
1

The University  
Scholar

Fall 2022



2

The University Scholar
Volume XXII Number 1

Spring 2022

Editor-in-Chief Phoebe Jones

Scholarly Essay Editors Alexa Hassell (chair) 
Ryan Connor 
Mary Freund 

Sean Jurek 
Emily Strom 

Harrison Vetter

Creative Writing Editors Elsa Feltl (chair) 
Jillian Josefsberg 

Jasmin Kaur 
Maggie Palmer 

Mary Grace Urbanczyk 
Elise Williams

Visual Artwork Editors Kathleen Rodda (chair) 
Alexa Hassell 

Mary Grace Urbanczyk

Faculty Advisor Dr. Michael West

 
The University Scholar is sponsored by the English Department 

and Phi Beta Kappa.

Front Cover:
Dinosaur Eggs

Paula Chang 
Stoneware Trinket 

Boxes with a Cobalt 
Rutile Glaze

Back Cover:
Christ the Bridegroom

Joseph Bremer 
Acrylic on Wood Panel

University of Dallas//1845 E Northgate Dr. Irving, TX 75062 
For a digital copy of The University Scholar or to view previous 

editions, please visit udallas.edu/english.



3

From the Editor’s Desk

Dear Reader,

I have recently been pondering the meaning of art, and it is my 
belief that true art contains within it insight into the good, the true, 
and the beautiful. I have also spent a good deal of time pondering 
the right words to say to those who seek advice on submitting their 
work to the journal and those whose work is not published. One of 
the people who submitted work reached out to me and asked “What 
type of work are you looking for?” and, at the time, I had no idea 
how to answer her. 

I’ve had some time to think on it, and I think I know the answer 
now. The best advice I could give before was, “Don’t try to submit 
the best work; just submit your best work.” I think that advice still 
holds true, but now I know the reason why. There is no best of the 
work we receive. The best we can do is publish as much of the beau-
ty as we can. 

So, please, submit your best work again and again.
I wish to thank everyone who submitted work, and everyone 

who will read this journal. I must extend my thanks to the amazing 
editors of this journal, without whom I would have no idea what to 
publish, and to Dr. West, who stepped in as our faculty advisor and 
has been nothing short of fantastic. My thanks further goes out to the 
administration, who have been instrumental in reviving this journal 
over the last two semesters, and the University of Dallas chapter of 
Phi Beta Kappa, which allows us to print this journal. 

Happy reading!

Phoebe Jones 
Editor-in-Chief
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The Life of Perished Things: 
Narrative Transience as Transfigurative Act in Marilynne  

Robinson’s Housekeeping
by Mary Horan

Swear allegiance
to what is highest your thoughts.
As soon as the generals and the politicos
can predict the motions of your mind,
lose it. Leave it as a sign
to mark the false trail, the way 
you didn’t go. Be like the fox  
who makes more tracks than necessary, 
some in the wrong direction.  
Practice resurrection.  —Wendell Berry, 
“Manifesto: The Mad Farmer Liberation Front”

The wandering narrative style of Ruth’s story in Marilynne Rob-
inson’s Housekeeping has left many a reader overwhelmed, if not 
downright frustrated. Ruth drifts through her narrative, taking what 
seems like every sidepath available. She considers a possible en-
counter between her grandmother and a gust of wind. She meditates 
on the tension between waking life and dreams and gets distracted 
constantly by the natural world. She imagines the thoughts and per-
ceptions of her mother, her grandparents, even her sister and her 
aunts. This narrative style is distracting and might seem pointless 
without a nuanced understanding of what it achieves. An interesting, 
and understudied, aspect of this wandering narrative is the way in 
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which Ruth’s voice is hardly ever lost. While she plays with the idea 
of	free	indirect	discourse	and	focalization,	we	rarely	find	a	narrative	
moment	in	which	Ruth’s	voice	does	not	clearly	filter	the	narrative.	
Ruth focalizes her relatives regularly, but does this in a way in which 
we are always aware that she is the one focalizing a character; it is 
always through her voice that we understand the perspectives of the 
narrative. The thoughts, experiences, and emotions of the focalized 
characters are embodiments of Ruth’s ideas about them. These ideas 
can be simple focalization of others or can become more complex 
and foray into metaphor. Ruth uses imagined scenarios to create 
these complex metaphors in order to draw meaning from her imagi-
native use of narrative. Sometimes the metaphors are separate from 
Ruth’s focalization of others and sometimes she combines the two. 
In the cases of simple focalization, complex metaphor, or the com-
bination	of	the	two,	Ruth’s	voice	as	filter	is	important	to	our	under-
standing of the narrative as a whole. To understand the meaning of 
this wandering narrative we must also remember that Ruth is a tran-
sient,	a	drifter.	The	story	has	a	significantly	told	quality	to	it;	Ruth	
is telling us her story and she is telling us from the perspective of 
being a drifter. Ruth’s transient lifestyle directly embodies her way 
of thinking about her world and her past. Ruth is both a literal tran-
sient and a narrative transient. Ruth uses this narrative transience as 
a resurrective process through which she comes to terms with her 
past. She uses two types of narrative transience in her storytelling: 
one characterized by the focalization of other’s viewpoints, and the 
other by an imaginative use of metaphor. 

In	the	first	type	of	narrative	transience,	Ruth	focalizes	another’s	
point of view without losing her own voice in the narrative. Thus, 
while we are taken into her relatives’ points of view, we always 
enter	their	world	through	Ruth’s	imaginative	filter.	This	filter	is	not	
quite	free	indirect	discourse	because	we	as	readers	are	always	aware	
of Ruth as an imaginative narrator. Ruth consciously imagines a 
scenario containing her grandmother’s experience. We see this pur-
posefulness through Ruth’s use of a hypothetical voice. 

One day my grandmother must have carried out a 
basket to hang in the spring sunlight, wearing her 
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widows black, performing the rituals of the ordinary 
as an act of faith. Say there were two or three inches 
of old snow on the ground, with earth here and there 
oozing through the broken places, and that there was 
warmth in the sunlight when the wind did not blow 
it all away, and say she stooped breathlessly in her 
corset to lift up a sodden sheet by its hems…That 
wind! She would say, because it pushed the skirts of 
her	coat	against	her	legs	and	made	her	hair	fly	(16).

Ruth begins with a created scenario, “my grandmother must have 
carried,” and then she slips more directly into a hypothetical mode 
as she says, “say there were two or three inches of old snow.” While 
the whole passage is in the past tense, it is also a command to imag-
ine a scenario that might have happened, not a scenario that actu-
ally did. We have entered into an idea of Mrs. Foster’s experience 
through Ruth’s imagination. Narratively, Ruth has drifted into her 
grandmother’s world but has done so as herself, not an omniscient 
narrator. 

Ruth’s use of the hypothetical voice is an important part of 
her	practice	of	narrative	transience.	Paul	Tyndall	and	Fred	Ribkoff	
suggest that “Robinson’s method of narration in Housekeeping is 
animated by a series of visionary speculations outside reality and 
founded upon solitude, and manifest in the myth-making imagina-
tion	of	Ruth”	(87).	They	define	these	“visionary	speculations”	as	a	
“mode [which] may be regarded as the literary and stylistic counter-
part of the optative mood in Ancient Greek and Sanskrit, which is 
a	specific	verb	form	reserved	in	these	languages	for	the	expression	
of	wishes	or	desires”	(88).	In	essence,	Tyndall	and	Ribkoff	define	
Ruth’s use of the hypothetical as an optative mode to which she 
resorts “not simply to explain her experiences and her feelings but 
to	understand	them”	(101).	We	see	this	desire	for	understanding	in	
Ruth as she continues to imagine her grandmother’s frame of mind.  

So the wind that billowed her sheets announced to 
her the resurrection of the ordinary. Soon the skunk 
cabbage would come up, and the cidery smell would 
rise in the orchard, and the girls would wash and 
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starch and iron their cotton dresses. And every eve-
ning would bring its familiar strangeness, and the 
crickets would sing the whole night long, under her 
windows and in every part of the black wilderness 
that stretched away from Fingerbone on every side. 
And she would feel that sharp loneliness that she had 
felt	every	long	evening	since	she	was	a	child	(17-18).

Now Ruth has assigned emotion to her grandmother’s experience. 
Mrs. Foster’s contemplation of skunk cabbage and the cidery smell 
of the garden brings her back to the sharp loneliness she has experi-
enced since childhood. We must assume that Ruth has experienced 
this sharp loneliness if she can assign the emotion to her grand-
mother. Here Ruth creates an idea of a common experience. Thus, 
we see how Ruth’s conception of her grandmother becomes more 
three-dimensional. Mrs. Foster, for whom the billowing sheet an-
nounces the “resurrection of the ordinary,” is becoming more com-
plex in Ruth’s realization. The optative mode is essential to Ruth’s 
process of narrative transience because it allows her to create scenar-
ios which she can explore as real in spirit, if not in actuality. Tyndall 
and	Ribkoff	suggest	that	“Ruth’s	tendency	to	drift	into	the	optative	
mode enables her to think or to ‘dream’ her way out of the isolation 
she	experiences	while	attempting	to	fit	into	the	conventional	world	
and	into	another	universe	made	up	of	a	multitude	of	losses”	(88).	

A few pages later Ruth focalizes her grandmother, as she in turn 
focalizes her husband. This multi-layered focalization is narratively 
complex, but once again Ruth’s voice is not lost. She gives voice 
to her grandmother thinking about and speaking for her husband. 
Through Ruth’s voice, Mrs. Foster says of her husband, “the ris-
ing of the spring stirred a serious, mystical excitement in him, and 
made him forgetful of her. He would pick up eggshells, a bird’s 
wing, a jawbone, the ashy fragments of a wasp’s nest. He would 
peer	 at	 each	 of	 them	with	 the	most	 absolute	 attention”	 (17).	The	
conception	of	Ruth’s	grandfather	is	filtered	first	through	her	voice	
and then through Mrs. Foster’s. Ruth brings her grandfather to life 
for us through the experience of her grandmother. We are privileged 
to a moment which uncovers something of his speculative character 
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when Ruth says, “he would peer at them as if he could read them, 
and	pocket	 them	as	 if	 he	 could	 own	 them”	 (17).	Through	Ruth’s	
narrative transience, both her grandparents are brought alive for her. 
Through this confrontation of their realities as people, Ruth enacts a 
process through which she can come to understand the meaning of 
what she has lost. 

The	second	type	of	narrative	transience	uses	the	first	as	a	foun-
dation and builds a type of imaginative metaphor which makes an 
idea present to Ruth. While Ruth sometimes meditates on her loss 
in a more complex way than simple focalization of the people in her 
past, we cannot understand this second type of narrative transience 
without	the	first.	The	first	type	establishes	Ruth’s	voice	as	imagina-
tively bringing to life the subjects of her loss. In the second type, she 
creates more imaginative scenarios that function as complex meta-
phors for her desire to see who she has lost returned to her. The two 
types of narrative transience represent Ruth’s use of a prosaic style 
and her use of a more lyrical style. When Ruth focalizes the people 
of her past, she does so in a prose style, a beautiful prose style to be 
sure, but still within the simplicity and pragmatism of prose. With 
her use of metaphor, Ruth slides into a lyrical style, she becomes 
highly complex and unrealistic. In this lyrical style, Ruth counts on 
her	reader	to	fly	into	the	clouds	with	her,	taking	her	complexity	and	
headiness not as literal but as representative of the meaning which 
she strives to convey. The way Ruth can transition between prosaic 
and lyrical narration helps her use modes of storytelling that are ap-
propriate to the meaning behind a particular aspect of her narrative. 
Thus, as is always the case with Ruth, the style of her narrative is 
intrinsic to the meaning she tries to convey.      

One striking example of Ruth’s use of imaginative metaphor is 
a moment when she imagines her distant aunt sweeping the world 
with a net. In this passage, Ruth brings together the simple moments 
of	everyday	life	with	the	idea	of	a	final	transfiguration	when	all	will	
“knit	up”	 (92).	She	 imagines	a	 scenario	 in	which	all	 the	ordinary	
things of life, the things she has remembered and imagined of her 
own	loved	ones,	are	caught	up	together	in	a	final	resurrection.	Ruth	 
does a similar thing in another drawn-out metaphor near the end of 
the novel. 
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Imagine a Carthage sown with salt, and all the sowers 
gone, and the seeds lain however long in the earth, 
till	 there	 rose	 finally	 in	 vegetable	 profusion	 leaves	
and	 trees	of	 rime	and	brine.	What	flowering	would	
there be in such a garden? Light would force each 
salt calyx to open in prisms, and to fruit heavily with 
bright globes of water–-peaches and grapes are little 
more than that, and where the world was salt there 
would	be	greater	need	of	slaking	(152).

This extended metaphor is a kind of creed for Ruth. She begins with 
the idea that where salt is sown there will be a greater need for slak-
ing. Salt can be seen here as a metaphor for the tragedy which has 
struck Ruth’s family. The loss Ruth has experienced has only made 
her	desire	for	unification	with	her	family	stronger.	Anthony	Domes-
tico	 clarifies	 that	 for	Ruth	 this	 creed	 is	 “a	 particular	 view	 of	 the	
redemptive	and	restorative	powers	of	visionary	memory”	(95).	For	
Ruth,	her	memory	is	the	tool	by	which	her	family	is	transfigured	in	
her	mind	as	a	preparation	for	their	final	transfiguration.	She	contin-
ues: 

when does a berry break upon the tongue as sweetly 
as when one longs to taste it, and when is the taste 
refracted into so many hues and savors of ripeness 
and earth, and when do our senses know any thing 
so utterly as when we lack it? And here again is a 
foreshadowing—the world will be made whole. For 
to wish for a hand on one’s hair is all but to feel it. 
So whatever we may lose, very craving gives it back 
to us again. Though we dream we hardly know it. 
Longing, like an angel, fosters us, smooths our hair, 
and	brings	us	wild	strawberries	(152-153).

Ruth uses her memory to create visions of her family as alive and 
well. This “visionary memory” reminds her of what she has lost and 
pushes her towards the belief that the “world will be made whole.” 
Domestico suggests that “Ruthie’s loss is not forgotten but trans-
muted, her family recalled to life in the imagined world of the nov-
el”	(106).	This	“recalling	to	life”	performed	by	Ruth	in	her	narrative	



11

transience acts as a way for her to live in the hope of the restoration 
of her family.    

Ruth uses a combination of both types of narrative transience to 
make her loved ones present to her as a way of living out her belief 
in their eventual resurrection. At the end of the novel, we see an 
example of how Ruth brings these two types of narrative transience 
together. She imagines her sister still living in the old family home. 
Ruth imagines that Lucille: 

thinks she hears someone on the walk and hurries to 
open the door, too eager for the bell.…Sometimes 
she dreams that we come walking up the road in our 
billowing raincoats, hunched against the cold, talking 
together	in	words	she	cannot	quite	understand…Per-
haps she is in the kitchen, snuggling pretty daughters 
on her lap, and perhaps now and then they look at the 
black	window	to	find	out	what	their	mother	seems	to	
see	there	(217).	

This scenario is entirely fabricated, and Ruth admits as much; yet it 
helps her to reconcile her own sense of loss with the possible sense 
of loss her sister might feel. As Ruth continues, she expands her nar-
rative wanderings to imagine her family and Lucile reunited, 

or imagine Lucille in Boston, at a table in a restau-
rant…Sylvie	 and	 I	 do	 not	 flounce	 in	 through	 the	
door, smoothing the skirts of our oversized coats 
and	 combing	 our	 hair	 back	 with	 our	 fingers…my	
mother, likewise, is not there, and my grandmother 
in her house slippers and her pigtail wagging, and 
my	grandfather,	with	his	hair	combed	flat	against	his	
brow, does not examine the menu with a studious in-
terest	(218).		

Now the narrative is more unrealistic and imaginative. Ruth gives 
us, not what could have happened in the past, but what will never 
happen	in	the	present.	While	the	scene	is	not	quite	metaphorical,	it	
draws	upon	the	highly	imaginative	quality	of	the	second	type	of	nar-
rative transience. This scene is also unrealistic and calls us to imag-
ine something outside the scope of reality, unlike Ruth’s normal use 
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of	simple	narrative	transience.	The	scene	is	defined	by	the	negation	
of its existence. Yet, in a way, this is what Ruth has been doing all 
along. The reality of these scenarios’ lack of existence is what drives 
Ruth	to	the	hope	that	they	will	come	to	fulfillment	in	the	future.	This	
scene is a combination of both types of narrative transience because 
it brings together Ruth’s memory of her family with a sense of un-
fulfilled	longing	for	what	she	does	not	yet	have.	

Ruth’s transient journey with Sylvie is one which embodies the 
traumatic loss of home and kin she has experienced. Without Lucille 
and without Sylvie, Ruth would have nothing left with which to de-
fine	herself	as	a	relational	being.	She	has	no	self	without	the	tension	
of her family. Through her trauma, Ruth’s sense of home is shattered 
and her life becomes haunted by her past. In response, Ruth comes 
to haunt this past through the process of narrative transience. As 
already shown, Ruth’s narrative transience reinforced her belief that 
the life of apparently perished things can be restored. Ruth notes 
that:

it seemed to me that what perished need not also be 
lost. At Sylvie’s house, my grandmother’s house, 
so much of what I remembered I could hold in my 
hand—like a china cup or a windfall apple, sour and 
cold	from	its	affinity	with	deep	earth,	and	only	a	trace	
of the perfume of its blossoming. Sylvie, I knew, felt 
the	life	of	perished	things	(124).

She too feels the life of perished things. For Ruth, the life of perished 
things is only waiting to be restored through the power of memory 
to hold on to the hope of resurrection. Ruth lives into her belief that 
all	will	be	made	whole,	that	hunger	is	a	precursor	to	fulfillment,	and	
that loss will transform into unity. 

Within	 her	 unique	 act	 of	 narrative	 transience,	Ruth	 illustrates	
the meaning and depth of narrative as a practice in general. We all 
practice a kind of narrative transience as we enter into the worlds of 
a work’s characters and their realities. We, too, imaginatively bring 
alive for ourselves the experiences and perceptions of characters 
separate from us and separate entirely from our reality. While we do 
not necessarily attempt to resurrect what we have lost through our 
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experience of narrative, we do use them to understand realities about 
our own existence. In a way, our process of narrative transience af-
firms	for	us	the	profundity	of	the	human	experience	as	a	collection	
of moments brought together to create meaning. Ruth uses narrative 
transience to resurrect what she has lost; we as readers use narrative 
transience to breathe the life of meaning into our own experiences. 
We create a kind of resurrection of the self through coming to un-
derstand our own existence more fully. As Joan Didion so famously 
writes,	“we	tell	ourselves	stories	in	order	to	live”	(749).	We	become	
more alive as we wander the narratives of characters separate from 
ourselves	because	they	give	us	a	way	of	transfiguring	our	own	lives.	
In	 this	way,	 our	 own	 narrative	 transience	 is	 a	 transfigurative	 act.	
Forever made new through our experience of narrative, we practice 
resurrection,	not	with	finality	but	in	hope	of	the	final	newness	of	our	
own eventual resurrection; like Ruth, we live into the belief that we 
strive for something worthwhile, that our discoveries will draw us 
towards	a	final	transfiguration	of	self.			
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As freshly pressed spaghetti 
Is born dangling
In a powdery state,
Almost trembling before the knife,
Wriggling	flour	and	egg	composite,
Phalanges suddenly severed
To be consumable, 

So too, I generate

     These thin thoughts, 

Not yet lingual linguine that

         Stream
       
            Struggling to get to 

               The exit before
    
            The Chef wounds,

      And the ending

When Fork Foils Form
by Emma Vaske
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Leaves the origin
    
          Before reaching solidity

              So I sit down, 

                  And eat my words–

         Covered in red–

    Merely parts now.

Knowing I must regurgitate the strings again,
Continually venturing
To	repiece	the	infinite	noodle…
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“But this man had set down with a hammer and chisel and 
carved out a stone water trough to last ten thousand years. 
Why was that? What was it that he had faith in? It wasn’t 
that nothing would change. Which is what you might think, I 
suppose. He had to know bettern that.” 

—Cormac McCarthy, No Country for Old Men

Like	the	timeless	wind,	a	sleek	darkness	engulfed	first	the	stony	
plains	and	graying	woods	and	cracking	streams	and,	finally,	the	last	
brightness of the evanescing sky. The very air seemed to weep heavy 
tears under the cruel weight of the void. And there was silence. But 
somewhere	in	the	dark	a	wan	and	slender	flame	was	struck	into	be-
ing	with	the	crack	of	flint.	The	infant	 light	pierced	the	oppressive	
dark,	and	equally	did	 the	hiss	of	 its	becoming	shatter	 the	silence.	
But the new brokenness of this shattering was eerie, as that same 
hiss	floated	like	smoke	throughout	the	air,	haunting	the	hills	and	the	
fields.	

Torch in hand, a lone novice, bent with toil and with palpable 
weariness,	 trudged	up	the	rocky	path	 through	the	barley-fields	 to-
wards the monastery on the hill. The brand he held blazed a con-
trasting orange against the blackening blue of the evening, high-
lighting his silhouette as a herald either of some hellish doom or, 
perhaps, of some unforeseen salvation. Which one, God only knew. 
As the path snaked through a thin copse of trees, he paused before a 
cross, seeming to spring up from the very earth as a shoot of knotted 
stone from the stump of the hard soil. The intricate halo about the 
center of the crosspiece was cracked even in all its hopeful adorn-
ment, poured forth from the hands of some god-fearing craftsman 
some hundreds of years ago. The statue stood for something, stood 
against something, but it was fading away, gradually yet steadily, 
into the sweeping tide of ages upon ages. It was weak, unsteady, 
choked by pervading ivy, its materiality noticeably shuttering and 
reeling under the weight of the years and all the dispassionate ele-

With the Ringing of Stone Bells
by Ryan Connor
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ments. Reverently, but warily, the novice placed his hand upon the 
cross,	whereby	the	very	quality	of	permanence	in	the	stone,	if	there	
was	any	at	all,	seemed	to	diffuse	out	of	the	carving	through	his	hand	
before dissipating into the air. With this release came dread: to dust 
it would return, and what with it? He left that place, his heart dark-
ened	even	further	than	it	was	by	the	news	he	bore,	and	he	finished	
his trek to the monastery.   

“Vanitas vanitatum dixit Ecclesiastes vanitas vanitatum omnia 
vanitas,” was the slow recitation which greeted the messenger’s ar-
rival at the door of the abbot’s modest study. A tired and wizening 
abbot looked up from his reading as the novice entered the room, 
wide-eyed and breathless.  His eyes grew yet more weary as the 
novice warned about the approach of pillaging Norsemen. The nov-
ice	finished	delivering	 the	message	and	waited	as	 resignation	and	
worry warred across the abbot’s countenance. There was nothing to 
be done.

The messenger was excused and left, pausing for a moment after 
shutting the door behind him as the methodical reading of the Abbot 
resumed seemingly without interruption, “non est priorum memoria 
sed nec eorum quidem quae postea futura sunt erit recordatio apud 
eos qui futuri sunt in novissimo.” 

“No one remembers the former generations, and even those yet 
to come will not be remembered by those who follow them,” the 
novice translated in mutters to himself. 

That same night, with a whirl of howling and raging, the raiders 
came. 

It was nearly dawn, the point at which the all-encompassing 
night begins to converge with the following day and the very earliest 
vestiges of morning tinge the horizon with traces of bleak bright-
ness. They appeared from all directions, and soon the vicious clamor 
of their arrival pervaded the air. The abbot, the novice, and several 
other monks stood at the foot of the hill facing a small crowd of 
peasant-farmers from nearby, crowding together in ragged lines of 
gray and seeking shelter in the monastery. No shelter would they 
find,	for	even	as	they	left	their	burning	homes	in	the	night	were	the	
savage hordes converging also on their eventual destination. 
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The largest group of the Norsemen, grimly set and clad, ap-
proached this motley assembly from the main road. The abbot 
stepped	forward,	the	outline	of	his	figure	highlighted	with	infernal	
orange	by	the	flames	spreading	already	over	the	fields	behind	him.	
Steadfast	he	stood,	defiantly	muttering	something	inaudible	under	
his breath and seeming, for just a moment, to have some aura of 
longevity, some lastingness which could, perhaps, endure. The host 
surged	forward	and	swept	past	the	Abbot	as	he	fell	from	the	first	of	
the clawing blows. The wolves descended and, with the shepherd 
lost,	the	flock	scattered.	The	novice	scattered	with	the	rest	and	ran,	
finding	himself,	somehow,	alive	and	some	distance	away	in	 those	
same woods along the path. The cross had been toppled from its 
bedrock, the crosspiece now fully shattered. “All is vanity.”

For an instant the din of the raid died down into a moment of 
stillness, at least in that small indentation of woods. In that silence 
the novice saw that the varying colorations of the rocky mass behind 
the fallen cross were shaped into a vague cruciform outline, stand-
ing out, once recognized, from the dull backdrop against which it 
was set. This happenstance arrangement in the stone, this symbol, 
had been molded into the very folds of the earth, as if the hammer 
of some empyrean blacksmith had beaten it into place on the cold 
surface of that neolithic mound. “My kingdom is not of this world,” 
and it wasn’t, but even still the vermiculate patterns on the stone 
mapped the toils of God and man and beast on its very form. For 
this moment it was lasting, though it too would one day fade to dust 
and dissolve back into its primordial component parts. In this prim-
itive representation, unseen by all but one, the image contained the 
suffering	and	the	death,	the	power	and	the	glory,	which	creation	ex-
perienced and re-experienced again and again, continuously, which 
was being re-lived at that very moment just over the hill, and even 
in the rekindling soul of novice before the stone. 

Grizzled	 armored	 figures	 appeared	 over	 the	 valley	 wall	 and,	
upon seeing the novice, charged down towards him with yells 
which broke the icy surface of the silence over the woods. On their 
heels bounded the sounds of destruction and death, the roar of an 
ever-growing	fire	and	the	clash	of	weapons	and	tools.	Then	the	des-
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perate clanging of steel on steel burst through the glade’s veil of 
contemplative silence, echoing in ringing notes against the shale of 
the ravine walls in a reverberation untamed but vaguely musical. As 
the tune of such stoney lyrics continued to bullet from outcrop to 
outcrop, that primal crucible of earth and rock distorted the sounds 
into a tune. A tune which might have been mistaken for the clear 
resounding of monastic church bells from the hills in the distance. 
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Context
by Joseph Bartke

Two	knuckles	could	fit	into	the	fleshy
Nostril of a horse’s muzzle. The snort
Both	warm	and	damp:	quivering	vitality
Was sensitive to the touch. And there, language
Decreased in detail, until sound itself became 
Meaning, and meaning became movement.
The straining imprint of sweat and slobber
Created by riding a living being,
Where the identity of wrinkled
Hands was revealed and smeared by earth’s stain–
A matter of breadth and length and life and death. 
And the horse would respond to balance,
Striding sure-footedly with counter pressure
To weight and posture, breath and heartbeat.

And in that great encounter, where life and language
Converge,	I	long	for	texture	of	equal	measure,
Like cowboys jingling their horses in for water.
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Nocturne for the Stars
by Phoebe Jones

Come	wash	me	in	a	flood	of	Love’s	pure	light
whose beams, like streams of water, course along
unceasing but for shadow of dark night,
so lesser stars their journeys might prolong 

as, in the eyes of lovers, light lives on
in poems, songs, and stories of times past
before the brightening of golden dawn
drowned out the starlit sky so deep and vast. 

In	those	great	depths,	the	poet	finds	his	voice
to speak the words of love so soft and sweet
as those that cause all angels to rejoice
and play for him the constellation suite. 

Then stars in skies above their music play
for	man	to	fall	in	love	and	find	his	way.
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Despite its haunting rhythms and its intertextual bent, Christi-
na Rossetti’s poem “Hollow-sounding and Mysterious” has been 
neglected by many scholars. Stuart Curran and Catherine Musello 
Cantalupo are among the few who have addressed this poem in the 
last	fifty	years,	and	even	they	do	not	attempt	a	comprehensive	in-
terpretation1. Nevertheless, “Hollow-sounding and Mysterious” em-
bodies some of the most important characteristics of Rossetti’s style. 
In	the	opening	lines,	her	speaker	offers	a	catalogue	of	descriptors	for	
the wind’s voice as she emphasizes and reemphasizes our inability 
to communicate with it. As if to demonstrate this point, the wind re-
sists her interrogation, and the speaker adds that no one in any state 
of	life	can	understand	its	wisdom.	The	poem	as	a	whole	exemplifies	
what Constance W. Hassett has called the “patience of style.” Its 
three principles aptly describe Rossetti’s ambiguous portrayal of the 
wind, her engagement with Felicia Hemans’s “The Treasures of the 
Deep,” and her unusual pacing—all of which suggest that we cannot 
reply to the wind, or rather, poetic inspiration because it operates on 
fundamentally	different	terms.			

In Christina Rossetti: The Patience of Style, Hassett argues per-
suasively that Rossetti’s style “is patient with itself” and “with the 
varieties and possibilities ‘of’ style”; she also notes that Rossetti 
expects	a	certain	kind	of	patience	from	the	reader	(Hassett	1).	These	
principles, together, constitute the patience of style. As regards the 
patience	of	style	with	itself,	Hassett	finds	that	Rossetti’s	poetry	“al-
low[s] inexplicitness to do its evocative work” as “details converge 
around	 some	mystery”	 (1).	That	 is	 to	 say,	Rossetti	 allows	crucial	
points to remain unspoken or ambiguous, and this moves us to draw 
our own conclusions from the details that are given. To justify her 
second point, the patience of style with alternative forms of expres-
sion, Hassett appeals to Rossetti’s penchant for Bishop Percy, Letitia 
Landon, and Petrarch. She observes that Rossetti sometimes “bor-
row[s]	lines”	from	her	predecessors	(2).	Lastly,	Hassett	defines	“the	

Patience in Christina Rossetti’s “Hollow-sounding and  
Mysterious”
by Sean Jurek
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patience Rossetti asks of her reader” as a willingness to “accom-
modate	the	text	at	whatever	pace	it	requires”	(3).	This	kind	of	pa-
tience has to do with our commitment to reading and understanding 
a poem, and it presupposes that “what [the poem] says is inseparable 
from	how	it	moves”	(3).	Even	though	Hassett	limits	her	analysis	to	
Rossetti’s major works and her nursery rhymes, these elements of 
the “patience of style” apply just as well to “Hollow-sounding and 
Mysterious,” as will become clear. 

Rossetti does not make the wind’s link to poetic inspiration ex-
plicit, but, in an instance of the patience of style with itself, the po-
em’s details hint that the two things are connected. Rossetti would 
have been aware of the Romantic poets’ use of wind as a symbol 
of poetic inspiration. Indeed, her paradoxical claim that the wind 
is “sighing”—i.e. exhaling breath—alludes to this earlier under-
standing	of	wind	as	inspiration	or	spirit	(both	derived	from	the	Lat-
in spirare—“to	breathe”).	In	the	lines	that	follow,	a	number	of	her	
speaker’s descriptions could apply to the wind in both its literal and 
symbolic senses. Poetic inspiration might be described as “[t]elling, 
foretelling,” to take one example, and even wind as a force of na-
ture	will	sometimes	“foretell”	a	storm	(Rossetti	3).	However,	its	“[c]
omplaining,	droning	/	Whistling	and	moaning”	is	at	first	problem-
atic	(6-7).	One	can	personify	a	force	of	nature	as	“[c]omplaining,	
droning”	without	difficulty,	but	that	hardly	seems	appropriate	for	a	
concept like poetic inspiration. 

The solution presents itself much later in the poem. After Ros-
setti’s speaker asks the wind to explain itself, she laments the fact 
that it continues “[t]eaching and preaching” despite “[n]ever, ah 
never	 /	Making	 us	wiser”	 (21-23).	 The	 interjection	 “ah”	 and	 the	
speaker’s repetition of “never” characterize her as someone whom 
the wind has embittered. Thus, without announcing her intentions, 
Rossetti leads us to view earlier, more negative statements in light of 
her speaker’s bias. She “allow[s] inexplicitness to do its evocative 
work,” to use Hassett’s phrase. Once we recognize the speaker’s 
bias,	we	can	discard	or	at	least	qualify	statements	like	“[c]omplain-
ing, droning;” the wind remains a force of nature and a symbol of 
poetic inspiration. 
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Rossetti privileges its symbolic aspect as the poem unfolds, and 
this puts her in dialogue with one of her poetic foremothers: Fe-
licia	Hemans.	By	drawing	 the	 notion	of	 treasure	 (and	 the	 title	 of	
her	 poem)	 from	Hemans’s	 “The	Treasures	 of	 the	Deep,”	Rossetti	
demonstrates her patience with alternative forms of expression; at 
the	same	time,	she	indicates	that	a	different,	perhaps	greater	treasure	
is at stake in her speaker’s negotiation with the wind. Rossetti of-
ten expresses her appreciation for other poets by incorporating their 
ideas into her own work. To do this, she reproduces familiar images 
and phrases in a new context, and “Hollow-sounding and Myste-
rious” is no exception. In their endnotes to The Complete Poems, 
R.W. Crump and Betty S. Flowers remark that “The Treasures of 
the	Deep”	likely	influenced	this	poem,	and	both	works	take	up	the	
subject	of	hidden	 treasure	 (958	un).	Whereas	Hemans	offers	us	 a	
vision	of	the	“[p]ale	glistening	pearls”	(3),	“starry	gems”	(9),	“pal-
aces	of	old”	(15),	and	“youth’s	bright	locks”	(33)	stolen	by	the	sea,	
Rossetti’s	main	concern	is	“wisdom’s	treasure”	(28).	Christians	un-
derstand	wisdom	as	a	gift	of	the	Holy	Spirit,	and	by	naming	it	(and	
only	it)	as	a	treasure	worth	pursuing,	Rossetti	may	be	directing	us	
away from the worldly elements of “The Treasures of the Deep” and 
towards higher spiritual things. Even so, her speaker faces obstacles. 
Like the “hollow-sounding and mysterious main,” —i.e. the sea—in 
Hemans’s poem, the wind in “Hollow-sounding and Mysterious” 
appears to withhold treasure, in this case wisdom, from the exasper-
ated	speaker	(Hemans	2).	The	reason	for	this	becomes	clear	towards	
the end of the poem, and it has everything to do with the wind’s 
double meaning.

Rossetti assumes that we have the patience to bear with her po-
em’s	vexing	rhythms	up	to	the	last	three	lines,	where	she	clarifies	the	
problem of our inability to communicate with the “wordless” wind 
(33).	 “Hollow-sounding	 and	 Mysterious”	 comprises	 thirty-four	
iambic dimeter lines with many extra-syllable endings and line-ini-
tial trochees2. This creates a falling and rising rhythm that persists 
throughout the poem. Occasionally, Rossetti deviates from her tro-
chee-iamb combination with a pair of iambs or an ionic foot, but this 
is rare. Her falling and rising rhythm may imitate the “[d]windling 
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and swelling” wind, and it tests our patience, much like the wind 
frustrates	Rossetti’s	speaker	(5).	However,	if	we	“accommodate	the	
text	at	whatever	pace	it	requires”	and	continue	reading	to	the	end	of	
the poem, we see a new formulation of the refrain from lines 1-3 and 
12-14:	“[w]e’ve	no	replying	/	To	wordless	flying	/	Wind’s	sighing”	
(32-34).	Whether	it	be	a	force	of	nature	or	a	symbol	of	poetic	inspi-
ration, the wind is “wordless.” That is to say, if it can communicate 
at	 all,	 it	 does	 not	 employ	 our	 language.	Without	 offering	 a	 solu-
tion to this problem, Rossetti indicates that the disconnect between 
ourselves	and	the	wind	is	mainly	a	difference	in	terms.	This	aligns	
with the double meaning of wind throughout the poem. Certainly 
we cannot reply to the wind as a force of nature; its wordlessness is 
merely a lack of sense. However, the wind is just as unanswerable 
if we take it to be a symbol of poetic inspiration. For the Romantics 
(and,	apparently,	for	Rossetti)	poetic	inspiration	is	a	mystery.	It	has	
its own terms which we cannot replicate.

The principles of the patience of style cast light on Rossetti’s 
treatment of the wind, its similarity to Hemans’s “mysterious main,” 
and the pacing of “Hollow-sounding and Mysterious” as a whole; 
by structuring her poem in the way that she does, Rossetti hints that 
we lack the terms needed to communicate with poetic inspiration. 
And yet, her outlook is not entirely bleak. We assume that Rossetti 
was “inspired” to write this poem, after all, and that itself is a reply, 
however incomplete.
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The Prayer
by Gabriel Farrell

Smooth, full-grain cow skin slips through his hard hands,
Hands made of dust and stone and leather.
This leather knows snake and snow beyond his years,
No true friends, but counselors persuading him what he is. 
Canyons and jagged cracks carve his lips,
Parched like the dry land by wind that slaps and slips,
Bitten dry, but always with more to give.
Wild mountain sage, crushed into dust by hoof and boot and paw,
Floats up again, urged by steps into incense for the God of beast 

and man.
Smelling it, he understood how the land begged for a prayer and 

made its own
Through blue roan skies, blue-green dust coloring blue-green eyes,
And the prayer, swept up by mendicant clouds, scuds away,
To bless another with sweet rain.
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Safe Harbor
by Maggie Palmer

How many times can I go no more
Yet go a little farther
How many times will I run aground
Still	trying	to	find	safe	harbor

No rest for the weary on water beds
No	footstool	on	the	seafloor
No anchor to hold through the hurricane
No hearth for me on the lee shore

How many times will I beg for love
And how much will I barter
And how many times will I run aground
Still	trying	to	find	safe	harbor

What fool would lean on paper walls
What halfwit build with ashes
What dunce embrace the building wave
And weep for it when it crashes

How many times will your window shine
A snare on these dark waters
And how many times will I run aground
Hoping you’ll be safe harbor
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The Catalyst
by Blaise M. Williams

Joniel traversed his alien farm, walking between rows and acres 
of tall vegetation, the food he grew for himself, for his family, and 
for his community. At his side he carried a rake, as if it were some 
great	staff	of	office,	or	the	scepter	of	a	king,	but	he	walked	with	his	
back stooped from years of labor. Many times, he would halt in his 
walk to crouch down and check a plant, its roots, its stems, all the 
way to each leaf tip. He cared for these plants, and he knew their 
importance. These plants were what fed most of his village, a small 
community that never dreamed of anything beyond what they had, a 
sleepy town with sleepy people who lived in contented peace. Never 
did Joniel dream of anything more than taking care of his crops, his 
family, and his home.

The suns wore on in their endless track, two twin points of light 
from bright, burning stars. Some younger men had posited that the 
suns	were	 the	fixed	center	of	 the	world,	 and	 that	 they	were	mas-
sive objects far away in the heavens, but Joniel did not think they 
were right. Those were boys who needed to bring their heads out of 
the clouds. Instead, they had done the complete opposite and set-
tled their brains beyond any clouds and up, up far away into what 
they called “space.” Thinking of the youths with their ideas, Joniel 
laughed to his plants, a laugh of endearment at the mental vigor of 
the	men.	Soon	they	would	tire	of	their	conjectures,	find	wives,	and	
settle down to work just as he had. Their dreams of “space” and 
endless pins of light in the sky would fade, just as the suns did every 
night. 

When	Joniel	finished	his	walk	through	the	long	rows,	the	suns	
had almost set below the world, and he was content. He looked about 
him at the tall plants, which climbed ever higher before the harvest 
cut them down, and smiled. These plants were his life, and nothing 
else. Finally feeling the ache in his stooped back, he set his rake 
aside and stretched, his face turned up to the heavens as he groaned.

And that was when he saw it. Another star. No, not a star, stars 
never	moved	 like	 that.	 So	 quick,	 so	 light,	what	was	 it?	Was	 it	 a	
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new star born? No, once again it could not be, for there were more! 
Like	a	constellation	rising	in	the	sky	for	the	first	time,	and	oh,	how	
it	rose!	The	lights	moved;	they	floated	about	like	fireflies,	but	with	
purpose	and	aim.	Joniel	was	stuck,	trapped,	hypnotized	by	the	infin-
itesimal lights that danced far, far above him in space. He watched 
and	watched,	trying	to	find	some	reason	in	the	lights	and	their	never	
ending movement. Was it a dance? Or was it a tradition? Had he 
spent his whole life never seeing these dots, bent over his crops? 
His rake fell unattended as he stared into space and to the dots. As 
the suns fell, he could see even more lights sparkle into being. Some 
of them were faster than others, some were, as the light decreased, 
banks	and	rows	of	lights	in	sequence,	all	of	them	moving	like	a	great	
crew together.

He watched the lights for hours after the suns fell, and when he 
went to bed, he thought he had some idea of what had happened. 

The lights were soldiers in some battle, and they had fought each 
other in some celestial war. He wasn’t sure why they fought, or even 
who won, but fought they had. As he had watched, the lights had ar-
ranged themselves in formation. The lights stuck in rows faced each 
other, and the smaller, single lights weaved between each other. It 
was, in a sense, like a dance, two symphonies of light played to drown 
each other out, but making a beautiful melody for him, an observer. 
Whenever	one	of	the	lights	went	out,	it	went	in	a	flash	that	sparked	
and left pinpricks in Joniel’s vision, spots that served as memories 
in front of him, slowly decaying. As he laid down in his bed next to 
his wife, Joniel’s eyes turned to the window and into space, where 
who knew? Maybe countless more symphonies danced away their 
battles. Maybe that endless void held more, thought Joniel, as sleep 
began to wrap itself about him.

And he dreamed.
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The Human State
by Anya van Arnam

Gyration is typically

in circles—
the feather separated from the bone in

natural melee, but
what is natural is spectral,
remolding,
metamorphosing.

I hated biases until I found
I was one. I protected the ego like a
mother goose, but the eggs
were shattered, desecrated. Tragedy
and hilarity.
Pariah in the womb.

I	became	fluent	in	roles:
the pedagogue, paladin,
desperado & casualty:
I learned nothing
except that the maker ensues
the	taker	&	all	fiats	appear

useless against
The Human State.
Eves will gamble with vipers
& Adams with ribs,
But God somehow remains intent along the matter, stating:

“Circles	reflect	thy	symmetry.”
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Little House in the Big Woods: Reconciling the Virgin and the 
Dynamo

by Ross Snider

While wandering the halls of the Great Exposition of 1900, Hen-
ry	Adams,	a	man	trying	 to	find	his	place	 in	 the	New	World,	drew	
a peculiar yet deeply troubling contrast between stately Old Eu-
rope and the bustling industry of the United States. For Adams, it 
seemed	as	if	the	U.S.	had	somehow	lost	the	“Woman”	(Adams	380).	
The masculine desire for mastery over nature had drowned out any 
veneration of the feminine appreciation for truth, beauty, goodness. 
Consequently,	the	fledgling	nation	appeared	to	be	doomed	to	a	util-
itarian future. Adams’s realization of the lost “Woman” roughly co-
incided with Fredrick Jackson Turner’s Frontier Thesis in which he 
argued the American frontier had produced a tabula rasa man, freed 
from	the	morals,	traditions,	and	restraints	of	distant	and	antiquated	
Europe. Yet out of the same wild frontier, a story would be born 
which reconciled the “Virgin” to the “Dynamo” and rejected the idea 
of a tabula rasa. This story, Laura Ingalls Wilder’s Little House in 
the Big Woods, subtly traces how Ma’s education of Pa and Laura in 
truth, beauty, and justice acts to civilize and restrain the utilitarian 
tendencies	of	modernity	with	the	virtues	of	antiquity.	

When comparing the driving forces of the Old World with that of 
modern America, Adams frames the contrast in terms of the “Virgin 
and	the	Dynamo.”	These	two	characterizations,	the	Virgin	of	antiq-
uity and the Dynamo of modernity, encapsulated what the Harvard 
educated Bostonian referred to as “the moral force” of the respective 
eras	(Adams	380).	Yet	in	exchanging	one	for	the	other,	the	ancient	
for the modern, Adams argued that modernity had lost something 
critical,	specifically	the	‘moral’	aspect	of	the	force.	While	the	Dy-
namo,	representing	scientific	enlightenment	and	progress,	had	cata-
pulted humanity to new heights of power over nature, it had, at the 
same time, made the world utterly unintelligible. Seven years after 
Fredrick Jackson Turner gave his famed Tabula Rasa speech, mark-
ing the close of the American Frontier, Henry Adams visited the 
Great Exposition and gazed up at the mighty “forty foot dynamos” 
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(Adams	380).		He	felt	as	if	“[he]	had	entered	a	super	sensual	world,	
in which he could measure nothing except by chance collisions of 
movements imperceptible to his senses, perhaps even imperceptible 
to his instruments, but perceptible to each other, and so to some 
known	ray	at	the	end	of	the	scale”	(380-81).	Like	electrons	hurled	
through space until they collide with some other particle, so too had 
modernity hurled man out into directionless void. The individual 
was no longer measured against any universal standard, rather he 
was left to measure himself by any random association with which 
he happened to collide. The unity brought about by a common un-
derstanding of truth and beauty had been obliterated by the acceler-
ation of science. In other words, America had exchanged the Virgin, 
the manifestation of truth, beauty, and goodness, for mere utility. It 
was this “Woman,” as Adams calls her, that had bridged the gap be-
tween the earthly and the divine and bestowed upon man the highest 
of powers, that of reproduction. However, she had seemingly been 
left behind in France. Without her, the modern New World was left 
to idolize raw power, the mastery of nature solely for the sake of 
mastery. The American, from Adam’s perspective, cared nothing for 
beauty but was instead ruled by utility. Despite this, Laura Ingalls 
Wilder reinstates the same Virgin whom Adams found in Chartres, 
on the edge of the American frontier. 

Though Little House in the Big Woods is indisputably an Amer-
ican	frontier	story,	the	reader	does	not	find	the	sort	of	tabula rasa 
Mr. Turner would lead one to expect; rather the reader discovers 
the reconciliation of the Virgin and the Dynamo. Perhaps the most 
significant	theme	of	Wilder’s	work	is	the	complementary	relation-
ship between Pa and Ma. The basic nature of this relationship is 
obvious	from	the	first	chapters	of	the	book:	Pa	provides	the	family	
with	the	necessities	of	life	and	Ma	makes	them	“pretty”	(Wilder	30).	
Yet	Ma’s	role	is	far	deeper	than	improving	superficial	appearance,	
she	 is	 also	 the	arbiter	of	 justice.	When	Laura	and	Mary	 squabble	
over	the	carrot	Ma	“[says]	they	must	divide	it	evenly”	(31).	This	is	
followed	by	the	narrative	statement	“It	was	very	good”	(31).	Clearly	
Ma is responsible for far more than just cooking nice looking food. 
Rather, she is the narrative voice of the story, determining what is 
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good, what is beautiful, and what is just. Pa on the other hand, be-
gins	the	story	knowing	only	what	is	useful.	The	first	chapter	begins	
with Pa telling the girls about all the dangerous animals out in the 
big woods, yet Laura “was safe inside the solid wood logs”  because 
Pa	knows	how	to	use	the	gun	and	never	misses	(3).	The	subsequent	
chapters detail how Pa can hunt, smoke meat, and even kill bears. 
However,	while	Pa	 is	quite	 the	frontiersmen,	his	education	 in	do-
mestic life is incomplete. Whether it is scaring the girls too much or 
screeching like a panther, Ma has to correct Pa whenever he gets too 
wild	(41).	In	addition	to	this,	Pa	himself	peppers	the	story	with	tales	
from his boyhood, all of which revolve around him being a “naughty 
little	boy”	(53	).	Nevertheless,	over	the	course	of	the	book,	Pa	be-
comes	domesticated.	The	first	major	indication	of	this	domestication	
is seen in the Christmas chapter when Pa makes a bracket for Ma’s 
china woman. Interestingly, Pa is described as “making whatever he 
thought	would	be	pretty”	(61).	While	the	end	result	is	in	fact	very	
beautiful,	Wilder	subtly	hints	that	Pa	still	does	not	quite	know	what	
is beautiful. By the end of the story this has changed. Recounting his 
day out hunting, Pa tells Laura why he did not shoot a deer saying: 
“It was a perfect shot. But he was so beautiful, he looked so strong 
and	free	and	wild	that	I	couldn’t	kill	him”	(233).	He	then	proceeds	to	
not shoot several other animals on account of their beauty. It is here 
that Pa has truly been domesticated. He is no longer described as 
thinking things are beautiful; rather he knows they are and states it 
as fact. It is in this way that Laura Ingalls Wilder reconciles Adam’s 
Virgin and Dynamo. Ma, playing the part of the Virgin, has taught 
Pa, the utilitarian Dynamo, to recognize and appreciate the good, the 
true, and the beautiful for its own sake. Pa’s utilitarian duties have 
not disappeared, but they are now tempered and restrained by the 
civilizing virtues Ma has taught him. 

Although it is commonly regarded as a children’s book, Laura 
Ingalls Wilder’s Little House in the Big Woods is an exposition of the 
American frontier experience. Within the little frontier family both 
the “domestic felicity” which Henry Adam’s grandmother, Louisa 
Catherine	Adams,	reminisced	about	and	the	tough	self	sufficiency	of	
the New Engelland frontierswoman and midwife, Martha Ballard, 
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exist	 in	 harmony	 (Adams,	L.	 29).	While	Mary	 and	Laura	 are	 far	
removed from the education of a French convent school, the vir-
tues Ma demonstrates and inculcates defy the theory of tabula rasa. 
Though she may not be as formally educated as the Adams women, 
her	character	proves	that	not	all	of	antiquity	was	lost	in	the	voyage	
to	the	New	World.	Laura	herself	reflects	the	education	she	received	
from both her father and mother. She is not only taught the utility of 
loading a gun but also the inherent value of beauty and the preem-
inence of justice. Without Ma educating her husband and children 
the family can at best survive, it can never thrive. The relationship 
between Pa and Ma can be summed up by their brief conversation 
where Pa says “Nobody’d starve to death when you were around 
Caroline,” to which Ma replies, “No Charles, not if you were there 
to	provide	for	us”	(Wilder	193).	It	is	out	of	this	relationship	that	the	
“domestic felicity” which the story exudes is born. The Virgin and 
the Dynamo are thus reconciled and brought into harmony, not at the 
Great Exposition or the Cathedral of Chartres, but on the edge of the 
American frontier. 
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Dementia and Dimension
by Elsa Feltl

Bouncing in the shell,
lodging in the fold,
“The hole in our memory has a fringe.”

Someone says this.
We can tell when we’re brushing up against
that which we’ve forgotten.

Recalls the sense of Laniakea,
“immense heaven,” our galaxy supercluster.
She	has	filaments	sprawling	outward

like a will-o’-the-wisp.
She	moves	in	an	infinite,	curling	embrace.
She, in spacetime size, grows forever vaster.

Unlike us, our heads small and growing smaller
with age, with time. Our neurons, 
our	filaments,	begin	to	die.

Every birthday, my mother’s mother sends us all cards
and has spelled my name wrong
since I turned fourteen.

She forgets most things, now,
and cried at Christmas 
when she couldn’t recall a family trip.

Laniakea has no edge. No end,
nothing to forget in the sprawl.
We, at least, have our fringe to cling to.
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Patience in Christina Rossetti’s “Hollow-Sounding and  
Mysterious”: Notes

1.	See	Curran	294	and	Cantalupo	279	for	these	authors’	(rather	
brief)	discussion	of	“Hollow-sounding	and	Mysterious.”

2. Many thanks to Dr. Andrew Osborn for suggesting this descrip-
tion of the poem’s prosody. 
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Christina Rossetti’s “Hollow-Sounding and Mysterious”

There’s no replying
To the Wind’s sighing,
Telling, foretelling,
Dying, undying,
Dwindling and swelling,
Complaining, droning,
Whistling and moaning,
Ever beginning,
Ending, repeating,
Hinting and dinning,
Lagging	and	fleeting—
We’ve no replying
Living or dying
To the Wind’s sighing.

What are you telling,
Variable Wind-tone?
What would be teaching,
O sinking, swelling,
Desolate Wind-moan?
Ever for ever
Teaching and preaching,
Never, ah never
Making us wiser—
The earliest riser
Catches no meaning,
The last who hearkens
Garners no gleaning
Of wisdom’s treasure,
While the world darkens:—
Living or dying,
In pain, in pleasure,
We’ve no replying
To	wordless	flying
Wind’s sighing.
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The Joy of Frosting: Gray Mountain
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