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Meginnis at the Office of Writing and Communication for her endless support in

L e tter fVOm designing and publishing this magazine. We could not have done it without

their help.

th e pre Si d en tS We hope Issue 1 of Fount allows each of you to connect with your Creator in

a profound way.
Thank you for your support.

Sincerely,
Abby Kloha, Natalie Thomas, and Sophie Perea
Dear Readers,

Fount’s roots are in a library. A little over a year ago, the three of us started a
weekly Christian writing group in the Main Library on campus. As Christian
creatives at a public university, others who shared both our faith and our craft
were few and far between. This sense of isolation drove us to form a community
of Christian writers to spend time with each week. We gathered at a table in
the café, chatted about our pieces, and spent time writing together. During one
of these meetings, our friend Arlen told us about Geneva’s ongoing Christian
writing group. We visited them, and were thus introduced to Brett Erickson
and Geneva at Jowa. We discovered that since 1971, Geneva had been pursuing
the same goals we were—to explore the richness of life and faith through the
complexities of art. Encouraged by one another’s creativity and initiative, our
two groups decided to not only formally combine, but to work together to
realize a shared dream: a new literary publication centered around faith.

Fount seeks to unite the body of Christ and share God’s light through lit
erature. Art moves our hearts because it is a result of God’s divine “fount” of
creativity and beauty flowing through humans. However, Fount is not just for
those already in Christ. We hope that our magazine brings joy and comfort to
everyone on campus, regardless of their religious beliefs.

Many thanks to Brett Erickson, Leigh Ann Erickson, and Geneva for
partnering with us to bring Fount to life. We would also like to thank Tracy
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Fawn

ABIGAIL KLOHA

My Father washes the mud
crusted in my scalp
like summer sun
combs a fawn

of her spots,
burning tender
until my reflection
will be a stranger—
all T know is

He will make her
true.
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There is in the Sky

J. C. BURNS

There is in the sky

In the remnant

Of a wet sunset

The satin of a regal hue.

A cape, a cloak,

A king unrobed
Prepared to face
And meet Sheol.

There is in the sky
An ancient sign.

A vanished phantom
‘That lures the nous.

That remnant uncaptured
Long washed away
Lingers in my memory,

It speaks; it remains.

II

Thoughts on home

ANONYMOUS

Squirrels are their bushy orange color
A familiar hand, washing my hair, cupping the water from my face
The shade of red the tree on the corner turns every September
Always driving and always corn—my mom says she gets teary eyed in the summer
Purple cone flowers and black eyed susans in my grandma’s vase
Confetti of spring petals along the curbs in April

Damp night grass, barefoot thump thump of footsteps
Cicadas in the ash tree behind the shed

Morning newsprint stains, orange juice, toast crumbs

A place to put my toothbrush, a bathroom counter
Tried to leave but came back the same
Not the same but still, the same.

Sacred spaces aren’t always
high arches gilded in gold voices of angels but softly warm from our heart’s own
pulse
a round breathing that echos in bones made from our mother’s mother’s mother
Still sacred.
Under the tree in the yard of the house where we grew up
I trace the veins of the leaves and press them to the veins on my left thigh.

Maybe the snails were right
Home is where you carry it.
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Sparrows

NATALIE THOMAS

I ache for a God I can touch.

I'm tired of relying on words.

I recite your verses again to my soul
But my heart still flucters like the birds.

I miss you, though I've never seen you.

To do so at last is my prayer.

I want to be held by you with arms, not pages,
And feel your warm breath on my hair.

I know you provide all I need

And this hunger is but fleeting pain;

You give enough light to pass safe through the storm
And we will meet beyond the rain.

But now, how can I keep from yearning?
My flesh starves for loving caress.

I want someone solid to cling to and hold
In the midst of this infinite mess.

Teach me satisfaction in knowledge—

Of knowing your love through your words.
My desperate wanting has made me so weak.
Care for me as you do the birds.
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Hidden

BILYANA ILIEVA BORISOVA

Most people know laughter by its sound.

I know it by its effort.

They see joy in my voice,

but not the strain it takes to keep it steady.

They see life

never the quiet ache that taught me how to live.

They see who I portray
the joyful optimist,
full of laughter,

full of life.

But they don’t know what it took

to be “full of life.”

They don’t know how lifeless I once was,
how isolation stitched itself into my bones.
I was provided for, yes,

but inside there’s always been a hum

a monologue I can’t silence.

It says, worthless.

It says, you've done nothing.
Somewhere beneath i,

a quiet contradiction:

It’s okay. Look how far you've come.



14

But the echo grows louder:
How far? Look around.
You're behind.

You're average at best.

It’s a cycle I've memorized

I talk myself up,

then tear myself down,

until all that’s left is the noise.

Pretty?

Maybe

but who cares about beauty

when you fumble over simple arithmetic?

You're not smart enough, not strong enough,
you're just not enough.

A doctor, huh?

Of course that’s what you want.

To prove you're capable of something
to yourself,

or to the world?

Is it purpose you're chasing,

or just proof you deserve to exist?

And then I remember

I'm supposed to be a Christian.

So why do I talk to myself

like 'm both the sinner and the judge?

This dialogue never ends.

Still, T smile.

I give off joy because I crave it.

I offer hope because I'm desperate for it.

The complexity of these feelings
is something words can’t hold.
Perhaps it’s empathy.

Perhaps it’s weakness.

'The voice returns:

pathetic, predictable, weak.

The faint contradiction lingers

like a shadow at the corner of a room,
not insisting,

just quietly present.

And all of this
everything I've said
is one moment,
one part,

of one day.

So tell me
how does one survive

twenty-two years of this
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Forever Knowing Forever

ABIGAIL KLOHA

['want to love my Creator when He’s before the beginning, I don't know if He's singing,
weeping, just floating, swaddled in
forever backwards forever forwards,
eternity stretching from Him two-headed like a stalagmite and
stalactite whose ends and beginnings I don’t know, God
the bubbling stream carving their stone into soft
days, so I don’t know eternity’s icy
weight, everything about to be,
such terrible every thing
I don’t know, lumping
on a stalactite’s
piercing
point,
over

Him,

my
steady stream
mellowing eternities’
stoney silences with dew drop
lullabies, sheltering me from the
knowledge of every thing
burdening Him, so I throw my love to
my Creator, watch it trickle past all I know,
forever forwards forever backwards,
my love floating to where
I know I am so known I can love towards the unknown.
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Bread and Tusks

JACOB CALVIN

By all accounts, his theology was an abomination to Saint Francis. Everything
they had passed on their quiet drive from Fort Worth; every bird, bee, and
crawling thing was not an overlooked connection to the divine presence of God
but a passing delight or terror, just as any vice like wealth or lust. He figured
that one day time would stop as the Scriptures said, and the beasts of the Earth,
to no fault of their own, would blow away to dust and the only species shaped
in God’s image would remain.

Animals were lightbulbs, humans candles, he said. The beasts’ lives could
be given and taken away with a divine flick of the switch. Mankind’s light was
not manufactured but nurtured into being, their wicks ablaze with the fire of
God; even in darkness, it is sustained. In his own words there was no switch
for a candle as he looked to the stars above. Humans could become a beast to
their own liking, extinguish their flame through their own will, and by doing
so, allow themselves to fall into the oblivion just as any other animal after
death. He, in fact, believed the majority of humans did just that. And it was
a funny paradox that in escaping the sinful self-obsessed digital world, a man
could find the devil’s claws similarly hooked into the beasts he believed might
return him to Eden.

The boy said all these things and turned to Eli in the driver’s seat, pausing
to allow his friend to add anything else before he continued.

Eli’s eyes became more animated, and something beneath the skin made it
seem he was eager to address the boy’s claim.

“You're good to stop talking, Sam,” he finally broke out through dried lips.

“You feel more awake now?”

“No,” Eli admitted. “I'd just rather we roll off in a ditch than have to stay
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awake for anymore of that odd shit you just spoke.”

Sure enough, they shortly after came across a hardbody truck on the side
of the road that had done just that. It repainted its originally green hull in real
time; groaning in place as it revved up mud from all sides, cloaking the metallic
brute in an erratic camouflage.

The boys got out and pushed on the cargo bed as the driver lightly throttled
the gas. Eli nearly ate mud, which would’ve made Sam laugh the rest of the way,
but they made their ascent and eventually the truck was free.

The driver pulled up five yards ahead before stepping out to shake their
hands.

“Thanks, gentlemen,” he said. “Was praying I wouldn’t have to break out
some bucks for the tow rig.”

“Not a problem, you have a good evening,” Eli said as the boys were already
turning around.

“Hold up now,” the stranger called. “Are you two of age?”

“Yessir,” they both snapped back.

Sam knew he was hardly a good liar, so he assumed the stranger didn’t have
much else to repay them with. The stranger soon rejoined them with a case of
Shiner, and for this they let him talk a little more before going on their way.

Neither boy would remember to ask the man’s name, but he sure liked
green; a darkened variant made up his beanie and the murky camouflage of
his hoodie. He was carving up his wiry beard nails to dry skin explaining his
intentions to bring spirits for a get-together in Florence. After a long while it
was their turn.

“We're after some hogs on my family ranch in Spicewood,” Eli said, staring
up to his forehead to remember the yarn he had practiced dozens of times over.
“It’s a little unincorporated clump of trees on the Colorado River, little bit west
of Austin.”

“I'd like as much distance as I can get from that city,” the stranger said.
“You two seen that nut Lila Lamb broke out?”

“I did,” Eli said. “It’s a shame.”

“That’s what that city gets for putting her in a hospital over the chair. No
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telling how they’ll find her now, she probably blends in with all the crazies
there.” The tips of his brows dipped with each word in rage and it reminded
Sam of the ruminant’s horns on his new case of beer. “Just last week I caught
one of them running my truck through a shower, a yellow one that is.”

The boys nodded absentmindedly. The man looked up to the cloudless sky.

“Reckon we're up for a storm here soon,” he said.

The boys belted up and watched the stranger disappear into the darkening
highway horizon.

“How’d that happen with Lila Lamb?” Sam asked.

Eli didn’t look up from sorting his CDs. “She pleaded insanity.”

“I mean how’d she get in prison in the first place?”

“By nothing but her own actions I guess. She murdered her infant son.”

“God bless,” Sam shook his head. “I hate tiny caskets.”

“There wasn’t one,” Eli finally settled on a CD and started the car. “She
ate him.”

Sam immediately frowned as an involuntary laugh escaped him. Eli shot
him the same firm countenance but dropped it when he saw Sam knew he
wasn’t joking. He must've forgotten there’s not much else to do but laugh.

Further along the road, Sam decided he didn’t want to wait.

The first can of Shiner went down easily, tasting of toasted bread and some
other maltiness he couldn’t name. Sam didn’t have much luck blocking Eli
from reaching in the case so he had the two pull over.

The two drank and talked about gitls back home and Eli’s bedbound moth-
er and the nature of God and before they knew it only a few cans could rattle
around in the cardboard carton and they made the most of it and they honked
at squirrels and people passing by and they passed out for a moment and some-
one asked if they needed any help and Eli said no they didn’t need any help
sleeping and Sam climbed on the car’s roof and pounded like an ape gone loose
swearing he saw Lila Lamb in every shadow and Eli pounded the roof from
the inside yelling at him to shut up and Sam nearly broke his neck falling off
and they counted up all that they had drank and Eli found he had one more
can than Sam and called him a lightweight and Sam went stumbling off in the
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woods to hurl all that bread-tanged liquid loose but it wouldn’t come and he
yelled and prayed for it to leave his body and he was on his knees.

When the sun had finally risen, Sam would be kneeling before a priest
robed in green and gold.

He and Eli had found the Church on the way back from a sporting goods
store where they had loaded up on buckshot; Eli said it'd be the only thing
between their asses and a boar’s tusk should one decide to charge.

The Church was named Holy Redeemer, and Eli nearly crashed the two
boys slamming the brakes at the sight of the only cross to be found in or
around the building. It peeked over an old pawn shop, staked into the church’s
homogeneous A-frame roof. No domes or buttresses fortified the house of God.

Neither boy had fully recovered their senses for their Sabbath but they
figured they would only smell worse in the evening. They walked in minutes
before the mass to find the interior was, not unlike the exterior, a dull jog of
the senses.

There were no statues. No stations of the cross. No windows, let alone any
stained glass. Sam missed the latter the most of all, remembering the many
churches of his youth.

The design of a (presently missing) window: the subject, the colors, none of
it mattered so long as the sun could tunnel through. As he knelt and smelt the
phantom odor of mud and vomit that grimed the crevices of his prayer-locked
fingers, he wished the sun would hit him now. When he was a boy, it seemed
to often strike him and him alone at mass. Sam thought it could be God sift-
ing through his tainted creation, only for a moment, poking at his heart with
golden rays to fortify it for the wicked world outside the church walls.

But there was only darkness now; from shadowed pew to shadowed pew.

Sam glanced at Eli in the corners of his eye framed by his semi-translucent
nose. Both boys wore jeans, but Eli’s were in better shape. He was mumbling to
himself with his hands and eyes squeezed bole-tight shut. Sam had the feeling
if he opened them now they’d be watery and awestruck and Sam thought the
best thing to do was to curse his friend under his breath. Sam swiftly took it
back and directed his blight towards the church architects.
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Before he knew it, the sanctus bells were rung and the transubstantiation
began. The priest steadied his hands, wrinkled with liver spots, over the bread
and wine. Sam thought those hands hovered over a spiritual river, and it was the
priest’s job to get his hands wet and fish out the host, now sacred, for all to see.

He was sure this is what separated mankind from the animals: daily bread.

“Behold the lamb of God,” the priest said. “Behold him who takes away the
sins of the world. Blessed are those called to the supper of the lamb.”

The priest was his own kind of mountain; the fabric of his vestment rippled
and slimmed up to the half-circle Eucharist split by the fraction rite, a breaden
nimbus broken in two.

The congregation spoke their unworthiness, yet they stood and shuffled to
their God. Sam eventually stood and fell into the swaying line.

He glanced to the pews to his right to find a woman with thick red browline
glasses deep in prayer. His mind wandered to what little he remembered of the
night before. He wanted to say he saw the same glasses on another woman,
his own phone’s flashlight glaring back through them as he heckled her and
another man in their car. He also wanted to say they drove off but not before
hurling a bag of fast food at him.

“The body of Christ,” the priest suddenly said as a horrible thought entered
Sam’s mind.

He had never apologized for the night before; not to God or a priest.

Before he knew what he was doing, the Eucharist was in his mouth. He
stood it up with his tongue to slow it from dissolving.

He kneeled back at the pews and couldn’t make his internal confession
now, no matter how hard he willed it to come. It was like trying to explain
to a security camera that he wasn’t himself when he robbed the cash register.

Sam ultimately decided this was a good thing. Whenever he took Christ’s
body with a clean-palette soul, he was filled with the fluttery buzz of hope and
the almighty became tangible and present in his own heart. With this presently
rotten soul, the Eucharist should make his heart sickly and ashamed. Would
it be a pleasant feeling? No, but he’d prefer to feel the wrathful presence of his
maker than none at all. He wouldn’t always be in God’s favor, but he would
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always submit to his power. He smiled, laying the Eucharist gently back down
on his tongue.

It dissolved without a fuss.

He didn’t feel sick or ashamed; he didn’t feel much of anything at all. He
got up from his knees and sat. He didn’t sing. He waited for the priest to send
them away.

The congregation filed out and the boys walked back to the car. Eli was
halfway in the driver’s seat when he mumbled to himself, asked Sam to wait
for him, and ran back inside the church. Sam idly drew in the dust of the rear
window for ten minutes before Eli came back.

As he walked closer, Sam noticed he had a small black pouch strung on his
neck. He walked steadily to keep it from swinging away from his chest.

“What’s that?” Sam asked.

Eli reached for the pouch and flipped it over to a fading white cross. “Little
bit of Jesus for the road.”

“Oh,” Sam searched for the right question to politely poke for more context.

“It’s just for my mother,” Eli said. “I thought we could pay a short visit.”

Sam let out some note close to “sure” and tried the passenger door a few
times too many before realizing it was locked.

The boys hit the road again, stopping only for gas station donuts. From the
estimate of the Google Maps route, they were 15 minutes away from Eli’s moth-
er; only a slight detour from the ranch. Their playlist had been over and run
through for only a minute when Eli began to swerve off the road. The rumble
strip buzzed their seats with a loud groan and Eli snapped back to wakefulness.

“Shoooot sorry.” Eli blinked his lucidity into being. “I guess that wasn’t a
smart move last night. We're gonna have some trouble staying awake.”

“We can take shifts,” Sam proposed.

“Sure,” Eli said. “Can’t promise I'll make it all the way through mine.”

“I'll wake you up.”

“Not easily I'll warn you,” Eli laughed to himself. “You remember last Tues-
day when I was late for class? I overslept and that sleep was heavy. I had three
different alarms going off, my dad shook me for a good couple minutes. I only
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really got up because I think you were calling me and I felt the buzz on my
arm, something about vibrations I guess does it for me.”

“You should invest in a vibrator.”

“A what?” Eli straightened up.

“No, no, no, my bad, I mean one of those vibrating watches, you know
what I'm talking about?”

Eli grunted questionably.

Sam checked the phone. 7 minutes to go.

“How is your mom anyway?” Sam tried to ask as casually as possible.

“She’s about the same,” Eli yawned. “Except I don’t think she can sit up
anymore. I thought with all that’s been going on she’d want me to visit more
but she’s still so, you know, complacent about all of it I guess.”

“Has your dad wanted to make any visits or anything . . . of else of the
such?”

“No, nothing like that, it’s still the same,” Eli said. “He’d be okay with me
popping in though.”

Eli soon pulled off to a dirt road and parked in front his mother’s humble
residence: a rotting post of folk bungalow. He told Sam he didn’t have to come
in, and Sam didn’t protest.

Eli stepped off to the porch through untamed grass and cracked soil before
knocking. He gave Sam a wave back at the car.

Hayden answered the door, the paramour of lard, stinking overalls, and
meanness who stole away Eli’s mother. Eli stepped in and the door was shut
behind him.

Sam knew from his visits before that by now Eli had stepped into a leaf-rid-
den foyer, with dozens of pairs of shoes tripping him up at each step. A dog
gate to the left would be holding back a horde of clothes and trinkets and junk
pushing its way out for the landfill, so he’d have no option but to take the hall-
way to his right. Framed antecedents with cravats and neckties with wrinkled
and worn eyes would never break their gaze and he might have stepped into a
few fecal pellets left by the rats ducking away from these photographs. He’d
take the last room on his left and squeeze past junk-filled cardboard boxes that,
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when kicked, shot out scurrying roaches.

His mother would be at the center of the room, looking out of the window.
She would be lying in an adjustable blue bed, like the ones Sam would lay on
to donate blood, a cheap wheeled thing with cold metal guardrails. She’d lay
there all day and in the nights she’d squirm in pain as she took in air from the
elephant-trunked sleep apnea machine.

When she used to be able to sit up with her fused spine she’d ask you to sit
down so as not to make her feel so small and she’d ask for you to pray for her
and you’d say you would and she’d say thank you and you'd try to start and
she’d say not in here. You could be her son or her son’s best friend and all she
could talk about is how much you’ve grown and you’d try to give her a cross
or a rosary as a parting gift and she’d say “thank you dear” and throw it to the
ground and you’d be on your fours trying to recover it and it'd be anyone’s
guess if she’d throw a plate or an alarm clock at your head yelling for you to
stop.

After a while, Eli was back in the car with the Eucharist pouch still dangling
from his neck. He took his head out from the upside down noose and set it in
the console.

“She didn’t want it,” he said.

They drove off to the ranch with a sacred host still sitting among them,
limiting their profanity not unlike the presence of a child.

It was early evening when they reached the fence of the property. They let
the car in and drove through the knee-high grass. Dried-up trees bordered the
unkempt vegetation and the only artificial touch to the wild place in their view
was a strange black box propped up on four skinny legs, jutting out like a tent.
Eli told him many hunts ago it was a spinfeeder.

The trees seemed to arch over it, shading the dirt it was staked in from the
blistering sun. Eli parked the rear a few feet from the spinfeeder and the boys
stepped out and opened the trunk. They hugged and hoisted up bags of corn
pellets into the box. One boy would toss the box cutter to the other, who would
slit the pellets free, each piece of feed clattering down the spinfeeder’s mouth

like metallic rain.
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When it was done, they parked the car near the entry way fence and hung
their sweat-soaked shirts around their necks. They walked off to the grounded
hunting stand.

Along the way, Eli broke their silence.

“They offered to have us stay the night,” he said.

“Your mom did?”

“Yea,” Eli’s voice faltered and he coughed it into a higher intensity. “They
know we’ll be out here late, they just offered us to crash once we're done. They
put the key under the mat.”

Sam thought of missing out on the rising sun, he forgot if the rays poke
through the trees like they did for stained glassed windows.

“I think we’ll manage to sleep in the car okay.”

“Is that just an option or is it what you’d prefer?”

“T guess I'd prefer it if that’s okay.”

“Sure it is, youre my guest.”

Sam nodded, which he realized must have been hard to see given they were
heads down from the beating sun.

“I just feel like that place does things to you,” Sam said. “It just makes
me wonder why bother if she’s not making any effort to reach back to you, ya
know?”

“I hear ya.”

“And I worry about keeping a reverent environment around the Eucharist.”

“I hear ya.”

They reached the hunting stand, an upright wood panel from an old box
car according to Eli, and set up lawn chairs. Sam had the first watch so he held
the rifle, buttstock to the dirt and barrel to the sky.

The spinfeeder was in their sight, and it was from the depths of the trees
around it that the feral hogs would come. The hunting stand was effectively an
extension of the tree line to their left, and Sam heard every light gust of wind
from within the woods and had to remove the sound from what he thought
were footsteps.

Night came and the only thing they heard for hours was the high pitched
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chorus of anguished coyotes. Hour by hour they swapped shifts. Sam’s neck
would only roll down to dream for a few minutes before he would jolt himself
awake. Eli slept hard.

By now the spinfeeder and the walled drum of trees surrounding it were
completely lost to the pitch black night. Sam scoped in. He’d be able to see if
something were moving, just not the something in question. He set the rifle
down on the panel in front of Eli and had to whisper directly into his ear to
wake him up. It was his turn to sleep.

Sam closed his eyes and told Eli to wake him up in an hour. No response.
He opened his eyes to find Eli was sound asleep once again.

Sam decided waking him up again would be pointless. It was now a waiting
game to see how long he could last before leading the two back to the car for
true sleep.

He looked up to the stars above. He thought the view would come with the
crickets’ chirps. Now that he really listened there wasn’t a singular sound he
could discern in the wild place. Somehow, it made the sky seem inauthentic,
like all he truly had was a solo seat to a planetarium view.

He began to dread the silence.

He prayed for birds or squirrels or more coyotes but none came, none that
he could hear.

He dreaded the silence. And he began to realize that out of all these things
he thought of to keep himself awake: planetariums, animals, friends, and fam-
ily, none were actually with him, they had retreated like all the sounds of the
earth.

He felt a new fear for the safety of his eternal soul. He had thought his body
an impenetrable mold around it, believing only his hand could reach through
and voluntarily extinguish it. But in these darkened plains, he felt as if the soft
night wind was enough to blow it to light-lost smoke.

In his quivering fear he somehow slept. He dreamt of hogs or some other
shadowed beasts gathered around the spinfeeder. On top of the spinfeeder was
the Eucharist pouch, opened with the blinding light of the host.

Sam ran to it and opened it to find it empty.
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Instead his own chest glowed. And he extracted its light and placed it back
in the pouch.

When he opened it again there were two hosts. One for Eli’s mother and
Hayden.

He felt fulfilled. He felt the buzz of hope return.
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Dear God

ANNA WERNING

I started writing my prayers down in a journal,

I like the distance the paper creates between us.

I feel I can be more honest this way.

That the guilt I'm filled with by simply talking to you after I've strayed so far
is lessened by this man-made wall I've created.

I do not ask much of you anymore,
My anxiety,
My depression,
My desires,
Are not things that I am deserving of having taken away or fulfilled.

As if the mere request or plea is something you would scoff at after months of
me trying to flee.

Have you turned your face from me?

How hypocritical I am to come to you only in a time of need,

But it is true, I have reached the limits of my humanity

I ran from you, and now I've found myself lost.

Is it such a crime to now ask for your mercy?

It shows my sin nature.

That I would even assume you love me based on circumstances I do to you.
The very idea that God only answers when one is on the right path

has taught me that my idea of love is warped.

Teach me that your back was never turned in the pit of my own destruction.

I looked for you everywhere but my own heart.

How selfish of me to think in disappointment; it was you who fled so far.
You reached down to save me from myself,

buried six feet under the ground.

You are not only behind my shoulder as I write this down, but in the pen I
hold with shaky hands.

If only Satan did not try to instill the idea that I am unworthy of your reply.

How selfish to think any of this is about me,

so ignorantly susceptible to change

Have I forgotten, no matter what I do
You always stay the same?
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God Pining

ABIGAIL KLOHA

Father laces frost

over pine needles

as gently

as He weaves my eyelashes,
stooping His face to mine
with the delicacy

that bends snow laden boughs
into white earth—

His gaze is tender

like dew drop melodies
weeping

with thawing forests.

Connie’s L.ament

PIERCE LOVELACE

Till the day I died, I sent flowers to your door
A wail called from the chambers, fair maidens by your side
Whatever happened to me, Connie, you will find me in the moor

On the first day I left, the women called your soul poor
You remain locked to your bed, holding a bouquet as you cried
Till the day I died, I sent flowers to your door

After a spell, the officials talked you to a bore
“Begone” you scolded them, “You did nothing but lied.”
Whatever happened to me, Connie, you will find me in the moor

On the second day, you left, sneaking out the first floor
Towards the meadow of your favorite gift, you ride
Till the day I died, I sent flowers to your door

Whilst away, through town, news of an unsolved murder tore
Tells of a lockdown met you upon return, but you did not abide.
Whatever happened to me, Connie, you will find me in the moor

On the third day, you ran into the woods and searched the flowery core
Encountering a sanguine trail, tears fell with every stride

Till the day I died, I sent flowers to your door

Whatever happened to me, Connie, you will find me in the moor
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The Redemption of Adam

J. R. PELLERIN

Remember that night,
before the life you and I shared became

ruin, scoured, wet-scorched, swept-away—

how there had been our first flood:
A flood long promised.
A flood whose breaking was glorious

punishment. How I became mere duty,
a trained seal, metronomic, close-counting

each of your nickers gone to whinny,

each whinny to barking growl.
And, oh, how you barked. Bit hard

back at these counting fingers—

so, waiting—still counting, but quietly:
I'd learned the wisdom in hiding. But, not how
casually your suffering could drag you away,

leaving low-tide and a ruined mudflat plain,
where all your madness—the rusted forks, cans

and crushed plastic bottles could rise, defiant

and too late to doctor, left prone in your stall,

the midwife now counting your breaths for you—

and I—left only the stars’ diminishment to number.

How, when your olive branch arrived,
right tides restored, I'd returned too-late
to the receding flood. Arrived only in time

to see that perfectly prophesied moment:
your calling out of “Cain!” and the sinking
I felt—the slipping away of Divine Duty:

the naming of the Great and the Small
as He would have had me do it, handed down,
firstborn son of a firstborn son. Yet,

how the newborn sun in his eyes would burn
away that failure. How it would rewrite everything.

How even the stars would return—each called back
by the fullness of his skies.

33



34

Sandpaper for the Soul

BENJAMIN

a tree was I, felled in the fall

in me, saw I, no good at all

for my sawn self, one who was dead
these words I read, from He who said
there’s sandpaper for your soul

my heart froze throughout deep winter
my rough-cut edge began to splinter

I hurt my dearest, fully guilt-wracked
my evil stacked against what I lacked
without sandpaper for my soul

spring’s in His hands, 'm put to test
and as He sands, I yearn for rest

and though all I feel is piercing pain

it’s His blood stain, I must count it gain
that’s sandpaper for your soul

though in the summer, have I oft wandered

my sanded soul proves His work not squandered
soon I go to Him, my time is near

have you no fear, be of good cheer

for there’s sandpaper for your soul
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