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ru’mi-nate: to chew the cud; to muse; 
to meditate; to think again; to ponder

Ruminate is a quarterly magazine of fiction, 

poetry, nonfiction, and visual art that resonates 

with the complexity and truth of the Christian 

faith. Each issue is a forum for literature and 

art that speaks to the existence of our daily lives 

while nudging us toward a greater hope. Because 

of this, we strive to publish quality work that 

accounts for the grappling pleas, as well as the 

quiet assurances of an authentic faith. Ruminate 

was created for every person who has paused over 

a good word, a real story, a perfect brushstroke—

longing for the significance they point us toward. 

Please join us. 

WHY/RUMINATE?
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Well friends, the Ruminate Headquarters has moved. For the past seven years we’ve been 
in an 8’ x 10’ room in the basement of our quaint little house in Fort Collins, Colorado. We had 
certainly outgrown the office space. Luckily, my family had also outgrown the living space, and 
we wanted to find out what it would mean for us to have some land for gardening and chickens, a 
place for the kids to roam and catch grasshoppers and dig holes to China. So, just two weeks ago, 
we made the move to a farm property outside of town, replete with an old farmhouse and a big 
barn, home to the new Ruminate Headquarters. 

Yes, the property needs a lot of work to transition from a drafty outbuilding to a functioning office, 
but I’m excited by all the possibilities. I picture beautiful Ruminate dinners out in the field, staff 
meetings where oodles of lovely volunteers can all gather and fit in the same room, space for all our 
back issues to be carefully stored, ample storage room for every kind of envelope and packaging 
material one can imagine, sunshine pouring in the windows and birds singing outside, big white 
walls ready for artwork, and space for books, lots of books.

While I was dreaming about all this and while we were packing up and moving, the material for this 
issue came together. We discovered that much of it engaged music and song, examined harmony 
and dissonance, or was lyrical in form. So we named this issue “In search of song,” which felt quite 
apt after our search for the “song” of our new home. We think the work in these pages speak to 
the power of music, yes, and also a little more abstractly, to that search we all find ourselves on at 
different times, that search to find the songs that are the essence of this life. 

This issue features the sixteen finalist and winning poems from the 2013 McCabe Poetry Prize 
judged by Maurice Manning. We’re thrilled to share them here, and we’re honored to recognize Jay 
Kidd for his winning poem “Runaway Dorothy Was the Name of the Band.” Mr. Manning writes of 
Kidd’s poem: “It has been a pleasure to have this carefully composed and heartfelt poem lingering 
in my mind.” We couldn’t agree more. 

The abstract artwork in this issue explores the balance of visual harmony, and artist Julie Quinn 
reminds us to “listen closely” while Delro Rosco finds inspiration in the pauses of life. We have 
also gathered lyrical essays from Allison Schuette and Kevin McLellan, an essay on monastic choir 
practice from Brian Doyle, and a powerful short story from LaToya Watkins with a dialect that 
sings and a character that is most certainly in search of song. The poetry in this issue imagines 
God as a DJ, speaks about singing hymns in the woodshed, and dreams about future songs and 
whippoorwills who never stop singing. We hope you enjoy this rich collection of voices. 

And may we all find our songs to sing,

p.s. You can follow our progress on our barn/headquarters at ruminatemagazine.org/blog.

EDITOR’S /NOTE
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SPONSORED by  STEVE AND KIM FRANCHINI

F INAL JUDGE MAURICE MANNING

Maurice Manning is the author of five books of poems, most 
recently The Gone and the Going Away (Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 
April 2013). His previous book, The Common Man, was a finalist for 
the Pulitzer Prize in 2011, and his first book, Lawrence Booth’s Book of 
Visions, was selected by W.S. Merwin for the Yale Younger Poets award. 
Manning teaches at Transylvania University in Lexington, Kentucky. 

On “Runaway Dorothy Was the Name of the Band” Maurice Manning writes: 

“The long, overflowing lines rush together as if the poem is tumbling down the page 

until it stops with a pang that is loving and wrenching at once. This poem builds a 

bridge between the very different worlds it spans and makes those worlds 

closer, necessary to each other. It has been a pleasure to have this carefully 

composed and heartfelt poem lingering in my mind.”
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Jay Kidd

Runaway Dorothy Was the Name of the Band

In the whirling dervish of time that is New York on a Friday
evening at dusk we run down the subway stairs to catch the

train that is just pulling into the station and as my foot
lands on the last step I hear the sound of a banjo being 

played by a bluegrass band on the platform and I must
not cry as I jump into the car, the glare of the lights

making everyone’s face look sterile, like we are riding
in a medicine cabinet, and I try to speak, to explain what

just happened but it doesn’t come out right except to
comment on the exquisite juxtaposition of the music

and the setting but what I couldn’t convey was the 
Appalachian horizon, vast and deep, the hoe in the soil,

the laundry on the line or the church pew and the
Methodist hymnal with my mother’s name inside,

a name she doesn’t use anymore, but she stills knows
the hymns and can sing them, in harmony, and when

she does she is a country girl who can recite 
the fifty-five counties of West Virginia in less than

thirty-seconds flat, something my brother and I used
to beg her to do, and we would all sing the state song

as we crossed the border on the old Route 60 but now
that girl is past eighty and what will I do when it is
all gone.
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Melissa Reeser Poulin

The Seeker

They say there is one grief 
inside of everything.

It is like wind that guesses at apples, 
like the fog of a horse
when it hits your palm,
just before the wet touch
you are afraid of.

They say God is there, too, 
as silence, held within song, 
turns out to be music.

Everything is dying— 
horse, apple, light, hand.

In my farthest dream, 
I am the horse, 
simply approaching 
to see who is there.

In the lake of the hallway 
there is a door I can open, 
giving way to a memory
I never thought to love:

called in from play, I linger
in a field blue with dusk,
heat rising from the scented grass, 
as if the sun didn’t want to leave 
the earth. Not yet.
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Rachel J. Bennett

We Were Not Altogether Here
after El Greco’s “View of Toledo”

It’s easy when the green’s this
green to miss your reflection

crossing the bridge, to forget
your prayer before the church,

the path before the wavering
grass. How many windows

hold fast under this kind of
sky? I’ll call you this city,

which isn’t this city at all.
They are carrying bread and

moonlight up the hill, long
skeleton in repose. They are

carrying prayers: may the green
last, may we be strong enough

to carry our hands. Do not
depend on the buildings or

the trees standing still. I saw you
washing out to sea but caught

myself: it was actually the sky,
and eddies were just footsteps

from feet that were yours
and not-yours in equal measure.
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Andy Eaton

Panel One: Collapse

     His body on the floor
beside the china hutch
like a fallen china hutch, 
unopened. From the kitchen tiles, 
four white-coated men carry Andy 
through the house and out into
a medic van. Her hand
closes the screen. She locks it
before returning to the table.
She pours out the soup, she
clears away the highball glasses,
the small ones with those oranges 
sliced and dancing at the base
lined inside with a ring of juice,
the sour leftover, a little crown
where he held it, where as she lifts
the empty thing off the placemat, 
mauve as her makeup, the impression 
of a hand begins to disappear. The sun
     in Phoenix heats the city even when it fades.
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Jeffrey G. Dodd

But Since It Is a Matter of Questions 
about Words and Names

There, under Pisgah, my grandmother scrubbing her 
frypan, glancing first at As for me and my house then 
through the window at the neighbor child who will be 
abducted, smothered—and whose torn orange sock 
behind the schoolyard will trigger the town’s terror 
deep and far. My grandmother, who once had a face 
her father’s fist could not resist, is now the preacher’s 
wife unable to console the child’s mother, only crying 
Yea, though I walk until she sees again the valley slung 
low before them.

                       Or, my mother, our town’s first lady 
cop running the fifteenth fairway after a truant who’d
lifted cigarettes and beer and then a nine-iron from the 
backswing of an old man’s slice, she the club’s next target 
as she reached for her pistol. “Not much older than you,” 
she says days later as she leaves me at the church where 
the man in a suit yells thy rod and thy staff. I know this 
eases her, my being told about dining in the presence of 
mine enemies. As she gears her cruiser toward the crush
of law, I reach to the closet’s dark edge for the gin I’d 
lifted from my best friend’s brother.

                                               Now my wife, 
for whom the mere mention of our daughter’s name  
is an anointing, frantic to extend her milk and the tie 
that must be unbound, eating herbs of the wild Pacific,  
mechanizing her breasts and optimizing production  
until she’s full mother and full factory, a kind of half  
woman–half life-giving machine: The Terminator reborn  
by lactation consultants and California hippies. And I,  
who as she’s feeding our daughter and crying about  
drying up, can only fight to find the words for our cup  
runneth over and over.
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Christina Lee

Aftershocks
Christchurch, New Zealand

Even the sky here seems fissured. 
It leaks dawn like an accident. 

All these people with their shatterproof faces, 
scaffolded smiles,
pulling down caps and tightening scarves. 
They clutch purses close.
There is no trust left in them. 

On the streets they shuffle 
among the rubble of cathedrals. 

Like jilted lovers
they work all conversation 
back around to it. 

Mostly they look down
as if remembering the shock of loss: 
how it comes from nowhere,
how it begins below.
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LAST/NOTE

Music Appreciation 101:
    Before my dad taught me to ride a bike or 
throw a left hook, he showed me how to hold a 
record without touching its face; without leaving 
fingerprints, scratches, evidence. 
     Now I am grown, and I know why a record 
reads like a cross section of a fallen tree: when 
my father pulls an album out of its cover, a whole 
year of his life is right there, circling like kids on 
bikes in cul de sacs, waiting for him to start the 
turntable, place the needle in the groove, and call 
them back. 

Sarah McKinstry-Brown  POETRY

I’ve written a poem called “Playlist,” and it 
is one of my favorites because it uses music 
to capture an ephemeral moment of content 
domesticity and reflects a way that I live my life, 
as if there is always a soundtrack going on. 
     The poem in this publication also describes a 
profound and poignant experience of music; I was 
bowled over by the bluegrass that I heard on the 
subway platform one evening. Some essence of 
who I was in my bones came to me, generations 
of ancestors on both sides of my family, all of 
whom are from the Appalachian South, appeared 
in my mind and collided with modernity, with the 
intensely urban life in the Northeast that I have 
found myself living. I knew that with the eventual 
passing of my parent’s generation that this 
mountain history would come to an end, and yet it 
could live on inside me, as music. Music did that.

Jay Kidd  POETRY

When my children were young, I’d place my ear 
against their chests and listen to the beating of 
their tiny little hearts. The songs I heard there 
were beautiful and frightening. My fears for 
them, out there in the world, produced stories that 
made me cringe when I read them. I worked this 
way until last summer when my father suffered a 
stroke. After he slipped into a coma and doctors 
told our family to prepare for the worst, I placed 
my ear against his chest and let the soft music 
soothe me. I wasn’t afraid at all.

LaToya Watkins  F ICTION

Maurice Manning’s poems are the first 
that come to mind when I think about musical 
language and the place music plays in my own 
rurally-rooted poetry—primarily because of 
Manning’s attention to and exploration of how 
regional Southern dialects, when unpacked and 
placed within traditional metrical frameworks, 
create an unexpected harmony between our 
culture’s aesthetic periphery and its center.  
     The academy tends to think of Shakespeare, 
Donne, or Eliot when discussing metrical prosody, 
but Manning challenges as well as extends those 
discussions by showing us that uneducated, 
academically-distant Southern voices can be as 
beautiful and necessary to the contemporary 
poet’s toolkit—ranging from the strict iambic 
pentameter of a Baptist preacher’s hell-fire 
sermon to the loose free verse of a Kentucky 
grandmother’s rocking-chair tale. 

J. Scott Brownlee  POETRY

THOUGHTS ON  in search of song   FROM THE CONTRIBUTORS IN THIS ISSUE
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Physical work, performed well, is a concert. I 
like to work alongside my husband as he operates 
drills and impact wrenches, wields a hammer and 
loads a ladder. The ladders are his special music. 
An aluminum extension ladder sounds like a jazz 
riff when an experienced worker raises it and 
sets it against a building,  and a livelier variation 
when he lowers it again. At the end of a day, my 
husband’s work truck clatters triumphantly into 
the yard, ladders bumping against one another 
like cymbals.

Linda Martin  POETRY

One day I walked into a store in Cincinnati 
and discovered the mountain dulcimer. I had no 
idea what it was, how it sounded, or how to play 
it. Though not musically talented, I bought it.  
Within months I chanced upon local dulcimer 
lessons. That eventually led me to learn from an 
Irish harper who also taught dulcimer, leading 
to my love of Irish music, which eventually led 
to trying my hand (or foot) at Irish dance, where 
I met my wife. I can safely say that my initial 
leap of faith in buying the mountain dulcimer 
changed my life.

Peter Caccavari  POETRY

O dear, it’s all music. Music is the greatest of 
arts, period. Music doesn’t need any digestion 
or thought or contemplation or effort on your 
part; it just enters your ear and goes straight to 
your head and heart. It’s all music all the time, 
seems to me. Music is prayer. I want to write like 
we speak, which is to say with music and swing 
and salt and rhythm and cadence and humor and 

pain in the songs we sing. We sing all the time, 
haltingly or with all our might. What a gift, to 
have music coursing though us from the moment 
of conception to the moment we change keys.

Brian Doyle NONFICTION

Drawing was a fun way of escaping into my 
own little world. Escape from what? How bad 
could it be for a five-year-old? Maybe it was the 
challenge and intrigue of making something 
good. As an adult, I’m more aware or concerned 
with the things of the world. I wish some things 
were better. My work almost always begins with 
some kind of searching or struggle. But within 
this wrestling, goodness or beauty seems to 
surface. Perhaps beauty is only realized after 
having gone through the struggle. Maybe I am 
that child that still longs for making something 
good.

Delro Rosco  V ISUAL ARTIST 

I’m finally learning to sight-read. Somehow 
I slipped through six years of choir without it, 
parroting the music instead. Then, as now, the 
tangle of lines on the page overwhelmed me, so 
far removed from the pleasure of joining my voice 
with others. Years later, I stumble to match the 
symbols with the appropriate amount of silence or 
sound. Humbled, I think of my nephew speaking 
his first sentences, of my ESL students taking on 
new webs of grammar. I begin to see notation as 
language, arbitrary and messy, harnessing time 
and space to the workhorse of meaning-making.

Melissa Reeser Poulin  POETRY

Continued on page 80
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The best poem I knew as a boy played through 
the tinny speakers of my father’s Ford as he 
worked the pedals and I steered, both of us 
singing the Oak Ridge Boys’ “Y’all Come Back 
Saloon.” This summer I took my young daughter 
to see her grandfather as he creeps up on seventy, 
and I was confronted with the reality that his 
last note is nearer than I care to admit. Thirty 
summers after that short drive in my father’s 
Ford, as our plane taxied toward the runway for 
our flight from Houston to Spokane, I sang into 
her tiny ears:

She played tambourine with a silver jingle
And she must have known the words to at least a 
million tunes.

Jeffrey G. Dodd  POETRY

This month, I moved cross country to the desert. 
Understatement: the landscape is different. The 
Superstition Mountains loom through my living 
room windows. But what startles me, reminds me 
I’m in a new place more than the dust and cacti 
and red rock mountains, are the strange sounds. 
The chirring of unknown insects in the palms at 
night. The strangled sounds of strange tall birds 
in the morning. The first monsoon against the tile 
roof.  Learning what this new place sounds like is 
the Google maps for another sense. Sounds root 
me every bit as much as landscape and vistas. 

Andrea Janelle Dickens  POETRY

LAST/NOTE

THOUGHTS ON  in search of song  FROM THE CONTRIBUTORS IN THIS ISSUE

This past summer, I spent six weeks at 
a Buddhist monastery in the Thai forest 
tradition, which meant no electricity, no cell 
phone signal, no internet access. In spite of 
the lack of contact with the outside world, I 
found that I missed music more than anything. 
We chanted songs in Pali each morning before 
and after meditation, but that was not nearly 
enough. 
     When I was alone in my cabin in the evening, 
I would sing aloud to myself fragments of 
remembered songs, lyrics I made up myself, 
and bits of poems I had once memorized. I 
craved all kinds of music, but because I had 
no access to a radio or iPod, poetry became the 
most accessible. I was surprised to find that I 
could pull the lines of poems I loved seemingly 
out of thin air, and I was grateful to rediscover 
the pleasures of learning a poem by heart, how 
reciting the words could bring me more deeply 
into the poem and into my own experience.

James Crews  POETRY
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Julie Quinn. Becoming. Mixed media on claybord. 12 x 12 inches.


