
A Tourniquet of Sky 

 

And a tourniquet of sky tore the cloud 

Hiding the light of day, the shade of sun. 

We walked, we laughed, we sang, we were loud 

And a tourniquet of sky tore the cloud. 

It seemed the End-Time was all that was allowed. 

We joined a crowd of crazies, began to run 

And a tourniquet of sky tore the cloud 

Hiding the light of day, the shade of sun. 

 

Michael H. Brownstein has been widely published throughout the small 

and literary presses. His work has appeared in The Café Review, 

American Letters and Commentary, Skidrow Penthouse and The Pacific 

Review namely. He has nine chapbooks including I Was a Teacher Once 

(Ten Page Press, 2011), Firestorm: A Rendering of Torah (Camel Saloon 

Press, 2012) and The Possibility of Sky and Hell: From My Suicide Book 

(White Knuckle Press, 2013). He is the editor of First Poems from Viet 

Nam. 

 

Atomic DNA 

 

whirling unseen electrons 

atomic drift abound 

merging yet hesitant protons 

whirling unseen electrons 

dragging reluctant neutrons 

silent clashing sound 

whirling unseen electrons 

atomic drift abound 

 



Terrence Sykes was born and raised in the rural coal mining area of 

Virginia. This isolation brings the theme of remembrance to his creations, 

whether real or imagined. He has been published in India, Scotland, 

Spain, Mauritius and the USA. 

 

Avarice 

 

Avarice begets regretfulness. 

Digging for gold awakens sleeping dragons. 

            We mask it with forgetfulness 

but avarice begets regretfulness 

and soon destroys our happiness 

with meaningless distractions. 

Avarice begets regretfulness 

Cause digging for gold awakens sleeping dragons. 

 

Howard Gershkowitz, 61, living in Arizona since 1981, decided at 55 to 

get serious about poetry. He started taking classes through Maricopa 

Community Colleges and the ASU/Piper Creative Writing Center. Already 

widely published, his first novel, The Operator, is under contract for 

publication in the first quarter of 2018 by All Things That Matter 

publishing house. 

 

Burden of Appreciation 

 

It is enough to see one’s gifts received and thusly loved. 

Out of weakness and striving some seek to extract excess thanks. 

If only all could give freely and not expect love proved.  

It is enough to see one’s gift received and thusly loved. 

The act itself says so much it leaves the giver moved.  

Our hearts keep our gifts as safe as priceless jewels in banks. 

It is enough to see one’s gifts received and thusly loved. 



Out of weakness and striving some seek to extract excess thanks. 

 

David Lohrey is from Memphis. He graduated from UC Berkeley. His 

plays have been produced in Switzerland, Croatia, and Lithuania. Several 

are published online at ProPlay. Internationally, his poetry can be found 

in Otoliths, Tuck Magazine, and Southword Journal. In the US, recent 

poems have appeared in New Orleans Review, FRiGG, Obsidian, and 

Apogee Journal. 

 

Burned 

 

I have come to know meridian fault, 

splinters that secret scatter, seeming sun. 

Morning lures to linger over burnt assault: 

I have come to know meridian fault, 

to taste errant crumbs, the wound salt. 

Even as I spit mislaid hours, a loaded gun, 

I have come to know meridian fault, 

splinters that secret scatter, seeming sun. 

 

Not Always 

 

We borrow trouble to play exception,  

place faith in what the sky won’t remember. 

Securing loopholes of misconception, 

we borrow trouble to play exception, 

our mise-en-scène steeped in deception, 

muddy footprints beneath white December. 



We borrow trouble to play exception. 

Place faith in what the sky won’t remember.  

 

Emily Reid Green’s poetry has appeared in various publications. She is a 

sponsored poet with Tiferet Journal and their annual poem-a-thon. Emily 

lives in Toledo, Ohio with her family. 

 

Collection 

 

She says she’s a prophet of change. 

Can you spare another quarter? 

What she can’t control she’ll arrange; 

She says she’s a prophet of change. 

When normalcy becomes the strange 

You pay your tithe to Satan’s daughter. 

She says she’s a prophet of change. 

Can you spare another quarter? 

 

Gary Glauber is a poet, fiction writer, teacher, and former music 

journalist. His works have received multiple Pushcart Prize and Best of 

the Net nominations. He champions the underdog to the melodic 

rhythms of obscure power pop. His two collections, Small Consolations 

(Aldrich Press) and Worth the Candle (Five Oaks Press) and a 

chapbook Memory Marries Desire (Finishing Line Press) are available 

through Amazon. 

 

Crossover 

  

Exhausted, starved, it’s as if I, a Demoiselle crane 



traversed Mount Everest arriving on the other side 

as my ancestors rose to crossover time and time again.       

Exhausted, starved, it’s as if I, a Demoiselle crane 

from flock hardwired to endure struggle and strain: 

legs dangling, wings rising, seized thermal’s tide. 

Exhausted, starved, it’s as if I, a Demoiselle crane 

traversed Mount Everest arriving on the other side. 

 

Diane Sahms-Guarnieri is the author of three full-length poetry 

collections: Images of Being (Stone Garden Publishing, 2011), Lights 

Battered Edge (Anaphora Literary Press, 2015) and Night Sweat (Red 

Dashboard Press, 2016). she is currently the poetry editor at North of 

Oxford. 

 

Dark By-lanes 

 

I wanted to see light in darkness 

But unruly mind did not want a vision 

Carnivals dance floor fueled me to express 

I wanted to see light in darkness 

Urban flights, diamond smile, unworthy to impress 

dark by-lanes strewn inside, cloggy passion 

I wanted to see light in darkness  

But unruly mind did not want a vision 

 

On That Fateful Day 

 



On that fateful day the sun was harsh 

I was hesitant, sketchy, but not unsure 

Heard you saying why again, why this farce ? 

On that fateful day the sun was harsh 

Tell you now, secretly I had a brush 

with hot air, smell, I love to adore 

On that fateful day the sun was harsh 

I was hesitant, sketchy, but not unsure 

 

Aneek Chatterjee is an Indian poet, currently living in Kolkata. He has 

been accepted and published in Ann Arbor Review, The Stray Branch, The 

Pangolin Review, Ariel Chart, Eskimo Pie, The Scryptic Magazine of 

Alternative Art and Literature, Taj Mahal Review and in eight anthologies. 

He teaches in universities in India and abroad, and has a PHD in 

International Relations. 

 

Dark Love 

  

They made no stars the night we met, 

But the darkness held a light. 

It seems that some Dark Gods had set - 

They made no stars the night we met, 

Yet we together had no regret, 

For even dark love can shine bright, 

They made no stars the night we met, 

But the darkness held a light. 

 



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. 

 

Errors of the Heart 

 

My errors now begin anew 

Dealing with affairs of the heart 

Always open to your review 

My errors now begin anew 

But never end with just a few 

Too numerous to ever chart 

My errors now begin anew 

Always open to your review 

 

Dennis Herrell’s work life began as a teacher, then a sporting goods 

wholesaler, a gift/card wholesaler, and finally an antique dealer. He is 

now retired. In the year 2000, he started seriously submitting his poetry, 

with about 500 poems published in various U.S, Canada, British, Austria 

and Australian magazines, plus three poetry books. 

 

Evermore Headstone 

  

Against the grain – the text peals plain 

If memory serves me truly. 

Upending its hidden refrain 

Against the grain – the text peals plain... 

A drift of incense, quite arcane, 

Steps through your love-light unduly. 



Against the grain – the text peals plain 

If memory serves me truly. 

 

Stefanie Bennett, ex-blues singer and musician, has published several 

books of poetry, a novel and a libretto – worked with [No Nukes] Arts 

Action For Peace, and been nominated for the Pushcart and Best of the 

Net. Of mixed ancestry [Italian/Irish/Paugussett-Shawnee], she was born 

in Queensland, Australia. 

 

Float Fantasy 

 

Oh, I wish that we could float   

In the Beatles’s submarine   

On a pretty yellow boat 

Oh, I wish that we could float! 

 

We would sing each song they wrote 

As we’d sail a sea of green 

Oh, I wish that we could float 

In the Beatles’s submarine! 

 

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

is a Certified School Social Worker, who began her career in child 

protective services, and currently facilitates parenting education and 

support workshops. She is the mother of two, and a hands-on 

grandmother of three, who has always had a special place in her heart 

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

experiences that happen within families as they grow. 

 

Flowers 

 

Flowers at King’s Cross, 



the Union Jack’s hung low. 

Innocents have paid the cost. 

Flowers at King’s Cross, 

a nation mourns those lost. 

The seeds of sadness grow. 

Flowers at King’s Cross, 

The Union Jack’s hung low. 

 

Lou Marin was born and raised in the western hills of Maine, then spent 

20 plus years wandering the world and country in the United States Air 

Force. He is a published poet and short story writer but now mostly 

writes faith based devotionals. He lives in Bethel, Maine. His five poetry 

anthologies, published by Publish America and entitled, Awash With 

Words, Old Waves, New Beaches, Whisper of Waves, and Sea To Shining 

Sea, Version 1 and 2, are available in print and online. 

 

Graduation 

 

When we said, “I do”, 

our parents smiled. 

Did I know what to do 

when we said, “I do”? 

Sharing life with you 

is a challenge reconciled:  

when we said, “I do”, 

our parents smiled. 

 



Yevgeniya Przhebelskaya is a founder and facilitator of Bergen Poetry 

Workshop, and an Administrative Assistant at Leonia United Methodist 

Church. She earned a Master’s in Education from Hunter College, CUNY 

and  Bachelors in Comparative Literature and Creative Writing from 

CUNY BA Program. Her poems have been published in Ancient 

Paths, Anti-Heroin Chick, A Blind Man’s Rainbow and Literary Yard, Time 

of Singing and The Penwood Review. Have a look at her latest collection: 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/870630 

 

If I Could Have You Back 

 

If I could have you back, my friend, 

I would waste no time. In sorrow, 

Accept that even good things end.   

If I could have you back my friend, 

I’d use each day that fate might send, 

Storing joy to light tomorrow! 

If I could have you back, my friend— 

I would waste no time in sorrow! 

 

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. 

 

Intuition 

 

I sense that you are lying about 

your flashy boat and car 

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/870630


but I don’t need impressing Jock! 

I sense that you are lying about 

your wealth, but please be what you are. 

That woman’s been around the block! 

I sense that you are lying with her 

in your flashy boat and car. 

 

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

Acumen, Equinox, Logos (Open University) Connections, Cellar Arts and 

other quality lit mags. Mostly she has earned her living writing on history 

and philosophy as well as teaching and writing university courses, but 

now retired she wants to devote herself to her first love - to be as good a 

poet as she can. She is shortly returning to tutoring in writing poetry and 

loves reading her work at festivals and events. 

 

L’Amour Perdu 

 

That steamy summer in Versailles 

You stole my heart, you set me free 

We made love under the moonlit sky 

That steamy summer in Versailles 

Tightly we hugged and kissed goodbye 

Our eyes locked, and you gazed at me 

That steamy summer in Versailles 

You stole my heart, you set me free 

 

A poet and writer, Colleen Driscoll resides in West Virginia with her 

family. Her website: http://cdriscollauthor.wixsite.com/colleendriscoll 

 

Luminosity 

 

http://cdriscollauthor.wixsite.com/colleendriscoll.


Wrapped in blackest night I need not 

a candle but a chandelier 

illuminating all forgot. 

Wrapped in blackest night I need not 

logic's thorns but a soft sweet spot 

in which to embrace all that's dear. 

Wrapped in blackest night I need not 

a candle but a chandelier. 

 

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. 

 

Last Night’s Rain 

 

Last night’s rain has swollen the stream 

forces our gaze sharply awake 

no longer held by Eden’s dream   

last night’s rain has swollen the stream 

reveals to us the hidden seam 

that binds us to this onward ache 

last night’s rain has swollen the stream 

forces our gaze sharply awake 

 

Mark Gordon is a novelist and poet who grew up in Halifax, Nova Scotia. 

His poetry has appeared in numerous literary journals in Canada and the 

United States, including Poet Lore, Quiddity International, and Roanoke 



Review. His three published novels are The Kanner Aliyah, Head of the 

Harbour, and The Snail’s Castle. He is presently living in Toronto, Canada. 

He maintains the website markgordonauthor.com, which he cordially 

invites you to visit. 

 

Let Me Grieve 

 

After my demise, throw my body on the steps 

Of the church that damned me, 

So even God will never forget. 

After my demise, throw my body on the steps 

Of everyone who hurt me, miles of my brain 

Like a bullet on their welcome mats. 

After my demise, throw my body on the steps 

Of heaven, or hell, whatever. I hear it’s the same address. 

 

Anastasia Jill (Anna Keeler) is a queer poet and fiction writer from the 

United States. She is a current editor for the Smaeralit Anthology. Her 

work has been published or is upcoming with Poets.org, Lunch Ticket, 

FIVE:2:ONE, Ambit Magazine, apt, Into the Void Magazine, 2River, and 

more. 

 

My Explosion 

 

Your absence wraps me in a box of thorns; 

This blindness is a bullet to my soul. 

Without our smiles, the wild world is pointless. 

Your absence— wraps me— in a box of thorns, 



And your sudden silence explodes our dreams! 

My mirror, without you, reflects a troll; 

Your absence wraps me in a box of thorns; 

This blindness is a bullet to my soul! 

 

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

he is from Mauritius. Find him on Twitter: @MrPassion95 

 

Mercy Me 

  

Please now bless this heart of stone 

In my weakness I now cry 

Give this random heart a home 

Please now bless this heart of stone 

Help this heart no longer roam 

For my failures I will sigh 

Please now bless this heart of stone 

In my weakness I now cry 

 

Audrey Semprun lives in the heart of Prescott, Arizona, with her husband 

and various small animals. Writing has always been a major part of 

Audrey’s life; beginning with the poetry that she had published in a local 

newspaper when she was a small child in grade school. Her passion for 

writing led her to write her first completed novel, An Angel of Mercy. She 

has since completed three other novels and is working on her fifth. 

 

Once on our way to Khwai 

 



Once on our way to Khwai 

We were enchanted by the spring 

The road with dreams did lie 

Once on our way to Khwai, 

We were kissed by the sky 

And felt what beauty did it bring 

Once on our way to Khwai 

We got the rhyme of spring 

 

Born in 1977 to an immigrant family, Moinak Dutta has been writing 

poems and stories from his school days. A postgraduate in English. He 

works as an English teacher. His debut work Pestilence was published in 

2009. 

 

One Compliment Said Fifty Years Ago 

 

You have an oval face— 

any hairstyle will look good on you. 

A Home Ec teacher’s voice occupies a space. 

You have an oval face 

just a smile and that authority—a trace. 

            Nothing else from that year stayed or grew. 

You have an oval face— 

any hairstyle will look good on you. 

 

Sarah Dickenson Snyder has written poetry since she knew there was a 

form with conscious line breaks. She has two poetry collections, The 

Human Contract and Notes from a Nomad. Recently, her poems have 



appeared or are forthcoming in Stirring: a Literary Journal, Front Porch, 

The Sewanee Review, and RHINO. A Best of Net nominee, one poem of 

hers was selected by Mass Poetry Festival Migration Contest to be 

stenciled on the sidewalk in Salem, MA, for the annual festival, April 

2017. 

 

Rent Control        

 

He’d turned thirty here. That was years ago. 

Album covers on walls reminded him 

of women and myths he was sure he’d known 

before thirty. This was where years would go 

to hide among memories of Dead shows 

and misplaced chords. He’s older now, grown thin 

past thirty. Years and flesh had to go 

in albums covering walls with dull sins. 

 

Physical 

 

The body has no knowledge of the mind— 

That minor organ makes its way alone 

While speaking cells gather, conspire to bind 

The body. There’s no knowledge that the mind’s 

Willing to share. It’s arrogant, unkind 

And proud of its power, certain that it owns 

The body without its knowledge. The mind, 

That minor organ, shuffles off alone. 

 

Mark J. Mitchell’s latest novel, The Magic War just appeared from Loose 

Leaves Publishing. He studied writing at UC Santa Cruz under Raymond 

Carver and George Hitchcock. His work has appeared in the several 

anthologies and hundreds of periodicals. Three of his chapbooks— Three 

Visitors, Lent, 1999, and Artifacts and Relics—and the novel, Knight 

Prisoner are available through Amazon and Barnes and Noble. He lives 

with his wife the activist and documentarian, Joan Juster and makes a 

living pointing out pretty things in San Francisco. 



 

Retail Injury 

 

A shopping mall is not for me; 

I really almost die there. 

Some sales go on but nothing’s free. 

A shopping mall is not for me.  

 

For many it’s like therapy; 

My wife will splurge without a care. 

A shopping mall is hell for me; 

I really almost cry there. 

 

After a nomadic lifestyle, Allan Lake now calls Melbourne home. He also 

often retreats to Sicily. He has published two collections; Tasmanian 

Tiger Breaks Silence (1988) ; Sand in the Sole (2014). He has won the 

Elwood Poetry Prize 2015 and Lost Tower Publications(UK) Poetry Comp 

2017. He is widely published, namely in USA, UK, Italy, India, Canada and 

New Zealand. 

 

Ruins of Love That Once Was 

  

Scattered like leaves, invisible ruins of love call, 

Enveloped in silence places emptied of us ache, 

Estranged from each other we face the frosty wall, 

Scattered like leaves, invisible ruins of love call. 

Robbed of its blossoms our summer turns to fall, 

Betrayed by cowardly lies our fragile hearts break, 



Scattered like leaves, invisible ruins of love call, 

Enveloped in silence places emptied of us ache. 

 

Jana Vasilj-Begovic is fascinated by storytelling and intoxicated with the 

written word. As a young child, she began spinning tales, talking to an 

imaginary friend and devouring fairy tales. She was born in Sarajevo, 

Bosnia and Herzegovina, but has lived in Canada since 1991. Among her 

publications are an academic article published by Cambridge Scholars, 

UK and her novel Poisonous Whispers. 

 

Seascape 
 
As light through the lace touches her face 
The curtain sways on a lonely breeze 
And the seas wave with a constant grace 
As light through the lace touches her face 
And her gaze explores the shore of waste 
Misplaced by empty apologies 
As light through the lace touches her face 
The curtain sways on a lonely breeze. 
 
Ben White put all his limitations into a bucket, mixed them up, and 

poured them out to see if they would swirl into poetry. They didn’t. They 

just stained the floor with testimony. 

 

Shadows Fade 

 

Imperceptibly the shadows of your memories fade 

Finally a new sun chases away the shade 

created by hovering clouds of sorrow 

Imperceptibly the shadows of your memories fade 

No longer do I need to borrow 

smiles from the flowers in the glade 

Imperceptibly the shadows of your memories fade 

Finally a new sun chases away the shade 



 

Living in Singapore, India-born Uma Venkatraman is a journalist who 

breathes poetry. She has been published in anthologies such as Good 

Morning Justice, The Rising Phoenix Review, Amethyst Review and Plath 

Poetry Project. She has also taken part in Tupelo Press’ 30/30 Project. 

 

Sins 

 

My sins are all I have left 

Everyone in my life has disappeared 

Forever leaving me bereft 

My sins are all I have left 

Guilt digs deep and sets 

Lost all I hold dear 

My sins are all I have left 

Everyone in my life has disappeared 

 

Yong Takahashi won the Chattahoochee Valley Writers Conference 

National Short Story Contest and the Writer’s Digest’s Write It Your Way 

Contest. She also was a finalist in The Restless Books Prize for New 

Immigrant Writing, and runner-up in the Gemini Magazine Short Story 

Contest and Georgia Writers Association Flash Fiction Contest. Her works 

are widely published. 

 

Sunflowers 

         

The yellow petals lift to me 

not ready yet to wilt and die. 

Hearing winter’s threnody 

the yellow petals lift to me 

while playing host to a chickadee 



who’s waiting for the seeds to dry. 

The yellow petals lift to me 

not ready yet to wilt and die 

 

Joanna M. Weston is married, has one cat, multiple spiders, raccoons, a 

herd of deer, and two derelict hen-houses. Her middle-reader, Frame and 

The McGuire, published by Tradewind Books 2015; and poetry, A 

Bedroom of Searchlights, published by Inanna Publications, 2016. 

 

Taking Leave of My Companion 

 

We shall say goodbye my first, fast, faithful friend 

Too soon we are confronted with this wretched intrusion 

You saved my soul so many times; you were a godsend 

We shall say goodbye my first, fast, faithful friend 

These are the most difficult words I have ever penned 

Leaving shared life is for me to accept my life’s conclusion 

We shall say goodbye my first, fast, faithful friend 

Too soon we are confronted with this wretched intrusion  

 

A British born, Canadian raised, former high school principal, prison 

librarian and graphite artist, David A. Walsh lives in the sublime 

wilderness of Eastern Canada. He shares his life with Angus and Cara, 

two of the best friends a man could find. 

 

The Crystal Range 

 

Through his windshield he gazes past the green 

Of forest ridges to the snowy peaks. 



He used to walk there. Yes, he’s been, he’s seen. 

Through his windshield, he gazes past the green 

Of farmland, city, all that comes between. 

After long life, what is it he still seeks? 

Through his windshield he gazes past the green 

Of forest ridges to the snowy peaks… 

 

Taylor Graham is a volunteer search-and-rescue dog handler in the 

Sierra Nevada, and El Dorado County’s first poet laureate (2016-2018). 

She is included in the anthologies Villanelles (Everyman’s Library) and 

California Poetry: From the Gold Rush to the Present (Santa Clara 

University). Her latest book is Uplift (Cold River Press, 2016). 

 

The Headline 

 

“Is the grass truly greener?” 

Reads the headline of the day. 

Though the lanes and streets are cleaner, 

Is the grass truly greener, 

When our hearts and tongues grow meaner, 

And have nothing good to say? 

“Is the grass truly greener?” 

Reads the headline of the day. 

 

Dr. Jerry G. Ianni is a Professor of Mathematics at LaGuardia Community 

College of the City University of New York. Besides enjoying shorter 

poetic forms such as haiku and the triolet, he is also an aficionado of 

chess. He volunteers as a Church musician and as an organizer of 

conversational English activities for international students in New York 



City. One of his haiku recently appeared in Issue 58 of the Haiku Journal. 

Two more of his haiku have been accepted for publication in the 

September 2018 issue of the First Literary Review-East. 

 

The House Was Sold 

 

The house was sold; my home’s no more! 

Mum and Dad will relinquish the keys. 

Vague rootlessness gnaws at my core. 

The house was sold; my home’s no more! 

Mixed memories swirl at the fore. 

Secrets still linger past the trees. 

The house was sold; my home’s no more! 

Mum and Dad will relinquish the keys. 

 

Adrian Slonaker currently works as a copywriter and copy editor in 

Urbandale, Iowa, USA. Adrian’s work has been nominated for Best of the 

Net and has appeared in The Bohemyth, Queen Mob’s Tea House, 

Montana Mouthful, Avatar Review and others. 

 

The Oak Tree 

 

My father was a tower of strength to me. 

When he was cut down, my world shook. 

Gnarled but strong, like a giant oak tree. 

My father was a tower of strength to me. 

He faced the world with great tenacity. 

When he hobbled everyone would look. 



My father was a tower of strength to me. 

When he was cut down, my world shook. 

 

Antaeus is a poet, award-winning writer, and author of The Prepared 

Citizen situational awareness series. In addition to nonfiction, Antaeus 

has also published epic sci-fi, action/adventure, and fantasy novels. 

Antaeus' poetry and short stories have been published in numerous 

magazines such as Gravel, Ariel Chart, and soon, The Lycan Valley Press 

and The Pangolin Review. 

 

Time 

 

Time passes, almost sleeping 

Hands restless on my watch 

Age passes, slowly creeping 

Time passes, almost sleeping 

No regrets, no more weeping 

Clocks advance another notch 

Time passes, almost sleeping 

Hands restless on my watch 

 

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. 

 

Timeless 



 

Three gulls cut silhouettes into the sand, 

straddle the clouds and touch the restless sea, 

frozen in time for eternity.  

Three gulls cut silhouettes into the sand 

Milky clouds cloak both sky and land.  

Ocean reaches as far as my eye can see 

Three gulls cut silhouettes into the sand, 

straddle the clouds and touch the restless sea. 

 

Hope Andersen is a poet, novelist and screenwriter. She loves playing 

with images and words. From North Carolina, she lives with her husband, 

three children, two dogs, one cat, and a fish. 

 

We Trespassed Ourselves 

 

We trespassed ourselves through our smiles 

No limit, no law; though we barbed-wire-trapped 

Stars tricked the night as a mirage beguiles 

We trespassed ourselves through our smiles 

We never knew we would go so many miles 

So we left the coming mornings unwrapped 

We trespassed ourselves through our smiles 

No limit, no law; though we barbed-wire-trapped 

 

Christiana Sasa  loves to write. Through writing she finds a vent for her 

strangled feelings and emotions. She believes in love, peace and 

humanity. 

 

Works in Progress 



 

We’re works in progress, like the rest. 

No river twice, and all’s in flux. 

Cells’ million deaths, rebirths: we’re blessed. 

We’re works in progress like the rest. 

So lightly here, we foam, we crest 

like waves. We’re drops the whirlpool sucks. 

We’re works in progress, like the rest. 

No river twice, and all’s in flux. 

 

Thomas Zimmerman teaches English, directs the Writing Center, and 

edits The Big Windows Review at Washtenaw Community College, in Ann 

Arbor, Michigan, USA. His poems have appeared recently in Rasputin: A 

Poetry Thread, Little Rose Magazine, and Furtive Dalliance. 

 

You Are My Friend 

 

You are my friend and loved one too, 

My thoughts and feelings I can share 

It warms my heart to think of you, 

You are my friend and loved one too. 

You gave my world a brighter hue, 

Since I know you my life’s been fair. 

You are my friend and loved one too, 

All thoughts and feelings we can share. 

 

To lose your love I could not bear. 

I never call on you in vain, 

In you I trust, for you I care. 

To lose your love I could not bear. 

The sun now shines, though it might rain, 

My heart upon my sleeve I wear, 



To lose your love I could not bear. 

You’ll never call on me in vain. 

 

I long to be with you again, 

To share with you our loving true, 

Till you are here I’ll bear the pain 

I long to be with you again, 

For you my soul sings this refrain 

Without you here I’m feeling blue, 

I long to be with you again, 

To share with you our loving true. 

 

Reena Choudhary, from India, is the mother of a six-year-old son. She 

does her best to shape him into a good human being. She adores writing. 

 

 

 


