
Comrade 

 

I called her “comrade”, 

and she’s vanished like the oohs and aahs 

after a flash of fireworks. 

In the gloom that grimaced before garish daybreak toppled it, 

she’d served kombucha 

in cobalt-colored cups. 

We discussed Sartre, the Simpsons, 

predestination and neon pinwheels. 

She promised to darken her eyes 

with kohl, like Cleopatra- 

or at least an impersonator of the queen on the silent screen-, 

and I crashed on a carrot beanbag, 

my last impression being the offbeat tapping of 

a ballpoint pen against her lime green laptop 

as she traversed site after site. 

Her neatly penned note suggests 

she’s haphazardly crisscrossing 

the continent, and, 

from her cramped economy class seat- 

she was always a cheapskate- 

the trees blazing with autumn hues may 

resemble a perplexed patchwork. 

Perhaps she’ll cohabitate with her carnival glass 

in a dusty desert motel or 

upon a windswept, weather-blasted rock, 

and I’ll never know what she was thinking. 

 



 

Frequently crossing the Canadian/US border, Adrian Slonaker enjoys jangly 

folk-rock music, guava juice, wrestling, Googie architecture and rain. Adrian’s work 

has appeared in The Pangolin Review, Credo Espoir, Algebra of Owls, WINK: 

Writers in the Know, Aerodrome and others. 

 



Dialectics 

 

Introverted I lie extolling 

virtues, extroverted 

I am an animal 

 

The ways that take me  

to dusk, are the same  

sleepy ways that take  

me to night, catapulted 

by dreams. Only, nightmares 

take too long a time. 

 

Even when I write the hands 

and eyes are dreaming.  

Nostrils flare. Introverted,  

I am a fool, an infantile oxymoron  without  

desires or, dreams. 

Extroverted I am an animal. 

 

Every Time 

 

Every time the sun of my being 

the moon of my desires 

the emerald of my skies 

I speak of lost hues 

and blessings of the rain 

Every time your marigold hair  

is firmament of a spring time 

with rain washed hills  



and plum shaped faces 

Every time the shores of happiness 

are truncated by mists 

even as there are whispers of death 

and living a dangerous art 

Every time the promontories of despair  

mock the way of kneading lives 

into a wholesome light 

Every time you are there  

I know the trees, the branches  

and the earth filled universe rotates  

on a love, heaving bosoms  

of a mature earth 

And every time then, I look towards 

a future. 

I stoke these hills steeped in passion 

of winter and summer, even as light 

caves in and darkness gets into membranes 

and the mind is quicksand 

Every time as the shadow falls 

ghosts tread on earth 

and hills of a life time where I have spent 

walk cadaverous ways of the lonely, 

the destitute. 

 



 

Ananya Guha is from India. 

 

 



Sunset 

 

Tip toe; 

Sky touching the sea; 

Sun is gone, 

And the clouds are crying, 

In a swirl of dust. 

 

Antish Parmessur is a word lover. A talented guitar and football player, he is from 

Mauritius. 

 



She Says 

 

She says  

                     Fill the emptiness in your heart with my love 

So I did; And I find myself pouring beer inside an empty flower vase,  

wine and vodka too. 

Crawling, inebriated; 

I am a drunk, finely brewed by years of loneliness and soberness. 

I don’t like lullabies. It has been years since I cried myself to sleep. 

Boring! 

 

She says 

                   Cry in my voice 

Even though I have fear in my truth. 

And with bloodshot eyes. I still cry. 

And a demon approaches me, ready to sway my smudgy shadow away from the light 

She says 

                            Race into the darkness. 

so I did 

I left my shadow in its silence. 

 

She says 

Now you are free 

 

there are cities born inside flowers as well as their are demons without fangs 

boys like me know love is not for Ned with roses  

And an empty flower vase belongs to a broken boy 

 



 

Babatunde Babafemi is a 25-year-old Nigerian poet who will always be late to the 

party. He adores meat and fish. 

 

 

 



there she goes … 
 
we have automatic air fresheners  in our house 
     the ugly ones  hide behind family photographs 
          the beautiful ones sit beside them even though 
             kate  doesn’t  change their batteries   anymore 
                  they still breathe for me sneeze for me release 
                     undertones of x  y and  z for me pump &  hiss 
                         pump  &  hiss i can’t name all of her favourite 
                              scents   but this one   this one gives her  forty- 
                                  five seconds   to drift    from lounge  to dining 
                                      room        dissipating as she goes        to adjust 
                                         settings with her nails before pump & hiss she 
                                              walks     back  to our   bedroom    one minute 
                                                 wheezes   then squeezes   back under the glass 
                                                      into her frame 
                                                                                                         the one I like best 

 

 

Callum lives with his family in Deal, Kent where you’ll find him writing by the sea or in 

the haunted chair at his local Pub. Fixated by tales of the supernatural, Callum fell in 

love with the classic Victorian-Edwardian Ghost Stories of MR James, Edith Wharton 

and EF Benson from a young age. Find him on Twitter @callum_beesley. 

 



The Girl of the Mountain 

 

When you gaze the moon smiles 

In the midst of gloomy eve 

You might see a silhouette vaguely 

Amongst sand and rocks 

A girl descends from the mountain 

You might think she’s a selene goddess 

Until the wind blows you up 

From the dream of 

The Girl of the mountain 

Under the full moon 

 

 

* Poem and photo model: Deborah Setiyawati (Indonesia) 

* Alcohol-ink drawing and photography: Carl Scharwath (U.S.A.) 



 

Deborah Setiyawati is an Indonesian writer. She has been published numerous times 

internationally and is currently working on her first collection of poetry. She is also a 

dress designer, singer and advocate for women and children rights. 

 

Carl Scharwath, has appeared globally with 150+ journals selecting his poetry, short 

stories, interviews, essays, plays or art photography.Two poetry books Journey To 

Become Forgotten (Kind of a Hurricane Press) and Abandoned (ScarsTv) have been 

published. Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine, a dedicated runner and 

2nd degree black- belt in Taekwondo. 

 



Matinée 

  

A pit stop with pick up 

a brief game of risk and chance 

then it’s north by northwest 

pausing at what defines 

the city’s staccato movement;   

and pulling away, trying to adopt 

an astronomer’s sense of time. 

 

Our final act: a rough park 

a quickstep through open doors 

to where a young actor, rising from a bow 

with perfect understatement 

and the timing of a professional 

mouths his last, unrehearsed lines: 

you      missed       my     play! 

 



 

Christopher Palmer lives in Canberra, Australia. His poetry has been published 

in Australian Poetry Journal, Bosphorus Review of Books, The Brasilia 

Review, The Galway Review, London Grip, and Shot Glass Journal, among others. 

His first collection Afterlives was published by Ginninderra Press in 2016.” I’ve 

also attached a headshot to use if accepted. 

 
  
 



The Apartments in the Sky 

  

They are up there, 

just a little bit. 

Even if they lived on a ranch 

they are there. 

Over every balcony hovers a hummingbird. 

Every tomato plant has a blooming bud. 

Every night they watch TV with rabbit ears. 

Reruns only. 

It reminds them of their lives with us, 

of nights bathed in blue. 

On Friday nights the Chinese food arrives 

in a flutter of chicken-wing hands 

at the latches of triple locked doors -- 

but in the hall stands a nice smiling Asia gent 

and though they don't comprehend it, 

they are beyond harm. 

The older they get the higher they are 

until we never see them anymore, 

up in the blue neon clouds 

waiting 

with endless patience 

for us to get home. 

 

Clay Waters has had had poems published in The Santa Clara Review, River Oak 

Review, Poet Lore, Literal Latte, and Confrontation. He lives near the theme parks of 

Orlando. 

 



A Disregarded Proverb 

 

If once you do wrong 

nothing obliges you to repeat it 

is a saying in Arabic 

me, I have to think of this every day 

I should consider myself lucky 

to have disregarded this in a notebook 

 

but I wonder, what might have happened 

had I memorized this brief translation 

or prayed it each day, morning noon and night 

like my three meals, my breaks or diversions 

instead of looking into the mirror 

 

this fire that singes my understanding 

the poker tongue stirring up scintillant 

auto-empathy that led to an auto-da-fe 

an oil fire on the baptismal waters 

 

perhaps I should have looked into your eyes 

and spoken gently to you thereafter 

 

 

David Francis has produced six albums of songs, one of poems, and Always/Far, a 

chapbook of lyrics and drawings. In addition, he has written and directed the films 

Village Folksinger (2013) and Memory Journey (2018). His poetry and stories have 

appeared in a number of journals and anthologies. 



 



Love Note to a Surgeon 

  

I wait awake on an operating table 

And listen to the bacteria 

Whisper to my heart 

  

With a scalpel in your mouth 

You tiptoe into the room 

And break 

Into 

Through 

My breastbone 

  

Clean 

I can sleep 

 

 

David Masciotra is the author of four books, including Barack Obama: Invisible 

Man (Eyewear Publishing, 2017) and Mellencamp: American 

Troubadour (University Press of Kentucky, 2015). He has written for Salon, 

the Atlantic, and the Los Angeles Review of Books. His poetry has appeared in Be 

About It Press, The Pangolin Review and This Zine Will Chan. 



 

 



The Song of Rahab 

 

She, who the woman was not in accord 

Bleeds anathema to the town in gloom 

She’ll tell a saga of the scarlet cord 

Bound to a window of the darkest room 

She stared at the imminent holocaust 

Inevitably, she tried not to cry 

Thinking what a dreadful nightmare the most 

Her eyes were vivid under the dull sky 

While her hair was loose and blown by zephyr 

Her thoughts drifted to a pledge of mercy 

Living at the edge of novel river 

Aimed for the fountain of love never see 

Empyrean opened for a disgrace 

The warmth of Phoebus covered her new face 

 

Deborah is an Indonesian writer. She has been published numerous times 

internationally and is current working on her first collection of poetry. She is also a 

dress designer,singer advocate for women and children rights. 

 

 



Manifesto - 2019 

 

I denounce the frozen metal certainties 

Of the faceless machine; I refuse to pray 

To primitive totems adored by elites. 

Leech like passion clings to crude idols of clay. 

I will keep on wrestling with my angels,                                                        

To create feral forms of vital beauty 

I’m tired of paltry, painted skeletons!  

I’ll compose vast sketches of reality. 

And utilize the hard - bitten bones of Truth 

To sustain and order bold layers of flesh. 

I will plot profound dreamscapes of Age & Youth. 

I will mine mortal seams of hope & distress 

And gather them into a single folio. 

I shall reclaim the prodigal rays of light 

That flood through imperious stained glass windows. 

And via Art I shall filter and refine. 

My heart will throb to a different rhythm. 

Transitory matters shall be transcended. 

I know my gifts are girded & God given. 

I will capture sordid things and make them blessed. 

And they shall become sweet hymns of devotion. 

I will speak of molecules, moon, flower, star. 

I will praise deep mysteries of Creation. 

I will pour my life’s blood - my peculiar, 

petulant essence onto the pure white page.  

Until the precious light of words leaps like flames! 

 

Dominic Windram is a performance poet from Hartlepool in the North East of 

England with a strong interest in literature, art history, philosophy, comparative 



religions, politics and psychology. Highly qualified, he has had a number of poems 

published in the Northern Cross (a monthly Catholic newspaper serving the diocese 

of North East England) and New Poetry 2018 (edited by Aria Ligi.). He is now a 

resident poet on P.N.N (Progressive News Network) hosted by the ebullient Rick 

Spisak. 

 

 



Everything 

 

You are… 

  

A spring sunrise 

A cloud of fine-spun cotton 

A soft verse 

A magnificent storm 

A welcome light 

A perfect imperfection 

A safe home 

A song of loneliness and triumph 

A slow evening 

A delicate feather 

A secret whisper 

An echo of laughter 

A beaming smile 

Wide open arms 

A black and white photograph 

A surprise package 

A stained-glass window 

A cluster of grapes 

A warm blanket 

A fine calligrapher 

An evergreen garden 

A musical production 

A breath of fresh air 

A breezy breeze 

Fresh strawberries and cream 

Effervescent French champagne 



A heritage listed building 

A silent movie 

The ink on my page 

Endless skies 

Peppermint tea 

A shoreline 

Story-filled palms 

A weeping willow 

Inside my poem 

  

You are my 

Everything 

 

 

Fotoula Reynolds is an author of poetry. She lives in the Dandenong Ranges in 

Victoria, Australia with her family. She began writing poetry in 2016 and has 

published her first book of poems titled: The sanctuary of my garden (2018). Her 

work appears internationally in: The Dan Poets Anthology, The Hillscene Magazine, 

Bonsai Journal, Spillwords Press, The Pangolin Review, The Galway Review, 

Frances Poetry Anthology and The Conclusion Magazine. 



 



Titanic 
  

Probably nothing bad will happen 

but to be safe we turn the ship around. 

One by one the monarchies 

fall because of ill-concealed 

affaires with dancers from the Balkans. 

One by one the great estates 

of the Argentine sell off polo ponies. 

Workers in the dawn in their clogs on their way 

to the mill fall weeping, 

unwilling; Social Democrats demand measures. 

Suffragists invade the Houses of Parliament, 

find them vacant, are seated. 

No one dies 

of boredom. Dracula and Moriarty 

pursue, undeterred, their efforts. In their vests and high collars, 

the Nietzscheans gradually retire, 

ill-humored for not having seen 

the Superman; when at last he appears, 

it’s another American. 

 

Frederick Pollack is the author of two book-length narrative poems, The 

Adventure (Story Line Press, 1986) and Happiness (Story Line Press, 1998), and 

two collections, A Poverty of Words (Prolific Press, 2015) and Landscape with 

Mutant (Smokestack Books, 2018). In print, Pollack’s work has appeared in Hudson 

Review, Southern Review, Salmagundi, Poetry Salzburg Review, Manhattan Review, 

and elsewhere. Online, his poems have appeared in Big Bridge, Diagram, BlazeVox, 

and elsewhere. 

 
 

 



Red and black 

 

I learnt to paint my nails  

like a war-zone photograph-  

with the colours spilling on to my skin  

like a ruby rivulet dripping in front of the 

refugee camp  

my brushes have always been strangers to  

straight lines, but  

who called a garden the battle ground,  

and a flowerbed, the killing area, anyway.  

my fingers look like a monochromatic 

throw-back to the time when everything died  

except the memory of it all  

and i let them be.  

i let them be because my hands are  

the closest to a barrage i will ever get  

and the garrison was breached a little too long ago.   

 

i learnt to paint my nails  

by watching my mother-  

crude stroke upon crude stroke  

until the tips of her fingers resembled  

gun-shot wounds and a knife-slashed body. 

she buys her cosmetics in only the darkest  

shades on the shelf, and  

getting the job done had always been  

more important than the how of it all, 

so i covered the walls of my room  

and the skin of my walls with a coral dye  



just a few tones lighter  

than the one she wears  

on her forehead.  

 

i learnt to paint my nails  

like sloppy survival manuals  

air-dropped in the middle of  

floods and famines- with the  

sample tomato seeds ripped off  

and the middle pages earmarked for  

the future of it all. 

my acetone-infused cuticles resemble  

dead volcanoes with “emergency” 

slapped across their surfaces  

just like my eyes and my tongue do.  

i colour my toes the exact hue  

of a bombed sky, and realise 

if I were a photographer, I’d have made a  

terrible war photographer. 

 

Isha is a 20-year-old accountancy student. When she is not out petting strays, or 

making formats, she writes about the weird, the sad, and the ugly. She finds solace in 

the stacks of books lined up in her room, and in rain, and in poetry. 

 

 



Holiness 

 

Do not disparage me when I disagree  

With you when you talk in contemporary  

Speak and converse with the likes of  

Degas in a brothel with lust painted  

On the walls: 

 

Do not condemn me if I am offended as  

Degas paints shady ladies in the image of Mary  

Who cannot sin, but never forgets your tears.  

 

Mary’s eyes are blinded by the harshness of your  

Degradation, flushed away by your absurdity, 

Where a thousand eyes are found seeing, and unseeing.  

 

Mary glories in the paralyzing light of meaning, 

And can hear ancient bronze church bells  

Pealing softly into the void where only  

Holiness exists. 

 



 

 

James G. Piatt’s poetry collections include The Silent Pond (2012), Ancient Rhythms 

(2014) and Light (2016). He has had four novels, 35 short stories and over 1135 

poems published. Several of his poems were nominated for both Pushcart, and Best of 

Web awards. He earned his BS and MA from California State Polytechnic University 

and his doctorate from BYU. 

 

 



Trapped 

  

camellia, crimson-blooded, spurts from terracotta  

the concrete frog has lost an eye   at least it’s not 

a  gnome, you said    split logs      courtesy B & Q    

wired close-fettered entrapping the delicate border     

now listless under the arbour sun scalds, seething 

tarmac blisters               is this what we ached for? 

 

 
Janet Cameron has an MA in Modern Poetry and has been published in Acumen, 

Equinox, Logos (Open University) Connections, and several other quality literary 

journals.  Mostly she has earned her living writing on history, philosophy and for 

women’s magazines, as well as lecturing for the University of Kent and Adult 

Education.. Now retired she wants to devote herself to her first loves - and try to be as 

good a poet and short story writer as she can. 

 
 



Effective Immediately 

 

I want to become an 

Ambassador for Rain! 

  

Why the bad image? 

Birds love rain. 

Tweeting through 

dry spells for water. 

They flutter from leaf 

to bud for a sip. 

  

It’s super creative… 

feeding tree roots, wild flowers. 

Without rain… no blessed 

blue lakes, rivers, streams. 

  

Open your eyes. Rain clings 

to window panes, miniature globes 

of splendor. Listen as pitter 

pattering skips over rooftops. 

  

Consider your thirst for 

liquid pleasures. Gather up 

in green reverie. Dance 

barefoot on this emerald earth 

joining me in jubilant chorus. 

 



 

Joan McNerney poetry has been included in numerous literary magazines such as 

Seven Circle Press, Dinner with the Muse, The Pangolin Review, Blueline, and 

Halcyon Days. Four Bright Hills Press Anthologies, several Poppy Road Review 

Journals, and numerous Kind of A Hurricane Press Publications have accepted her 

work. Her latest title is Having Lunch with the Sky and she has four Best of the Net 

nominations. 

 



The Canyon Wall 

 

Dawn on the canyon wall 

like a zone-tailed hawk, 

I painted my eyelids with clay 

from the riverbank, sage 

and water fresh to the sweat 

on the body of a horse, 

light sounds the mane braids 

as her arched neck shakes 

at the day, the droplets paint 

the arid plain with red sun. 

Thistle clasps the bridle bells 

to rock and ash, a broken chant  

glorifies the animal tongue. 

 

John Swain lives in Louisville, Kentucky. Over the Silver Maple is his most recent 

chapbook. 

 

 



Rave On! 

 

Rock ’n roll blaring out car windows, drag racing at stoplights, 

hot rods cruising downtown  

Girls wearing poodle skirts, cardigans, high pony tails,  

Boys sporting jeans, white T-shirts, leather jackets, slicked back hair 

 

Burgers and fries, shakes and root beer floats at The Shack  

Dancing by the jukebox teens rocking out to their favorite hits  

“Peggy Sue,” “Rock Around The Clock,” “Maybe Baby,“  

“Jailhouse Rock,” and “La Bamba” 

 

Couples taking turns getting cozy in the diner’s photo booth,  

Photo strips telling the story of their first date and kiss 

 

It’s a 1958 Saturday teen date night in the burbs! 

 

 

Katacha Díaz is a Peruvian American writer. Wanderlust and love of travel have 

taken her all over the world to gather material for her stories. Her writing appears or 

is forthcoming with Taj Mahal Review, Westview, Barely South Review, Ethos 

Literary Journal, The Pangolin Review, Anak Sastra, Poetry Pacific, Galway 



Review, and elsewhere. She lives and writes in a quaint little historic town at the 

mouth of the Columbia River in the Pacific Northwest, USA. 

 



Freshwater 

  

Thirteen degrees, 

the river swollen with the runoff 

of ice and snow 

yet sluggish in its banks, 

craggy with ice floes. 

I think of the fish 

slumbering somewhere, 

in its silty depths: 

catfish and sturgeon, 

quillback and carp, 

the bottoms 

a blanket of gills 

stretching for miles, 

fin-to-fin, nose-to-tail, 

barely breathing 

but dreaming of spring, 

their daring leaps 

into the air, 

braving hook and net 

for a taste of something 

dry and alien, 

pollen and new grass, 

full sun in their faces, 

a nameless craving 

without beginning 

and without 

end. 

 



 

Lauren Scharhag is an award-winning writer of fiction and poetry. She is the author 

of Under Julia, The Ice Dragon, The Winter Prince, West Side Girl & Other 

Poems, and the co-author of The Order of the Four Sons series. Her poems and short 

stories have appeared in over eighty journals and anthologies, including Voice of Eve, 

Isacoustic, The American Journal of Poetry, and Gambling the Aisle. She lives in 

Kansas City, MO. Find more @ www.laurenscharhag.blogspot.com. 

 

http://www.laurenscharhag.blogspot.com./


Footsteps That Have Long Faded 

 

The sounds of quick pace, long marching faded, 

Specters of those who fought for peace grown pale, 

Soldiers' visages evaporated, 

Keepers and protectors who did not fail. 

We, attuned to whispered gait in their wake, 

Where those who fought the monsters disappeared, 

Under vast sandy shores beside fruited plains, 

Bugle’s wake-up call dim in their ears. 

Brothers in arms, peers with resolute tread, 

No more torment beneath the stars above, 

Our heroic champions now long dead, 

Unvexed by blast or salvo, life’s work done. 

 

Echoes of booted feet going through paces. 

We who honor them, still listen for traces. 

 

 

Linda Imbler’s poetry collections include Big Questions, Little Sleep, Lost and Found, 

The Sea’s Secret Song, and Pairings, a hybrid ebook of short fiction and poetry. She is 

a Kansas-based Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net Nominee. Linda’s poetry and 

a listing of publications can be found @ lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. 
 

http://lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com/#inbox/_blank


Megalopolis Aviary 

 

In the early dawns 

before the drone of traffic 

rises, I hear the 

song of birds. 

 

& later 

            during days 

 

Birds swoop across streets 

hazed by the afternoon’s smog, 

rest for a moment 

on pole wires or spindly trees 

before once more journeying. 

Colibrí in search 

of sweet flowers in hidden 

patio gardens. 

 

& later 

            in the dusks 

 

Pair of doves nestle 

on a roof edge, the full moon 

shining like fresh cream 

above them. 

 

Lorraine Caputo is a documentary poet, translator and travel writer. Her works 

appear in over 150 journals in Canada, the US, Latin America, Europe, Asia, 

Australia and Africa; 12 chapbooks of poetry – including Caribbean Nights (Red Bird 

Chapbooks, 2014), Notes from the Patagonia (dancing girl press, 2017) and the 

upcoming On Galápagos Shores (dancing girl press, 2019); and 18 anthologies. She 



has also authored a dozen travel guidebooks. In March 2011, the Parliamentary Poet 

Laureate of Canada chose her verse as poem of the month. Lorraine has done over 

200 literary readings, from Alaska to the Patagonia. She travels through Latin 

America, listening to the voices of the pueblos and Earth. 



Women! Walk Ahead Toward Peace 

 

High time for us to lead 

Heads up, shoulders back 

Hips forward 

Naked feet planted firmly in the earth 

 

When we were not boys 

Our fathers snapped our necks 

Our mothers smothered us with pillows 

Our ancestors sold us into servitude 

 

When we walked behind, 

Boys invited petty fights; 

Bruised egos, morphing 

Into World Disasters 

 

It’s time for daughters to lead 

With heads, hands, hearts 

Compassion, strength 

Wisdom and art. 

 

Listening as we lead 

To the rhythms of the earth 

And to one another, 

Our sons will follow! 

 

Luanne Pumo Jaconia is a member of The Bergen Poetry Workshop. She is a 

Certified School Social Worker, who began her career in child protective services, 

and currently facilitates parenting education and support workshops. She is the 

mother of two, and a hands-on grandmother of three, who has always had a special 



place in her heart for parents. Many of her poems reflect the difficult and exhilarating 

experiences that happen within families as they grow. 

 

 



Bright Boy 

  

The small t-shirt on his even smaller torso 

says Look at the Bright Side. 

Cocked to one side like a beret 

rests a blue bicycle helmet. 

He sits on top of a yellow truck, 

feet pushing to move him forward 

until a large step looms. 

He stands, 

legs on either side of the truck 

and lifts. 

Then looks around. 

Lifts and looks around. 

Lifts and looks around. 

He swings one leg over the truck, 

pulls down his shorts, 

squats, and pees a child size puddle. 

  

A man offers help to lift the truck, 

but he pushes him away. 

He wipes his hands 

across the front of his t-shirt. 

Then with bright eyes 

hoists the truck at last 

up the imposing step. 

A silent fanfare rises inside. 

How comfortably his t-shirt 

sits on his chest 

while his blue helmet protects 



the bright side of fresh sensibility. 

 

 

Marianne Brems has an MA in Creative Writing from San Francisco State University. 

She is a long time writer of textbooks in her teaching area of English as a Second 

Language. Her poems are often whimsical. They have appeared in Door Is A Jar, 

Mused, and Soft Cartel. She lives in Northern California. 

 

 



Life Anew 

  

A life anew 

upon this sphere of cyclic wonder. 

I entrust 

to you 

protection, my precious youngster. 

  

A hidden shield 

surrounding essence of pure light. 

A promise 

to build 

beyond the scope of mundane plight. 

  

A chronicle scribed 

on parchment beyond contrived design. 

The truth 

never denied 

my vessel forged from flame divine. 

 

 
Matthew John Lambert lives in Adelaide, Australia, with his cat Willow. He started 

writing in 2016, as a way to express his feelings. He works in a warehouse by day and 

writes at night. 

 

 

 



Munch 
  

In 2016 many went to the polls 

to vent their deepest fears. 

In 2019 a Munch exhibition 

came to Brexit Britain. 

Munch too was by all accounts 

difficult, anti-social, narcissistic, 

though he did seek a connection with Europe. 

He showed us what it is to be haunted 

by what lies beyond the end of the pier 

and beyond the bay. 

  

Kids in Norway get to paint 

their own version of The Scream, 

then in their hi vis vests 

go to the National Gallery 

to see the real thing. 

  

At parties, instead of pass the parcel, 

the kids put their face through 

a hole in a copy of the painting, 

just where the anguished face is, 

then mum and dad take a picture. 

  

In Britain, we have no one painting 

that seals our identity, our unity, like this. 

Not Ophelia, Whistlejacket, 

But just maybe The Battle of Trafalgar. 

 

Neil Clarkson is a long-standing member of the Albert Poets in Huddersfield. He has 

been published in magazines including Pennine Platform, Poetica Review, Honest 

Ulsterman, Riggwelter, The Blue Nib, The Black Horse and Obsessed by Pipework. He 

has won prizes in numerous competitions. His debut collection, Build You Again from 

Wood, was published in February 2017 by Calder Valley Poetry. 

 

 



Two Divinities Dancing 

(after the painting by  Tomioka Tessai) 

  

Dance, you god and goddess, dance; 

exalt in the moment when eyes meet eyes 

and skin meets skin 

when the heavens and earth 

were yours to rule; 

dance, you must, as if it were your last; 

dance, divinities, dance 

to the music of the spheres 

fading like your constellation’s star; 

dance like a tornadic wind 

that briefly touches mortal ground 

then dies a myth. 

 

 

Neil Ellman is a poet from New Jersey who has published numerous poems in print 

and online journals, anthologies and chapbooks throughout the world. He has been 

nominated twice each for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. 

 



Time Travel 

 

I bring a fistful of barbed wires for the love of my life;  

Brother, date & pine-apple blend. I believed in him.  

In you, tender & antique dream, where your mouth opens,  

clockwise & a paper spear fills my left hand.  

I strip off my bravery & become this glass of water,  

 

not to play dead or alive but to start with all of my failings—  

as human rowing towards rock, my lungs filled with bodies.  

Here, I make a bed & river across the lifeline of my palms.  

My wounds ferry us across doors, between visions  

of your closing up & the opening day. I sing in the character  

 

of the precious lamb. I walk through the doors into  

another wound. Here, I am comforted. Here, I seed sleep dust  

out of our marrows, yours a little more than the gems of  

crushed dreams. Little acts of returning weight with love.  

Bismillah, I caress you in pace. In drive. In the gold dirtiness  

and pendulums of the lagoon. Your name rolls away into moss 

 

and birches; into sap and stars. Loam and wildfires,  

the 5am conversation of sky. Leaving in time is  

the beginning of many new things. At least nothing  

dies when it is in the earth; in the arms of our dancing mothers. 

Make space for me for each pull of gravity inside my mouth. 

 

Each lung-sized body has a name that is long-suffering. Start talking 

about, I tell myself. The river on my palms have made a horizon 

on this spear-paper. A moral of dawn: my body is time travel.  



Come down, where were all the garlic & onion children?  

We survived our lives, as heads of matchsticks;  

as failed transfigurations of Moses & Elijah, brother.  

 

All of us little ones now deal in weights. My friend’s  

baby turned into a goddess of appreciation in her  

sweet years, with a gift that beat the purity of volcanoes. 

Of prayers & fasts. A different spectrum of light.  

We tried to be what the small world wanted. I love you  

 

& it will always be water, without a shelf-life.  

Here’s blessed water. Here’s a menthol candy.  

Your last word leaves me in open conversations with bodies  

synonymous with space. Canopies. Ceiling-to-floor windows.  

Goodnight, the seasoning of God’s eye, for the faults  

of our lives. My wall clock is ticking. 

 

OsyMizpah Unuevho recently completed a first degree programme in Geology. The 

following describes him: rocks, poetry, photography collector, the road between 

Lagos & Minna; the roads and wide places he is yet to traversed, a keeper of 

swallows, a playlist of indie-alt-rock-shoegazing. He has works with Praxis 

MagOnline; Lunaris Review; PIN (Poets in Nigeria) and elsewhere. 

 

 

 



The Halt 

 

Light rain falls on the screaming trucks 

we stand on the platform edge 

 

light rain falls on well-worn tracks 

oil-blackened & silver 

where the engines tread, grinding to a halt, 

carriage-loads of faces 

 

one remains imprinted on the mind 

through a window 

grime covered, splashed 

 

a face like yours whose cheek rests 

in a slender hand 

whose dark eyes gaze in reflection 

 

a moment in time caught 

in the corner 

of glass, framed but 

 

the carriage rolls on, sun flashes 

streak past, spill 

onto the edge, blinding 

and you’re gone, gone, gone. 

 



 

Patrick Williamson lives near Paris. He is a poet and translator and has published a 

dozen works. Recent poems in I am not a silent poet, And Other Poems, Blue Nib 

Press, Paris LitUp, International Times, and Mediterranean Poetry. Latest collection 

is Traversi (English-Italian, Samuele Editore), and, previously, note Gifted (Corrupt 

Press), and Locked in, or out? (The Red Ceilings Press). He is the editor and 

translator of The Parley Tree, An Anthology of Poets from French-speaking Africa 

and the Arab World (Arc Publications). Founding member of transnational literary 
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Fools 

 

What we believe 

Just so much hype? 

Or did a man named Jesus really live? 

A true savior? 

Or one of the very first lying scammers? 

Just because the bible says for us to 

Must we? 

Should we really believe? 

Is it all just a trap set to keep us in line? 

Or a miracle we haven’t yet begun to understand? 

So many questions 

So few solid answers 

Tick, tick, ticking 

Away in our minds 

Is He simply the most creative of imaginary friends? 

Where’s the proof? 

If He were alive today? 

Would He be everyone’s Facebook friend? 

Everyone’s Twitter follower? 

Absence of doubt abounds 

For that should we feel guilty or free? 

Hey Lord! 

If you’re really real and up there 

How about a sign? 

Just one small sign of you from above? 

For all us pitful fools 

Waiting on your miraculous return down here? 

 



 

Ramona Thompson has been writing over 20 years. Her credits include work with 

Calvary Cross, Dead Snakes, Flint and Forge, Infernal Ink and Blood Moon Rising. 

Readers/fans may reach her via reddstar111@gmail.com. She is currently at work on 

a book and a major YouTube music project. 

 



Quilt 

 

It is batting and backing 

          shires and townships— 

it is the congruence of 

          sapphire river and turquoise sky 

          emerald wood and the russet 

          of newly turned soil— 

it is where fox and woodchuck 

          go to ground— 

where we meditate 

          we commune 

          sow the seed— 

where first laughter erupts 

          and final groan is uttered— 

it is the guarantee of warm air 

where rye, wheat, barley, oats flourish— 

it is a republic of remnants. 

 

Ray Greenblatt is an editor on the Schuylkill Valley Journal and teaches a poetry 

course at Temple University. His newest book of poetry is Nocturnes & Aubades 

(Parnilis Press, 2018). 

 

 



Moon Shadow 

 

She is not pestered by the gray coyotes’ howls,  

or the croaky calls of the nighthawks.  

In full bloom, the pale moon hangs in the night ether.  

She punctuates the canopy;  

illumes against an ebony sky. 

 

She can appear bright and lustrous;  

In full radiance,  

or wistful as she rises with clouds cast upon her.  

Pitted and pocked, she is revered,  

for the sacred hollows of her bones. 

 

An ornament in the fabric of night,  

She rises in chorus to the seasons,  

and a nightly octave dazzles my senses.  

Beckoned by her noiseless speech;  

Nudged, ever so slightly, by –  

the shadow she casts upon me. 

  

She tugs and pulls at the sea’s milky train;  

tossed and stretched by her moods.  

Her home is in the heavens,  

but she walks with a lantern upon the world,  

embossed into earth’s crust. 

 

Playfully, she throws moonbeams upon open meadows.  

Beams march up tree trunks,  

and dance on crinkled maple leaves.  



Moon shadows flicker and sprawl across rivers,  

streams, and lakes like foggy ghosts. 

 

Dawn emerges into day and she goes unnoticed.   

When beheld, she shyly turns her face faintly to earth,  

Whilst keeping a veil over her darkest side.  

She is the keeper of secrets at night;  

Revealing them discreetly when casting moon shadows ---  

And when moonbeams frolic. 

 

 

Rebecca M. DeLore began writing songs, poetry, and fiction at age 9. She recently 

retired as a Protective Service Investigator with the Department of Human Services. 

She has an MS degree from Western Oregon University and Oregon State University. 

She obtained her BS degree from the University of Oregon and lives in rural Oregon 

as an emerging, creative writer. 

 

 

 



Filament of Dreams 
 

Down the sun 

stairway meanders 

her filament of dreams; 

audacious tendrils twining- 

reaching into carpeted bowers  

overflowing with tranquil blooms; 

She flutters awake 

held by their bouquet, 

her gaze interlaced with 

blue butterflies’ rising fires; 

In the far distance sweet notes   

sound - call of curlew curling her mind 

into delicacy of 

slumber; She clambers  

into the garden nook of a ripe 

lethargy heavy-hanging on drowsy 

eyelids, as the vast serenity of a glimpse  

of heaven’s shadow soothes, reaching sunwards. 

 

 
Rekha Valliappan is a Pushcart Prize nominated poet 2018. A former university 
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international journals and anthologies including Lackington’s Magazine, Liquid 

Imagination, Locust Magazine, Queen Mob’s Teahouse, The Punch Magazine, Small 

Orange Poetry Journal, Foliate Oak Literary Magazine, Madras Courier, Across 

The Margin’s Best of Fiction, and elsewhere. She won the Boston Accent Lit Prize 

for Short Story. 



 



Time and tide wait for no one 

 

Harry lived in a town not far away 

With his parents together 

Being happy, joyous and gay, 

 

But the boyhood he did restlessly spend 

clattering & playing the days all through 

And left his studies aside, which had an unhappy end. 

 

“Days you’re losing will not come again”. 

His mother used to say 

But Harry turned a deaf ear 

And walked along his own way, 

 

As he grew elder and elder 

Became a worthless fellow 

And the happiness once he had 

Did no longer really glow. 

 

Harry felt in his heart his mother was not wrong 

And he wished eagerly to walk the right ways along, 

But whatever he thought to do 

Felt, he should have done, 

And couldn’t be worthy at all 

As the time and tide wait for none 
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Cobalt Blue 

  

The word takes me straight to that Christmas 

where I opened a chunky red jumper 

and then a Chemistry set. 

  

By the end of the day 

I had learnt about the elements 

That burn with different coloured flames, 

that magnesium should not be looked at 

directly 

and that even if you wear an apron 

sulphuric acid will ruin your new 

red jumper with spots of satsuma stain. 

  

Now, cobalt blue, 

I remember the way it sat 

on the small scoop of metal 

and the way the word felt to say, 

spatula, spatula, spatula. 

  

The scent of methylated spirits, 

violet in a small glass burner 

and the rush of both flame and joy 

as the cotton wick soaks up the spirit 

and flames with possibility. 

 

 



Sarah L Dixon lives in Huddersfield and tours as The Quiet Compere. Her second 

book, Adding wax patterns to Wednesday was released by Three Drops Press in 

November 2018. Sarah’s inspiration comes from adventures with eight-year-old Frank. 

Visit her @ http://thequietcompere.co.uk/. 
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Re: Membrance 

 

A glassy glimpse and familiar lanes  

Tug the strings of my sad-stung heart; 

The thought of you is the buzzing signal  

My teacher said signified the longing of your coffin; 

Not that my capillary cages long to lock the air out 

Of your mouth in mine in memoriam- 

I do not wish upon myself Somebody 

Else’s blessedness baselessly but 

Unfinished business always baffles me. 

The memory of you thematically plots 

The points of my living and your living 

In different axes that yet did meet at some intersection; 

So is My blessedness! The memory of you is the pungency 

Of a melancholy-cologne sprayed against petrichor. The memory 

Of you is a mewing black cat spewing good-bad omen. 

The memory of you plays  

A mischief on my mouth and tears my eyes; 

My favourite tune on my first music box, 

Always winding the winds and alleys back to you, 

A perpetual presence in an amnesic mind 

And when I remember forgetting you, 

I forge the keys to my memories  

And forgetfulness is all forgiven. 

 

Whiskers of Catastrophe 

 

Don’t feed the cats, my love, 

As they scare our children away. 



These kittens of nigrescence 

You fondled in my fear, 

Did you not know they scarred my memory? 

 

Don’t feed the cats, my love, 

They’re sitting on the ledge. 

These kittens of indulgence  

You flaunted with fanaticism, 

Did you not know they’ll take it to heart? 

 

Don’t feed the cats, my love, 

They’ll keep coming back again and again. 

These kittens of conscience 

You filled with fidelity, 

Did you not know they’ll alienate our abdicated son?   

 

Don’t feed the cats, my love, 

For they’ll stay long enough to see you’re dead. 

These kittens of omniscience 

You’ll feed with your flesh, 

Did you not know they could reveal my witchcraft? 

 

Don’t feed the cats, my love, 

If you do, you’ll last feed me. 

 

Shruti Woosaree, from Mauritius, vacillating between ailurophilia and ailurophobia. 

 

 



Chequer 

  

It wasn’t perfect, we did not 

Go down 

In flames 

Or fly 

The cerebral kite 

On shores 

Less foreign. 

  

Drifting – interfused 

With twists 

Of fallibility 

And Gitanes 

Tasting like 

                 Barometric 

Corn-syrup – we 

  

Read Ferlinghetti’s 

‘City Lights’, 

Caught 

The last bus 

Back 

To specifics 

That didn’t add up 

  

And an ending 

That never was. 

 

Stefanie Bennett has published twelve books of poetry, a novel & a libretto – tutored 

at The Institute Of Modern Languages – James Cook University, worked with Arts 



Action For Peace & been nominated for  the Pushcart & Best of the Net. Of mixed 
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Marked 

The only way to live is to forget that 

you are going to die.—Somerset Maugham 

          

Death is displayed on us from the start. 

You put it out of mind but it hovers there. 

The globe’s already (over-)crowded 

  

but you’d prefer to stay alive.  And yet, 

Swinburne knew no man lives forever.  

  

And yet again, 

some claim Death promises to set us free!  

Free from petty human trials and terror. 

Free from pain, the hurry, nagging thoughts, 

From Death itself.  

  

Still, like these thoughts, it hovers there, for show it seems, 

our living stain, bones and veins. 

 

W.M. Rivera’s most recent collection of poems is a chapbook titled The Living Clock 

from Finishing Line Press (2013). His full-length collection, Buried in the Mind’s 

Backyard (BrickHouse Books, 2011), has a cover print by Miguel Conde, one of 
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On our first date! 

 

On our first date 

I race the time, can’t wait 

 

I have a new feeling, a bit strange 

offering you eternal love that will never change 

 

You are the love I have always been looking for 

You are the true love I have never felt before 

 

In front of your eyes, I am speechless 

Listen to my heartbeats as words can’t express 

 

When reality has become better than fiction 

And you are far more beautiful than every prediction 

 

A princess straight from heaven you really are 

I am holding a dream I have always thought very far 

 

I am enthralled by your eyes and their magic 

A time when I lose all my reason and logic 

 

I drown into the deep sea of your eyes 

Believe your heart, it never lies 

 

You have become all the people I’d like to know 

You are the secret of my happiness, you are the clue 

 

Let’s start our love journey at forever 



A journey of love that ends at never 

 

You grow a rosy flower in my heart that never withers 

You gave my hearts wings and feathers 

 

I no longer live on earth 

You gave me a love knows no death 

 

I give you a promise that will never break 

I am yours forever, I will always be there for your sake 

 

My eyes no longer see but you 

Only you paint my life and draw 

 

Every new year and I am yours and you are mine 

Every new year and we are lovers’ model and sign 

 

Every new year and I love you again and again 

Every new year and we are in love and will always remain 

 

Every new year and you are all my flowers and trees 

Every new year and you are all the air I breathe 

 

Every new year and we are together 

Every new year and we belong to each other 
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