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I  w a l k  m y  d o g  e v e r y  m o r n i n g  i n  a n  o l d  r u r a l  c e m e t e r y .  I t ' s  a l l  b l u e
o a k s  a n d  c e n t u r y  o l d  g r a v e s t o n e s  a n d ,  u p  u n t i l  r e c e n t l y ,  e u c a l y p t u s
t r e e s  t h a t  t o w e r e d  a b o v e  a  c e r t a i n  s e c t i o n .  T r e e s  s o  l a r g e  t h e y
c r e a t e d  a  n a t u r a l  s k y l i n e  t h a t  m a r k e d  o u r  s m a l l  s u b u r b a n
n e i g h b o r h o o d  f r o m  m i l e s  a n d  m i l e s  a w a y .  

I f  y o u  d o n ' t  k n o w  a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  e u c a l y p t u s  t r e e s  o n  n o n - n a t i v e  s o i l ,
a s i d e  f r o m  t h e i r  s u b t l e  b u t  s t u n n i n g  g r a n d e u r ,  t h e y ' r e  m o s t l y  t r o u b l e .
E u c a l y p t u s  a r e  d e n s e l y  o i l y  t r e e s  a n d  i n  a  r e g i o n  b e s e t  b y  y e a r l y
f o r e s t  f i r e s  t h e y ' r e  b a s i c a l l y  m a t c h s t i c k s  j u s t  w a i t i n g  t o  b e  s p a r k e d .
I n  O c t o b e r  o f  l a s t  y e a r ,  t h e  c i t y  d e c i d e d  t h a t  t h i s  g r o v e  o f  1 0 0  f o o t
b e h e m o t h s  w e r e  a  p o t e n t i a l  f i r e  h a z a r d  i n  a  r e l a t i v e l y  d e n s e l y
p o p u l a t e d  a r e a  a n d  n e e d e d  t o  c o m e  d o w n .

A t  f i r s t ,  a s  a  r e s i d e n t  o f  t h e  a r e a  a n d  a s  s o m e o n e  w h o  i s n ' t  k e e n  o n
t h e i r  n e i g h b o r h o o d  a n d  h o m e  p o t e n t i a l l y  b u r n i n g  t o  t h e  g r o u n d ,  I
w a s  a l l  f o r  t h e  r e m o v a l .  T h e  t r e e s  w e r e n ' t  e v e r  s u p p o s e d  t o  e x i s t
w h e r e  t h e y  w e r e  a n d  t h e y  n o w  e x i s t e d  a s  f u e l  f o r  f u t u r e  c a t a s t r o p h e .
B r i n g  t h e m  d o w n ,  I  t h o u g h t ,  a l l e v i a t e  t h e  c o n c e r n s  o f  a n  a g i n g
p o p u l a c e .

O n  a  r e c e n t  m o r n i n g ,  w h e n  t h e  c r e w s  w e r e  f i n i s h e d ,  I  b r o u g h t  t h e  d o g
t h r o u g h  t h e  r e - o p e n e d  a r e a .  I t  w a s  s h o c k i n g .  I  g a s p e d .  A  c o u p l e  s a t  o n
o n e  o f  t h e  t w e n t y  t o  t h i r t y ,  t e n - f o o t  w i d e  s t u m p s  t h a t  r e m a i n e d ,  s a d l y
s t a r i n g  o u t  a t  w h a t  n o w  r e s e m b l e d  a  b o m b e d  o u t  w a r  z o n e .  T h e y
a s k e d  w h a t  h a p p e n e d ,  w h y  t h i s  h a p p e n e d .  A n d  a l l  I  c o u l d  t h i n k  w a s ,
" B e c a u s e  t h i s  i s  h o w  h u m a n i t y  d e a l s  w i t h  t h e  p r o b l e m s  w e ' v e
c r e a t e d . "

T h e s e  e u c a l y p t u s  t r e e s  o n l y  e v e r  e x i s t e d  o n  n o n - n a t i v e  s o u l  b e c a u s e
s o m e o n e  t h o u g h t  c o r r e c t l y  t h a t  t h e y ' d  b e  a  b e a u t i f u l  c a n o p y  f o r  t h e
r e m a i n s  o f  l o n g  d e a d  S a n t a  R o s a n s .  T h e y  w e r e  p l a c e d  h e r e  a n d  t e n d e d
t o  a n d  l e t  g r o w  b e c a u s e  w e ,  s h o r t - s i g h t e d  h u m a n s ,  p u t  l i t t l e  t h o u g h t
i n t o  t h e  n a t u r a l  c o n t e x t ,  t h e  p r o b l e m s  t r e e s  l i k e  t h e s e  c o u l d  c a u s e
f u r t h e r  d o w n  t h e  l i n e .  W e  w a n t e d  s o m e t h i n g ,  s o ,  w i t h o u t  t h o u g h t  o r
c o n s i d e r a t i o n  o f  w h a t  c o u l d  b e ,  w e  d i d  i t .  A n d  w e  s l a p p e d  o u r s e l v e s
o n  t h e  b a c k  a n d  c o n g r a t u l a t e d  o u r s e l v e s  f o r  o n c e  a g a i n  c o n q u e r i n g
n a t u r e ,  f o r  o n c e  a g a i n  s h a p i n g  t h e  w o r l d  i n  t h e  i m a g e  w e  t h o u g h t
b e s t .

A n d  n o w ,  t h e  t r e e s – a l w a y s  f u l l  o f  f l a m m a b l e  o i l ,  a l w a y s  d i f f i c u l t  t o
c o n t r o l  i n  t e r m s  o f  g r o w t h ,  n e v e r  m e a n t  t o  b e  h e r e ,  i n  t h i s  p l a c e – a r e
p r o b l e m s  a n d  w e  r e a c t  a s  w e  a l w a y s  d o  w h e n  a  b e l o v e d  t r e a s u r e
b e c o m e s  p r o b l e m a t i c :  w e  t r y  t o  c o n t r o l  i t  a n d  w h e n  t h a t  i s n ' t  p o s s i b l e
w e  c r e a t e  a  r e a s o n  t o  d e s t r o y  i t .  W e  t e l l  o u r s e l v e s  t h a t  t h e  t r e e s
t h e m s e l v e s  a r e  t h e  i s s u e  r a t h e r  t h a n  t h e  s e l f i s h  c i r c l e  o f  h u m a n  w a n t ,
n e e d ,  p o s s e s s i o n  a n d  d i s o w n m e n t  b e i n g  w h a t  h a s  t r u l y  l e a d  u s  t o  t h i s
p l a c e .

T h e  s e l f i s h n e s s  i n h e r e n t  t o  o u r  h u m a n  n a t u r e ,  c l e a r l y  n e e d s  t o  b e
a d d r e s s e d  a n d  t h a t  b e g i n s  w i t h  a n  e m p h a s i s  o n  t h o u g h t f u l ,  f a r -
s i g h t e d  d e c i s i o n  m a k i n g .  W e  a r e  w h e r e  w e  a r e  n o w  b e c a u s e  o u r  v e r y ,
v e r y  r e c e n t  p r e d e c e s s o r s  m a d e  d e c i s i o n s  c u l l e d  f r o m  g r e e d ,  d e s i r e
a n d  t h e  e n t i t l e m e n t  t h a t  c o m e s  f r o m  b e l i e v i n g  o u r s e l v e s  t o  b e  t h e
d o m i n a n t  s p e c i e s .  W e ' v e  p a i n t e d  o u r s e l v e s  i n t o  a  c o r n e r .

T h e  k n o t s  w e ' v e  t i e d  a r e  o n l y  b e i n g  p u l l e d  t i g h t e r .  A n d  t h o u g h ,  y e s ,
w e  m u s t  c o n t e n d  w i t h  t h a t  t a n g l e d  m e s s ,  w e  n e e d  t o  l o o k  t o w a r d s  t h e
f u t u r e – n e a r  a n d  f a r – a n d  m a k e  c h o i c e s  t h a t  d o n ' t  c r e a t e  p r o b l e m s
w i t h  o n l y  s c o r c h e d  e a r t h  s o l u t i o n s .

I  w a l k  t h e  d o g  t h r o u g h  t h e  f o r e s t  o f  s t u m p s  e v e r y  d a y  a n d  I  t h i n k ,
" W h y  d i d  t h i s  h a v e  t o  h a p p e n ?  H o w  d o  w e  m a k e  s u r e  t h i s  n e v e r
h a p p e n s  a g a i n ? "

-  N  
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F i s h i n g  f o r  c o m p l i m e n t s
M a r t i n  M a l v a r
2 0 2 1



H e r e  a r e  m y  t h o u g h t s
M a r t i n  M a l v a r
2 0 2 1



3
-

I hate parties though,

              and that’s what it is—

a reason to change from

              covering to costume

in grief’s timely push

              away from boredom 

towards pain, the pendulum

              exhausted. Are drinks

allowed? Will any 

              beautiful people be there?

Anybody wanna fuck 

              on top of the casket?

The book I’ve been reading

               is pretty good.

i n v i t a t i o n  t o  
a  f u n e r a l

M A R K  H E N D E R S O N



C o n i f e r  C l o s e
J o e  F e r r i s o
2 0 2 2



P i p e r ' s  R e a c h
J o e  F e r r i s o
2 0 2 2



6
-

         I wake to a hard shove in the ribs. Either Carol is annoyed or there’s real trouble. 

        “Hugo,” she hisses in my ear. “My teeth!”

       “What about them?” I sigh, my eyes still closed. I haven’t done anything strange to her

toothbrush. She knows where we keep the floss. 

       *Plink!* A small object hits my cheek and rolls onto the bedsheet. I open one eye.

       *Plink plink!* 

       “What the hell, Carol!” I groan. 

       “My teeth!”

      I open the other eye and stare into her glistening hole of morning breath, pink with

spit. Like the inside of a snapping turtle, not the mouth of the wife who usually snores

beside me. I sit up and try to scratch the part of my back that’s hard to reach. 

       “Losing teeth is a classic anxiety dream,” I say, almost finding the spot with 

my thumb.

      “I do not need your PhD right now,” she gums. “Call the doctor!”

    I go out to the kitchen where my phone has been charging, its Alzheimer’s-causing

microwaves far from my brain. The dog barks and I tell her not now. She squats to pee on

the rug, as disappointed as I am. She’ll take hours to forgive me.

     I call our regular guy but his numbers go straight to voicemail. I’m googling “lose all

teeth cancer?” when I hear a shriek from the bedroom. I make my way towards the

sound, my left hip dragging more than I’d like.

     “My hair!” Carol gurgles, holding clumps of it in her hands. Her head shines like 

a piece of fruit. I swear she looks smaller than before. 

     “Ok, let’s stay calm,” I tell her. “Maybe there’s a simple explanation.”

     “Take me to the hospital!” she moans. Spit dribbles from the sides of her mouth. 

I throw her some pants and gather our things in a bag. I look back and the pants have

landed on her head, giving Carol the look of dirty laundry. 

    I pack a bottle of water, two granola bars, and a plastic bag of pickles. Carol emerges

next to me, her smooth head only reaching my chest, the pants rolled up four times above

her socks.

     “Are those pickles?” She points up at the bag. 

 

R E B E C C A  A C K E R M A N N
H a l f - s o u r



7
-

      “They’re your favorite. In case they don’t have snacks there.”

    “Hugo, they were my favorite 50 springs ago when I was pregnant with RJ. Besides,

how am I supposed to chew a pickle without any teeth?”

     “I’ll chew them for you,” I smile. “Spit the pieces into your mouth like a mama bird.” I

remember how we used to share crackers and cheese in the park after RJ left for college,

a renaissance that lasted a few sparkling years.

   “I may have lost my teeth and hair, but you’ve lost your mind!” Carol gurgles. “Get

your keys.” I jingle my fob to prove I’m not losing anything, actually. I keep the pickles

in the bag. 

    We’re at the second stop light between our house and the hospital when Carol slides

off the seat. Her clothes swirl in a pile on the floor beneath her greenish crown—now

slicked with moisture. The light turns and I hit the gas. 

     “Hugo, I can’t find my arms and legs!”

     “We’re almost there,” I assure her. Ever since our bodies started failing, we’ve been to

this hospital more times than I have fingers. I hear the soft rustle of fabric against flesh

and I’m reminded of one young summer when we slept gloriously naked, our tragic box

fan straining to whistle cool air. I take my eyes off the road to watch Carol flapping in

her pile of clothes, gills gasping, eyes wide with fear. 

    “Water!” she whispers, an iridescent bubble emerging from her plump lips. “Please,

Hugo, water!”

     “Fresh or salt?” I ask, making a U-turn away from the hospital. 

   “Fresh!” she chokes. “Maybe! I think!” Carol has never been very good at knowing

what she needs. I speed towards the river on the other side of town.

    My shoes squish in the mud as I slip Carol into the water. She makes a grand splash

and I lose sight of her. Then her round head floats up and her eyes blink at me. 

    “Do you want the pickles?” I yell to her, shaking the baggie. She nods and her 

fins flash in the sun. I bend down to hold a pickle near the water’s surface. She sucks the

juice with greedy gulps as I balance on the edge. When she’s done, I leave the rest in the

plastic bag on the riverbank.

   “Goodbye for now Carol!” I wave. “I’m going to let the dog out.” Carol bobs up and

down, dancing for me maybe, and then dives into the darkness until we meet again. 



W i l d m o o r
J o e  F e r r i s o
2 0 2 2



B a b y  o n e  m o r e  t i m e  I I I
G e e n a  W i l k i n s o n
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1 0
-

I took a loose hair from your shirt when you weren’t looking. I took it home and planted

it in the ground. 

It is my secret, a little piece of you to keep buried in my backyard even when you’ve

decided I no longer am interesting or pretty. Sometimes I water the little patch of earth

where I’ve hidden your essence and think to myself how much you’d hate that I have

this part of you. A secret only I was supposed to know, until the day I walk outside to

discover your hair has sprouted. 

I kneel in the dewy grass to stare at the little you, no bigger than my thumb. Your feet

are hidden beneath the soil, and I love that now you can’t run from me. How big will

you grow, I wonder. Will you grow until you’ve achieved your real height, or bud more

heads? I tip my coffee cup and watch you choke on the torrent of black liquid drowning

the ground. You shake your fist and shout harsh words, so I pour the rest of my coffee

on you.

Each morning I greet you, measure how much you’ve grown, and pour my drink on

your head. Sometimes I’ll hand you the crumbs from my muffin, and we’ll talk about

how my car needs to be fixed or how the ants have been bothering you. Sometimes I

pretend I am feeling benevolent, so when I douse you with the hot liquid I can see the

shock on your little face. “You’re a bitch,” you’ll say. And I shrug and say I won’t bring

you food. 

But I always do, until I no longer kneel to see the freckles on your nose and instead must

tilt my head up to see your face. I don’t like how large you’ve become, or how deep your

voice gets, or how you always talk about what my neighbors are doing on the other side

of my fence. When I throw my coffee at you it only sprays your chest, and you laugh like

I’m a child throwing a tantrum. 

I stop coming outside, but still you grow. You grow despite my lack of food, or

conversation, or nourishment. Your legs become sinuous; your arms constantly

stretching to snatch at passing birds. When you turn away to speak with the people next

door, you know I am thinking of how I loved running my hands along your spine. 

G A B R I E L L E  F E R N A N D E Z
T i t a n  A r u m
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-

“How lucky,” passersby say, “to have such a magnificent man planted in your yard,” and

I smile and agree that yes, it is such a wonder. Though the shade from your broad

shoulders has grown tiring, and my house shakes when you wiggle your toes beneath

the ground. I lay awake most nights, thinking how you deserve a home with a nice girl

who will water you, and prune you, and tell you about her day. But then I wake and

remember you deserve nothing. 

As the weather dips I let you freeze. Your fingers turn blue, and one falls off after a frost.

You try to knock on my window, but you only succeed in smudging the glass. “I bet

you’d like hot coffee now,” I mutter. You don’t answer. I don’t think you ever will. When

I finally come outside, your body has crumpled into a drooping stalk. Your arms hang

listlessly beside your once strong legs. I take an axe and hack at the roots until your feet

are finally unearthed, then stuff you away into black bags for the garbage man. 

I keep one of your hairs to remind me. 

And plant it in the ground. 
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side two

         an echo

              sewn INTO

goose snow flesh - - -

                      writing w/o an

                      introduction.

dreary

     below an extended 

     symphony

                a GUT of

exclamation.
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