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easysmile,understatedlipstickandalightlayerofmakeupthathighlightsherhighcheek-
bones.
Shewearsabrownblousewithanopenflyawaycollar,“V”neckandflappocketsover

sandcoloredpants.Hersilverwatchglintsagainstflawlessskin.Shewearsalavalieremi-
crophoneandcarriesthetoolsofhertrade–anotepad,penandapoint-and-shootcamera.
Ilearnlaterthatsheis33.
VirginiashowsClaudiaherbookofCubaphotographs.“Oh,”shesayswhenshesees

thecoffeetablesizedvolume.“Youreallyhaveabook.”Asshelooksatthepicturesshe
asksquestionsabouttravelinginCubaandstayinginpeople’shomes.
ThecameramanstartsshootingClaudiacomingofftheelevatorwiththeLonelyPlanet

guidebookthatlistsMercedescasa.TheshotwasLuisCarlos’idea.Theyfilmaroundthe
apartment,andthentapeaninterviewwithMercedesonthebalconyandpreparingour
breakfast.
Thecrewmovesintothebedroomoffthelivingroom,whichhasitsownbathroomwith

atubandshower,adoublebed,dresser,closet,worktablewithtwochairs,refrigeratorand
airconditioner.Mercedesrentseachbedroomsuitefor$30anighteachandwillprovide
breakfastforanadditional$10.
Ourmorningroutineisdisrupted,sowesitandchatwhilethefilmcrewworks.Theyask

ustojusttalknaturally,butwearenotinterviewed.Whatarelief.Werelaxandreminisce
aboutthefirsttimewecametoMercedes’casa.
“Aphotographerandfriendrecommendedit,”Virginiaremembers.Healsointroduced

ustoPaquito,anarthistorianwhoservesasourguidewhileinHavana.Hewilltakeus
toFincaVigiawhereHemingwaylivedforalmost20years,Cojimarwherehedockedhis
fishingboatPilar,theboatyardacrossHavanaHarborromanticallycalledCasaBlanca,and
theseasidecommunityofSantaFeonthenorthwestcoastwhereHemingwaycaughtmany
legendarybig-gamefish.
AfterthefilmingiscompletedweexchangeemailaddressessoClaudiacantelluswhen

thepiecewillair.Weposeforpictureswithher.Sheiseffusiveandgenerouswithhertime.
By10:30theyarepackingupthecarforthedrivetoViñalesonthewesternendofCuba

famousforthetobaccousedtomakeCuba’sbestcigars.Westandonthebalcony,wave
andtakeafewlastpictures.
OncetheyareoutofsightdownCalle21,Mercedescollapsesinachairintheliving

room.
“Ohmygod,”shesays,excitedaboutthemorningbutrelievedthatitisover.
“ElMundodeMercedes!”Virginiashoutsout.
“Si,ElMundodeMercedes,”Mercedesechoeswithahugesmile.

MICHAELBEAHAN
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sympathetic if I stumble—“How can you go to Cuba so many times and not be able to speak
the language?” I imagine her asking.
One of the good things about staying in the homes of Cubans is that we can practice the

language and learn more about the culture firsthand. Casa Mercy is not just a convenient
and comfortable place to stay, it is our source of information about Cuba. Mercedes knows
everything about Havana and the rest of the country.
Claudia arrives on time with five other people in a silver station wagon. I see them pull

up next to the huge spiky agave cactus at the curb in front of the apartment house. It’s the
only car on the street.
Mercedes is dressed up for the occasion. She has on a black blouse scooped at the neckline

and set off with a black necklace made of flat onyx on a silver chain and matching earrings.
The gauzy blouse hangs over dressy blue jeans. She wears silver framed glasses and lipstick.
Her shoulder length black hair is full and flowing.
The driver stays with the car while the rest of the crew unloads equipment. There’s

a cameraman, producer, tripod carrier, and a sixth person, a tall black man with a straw
hat with a “Havanatur” band that matches the logo of the Cuban travel company on his
white shirt. Since he seems uninterested in helping unload or carry the video equipment,
I presume he is the “handler.” Luis Carlos says that the handlers are state security. They
always accompany reporters, especially from the U.S., and are there to insure that they
don’t start interviewing average Cubans and asking questions that could reflect poorly on
the government.
Mercedes and Luis Carlos take the elevator downstairs and meet them at the front door.

Once upstairs I learn that they are based in Atlanta but also spend time in theHavana bureau.
The cameraman, who is Puerto Rican, has been in the Havana bureau for the past three
months.
“Havana is an easy place to work because it’s so lively and the architecture is photogenic,”

he says. “But I prefer getting out of the city to small towns that are less frenetic. The people
seem more real.” He tells me he takes a small camera and shoots “B-roll” footage of the
landscape and Cuban life so he can use it in almost any piece they put together about Cuba.
Claudia is in the country for five days to do this story.
“I travel outside of Atlanta four times a year, as do the other six anchors on CNN en

Espanol.”
She is from Colombia and has a 10-year-old son. I ask her if it is difficult to balance her

busy work schedule with raising a young son in Atlanta.
Yes, of course, I would love to be back home in Colombia with my family, but there are

no opportunities there that compare to my job at CNN.”
She is easy to talk to, and Luis Carlos is right, she is also beautiful. Straight long brown

hair pulled back exposing her oval face and ears decorated with aqua and red dangling ear-
rings. She has bright brown eyes and long natural eyebrows, perfect teeth exposed by her
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CubasherecommendedthesprawlingcolonialhomeofAngel,afriendandformercivil
engineer—“hehaveavery,verynicehouse.”AndinMoronalongthenorthcoastshesent
ustoCasaMarthaandBeto,whichwasfullbutledtousstayingnearbyintheapartment
ofafriendanddoctor.
ThisisElMundodeMercedes–TheWorldofMercedes–anditextendstothefurthest

reachesofCuba.Shecanarrangeforcarrentalsandmakerestaurantrecommendationssuch
asthePaladarGringoViejo–TheOldGringo–acozyCreolerestaurantinthebasementof
anearbymansion,orthelargeopen-airElAljibeinMiramar,withitsspecialtyofall-you-
can-eatchicken,beansandricepreparedinasweet-and-sourgarlicgravy.(Onaprevious
visitwesaidhellotolegendaryCubanjazzpianistChuchoValdez,whowasalsodining
there.)
In2007whenVirginia’ssuitcase“wentmissing”fromtheHavanaairportwithallher

clothesandhertripod,MercedesoutfittedVirginiawiththenecessitiesandtookhertoa
tinymallneartheUniversityofHavanatobuyunderwearandblouses.Virginialookedso
convincinglyCubanthatahotelclerkintheBayofPigstownofGironmistookherfora
nativeuntilVirginiainquiredaboutaroominEnglish.
Mercedesisasticklerforsecuritybothforthehouseholdandforherguestswhiletraveling

aroundCuba.“Youmustlockeverythingatalltimes”istheunbreakablerule.
Thekeystothebuildingandapartmentarenumbered–frontdoorofbuilding(1),eleva-

tor(2),apartmentfrontdoor(3),guestroom(4),andbackstairwell/kitchendoor(5).She
insistsweparkina24-hourparkinglotwithanattendantthreeblocksawaythatcosts$2a
night.
“Neverleaveyourcaronthestreet,never,never,never,”shecautions.“Onlyparknext

totheapartmentwhenyouloadorunload.”Shealsotellsusnevertopickuphitchhik-
ersinCuba,althoughtherearealwaysdozensofthematalmosteveryexitrampormajor
intersectionoutsidecitylimitsthroughoutthecountry.Hitchhikingisencouragedbythe
governmentbecauseoftheshortageofbusesandtrains.Whilewegenerallyfollowherad-
vice,wehavepickeduppeoplefromtimetotime,mostrecentlyayoungdoctorjustback
fromVenezuelaandhisgirlfriendwhoweretravelingfromViñalestotheirhometown,25
milesaway.Doctorsreceivevaluableexperienceandoftenlargersalariesonthese“medi-
calmissions”toothercountries.AndCubareceivesmuchneededforeigncurrencyfrom
medicalservicestheirdoctorsprovide.
AfterdinneratanearbyrestaurantVirginiaandIreturntoCasaMercyandscanthrough

theguidebookforplacestovisitandphotographoutsideofHavanabeforegoingtosleep.
Thenextmorningweareupearly.MercedesandLuisCarlosarebusypreparingforthe
filmcrew.Inoticepinkgladiolasinvasesnexttothebalconyandentrancetothekitchen
andnewcandlesonthecoffeetableinthelivingroom.Thebambooawningonthebalcony
isdowntoprovideshadefromtheharshmorninglight.
ClaudiaandtheCNNcrewaresupposedtoarrivearound8:30.Ihavebeenbusythinking

aboutwhatImightsayandwhetheritwouldneedtobeinSpanish.Claudiamightnotbe
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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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Luis Carlos lives in an apartment a few blocks away that belonged to his grandmother.
Mercedes has made it clear that it is not his apartment, part of her subtle encouragement
to make his own way in the world. She is not happy with his playboy lifestyle and some
the schemes he has begun to use to make money–selling boxes of Cohiba cigars to guests at
Casa Mercy, for example.
The evidence that he benefits in other ways from his mother’s work in the tourist econ-

omy is readily apparent—a new iPod, a first generation iPhone and even a Mac laptop, all
left behind or brought to Havana by guests to show their gratitude for Mercedes’ hospi-
tality or the desire that Luis Carlos experience the consumer products that so many of his
contemporaries outside of Cuba possess.
Mercedes drives the boat that keeps this family afloat. Also a graduate of the University

of Havana and the spouse of an economist there, she is the real breadwinner for the family.
In the mid 1990s when tourism surpassed sugar as the primary source of foreign exchange,
Mercedes became directly involved in the trade. Her access to tourist dollars and more
recently convertible pesos (CUCS—pronounced “kooks”) from renting rooms, tips and
gifts–clothes, cameras, electronics and even parts for her 1968 VWBeetle–provide a better
life for her family and her only son than is possible for most Cubans. It allows an occasional
dinner out or a long weekend at the family’s favorite vacation spot, in Soroa, with its sandy
beach, waterfall, and pools of water said to have medicinal value.
Our host is kinetic, effervescent. She always greets us with a warm smile and a hug.

“Buenas dias, Michael. Que tal? How did you sleep?” Petite and spunky, she moves
seamlessly from one task to the next, collecting passports from guests and recording names,
numbers, nationalities in a logbook that she must take to a Ministry of Interior (MINIT)
office within 24 hours of new arrivals. (MINITmonitors the whereabouts of all tourists and
especially Americans traveling in Cuba.) Preparing elegant breakfasts of eggs–omelets with
onions; tortilla style eggs with tomatoes and onions; poached eggs, soft or slightly runny;
eggs over easy or scrambled–colorful smoothies made with papayas, watermelon, mangos,
and oranges; and strong black coffee with warmmilk served in a pastel glass lined thermoses
from the 1950s.
After a conversation about where we will go that day, she moves on to cleaning the two

guest rooms, sometimes with help from a woman she hires a couple of days a week, doing
laundry, preparing lunch for Luis Carlos, and shopping. She’s often on the phone taking
reservations or finding rooms for travelers if her casa is full. She carefully screens guests
who come to the door turning away any party boys or otherwise suspicious characters.
She’s a fixer and travel agent, connecting us with her network of friends and contacts.

She helps us map out our itinerary and then calls ahead to reserve rooms at almost every
stop. She set us up in Casa Vivi in the remote fishing village of Bahia Honda, west of
Havana. In the beautiful and popular Viñales valley in the tobacco-growing region west of
Havana, she arranged for us to stay at Casa Carlos and Rosa (Mercedes worked with Carlos
in Russia, when that country was Cuba’s primary trading partner.) In Santa Clara in central



IntroductoryRemarks

Somehowthishasbeenthehardestpandemicissuetoproduceyet.Everyoneisworndown.
We’vebeenputtingonbravefacesforsolong,andnowthemaskshavecomeoffand
theDartmouthCOVIDDashboardnumberssoaragain.Sixhundred.Sevenhundred.
Thesmallanimalsofspringtimehaveshowntheirfaces,andtheytooseemdiscouraged,
frustrated,tired.Inlightofallthis,weareextragratefultoeveryonewhocontributedto
thisissue.Everyonewhosubmittedtheirbestworkanditdidn’tmakethecut–weseeyou,
wethankyou.Pleasedon’tgetdiscouraged.Pleasekeepwritingandpleasekeeptrying.
InthesepagesweinviteyoutomeettheUpperValley,andbeyond.Someofthework

representedherewascreatedinretirementbyprofessorswhotaughtusyearsago.Some
oftheworkcomesfromcurrentstudents.Somefromourfriendsandneighbors.Some
frompeoplewehavenevermetwholivehalfaworldaway.Bloodrootiscommittedto
stayingfocusedonwritersoftheUpperValleywhileincludingvoicesfromotherplaces
thatsinginharmonywithours.Oneofthebestpartsofreadingthroughthesubmissions
isnoticingthemesthatrunthroughwhenthereisnoofficialtheme.Butatthismoment,
inthe(darewesay)endofthepandemic,theworkwe’vechosenisshotthroughwiththe
lightofcreativityandthejoyofmakingart,evenafteryearsofdarkness.

Sincerely,

RENAJ.MOSTEIRIN&JAMESE.DOBSON
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languageskillsremainrudimentary.Icanorderfoodinarestaurant,asksimpledirections,
andmakeafewshortquips,butnotreallycarryonafullconversation.SoIconverse
primarilyinEnglish,exceptinemergencies,whenIrelyonVirginiatocometotherescue.
“Don’tworryaboutit,”ouryoungfriendassuresus,“itwillbefun.”
LuisCarlosis26andtallwithshortblackhair.Hewearsjeansandaseafoamgreen

Lacostepoloshirt–thestretch-fabrickind–thataccentuateshisbroadshoulders,muscular
armsandslimmid-section.
“I’velostweight,”hesays,“AndI’mworkingonmysixpack.”
HeglidesaroundtheapartmentstraighteningupfortheCNNvisit.Hetakesawide

blueribbonoffthesmallbrownrockingchairinthelivingroomthathasbeenplacedacross
theseattopreventguestsfromsittingdownanddamagingitfurther.It’sbeenthatway
foratleastourlasttwovisits.Heliftsalargerwhiterockingchair,alsobroken,fromthe
balconyandcarriesittoaneighbor’sapartment.Standingatthebookcasethatdominates
thefrontwallofthelivingroom,hepullsoutvolumeswithcontroversialtitlesorcritical
oftheCastroregimeandmovesthemtoobscurecornersaboveandbeloweyelevel.Thisis
bothforCNNandfortheCuban“handler”whowillaccompanythefilmcrewandwhom
LuisCarlosassuresuswillbeagovernmentagent.
It’sthefirsttimeI’veseenLuisCarloshelpingoutwithdomesticchores.Hehasarep-

utationforbeingsomethingofaplayboyamongtheAmericanstudentsIknowwhohave
stayedatCasaMercy.Heseemstoknowallthehotnightspotsandhemakesnobonesabout
hispartyanimalreputation.Thistripheseemsmoreseriousandtellsushe’splanningto
emigrate.
“Therearenojobshere,nofutureforme.”
Hecomestoseehismother,whohascookedhimalunchofpolloasadooverwhiterice,

beforegoingofftoFrenchclassortoliftweightsandattendaspinningclassatanearbygym.
TheFrenchclassesarepartoftheimmigrationrequirementsformovingtoQuebec,Canada.
ToqualifyforaworkpermithemustpasslanguagetestsinEnglishandFrenchandhaveat
least$3,000tosupporthimforthreemonthswhilehefindsajob.HeattendedtheUniver-
sityofHavanawherehemajoredinaccounting.Aftergraduationhecompletedtwoyears
compulsoryserviceinthearmy,butsincethenit’sbeendifficulttofindajobthatwould
leadtoacareer.Inmanywayshe’semblematicofmanyCubanshisage:well-educated,
gregarious,andeagerforopportunitiesthataresorarelyavailableforyoungpeopleinCuba.
“I’mthelastpersoninmyclassstillinCuba,”hesays,referringtostudentsfromhishigh

schoolyears.
“AlltheresthavealreadygonetoEurope,Mexico,AustraliaortheStates.”
HeplanstomovetoMontrealassoonaspossibleandwiththefullsupportofhisparents.
“I’llgetajobasawaiterorwhateverIcanget,”hesays.
Iaskaboutworkingasanaccountantthere.
“IhavetotakemorecoursesinCanada.MydegreefromtheUniversityhereisnotstrong

enough.”
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El Mundo de Mercedes

“Claudia is coming tomorrow to interview my mother,” Luis Carlos blurts out as he
rushes in the front door of the apartment in the Vedado section of Havana where he grew
up.
“CNN is doing a story about casas particulares, and they’re coming to our apartment to

do the video!”
I’m not surprised that out of the hundreds of private homes in Havana licensed by the

government to rent rooms to tourists, CNN singled out the one operated by Luis Carlos’
mother, Mercedes Gonzalez. You can find it in the guidebooks and it’s one of the nicest
we’ve found in all of Cuba.
It’s 2011, and I’m here on a two-week trip with my wife Virginia who is working on a

photographic project she’s calling “Hemingway in Cuba.” We just happen to be staying at
“Casa Mercy” when CNN decides to do a feature story for its series Destinos, about the
types of accommodations available to tourists visiting this island nation.
But I’m embarrassed to admit to Luis Carlos that I don’t know who Claudia is.
“Claudia, Claudia Palacios,” he says, politely instructingme that her name is pronounced

KLOW-dee-ah and not KLAW-dee-uh. “She’s big; she’s one of the anchors. And she’s
very cute,” he adds with a smile.
I watch the 24-hour news channel on occasion, usually during elections or to follow

breaking national news stories, but I can’t recall seeing Claudia Palacios doing the reporting.
Luis Carlos explains that she’s on the Spanish language affiliate, CNN en Español.
“Si, si of course,” I nod.
I’ve never really watched CNN en Español except to catch a few minutes of a soccer

game while channel surfing in Cuban hotel rooms. And that would only be in a resort
hotel where we hardly ever stay. More modest Cuban hotels or casa particulars, where we
prefer to stay, are forbidden to have cable or satellite TV and only receive a handful of
government-approved channels with old-fashioned antennas.
It would have been a good idea to tune into the channel before traveling to catch up

on news from Cuba and the rest of Latin America in Spanish. But I never found the time
and now Luis Carlos tells us that since we’re the only guests staying at Casa Mercy at the
moment, Claudia may want to interview us about what it’s like to stay in a private home,
why we stay there, what we like about the experience, and when was the first time we
stayed at Casa Mercy.
I’m really getting nervous thinking that they will probably want to do the interview

in Spanish. And while I have taken night classes in the “community language program”
back home inNewHampshire–always placingmyself one level above “rank beginner”–my



1

Dymphna

Theywillhuntyoudown
Walkinghomeinthedaylight
Onyourwayoutatnight

Huntyoudown
Inyourplaceofworship
Inyourplaceofwork

Theplayground,thedivebar
Theneighborhoodthatraisedyou
Thehouseyougrewupin

Whenshesteppedbackonshoreagain
Shemovedveiledinahurry
Eyescaughtinwetsand,pulledfromhorizon

There’sapatronsaintforeverything
Eventhis
Eventhis

MEGHANKELLEHER
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Shehasthewholetopflooralltoherself.(Thegrandmotheraccidentallywalksintoherroom,
mistakingitforherdaughter’sstudy).HerfriendElisewaswaitingforherinthecrowded
ManchesterPiccadillytrainstation.Shelearnedtorideabikeontheleftsideoftheroad,
itwasn’tthathard,whileElisepeddledastealthelectricbikewithacarriageonthefront
whereshecouldputherbabyandastroller.Theyateincrediblelunchesinvariouspubs.
Elise’sbabyColinwasalwayssoeasygoing,ahappylittleguywhowassopleasanttohold,
coddle,singtoandsingtosleep.

Theywentintoafewclothesshops,andsheheldColinwhileElisetriedonsomesweaters.
Oneevening,Elisehadafriendcomefordinner.SheaskedthemwhytheEnglishdrankso
much.Sheexplainedthatshehadwatchedaguydrinkthreepintsofbeerwithoutordering
anyfoodinapubinCarlisle(flashbacktothatpub,withgreasyhairedguylookingathisphone
anddrinkingbeeratstopmotionspeed).TheyclaimedthattheEnglishdrinksomuchbecause
theyaresociallyinept.Theyneedalcoholtohelpthemcommunicate.Really?

SheisnowattheairportinManchesterwaitingforherflightbacktotheStates.Didyou
knowthatyoucoulddoafreeScotchtastingattheduty-free?Asshesitsinthewaiting
area,sherecallshervisitwithFlora.Shewishesthatherdaughterwouldwritetohermore
oftenandtellherwhat’sonhermind.WithbabyColin,thecaretakinggesturescameback
sonaturally,holdingababy,singingsongsandrockinghimtosleep,pushingthestroller
backandforthtokeepitinmotionwhilenotgoinganywhere,clippingandunclipping
thesnuggly,playingpeekaboo,andjustthesheerjoyofholdinghimandwatchinghisgrin
turnintoalaugh.Shemusthavebeenahappymotherwithherchildrenwhentheywere
little.Shehadfantasizedthatherdaughtersandshewouldremaincloseintotheiryearsof
adulthood.It’sreallypainfultoseeyourchildrendriftingawayfromyou.

ShehasClaireTomalin’smemoirtoreadforthetriphome.Itturnsoutthatherfriend
Rasmushadalreadyreadit(hejusttextedherlettingherknowaftershetextedhimwhatshe
wasreading).AnothercoincidencegiventhatshepickeditoutinaWaterstone’s(another
bookstoreinCarlisle)thatwaschockablockfullofbooks.Shehadalmostpickedupthe
newestSallyRooneybutwentforClaireTomalininstead.Sheremembersthatshecould
alsoworkontheJumble®andshouldgetsomewater.(Cuttoblack.Thenaplaneslowly
touchesdownatLoganairportwithOlofArnalds’“Surrender”playingoverthecredits).

ANNABELLECONE
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Death By Online Shopping

buy something that will
change your life
hang on a hanger
cover your body

trigger the sprinklers

like new skin waiting
for warm blood

a window, backdoor
fire escape

MEGHAN KELLEHER

27

and this is the music we have to listen to during breakfast? Why can’t we eat our eggs to
the sounds of Marianne Faithful instead?

(Cut to scene of her eating her eggs, and Marianne Faithful sings on the sound system. First “As
Tears go by,” then cut, no, “Broken English” then cut no, maybe that’s not the music she wants to
hear while eating her eggs. Kate Bush sings a more current song. That’s better.)

She walks to the town center, gets her bearings, wanders into the most incredible second-
hand bookshop, browses, chats with the chap behind the desk, a white rasta who seems very
sharp (browsing inside cavernous bookstore). A Posy Simmonds graphic novel is displayed
in a glass case. He doesn’t know who Simmonds is, she tells him that she made a lot of
money denouncing the ways of the privileged classes, so how does that even work? She
buys the Posy Simmonds to add to her collection of graphic novels. She also buys a book of
short stories written by a local author.

She walked in the countryside, she petted a cow, she chatted with an elderly fisherman who
offered her his cane so that she could climb back up the bank after watching a heron take
off in flight. She went to M+S to buy a small bottle of wine and a sandwich, which she is
drinking and eating in her hotel room as she types on her computer. It’s lonely, but one has
to learn to live with loneliness.

She woke up in the middle of the night and thought about Flora, and she wept like she
hadn’t in years. It’s hard to realize that, at a certain point, what you had with your child, all
that intimacy and closeness and sharing of experiences are gone. Flora felt like a stranger.
She has chosen Angus (her boyfriend) and Glasgow, and has quite literally put a huge space
between herself and her family.

It’s a good thing that her friend Rasmus back home keeps sending her the Jumble® from
the daily newspaper (the very newspaper that is delivered in those aforementioned plastic
bags). The Jumble® keeps her mind going, and it gives her the feeling that Rasmus really
cares about her.

Now for Manchester. The train trip was spectacular. Beautiful countryside. (Face glued to
train window).

Her Airbnb hosts in Manchester–Whalley Range to be exact–are Italian. The husband
helped her lock a bike that she borrowed from her friend Elise. He also smokes dope and
drinks wine and leaves the dope butts in little glass jars all over the small rear garden. And
the old Italian grandma is walking around with nothing to do. It’s a bit weird.
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Church

Peoplebuychurchestoturnthemintocondos
Peoplerentcondosthatusedtobechurches

Theirlivingroomwallsarestainedglasspuzzles
Thesunreachesthroughhazyneonpastels

Tenantspacenakedupintheclerestory
Fightwiththeirpartners,smashglassesofwhiskey

Lettrashsitandstink,piledishesinthesink
Theytakelongshowersandmakesenseofthings

Fromthestreet,theyareghostshauntinganancientstructure
Pouringtheirmorningcoffee,blowingoutcandlesbeforebed

Movingthrougharoutine
Performingasacredritual

MEGHANKELLEHER
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SpeakingofRousseauandChardin,shefinallyencounteredsomeGlaswegianunfriendli-
ness.Inthemessofabookstorecalled“VoltaireandRousseau,“acatwasfloppedonapile
ofbooksrightnexttotheowner,seatedbehindadesk.Sheaskedhim(theowner,notthe
cat)ifshecouldgetaphoto(whichadmittedlyisannoying),andhebarelylookedatherin
silencewitha“no”onhisface.

Glasgow’sWestEndhasperfectrowsofrowhouseswiththeirperfectlyplantedfrontgar-
dens.Shewonders,fromtheperspectiveofanimmigrantorarefugee,whetherthisisthe
apogeeofcolonization.That’swhatitwasallfor,sothathundredsofthousandsofBrits
couldhavetheirnicerowhousewiththeirtidyfrontgarden.

Backto“Motherland.”ShequitelikesthecharacternamedLiz,she’sincrediblyfunnyand
getsthebestlines.ShenoticedthatLizhadanaccentthatshecouldn’tplace.Turnsout
theactressisfromManchester.Shegetstosaythingslike,“I’vehaditwiththeyummy
mummificationoftheHighStreet”and“Iwouldn’tmindgettingpoisoned,youknow,go
intohospital,haveabitofarest.”

Beingalonemeansthatshehastimetodraw,likethatfireplaceinherbedroominGlasgow.
Shedidloadsofcross-hatching.Bloodyhellastheysayhere.SeeingtheWhistlersatthe
Hunterianremindedherthatdrawingandsketchingarehardwork.

NowsheisinCarlisle,England,justsouthoftheScottishborder.It’sahalfwaypointof
sortsbetweenGlasgow,andManchesterwhereshewillspendafewdayshangingoutwith
herfriendElise.ThetrainfromGlasgowtoCarlislewasapartyonwheels.Totalpande-
monium.Fortunately,shesatwiththreepassengerswhowerelovely.Shewasluckytoget
aseat.Britishtrainsarenotoriouslyashitshow.TheBritishhaveanothermajorflaw:they
drinktoomuch.(Montageofdrinkingonthetrain,drinkingoutsidepubs,drinkinginapark,
drinkingatacheaphotelbar.Forthedrinkingsceneonthetrain,itwouldbeinslow-mo,withtwo
enormouscasesofBudweiserbeingrippedopen,cansbeingpassed–tossed–around).

Carlislehastherichprettysideandthepooruglyside.Herhotelisonthepooruglyside.
(Shegoesdowntobreakfast.Inspectswhatisunderneaththemetallids.Firstsausage,thenbacon,
thenmysteryfood–deepfriedtriangles:fish?–thenobviouslybeansbythelookofthespoon—–for
anymeal,reallyunappetizing–thenmushrooms–forbreakfast?–theneggs.Shescoopseggsontoher
plate.Shegoestothecoffeemachine.Makesherselection.Therearefourspouts.Oneofthespouts
isspewingliquidandmissinghercup.Shequicklymovesthecupintobetterposition.Whatis“white
coffee”?Shesitsdownandeatsinacorner.Themusicisplaying“Ohwhatanight.”)

ThisisthelandoftheBeatles,theRollingStones,PinkFloyd,LedZeppelin,nottomen-
tionEricClaptonandalltheBritishbandsofthesixties,fromtheAnimalstotheZombies,
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Can you smell it? The air is amber, like honey,

not alerts. Leaves shimmer and shiver their way
through the humid breeze, sifting slowly to settle
on grass long dead and crisp. So much golden light
comes from distress. Droughts push trees to shed
leaves, precious jewels discarded and scattered,
whispering onto surfaces. But there are warnings:
wood smoke, skittering chipmunks, ghost-cries
of migrating Canada geese performing aerobatics,
floating and turbulent, arcing through haze.
Hints of cooler days filter in the shadows. I am alert
to changes, hushed hedges, to crickets singing sleep.

CARLENE M. GADAPEE
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Back to Glasgow. The city of incredibly friendly people and incredible coincidences. The
man living across the landing from her, the husband of her Airbnb hostess, is somebody she
knows through her work on comics. She didn’t know he lived there though. She knew this
neighbor across the landing guy through conferences and reading his work. Weird. But
heck, this trip, in a pandemic, with all the other weird stuff that’s going on, has to have
some kismet, right?

It’s lonely in Glasgow, despite the aforementioned accidental encounter with her neigh-
bor and her daughter Flora, the intended purpose of this trip. She has spent a great deal
of time alone. It’s a good thing that she was able to watch Netflix. Fun to watch British
series while in Britain. First “Sex Education” (season 3 was a bit problematic, the feminazi
principal who can’t reproduce vs the mother earth sex goddess therapist: what’s the point?
Don’t repress? Repression is bad for you? Of course it is). Now it’s “Motherland” which
has a working mom that nails the balancing act right on the head. Except that she does
drink an awful lot of coffee in a café. Realistically a working mom does not have time for
that.

Flora has also recommended an old series with a young David Tennant, “Taking over the
Asylum.” She watches a bit of it on YouTube because none of the streaming services that
she subscribes to has it. When DT says “BEG” for “big,” she pauses the computer and
views it again and again. She loves the Scottish accent.

So what is she doing here? Flora doesn’t need her. She can’t really do anything for her.
They did have a good set of conversations during their meals and walks. But there’s always
a need to keep herself in check, for fear of saying something that might upset Flora. And
she is visiting during abnormal times (unless of course, this is the beginning of a new nor-
mal, in which one swabs one’s nose constantly, and worries constantly that one of us is sick).

She quite liked the Hunterian gallery. The Whistlers, the ones with barely anything on
them, were amazing. And his wife, poor Beatrix, was an accomplished artist herself. What
a wonderful surprise to see the Chardin as well. The first paper that she ever delivered was
on women’s work in Chardin and Rousseau. In Florida, when she was very pregnant with
Caroline, her other daughter, the one who lives in New Mexico. Chardin, meanwhile,
elevated female labor to a higher aesthetic, to make the viewer appreciate the labor of the
working classes, male and female, but mostly female.
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Potential

Straight’un,rareenough.Giveyoutopdollar.
Thegrizzledmanspokearoundthefrayed
toothpicklodgedfirmlyinhisteeth.Twelve,
mebbefifteenfeetofgoodboardlumber.
Haveitouttaherenextweek,slick’sanything.
Hesees,ofcourse,whatcouldbe.Butthis
ismytree,asentinelvisiblefromfardown
theroad,sparedwhenallbrushandbramble
werecutdown,clearingspaceforthehouse.
No.Lethimgoaskingafterothertrees.
I’llforegothedollarsandkeepthesense.

CARLENEM.GADAPEE
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studiowherechildrencanpaintonthechinaware.There’salsoarestaurantandavintage
clothingstore.

Shetookafriendtothevintageclothingstorejusttheotherday.ItwasrightaftertheMet
Gala,andtheyhadtotalkaboutAOC’sdress.AhtheMetGala.Partofherthinksit’stotal
crap,andofcourse,partofherwishesthatshecouldstandonthosestepsinafabulousgown
andbephotographed.Everylittlegirl’sdream,right?

SheisaretiredFrenchprofessorwithastudio.Whatdoesshedoinherstudio?Whatever
thefuckshewants.Delpywouldapprove.Atthemoment,thedressprojectmostly.She
watchesNetflixseriesandsewsrosesmadeoutofplasticbagsontousedbridesmaiddresses.
Soshelookslikesheisdoingsomethingthatanartistwoulddo.Mostoftheartistsaround
herareolderwhitewomenwholiveontheirhusbands’income,andsotheycandowhat-
everthefucktheywant.

Shedoesn’tliveonherhusband’sincomebecauseshedoesn’thaveahusband.Atleastnot
anymore.Sheactuallyhadtwo.Theygavehersomemoney,butcertainlynotenoughto
liveon.Shehassomefamilymoneyastheysay.Andheck,shehasaretirementaccount
fromherteachingjobatthelocalcollege.

Shejustfoundout,fromanacademicwebsite,thatsheisquotedinananthologyoftheory
andcriticism.WTFthat’sexciting.Whocares.Well,shedoes,alittle.Shecouldspendher
retirementgoingthroughtheAcademiawebsite,lookingupeveryarticleandbookchapter
she’severbeenquotedin.Thereareprobablypeoplewhoactuallydothat.(Rapidmontage
ofdozensofAcademiapageswiththesameauthor’snameappearingoneachpage).Regularly.
That’spartofthereasonwhysheleftacademia.Academicsaresonarcissistic.Theynever
leftschool,sothey’reimmatureadults,permanentlyeagertobeatthetopoftheirclass.

Theremustbesomethingelsetoachieveouttherebesideswellwrittenanalyticalpapers
andcrypticbooksthatnobodyreads.

Whatisthearcofthisstorythatshewouldliketosetinaconvertedbreadfactorythat
lookslikealittleBeaubourg?Shelikestothinkthatawomanwhoreachessixtyandwho
hasn’tfulfilledherlifedreamyetmightfinishaplayandreceiveanofferfromsomearts
organizationtoproduceit.Ormaybeherdressprojectwillendupinanexhibitsomewhere,
somesmallmuseumwithafocusonrecycledart.Attheopeningofthisexhibitinwhich
herdressprojecthasbeenincluded,shewouldwearaninterestingoutfit,thussatisfyingher
desiretogototheball.ShewillbewearingaveryPCoutfitfromalesser-knowndesigner
whohasretrofittedanolddress.Easyenough.Thevintageclothingstoreinherbuilding
hasplentyofretrofittedoldgownstochoosefrom.
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Mystery cycle

I come in the middle of the January of his life,
holy in this task and rope off space around us.

Like how some molecules huddle in a ring to repel
what’s beyond.

He reaches for some folded map and catches

my face with the bend of his finger.

What I took from him, what he took from me.
What I took to be chapter 11 was chapter II.
The bag of drugs I found on the ground and took to be a gift.

Beginningless.
We lost our shells 140 million years ago.

Behind us are the Futurists
and the double deck trams.

LAUREN HILGER
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delicious blue cheese she has ever tasted, but there was so much of it that she asked if she
could take the rest with her, always a bit embarrassing to ask, but there was no problem, he
brought a little carboard box to take with her.

Later: she purchased a bottle of organic red wine at the nearby express supermarket, and
that and the leftover blue cheese were her dinner.

The jetlag sends her into weird head spaces. For instance, she realizes that when she watches
a tv series and sews plastic flowers on dresses, she sometimes gets confused about reality. She
imagines that she is with both the lawyer character from an Australian series, that one ended
a little too suddenly, and Julie Delpy as a chef in LA. Her space/time continuum is messed
up. (She is a chef sewing plastic flowers on dresses in front of herself as a judge wearing a wig).

She is also working on plays. Well, one play. It’s about the 18th Century French artist
Elizabeth Vigée-Lebrun. She imagines what it would be like if the French artist had a long
conversation with a modern-day art historian, also a woman. She is fascinated by all kinds
of women. They’re in her blog.

She has a blog. In her blog, which is mostly about used clothes, because she loves shopping
in second-hand shops, she also writes about famous women and how they dressed. Right
now, she wishes that she could write a play about LeeMiller, the photographer, Elise Schia-
parelli, the designer, andMartha Gellhorn, the journalist. When we get to the war, oh, that
imagined conversation might turn ugly. ES was not very clear during the war, while LM
and MG were totally clear whose side they were on. (LM tells ES that she was a collaborator
while MG smokes a cigarette while typing on a typewriter. All three are wearing beautiful clothes).

Where would her tv series take place? LA? No, enough of LA. They have their own reality.
Where she lives in New England? With loads of well-intentioned white people. Recently
she went to a black burlesque show in Vermont where the audience was made up of hun-
dreds of WIWPs. It was weird. Nothing against WIWPs. She is one of them. She’s never
done the Peace Corps though, or volunteered in a prison, a soup kitchen or a homeless shel-
ter. She would love it if her series could take place mostly in the building where she has her
studio, also in Vermont. It’s an old, converted bread factory, a small Beaubourg, with its
bold colors, and pipes and vents painted in silver.

Her studio. Her “studio.” She would have a studio in her series. She loves her studio. It’s
quiet, in a building full of WIWPs. Massage therapists, acupuncturists, artists, a pottery
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Character

Whenitmeanstheyouleftonothers.

WhenItoldmyselfkeepitupkeepitup,likeIdidwhenIhadwithme

mymacheteandcutbambootwentyfeetandcarrieditdownamountain.

WhenitmeanswhatI’mclaimingmine.

WhenIleanedonearmagainstthewall
andmadeofmybody
avelvetdrapedcurtainfiftyfeethigh.

Mygrandkidswillsaygrandmaohgrandma.

Isenditout.
Smoketothelowercasepartsofme.
Ishareherblunt.

Whatisitaboutyou,thethingaroundyouthatissobig

Youdonotknowit.

LAURENHILGER
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theconceptualartistinhertoemerge.Whynot?Shehasa“studio”inabuildingfullof
artists.Justtheotherday,shewasshowingherstudiotoafriendandherfriend,andthey
werefawningoverthedressproject,andshewashavingtroubletakingthemseriously.(Two
womenmakesuggestionsastowheresheshouldsewplasticflowersnext,theythentelleachother
whatanawfulanduglyprojectitiswhensheexcusesherselftogotothebathroom).

Sheisalsosavingbottlecaps.Foranotherartproject.Andlittleboxes.Andthankyou
cards.Sheisthinkingofputtingthethankyoucardsinsidethelittleboxes.(Sheputscards
inboxes,onthefloor,andmovesthemaround.Actionspeedsuptotimelapsespeed).

Shehastwogrowndaughters.Theyhavebothmovedfaraway.OnelivesinSantaFe,
NewMexico,whiletheotherlivesinGlasgow,Scotland.Shemissesthem,shewantsto
spendmoretimewiththem.Dotheywanttospendtimewithher?(LoganAirportterminal
gate,womansittingandtypingonhercomputer).

It’sabitsurreal,travelingabroadforthefirsttimesincethepandemicstarted.Shehears
foreignlanguagesspokenallaroundher.Thesecuritylineremainsatotalshitshow,but
shedidhaveaquickchatwithawomanaheadofherwhowaswaitingforherstuffatthe
sametimeasshewas.ThewomanwasgoingtoVerona,Italy.Atthecheck-in,youhave
topresent1.Yourpassport2.Yourvaccinationcardand3.YourCOVIDtest.Reminder
toself:keeptheCOVIDtest(aprintout)atthetopofthepileofprintouts,notattheback.
Butitwasnobigdeal.We’llseehoweasytheBritswillbe.ShehasherQRcodeallset,so
hopefully,deepbreath,nobigdeal.

NowsheisinGlasgow.Onthebusgoingintothecity,shecouldn’thelpbutoverhearthree
guyschattingintheseatsnexttohers.Firsttheytalkedsoccer(Chelsea,Tottenham,which
playerplayswell,whichplayerplayedwell,the80s)thentheywereofftoschoolreunions,
thento“laggers”and“ales”(“aisles”).Thenoneoftheguysmakestheclaimthatwomen
areexpensivedatesbecausetheyalwaysorderfancycocktails.Atthatpoint,shecouldn’t
keepquietanymore,JulieDelpyetal.haveemboldenedher,andshehastointerjectthat
thisisagrossgeneralization,thatsheishappytoorderasimplebeer.Oneoftheotherguys
jokesthatsheis“acheapdate”(!)towhichshereplies,withsomeirony,“Ihaveoften
thoughtofmyselfinthatpreciseway.”Uproariouslaughterfromallthreemen.Jeez,it
doesn’ttakemuchtomakethreeguyslaugh.

SheisnowsittingatacafénearherAirbnbinGlasgow’sWestEnd,waitingforthecheck
inhour.DayonesofarconfirmshowreliablyfriendlytheGlaswegianscanbe.Atthecafé
wheresheiswaitingforthe3PMcheckin,thewaiteractuallyaskedherhowherflight
went,didshesleep(yes,Ihadtwoseats,thenIhadthree,luckyme),andwhetherthetim-
ingwasnowokaywiththecheckin(whensheaskedforthebill).Hebroughtherthemost
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Missing in Missed Moments

1/ Missing: Each Time

Each time I miss you
A bud begins to bloom

So you are surrounded by flowers
Everywhere you go

Each time I miss you
A dot of light pops up

So you are illuminated by a whole sky
Of stars through the night

2/ Craving in Missed Moments

Within the smallest measurement of a zeptoosecond
At the boldest spot of the present moment

Upon the shortest daybreak above the horizon
Of a dream, in the longest nights of

A lunar or solar month, throughout the slowest seasons
As they come & go, there is agitation, & it is

During all this time that the agitation persists, within the inner-
Most heart of my heart, where my entire protoself agitates
Amidst agitations; it is then & there that I crave you

 

YUAN CHANGMING
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The Pitch

Julie Delpy. On the Verge. And Joanna Hogg. She wants to make a tv series about a
woman a bit like her, that combines Joanna Hogg’s minimalist approach to filmmaking
(tableau framing) with Delpy’s womancentric approach in her series “On the Verge.”

She is a woman in her sixties. She has left a job that used to be interesting. She traveled
abroad with students and lived in French cities where the city was the classroom, and stu-
dents showed moderate interest. (Cut to a montage of students taking selfies, and photos of food
in a restaurant in Lyon, napoleons in a patisserie window, the “Napoleon coronation painting” in
the Louvre, selfies in the Louvre, selfies on a bateau mouche on the Seine). She also taught courses
on literature, film, and comics, and organized cultural events. She taught classes that ex-
amined closely the elections in France.

That all changedwhen her department created a newworld order (The series, “TheChair”?
She doesn’t need to see that after living through it in reality). Her last years teaching were
soulless.

Instead of whining, it was time to do something else.

She worked at a used bookstore where she had great difficulty with the computer while
checking out customers. (Cut to her struggling with an old Windows screen, going slowly with
the credit card, beeping from the machine, messages on the screen quite literally saying, “You’re
doing it wrong”). She had to consult her hand scribbled cheat sheet every single time, and
even then, she made mistakes. (Customer: never mind, I’ll come back later when the owner is
done with her lunch break).

She volunteers at an art gallery once a week. She sits behind a desk and greets visitors.
Sometimes they refuse to wear a mask, and that becomes a bit challenging. (A couple walks
in not wearing a mask. Hi, welcome. Have you ever visited before? Ah it’s your first time. Where
are you folks visiting from? Did you know that our city had a mask ordinance? Ah okay, thanks
for stopping by! As the couple leave). Otherwise, it’s fine. She moves chairs into the big room
for events like gallery talks and storytelling. She serves wine at openings. She works on the
roses for her dress project.

The dress project? Yes, she’s decided to save newspaper delivery bags and sew them on
gowns that she finds in second-hand stores. What for? It’s an art project. She’s allowing
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Steller’sSeaCows

Whicharenotjustmanatees?

Therearethreetypes?

Whosepelvisesare,yes,vestigial?

Whosebonesaresuspended?

IntheFinnishMuseumofNaturalHistory?

WhereIhaveneverbeen?

WhoserangewaswiderinthePleistocene?

WhichiscolloquiallyknownastheIceAge?

AmovieIwatchedintheatersasakidonesummer?

InNewYorkCity?

Thetemperaturedifferencewashardtoparse?

Theiceboxtheater,thesweatingstreets?

Whowouldn’thavenightmares?

Steller’sseacowsare“positivelybuoyant”?

AphraseIfearcoulddescribemyattitudetowardstrangers?

TheseacowstaxonomicorderiscalledSirenia?

I’llspareyouthemetaphors?Theodyssey?

Wherearethedeadseacows?

Whatwereyousaying?

KATHERINEGIBBEL
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TheRareOldTimes

Iseethemmostclearly
WhenIclosemyeyes
Anddreamsunfoldmymemories
Andbringoutthephotographs.

Theclearestsongsareheard
Inthetotalsilence
Upfromthedeepestplaces
Ihearfamiliarmusic.

CousinJohnatBunratty
SingingTheRoseofTralee
Orplayingthemouthorgan
Myfathertoldme.

Heplayedthetwelvestring
AtagiginaDublinpub
CousinJimmyonthebanjo
Mymothersaid.

CousinMaryplayedtheBodhran
Pennywhistle,accordion
KepttimefortheIrishreel
BeforeTheFusiliersbegan.

TheFieldsOfAthenry
AndSpancilHill
WhiskeyOnASunday
InTheTownILovedSoWell.

ThesememoriesIcherish
Theyareallthat’sleft
Treasuredinthesecretplaces
Dreamsknowwheretheyarekept.

GRACECRUMMER
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The Opera Singers Stand Like Paper

The opera singers stand like paper

cutouts on the stage where the stone’s a trick

of the set; one turns away from the chorus

“My homeland” they cry

Yes, in the opera the trees move close

“That oboe,” Angie says

I think about Kevin. The set opens

The violin moving like a skirt in the dark

KATHERINE GIBBEL
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Well Spring

Smoke billows
from the sugar house, snow shakes down softly and mud,
free from the melting.

Grey like skies where light hides, we haven’t seen sun for days.

Time for all
new sprouts pushing out
tender against these biting nights.

Blow it out, stomp it down, go back to sleep. Wishing for when all was quiet
and dead again.

AINSLEYWELSH
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SnowinJanuary

alldaythesnowdriftsdown
incurdstobuttertheroadsin
slickcreamthechickadeesdrain
thefeederseedbyseedandthe
juncoshidetheirwhitebellies
inthewhippeddriftfourinches
ofglassandairseparatemy
breathfromtheirstheirwings
pushshapesintothelightIam
seenorunseenithardlymatters
ourheartsbeatingkindling
thesestrangefiresthatflame
forsuchashortandbrillianttime

REBECCASIEGEL
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SunnysideUpatTheSunriseCafe

Oh,tobethefriedegg
ontheblueplate
slidingdownthecounter
withmysunnysideup,
meandmyhomefryfriends,
maybemybuddytoast
allbutteredononeside,
MarilynandElviswinkingdown
fromoverthepass-through
asIcometoaperfectstop
infrontofyou.
You’vegotthedailynews
openedonyourright,
knifeandforkonyourleft&
yousay,Hey,Dolores,howaboutsomeJoe?
&shefillsyourightuptothebrim.

Iknowit’snotmuch,
butit’snotnothingeither,
tobepartofthatstory,
tobethereatthestart
ofeachday–whenyousay
You’reagoodegg,Dolores,
Ishouldhavemarriedyou
whenIhadthechance,
andshelaughsherbeautifullaugh.

BROOKEJAMES
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Baruch

I don’t know myself–my bones are
strangers though we’ve carried each
other like a fragile egg through these
years every morning reminds me of
what I don’t know this hand for in
-stance I’m told I should know its back
like the hum of my name but each inch
of nail is new today–every line an im–
migrant freshly arrived and welcome
to this odd landscape.

I heard one woman say she wore
her age like a string of pearls–she
glistened in her own brilliance.

Some days I’m afraid to ask a question
–some days I am a stone–some
days I am the hoof prints of a deer
in the mud that seams the forest path.

This evening a hawk drew a thin dagger
across the taut grey skin of the sky, split
the rain-thick air into before and af–

ter–in the east three northbound geese
baruched toward the new pond the spring
drench made in the old hay field.

It took me all these years to hear what
I had heard–how many more until I
unfold my own unfamiliar wings–inhale
into my expanding breast–fly north
following the river, calling everything below
blessed, blessed, blessed, blessed.

REBECCA SIEGEL
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Daily Communion at the MiniMart on Rte 31

You can find us here
most every day at dawn,
some in finery,
some in flannel,
bowed and shuffling forward
in a single silent line,
waiting our turn
for Gladys to call us Hon,
to pour fresh hot brew
into our empty cups,
to place a cruller dusted with sugar
in our outstretched hands.
We drop coins into a basket,
murmur thanks, lift our heads,
walk out into the sunlight,
then pause to spend some time
leaning into one another–
How about Afghanistan,
that hurricane down south,
those fires out west,
the damn Delta variant
and, tell me, how’s your wife,
your husband mother father
sister brother daughter son,
your job, your health
and that chicken of yours,
the one with the broken leg?
We climb into our cars,
wave to one another, drive off,
one hand on the wheel,
the other holding steady
our cup of Joe.

BROOKE JAMES
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crouchedinthegarden,digging

birdskullintheearth
dormantroots,seedhusk
bitsoffloweredchina

roofingnails,rodenttunnel
nutshelletchedbytinyteeth
brokenclaypipe

whatyouseeisnotallthereis:
evennow,unwitting,youcouldbe
kneelingonaheart

CLYDEWATSON
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SpringFever

Wewenttothegreenhouse
tolookforplantsandblooms
Shewantedtopastethemintheground
havethemspringuplikestunnedkites
Ididn’tknowwhattolookfor
afewredsandwhites
Ididn’tcare
Thepeoniesorwhateverwouldgrow
andstandoutinfright
EveryyearI’dseethem
becomingstartlingbold
suddenannunciationssoonafter
thesnowsleft

Butthatwouldbeit
Latertherepetitionwould
takethemdown,palled
bytheannualstormsofsecondsight

L.A.RENZA
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Triptych

*
Banks of darkness
air so cold it shatters
into star shards
bursts of shining ice.
Darkness comprised of such light.

*
Body so slight it barely showed under the herringbone blanket.
Subtle shadows suggesting shoulders, hips, knees, feet.
No movement, the end of being alive,
when the moment came, I disbelieved it.
A raven distracted my grief at the window. Curls of water rose and fell
along the endless shore, dashing against sand, flattening out to rise again.
A sad motion that kept repeating. Lavender tears, silver droplets.
A fly, stupid with cold, on its back cycling for hours, buzz dulling to silence.

*
Trees along the highway
shine in wet sun
blind me with crimson,
burnt sienna, cadmium yellow light:
my father’s watercolor palette
smeared with blobs of dried paint.

Each gust of wind
pours down leaves
that twirl and race
alongside my speeding car.
White doves float
in my head
as if real.

CLYDEWATSON
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The Gleaners

Crows land in the shorn fields,
ink blots on snow

Time, a half dollar
tucked neatly in my pocket

My cold-bruised lungs

Embedded in my right thigh,
a tick

The bite blooms red
and round like a zinnia

We see the horizon
We take all we can

SHARI ALTMAN


