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find,seeingsomethingbestnotseen.Buthell,Ithink,ifit’sgonnabesomebodyitbestbe
me.It’stherightthingtodo,Itellmyself,andifIjustcurledupbackhomeandalerted
the“proper”authoritiesIcouldjustaboutguaranteehowfarthatobservationwouldgo.
Maybethey’dsendadog,butIdoubtit.I’vecometofindthatifatrailisn’troad-worthy,
mostlawenforcementtypeswon’tbother.ButgoddamnithereIamandhowaboutstop
beingsuchabitchaboutit?
Imoveforwardontowardswhateveritis.DeeperanddarkerIgo.

AARONMICHAELHODGE
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arson investigation. Word is the owner was off at one of his other homes in Florida or South
Carolina, I can’t remember exactly, and just found out about the whole mess. ‘Course that
don’t mean he could’t have been involved in the first place, but seems unlikely. It was a new
build, and they were planning to move in for the summer. Something like that anyway. No
real motive.
I grab a headlamp and step outside. It’s quiet up here save for the wind that of course is

just starting to pick up now that I’ve made an appearance. Like I’ve disturbed something
or some dark omen is attempting to communicate with me. I ignore the thought and make
a beeline to the backyard, half-expecting some wrinkly old woman in a robe to appear and
offer to grant me wishes. I think I’ve got my fairy tales mixed up, but there’s something
spooky about it all that’s making my brain work in strange ways.
I’m praying that this is all a mistake, that there really was nothing that I saw, and it can

all be easily explained away just as soon as I get a good look at the indents in the hardpack,
the surface details that will hopefully reveal your average feral prints of various woodland
critters. Nothing to see here, time to go back to the pad and light a bowl, rest up for another
day of back-breaking labor. If only. I say that because it’s pretty clear from the start that
what I saw is correlating with reality and I’m in too deep already. They’re footprints alright.
Human. Diving straight into the darkness to God-knows-where.
I ponder my topographical orientation and realize I’ve been up back this way before dur-

ing some of my grouse-hunting misadventures. Before all the posted signs started showing
up. Seems more and more a man can’t find a decent place to hunt, what with all the land
being bought up and “PRIVATE PROPERTY,” a mandate to steer clear or get fucked. I
guess I understand it, but also not really. Like, where’s the liberty in that? As if guys wan-
dering in the woods are a real nuisance to society. Kind of makes me think of that Robert
Frost poem, and I can’t remember if he was the asshole in it or not. Point being, I know
the layout roughly enough to remember there being a steep drop and a fast stream pushing
brook status somewhere abouts.
On top of it all it’s a full moon, which feels like strike three, but is kind of a godsend

seeing as my headlamp turns out to be dead and I ain’t got any spare triple-A batteries lying
about. Terrific. Time to go all Ghost Recon on this half-baked investigation. I’m a bit
stunned to be the lead dog on this bread-crumb trail, but then again, I’ve never known
arson to be a thoroughly hounded crime. Firehouse nuts like Chief Roberts like a good fire,
whatever the origin. Helps justify the costs of the department to the taxpayers, which he
then keeps locked out. I’m beginning to think too much for my own good.
A sharp gust of raw wind plants me back in the here and now. I don’t like it, but I don’t

have a choice at this point. So, I put one foot in front of the other, nice and slow, like the
ol’ Christmas jingle with the snow wizard and young Kringle. I even hum a few bars to
get up the gusto. Step after step right past the tree-line and into the thicket. Easy does
it. Every twig and bush shaking in the night breeze makes me jump a little. I’m not sure
if I’m scared of something or someone, or just maybe finding something I wish I didn’t
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Wouldyousay,good?
Mmm,definitelybetter.Alittlesore.
Iknowwhatcanhelpwiththat,shesaysassheunfurlspassagetothewarmfleecycovers.

Inodslowlyandrummagethroughtheclosestdrawerinstead.
MindifIsmoke?
Goahead,shemurmurs.
Wantsome?
No,Ishouldn’t.I’mon-dutytonight.
Justhavewhat’s-his-facedriveandyouhandlethepatient-care.
SometimesIwanttodrive.
Toomuchpatient-carelastnight?
Apparentlynotenough,shesayswiththoseeyebrows.
It’snotlikethat…I’vegotajobinterviewlater.
Oh.
Yeah.That’sall.
Forwhat?
Youknow,Idon’twanttotalkaboutitunlessit’sgonnahappen.Badluckandallthat.
Hmmm.
YouthinkI’mlying?
Ididn’tsaythat.
Notwithyourwords.
Withmybody?
Yeah.
Let’stalkwithourbodiesthen.
Well…

*

It’spracticallynightfallbythetimeIescapeandsetoutforthefire-ground,whichisfor
thebestsinceChiefRobertshasprobablybeenupanddownthatroadallday,takingphotos
andlookingpositivelycheerful.ProblemisIcan’tremembertheaddress,soI’mdriving
aroundonpureinstinct.Somehowlookingatthetopsofallthetreesprovidestheright
doseofrecollectionandIfeelI’mmakingprogress.OnwardsandupwardsIdriveuntilI’m
zig-zaggingupwhatmustbethatgodforsakenhillwetrekkedlastnight.I’mjustthrough
mythird180turnwhen,sureasshit,I’mthere.Nothingbutaheapleft,someremnantsof
thefoundationvisible,andasolitaryarchwaystillupright,kindofsad-looking,likeallhis
friendsandfamilyaredeadandthereheis,notknowingwhattodoorwheretobe.Ijust
aboutchokeupforasecond.Weirdhowthathappenssometimes.
Idriverightuptothewreckageandsitforaminuteortwo,kindofwonderingwhatI

thinkI’mdoinghereinthefirstplace,butalsorunningthroughmyheadthehearsayofthe
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between us. She’s giving me that look of detachment that I find paramedics are so good at.
It’s amusing but I’m also exhausted, so I just plop down and lay my head back while she
rolls up my sleeve, gripping my arm just so, and wraps the blood pressure cuff around my
bicep, firm from all the exertion. She hits the monitor, and the cuff starts pumping. And
pumping. And pumping. She gives me a little eyebrow action, indicating she’s concerned
for my well-being. Finally, the damn thing constricts the artery enough to give me a solid
reading.
I think you should stay here for a bit until your blood-pressure drops. It’s concerning as

it is.
Runs in the family.
This is normal?
I wouldn’t know.
Work with me here.
I don’t know what to tell you.
How do you feel right now?
I feel…wired. But good. It’s been a long night.
You feel alright to drive home?
Sure.
I’m not so sure.
Are you holding me hostage?
I’ll drive you home from the station.
Well…
Ok?
I look over at her marshmallow EMT partner who is definitely not picking up on what

is transpiring, just accepting her ploy as standard medical practice among responders.
I suppose.
Good. Just to be safe.

*

The next day. Somewhere in the early morning haze I call my boss and tell him no way
was I coming in. A few hours after that I emerge from the fog and start to kick my way out
of the blankets and stumble toward the window. I know I should feel a little stronger about
the fact that Sasha stayed over last night, but my mind keeps going back to the mysterious
footprints in the snow. Those eyes. I look out and see the sky’s got that silver-gray coat to
it, not terribly visible but not overcast either. I know where I’m going.
Just as I turn, I can see she’s watching me, all coy-like. I smile and try to pretend there’s

nothing else on my mind.
How’s the patient this morning?
Oh, not so bad.
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SugarHill

[excerptfromanovella]

Iwagertherearefewsightsthatstrikeyoudeadlikethefirstmomentyoulayeyesona
housefire.Stillstandingbutcompletelyconsumedwithin,everywindowanddormera
pyrotechnicdisplayofcatastrophe.Butafterthatsplitsecond,you’vegottosnapbackto
theplan.I’mtryingtoseparatemyselfandscantheperimeterforapropersceneassessment
whenIcatchaflashofmovementoffinthebackwoods,likeafoxoradeer.Ican’ttellif
I’mintoodeepwiththehighofitall,orifit’sjustshadow-playfromthecinder-box,butI
swearIcouldseeeyeslookingbackatmethroughthescarletglow.Istarttosaysomething
whenMurphyspotsadryhydrantdownthedarkroadanditlookslikeI’llbehoofingthe
largediametersonareverselayashegetsrightonuptothehouseforBubskitodeploy
theattacklineandchargewater.Gottogettowork.So,Ipopoutofthecab,throwmy
helmeton,andclicksomeloosestrapsonmywaytothehose-bed,hoistingupafewrungs
andhookingthelasso,yankingtheendofthelineoutandpullingitalonginstride.I’m
glidingthroughtimeandspace.
NowImightaswellskipovertheplay-by-play,sincethesesortsofthingsareonlyin-

terestingtothosephysicallyinattendanceandlockedinbattle.Needlesstosay,wedump
thousandsofgallonsofwateronthislostcause;Bubskisweatin’throughhisbunkergear
andreadytotapoutassoonasthenextenginearrives.Thosetwoandahalfinchhosescan
reallybuckyouaround,butI’vegottheol’bentkneetrickallworkedout,andbasically
sitonthethingwhileIcontemplatetheblazebeforemewithalazysweepofthearms.It
becomesprettyrhythmicandI’mbarelyusinganystrength,somymindbeginstowander
backtothoseeyes.It’sdarkashellbutIcanseewhatlookslikefissuresinthesnowleading
intothebackwoods,possiblyfootprints.Imakeamentalnoteofit.Ofcourse,bytheendof
thenightthere’sbeenfirefightersallovertheproperty,allthree-hundredandsixtydegrees
ofit,performinggruntlaboreverywhichway,thatnoonenoticesthesetofprintsleading
awayfromthescene.Exceptme.
Idon’tknowwhy,butIkeepittomyself.Justdoffedmygearafterthefightandshotthe

shitwiththeboys,suckingdownbottlesofwaterandsayin’alltheusualstuff,butmostly
staringintothenightandwatchingthesteamriseoffofourbodieslikethesmolderingof
thepile.It’sincrediblehowhappyeveryonealwaysisafterahouseburnsdown.It’sthe
mostexercisesomeoftheseguysgetallyear.
Weeachgetassessedbytheambulancecrewafterwards,andcomemyturn,Istepinto

thebackofthetruck,andsureenoughit’sSasha.We’vegotalittlebitofawill-we-won’t-
wekindofthinggoing,butthemomentumhitawallsomewhereandnowthingsareweird
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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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• Narrative poems from my namesake Aunt Eleanor that are hard to follow. I connect
more with a slip of paper I find among her work scrawled in pencil, “At times, I think
my mind is a mine of trivialities.” This I share with family ranging from age 11 to 81
by SMS and receive emojis in return.

As my grandmother’s Aunt Ruth wrote of her New Hampshire childhood in American
KitchenMagazine in 1902, more than one kind of history repeats itself. Ruth was talking about
the family habit of eating things from the yard: she ate sweet flag, goldthread, and blood
root—most puckery and unpalatable. She hoped that her sister’s children—my grandmother
and her siblings—would share this experience. They did and so have we through the gener-
ations. My uncle Eddie ate dewberries, wild sorrel, and purslane and my dadmade popsicles
with apple cider vinegar. My sister Emily and I feasted on clover, wild strawberries, and
honeysuckle stems. Emily’s daughter Anna ate a wild mushroom as a toddler that resulted
in an ER visit with a toxicologist. We all lived through it.
When I slow down enough to pay attention, I can see threads across generations: “Dad,

would you believe Ruth and I both turned 50 in a pandemic? I’m using her gardening strategy of
making a game of taking out one species of weeds at a time and applying it in my own yard. The
Japanese knotweed that ran rampant last year in my yard is now endangered.”
Our five Marys, three Ruths, three Johns, and Aunt Eleanor have bestowed upon us the

gifts of empathy, self-preservation, and hope. I worry less about economic downturns than
pundits or friends—I have pictures of my great-grandmother wearing “newspaper leggings
for warmth” and recipes designed for a pauper’s budget. Family writings teachme that even
in the worst of times, it is still possible to have a strong ending. After all, I am the second
Eleanor and the second Ruth proclaimed that it was a better name than Marjorie for the
middle years when your hair begins to thin, and your teeth fall out.
The Woodward & Lothrop Diaries leave out much of the pain we know from the dates

in the family bible. In 1918, my grandmother—the youngest of six—turned three, and
my great-grandmother Mary was newly widowed after her husband John died of Bright’s
disease. Later that spring, after the entries end, her oldest son John died of meningitis in
South Carolina. The plans for John junior to take over the family apothecary business in
Alexandria, Virginia were unrealized, and in 1933, the doors shut with all the contents
inside. Today, the apothecary lives on as a museum run by the City of Alexandria.
“Ars Longa, Vita Brivas,” says my Uncle John, great-grandson of pharmacist John. Art

is long, life is short.

E. CHANDLEE BRYAN



IntroductoryRemarks

Therehasbeenmuchdiscussionaboutthefunctionofauthorship,themeaningofcreativ-
ity,andthepurposeofwritingsincethepublicreleaseofOpenAI’sChatGPTinthelast
monthsof2022.WecreatedthecoverimageforthisissueusingOpenAI’sDALL-Eim-
agegenerationapplication.The“prompt”usedtogeneratetheimageconnectsnatureand
technology,bothpastandpresent:“Asinglebunchofwhitebloodrootflowersinthecenter
ofahillyfieldofgreengrasswithabluesky.IlfordXP2400.Nikonlens.Medium-Shot
Angle.”Therequestforcolorwasoverruledbytherequestforanimagethatwouldappear
asifitweretakenonblackandwhitefilmandusingacamerafromapreviousgeneration.
Wecreatedthisimageinordertogesturetowardthecreativepossibilitieswithinsomeof
thesenewtools,possibilitiesthatperhapsarisemostacutelyfromtheirimperfectionsand
frequentconfusionofsenseandnonsense.
Forthisissueweaskedthatpeoplerefrainfromsubmittingifthey’dbeenpublishedin

Bloodrootbefore.Wedidthistomakespacefornewvoices,andtoencouragethosewhofeel
liketheyareontheperipheryoftheliteraryscene.Weareinterestedinwhatthewritersin
theUpperValleyaredoing,andhowtheirworkresonateswithselectwriterslivingoutside
ourregion.
Weneverhaveatheme,butmuchofthewritinginthisissueseemslinkedinboththe-

maticandformalways.VictoriaBrockmeierdetailstheauroraborealiswhileHelgaKidder
takesustoSpainandshowsusthelight.IraGogainvitesusintotwoverydifferentdreams
whileAmandaSkinnerdetailsapoliticalnightmare.KarenKilcupwritesfrominsidea
snowydaywhileClaraStrongconjuresuparainyspringtime.Bloodroothaslongencour-
agedliteraryexperimentationandweareespeciallyexcitedtobepublishingseveralpoems
constructedbyAllisonParrish.Parrish’spoemsaregeneratedusinginnovativestrategies
thattransformatextthroughtheresourcesofbothlanguageandimages.
Wearegladthatyou’rehereandhopeyoufindthisissuedeeplyinspiringandrefreshing.

RENAJ.MOSTEIRIN&JAMESE.DOBSON

34

TheGiftsinBrownFurniture

Mydiningroomis8feetwideby12feetlong,with10-footceilings.Thereareeightpieces
ofbrownfurniture:Atable,withhiddeninvertedleaves,fivechairs,asideboardwithdraw-
ersforplacematsandclothnapkins,andafour-foot-widecabinetwithglassbookshelves
thattakesupthebackwall.Therearetwoinchesofbreathingroomontop,andsmallspaces
oneithersideofthewall.
Sittingdirectlyoppositeawindow,thebookshelfcommandsthecenterofattention,even

thoughitisdividedintotwosectionsonthebottomandthetop,eachofwhichhasitsown
setofcenterdoors.Thecontentofthebottomsectionishidden:twolongshelvessitbehind
woodendoorsthatmustbeopenedtoaccess.There’sanarttoopeningthecabinet:Slide
yourfingersintothecenteropeningfortherightdoorandpullgently.Oncetherightdoor
opens,pushthedoorontheleftfromtheinside.Thisistheonlywayitopens.(Itispossible
thatthewoodenacornthatonceadornedtheleftfrontusedtoserveasahandle,butitisin
twopieces—andrestsonashelfinside.)
Insidethedoorsrestsmyyarnswiftandballwinder.Candles,oldcardsfromfamilyand

friends,aremnantfromaquilt.MyAuntMartha’sworldhasshrunktoawheelchairinside
theconfinesofamemoryunitinassistedliving.Butinsidethiscardfrom1999,Marthahas
bothherwitsandwitassherecountsattendingaNantucketweddingthatthebridecalled
off—andallthefunthatwassubsequentlyhadbythegroom’sfamilyandfriends.
Thetopsectionofthebookcaseispanedwithglass.Therearefourhorizonalshelves.

Opentheglass,steponastepstooltoexaminethetopshelfandyouwillfind:

•Asmallleathercoveredbookofpoetrywrittenbymygreatgrandmotherwithabject
apologiestotheGermanlanguage(whenandwheredidshestudyGerman?),

•Semi-filledcalendardiariesfromWoodwardandLothropfrom1918,1920,1924,
1925and1929(whydoesitmakemefeelbetterthattheresolutionstokeepadiarysooften
endbyMarch?)

•Apostcardfrom1933withannotationsonfavoritehauntsintheWhiteMountains,
andanotherfrom1896tellingthestoryofamoosemygreat-grandmotherencoun-
tered

•Christmaspoemsfromamother-in-lawandfavoriteauntofthe1880s

•Ahandboundbookconsistingonlyofemptyenvelopesandyellowednewspaperclip-
pingswithhouseholdtips:toremovegrassstains,rubthespotswithmolassesandwash;
soakmudstainswithkerosene;wetandexposescorchtosunshine
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The Woman’s Tongue Tree

It was a celebration really
He tore my dress
There were flowers, yellow, greenish white
Pressed pistils smelling up the backseat
A message on the windshield to fly home
It was a celebration
There is an image of me baring my teeth
A mother praying me off the island
White matter in the womb
I kept my eyes open through it all
It was a tradition
Every cell awake and stinging
He fed me noisy fruit
I poisoned it, twice for luck
It was the summer I was leafless

CHENNELLE CHANNER
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Voltas(on“TheWindhover”)
AllisonParrish

Thesepoemswereproducedwithacomputerprogramthatperformedthefollowingsteps.
Theprogramfirstconvertseachcharacterinthesourcetexttoagreyscalepixel(according
tothenumberofthatcharacter’sUnicodecodepoint);thenitrotatestheresultingtwo-
dimensionalarrayofpixelsasthoughitwereanimage,usingnearest-neighborinterpola-
tion.Finally,theprogramconvertsthepixelsoftherotatedimagebacktothecharacter
correspondingtothepixel’sgreyscalevalue.

I’veincludedahandfulofexamplesatparticularanglesthatIfoundinteresting,butthe
algorithmiscapableofrotatingthetextatarbitraryangles.
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Forgirlswithpaperwings

Thereisaladderinthekitchentothetopofmysky
Abrickroofedroomoverlookingacrackedsidewalk
AnagingwroughtirongateIdon’thavethelegstojump
AbedofTansiesthatwillcomplainifmytimingsoff
I’dliketothinkthey’dleavemethere,stretching,
UntilIfeelitinmytoes,untilthetrafficsubsides,
untilsheturnsthecornertotracemyoutline,
MaybeifIwasmadeintheshapeofyou
Icouldclimbthecumuluscloudshome
Withnokey,Idoubtthesewingscouldcarryme

CHENNELLECHANNER
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0° (Original text, by Gerard Manley Hopkins)

I caught this morning morning's minion, king-
dom of daylight's dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding
Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing,
As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding
Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding
Stirred for a bird, the achieve of, the mastery of the thing!
Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here
Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion
Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!
No wonder of it: sheer plod makes plough down sillion
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,
Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermilion.

31

See how the patterns
in wood move
backwards and cross grained.
How they reminisce
In their random
decisions, how they
meet at the ends
and taper.

I have not just made
this box—

I have split the wood
with my axe. This is the origin
of timber. The axe is the start
of wood. Rosewood,
cypress, mahogany, spruce—
It is all the origin.
Yes, the origin
is an ending.
Your engraved
photo is ingrained
in this
beginning.
Now that I have come
to believe in
such myths,

I must laminate
your image.

KYLE SINGH
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6°

Icaught
domofdathismorni
Oftheroylight'sdngmornin
Hightherllingleveauphin,dg'sminion

Inhisecse,howheelunderneapple-dawn,king-
Asaskatetasy!therunguponathhimst-drawnFa
Rebuffedt'sheelsnoff,offthereineadyair,lcon,inh
Stirredfohebigwiweepssmooforthonofawimplandstridisriding
Brutebeaurabird,nd.Myheathonabswing,ingwingng
Buckle!ANtyandvatheachiertinhidow-bend:t
TimestoldDthefirlourandaveof,thinghehurla
Nowonderlovelierethatbrect,oh,aemasteryndgliding
Shine,anofit:sh,moredanaksfromir,pride,oftheth
Fall,galdblue-bleeerplodmgerous,Otheethen,plume,hing!

themselveakembers,akesploumychevalabillioere
s,andgaahmydeaghdownsiier!n

shgold-ver,lion
rmilion.
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ATheoryontheOriginofTimber
Letitbe,leave
thelidalone.

Icarryyou
inabeechwoodbox,
holdyoucloseto
letyouforgiveme.
Itisaveil
whichyouinhabit;
yourvisionis
whatcallsme.
Youarepermanently
conceivedas
thecoarsegrained
personinthis
photograph.

Icarryyou
inabeechwoodbox.
Thesmellofroots
istheway
thelidslides
offtorevealyou.
Allaroundyou
intheforeground
arethethingsyou
carriedinyour
hands—Namely,
themistake
ofajacketon
ahumidday.

Ihavesatyou
uponvelvet.
Revealtome
whatyouwerebornto,although
youwerenot
born
tothesensation
offallingintothings,
stompingoneachweed
risingupwardswith
heavysneakers.

Thisboxwas
myfirstproject.

Icarveditand
whittledatit.
Inthisway

Ihavebecomeyou,
asframedbody.
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12°

I
docaug
Oom ofht th
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Eton Rifles

We watched the leader charge the horses through the lines
picket fences – once white now blackened with the grime of industry

And so for her it was an easy charge to tell them to make do and mend—
pick up where she left you off, right?

This year the violence has had a musical quality:
a performance every week as the nation stands by

their mended fences and applaud the broken, the trampled, the ravaged
as it struggles to its feet after another charge.

And what of our Dear Leader?
Dyed with desperation, tailored by the shears of belonging

—which he never did—
Another grocery boy allowed to play in the club
where they cut off the pig’s head and used it for sport,

because he’s funny. Unlike the one before
they jeered and called classless names because he was not like them

but like this one
wanted to be liked by them.

And their game was to see how far they could push it
before the jester too would fall to his knees and they would

smash the pickets with applause and banging
kitchen utensils cook used to boil the pig’s head.

AMANDA SKINNER 
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apoemisabone

inthegraveyardofremembering—
ableachedcarcassofdreams
thesturdyscaffoldingthatholds
youupright,thenlaysyoudown

itismineralandmeditation
sinewandsimile,arelicunearthed
itisdesertskull,sand-polished
weather-pocked,wherebeauty

anddangerresideside-by-side—
scorpionandchuparosablooming
fromcalcifiedhollows

itisclackandwhistle,aholytotem
carriedoffinthejawsofjunkyard
dogs,retrievedagain

andagainfromthedryriverbed
ofmarrowandgrist,unrestful
place—theexcavationofstories
andossuaryghosts

LUCINDATREW
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Later, I’ll bundle up in down,
give him new blue mittens,
take him to the little river,
which is always there
no matter the season.

KAREN KILCUP
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TotheRiver(andBack)

Snowflakesslipsideways
acrosstheyard,switching
directionswiththeficklewind,
firstwest,theneast.It’sbelow
twentydegrees.Nobluebirds,
nofinches—eventheplumpjuncos,
briskinsilverandcharcoal,
cannotsparkafire.

I’mstuckinsidethecorners
ofmycomputerscreen,
anotherkindofwhiteness
andblank.Ifmygrandfather
werealive,he’dcallme
totramptotheriver
encasedinfloesexceptfor
aridgedblackstrand
stippledwithscraps
ofice.He’dspotabird,
theninsistwewaituntil
theottersshowthemselves.

He’sstillgone,toolong
gone,forsuchafantasy.
Buthe’sreturnedinlater
form:anotherslenderone
whoguidesmeover
mountainsinastorm,
wholuresmeoutside
thehouse,outsidemyself,
regardlessofwhatregisters
onthefrostedthermometer.
Whoalwaysmakessure
Istaywarm.
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Subject

You could say: Claressinka,
I love you, but we’ll only
imagine this possibility here–
in the sudden onset of white
when a phantom moth
lands on your shoulder,
beats twice, & you
remember me.

Like a god, to love,
you were object, never subject.
And me, only subject to.

CLARESSINKA ANDERSON
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Juncos in Snow

Just barely freezing this morning—
the snow that stopped Virginia traffic
yesterday for fifty miles drifts mildly
in milky air. The hemlock branches
bear the weight with grace, as if
awaiting a turning point, when
the weighted cover cascades down
to needled ground.

Snow sticks sideways
on the leafless trees,
mottling bare limbs.

On days like these, my grandfather
led me tramping through the woods,
our snowshoes swishing below our breath;
he’d peer for tracks of squirrels, rabbits, deer.
Gone for more than forty years, he’d hope
to catch a glimpse of the bobcat that haunts
our neighbor’s barn, and sometimes
dashes through our grassy yard.

The storm’s settling into dusk.
A pair of dark-eyed juncos dart
their pink bills up and down,
plucking seeds from the vanishing path.
They seldom scare, keeping company
with slaty companions, cheering
the silences of a late gray day.

KAREN KILCUP
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Buttercup

Somesecretpoisonsplayedherout,
breathsnappinglikeaflag

inthewind,andIpeered
throughthewindow

somanyhummingbirdsmistook
foraportaltoanothersky,

droppingwithcertainty,
likethegreen-hulledwalnuts

thatstainedmyfingersorange.
Shecouldn’tstand.

Wedidn’townagun
sowecalledtheneighbors.

Themanychambersofherbelly
closedtoeachother,blockedbyplastic

swallowedinherbovinestupidity.
WhydoIrememberwinter

whenIknowitwassummer?
Deathsconflatelikefacts.

Thefamiliarwhiffofablanket
thrownoveraspaceheater,nearlyburning.

Mymother’sarmsoverme.Asound
likethelakebreakingthroughthedusk.

Idrapedmyselfoverherback
inthesunlikeahide,curing.

Shewasthecolorandcomfort
ofpeanutbutter.Mystepfatherknelt

24

PinePark

“ThedaysIdon’twanttokillmyself/areextraordinary”
—GabrielleCalvocoressi

I’dliketothank
thegoldenrods
andtheslippery
jacks.Theyknew
mynamebefore
Itheirs.Amonarch
flewfigure8s
&Ialmostlostit.
Ihadmistakenpeace
forakindofstupor:
stultification.

Thetowndemolished
Thebridge.Too
expensivetokeep
theplanksfrom
rottingaway.
Theonlyway
isthroughthegorge.
Downintothegorge,
thegorgelikeascar.

TOMBOSWORTH
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in the wet hay, emptying her
stomachs with care.

Her son, left behind, was darker
than the dark.

We inefficient farmers
kept so many useless animals.

They gathered at the front door
waiting to be let in.

I wanted so badly
to love them, I think.

CLARA STRONG
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With Anna

A cluster of ramps in the wind like rabbit ears.
Split at the base: take only one. Smells of onion
and earth. In the shadow of the rickety ski jump
a stack in my hand, green and wilting, removed
from their other half. Talk of parts, parting, bark
peeling into scrolls. Time out of joint
pain and horizonal nights from one tick
and then another, each holding on so tightly
they lost their heads. The bacteria having already made
their way. I swore secrecy for the location of ramps. The truth
is I don’t know how we got here. I don’t believe
in landmarks. I distrust
anything resembling a tower, and a ski jump
is a tower with a delivery mechanism. I tell Anna
I want to be mycelial, splitting and splitting again,
pulling myself toward something to transform.
Hot and lichenous. The pesto not yet made.
Stomach formless. Head hungry.

TOM BOSWORTH
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RedEfts

Whentherainstopped,weran
tocollecttheglintsofpoisonlight
fromthewetroad.

Inourpalms,powder-orangecurls,
theirembryonicbacksdottedwithblackspots,
falseeyesblinkedperpetuallyopen.

Mybrothermadeapileoftinybodies
writhingintheferns.

Welovedsettingtraps,ourfantasies
oftamedfawnsorfoxeswe’dkeepaspets.

Wewantedsomethingsmallerthanourselves
tocarefor,toneglect,abuse.

Weproppedupboxesinthedarkwood
behindthehousewithajaggedstickandacarrotfurredwithmold.

Once,foundcoyotedroppingsonthewiderock
thatbustedopenthedirtpathlikethecrownofacolossus.

Surely,wewereonlymomentsbehind—
sheermomentsbehindaheartbeat,apaw,
atongueflickeringovercanineteeth.

CLARASTRONG
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INVENTIONSOFERASERS

Youwerealiar
&athief(butnot
acheater).Youwere
brilliant(butnot

forthereasonstheythink).

Youwerethebestpencilthiefinthefactory—
Yourerasersweredivinetochewon.

Thewaythecat
isalwaysgorgeous—
Youweregorgeous.

J.HOPESTEIN



12

There Should Really Be a Stop Sign at this
Intersection

I witness at least six car accidents
from this window.

At night the thump of shoulder
against drywall wakes me.

Based on his uniform,
I think he’s a nurse.

The baby’s voice twists in
and out of my rain-drenched sex dreams,

a siren passing me on the street,
until I shake my husband awake

and say god damn it they’re at it again.
I cry about it in my soft bed,

on the phone, in the car, in the shower.
I startle when a door slams at the office.

We stand at the window, wincing.

I’ve never had neighbors
who didn’t beat each other senseless.

In the morning, my doorstep glitters
and I almost spill my coffee stepping over it.

CLARA STRONG
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INVENTION OF BAYWINDOWS

In the library, by the bay windows there are two leather chairs—
I sit in the chair on the left & —
a great body of ocean is facing me.—
In the other chair, there is a mouth fastened—
to the dear life of you—
as if expertly extracting poison —
or a bullet. & a great body of ocean is facing you.

I have 4 empty test tubes in my pocket—
I fill 3 with your breath.
All the while, this mouth continues
as if unearthing
a government secret.

“Excuse, me”—I say, holding my 4th test tube.
But the mouth is very dedicated.

“Excuse me,”
I say again, gently removing the mouth
from your thighs.
“I need this for my collection.”

J. HOPE STEIN
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DREAM:SUBURBIA

Abombdroppedinthestreet
&didnotopen.Acrossthelawn,
arosebush,budding.AsItended
tohim,myfatherbecamesmaller.
Hiseyes,dissolving.Thesky,milkier
thanever.Bluelacquerinabowl.
Hewouldnotspeakmyname.Hewouldnot
eatwithme.Iscreamed.Hewouldnoteat.

IRAGOGA
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yuletree

windrattlesthepasture,soarsacross
ourhouse’smold-sootedcedarplanks

afterexorcisingmymother,weopen

weavinglights,first
overmyshoulders

thewinddistressing
gray-brownstems&burrssnow(snow)

bellsjangling,glitterbreakingoff,
silvertogreen,greentoopalescent

red,mydadoneaftertheother
&endlesschristmastunes

brightnutmegflavor
onourbreath

VICTORIABROCKMEIER
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DREAM: IN THE END

We stood on a yellow hill. The air was clean
and still. The sky, necessary. Below us,
a lone pine carved into sharpness
by wind and ice. A bird—black—slept here.

I pointed. A lark.
My mother shook her head. It was a magpie,
tail feathers long and thin as scissors.

IRA GOGA
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above the circle

like the ocean shrugging one shoulder, an iceberg
rises into the months-long night, monumental smudge
in the dark—but closer, it does gleam

under snow that knew only a wish to settle, to soften
crags where it found them

the aurora flares above in revenant chartreuse,
the color the sun shines at night

& snow, or mist, sprays up when the breeze fidgets
while the mountain hisses itself away
when the waves slap up its sides

if light could find its ragged depths, they’d be the green
of mosses & moss agate, nephrite jade, copper ore
pine needles sweetening in an ice storm

all vanishing into sightless saline while seabirds call
as though over unbroken water

VICTORIA BROCKMEIER
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MagicFountaininMontjuic,Spain

Lightsatnightilluminethewater
cravingstoneandearth
beyondthearc,

red,yellow,
thenmidnight-blue,thehue
mirroredfromabove.

Thecolorsstrokemytongue
likesaffronasawhisper
ofmistfallsonme

standing
inarectangleofnight,
lostinlove’s
basicbeaton

theheart.

HELGAKIDDER
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Mu

Zenhasnodefinitions
Theuniverseisitsheadwaters
Onebreathisgood

COLINKARINMOMEYER
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When Stones Speak

She left no stone unturned,
she tattled
about another neighbor
whose husband cheated on her,
to get him back.

Was he hiding his undoing
under stones, the underside
of solid rock: earwigs, maggots,
we hide from others?
What kind of stones?
Boulders, rocks, gravel?

Sandstone, easily imprinted
with feet walking over it?
Granite, used for farm sinks
and troughs? They must
have been pebble-like,
easily tossed over the shoulder.

He tried to stay on the undersides,
tell white lies or even black ones,
laughing off accusations
across the dinner table
while at night his wife listened
to him mumbling in sleep.

What could I say to my neighbor,
a woman who constantly gathered
gossip and bundled it into a bouquet
but, well, there are still plenty
of stones left unturned
that have not yet spoken.

HELGA KIDDER
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Sacred Dreaming

As our world deliquesces
into a pure chaos star

A mountain forms in the voids
and a tree grows in the sun

COLIN KA RIN MOMEYER


