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Editor’s	  Note

product of team effort, joint leadership, and the constant need 

Three Rivers Review has gone 

 Looking back at our seven semesters of involvement 
Three Rivers Review

this publication has been in the style and structure that you see 

includes. What started as a small, in-house, Pitt Honors College 
journal called Thirst
that has sent representatives to AWP conferences and receives 
submissions from dozens of universities in and around 
Pittsburgh. If anything, this volume of Three Rivers Review is a 
testament to the fact that the quality and mission of a literary 
magazine are not necessary constant, and that each person that 
impacts this publication leaves his or her mark on the history of 
this project.

TRR

his support of TRR

publication and about seeing that it reaches its full potential. 



Olympia Vernon.

publication and for making this a very enjoyable experience. 

every semester has been the most thrilling, exciting aspect of our 

editors and the publication you are about to read is the 

edition of Three Rivers Review. As readers, you have been the 

Nour Abdelghani & Joel W. Coggins
Editors-in-Chief
Three Rivers Review
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2009	  Three	  Rivers	  Review	  Poetry	  Prize

has a phenomenal ear and sense of pacing, including restraint.  

spontaneous, is a testament to her many gifts.  I am genuinely 

audience.

restless and roaming mind, her dynamic reach, her sophisticated 
musical structures.  In a voice at moments darkly humorous, at 

a pleasure to recognize her poems. 

Paula Bohince
Sarabande Books Poet
Incident at the Edge of Bayonet Woods (2008)
1998 Three Rivers Review Poetry Prize recipient
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Night	  Runner

Winner:	  Madeleine Barnes

“When a thing ceases to be moved, it does not therefore at the 
same time cease to be movable…”
     – Aristotle

 

headache after headache calling tendons  
into motion:  night runner, I ran.  
 
I juxtaposed ankle to tar, I sprinted  

I fell,  

What use are studies and predictions

here, now,  

 

Motion, anemia, osteoporosis, night runner unbeats
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until it had to be repaired.
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Ten, nine.

Bi-lateral, targeting both sides of the brain, convulsions 
 softened 

Four, three.  

 igniting.

 the nervous system 

Clear.  

Picture this, a spider breathing, mute tremendous breath. 

  in a coma, 

 you fold the dark.
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she left herself untitled at his bedside
she took her coat

he loved her later on

haplessness he loved
in himself

Because he heard her

like employing frost

from that forgiveness

ruining his hands
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Wherever I am, you are.  Wherever I am.  

Your distance from me is a matter of recalling. 

Your body in trajectory.

Nothing to hold in that blank projection but transience, 
again, take hold of my absence and shake it

from looking, from seeing right through 

the right time and place
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child mad enough

be smaller.
Malnourished hand 
in the moon, 

proof you can hear,
you can see.  

are attentive. 
Break the pact 

You are not that garnish.
Break it off, 

no longer armor.

calling you back

unforgivable, say it, 
honor your body, 
transform many times.
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Runner-up:	  Hannah Aizenman

nothing behind: not sadness, not love—only space,

Where are my silver hands? I ask, and Who will bring me lilies?)

consider model airplanes, consider the bones of birds.
Consider light, and lightness (lumen luminarium levitas).
Consider Icarus. Consider proximity to the sun.

you might be called sanguine, and I melancholic. But as creatures

I examine the mathematics of your being gone,
the obscure equation for the opposite of romance

Is there anything left to solve for?

the light from dead stars, the synaptic leap.
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the heartbroken one, the misanthrope, the one

teeth like atoms, algebraic expressions. Loose tooth,

in your mouth—tooth of desire, tooth after

pathological liar, the mad scientist, his failed
experiment. Hold me tight tighter,
tighter

vomiting and still too drunk to stand up.

fuck it and hitchhikes to

and instead of surgery I say sculpture, spelunking.

together, not taking them apart. I keep telling you

Coutning	  Your	  Teeth
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you might be in the audience or you might not.

quite point it out—something about breathing,

the machine of your body but there are so many

inventing a religion and your teeth are its gods.

conduct electricity through a broken circuit.

Listen Be quiet, you say,

I’m trying, I’m
trying
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underground. You can escape in
 the spring.

Kerouac says, Whither goest thou, America, in thy shiny car in 

attached.

sex. Live different lives
 all the time.

in the morning,

skeletal and still in the dark).

his face.

bloodless heart (he says, You have
 nothing to lose but your chains).
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aisle, I see seeds spilling forth from

consider fruit, the opposite of bone.
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     – Harry Houdini

of the mattress, gray morning spilling into the room.

more than one suitcase and my stomach full of lead.

I stood, to leave no evidence, the emptiness pregnant
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needles, the visible seams, the scant rhythm-click of bodies and 
dreams, bone and camera, muscle and birth: kaleidoscopic earth, 
the passing of ghosts from one mouth to another. It begins in the 

of becoming, the sameness of beginning (once and once and 

unconscious. We are the collision of East and West, of latitude, 
longitude, and the possible exaction of space and time, of beast 

We build by the accident of breath on neck, of hip and hook. We 
do not speak. Our language is one of touch and look, the steady 
hum of breaking and making: history machine, human machine, 

the imaginary: mind-beings, love-beings, structures of light.
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Staff	  Selection:	  Alicia Salvadeo

pretty saints rake coughing clothes for hours 

As if our tongues move 
under budded roses

if you take my meaning

like scattered rain means 

and cavalcade 
is the act of spreading oneself thinly, 

Bottleneck rests

admitting suppers  and scars
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(Perfumed toes,

the day before, 

the nights     and the nights     and

 if you take my meaning

this morning, the day before, after my prayers

the nights and      the nights and

balding, black-eyed susans 

cool into Mare Nostrils and 
cold out from my Mouth—
Saints, too, separate the clothes by color.) 

We get out of bed. We feed the dog.
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I.

still sticks in my throat, unyielding 

It is also dim. A headless bird perches 
on my thin shoulder, chirping 

a message from the shamefaced sun.

II.

I make

the petunias and 
mums,

III.

the quiet spell talking of her son 

I bite headlong the peach
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the inner pericarp 
falls apart.

IV. 

silken heaven split, 

from the translucent curl.

V.

baking in pots on blacktop

for thirty seconds 

to the busy road.

VI.

neck!

VII.

my blushing cheeks, my thin red
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shoulders, and for an ineffable instant,
        my fraught body—

of the petunias and
mums

fall from behind seamless eyelids
to puddle at the drain.
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Grettelyn Nypaver

Peace brings death in the belly, like harakiri.
      Ground intestines, human sausages, exploding red,

                colonizing dirt in a saturation of soil-soaked earth,
                     spreading gore, granting life through and through

branching, tree-like, reaching for every corner

           this, above all, is desirable to maintain unstained.   

   

(the absolute here is red). Ambivalence is a virtue,

                  Guttural grunts tell of facades, massacres in red,

                  changing its color, stalk by stalk, to poppies.
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Austin Moyer

in morse code, in dots and dashes, images

in their edict, their muddled signs and prophesy. 

and beliefs, live like nothing, like nothing at all. 

leave you breathless, the sentence of this moment become

to their counterparts. Embrace only the moon

the blood siphoned from beneath our tongue, the mercury

Abandon the fuel, the reality that tethers you, 

unclothe, delineate, go mad, magnify the architecture





Fiction
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2009	  Three	  Rivers	  Review	  Fiction	  Prize

grandeur in its description of the southerner and her religion 

the reader and manages to sustain some sort of Energy that fully 
engages its observer.

Olympia Vernon
Grove Press Author
Eden (2002)
Logic (2004)
A Killing in This Town (2006)
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Winner:	  

schoolhouse stayed after school to do anything, let alone listen to a 
peer spin a story.  But about a dozen children stayed because they 

the teacher stopped him.

teacher cut him off, explaining that tall tales helped no one and 

to the other seven-year-olds.

there.”

moved.”

and began.
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 “You sissy,” one of the boys in the audience said.  “You 
sound like my mama.”

actually looking at the sunset, you 

you.” 

crush the blueberries you had in your hand so it got all purple 

speaker):
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looked up she had a big black eye right on her face.

angry.

that he for sure gave her that black eye, on account of his strong 

looking at the cliff, at the sun, thinking or something, or maybe 

eat no blueberries.
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 “He sounds like a right goon,” said the heckler to the 
other children.”  
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her gimp arm.

before Miss Beverly found out and took her to the doctor so it 

probably ever, or at least since the War.

nothing.

or nothing.
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keep quiet or go home.”  

to make any light.
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in the chest so he fell to the ground.
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she said.

yelling during the story.”
 “Yeah,” said another.  

 “She just looked at us for a second, right in the eyes, and 

limping and her arm lazy and her face beaten and her body just 
sore and tired.
 “And then she got to the edge and she looked over and 

story except me and Bobby because everybody says to me, they 
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 “When she jumped she jumped so high that for a second 

something.
 “And me and Bobby just stood there, not talking or 

miracle, like Jesus.  Or Jonah.  She had faith.”

and teachers and other people, that miracles can happen, but they 
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picture of Jo, oblivious to the sounds of the other children leaving 
and laughing.
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Runner-up:	  

 Since the handshake and formal introduction Sunday 

looked.

very much like a dentists chair, clamped his eyes open, and poured 

patio. 
 Charlie considered the possibility that a simple disease 
had managed to blind Mr. Snyder. Germs that had been resting 
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came to believe.

succeeded in clearing enough land to build a foundation. One 
such developer, after damaging his backhoe on a stubborn root, 

infestations of mice and mosquitoes and gnats.

golden fur. Charlie learned a method of evading the mosquitoes 

snoop in the grass, parting blades and lifting leaves until he found 
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a minute. Charlie enjoyed the time he spent squashing bugs, and 
never let their panic rush him through the routine.

ones had. But then, the perceptive ones had also discovered the 

have been considered inappropriate became innocent. Everyone 

pair. 

patioed for the moment Mr. Snyder arrived might have seemed 

laugh. 
 “Well listen, Elizabeth has been teaching herself the 
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about her.” 

had been caught a number of times sighing at a chore he required of 

her nationality, and if they ever came across someone mentioning 

She called for him and he came promptly from crushing insects. 

Mr. Snyder had tragically lost his mother and therefore could not 

***

people helped him to never get sick of himself. When pretending 
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bedroom door reached for the handle. Most of the pretending 

his mother called him out to the garden, Charlie determined that 

called for Charlie. He came, turning the corner and looking at the 

to the garbage,” pointing at black plastic bags full of dandelions, 

to go around the house and collect all the garbage and bring it 

off behind and to the left at a hedge. “What are you looking at, 

 “Well do you think you can still manage your chores, Mr. 
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think it should be dependent on it. In any case, she had managed 

called Mr. Snyder.

evening.

said.

be a lot of responsibility,” Susan said. 

respect through his playful acting. Charlie thought for the rest of 

theory. 
***

Brugen St., his hands clasped behind him and shoulders straight. 

 “Yeah, I guess,” Charlie sounded automated. “But 



53

of torturing real people, or bigger animals for that matter. Yet, he 

bring this up since last evening, so even though he sensed that the 

Charlie felt cold embarrassment and blood rushing to his head. 

moments Charlie organized his thoughts and began to explain. 
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right in front of you,” Charlie said.  After a look of amused 

continue, “I thought of a lot of different things it could have been, 
but I settled on that you must have lost someone you loved so 

eventually on to the beach. 

Charlie decided to pry further. 

innocence, both the small amount left in him, and the abundance 

for innocence. As he himself said, for Charlie, everything is in the 
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days of imitation to some kind of truth. “Mr. Snyder,” he said in a 

helpless.” 
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Cold embarrassment had crept back into his blood.

on to something there I think, strangely enough.” Mr. Snyder had 

leave, and so Elizabeth took me in. She left the hospital, she took 

back on Brugen St. 

 “Sure,” Charlie said.
 “Elizabeth poisoned me.” Mr. Snyder said in a sort 
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and she started to cry. We sat there for so long. She sobbed and 

Charlie put his hand in his hair and pulled it a little, and squeezed 

stand to be near her. She begged for me to stay, claiming she did 

mimicking the British accent. “I hardly had enough money for 

blind.” 

needed to do.
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her mouth half-heartedly, but her eyes sincerely, giving full creases 

started pulling things out. 

the refrigerator to the kitchen table, and passing Elizabeth, laid a 

his subject. He felt as though he had been placed in a puzzle, and 
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again if he could go. 

home.
***

leaving like that, but Charlie had things to think about, things he 

there asking him questions about soccer and school and food. 

he heard his mother yelling at his father to get out of her house. 
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jump above the plane of the grass, got on his hands and knees 

clinging to a single bending blade. Charlie snatched it from the 

hand. With a quick tug he pulled the leg off the grasshopper. He 

instead it slid pathetically through the dirt in a sort of panicked 
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Staff	  selection:	  Sarah Hogg

killing anything.  You imagine an Ant General approaching the 

So long as they stay out of your country, the house, they may live.  

this is stealing.  Again, he acts insulted and indignantly argues 

sort thousands of lentils for your greedy boss, Jeremy, staying late 

friendly birds, no enchanted tree to assist you.  You are simply 

 Evan arrives home even later than you and grimaces 

negligence, to keep food in airtight containers and the sink free of 
dishes.  As he shakes his head at your strange tenacity, you remind 
him that slimy, food-dappled dishes should not be left in the sink 
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as a veritable buffet to fatten their queen and all her subjects.  You 

dinners on the same evening simply because he refused to eat 

 “Cassoulet,” you reply, trying to sound hopeful.

 “Whatever,” he gives up, not even sampling the dish you 
made.

bread.  

across the granite.  As usual, he shrugs his muscular shoulders as 
you raise your sponge aloft and declare that you are not his maid 
and do not deserve to be treated as such.  

blue button-up shirt and coordinating tie that you bought him 

and his face scrunch into any variety of smirks as he listens to 
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you.  When you return to the kitchen from shouting reminders up 

banquet, and you hastily dispose of his crumbs, pleased that the 
ants have kept the terms of the treaty thus far.  

“goodbye” over his shoulder.  As his car crunches up the gravel 

times has he stood up for you and supported your artistic desires 

 Approximately ten minutes after he leaves, the house 

voice in honey to disguise your disappointment.
 “Camille,” she rasps, as you imagine the stench of her 

smacking. I could hardly take it, let me tell you.”

exponentially lengthen the conversation.  You imagine her long 

childless, too.  I should have gotten her number for you,” she 
continues as you tap your foot and stare at the second hand on 
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time she visited, she had tried to rearrange the entire house.  

 “No, I use my painting things,” you begin, but she cuts 
you off.

salary like an MBA does.”
 She spends several minutes extolling the glories of an 

coming.
 “Well, I have to go, Mom,” you hate calling her “mom” 

phone feels poisonous. 

on every surface and it is time for Cinderella to emerge.  You 
gather papers into ordered piles for Evan to sort later and you 
run laundry even though it is his turn.  Since you are already at 

imagine him grinning and hugging you as he inhales the scent of 

the couch, his musty cigar stench enveloping you, and he turns 
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on SportsCenter.  He asks for leftover cassoulet, and Cinderella 
slouches to the kitchen to fetch it.  Most of the time, you hate 
Cinderella.  

air, devoid of any explanatory language.  He consumes beer after 

on nights like this.
 As still as a marble statue in your bed, you think about 
the fact that your inner monologue is in second person.  Even 

chiding you, cajoling you, begging you to take care of yourself, to 

is the voice of Sleeping Beauty.  She is the artist, the thinker, the 

to feel your consciousness kissing her into existence once more, 

just Camille, but over ten years, the best part of you fell dormant 

the kitchen and greets you in his boxers, a layer of body odor 

surrounding the sink in outright mutiny against your decree.
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After a silent, full-minute-long standoff, you exhale, drop your 
shoulders, and shake your head, staring at the faux-limestone 
linoleum.

other counters.

charge here.
 You shudder at being put in the position to take so many 

exterminator you have been forced to call.  Laughing, he says that 

curves and licks his lips.  

bright red label under the sink.  You sigh, relieved that the long 

 Monday arrives, and it is your birthday.  You have curled 

university both pay you compliments.  At your desk, Jeremy 
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includes errands like picking up his dry cleaning.  You consider 

decide that it is too late to prevent that.   

another job.”

Sleeping Beauty dreams of telling him to fuck off, but Cinderella 

your birthday.  

they are,” you hear yourself using the same honeyed voice you 

grip the handle of his lying coffee mug.  Is there such a thing as 

silent deliberation, he acquiesces to your compromise, but not 

generous favor.  
 “And in fact,” he leans even closer over you, placing a 
meaty hand on your shoulder, “you can even leave early today, 

the air around you.

arrangement.  It has been a number of years since he surprised you 
for your birthday and, in fact, you can only remember a couple of 
birthdays in your ten years together that he did surprise you.  But 

in at strange hours and making cell phone calls to numbers you 
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in the garage, and you open the back door as silently as possible, 

he must have done something.  

can tell.  But on second glance, you notice that it is heavily used.  
As you open it, you see the fragments of another life crammed 

purse, the voice, and the absence of a birthday present hit you 

remember him moaning like that for you.  Cinderella may be 

Beauty to life better than any kiss.

revenge, but then you hear him say it.
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hysterically, urging you to climb faster.  You are silent as you 
enter the bedroom.  She jumps off of him like a frightened cat, 

on the nozzle of the poison as you aim for them.  It is only as you 

the living room and kitchen.  You are still screaming in your car 

savings and checking account, and eight thousand dollars settles 
in your purse next to your birthday money from the blonde.  

near the barren anthills.
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 I can’t put my hand on my stomach. Don’t put your hand on 
your stomach. It’s beating; my stomach is pulsing, pounding, with a 
heartbeat. I don’t know if it’s mine or its. I remember as a child, lying on 
my mother’s chest, slipping to sleep by the soft lull of her heart, but mine 
is not a mother’s heart. Mine is a giant clock ticking away the moments 

the vicious car crashes that kill people just like me, about evil 

her “spiritual cleanse,” the tiniest details of her exercise plan, and 

 “How can I be ready for this?” He can’t even grasp how hard 
this is. So many opinions weigh my heart down to my stomach and 

and a crashing wave would peacefully sway the baby to death, back to 
the blackness from where it came. A hurricane could hit, ripping the 
walls of my uterus, bloating my abdomen so far out that it feels like a 
balloon about to explode into tiny red shredded pieces of what I used to 

Christina Seymour
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abortion but I don’t feel lucky. His huge face gawks down at me still, 
contorting his mouth into a wet, wriggling earthworm that wants to 
douse me in foul mucus for making this decision. I have no one now, and 
Drew can’t even begin to understand my body, this pain. 
 The thickness of guilt in the car makes me too tense to breathe 

like I’m in a TV screen, like I’m living a life to be watched, like I’m a 
character, like I didn’t make this decision. 
 Sometimes I look at her and see everything I used to, the 
small stature of someone like me, just as regular as me, comfortable, 

her molten eyes and lips. She sits so perched, strapped into the 

there
 He doesn’t get it! Why is he making this about him when it’s 
entirely me who has to do this! 
 “You don’t get it, Drew. You don’t understand what I’m 
going through. I feel like my head is so full of opinions and actions, and 
decisions, and possibilities. It’s not fair that I’m the one. Nothing makes 
any sense anymore! I’m the one going through everything.” My sobs 
blur the word everything into nothing but sound.
 It’s like I’m in the car with a total stranger. I know his face, I see 
the nestled eyes and stretched mouth and wide arms that have helped me 
and held me so many times when things mattered, but never this much 
and never so little. We aren’t even connecting anymore. We don’t get 
each other. He doesn’t understand that he helped create this tiny baby in 
my stomach and now I live with it. And I have to kill it. Me.

 “I love you, too.”
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We look at each other for a brief second of pity. Her eyes are glazed 

 For the half-hour of waiting in the operation room, I have only 
the company of Drew, this stranger I’ve loved for years, and a long, 
serrated, hollow tube, glaring up at me from the table like it wants to 
terrify me. 
 The beating returns to my abdomen, like pulsating menstrual 
cramps, as the doctor walks into the room with a shot in his hand, 
anesthetic. He says a few things about how there shouldn’t be much 
pain during the operation and how considerable cramping afterward is 
normal, but his name, his detailed description of the procedure is static.
 I’m given the anesthetic and everyone’s quiet. When I had my 
wisdom teeth removed, the nurse soothed me into blackout by asking 

drug, but the clock stays straight on the wall, ticking, beating, burning 
into my memory.
 “Lie back.”
 I feel pinching. I hear the mechanical hum of a vacuum, and I 
sing a song to myself. I sing Duran Duran’s “Hungry like the Wolf” 

“In touch with the ground I’m lost and I’m found.” If I abandon this 
awful song to search for another one, I have to risk pausing to feel the 
present. The distant vacuum sound swells the room and makes my head 
feel like a marshmallow, expanding into a soft gush of coagulated sugar. 
“Mouth is a live all running inside. And I’m Hungry like the wolf.” 
Drew is looking away, at the art on the walls, a poster of the stages of 
pregnancy, I cry. “I’m on the hunt I’m after you. I smell like I sound. 
I’m lost and I’m found.” I forget the song—I make myself. My eyes see 
glass through the tears as I gaze at the speckles on the ceiling, so distant 
as stars from the earth—sucking, scraping inside me, like noise—and it’s 
done.

escort you to the post-operation waiting room.”
 I feel like my stomach is creeping up my throat, but at least 

else. I take her hand, and she grabs it, so hard, and collapses into 
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stomach as I coddle her from beside. 
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to me directly about either issue.

tight.

and a funny stoop that made his robes bunch up in the front. 
Once he started talking he seemed to loosen up some, and the 
congregation settled and stopped sneezing and shifting and 

her to do some more running or aerobics to keep them tighter, 

Christopher Stokum
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Goose bumps came up as soon as I touched her— I mean right off. 

the audience and the decorations and all. It smelled like cough 

got to do more than just come out of the ground and hold up the 

told me once that I should expect folks to give me respect, so long 

fancy 

looking to God.

everybody, in unison, like it had been rehearsed, started moving 
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there: these heads, some of them balding, some permed, some 

behind.

perfectly round.

***

her talk herself out. It never came to me apologizing or begging 
that I can remember. See, she still missed her father, a military 
guy, and she needed a man around to sort of take his place and 

living his life for somebody else. Like I said though, I married her 



77

too.

buckled or not.

 “Watch your mouth,” I said, “and I did.”

in her seat and closed her eyes. Her hand came around and clicked 

on hers, gently as I could. She slipped hers out from under mine 
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point in spending big money on food.
***

high-test later than that, and that it upset her stomach and made 

generally fell asleep before I could get anything started.
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before it got better. I thought about saying something to the old 

gave him that polite not-in-your-life-or-mine laugh that all good 

shoe.”

all.”

 She stiffened a bit in her chair.

have been any point in doing that.

 “I told you not to bring him up,” I said.

trying to keep the moisture from escaping out onto her lashes. 

really. She sat still, looking right at me, her eyes fully round. I 
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a voice-over, like in one of those movies. “Somebody should call 
the police,” he said.

***

some money on the counter and apologized for causing a scene 
and all, came out, relit the cigarette.
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times he snuffed his cigar on my leg or chipped one of my teeth 

I glared at them until they passed, and then I turned back into 
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an hour out in front of the restaurant, smoked a couple more 

some trouble paying the rent on my place. A rough patch, you 

support is nice.

from you.
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him to take out his dentures, stick out his tongue and say “ah.” He 

solemnly nodded together at the golf-ball sized lump in his lung. 

need any further tests.”

him an excuse not to visit.

over his desk, he kept his stockinged feet from touching the cold 

With nothing to do and very little time left to do it, Ed stared out 

years earlier and a Vertigo poster left by the tenants before him.
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photographs hanging, he thought. Staring at the damp plaster, 

too cold.

bad an idea.”

falling. He pushed the papers off his desk and shoved the desktop 

the street. 

salesman.

Vertigo poster—and a board 
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plopped the contraption on his desk. He smiled, remembering 

 He cranked the paper through the feed roller and cracked 

 

 Ed moved on, trying to sort out the ideas in his mind. 

from his bed to stretch out his back. “If skydiving is on my list, 

contest before Ed sauntered over, grabbed the monkey covered in 
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breath.

 
BAKE A CAKE.
 Ed had never baked a cake. Back in the 50s, for a lark, Ed 
took a nice lady named Emma out on a date to a night cooking 

one of those nice cakes in the bakery section for ten dollars.

 Baxter stared at his friend.

 
BAKE A CAKE
 Ed had never tried any drugs in his youth. By the time 

 Ed looked at Baxter and started laughing. “Could you 
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paint a painting. No, he could never be as good as the man from 

 By the end of the night, the pristine sheet of paper Ed 

require him to leave the room to achieve it.

 Ed slid the roller back to the right to start the next line, 
but a bell dinged to tell him the paper ran out. Nonetheless, he 

could feel the golf-ball sized lump pounding in his chest.

uncomfortable sleep overtook him.

the steps every time they came home from the pub or the opera 
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red stared back at him.

fresh sheet of paper. He began typing:

 “No.”

him a different bedtime story about mythical beasts and far-off 

 

his story, he ate a delicious triple-chocolate cake and gave some of 

chased an energetic Baxter around a sunny park. He skydived.
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many times and stepped outside. He had to visit the pharmacist 

Market, a local place that enjoyed seeing Baxter roam its aisles. 

talked too loudly for the usually quiet pharmacy department of 

Her startlingly blue eyes grabbed his attention, and her pale skin 

sugar pills, though.”
 “Oh,” Ed said. “My doctor has me on these, but they 

had nothing to say.

yet.”
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made it home in record time.

story.

kind. When she got older, she began to run daily. She loved to 

told her she had no cartilage left in her knees, she kept running 

healthy. He asked her out to a movie one night, and she agreed. 
Vertigo

“Yes,” she said. “But I only eat at one place.”
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through his cupboard of instruments in the too-small examination 

him.

off calendars.

turn around.

talk about happened.
 Ed turned around. “Excuse me, Miss Brinciski.”
 “Briczinski.”
 “Sorry.”
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romantic!”

broke the silence out of obligation.

cake.”

in spoiled milk.”

frightened him.

to keep from coughing. 

to his apartment.
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small cozy place that served divine vegetarian food and coffee and 

 “Everybody has a story.”
 “Not me. I have a draft and a dying dog.”

desk.

 She shouted across the apartment. “And you said you 

life. She read about the chocolate factory and his friends named 
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to the bedroom and sat beside Ed.

grades and the high tuition.



Commentary
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Interview

Gerald Stern

This Time: 
New and Selected Poems
his BA at the University of Pittsburgh (1947) and an MA at Columbia University 
(1949). Since 2006, Stern has been a Chancellor of the Academy of American Poets. 

Three Rivers Review
he shares a poem from his book American Sonnets (W. W. Norton & Co., 2002). 

issues of Poetry Magazine and The New Yorker
and “Journey” in Poetry The New Yorker.

  It is interesting that you mention that, because 

from an early book called . It came out in 1972 or so, 

anticipate the more recent poems.  It is kind of a surprising thing. 

poems in Red Coal, Lucky Life, Paradise Poems, and so on. I became— 

becomes not self-conscious, but the use of communication, or even 

both. I have poems that are 12 or 14 pages long, 14 or 18 lines long, 
some of them are 3 lines long. I have a number of long poems, 
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just me, talking.

the Germans call the sein being, 

freer.

think there have been certain things in my life that have served 

One is my life in Pittsburgh, and my life in a place like Pittsburgh. 
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Another is the image of a river, although in Pittsburgh there 
Three Rivers Review

City is another of my archetypes, and there you have the Hudson 

ugliness, compounded.

from Pittsburgh— J&L, US Steel, Carnegie, and all that, say 

and disgusting, exploitative, full of hate and rage and violence, 

evident in the changes that have taken place at the University of 
Pittsburgh since your time as a student here.           



99

  What are your feelings about the changes that have 

graduate and the undergraduate curriculum. I think it is still a 

loves Pittsburgh. I still have a lot of friends there.

ridiculous lecture on the architecture of some houses on Shady 

cops nabbed us, took us to station 11 on Northumberland Street 

the better. Even though the city has shrunk in size, it is enlarged 

caves...
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Gerald Stern

a carmine pink that smelled like a Granny Smith

and one that caused tuberculosis, doctors

against your chest. He had a ring on his pinky

So I loved him and spoke to him in false Creole
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Interview

Triple Time

Triple Time, a book 

staff of Three Rivers Review

of publishing.

friends go to college and I go and live on a compound outside 
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the case at all. 

the states at the age of nineteen. I had to start college at that point 

trying too hard to be good and observant and careful—and that 
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explorer aspect-- almost like the old romance of the desert--and 
from that I got the characters for the big gay desert love story 

 At that point, having a couple of stories and having them 

 Not only is the setting of this book in a foreign culture, but 
it also happens to be a very controversial foreign culture for the 
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somebody does talk about it.  We do see some violence: the scene 

relatives shove her back inside the house and start hitting her.  

start ignoring you.  I just decided that the more the characters 

identity of an immigrant or an expatriate, in this case, your 

reader.  All of your characters have to be true to themselves and 

to something “foreign”.  You do have to provide that kind of thing 
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never going to give you an easy A.

remotely related to this.  At least in my program at the time the 

journal called Other Voices
DZANC

think is good advice for anyone.  Honestly, most undergraduates 
are not ready to send things out to say, The Kenyon Review. You 
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is ready to go”. 

I started sending things out, you had to go to the library or the 

they pay, and some of them have different aesthetics: The Kenyon 
Review from say, The Mississippi Review.  Some things are more 

to get a response and if I have anything noted from the editor on 
there.  You should send to a group of magazines that are about 

of response you get back and resend as you get rejections and 

published in The Kenyon Review

But I really polished things up before I sent them out and 
fortunately, everything in Triple Time
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there.

remember being a grad student and over the Christmas holidays 

so excited that I had discovered this person that had sent this into 

people other than your closest friends or advisors look at it.  

by something you have in print later, than to rush it.  Some people 
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amazes me. 

your page proofs because then its set into types that are different 

New York Times Best- 
The New York Times.  You just have 
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 A lot of people think that there is a big difference before 

 Also, there are practical things like, before you have a 

have some sort of determination about it, that enables you to put 
it on a longer career thread. 
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rhythm starts at the beginning of a paragraph, to the end.   When 
I teach I like to diagram things, like having them in big arcs and 

You asked about plot, I think about arcs rather than plot and I 
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have to hear it.

me, a semicolon sounds different than a dash, sounds different 
than a comma—sometimes prose needs to be technically 
ungrammatical. You have comma splices, sometimes phrases can 

that, because all of my stories had been published, not all of them 

had been nominated for Pushcarts and I thought: “All right, this 

thought I spent so long on something that I cared so deeply about 
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the novel published and then a publisher releases the short story 

I got very determined to keep going, because I had to tell myself, 

                                 

Three Rivers Review 
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