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Connie Johnson 

 
1 > WAYNE F BURKE 
 
Spring 

 
The manic morning came 
without warning-- 
blazing electric blue 
sky glare upon neon and 
gold buds of springtime 
trees, plus a buzz in the 
crystal air: the telephone  
lines? Or love? 



2 > INALEGWU ALIFA 
 
Do not welcome the morning of evil 

 
A new day has just broken off the night, 
Do not welcome the morning of evil; 
Our girls have been captured by marauders. 
 
Gnarled and rusty stalks thrust a bleary blight, 
Not irradiating, but deepening evil. 
A new day has just broken off the night. 
 
The glory of the dawn has lost its might. 
The sun of the day has become evil. 
Our girls have been captured by marauders. 
 
Noonlight has become as dark as the night. 
Our sorrowing hearts are soaked in evil. 
A new day has just broken off the night. 
 
Like Dinah of Jacob, the virgin right 
Of our girls have become crowned as evil. 
Our girls have been captured by marauders. 
 
Made captives, our girls have no strength to fight. 
The night has come with a kiss of evil. 
A new day has just broken off the night, 
Our girls have been captured by marauders. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



3 > DEBBY HACKBARTH 
 

 
 
Tread Kindly  

 
Growing up, I sought to live on the seashore. 
I longed to hear the crashing waves roar.  
I dreamed about surfing, ignoring the shore. 
Decades later I would finally be able to explore.  
 
The sandy dunes are a wonderfully magical location. 
For turtles or testudines, it’s their place of creation. 
Share the Beach custodians keep constant observation. 
Unaware humans and animals can cause devastation.  
 
Testudines caretakers want everyone to be aware. 
Roped off nest areas shout “Please Beware.” 
Disturbing the growing turtles is horribly unfair. 
The shoreline was created for all of us to share. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



4 > CHARLES A PERRONE 
 
Residential Garage 

 
They agreed to let me stay in the detached garage, 
which I promptly inspected for useful telling items. 
First, a worn-out pair of reading glasses on the floor, 
prompting me to wonder if marvels had been read  
or only endless streams of junk mail and instructions. 
On a shelf, a soiled pair of ear plugs suggesting both 
usage during terribly loud jobs and simple sleep aids, 
consistent there with a dark black eye mask (shade). 
In a drawer, nose plugs, either medical or to swim, 
nothing else that might help explain these devices. 
Tool cabinet sporting two light-blue surgical masks, 
and that other kind used when fumes are present. 
In the sink (must have water to be able to stay here) 
a few empty jars daring me to speculate what they 
may have contained before relegation to this location, 
where a box of latex gloves was unexpectedly viewed. 
They're also called examination gloves; I had to agree  
that it was high time to examine my own motives and 
to consider the possibility of not moving in after all. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 > CONNIE JOHNSON 
 

 



6 > LYNNE BRONSTEIN 
 
We Did Not Ask for This            

 
There were women dressed down. 
Women in bathing suits. 
Women showing skin. 
When women are raped,  
Some people say they ask for it. 
 
There were Jews celebrating their being. 
They were gunned down. 
They were gunned down in a synagogue 
And people said they shouldn’t meet 
And talk of politics 
In a sacred space. 
Because doing so meant 
They asked to be killed. 
 
There were Jews celebrating their being. 
There were women celebrating their woman-ness. 
There were women and men too, on the beach. 
There were lovely bodies in the sun. 
Hearts and souls exposed, identity open to the world. 
They were gunned down. 
Too many people think they asked for it. 
 
I am a woman and a Jew. 
All I ask for is to be allowed to live. 
Your guns globalize 
Nothing but hate. 
And we will light our candles 
And show our bare naked provocative 
Sexy wonderful Jewishness 
Wherever we want to. 
 
 
 
 



7 > ROBERT FLEMING 
 

 
 
8 > LASZLO ARANYI 
 
Anamnesis 

 
                           Honey-sweet is the licking tongue, 
                    the ungrateful hole smells of smoke. 
                                         Psychedelic mold-graffiti inside, 
                                                along the flue. 
             Cramp-scribbles — the hunger for symmetry, 
             its empty, lying balance 
                           stretched on a taut, greenish-red 
                           spiderweb-membrane, 
             arrow between the violin strings. 
             Tyranny devour 
             art 
      on our earth… 



9 > BUSHRA AKBAR 
 

 
 
 



10 > EVIE GROCH 
 
Apricity 

 
Seasons share with humans 
the capacity to go rogue, 
to redefine themselves 
as they choose, 
to sidestep boundaries, 
surprise us all, 
do the unexpected. 
I treasure their uniqueness 
and independent will. 
 
Chilliest weather 
I have endured was during 
sweet summer months. 
Waking up to a strong sun 
misguided me into dressing 
for warmth and humble heat. 
I learned from that assumption. 
 
But the most gracious gift  
I received was the wan winter 
sun enveloping me in warmth 
spring and summer seasons 
failed to deliver. It brought me 
unexpected brightness, 
gentle grace, calm comfort 
all with a sense of hope 
and soul-warming. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



11 > MARIE C LECRIVAIN 
 
I float in the blackness while stars twinkle all around me. I no longer see 
the pale blue dot (*) to which we humans are originally anchored. Another 
planet fills my vision, an immense god with thunderstorms that veil his 
face, and a single angry scarlet eye that fills my soul with dread. His wives 
and children whirl about him with a combination of fear and reverence. I 
think about your unreadable face and basilisk stare. Suddenly, I’m not 
afraid anymore. Even the insistent beep of the oxygen alarm fades away. I 
never thought we’d meet again, yet, here you are.  
 
at death’s door 
I’m a mote 
in a god’s eye 
 

12 > S,A, GERBER 
 

Needed 

 
The marine layer 
is most certainly 

welcome. 
May it usher in 

rain and atmosphere, 
love and tranquility, 

peace and creativity… 
all good things. 

Let the sun 
nourish baron fields, 

and the rain 
extinguish wild fires 

and fill reservoirs 
where they are 
needed most. 
Allow nature to 
once again act 

efficiently… 
free from the 

interference of man. 



13 > PATRICK CONNORS 
 
Listen 

 
Decades of telephone work and cranking RUSH  
to the required volume have damaged my hearing. 
I have taken this as an opportunity to listen deeply. 
 
I am filled with joy by the laughter of children, 
Branford Marsalis playing two saxophones, 
and bold proclamations of solidarity.  
 
The crunch of fresh fallen snow under heavy  
winter boots, the chirp of the first bird of spring, 
the sizzle of a grill on a scorching Saturday afternoon. 
 
I am nourished by the sound of an autumn wind  
rattling dry leaves, the bark of a friendly dog, 
the greeting of a loved one. 
 
The inflation of my lungs as my heart slows to rest.  
The eternal word as it is etched on the universe,  
and the portion given to get me through each day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



14 > BRIAN DURAN-FUENTES 
 
Dyson’s Eccojam 

 
I want five more minutes for my dream, 
wounded by the alarm clock breaking storms. 
I want to swim a little more in memory 
of my pristine body in the undergrowth, 
tortoise at the foot of the ceiba trees. 
 
Five more minutes for my love, 
so impossible, which I borrowed on a Tuesday 
from the basement full of theater props, 
wings on fire, hubris of Orpheus, 
ending with a relentless monologue. 
 
I want five more minutes of life, 
one more record to spin on the promise 
of notes suspended in time, 
to know that Don Quixote never dies 
if the page of the book never turns. 
 
I want five minutes 
for my species on the edge 
of the lifespan of the stars, 
heat death of the cosmos, 
Eternal Intelligence 
above absolute zero. 
 
Five minutes 
made trillions, 
to think 
and compose 
soft songs 
like storms.     
 
 
 
 



15 > LUIS CUAUHTEMOC BERRIOZABAL 
 
Unreliable Narrator  

 
As the author of these words 
I often find myself lost and 
demented. I hardly know who 
I am. My skin falls away and 
I am merely a skeleton, a breathing  
and walking corpse. Often, I  
return to childhood, and I think 
of all the ways I could have made  
better choices. As the author of 
these words, I could climb a 
ladder to the stars, punch the moon 
in the eye, and watch its light bleed 
all over the sky. I should take a 
photo as proof that it happened. 
 
As the author of these words 
you cannot count on their validity. 
I am not a reliable narrator 
as madness takes hold of  
my verses that run off like 
wild horses and each cowboy  
riding them fell off their saddles. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



16 > BUFF WHITMAN-BRADLEY 
 
Frozen dirt 

 
Frozen dirt in the fallow cornfield, 
Nothing left but gleanings for sparrows and starlings. 
 
Sometimes sandhill cranes also stop by 
And spend a day or two filling their gullets. 
 
When I approach, the large birds rise into air 
Like a thought that completes itself. 
 
The little ones flitter away in groups 
Swooping and diving in perfect unison. 
 
I love the crunch and crackle under my feet 
And I love those miniature murmurations of the twitterers. 
 
I love to stay out in the fallow fields until the sun 
Pulls the shadows up over its head. 
 
Until the sky purples and the bats come out. 
Until my fingers start to get numb. 
 
Tomorrow the sun will arise from shadow 
To awaken the day. 
 
I am grateful that it has done so  
Every morning of every year of my life. 
 
The sun sets, the sun also rises. I love 
The whispered morning light, the winter smell of dirt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



17 > MATT McGEE 
 
Turning Turtle 

 
We have a term in the hockey world 
that when you get in a fight and your jersey 
is yanked over your head, you don’t ever, ever 
try to get out of the fight by ducking down and 
‘turning turtle,’ hiding inside your jersey, letting  
the ref break up a scrap you had no chance at 
ending with your own wits and fury. 
 
It’s the best way to let your team down 
and become a pariah among local squads: 
the guy who tried to duck out of a fight by 
hiding inside his own clothes. 
 
The only thing worse is to be the guy 
you square up with next: he’s just about  
to lose a fight because your blood is pumping, 
your brain focused, one goal in mind: redemption  
so swift and bloody that the story will carry through  
the ranks of locals, post-game beers in hand, 
and when they throw you one, you know 
it’s safe to pop your head up again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



18 > ERIN JAMIESON 
 

 
 
Caesar Creek Lake 

 
navy blue cooler 
hummus on rye  
 
half past noon  
rowing in rhythm 
sweat trickling  
your freckled 
smile  
 
I reached 
for you  
but the  
sun blinded 
us both  
 

three pm  
our return 
crowded  
beach  
 
lathering sunscreen 
on each others’  
backs 
 
an act 
so intimate 
my fingers 
ached 
 

 
 
 



19 > DAVID HOLPER 
 
Dear Past,  

 
I am sorry I set you down. I had dragged you such great distances away  
from those gray rooms & my father’s glass eye still sitting on the table. 
Away  
from the portrait of my mother’s absence hanging there 
like the echo of the sea in an alphabet cone, missing the letter M.  
I am sorry I could not bear the tangled forest of your sorrows  
and stranded you there just outside of the town where the hero had left  
to find his father—or perhaps appeared elsewhere as a dark-eyed 
stranger.  
Either way, I cannot remember. That memory too rests on the roadside 
gravel,  
where you sit listening to the moan of traffic heading into now. 
  
I tell you I am sorry, but of course you understand I am lying. I am lying  
about the house, I am lying about my parents. I am lying about you. 
I could not wait to abandon you. I had long had in mind to reinvent myself,  
like a wheel or a mechanical bird or the wind, but all I became was this 
same self,  
staring into the glass, where the future awaits. I suspect the future  
is your doppelgänger. No one seems to know or will offer me the truth.  
Still, I am not afraid to step beyond the future’s open door. I am certain it is 
nothing more  
than a ticket for a train ride to a country where neither of you can reside. I 
will go  
bearing nothing into that strange land, as is the custom, but what need is 
there  
for this body in a house where only soul bears the invitation to the dance? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



20 > HEDY HABRA 
 
On the Sargasso Sea 

            After The Sargass Sea Bishop by Yacek Yerka 
  
Think of a houseboat floating over a sea of foaming moss so thick 
it seems anchored in green dunes despite its full-blown drift though 
it’s only a contrivance and whoever lives in it is obsessed with the 
passing of time: an alarm clock by the bed, a cuckoo at the entrance, 
a sundial at the threshold, a timer by the stove, a wooden clock on 
the dining table, an hourglass cresting the wall, a bell by the water 
clock, and let us not forget the telescope placed between the bottle 
of wine and the grapes, stalking the movement of stars. 
Grains of sand fall, a rhythm espousing the ticking of clocks: chimes 
and bells oscillate, muffled by surrounding haze, and there’s no room 
for fantasy: its dweller watches coffee drip drop by drop, is aware 
how long it takes to read each line on a page, successive seconds 
pervade his sleep, even his daydreams, nothing’s left to chance, only 
he knows deep inside he has become a clock within a clock, afraid 
of losing track; lost in that sea of moss, he’d still feel the thump of 
his own heartbeat. 
 
 
First published by Poet Lore 
From Under Brushstrokes (Press 53 2015) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



21 > LAWRENCE R BERGER 
 
Keep Dreaming!  

 
There are many kinds of death 
sooner or later 
all things end 
 
Life is constantly being renewed 
All things have a beginning too 
 
Energy is eternal 
The form it takes is finite 
but the results are immortal. 
 
Yet  
Even Immortality has an end point 
Dreams are the beginning of creation 
 
Keep dreaming! 
 
 
 
 
 
22 > JACK G BOWMAN 
 
When the Pressure Changes  

 
In the late September of my mind, 
 
fall comes on, collapses around my spirit, drying leaves crunch under 
pressure from outside,  
 
velvet demons with siren echoes, persecute my decisions,  
 
leave my arms to wave in murky rivers of doubt searching to touch some 
branch or vine of grounded stability, which, for now only desires me to 
wait. 



23 > BARBARA ANNA GAIARDONI 
 
in dream 
the deer avoid 
the dry wind 
always listen 
to your gut feeling 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
24 > RANDY BROOKS 
 
Nudging Ashore 

 
breaking free 
from the muddy shore 
kayak keel 
  
our prow slips 
into mulberry branches 
not yet ripe 
  
so much to say 
until we draw near 
nudist turtles 
  
strawberry moon 
quietly we glide under 
an oriole basket 

a shallow cove 
the heron’s prehistoric 
complaint 
  
adrift in the shade 
she reaches for 
a phantom cell phone 
  
bump the rip rap  
a little water snake  
wakes up 
 
 
 
 



25 > MARTIN WILLITTS JR. 
 
Grandmother’s Apron 

 
I never saw her without it,  
never saw it without flour dust prints, 
never saw it without thinking about borrowed time. 
 
Her apron was as simple as spring rain. 
Memories I could hold still. 
 
I imagine her untying it at night, 
plucking a hairpin from her hair bun, 
hair cascading,  
like water gushing from a handpump,  
into grandfather’s hands. 
 
I once saw her apron wavering in wind  
from a clothesline, like a bird  
flying into the vast horizon, 
where memory sings  
about yesterday  
and tomorrow’s promises 
for more. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



26 > DEAN OKAMURA 
 

 
 



27 > GREG LEHMAN 
 
Iron, Fire Without Season 

 
We, iron means to push air  
pre-vapor, sanguine moments  
condensed, reckless,  
flushed in nights molten  
on Los Angeles  
in late summer,  
a darkness incendiary, at peaks  
above trailheads I slink through  
to be with our mountains cut,  
crimson, tree lines  
skinned ragged  
by fingers brilliant, redrawing maps  
in another year taken by regional projections  
like a bull’s eye grown as big as the map, perimeters  
shades of wounds deep,  
deepening, far  
from scarring,  
the report chattering  
in my ears, stinging eyes, hard  
to breathe through, I  
tighten my mask,  
breathe under ash,  
towering, billowing beneath curtains  
of water under one, two helicopters, payloads  
a rusty carmine with more iron, a color  
to target by, see, taste, feels  
livid, everywhere  
tonight, on the trail, we  
don’t lose so much as seasons re-find  
what to take again, and  
again, again, here, I  
climb, seize effort dense  
with time filling my mouth, the flavor  
of iron thudding, beating at receptors  
from within, can’t arrive without blood  



flooding where it shouldn’t be,  
where I need it, famished 
and savoring this,  
heated, eyes  
red seeing  
red, eyes  
held  
open. 
 
 
 
28 > MERRITT WALDON 
 
Poem to poem for Thom (the World Poet) Woodruff 

 
Poet to poet 
Poem to poem 
Footprints to photograph 
DNA of tomorrow 
Re-assembled in moments 
For sand castle tides 
Poet to poet 
Poem to poem 
Fingerprints of prosody 
DNA of eternity 
Re-assembled in voices 
For playground slides 
Poet to poet 
Poem to poem 
Ancient fire to electricity 
DNA of madness 
Re-assembled in hollows 
For boot-leggers of love 
Poet to poet 
Poem to poem 
Spirits to eclectic seraph 
DNA of disobedience 
Re-assembled in revolutions 
For a consciousness of lights 



29 > ANDY PALASCIANO 
 
My Friend 

 
I have another friend  
who has been on some amazing adventures.  
She goes to Disneyland by herself  
for days at a time, 
staying at the hotel  
and eating at the busiest Denny’s in the world. 
One time, the waitress agreed to pay for my friend’s bill. 
The waitress said to her, “It’s on me!”   
So my friend said “Then make sure to give yourself a big tip!”  
 
A few years ago, we went to Disneyland together. 
She put a Woody pin on me and she wore a Jessie pin,  
both characters were from Toy Story.  
It was in Adventure Land where we turned a corner 
and there were the Woody and Jessie characters. 
We took a picture with both of us beaming so loud, 
in the photo, that you could hear the song, 
“You’ve Got a Friend In Me,” in the rafters. 
 
Tom Sawyer’s Island, 
was it ever there? 
It was across the water 
and you said you had never been there. 
But, one day, when you were on a journey, 
you went there, and stayed, on the other side. 
And I wept waters, 
but you shouted back joy. 
And I stood 
looking out at 
the waters, 
when rain put out the fire, 
and I settled gazing 
out on the street  
with a peaceful joy. 
In the Disneyland Park, 



 
I heard echoes in the rafters. 
I remembered Pink Floyd’s “The Wall,” 
when they asked, “Does anybody here remember Vera Lynn?” 
The haunting World War 2 Song of Vera Lynn 
echoed throughout the park, 
“We’ll meet again, don’t know where, 
don’t know when, but I know we’ll meet again, 
some sunny day.” 
It was just that throughout the park, an echo. 
It was reverberating through the walls, 
and, then in the halls, I heard a very present voice, 
that you could almost see, that shouted in song with joy, 
“You’ve got a friend in me!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
30 > ROLAND WAYNE BEBLER 
 
Haunted Heart  

 
She awakes like morning mist  
Gently rising to greet the sun  
Offering herself to its light  
Her voice can be heard singing  
To leaves dancing in space  
Her smile bright  
With her magic 
She can be a witch of October  
Or an angel of December  
Her days fill with a cooling love  
Often her hands hold a chill  
That needs some warmth  
She spreads herself out  
 

Like the Appalachian Mountains  
Revealing her glory  
Her beauty  
As the sun takes its rest 
Her crimson and ambers  
Blend into the painted sky 
Before long she will be  
Naked of desires and sorrows  
Like late November trees  
Without any tomorrows  
A poor wind is coming  
Bringing snow 
Autumn is gone  
My heart she haunts still 



31 > JACK LOVE 
 
The fire is where our hearts 

grow exposed 

 
The fire is where our hearts grow exposed 
As embers glow in a heap during the midnight cold. 
Bundled together as heat emanates off our pale 
Face, we talk as one—an annual ritual of cheer 
And woe. The fire reminds us of who we miss, 
People gone elsewhere to heavenly  
Lives scattered in oak wooded graves, to other 
Family matters as committed partners distantly 
Embraced. The fire crackles, it wafts its sacred flames 
Into the sky as the wooded burns send aroma onto 
Our winter clothes—a smell we are fond of in 
The moment, a smell we detest in daytime. Around 
The fire is a wealth of shared knowledge: stories, beliefs, humor, 
Inquiry, politics. The fire is where our hearts grow exposed 
But we grow better each year we gather round its red-hot night-flame. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
32 > MARIA TOSTI 
 
double wool socks - in 
my hibernation era  
dreaming plum blossoms 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



33 > AMY HOSKINS 
 

The Pills 
 

Pretty gelatin capsule colors. 
Horse pills disguised as vitamins. 
7-7-7-7 
3 times a day. 
Into the pill box. 
I’ve lost count. 
 

Counting them out 
Into the weekly times four 
Times of day, 
Baby cubicles of the pill box. 
You should see the number of 
bottles. 
Hear the medicine bag shake. 
 

I myself mostly shaking. 
Sorting and parsing, 
Trying to make it through. 
Not make a dire mistake. 
Remember all the formulas for 
prescriptions and otc. 
 

Without them I writhe with 
Paranoia, and emotional pain, 
Physical pain that keeps me in bed. 
With the medications 
I can smile, feel love, 
Feel Compassion, 
My original Spirit. 
 

One time I took 
All the bottles out 
Drank so many pills down, 
It was so easy. 
I am so used to taking the pills. 
 

In the ER my heart stopped, 

So they started it again. 
The overnight nurse 
Stayed with me. 
Sang Amazing Grace. 
It comforted my soul, 
And called me back. 
 

My senses returned 
After a while the next day. 
I’m grateful I survived. 
 

Filling the pill box 
Reminds me of all it takes 
To survive. 
All it took to get those pills 
Down that afternoon to the floor. 
That I chose death as some 
Kind of mercy. 
That I choose life each day 
As another way to save myself 
Instead. 
 

She asks when we’re 
Teaching the children 
How do you always stay so calm? 
How do I tell you? 
You don’t look disabled. 
It’s invisible, you know. 
I can’t tell you’re in so much pain. 
 

7-7-7-7 
3 times a day. 
Strange cubic oracles. 
Double edged swords. 
This side of death. 
I say again, I’m blessed. 
 

Should have told you? 
Well, now I have. 
I hope you can understand. 



 
Connie Johnson 
 
 

34 > SUSAN ISLA TEPPER 
 

Abandonment 
 

The will to beg is gone. 
All desires plummeted  
off a sandbar poised golden 
sculpted out of absence  
 

there can be beauty  
in the ocean’s abandonment 
—Creates another land  
while miles down 
in the depths 
the murk of bottom crawlers 
your wishes stay hidden. 
For a different time. 



35 > ALLAN LAKE 
 
Too Thissy, Too Thatty 

 
Too old to change how I take my tea, 
too wrecked to take up a sport. 
(now ignore that rhythm)  
Travel in Economy is torture but  
I was too unambitious to become  
rich enough for Business Class or  
whatever is beyond – yawn – that. 
Sorry, my too many kids. Economy:  
chilly holding pen, not only on planes.  
Too poor for a funeral so I shall gift  
parts of my carcass to anyone who  
wants an organ that’s not out-of-tune,  
which proves I’m too unattached  
to be an ancient Egyptian. Hi, Science,  
I be sumthin’ that may be of interest, 
he whispered from a dark room. 
Too gutless to gamble but I might  
ramble (into rhyme) in the vicinity  
of a sure bet if it’s not too windy. 
Too wimpy to swim where waves break,  
though sea could be a budget grave.  
Too sedentary to clamber up mountains,  
too cautious to join a fight. (rhythm  
again)  Other night (incidental rhyme) 
too tired to howl at moon despite (again)  
Luna being in full flirt mode. 
Maybe I’m too honest about certain  
as well as uncertain things but weigh  
up too honest in this context and  
you discover no weight at all. Zer0 
gravity. This outpouring? Sprinkle  
of foolishness in space to define  
time and that’s not against any  
natural or unnatural law, yet. 
 



36 > Muhammad al-Qaddafi Masoud 
 
A Raceme Slaughtered of Sighs 

 
Who created you in my land 
A lie? 
Who clothed you in a temptation of questions? 
And stirred you up in a storm? 
You’ve become an appointment, 
You’ve become sleepy in my eyelashes 
Heavy by insomnia. 
You’ve become my green dreams, 
Or the rose that I accompany with poetry, flying 
And singing. 
How does your face match with the sun? 
O Sin of the others, 
How does your face match with the sun? 
When you roar at their silence 
They bare the fangs of their virtue, but in violence. 
You drum tears in my streets. 
You climb my calm with lightness 
Of an ambitious trick. 
Wearing the wound, I intend to make the pain rise 
In you to its utmost 
Your flutes cut their veins. 
This causes you to shed tears as embers. 
Sheltering by my silence your hope I gift you 
A raceme slaughtered of sighs. 
 
 
Translated by: Zaid Al-Shaheed - Iraq 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



37 > ALISHA BATOOL 
 

Dew of Dawn 
 

Hope is dew on a cold window, 
Soft, quiet, almost invisible. 
The world outside blurs in uncertainty, 
Yet the golden sun rises slowly, 
Turning blurness into brilliance. 
 

Even in the fog of doubt, clarity waits. 
Dawn spills its warm light, 
And suddenly, everything feels possible, 
Bright, and visible. 
 

Soft, fragile things push back the darkness; 
Even a small hope can shine. 
Every blurred patch of glass, 
Holds a promise: 
A chance to begin again. 
 
 
 

38 > IRAM IJAZ 
 

I’m the Ocean  
 

I’m the ocean, who wants to build a big home, 
By crossing every hardship in life, 
No one can measure her strength, 
She seems so sensitive, 
But she knows her inner might. 
 

I’m the ocean, whose heart is pure, 
Just like water. 
Some people try to prove her wrong, 
She faces every storm, 
Because she believes that after every storm, 
The ocean layers become peaceful and calm . 
 

The ocean proves her strength, 
By breaking all the edges. 



 
Don Kingfisher Campbell 
 
39 > SITTARA MUNEER 
 
Ornaments Of Sky  

 
Stars are ornaments of sky, a sight so grand,  
They illuminate the dreams in silence of the night. 
Like pearls, they softly gleam, 
Stars ignite hope's everlasting dream.  
They reside in the distant sky,  
Sometimes alone, sometimes accompanied.  
The heart is lost in their shine,  
As if a friend, has been found.  
Stars are Nature's gift,  
Give courage to live every moment.  
A stupor in their gentle blaze,  
A bond of life in endless ways. 



40 > JOE GRIECO 
 
I Wish I Had a Pony 

 
You think they’re linear, but that’s only when you’re a kid. 
They grow exponentially. 
They pick up speed. 
Pretty soon there’s a herd, then a birthday pile-up in the corral. 
You’re jackknifed against a whitewashed fencepost. 
 
A few friends spread the frosting.  
Another pinch to lose an inch, 
Another match to burn the wick, 
Another hand to shield the mortal flame of that little candle cradled toward 
the table. 
On cue, let’s hear the sorry-ass song, Happy Birthday to You... 
 
Make the wish: everybody knows you always wanted a fucking pony. 
You blow; they clap. 
Shake off the dust of another year 
What’s come and gone, 
Another trip around the sun. 
 
Cut the cake, pass around the paper plates. 
The orbit. The pony ride.  
The birthday kid in a cowboy shirt. 
Set the plastic knife aside 
Before somebody gets hurt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



41 > MICHAEL BROCKLEY 
 
Exploding Head Syndrome 

 
I felt shock after the country I lived in voted to revel in its history of evil. 
Since then, small explosions have erupted in my brain, accompanied by 
the noise of plane crashes and bombings. Collapses and brawls. I no 
longer have a gall bladder, and scientists are retreating to sanctuaries to 
re-animate dire wolves and wooly mammoths. It is National Licorice Day. 
The daffodils and tulips have sprouted. The news is always about 
deportations and the disappeared. About the new Bruce Springsteen 
compilation that won’t include the E Street Band’s tracks from Nebraska. 
It’s National Record Day. What are the signature songs of greybeards. 
The aged anthems that weather the test of time beside the howls and 
hysterias of youth. I come from a home where my dead mother couldn’t 
hear my questions about women. From a family that drizzled maple syrup 
on cottage cheese for every meal. All of us averted our gaze from each 
other whenever we snacked on onions. It’s National Right Field Day. My 
body listens for the ecstasies and lamentations of the heart.  For the 
furtive way spring makes itself welcome. The volcanoes that erupt in my 
brain are wisest when they rapture the night. If extinct beasts can be 
summoned back into existence, why can’t we resurrect the beauty we 
seem determined to lose.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



42 > CARSTEN CZARNECKI 
 
To an Old Ford Bought at Auction 

 
Ho! you say I got nothing to show for 
Ho! you say I'm all broke & spent 
Ho! just wait till you feel the hot breath 
till you've been hit by the tailwind 
of my road horse made of steel 
watch me, I am the war god's driver 
this engine runs on sparks from his forge 
with the fire of his eyes for headlights I ride 
& there is nothing that I do not see 
I am the dagger shooting through enemy territory 
I am the thief who slips by unseen 
Ho! I ride this horse through your town by night 
at daybreak all your finest women leave with me 
Ho! if I stick around & strut the outskirts 
it's to watch tough guys tremble at the sound of my wheels 
wheels running with the charge of an army of horses, 200 strong  
wheels running with the charge of white lightning 
wheels running across fields, wheels stripping the fields 
what the farmer abandons I make my stomping ground 
my horse grazes on blacktop, he's master of every dirt road 
lives on offerings of gasoline & when he belches pastures burn 
I am the fire spreading in the brush 
I am the hunter who won't quit his prey 
I am the pumping heart 
with a hood tattooed in sunrays I give chase to the day 
& after I ride with the white clouds & with the dark clouds bearing rain 
I bring the night down with me 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Don Kingfisher Campbell 
 
43 > JOAN McNERNEY 
 

Beach 
 

My mind is an ocean 
where swimmers, surfers, 
sun worshipers cavort. 
Long salty hair 
held between 
their teeth. 
Flourishing 
wild flowered gowns 
…streams of silk 
waves of taffeta 
splashy lace. 
They sail through 
my watery face 
combing my eyes 
whispering in my ears. 
Alone, under a pointillist sky. 
Gulls flying around me. 
Black waters touched by 
moon of vague prophecy. 



44 > SARAH ROBINSON 
 
Birdcage 

 
A comfortable fit furnished with all I need to survive. 
No need to search for the essentials for it is all laid out in alphabetical 
perfection in front of me. 
A visitor may observe me from afar with a pleasant smile that I am 
behaving well within expectation. 
An occasional treat gleefully sits within an unfamiliar palm as reward. 
However, I am too distracted by the iron bars that trap me to view or 
absorb anything beyond the satisfactory decor and condescending words 
spoken. 
The cold chill from a man made birdcage freezes my soul while anchoring 
my feet completely still. 
The bold afternoon sun floods through the cracks creating spectrums of 
colour over repressed dull thoughts, making me question everything - if 
only for a second. 
Inquisitively drawn to the edges as naturally as a bird craves freedom to 
fly free. 
Unintentional ungratefulness for suggestions of “how life should really be 
lived” feel me with intense rage. 
Fiercely, I am encouraged at great speed to climb and claw a way out of 
this prison before I grow roots. 
You hide the key within such deep pockets I am afraid you will hide my 
freedom with it. 
You detest my plans of escape and loathe me even more that you cannot 
take hold of my mind. 
In agreement, yes, body and bones are confined unwillingly in stones of 
suffocation, a space no larger than that of a casket waiting for mourning. 
However, my mind is free! 
It is unstoppable, filling my lungs with fresh clean air - a strong reminder 
that this soul is MINE and mine alone. 
I value my spirit and know its worth. 
The devil will try but fail any transaction to acquire it but be aware it is not 
up for barter. 
Instead, he can have the pleasure of watching this mortal being resiliently 
refuse to be caged in while watching me climb the walls and gain great 
heights. 



45 > MIKE TURNER 
 

Arrival 
 

My ship had sunk 
Beneath life’s waves 
I was thrown upon the deep 
Rose and fell on countless tides 
‘Board storm-tossed raft 
‘Til reached this shore 
 

My words, I cast 
Upon the winds 
My soul’s desires sown and reaped 
Thus found this island 
Not a prison 
But a refuge where spirit’s restored 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

46 > XANADU 
 

Rain Maker 
 

As green as surrounding 
grass and trees it tells 
about environmental 
spell-bounds 
 
Reminiscing 
Kombo Harmony of fish 
Matisse Dances and decoupages 
 
It is oval egg-like open 
texture of sculpture 
as resting on its long side 
like a cloud drifting 
from pedestal 
 
Clouds it may try 
to evoke from where 
rain may fall down 
 
To fight droughts 
as from sacred centers 
like Khami and 
Dzimba-dze-mabwe 
 
.... 
 
(Thanks to Tapfuma Gutsa 1992  
'The Rain Maker' (black serpentine) 
Chapungu Sculpture Park  
Harare ZW Huffman Pikirayi 
Chirikure 
'Debating Great Zimbabwe' and  
Spoken Words Paris Online)  
 
 

https://kenyanartsreview.blogspot.com/2019/08/stones.html
https://whc.unesco.org/pg.cfm?cid=31&id_site=365
https://www.greatzimbabweruins.com/
https://www.chapungusculpturepark.com/artist-residency
https://www.researchgate.net/publication/233116533_Debating_Great_Zimbabwe
https://www.researchgate.net/publication/233116533_Debating_Great_Zimbabwe
https://www.researchgate.net/publication/233116533_Debating_Great_Zimbabwe
https://www.facebook.com/groups/1258292857858374/


47 > PJ SWIFT 
 
The Snoring Twenties 

 
They called the decade The Snoring Twenties.  The scene had gotten so 
murky and demoralizing,  that people could no longer deal with the 
prevailing corruption and ill-will.  So,  all of them elected hibernation 
instead -- prolonged sleep, until the worst of their era was over.  Hence, 
the pervasive snoring, and the name of the decade:  The Snoring 
Twenties.  This turned out to be a boring decade, unlike the twenties a 
century before.  But people held out hope.  Perhaps the next twenties in 
one hundred years would be fun and exciting again.  Perhaps their 
hibernation would help get them there. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
48 > MARNE CARMEAN 
 
Homelessness 

 
There are so many 
empty rooms, places 
that are empty spaces. 
 
where light moves in 
moves out 
shadows play. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



49 > SHERRY MEEHAN 
 

Truth    
 

I hear the stars will fall tonight 
Like small, orphaned lights 
Seeking an eternal oblivion 
Remembered only briefly by 
Men who note their passing 
As beauty in a small death 
And no more regarding the 
Wholeness of a sky, the largess 
Of a universe, told in such truth 
That makes even dying acceptable. 
 
 
 

50 > REBECA THOMAS 
 

The Green Song 
 

Bright and honeymooned 
Lovebirds land on the lawn 

Of Caliche Park. 
They speak to us 

In coral and green feathers. 
I stayed back so they wouldn’t fly away. 

After landing and blending in 
They stayed awhile 
Until I got so close 

That I could fly away too 
 
 
 

51 > ELLYN MAYBE 
 

Braving the Future (Haiku) 
 

Turtles of the world 
sing into the fragrant air 
Leave their shells behind 
 



52 > jf giraffe 
 

The Dog and the Balloon  
 

Could others see what I was seeing? It was too cool for words. Where 
was my camera? It was too late to capture the moment. It had happened 
so quickly. While waiting for the light to change, I watched a man pass my 
car who was taking his brown Dachshund for a walk. Going in the 
opposite direction was a man pushing a stroller with a small child who was 
carrying a balloon in the shape of a pink Dachshund. The scene taking 
place before my eyes was absolutely perfect...a stunning moment in my 
memory. 
 
 
 
53 > LYNN WHITE 
 

Turtle’s Island 
 

Well my turtle you may be slow 
but you got there in the end 
walking through water 
to bring us here  
feet firmly planted, 
everything firmly planted 
in that handful of sea-sand. 
 

And if you must walk through water 
to keep it you’ll survive the flood 
and anything else 
that the serpent 
may conjure up 
you’ll survive it. 
 

He won’t ever make soup of you. 
They’ve all got your back 
and you’ll live on 
to make homes 
for everyone 
anywhere 
with no worries. 



54 > IRENA JOVANOVIC 
 

Lying In the Grass 
 

Lying in the grass full of violets 
and still present last autumn dry leaves 
listening to ants and bugs and butterflies 
and some distant birds melodies around 
I listen to the ground's depths, land's breathing 
earth's heart rhythms in secret codes 
moving of its great hidden being within 
soul of the planet, cosmic brilliant. 
Lying in the grass, between green antennas 
of invisible thoughts of soil instances 
I collect and drink dew pearls, ornaments of meadows 
arisen from green wish to spread purity and beauty around 
adorning universe, glittering in dawn 
awakening whole one new dimension of mildness. 
Lying in the grass, forgetting everything 
just being there as a part of nature 
feeling it and belonging there so accordingly 
I enter the presence of Holy Spirits 
ones which maintain all creation by love. 

55 > EDWARD S GAULT 
 

Shooting The Turtle 
 

I saw this turtle on the road. 
It reminded me  

Of so many of the turtles in my youth 
That I picked up and took home. 

I thought I might get a picture. 
So, since the turtle wasn’t going anywhere 

(not very fast anyway), 
I attached my telephoto lens, 

Then got into position 
Only to be interrupted 

I’m sorry sir; I can’t let you take a picture. 
The officer said. 

Then he cited the Freedom Act. 



56 > MALIHA MARRI 
 
Nature and Elements 

 
When the poppy fields blossom   
Into a blanket of orange, red and yellow   
It's breathtakingly awesome  
Then with their demise it's barren and fallow  
 
The waves ebb and flow  
Sometimes crashing  
The silver grunion make the water glow  
And then flee dashing  
 
The wind whistles  
The breeze kisses with a cool lick  
Dispersing thistles  
Perhaps too quick  
 
As the scorching forest catches fire  
After the parched thirsty drought  
Life emerges with all glory and desire  
And once again the seeds sprout 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



57 > SHIH-FANG WANG 
 
The Distant 

Shore 

 
I long for your affection 
but it drifts like fog 
visible yet elusive                                                 
never certain enough to touch 
 
Your love moves at a turtle’s pace 
slower than glaciers’ drift, 
your passion sparkles weakly 
with the short duration                                   
of a lightning bolt                                                              
 
I feel that I must swim across 
a vast and restless ocean 
to reach the obscure island 
of your promise 
flickering on the far horizon 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
58 > BERNARD PEARSON 
 
Almanack 

 
This coming year 
Decorated as it will be 
By  yet  to be discovered days 
Still budding on the tree 
Blight may get it 
Or some mistral roaring 
Down the mountain pass. 
But Blossom may form 
Kissed by the hope of sun. 
the crowded, second, minute  
and   hour passes, 
Making unfamiliar the world 
And thereby bringing life 
In its unbearable glory, 
To all but those resting 
In the sacred earth. 



59 > WAYNE DAVID HUBBARD 
 
What Did You Do Last Week  

  
i was a moving picture   
inside someone else’s   
memory  
 
i followed my past   
through a turnstile   
(the city’s rain-   
kissed asphalt   
in june)  
 
was i portrait   
you could frame,   
or a song   
one might sing?  
 
there was no reflection   
inside of that dream   
 
what did   
i leave you?   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



60 > CARL STILWELL AKA CALOKIE 
 
Psalm 150 & All That Jazz 

 
Hallelujah! 
 
Praise the everything to which I am nothing! 
 
Praise the nothing to which I am everything! 
 

Praise the universe beyond us!  

 
Praise the universe within us! 
 

Praise with Freddie Hubbard trumpet tour of Cantaloupe Island!  

 
Praise with Purple Haze from Jimi Hendrix’s electrifying guitar! 
 
Praise with Bob Dylan’s Mr. Tambourine Man! 

 
Praise with a Shakira Hips Don't Lie dance! 
 
Praise with Newport Jazz Festival secular humanists dancing to gospel 
beat of Mahalia Jackson!  
 
Praise with Don Cornelius Soul Train line dancers introducing on 
syndicated television show the latest dance moves! 
 

Praise with Eric Dolphy playing Jitterbug Waltz on flute!  

 
Praise with loud crashing cymbals of Elvin Jones drum proclamations!  
 
Praise with Willie “life-of-the-party” Bobo on conga! 
 
Let everything that has breath Sock-it-to-me! Sock-it-to-me! Sock-it-to-me! 
 
 
 



61 > MARIETA MAGLAS 
 
Promenade 

  
Hullabaloo and hurly-burly tumults; 
Ashes of long-buried, heroic memories; 
A plethora of antiquated emotions; 
A need for a new divine vitality; 
Dark air, illuminated parks, and varied offers; 
A topsy-turvy state of things; 
Never-ending hopes, dreams, 
and romantic thoughts; 
Time of lost will 
and engraved walls 
that were repeatedly conquered; 
Hearts filled with fear, 
sincerity, and strong willpower; 
Snow crystals, offspring, 
heating up dog days and early falls; 
Uneven weather; 
Blooming flowers and happiness; 
Perennial conversations, 
coffee breaks, and 
never-never lands; 
Awakening, self-assurance, unwavering 
self-worth, earnestness; 
Sundays and never-say-die preaches; 
Protean and tormented clouds, 
sacred cenotaphs; 
Tangos in the darkness; 
Transient love and intense rage; 
Whirlwind; 
Minds wandering through 
space and time in search of 
understanding; 
Will-o'-the-wisps; chimeras; 
Existentialist feelings; 
Self-reflexivity; happiness. 
 



62 > JOHN ROWE 
 
Winter at the Beach 

 
We build a snowman, name him Sandy. With charcoal eyes he watches 
the gray undulating waves, his carrot nose smells the saltwater surf. He 
cannot hear (we gave him no ears) so we do all the listening—to the calls 
and shrieks of gliding gulls, to the silent soar of pelicans. Bundled up for 
this cold dark day, our gloved hands cradle small metal cups of hot tea. 
The steam and our breath rising is so very visible. We’re out here while 
others are elsewhere. This might be the getaway to soon get away from, 
yet we feel freedom in these shivered moments. No matter if we cry or 
laugh—frozen tears either way. We find ourselves whispering for no 
apparent reason, with an urge to reveal one of our deepest secrets for the 
first time in our lives. Let’s look now at the blue white horizon—the icy 
nothingness, reflect upon what may last and what will melt.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
63 > CLS SANDOVAL 
 
Good Patient 

TW:  Sexual Assault 
  
Every time an OB/GYN asks me the number of sexual partners I have 
had, I always feel that I need to clarify they weren’t all by choice.  In 
graduate school, the doctor at the student health clinic used this 
information along with his affable personality and a flimsy justification to 
get me to consent to what I learned later was an unnecessary rectal 
exam.  I learned how to be a good patient from my mother.  A good patient 
is quiet.  She doesn’t argue with the doctor.  She doesn’t express 
discomfort.  My friend who visited the same OB/GYN was recommended 
the same rectal exam.  She refused, left, and never went back.  Said the 
doctor was creepy.  It was years before I learned my friend was correct. 
The doctor went to prison.  He’d been taking advantage of good patients 
and making them his victims for years. 



64 > GIA CIVEROLO 
 

 
 
What She Left Behind 

  
She rummaged through the boxes again.  The panic rising. She had 
already checked them over and over again.  She said another prayer to 
St. Anthony, feeling betrayed.  How could he have let her down, especially 
this time? She thought about praying to St. Jude.  Isn’t something that is 
lost actually considered a lost cause? 
  
She closed her eyes and saw herself at nine years old.  Her uniform 
swimsuit, always on, like she was ready to dive into something at any 
moment.  There he was, her Dad, coming home from a business trip. 
Starling her, like always, with the force of his appearance and her version 
of movie star good looks.  She was wishing for x-ray vision to see what he 
brought her in his luggage trailing behind. 
 
 
 
 



 
  
He bent down to kiss her.  Pulling in the perpetual toothpick when his lips 
grazed her cheeks.  Then, like magic, its sharp point is sticking out from 
his lips, like always.  He thought it was funny - insisting he didn't bring her 
anything -torturing her just a little. 
  
She found strength to push tears back as she lay alone in her dark 
bed.  She didn’t want to taste their salt. She willed herself not to cry.  She 
wasn’t going to cry.  She wasn’t going to beg for him. She did that on 
Christmas Eve, barefoot in the snow, not too long ago.  Screaming and 
crying “Please Daddy!  Please don’t go”! He often took things too far, a 
little cruel some would say. He didn’t go.  At least not that day. 
  
Just as she felt like the water would fall, she saw his cool shadow at the 
door feeling the warmth of his sun.  He turned the light on.  He threw a doll 
that fell from the ceiling sky, with the precision of a quarterback he always 
wanted to be. He never was.  This was no ordinary Raggedy Ann, 
magically, it had purple hair.  Picked especially for her because it was her 
favorite color.  His too.  One of the few things they shared. She hugged 
him. He twisted to leave, turning the light off in the same quick 
motion.  She literally felt the smile from her face light up the night of her 
room.  
  
Turning back twenty years later, facing the empty drab brown boxes.  This 
time, she didn’t try to hold back the tears. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



65 > TIM TIPTON 
 
Stone 

  
You stoop to pick up yellow pebbles 
glistening wet. 
Click them on your tooth to confirm 
with your ear what your eye already knew: 
stone. 
Amber does not click and it does not glitter. 
It fills with warm light. 
Ancient fossil resin tumble up from the sea. 
You do not find it, it finds you. 
The warm light draws your eye. 
Yet you keep searching. 
The best piece you ever found 
was big as a knuckle. 
Color of a dog’s eye, and deep within, 
a million-year-old fly’s wing. 
You were not even looking, 
your mind was elsewhere. 
When that light shone from a nest of shell 
and seaweed, penetrating your cluttered 
thoughts through the corner of your eye. 
Seeing it was like waking from a long absence, 
like discovering a poem. 
There wasn’t any doubt, only light. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



66 > HEATHER ROMERO-
KORNBLUM 
 
Continental 

 
His Eminence 
Bombed Venezuela 
 
Imminently 
Piquing panic 
 
Remote control  
Warfare 
Is so en vogue 
 
AI prompted 
continental  
plans of dominance 
 
manosphere musks 
 
If one asshole takes out 
Another asshole 
 
And there’s no one around to 
understand it 
Does it warrant the Nobel Peace 
Prize? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
67 > R A RUADH 
 
Wrappings 

 
It is only after 
her tiny daughter 
has exhaled her last breath 
 
that she can 
embrace her closely 
without causing more pain 
 
the child is now 
beyond the grasp 
of torment and suffering 
 
not so the mother 
who is embraced by agony 
shaped into an eternal burqa 



68 > TRISH SAUNDERS 
 
My Calendar on the Wall 

Throwing Flowers  

 
Pages are falling, 
and I’m always replacing. 
They never look just right. 
 
I’m haunted by red bougainvillea 
blooming along the King Kamehameha Highway 
 
so thick, road crews hack it down 
with chainsaws, and still the seeds 
 
hurl themselves into a sliver of dirt on the H1, 
catch fire in the sunset. 
 
I’ll flip another page and find a field 
of abandoned sugar cane. 
 
Anything can grow here. 
Remaining is hard. 
 
Hotels grow higher every year 
until it becomes impossible 
to remember the beaches without them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



69 > CHARLES BECKER 
 
A Rainy Day in Leimert Park 

 
Where do we Angelenos 
go when it’s raining 
cats and dogs 
are kept inside  
but we must simply 
be somewhere else 
doing anything in motion. 
L.A. gets wet yet we 
keep on moving.     
 
Our kids in high tops 
slosh through puddles   
splashing, laughing new 
school boots while others 
hide holes in old shoes 
because many gray days 
stay stuck in stormy funk. 
You and I get hungry now 
with a taste for neighborhood   
food. At Ackee Bamboo you 
preach about hurricanes, droughts 
throughout until vegan wraps 
arrive all smiles and we start to see 
the light in rice and peas, Jamaican 
patties, tossed green salads. It’s not 
so bad this day, we say, we’re glad 
to share a ginger beer and then casual 
I pronounce that certain name 
“Esewon”, our water over rocks 
knowledge from its books until  
the rain just seems to slow down.   
 
 
 
 



 
 
One umbrella, we walk outside 
with World Stage, where I was born 
again, winking at me and shaking 
my hand, pausing to cheer us on 
to the bookstore. Joyful, we convene 
and dream with ancestors who knew 
better, brothers James and Langston 
mothers Toni and Nikki, sister 
Sonia Sanchez because they promise 
to always lift their arms around  
us and never let go. 
 
Hours later, still conversating 
growing smarter, the sun begins 
to warm with sounds of drum 
circles over the street and echoes 
from percussion rhythms speak 
like old friends. Memories 
strong with spirit invite us 
to stay and we continue 
we dance into a clearer night.                                                                                                          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



70 > MICHELLE SMITH 
 

 
 
Royal Dansk Someday 

 
The chill in the Danes air 
clear, clean, crisp, and cold. 
Historical brick buildings  
laden with cobblestone streets 
that pave the Dansk vinter 
med klar, ren, frisk og kold luft. 
Their height brings shadows 
the sunset peering. 



One day that will be my 
double gloved hands 
needing to clasp a cup of kaffe. 
Another frozen moment with hygge, 
ahh, the steam invites puffs 
onto my face. 
 
Weather wind evening  
the brrr, beautiful, and brisk 
in Copenhagen, Denmark.  
All I have is those blue tin 
Royal Dansk cookies from my 
Walgreens Vermont & 6th street  
corner store. 
I open the container  
happily. Their scent won't make 
my fingertips lazy. Yummy  
are those butter tasty delights, 
sugared on top.  Circles, 
 pretzels, and ovals that melt 
in your mouth. Liza warmly 
dressed up in a wool coat, 
hat and cape. I’ll devour 
my store-bought OG  factory   
baked in Helsingor since 1966. 
 
You'll drink Danes hot chocolate, 
My quench is fulfilled with ginger tea. 
As I scroll on your Facebook, 
Someday, that will be me. 
Maybe she & sons will tour factories  
Norre Snede and Ribe, where  
they are baked.   
Ring in 2026, NYE before we do 
on their getaway escape.  
 
 
 
 



71 > DON KINGFISHER CAMPBELL 
 

 
 
Bye, Bye, Three Eye 

 
When you were discovered 
you were just a fuzzy ball 
of rotating glow heading 
 
Toward the sun in the few 
months we spent trying to 
find a clear photo of you 
 
Acting like a human  
expelling carbon dioxide 
faster than any being  
 
And your body was mostly 
nickel worth much more 
than iron on our planet  
 
Then as you arced 
around our home star 
you gave satellites 
 
A light show like Xmas 
came early only you 
were still unclear why 
 

You were accelerating 
even faster to speed 
away from earth's orbit 
 
Was our blueness not 
enough to entice you 
to approach our globe 
 
In your streaking onward 
to the next solar system 
will you see something 
 
Like yourself launched 
as an albeit temporary 
ornament to an orb 
 
That died eons ago 
of which you are now 
its lonely survivor 
 
Look out for Voyagers 
in your way millions 
of light years from here 



You can also, if you wish, 
order printed copies of the 
January 2026 issue of Turtle 
Island Poetry in perfect bound 
book form for $15 (include $5 
for shipping if mailed). 
Payment methods are listed 
below at the end of the next 
paragraph. 
 
 

Next month: FEBRUARY 2026 - TURTLE ISLAND POETRY 
 

Submit up to three poems of no 
more than 50 lines each (including 
stanza breaks) on any subject to 
donkingfishercampbell@gmail.com 
by 11:59pm PST, February 7th, 
2026. JPG photos may also be sent 
but are not required. Poems 
chosen will be anthologized in PDF 
form and distributed for free to 
those poets by the publication 
reading on Saturday, February 
28th, 3 to 4:30 pm in the meeting 
room of the Lamanda Park Branch 
Library on 140 S. Altadena Dr. in 
Pasadena. Perfect bound printed 
copies of this book may be ordered 

for $15 a copy (pick it up at the reading or include $5 if you wish it to be 
shipped) until copies run out. Subscriptions are available as well for this 
monthly anthology for $50/half yr or $90/yr (save up to 50% off the cover 
price). Please use Venmo (@don-campbell-82), or Zelle 
(donkingfishercampbell@gmail.com) to pay, or snail mail a check to Don 
Campbell, 1313 Edgewood Dr, Alhambra, CA 91803-1909.  
 

$15  Four Feathers Press 
http://fourfeatherspress.blogspot.com 

http://fourfeatherspress.blogspot.com/

