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Rufous City Review 

Introduction 
Here you will find poems that speak, insistently, for themselves. Enjoy your stay.   



Jeremy Radin 

MOON WASPS 
As soon as their tanks blew the hole 
in the moon, the wasps streamed down, big 
 
as cows. We stopped, stunned, dropped  
our rifles, stared at the wound  
 
the mortar had made & the great, silver  
insects rivering out of it. They landed next to us 
 
or right on top of us or clung heavy to our backs 
& their buzzing held us still as they stung the night  
 
back into our bodies. Our vision swam  
with bubo scandiacus, fog-colored  
 
women dancing in the dust, turning to sprays  
of glitter & light. We dreamt of kissing each other  
 
on the mouths, the elbows, trigger fingers, of sucking  
bullets from enemy throats. When we came to, we rushed  
 
across the battlefield, shouting to each other all that  
we had seen, forgetting about the wasps & the moon,  
 
forgetting about the ghosts in our pockets, the different  
blood in our different hearts, our rifles scattered  
 
like dandelion seeds in the dirt. 
  



Dalton Day 

Grandpa, 1954 
You were tied to the tree. 
 
The sun came down patiently, 
as if there was all the time 
in the world. 
 
We found you inside the tree. 
 
Everything outside was dark,  
your skin gleamed bright as a knife,  
we thought you were burning. 
 
I told you jokes. 
I gave you sharp pieces of ice. 
 
You didn’t want to come out. 
 
The morning comes up  
just as fast as it leaves. 
 
Your breath was made of glass. 
We looked through it, and saw your 
gleaming face.  
 
You didn’t want the tree to get loose. 
Neither did we. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



You Are a Lighthouse and I 
Am a Field 
You are a lighthouse 
and I am a field. 
 
Your keeper 
turns your light on at the 
same time every night, 
 
bright enough  
for me to see, all the way 
where I am. 
 
The small horses that 
run across my body gallop 
 
loud enough 
for you to hear, all the way 
where you are. 
 
In our dreams, 
the two of us are people. 
 
  



Brandon Ricks 

All Sunsets are Red Light 
There are four rooms in my heart. 
These are the three words for love. 
But four rooms, four beds or more. 
In the evening, every nude is beauty. 
Your father has been appearing as a ghost. 
He just sort of slips out onto the stage. 
Soul to bed, bed to atrium to ventricle to hippocampus. 
A formula, our need for closure is satisfied. 
And not. Am I talking in circles again? 
Who says the soul isn’t malleable. 
Every nude beauty beat into bronze. 
  



Katherine Frain 

Cain in the Museum of Natural 
History 
Sadness-small eggs on the underside, 
the hidden undreaming 
of my pillow. Like he’s not sure 
they’re a good enough 
offering for me  
to accept.  
 
A clutch of hermit thrush. Stippled whip-poor- 
wills’ miscarried shells  
sealing over with  
frigid resin. I weave moss and thorns  
 
for the ice chest. We cherish  
offerings where others hide vanilla, bitter chocolate, 
or trapped mice. The TV commercials whisper 
 
it’s a blessing  
we’re still thin. 
 
I don’t worry about stealing. About Cain 
and silver handcuffs. I know by now he understands 
how to slip in and out  
of anything. It’s the dime-hearted  
 
cardinal, the glue chest, the cracked glass eye  
that keeps me awake. The common loon,  
with its black crown, 
shrieks like a wounded 
wolf at midnight. The TV says 
 
no one could have imagined these marvels before – 
Cain says nothing 
 
came before. Tightens his grip 
on the ice chest. Nothing came  
before this. Nothing. Not ever. 
  



Joel Allegretti 

THE BATFOWLER 
“The fright is written on your feathers.” 
 
“The light was beautiful, Mama.” 
 
“The light was deception to lure you 
  from the security of the bough.” 
 
“The light competed with the moon.” 
 
“The moon never seeks to ensnare.” 
 
“The light was luxurious, the color of twilight 

as it edges in, as if the evening sky 
had come down to lie at the foot of the tree.” 

 
“The ripple of the sea is soothing to the eye, 
  but tell that to drowned men.” 
 
“The light shone orange and yellow and blue.” 
 
“The loveliness of fire.” 
 
“The light displeases you.  I can tell.” 
 
“The light is a horror.” 
 
“The light was how I lost my father, wasn’t it?” 
 
“The light was how you lost him.” 
 
“The light, then, was a fraud?” 
 
“The light was bewitchery.  It tricked him 

out of the nest and into the net.” 
 
“The light sought my father, so my father sought the light.” 
 
“The light which the hunter tends seeks us all.” 









Janet Frishberg  

The Due Date 
2 
First, I’m puking out the car window. She’s driving. We’re lost; it’s late.  
I tell myself the black and white coloring of the streets is about the nighttime, that the 
world won’t look this way forever.  
 
I’m throwing up again. She pulls over on the empty industrial street. She looks at me, 
worried face. I wonder if I’m scaring her. She rubs my back and takes my hair from my 
hand, so I can lean farther out of the car. I wretch my insides out her car window.  
 
“I feel better.” 
 
“It’s that post-barf euphoria.” 
 
We didn’t know it would still be like this. I had no clue—the physical pain. No one told 
me. 
 
“I’m glad you’re driving me.”  
 
She knows I mean: I’m glad he’s not here. She makes a sound like, “Fumf,” which 
means, “It’s nothing.” 
 
“I’ll pay for your car to get washed. I’m so sorry.” 
 
She’s still rubbing my back and says, “I don’t care.” 
 
We find the freeway. Everything is better in the freshly-paved carpool lane. The 
window’s down and no music plays. I’m thankful just for the car-on-the-road sound, to 
be, finally, on the way home.  
 
It’s only been an hour. Ever since deciding, a week ago, I’ve been petrified of my 
potential regret. 
 
She helps me into my apartment. Luckily they’re all asleep, this building full of humans. 
I’m trying not to be seen. No more strangers. I’m trying to reduce my world to my bed, 
for maybe forever.  
 
3 
He and I haven’t spoken since that night.  
 



The room where they let me rest after was cruel pastel yellow, perfectly gender-neutral. 
The imaginary crib in the corner, the mobile that should’ve hung above my head. 
Infants are smarter than us, self-soothing. I’m more like self-escalating.  
 
The nurse who asked me if I wanted someone to come in with me called me honey. I 
said no. I hugged her goodbye and left her in the waiting room. 
 
There are so many decisions to being an adult.  
 
They spread my legs open and turned on a light. I let myself miss my mom for that 
moment. 
 
5 
I’m grocery shopping when I finally see him again. What’s attached to his hand is tall, 
with dirty blonde hair, and super skinny like she hopped right over puberty. They’re 
examining pasta sauces, fascinated by the choices in that way couples get when they 
spend too much time together.  
 
I run to my car, and sit in the driver’s seat with the door open, trying to practice my 
deep breathing. For the first time in months I vomit again, just once, onto the concrete 
parking lot. I feel my body’s emptiness—the blank space inside my stomach, the 
vacancy somewhere below that, and finally my open palms, lying on my expansive 
thighs. 
 
7 
An online ad found me this magical place. I always knew I should’ve been one of those 
kids who went to camp.  
 
I stepped onto the plane with a sense of lightness, like just after buying a lottery ticket, 
when all the hope is still present. 
 
Today we lie in a field, my bunk of a dozen girls and I. For most of them, it’s their first 
time away from home. They are reading, they are writing letters home, they are 
knotting friendship bracelets. They are whispering, and tying daisy crowns for each 
other. They braid my hair and I let them, even though the knots they leave hurt when I 
brush them out later in the communal bathroom, in the smell of peaches and soap. Each 
night after they’re in bed and it’s lights out, I circle to each of their beds. I kiss them on 
the foreheads and whisper, “Sweet dreams,” and wonder if they’ll remember me in ten 
years. I want to help them believe the world is like this, sickeningly sweet, that they’ll 
be held, even if they only get to know this for three weeks out of the year. 
 
The humidity here keeps us warm at all moments of the day, even at night. I don’t miss 
the dry, cracking-earth summers of home. This moisture seeps into my very joints and 



the ligatures connecting my bones, healing places I’ve grown brittle and stuck. Maybe 
I’ve always been in the wrong weather. 
 
The sky darkens this afternoon, pouring rain. There’s thunder miles away—they count 
the seconds. They’re not scared because no one’s told them to be, yet, so we run outside 
in swimsuits and blast music from our doorframe and dance, furiously, twirling our 
arms: exactly what we want to do. 
 
8 
Quietly, to no one in particular: “I’ve waited so many years to try this.” 
 
An afternoon to be rivernaked with these former strangers. Our bodies illuminate in a 
blinding white light, and we shade our faces with dry hands. 
 
Dipping into freezing water, we squint against the sun’s reflection. 
 
Eyes closed, I lie back, allowing my sunsplit hair to fan out, my feet to float up. I puff 
out my stomach and rest my hands there, imagining, just for a moment: I’m huge, 
almost bursting with the force that would finally, now, be a child, living inside. 
 
On the drive here, the trees on either side of the road whispered, “You can be anyone 
you want.” That promise alit in my chest, unlatching the place people tell me the spirit 
lives. 
 
Cold water, warm sun, naked body, mermaid hair. Everyone, fish resting on rocks at 
the bottom of the river and birds flying overhead must be able to see this joy. 
 
9 
I sit on top of the hill under a totally white sky, as if someone covered the entire state, 
country, world, with a bleached sheet. It’s been hot for four days and now it’s that 
cooler, thick, sticky just-about-to-rain air. I lie on my back, with my legs bent and 
splayed open and my arms the same above my head, making diamond shapes with my 
limbs.  
 
I picture everyone, across the continents, looking up to the same strange blank canvas. 
We all take a deep, wonderful breath and stare above, and we wait for what comes next. 
 













Hillary Katz 

November 
Over Thanksgiving I find my great-grandmother’s suicide note at the bottom of a  
desk drawer.  The place I was born is never-changing, scrunched into the Eastern  
 
corner of this sprawled country.  Filled with unspoken losses.  People grow thickly  
into the coldness of seasons.  This month is stunted and hard to see in: the blur that  
 
occurs with too much or too little life.  Here there are shortages.  Three thousand miles  
West stretched thin over gold hills, death seems further away.  The sky is held sacred.   
 
Eyes are opened wider and longer into the bright night.  Still, at our edges we are all  
frayed.  Whenever I fall into restless sleep, this new life I bartered for sets fire to itself. 



Erin Dorney 

A Picture of Your Little Self 
The dog clenched this sill 
between his teeth when I was six 
or seven but it’s been so long now 
I can’t remember. We picked 
shards of blue paint from his gums 
as he sprinkled the kitchen floor, 
yellow shame radiating to my slippered feet. 
 
The Blue Jay snagged a seed 
so large his beak wouldn’t close, 
flew to the wreath hung on siding 
and tucked the morsel between twisted vines, 
hid this bounty from a flock 
of lesser sparrows. 
 
The first mouth I realized was dying 
cracked open like a dried up chestnut, 
and as my uncle gasped for air 
mom whispered in his ear. 
I stood next to a morphine drip, 
thought about the different ways things enter 
and leave our bodies. 



Christopher Suda 

Strolling the Hudson’s East Bank 
Today, each moment 
turned to kindling; gaps 
alongside our knees diverged 
while the Hudson scratched into 
 
each window. Your hair continues 
to muse through my sideburn, 
then collarbone, both nostrils. 
Beneath us, the rails charmed  
 
Tarrytown’s soil with delicate 
sparks while your face endured 
its collapse against a shoulder. 
 
When awake, look at those eyes. 
you’ll find two monuments 
long asleep, dream watching, 
 
as still as spoke wheels.   
  



Christina Hammerton 

Good Mother: Joe’s Farm Grill 
(After C.K. Williams) 
 
She had to keep going  
because she had to justify  
each word with more words, 
the way a crowd justifies  
each stone with more stones. 
 
The girl sat, and appeared to listen, 
but she was old enough now 
that her feet did not dangle  
from the concrete picnic bench. 
They rested on the ground, there was 
a calm about her, the same resignation 
in the bespectacled father’s  
slow return from the soda fountain. 
 
It was this cool message 
that was reloading 
her mother’s rapid fire. 
A body left behind to say, 
You can kill our clones 
our souls are galaxies from here.  
 
  



David Chorlton 

The Unfinished Earth 
 Homage to Cezanne 
 
The horizon just trails off without a single line 
to define it, the middle ground 
is cross-hatched green, and colour is an echo 
in the blunt–shaped rocks. As if 
 
creation hadn’t reached us. As if it all 
could still change course 
with the fires underground emerging 
where oceans came to be 
and forests woven into a mesh 
 
too dense for anyone to penetrate 
except the fox 
and the night air. There would be quarries 
 
with pines chipped out of them, ravines 
dry enough to crack open 
for the darkest rivers to carry their own reflections 
out into the light. Take it apart, 
 
put it back together 
with more weight in the shadows 
than in the mountains casting them. There’s breath 
 
in every white space 
where the universe is speaking, and patience 
flowing through the valleys 
while the grass thinks about what else 
it could be. The slightest gestures 
 
reveal the most: a pencil 
trembling between the first stars, 
a tree 
 
drawn by a man 
with one eye inside the landscape. 
 
  



Alicia Wright 

Ballast  
The silence offered by the baby, asleep 
finally in the room down the hall, 
is broken by the trains raging 
south on their tracks. 
 
Windows rattle in their frames; 
the baby howls, indignant. Barefoot, 
we take to the carpet, anticipate 
the long hiss of the cars stopping  
to shed their bulk. 
 
Still the rails seethe. Pennies are 
flattened to smooth disks  
and tossed aside. 
 
We grow old with pockets full 
of these devalued coins, will spend 
a life’s worth of Wednesday midnights 
pressing our palms over our ears. 
  



Kate Petroff 

Womb Echo  
The moment I lose him is inkblot is absence is doorway opening is fear of flying is fear 
of falling is baby born with a tail instead of wings is baby born with wings instead of 
lungs is baby born with no wings and no lungs is woman born with no lungs and no 
baby is doorway holding no lungs and no doorway is doorway holding lungs of no 
absence is doorway holding no inkblot baby is no inkblot lungs holding baby with no 
lungs is absent doorway holding no woman with no baby is woman with no baby 
flying through no doorway is no doorway holding no absence is no absence falling is no 
inkblot is no baby. 
 
  



Amanda Silbernagel 

Lux Continua 
I 

I steal things I’m too ashamed to borrow: 
the hours at the end of your day 

you inhabit so gracefully; your glance, that place 
 

Where electromagnetic waves go 
entangled, go to war. My independence deteriorates 

with my optical fibers, fireworks 
 

Seizure on the nerve-screen and I mean, 
if you need to make nothing out of something 

you should say it to my face. 
 

Was our love not handcuffs, was what held us together 
not your hate-dread of the other 

racing pulses I’ve felt fluttering inside me? 
 

I let them all get away 
and was sentenced to the page, which for a time 

at least gave my crimes meaning. 
 

II 
The things I steal / I rarely savor: her body forms 

a lump on my retina as my brain 
leaves the restaurant. I’m afraid of what my hunger will do. 

 
At some point the cones must take sides: 

If blue is heaven, red is solitude. 
A tension builds that will inevitably be broken 

 
Between the understanding and its object. 

A shudder grows that must be released 
between the shoulders as the spirit remembers 

 
(I remember) why the Gothic architect Suger had a name 

for each turn light takes as it enters a sanctuary: 
Lux when it pours unimpeded from the sun 

 
Lumen when it streams through stained windows 

Illumination when it fills the believer. 
Remembers what it was, but couldn’t stay. 



III 
Call the memory of color sublime: call it despair. 

The lover comes and goes like a recurring nightmare 
where the face goes white, the eyes swollen 

 
The soles of the feet slice open on the boulders 

when the tide rolls in—comes and  
goes between trial and error, I do and do us part. 

 
If I were trapped in a cathedral on this darkest night 

of the drought and cried out to The God 
I doubt he would hear me. When I was the cruel word 

 
Scrawled across sandpaper, strapped to a missile at 30,000 feet, 

you were cactus limbs strewn around my shelter 
in the nuclear fallout. When my name became Tantalus 

 
I made you my rain stick: shaved glass tumbling through 

thorns turned inward: a secret storm 
no light could enter, without first breaking thee. 
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