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Inspired by the small plot of apple trees near Cambridge, England,
where writers have gathered for years with their books and pens,
we welcome you to pull up a chair and enjoy poetry in the orchard.
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Mol |y Peacock i
genre I|iterary e
from poetry to oasmgui cft ruame swo rac:
l'yri-examilmati bh abcuwuri obhe | ive
newest boolkheo fAnpedlginsst,t he sltomgyg o
e t
t

s a poet, bi-ogr a
I f has taken h
Y
y

pat-ita@etapist r ionship that
and continues o evolve. Bhe i s
Paper Gasr.delhel aMry Begi nsnadmed LA
Book of tThhee Yeecaornobnyi st, The GI ob
The London Evening Saatdldear 8undéa
Tel egr 8glgi nning her Iliterary | i/
Si X books of Tpee tSreyc,oanndd Bl lInudd @i a
New and Selected Poems

Widely anthologizedi,hehd&xfpodm®Bo
Ameri can Poetry, The Bedanydf t h
For mal Feeds ngelClomas, in | eading
afPoetry, The Literary Review o0
Canadian Notes and Queries, Cont
ReviamWhe Yal.AmBegi eer antd ea meomdck
Paradise, Pi#@&od by Readea Poem &
Cir.clAhs well, she is the edito
nonfikhe olRRrpi vate | : Pr iawmac yt- hien c:
edi tPoetorfy i n Moti on:r oOnéd hku nSdirbe
and Buses

f

Mol 'y i s -dololmara @ndief arming f ami
Canada and the United States. St
recei vBe.dAmagn a cum | aude from

(Binghamtonatwdi waenr sM.tAx)s wi t &dm hol
Writing Seminars at TheA Jdouanls
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Amer iCaammmdi an citizen, she now | i
Joyce schol ar Mi chael Groden, [
cont act with her former h oeme b
Unterberg Poetry Center of the

where she teaches about visual a
Passionate about public service
Poetry in Motion on New York Cit

she 1 minitgo a€Ca&nadal,hei MBaewdgu rCatneadd i .
series, bringing poetry to a wi
|l ocated at the Binghamton Unive
project The Secret Poetry Room.

Mol |y Peacockodos fwasitt phabayi gud
Charact er iwittihc iFlilcusitornast i ons by
al so wr owemaan eGrneged mo n oflheg u e
Shi mmer i npger\Meorrgnee d i n t heatres
Ameri ca, i n-Bt oddwagy ash @wwdoafs et. h eS|
subjects of t woA d.ocfuemeQuttasrayd d@f iQor
t he-idao gMyesSal | ed Shkeyl fTihsehr eLsief eSc |
of Trixie Fil ms.

Among her honors are awards fro
Biography, the Canada A€oesasilCop

Foundati on, Danforth Foundati on
Woodrow Wi |l son Foundati on, Nat i
and New York State Counci l on tF
creative process, Mol | y r @t a@oc

generation of emer gomg wuriitthe rpso,e
memoi rists.
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Mol 'y Peacock

The Absol udfe GNenges Dirteya d
On an evening in the Apocalypse
Fi ve wamemptgitnog efrroodsetad houses.

The streetliwbtl dhechheskibl i g&e

Earthos vasmowlteicpsical grid

9 billion housés toward the sol s
so it is quite early in th Apoc
Gummy fruits, candy canes, choco
sugar, eggwhite, glitter on thei
The streetl i gohrtl d halnoecsk ibnl.i pIsh.e w
Their families will take their s
By the equinox they could be sic
Still early evening in the Apoca
A daughter of the Troubles bough
for two granddaugmteerdo wsfest he Ho
snow in a sparkle spaz, the othe
pastildkrislfd waneand another who t
cancer caregiver chores with eve
as the streetlight shines in whi



theet |l ybealnhkpdeabypse
wonot be foresdclae me ds lwii ftths s mal |
Yet 4 lwiortbmgs of gl ass candy stri

release a forewmatuBes knowl edge o
the ancestor ghosts who know wha
They wield their sugar pistols w
onneavening Amoc¢ aleypepse)| y

streeasthliingmmtg as the world cl ock I
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Mol 'y Peacock
Routi nes

Routines are our destiny.
Makitngupg as you go al ong
wastBa reworks energy
Routines are destiny,
a blanket below the night sky.
Lie down onLodck? upes
Apyrotechnic possibility
Routinesdare destiny

making it up,.you stumble along
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Mol 'y Peacock

Why | ABudtldhi at

| | ove desire, the state of want
of how to get; building a kingdo
requires desiroee dou@lvte t he t hin
you in your beltless bathrobe, t
from mydéand IlfooMed what | want: cl
haoses, redemption. Can a new mau
equal God? Oh no, desire is rank
a |l oved pen is not I|like |l osing f
desire for nut gateau is driven
but the cake on its plate has me
even when |l ove is ememmaigered and
For my mot her, heal t h; for my S
whol eness. But why is desire suf
Because want | eaves a world in t
How el se but in tatters shoul d a
A columned porch set high above
Here, take my monay, A | oved fa
the spirit gone. Here, use my r a
Previous!|l yCpumudchical: i New @haulSeRleaxy el
2004)
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Mol 'y Peacock
Forsythia Below Clouds

What chases spring? Al most anyth
Wind chases it into place, of <co
chance it gets. Pennies in a poc
forgotten in a cotton jacket <cha
afternoons chasing dusk chase sp
of a million people each act as
mini ature gelnli omweg ybldowinrs

into bloom, and each dawn <catche
of spring in its pastel cup. Win
spring into place | ike an aging
Angora cuffs its offspring. It e
anyt hayngSepoing is a colder void,
actually, because of its |ight
ready, chasing things away by <ch
them into place, involves col d,
Spring is a way of embracing for
Previous!|l yCprumud shicea: iede wP athmls ISePlexyt P
2004)

~16
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Mol 'y Peacock
The Shoul ders of Women
The shoul ders of women are shall
and thin compareddto the shoul de
surprisingly thin l i1 ke the youn
whose shoul ders i stick figures
orstones, or bony as the short g«
of cr &aseéescnromens. Lord, how
surprising to embrace the shorte
of many bones in thkoiw sockets a
what | expecltongi @amler 4aced men,
is the fl esh tohfe tchaeveshoul der and
of the chestowdEnd $ogemalnlei t her
Unwittingly frail and unknowing
|l i ke cranes and young kings, the
turn to surprise and surprise me
their gestures of renewal and r e
Previous!|l yCpumudchical: i New @haulSeRleaxy el
2004)
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John Bartel]l
The Rai n

| tookodawyi de

to escape all this talk

about chickens.

As if this talk could erase

the noise

of wviral | oads,

of -sedfating,

of people drowning in their own
| took a ride today because | <co
see the rain coming,

drops bouncing off the windshiel

back to the earth,
where I ndian blanket and evening
thrive on their blessings.

took a ride today

I

to escape my house
where the peopl e | | ove
are driving me crazy,
al ways there.

I n the kitchen.

Il n the bedr oom.

I n the | iving room
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| tookeatoday

and | couldndét stop thinking
about chickens.

About how roosters keep guard,
and when itds ti me,
raise an al

g

scatterin hens to safety.

| took a ride today

pausing on the spine of the ridg
that splits Marcum Ranch,

where that eleomgelowsel m t

there since before anything much
| stood ingbHddammedn | i ke a

as it ran down my | eg,

absorbing into my root s,

surging through outspread hands,
|l ndi an bl anket and evening primr
hol di n@gotmheéihr olmlgh t he summer sur
through the c¢crispness of autumn,
through the short Texas winter,
dropping their seeds

in the coming spring,

for the winds to disperse

to a young womanés yard,

where hungry chickens,
scratching in the dirt,

will ftéd&str dounty

while a chil d



with cl ean
and no thou
of staying
chases afte
her | aughte
rolling int
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Shannon Cut hbert
Combusti on

You run past waves of corn so
Theelm into a woven thing,

A tapestry dancing in your pe
A Iliving breathing creature i
|l ts -t ewedt ed rushes,

Tucked within |Iike secrets to
Past the old school house of a
Of gargoyltredgfhcks Hegs,
Waiting and watching from the
And hall ways that twist to dar
Past the whol e dtwat mevesh, d ovo it $,
With its buildings shuttered,
Clenched tight ovelri gohpte.ni ngs
But still the kids have wound
Have marked the windows with t
Their greasy faces, greedy ton
Graffiti bodies dancing free.
At night they set fires within
And |l et their souls alight, al
The power ofptfyl itgohwtn,i n an em
Ti |1 all they ffeel i s wind on
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Mar en O. Mi tchell

My Friend Janice Said Sh
Poem About the Prison Ac
Within View of Her House
Coul d

for Janice T. M.

winter, | eavebBadowa
ross the soothing sl
at roam amiotgroanz,e i n
e prisoners contented
rd at work on her cur
e panes of her study wi
she tmasniwouldadtthe hemawielsl need
i magination to embroider. I n

n
c
h
h
a
h
S
0
rows with young | eaves and buds
f
a
n
h
h
h
n
h

oo

honeysuckle as they foll ow he
cing the perimeter of her back
privacwaiitnnghdéoghi nsi ght s,
husband Carl waits for the
g summer, hampered by gree
ri soners resort to exchangi
nmate i s sure her voice is
audiences are spellbound if
name an exotic country,
house number the answer to
road name a way out of jail
Anot her weaves ithewrfiatnitraggy t hat
a peoxdcution elegy to him, one t

| e

ou
p
i

OO0 0 DO0]m = =

s pien s LM
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Mar en O. Mi t chell
Most Vvisible,
yellow is the nightlight star
t hat burns heat and | ight all da
is the primary color that compl €
the power base of Dblue and red,
brings out the attributes of pur
gamboge, cadmium yell ow,
Naples yellow: the first roar of
after winterds ri me;
the name and color of the only
wasp | run fr om;
attemet oinng: Star of David upon
school bus, goumrbamaridmhef.l ag of
Yell ow is the floower of fear and
cry of cruelty;
the stain o illness and age
mur mur of mortality;
poll en s®i ps in flight
proof of miracl es;

~2 6
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Charlotte I nnes
Pandemi cal

At this ti me, I am resisti
closets filled with stuff
old clothes, old shoes tha
unli ke my neighbors who me
their relics curbside, wi t
or gunky tables, saying fAF
the owners who are trying
from fear or boredom, I s u

r
r | dt upyuubrye d nteopgsy

invaders that come to I|ife
nét be cleaned away.

Dirt Rel i cs. I can |ive w
on rugs, old files and pap
What gets me is this sly v
who sthfasnmwith bl anks |

O MO 50N

, ordering what they
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Charlotte I nnes
Li ke Me

for Christi-B@1Kegeler (1942
Like me, you were a tomboy, clin
riding your rusty bike by the ri
muddy, playing with boys. One mu
captured whhi bé az kldamki you had
aside from pdbaheéseawnd overbite
of a child at home in herself, s
no one. But your stepdad stifl ed
with his | ook, his hands, his fr
l'i ke me,
to flee tolttlhondgpmt, wheks wer e ke
to freedom but, | ike you at ti me
the chance to make some foolish
for me Adventuresome, we wer e,
half wanti ng I|foevlet, phlaerabso:r i ng hal
| irke
Previously appeared in the catalogue f
Tribute to Christine Keelerod curated b

~2 9
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Charlotte I nnes
Five Lessons on Space

1
The red frame around
the small mirror ignores
the creamy wall éds broad
reaches. See how the red
frame incarcerates the air?
2 .
Long after the rain,
they plastered the ceiling.
Later,
brown stains
appe ared
ri bbon of coastline,
Shroud of Turin.
Look up.
Navigat e.
Go n.
3.
Forget

the eloquently spaced cedar s,
buryrnetl | ow mari gol ds

at ease

in neat triangular plots.
Seek out

~3 8
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S between houses
dy | ot's
ches of trailing thyme.

—+ D T

a
e
a
Wa t h
h

~ 00T s@

e dandelion parachutes
floating

4 .
repe mgdhdca,
ustralian will ow,
atchez, muskogee,
he new trees
i ne up
ong the

Go out . l gnor e

these ruined gardens.
Expltohree deep root s

of a Joshua tree.

Put on your boot s,
your fleece jacket.
Take only a small bag.
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Greco
can Sonnet for Mary
ut h i s, Mar vy, I owi || never
re poet Donét spend |l ong
g in the woods cataloguing
ing the snail But | have
i nging me into the wildnes
. grasshopper eating sugar
River, soft rope of water
spent my | ife studying pe
you could say | too, under
obyeohuarv iwoarn der i ng
hi cket for meaning. Oh, ho
, I have been! How f ar I h
ert trying to be good. You
Iyl iknnge eosn. mYour wil d geese
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Ken Craft
The Duck Bl ind
|l tés a |l ong November wal k
to the reservoir before dawn
under a horn moon and specks of
dry and cold against the night.
Over the rows of frozen furrows
across a cQornnnfeicetlidcoust b acKk:
razed stalks, torn roots,
hard clumps under heavy boot s.
How pleasant the sky, dark and h
as we gaze at our breathsodo rise,
l' i ke thinning smoke, sl ow and de
l'ifting toward stars and sil ence
As we crest thieoms ||, broken ref
dance over the reservoiros surfa
silvery winks from the watery bl
whil e cork ducks rattle i n my ca
Boots, decoys, tionkling of retri
l'ife distilledotol bBimplicities i
the dog, anxious feor the Dblind,
first far, then near, i mpatient
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The memory feels |ike only this
cold of fallen | og permeating th
the tender tendrils of thermos ¢
November morning waking from Nov
Howree |-soei mmadkthe brightening
How the cheerful cheep of chicka
from tree to bush to branch hard
How not 0f obseh&@begnigshed the mind
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the bare Novembe
y purple hue,

e coming winter f
shades. | 6ve made

The you

t h present. Oh, but
to have th
of
t

you back, if jus
horizons. Still
et g®@mr di mmi ng

a haunt
suggling

|l am the keeper of your flickeri
the bosun-stt@ackewmn ngvegmip,

the prompter in the wings, cuein
t he nur se dthoattt ehroilndgs, yaosu you sl i

darkinessbowadéantly,
ad &puwlrl ftaitgehtu ntwh antd sst r

S every minute now
till the final b

t h
t hre
k e t n
rb a re
S ou, and you at | a

i
t
S
r
t y

i ows of eternity.
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Wendy Sl oan
Letter Ftroebdad

Dear dead friends, Il miss you.
It seems | ike youdre stild]l her e
Just moved to some far pl ace
Like Lisbon or Tangier

And oddly, for years now
Neglected to phone me.

|l could call and touch base.
Your numbers are somewhere.
Donét worry. Youoll see me

And soon now. So, take care.



Summef 2020

Jmes Cr oal Jackson

New Year |l I I usi on
No tabula rasa. Donot
believe it when you hear

televisiohapelyebrati on:
/I newl/ rydar a

continuous horse. Carryin
suitcases holding everyth

from onehgéaext o

ad is stildl dead. Mo m
wi || be soon. The dusk is
tomorrowds same | andscape,
endl essly |l ooping.
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Jmes Cr oal Jackson
Forces

My friend once announced to a ro

my poems make them dip into pool
| g uesas pthhoabtidas my inability t
for more than a minute and al
si de l ast night my Uber driv

her bkei dcsour ageowand wenle oki nd

to talk about her Ziggy and Shan
t he 0

On Tuesday | 611 | et m g

all ewhat | iberation! but then
five kids tugged at her jacket |
hay ride elligetsible fobrtes pul
every cardinal direction at once
and | struggle to stay honest

to know | ust the |l ong rope tig
my neck | eashed to the wagon

i nto barssswn gr to keep the chains
killers at bay though | know
are actors wielding masks t hey



@ i
‘?S : o

Summer 2020

of me | run from because | kn
the world gives me | attes
|l ove | r etenr gpiwaems e t han wh
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Jani s Harrington

The Gi ft

Al'l my | ifebs partings cumul at e
Mom pulls away from the curb, pa
on her shoulder, dog |icking pas
Stricken, l-iguesvsegluel ngheck

from intimate to ordinary too qu
Unwilling to pay for excess weig
and unzip my overstuffed suitcas
l'ift odabathés komber |jacket,

| eat her supple frdiom saddl e soap
rel eadioggheg <ci ga and campfire

rs
scents whithkemateliaegnéi m back.
Comforted by its bulky embrace,
grateful for unexpected company,
|l board the flight, quit my nat.i
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Jani s Harrington

After Hi s Suici de, t he F

inental cars and yellow airport
diverting me from catatonic mut e
Beds filled, r odonost s waerelntwsi,t h s o
but ¢l amor, vivacious as any Chr
The generations reminisce, gosSsi
past triumphs and slights, rail/l
The soundtrack for our dial ogue:
competing playhiats, television,
from microwave popcorn, and a ba
of cell phone ring tones. The pa
our chattemr. akdt ilvaaugh't

as a | ate summer hive, the house
our worker bee frantic dance
denying the gravebts terrifying s
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Harrington

Onl vy

hing |l-bng BIisbeescent

d my friend, tears falling
grirpgiemy tclaetg frozen

ont of the community bull et
ed flyers for | ectures, | o0s
fi xet abked nbumbe:

family member depressed?
ert. Donét del ay. Call a ho
ué dbpeeaehy words,

ai misnugi coibdveis owgasr sn,i n g

ish |Ii ke medieval gargoyl es
d to depict the seven deadl

ing from catheddal ' intel s &
ch yéowounistsceuwl d. have guesse






Surhme'r 2020

Anni e Finch

The Emperor s Card
Card 4 in the Rider Waite Tar

My body i
i n waves

as time s
as my | ef
to tilt m

sser ml Mgl | s

n mar ks t hat f e
I

e

h

d
r swerves
e mountainsod s

The r
and vy
are n
rock
and r

heads, carvéd thro
ydsmyeptoéeasured b a

hiths dgrmggerdesert, Il wondt | os
ugh two bright spirals | ur
ther than gems]

ve no up or down

ept the shadowsdé truth under
me mor i es

si |l ent
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Ant hony J. Fuchs
Linguistic Silhouette
Hi s hours wupon the stage are at
his spirited performances have ¢
hedll strut and fret no more, no
that his | ast energies have been
Yet | remain: the final syl Il abl e
ohis recorded ti me I tell his t
when he is heard no more, for |
of all his sound and fury that p
|l imitate his face, his baritone
in brash defiance of his one reg
to die, to sleep. Il nst ead, I am
persistent @&ameétltiengui stic silh
the fragment of himself he | ef
a sliver-dofmmhing mewnar
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Al l i son Joseph
After Receiving an Unsol
Monument Company

My husbandés monumefdts arendét ma
| 6ve no needtoflayour services
Hi s words | ive on me. I am his h

Donét talk to me of financing, o
of col ordsr dsbed oprr egreay .
My husbanddés monuments arené6t ma

Your pamphl et has a website and

a number | can call to pay and p
Hiwvords | ive on in me. I am his
| 6m sensitive, offended by your
of phony caring for my mourning
My husbandés monuments arenét ma

Donét trust you with his ashes o
Donét need to hear the platitude
[

Hi s warvees on n me. I am his homi
You keep your rock of ages. I wi
and cry for him, whether night o
My husbandés monuments arendét ma
Hi s words | ive on. Il n me, theyov
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Al l i son Joseph
Still Waiting
Mont h Later

| 6d rather not be
l 6m hating all thi
I know what I coul
I know what I trie
l 6m hating all thi
much rather have h
I know who | tried
but was it a heart
much rather have h
|l dondt know why h
So was it a heart

or bl ood sugars go

|l dondt know why h
this damned aut umn
Hi s blood sugar go
Couldl bsaw him fai

i's dammeald wai

i's weather growi
me mber , I saw hi
one 1 6m growing

~4 7
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this weather c
|l eaves swirl
alone, alone e
defeated, inco
|l eaves swirling round
these heavy heavy step
def eanedmpl et e
and way out of my dept
these heavy heavy step
|l know who | coul not
and way out of my dept
| 6d rather not be brav

o |
my
r

my

der

feet

f eet
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Al l i son Joseph

Wi dow Wonder s: A Rondeau

I f | had died instead of hi m,
woul d people stadp their greedy w
all owing him to sing or cry,
expecting him in suit and tie,
emotions pushed back to the brin
Woul d they demand he be | ess gri
salute him i f he grew more sl i m,
permit him more than rueful sigh
if I had died?

How much support for heart or [

How nnya duties could he trim?
Woul d people ook him in the eye
or |l eave him be, afraid and shy?
Woul d people | et him sink or swi
if | had died?
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Sally Nacker

Steepletop Museum
for Edna St. MifE&nt Mill ay,

e toghbewoiter-bomaeas dhleaclkar e

t ween white pines, but marked
e wrote to the bone against be
aw bslmecadd ed snow near a killed

ught to rise, hd&r eyes inqui si
e eyes ofsctrhdedoe she de
ter, she wouldd htey e gthlkeel p o e ms
ey proocvleeda rrleya;l

maybe she cried, too, seeing the
of de¢ dter e, on the second story

of her farmhouse. Beyond her win
mount aicnoviearuerde lher mot her 6s deep

kept her up nights; poems seeped
The poet fell down her stairs an
Among hémhetrhitypewriter. Il cheri s
a postcard of it.e lauviusnnt edi dt e e
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PennyemHart
Unwinding the Spool

f otrl eanor Ecob Morse, my grea
Im back in front of the old sewi
the heavy table model in the rou
inherited from my mother, and sh
|l tsng bl ack cerongeds plomga two
and a curved met al |l ever hangs b
| open the little sliding cubby
Threading this machine, one has
then run the thread,t Hrooygh aan dma
circles unti/l it comes to rest i
moves up and down through a sl ot
On a chest i n sy pboerdtraobolne, pEalienatn o
sits, hardened stains of ancient
in its four dr awex,s.s Neow imyl ed wii
mu kctoil ored tubes, then carried i

fields -taonsds esd nwvdoods t o paint.

Il n a faded phot o, hair coiled at
pol ka dot weresispandtihg smock. ¢
folding camp stool in a meadow,

half done, she | eans into the | a
to catch the sunlight crowning t
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spool s
stretches from the
und t he

fildl the drawers o

bott on

o kskeiwn nigo Imaerh i ;mfe ,

the ymeefdl my mot mer, si t

sumdeargshtni myl & iwi t h

words
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Despy Boutris

Faith

| knew the d§ing was coming
knew her heart struck twelve
because | couldnoét sl eep,
could on

y gaze out at the hallw
[

I
past my door as it creaked
on its hinges, the wind outside
the open window running
its hands over everything in sig
Il f | c¢closed my eyes, I coul d pre
it was my grandmother, running
her fingers through my hair.
|l knew my father would call soon

stranded at the hospital with he
not wanting me
or my brother to see death so yo

e |l awyer would stop by,
s with her
[

h
present u
i di dnot know shedod | eave



Summer 2020
my brother her rocking chair,

and mewvomy tfed breakf ast
her recipe for buttered biscuits

Didnét know my fatherds face
could glisten with tears or how
| 6d sob, or how my mother és paln

woul d smooth b

ack my hair
as we watched the
d

coffin descend

into the ground, my grandmot her
maki ng er way into eternal I i f e
as the priest promised.

|l wish | believed in eternal [ i f
|l té6s too much work to try

to imagine a realm without dar kn
no croaking

toads, nothing with cl aws.

|l tds tobilkaedi hohlke

cheering for me up above.

But how tempting it iIis to have f
in her floating |i ke pollen abov
the clouds blurring her angl es,
her body all tangled up with God

Previous!| yPrpalibrd iies h®adha oner

~5 6
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Despy Boutris
OnOvercoming Gamophobi a

Since your silence scares me, b
be oil spill, be the elevator t

S M

n its way down. Let me | earn to
he quiet; | etds | earn to speak

And since | despise tight spaces
door s, twnceédrotcaki us i n a room in

or in a 8tovm, shake
subterranean and th take me, I
take you. You know odd numbers n
nervous, so how about | ghost th

I hand over al |l seven b

of m eft
| f I m bonnet, be breeze and bl o

o<

away. But take me with you. I f
be shuddering breath, be the sou

when | touch your <chest. I f [ 06m
moss SO we can grow together, so

rings to give yourssebfyou can wr
around me. I f 1 6m weed, be garde

~5 7
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and uproot me-endf

Sso we can spend Sunday

sSso we can bake bread.
be nightlight so |

| f drbéomr us, be rainfal
and, honey, come be

Previous!| yByaddti isthra d
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Il &m week, be
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O6m ni g
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Robin Halrweqm

Ny mp h

A mayfly nymph, in water for a vy
transforms into a beauty of the

for | udtonen emeajtagt,0 breed, di e.

The essence thendés the nymph, an
which we see only thronging in d
death throes of riotous sex. Ev e
t hough, that the flybds the cycl e
to artists, i f not to the clinic
Though humeawmsnsf din vieadnen | and,

at Scienceds Nietzschean precipi
transform to things that freely

or f or ml-beassse dCloornuldi né | i ves embr a
and may survive but briefly in t
but, dying, will seed new worl ds
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Robin Halrweqm
Where Are the Lightning

Where are the |lightning bolts of
The rolls of thunder and the sha
Where, beyond anger, is the ecst
There must be more ®Whan parodies
El winsel,kett enosm,in a ro

jibes at the Lords, h House, t

unmetered waffling

t e
on a fl ower |
Come now, tap Earthés potenti al
OQur planet on which tens of mil
from some war, O6fl u,d government
we pill age | antdo afnldy sea, yet | ea
while stories, music, art, resha
into sublime, éemotional or wvatic

a
Humans ®&amobthel st ef , be ecstatic
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Jos® Oseguer a

The Mi |l k of Your Bl ood

Evening sun pours its amber

i nt o ydfurre *ly etse a

that irntcklbkelsue porcel ain.

My fingers, plumes of steam,
bubbl egum on the skin

around your nippl e,

knit tightl§g as feather barbs
turmeric and saffron in my throa
Il n the eclipse of comforter and
my hums are shadows,

words, wind echoing in the quil/l
of what idos | eft unsaid

mot hs hide behind your earl obes
as the tarot of my | ips dews t he
on the crucible nested between
your | ower bréeast and false ribs
it opens al/l the wounds

| collected |Iike twine and twigs
and oneseyoovecameer

when | pecked Your veins for see
goosefl esh as scarred as rain th
ri pping wings of tulip, poppy, a
strewn in your hair draped on th

~6 1
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nned a newoadgospel with my
l'y Spirit dove crucified
ed plastic push pins

n your sifBewy shoulder bl
6s Prayer that banished

, my ghost, my empty bone
rds | rai$ed in cages on
peckled ed@dg to flecked pl
ed through your dry <c¢loth
y sung the music in your

beaks mocked the hocket o
cardamom breeze

r endh itthee slhieneetns

child smile that hid in
mowrmmdi rhcal d ogwe d ;

'l ow we filled with home.



s}

Summer 2020

John Grey
Sonnet of t he Scar s

Hussy bold, | show you my bed of scars,
Badges of honor, great hurts simplified,
Heregs trouble, her@s the time | nearly died,
Tributes to the insouciance of cars

When takig corners, knife fights in dive bars,
And look, along my zippered wrist, my pride,
That cry for help, attempted suicide.

All on my skin, like naming you the stars.

Better than ink, these are the real tattoos,
Life histories told in ridgesgigzags,
Operations, old knife etchings that cruise
From throat to rib to upper arms, in jags
Of crimson, speckled brown, all paigh dues;
My bodyd sountry flies such honest flags.
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ShuCrtiam
January Morning

We
Cat
t he
my
dus
ret
And
t o

and
col
Lat
col
fee

For
and
yes
hi s
The
abo

cu
S

t
a

r1 on hbufef emtheid eb yb ebdi,| | owi ng
purr, bowled in th
p of my head. Out
bhet pancos | i ke

ray above dand dr i
ve grainsrabbii hpg
t heapped @aowrey p
ck the fruit offe

CcC >SODODKQ &Oo

backside f a
seeking the
e Iis made a
chen, we wi
P | ayexcrac kechgt hi n
Oshew&8dndpygnpagearn.

, we wi | | surrender t
sorYohhewiplalpeseatd chlwi il

I~

tal k of

A O B @I I

—
5

, we | ie abed and watch t
cardi natlse.ggledt hianMk of t h
y6s surprise visitor. B a

tip brushed the snow, t
rnaealed -headesdudgre a brar
e pond he sat with his ©b

383@93

~6 4
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Thomas O. Davenport
A Streetcar Named Undesi

My steelwheeled ride to work is human dense

No ropes, but by our | imbs wedre
We 6h@®nging suits, wedre pickets
Too close to breathe, we whisper not a sound

We rub in ways that make us want to blush

| touch you up there, you nudge me below

Wedre intimate within this human
In ways reserved most times for folks we know

But willingly we suffer in this box

And pay our fare, the reeking crowd abide

Resign ourselves to shakes and shoves and shocks
To save us from a more expensive ride

For our concern comes to this simple crux:
To park all day will run you forty bucks
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Madi son Zehmer

wor k song
aftHezi er

no grave can hold my body down /
home toshemg, hand out the windoy
hair tangling in the wind |ike |
| swear heaven is glancing at yo
heaven is fAeydsugrhttehhe roadd and
and my hand on your shoul der t h
of wind and dust melts the air.
work song back to me; a | adybug
up your forearm. you |l eave it th
filling the car, soaring out the
pai nting tyheel Iroovad wleawnot h s mi |l e
as we sing of | owlands, drunken
Il ask i f you stild]l remember danc
together to classic rock, when w
filled the room, when your sweet
pierced my ribcage,ramien | tol d
everywhere youdd want wus to go,
down, always. and the sound of vy



rings in my ears what | oy
e brought me. | al ways feel

know the door s wi de open,

soul Blwhysthear

I wake up and when | sl eep.
aven as one. |1 0Om Il ost in yo
youdre gone, I 61 1 never for
eel of your palm on mine,

nothing good | asts forever
to you either way, grinning
is the aubade you al ways wh
ke me up. | ove, an open win
ound of your breath swirlin
ing the sky wieeh fresh rain
the song changes, | ove in Yy
ver 66 gbhghumaughter

breath youbdbre al ways sing
he music soars, reverberate
ng | i ke your whistle out th
rs that crawlsmipemy forearn
our | aughter as we keep on
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ael R. Bur ch

| That | Remember ed

all that | remembered, I for
name, her faceée the reason t
yet | hold her c¢close within
el the buurbnuirsnhehdaiwei ght of a
fell across her face, the a
n scent of her shampoo, the
alely in twaen.moonlight, ange
memory of her gathers | ike a
bears me to that night, that
she and Icowelrde one, and i f
reach to her this time and,
hair out of her eyes, and hoa
feature, each 1 mpression. L
readbare sort of magic, it i
re we recognize it. Il woul d
i ps to hers to hold their me
ot more tightly, |l ess el usiv
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Edi son Jennings

For Some That Go Forth w

b&en from a-Slaixmen iproetmhe AN
e Fortunes of Men, 0 trans|

They had come to shop and see a
Wai t irngowmwitch both had read,

and after seedng, hoped to grasp
that , at | east , was their plan,
| ate October and the weather
cool and absolutely clear.

About their future, they were ab
and though still young and full
they had no doubt whether

they would marry, as if both had
their future and were assured th
was practical, clear, and easy t
to Ilove and be | oved, what every

nothing could be more simple or
So a niathrte offoltihtewad Bpssehe pl a
a play foll owed by forepl ay,

she whispered under a tree festo
with the glory of fall weat her
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Summer 2020
ey sat on a bench consid
e yG e dh(mttuol od vsakgiupe t o gr asp
since both had read
greed its meaning was f a
d it to themselves to se
revise their plan
o much faith in their pl
1, 1t was fal/l d gl or
d tthhee yp Ifaoyr e s e e
e, each in the otherés g
under a tree in weather
i ous |l eaves gold and red
he i mminent | eaned, | mme
wedded to their plan,
od up just as it fell, =c
ut killing him, | eaving
solitude, unable to gra
s .wayward pl ay
shheel pr ebaodo ksse lofr wat ched t
with no pl an, numbed i n
clear day, poor pl ayer

~7 %
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Eri k Richardson
tangled in your fancy ze

sad hamlet on the edge of you
never blooming or growing, th
seasons, with your words tied
sohey cannot wander off to ex

cut and chil dhood frie
edy actors in a travel:|
he sound of my one hand
n your bale ofall aplrircd

rr- mind tryi-mg, to suicide
amknwottf shiny polished til
or not a dog has the bud
d [ d by the idea of
ger inside
r crack cr
[

i's duel ar
meani ng h

y awakg aomebhbwmesedndr e
e who did not | ove you
t, more to | earn

e fro
g with your head full
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Eri k Ri chardson
Dhar madés | ast | esson on

Dhar ma fhiardsthegei zure at 5:30 the
as t hva nlteetre sun dropped bel ow t hi

you hopped up from the table at
and muffled gargling sounds.

we fell overboard and would f 1l ou
currents and winds,

for fi frtiereqn,-t sypabidee hour s

and the rest of her 1ife

before we would be rescued.

|l m not sure if | |l earned more a
or peopl e

or marriage

or about | ooking past separation
that-morghthg. we stopped counti ng
early in, as tlde seizures came f
of f and on with often only a qui
for her and a |ick of her tongue
while the minutes nd hour s <came
the clock ticks orw\ixheodwl\/\si tohf occocnafs
each knobby bone in my spine ben
sitting on the floor holding her
no shoreline or stars in sight ©b
cutting through the fog

cal ming her eachctuimestbembsaruaoc
and fguniadilnyg the sunlight ship o
through the old kitchen windows
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gliding across our shallow sea o
that soft brown girl with her sp
was a part of me, future and pas
moon and tides,

and in all the peswowlle work disheg
| know marrow deep, if | were | a
how many | ifetimes a human has t
they, too, hava aeheast bl eRekahd
absorbing darkness and giving of
| dondt knoawusé Wwhbaarestbe smart
or too stupid

or both

or why each of those possibiliti
of a smaller self bigger
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Li sa McCabe
ExHusband, Ol d Dog

t odo it on

ould no y
he dog; the on
or y
I

own t
e div
k i f mi ght c¢come.

gl ements of | eash a
d you that | woul d,

~ c

ce, and so
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ul d | not ? | | oved
i's no comment on
ariddg tahaturypou
not face this al
was al ways someo
you took to wande
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The years add up, as do clich®s;
mi-di fe crisis, a dying pet,

and now whipcohenm t seems,

is the only means | have to set
the record straight, and ask of

what we could not ask that day:

Why again, could you not stay?
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Li sa McCabe
Lost and Found

t a dog teom fliomsmd .what has be
All their senses acutely hone

he missing; the casually tos
keys dropped | ast winter in
Mostl gt bahl s or gol f
what i nterests them) a
how things appeacharsce

tre placed? More |

t a gl an
ou sha

to find what has bee
ntended to be found;
k aegea,ossteadl en good, |
dn the wall or ground

Trust a dog
but never i
illicit pac
l etterasseaedl

But never you.

A femur, ke bmakb, anow mossed,
hol |l owemdtowtet bBarem,t tshe agfifng ho
who brings with joy to the hunte
what we | ost (gone of orty vyears)
daught er | osviesdt efrr,i ebneds,t a strand,
your smil e, some DNA.
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Li sa McCabe

Ma her and Child Reuni on
There is no making up for this
now that | have seen your face;
the years apart, the | ife we mi
The world you gained might ecli
the Il oss of me, but wondét erase
that you cannot make wup for thi
Nor can 1, |l ost in the abyss
of never knowing your embrace;
our years apart, the |life | mis
Does your shamefulness persist?
Do my features double your disg
Good intentions wono6ét make up f
n matter what the State insist
ot her ,pahemntds en, candt repl ace
our years apart, the |Iife we mi
The heartés aligned, but the mi
Letds pretend we have a case
for tryin to make up for this;

ur years apart, the | ove we mi
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William Baer
Letter of Resignati on

Degaml ank] : After much deliberat
without qualm, scruple, or furth
I hereby tender my for mal resign
as your |l over and future fianc®
The job provides too little sat.i
too many hours of unneeded dures
a pauproguotive interaction,
uncertain working conditions, an
Pawi s e, | 6m undervalued and di se
advancement 6s sl ow, the bonus is
my f£a@adn |l 6 overtime is taken for
and benefits are few and far bet
Thi s dolcoumehnotp,ef ul , underscores
my deep regret. é I 6m very truly

Previ ou

sl yFpuimai sBatdut ati ons:( Meeavws U& eS¢
Press, 2019)

~79
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William Baer

Visiting All the Pl aces

|l 6m visiting @&l Imatdlee | plvaeces we o
thinking of whatodéds been | ost, th
which everyone calls fApathetico
But | visit the places where we
the beach, the | ake, the garden,
the basehdllll fwiedl dvi th the morni i
l 6m visiting all the places we o
thinking of whatodéds been | ost, an

Previ ou

sl yFpuimai sBatdut ati ons:( Meeavws U& eS¢
Press, 2019)

~8 8



'g : I.
ogs S

Summer

Karen Paul Hol mes

MrDi vorce Ji mmi

Of course, he came to rob
to take my peace of mind.
But why did he stay?

My frantic calls to 911 failed.

| feel his eye

at the keyhole as | bathe.
Did the curtains just move?
Why is the fridge door open,
milk nearly gone?

At night

he becomes a cloaked figure,

breath blowing cold. Like a dementor
Mr. D attempts to suck hope

right out of me.

I n daylight, heods
gloating over my shoulder

as | get up with the dogs atwia

grill my own steak

plunge the toilet.

a

2020

ed t he

nNui sance
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Rap rattles my cup and saucer
cigar ash smears mahogany, sooty
footprints mount the carpeted stairs.
And still, his shadow startles me

in every room.

Previous!| yUmptuyiln g htalide i kedt Press, 2014)

~8 2
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Karen Paul Hol mes
Poem that Begins with a

A passive sentence is often composed by a passive
person. It is written with a subject acted upon

by a verb, sort of like being assaulted.

A phantom subject is preferred by governments,

corporations and scientist/ritten complaints

will be read and answered in three days.

It has been decided you are not eligible for benefits.
The solution was heatdo boiling.

This idea was thought up by someone anonymous.
The similes were excavated one by one,

like grapefruit triangles with a serrated spoon.
Then, edits came about through a red pencil.

This poem will be appreciated by people

wh o d o n doh orltespknsibility.c t

This poem will be satisfying to few

because its conclusion was eaten by the dog.

Previously Spgwhllei, s hReidveirn Sky: An Ant ho
(Negative Capability Press, 2015)

~8 3
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Lisa Barnett

14 x 10

A mesh offourteen lines, ten syllablés

capacious as a spidsmweb, precise

as mathematics, yet equivocal

when read asupple, difficult device.

A sonnet is a room we choose to enter,

where choices we have made become constéints
or do constraintadvance the argument

we didré know we meant to make®tstrange

to think that what can tie us down can lift

us up from line to line, octave to sestet,

or how the meanings that we make can shift
when the exigencies of form are met.

It is thesonnefs sly and silken trick

to take mere words and make them whirr and click.



2020

Lisa Barnett

Ort hography
On moving to Canada in fifth grade, 1965

God Save the Queenge sang each day in school
and followed every British spelling rule.

filt stnornegotiable) my teacher said.

This meant thafirealized would lose itsized

to the insinuations of the snake

like fisO, while hordes ofiu @ would infiltrate

the pale and blamele@iseighbors, andfed andfiro
exchange positions at tligheateo door.

| learned ther& no fixed orthography for life.
How could it be that spelling spelled out strife?
Expatriate at ten, | thought it absurd

that so much inhered in the letters of a word.

Why should things change depending where you stand

on this or that side of some bit of land?

Fences and border crossings made no sense

until I came to learn impermanence.

In two years, we returned to the U.S.

but Ahomeo felt |ike an alien ad
Atonce,thdis 6 s 0 went unfudéesrogr ound, t he
deserted, théed andfiro abjured their views.

Again, orthography reegulated,

but it was | wh@l been recalibrated.

These days | sometimes pause before | spell

a wordwhose north and south run parallel.

~8 5
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Gai | Goepfert
Lexi col ogy at Paner a
for Hanna

| wantshweorsd@hse words my friends
know and&hledodomddtl i ngual

Japanese at home and English in
We fish words outproeff ibxoeosk.s, st ud
her tablet, pro

We make | ists o
[

n
repeat, scribble sentences on my

She carries a box of 500 words d
for ACT testupng. A dry back

Not much fun, you say.

|l bring an overdsA-Zzed il lustrated
Sol onmohned sDi cti onary of Difficult

by page. Word by word.

Page
nk meaning and context. Link |

he bhovtes$ hRemesedmber s it

its tart sounds. Pops it into co
She dedevwmuEven her mot her

now eaewafr mh®onregs on repeat.

~8 6
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We i ofnuonraebul i st, gdwrckkyenspiel , hi
based on their future practicald]
| ndef at ihgegabliemt erest. AOh, | et m
that one on my phone. I 61 1 use |
Kal i.mbAa t humb piano. Sheds a musi

We bonth wa | earn to play.

For every wod4 dfehetbay, a real
thoDgbtrmay ilmee her middl e name.
Il n her Imiodigeneedhre in Steinbeckos

Of Mi ce Aansdo fMens.pot for hi m.

Connection. Wh at better w

ay to r
Naysayers .anldn ntelpexinmewss.. Sh

e

Ophal os cNegpayzli ng f or some.
QuepPheds good at them and doesnbd

Tempest ddMmdc e tshhe adds.
Dr ama. Dr ama. Dr ama. And | 6m al l

We k stpul i pomAani@&@306s thing.
Shendsns.onvo tbh ywraan.g!l er
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Paner X@asnhamaNto paradi se there.
But -Idkee, we bathe in words.

Nohumdaumal I
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Jim Landwehr
Wordnapped
he kidnappe
host age wiat
kept them tied
hi dden

cl oseted

he tried to ma
to fess up to
or reveal t hei
di scl ose

di vul ge

he bribed the
coffee, pastri
hoping to brai
erase

rewrite

but the words
they knew t hei
was beyond his
sil ence

bl ocked

c

2020

and held then
p

e words talk
true meaning
ent

0 | at e,
i

cCo
whi skey
m

jn s B o

c
v e
t he

a stubborn | o
e worth
nt s
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so he increased his demands

threatened the true owner of the

gave them one | ast chance

final

ul ti mat um

while he wavasating jelly

the words escaped his entrapment
nd ran | i ke hell

forever

| ost
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Terese Coe
Soci al Decor um
The mark of a true sophi st
iau fowdu need to be bored
Be vague but comprehending
as you strike a minor chor
The tone may be ironic,
t hpet tch both | ow and gravid,
and if thereds |l aughter, it
hysterical or avi d.
Never forget the bourgeoi si
is uncultured and wuncout h,
i nsufferable and stilted
and mired in the trut h,
whil e your sine qua non 1is
an anobhmadawwrsa,
more than a |ittle vanity,
and a touch of sprezzatur a.

~9 %
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Terese Coe

Prodi gal Daughter

came back with seaweed i n he
came back from ruins, Bl ack
m casting for a convent, she
n she was bmpkeau&Sheewas stil
n she had done with Bratisl ayv
6d crashed i-moafasvck st mabroive a s
n she had worked the stone an
n she came back one dawn to U

her shedd been through one he
ma ncyameShbeack without hi m.
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Marly Youmans

The Aspen Wi sh

A child, she danced in aspens, |
Of yellow |l eaves in autumn, stan
I n shall ow, pebbly streams with
Never dreaming the aggregate of
Hi dden under the moss and fl ower
And the narrow trees of the aspe
Shivered their plumes in air, sp
Of secrets tucked in crevices of
When a woman, she was snared by

Tugdigeand yanked into the tangl e

The daily bruise and mar, the dr
Of what is handed down, the weig
But al | Odselved mnbasn tteod b e

Li ke Colorado aspens in sunshine
Glittering, shaken gold, conf ede
With theérleeezse to bring on | oveli

No eye to see but the blue eye o
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Lisa DeSiro

Gender Envy

Kiss your el bow and youo tur
my mot her warned me. But | wan
at age seven, |l onging to Lu
after seeing StatoWsr s. Even t
and games Oowern é sgi rLleiadipapk apgs,
howsen dreams | was the hero who
with a |ightsaber bravely sav
It seemed achievabd e, a deed
if I could twist myself in ju
ps woulldi k®@umdgimy, alrimk e
r nd 1odrd sbpee ltlr ansf or med. | 6d
i mes, wishful. Never any | u
| stayed as female as my
been raised |i ke a son by

nw o
~+ 5O
Q)

>

S

o
oawn —+ o —
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Annette Sisson

Wind and Wi Il d FI|l ower s, E

She cli mbsatArthhmottegiSaphs

the rocks, the harbor, the Medie
stills the rush of her solitude,
sharpens its telescopic | ens.

n day, its sweetness
S rare as rest, as winsome as

L >
n
~—+
o
0]

N

shine. Teetering on a shard
granitetonmeadowse dr op

o w
-+ C
=)

s swept horizontal,

of I ong gras
[ s the cusp of summer,

e

(%]
>
D
-
o

asks in heather and gorse,
he next year a heart skip,

eath. Tense
shes her down, multiplyin

Q
[egye]
=y
o
o
=
oy
-

—+Q
=5 =
)
- =

es not
t the dexteroa

< -
(7]
—
o
=]
(0]
n .
T C
c =

wild fl ower s

, t rpl es, bl u
and whites crac

andy ea

= -
Q =
—+ O
o C
(0]
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Andrea Potos
Burren Messenger

County Cl ar e, l rel and
At the jagged stone fence pocked
and moss, the wil d-gheoyr se stood t
tinged silver | i ke a beacon of n
ears perked. It stared at me
as | stood beside the car, waitd.i
for my husband and daughter to r
from hoppsnegeveldel i amestone
down to the bristling sea and ba
while | worried for their safety
while | worried for my mother
across the Atlantic and fading f
from | esions we did not know had
| kept turning to the horse,
erect in stillness and gravity
and a strange promise of bal m,
as i f sentinel
on the border between worl ds.

Previous!| yMptulbd ( S§hé&eklay nBooks, 2019)

~9 6
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Larry Levy
Ode to the Mel anzana

To contjou geagtgep | an't

note 1Its purple present tense.
Royal at the bottom, crowned
wi t h spidkefsensne.sel f

Someti mes whiohenamed rounded
its anmdneoddbal | ot her s.

Someti mes oval |l i ke a bean,
addr esseduibrergumaepe

Prepped by evedy nationbdés mot her

tomato, potado are i1its brothers
grilled, pureed, or chopped and
or with squash in ratatouill e,
par mi gi ana, spicy bhartha,

babanogusah, codl d caponat a

with antioxidants! Which are goo
By picky eaters misunderstood.

marlnate and sear

|l 6ve tried to
| dr e wonodt get near

My grandchi

~9 7
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Larry Levy
Come wWwiitvhe Me ana&é Be My L«

On a mountain once, | saw
gi antGrmeatdsGreen Macaw,
eating mountain almonds r aw.

One of the most wondrous things
Through the palms, twelve, no, t
morning blue, Caribbean green.

Strangest was on
but stranger sti
she tel emgrmeadlke dt

6s chisel ed bea
I an electric s
r

Q-0

an oath to her monogamy:

Come to my mountain al mond tree.
She seemed, | swear, to speak to
You know, I could not duplicate
any vow to be her mate.

But she was green, and she was ¢
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Chri s O6Carol |l
Arcadiads Peacocks

Peacocks have settled and ada
Arcadi a, particul arly i n the
Al t hough beauti ful to Vvi ew, [
wel |
Tarcadi as gev web
Thesexareolbs, exotic birds,
Showpi ecteisc lodt bdegcor ati on
On great estates. Here, though,

Chewing through gardens, heaping

Damaging roofs and ornamental tr
By perching wel/l above a sparrow
Shriekniimgdghtalwwhen it icomes ti me ¢t
Loud, lusegki hgreomcks, these pea

They teach that even |l oveliest e
Dulls to mere overdose, that eve
Can gag us with a cloying overki
Brewing toxicity from gorgeousne

Or do theyawhaudewevradn

g concl usi

From spectacles we priz
e
t

e when th
y swarm e
O grotesnq

But grimace at when th
Lush beauties bl oated
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Perhaps this bird turned commonp
Attentiveness to mundane grace n
Rout idnelcdsuntver energy

Whi sking a supple squirrelos tai

Where dandelion anarchy zaps spr
And summer green, serene or fren
Surfing a daylight shaft, the <c¢h
Ni ght 6ssop@iac@ck crickets sing.

~1 0-0
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CarMar iWo o d
Wi ngs

Oh, |l was an anywinged chil d
woodl and wonder
faery, hummingbird, butterfly

iding skyward
nto clouds fl u&@hedsmwisnk as ot he

no matter

if i1t dipped or swooped or flew
swal l ow or sweat bee

I was one with it

r

i

ocd i mb Grandmot her 6s ol d sycamo

I

dangl e precarious from its | i mbs
speak the strange | anguage

of chipmunk and squirrel

as they darted in and out

the scatter of blossoms beneath
and clothed in vines of honeysuc
|l 6d pull stamens out

relish dreopaneaft agol

convinced | could drink deep enao
to sustain myself

i fo ran away

on the train that passed behind

~1 01



"3 T"TwLWOTOOWSSSTOLT

_'Q)_OQJ""CT""_""_E

s}

Summer 2020
was a worrisome chil d
oul pawned to nature
efore | could walk
othing that flew or crawled mad
ot theshamek i meast perched besi de
or the serpent Grandmother swor
|l ept beneath the fig
n the dark side of the garden
nd sitting in my hiding place
kept watch
ver the only friends | had
hooed the <cat
rom the bluebird nest
oved | adybugs
rom t lse psaptihd er
hen the sun fell
0d cl i mb down
O eat a supper
ess than faery fare
hen quickly to bed
efore the stepmonster
roll ed his way home
nd tucked beneath bl ankets
f perpetual i nsecurity
6d wrap my human ar ms
round my human self
n t hheugonll yt rust ed

~1 02
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Moon rose in glory

sycamore shadows soothed my brow
frogsong anupedriim&ketmence
breezé¢ heaied dihere now

and | fell to slumber

arms melting into my body

as secret pinions grew

l umi nous and strong enough

to carry me away

~1 0-3



et

Summer 2020

Lesl i e Schultz

Al | Hal | ows

Il n the end, we bestow

t hat most precious gift:

our | ife. From all

experience there is this quietne
of final meek withdrawal

I n these dark trees, the heft
of soft feathers knows

night i s mere caul

and caul dibdenwleeseirs

Owl s are uncanny birds

They glide on silk hush, sift
sound, find our mouse hearts;
pierce fearful ness

with claws sharper than an apt w
keener than the tongs of art,
carry us higher now

through our woundedness

up to moonlight

and beyahl|l owing new sight

as we WwWinGGoodtni gtht nk

~1 04
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Lesl i e Schultz
Bl oi s
Heral dic shields. Gold
necks making | iquid u
turns to the right,
mout hs emitting signal
of auric fl ame
above squat, compresse
torsos amdd solid | egs
more extinct stegosaur
than the elegant, flic
enlivening courtyard b
What do they see over
shoul ders? Barges acro
sliding up the Loire
|l i ke garbage scows? Ca
| eat her boot heels, si
(delsiloyada as pastries,
slippery as fog) tread
this winding stair, th
external octagonal hel
ev-erstening
to the heartbeat
of hill and vall ey,
an Iimagining of crowni
& commanding, remember.i

~1 05
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that encrusted harpsichordods
| o8¢ odo preot es ?

Silent escutcheons Sentries:
if not guarding then watching
over the continual crumbling
of that oversweet

poi sonous patisserie,

the glaze we deem history.

~1 06
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Eli zabeth Spencer Spragins

Wh a t Trees Remember
ARannai gheacht Ghairid

K n o tktneede s

Bend beneath the memories

Of so many guns and groans.
Stones that ring catalpa trees

Do not speak

Of shattered bones, strong men v
With fever, fear, and despair.
No prayer strokes the bloodied c
Of the dead.

Horses, houndsl,edand fl ocks have
No one tillsdthe trampled cl ay
Torched plantations yield no bre
The fal/l breeze

Bl ankets earth with rusted seas
Colors of the dawn unfol d,

Kiss the cold from knotted knees
~Chatham Manor, Fredericksburg,

Notdhhe two <catalpa trees standi
Chatham Manor were planted befor
hospital during the American Ciyv

~1 0~7



2020

Terrence Sykes

Chernobyl

Your name noble city
étransl ates as mugwor't

dri edd s®el |l ing mot hs
from home & garden
where once corn poll en

scattered & danced
into Ukraine winds
haunting my name

radi ated bl ood of
your ancestors surge
through my veins

in vain clouds
drizzl e upon
forsaken earth

but will the mugwort
ri se agaitn ta&hmom ui ns

~1 0-8
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JBMul I'i gan
Old City Photo
A gl ance across the ages, from a
riding a''tenotlbey BnoaRIl yn,
toward the solid rump of a woman
up and into the car as the troll
(or sl ows at | eadite), skliuttghi ng t
pulling it taut A shoe and stoc
as they rise from a dirty sunlit
and hs sdéarak, stiffened brim tilt
her ample bonnet primly move awa
whil e smoke drifts from his mout
tber before she disappeared behi
among more strangers. She |l inger
perhaps, her face imagined (how
to ook around?), soft ringlets
t hat beckoned him so briefly (ca
as if he mightnboe | ost, or from
of travel drawn back to his plac
But while he thought, his stop r
He rose and nimbly descended to
and turned his head (so casual),
her eyes, per haps, that in the s
among t heerblfuaced aondch shapes,
and she, per haps, gl anced out in
at such an interesting man, or S
per haps, as paths diverged among
wheels and steps, so |l ong ago th

~1 09
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tombed in the amber of this phot
have steppedcoffemtof Ti me and D
and gone your way and mine, and
through possibilities |l ost, thrao

~1 10
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Bi | | Fell enberg
Reuni on Mirage

The pomp had been meager, the ci
We assembled in the gym for the
fl orescent |l ights sputtering in
Bl ack gowns hung on us, <c¢loaking
We squirmed in skins we ached to
Snatching ,ouwe dfilpeldo nfiarsom t own

stumbled to anywhere el se, sett]
that fate would allow. We tied o
in bundles, stowed them in attic
|l eft them to be gnawed by insect

We reconvened aHwoIrieduanyi d mnd ayo astt |

t hemains, poked around old footp
by those once young, now old or
after another inquired of me, AV
da trick question | couldndét ans
Meanwhil e, the c¢classr,clown cried
gurgling at the deep end of memo
He hoisted an empty glass toward
and blurted, fAHkered®esdt absynrea,t hgge b
then di sappeared into a desert s

~1 11
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| dd ke to r @dihvev ani traagsets, stho onmer

in cool green sway. When the mir
Close your eyes and I|listen to so
Children spbagkkedi ha&eralAbove, tF

wander s badk ké&h disstf me ndhl ouds.

~11-2
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Ri mas Uzgiris

Lithuanian TV and the Ma

Oh, 1 6ve Beadamdbenedagh
Of mournful wooden pi
From ancient fod k who
They drone wmethisgthl
As i f our soobghsgrbv
e omed with fairies,

Pl ay a song on a blue guitar 1ins
PhPay it gay, make hearts swel |,
With what gives heat, makes mind
The body undul ate. Fil/l it with
Of buds i n sptralnlges dirermeds | i ke
To pomegragkanes, poakéat, dread.
Fill it too with needlesd bite,
And play the instrument with al/l

~11-3
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ff my face

my brows, my
but my eyes.

pl ace

nows me goes,
butterflies.

to erase.

bs and fl ows

recogni ze.

ff my name.

d be anyone.

t, I

n a frame.

in the sun,

i n shade

, not the same
e come undone,
remade
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John W. Steel e
Wat er

| mmer sed itnr avmgdpear, edtdé.m
When a water strider skates

across my dimpled skin, it makes
me tickIlish, almost incoherent.
When Jesus wal ks across me | i ke
| barely notBecestuinltli.] he says,

Then | know hebds God, and so str
t hat whebBe h@imypelysad just spins.
When | turn to ice, my thoughts
and |I can see that they amount t
compared to what | come to know
when | dissolve in waterodés fl ow
Evaporated, I am next to nothing
as cl ose tlo cwahno ble.am as

~1 16
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David Stephenson
Combi ne

It wasnodot | ikheavtehendw,g ones ¢t he
Al | -pgelpfel | ed. You dragged this ¢
A tractor; ;r oawnd ciitss otrh rheeea d
Chopped the corn stalks, and its
And shelled obra s$rdektkdt eut
And mangled stal ks and cobs out
It was a Acombineo because it co
Reaping and threshing, which are
Il n the Bible, plied with scythes
It was the flagship of a little
Escorted asy iat waemotn

About its fateful business in th
As with anything, when it broke
They dragged it to the barnyard
Di sassembling it. My grandpa use
Pliers to | oosen bolts, and Dad
That maybe he should try a nor ma
| nsdt @wd chewing up the heads | i k.

~1 1~7
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After they removed some sheet me
One of them would crouch and rea
Twisting and contorting as requi
While the other passed him diffe
Until at | ength a greasy ar m eme
Hol di nggsamwetshiemd, snapped, oOr se¢
Looking at its uncovered details
The dense array of shafts and | i
|l wondered how they knew how it
What could go wrong and where th
How they always found the broken

1

And hoewelrbd earn to be that smar

~11-8
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Li bby Maxey
Wi shful Thinking

All day the rain on snow, fresh
And all at once the ugliness of
Long seasons shows. The cl ean as
Of winter dr agps riomdtsh e ep If owad

Of mud and pdiilseisntoefr raeudt.u mn

|l ndecent, to be made to watch th
Unseemly change. The rot, before
Il t, should be covered over with
Of violets. The ice should turn
Of gl ossy grasses as we sl eep an
Recover their dominion, earth re
Thcsumbled asphalt. Canét we | oo
Or cl ose our eyes dand |l et the wo
Turn up and out and vanish its d

~11-9
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Bi ographies

WilliamaBabeen the recipient of
(Portugal), and a creative writ
Endowment for the Arts. Hedbds th
Formal Salutations: New &nTbhed ect

Unf omat(erseci pient of the T.S. EIl i

Li sa Blairmegs tand writes in the Ph
have appkardddson Review, Poetry
Measure RetvhewanShmomatys: 150 Con
Sonnanhdewheasr e. Sh-ei me Hwo walrrde eNe
Sonnet Award finalist and the au

John Biasr taen least coast transpl an
poetry has b€anyopnhlhWdlbeed och Ra

Revilenw. addi ti on, he has short ¢
publicati ons Man matltuan wigl | teh eRev i
Magazadnae,n A. Le&d rMargtei Adze®g | i ve
Despy Bosutpulsli shed AmerfioadadrmcBme
Revi ew, Copper Ni ckel, Col orado
Prairie Schooner, Palette Poetr
Di ode, Tahpeo | li red aFRaahv ieelws, e wher e. Cu

teaches at the Unserewes tas o0As sHosL
Editor for Gulf Coast.
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With over 5,000 pTulbMEBE,c aReé ader Osi
BBC Radio 3, TMMnet &edas 0D Seads t v
hundreds of MitbhbaalyRabBsnhhmsel
of the wpubddshmasficompl ete unkn
been translated into fourteen |
composer s.

TeresevaGoeorn in New Yor k, NY.
English with a minor in comparat
of New Yor k nandd aasnma tMA | it er at ur
of Ut ah. Her poems and transl at.
i ncl u3d2 n®oems, Abl e Mus e, Al as
American Arts Quarterly, The Cir
Revi ew, The Huffington Post, Me
Pl oughshares, Poetry, Smarti sh F
St one Caneore,Pdailh gRi vhr e e p;e ninry tRhee
UK Agenda, Anon, I nterl ude, I nt
Quarterly, New Wal k, Or bi s, Poe

Supp!l eammetvatr wi ck; Ramdewn Cremenamgd,
Cypham®he Stiwging F

Ken @& agdems havlehe pWreiatreerdosi nAl m
Dail vy, Pl ai nsoamgd ®dpmeéd ovay , otShamn
ezines. He is the aut hLoorstofShtewop ¢
Happi(nkeeslssay Booklse [R2didD)(f unedat e
Cycle Press, 2016) .
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Shutt adsCrmuenc ent pB8éme dMppeami nn
Typehan8toneborathcobaing Sheeet R
Better thalrrStchpeoloXou c@ante Hhair e
in 2020Bd&KkssayShe is THIUNDERhIE
BOOME(RCI ari on/ HMH) : a Smithsoni a
Li br ariyatNecdmBolo&k. www. shutta. com.

Shannon dust hdbeBlfaoonkd ywriter and
poems have @ppegar ede aidne tHoyus Sy p
Hi ghway, CanmRBbenackgfmuemg ot her s.

Thomas O. Davempoirndependent wr
advisor. Hi s ver se, mu c h of [
Defenestration, WORK Li t ernadr yi nMe
t he anltdwe ofyf ai rs (Ktel tslag WBiololka |,
Hi s book of Geamotbes HwewbbtsephbWbsl
by Kelsay Books in 2020. You can
ot her) at www. wor k|l odes. com.

Li sa DeSitrhoe Laaubtolo x eaf Mat &r i €D 1 8
Dreanéhi te Knuckl e Press, 2017) .
published in anthologies and jo
sever al composer s. Lisa is also
mor etalheu at thepoetpianist. com.

BillFel | edbnsb ep ge ms and short stor |
Cl ementine Unbound, The Tower

LiterargnGaesehee, |l i terary public
Japan, he I mmigr atietdh thoi 4 hpa rUen tt
was a young boy. He |l ives in Ty
spel | of his wife, Donna, and tw
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iFsi ntchhe aut hor of seven boo
S : New andwéelaenc tUend vRRaesmst y
on p o eTthrey Biondcyl uadfi ndPoetry,
re: An Anthol @ag4 PdJdetPosetha
ook of MAtnhern easdpé&etr my has
Yy, The Pari s ReviPew,gul mhe BMe
Cretnitautrty  Amean ¢ aon Ptoaeg & yat C
Her awards include the Sa
rt Fitzgerald Lifetime Awar c
i fication. Anni e lacvheess ionn | W
ses in formal poetry and met

ni e
el |
ok s
asu
ndb
etr
Tw
[ 1
be
rs
as

thony Us &uPhsl adel phian by bi

choice, and a poet by nature
bmit s. He e &r ndeedg rheies i Bha amdgldoirs
iversity and only ever wuses it
reer in the finance industry.

i Gpempfassoci ate edi,bot hat e dr
oks that Mindl WhenPaihm ng)alnidn e
ppi ngeRofoatpdkGset Up Saiwd |tlh ea p\Woer
2020 from Lerven8 Barva Pres
uest em, Open: Jour nalanddfel An tts
etry.JMoreaht gail goepfert. con

i iGF e@ao poet and ppsoyecninso t I & v «
arveadr i iom s print and onl,i ne
uMaing Street Rag, Kakaldak,
hcomi ng fr omnlkdaaare Rrne f10.n 0A W
hefti pao(eKga k 210a@,) .1 WSehe i m | Chap
h Carolina.
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John iGy eyn Australian poet, US r
Transcend, D aal nfdovie switigt hR ewoirekw u p c o
Bl ueline, Hawain@l Bdei SoagRevi ew

Jani s Hawon nghenNorth Carolina |
Lena Shull Beaoki AwafdrHemhewdluk rih
been selected by journdlas ®&nder
Poetry; Journal of theaABieyorcan
ForgettiyngndPPBPebse abouKeAlt zBenatr
University Press.

Penny edlartwobak appeared i n ma n
ant hol ogi esst wandoil hetweaohyg (i ncl
Her recent books AnRIr acyhearp btohoek sB a
(20,2DheResonance Ar2dulBd e UBEavl
pri zewi-cntnapbgo ok of ,Racpauini,ng203L:
(20,0 dh e ngl(HZOSDsh

Robin Healrvsegpoetry is mostly pub
and Canada. Cali i n fnajsb edooRwnel o ad a bl
Snakeskin Poetry Webzine, i ssue

Sampso@®Pdtoonake EGRampmoiok sForamlde s s
hel ogs on formalverse.com & rom
Har bour, Bahamas.
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ren PauHasdsHotevne gypac oNd efSudlnBhin
stameerapi nUn2Yil®g (Anel r Krcdt, 2
r poems have been f eTaheur Wrdi toenr
maamad TracyTKe SImowkhdwini cati on:
ode, VRé¢ piag w,i slbascaux Revi ew,
uraa®rairie TSochoopeor t fell ow
unded and hosts the Side Door

arlotte t hedsestchhmrsaofDookeof p
bl i shed by nkleltsvaoy ¢Biagkkbsmgk $ he
Meading Ruskinoitrh lpadl Asdhelde
ne Press. Her poems have ape
cl urchiengHuds on Revi ean ¥aTegngraa R
etry Revi ew.

mes Croais JackKanemr picadie pbast. a
apbTohoek ,Frayed EdgM i of ndle koi ghi

17), and rRASH,t Saompmsoidianm Way,
nHle eDhd sM@hhkeamantl epoetry. conm
rikes film productYouwm ¢ an Pvitgistbu
mescroal.jackson. com

I son Jenna nesad St art school I
ut hern Appal achian r egiaanre dofi nV
variety of journalBoudmdaadt h &l
Vi ew, Rattl e, River Styx, Poe
Vi ew, Sout hwest Red/ri ene,st Trrie@
ni Hfer eles. t he aut hoReoko(@avwwgrch
es sSSmadnd MeWlislud elseek Press).
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Al 1 i sonl iJvoesse pihn Car bondal e, I
SoutHdrdnnoi s Uni versity. Snherrt |
Pret ernFd enrilsihnien gHFhes d.)a,s t Hubniawmd eH e
Editio@Gaenfesanidons of (aReBlarHefna cPerc
She is the widowdofothédohaiTei pbeE

DavidLamdrtuemaches l'iterature at
University in Western Michigan.
maet r ecBeentttleyr iThhan Starbucks, TF
from a Gaml gebna of Owl s.

Jim Lanlave htrwo publ Dismteya raflehiraroti r ¢
Portl anlde Haluse . has f i vieh opuagéittrsy fa
a Line at 't hlel yDMp e aCkeinregt,i c@n a R
anRleci ting fJrioom iMenpoarsyt. Poet Laur
of Wal es, WI . For more.,, Vvisit: h

Larrydodstebygoks Woel dd8&8t ay FRmrdever
New PoOMmgappllel IPrtelses)Dé &dd mas@ hido
PreasWhat OQut(lAtvrecsss pthser e Pr ess) .
wi fe Cheryl Iive in Michigan whe
Center for the Arts.

, EAAU EALGAU OAT E] BO AALE®U AP IMIABG

EAOA ADPDAAOAGENORAIT AT ORBROAEART AO

Al OA x E A OAEE OIOA PE A@QUERAITADN 1T A RERE TEIO
, ETA 00AOCOB0 cmpuy Ax 71T TATB80 61
Ao 17111 EOAOAOU AAOEOEOEAO EIi Al

>A
—_

A 11T OEAOET ¢ Oxi OilOs
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, EOA - REAAA /I . 1ARAGMIT OEA8 3 EA
9i OE 51 EOAOOEOU Al A %l C1 EOE , EO
#AOT 1 ET Ah ' OAAT OAi Oi8 3EA EAO D!
ET OOT Al OMERT RA®AEIAA 2AOEAxh |, EI /
"AOOAO 4EAT 30AOADAB@OAADA g ADIEIR
2AOEAXx8

Susan Mclaearneti red professor of
books oThe@oBe¢ s tyanihseg uNhseet st one M

Kni &ed one book of transl ati ons
SelectedSEpi pfr demvai Ci ty.

Maren O. 6M8Mi pocbawmisn aplpeeaCortl and R

East, The Comstock Revi ew, Hot el
Pedest al Magazi ne, Appal achi an
Rewiaend el sewhere. FPOQ B Mh, cto8rh ehrg v
Still: Thwo Jpaemal were nominate
Prize.

JBMul lhiagskanhad more than 1100 poe

over the |l ast 45 year s  boaosk swelaln
has appeared in more than a doze
Sally Navid-FkdAer 2013, Fairfield U
Connecticut with her husbadd anc
Vi r(exo0abMi ght ( 30d@wer e published

Books. She is quietly thrilled t
Teal ed®&psy at Trail Wood for the
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Chris O6Garagnbatgazi ne featured po
The Jokegd®hion MWd ol et Press, 201
New York City Haiku, The Best of
at VYihlel a aNdlhlee ,Great American W
Ant hodnoognyg ot her coll ections.

Jos® Osiesgueehraat Ad wr i ter ofarmpdetr
l'iterary nonfiction. EMSyssrJdoumm
The Hiram PoetrwnBRBReei biwiHet awaasad
named one Hbut h8esSi xPpets of 2

Mountain Press and is thePoreetcriypi
Awar d. Hi s work has also been n
award (2018 and twice in 2019) .
2019) and Forward (2020) Prizes

col | &dhtei ovMm | k opfubYloiugh e8d aakds .Kel s a

Chris PebldgzarB. A. i n history w
the University -Gharmpdiigmi andatar
journalism from Col umbi a Col |l e
appeared in numerous |Ailtl ergaroy
Lake, Tipton PoetrandheuMaah, SGoe
He i s a member of The Society of

Andr ea iBottohse aut hor of several
recemMoatlhyef KleeIlslay BAo oSktso)neantdo Car
(Sal monYRPoetcanwy)find her poems wi
most re@mintiltyualnity & Health Mag
anglrateful ness. org.
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Eri k Ri clhiavredss oinn Mi | waukee, Wisc
smallleaening firm and ttehacriaesf Z
ber ser ker s(tRueclkkb lienb ytor@flt®oda g s o f
our A&l dri ch2®t 8Sosme of his work
Nerve Cowboy, arCshtiornoentmaraety i @twh er s .

Tom Schmi cat retired humanities p
appeared in numerous | our nlahles, [
Auror ean, Pilcrow & Dagger, Nort
Lyran@hristiakEnCegthut py. Dr s nki srf L
chaphbko

Leslie (Noohrulhtfzi el d, Mi nnesot a) r
poeBtyl |l Life wi(tkhe IPsoapyp i BedSd: losEd e2g
Sof&Kel say BooKencée@HalhsaaywywnB.ooks,
Her poetry has aphlelag eBdusen,sUtn i rceoc
Light, Mezzo Cammi n, North Dako
Wednesday, The Madi son Rawlheew, T
Wayf arer.

Wendy &d oppmems have appdaeedBesh
t he RaRavbew, The Great Americ
Ant hol ogy, Love AbBhRoems aftornt ha L
Agbenefiting Medecins Sans Front
Sunday Mor ni ngs at t (hkee | Gaafyf eBoM
2016) .
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Anne$Sitee®onoys teaching and ment
traveling, hi king, supporting tfF
bi-wdt chi ng) , baki ng, pl aying th
Recent awards: Fellow, 2020 BOAA
Poch Writersodé Collectowreabdret2i0dm,
Pass@gyelk019 poetlriycadomth@satee Bub
Rockval €éniRegsiewf itntag Ndshvi hloen Re
Passager, T(yJpa csahrl @ mielsnsed n St one
KAI ROS, The Ekphrastic Rend e w,
Under wWolbndder wood Preds)Cas€Chapgbo
(Finishing Line, May 2T0h1e9 ) B | uPeo

Mountain Review, KAI ROS, Ral ei gt
and Nervous GhosWr iRriensgs &so ra nLti hfoel

Eli zabeth Spdrscear pSopertagdmd wr it e
community <colleges for mor e t ha
original prdet rLya nignualgede f Bones:
Through BdKeiBsoadyles WieamdNo Bri dl e
Breéd3banti Arts Publishing).

John Wi Staepeychol ogi st yoga t
Think: A Journal of aFde tgrrya,d uRit cet
MFA Poetry Program at Welsd reeg nh e
studied with Jul,jaemdK@®DOmae/,i dE rRrod shtm
|l ives i n Boulder, Col orado and |

David Stéepliesson Detroit, MI . Hi
imhe Lyric, Able Mubejcéderasar ber
journals. Rhyt ltm | dwean Btome s2007 F
Wi |l bur Award and was published |
Press in 2008.
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TerrencwasSylkersn and raised in th
VirgimThisol ation brings the them
creations, whet her rgphldt cogr aprohyg
fl ash W iceteinonpuhbd i shed i n Bangl a
|l ndi a, Makr$tamisanand Stplae nUS A

Ri mas Uzsghea i aut hor of t Ner tpho ead fr
Paraainsletransl ator of five poetr
i ncl uaichiemg &vhddagabond HB8urmmol ds a

phil osophy and MFA in creative w
NEA Tratwshatisonhe teaches at Vil

Carl a -Mapoldsi npoetry has appeared |
and anthol ogies,anl tmel 88d Engt
mo s t r eceflnhte bWiotkec hi son Y€llhleo vda¥%nn
Press),. 2016

Mar loyu nvainss t hevi awamdg aut hor of f |
mo s t recent col Thet Bomkofof paodter
(Montreal: Phoenicia Publishin
centering on the Fool and his t
Fo@l bel oved, Precious Wentl etr
Charis in the (Van dF roancWosncdoe: r sl
2020), a y®uadgvwpmanous stoly set
Bay Colony in thelwifba@ade frammdd Ma
aht/t/mww. t hepal aceat 2. bl ogspot. coc

g9
r
a
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Madi son iZehmerpoet and wannabe
Carolina, ewli tdandpufodn tsthhcD®ri anqgi nwRC
Magazi ne, Drunk Monkeys, Gone L
Kanstell at iaonnd Ma gaezwhreer-ec hiSBE 06
Mi ner al alidt aMargeader P® etHeyr He vrise
chapblnahka,umtiilng bedr bV edel say Boo
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The OrchardsiBoat syb3odi maly of
aselective poeingmpubeli sbheest
titl ers-dfaremr -am c nannigtr edr s .

We have f our itnapcrcionmimocdoantpea n i
chaphbsglotkr®nbofoklengdlhl ecti ons
anfdor mpobetsty.

Open for submusdiahs year
www. kel saybooks. com

502 S 1019 E, A
Ameri can For k, Ut ah, 840


http://www.kelsaybooks.com/

