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Fallen Star 
 
Dressed in antique lace and ribbons, strands of pearls reach to her 
waist. 
She looks like Bette Davis in What Ever Happened to Baby Jane. Her 
skin is ghostly white, lips and beyond smeared with fiery orange 
lipstick. Under an eye there’s a mole painted in the shape of a heart. 
Hair dyed to a shade of anthracite, she’s happy to be the center of 
attention on a busy Kyoto street. 
 
Lunchtime crowd 
a rhinestone pin 
catches the light 
 
 
 

Alexis Rotella 
 
 
   



 

Somewhere Below Broccoli  
 
 
I was dying to make love to her but instead we had the same old sex. 
 
 
to do list 
somewhere below broccoli 
a name I can’t read 
 
 
 

Bryan Rickert 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   



 

If I’d met you in high school 
 
I would’ve driven my mother’s Dodge Dart through stall and stutter to 
meet you at the most romantic restaurant I knew, the burger joint 
with cloth napkins, where after settling across the wide oak booth, I’d 
snuffle my feet under the table to create the accident of touching 
yours; I would’ve apologized then crossed over to sit beside you, 
pretense of trying to hear better in all the noise, wanting your lips 
expressing a moist funnel of heat into my ear and when I leaned back, 
nervously ticking my head to shake words into some alignment that 
might make sense in a whisper, you would have stuttered your face 
closer, mouth softly open and tranquil, like a pond in the hazy light of 
almost morning, and I wouldn't be able to stop myself from trying to 
gently touch my lips to yours but at that first taste of strawberry gloss 
I’d jerk forward, banging into your face, forehead against nose, teeth 
against teeth, and your shaking hands on my shoulders would’ve 
pulled me to press atop you in the corner where the bench abrupted 
into the wall;  I’d wiggle my tongue deeper, circle one hand behind, 
out of sight from the customers who, unknown yet to us, were already 
raising angry fingers to their waitresses, though they had not even 
seen my palm slide beneath your panties to squeeze the lotion-smooth 
curve of you, or my other hand, hidden, or so we thought, beneath the 
cloth napkin flutter-spread  like bird wings across your lap, stroking 
gently what we both kneaded, eyes closed, huffing, kissing until the 
head waitress rapped the table, handed our coats, draped loose as if 
in shame, down from the hooks, and escorted us to the parking lot, 
heads ducked but smiling; you would have reached for my hand and 
strutted towards your car –a mini-van, say, or a Subaru hatchback 
-where in the back seat, I’d slide-splay fingers over your downy 
stomach, wrestle with the underwire bra, pinch out a chirped rabbit 
cry, and you’d arch your head back, opening that long, swan neck for 
me to kiss until the flashing lights would pull us upright, shuffling 
clothing, smoothing back hair, and the police officer’s stern command 



 

to “get out” failed to hide his humor or the disappointment that he 
didn’t see you naked before hauling both of us off to the station; and 
we’d be so flushed with the wonder of it all we couldn’t stop smiling. 
 
But we didn’t meet as teenagers, we met as people old enough to 
know better, so tonight when I grab the car keys, ask you to wear that 
short black skirt, without the stockings, without the underwear, and 
you hesitate to wonder why, and where it is we might be going, I will 
simply tell you, “Sixteen.” 
 
 
 
beneath the cafe table   my foot finds dessert 
in your skirt 
 
 
 

Richard Krawiec 
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Bitterness 
  
I squeeze every bit of juice from the lime... every bit until I know I'm 
extracting the bitterness from the rind too. Why do I do that every time? 
Am I that distracted? So difficult being in the moment... 
 
I am thinking about my grandmother — her long life lived too long. That 
first visit to our family doctor and then the succession of tests and hospital 
visits: MRI scans and the repeated visits to the hospital to collect each 
report. Later, the doctor tells me, straight in my face, that she's heading for 
Alzheimer's. Still in the early stages, the disease has many avatars.   
 
With each passing day I see her deteriorating. It's going to be difficult for 
me to manage her alone since my parents are long dead.   
 
       searching for 
       something she never had... 
       steady midnight rain 
 
She asks me who I am and then her face crumbles as she narrates the 
long-ago incident when she was asked to abort her first baby. 
 
      thickened with arteries  
             the womb pulsates... 
      female infanticide 
  
If only her memory loss pertained to her past and not to her immediate 
present. 
 
     unsolved puzzle… 
     why can't the hairs that fall  
     be my grey ones 
 
 

Kala Ramesh 



 

Canister Set, 1960s 
  
Four silver containers of four different sizes, large to small like a set 
of Russian dolls. Not shiny stainless steel, but tin, slightly tarnished, 
plain and functional. Labels were etched into the sides of the metal. 
Each had a snug lid like potato chip tins once had, but topped with a 
round mahogany knob. 
  
flour, sugar, coffee, tea—simpler choices then 
  
I liked filling the canisters when they got low. Neither of my brothers 
did, too much like a chore. This was how I operated, how I operate 
still, though I no longer expect anyone to appreciate my efforts. I 
cannot walk into a gallery without straightening pictures on the walls, 
just as I could not walk into someone’s kitchen without lining up 
canisters in order of size. 
  
ruler-straight 
and equal distances apart 
my brothers and me 
 
 
 

Scott Wiggerman 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   



 

Under the Influence 
 
My orphan, age six. 
It could go either way – a stoic existence, or pseudo normality. 
Dash that, her mind open, weighing reality against fairy tales. 
Building a frame of critical thought: 
 

“If there is forever after, is there forever before?” 
 
Age nine, embracing her lot; one parent. 
Rare moments of connectivity; pushed away 

“you suck the life out…” 
 
Under the influence of mother invention, a bridge’ 
Traversed by twin-speak. A lexicon, intimate. 
Two who knew, two bahdah-bimps from Nerdzocrambeeziac. 
 

thrombosis 
language erupts  
in fricatives 

 
 
 

Jan Benson 
 
 
   



 

Mantis Jaws 
 
Wings folded against the long slim oval of its midsection, the green 
mantis climbing the outside of the porch screen ignores my 
outstretched hand. It climbs at right angles, across, then straight 
upwards, thread-like legs using the screen's metal squares as a ladder, 
head turning from side to side searching for prey. 
 
Hanging upside down, extended forelegs capture a yellow jacket. At 
tip of the mantis's rod-like upper thorax, its triangular head moves up 
and down, jaws at work. Little by little, the paralyzed wasp is drawn 
backwards into the mantis's mouth, the black bead of its head last to 
be seen. 
 
wasp trachea 
pulped 
my clenched teeth 
 
 
 

Charlotte Mandel 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   



 

remember the nights 
  
those were the days when we waited for the nights—the nights, man, 
the nights: the half-lights and spells that were whispered out of dark 
alleys—you had to be careful when you walked by or a spell could lay 
you low, but usually take you high Wo yeah! Wo yeah! in three 
minutes and thirteen seconds Muddy Waters could spin you and 
leave you wherever he wanted to leave you—there was always the 
half-light of the cigarette that suggested your lips and your chin and a 
kiss—that kiss that lasted as long and felt just like the harmonica 
solo—you were kissing the music and if you were lucky the music 
kissed you back—piano trill kisses, extended slide-guitar kisses, 
twisting bent-string kisses, unworldly harmonic note kisses, hopping 
saxophone kisses, mmmmhmmm mmmhmmm feeeeel so good 
feeeeel so gooooooood. 
  
night club— 
the chameleon on her back 
changes colours  
 
 
 

Salil Chaturvedi 
 
   



 

Polish Camels 
 
So, the underlings – that’s the people living downstairs in the flat 
below mine, the under-neighbours … there really isn’t a good word 
for that, is there? – come complaining about some noises of people – 
or it might just be one person – walking around with clogs on their 
feet, wooden shoes making a hell of a noise while they’re trying to get 
some rest plagued by one of the countless and exhausting viruses 
going round. 
“Let me hear,” I say. “Just let me put on some other shoes”. I take off 
my clogs and put on some soft blue suede shoes which are mostly 
holes held together by tape and shoelaces and we all go downstairs, 
them trying to keep their muscle dog from eating me. Down we go 
and into their hallway and the children’s rooms (I never saw a child 
going in or out of the house!) which look more like temporary storage 
for contraband cigarettes, booze and stolen electronics. 
“Sorry for the mess”, says the woman. “You know what teenagers are 
like.” 
 
faster than the speed of light my regretting a stupid remark 
 
We stand there – in the invisible teenager’s room – listening. Then we 
go on the next and after that the living room. There’s boxes 
everywhere and I’m sure they’ll dampen any sound from anywhere. 
We keep still and listen but I can’t hear a thing in any of the rooms; 
except for the mating humpback whales in the tiny oceans in my ears 
and the dolphins in my sinuses playing with – I think – a rubber ball 
(the one I nicked from their dog while it was safely behind the wire 
fence). 
“I can’t hear anything,” I say not mentioning the aquatic mammals. 
“Neither can I,” says the woman running her hand over the head of 
what I assume is an imaginary child. 
“Strange,” says the man. “It’s usually there when we try to sleep.” 



 

“When is that?” I ask. Normally. 
“We go to bed around 8 PM, we have to get up early.” 
“Early means different things,” I say. He offers me a case of fags from 
the pile of Polish made Camel cigarettes. 
“No thanks. I don’t smoke Polish camels.” And we laugh a bit. But 
really I don’t wanna be an accomplice to whatever shady business 
they’re involved in. 
 
socialising 
is there a red lamp 
to warn me about me? 
 
As nothing happens while we’re standing there – except for their dog 
trying to dig its way through the wall to get into the house from the 
garden – we agree that they should contact me if it happens again. 
“Deal?” 
“Deal,” they both say and blow their noses. 
Back in my flat I put my clogs back on and go on-line looking for a 
small pneumatic drill to make my own stone-shoes. 
 
carved from cloud my immortality 
 
 
 

Johannes S. H. Bjerg 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

   



 

My Aunt’s Aquarium 
  
As night fell and curtains drawn my aunt turned on the aquarium 
fluoro, flickering a bit, leading me to wonder what the fish made of 
this. Red tailed sharks, angels, black rubies and moonlights in a little 
world filled with motion and light. I suppose the gazing went both 
ways - boy and fish, fish and boy, each with their own kinds of 
experience, mind spaces lit in different ways. 
  
A wreck lay on the bottom with its broken mast, gaping planks and a 
treasure chest on the sand. Meandering lines of silver bubbles lifted 
the lid revealing the jewels within. There were other treasures too, I 
have since surmised, reflections in each bubble of its surrounds, of 
the fish and of us peering in, too fleeting for me to see yet such are the 
details in the fabric of things. 
  
Let’s turn on the special light, my aunt said, a black-light it is 
sometimes called. The bubbles shone violet and fluorescing 
ornaments became radiant: pieces of coral, a spiralled shell and a 
mermaid behind swaying fronds. Among these visions neon tetras 
cruised the tank, gliding in electric blue through my imagination and 
into memory, glowing in the dark . . . 
 
 
candle light flicker 
her face next to mine 
in the photograph 
 
 
 

Simon Hanson 
 
 



 

I Don't Want To Be Here 
 
No matter what I do, it's noticeable; that unsettling reminder. 
 
     heart palpitations 
     the flutter 
     of an injured moth 
 
 
 

Gabriel Bates 
 

 
   



 

Running Commentary 
 

 “Almost everyone is luminous.” So says Alice Notley. “And a lot of people have 
ugly feet,” she also says. 
 
Truth is: hardest thing to do is keep your cadence. The challenge is to keep at 
your own pace. Stay centered. 
 
the singing bowl 
listening to it 
breathe 
 
Remember, you alone are a portable purification ritual. 
 
Never give in to indifference. I might have said that. Picked it up somewhere. The 
mind is prone to remembering things. 
 
Who’s to say the brain’s not just an amoeba-shaped Rubik’s Cube. You gotta solve 
yourself. And yes you’re being timed. Or, more accurately, we are all on some 
sort of time limit. 
 
I tell her 
all about it 
mother’s day 
 
Remember though what William Faulkner said: “Was is the saddest word of all.” I 
think Alice would agree. I know I do. 
 
Life is a marriage of many things. Who said that? It doesn’t matter. Nothing does 
really. Entrance yourself. Stand up. Now open your arms. If they are too heavy to 
lift fly anyway. 
 
a window cleaner 
occupies 
the corner office 

 
 

Peter Newton   



 

Why Females Rarely Sing 
 
if he hadn’t touched me here 
       or put his gun inside there 
i wouldn’t have spent so many 
years so much  
money so 
much time 
on therapy 
 
katydid 
all of the women 
i could have become 
 
 
 

 Julie Bloss Kelsey 
 
 
   



 

 

Waiting Room 
 
In the corner, a little girl noisily pushes colored blocks up and down a 
twisted wire contraption. Her mother ignores her as she thumbs 
through an old issue of Marie Claire. An elderly man verbally bullets 
his many ailments to anyone who will listen. 
 
Across from me sits a young man in a Marine Corps t-shirt and cap. 
He twists and tugs at a ring on his finger. The lady next to me asks 
him if he was in the Marine Corps and he nods his head. “You look so 
young,” she says. “Tell the lady how old you are,” says his mother. 
“Twenty. . .eight,” he hesitates. “Twenty-nine, but at least you are not 
saying twenty-one any more. You’re getting closer.” She gives him a 
high-five. She pulls off his ball cap revealing two long scars running 
from his forehead to the middle of his scalp. “He’s had a brain injury, 
frontal lobe,” she says matter-of-factly. “Shot in the head.” He nods 
and mumbles something incoherent, then goes back to singing softly 
to the song playing over the speaker. “I wear my sunglasses at night. . 
.” He knows all the words to this song, and the next one, and the one 
after that. 
 
0400 
the dawn chorus 
chirps a reveille 
 
 
 

Terri L. French 
 



 

 
 
 
 

David J Kelly 
 
 
 
   



 

RIDING THE BREEZE   
 
On  a summery  afternoon,  a week before summer begins, here come 
those  odd tiny fluffs drifting over the lawn.   “Flying Q-tips” I’ve 
always called them.    Over the roses they float,  sink a moment,  rise. 
Change course.  Vanish.  Seemingly  aimless. Light as ash. 
That errant.   But they are not ash.  Not endings but beginnings. 
Transparent-winged  fairy-like creatures,  so like wee  ballerinas in 
tutus!  That white fluff  they wear?   A nursery.  Wooly aphid is on 
aerial reconnaissance.   Where to stick her cotton-swaddled babies? 
It could be on my  red maples, or dogwoods, pines, junipers, or on 
flowers where her hatchlings will suck vital juices.   This wooly has 
found roses and campanula to her liking.  . .  and now the aster and 
now the heliotrope and   
 

a  lady bug cleans 
        her face & all her legs 

         then sails off for lunch 
 
 
 

Anita Virgil 
 
 
   



 

on the road again 
 
waiting in line 
 
he spreads the batter 
along with his banter 
 
i put on my best accent 
and smile  
into the change 
 

crowded street 
not a soul 
to hear mine 

 
 
 

Tia Haynes 
 
   



 

 

THE CHEESE STANDS ALONE 
  
 “It’s made of green cheese,” he tells his young son on a Sunday 
afternoon, as we travel in his beat-up van.  “No, it’s not,” I say, 
smiling. He glares at me. He jerks on his signal, cuts through traffic, 
edges to the side of the street, screeches to a stop.  “GET OUT,” he 
shouts. 
Years later, I reconsider. 
  
  lies you told me 
  that are true – 
  Roquefort moon 
 
 
 

Marianna Monaco 
 
   



 

 

The Mystery of Rays 
  
  
Instead of walking over beaches or through cool trees I’m navigating 
street canyons, following my sister whose microwave has died. 
   

Out of the grey haze the sun emerges, blasts the black tar seal. I 
follow my sister as she strides in front of cars, her white shorts 
accentuating the crisscross of long tanned legs. I’m in search of my 
sister also; can we connect beneath the glossy surfaces? 
 
  We’re homing in on a concrete monolith. Below the word 
ENTRANCE I follow her into a rectangular black opening. Our eyes 
adjust to the fluorescent flicker and we see showcases and appliances 
sparkling. Bored young men in grey suits stand around, awaiting our 
questions. My sister pats a microwave made of stainless steel. 
  

strange pavements 
I'm captured for an instant 

by chewing gum 
 
 
 

Barbara Strang 
   



 

The Comfort of Ambiguity  
 
Alejandra writes from Chicago, where she is pursuing graduate studies in 
social work. She describes her school’s program and explains that one of its 
tenets is that a therapist must be “comfortable with ambiguity.” 
 
Seeking certainty, she had resisted that notion, until she found herself 
doing fieldwork, when she quickly learned the necessity of stepping out of 
(and back into) her professional self to understand and communicate with 
those she sought to help. 
 
I write back that the concept reminds me of Keats’s notion of negative 
capability, “when man is capable of being in uncertainties, Mysteries, 
doubts, without any irritable reaching after fact and reason.” 
 
One day, not long after my younger brother died, my father had been 
walking through town when the wind blew a scrap of paper against his leg. 
He picked it up: an innocuous postcard, mailed decades earlier to the 
people who had once lived at our address. 
 
My father struggled to understand the significance of this peculiar 
discovery. He wrote to my older brother and me, saying that such a find 
strained the logical limits of coincidence. He wondered aloud if Kenneth 
was trying to send him some sort of message. He was reaching out, 
grasping with one hand for certainty and with the other for 
indeterminateness. 
 
  black seeds 
  the amaryllis 
  on my doorstep 
 
 
 

Mark Forrester 
 



 

Agent provocateur 
  
Today is the day you replace your lingerie—H&M for “comfortables,” 
and that small, special shop for those most precious things. 
  
I always arrange to be in our closet when you return—this year, it’s 
ordering my tie rack. After watching you throw the white and 
flesh-colored underwear onto a shelf, I hold my breath as you open 
the black-bowed bag. You have chosen red. 
  
This is what I live for—the gentle way you twist each bra, cup-to-cup, 
how tenderly you fold the silk panties into tiny, soft samosas. As you 
open the bottom drawer, a waft of potpourri reminds me of last year’s 
purples, and even of the pinks, blacks, and pastel blues of earlier 
years. 
  
Two soft pats, a faint smile, and you close the drawer with a sigh. 
There they will lie in scented silence, never to be seen alive again in 
this world. 
  
sultry night 
the glow of her iPad 
on my tightywhities 
 
 
 

Lew Watts   



 

Housekeeping 
  
We hold an attic of memories inside, filled with years of blessings, 
challenges, and perseverances. The attic might contain messy crumbs, 
forgotten events, and echoes that seem to bounce between walls. 
Maybe an elephant-sized relic sits in the middle. When we visit the 
attic, we might not know what to do with the crumbs (or the 
elephant). The idea of cleaning such a place becomes overwhelming, 
so we leave it there, quietly held behind a closed door. But cleaning 
the attic gets easier once I start. The process of considering and filing 
each item might not become easier, but as I identify a few baubles 
and give them names, I find items to cherish and items to discard. 
Slowly, parts of the attic open and let the light shine where there was 
once only shadows. I uncover beautiful treasures that were once 
buried under clutter. The attic is no longer off-limits. The 
overwhelming idea of the pile is no longer an impediment to clearing 
it. With each sweeping, however small, more light enters with the 
courage to look at the elephant and say “you’re next.” 
  
clearing the dark corners... 
the light 
found along the way 
 
 
 

Kat Lehmann 
 
 
 
   



 

Starry starry night… 
 
A week after she was admitted to Palliative Care she slides into an 
abyss, into the chasm that separates life from death by a thin line. 
Slipping into the start of her eternal sleep, she wakes up occasionally, 
mutters incoherently and succumbs to her coma.  
 
We watch and wait, telling ourselves too young to die, only fifty four. 
 
In a passing moment of lucidity a smile lights up her face as she gazes 
at me,  I hug her, unable to stop my tears. 
 
‘Shush’, she admonishes, ‘remember impermanence’. 
 
Few days later the inevitable telephone call. Another star has joined 
the galaxy. One more for me to gaze upon and ponder. Perhaps death 
is another word for peace. 
 
phasing out of my window pane the crescent moon 
 
 
 

Madhuri Pillai 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
Barbara Kaufmann    



 

Clancy 
  
The ambient rattle and hum of the air-conditioning unit in the wall, 
the creak of the overhead ceiling fan—these things set his teeth on 
edge. The bits of paper he has hoarded from the time before they 
moved money electronically float in his semi-conscious mind. Will 
this chick put out? 
  
wild-horse mountain the fire in the barfly's eye 
   
In the early morning light, he feels her fingers run over his scalp like 
small ants. She asks his name. ‘I worked in a city pub once,’ he says, 
‘pulling ale through a beer engine. The boss called me that … get it … 
Clancy of the …uh, goddamned Overflow.’ His lopsided grin is slow. 
Calculating. Will she be the one? 
 
 
 

Cynthia Rowe   



 

 

Susan Burch   



 

Dated 
 
      standstill on the street a thousand calls rush through my skin 
 
 

soon the calls will outnumber the callers 
 

phones will ring each other to hear a friendly hum 
 

every voice in the world will be mine 
 
 

last year’s phone book 
full of dead lines 

 
 
 

Ian Mullins   



 

game boy 
 
 
a boy I teach brings a Pokémon book to school. 
 
 
  
 
 
he has two languages 
 
 
  both 
broken 
 
 
  
 
 
he turns the pages, soaking up the colours and strange names, 
composites, jokes perhaps 
 
 
 
 
when you’ve had enough 
 
 
he says you can make them get 
back 
 
 
in their Pokeball 



 

he tells me how his dad took some pills one night but the ambulance 
came 
 
 
just in time   
 
 
 
on the computer 
 
 
he can level up 
 
  with 
sure fingers 
 
 
 
some kids get stuck on level ten, he says, but I did it first time 
 
 
 
he knows one day 
 
 
the game   
 
 
  will 
end 
 

Duncan Richardson 
   



 

Lights Out 
 
I’m looking for a lightbulb to go in my new lamp. 60 watt max. What 
does that mean? So there’s a 40 watt and an 80 watt. Where’s the 60? 
What if I buy the 40 and that’s actually more than 60, like gauges, the 
smaller number is actually bigger. But 80 is clearly more than 60. I 
need the 60 watt because if I buy 80 or 40 I could blow up my lamp. 
Which means house fire and if I burn the house down we lose 
everything, clothes, art, laptops— I have poems in there. And the cat! 
What if she’s in the basement and we can’t get her out and she dies? 
I’ll kill her and it’ll be my fault all because I bought the wrong 
lightbulb... 
 
10k race 
all of my thoughts 
pass each other 
 
 
 

Lori A Minor   



 

 

THE ELEPHANT IN THE WAITING ROOM 
 
I still have a trunkload of stuff to deal with. Still blunder back and 
forth like a baby me. Only now instead of wrinkly and cute I'm 
middle-aged. And shrinking. And I'm in too deep to say goodbye to the 
circus. Try as I might I'm unable to leave this cage. 
 
new brand day 
easy to take as 
the one before 
 
 
 

Helen Buckingham    



 

Corruption 
 
A white cursor blinked insistently on the black screen. Despite 
pleading and profanity nothing else happened. No one could explain. 
One expert, then another, confirmed my worst nightmare. There was 
no way to access the laptop's hard drive. All the data was gone. 
Perhaps by the end of the long walk home, a little colour had returned 
to my face. 
 
 
blinking slowly 
mother once again 
forgets my name 
 
 
 
 

David Kelly & Bernadette O'Reilly 
  
   



 

Tribute to Frank Sinatra 
 
White gossamer unfolds on stage like petals of a newly opened rose. 
Dazzling dancers, lovers in a Manhattan skyscape glide under a 
star-studded sky woven together with moon glow, swirling into a 
kaleidoscope of lunar reflections. In the shadows, “Ol Blue Eyes,” 
slouch hat and famous trench coat, croons Fly Me to the Moon.  
 
The old tunes, jumps and twirls, leap across generations, the years of 
toe shoes and twisted feet forgotten. The woman inhales a deep drink 
of possibility, wants to play among the stars. She leaves the theater 
light-headed and giddy, open to the warm night, the fragrance of lilac. 
She wants to propel herself onto the wooden bench, spread her arms 
wide and sing Let me see what Spring is like on Jupiter and Mars. 
 
a vase 
over-spilling 
shooting star 
 
 
 

Jo Balistreri   



 

Bedtime Story 
  
Once upon the here and now there lives a lyrical little bear in a 
feather nest. Bear likes nothing better than to pop a word in her 
mouth and give it a taste. She looks out the window to eat what she 
can see. “Leaves of the maple tree,” she says, “lit by the sinking sun.” 
  
Bear chews each word. She swallows each thought. More and more of 
the tree disappears into less and less of the sun. Somewhere else the 
faraway stars begin to bud and bit by bite by bit. . .   
  
knitting laid aside 
the tangled threads 
of an old yarn 
 
 
 

Michele Root-Bernstein   



 

Red Mare 
 
smell of the barn at dawn 
          she nuzzles my hair  
as I stoop over her shit 
         the occasional impatient tap  
                                                       of a hoof  
and the first rays through the crack  
         as I unfasten the latch and begin  
to pull the door aside 
         she is right beside me 
then gathering ourselves 
          all at once, we heave together - 
I pulling back, 
                            she surging forward 
  
 
 
faster than light bulbs burst into bloom 
 
 
 

Eric Lohman   



 

Decoy 
 
I found a maggot, the size of a cat, on the kitchen floor. It mimicked a 
cat, grew ears and whiskers and rubbed against my hand 
affectionately. But I could still see the rings around its furless body 
and its grubby white skin. Then it sank sharp claws into my hand and 
tried to take a bite.  
 
recurring dream 
the clatter 
of the recycling truck 
 
 
 

Martha Magenta   



 

chameleon 
 
young girl I could be they expected a nurse counselor mother 
researcher long lost friend soother of circumstances lover did it all 
then knowing the ropes at a time when  people chose I never did 
 
from one world  
to another   
chameleon 
still 
 
 
 

Kath Abela Wilson    
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Snapshots from Northwest Arkansas 
  
A 50-mile zone on my way to a poetry retreat.  The lass in a red pickup 
truck, which has a Dallas Cowboys sign on the back window, smiles while 
talking on her cell phone.  She drives 30 miles per hour, unaware that 
other drivers are following her.  At every curve, the glow from her brake 
lights shines like a lotus flower lantern.  
  
slow driving— 
a sign of indolence  
or enlightenment? 
  
Paranormal conference in town.  A woman who looks half-white and 
half-Asian asks me, “Where are you from?”  Unsettled but feigning calm, I 
say I’m from Korea, because I know what she means.  She tells me she has 
seen UFOs, describing their movement in the sky.  Based on my enigmatic 
smile, she thinks I’m interested.  Meanwhile, I keep wondering where the 
heck she is from.  Is she from inner space?  Is she from outer space?   
  
my answer isn’t correct— 
a stranger asks me where I’m  
really from 
  
Lunch break.  I visit a Thai restaurant where young native Ozarkians serve 
as waitresses.  One of them says she stayed in Korea, where, she says, men 
are machos.  She plans to go back there.  Another waitress wants to move 
to Maui, because it sounds like a cool place.  She doesn’t want to live in this 
scenic mountain country, either.  When I tell her I’d love to retire to Eureka 
Springs, she says plenty of houses are up for sale.  
  
wanderlust 
pursuing sunlight 
beyond the hills 
  

John J. Han 



 

 
 
 
 

Kate MacQueen 
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