcomplainingwhenshetoldit.Shewassharing
whatthey’dgonethroughtogether,howtheywererootedtoeachotherthroughpain.And
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be to God for dap-pled things,”
another Doxology, and drops
the after-thought “Praise him,” an
“A-men.” You have to speed the tongue
through “What-ev-er is fick-le, freck-led
(who knows how?)/ With swift, slow; sweet
sour; a-daz-zle, dim....”

I tell students,
you can sing it, and we do; his words
match exactly that old hundredth, lilting
creation’s errors and accidents
to mottle a vista that leads,
in variable measures, to the world
behind the world, where raggedy
becomes pattern and a staggered
amen in dappling laps whole.

APRIL BERNARD
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looks around to make sure no one is in earshot and whispers to her, “If you’re looking to
unload a few, I know someone who would be happy to take ‘em off your hands for a good
price.”
Mikayla twirls the beads on her bracelet. “Um. No, thanks.” She stuffs the bag with

the pills into her backpack and continues towards home. It’s about a quarter mile faster to
go through downtown, but she cuts through the park just a few blocks from her old house.
On an overcast April morning the only people in the park are nannies and their charges and
a few guys playing basketball. She has to stop in the park restroom to throw up and kneels,
her bare knees on the cold cement floor. As she retches, a small child in the stall next to her
asks her mother what that sound was. The woman shushes the girl and leads her out of the
bathroom, away from the echoes of Mikayla’s sickness. There are no paper towels in the
dispenser, so she wipes her mouth with toilet paper and straightens her skirt. As she leaves
the bathroom, she sees him at the water fountain. She tries to turn the other way before he
notices her, but he calls her name and there’s nowhere to go.
He plants his hand against the wall above her, closing the space between them, like he

used to lean against her locker before he graduated. He says it’s been a while with that
half-smile that makes her feel noticed. But being seen is the last thing she wants right now.
He asks why she’s not in school and she shrugs. What is she supposed to say? She wants to
tell him that it’s all his fault, that he’s the reason she has to bear this pain on her own. But
what’s the point? It won’t make it hurt any less. She can’t seem to bring herself to say the
words out loud, to make it real.
He tells her she looks a little pale and she’s embarrassed that he noticed, that she is show-

ing her pain on the outside. She used to like the way he looked at her in the bleachers at
basketball games, the way he didn’t care if anyone saw him looking. Now she feels exposed,
ugly, disgusting. She wishes she could disappear.
“You haven’t been answering my texts,” he says. The smile has faded from his face.
“I know,” she starts, but doesn’t know how to finish the thought. She hasn’t written

back since the day she took the pregnancy tests. Nothing she could say seemed adequate.
“I’m sorry,” she says, though she’s not sure exactly what she’s sorry for. For not telling him,
or maybe for letting him touch her in the first place, for everything.
“I see how it is,” he says, accusation in his voice. “You didn’t even feel the need to break

it off, huh? Just ghost me like I’m nothing.” She wants to tell him that it isn’t about him,
that she doesn’t have the words for the broken parts in her.
The tears come on suddenly, before she has time to walk away. She chokes on her sobs

and he looks back at his friends waiting on the basketball court.
“Look, I didn’t mean to…Can we try this again?” he asks.
“I don’t know,” she manages to get out through the tears, “I don’t know how…” he

puts one of his long, sturdy arms around her and she leans into his chest, letting the tears
come. He pats her back and tells her it will be OK, that he forgives her. She knows she’ll
never tell him.
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CloudEkphrastics

Mash-Up:ItalianFresco+MughalFresco
Tiepolorock-candymountainsandflossy
sugar-spuncloudsbubblebeneathcherubim
delineatingacosmoswecanbeartoinhabit.Or
visittheJodhpurPalace,whereelephants
carryarmoredmonkeysintobattle,while
attheeasternedgeofthepanoramaothermonkeys
swimawayinthethick-limnedtressesofagoldenstream.
Above,moreclouds:blackandgoldandcurledintopaisley,
swirlingintothefresco,amultipleheaven
ofstoriesandsalvation,suitableforbedtime.

ShakerVillageBrickDwelling
Dementedlollipop
spirit-drawingsmade
byMotherAnn’s
timidcreatures,
bushesandtreeswithtidy
symmetricalspokes
shriekingfromthedreams
ofwool-and-pine-board
bed-shackledbodies
deniedthewetcurl
oferoticrelief:Only
sternchildren,chastened,
buildhousesstraight
asthese,wherehoods
andswathesofdeadthistle
hangdryaswrung-outclouds
onprimpegs.
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Shecouldn’ttellhermother.Maybeshewouldhavebefore,backwhentheyusedto
talkaboutthingslikecrushesandbirthcontrol,whenitwasallhypothetical.Butnotnow.
Overthepastyear,hermotherhadconfidedinherinwaysMikaylawishedshehadn’t.She
didn’twanttohearabouthowobliviousandcruelherfathercouldbe.Hermomassumed
Mikaylawouldtakeherside,butMikaylajustwishedtherewerenosides.Shewishedshe
couldhavestayedwithherdad,stayedintheirhousewiththeSharpienotchesmarkingher
heightinthekitchen.Theonlyhomeshe’deverlivedin,nowtwomilesawayandtoobig
withjustherfatherinit.
Hermothercouldn’taffordthemortgageonherownandlethimbuyherout.Hegotthe

house,shegotthegoodcarandenoughforanapartmentandthekid.Althoughateighteen,
Mikaylawashardlyakidanymore.Shewouldgraduateinafewmonths.Shestillhadn’t
declaredifshe’dbegoingtoAmherstorColby,butwherevershewent,she’dbegrateful
nottobeapossessionforthemtobarterwithanymore.Herdadhadalreadystartedholding
thefactthathe’dbepayinghertuitionoverhermom’shead.
She’dgonetothedoctorafteralong,painfulperiodandtwopositivehomepregnancy

tests.Allthey’ddeterminedinthatvisitwasthatshehadtestedpositive,definitively,but,
thedoctorwarnedher,thebleedingwasn’tgood.Theyhadtotakeanultrasoundtodeter-
mineifthefetuswasviable.Atfirstthereceptionisttoldhertheywereschedulingamonth
out,butMikaylaburstintotearsatthethoughtofnotknowingwhatwasinherbodyfor
awholemonth,andtheycalledherthreedayslatertotellhertheycouldsneakherinfirst
thinginthemorning.Therewasn’treallyachanceofgoodnews.Eitheritwasandwould
soonnotbe,oralreadywasn’t.Shedidn’twantitanyway,soshedidn’texpecttofeelso
sad.Shehadn’tknownshe’dleavefeelingsoemptyandlost,with“atickingtimebomb”
inher,asthedoctorhadcalledthethinginherrightfallopiantube.
Thepharmacy’sfluorescentlightingandneonyellowsalesignsarenearlyasoffensiveas

thebrightbeatingpulseofthehospital.Shefeelslikethrowingupagain.AshleyMartinez
isworkingthecounter.Ashleyisn’tthekindofpersonyouwantknowingyoursecrets.
EveryoneknewthatLauraEldridgehadanabortionlastyear.Howdidthatbecomepublic
knowledge?IfnotfromAshleyherself,fromotherAshleys.Mikaylapassesherthescrip
withoutmakingeyecontact.
“Oooh,Vikes,”Ashleyreadstheprescription,smackinghergum.“Havefun.”
AshleygoesbacktotypingandraisesaneyebrowasMikaylastepsasidetowaitbythe

condoms.
“Mikayla?”SheturnstoseeGloryMcInnis,hernow-formerneighborwhosekidsshe

sometimeswatches.GloryalwayslookslikeshecamestraightoutofthepagesofaSoft
Surroundingscatalogue.“I’msogladIranintoyou,I’vebeenmeaningtocall.Canyou
babysitthisSaturday?There’sthisthingwehavetogoto,kindoflastminute,and…”
Gloryistalkingtoofast.Mikaylafeelslikesheisinslowmotionandeverythingaround

herismovingwiththespeedofahummingbird.Shenodsalong,andsuddenlyGloryis
goneandshevaguelyrecallshavingagreedtosomething.ThenAshleycallshername,



10

Child’s Drawing
Behold a figure chalked on thick gray paper,
perhaps a snowman: He moves
lopsided as a pet ghost or a grounded cloud
into blue snow, and owns his own blue distance.

APRIL BERNARD
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Yes, but.

The thing on the screen looked like an alien or roadkill, a bloody dead thing. The doctor said
“ectopic,” and Mikayla thought of an ecto-skeleton, the way cockroaches wore armor on
their backs, and they were practically indestructible. They learned in bio that cockroaches
could survive a nuclear blast, that they had outlived the dinosaurs. Maybe armor wasn’t
such a bad idea. Although, of course, armor doesn’t prevent something from killing you
from the inside.
She’d taken health class freshman year but didn’t remember much from it. She was

pretty sure Mrs. Peters had talked about ectopic pregnancies, which is, she learns, when an
embryo attaches somewhere outside the uterus, but Mikayla couldn’t have told anyone a
thing about them until today. She did, however, remember her prefixes from Latin because
the words sounded so good coming from Mr. Gunderson’s mouth. Ecto- came from the
prefix ex-/ect-, meaning out. As in outcast, outsider, or a creature clawing its way out of her
body.
There was no one to drive her to the hospital. She couldn’t ask her mother to borrow

the car; they only had the one now. She definitely couldn’t ask her dad to pick her up.
Besides, he’d be too busy at work. She’d asked Mel what she was doing first period, but
she’d said she had a big exam to take. There was no one else she could ask, so Mikayla
walked the mile and a half to the hospital herself. She had thought she was just going in for
an ultrasound. Now, feeling dazed after all the examinations, the way home was going to
take much longer. When the receptionist had asked if she had anyone to drive her home,
she’d lied and said yes. Strange that that was the thing that made her cry as she left the
hospital; that there was no one to call.
It’s late mud season and the entire town smells like dead things. Melting ice and snow

has turned the dirt roads soggy. Fallen trees rot. Fields soak up the snowmelt like sponges.
Mikayla emerges from the hospital’s artificial glow into the overcast spring day. The sky is
a bright white light. She wishes she’d remembered sunglasses.
Mikayla has been dizzy for days. All the blood she lost, the doctor explained. The nausea

was what made her think she was pregnant in the first place, despite the heavy bleeding for
the past week. She is on her way to get pills, ones to end it and ones to relieve her pain.
She’ll have to call in sick to school tomorrow.
She spent the past week feeling like she had to vomit. That tinny taste filled her mouth

all week. The signs were right: nausea, lack of appetite, soreness. The test confirmed it.
Two lines equaled yes, one equaled no. It didn’t occur to her, or, apparently, the e.p.t.
people, that there was a third option: Yes, but. As unprepared as she’d been to deal with a
pregnancy, she was even less prepared for an unviable one. How do you mourn something
you didn’t want?



11

GhazalofExcoriatingLove
IwasaroundeightyearsoldwhenIstartedchewingfingers.
Elevenyearslaterandpeoplealwaysaskwhathappenedtotheseshockingfingers.

Ihavelostmyselfmanytimesinthemomentpastdusk
whenthewaterstillreflectsback

theceruleanof“bluehour”behindthejetblack
silhouetteofmytalkingfingers.

ManytimesIhavelostmyselfinthemomentspastdusk.
ButduringthedaytimeIcan’tstopmyteethfromgoingtotown

onmydecayingfingers.

Andatdawn,Iwakenexttoyou,micielito,andmysoulfallsbackintothis
brokenbagofbones.

Ilongforthefreedomfoundenelreinodelensueñowithoutmy
seventhrobbingfingers.

Whenthey’recrackedandbleedingforthewretchedoftheearth,youpullmeback
withyourunderstandinghandsprotectingmefromgnawingatmytinglingfingers.

Asthemoonrises,theuneasyspirittrappedinsideme
begsforfreedomthroughtheskinthatlocksherawaybehindmyitchingfingers.

Helplessness,shame,andembarrassmentfloodmysoul
asIstareattheuglinessofmypickingfingers.

Myteethpolishandfixtheimperfections.
Andyou’retheonlyonewhocanstoptheurgetodestroythesefingers.

Ihavelostmyselfmanytimesinthemomentspastdusk.
Whenyou’rethebufferbetweenmyangryteethandthereleaseofsoothingfingers.

Calebsayshe’llneverfeelathomeinthiscultureofselfishness,allalone.
Soheasksthatyousimplyholdhishandwithyourlovingfingers.

CALEBSABATKA
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DirectoryofDestines:AWuxingPoem(五行诗)

1金Metal(borninayearendingin0or1)
-helpswaterbuthinderswood;helpedbyearthbuthinderedbyfire
heusedtobetotallydull-colored
becausehecamefromtheearth’sinside
nowhehasbecomeasuper-conductor
forcoldwords,hotpicturesandlightitself

allbeingtransmittedthroughhisthroat

2水Water(borninayearendingin2or3)
-helpswoodbuthindersfire;helpedbymetalbuthinderedbyearth
withhertransparenttenderness
codedwithcolorlessviolence
sheisalwaysreadytosupport
orsinkthepowerfulboat

sailingsouth

3木Wood(borninayearending4or5)
-helpsfirebuthindersearth;helpedbywaterbuthinderedbymetal
ringsinringshavebeenopenedorbroken
likeechoesthatrollfromhometohome
eachcontainingfragmentsofgreen
tryingtotelltheirtales

fromtheforest’sdepths

4火Fire(borninayearending6or7)
-helpsearthbuthindersmetal;helpedbywoodbuthinderedbywater
yoursoftpowerburstingfromyourribcage
asenthusiasticasaphoenixissupposedtobe
whenyouflyyourliplesskisses
youreachoutyourhearts

untiltheyareallbroken

5土Earth(borninayearendingin8or9)
-helpsmetalbuthinderswater;helpedbyfirebuthinderedbywood
ithinknot;therefore,Iamnot
whatIam,butIhaveacolor
theskinmyheartwearsinsideout
tattooedintricately

withfootprintsofhistory

YUANCHANGMING
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Instar

Given the evening yellow blends with the shore.
Given bighead sedge that rusts along its spines.
Given a soft bellow of an unseen freighter.
Given that we climb through a fence.
Given the eye of an eagle drops like an axe.
Given the bright bones of a porpoise corpse.
Given that we sink with every step.
Given two sundogs adorned by illusions.
Given that memory rides along our hatbrims.
Given the moan of one tree leaning against another.
Given thistles, sand verbena, lomatium, fescue.
Given the humble.
Given flights of green dust.
Given we are on our knees.
Given that darkness presses a far island like a fallen skyscraper.
Given a single worm that is all.
Given lines of broken shells that lead into the current.
Given what takes us away.

JAYNE MAREK
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Fire vs Water: Today’s Lesson in Chinese Characters

Fire-Setting

灶 /zao/: an oven is built by setting a fire beside a pile of earth
灿 /can/: splendid is the view of a fire sweeping over a mountain
烟 /yan/: smoke originates as a cause flickering like a spark
烦 /fan/: frustration occurs when a fire burns a page
烧 /shao/: to burn something is to set a fire high on it
炒 /chao/: to fry is to use little fire
烙 /lao/: to iron is to burn each and every spot
炉 /lu/: a stove is the fire burning in a household
炮 /pao/: a cannon is a fire wrapped tight

Water-Filled

沙 /sha/: sand is something holding little water
河 /he/: a river has water allowing everything possible
洗 /xi/: to wash is to put something into water first
波 /bo/: waves surge when water flows like skin
注 /zhu/: to focus is to be the master of water
源 /yuan/: a wellspring is the original water
泪 /lei/: tears are water seeping from the eyes
洒 /sa/: to spread is to throw water into the west
演 /yan/: a performance is a show in respect for water
酒 /jiu/: wine is water fully matured

YUAN CHANGMING
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theshapeofthis

thegreyskyfoldsaturkey
vulturefromacloudimagine
thatswiftupliftingabovetheriver
valleyfarbelowawomanintheshapeof
thedayisacutoutinthewindwearestill

bakingsourdoughloaves
tosaveourlivesoursanitywe
reachtenderlythroughwireswesay
wedon’tbelieveinmagicbutwhatelsecan
thisbethewaythewindplaysthroughtheleaves

carryingthescentoflastyear’s
lavenderrememberthepurplerows
stretchedontheSomersethillwebecame
blossomsintheshapeofbeeshumansinthe
shapeoflustwesippedandslippedinthesunlight’s

nectarnowtheshapeoftheday
isthiswaitingandwantingthevulture’s
pathdividestheskybetweennowandnever
beyondthecloudsacomet’sicytailplumesatrail
behindherburningiceifwewantmagicallweneed

todoisseehowtheevening’s
fragilelightlingersitsfingersoverthe
mountainsandchangesnowminutebyminute
howthehotrelentlessdayiscoolingandinspiteofour
betterjudgementwefindthewilltoimaginetomorrow

 REBECCASIEGEL
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movehadbroughtmebacktomycollegetown,soIcan’tblameherfortheconfusion).I
explainedtoherthatIhadfinishedschoolandIwasworking.“That’sright,”shesaid,
“howisyourbookcoming?”
WhenIwasastudent,mygrandmothersawmeasawriter.WhenIwasaneditor,she

sawmeasawriter.WhenIsoldshoes,taughtrockclimbing,scoopedicecream,marketed
books,andfinallysettledonopeningabookstore,sheknewIwasawriter.Mygrandmother
wasmanythings.Shewasateacher,adancer,asocialworker,amother,agrandmother–
somethingforeveryletterofthealphabet,itseemsattimes.Butthroughitall,shewasa
writer.ShesawmeassomethingIdidn’tseeinmyselfbuthadalwayssuspectedmightbe
lingeringsomewhereinthere.
Iamnotwithheronherdeathbed.Ican’tbe,becausethereisapandemicandbecause

Iopenedmybookstorethreemonthsbeforethestatewideclosure,andlifegoesonevenin
death.ButIaskedmydadtoholdhisphoneuptoherear.ItoldherIlovedher.Itoldher
Iamwriting.Itoldherthatsheinspiredmetostartwriting,andIwillhavethatforever,
andsoshewillbewithmeforever.
–
I’vealwaysbelievedthatwritingneedsapoint,anaudience,orpreferablyboth.Idon’t

knowwhatthepointis,andIdon’thaveanaudience,soIusuallydon’twrite.Mygrand-
motherknewtheredoesn’tneedtobeapointanddecidedtocreateherownaudience,and
soshewrote.
OneofmyhappiestmemoriesofmygrandmotheriswhenIwasyoung–lateelementary

school,ifIhadtoguess.Wewereinherdriveway.Itwashot–mid-summer,noschool–
andtheflowersinherplanterhadbeguntowilt.Itoldhertheflowersweredead.“No,”
shesaid,“they’rewilted,”asdropssprinkledfromtheheadofherwateringcan.Sure
enough,whenwecamebackoutsideafewhourslater,theywerestandingupright,their
pinkblossomsreturnedtotheirhorizontalposition.
Iwonderifthat’swhat’sgoingtohappentohernow.Wewillwaterher,withmorphine,

andshewillperkbackup.Shewilldanceagain,champagnedrunk,afterdinneratmy
uncle’shouseandfalldownastepandbeokayinthemorning.Iknowthat’snotthecase,
andsoIwrite.

ALLIELEVY
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Pickling day

August comes and the days shorten
into the sticky thickness of summer

humidity hugs the air and weighs us
we walk through the days like slow

motion astronauts watching the past
shimmer behind us in a hazy heat mirage

in the kitchen she’s got cucumbers
scrubbed and soaking in the sink, green

humpback whales submerged in their
tiny stainless steel ocean those boundaries

the hemming in clean jars assembled like
fresh soldiers, the sunlight through the softly

curtained window diffuse, illuminating
the scene as if for a vain classic film star

making everything rarely beautiful and
remote–we are helping we are factory

workers in our assembly line awarding
each jar their medals of honor: one sprig

of dill, two garlic cloves, one red pepper
we pack the cucumbers in, upright, proud,

free, green shoulder to green shoulder–
pour in the brine, more dill our little hands

just fit then seal the jars and put in the
cellar, packed this summer away. it will

come back with a bite in the bright
winter, will come back vinegary sour
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imagine that it often took the form of poetry, too, her scrawls a literal outpouring. To sooth
her anxiety, my grandmother craved connection and release. Poetry, and reading poetry to
her family, was both.
The transcribing was slow going. It wore on my patience and I was relieved when it

was time to drive home. Ultimately, I didn’t finish transcribing her work. I moved to
Colorado and back to New York twice over the next five years, opening up windows of
job searching. And each time I found myself unemployed, my grandmother offered the
opportunity to move in with her and type up her poetry. In fact, she sometimes offered this
even when I was gainfully employed. In her request, I now hear, “Be with me. Connect
with me. Know my writing and know me.” But at the time, I heard, “I don’t know you,
your life, or your ambitions and I want you to leave whatever it is you have going on and
tend to me instead.” My response ranged from patient to dismissive to frustrated. I wish I
heard her then as I do now. And I wish I had responded, “Read me a poem, Grandmom.”
In my stead, a revolving door of assistants (equal in size to the small army of caretakers

she worked her way through), came to her home and typed up what they could. My oldest
sister and my uncle then took the files and turned them into a book. It is an attractive
volume, if a bit stodgy. Green cloth over board, with The Pebbled Path written in gold foil
in my grandmother’s handwriting on the cover.
It has no dustjacket, no ISBN, and no barcode, but my grandmother did a couple of read-

ings from her book–one at the local library in the town I grew up, one at the assisted living
facility she eventuallymoved into. Meanwhile, I beganworking at a bookstore, where I for-
mulated distinctions and value judgments between self-published, “good” self-published,
and traditionally published works. The good self-published books were marketable and
sellable. Their design held to standards set by publishers. My grandmother’s books did not,
and when I moved from Denver to New York for the last time, I placed it in a Little Free
Library. In a Kondo-inspired frenzy, I had decided that this book did not spark joy, and I
hoped it would find its way to a reader with a heavy-duty dust rag. As I placed it in the
miniature library, a small voice questioned how many years it would be until I understood
the callousness of this act. I ignored it.
A couple of years later, I began working on building a bookstore of my own. At this

point, my grandmother had developed a brain tumor, though I didn’t know it at the time.
She had spent years wondering if there was something wrong with her brain, while the
family assured her she was fine. The denial strikes me. We didn’t say to her, “Yes, there
is both something wrong with your brain and you are aging.” We said to her, “There is
nothing wrong with your brain, you are just aging.”
As more details began to fade away, my grandmother created a fiction for me. I had

moved to New Hampshire, but she could still talk on the phone at that point. She called
me sometimes, and I answered occasionally–partly because I was busy but mostly because
the hurt and frustration of our many fights had not dissipated. When I answered, she would
askmewhere I was. I would tell her, and shewould ask if I was at school (my sixth interstate
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itwillcomebackdecadesfromthenon
adarkautumnnightwhentheworldis

onfire–wesealedthejarsIjustopened
decadesawaythehouseisgone

theOctoberwindperfumedwithbrine.
Notallislost.

 REBECCASIEGEL
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Herwordsweresharpestinperson,whenwefought.Onourlastfamilyvacation,we
arguedaboutwhetheritwassafetoeatsushi.Whiletherestoffamily,alladults,donned
MinnieMouseearsandheadedtoDisneyland,Istayedbehindwithmygrandmother.I
didn’tfeellikedrivingtwohourstowaitinlineforkids’attractions,andsoIwasdesignated
theday’sGrandmomsitter.Mydadreturnedearly,andwemadeplanstogotoahighly
rankedsushibarinastripmall.Mygrandmotherfearedforoursafety.Toher,foodoutside
ofpotatochips,cookedsalmon,andrawvegetableswasscary.Tome,somefoodwasscary,
butsushiwasmyindulgence,mywayofconnectingwithotherdinersandfoodservice
professionals,andespeciallymywayofbondingwithmydad,whogavememyfirstpiece
ofbite-sizedmagurowhenIwasinelementaryschool.ButwhereIsawconnectionand
sensuousness,shesawmercurypoisoninganduncheckedbacterialgrowth.Nevertheless,we
invitedmygrandmothertojoinus,andIaskedher,respectfullyIthought,nottoverbalize
herfoodfearswhilemydadandIate.Ihopedshecouldbewithusandenjoyourcompany,
ifshecouldn’tenjoythefood.Shestoppedinhertracks,gutted.Myaskwasacritiqueof
herbehavior,abetrayal,adaggertoherheart,shetoldme.
Inherlastdays,herwordsgotlight,likeinherpoetryforyoungerreaders.Oneday,

hercaretakerhelpedhermakeacalltome,andwetalkedabitaboutmybookstore,about
thefactthatIhadbeguntowriteagain,andshestrungtogetherone-syllablewords.It
remindedmeofherlasttexttome:“Pophihicrycry.”Oneofthelasttimeswetalked,
shesaidasentencetomethat,atsurfacelevel,amountedto:“You’reagoodboy.”Butin
thosewords,Iheardhersynapsesfiring,makingconnectionsbetweennotjustmeanings,
butsounds,grapplingtotranslateherfeelingsintotherightwords,andcomingupwith
somethingsparklingandamusingandnonsensicalinstead.
Herboxes,however,werefullofdust-words.Theyrequiredcleaningup,sorting,culling.

Therewasbrilliancethere,Ithought.Buttherewerealsomanythousandsofpages–ajigsaw
puzzlewithtoomanypieces.Ihadtheurgetosort,discard,re-sort,andbuild.
Wesatdownforlunch–bagel,creamcheese,andpastramiforme,atomatoslicedup

withsaltandasideofpotatochipsforher.Overourmeal,Iaskedher,“Whatdoyouwant
toshowinthisbook?Whatisthetheme?Aretheresymbolsyou’dliketomakesurecome
throughclearly?”ShelookedatmelikeIhadthreeheads.
Aftersheclearedthetable,shebegantodothedishesasIsatdownwithherlaptop.Iran

intomyfirstobstacleonthesecondline.Icouldnotreadherhandwriting.Iscannedthe
page,andrealizeditwaslitteredwithillegiblescribbles.Icalledheroverandshescrutinized
it,thenrecitedseverallinesforme,theatrically.
Lookingback,Iwonderifmaybeshedidn’twantmetobeabletoreadit.Iwonderifshe

couldn’treaditherself.Mygrandmotherwasbrimmingwithanxietyandemotion,andshe
oftenoverflowed.Whenshedid–usuallyasaresultofintenseworrythatsomethingwould
happentooneofherchildrenorgrandchildren–myfamilywouldlookdownandrealizewe
werefloodeduptothewaistwithherfeelings.Thisreleaseofthedamstookmanyforms–
arguing,speed-walkingaheadofthegroup,vomiting,shouting,wailing,blanksilence.I
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Tell Me What You Want

Here we are on the endless
flat highway of southern Ontario

Teddy Thompson on the radio
humming hung like wires between

hydro towers this far from
Jackson this far from Toronto

impelled by our own intent
on the asphalt miles between

living and dying the cities of
our hearts that hold the people

who made us–You’re asleep in
the passenger seat and our girl

deep in her own childhood in
the quiet planet of the back seat

and I–

I’ve got my foot on the pedal
a reckless heart beneath my ribs

that Canadian summer sun like
candy on my nostalgic tongue

Tell me what you want
I’ll do anything you want

This sweet highway this
tender moment we’re

becalmed between before
and after I’ll carry it home

33

Lilly

My grandmother is a poet. I am not. I have always leaned towards essays and prose, my
core belief that poetry is too raw, too personal, too dramatic, and I am not comfortable with
that.
I spent a few days–not enough–transcribing some of my grandmother’s poems. Eventu-

ally, they would become a part of her self-published collection, The Pebbled Path. I arrived
at her house on the lake that day cautiously excited at what I might find. I was living in
New York City at the time, post-undergrad. I worked in retail, but I missed the time I
spent as an editor on my college’s newspaper.
To me, essays and articles were partially completed jigsaw puzzles. My writers brought

them to me, 30-70% complete, and I would take the pieces apart, sort them meticulously,
then piece them back together. Sometimes, I think, I got it right. I assembled the pieces
into a white mid-century house on a lake with a horseshoe driveway and sculptures in the
garden. But other times, when a person presented me with a picture that I only thought
was a puzzle, I may not catch it. I might have ripped it into 1000 pieces with no way of
putting it back together.
And so this was the approach I took when my grandmother invited me over to type up

some of her poetry. My grandmother’s poems needed fixing and clarifying andmaybe some
grammatical edits, and I felt sure I was up to the task. It would be a project and we would
work together to publish her book.
–
My grandmother opened the door and kissed me on the cheek. When I was a kid, I never

liked it when she kissed me. I didn’t like the feel of her lips, sticky with her rosy lipstick,
against my face. In fact, I didn’t allow most relatives to kiss me. I asked for hugs instead.
Now that I was older, she kissed me and she hugged me. When she pulled me in close, my
hair got stuck in the hinge of her glasses. It always did.
With her soft, wrinkled hand, she pulled me to the den. She opened a cabinet the size of

a double-door refrigerator and pulled out three sturdy banker’s boxes, each one filled with
single-leaf pages of her writing. Some dated back to the eighties and nineties, and others
had no date on them; the only clues we had of their origin were the degree of yellowing,
the medium (hand-written, typewriter, computer, hand-written with shaky lines), and the
position relative to other dated work in the boxes.
She paused to read me poems as she unearthed her opus. A flighty verse about her dance

with Baryshnikov, a children’s lyric, an angry nonsensical rant. My grandmother scattered
wordplay throughout her poetry, sometimes like confetti, other times like shrapnel, and
sometimes simply dust.
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andgiveittoyoutonight.
Wecan’thaveforever,but

this

wecanhavethis.

REBECCASIEGEL
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:themilkmaid:

Tellayounggirlsheispretty
andshewillcarrytheburdenofbeauty
onhershoulders
asdoesamilkmaid
balanceayokewithanunevenload
Shewillworktirelessly
tofillsolelyherleftbucket
Itscontentssplashingoverthebrim
overflowingwithinsecurities,expectations,
andself-depreciation
Herworldtrickedherintobelieving
thatheronlyresponsibility
istofillthatbucketwith
superficialsubstances
Sheneglectstoharvestenough
tofillherrightbasin
tobalancetheweightnecessary
forthearduousjourney
acrosstheplainsofherlifetime
Nevertheless,hertenacityguidesher-
headraisedandbackstraight
Ignoringthepain
witheachstepaskew
Alongthewayshewillbegenerous
tothirstymenwhoeagerly
helpthemselves
andeventuallydrainthecontents
ofheronlyfullvessel
Whensherunsdry
andhasnothinglefttooffer
whatisleftiseither
emptiness
wheretherewassome
orbalance
wheretherewasnone

EMILYMCLAUGHRY
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Rainbow

Driving home
from the brickyard
to a beer and another
through dump-bucket
rain, speaker backbeats
way too loud for a father
of little three, I turned
a corner, into the woods.
The road angled
uphill–steep under
more slats of rain,
and a suddenness
of bloated sun
that stayed with me
the rest of the way
to my wife, children
and my restless loyalty.

JAMESWASHINGTON JR.
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turned into one of the ghosts in the living room and it really scared me and it was terrible
to see Mom crying and I wished grandma had never existed so then I started crying, too.
It was almost like me crying wokeMom up, because all of a sudden she sawme again like

I was me and not a ghost, and she said “come here,” and reached out and hugged me really
tight, but this was a real hug and she said “sssshh, ssshh,” really soft. I tried to stop crying
but it was really hard and I was kind of hiccupping, and I said the only thing I could think
of, which was “I don’t understand what’s happening.” Then Mom let go of me a little, and
she looked at me and tucked my hair behind my ears, which is something she’s done ever
since I was little. And then she said, “I know you don’t Sweet Pea. But you will.”

HAZEL-DAWN DUMPERT
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WhatFaithIs

Aphonecallfromthenursinghome
connectsmewithamatteroffact
administrator:mymother
isn’ttakingfoodororalmedication.
Ishouldscramblewithurgency
tofinallymakethetoughdecision.
Instead,Iscrambleintoeverypossible
cross-townredlight.Thehumor
ingettingstuckbehindafuneral
processionoverthelasthalf-mile
isatleasthalfadecadeaway.

Butfinally,thereismymother.
Agehaseclipsedherweight.
Ihugherstillwarmmochabones
neverdoubtingsheisstillinside.
Andso,shethrowsofffamiliar
hymns,eachperfectlypitched
infulldeafnessandblindness.

JAMESWASHINGTONJR.
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EventhoughIknowitwasn’treallytrue,that’sstillwhatitfeltlike.So,Ididn’twantto
stayinthelivingroomanymore.

IfoundEmmyinthekitchen,andIwasdisappointedandrelievedallatthesametime
becausethekitchenwasjustanormalkitchen,andtherewereevenhappy-lookingchickens
onthewallpaper.Emmywassittingatthetablegoingthroughabigpileofmailandmaking
twopilesandonewasjustthecouponfliersthatMomcalls“thescourgeofthewestern
world.”Emmysaidshealmosttorethemailboxoffthewall,themailwasjammedinto
itsotight.ItoldhertherewereSkittlesinthebowl,butshejustlookedatmeandsaid,
“what?,”soIsaidnevermind.ButthenIsaid“Idon’tlikeithere,”andIthoughtEmmy
wouldagreewithme,butshelookedalittleworried,likeI’dsaidsomethingbad.Shesaid,
“listen,don’tsaythattoMom,”andIaskedwhynot,andthenshelookedatmelikeshe
wastryingtodecidesomethingandallofasuddenIfeltkindofnervousbutIdidn’tknow
why,andthatmademeevenmorenervous.Isaid,“what,”like,“tellme.”Andthen
Emmysaid,“we’removinghere.”
Andallofasuddenitfeltlikethefloorwaspullingatmereallyhard,likeitwantedme

tositdown,andIsaid“you’relying,”eventhoughpartofmeknewshewasn’t.
“It’sallpaidup,”Emmysaid,“Momwon’thavetopayrent,andthere’sroomforUncle

Brodywhenhegetsoutofjail.”AndIdidn’tevencarethatUncleBrodywouldlivewith
us,IwasjustreallyscaredbecauseIdidn’twanttoliveingrandma’shouse.IfeltlikeI
wantedtoslapEmmy,butinsteadIjustyelled“Mom!”AndEmmygotmadandputher
fingertoherlipsandwent“sssshhhh!”reallyhard,butIyelled“Mom!”againandwent
outofthekitchentothehallway.IwasreallyscaredbecauseIdidn’twanttoliveinahouse
withplasticonthefurnitureandghoststhathidinthequiet,andIevenbelievedalittle
inghostsrightthen.MyheartwasbeatingreallyfastandIlookedintothreedoorsbefore
IfoundMominthelastroomonthehallwayandIstartedtoyell“Mom”again,butit
stoppedjustbeforeitleftmymouthbecausewhenMomlookedupfromwhereshewas
sittingonthebed,shewascrying.
TheonlyothertimeIsawMomcrywaswhenshecamehomefromUncleBrody’strial.

PegwaswatchingusbecauseEmmywasstilltooyoungtobabysitthen,andMomcame
homeandshewasinherbluesuit,andshewalkedintothedenwherewewerewatching
TVandPegsaid“howdiditgo”andMomshookherheadandthensheputherfaceinher
handsandstartedcrying.Peggotupandbroughtherovertothecouchandthenshelooked
atEmmyandmesittingonthefloorandsaid“gotoyourroom,girls.”Westayedthere
untilMomcalledusfordinner.Shelookedlikemaybeshe’dwashedherfacetoohard,but
shewasprettynormalandIwasgladbecauseIrememberIdidn’tknowwhattodowhen
shewascrying.Itwasterrible.
Andnowshewascryingagain,andwhenshelookedupandsawmeshehadafunny

expressionlikeshedidn’trecognizeme,herowndaughter.Ifeltweird,likemaybeIhad
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The One Thing

for SB

Don’t even think for a minute that I want to make anything beautiful
out of my own suffering. It’s bad enough that art is so often violent–
the way the rack reveals the long, roped
lines of our agony. It’s not that I don’t value the problem of pain:
there are always jagged ontologies. But this one is different.
To reach for an image seems specious (bicycle grease on an ankle)
and now that I’ve done so, begs the question. This is not
suffering. (your eyes, the sharp cut of hesitation.) Still, there is
something to be said for sublimation. I read a scientific article once.
It was about fractals. How their complexity causes pleasure. Go figure.

It was like this when I lived in Sydney. (Under a corrugated tin roof.
There was a verandah.) Those are grape vines, he said to the group.
Notice me, he was saying. I did. He looked familiar. So we had lunch.
He told me about his orchard. And that those purple trees were called
jacarandas. Jacarandas, I repeated. The name fit. Because I wanted
it to. I still want it to. Later, he crossed the city with a bag of lemons.
The dense hot melee of Paramatta Road. Then, the white Harbour.
He must have daydreamed on the ferry. I wasn’t glad to see him.
Every autumn, the jacarandas blaze lilac over Sydney. I heard all
he didn’t say. I remember (always) the fragrance of the lemons.

But I was trying to sublimate. The boy with the wild hair, making me laugh
on my bed. “A Draconian moralist, like the Elder Cato, in a fetching
red halter.” How phallic that turtle looked as it crawled under my truck.
A princess, a pea, and the exquisite, sexual bruise of my sensitivities.
In bodies there are such textures: A slick cut of yellow silk. Skin–
slim, but not taut, jade-beaded, or pearl. Limbs bent just so.
Or just so. Touch. Like vellum maybe. Or fine-weave sheets.
Creamy. Like tongue. A hushed word here. No there. Not for text.
For texture. Here, too, it is about color. My finger in his mouth,
wine-colored. The rich brown of his beard against my skin.

But there is still the ankle (long, roped lines of tendon). The lemon.
A New Critic would “dissect their meaning.” But there is too much
subtext. We know we cannot know. We know we are inaudible.
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goes out with Peg. Emmy said she wanted us out of her hair, but she wasn’t ever doing
anything when we got back.

So, I was glad when we got to grandma’s house, but I couldn’t believe it, either, because
it wasn’t even so far, and I almost said “she was this close the whole time?” but I thought
I probably shouldn’t, so we just sat there in the driveway not talking for what seemed like
forever before Mom finally did that thing where she blows her breath out in an “O” and
said, “well, here goes nothing.” When we walked in the door, Emmy said, “whoa,” and
she and Mom looked at each other like “I told you so,” and Emmy said, “it’s exactly the
same,” which secretly made me glad because Emmy and I would have the same memories
now. It was just like she said, too. There was a couch and two big chairs and they were
all covered in clear plastic, and there was a big stripe of plastic across the carpet, which was
light blue and really fluffy. There was a lot of gold and royal blue, which is one of my
favorite colors, and it looked very fancy, but it looked weird, too, and I didn’t like it even
though I like fancy stuff.
Mom blew out another “O.” She had that crumbly look, but also the face she gets when

it’s time to clean the house and we’re about to get our chores assigned. And it was kind of
like that, because she told Emmy to scope out the kitchen, she was going to the bedroom.
Emmy started to go, then she stopped and said “are you o.k.?” And Mom said “I’m o.k.,”
and I felt kind of bad because maybe I should have asked her that, too, but she smiled at
Emmy, and Emmy went away. Then Mom turned to me, but she didn’t give me a chore,
she just looked at me like I was doing something funny, but I was just standing there.
“You keep out of trouble,” she said, and I said I would, and then she walked off, and

I was alone in the living room. That was my chance, so I walked on the stripe of plastic
over to a table that had a fancy glass bowl on it, and there was candy in it, just like Emmy
said. But it wasn’t ribbons, it was Skittles. I was a little disappointed because I wanted to
see what candy ribbons were like, but I was glad, too, because I love Skittles. I had to reach
really carefully so I wouldn’t step on the carpet, but I got one and put it in my mouth, and
then I was bummed out because Emmy was right about the dusty and stale part. I couldn’t
go into the kitchen to throw it out because then Emmy would know, so I just swallowed
it, and I actually almost ate another one, but I exercised some self control. And then I stood
there and looked around the room. It felt weird, because it was really quiet. Not just quiet
like no one else was in the living room, but quiet like no one ever lived there at all, and the
room was lonely. It was like the time Miss Ingebretsen took us to the history museum and
there was an old-time street with a hat shop and a blacksmith’s and mannequins dressed
up in the same kind of clothes they wore back then, which was cool because you could see
how they lived in olden times and the dresses were really pretty, but it was a little scary, too,
because it felt like the mannequins were really old souls trapped forever in a hat shop and
that they watched you when your back was turned and yearned for you to set them free.
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Andyetwelust.Weareanimalsforthatonething.Andthenwefail.
Yetforsomereasonweabide.Therewasthatdaywhenmyfriend
wassuicidal.Iguessmypainhasthesame“statisticalself-similarity.”
(Fractalscomeintwokinds.)ButIwanttosayshewasskinnedalive.
Ibegintowonderwhyitisthatweputpaininadreamaslostteeth
andcallitJungian.Orpsychosis.Orankle.Orlemon.Orchaos.
Or“afrog,trappedinaheatingvent.”Isitthatwearesoinaudible?

Wetellourstoriesandlosewhatitiswewantedtofindinthem.
LastyearIfoundafrogtrappedinaheatingvent.
Hewasinstantlyenigmatic.Hehadyellowstripesdownthelong
lengthofhisthighs.Theyweregarish.Startling.Hewasadandy.
Itwasthedelicacyofhisskin.Andhowhisbelly
quivered.Kisshim.Kisshim.Thechildrenweresquealingatme.
No.Notsquealing.Aninterruption,yes,butnotthatugly.Theyknow
aboutwildthings.Howtoholdthem,palmsflat,theirbreath
heldback.Seehislegs?Theygentlyeasedhimover.Lookathisbelly.
Itwasfragileandeye-colored.He’snotafraid,theysaid.Buthewas.

Howitmusthavebeenforhim.Thelawn,green-smelling.Thesun.
Then:hands,breath,air.Thevent.Itmusthavebeenvertigo.
(ItwaslikethatinSydney.Thetinrooflookedwrong.Thesunshone
fromthenorth.)Lookathiseyes,oneofthemsaid
inahushedtone.Ididn’tdare.Itwastheyellowstripesthatgotme.
Likewhenmybreathcatchesonsomethingyou’vesaid.Ordidn’tsay.
Likethetimeyoutouchedmyhair.Thememoryofit.Tender.
Butshotthroughwithyellowstripes.Idon’tknow.Idon’tknow
anythingaboutfrogs.Kisshim.Kisshim.Theykeptsayingit.
Ifinallydid.Nothinghappened.Thenitwastimetolethimgo.

COURTNEYCOOK
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offandshowedittome.Theyweresuperpretty,sowhenwewenthomeIpaintedastring
ofMardiGrasbeadsIgotatthefallfairwithwhite-glimmernailpolish.Itlookedreally
good.
OnetimerightafterChristmas,Mom’sfriendPegwasoverandsheaskedMomhowthe

daywaswiththequeenandtheylookedateachotherlike,“Itoldyouso.”ThenMomsaid
sheshouldn’tbesobad,becauseSharonwasfineandthatifshe’dmarriedaBruceinstead
ofaDick,she’dhaveabighouse,too.Andthentheylaughedreallyhard,butIdidn’tget
it,becausemydad’snameisDave.
So,Mompickedupthephoneandsaid“Hey,Sharon”inavoicethatwashappyand

notannoyed,butthenMomstoodstraightupandputherhandouttograbthebackofa
chair,andsheclosedhereyesandnodded.Thenshesaid,“when,”and“uhhuh”abunch
oftimesandthenshesquincheduphereyesandtoldSharonshewasgoingtohavetocall
herback.Shesaid,“Iknow,hon,thanks,”andputthephonebackdownonthecounter.
Andthenshelookedaroundlikeshewasonlyjustrememberingshewasinthekitchen

andthenshelookedatme,andthenshecameovertowhereIwasandhuggedme.At
first,itwasreallynicebecauseIlovehugs.I’mahugger.Butthenshekeptholdingonto
me,andshedidn’tsayanythingbutitwasalmostlikeIcouldfeelitwasn’treallyahappy
hug.AndthenIwasjustthereinthatunhappyhugandIwaswonderingwhenitwouldbe
over,soIwasrelievedwhenEmmycameintothekitchen.Shewassinging“Cardigan,”
butwhenshesawus,shestopped.Icouldn’treallyseeherbecauseofthehug,butIheard
herstopsinging,andthenshesaid,“what’swrong,”likesheknewsomethingwaswrong.
AndthenMomgavemybackalittlepat,andshefinallyletmegoandIlookedupintoher
faceanditwasreallywhite,andshesaid“yourgrandmotherhasdied.”Andthatwasthe
secondtimeIheardhercallgrandma“yourgrandmother.”

ThatSaturday,MomcameintothedenandtoldEmmyandmetoturnofftheTVand
getdressed,andwhenIaskedhowcome,shesaid,“we’regoingtoRidgeway,”andturned
aroundandleft.AndIlookedatEmmyandImusthavelookedreallyexcitedbecause
Emmysaid“youknowthisisn’tgoingtobefun,right?”Isaid“Iknow,”butIfeltalittle
likeI’dgottenyelledateventhoughEmmymodulatedhertones,soIdidn’tsayanything
abouthownowtherewasgoingtobetwopeopletoplaypingpong.
Everyonewasrealquietinthecar,whichwasn’tmuchdifferentthanthelastcoupledays

afterSharonfirstcalled.MomtalkedtoSharononthephonealotafterthat,butshealways
toldmetogotointotheotherroomwhenshedid.WhenshecalledUncleBrody,she
wentintoherbedroomandshutthedooranddidn’tcomeoutforalongtime.Momdidn’t
givemethephonetosayhitohim,either,andIdidn’taskeventhoughIhaveanewjoke
forhim.Howdoyoucatchauniquerabbit?Uniqueuponit.Butotherthanthat,Mom
didn’ttalkmuch,andtwonightsinarow,shegaveEmmymoneyfordinnerandwewent
toPizzaHutonenightandHomeTastethesecond.Usuallysheonlydoesthatwhenshe
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Every Small Breeze

Pie-top shapes rest on walls I pass; porch-chair shadows
cast by latticed metalwork in morning’s sun

As air conditioners whirr, mimicking sounds of Ocean,
they’re missing a rhythm of the waves

As tree-tops breathe in floating clouds and little birds
sing, nestled, sheltered by feathered leaves

As mother and daughter pick blueberries
in the distance, across a lime-green field

As Milkweed, Bindweed, and tall grasses mingling
host a butterfly, who decorates in flits and flutters

As Wild Carrot flowers spangle with blossom-galaxies
waving atop tall stems, and vine leaves burst into pinwheels of green

As a long-fallen log rests, glistening its bright
mottled-white birchbark, peeling in the sun

As I mop beading sweat from hat-brimmed brow
before it can trickle a salty stream to my eyes

As every small breeze becomes sacred
and each breath a gift, I walk in steps

As I will do tomorrow and tomorrow,
as long as I am able.

MARJORIE MOORHEAD
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kind of happy and crumbly all at the same time, so I saw my chance and asked her how
come we never went to grandma’s– that’s what I said, grandma’s–and Mom said, “your
grandmother isn’t very happy with me.” I was going to ask her how come, but her happy
look went away and the crumbly part got more crumbly so I didn’t say anything else. Then
she looked at the dish and blew a long breath out like an “O” and put it in the high cupboard
next to the crock pot that we only ever use for barbecue meatballs.
The time I heard her call grandma Marilyn, she was on the phone to my uncle Brody.

He’s in the jail in Guelph for stealing something and selling it to the wrong person. No one
will tell me what and who to, but Emmy says Brody got into trouble long before he went
to jail, which was partly what Mom meant when she told grandma she could have done a
better job raising up her babies, and that’s why things went from zero to nuclear.
Mom calls Brody every Sunday, and sometimes she goes to see him, but not too much

because it takes all day to get there and back. I don’t get to go even though I really miss
Uncle Brody. One time Mom got really mad when I kept asking her why not. She yelled
“enough!” at me, then went into her bedroom and slammed the door, and Emmy shook
her head at me and said “you just don’t know when to leave well enough alone, do you?”
But I do know, so I stopped bringing it up after that.
She lets me say hi to him on the phone, though, and he always says, “what’s the news

Monkey Bars?” because before he went to jail he’d always let me play skin the cat, when
he’d grab my hands and I’d walk up his legs and flip over. I’d probably be too big for it
now, but he still calls me Monkey Bars, which is fine because I like it. I try to learn a lot of
jokes so when he asks what’s the news, I can tell him one. Our favorite so far is what did
the snail say when it was riding the turtle’s back? Weeeee! He laughed a lot when I told
him and said it tickled his funny bone, and whenMom got back on the phone he must have
said something about me, because Mom looked over and said, “she definitely keeps us on
our toes,” but she was smiling so it must have been something good. That wasn’t the time
she called grandma Marilyn, though, and she definitely wasn’t smiling when she said it.
Then, one day I was in the kitchen making a peanut butter and banana sandwich when

Mom’s phone started buzzing on the kitchen counter. I watched it kind of slide around
while it buzzed, like it was really excited to say something. I yelled to Mom that her phone
was buzzing, but she was just in the next room, and when she came in she said, “can you
ever say anything a normal tone of voice,” which I thought wasn’t fair, because I say lots of
things in a normal tone of voice, although sometimes Miss Ingebretsen does have to remind
me to “modulate your tones, please.”
Mom looked at her phone and said, “oh crap, Sharon.” Sharon is Mom’s cousin. We see

her and Uncle Bruce at Christmas. They live in the coolest house that has a whole room
just for the TV, and Sharon has a closet that’s as big as mine and Emmy’s bedroom and it
has a lot of mirrors and shoes, and Sharon lets me play in there so long as I ask her before I
put anything on. One time when I was little I asked Sharon if her necklace was made out
of peppermint gumballs, and she laughed and said no, they were pearls, and then she took it
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Floored

BlackPantherLegoset,halfbuilt
37Crayolamarkers,3sanscaps,1driedout
AnastasiaDiamond,CabbagePatchKid
NASAastronauthelmet
Candyland
Unocards
Monopolyboard
Red-yellow-and-bluestethoscope,itreallyworks
Spiderman,facedown,armupinsurrender
Dr.Seussboardbooks,ABCs,HoponPop
Halffullsippycup,roomtempapplejuice
Rainbowassortmentofmagnetictiles
Kindle,abandoned,WildKrattsstillplaying
PJMaskspuzzlepieces
Binoculars
Microscope
Magnifyingglass
Yahtzeedice
Fakecash,realcoins
MillenniumFalcon,cockpitmissing
PeppaPig,MummyPigfigurines,dancing
52stuffedanimals,checkthat,stuffies,inplainsight
Elsa,missingashoe
Abacus
K’Nex
NintendoSwitch,crackedscreen
SnapCircuits,alit
Legolandmines
Mr.PotatoHead,noeyes
Firefightercostume
Fingerpainthandprintsondislodgedcouchcushions
Balledupsocks
BirdIDguide,partiallyripped
Blueguitar,bustedstring
Simon,stillbeeping
Heapofblanketsandpillows,atoddlertwisteraftermath
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SomedaySoon

Ineverknewmygrandmother,butfromwhatmysisterEmmysays,maybethat’sagood
thing.Emmysayswhenshewaslittlesheusedtogetpackedofftograndma’shouseon
Ridgeway,atfirstsoMomandDadcouldhaveromantictimes,thenlateronsotheycould
argueandthrowthingsinpeace.Ithinkshe’sbeingsarcasticaboutthatlastthing,buteven
thoughtheywerealreadysplitupforaslongasIcanremember,Iknowtheirlastdays
weren’tallwineandroses.
Emmysaysitwassuperboringthere,andthatshehadtoplayinthebasementsoshe

wouldn’tmakeamesseventhoughallthefurnitureupstairswascoveredinplastic,sowhat
wastheproblemanyway?Shesaystherewasapingpongtableinthebasement,butshe
wasalwaysalone,sofatlotofgooditdidher,andthetoyswerealloldandweird.The
candywasbad,too,ribboncandythatsatonatableinthelivingroominafancybowl.
Candyribbonssoundnicetome,butEmmysaysthatwhenshestoleapiece,becauseitwas
supposedtobeforcompany,itwasalldustyandsoft,andshehadtosneakintothekitchen
andshoveitwaydownintothegarbagesograndmawouldn’tknowthat1)she’dstolenit,
and2)she’dwastedit.
AfterIwasborn,EmmystoppedhavingtogobecauseonetimegrandmatoldMomshe’d

madeherownbedtolieinandthatshehadraisedupherowndamnbabies,thankyouvery
much.ShesaysMomtoldgrandmathatmaybeifshe’ddoneabetterjobofit,theywouldn’t
beinthismess,andthenthatwasthatforhavingtostayatgrandma’s.EmmyandIcallher
grandma,eventhoughI’veonlyeverheardMomcallher“yourgrandmother”or,once,
Marilyn.ShesaiditlikeMarilyn’sthedumbestnameintheworld,butIthinkit’skindof
pretty,soIsecretlynamedastuffedfoxIgotatthefallfairMarilyn.I’donlysayhername
outloudwhenMomwasn’taround,butthenMarilyngotaholeinherneckafteronlya
coupleweeksandstartedleakinglittlewhiteballsofstyrofoam,andwhenIaskedEmmy
tofixher,shesaiditwasn’tworthit,thefoxwastoocheap.Thelittleballskeptleaking
outandstickingtothings,andMarilyngotflatterandflatter,soIgaveheraVikingfuneral
byputtingherinatakeoutcontainerinthecreekandsettingheronfire.Itwasprettycool
watchingthebitsofclothandashpoofupintotheair,andwhenshewentoverthelittle
fallsIsecretlyprayedshe’dbewelcomedintothehallsofValhalla,eventhoughIknow
theydon’treallyexist.

I’veheardMomsay“yourgrandmother”twice,thefirsttimewhenshebroughthomea
dishshegotatSally’s–that’swhatwecalltheSalvationArmy–andEmmysaid,“Grandma
hasdishesjustlikethat,”andMomsaid“Ialwayslovedthosedishes,”andthenshelooked
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Elephant and Piggie, open to page 6
Dominoes in march formation, a failed Rube Goldberg
Dad’s Nike sneaker
Mom’s knitting needle
Knotted earbuds
Backpacks
Snack packs
Racetracks
Jolly Roger pirate hat
Pinecones
Acorns
Goldfish crackers, cheddar and pretzel
Thomas, Percy, Emily, Rosie, and Diesel
Hungry, Hungry Hippos, starved for attention
Wooden pots, petrified mac n’ cheese
Beads
Balls
Bongos
Bingo
Hot Wheels race cars, one without wheels
Granola bar wrapper, melted chocolate residue
Darth Vader, breathing slowly
Mylar Toy Story birthday balloon, deflated
Melissa and Doug broom, clearly not in use
Golden retriever, panting, flashing guilty eyes
Kids, asleep, within the rubble
Parents, floored

JON HOROWITZ
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Utensils

when i am gone they will simply dump the drawers
into the bin. who would want the spatula
with the melted handle, shape of the burner coil
burnt in, the plastic ladle, the pizza cutter
with a little dent in the arc, like a mouse nibble?
you have to roll it twice. and the egg slicer
with a metal string missing, and the nutcracker
with a loose bolt? the electric can-opener that only
works if you are shoving the plug into the outlet
while you hold the can? the crumbling wine corks
from long gone bottles? the greasy thermometer?
the set of measuring spoons with the teaspoon gone?
and why don’t i replace them all now,
so that those who follow with alien groping hands
will think, what beautiful, well-kept utensils,
the woman who lived here and set them all in rows
must have had an orderly and dignified mind.

JANET MCCANN


