
Sky 

 

Above in the shining dark above. 

The sea is held in by a line. 

The sky extends forever. 

No shores to bound the night. 

And the heavens move 

Like heaving brine 

Forever 

Just like 

Love.  

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
 

Mute Inglorious Milton 

 

I 
 

The laurel, the glory, the strong and the bold, 

Let mine be the story of wonders untold, 
The harp ’neath my fingers awakens a theme, 

That, wakening, lingers, like living a dream. 

  
I kindle these fires to burn through the years: 

The sum of desires, the substance of fears. 

I stand at the portal of destiny’s flame, 
And though I am mortal, undying my name. 

  

II 

 
The laurel, the glory, they lead to this prize. 

Let mine be the story I read in your eyes. 

The light of your laughter gives life to my song; 
Let dreams dally after, my joy to prolong. 

  

For honour is hollow and empty and vain. 
But you I will follow and worlds I will gain. 

My verses, my pages I lay at your shrine; 

I give you the ages, if you will be mine. 
 

III 



 
The laurel, the glory, the wise and the true: 

Let mine be the story I whisper to you. 

The harp and the lyre are but empty breath: 
The fate of the fire is ashes and death. 

  

E’en passion unbounded will wither and chill: 

The heart that once pounded grows silent and still. 
I sit in the embers of splendour and fame 

And ask who remembers to honour my name. 

 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Looking Glass 

 

Thumb on brush, pulling 

A spray of white paint, like 

Stars 

Or flecks of foam 

Whirling out of the nothing and the beginning 

Sky and sea and sky in sea. 

  

Brush on canvas 

Like a rap on the shoulder, 

Green and yellow and white and red 

Smeared into chaos 

As long as you stay close. 

  

Brush on canvas 

Like a lover’s touch: 

A film there, but not; 

Misty and distant and pushed away; 

Filling the subconscious 

Of painting and mind. 

  



This mirror to the world: 

The mysteries of creation 

With a careless flick, 

And the gentlest caress 

For the furthest horizon. 

  

There is order 

In the disarray of colours 

But only if 

You step away. 
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Peppermint Mocha Musings 

 

A syrupy thrill punctuates 

iced espresso droplets tumbling 

over velvety lips 

last licked after his lover 

savored a pupusa- 

the sort with the loroco flowers. 

Nostalgia deepens the ditches 

across a fair-skinned forehead that 

resists the drugstore skin creams 

he’s concealed under antiperspirant and 

packs of duct tape in shopping trolleys 

since authentic men- 

the breed who drill holes 

and eat emotions- 

mustn’t fret about fine lines. 

Deleting her ten digits 

from a mobile phone 

he couldn’t have fathomed as a lad 

lures back the stealth loneliness 

wrestled on the tundra of 

unpleasant prepubescent playgrounds. 

Rustling coarse chin bristles 

with a plump thumb, he 

enunciates the gamine’s given name, 

but not the moniker he gave to her. 

A reboot is improbable, 

a fantasy of fumes just as 

delicious and distant as 



the jets of sweet smoke 

ejaculated by the crackling clove cigarettes 

they once sneaked while 

playing hooky from work. 
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In the Cemetery 

 

In the cemetery, I was standing on my knees, 

reading verses of the holy book to the tombs 

I was praying with tears on my cheeks 

until the graveyard stopped me and asked me if 

I was reading verses or reading sorrows  

with an emotionless face, he asked to repeat 

I started reading again and, his face was getting  

red as his eyes were dropping my unrhymed tears 

he stopped me with anger and screamed out 

why more grieves, why more death, and less peace 

I responded to him, why did hope sold us to traitors  

why life is struggling with us, why did the wars rape us shamelessly 

we cried together as he was saying that he’s listening to 

spirits weeping with us, as the clouds will rain again 

he asked me again, why our world is no longer bright  

instead, it’s full of darkness and lots of bloody cuts 

our grandparents were the farmers, who lift the sunshine  

and brunt themselves to death, just to protect the seeds 

our mothers stole the moon from the wall of the night  

they hid in their coffins and the stars after our fathers 

turned the rainbow into a solider in the zone of death  

and made the snow into a drinkable water to survive 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Inside of My Dream 

 

Inside of my dream 



there’s a bird flying  

from one nest to an- 

-other, without wings 

Inside of my dream 

there’s a man holding  

a sign that says, I  

have serious cancer 

Inside of my dream 

there’s one refugee  

with tears of grief  

because he lost hope 

Inside of my dream 

there’s a young lady 

smoking, and waiting 

for the train to suicide 

Inside of my dream 

there’s a black cat 

staring at me, and  

waiting to the end of my dream 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Adoption 

 

When I was a teenager 

I donated to a little orphan 

since then I made a vow that  

I would adopt her, and marry her 

Days go by and nights come  

I learned how to hurt myself  

by doing bad habits that will  



guide me to die below the bridge 

I lost count of my harmful cuts  

I lost all the joyful memories and  

moments from weeping beneath  

the lights of the miserable bar 

My mother thought that I was well, 

As my smile hid the tears that  

damaged my physical therapist  

within minutes after hearing me 

I lost many chances and luck 

until I met a broken heart, 

she cried when she knew that I  

found what was missing of me 

I found her  

between all of my poetry 

between all of my cigarette smoke  

I tried to lose her 

as I saw my shadow following her 

Ann you didn’t adopted a regular girl 

you have definitely raised one angel 

that showed me life with colours 

From your love and care for my princess 

the grief inside of me has smiled when 

your daughter kissed my salty lips and  

wiped my tears, hopefully she will 

close my eyes after my smiling face rests 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Painting You 



 

I will be painting you below 

the curious moon next to  

a pallet of mixed emotions 

with a brush full of feeling 

The truth is I am a sad tear 

and not a colour of rainbow  

in your eyes all the colours  

dance all over your canvas 

I see the smile of yours truly  

similar and the arrival of the  

summer sunrise and feel the  

thirst of your lips from the rain 

Make me your model for a second  

catch me with your will for an hour  

my soul and eyes must be awake 

to feel your touch like an angel kiss 

And I will colour your moisture  

lips with a rare leaf from autumn  

with your hair, I will draw the running  

horses around your scent forever 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Death of a Poet 

 

Tonight is calm but windy 

It feels like someone is around  

To murder the drunk man in the bar 

Or maybe it will be the death of a poet 



 

Perhaps, that means I will die 

Death will strip my spirit bare  

To see my family and watch their tears 

As I observe if my friends are the loyal ones  

 

Unfortunately trust is lost to me  

As I have deep sorrows inside my life  

My eyes weep with tears flying as  

Autumn leaves to the front door of my neighbour  

 

Painful grieves draw my darkness below 

The moonlight and colour me with colours 

It will be the way to lift me up and be strong  

As a flower dancing from the sensual drops of rain  

 

I would love to envision my own funeral  

Since there is wrong or right to observe the  

Faces will be dark as a raining cloud or the other  

Ones that smile as the rainbow is seen from my coffin  

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Sign of a Bitter End 

 

Next week, 

I will be older than usual  

Tuesday coming, 

I will meet with a sign of a bitter end 

 



Anxiety, depression, low self-esteem  

Are in my mind and heart growing  

With no strength to talk about them to anyone  

I can't offer to meet with a psychological  

 

I tattoo love, joys, and inspiration to  

The people I love and to the ones that  

Still have a death wish against me without  

Realizing that I can’t be happy anymore  

 

In my days, I met with so many clowns  

Some they taught me how to cry with 

No falling tears, I have learned how to 

Hold my broken heart like a homeless  

 

I always wanted to live a life of a angel 

No worries, no more stress from haters  

I wish if I can chose and live a quit, 

Simple, and basic survival of the day  

 

I can never judge my life as wonderful  

It’s full of downs more than ups  

Even though, I don't go to clubs or 

Bars to meet with priceless bodies  

 

I’m very sensitive and my friends stab me  

Like if I won’t bleed by myself in darkness  

My problem is I never appreciate my life  

And I can’t weep for my own grieves 

 



The rain forces me to dance by the mist  

Without the moon and the stars I see you  

From the lights of my homeland in which  

Death could observe well and not you  

 

Five of my good friends passed away  

I will be the sixth to reach them sooner  

But I can't because you are my true love 

I learned from you to be stronger than ever 

 

Ahmad Al-Khatat was born in Baghdad, Iraq on May 8th. He has been 

published in several press publications and anthologies all over the 

world and has poems translated in several languages. He has published 

two poetry books The Bleeding Heart Poet and Love On The War’s 

Frontline which are available on Amazon. Most of his new and old poems 

are also available on his official page Bleeding Heart Poet on Facebook. 

 

 



The Wait 

 

The old ring, 

A remembrance for the odd king, 

Lost its way amidst the watery depths. 

I waited for the lost plant to bear fruits again. 

I waited. 

The wait lasted an eternity. 

The ring came back from the depths of your memory, 

And resurfaced on the wrinkles  

Of my old skin. 

I am still waiting. 

For what? 

I remember not. 

Not anymore. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Wish 

 

The dried petals 

Carried away with them 

The sleep deprived soul’s 

Tiredness. 

I waited for you to deflower. 

I wish your silence to leave your cloudy bosom 

And 

Blossom like new leaves 

On that cold withered 

Stick that once was a rose tree. 



 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Word 

 

I shot a word through the loop of light. 

It whirred and purred, 

Somersaulted in my 

Frozen dreams, 

Melting away the icy silence. 

It darkened, 

And danced, 

On the precipice 

Of my shadows. 

The ripples of the 

Madness 

Kept me alive 

Awakening me in 

A new dream. 
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Writing a Will 

 

Dust specks on sill distract from all that’s happening 

outside my window [ garden wind ] 

What has that dust been? Through my pane a bird 

repeats monotonous 4-syllable declaration which 

harmonises with humming, single syllable gas heater. 

Otherwise sound is me, trying to settle, things. 

There’s my will to be written but dead fly to be removed 

so I can focus. Corpses distract. What could be said 

that hasn’t been said? Fly was alive, now it’s dead. 

(I doubt rhyme’s of any benefit) No need for eulogy 

but when did that stop anyone? Death is no trippy 

tragedy even if cause was pointful violence: 

insect spray, a fly swatter, a clap. 

(case of aforementioned fly) You won’t find pointful 

in a dictionary so feel free to feel miffed. Miffed is but 

perhaps should not be in dictionaries. It miffs me to use it; 

hence I would lose it. Annoyed sounds more apt. 

Miffed sounds delighted now that I bravely consider. 

Fly annoyed me so it deserved death by lethal handclap. 

I was miffed (delighted). Not clapped as in applauded, 

although flies are exquisite beings in a certain light. 

Alpha male in 4-wheel drive h o n k e d his horn, 

annoyed me but escaped death by clapping. 

Not so shy wee fly and it’s obvious why. Unlike me, 

a lizard would have eaten the fly and thought nothing. 

People die without wills, leave messes, are still eulogised 

extravagantly. So this for my fly then into the bin with scraps 

of other organic muck. One needs an image or two to ground 



a eulogy or it becomes mumble muddle. Mess doesn’t qualify 

as helpful image. Dead fly was somewhat flattened, broken 

at point of unceremonious removal. And I too now feel flat, 

have lost entirely any will to continue. 
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My arrogant silence 

 

My arrogant silence looms over me  

His voice like a truth 

Like a bumble bee 

My ears have the sight  

Each ear has the right 

To see! 

It is such a messy heaven 

Like taking a breath and given 

The reality of to be 

I am totally confused about that 

Mixing good things and bad 

Makes me as an island in the see 

And while contemplating  

My reality 

I found, yes I am that lonely island in the sea 

And while contemplating  

My reality 

I found that lonely person 

Is me! 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Woman looking for a tongue! 

 

they said your voice shouldn’t be heard 

we need a woman without sound 

then I asked my god 

o lord, do I count? 



and he answered me in short 

raise your voice and shout 

they said we need a perfect doll 

walking and stopping when we want 

but I am totally tweety bird 

so, I whispered: no, I cannot 

they said the good girl knows how to close her mouth 

she always pretends to ignore seeing revolutions in the north 

or in the south 

the good girl used to crawl 

she must hide the bright side of her soul 

good girl hasn’t any right 

or even fight for her vote 

the good girl couldn’t contemplate the faint light 

in mid of the road 

they said we need a plastic woman 

but, I act like a real woman 

so, they cried “be shy” 

but, I insisted to fly! 
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In March... 

 

In March when dry winds 

arrive, and the stooping woman 

still continues to sell 

last vestiges of  her fruits 

to the haggling, irate buyer 

whose bitter mouth 

would savour that one last 

taste, touch- 

when school children  

will shed off inertia 

and behave like this  

irksome wind, I will  

sit by the window 

and dream of poetry 

in hour glass 

in a transparent house 

of books, words, shelves 

with a dancing elf, and  

the wind's legerdemain  

hoisting boisterousness 

to write a poem, with these  

emerald shaped hills, 

standing in vastness of monoliths. 

History unceasing, high priests calling; 

the dahlias fading, and streams bursting 

into seams of violet hues. 

 

The winds will whisper of evenings 



and encrypted souls who lived 

in this hill town traversing history 

like gladiators in a war of hope. 

 

I will go to the monoliths again 

to see their ancient inscriptions 

while those sacred groves remain 

in muted silence, horizons of  

distant skies. 

 

Ananya Guha is from India. 

 



Artist 

 

mysteries always fascinate 

me, they pull me like the 

waves and when I imagine 

that they do not exist, some 

unseen force twists my tale 

 

last month I reached the 

tenth floor of an office 

building in Bangalore, in hope 

to clear the interview and get 

placed with a humble salary 

 

I waited, and waited, then my 

name was called, as I 

answered the questions, the 

panel mocked my situation 

 

all is fair in this world and so 

I smiled back... 

 

as I climbed down the stairs 

it struck me that the job offer 

had been quite a mystery 

since I had not applied at all 

 

it was a sudden call that  

morning, an offer much 

needed for a middle class 



unemployed and unmarried  

Indian middle aged woman, 

but the whole matter was 

quite enchanting to me 

 

I smiled, smoked a cigarette 

and decided again that never 

will I believe in miracles and 

coincidences... 

 

within three hours a dream 

came to me, a friend called 

to ask if I would create 

canvasses again, for if I do 

she will sell 

 

and I agreed... 

I decided to dream, a dream 

where I was invaluable 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Bee Killer 

 

Will the honey-bees know  

that I have destroyed their 

hive in broad daylight? 

 

Few would come back to see 

the hive gone, and see how  



some of their own have burnt 

and died 

 

by then I will have walked 

miles away with my prize and 

visit local bazaars of Kolkata 

to sell the honey. 

 

I have done this so many  

times to feed my wife and 

children 

 

and why will I not, after all I 

am neither literate nor rich, 

to work and earn 

 

I was born in a farmer's  

family but now I have given 

up and left my lands behind. 

 

Leave me alone, 

who needs farmers when the 

country can focus on other 

things, so I deserve to loiter 

 

and when I witnessed my  

elder son's death, I learnt 

hunger is an enemy that 

cannot be defeated... 

 



I walked miles to find a 

solution, a man is the guard 

of his family, yet there was 

nothing I could do 

 

so I killed. 

 

Millions of bees died to keep 

my children alive, 

 

and I keep awake in the nights. 
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Dust to Dust 

  

Apple pie mornings, 

childhood scraped knee, 

take me away again. 

  

Words spoken in secret 

to ears that won’t hear 

rattle around in the wind. 

  

Once upon a times 

don’t exist anymore, 

the universe swallowed them whole. 

  

Hand held friendships 

hopscotch off, 

chalk washed clean with tears. 

  

Distant moves, 

letters few, then none. 

Woeful news arrives. 

  

Missed laughter, 

tucked beneath the earth. 

Another venerable sidekick 

dances with the dust. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Turncoat September 



  

September is when we met. 

Four years romanced. 

September we were wed. 

September was ours, 

as leaves turned 

and flowers faded, 

love continued to grow. 

  

September’s resplendent sunsets. 

Twenty three years of 

autumn vacations 

filled our pockets with 

seashells and laughter. 

Warm currents, cool breezes 

called to us from grassed dunes. 

  

Small shore birds 

gamboling with the tide, 

warm sun on bare shoulders, 

sparkling light dancing 

on waves, beckon no more. 

Traitorous September storms 

now besiege, ravaging paradise. 

  

September took her from me. 

Now motherless I mourn. 

Her tender touch and wisdom gone. 

Ages passed in minutes. 

Tears no longer flow, 



pain ceased, hers, not mine. 

Life follows loss behind a closed door. 

  

September a turncoat 

brings sadness 

where once joy stood. 

Memories now ebb 

Into a distant mirage. 

Shifting tides and changing times, 

I say goodbye to September. 
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The Song 

 

A song it was 

A song singing of eternal youth 

As if having eternal youth 

Would cure my scars! 

 

A song, waking up my senses 

Sung in yet unknown tempos 

Invoking not in me the need to perform 

Dances, 

Yet, 

A song, made with perfumed fragrances! 

 

Listening to it as it flew itself to my ears 

I forgot that I harbour wounds 

Wished I solely to be lost its tunes 

To raise my senses higher and higher 

Higher still to touch the apex of mystical wisdom! 

 

The song it was, 

The song sung by all the people of Arts 

For it was that which would give them starts 

And allow them to touch stars! 

 

Pray, close your senses 

Open your soul 

You shall hear it too! 
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Passion 

  

The outcome of ecstasy is passion 

The world is full of joyful mansion 

Student is eager to by heart the lesson 

Family is passionately desire like ocean 

Study with passion is blessings in disguise 

Progressive desire is a wonderful rise 

Child crave for latent talent to blossom 

It is nothing but study with passion 

The poem comes out from elated heart 

But expressed in mouth with thoughtful tact 

Everyone succeeds with a passionate mind 

Leaves and flowers start dancing with wind 

Dance and drama are features of passion 

Sweet dreams urge as Pinnacle of motion 

Eternity of life spread fragrant aspiration 

Passionate desire trademarks as caption 
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Letters to Labonyo (whom I fondly call Sen) 

 

In between filters of a summer and noon gimmick, 

Three tongues have fled to my space, my head is a sentence of dark and 

darker matrixes 

They said I have a watch, a wrist cut in two halves, my veins pondering 

over the last sleeves of holocausts of American Dream in AB’s class 

I have tried soothing down like Brandon from an old cover, only that 

your beautiful hands when they touch me 

I remember how we felt in mid November  

And how the summers and tied to keep us in check - 

What is it about leaving and laughter? 

From your lips to mine, the Epic Gilgimesh turns down the sooty 

remixes of anaphora and in pledge, 

I shall write for you, and write for you. 

As the dawned promise, untried hands have still a waltz left  

Let us go 

Through the breeze - 

Up the lift 

And I shall twirl to your marmalade feet, box glasses, 

And ask you if once or twice  

If I could fall in love too, 

With someone who lived in me through unrhymes. 

You Are 

You Are 

A dishevelled perfection - 

You  

Will  

Find 

Love  

In Baudelaire. 
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Higher Education 

  

Tell me what it was like 

to lose your son. 

The lovely large black woman 

who sits across from me 

cries throughout every session. 

  

He had a cold. 

I took him to the doctor. 

A week later he was dead. 

  

Seventeen years old. 

  

The guys on his high school football team 

visit before practice. 

  

I almost didn’t come back to see you. 

I thought because you’re white, 

but that’s not it. 

It’s because I fear you might take 

my guilt away. 

  

And if I did? 

  

Then my son would really be dead. 

  

I interview her for a year, 

say very little. 

You know how to talk to me, she says. 

  

I interview her for my dissertation. 

I want to get a Ph.D. in psychology. 

  

She has a Ph.D. in misery. 
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Nerina 

(About Italian women who helped partisans to free 

our country from German soldiers during 2nd World War) 

 

Nerina rode her bike, 

pretending to be in a little hurry. 

The shots touched her saddle, 

her heart creaked in the trash. 

She swallowed messages 

and ink many times 

in order that the words 

were not extracted from her. 

She did not like to remember 

her fear while running in the barn, 

the adrenaline of dissent 

shone in her eyes 

and euphoria of the revolution 

was swinging. 

This epitaph Nerina wanted 

- I did not do anything special 

the strength of emancipation 

it must be our habitual courage.- 
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Elephant 

  

You always act surprised that I am here 

as though through day’s advance I’d disappear. 

You knew in morning -- even said goodbye – 

yet in the evening greet me with a sigh. 

I’m too big for you to hide away, 

a long-time boarder who will always stay 

right here, abrupt, with hunger never filled, 

with trunk that’s always busy, skilled 

at building barricades to happiness 

in ways that you can never guess 

until they’re done and you come home to find 

these bricks I’ve shuffled in; you’re never blind 

yet try to shoo me out like I’m some fly – 

a tiny thing you set no importance by 

but you always know I’m here, your secret doom, 

though no one else sees me, 

Elephant, 

in the room. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

  

Prince of the Apple Towns 

  

When Dad was prince of the apple towns  

I was minor princess of the Washington realm. 

My brother and I would mourn, later, 

for blossoms and lilacs and something warm 

that we almost knew in the early years 



before democracy of a mother’s kind: 

a move to a city house with roses-- 

left behind the red and yellow apples 

that graced the Fall with scent. 

  

When Dad was prince of the apple towns 

we were neither up nor down 

but on the rise, in a tiny house 

with hope for place and community. 

When we left him behind 

did the prince feel the shift, did the earth’s crust crack 

on the dry brown hills, in the irrigated orchards? 

  

Did a sun-warm apple on one summer day 

have meaning to him who gave it away 

or was it simply an easy gift to the visitor 

who happened to be me, his daughter? 

His kingdom was strange to me who lived elsewhere, 

dethroned. Was his sky still blue ‘til the end? He never said. 

 



 

Cleo Griffith has been published in Cider Press Review, Homestead 

Review and Iodine among others. A member of the Modesto CA Branch of 

National League of American Pen Women, she lives in Salida, CA with 

her husband Tom and their aptly-named cat, Tank. 

 

  



Grief 
 

Don’t ever let them tell you   

when or how to deal with it.   
It’s okay to turn your head away  

from those who say, “Get over it already.”   

To close your ears to the others   

who boast, “Be tough and let it go.”   
To walk past the ones   

who claim, “I know how you feel,   

but time will just heal it all anyway.”  
 

Grief is not a fine line   

but more like fine print   
on the hefty price tag for love.  

The interest is always high,   

and the grace period    
is always short. 

But it’s your debt, you see.   

It’s okay to pay it back  

whenever you want. 

 

Cord Moreski is a poet/teacher from Ocean Grove, New Jersey. He is 
the author of the chapbook Shaking Hands with Time (Indigent Press, 
2018) and was a nominee for Poet Laureate of Asbury Park (2016, 2018). 
When Cord is not writing, he teaches middle school children that poetry 
is awesome. Check him out @ http://www.cordmoreski.com. 

 



Unbroken Fast 

  

The breads too alive now to eat 

as this pen is suddenly too small for my hand 

as if one of us changed 

each person in their own light, their own dimension 

this snapshot deceives more than it informs 

like a connect the dots with only 1/10th of the dots  

and numbers in another language 

  

I tear yesterday off the calendar 

& today has no name, shadows 

a vague map on the blank white 

my bedroom light tendrilling into grey sky 

as if its the 60 watt sun 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Rained In 

  

So much rain falling 

none of the drops can be connected 

as one way as time 

crossed by the wind running from— 

the pressures always lower on some other side 

where people forgot to grow 

no stream to follow 

the trees swore the birds to secrecy 

  

The street looks like a river 



too dazed to flow 

my doors not ready to open yet 

a change in data 

a high probability of the same old shit 

odor free ennui 

  

The lone crow cant fly in this rain 

looking for an overhang to hop to 

  

Don’t know the rains color 

til it pools, too glutinous to bow 

the street is imagining soup— 

salt, fat and simmered roots 

  

If leaves decided to pull in and never let out 

seed going the wrong way on a one way 

when roots flower, when we gather enough pollen to rail 

before the wind clears the stage for more rain 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Solstic 

  

12/21, the return of the light— 

The futures the light? 

With ecotastrophe, trump, rampant greed 

For me this isn’t a time to look forward 

But to look back and appreciate 

How good ’17 was 

Hoping ’18 can come close 



That the shit don’t fall down 

Too close too soon 

  

& the shit can take so many forms: 

When all these random wheels— 

Coincidence, disease, lottery, police— 

Are spinning at once you know 

Your numbers gonna come up somewhere 

  

So i’m in training for a future 

Where playing the electric bass 

And having tai chi moves 

Will be beneficial 

Relaxed flexible ready 

Keeping a fluid, driving beat 

Thriving on repetition 

Able to swing out in any direction 

Like that 

 

 

 

Dan Raphael’s poetry collection Manything will be out this summer from 

Unlikely Books. Everyone in This Movie Gets Paid was published by Last 



Word Press in June of 2016. Dans poems have appeared in Caliban, The 

Opiate, Otoliths, Stealing Light and Grasslimb. 

 

 

 

 



Nice Guy 

 

Come take a reading 

Hear what I say, 

Don’t be afraid, 

Don’t walk away. 

Give me a chance 

And I’ll guarantee 

I’ll be your friend 

This you will see 

So come close, don’t be shy, 

And you’ll see I’m really a nice guy. 

 

David Fox has been published online and in print in places 

like Laughter Loaf, The Pink Chameleon and Aurorean. He edits his 

own family-friendly print magazine, The Poet’s Art. 

 



A Good Guy with A Gun 

 

A good guy with a gun 

Still kills someone 

A bad guy with a gun 

Leaves a mother without her child 

A bullet 

Is a bullet 

In all your hands 

Take away the ammunition and no one dies 

A good guy with a gun 

Still brings tears to 

Someone’s eyes 

Just take away the weapons 

Then no one dies 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Sea and Know 

 

I look around myself 

Never spending much time in.. 

Easier to cast my eyes 

Than knowing how I got to this place that I take in 

I look around 

Sometimes the words lie too much with me 

Calmer more relaxed they would take their place 

Open doors see a happier side 

See my inability to extinguish lies 

See and know 



That you can’t take this picture from me 

And God knows you tried 

Because I have looked deep and around myself 

And seen it here and now 

That I’m glad to know you 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

In a Brief Moment 

 

I’ve never 

Seen a 

Face 

Fill up so quickly 

 from the inside 

The sheer mention 

of his father’s name 

brought a forced back 

tear to his eyes 

the teenage bravado, 

coolness slipped 

and gone 

in a brief moment 

in one second in time 

I saw… 

A face fill up from the inside 

Remembering 

That his father… 

had died 

 



 

Born in 1964 in Liverpool, England, David R Mellor did not find his voice 

until his youth. Years of thinking he was nobody and treated as such. 

Including a period of homelessness in the desperate Thatcher Years. 

However, he hit the paper papering over the scars. Found understanding 

and belief through words. He has been published and performed widely 

from the BBC, The Tate, galleries and pubs and everything in between. 

His poems are autobiographical, others topical and several his take on 

life. 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCDv7wxWrTvakuOWl6NsrygA?view_as=subscriber#inbox/_blank


Under a Dome 
 

Let’s put them all in a great glass dome, 

separate from the world we’ve come to know. 

Infants of every color and race, 

let them decide how they’ll run this place. 

 

No teaching by humans personalities, 

only guidance by an unbiased machine. 

 

Not knowing any learned racial pain, 

see how much unity they could gain. 

See interracial marriage come about, 

no prejudice, none would they shout. 

  

And in the end society would be changed, 

a new insight we would certainly gain.] 

 

 
EG Ted Davis is a published poet within several online literary journals 

who resides in Boise, ID. 

 
 
 



Millennium 

 

A stegosaurus sleeps by the Taff. 

It groans muffled warps of patchwork dreams. 

Grinding his hips to the hardened brick, 

the red bull snorts a hyperbeat. 

 

Shoes and boots stamp on the tarmac streets 

over a piano missing keys, 

each dark gap a sharp flat, 

slicing through their egos and ids. 

 

A discarded match ticket skitters, 

somersaults over plans and dates. 

Crowds cheer and clap the monster 

as it slowly swallows their whole selves. 

 

Elle Pryor is from the UK and her poems and short stories have been 

published in numerous journals and magazines including The New 

Writer, The Cannon’s Mouth, South Jersey Underground and several 

print anthologies. She has recently gained a Distinction for a Masters in 

English Literature and Creative Writing and is working on a novel. 

 

 



Voices 

 

My life hangs on a string. 

Carving of a sea bass, glazed ceramic. 
I'm not alone in this. 

There's the scallop shell, 

The seagull and the crab. 

Together, we form an ensemble. 
Making music is our passion 

Though the means to it 

Remain at times elusive. 
 

Stale air makes no music, 

Don’t you see? 
What are we without the wind? 

Dumb. 

 
Our voices are not ours to claim 

If they need to be rustled  

From without. 

So we wait, 
And we wait, 

For our strings to be tugged,  

Our bodies to collide; 
Puppetry of another kind. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
 

After D.H. Lawrence 

 
Today, before breakfast, 

I was reading a poem  

By D.H. Lawrence, 

A rather unabashed declaration 
Of his amorous affections 

To his lady -  

Mr Lawrence hoping to 
Spend eternity with 

His face down buried 

Between her breasts; 
His still heart full of security 

And his still hands 

Full of her breasts. 
What a way to spend eternity 

I thought and wondered how  

I should like to spend mine - 
Me with my face down 

Buried between books; 

My still heart full of  



A confidence in  
An inexhaustible supply 

Of books and my hands, 

May they never be still 
But be found turning 

Leaf after leaf after leaf… 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
 

The Inexorables 

 
Pearly not-so-whites - 

Misaligned with room for 

A whistling tune or two. 
 

Cheeks - 

No, more like saggy pouches. 
If only one's money pouch could  

Sag as much. 

 

Lines - 
Need I convince you 

On Time's perverse pursuit 

In the fine art of etching? 
 

Clumps - 

Not again.  
That smart alec drain stopper 

Brings to your attention 

Each time you shampoo. 
 

Eyes - 

No matter the long or short  

Of them,  
Observe their comrades 

With unforgiving acuteness still. 

 
After all, what is the body  

But an exoskeleton, a receptacle? 

More often than not, 
A phoney representation 

Of the contents you carry inside. 

Then again, when did 
One's sense of mortality not sting? 

 

Life. 
That long train of inexorables - 

Which someone else paid  

For your passage,  



Thinking it would be the ride 
Of your life. 

 

Ellen exchanged her corporate heels for paintbrushes in 2007 and had 

since embarked on a journey from Singapore to Thailand as a 
self-taught artist. When she is not painting, Ellen enjoys going on 
solitary walks in woodlands and along beaches where Nature’s 
treasure trove impels her to document her findings and impressions 
using the language of poetry. Her works have recently been published 
in The Ekphrastic Review. 

 



We don’t live here anymore 

 

Walking halfway in the middle of the sun, 

we paused and remembered the shrinking roof in our home - it sheds 

rain of doom, and mushrooms of misery. 

It’d punctured holes up there and turned our once-beautiful cottage 

into a cave of falling oceans. 

We had dreamt of a home birthed into a home of walking glories. 

They are; the sweepers of the yard, grazers of the ranch. 

Perhaps when they come, they’d become inheritors of a barren home - 

caretakers of the cob-webs, chasers of the walls geckos, and watchmen 

of the falling trees. 

We don’t live here anymore; 

We live where broken souls do not see light. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Elegy for a dead home 

 

We no longer world of mortals; 

We don’t do things like them again. 

Our homes are distinct - arms apart, body-decomposing, 

shadows-exhuming. 

We’re here, beneath the ground, dug up 

six feet at the backyard, sleeping on our cradle bed. 

We hear their scuffing feet approaching -  hitting the boulder, clearing 

the shards of our home. 

How we never wished to end up here - a celestial home of infant 

sorrows. 

How we never chose to be pedigrees of a dead home. 

We are sleeping here; our home laid this bed for us, we're victims of its 

remains. 

We’ll inhale peace here; 



We’ll tell God our home killed us. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Language a body understand 

 

Brother, let’s talk about you. 

Your body in question. 

Don’t tell me why i do not take these things. 

My body is a home where peace joggles in and out. 

I am not you. Your body is a dark room where smoke & souls combat. 

You are the god of your body; 

I see the night in your hands, and the contours of your vein creeping 

out of you. 

You snap your head into your palm, you fuel it in - darkness 

overwhelms  you. 

It sends you to a desert of falling skies. 

There your counterparts never return from. 

You preach peace to me when your body is a temple of chimneys & 

smoke. 

 



 

Emmanuel Ojeikhodion is a Lagos-based Writer who majors in poetry. 

He writes with a tortured soul. His poems have been published in Praxis 

Magazine. He studies English and Literature at the University of Benin, 

Southern Nigeria. 

 

 



The Poet’s Mother Speaks 

 

I never meant for this, 

this housewife life, I wanted 
to be famous, like Carol Burnett, 

only funny. I can sing 

like Sophie Tucker, dance 

too, if you ask. But my father 
  

told me that actresses are like prostitutes 

and what would the neighbors say – a nice girl 
like that up there on the stage? 
And then, there was the college 

fight. For what do you need 
 

education? You’re gonna be 
changing diapers. The baby 
he was talking about is my daughter, 

who just happens to be writing 

this poem. And I would   
 

tell her the exact same thing 

my father told me. 
It’s okay to want something in life, 

just keep it to yourself. The neighbors, 

God bless them, they don’t gotta know. 
 

But to his advice, I’d add my own. 

Pack everything. Think of life 

as your suitcase and you never 
know what you might need. 

Stuff it with shoes and education, 

 
extra socks and a little hidden 

cash. Have a backup plan 

for when you’re husband admits 
he’s had some floozy all these years 

and you’d leave him if you could. 

 
Have it all packed up and ready 

and then put it in the closet. 

The hall one that nobody uses. 

In fact, if you push it back far enough, 
no one will even know it’s there. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The People I’m Wearing 

  



are piled on like old, 
thin coats.  Layer on 

layer, and threadbare 

as each one is, combined, 
they puff me up like 

a cloud about to rain. 

  

My parents, of course, 
and the men who loved me 

and those who didn’t. 

Friends I drifted from and 
friends who pulled away. 

  

Each morning it’s the same. 
Trying to fit my clothes 

over the people I’m wearing. 

Tug and buckle and bulge. 
And when I go through 

 

the rest of my day, I look 

at all the people I have yet 
to meet. I can’t help but 

wonder, how on earth 

will they ever fit? 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 
There we were, 

 

that night with the whole earth 
swooning through the white star 

galaxy, that moment where 

the space inside us, too, filled 

with light. Sparkles of love 
playing like a Chopin etude, 

notes watering into one another. 

Yes, we were young, and yes, 
we believed that the stars retained 

their brightness through the universe, 

the daily disappointments, the outside 
attraction or two, and that by the time 

the light reached us here, it would be 

exactly as strong as the day it began. 

 



 

Francine Witte is the author of four poetry chapbooks and two flash 

fiction chapbooks. Her full-length poetry collection, Café Crazy, has 
recently been published by Kelsay Books. She is reviewer, blogger, 
and photographer. She is a former English teacher. She lives in NYC. 

 



The Big Lies 

(by Erich Fried/ Translated by Germain Droogenbroodt) 

 

 

 

The big lies 

don’t really have  

short legs. 

Their legs 

only appear to be short 

because their arms 

are so long. 

The arms 

of the big lies 

stretch so far 

of truth, 

they can make legs 

or skeletons. 

 



 

Germain Droogenbroodt was born in Rollegem, the Flemish part of 

Belgium, where Dutch is one of the official languages. In 1987, he 

moved to the Mediterranean artist village of Altea and integrated in 

Spanish literary life. Germain Droogenbroodt is an internationally 

appreciated poet, translator, publisher and promoter of modern 

international poetry. 

 

 



Unexpected blessing 

 

It happened like this 

Out of the blue 

Tummy getting thick 

Did not know what to do 

 

Thought it was December’s excess 

Nothing could have prepared her for that news 

She will be starting the year with a stress 

Little Alicia was screwed 

 

Holidays were gone and so was her December lover 

Leaving a present with neither exchange access 

Nor refunding offer 

 

No alternatives than to keep it 

She had to deal with the fact 

No more alcoholic drinks 

Or high heels that are going ruin her back 

 

Back to her lonely apartment 

Little Alicia started to cry 

Having nobody on whom to rely 

 

But then realised that in a few months 

Loneliness will come to an end 

As she’s going have somebody who will now hold her hand 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 



 

 

Lost Souls of the 21st Century 

 

Hi-tech, smartwatch and brand clothes 

For them only the outside matters 

Judging people on what they are wearing 

Without noticing the scars they are hiding  

Why would they ever bother 

He just bought those new expensive shoes 

Means things for him are getting better 

Not knowing he’s debt-ridden 

Trying to impress the neighbour’s daughter 

Rounds off the end of the month using ruse 

Another soul trapped in that materialistic world 

For some trends that will swirl 

Oh 21st century, what have you done 

Your modernization glory is where it all began 

Inner beauty and human concern are being bypassed 

For now, to be seen you must shine like stars 

 

 

Gina Parbhoo, aged 23, is an educator who is passionate about 

literature and writing. She participated in her first slam contest in the 



summer of 2018 at the Kreol International Festival, a very famous event 

in Mauritius. Her hobbies include photography, watching DIY videos and 

romantic films, and crafting. Her besetting sin is, of course, shopping. 

 



THE ANXIOUS POET 

 

I lie in bed and listen. The fan hums and the pencil scraps. 

 

My mind wonders painfully on and on. one useless thought after 

another, looping continuously onto each other with no purpose, idea or 

knowledge. 

 

The well within rises up, like a flood and chokes me. 

 

Then... a new sound. 

 

The pounding of my own heart. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

RECONNOITRE 

 

I DELVE INTO LIFE. 

I QUESTION MY REALITY. 

I EXAMINE, SEARCH AND SEEK. 

  

LET US TOUR THIS EARTH. 

DISCOVER ITS GLORIES. 

  

LET US LEAVE NO STONE UNTURNED! 

LET US TURN INSIDE OUT! 

  

LET US SCRUTINIZE EVERY BOUNDARY 

AND INQUIRE UPON EVERY WHIM. 

  



DARLING, LET US BE FREE. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Unique Half-Moon Shape 

 

The light filters softly through the window 

Highlighting the dust particles in the air 

  

The unique half-moon shape from the shadows of collected items in the 

lights path, rests on the maroon, floral carpet 

  

She counts the petals in their motif and imagines a secret garden 

  

She descends into the light and clumsily attempts her sultry look 

  

The curve of her mocks all pre-conceptions of beauty and grace. And 

her eyes playfully dance at the shadows of the trees onto the walls 

  

Her veil is strategic 

Her mystery is breath-taking 

 

 



Ginger Cochran is an artist and emerging poet, residing in Denton 

Texas. She is currently working on her first poetry collection, Doorways, 

to be published in 2019. To read her visit www.selflabeled.blogspot.com. 

She is also the founder and director of Envision Arts, a premier fine art 

collective, and editor for Envision Arts Magazine. To learn more please 

visit www.envisionartshow.com. 
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The Dog 
 

My mother-in-law brought the dog home the day after I brought my baby home. 
The thing was huge, a great big standard poodle, fully grown with black eyes 
nearly covered in thick curly brown fur. It never made a sound, just watched everyone 

moving around the house, every once in a while asking to be let out the back door. 
  
The dog didn’t react at all to me or my son, didn’t 

come over to smell the baby, or greet me, or do anything different at all. 
It just watched us moving around the house, so quiet 

eventually running upstairs to hide in its crate 
when the baby’s cries were too loud. 
I never even thought of petting the dog 

never saw anyone else touch it, either, never could figure out 
  
why my mother-in-law had brought it home. 

I don’t even remember it having a name. 
A few months later, the dog was gone, and no one ever mentioned 
what had happened to it, why it wasn’t there any more 

why it had even been there in the first place. 
I remember walking around my mother-in-law’s house 
peering into side rooms, looking for the dog, the dog crate 

some random squeaky toy, a gnawed-on rawhide bone, 
anything belonging to a dog 

  
but it was like there had never been a dog in the house at all. 
 

 
Holly Day’s poetry has recently appeared in The Cape Rock, New Ohio Review, 
and Gargoyle. Widely published, her newest poetry collections are A Perfect Day for 
Semaphore, In This Place, She Is Her Own, A Wall to Protect Your Eyes, I’m in a Place 
Where Reason Went Missing, and The Yellow Dot of a Daisy. 

 



Sparkling Night 

 

Have you noticed that 

the night carries within her 

all the day light 

its most fragile 

low sounds 

its most daring 

high ones 

 

Fanciful night 

bursting into laughter 

while awaiting the day 

and the life within 

its whispers 

its passions 

and all the suitable sounds 

gradually unfolding 

as time goes on 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Huguette Bertrand is a French-Canadian poet and editor, born in 

Sherbrooke, Qc, Canada. She has published 38 poetry books listed on 

her website. Her poems were also published in many poetry journals and 

anthologies in Canada, France, U.S.A., Romania. India and on many 

websites the last 20 years. Her poems were also translated in Arabic, 

Romanian, Italian, Korean, Russian, Turkish and Vietnamese. She 

participated to poetry shows, book shows, exhibition of her poetry on 

photos in Québec and in France, gave workshops in Quebec and France. 

She is the Canadian representative of the international movement 

Immagine & Poesia, Italy, and editor of anthologies for this said 

movement. 

 



Loose Ends 

 

There was a time- 

back, long ago- 

when they were friends; 

  

but, now, 

with time running out, 

they’ve become 

just loose ends; 

  

something to put in order; 

something to put in place; 

  

trying to associate 

for one last time, 

fond memories 

with a long-lost face; 

  

loose ends 

that need to be tied, 

cropped 

and                   

for all future time 

put 

in their final place. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

In Search of Your Limbo? 



 

I mean, 

once you get there 

you’ll hardly know it; 

  

it’s small, 

but there’s 

lots of room 

for growth; 

  

just stay 

straight on 

the way you’re going; 

  

you’ll pass 

places like- 

“Wanting;” 

“Desire;” 

“Togetherness;” 

“Possessing;” 

“Lust;” 

  

oh, 

by the way, 

there are no signs 

welcoming you to town, 

just a feeling; 

  

a sense- 

that all is quiet; 



all is still; 

all is static; 

  

when you look around 

and see 

nothing 

and nobody- 

  

you’ll know 

you’re there… 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

They All Do the Same Thing 

  

When it gets close- 

though it’s far away 

enough to be imperceptible- 

they know; 

  

they know 

before they know- 

and you don’t know- 

‘til the near-to, 

the very end; 

  

but the signs are there; 

  

they withdraw; 

they become private- 



sometimes they end up angry- 

  

but all the time, 

distancing themselves 

from you 

and 

the life you lived, 

shared, 

laughed over, 

cried over- 

  

with them- 

  

leaving- 

in their own way- 

  

until 

  

any emotionality is gone; 

 

any connection is thread-bare; 

  

going; 

going; 

                                                

until, 

finally- 

one day- 

they can close their eyes 

and be at peace 



with themselves. 

 

 

J. H. Johns grew up and came of age while living in East 

Tennessee and Middle Georgia. His goal is to surround his house with 

all sorts of vegetation so as to obscure it from the gaze of the “locals”. He 

is assisted in this task by his coonhound buddy and companion, Roma. 

He is a widely published 2018 Pushcart nominee. 

 



The Whisper 

 

Into the vale hidden in lost dreams lies a whisper,  

A whisper that is filled with ambiguity and restlessness.  

It is nighttime and stars flickering in the sky call to the  

Whisper as echoes of lost hours, echo the darkness of  

The tarnished year: “Where is mercy, and dignity,” the  

Whisper asks. “Where is honesty and nurturing?” 

 

 

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. 

 

 



Let’s Bring It Together 

 

There is no obstacle 

That we can’t surmount. 

We only need to arrive 

At the middle way. 

The clarion call has gone forth 

From those effected by this manufactured crisis. 

 

Even though neither side 

Will be satisfied with the end result 

It’s a must that we reach 

A compromise that is suited 

To the safety and welfare 

Of the people. 

 

Let’s bring it together 

And put the people first! 

All of this bickering on both sides 

Serves no one but our enemies 

Who see a weakness 

That they can exploit. 

 

If we work as one for the benefit 

Of the nation we serve, 

We shall find our greatest strength. 

We can cross the bridge if we think 

Of the good of our nation. 

Let’s bring it together! 

 



<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

In Due Time 

 

I 

Believe 

In due time 

Good things will come 

Through persistent prayer 

And unwavering faith 

We will see the reason for 

This difficult time in our lives 

And we will emerge victorious 

The future hold unlimited blessings. 

 

James R. Campbell is from Odessa, Texas. 

 

 

 

 



That’s all, folks 

  

these mornings my dreams 

seem to lack production values 

  

on the asphalt in the back lot 

the noir misplaced 

uneven between the scenes 

  

the director’s chair 

blown against an earlier century 

  

waiting for that new kid 

chewing words at an angle 

confident that the world 

  

understands the lines 

  

a lone sparrow drifting 

making feast of scattered crumbs 

  

then the ocean’s tracer light 

soundtracks of distant bikes 

revs through the outland of dawn 

  

a crew rustling for breakfast 

  

the waves as near as skin 

you singing in your sleep 

those big band auditions 



  

bringing in technicolour 

 

 

James Walton is an Australian poet. He was a librarian, a farm 

labourer, a cattle breeder, and mostly a public sector union official. He is 

published in many anthologies, journals, and newspapers. 

 

 

 



To My New Lover 
  
I shall learn to love you 
in increments. This way I shall 
contain my fear. 
 
“In increments” works a treat, 
is gentle and 
nurtures the spirit. 
A sidelong glance, 
a gasp of realization, 
 
a tiny fist begins to pulse 
around my heart. 
 
I can take it all in increments. 
 
That’s how I shall learn to love you, 
as I learned to drive, 
a new objective every day 
 
because 
 
when you use up an increment, 
another immediately takes its place, and it 
continues – incrementally 
 

forever… 

 

 



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. 

 

 



Posing 

  

They stand, leaning on the low brickwork of the esplanade, 

their backdrop, the vast wall of a Grand Hotel, 

a grey cliff broadcasting war’s lingering austerity. 

She is in a light cotton dress so it is probably summer. 

He is wearing a three-piece suit, 

pinched around his waist by a single button. 

His side pockets bulge and in his breast pocket 

there is a clip showing, probably a pen. 

  

His hand cupped around her slim waist, 

the tips of his fingers only, 

lightly touching the fabric of her dress. 

Her one visible arm and a hand held still. 

He attempts a smile 

but she holds the lens with a steady gaze. 

  

And now the years pass, 

here they are again, 

four grown-up children gone. 

He holds his hands together behind his back 

and her hands, 

dangling heavily on either side of her, 

want nothing. 

 



 

Jim Conwell has lived most of this life, in various parts of London. He 

has worked as a psychotherapist for nearly 35 years. He currently has 

had poems published in various magazines including The English 

Chicago Review, The Fenland Reed, The Frogmore Papers, The 

Interpreter’s House, The Journal and The Lampeter Review, and has 

had two poems shortlisted in the Bridport Poetry Prize. He is married to 

Annemarie van der Meer and they have eight grandchildren.  

 

 

 



Sweet Comfort 

 

After eating three cookies, memories    

of  being  twenty years old surround me.  

Light bright dazzling, so fast, so sure 

on high heels hurrying to work. 

He ran but couldn’t catch up. Another 

one of those out-of-towners. 

  

Now  fifty years later, it must considered 

what actually must be done on my LIST. 

For sure would rather collapse on 

the couch.  Stare out the window.  

Better yet sink into bed. Lie down 

blissfully and read, read, read. 

  

Yet I must get up try to conquer just 

one chore of dreaded housework. 

Cookies beckon me. Three real 

buttery spicy Vermont cookies. 

I surrender to this sweet magic, 

soothing a cascade of years. 

  

The Joker 

 

That playing card running wild 

with royalty. Blending straights, 

changing suits in a flash 

  

His checker board waistcoat 



bedazzling us, making us 

dizzy with longing. 

  

Then again meaningless, 

muddled in the deck. Another 

bad hand,  dealt more trouble. 

  

Light on his toes poised 

to leap sky high. 

  

Ambidextrous in more ways 

than one.  Juggling and 

spinning bangles in air. 

  

A picture of deceit… 

slippery smile plastered 

over his mask. 

  

Cowering yet flushed with 

treachery.  Sly yellow eyes, 

green spangled pantaloons. 

  

What trick is he up to now? 

  

Amazing How 

 

Only last Thursday 

after another morning 

of rushing late to work 

as freezing winds pushed 



me along grey avenues. 

You shouted my name 

in the middle of Main Street 

calling me “Poet” 

when instantly calendars 

and clocks were swept away 

by your smile. 

 

 

Joan McNerney’s poetry has been included in numerous literary 

magazines such as Seven Circle Press, Dinner with the Muse, The 

Pangolin Review, Moonlight Dreamers of Yellow Haze, 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. 

 



A Grave of Dust 

(A short memory of my Grandmother. Gould’s Street, Cork) 

 

(Anne Higgins) 

 

I traced my finger through the dust, 

On the old framed photograph, 

Revealing first her eyes, 

That had watched me play. 

Then the mouth, that had taught me, 

And sung soft lullabies at night, 

The face that still held beauty, 

Her hair without the silver strands, 

That it would turn one day. 

The dress not out of fashion, 

Classic it its style; 

She had turned many a man’s head, 

In her day. 



My memories went flooding back, 

To places that I thought I had forgotten, 

Poignant reflections of the past, 

In that dusty photograph, 

That had covered her like clay. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Eternal Waltz 

 

 

We waltzed all around the floor - 

As if we had grown butterfly wings. 

And first day of summer had come. 

Swirling through all other days - 

As if they didn’t exist, 

While the orchestra was playing our song. 

 

It was just like that time in Vienna,  

The night of the Emperor’s Ball, 

When the flickering candles 

Highlighted your hair - 



And Strauss, was conducting 

The Blue Danube waltz. 

 

The world was at peace,  

And we were in love,  

Although, we both knew we were travellers in time;  

You asked, ‘could we stay here forever’? 

I replied, ‘let’s wait until forever arrives’. 

  

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Silent Day 

 

 

This is a day of silence, 

When birds don’t even sing, 

And rivers do not gargle over stones. 

Way out on the island 

Swans tuck their heads into their wings - 

While on the reeds, not a puff of wind is blown. 

It is as if a phantom 

Had appeared before the dawn, 

Searching for any sound 

That dares to thread; 

And those that know of loneliness, 



Will feel their sorrow more today, 

Remembering the passing of their dead. 

There will be no flags flying when I’m dead, 

Only leafs waving goodbye; 

If they look to you like captured birds, 

I ask you please to let them fly. 

  

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Passing by a forest in evening 

 

 

This place I passed as evening fell, 

A forest of the sweetest smells; 

Preparing its fragrance for the night, 

As acorns silently closed their shells. 

  

I paused to watch through melting light, 

As the sunlight filtered out of sight. 

Seducing colours to appear, 

Calling day birds back from flight. 

  

With flapping wings, they circled there, 

Then into green leaves and disappear, 

Singing their last songs in the trees, 



A choir of nature, for all to hear. 

  

But that evening they just sang for me, 

As if they choose this hour for to see; 

If they could tempt a soul to flee - 

With a swan song for their final plea. 

 

 

John Anthony Fingleton was born in Cork City, in the Republic of 

Ireland. His poems have been published in journals and anthologies in 

Ireland, UK, USA, India and France; he has had three plays produced 

as well. His first solo collection Poems from the Shadowlands was 

published in November 2017. 

 

 

 



Me 

 

I am never me, 

I am always me. 

 

I have to uncover myself 

to find the now me. 

 

Me hides, 

me sneaks out 

quite unexpected;. 

 

Me reveals a sliver 

teasing at times, 

tempting at times, 

boring at times; 

 

me is surprising 

to even myself 

 

Me is hard to release, 

even harder to control 

 

Embarrassing, revealing, 

naked, clad 

me,  

take me now, 

take me later 

 

enjoy all of me’s. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Poem 2 

 

Go back 

I am told, 

retrace the path. 

I can’t. 

I can’t go back  



to recapture 

those moments, 

or to erase 

those moments. 

It’s over. 

The past stays 

in the past. 

  

There is no 

magnification glass 

to enlarge the 

pleasure 

There is no 

analgesia 

to eliminate the pain. 

It remains captured 

for me to remember 

just as it was. 

It is there 

to instruct, 

and I, remain 

the beneficiary, 

or I remain 

the accused. 

 



 

John Collins is a retired Pharmacist and Educator. He has been writing 

for 40 years and has just begun to submit. His work has appeared In The 

Pangolin Review, Dissident Voice and Fourth and Sycamore. He is a life 

long Coastal Virginia resident. 

 

 



Photosynthesis 
 

Photosynthesis reveals 

a meditation 
dreamscape of fossils, 

a cosmic crawl  

toward life force 

past and present. 
 

Photosynthesis reflects 

a solar glow of  
watery inhalation 

breathing dark matter 

a disjointed pigment  
of a blue green ghost. 

 

Photosynthesis offers 
a folly  

of  burst molecules 

electric in a swampy skin 

an ephemeral ocean  
of death and decay. 

  

Photosynthesis proclaims 
a dazzled synthesis  

of sugary  

transfer 
an emerald  glow 

beyond    

measured time, 
the end and beginning 

twisted  

in an eternal web.   

 
John Raffetto, a lifelong resident of Chicago, has been published in 
print and various online magazine such as Gloom Cupboard, 
Wilderness House, BlazeVox, Literary Orphans, Olentangy Review & 
Exact Change. Nominated for Pushcart Prize 2017, he holds degrees 
from the University of Illinois and Northeastern Illinois University. He 
worked as a horticulturalist and landscape designer for many years at 
the Chicago Park District which was a rich environment for drawing 
inspiration for poems concerning nature, people and the city. John is 
currently a adjunct professor at Triton College. 

 
 



Optional 

 

The mind of man is made  

of myriad fireflies;   
the pathway to his heart,  

of so many dead ends.  

 

He would send out help across the world  
to a group of schoolchildren  

trapped in a flooded cave;  

 
But he wouldn’t lift a finger  

to keep the nearby waters  

from filling a mass grave. 

 

Jules Elleo is working on his first full-length manuscript of poems in 

Brussels, Belgium. 

 



Lethargy 

 

She used to love how he looked when he slept. 

Peaceful expression, 

rhythmic soft breaths, 

a gentle snore. 

She would lie in his arms 

on cold autumn afternoons. 

He wore a warm navy blue sweatshirt, 

and they napped 

in a dying ray of golden light. 

Thirty-two years later, 

three kids and two mortgages and 

six forgotten anniversaries later, 

she scowled at him as he slumbered 

in the stained recliner. 

His mouth gaping wide open, 

his snore much louder now, 

halitosis and a trickle of drool. 

If she needed an answer to a question 

or thought she heard a noise at night in the kitchen 

or the youngest threw up on the bathroom floor, 

he snoozed, 

untroubled, oblivious. 

There was once a bat in the attic—a bat!— 

and he dozed peacefully through the 

shrieks and chaos. 

She chased it out of the house with a broom. 

Their oldest was three hours late for curfew, 

and she was calling hospitals 

and writing eulogies in her head, 

and his legs jerked a little in his repose. 

She knew it wasn’t the worst problem you could have. 

He wasn’t running around on her 

or gambling or drinking. 

But she was tired too 

and would have liked a chance to dream. 

 



 
Karen Steiger has been writing fiction most of her life. She is relatively 

new to poetry. The founder and sole contributor to The Midlife Crisis Poet 

(www.themidlifecrisispoet.com), Karen has poetry which will appear in 

future editions of Arsenika and Kaleidotrope. Her poem Home was also 

selected for a dramatic reading at the Jersey City Writers’ Genre Night in 

April 2018. 

 



Morning Thoughts 

 

She lay in bed 

Every morning 

And watched the clock 

Tick to 6 in the morn. 

Her mind still restless, 

Her eyes never staying closed 

For more than a few seconds. 

She spoke with him 

And dreamt of better days. 

Days that might never happen. 

Her lips frowned, 

But he told her to smile 

And so she did. 

She stayed up late sometimes, 

Just to be able to talk 

To someone who has a similar mind. 

Just to be able to have a conversation 

That was deeper than a couple words 

Here and there. 

They indulged themselves 

In words that they had been craving, 

Words that they didn’t know even existed 

Until they had met. 

Conversations that meant more to her 

Each and every day and 

Sometimes she wonders 

If he thinks of her at 6 at night, 

With darkness slowly approaching. 



And sometimes she hopes 

That she crosses his mind, 

When he’s in the middle of his day 

And he smiles at the thought of her. 

And so she smiles now, 

As she thinks of him, 

At 6 in the morn. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Restless 

 

Her hands shaking 

Her mind racing. 

A million questions 

On the brink of her lips. 

But only one dances through: 

Do you love me? 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Quietly 

 

Her limbs were always too loud, 

Her voice always too quiet. 

She lay in bed as silently as possible, 

She listened to the darkness around her. 

Words hummed against her skin. 

Leaving welts where they grazed, 

Leaving pain where there was love. 



The tears flowed freely, 

His mouth quieted above her lips, 

His eyes squinted at her face. 

She felt him sigh, 

Against her chest. 

She felt him resign, 

Holding her hands. 

She whispered 

And hoped for his touch once more. 

 

 

Kesha is a passionate poet still in search of herself. She currently lives 

in a small town where no one knows her. She enjoys long walks (when 

the weather permits it) and writing in her free time. 

 

 



Determining How and Why 

 

Even with platted dreams, most folks don’t fully accept reality’s other possibility; 

Substantiated industrial side roads, as well as many less advertised byways, count 

Coup’s only when Native Americans, business rivals, misused lovers, feel concern. 

The rest of us receive remnants from copiously polished, externally funded projects. 

  

Rain is going to fall. Birds are going to sing. People will continue to talk in ways 

Both hypocritical and sanctimoniously about baize-covered tables, smalt figurines, 

Protocols calling for vertiginous changes. It’s assuredly unlikely they’ll hash over 

Callirams; only scholars tend to grasp tiny nuances presented on paper or airwaves. 

  

See, pecuniary matters reflect more than pretentious flora and fauna. They’re inclined 

To skip past liminal stages of babies born from consanguineous relationships, to jump 

On international comities, on local care providers, and on contrasting watercolor tints. 

Therefore, such persons are akin to ogres, not sweeter cave-dwellers or fairy princesses. 

  

When finally leaving sanctuary, no groups successfully avoid life’s significant fluxes. 

None wants to search without professional assistance, to be repeatedly hurt or violated. 

It’s sufficient to avoid scary places like Kyrgyzstan, Saint Lucia, to insist that premature 

Thanks stays similar to entanglements with dementia-causing anticholinergic drugs. 

 

 

Life is precious. Our words need to reflect this verity. Accordingly, KJ Hannah 

Greenberg tilts at social ills and personal evolutions via poetry, prose and other 

forms of creative expression. Her books and short works evidence these values. 



 



And Then April 

A white-noise hum through fast trees, 

nervous jellyroll window screens trembling, 
April – at 60 miles-an-hour –  

slinging chenille petals against the windows,  

spring’s fluent gust glory, tree limbs are 

each lawn’s akimbo as shutters hang 
sauced and wild, a deer jumps through 

a hole in night's silver, destination: Reno 
  

Unfolding Urban Oceans 

 
It’s a day to toss an ocean in – 

all squint sweat cling sun 

looking for slim slant water 
download, summer runs hot,  

getting kicks on fryer sidewalks  

that wish they had a dime for  
every raw egg, when children  

need fire hydrant comedy to 
outdistance the rumba of swelter 

Lee Felty is a poet who brings her readers a new approach to their 
world. She’s a pantser who’s been writing poetry for ten years. Her 
works may be found at From Whispers to Roars, Literary Yard and 
hedgerow. 

 

 

 



Poetry 

 

I have walked this road before 

Have searched in vain 

Upon distant shores 

Have kissed your  

lips a thousand times 

Have held your hand 

as you held mine... 

For you are more than 

just a feeling 

You are memory 

Awoken 

Revealing 

More than dream 

You are to me- 

For you... are the love, 

I so longingly seek 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Micro Poetry 

 

Feelings of woe 

fill my heart 

waiting for words  

never to part… 

 



 

Lynn Long (https://zolanymph1.blogspot.com/) is a poet, writer, 

aspiring novelist, daydreamer and believer in the impossible. She has 

been published namely in Antarctica Journal, Duane’s PoeTree, In 

Between Hangovers, Stanzaic Stylings, Poetry Poetics Pleasure and 

Whispers. 

 



One thousand frogs 

  

1 

Today I saw one thousand frogs 

They came nearby me 

I'm falling in my sorrow. 

  

2 

They were sure 

that you would come. 

Divine journey. 

  

3 

They are all sad. 

Yes,  all one thousand of them 

dressed in mourning. 

  

4 

They were happy 

to baptize you with love, 

to give you the song. 

  

5 

No! I don't cry 

But if not, is it their croaking 

that makes me blue? 

  

6 

My sweet frog, 

my rose petal, 



---am I already dead? 

  

7 

This is life. 

But your charm reminds me 

of my promise. 

  

8 

Fate sometimes 

swallows darkness, too 

and rejects it. 

  

9 

Japan is far away, 

but your scent lives 

even in my eyes. 

  

10 

It will be autumn 

when we can meet together. 

The thousand frogs are all calling to you, to you! 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Ukiyo-e Artist 

  

A Ukiyo-e print 

is Japanese art 

a painting in the early Renaissance period 

a Greek painting, 



an old Dutch painting, 

a fine work of art. 

  

Van Gogh loves Ukiyo-e prints, 

He created his own art 

Like Rembrandt, Potter, Hals, Van der Mail whom he respected 

Like Ostade and Roy D’Alar 

He made his color 

In Arles 

He painted a sunflower 

In Saint-Rémy 

He drew a straw and a wheat field 

Right now I 

I am facing one who loved Ukiyo-e 

A faint sound that touches the age - 

Although I loved Ukiyo-e 

Is it an auditory illusion like sobbing? 

  

My hot eyes are 

Chasing after it. 



 

Maki Starfield was born in Ehime, 1972. She earned her Master of Arts 

from Sophia University, and then got the diploma of International 

business management (postgraduate) with Honors from Niagara College 

and the certificate of TESOL from St.George International College in 

Canada, and Doctor of Confucianism from Lanzi Confucian Academy in 

Hong Kong on December of 2018. She has recently been performing as a 

painter as well as a poet. She participated in Design Festa Vol.40 in 

Tokyo Big Site in 2014 and recently contemporary art exhibitions. She is 

a member of Japan Universal Poets Association. 

 

  



Life of a Dream 

 

Dreams spin like the beyblade 

of a kid, its wire in the hands of fate. 

 

Tossing like a foetus inside, 

 their unheard sighs 

 

become craters over moon 

hit by unlucky stars. 

 

Marks of destiny! 

 

But they would continue to spin,  

hold on to somebody's yarn 

 

Or in the grasp of somebody’s  

round arms, melt, once for all. 

 

Thereby deciding the 

circumference of their life. 

 



 

 

Manisha Manhas hails from the city of Pathankot in Punjab. She is a 

teacher with the Punjab School education board and also moonlights as 

a poet. She did her M.A. and M.Phil in English from GNDU Amritsar. To 

her, poetry is a medium to echo one's views on the socio-political issues 

afflicting society. Also, it is an ambrosia for a soul immersed in the 

beauty and poise of nature. To her, it is one of the finest forms of art that 

liberates. She has been published in many national and international 

journals including Setu, Spillwords, The Metaworker, Glomag, Kashmirlit 

and many more. 

 

 

 



Four Poster Bed 

  

When I was young, first married 

we had an antique bed, four posters 

 

Four posters, four angels round 

the bed, who watched over my world 

  

Watched over my world of love and whispers 

promises and joy for many years 

 

For many years until, moving, 

the old bed was left behind   

  

The old bed was left behind 

so a new bed heard the breathless panic   

  

The breathless panic 

when the ambulance came  

  

When the ambulance came 

the angels were no longer on duty 

  

No longer on duty, the departing angels 

folded their wings and left 

  

Folded their wings and left  

a weeping woman all alone in bed 

 

Maryalicia Post first long-form poem won the Gerard Manley Hopkins 

International Poetry Competition and was subsequently published as a 

book, After You, by Souvenir Press UK. Her five-line tanka and six-line 

cherita appear in online and print journals. Other work has been 

published by Ogham Stone and Poetry Quarterly. She is a travel writer 

based in Dublin, Ireland. 

 



The Snowman 
 

Please let me introduce myself; 

I am the snowman, fat and round, 
Look through your window and I will be there, 

As long as there’s snow upon the ground. 

The children did build me but now they have gone, 

And I am left all alone, 
The buttons have started to fall from my chest 

And I think that I’m losing my nose. 

But you will still find me as happy as ever, 
Watching the world go by, 

And I’ve got lots of friends who greet me each day 

With a nod of the head and a smile. 
My hat was once part of a proud uniform 

But now it is covered in holes, 

And the birds sit upon my shoulders and sing, 
For they think that I am a scarecrow. 

The sun has just appeared from behind the clouds 

So I fear I must bid you farewell, 

For as soon as it touches my skin with its warmth, 
Then I, the snowman, shall melt. 

 

 
Michael Madden has worked for many years in the IT industry, as a 
result of which he has been quoted in publications as prestigious as 
the New York Times. In 2017, he created Elvis Under The Covers, 
exploring the legacy of Elvis Presley through the artists who have 
recorded his most often covered original songs. Originally from Sale in 
Cheshire, Michael now lives with his wife Sally in the more peaceful 
surroundings of Whaley Bridge, in the Peak District. 



 
 



All those unspoken things 

 

All those unspoken things  

Well up sometimes inside me, 

Like clouds gathering in the sky  

Preparing for a long monsoon, 

 

And once they burst open 

They flood streets around my house, 

And around hers too,  

 

All those unspoken things  

They gather like dust sometimes 

On shelves of my heart, 

On hers too, speck by speck,  

Grain by grain, particle by particle, 

 

And once they get swept by the hurricane 

Or tornado, they create spectacle extraordinary, 

 

Spirals moving up, reaching above  

Those layers of the sphere 

Where they settle finally  

Finding lair to lie quiet after the storm. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Gastronomic 

 

There is certain lustre gorgeous 



On freshly tossed salad, 

That glistening sense of olive and honey 

Over pieces of cucumbers, tomatoes, spring onions, 

 

There is certain sexiness  

About plating grilled salmon and crabs  

With lemon and coconut sauce, 

Peppered by mint leaves,  

 

There is certain luxury 

In looking at her fingers 

Slender and glossy 

Working on doughs of flour. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Movie break 

 

That five minutes intermission 

In movie halls attract me more  

Than the movie itself sometimes, 

 

The hall, after half of the show being done, 

Looks strangely unknown,  

Known faces beside me look different,  

Still under some spell,  

Unknown people appearing familiar 

After sitting beside me with their own smell of perfume and 

deodorants,  

 

The vendors selling chips, masala chats and soft drinks  



Bring realities back-  

After a horrendous scene of grief, 

Some laughter,  

After a hilarious scene,  

Some tears over too hot chilli flakes in masala chats. 

 

 

Moinak Dutta, born on 5th September, 1977, has been writing poems 

and stories from school days. Presently engaged as a teacher of English, 

he has written reviews of several books. His first full-length English 

fiction Online@Offline had been published in 2014 by Lifi Publications. 

His second fiction entitled In search of la radice was published in 2017 

by Xpress Publications. Also, Moinak loves to do photography apart from 

listening to music, watching films and traveling. 

 



Look At Its Face 

 

they say those things are coming over   

they say those things are taking over 

 

it continues to spiral upward at a rate 

that has chaps spinning their heads 

 

TECHNOLOGY has taken over, move over!   

time to hug better productivity and lower costs   

 

but wait a minute, picture advanced robotics 

performing manual tasks, and jobs slipping off!    

 

isn’t technology interwoven into a number 

of human beings’ everyday job tasks now? 

     

no wonder new roles are taking shape 

the idea of intelligent machines is real 

 

have we begun to see what AI can do  

in the real world, in all aspects of life? 

 

experts say machines will or can perform 

non-routine cognitive tasks, so watch out!   

 

have we woken up to the fact that  

computers now outsmart chess champs? 

 

that supercomputers are able to match 



and even outshine what people can achieve?  

 

auditors, are you auditing with AI or using AI--- 

if so, any improvement in internal processes?     

 

embrace and say hi to artificial intelligence  

machines are going to be busy digesting data 

 

and through the process they will learn and learn 

and start processing legal documents with speed  

 

once law firms start using technology assisted reviews    

won’t the lawyers and other staff members lose their jobs? 

 

look at the face of technology—look at the pace of change 

consumer behaviour is bound to evolve and better be ready 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Let Today Smooth Into A Ruddier Tomorrow  

 

he confided in me and confessed to you 

that you added salt and herbs  

to his life on this earth 

 

he admitted that you added flavouring  

to his thoughts and dreams 

and made life spicy and worthy 

 

you once told me it was your wish  



to spice up his walk on this earth 

and crown him your happy hubby 

 

you ululated when he arrived 

your heart had wings that flapped 

without fail into your own realm  

 

you did because you turned 

his nightmares into reveries 

his frowns into oceanic smiles 

 

a king and a queen the two were  

there was a streamlet of grace 

and a rainfall of glee, go girl !    

 

you were a fantastic twosome  

together you cruised & conquered   

with your love you climbed scenic peaks    

 

in you I caught the sweet music of a river 

its water flowing, crooning, coddling  

a tributary , a torrent, a watercourse  

 

 

when his happiness greeted your heart  

I caught sight of your salt and pepper  

in action—your oak of love seasoning  

 

that was my take, my reasoning then 

till he claimed you turned his dreams 



and thoughts---his walk into a horror!  

 

now you tell me he too turned 

your therapy into tragedy--  

your walk into a wasted war! 

 

now who wants to be in the shoes 

of this shrink who is probing this puzzle 

till his head is a hairless horror itself?! 

 

 

part of me says :walk away from war girl 

yet another tells me to tell you: 

let today mellow into a rosier tomorrow 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Just A Jostling Village  

 

they live in a village far from the city of madness  

they have only ever been to the seaside  

next to the city twice  but their lunacies  

and absurdities  far  outnumber 

those of ten crazy cities  

one can ever imagine  

they  say they do not want to live in a city 

where police stations are robbed every day-- 

where marriage counsellors are in the habit 

of filing for divorce, where working is not working for many-- 

where flameproof fire stations have an appetite for burning down- 



where purity is as clear as mud, where love is cash, poverty is worthy! 

 

 

Ndaba Sibanda is an author and poet. He authored Of the Saliva and 

the Tongue. 

 



Homeward Bound 
(after the painting by Wegechi Mutu) 
  

I am alone 
a wayward soul 

lost in confusion 

among the stars 

between dimensions 
wherever home might be. 

  

It was a place with coordinates 
clearly observable 

on a planetarium’s dome 

and on the night-time sky 
but now everything has changed 

with its placement on the charts 

arranged so differently. 
  

Perhaps I have no home 

or that any home  

is little more than fantasy 
and I am just another soul 

neither singular nor alone 

on an endless voyage home. 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 
Spaaaaaaark 

(after the calligraphic painting by Koji Kakinuma) 
  
As does the void that preceded it 

and the stars that watched its birth 

all life begins with a single spark 

and ends like a sputtering flame 
struggling for more space and air to breathe 

In its final hour. 

  
What shape, what calculus 

ignites, rules and extinguishes 

without apparent purpose or intent 
but the random thought 

that created it 

with a single spaaaaaaaaark of words. 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 
Zone 

(after the painting by Philip Guston) 
  



Where imagination becomes a golden egg 
becomes a butterfly, palpable, alive. 

  

When the impossible becomes the probable 
becomes the certainty that the soul 

revolves around the sun. 

  

How the wish becomes a plan, a diagram, 
a path across a continent and time: 

  

A state of mind, no place for cowards 
and indecision 

where only the foolish enter  

and the heroic survive. 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 
Pure and Empty 

(after the calligraphy of Keido Fukushima) 
  

The garden air is empty 
of all artifice 

  

as well the darkness 
without a moon to light the way 

  

and so am I, a pilgrim 
on the road to eternity 

  

along a path  
of perfect stepping stones. 

 

 
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. 



 



Magician 

—a tarot card 

 

At the tall of his head a joint of ovals. 

At the long of his waist a sliding snake. 

His robe goes into the brim of the dark, 

white and sentient, root-cool. 

He is thin as a candle, yellow at the hair, 

and unfolds in his long, clear hands 

the casual edges of the middle,  

the wilderness of changing forms. 

One hand up and one hand down. 

A sky of weather raveling like a rose 

where goes, ribbon-smooth, 

the taller, wilder palm. 

There is a wand, a winding of lines. 

A trick, loud and loved by children. 

His face like the candle and the flower 

leans away from the quiet shadow. 

His face of curving shapes 

ambiguous among the changes, 

almost symmetrical, yearning forward 

like the markings of hounds. 

 



 

Patricia Nelson is a former attorney who has worked for many years with the 

Activist group of poets in Northern California. Her most recent book is Spokes of 

Dream or Bird, Poetic Matrix Press. 

 

 



My magic dream, which calls itself eternity 

 
The Angels are flying in pairs 

through dreamy eternity 

the legendary fairies dreaming overnight 
the dwarfish primal world 

with a dreamed imagination 

the Leprechauns on the open sea 
Dream and gull escape with high tide 

Apollo’s wings in the wind 

a melancholy sounds so beautiful 

a primal angel is waiting for You 
for your daydreaming 

a Mermaid likes night of dreams 

without sleep yes with feeling 
gnome in dawn 

the morning star is dreamy 

the Snow White with winter fairy 
happy awakening of the springtide 

the Sleeping Beauty dreams and never cries 

Infinity of the spell 
 

 
Pawel Markiewicz was born 1983 in Poland (Siemiatycze). He published his 
English haikus as well as short poems in Ginyu, Atlas Poetica or The Cherita, 
namely. Recently he has published some poems in Tajmahal Review and Better 
Than Starbucks. Pawel has published more than 40 poems in German in Germany 
and Austria and 3 chapbooks in Polish in Poland. 

 
 
 



Nailed 

 

What is left  

is a lingering  

stretch of flesh-smell,  

nailed to implacable memory  

like black and white photos  

of unknown ancestors 

at your grandparents’ home,  

yellowed with time and  

hanging in persisting rows,   

web-laced moments of hung life  

behind which lizards mated  

and dreamt  

of dreamy safe havens. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Love Story 

 

Stare at that chip  

on the wall opposite your desk 

you habitually turn to long enough,  

long enough to fancy  

pushing a few inches behind.  

You will soon watch it crawling down.  

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Flight 

 



I must tell you about the birds.    

The paper birds made by my boy in three colours.    

Half a dozen of them hung asymmetrically 

through a circular cardboard disc,    

cut out of a box,  

something or the other had come home in.    

   

A beak is made by bunching out a triangle,    

and wings, perpetually spread, by twisting out two more.    

The black crayon with which he has given them identity    

makes me bite my lower lip.    

Their eyes stand out, kohl-lined as it were.    

I’ve seen him give them a mere nudge    

as if he felt the weight of all that hanging.    

   

I could picture them perched on that tree 

at the cemetery facing the sea   

with all its roots jutting out from the ground    

and branches heaving upwards, as if in supplication.    

Like a young girl lifting the hem of her skirt 

and waiting for the onrush of waves. Her face already ruffled. 

Remember? You had said their leaves were miniature feathers    

on a birdling learning to open its wings.   

You then pulled me down to that mossy patch underneath.    

 

Was that before you showed me    

how the poor who can’t afford marble    

beautify graves of their dead with pictures    

stuck on cardboard, hedged within gilt frames    



that imitate cornice work on prettier tombs with winged things? I 

remember thinking that they would hold on 

until it rained.     

When the gap between words became too much    

you started comparing our feet,    

and topped it with some tale    

about so many severed human feet    

that had washed over at some beach in the west, 

some place so distant that you would  

mouth these names twice to get their shapes right.  

I have forgotten anyhow.    

   

On certain nights, when bird chatter would swell 

and slowly claim the house, a two fingered branch 

would feel up the window's limbs    

and leave some flattened paper floating limp on strings  

my boy had there patiently hung.  

 



 

Priya has a complicated relationship with the academia. She likes 

collecting random information which may have no real value in the 

scheme of things and has, what might seem like, an odd fascination for 

ruins, anachronisms or things which are out of place. She fancies her 

aimless ambling in the city of Bangalore where she lives and her 

shameless interest in other people’s lives make her a closet commentator 

on life. While not lost in such fancies, she is supposed to be writing her 

first book. 

 



Poem 1 

 

Do you see it? 

Gone in the sails 

Away with the tide 

So in the fall they would never rest  

breath in and breath out they hastily draw 

Time is fidgeting how come they live in sleep? 

 

Is it us? 

Did we lead the wave against the ocean? 

I saw us melting snow flakes in the heat of the ice we were 

I saw the flowers we planted bloom on the sun we overshadowed 

Is it really us? 

 

I am gone for now, forever 

Let me search for what I found 

Let me speak of the past that became our future 

The glory that faded in my spirit has shown brighter in my death 

Was it us? 

Was it me? 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Poem 2 

 

We all long for the power to fix it 

to heal the broken 

to surmount and surpass 

but is any of these possible? 



 

Can it be that without the power to love 

We cannot make it 

Heal the broken 

Surmount and surpass? 

 

And so I ask nothing less than the power to love 

To love in breath and in death  

In strength and in struggle 

In now and forever. 

 

Queen Umutesi loves and is loved by Christ. A Rwandese student 

currently in her senior year in Bryn Mawr College, she has lived in 

Rwanda for the most part of her life, and had a few chances to travel to 

neighbouring countries in East Africa and finish her high school in South 

Africa. She came to the US in 2015. 

 



Remnant 

 

Once I was as soft as silk,  

infinitely touchable 

but far too delicate for everyday. 

Not knowing this, I went forth 

in all weather unprotected,  

never thinking to layer myself 

against the wind and rain. 

 

Life stained me with sorrow,  

unravelled the fabric of my soul,  

leaving it a rag not fit to wear. 

Now a scrap of something once beautiful,  

it bunches, chafes; rubs raw the day 

and suffocates the night 

in the tallage of lost dreams. 

 

 



RC deWinter is a Connecticut writer/digital artist whose poetry has 

been anthologized in New York City Haiku, a collection published by the 

New York Times, and in Uno: A Poetry Anthology. Her poetry has also 

appeared in print in 2River View, Pink Panther Magazine, Another Sun, 

Plum Ruby Review, Garden Tripod and The Gall namely. Her art has 

been published both in print and online and also used as set décor on 

ABC-TV’s Desperate Housewives. 

 



Lemonade 
 

I fell asleep while they were looking for a brain tumor.  

And not just any brain tumor, but MY brain tumor.  
When they asked why I fell asleep, I told them  

that I did not find brain tumors that interesting.  

“You would,” they said, “if you didn’t have 

such a big brain tumor.” 
 

 
Ricky Garni grew up in Florida and Maine, was educated at Exeter and 
Duke, and has lived off and on in the Triangle since 1977. Over the years 
he has worked as a teacher, wine merchant, studio musician, composer 
and graphic designer. He began writing poetry in 1978, and has 
produced over forty volumes of prose and poetry since 1995. He has 
been nominated for the Pushcart Prize on seven occasions. 

 
 
 



three haiku/senryu 

 

full midnight moon 

comforts me 

on sleepless nights 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

hiding in the snow 

feather light 

stories 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

close your eyes 

make a wish 

- day moon 

 

Roberta Beach Jacobson is a humorist from Iowa, USA. 

 

 



The wall around my oak tree 
  

I stare into a wonderful day dream out of my bedroom window. 

A red brick wall surrounds her, that is partially worn, 
Many weathered storms that have torn, 

 

Knights in armour, ride past, horses, prancing, dancing, 

Their weapons ready, heavy swords raised to strike, in hard skinned 
hands, travelling between different lands. 

  

Maidens, cheering them to battle, 
As they navigate the oaks grand trunk, 

Settled and entwined, clinging to earth’s boiling core. 

  
Her branches, green and red, stretched to yawn, like a vampire’s 

cape, 

Relaxed yet ready for any first born. 
  

Her huge frame, of battle cries, 

Reach to clouds reflecting on natures mirror, 

  
She is within my grasp, I jump down from my window, 

landing on the garage roof, 

  
Sliding down the wet drainpipe, that has slicing into my side, 

The pouring rain is red, battering my skin, with mud and grain, 

Her visions, mirror mine, 
The witches curse, 

  

My oak tree, that never was,  
She enslaved by cracking coil, as their water boils, 

The magic of her wall, 

A few more hundred years, 

Before I see you again. 

 



 

Sam Rapp is a writer, performance poet, and playwright, winner 
of Crisis UK poetry slam 2017 and positive about dyslexia competition 
2018. She has also won the Duncan Rand one-act play festival 
judges/adjudicators award for her play Innocence, which is toured in 
Gibraltar in March 2019. Sam is an inspirational speaker and lawyer, 
dyslexic with associated traits, hence, she performs as the dyslexic 
poet. Her debut book, Rant, dyslexic me is a selection of poetry based 
on the theme of dyslexia. 

 



Between Words 
  

Between words, 

our silences pool 
in shallow fragments of sky 

under the liquid fingers 

of evergreen trees 

after the summer serein. 
The sky drips endlessly 

from the branches, 

and the drops fall wordless 
from the drenched green voices 

of the leaves. 

  
What else is left for ourselves 

after the blue rain 

of this evening is gone? 
Between your words and mine, 

our silences pool— 

and they are as much mine 

as they are yours. 

 

Srinjay Chakravarti is a writer, editor and translator based in Salt 
Lake City, Calcutta, India. A former journalist with The Financial 
Times Group, his creative writing, including poetry, short fiction and 
translations, has appeared in over 100 publications in 30-odd 
countries. His first book of poems Occam’s Razor received the Salt 
Literary Award from John Kinsella in 1995. He has won first prize 
($7,500) in the Dorothy Sargent Rosenberg Memorial Poetry 
Competition 2007–08. 

 



Again 
  

It’s the last time I will see you, 

and in the dream, you have woken. 
You look around, pleased and a bit 

ashamed. “I’m ok now,” you say. 

“I don’t know what happened, maybe 

just drank a little too much of that 
light red wine last night. Sorry if I 

scared you.” Here you are, still old, 

but now yourself again, clear eyes 
and a voice free from bizarre illusions, 

without terror and screams. 

“What shall we have for breakfast?” 
you say, “I can start the coffee.” 

You stand without trembling and you 

walk toward the kitchen on steady legs. 
I feel relief pour over me like a shower 

of rain. We work together, gathering cups 

and plates, toasting bread. Coffee smells 

permeate the air and we sit together 
eating in the old companionable way. 

But even now I know something is wrong, 

something tugs and tugs at my ear. 
I’m afraid to blink, afraid to look away, 

for when I do, your face will crumple, 

your eyes empty like shallow ponds 
in August heat, when frog songs stop 

and, in the glare of sun, the world goes still. 

 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

  

Inside a Dream 

  
Snowing on the Washington Mountain road. 

Flakes fly in the wind, dance in the headlights. 

On both sides of the road, woods lie black 
and still. A deer steps out into the road, 

turns her head as I brake, 

slowly glide to a halt on the shoulder by the trees. 
Time slows, then seems to stop. 

She gazes at me with liquid eyes. 

I sit in the car, breathing softly as snow 
gathers on the windshield. 

My fingers have become numb. 

At last she turns, bounds north into the tree line. 
The road winds higher, toward the mountain peak. 

All day I have felt restless and strange, and now 

in early nightfall, I have tumbled inside a dream. 



Strange birds fly through naked trees, 
calling and calling to the darkness and the cold. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Shadows 

To walk empty roads and drink shadows—Tomaz Salamun 
 
Empty roads, with an echo of snow, 

birch and pine shifting in the wind. 

We walk together through the hills, 
drinking shadows as the day gets late. 

You tell me you can see the snow’s 

white heart, how it throbs in moonlight 
as it falls in the field. 

You tell me you have been thirsty 

for a long time. Shadows surround your face, 
but I can see into the heart of you 

as you walk calmly in the cold. 

Your breath rises, but you keep a good pace 

over the icy road. 
Crows swing out of the woods, 

wheeling north toward the high ridge. 

You tell me again how you love the crows 
with their black hearts, their amber eyes. 

You tell me how you see into their hollow bones. 

I see their shadows on the snow and I see into your eyes, 
how bright they are with the pain and beauty of the world. 

 

 



Steve Klepetar has recently relocated to the Berkshires in 
Massachusetts after 36 years in Minnesota. His work has received 
several nominations for Best of the Net and the Pushcart Prize, 

including three in 2017. Recent collections include A Landscape in 
Hell(Flutter Press), How Fascism Comes to America (Locofo Chaps), 
and Why Glass Shatters (One Sentence Chaps). 

 

 

 

 



An angel and a raven 

 

From the blue sky, an angel has fallen, 

a sweet, and strange creature, 

almost unreal, who met a dark 

and desperate raven, a heavy heart 

shredded by a lead seal. 

When they have lost their body 

and their soul there is Ingelrahmm 

written in the coal. The soft feathers 

mingling in the evening, have provoked 

the bloody birth of hope: 

maybe together, they will be soaring, 

an idea harshly bounded by a rope. 

When they have lost their body 

and their soul there is Ingelrahmm written 

in the coal. 

Sometimes they remember the hopeful day, 

when she finds in his flesh his hot heart’s key, 

and she hopes that is not only to pray, 

if they stand on the ground, near a green tree. 

When they have lost their body 

and their soul there is Ingelrahmm written 

in the coal. Under the shadow of serenity, 

it flogs and burns the skin with tenderness, 

in the Walhalla for eternity, 

and suddenly they begin to caress. 

When they have lost their body 

and their soul there is Ingelrahmm 

written in the coal. 



 

Steven Blanco-Cazeaux is a French teacher, musician and former 

public law teacher in Bordeaux University. He also writes horror and 

fantastic novels and loves mythologies, symbolism, blues, folk and 

metal. 

 

 

 



Assault 

  

The biker 

revs up… continually. 

The sound---Metallic; harsh 

disturbs with violence 

the leafy neighbourhood. 

  

A grim smile appears 

on the thin face of the 

rider who zooms into the sunset 

like a crazy lover 

trying to escape mad pursuers 

in a divided Indian town. 

 

Sunil Sharma is an English teacher with over twenty years of 

degree-college teaching experience that includes administrative one (as 

vice-principal and now as full-fledged principal); a freelance journalist 

with 15 years experience writing for the supplements of the Times of 

India, Mumbai, India and a widely-published bi-lingual writer, poet, 

novelist, interviewer, blogger and reviewer, he is also a respected literary 

editor. 

 

 



Cold 

 

Hunting the silence in the cold, 

In search of the truth to behold, 

Thinking of myself as highly as bold, 

Bothering not about the 

Consequences that are told, 

Because I’m the huntress of the 

Hunters that become old. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Prayers 

 

The walls of hospitals have 

heard the most selfless and 

sincere prayers, 

Have heard the most 

excruciating grief, 

Have witnessed the strongest 

beliefs, 

Than the pillars of temples. 

 

Swamini Chauhan, 20, is currently pursuing her undergraduate degree 

in Hotel management. She has been writing poems just recently and it 

has been amazing experience. She is a two-time published poet, at 

International Poetry Digest Contest (UK) and National Poetry Jam 

Contest (India). 

 



 

 

 

 



Full Four 

  

Bearded knight strengthens in sound, 

sight, defying the cosmic wind upon 

the New Yorker; it is I topping this peace 

we’ve grown to hover upon. The hell 

with you who can’t see the air gap 

of our plea, our device to land such ship. 

We’ve worn green pants and bike-handled 

our mustaches to seize this foggy day, 

on your roof of sanity. Let us make 

bedlam out of your trite box, wearing 

that slim tie or that thick camisole 

inappropriate for this funk of weather. 

Seize this Thursday! Let it be your tongue 

that taste the sweet molecules in the air; 

radical dust will not embitter you, as 

long as you see the gap under our boots. 

We are everyday. We are that wind, 

that hair, the ghost that visits your ribs. 

We are that lonely song, that beat, 

that shaker of marbles thrown upon 

your city walks. We are your fall, your 

uprise, your dance, your memory. 

We are rooftop, and we are Music, 

seeping into the cracks of your mundane 

little skulls. 

 



 

 

Ted Bernal Guevara is a freelance writer from Speedway, Indiana. 

Although he delves in an array of themes—always looking for the 

unusual—he tends to adhere to the plight of the disabled and the 

helpless, their profound richness. His upcoming collection, Tonto & 

Destinata, hopefully will provide such tools for life. Ted has been 

published in Suisun Valley Review, Elbow Lane, Anaphora Literary 

Press, Ely Two and Vending Machine Press. 

 



Don’t Wait for the Deus ex Machina 
(after Cormac McCarthy) 
  

Burma-shave signs of the apocalypse 
line the ancient empire post road; 

the message our caravan gathers 

is dispensed brief couplet by maddening line. 

  
Once there were the lab-grown plagues and 

no one agrees what the year is anymore. 

The city which has light and juice flowing 
is an energizing rumor, scuttlebutt 

for foot-propelled nomads on pilgrimage, 

the city of reemergence... 
  

Dinah says she saw children one time, 

that’s happy crap, impossible. Who could blame her though? 
Mirages and campfire stories, small triumphs of optimism 

are freely offered and accepted. 

Despair is the next fever’s incubation space. 

  
We come through the western desert-lands, 

where even saints lay down in dry lakebeds. 

The last standing radio tower 
has our names scratched forever 

into the uppermost crossbeam. 

  
Walking down the mountain pass 

drinkable sweet water springs dotting the descent 

I tell Dinah how this will play out. 
If she knows I borrow turning points 

from Arabian Nights and a half-remembered television plot, 

to her credit she shows only hope. 

  
It rains battersea buckets, 

lets up when we reach the valley floor. 

The million or more crowning wildflowers 
bloom an afternoon spectrum, 

their names blanks I fill with false ones, 

  
            their names gone away 

            with almost everyone. 

 

Todd Mercer was nominated for Best of the Net by The Pangolin 
Review in 2018. Mercer won 1st, 2nd & 3rd place of the Kent County 

Dyer-Ives Poetry Prizes and the won Grand Rapids Festival Flash 
Fiction Prize. Recent work appears in: Dime Show Review, The Lake, 
The Magnolia Review, Praxis and Softblow. 



 
 
 



I Cheated On My Soul 

 

I feel bad but I don’t feel sad. 

I’m confused but I’m not mad. 

I don’t regret it for a second. 

 

It felt like it was a long time coming. 

Part of me feels like it was a piece in the puzzle waiting to happen. 

As though it didn’t happen a year into my marriage but before, when it 

was supposed to. 

But had it happened that way, would there have been a marriage to 

turn to? 

 

It’s hard to accept that it could have been so good. 

It could have been so perfect and it could have been worth it. 

So would the relationship have worked had i been the husband and not 

the side dude? 

When she’d be doing the things she’s doing with me with other men 

whilst we are married? 

 

Perhaps not.  

The girl and I had great chemistry but the woman and I only have 

sexual chemistry. 

Which although we share it, we can’t share anymore, because I am 

taken and so is she, and this is wrong no matter how I spin it.  

No matter how many angles I filter it through, 

It is wrong, for me and for you. 

 

Because although we all know that we make great friends, we make 

even better lovers, 

and that knowledge alone is too dangerous for either of us. 

So I leave it here on a heavy note, it was fun while it lusted. 



 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

I Wish 

 

I wish he’d roll me over and look me in the eyes, 

And tell me I will be all right, that it’ll be all right, that everything will be 

all right. 

I wish he’d reassure sure me that he will make sure of it, because he is 

my man and he will take care of me.  

I wish he’d gently hug me, cuddle me and comfort me.  

That he’d give me space to talk and offer firm reassurance.  

A pep talk.  

Encouragement.  

Strengthening words. 

I wish he’d make an effort to be who I’d want him to be.  

To be the husband he claims to be.  

The man he pretends to be.  

I wish he’d care for me when I’m sad, instead of trying too hard when 

I’m mad. 

But it’s only just a wish,  

because I’m not naive.  

I’ve lived long enough to know that I can only have that man in my 

dreams. 

 



 

Trisha Rose is based in the UK. She has been writing music lyrics since 

being 9, and recently started writing her novels. She is mostly inspired 

by the relationships around her. 

 



Babylon Burning 
 

We’re aligned in 

our pews: we charnel- 
tithing doomsayers, 

 

deaf-envy progeny of 

Beethovens, Van Goghs, 
impressionistic bonheur: 

 

vibrations, clefts, dark 
and light—sight when we 

were flesh: headfuls of 

 
naked-sleep communion— 

derelict as Gatsby in 

the pool, Woolf the sea. 
 

Nativity, snowed-over 

and bone-white: our brood altar. 

 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

  

Infernal 
  

The body and blood of my life’s work: it 

brings as much joy as mockery, healing 
as pain. As always, the fool’s in on the 

joke: don’t tell your life story all at once. 

At least you think it so. Mom’s going to 
send your medical records; she can’t find 

a box big enough. Friend Tom and I talk 

about why we write: ennui’s antidote, 

posterity’s beckoning. A habit 
harmless enough, it seems, but blissful self- 

awareness is death, resurrection, and 

confession; we do it slant. Tradition 
is built from necessity that hungers 

for a breath. Our ends?  Maybe more than death. 

 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

On Being (II) 
  

Much to be thankful for, but a little 

more to dread: your life, your death, miasma 
that shrouds, belies every becoming breath. 

Optimism can cloudburst you like the 



  
prick of dad’s heroin needle, or that 

dream where you were never actually born. 

  
Years of Hamlet, Macbeth, Lear has told you 

a life of fortune is a life forlorn. 

Attrition makes you righteous with envy, 

your siren bemoaning your croaks and caws; 
  

but age and reason, nebulous, are your 

edge’s nibs and gnaws. The animals in 
the house are asleep, and it’s not your mom 

  

that’s dying. If you say you’re not happy, 
you’re probably lying. 
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A Spring Chicken 

 

Here he’s hidden in hush-hush hushedly himself 

There they’re discrediting him down down as poor pelf, 

Seemingly someone’s specified him as a hero 

Though dearly they’ve disparaged him as a ditto! 

 

The ridiculed revolutionary ruptures ranting 

Subdued by scare of scoff, scold, and sneer in shying 

Affected by autocracy, aristocracy… 

Dare dilemmas deal deadly in bureaucracy 

Hoarsened his hit heated heart in hypocrisy! 

He himself helps holding the hearsay hot- 

“A misled desperate youth - a spring chicken 

Need return to mainstream when he’s shot!” 

 

Oh, what a whooping wailing waste, 

Whatever you have taken for and done, 

Have you ever forgotten in a haste? 

Why haven’t you shown at least in action 

That you are a hero for your lover 

That you are still a brave son of Mother?! 

  

Against him the filth frame full of faults for fun 

Upon him people play putting pleasant pun. 
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When you need me 

 

When you need me, just look up to the sky 

You will see me with the stars so high 

Watching you from any harm and protect 

I am much nearer than you expect 

Even if days separate us one day 

I will find you, I will find some way 

Don’t think of tomorrow, It is still away 

Any word of separation, never say 

The day will come and unite us again 

And catch our happiness and forget pain 
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The Poem of an Abandon Building  

 

Somewhere beyond the trees and shrubbery, 

you will find what remains. 

 

Seven stories high, paint fading like a dream, 

copious windows, most shattered into oblivion. 

 

You wouldn’t recognize me if you saw me, not 

in a million years. 

 

I have fallen victim to the ravages of time, I used 

to be a grand sight and now I’m merely an eyesore, 

left abandon. 

 

What happened to everyone? 

 

Whatever happened to the young woman that 

tended the roses out in my front gardens? 

 

Whatever happened to that frail old man that 

would play Schubert on the lobbies grand piano? 

 

Whatever happened to all the children that would 

play cops and robbers, kick the can, and jacks around 

my parameter? 

 

I miss the days when my life had meaning and value. 

 

I miss all the people that loved and valued me and took 



care of me. 

 

But now I have been left unto my own devices, a relic 

of the cruel passages of time. 

 

Left with paint that peels and floors that collapse underneath 

their own weight. 

 

Left with rickety window panes that sway in an unforgiving 

breeze. 

 

The sun rises and the sun sets, vines ascend my dilapidated 

walls and trees obscure my view of the world that I once felt 

such a part of. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Fall the Leaves 

 

Wake up in the morning, 

take the Valium, so self 

loathing won’t rule the 

day. 

 

The birds are singing in 

frigid morning air, Fall 

the leaves in a myriad of 

color. 

 

Next door the elderly are 



smoking their life’s shorter 

with every puff, Jr. the dog 

is being scolded for barking. 

 

Fall the leaves and turn the 

pages of time. 

 

Fall the leaves and cover my 

loneliness. 

 

Fall the leaves and take away 

this alienation. 

 

Fall the leaves and march me 

softly into another realm. 

 

Fall the leaves 

Fall the leaves 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

The Day That Love Died 

 

I can still remember the day that love died, 

endless fields of dead corn lay in her ravenous 

wake. 

 

Talon’s of the hawk sprung upon its unsuspecting 

prey, that vermin’s life snuffed out in an instant. 

 



Where do the souls of mice go? 

 

Manic vehicles sped past me, contorted faces 

pressed into a glass and plastic coffin on wheels. 

 

A five-year-old child flipped me the bird.  

 

I drove the speed limit all the way home, wondering 

why the world was in such a hurry, even the bloated 

cows seemed to graze at a quicker clip than usual. 

 

Why do cows eat dead grass that has fallen victim to 

the onslaught of winter? 

 

I can still remember the day that love died when my 

heart stood frozen in my hollowed chest. 

 

Where do the souls of broken romances go? 

Where do the lonely go to die? 

 



 

Wayne Russell is or has been many things in his 48 years on this planet; 

he has been a creative writer, world traveler, graphic designer, former 

soldier, and former sailor. Wayne has been widely published in both 

online and hard copy creative writing magazines. From 2016-17 he also 

founded and edited Degenerate Literature. Just recently, the kind editors 

at Ariel Chart has nominated Wayne for his first Pushcart Prize for the 

poem Stranger in a Strange Town. Where Angels Fear is his debut 

e-book. 

 



For Daddy 

I hardly ever visit your grave; 

I see no point in going 

where you're not. 

Part of you is there -- 

your remains,  

dust in dust -- 

but your soul is not. 

What you were,  

who you were, 

is somewhere else. 

But I remember you; 

I'll never forget you – 

quiet and gentle, 

steadfast and true. 

I am because you were; 

I breathe because you breathed; 

your blood sings in my veins. 

One day I'll join you in the dust, 

but my soul will not. 

I trust  

that wherever you are, 

I'll see you again one day. 

I cannot know, 

but I believe. 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

Today 

Don’t look beyond today. 

This is life 

Here and now 

This day. 

 

Not yesterday. 

Those ghosts are dying 

Fading… fading… 

Into gray. 

 

Not tomorrow. 

Not something far away. 

Who can say what may await –  

What sorrow? 

 



Don’t look beyond today. 

Here is life 

Played with fate 

This day.  

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

Christina’s World 

(Inspired by the Andrew Wyeth painting) 

 

I once lived in a world  

like Christina’s world. 

I remember lying in a field 

looking out at our old farmhouse 

in the distance, 

the pastures surrounding it, 

and the open sky above, 

just like Christina in her world. 

I wonder if the smells 

of the grass, earth, and air 

were as strong to her senses 

as they were to mine. 

 

I wonder if what she saw 

gave her a feeling 

that there was something more, 

something and Someone beyond, 

or did her mind and spirit 

only see what her eyes beheld?  

Christina’s world consisted 

of an old house, 

fields and pastures, 

and open sky above 

just as my world did 

so very long ago. 
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Empty Gallery, Museum of Fine Arts 
  

It’s tempting to hide behind angles 

and pretend that the lack of art 
is actually the essence of art. 

  

The gallery appears empty, 

but if I shift my line of sight 
this way or that the shadow 

cast by the cloudy ceiling 

thickens to blur the distinction 
between art and its absence. 

  

This shadow drains from a slot 
in time and space concealed by 

a moveable wall intended 

for paintings still unpainted. 
  

The institutional oak floor 

looks freshly varnished, unscuffed 

by people eager for pastel 
moments to take home and cuddle 

in bed when the lights go out. 

  
I could shift my position, 

but the geometry’s insistent. 

Soon the dark creeping from the left 
will meet the grainy shade falling 

from that grim aesthetic distance 

no one is tall enough to reach. 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

A Wake of Buzzards 
 

A wake of buzzards overhead. 

A day so finely textured 
that I can barely feel the rain 

sifting through nineteenth-century 

palettes painters have abandoned 
in favor of different spectra. 

  

You sent me off to recycle 
a week’s worth of private debris 

complete with bottles, boxes, and cans 

but didn’t expected the buzzards 
to remark on every morsel 

scrapped from our kitchen table. 

  



I could feature them on pages 
of elegies I’ve left unwritten 

in hopes of famous resurrections 

our dead friends have yet to enjoy 
with the usual shrieks and giggles 

and commitment to smiling dogma. 

  

The arrogant punctuation 
of the drifting, circling birds 

resolves the white space otherwise 

likely to congeal into snowfall 
you’d expect me to shovel away 

with a sea-shanty on my lips. 

  
How much logic applies itself 

to random natural expressions? 

We’ve wasted several lifetimes 
attempting to apply each other 

to holes in the universe that 

otherwise would bleed to death. 

  
Although our metaphysics failed, 

at least we have the honesty 

to bare ourselves to the buzzards 
once or twice every season 

and invite them, with sarcasm, 

to dip their crude beaks and feed. 
 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 
Nothing of the Promised Land 

 

Angling up a stairway 

of tough institutional gray, 
I turn and glimpse an old friend 

retreating into his office. 

Last summer I mourned his death 
  

on a day when the woods were filled 

with architectural debris. His face, 
as it turned the last time to the light, 

flustered like paper in the wind. 

I suppose he has returned to search 
  

for the bon mot that eluded him 

in the latticework of text he left 

smoldering in computer files. 
He will know it by its form 

and not its content, which always 



  
seems both racial and post-racial, 

bluff as political handshakes. 

He will know its transparency, 
despite its hard edges, and see 

through it to a landscape beyond. 

  

I should knock on his office door, 
but what if his spirit answers 

with all that distance in his eyes?— 

nothing of the Promised Land but 

the endless desert beyond. 
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A View of Arcadia 

(Near Breitenberg in the Black Forest, 

Germany, September 2010) 

  

I wandered through the forest all alone, 

The trees so thick and tall I could not see 

Beyond them, save where spears of sunlight shone 

To pierce the interwoven greenery, 

  

And I could revel in my solitude, 

At peace here in this realm that God had made; 

And in a gently melancholy mood, 

I felt no need at all to leave the shade. 

  

But then I came upon an opening 

To my right that showed a distant town 

Of spires and timber houses far below. 

  

The thought of living there was promising. 

“There I can start afresh and settle down 

To live as people lived so long ago.” 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

A Wanderer Gives Thanks 

(At the Feierling Biergarten, Freiburg, 13 September 2016) 

 

Another day of hovering heat and sun. 

Yet chestnut leaves provide a kindly shade. 

And what a boon, this peace that I have made 



With life, this calm I never could have won 

If not for friends, loves, forebears who have played 

Their parts in this! 

                               For all that I have done 

Is only ashes in comparison 

With every gift they gave the escapade 

Some deem this pilgrimage… So here I must 

Announce my gratitude as summer dies 

And friends are far away, although the light 

Foretells some grander end than that grim dust 

Adrift in hazy shafts hurled from the skies, 

Which hint of endless day beyond the night. 
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empty garden 

 

your pillow howls 
I howl 

you’re gone, so is your black hair 

were you here I’d rest my head on your shoulder, 
I know your heart beating fast, 

your pasted-on wings racing with birds 

once again you’ve burnt down my lushest forest 

left me bereft of you 
your absence a knife cutting velvet 

bloodless 

 
your pillow weeps 

I weep, 

the snow even has melted but you’re not back 
no blood much pain your being gone 

left behind you one denuded garden 
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Waiting for Christmas 

 

In a season where the scent of freshly cut evergreen trees, 

Masks the sweat of black Fridays, 

I contemplate the first Christmas. 

 

Mary and Joseph traveled to an unfriendly town, 

No room was found for them 

When there were more profitable visitors present. 

 

The Magi sought out the newborn King. 

They traveled with gifts of gold, myrrh, and frankincense, 

Symbols of kingship, prophecy and sacrifice. 

 

It is now November, 

And I am pregnant with my first child 

I am seeking the true meaning of Christmas. 

 

I am waiting for the #GivingTuesday, 

Waiting for the Christ Child, 

to come and shine light over darkness. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
 

Christmas in NYC 

 

Chasing dreams and expectations 

work and worship, joy and fight, 

in a crowded train station, 

in transition from day to night, 

in a New York City minute, 

going fast and coming strong, 

I once saw two people smiling - 

and the world was put on hold. 

 

In cold dampness of the subway, 

Noise of trains and smells of food, 

in the crowd of commuters, 

and my own tired feet, 

It was great to pause a little, 

to observe a lovely smile. 

I give praise for this encounter, 

As I move on with my life. 
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Little chick 

Little chicken beaten by rain, 

Leaving her like scarfs in bowls, 

Shaking her feathers like leaves in breeze, 
Oh the little chicken is sunken and scared. 

The rain is mulish on 

Spanking the little chicken, 

And the sun smile but refused to shine, 
While the twinkling stars mock the chick, 

The little chicken is doom to die. 

Little chicken wants warm of fire, 
But she got burnt when she would have dried. 

Little chicken fate is sealed to roast or die, 

From the torment of fire and rain. 

While she hiccups and gasps for breath, 

She sees a wingless wriggling butterfly, 

Trying to suck the nectar of a colourful rose, 
As the butterfly squirms from stem to leaves, 

Little chicken buoys by the butterfly 

To turn rain and fire to towel and bath 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

imid sun will shine 

With a stretched neck, 

Elongating the pink beak. 
The cock will crow, 

To announce your doom. 

The faint sun will rise when the cock crows, 
The moon will turn its back against the sky. 

Soon after man and tree disturb the earth for a while, 

The sun will be afraid of stars 
And run to its pouch, for that bring solace. 

But announce your doom to the twinkling stars! 

A time will come, when that lovely smile that 

Keeps your face gloomy and your hair dancing to the tune of the wind, 
Will be like a raw bitter leaf finding it’s way to your throat. 

Trees will stand still, love ones will find a life in the soil, coins will fail 

to sound in your pocket 
And the cloudy sky will rain curse on the faintest hope left. 

Ramming a knife in your belly will seems cool, 

Hanging a rope atop the roof holding your neck, while your legs 
dangle 

In air becomes the only road to salvation. 

But let me whisper a sound to your tympanic drum, 
That the world would work as clock still ticks, 



It is a phase when the leaves wither for no rain comes forth, 
It will still rain, plants will still grow and your dream will be scripted 

the way you want  

Like the lost sun at night comes in the morning 
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