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Dear Seaders

Dear reader,

Clive Barker, in his novel The T ﬁief of
‘Afwcgs, wrote, “T he great grey beast of Febru-

ary had eaten Harvey Swick alive.” What un-
olds against the backdro of winter’s last gas

is Cl-[awey’s ]ocmo]od@ of cﬂizcovery and d'iscord./p
In this issue, Ma c{éning the Sacred fufogy, we
ﬁope you ﬁnc[ yourseﬁf initiated into your own

joumey tﬁrougﬁ the end cf Winter into S}om’ng.

Santino DallaVecchia
Editor
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Theres a W (2 éég%ﬂ%
A tree has s[ow[y rown

‘Uy tﬁrougﬁ our house,

‘Arcﬁing the ﬂoorﬁoard:s

Cmcléing y[aster with its Eougﬂs.

This tree pushed its way into the [iw’ng room,
On the ﬂBZr below,

Smrm’ng as a small curve of rug

That we stumbled over-

Until one afay it burst tﬁrougﬁ,

Sjof'intering the wood ﬂoors,

Green leaves Jousﬁing ujoward:s

CDe.fpemte ﬁfor [igﬁt.

This tree hoisted the col%e table up

’Afong with the ﬁigﬂ-ﬁacﬁecf wing chair-
Now we’re 5}’}9 ing tea in its [imbs

As it climbs égﬁgr and ﬁigﬁer,

Up to my bedroom

’Tf burst tﬁrougﬁ the roof

And eventua[fy its branches will shatter

the g[ass Co[f the windows,

blow the doors out comjo[ete[y

and we'll live in the l[imbs,

swinging ourselves tﬁrougﬁ Burgeoning jaafe.



g|

your eyes

blue (ike

the 5u1face

of frozen rivers

ecks of ice
f[ecﬁs of white

71
your eyes

blue [ike

the t@’]os of
cam ﬁre ﬂames

melt my ﬁcmd:s

[igﬁt my m’gﬁt

7171

our eyes
%fue ﬁ%e
blood through

winter skin
where my blood goes

at yOMT touc ﬁ

by Karts Henning



Traditions
by Karts Henning

It was the last weekend of November in a little-better-than-dive bar
and we S}pyecf on .%piﬁec[ ?ﬁee instead of beer while we waited
for the ﬁreworﬁs show to egin above the state ca]oitaf Euifcfing.

The creamy drinks were [ukewarm at best but tﬁey thawed
our ﬁngert@’ps and the small but growing conversation.

‘My fatﬁer always drove us two towns over to Joicﬁ out

the ﬁigﬁest qua ity Christmas tree c[uring the last weekend of November
not because he loved to Jo[ay [umﬁmjacé tour guidé

but because it meant two more hours with three ﬁa}o}oy cfaugﬁters,

hot chocolate uyﬁo['stery stains and a million Jm’ne needles in his backseat.

7T am Euying another round as a Christmas (giﬁ to all of you.’
shouted one frienc[ who never got a chance because

the sofr thud of the ﬁrs’c ﬁreworﬁ shook the bar windows.

It was a signa[ for us to re-bundle and sﬁuﬁ[e out onto the sidewalk
to scope out a spot to tilt our raw Joinﬁ faces to the 5@.

The ex]o[osions drowned out murmuring carols from citywide gpeaﬁers.
The violent blasts of unjoowdér mixed with ﬁumming ells

and the .fpoma[ic [ig ts agains’c black clouds

made me close rgy eyes to see a dance of red }oarticfes.

Tﬁé?’@ was a su C[@?’l wave Oj: gagps cmc[ 7 ETL@W tﬁe tree was [ﬁ'.

Evyes still closed, 1 pictured roots Eursting
from the bottom ofﬁﬁe Christmas tree

shaped (ike the arms of ﬁreworﬁs, dri }oing ﬂ'ecﬁs of gofa[.

They reached all the way to an old farm on a dirt road two towns away
in the last weekend of ovember.
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Talter
by Taylor Card

DNA never needed to Stockholm Sync[rome me into cmytﬁing.
le 7 tmfy had to tell you wﬁy 7 a[ways love him,
Tt would come down to a rain afay and a ye[[ow dress
stained blue with orget-me-nots.

T'm four when God Jauﬂi the y[ug from his bathtub
‘cause the water’s gone (ukewarm and lost its steam.
Tt drains for hours and hours onto our (friveway
but it’s almost summer

and Tve fa[fen in love with Eissing tu[i]o bulbs and c[ancing for sunsets.

So we go out to get massaged By endless bathwater
Kiss all the Joinﬁ tuﬁ’ys and tge rare red ones twice for (uck
and he forgets how to be embarrassed.

When the sun goes down,

71 can’t stop smi[ing;

we're afancing in our a[riveway in the Joouring rain.



In the rain my love and 1 scour the gra\/e( Joit
for fossifs. We .Wﬁ and scan, searcﬁing

for fresﬁwater coral, paw tﬁrougﬁ lavers

to see what slid down in the slick. C ay seeps
under our nails, into our skins. Our feet dig in
and brace us against the wind.

When the sﬁy clears we drive to the dam
for the ﬁrst steelhead trout of the season.
‘J\fotﬁing is J’um}oing. Tt is still too cold
for them to come up river to spawn.

The rail at the look-out is soaked from fast

water--river risen from me[t«ﬁ and rain.

@ru}aes of sumac berries, ved torches
against the rey sk —easy to mistake
Jgr fat cardgna[s, their featﬁers matted
against the wind. Now we walk down
to the riverbank. 1 }n’ncﬁ Qﬁ a c(umy
of sumac and grincf it against my ya(m.
Its red s’pice recalls from childhood,

a Efoocfy nose bitten Ey the wind.

Tt is just too cold to breathe.

Q\/ly love will work on his truck in the barn
until dark. He'll use everytﬁi‘n under the sink
to clean his hands. S}amy his (g(e and heart
[ines raw. Late, when he wants to touch,

his hands will be dry as the stag-horn sumac

at the woods’ ec@e chind my father’s house.

'J‘HS naifs are sancfed’smoot , TOHHC{CLS tﬁe moon

in the go(cfen s/éy of his eyes, a halo as honest
as the (fay’s work he’ll algead’y have put in.

When 1 was a kid my fatﬁer /ée]at the snomofow

on his truck until fMay. We'd drive back to the woods.
He'd curse the sumac, then he'd lower the }ofow and hit

the gas, uprooting as many trees as he could on a run.
Their branches f?ew [ike antlers in rut. Then he'd back up,

rev the v-8, hit the gas, do it again, and (augﬁ [ike hell.



gmndfatﬁer snaps }aﬁotos with his Nikon D5500.
Everyone hasn’t been togetﬁer [ike this since the [asyunem[.

The camera is ﬁea\/y and black as Jimmy’s cﬁn [id,
and when 7 watch gmncﬁcatﬁer cﬁange its lens

it is not unlike seeing him load a }oisto[.

Cqup[éts ﬂcmg on the Jooints of umbrellas
[ike r{pe fmit acﬁing tya[[,
to swell the rivulets an yuc[c[fes that Eeqp soil soft

for the gmvecfiggers. Where will 7 meet the next person

7 love? Terﬁa}os beneath a street[amjo a winter or two from now,
eacgfaffing snowﬂaﬁe Euming as it catches the [igﬁt.

And where will we be yartec@ 7d catch one of the gpecﬁs

in my tiny hand, hold it to my [iys, and ask, but surefy

my breat would kill it. The stars will hide
behind clouds and the halo cast By the town’s ﬁgﬁts, ol%ring

no answers. Wﬁen someone catcﬁes me and [ClyS me

in the syreacf of earth the rain has Sofrenec[ for me,
the rivers that stream and steam down that someone’s face
will feecf towering oaks and ﬁff the cfeqpest oceans

in worlds our eyes will never dream of seeing.



We [augﬂ at first
Excerpt from a Journey of blood and tears
When Songs of Love and ‘.Majos of Freedom
Have undertaken to be revealed
And on['y are corre.gpona[ences, notes
Quotes as wave [engtﬁs.

Sun rods into mountains
Cl-[earing thrssh thrssh from the tress
CRotting nebulae.

Moon rides rivers
Just Eeing able to Jm’cﬁ and go
O@’ective characteristics
To the observance of geoyﬁysics.

Are we seeing our extinction?
Voices-- hgumcm cryin
Voices-animal, voices-ylgnt
But the Planet cannot 5[66}9 a wink
CBusﬁing over the stream.
\/oice-Ltfe of FEarth lives
And we [a;tgﬁ at ﬁrst

ﬂgain. ¢ same.






Near Glendalough, Treland a cave is bitten
into the ayy[é j)ﬂ a hill with room enougﬁ

to [ie there and [isten to the stars.

CPerﬁa}os you can reach out to wish them gooc[nigﬁt

While you're reacﬁing out of sigﬁt,

1f a blackbird lands on your hand,

draw it back in and fasﬁion a bed

from what You come across in the dark—
what can comfort, what can hold.

‘Jf you ind nothing, fofc[ your other hand
over the Bfacéﬁirdﬂ;nc[ its three eggs, now laid,
C?Jaing it as you make your way downhill

t rougﬁ bramble and stony Joiﬁzs, to the woods.
Stop there then among the trees, while your breath
catches up to you. Under the canopy of oaks,
you will ﬁncf fZa\/es to fofcf into a nest so

your hand is freecf of rogeny—

their fﬁ’gﬁt imagine in ear Y dreams.



JSlatemate
Ay Eree M—_@W
q-éClT'S omc[ sSnow [eave

unattractive stains on your cﬁeelés,
S0 You move to the desert.

Only the dead speak so far from the cold
cityy[i hts, and};/en tﬁ{de{cf are
usually silent. When tﬁey do ﬁncf a voice,

it is orz?/ their bones mtt[ing,
not endless jawing in bars or lecture halls
or under ﬁm’gﬁt election banners.

There is no rhetoric in the desert
because there in notfu’ng in the desert.

Tﬁe ]oﬁone fines, tﬁe S}Olﬂd’[y ce[[ towers

struggle to stretch their arms so wide.
When 1 call from back East, we can ﬁcm[[y syealé.
Do 1 understand wﬁy you [efr?

There is so much ﬁm’gﬁt }oain here under the ﬁ’gﬁts.
Click and whoosh, you [igﬁt a cigarette
Eefore you say, “Ive washed cﬁ all the soot

the city [eft on me.” ‘My [augﬁ is not cluite
bitter when 1 tell you the tobacco was }oacéecf
under North Carolina factory ﬂuorescence.

The call is ofrqp}?edf 1 bite my ﬁ’}o. Do you sit,
[istem’ng to the sonyg the wind sings
streaming tﬁrougﬁ naked riﬁcages

stm’}o}oecf of all that made them
(Y0, c[irty, so noble?



First m’gﬁt alone in the new a}?artment.
The spm’ts draw up from the hard tﬁings
@C this world. The oak ﬂoor and trim,

even tﬁe wa[fs warm to ma[feaﬁfe,

wrap themselves like a shawl around my animal.
J| put on some Elvis Costello and shape my arms

to hold jufie’s form, as ;f she were there
in the hollow under my chin. s it ‘Elvis

or some acoustic cmge[ S rinﬁfing my [ove’s

is ]oif[ars

Jstpim’t near her man, who leans

rom foot to foot, his ya[m gn’ 6;91,7615 no more
y-

than the a}ayarition @C her ba

*

The say that gn’ef is a tidal wave
anoﬂwﬁen it hits it staggers me

to the [iw’ng room ﬂoor. 7 kneel
and hold my hand to the distance
the way my love did every time

she'd chalk away over the stones

n our c[m’veway, turn signa[ winkin

[efr so the squirrefs and such would know
which way she was going. She’d curl
onto the facﬁtqp and sclueaf the brakes,

jut her arm out the car window, her hand
stmining to c[mg the arm almost out

Ey its socket and Y her back to me.

Were those bracelets, or little bells

@C cancer jing[ing a[ong her arms?

ald head?



le lass and 7 were citizens hgf that magm’ﬁcation.
We were blood tuﬁ/’ps. Wreaths laced with ribbons
circled each of our throats as 1 stood there in my socks
on our cement slab }oorcﬁ, re}o[icating the gesture,

wi[fing my arm to tear out by its root and chase
aﬁer her. ju[ie would ease @f\/ the brakes at the apex
@C our little world and let gmw’ty take her.

She’d surrender downhill to that river swegping

her toward her own death. Sometimes 7’d cry
or she’d cry around the bend to the elements,
“7 [ove you, Dude, 1 love you, Dude,” her voice
a[ways sofrer the second time with distance.

Previously appeared in John Rybicki’s When All the World Was Old






by Danicl de Cullis

CBaEy ) d'ynamite
mistress <f the Star ﬁsﬁ
swimming in my ears
where often a Wo/Man remains alone
[ong to [isten
Doors singing my business d'ai[y
dead as a door nail
into all this Channel
0.0. % Ecstasy. Noj
sﬁowing me a door opening Ey itsegf
at the End of [tves forgotten
when Sun is a ofog cart
botted with gay ofogs
of the dooms day

sit and c[reaming

OJ( tﬁeﬂoor (9( our

notﬁingness sentencing:
“Baker’s dozen talk

19 to the dozen”.



You )//"ﬂééJ lo C/éﬂlz{yOZ/ﬂ’ C/O’.Yél' now
tﬁey’re tﬁeﬁrst an on@ WOT’C& tofa[f out.

T close my eyes and can see his tﬁirty collared shirts
next to my worn robe with the }yinﬁ roSseés.

7 can see the door handle ﬁo[di’ng an orange jacﬁet
a bit unconventional but his favorite color.

Under a pile of clean slacks on the ﬂoor
7 know there’s a book 1 told him to read

And on the top sﬁegf ﬁousing fresﬁ dust
[etter ﬁ[fecf with words [ike aﬂmyx



Sack

by Slizabets Awstin

‘Uyon waﬁing rom his nap,

he fﬁ’ngs his bedroom door C?oen

to an empty .fp[it—[eve[ [andin

and a&agpairs, “No one missed%acﬁ! 7

7 have taken to [istening for him
in the aﬁemoons, waiting for ﬁifeet
to patter across the wood floor- fe’s Zﬂl’-

7 lay myself along the light
of tge cgm’{’jam [ike agcmjoet,
an old toy waiting

or him to come and play:
j;n’s adom’ng and on[yymgtﬁer,
te[[ing him, 7 am here.
7 have been Wdl/l"l/ﬂﬂ ﬁr you all g/onﬂ,



D
Mental Sliess ABGs
‘Anxiety is a snake Ef carin tigﬁtenin arouna(gyour ribs
Eaﬁing a cake for the neig bor’s ex-wif;’s birth ay
crysmﬁ’zing your Jo[cms to take a shower
quression is gem’ng your foot caugﬁt in mud and [ying down
escaping a party to wonder 1f God exists
forgetting to pay bills andg?retend'ing it matters
Growing up with both is s Wﬁ? across broken beer bottles
ﬁangigﬂ “g[ass ﬁaﬁ"’-fuff” reminders on the bathroom mirror
im]o[o ing with doubt when you for?et to feec[ the cat
justg‘:ying three hours spent schedu ing on Sunc[ays
Ei[[ing silence with sitcoms and [augﬁ-tmcﬁs
[ow’ng to consume and consuming to love
missing your tﬁemjoist [ike cz{fami[y member
noticing the couch has moved three inches to the [éﬁ
oyening old wounds and Jooun’n in S0y sauce
ymfecm’ng the act of actin%}aeﬁct[y normal
cluicﬁening heart rates an sfowﬁ? Jorocfuctivity
refiving your ﬁﬁﬁ gmcfe gpe[fing ee
surviving, but not [ivigg
twitcﬁing ﬁngers and [oocfy cuticles
undérstancfing that you’[[ never understand anytﬁing
visiting your gmndjaarents because time’s mnm’ng out
wondéring 1f you will ever ﬁnisﬂ cmytﬁing
X

Yy

Z



Necole
by Taylor Card

She was so alive

that at times the death-craving would come to her
Little Jou[ses ofﬂ;fisé it and wildness

that would twitch her bones and Jom’cﬁ at her blood,
edy ing her up and out C{ the house

’Tge song that Ja[ayec[ the skies was

a ﬂasﬁ Joﬁoto taken in a darkroom

and the thunder déqp a door slammed

as her bare toes ﬁjg}oec[ tﬁrougﬁ the grass to the street

There she laid down across two lanes

and trembled with terrible ﬁay})iness

7 could do notﬁing else but lie down next to her

and witness

Rain melted her curls into indistinquishable a.fpﬁaﬁ“ rivers
The l%ﬁt coming towards us,

steadier than the stroﬁin%ﬂ'asﬁgs all around

7 heard a car cry out

7 honked at her to move

But it was too late
She soaked into the pavement
ﬁgﬁming struck

CLTLC[ sﬁe wasforgec[ in MHMOVCLEQZ memory






Jeway
by Elizabeth Austin

7 turn in circles, my cfaugﬁter
balanced soﬁfy on the tops

of m feet We're cfancing

to the slow, sad music 9 [isten to
when 1 can’t focus on any one tﬁing
and the onfy way to hurt less

is to hurt more J%fst 7 think

this is what d'ying is- swaying,
rocéing gem‘[y from foot to foot,
arms out, twirfing at the hand

of whatever will eventua[[y twist you
into itself, hold you tigﬁt to its cgzst
and shift at the ﬁ?ps, a mouth

near your ear and a hand

on your waist, like cfancing

ong you’re not cfancing,

you’re c[osing your ?es
and there’s no floor below you,

on@ space to all, and there’s cluiet,
so much quiet it’'s a Jol'easure,
Never needing to hurt, never
ﬁaving to feelg ﬁfe yea[ Ey

while you gprint to catch up.

No one’s Breale'ing your heart,

and there’s no worry for the future,
no nagging past. It’s just a fvét
cfosing around a ﬂame,

a beat that slows in tempo

until all that’s [eﬁ is echo,

cmcf ecﬁofacﬁzs to E(OLCE,



']‘(OW do you hold the dead

wﬁen tﬁey’re ﬁammerec[ into a room

soﬂat you can}oicﬁ your teetﬁ

with one corner @C the }oicture? When you were the one
at that moment aiming the cﬁea}o camera

wcmting to fofaf her [igﬁt

into a square (ocket of time.
You could see Noah’s ark and the earth,
all the [igﬁt in the world concentrated in her brown eyes.

The Dixie Chicks were j)[aying “Cowﬁoy Take Me ‘leay,”
and that didnw’t hurt your cause.
But now that she’s a crumb inside the earth,

the song }ouncﬁes [ittle wﬁiSJoery nail holes
in the bottom of your boat
so the founmin sends its ﬁne mist mining up.

You rock on the kitchen floor ﬁugging your own [egs,
wee}n’ng and Iéissing a face so tiny
you could cover it with a penny.

You 1"6}066”,' tﬁe same}omyer to ﬁer over anc[over,
as ﬁ:your ﬁem’t were tﬁe gOV@T’HO?’ on d?aatﬁ’s engine.

How could God smash a room ﬂat into a }oﬁoto

and do it over and over again?
She’s stanc[ing in the c[oorway to your bedroom
in that apartment you came home to cgcrer your 7 do’s.



Soon she’ll Joee[ off her sﬁigfor bedtime

sﬁivem’ng even efore you rive the needle into her arm.
You miss the bird’s nest made @C hair on your dresser,

the Eissing and Iéissing her Baﬁy-ﬁafc[ head

when you were youny and in love with as much
blood as rain youn’ng out of your shoes.

le lass and 7 were citizens hgf that magm’ﬁcation.
We were blood tuﬁ/’ps. Wreaths laced with ribbons
circled each of our throats as 1 stood there in my socks
on our cement slab }oorcﬁ, re}o[icating the gesture,

wi[fing my arm to tear out by its root and chase
aﬁer her. ju[ie would ease @f\/ the brakes at the apex
@C our little world and let gmw’ty take her.

She’d surrender downhill to that river swegping

her toward her own death. Sometimes ’d cry
or she’d cry around the bend to the elements,
“7 [ove you, Dude, 1 love you, Dude,” her voice
a[ways sofrer the second time with distance.

Previously appeared in John Rybicki’s When All the World Was Old



Spotlight Ficce
Dofpelyiinger ivSialiing You

CPeqpfe say 1 look [ike their friend:s, their brothers, sons, dead husbands.

7 would not know what to do 1f 7 ran into myseg[. It would be as ﬁ"
looking into a mirror, but wearin d'iﬁcerent clothes and }oerﬁays

slight Y variant g[asses—or no glgsses at all—and a swaggem’ng stride
which 1 migﬁt ﬁnc[ overt[y aberrant. What would 1 do? What would

] say? Would words even be necessary? How migﬁt 71 prevent a row, a
scene in the street? Would the hand of goa[ descend from the clouds and
yicﬁ one of us up to prevent some catastrojoﬁic event from ﬁayyening—
an event which He has alwa s-a[recwfy ordained By allowing such an
encounter? Would 1 even Eel%ve in God? ‘Migﬁt 1, in gfact, ay the ﬁmja?
Would 1 orchestrate melodies of rich undertones without having a
concqption of the soul? without having a clear idén’city of mind, Boc?,
.;pim’t? Would 1 have a §pi1’it.7 7 would have é}yim’ts Eounmfu[ enough to
ive in ecsmsy—]oerﬁa s ecstasy, too, and other inhibitors of
hallucinogenic tmng();rmation. And would 1 live in an imaginary
sem’ng, ﬁfecf with the wonders of material love, of a love so free it could
not be chained, could not be understood Ey the roving masses?

CPerﬁa}os the moon migﬁt crash into the earth, into this comfy, cozy town;
or migﬁt the goveming Joo[i’tica[ bodies break into civil war? Would [ife

be worth [iving aﬁer such an abominable confronmtion? Would 1
remember how to ray, how to think, or how to read, to write, to sing or
how to dance? o—}oerﬁays rea[ity would crumble, would ﬁnd itsegﬂ ina
situation where notﬁing could continue as it aﬁways-a[reacfy is, was, will
come to be. “T would no [onger exist: on[y ‘we’. Then again—ﬁe migﬁt
have great taste in music and coﬁ%e.
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