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A band plays a Dolly Parton song 
alongside a deep and dark lake, 
summoning creatures to the surface. 
Nightwalkers see the heavens move, 
submerged ruins become clear, 
apparitions rise. 

We sat in your cozy library, 
your flag of Gondor on the wall, 
your philology books on the shelves, 
and over tea you told us about 
the shadow of a man 
that paced on your porch 
until the pentacles you smudged there 
drove him into the driveway 
and finally into your garage, 
where early one morning 
you both saw and not saw him 
in his boots and denim pants, 
his look of sorrow and worry, 
and in your car, 
where you promised him you’d look after the house, 

Apparitions, Places, Bindings
Kendra Leonard

once I got to the car but I had a fresh one ready. I was used 
to that.

I hunched a bit to protect the Veldar from the wind, 
sucked in a deep breath, and began the long hike to the 
parking lot.
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they called you a witch, once, 
hung you in the town square 
for having an opinion. 

they claimed you sank ships, 
spread famine, 
conspired to kill kings. 

they crushed your fingers, 
cut your hair, deprived you of sleep 
searched your body for blemishes 

until you told them 
what they wanted to hear 
to get them to stop touching you 

you, who had learned to heal their sick 
and deliver their babies, 
to care for their animals, and cook their food, 

were left to sink 
at the bottom of the river, 
dresses full of stones. 

we will not burn any longer
Marigrace Angelo

but that he must go, 
and you saw and not saw him disappear. 

Over the road hangs a giant electrical box, 
a spider’s bulky body, thick cables its legs. 
Every night we drive beneath it, 
and in a vicious wind and sleet finally see 
it fall. 
It drops into the road, 
scrabbling away down to the creek, 
and in the morning, 
deer hang in mummy-like cocoons from the power lines. 


