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Item: 
Not being birds, we seek our own 
wind patterns, fashion 
the lute, discover language . 

–Ellen Bryant Voigt, “Dialogue: Poetics”

Emilia Heider
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The Golden Ratio
Haley Hauprich

From the thickened sand at the ocean’s edge 
I dig out a cracked white nautilus shell 
And trace with a finger its measured coil . 
Mineral in motion, it arches its back 
With grace around a structured law .

That proportion girds the world . 
Each living thing hides it, secret,  
From tree to shell to human face, 
And every accidental, changing place 
Bristles with order . And I wonder 
If Nature ordered this shell to conform 
To the proofs of a mathematic cage,

Or if she whispered the golden rite, 
And the shell curled inward with delight .

Emilia Heider
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He knows that heat lightning 
is just an old wives’ tale,

but the thought of it helps . 
Light without need for wind;

thunder need not follow behind . 
So the storm is so far away,

that the leaves and grass eat the sound . 
So some other broken man must

look up and feel his silent way along . 
He is twelve miles from anywhere

and the well has cool water 
and they cut asparagus twice daily .

They need it all, don’t you see? 
The fire, insects, watermelon rinds,

the humid nights, and the gold 
shuddering along the horizon .

Pastoral II
Mark Naida

When the sliver of moon snapped 
dark into the night,

sweat streamed from Raul’s face and he, 
still awake at three thirty remembering

that he had slept with his boots on to ease 
the rising, needed to follow the path

toward the vegetable-filled cooler 
in a few minutes for work .

The floor slickened by the settling night, 
his shoelaces broken and replaced by

trellising wire, his soles filled with sand . 
The night was hot with firefly bulbs

and heat lightning as Juan, 
awake since two in the morning,

beckoned Raul toward the shed, 
cutting the darkness with his guitar .
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And every few months, he told us, 
he had to go to an appointment 
and sit with one of those nurses who makes polite 
conversation 
while they slowly drew his excess of blood . 
drew it slowly until the pressure was released . 
then they threw it away—

some technicality about donating blood with disorders, 
even though 
there was nothing wrong with it . 
there was just too much .

And I would sit in that class 
with my coat buttoned up and my 
notebook full of doodles, wondering

if they told him they threw it away 
or did it right in front of him 
or if he had to ask .

It frustrated him . 
all that perfectly good blood 
all that too much of it .

Excess
Mayim Stith

My high school Sociology teacher 
had too much blood 
in his body .

there was nothing wrong with it 
it was perfectly good blood 
there was just too much .

I’d imagine his life with it 
with his abundance, hotly swirling 
pressurized against his cream starched collars

he left the classroom windows open, 
even in january, 
pushed wide open .
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The Dinner Party
Mary Kate Boyle

Her apron was wilting slowly . Heat radiated from the incandescent lights 
and the guests . The wide open windows and the humming electric fans did 
little to ameliorate the thick, humid air . The guests pretended not to notice . 
The women sipped their champagne and the men tugged at their collars 
when they thought no one was looking . In their sheen of perspiration, they 
seemed to sparkle through the heavy night . It would be hours, the maid 
knew, before it ended . But not so late as on a night with a good breeze .

She stood still near the door, sweating in her heavy, black cotton dress 
and sagging apron . A footman had taken ill three hours before, and she 
stood in his place . Half the staff had worried over his fever, and the other 
half had argued over how to replace him . The Cape Cod house was too far 
from the city . No suitable male could be scared up at the last minute . The 
maid would, regrettably, be the talk of Boston society the next day . She was 
trained not to be noticed—to stand straight enough to be dignified, but 
not to hold her head too high . She was learning to stifle her strong West 
Ireland brogue . When the family had hired her, they were concerned with 
her height—could five feet and ten inches be unobtrusive? The household 
had renewed the argument tonight . In the end, they had no choice . The 
maid did well enough, she knew, but tonight she would have to wash the 
dress and starch the apron . 

Her feet ached . Moving as little as possible, she shifted her weight from 
one to the other . She resisted the urge to fiddle with her apron . It was easier 
to run up and down stairs than to stand still for so long—though perhaps 
not, because her hip still stung where it had struck the banister today . She 
had been getting too careless . The stairs were narrow and dark and it didn’t 
take much to stumble . She’d watch her footing better tonight . Tonight—
what a thought . She would steal up the stairs and take off the wretched, 
sodden dress and read her letter from home in the dim candlelight . The 
air would hang even heavier but quietly so . She would lie on her bed in 
the silence and decipher her sister’s handwriting . Perhaps for a moment, 
she would close her eyes and be back home . She would hear her siblings 
chatter away in Gaelic as they did the farm chores . In the darkness she’d 
listen for their laughter and the songs they sang . At dawn, perhaps, she 
would look out the window at the Atlantic . She remembered watching 
the waves from the other side . Maybe in the morning her sister would 
be standing in her old place, leaning against the doorframe and looking 
toward America .

The sound of chairs scraping the floor interrupted her reverie . The maid 
blinked and smoothed her apron . Far from whitewashed walls and rough 
plank floors, she returned to the oak-paneled room and its heavy Oriental 
carpet . Guests filed out of the dining room, taking heat and expensive 
clothes and shining sweat . She would follow them soon, but for now 
there lay a wasteland of china and crystal and silver cutlery . Gratefully, she 
stepped forward to clear the table, reveling in the movement as her knees 
creaked .
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In a Clean House
Therese Burgess

“I can’t imagine that,” you said, 
Reaching for a potato chip—  
In your mind, no steep embankments—  

Nothing to do with you, this boy; 
In your house no crumbs, no funerals; 
Not your fault his blood was finite .

You would have quietly let him go—  
Death inevitable—and besides, 
Clean skeletons pack neatly into closets .

Therese Burgess



1716

Eulogy
Nic Rowan

A casket on a nearly bare stage . That guy who got famous 
for shouting “no hay banda” appears from behind the 
curtain carrying a box of cassette tapes . He pops one in a 
diamond-encrusted boombox next to the casket .

Ahh ahh, I never saw so many people tonight . I mean y’all all 
got it crowded up in here, and that’s good . That’s good . I’m glad 
that y’all givin it up for him, y’all givin it up for him … that’s 
good — y’all make me want to cry or somethin’ .

Alright ladies and gentleman, tonight is a special night . For one 
thing, let me introduce myself . My name is Mr . Russell Jones . 
Excuse me for that one; I had to let that one low ahh-hahhh  . . .

And tonight, you’re going to see something that you never seen 
before . Somethin that, that nobody in the history of rap ever set 
theyself to do . This guy, that I speak to you about, is somethin’ 
crazy; he’s somethin’ insane; he was the greatest performer 
every-since … Uhh, what’s the guy’s name? Uh, uh, uh — 
James Brown! He was bad, and he was a cool guy, and we 
really need him, I mean I wish you got to know him  . . .

Ladies and gentleman, from all houses, to all towns, from the 
moons of Pluto, back down to Earth! Ladies and gentleman, 
one more time, give it up for The Old Dirty Doggy, I mean, I 
mean, I mean, I mean

The Achaean Widow
Madeline Campbell

He might have been laid low by godly pride, 
Or struck in battle by a Trojan spear— 
I know not what . No hollow hull returned; 
No fare was paid to take my husband’s soul . 
He went away for fairness, goddess-blessed; 
For courage, honor, and some other words 
That now are hollow discord to my ears . 
Is there no honor in a homely life? 
Has Zeus the Father weighed the balance so? 
Let it be so, and cry for loss on loss: 
My hollow womb no children ever bore . 
All’s cruel silence here, and bitter calm, 
And from the gods no answer condescends .
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There aren’t any 
servals in the zoo

Heather Woodhouse

Have you met my older sister Kay? She has light eyes, and she’s full of 
wisdom .

“When you sit down to do something, you’ve just got to do it,” she says, 
with determination . She’s a stubborn one . At some point she decided to 
have a garden of petunias and pansies, and she did it, didn’t she? They 
bloomed up all purple and velvety . We like to sit out there with the flowers 
and have tea . You can count on Kay to say what she’s thinking .

“There are demons inside of you,” she says at our tea party . One of the 
things she likes to do is scare me . Isn’t that what older sisters are for? To 
take away a bit of childish wonder . Kay will sometimes linger in the dark 
hallway by the bathroom, and one time I was walking to the bathroom and 
just saw her body there and slowly felt her to see if she were real, and she 
said, “boo!” What a terror . Older sisters are the worst .

“I believe you,” I say, about the demons . I feel the demons inside of me 
sometimes, eating porridge for breakfast and having tea right now, with us . 
They are restless . They make me restless too, doing everything too quickly 
and walking around the house without slippers on .

“How do I get rid of them?” I ask . “How do I get rid of these demons—
they’re driving me crazy and they all have odd first names and no middle 
names or last names .”

When Kay thinks, she tilts her head to the left, like a puppy .
“Do you want to get rid of them?”
 
I spend the rest of the day thinking about demons and deadheading 

petunias . It’s good to lead a contemplative and active life . Kay likes 
gardening but she hates deadheading petunias, so I’ll sometimes do that 
for her . You deadhead a petunia when the flower is all shriveled up . You can 

either cut off the head, or you can cut off the entire branch (if the entire 
branch is dead) . 

“It’s like cutting a hair with split ends .” Kay is good with similes . “If you 
cut off the entire branch,” she makes a scissor motion with her fingers, 
“more will grow .” I like the way she thinks . She’s practical and spells things 
out for me .

WHO AM I WITHOUT MY SISTER?
“There’s a little green leafy part under the bloom, and you have to look 

for the little star thing to cut it off,” Kay keeps explaining to me, “there will 
be a little pod in the center of the star and a bunch of seeds in the center of 
the pod .” There they are! How charming .

Sometimes I eat the seeds just to see what they’ll do . Maybe petunias 
will spring up in my stomach and make me beautiful like Kay . This world, 
friends, is full of different types of beauty . Like, if you’ve ever driven 
through the states then maybe you can compare Arizona to Massachusetts, 
how one of them is orange like the sky and the other is red like a brick . But 
both are beautiful .

Kay says “both” like “both,” with a not-long “o” sound . I say it with a long 
“o” sound . 

 
I only practice piano on Tuesday because my piano lesson is on 

Wednesday (right after school), and Kay drifts into the living room and 
says, “slow down, punk! If you’re going to do anything well in this world, 
you have to do it slowly .”

Often, I don’t know what to say to Kay, so I just believe her, but she 
doesn’t even play piano! She gave that up ages ago . Now I have piano arms, 
and she wears her strong arms with long flowing dresses, high heeled shoes 
with miniature spikes on them, and a very very long neck .

My sister is odd like a piece of paper that has been torn in half .
Dad killed a mole the other day . We have mole problems in the yard, so 

sometimes he sets traps and such, and talks to the neighbors about how 
many moles he has killed recently . He shows me a dead mole .

“Gary,” I name it . I take a picture and send it to Kay because she’s 
upstairs, probably sitting in front of the fireplace even though it’s summer .
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“Chuck it over into the preschool,” she dares me, so I do .
For the rest of her birthday we have a food fight in the back yard and 

then clean it up and then watch tv . There’s the sun waving goodbye through 
the skylight in our room (we share a room, which can be annoying, but 
whatever) and we yawn and post pictures of the cinnamon roll pancake 
on Facebook so that all our friends can see that we’ve had a nice day . This 
is nineteen for Kay . This is a big day . I’ve decided it’s nice having an older 
sister to take care of me . She reminds me sometimes,

“Go brush your teeth, you little demon .”
“Can I use your cinnamon toothpaste,” I ask, but it’s more of a statement 

than a question, because sisters let sisters use cinnamon toothpaste . But then 
we stand in front of the bathroom mirror together like so many years ago 
and like now, foaming at the mouth with pink foam . I mutter, “I don’t like 
this toothpaste . I don’t want to brush my teeth with red toothpaste, Kay .”

“Then don’t brush your teeth, get rotten teeth like me!” She spits and 
opens her mouth wide enough so I can see the golden tooth on the right 
where she got a cavity filled last month .

“Wow,” I say, “pretty cool .”
“Yeah it is .” She’s smiling now—more than I usually see her smile . We 

both sleep well . People tend to sleep well after a lot of jolly laughter .
 
We don’t go into town often, but we’re going into town . 
We’re sisters and it’s us against the world! People say that about close 

friendships—they say it’s you against the world, and that every morning 
you should wear pajamas bravely out into the street, buy donuts for 
yourselves, and dream about riding in red Mini Coopers . Of course, it’s 
different for everyone . Maybe friendships aren’t like that for you . Maybe 
you see a different colored Mini Cooper than I do . That’s fair . But for us, 
at least, Kayla and I admit that we’re selfish . One time I refuse to leave the 
room so that Kayla can take a call, and she says,

“You’re selfish .”
“I know,” I say .
“Am I selfish?” Kay asks .
“Sometimes,” I say . At least I’m honest .

Shut up, demons .
I see myself in the mirror by the piano practicing the same chords over 

and over again and again and again but my hands cannot remember them 
and my mind is tired . I cannot slow down these chords because the demons 
are rushing me, those little blighters .

Frustrated!
“Slow down, punk!” I hear in my head . Kay’s voice is clear almost like a 

book on tape or something . It sounds fake or something . 
“Here’s an idea,” I sit by the fireplace in my room and introduce my idea 

to Kay—“If I live slower, maybe I’ll live longer .”
“Whatever, sweetie .”
Kay has a way of telling people what she thinks, instead of lying to 

them . She told me recently, “I’m tired of being nice . This world has done 
me too much wrong to be nice .” and now she’s not nice anymore but at 
least she’s honest and this honesty is like going into church and instead of 
praying, you write poetry . Instead of going to the zoo, where there are tons 
of screaming children, you look up pictures of servals on the internet . There 
aren’t any servals in the zoo anyway .

 
It’s Kay’s birthday . She’s nineteen now, which is her favorite number . 

Growing up, she always says, “My nineteenth year will be my best year!” 
But when she said that you could see the uncertainty in her very pale eyes . 
They’re almost like fish eyes they’re so pale—the kind of eyes that you can 
see through . The thing about Kay is that she acts confident because she’s 
like a city without walls—one that welcomes ghosts because ghosts are 
more honest than most living people are, but not as honest as creatures like 
dogs or koi fish or deadheaded petunias .

“Happy nineteenth,” I tell Kay today, on her birthday . “If you were a 
Muppet character,” I say over a big cinnamon roll pancake, “you would be 
Animal, because Animal is my favorite and you’re my favorite .”

“You can’t just say that nineteen is the best year,” I go on, confronting her 
in the backyard with cream cheese frosting, “because what happens when 
you’re twenty, huh? HUH? What happens?”

I throw some frosting at her and she laughs silently .
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But I believe that at the end of the day, sisters will say to each other— “I 
will always be here for you”— and mean it .

 
I’m turning fourteen this year, which is a great age for a whole lot of 

nothing . What a horrible year . Fourteen .           
Every year on my birthday I remember overhearing my dad . He was 

out on the patio with his closest friend, and I was hearing the wind and 
the rain and I was hearing the lack of entering into lunacy . He said—“You 
know, we were going to have an older daughter . We thought about naming 
her Kayla, but then we ended it .”

 For a while now I’ve been thinking about Kay, and the things that we do 
together when she’s here, and how beautiful it is when sisters say to each 
other, “I will always be here for you,” and mean it . I think that Kay has light 
eyes, and is full of wisdom .

Jennifer Lessnau
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Spartan Living
R . Michael Burns

We took alleyways . 
I stumbled over pavement; 
You fell in with me, 
Slick as the roads got . 
We neither spoke nor saw, 
With intent eyes glazed thick 
As evening slipped to night . 

I have Lycurgus’ throat 
(I have my tyrant near, 
By the pounding of doors 
That ring around my eardrums), and 
Between his sharp inhaling gasps, 
He begs me to reform . “Walk 
Upright . You are two kings; 
Who would be your ephors?” 

Our state of soul is wearing thin: 
Stark legislation presides 
Elsewhere, when gin erodes us . 
This gleam is my only memory 
Of how it is I took 
Some memories from you: 
Neither spoken nor seen, 
We drink alone for two . 
I simply know I’m void:

The alleyways’ spare space .

Therese Burgess
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To Tame a Fox
Adam Peirce

There once was a little boy who lived with his mother in a cottage by a 
creek .

“I want to tame a fox,” he said .  “Then I will be happy forever .”
 “You are tame and the fox is wild,” his mother said .  “Opposites can 

never go together .  Now stay on this side of the creek where you can frolic 
and play in the civilized world .”

The boy went out to play .  When his mother stopped watching he ran 
to the first stone on the path across the creek .  He caught the eyes of a fox 
on the opposite side .  It cocked its head and then disappeared into a bush .

“Look at the fox’s beautiful red fur and mischievous face,” the boy said .  
“Once I have a fox by my side all our troubles will be gone .”

The boy crossed the scattered path of stones, taking care not to fall in, 
for he could not yet swim .  Once across he went through the woods .  He 
searched and searched, but he could not find the fox .  His stomach rumbled 
and his legs felt heavy .  Perhaps mother was right, he thought, what is tame 
cannot locate what is wild .

Just as he was about to give up and go home he spotted a cottage .  The 
little boy knocked on the door .  An old woman answered and bid him 
good day .

“Please,” the boy said, “I have spent all day trying to tame the fox and 
have grown tired .  May I rest here for the night?”

“My dear boy, why are you running a fool’s errand?  A boy is too different 
from a fox for them to go together .”

“I want the fox to eat from my hand and to cuddle up next to me when 
I sleep .  Then I will always be satisfied .”

“To tame a fox you must become a fox .  Sleep here tonight .  When you 
wake up tomorrow you will be a fox .”

The next day the boy awoke to find himself as a fox .  He thanked the old 

woman and returned to the forest .  He searched the woods and once again 
saw the mischievous eyes of the fox .  This time the fox approached .

“I have changed,” the boy said .  “Now you can be tamed .”
The boy and the fox played all day .  When night came they ate and went 

to sleep .
The next morning they played more .  At first the boy had a lot of fun, but 

as the hours wore on he grew tired of the games .
“What is wrong?” the fox asked .  “You no longer run and leap with the 

joy you once had .”
“I want to play as boy and fox .  Now that you are tamed I can become 

human again and we can return home .”
The pair went to the old lady’s cottage, but they found it locked and 

abandoned .  The boy began to cry .
“This is what you wanted,” said the fox . “I heard you say that once I was 

by your side all your troubles would be gone .”
         
The boy kept crying, hoping for some way to change his lot .  Surely, he 

thought, if I cross the creek and return to my old life my body will return 
as well . 

The boy ran to the creek .  His paws stepped onto the rocks .  But the 
rocks were spread out too far for a fox to travel .  He returned to the bank 
on the edge of the forest .

“What is wild cannot cross the creek,” the fox said .  “You never tamed 
me, you only became like me .  Let us return to the forest where we can be 
happy forever .”

The boy didn’t want anything to do with the forest .  He wanted to be 
with his mother where a boy belonged .

In his despair he threw himself into the creek and was never seen again .
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For the Children
Anonymous

Three years ago, I lost my wedding  
Ring in a parking lot . I forgot 
Along the drive home or making dinner, 
Until you glanced at my finger 
As I stroked your child’s head . 
You raised your eyebrows, suppressing dread, 
“Had I noticed?” I said yes, feigned distress .  
You were clumsy, stumbling over simple syllables . 
I was unaffected, beside my perpetual unrest, 
Which somehow found no respite 
In my loss, in your desperate 
Acceptance of the accident 
That we both knew was imminent .  
Thirteen years ago, you bought a fake  
Diamond, for a ring . “It’s okay . 
I don’t want the real thing anyway-” 
As I slid it on my finger, I believed it .  
Persuaded that to merely exist 
As yours, your love, it seemed enough . 
“Don’t tell anyone,” you pled, a prayer 
Welling in your eyes . I stared, aware 
First of my image in your tears, then reflected 
In the ring . You were poor, I accepted 
Your meager offering as the greatest adornment . 
Yet had you not requested, love (or  

Fear) would have prevented me still . 
Nine years ago, in our garden,  
Your ring caught on the barbed fence until  
A great slice cut sharp cross the middle, 
Fractured away the glass, brittle, 
Releasing me . I saw it sever and pressed harder . 
It was fake; and I needed them to discover . 
Three years ago, I slept next to you,  
No ring on my finger . 
And tonight, I will too .

Alexander Green



3130

The Sunset Bridge
Nate Trainor

When stationed to guard Bug River Bridge, there were few days in 
December clear enough where Private Krzysztof could see the sun . 
When he could not see the sun, he would stare ahead at the barbed wire 
blocking off the medieval stone bridge . Often, he would mentally calculate 
how many seconds it would take a Fritz to cut his way through . While 
he shivered amidst another cold breeze from their side of the bridge, he 
reminded himself that his relief would be coming in an hour .

Closing his eyes, Krzysztof breathed in the winter air . His mindless 
fingers found themselves tangled on the string of beads in the left pocket 
of his winter coat . He shut his eyes, trying to see if this time he could say 
the words .

He faltered . Despite having learned the words by rote, the words were 
once again caught in his throat . Exhaling, he opened his eyes again to 
see the aroma of cheap tobacco organize itself into an ascending cloud of 
vapor . Suddenly feeling colder, he looked up and realized the sun no longer 
shined on him, now only the faintest rays could be seen above the trees . He 
cleared his throat, closed his eyes, and tried anew .

“Our—”
A great thundering noise disturbed him from his struggle, a rolling boom 

from the forest . At once, he recognized the sound, gunfire . He immediately 
opened his eyes, half-expecting to see a cavalry contingent come charging 
over the bridge toward him . As he tried to grab the flare charge from his 
right coat pocket, his right hand struggled in his frantic haste, turning 
his pocket into an entangling wad of cloth and metal . Abandoning this 
endeavor, he reached around his coat and produced his pistol . Expecting 
the enemy to emerge any moment, he strained his eyes out across the 
bridge .

The bridge was empty . Nothing moved on the road . On the other side, 
the dark, leafless oaks surrounded the route on either side until it made a 
turn some hundred yards farther . Beyond the trees, there were supposedly 
some small farms and the Fritz barracks, yet this was only his presumption . 
For several minutes, neither side of the river made a move . The young 
sentry stood at the ready . The forest issued forth no advance . The only 
sound breaking the silence was the tumultuous river below .

At last, Krzysztof placed his pistol back in its holster . There would be 
no invasion tonight . The War Office always wanted the military on its 
guard based on the reports it heard, but the War Office hears all sorts of 
reports: the Tsar is planning an invasion on the Austrians, the Austrians 
are planning an invasion on us, the Tsar and the Austrians have reached 
an understanding to attack the Germans, the Poles are planning an 
insurrection and a coalition of the Germans, Austrians, and Russians must 
suppress them . The men in Krzysztof ’s company often wondered what 
the Fritzes did on their side in the woods . It did not matter that they 
were Austrian instead of German; they were all Fritzes to Krzysztof . The 
stories of how they brutally dealt with the Polish partisans were all the 
same . Recalling the roll of gunfire he had just heard, he shivered and felt 
again for his beads .

Still feeling the approach of night, the coldness in the air, he made a 
final effort .

“Our F—”
“Excuse me, pan .”
Krzysztof dropped his beads as he wheeled around toward the speaker . 

The speaker was a young boy no older than ten . Although dressed in little 
more than drab rags, the boy wore new leather shoes, giving his whole 
appearance a striking contrast . The boy gently asked again in Krzysztof ’s 
native Polish, “Excuse me, pan . I must cross this river to deliver a message . 
There is no other way .”

Surprised both by the boy’s apparent lack of Russian as well as his 
presumptuousness in expecting to cross, Krzysztof hesitated . Recovering 
himself and his amenable demeanor, he responded in Polish, “Not this way, 
pielgrzym .” He pointed to the barbed wire blocking the bridge .
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Unperturbed, the boy walked off to the left and descended into the 
river’s ravine . The lad was determined to cross . Approaching the wall 
of the bridge, Krzysztof called, “You know, I should shoot you for civil 
disobedience!”

The child paid no heed, reaching the bank of the river . The impertinent 
messenger cautiously extended his left foot with its new leather shoe over 
the water . As the rushing flow appeared more and more daunting, the 
young guard quickly cast his eyes around him to make sure no one could 
see them . Someone could report him for letting this violation happen, so 
he might as well help it along before he was caught .

Krzysztof shouted, “Hey, pielgrzym! Let’s not ruin your leather shoes!” 
He hobbled precariously down the slope of the ravine, cursing himself 
under his breath . Finding that the boy did not weigh as much as he feared, 
Krzysztof threw the boy onto his back . In spite of the forbidding flow of the 
river, he carefully found footing for his right foot and began fording across . 
The rocks under the surface were not sharp or jagged, but their smoothness 
could cause him to slip . As he could feel the temperature dropping while 
the sunlight waned, he had to cross the river quickly without falling into 
the freezing current . With every painstaking step, the slightest shift of 
the boy’s weight made him all the heavier to carry . When the lad sneezed 
halfway through the crossing, the sudden expulsion of air made Krzysztof 
lose his balance and land on his knee, bruising his calf .

“Saint Basil!” he cursed, “Who is so poor that he has to send little boys 
instead of using the telegraph like everyone else?!”

“Old man Kazio Gorski of Lwów . He does not trust the telegraph, pan .”
At the name of Kazio Gorski, Krzysztof stopped stock still in the cold 

river’s flow, pensively recalling a bygone time . Finding his footing again, he 
asked, “Gorski the patriot? I thought he was dead .”

“Nie, not yet . Soon, maybe . He sometimes relays messages to the Poles 
on your side of the border, but this week he wants to know of his girls in 
Brześć . They are getting by on the farm, despite the poor harvest .”

“I thought their brother joined the Tsar’s army to support them .”
The boy perked up, “A brother? Gorski never told me that . I will have to 

make his acquaintance when I come back .”
Chuckling under his breath, Krzysztof wondered what he had gotten 

himself into . His officers would surely reprimand him if his relief came 

and found him doing this . Suddenly, another fear struck him . The rumors 
of Fritz brutality and the sound of gunfire earlier returned to his memory . 
Glancing up, he scanned the trees frantically for anyone watching from the 
other side of the river . He waded hurriedly through the water, slipping as 
he went .

Krzysztof had made it to the other bank, and his rider dismounted . The 
boy hopped onto the muddy shore and turned to thank his steed . “Dziękuję, 
pan . Is there any way I can repay you?”

“Tak, mention this to no one .”
“Is there any message I can send for you?”
“Nie, nie . I have no family on your side,” responded Krzysztof evasively, 

clumsily waving goodbye as he already began to ford his way to the other 
side . Out of the corner of his eye, Krzysztof saw the boy waving back 
before a sudden rush caused Krzysztof to look down to see his boot once 
more filling with freezing water .

Once more in the river, he found that his legs were now accustomed to 
the cold current . His head hung low, observing the dark blue hue flowing 
beneath him . Slowly raising his eyes, he noticed that the sun no longer 
cast its orange rays which sparkled on the snow . While he comprehended 
this fact, he stopped midstream . Did he really have no message to send to 
the other side? He turned around, but the boy was gone . The warm face 
of the sun had fallen behind the veil of night, and the gentle whisper of 
the wind descended upon the river . Unbelieving, Krzysztof stood a good 
few minutes in the icy water . His hand stumbled upon something in his 
pocket, his string of beads . Remembering how to pray, he spoke softly, 
“Our Father, who art in Heaven—”
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Spokes
Chandler Ryd

I pedal my bike up long hills . The spokes 
In the front wheel click and pop

At random . I cannot say what makes them 
Sound . I try to guess some explanations,

Rules to tell when they would rattle next—turns, 
Potholes, snaking cracks—but they swirl

Too quick to watch, evaporate in vague 
Blurs . Then the fear comes . At any moment,

The spokes could snap like thin ligaments, 
The wheel could warp, the bike reject me down .

They won’t—I’m fairly sure . The clicks, I bet, 
Have something to do with the salt and slush

That froze to my bike last winter . I pedaled 
To work, pedaled to visit her, after .

Then home, back down long hills, around two miles .  
That night is when the rust began . The world

Corrodes in patient details—already 
I replaced the chain . Soon, perhaps, the wheel .

Elena Creed
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Hatching
Cait Weighner

I grab a crate of eggs from off 
The shelf, and as I do you ask: 
Whether there is not some cost, if in 
Cracking an egg a life is lost?

“You don’t kill the chick, friend,” I explain— 
“Yet isn’t there a sadness still 
In the thought of an egg left unquick?” But 
I’ve lost you already, your morals appeased .

A sterile silence where I crave a word . 
A glance ungiven, ache unsensed 
Or if not unsensed, uneased . 
All of them like eggs, I think .

Oh! give them life, that life may be had . 
Do not let these eggs go bad . There 
May yet be for them a hatching, 
And if for them, for us .

Elena Creed
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Waiting Room
Hannah Niemeier

“So . You want me to tell you why I’m here . 
And I’m going to tell you . I figured it out when 
I was flipping through this art book on the table, 
The kind of thing they always have in waiting places, 
Just pictures and facts about local history and culture: 
Shit to stare at while you’re waiting, to pass the time . 
 
And I was sitting there, waiting, all anxious waiting for them 
To call my name, and there was this picture of a flour mill . 
And I started reading about it and the guy who owned it—   
See, what I learned, and what I am going to tell you,  
Is that the guy who owned it had it worse off than I did . 
The guy who owned the mill, the poor guy’s name  
Was Edward Anguish . Edward I-shit-you-not Anguish . 
 
I just stared at it for a minute, and then, then I laughed so hard  
Just sitting there, everyone must have thought I was crazy,  
As in more than they already did for a guy sitting there 
At the bank in his PJs with a bag of who-knows-what 
By his slippers . At nine o’clock on Monday morning . 
 
But this guy . I just can’t get over it, it was so perfect,  
And he was a failure, just a total failure, with his mill . 
And if it doesn’t make sense why I’m telling you this 
Instead of explaining why I’m actually here talking to you, 
Well, that’s why I’m here talking to you . This story . 
That’s my story . Edward Anguish, and see this, 
This makes some kind of crazy sense too, 
To a guy like me: Edward Anguish sold out on his mill 

And the guy who bought it abandoned it in a couple years 
Or something . Because there was too much water . 
The water moved too fast . Too much water to run a flour mill 
In a place called, I think it was called Muddy Creek . 
 
Edward Anguish and goddamn Muddy Creek . 
I’m supposed to be sitting here telling you why  
I’m here, and you want me to talk about Monday, 
And how what happened there got me to the bridge, 
But first how I was there with my slippers and my pillow case  
Full of dollar bills, and how they threw me out 
Because they said this isn’t the place for charity cases,  
And they wished they could help me, really, 
But a few bucks in cash in a greasy pillowcase 
Aren’t enough for a down payment on a loan 
Like that . Not that much money . We’re supposed to talk  
About that, and you think I am avoiding it by talking about 
Edward Anguish . But I am telling you . I am telling you . 
 
I really did have the rest of it in my mattress, 
The money, but by the time I got back they’d thrown it out . 
The mattress . The movers . Whoever kicks people out 
Of apartments, and I knew they were coming that morning,  
So I tried to get to the bank first, but I didn’t make it .  
And so no loan . For paying the rent . And that’s what  
I’m supposed to be talking about but here I am, 
Just thinking about this guy whose mill goes under  
Because it’s being flooded with too much water  
To turn the mill, which is powered by water .  
And how water is usually a good thing, round here, 
But not for Anguish . There’s a phrase about that,  
That people say: embarrassment of riches . Or ironies, maybe .  
I don’t remember, I just know I think Anguish is just  
The same as me, and it was so funny . Hilarious . 
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And I know, I can see your face now, you’re thinking, 
So what then, there’s more to this story you’re not telling me  
And all you’re doing is talking about this Anguish guy  
As a distraction, or because you think it’s smart  
And some kind of poetry or something, but really  
You should just talk about what happened after Monday morning, 
And how you filled your pillowcase with enough rocks  
To hold you down, and then how you tied it . Around your neck .  
And why you didn’t drink the rest of your brandy first .  
And how did you buy such good brandy anyway, 
When you’re spending your money begging for money 
From the bank . But see, it’s like this . It’s like Anguish . 
 
Anguish wasn’t even the one who abandoned the mill, see .  
The next guy did that . A couple years later . It’s great, 
Because he knew before he even bought the place 
That he wasn’t gonna make it . It takes a special kind 
Of idiot to find too much water out here . And to go down  
Like that . In history . I remember him, though, Anguish .  
And not the other guy . Who abandoned the mill for good . 
That’s what I’m saying . You’re saying I’m not telling you 
Why I’m here, so I can tell you why I tried to end it 
Without finishing my brandy, and I’m saying, I’m saying that 
I’m telling you . I’m telling you .”

Mary Kate Boyle
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How it Comes Back
Mark Naida

Two boys sit in the dust behind the house . The house is empty . Their mother 
took everything with her . They are kept in the yard by a tall, locked fence . 
They have not eaten this morning .

Two boys in basketball shorts, sitting in the dirt with nothing to do . One 
boy runs his fingernail through the loam until a stone stops it . The other boy 
comes closer and traces the outside of the stone with his finger . The first boy 
has longer fingernails . He scrapes the stone free, digging around the smooth 
surface .

Two boys with dirty fingers . The first boy holds up the rock . A perfect sphere . 
Their eyes meet . Their heads nod . They stand and look at the tin roof . The first 
boy throws the rock which hits the roof and rolls back down effortlessly like 
a marble . The second boy catches it as it skips over the eave .

Two boys throwing a rock up onto a roof in the sun . The second boy throws 
the rock up . It arcs over the weathervane and to the other side of the house . 
The first boy hangs his head . A large ruby rattles down the tin and lands at 
the feet of the boys .

The second boy looks down in wonder, the first boy in disgust . The first boy 
throws the gem high over the house with a sharp grunt . The second boy looks 
away, the first looks down . An orange rolls down the tin sheeting and lands 
in the dust at their feet . They feast .

Emilia Heider
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Remembering a Stumble
Stephen Savas

The blood which rugged bark had drawn 
Dripped down his sapling leg . Scarlet 
As the cardinal now which wings

From branch to branch in fading light, 
It glimmered bright—trickled slowly, 
Like how the tree’s shadow stretches over lawn .

The blood congealed some, then stained 
His young hands a rusty shade 
As he rubbed it rough away .

White-knuckled, I remember 
Brighter days, as through branchy 
Silhouettes to blush skies .

Madeline Barry
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