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L E T T E R S

I M A G E S
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T RU E  E U RO PA

below you

white bull

night pulls

below you

i curl

i warp

sweat draped

star scraped

swallowed up

hollowed out

!"#$%&%'()%)*(#%+)",,!$-%-.+/%,.%-*(,0

  Sarah Konowitz
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C O M M U T I N G

For my whole life I was my mother’s

-&*1),$20%%3%+&(%&%).2/$,4(%/$(,0

3%+&(%%%%&%(,&"25&($0%%

 

6)$/%7.*%%!$8,%9$:%8.2%1..-0%%3%+&(%

)$2%9$29&"-0%% 

3%+&(%&%).*($0%%3%+&(%;"/#%&/-%12$$/0%%

3%+&(%,)$%).9$%97%9.,)$2%9&-$0%%

I was my mother on a train, 

% 97%)&"2%<$+%&2.*/-%97%)$&-%!"#$%)$2(0

Once she fainted on the subway

% 82.9%(,&/-"/1%*;%,..%!./10

It was summer    everyone was breathing

=$8.2$%,)$7%'>$-%*;%&!!%,)$%,2&"/(0

And a big black guy caught her in

)"(%&29(0%%?@$27=.-7%1.,%*;%&/-%

9&-$%)$2%(",%-.+/0%%A)$7%1&@$%)$2%

+&,$20%%B/-%-"-%()$%-"-%/.%%%

()$%-2&/#%",0

I was my mother’s commuter,    

&/-%3%%%,2"$-0%%C*,

3%+&(%/.,%1..-%,.%7.*0

  Lauren Clark

June Tate



4 5

C L A S H  (noun) \6klash\: 

D0%&%(+$!!"/1:%5!.,,"/1%!"#$%(/.+%5!.*-(:%+$!!"/1%*;:%&%8$$!"/1%'2(,:%&/-%,)$/%,)$%

+.2-(:%+)&,%-"-%7.*%(&7%,.%9$E%F0%&%;!.+%(+"9(%,)2.*1)%,)$%(/.+:%G.!,(%8.2+&2-:%

(,.;(:% G.!,(:% ,)$%+.2-(% &2$% G&21./:% ,)$%+.2-(% &2$% )"$2.1!7;)(E% H0% .*2% =&5#'2$(%

blaze, spew sparks like broken teeth, our howls, our heads, our words bulge, and 

+$%("/#%"/,.%,)$%=.+$!(%.8 %,)"(E%I0%&%(,2&",G&5#$,:%(*=,$22&/$&/:%+$%!.5#%.*2($!@$(%

"/,.%.*2%+.2-(:%3%9$&/,%",:%3%&9%&()&9$-%.8 %7.*:%3%+&/,%.*,E%%J0%7.*%(*!#:%(;"/%97%

words to meet yours, a mouse maze of  prongs and planks, lather yourself  with 

!.1"5:%7.*%&2$%2"1),:%7.*%&2$%2"1),:%7.*%9*(,%=$%2"1),E%K0%&%()2"@$!"/1%.8 %;2"-$:%!"#$%

'/1$2,";(%.2%+.2-(:%!"#$%5$!!(0%

  Sarah Konowitz

F RU I T

I liked the pineapple

crown you rooted in your

bedroom in a mason jar

until you said in two or

three years it’ll grow 

&%;"/$&;;!$%+$%5&/%$&,0

L*(,%./$M%3%(&"-0

N$(%G*(,%./$0

  Sarah Hoffman

Sam Rowe
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David Greenberg

Kalan Sherrard
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S O N G

this swan had run herself

into a steel wire web

where streetlights hang above the running path

that drapes around our lake

two girls and their mother

called “animal police” they said

in broken English when I asked

I didn’t know the beaks of  swans

turned blue for any reason but

this one’s neck had broken

gracefully, or the opposite of  grace:

she was still alive in silence

opening her mouth for air each time

her head rolled and plopped staccato in the water

her vertebrae no longer formed

that immortal swan shape you would recognize

other birds around her honked

two dragged the blue beak back and forth

mercy looked to us on the sand violent

we tried to shoo them off

her dropping head was every kind of  pain

not lessened by the other swans

the late animal police

least by our witness

  Hope Rehak

L O C U S T S :  A  M U T U A L L Y  A T T R A C T E D  S P E C I E S  

I am thinking maybe here could be a chance for the Rocky Mountain locust to 

)&@$%(.9$%1.-O8$&2"/1%2$,*2/%!"#$%&%)*/1$2:%2&"($%)$!!%)$2$0%%?"1),$$/%($@$/,7O

8.*2P%,+$!@$%;."/,%'@$%,2"!!"./%"/($5,(:%,+$/,7O($@$/%;."/,%'@$%9"!!"./%,./(%&/-%

)*/127%,..:%/.:%(,&2@"/10%%A+.%)*/-2$-%9"!!"./%-.!!&2(%"/%52.;%-&9&1$(%"/%

,)$%+$(,0%%Q$8,%,)$%;!&5$%=&22$/%!"#$%&%)&/-8*!%.8 %(&/-0%A)$2$%+&(%&!2$&-7%&%

-2.*1),0%%?@$27./$%+&(%&!2$&-7%)*/1270%%A)$%(*1&2(%"/%,)$%(,&!#(%9&-$%,)$%

!.5*(,(%+&/,0%%

Thirty years later, farmers had a hand in their extinction so that North 

B9$2"5&%"(%,)$%./!7%;.;*!&,$-%5./,"/$/,%+",).*,%&%9&G.2%!.5*(,0%%R.,%&%("/1!$%

./$%+&(%(&@$-0%%6)&,%",%9*(,%)&@$%8$!,%!"#$%,.%()$-0%%6)&,%",%9*(,%)&@$%8$!,%!"#$%

2$G$5,"/1%&%=.-70%%S$2$:%3%)&@$%(;$/,%,..%9&/7%/"1),(%9&#"/1%-$5"("./(:%97%.+/%

=.-7%+2&;;$-%&2.*/-%&%,."!$,0

  Marlo Barrera



10 11

S I A M E S E

Nine years old, you saw Chang and Eng 

on the History Channel, and you stood on a chair

,.%1$,%T.94(%($+"/1%=.>%.88 %,)$%,.;%.8 %,)$%82"-1$0

6$%-$5"-$-%,.%-.%",%&,%,)$%)";0

We both wanted to be on the right

&/-%3%+./%/.($%1.$(0

Both of  our shorts rolled down to our thighs –

I giggled we could see our penises – and you stuck

the needle in soap three times, and tied a scarf

.@$2%7.*2%9.*,)%!"#$%&%-.5,.20%B/-%7.*2%(#"/

where your waistband was printed

came to a point under the needle

!"#$%&%S$2()$74(%U"((%"/("-$%.*,0

This might not work, you said, and I 

(&"-%5.9$%./%",%+&(%7.*2%"-$&0

3,%)*2,(:%7.*%(&"-0%N.*%;*,%&%C&/-OB"-%

where you had pricked yourself, and you

+.*!-/4,%1"@$%,)$%/$$-!$%,.%9$0

  Sarah Hoffman

Kelly Savietta
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Q B % V 3 B L ? W B % N % X Y % X ZTCWB 0%?/"19&%-$%*/%9$-".-[&%-$%.,.\.0%

B2"&-/&%-*$29&0%?,$2/&9$/,$%-*$29$%7%9"2&%5./%(*(%.G.(%5$22&-.(%-$%

$(,&,*&0%R.%(&=$%]*^%&\.%$(:%/"%("%$!%@"$/,.%(.;!&%-$!%?(,$%.%-$!%Z$(,$:%/"%("%$!%

(.!%$(,_%(*21"$/-.%*%.5*!,_/-.($%$/%$!%).2"`./,$0%R.%/$5$(",&%(&=$2%$(,&(%5.(&(0%

Ella solo espera con urgencia el tiempo en el cual la verdad emergerá adentro 

-$%([%5.9.%*/%<$5)&0%a*"$2$%$(,&2%(.!&%;&2&%@$2:%$/%$!%2$@^(%-$%(*%,2"(,$`&:%

]*^%("(,$9&%/*9$2&!%5.9*/"5&%!&%&/.,.9[&%)*9&/&%5./%!.(%(*$\.(:%$!%-$($.%

5./%$($%12&/%5*$2;.%(*7.:%&%;$(&2%(*7.:%]*$%$(%$!%9*/-.0%V"$/,.:%@"$/,.:%7%

!&%%=&,&!!&%5.9"$/`&%,$22"=!$0%Q.(%52_/$.(%;&2,"-.(%5&$/%&%,"$22&%7%$(%;.(("=!$%

&-@$2,"2:%-$(;$2-"1&-.(:%!.(%2$(,.(%-$%*/&%5"*-&-%5*&-2"5*!&-&%7%8$)&5"$/,$0%

?>,2&\&%=$&,",*-%-$%!.(%5.9=&,$(%;$2-"-.(%-$%&/,$9&/.0%B).2&%$!%(.!%($%

detiene en lo alto, en el centro del cielo, y la estatua dormida, como un bloque 

-$%$,$2/"-&-:%-^Gb%]*$%(*%&!9&%($%(.!&5$%$/%!&%5./,$9;&5"c/%-$%(*%5$1*$2&:%

&-./-$%.5*22$%,.-&%@"("./0

  María Negroni (Argentina)

  from Buenos Aires Tour, 2003

AS? % A W BV ? Q ?W % B Rd % S ?W % X S BdZ60%?/"19&%.8 %&/%$&2!7%

&*,*9/%&8,$2/../0%B2"&-/$:%(!$$;0%X)$%(!$$;(%&/-%($$(%$,$2/&!!7%+",)%)$2%5!.($-%

(,&,*$%$7$(0%X)$%-.$(/4,%#/.+%+)&,%7$&2%",%"(:%.2%"8 %,)$%+"/-%=!.+(%82.9%,)$%?&(,%

.2%82.9%,)$%6$(,:%.2%"8 %,)$%(*/%"(%&;;$&2"/1%.2%)"-"/1%=$/$&,)%,)$%).2"`./0%X)$%

-.$(/4,%/$$-%,.%#/.+%,)$($%,)"/1(0%X)$%./!7%+&",(%+",)%*21$/57%8.2%,)$%,"9$%

+)$/%,)$%,2*,)%+"!!%$9$21$%"/("-$%)$2%!"#$%&/%&22.+0%X)$%+&/,(%,.%=$%&!./$%,.%

see, behind her sadness, what numeral system connects the human anatomy to 

,)$%-2$&9(:%-$("2$%,.%)$2%12$&,%=.-7:%+)"5)%"(:%,.%)$2%2$12$,:%,)$%+.2!-0%6"/-:%

+"/-:%&/-%,)$%=&,,!$%=$1"/(%,$22"=!70%e2&5#$-%(#*!!(%8&!!%,.%,)$%$&2,)%&/-%./$%5&/%

.=($2@$:%(5&,,$2$-:%,)$%2$9&"/(%.8 %&%12"--$-%&/-%52$-"=!$%5",70%X,2&/1$%=$&,",*-$%

.8 %,)$%=&,,!$(%!.(,%=$8.2$)&/-0%R.+%,)$%(*/%!"/1$2(%*;%)"1):%"/%,)$%5$/,$2%.8 %

the heavens, and the sleeping statue, like a block of  eternity, lets her soul take 

;!$&(*2$%"/%,)$%5./,$9;!&,"./%.8 %)$2%=!"/-/$((:%(.*25$%.8 %&!!%@"("./0

  tr. Christina Pope
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Rebecca Cohen

T H E  W I D O W  I  K N O W

wears long sleeves and sleeps

downstairs with the laundry,

stalls on the narrow

road near the hollow tree,

watches whitecaps 

slap together from her window,

makes a cross on her body, 

this fossil of  a woman

sets and dries into the wall

!"#$%&%5!&7%$7$:%!"-%8&!!$/0

Grandma, I ask, did you even 

love him? Does it even 

matter, she says,

(!.+%&(%&%5&,)$-2&!%$5).0

  Sarah Konowitz
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R I T U A L S

In the mornings, my mother and I drank tea

We poured it slowly from the old black kettle

Then she went her way, and I went mine

Aging alone at either end of  that old house

 

We poured it slowly from the old black kettle

Steam rising like a foggy curtain until my eyes lost her

Aging alone at the other end of  that old house

X.9$,"9$(%3%52$;,%"/,.%)$2%=&,)2..9%,.%'/-%)$2 

Steam rose like a foggy curtain, and my eyes lost her

It smelled fresh and sharp, tea tree oil and mist and skin

Sometimes I crept into her bathroom to lose her

Often, she didn’t say a word

It smelled fresh and sharp, black tea and steam and milk

We began simply, the creeping cold, burned tongues

And often, she didn’t say a word

I didn’t mind, just looked down and breathed in heat

We began simply, the cutting cold, burned tongues

Then she went her way, and I went mine

I didn’t mind, just looked down and counted cracks 

3/%,)$%9.2/"/1(:%97%9.,)$2%&/-%3%-2&/#%,$&0

  Zoe Darsee

Kalan Sherrard
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TA D O U S S A C

Halfway in

the stand of  black birch

<$5#$-%2$-:%;&!$%9",,(%.8 %!$&80

The battered stones

.8 %&%2*"/$-%5"(,$2/:%&%'$!-

,)&,%./5$%+&(%,"!!$-0%

Then the drop

toward water, transformation

of  path to plank,

&%+)"2!;..!%-.+/%,.%().2$0

Wooden turret

"/%&/%.5$&/%.8 %&"20%

Z%1.-%,)$%+&,$20%

Rippling prairie

.8 %1!&((%f%,)$%+"/-:%,)$%+"/-0

Y/5)&/1$-%+.2!-%=.2/%.8 %1!&5"$2(0%

Distant white hides, scarred,

break surface: an arch

&%(+$!!%.8 %+)&!$(#"/0%

Below water, out

.8 %$&2(4%2$&5)%&%'$25$

9.&/:%,)$%5&!!0%

The dipping into air

lung full of  ocean –

mist, exhale – mingling

of  sky and sea, 

,)$%"/(&,"&=!$%-&2#/$((%.8 %,)$%'2(0

  Adam Beaudoin

Allison Fontaine-Capel
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Rebecca Cohen

T H E  S H A B B O S  B R I D E

Jesse Miller 

Her grandfather called to her, “Faygella,” which meant little bird, and Lainey 

<*,,$2$-%5&*,".*(!7%.@$2%,.%,)$%5.*5):%,)$%./$%&,%,)$%5.2/$2%.8 %,)$%2..9:%

where he had stationed his wheelchair, quietly sipping his drink and staring 

-*!!7%.*,%,)$%+"/-.+0%X)$%)&-%=$$/%!"(,$/"/1%,.%)$2%9.,)$2%&/-%12&/-9.,)$2%

while they talked, sitting across the table from one another in the adjoining 

2..90%?@$/%82.9%+)$2$%Q&"/$7%)&-%(&,%&,%,)$%8&2%("-$%.8 %,)$%,&=!$:%()$%5.*!-%

)$&2%,)&,%+)$$!5)&"2%8+*9;O8+*9;"/1%+",)%$@$27%9.@$9$/,%)$%9&-$0%X,"!!%

unaccustomed to it, she eyed the chair suspiciously, trying not to catch her 

12&/-8&,)$24(%1&`$0%

Her grandmother gesticulated vigorously, distorting her face so that her bulldog 

G.+!(%)*/1%!.+0%g%hT7%=./$(%&5)$%&,%/"1),:4%)$%(&7(0i%S$2%$!$5,2"5%)&"2%(;!&7$-%

.*,%"/%,*8,(%!"#$%&%9&-%(5"$/,"(,4(0%A)$%+)"/$:%,)$%+.$O=$,"-$:%,)$%#@$,5):%,)$%

complaint, the grumble, the grouse: these were her experiments, carefully 

5./,2.!!$-:%;$28$5,$-%,.%&%2)$,.2"5&!%;."/,0%B(%,)$%1!&5"$2%"/%)$2%1!&((%9$!,$-:%&(%

,)$%,"-$%.8 %@.-#&%$==$-:%()$%+.*!-%$@$/%&,,$9;,%5.9;!$>%"9;$2(./&,"./(0

gA)$7%-.:i%)$2%12&/-8&,)$2%7$!!$-%82.9%,)$%.,)$2%2..90

gZ)%!..#%/.+%)$4(%!"(,$/"/10%Q"#$%&/%.!-%).*($:%)$%,)"/#(%)$4(%1.,%1).(,(%"/%

)"(%=./$(0%3%$@$/%)&@$%,.%)$!;%)"9%"/,.%=$-%./%5.!-%/"1),(0%B(%"8 %97%G."/,(%

-"-/4,%(,"88$/%*;%,..:i%)$2%12&/-9.,)$2%5./,"/*$-0%gB/-%,)$/%)$%+&!#(%&2.*/-%

&/7+&70i

g3%#/.+%9.9:i%Q&"/$74(%9.,)$2%2$;!"$-0%gC*,ji

gN.*%-./4,%#/.+%L$&/0%34@$%)$&2-%9.2$%&=.*,%!$1(%"/%,)$%;&(,%9./,)%,)&/%

&%).("$20%B/-%349%/.%(;2"1),!7%7.*/1%,)"/1%97($!80%3,4(%&%+./-$2%&/7%.8 %,)$%

5).2$(%1$,%-./$%&,%&!!0%3,4(%(.%)&2-%8.2%9$%/.+0i%X)$%().,%&%!..#%"/%Q&"/$74(%

-"2$5,"./0%gB2$%7.*%!"(,$/"/1%,.%,)"(%Q&"/$7Mi

gY)O)*):i%Q&"/$7%9*9=!$-:%!..#"/1%&,%)$2%)&/-(0%

gN.*42$%/.,%1."/1%,.%=$%&=!$%,.%).;%&2.*/-%.*,("-$%,)$%+&7%7.*%-.%8.2$@$20%

One day you’re going to wake up all grown and tired and you’ll remember 

!"(,$/"/1%,.%,)"(%5./@$2(&,"./%&/-%7.*4!!%(&7:%h12&//7%+&(%2"1),%&!!%&!./104%i

Q&"/$7%;!&7$-%+",)%,)$%=2"1),%;$$!"/1%;&"/,%./%)$2%/&"!(0%X)$%!"#$-%(52&;"/1%",%

.88 %=$,,$2%,)&/%()$%!"#$-%;*,,"/1%",%./0%X)$%+&",$-%*/,"!%()$%5.*!-%8$$!%,)$%8.5*(%

of  the conversation drifting away from her like a searchlight, which, poised for 

a moment, illuminating a piece of  ground and casting shadows upon others, 

9.@$(%./0%%



22 23

pulled her harder, this way and that, she’s mine, she’s mine, they shouted, 

'/1$2(%$@$27+)$2$:%;*!!"/1%)$2%,.%,)$%9*--7%12.*/-:%+)"5)%&%2$5$/,%2&"/%

)&-%!$8,%9."(,%&/-%9&!!$&=!$:%(.%,)&,%",%(,&"/$-%)$2%-2$((%"/%;!&5$(0%B/-%&(%)$2%

grandfather continued his tirade, straining forward in his wheelchair, body bent 

to topple, a boy with cheeks particularly round and apple-pink reached for the 

scarf  wrapped around her head, just wanting to look, wanting to know about 

,)&,%)&"2:%,)&,%)&"2:%9&-$%.8 %,)$%(,*88 %.8 %-2$&9(0%

But then her grandma laughed and sat back down and picked up her glass and 

).==!$-%,.%,)$%#",5)$/%,.%'!!%",%*;%&1&"/:%&/-%)$2%12&/-;&4(%@."5$%]*"$,$-:%,)$%

(7!!&=!$(%(9..,)$-%&/-%)"(%(,.27%2$,*2/$-%,.%Q&"/$74(%$&20%

gX)$%+.*!-%&!+&7(%(9"!$:i%)$%(&"-:%%g$@$/%,).*1)%()$%+&(%=$"/1%;*!!$-%"/%'@$%

directions at once, and one time I pulled at her dress so hard that a piece as 

pale and delicate as spiderweb came off, and still she didn’t stop,” he smiled, his 

$7$(%)&!8 %5!.($-%/.+0%

g6)&,%)&;;$/$-%,.%",Mi%()$%&(#$-0

gX,"!!%)&@$%",%.8 %5.*2($0%3,4(%*/-$2%,)$%9&,,2$((0%34!!%,$!!%7.*:%"8 %7.*%$@$2%+&/,%,.%

#$$;%&/7,)"/1%(&8$:%,)&,4(%,)$%;!&5$%,.%#$$;%",0%S.!-%./:%!$,%9$%().+%7.*0i%A)$%

+)$$!5)&"2%(]*$&#$-%+",)%$>5",$9$/,%&(%)$%(,..-:%]*"5#!7:%5.98.2,&=!70%S$%,..#%

&%(,$;%8.2+&2-0

gd&-ki%L$&/%)&-%,*2/$-%]*"5#!7%,.%,)$%(.*/-0%X)$%!$8,%)$2%9.*,)%.;$/%&,%,)$%

$/-%.8 %,)$%$>5!&9&,"./0

gR"5.!&":%(",0i%S$2%12&/-9.,)$2%(&"-%(,$2/!7:%./$%'/1$2%;."/,$-%"/%)"(%-"2$5,"./0

He sat, his body folding back into the chair as though with those words the sap 

,)&,%&/"9&,$-%)"(%!"9=(%)&-%2*/%-270%S$%12";;$-%,)$%&29(%.8 %)"(%5)&"2%+$&#!70%

gA2$&,%9$%!"#$%&%-.10%A)&,4(%&!!%2"1),0%A2$&,%9$%!"#$%&%-.1%"8 %,)&,4(%+)&,%7.*%

,)"/#%3%&90%34!!%().+%",%,.%7.*%(.9$%.,)$2%,"9$%Q&"/$70%C$8.2$%7.*%1$,%.!-0%R.:%

-./4,%-.%,)&,0%R$@$2%1$,%.!-0%C*,%7.*4@$%(,"!!%1.,%(.9$%,"9$%!$8,0i%S$%(9"!$-0%g34!!%

().+%",%,.%7.*%(.9$%.,)$2%,"9$0i

A)$/:%gl&71$!!&0i%X)$%!..#$-%*;%&/-%8.*/-%)$2%12&/-8&,)$2%(,&2"/1%(,2&"1),%

&,%)$2:%,)&,%.!-%'$25$/$((%"/%)"(%$7$(:%/.%!./1$2%-*!!%1!&((%(,&2"/1%,)2.*1)%

,)$%-*!!%1!&((%+"/-.+0%A)$%12&((%.*,%,)$2$%)&-%=$1*/%,.%12.+%)"1)E%",%=$/,%

*/-$2%",(%.+/%+$"1),:%=!&-$%=&5#(%=.+$-:%5*2!"/1%"/,.%,)$9($!@$(0%S$%;&,,$-%

)"(%#/$$:%&/-%()$%(&,%-.+/%"/%,)$%5.*5):%=&5#%=$/,%,.+&2-(%)"90%gQ$,%9$%

tell you something,” he said, and he spoke to her how he had all her life, in 

gruff  hushed tones, his moustache sometimes prickling and tickling against 

her ear, as if  nobody else in the room could know the things he told her, not 

)$2%12&/-9&:%/.,%)$2%9.,)$20%A)$($%(,.2"$(:%2$5.!!$5,"./(:%8&9"!7%($52$,(%)$%

$/,2*(,$-%,.%)$2%&/-%./!7%,.%)$2%,.%2$9$9=$20

He spoke of  the boats and the birds and the people all groaning in the harbor, 

&!!%("5#%,.%1$,%.*,%.8 %,)&,%9&1"5&!%5.*/,27%)$%2$,*2/$-%,.%(.%.8,$/%"/%)"(%(,.2"$(0%

Odessa, a place where his parents baked cakes all day and every Friday night 

the people would gather together to sing songs and nod and bend like antennas 

"/%,)$%=2$$`$0%

“Have I ever told you about the Shabbos bride?” he asked Lainey and she 

()..#%)$2%)$&-0%S$%,.!-%)$2%).+%,)$%X)&==.(%=2"-$%+.*!-%+&!#%,)2.*1)%,)$%

town on Friday night, glowing like sea froth in her wedding cake gown, a scarf  

+2&;;$-%&2.*/-%)$2%)$&-:%)"-"/1%)$2%)&"2%82.9%&!!%=*,%)$2%12..90%X)$%5&9$%

from the harbor and her shoes were tied with seaweed and it was said that if  

she followed you to your home she would let down her hair for you and you 

+.*!-%!"@$%&%!"8$%.8 %$,$2/&!%)&;;"/$((0%B!!%.8 %,)$%5)"!-2$/%+.*!-%2*/%&2.*/-%

her trying to catch her attention, pulling at the fringes of  her wedding gown, 

,*11"/1%)$2%,.+&2-(%,)$"2%).9$(0%e.9$%+",)%9$:%5.9$%+",)%9$0%C*,%()$%

+&!#$-%(,2&"1),%,)2.*1)%,)$%9"--!$%.8 %,)$%,.+/0%R$@$2%+&@$2"/1:%/$@$2%,*2/"/10

Her grandmother stood up from the kitchen table and looked into their corner 

.8 %,)$%2..9%+)$2$%,)$7%+$2$%(",,"/10%gd./4,%,.2,*2$%,)$%1"2!%R"5.!&":%()$%-.$(/4,%

5&2$%&=.*,%7.*2%(,.2"$(0i%

“Shvayg yenta,i%)$%().*,$-0%

gX)*,%7.*2($!8 %7.*%.!-%=$!!.+0i

This set him off  and he began to curse at her the way he did when she had 

gone too far, lashing out in a language Lainey didn’t understand, saying, things 

more horrible than she could imagine, things bent and guttural like the sounds 

.8 %,)$%+.2-(%,)&,%5./,&"/$-%,)$90%

6)"!$%)$2%12&/-;&%!$8,%.88 %)"(%(,.27%,)$%=2"-$%+&(%!$8,%,)$2$%,.%8$/-%8.2%)$2($!80%

The boys, who had been so well behaved, so well dressed in their dark pants 

and starched shirts, seemed to grow pale, their limbs and torso’s thinned, 

-"(,$/-$-:%()"2,(%52&5#!"/1%!"#$%-2"$-%-.*1)0%A)$%=2"-$%(9"!$-:%$@$/%&(%,)$7%
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Kelly Savietta

B l A ?W % AS ? % ? BWASaYBU?

30%

the pinprick stars 

still jangle 

in their shattered sockets 

like eyes of  a trembling 

(*=9&2"/$0

330%

He peels away 

and slips on his shirt 

G*(,%&(%,)$%-2*9=$&,%-"$(0

She feels the crater 

on the bed, and says,

+&",:%,)"$8j

  Sarah Konowitz
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- A T I O N  ( C R E )

from the series the aching

there is a mcdonalds in harajuku close to the train station and it is a weekday 

,2&-","./%,)&,%)$2%)*(=&/-%+"!!%;"5#%*;%="1%9&5(%&8,$2%+.2#0%8.2%/"/$%9./,)(%

(,2&"1),%()$%$&,(%./!7%(.-"*9%8.2%-"//$2:%G*(,"87"/1%,)$%5)."5$%=7%)$2%"/<&,$-%

stomach, with the distinct grease scent that makes her chest rise and fall in time 

+",)%&9$2"5&0

every night he tugs his tie loose with one hand before presenting her feast and 

!&,$2%-.$(%,.%)$2%+)&,%(;2"/1%-.$(%+",)%,)$%5)$227%,2$$(0%=*,%G&;&/%"(%/.,%+)$2$%

the coils of  her brain were wrapped and no matter what they eat for dinner he 

cannot make her feel like she’s sitting at the coffee table back home, smelling 

the orchards, recognizing faces in the paper, dandruff  from her hair catching 

=$/$&,)%)"(%'/1$2/&"!(0%

even on their egg box mattress pad instead of  tatami she does not dream at 

night, thinking: this is not where my head lives, this apartment is not sacred0%8.*2%&/-%

a half  blocks away from the meiji shrine, tourists tread past barrels of  sake 

dedicated to the land, photographing how picturesque alcohol is in the fog, and 

()$%"(%8&",)!$((0

never expected to have a child over here but it makes sense, really, mother, it makes so much 

sense in terms of  time, she’ll call long distance to connecticut, usa and hold the 

phone away from her mouth as she cries so hard that it’s silent because being 

)$2$%"(%$&(7%./!7%+)$/%()$%8.21$,(%&=.*,%,)$%.,)$2%;!&5$(%()$4-%2&,)$2%=$0%

)$2%+.9=%)&(%,*2/$-%"/,.%&%12&;$82*",%"/%,)$%+"/,$20%()$%+&,5)$(%5)"!-2$/%"/%

the neighborhood walk to school in pairs and can’t imagine what it will be 

like to be peeled down the middle, wondering often what animal the scar will 

2$($9=!$0

washi paper is made from the bark of  mulberry trees she tells the women of  the tokyo 

&9$2"5&/%*/"./%5)*25)%+$-/$(-&7%&8,$2/../(:%,)2$$%;90%,$&5)"/1%52&8,(%

=$5&*($%()$4(%&!+&7(%=$$/%1..-%+",)%)$2%)&/-(0%this place can become home if  we 

make it, time turns us into who we become, the silent mantra hovering behind silver 

molars as she hollows out eggs, blowing her own youth through holes on either 

$/-0%

  Nicole Balin

- A T I O N  ( N A R R )

from the series the aching

neekoru neekoru neekoru neekoru 

l’s become r’s elle becomes ours she is ours        this girl is ours 

the only girl from her country behind

glass is ours        neekoru neekoru neekoru

nurses cannot pronounce 

her name the doctor who 

9&-$%,)$%'2(,%5*,%5&//.,%;2./.*/5$%)$2%/&9$

we are the only ones         in this hospital 

who can pronounce our baby’s name        but they think she’s something

pointing her out to impatient pacing fathers  neekoru neekoru

    impatient blossoms pacing     venetian blinds

peak season through windows 

and the swallows think she’s something too

  Nicole Balin
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Maia Brown

T H E R E ,  T H E  M U R M U R ,  C A N  Y O U  H E A R  I T ?

B/-%97%9.,)$2%(&"-%,)&,%,)$7%&2$%;2&7$2(j

sung one word at a time in sounds that whispers outroar because,

Sweetheart, you could use a few more talks with God, she says, 

+./-$2"/1%"8 %349%&!2$&-7%,..%8&2%82.9%$&2,)0%

And I lie on my mattress, 

like still water, 

listening to my veins and I hear

,)$%<*,,$2%.8 %=*,,$2<7%+"/1(%&8,$2%$&5)%=$&,0%

B/-%,)$%-.5,.2%(&"-%,)&,%,)$7%&2$%9"(,&#$(j(.8,:

wrong notes where they shouldn’t be, thudding like paper drums, 

5./8*($-%&/-%;$2("(,$/,0%

I hold that stainless, sterile stethoscope,

press the cold part against my chest,

hear the echoes and think

of  wooden, worn spoons in each hand, partly crushed colanders, 

&/-%-$/,$-%5.;;$2%;.,(%(;!&7$-%&=.*,%,)$%(*99$2%+&29%<..2%,"!$(:%

9$,&!%(;&2#!"/1%!"#$%'2$<"$(:%%

52$&,"./%2"5.5)$,"/1%&/-%2$(./&,"/1%"/@"("=!7%,)2.*1)%,)$%).*($0%

B/-%()$%+"!!%/.,%(&7%&/7,)"/1j

her palm a small burning star against my ribs, one smooth ear held 

to my chest and I can feel a corner of  her lip tickle my skin as it curves up 

"/,.%&/%$@$/%!.@$!"$2%,)"/10%

Then she will pull herself  up to where she can watch the thoughts 

bloom like spring clouds behind my eyes

&/-%)$2%9.*,)%+"!!%($,,!$%&1&"/(,%,)$%$-1$(%.8 %97%!";(0%

A)$/%3%+"!!%,2&/(!&,$j("9;!7:%-"2$5,!7:%;$28$5,!7:%

speaking a language as eloquent as rain,

G*(,%+)&,%",%"(%,)"(%)$&2,%"(%9*29*2"/1%&=.*,0

  Alexandra Sharabianlou
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Faith Hays

N I G H T  RO B B E R S

   *

l"2$<"$(%&2$%!&`7%

%%%%%%%%%%(;&2#(%&=.@$%,)$%5.2/'$!-

B!!%.*2%52.;(%&2$%;.(($(($-%=7%(.9$%(&"/,4(%'2$

Foxes under the cornstalks,

                     cornhusks, whisper to us

“No more life for the living

no more life for the dead”

   *

Like a bite, some pain is simple, mechanical

Like a sting, some pain evolves, 

     takes new forms,

 turns towards our chest and

 holds us close to be fully known

Now it is a stone in our hand

   *

Between green rows, there must be

 some stray feathers, loosed, sown

Can taste be illusion?

Everything that grows from this ground

  tastes of  necessity, but the foxes 

don’t hear their own whispers rising

   *

Moon swinging across our paths like

the needle of  a compass, orients us:

    pendulum, weight, moon

Feels like south and south and south, 

Feels like love

A)$2$%&2$%,+.%;."/,(%./%&%9&;:%'>$-%

          yet inexplicably diverging

  Katarina Lunde
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David Greenberg

H O W  T H E  B O D Y  S L E E P S

i knew to call it suspect the night i awoke to the wind

moseying up my hollows

breath blue on my collarbone

it’s curious my body

weeping

welcomed it at her doorstep

just for the night

she said

just for

it isn’t the treachery that troubles me

but how does my body sleep

#/.+"/1%,)$%+"/-%+"!!%+)"(;$2%&+&7%)$2%'/1$2(%#/.+"/1

the wind rising off  concrete

rising off  clotheslines

rising off  cooked meat

i remember when i learned the word altar

the stress on the inclusive

the ending black and impressionable

a echoing a in symmetry that can only be stomached by god

and other things

we worship

it’s curious the wind’s careful swigs of  my skin

of  my forearms my larynx the cast of  my jawbone

who knew the body so soft

could harden in dreams

as though cast in iron

,)&,%<"5#$2(

as it dries

"%<"5#$2%"/%(!$$;

the way blood gets brighter in water

&(%,).*1)%(&7"/1%h,)"(

is where i come from’

  Galen Beebe
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A B E D N E G O

3%8$!!%"/%!.@$%+",)%B=$-/$1.0

S$%=2$&,)$-%,)$%5.!.2(%.8 %<&9$(

into my hair

when he was stoned

and spent hours attempting to separate

the red and gold 

+",)%)"(%'/1$2(0

Silly boy was only stained with oranges

and once the autumn pigment

shamed me too much to look at,

I turned the furnace up seven times,

&/-%,)2$+%)"9%"/0

3%-./4,%=*2/%=2"-1$(0

I am the gasoline

who makes friends with souls

+).%5&227%9&,5)$(%"/%,)$"2%;.5#$,(0

We drank poison in the name of  tea,

9&-$%!.@$%"/%,)$%/&9$%.8 %82"$/-()";0

I’d forgive your shut-eyed ignorance 

through your wind-slaughtered voice

as the moans break 

on your ash,

#"/-!$-%5.!-!7%+",)%,)$%!.@"/1%(/.+0

But my shut-eyed ignorance offers

/.%2$(;./($:%/.%2$;!70

Water of  a god---less

R.%1.-%+.*!-%2&"/%./%,)"(0

Kisses of  your singed frame,

now falling gray and silent 

by discrete rejection

,)&,%+.*!-%$&,%,)$%<$()

.@$2%.*2%(/.+"/1%8&5$(0

The snow falling on Abednego’s grave

scares me as it buries and compresses

and bruises

,)$%=.-7%,)&,%"(/4,%,)$2$0

They will mourn, saying he sleeps

in the motherly arms of  fate,

=*,%",%"(%,)$%<"5#$2"/1%5)&25.&!%;2"-$%,)&,%&,$

B=$-/$1.%&/-%30

  Emily Wilson
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W H A T  W I L L  R E M A I N

if  you woke, old man, and rose up 

open eyes I’d ask you what 

7.*4-%($$%.*,%./%,)$%+.2!-%/.+0

because today they see

the lasting boys the brothers last

ing children last 

ing granding father man today:

is what they see

but only one,

a single failing

raining

sunshine baking

bread the day, a kind of  waste

ed daughter dies, a kind 

of  midnight last, midlast

and on and on and

going on? and others

other midnight dawn in midsound bells that chime

and later ask if  whether now the lovely

two

the hours past

a sister, and the day

a time track add

the train track rail

a link in life times only when

the we were young

and so we’re old

we’re young

+$%&2$0 

and never kiss 

and never touch

the kidling man of  which

he is and what he’s lost

soon ten years old 

it’s all the same:

for now, what cold we see: within

us only brothers fatherman

can’t know

he knows

and always knew

that ever where he’s going is

  Alex Tamaki

Faith Hays
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H E AV E N  PA N T O U M

When I decide it’s time for heaven,

God will make me toast 

with peanut butter scooped from big band horns, 

&/-%G&``%2"88(%-";;$-%"/%9.94(%L"8 %G&2(0%

Yes, God will make me toast

to blues licks spread on whole wheat bread,

to jazz riffs dipped in mom’s Jif  jars, to

G&9(:%,.%5).2-(%&!!%52"(;%82.9%=*2/"/1%/.,$(0

Blues licks spread on whole wheat bread, and

have you heard of  jazz en- 

jambed? of  chords all crisp, or burning notes?

T7%,$$,)%+"!!%)$&2:%97%$&2(%+"!!%5)$+j8.2

have you heard of  jazz en-

grained in peanut butter scooped from horns? 

My teeth will hear, my ears will chew

+)$/%3%-$5"-$%",4(%,"9$%8.2%)$&@$/0

  Connor Stratton

Adam Chambers
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T H E S E  F RU I T S  I N  H E R  H A T  ( W H E N  S H E  D A N C E D ) 

pined a pull to 

water me lonesome

said can’t elope, straw barely strewn,

come quick, squat 

piece me an ache 

said grasp me be right here 

men go, went, will continue to go, to mate 

oh, we ran gentle

evoked cadences 

a prime caught catch

bare-backed, said don’t be lacking

keys we paired, preserved 

lie me, let me on 

grappled apart

      hand-fed parts , 

painted away in banter and amble

said honey, 

 do palms grant me this?

  Nicole Balin
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L AY  O U T  P O E M

D0%e*,%,)2$$%;&1$(%82.9%,)"(%=..#0%Z/$%8.2%,)$%"/("-$%.8 %7.*2%;"!!.+5&($:%./$%

8.2%,)$%=&5#%;.5#$,%.8 %7.*2%G$&/(0%l.!-%,)$%,)"2-%&/-%(&"!%",%-.+/(,2$&90

F0%m&,)$2%(,./$(%,.%9&2#%,)$%=.*/-&2"$(%.8 %7.*2%!&/-0%Q&7%,)$9%.*,0

H0%Q&7%.*,%7.*2%=./$(%"/%&%'$!-:%=$,+$$/%,)$%12&(($(0

  Adam Beaudoin & Rosemary Bateman

  Layout Editors
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!"#
Set in $%&%'()*%n%C&(#$2@"!!$0

“The type was crisp, the paper smooth and pale.”
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