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HANNAH CATHEY

REDEMPTION

It’s cold up here.

If the clouds so supposed
I'm sure it would snow.
Those little ants.

They run to people, places.
Eyes averted, faceless faces.
I do not run.

I sit and watch; my feet
Swing high above the street.
There is nothing

To save me from myself,
From tumbling off this shelf.
I could fall.

And fall and fall and fall.

I already have. I recall

A man hanging,

His head dropped down.
Silence filled with sound.
And so I won't.

Oh how I would have screamed
Had I not been redeemed.
It’s cold down here.
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JOSHUA HELD

DELICACY

raisin toast reminds me of grandma.
she’d rise before the sun,
scorning 20 years of retirement, still sold on routine.
I'd wander out, having slept a full nine hours
in the guest room’s double bed,
ready for a day of doing the few dishes, playing
cards, raking leaves, loving my grandma simply,
not because of what I thought I should receive from her.

I buttered quickly my ragged, raisin-freckled toast, but
knew hers deserved better.

She was a queen, bent over the stove,
carefully guarding the eggs,

their sunny side still running

years ago, the pan would have been filled with
eggs for five boys, my grandpa, and my mom, and
I'll bet she still buttered the toast generously to the edges.
She determined they might share her quiet joy, hardly
known apart from steadfastness
that stooped on wooden kneelers
having walked the half-mile to church.
That extra bit of butter
fueled a body bent on homage to the humble soul
within.

My raisin toast pops up
ready to receive butter.

I pause remembering grandma’s eyes,

not hiding ambition, but absorbed in the knife’s
sweep, rested, seeing both the action and the smile

smoothing a care-furrowed face.
She looks at me and asks would I like hot chocolate, her
voice filled with my name.

[ butter my toast.
I do this in remembrance of her.
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