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“Blossom Among Spring Tulips,” watercolor on paper, Dan Vera 



Melissa Studdard  

I HOPE I DON’T EMBARRASS YOU WITH 
THIS POEM 
 
 
If I say the word father, 
I’m not talking about 
the two banks of body pulled wide, 
but the river of hope trilling between them. 
And if I say cure, what I mean is 
the boy who floats there  
is unaware of the scalpel or the hand that holds it. 
He’s daydreaming beneath a sky that goes on forever and ever and ever. 
What the surgeon doesn’t say is these bones are made of light and shadow, 
breath and forgetting, canyon and sea. These bones are made of lightning  
and footprints from the forest floor and frost still on the ground midday.  
Father, there’s so much I want to say 
but I’ve been carrying death like a globe in my throat so long 
I can’t remember how to say it. 
Father, you are a big earth with many oceans. 
Father, you are a small town courthouse with many rooms. 
Father, you are a fortress built of stern grey stone, 
but there are revelers dancing wildly inside it. 
Father, you are a glass carriage on a bumpy road, be careful. 
Father, I’m sorry 
not for who I am  
but because it has hurt you. 
Let the world think I was raised by a pack of wolves. 
What I’m trying to say is I love you 
and nightfall has settled into your scruff. 
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Melissa Studdard 

APOLOGY TO THE POET 
 
Please forgive me. 
When I hear your poem 
I want to steady it with a foot to the abdomen 
while I thrust in my hand  
and tear out its heart,                                                                 
like an enemy on the battlefield 
awestruck 
by something so brave and beautiful 
I must make it mine. 
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Sam Hamill                                                                                                                                                       
ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF HER DEATH 

 

Awakened from a restless, wine-inspired sleep,  
I rose in the night to find Yuan Chen’s elegy 
and read, “Even if I had wings,  
this net of grief would snare me.”  

Pouring a good Malbec, I smelled it,  
just as I had that night ten years ago  
in Buenos Aires, Gray laughing with delight 
at first taste, and I took a sip.  

“We should go to Mendoza,” she grinned,  
“since we’re both in love with her grapes.”  
And now her ever-present absence,  
my only true companion. Her beautiful dog  

and the faint echo of her laughter.  
Yuan Chen met his wife in dreams each night.  
I meet mine in a glass of wine,  
in a dog that barks for attention  

when I’m too lonely to play; I meet mine  
in a menu, in the taste of a simple empanada,  
in a steak from the parrilla—“rosada,  
sin sangre”—This net of grief  

is empty. All things pass through.  
Even as I sit, weeping with my wine,  
here is Yuan Chen, my friend, and here  
my late wife, and the stars above her  

and a full moon on the rise. 
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Nikol Yurcaba 
PAPA, TSE KHOLODNO (Papa, It’s Cold) 
 
 
I. 
 
He raised us to never fear the cold, 
to stifle shivers when the wind and the wars 
cut our skin, reddened our faces: 
“Don’t complain,” he’d say,  
“It would be minus-thirty in Kyiv today.” 
 
My gloved hand would find a home in his bare one, 
and I would eye the cracked, dry, pink-white skin 
of my father’s hands while we marched  
through snow-laden woods.  
 
With each of the wind’s bites, the shivers would rise, 
and I would hunker my face further into my coat’s 
fur-lined hood. 
 
Finally, I would peek my face from its warm burrow 
as I tugged at his hand and I would mutter 
“Papa, tse kholodno!”—“Papa, it’s cold!” 
“Skoro bude vesna”—“Soon it will be Spring,” 
was all I was told. 
 
II.  
 
A sledgehammer’s lengthy swing, 
the toppling SMASH!—Lenin’s statue 
falls, his face meets the street. 
 
The midnight sky burns orange  
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as set afire tires bleed black into night. 
 
Our faces blaze with rage, with heat, 
with exhaustion, with blood 
and with a gloved hand  
I press the cellphone to my frostbitten ear. 
 
“Hello?” he says from 6,000 miles too far away. 
“Papa! Tse kholodno!” I scream as another flame 
spews from the pyre, “Lenin has fallen!” 
 
He laughs a hardy laugh, 
a Cossack’s laugh, deep and wide 
like the Dnipro, 
and then he declares  
“Todi, dochka, na sohodnishny den’ tse vesna” 
—“Then, daughter, today it is Spring.”  
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Ellen LaFleche 
THE LOVER WHO TURNS OFF THE LIGHTS 
Finalist in the 2015 Joy Harjo Poetry Contest 
 
and strips you of your clothes in a way so slow  
so silky  
you float above the bed like a magic trick  
and you say oh, you say oh 
the lover who turns you over  
and eats the tender underside of your knees  
and you say oh, you say oh,  
the lover who loves you but only in the dark, only in the dark.  
Grief is like that.  
 
The lover who parts your hair at the nape 
who strokes the back of your neck where the brain's reptile stem 
makes your tongue judder with desire  
and you say oh, you say oh  
the lover who stretches you into a swan 
the two of you nuzzling swan-skull against swan-skull  
but always in the dark, always in the dark.  
Grief is like that.  
 
The lover who swallows your heel until it is sleek with saliva 
and you say oh, you say oh  
the lover who eats the whole of your ear 
and you hear the wet fizz of a tongue probing its whorls 
and you say oh, you say oh 
the lover who loves you but only in the dark, only in the dark. 
Grief is like that.  
 
The lover who turns off the lights before  
slowly separating your thighs 
the lover who knows what happens in the dark: 
that warm microbial fizz before skin gives way to bone.  
You would say oh if you knew, you would say oh. 
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Ellen LaFleche 
THE WIDOW’S DREAM SEQUENCE 
 
   
We lie down together,  
twining like seaweed where the ocean   
scours clean the bone-brown rock of earth.  
   
The moon glows blue-green above us,  
a bloom of tidal plankton.  
   
The wind rubs salt against my skin  
and for a moment I remember you died.   
Kneeling, you watch the slow  
doleful tolling of my hips.  
 
 
Your gaze pulls sweat from my pores 
and I become more water  
than flesh, phosphorescent as the sea's glowing wake.  
   
Dusk merges into night.  Stars emerge, sparking like the static pulses  
of a woman's hair being kissed in winter.  
   
You dive, sea-mammaling into my waves 
and when you come up for air  
I pull you under, and under again.  
 
 
*** 
  
 
Afterwards you lie on your back, stiff with salt and coital spume.  
The buoys lean forward as if in prayer.  
   
I arrange your body on the sand.   
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Night merges into mourning  
and you are all seaweed hair and sun-baked bones.  
 
Your spine detaches, riding the tidal surge like a sea horse.   
Your toe bones walk the shore.  
   
I pick up your knees.   I lift them slowly over my head,  
double skulls filled with ritual potion.  
   
And I drink.  
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Ellen LaFleche 
PRAYER FOR THE 542nd DAY WITHOUT YOU  
  
 
 
Because the night before you died,  
the moon steamed like a woman rising out of a ritual bath.  
 
Because once you trembled the tender skin of my eardrum.    
Once I trembled the tender hairs between your legs.   
   
Because once I surrendered water and blood onto paper sheets.   
You fed ice chips to my tongue.   
I shivered as the baby steamed from my thighs.   
   
Because I watched you shiver on deathbed sheets.   
I fed you ice chips, morphine, yellow pudding.   
   
Because once our laundry steamed on the line.     
I remember the softness of Egyptian cotton sheets.  
How we wrapped our winter selves in them,  
double mummies luxuriating in our post-coital steam.  
   
Because on the night you died, I walked outside.   
Stars swayed crazily in my tears.  I remembered:  
paper lanterns strung like stars across our evening wedding.  
 
Because I grieved as a woman,  
leaning into your casket.  
My womb tipped forward, a long-necked urn spilling its ash.  
 
Because the first time you lay with me,  
I lit a lemon-scented candle.   
You reached across my breast and caressed the flame's salacious hips.   
 
Because I surrendered your ashes under the thunder you loved.   
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What was left of you whirled into hot white static.  
Lightning spidered down its electric thread.  
Because once you drilled your teeth into a lemon's yellow sting.   
   
Because the first time making love you came wordlessly, soundlessly.  
Breathlessly.  
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“Blossom On Orange Path,” watercolor on paper, Dan Vera 
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William Jablonsky 

THE WITCH OF THE WEST BRANCH 
 
 
 

 It is a river town in midsummer, at dusk, on the flattened floodplain 

where the poor people live. The air is thick, heavy with the smell of silt and 

peat moss. Tiny beige river moths circle outdoor lights like halos. The river 

is tinted dull brown, with pockets of industrial foam floating on top, and 

moves slowly through its course. There is a vacant lot near an eddy where 

someone used to live until the ice jam of ’93, when the river sent chunks of 

ice the size of small cars through the fences and walls. Now there is only 

the rotted, gutted corpse of a house, an enclosed porch the only part 

intact. A rusted lawn chair still sits on the shredded, moldy indoor-outdoor 

carpet, an empty beer can in the cupholder. Paper wasps have made a nest 

underneath, as big and wide as a beach ball. Approach them in the day and 

they are deadly. But it is dark and humid, and they are silent. 

 Footsteps stir the crabgrass and pigweed, slosh in the moist soil. The 

moon is full and low in the sky. It’s time to see the woman who brings back 

the dead. 

 There are about twenty this time, somber, quiet. Sometimes there 

are only two or three; others there are many, many more; after the 

tornado of ’03 tore through town like a weed-eater and gutted the middle 

school, there were so many crowded onto the little lot that a small, thin 

child could not have moved his elbows. Not that there were many children 

left. 

 The crowd gathers, and waits until everyone who’s coming has come.  

      19 



There are consequences to leaving someone behind.  

 A straggler arrives: a girl of nineteen or twenty in loose, pale blue 

pajama bottoms and a pink camisole. Her belly is just beginning to bulge. 

She is barefoot, her hair black but dyed red at the ends, an homage to 

some singer she used to like up until two months ago when she stopped 

liking anything at all. In her hand is an old T-shirt with the sleeves cut off. 

The smell of sweat and cigarette smoke still wafts up from it. She is careful 

not to let it touch the ground. 

 She looks around to see if she recognizes anyone. She does—this is a 

small town—but doesn’t know their names. Some of the people are 

dressed up in Sunday church clothes, which she did not expect, because the 

nice lady in the therapist’s office told her not to worry, to come just as she 

was. Though no one is staring—no one does here, those are the rules—she 

turns slightly away, moves to cover her body and make herself as indistinct 

as possible. The belly bulge does not help. Finally a bald grizzly of a man 

with big warm eyes and a bushy white beard comes over to her, puts a 

hand on her shoulder.   

 She is afraid for a moment, but his voice is soft and low and 

disarming. He looks like a teacher she once had. “Don’t worry,” he says. 

“You’re fine the way you are.” He looks at the sharply-dressed people and 

smiles. “Some people just do that.” She looks at him: he is wearing only a 

blue tank-top and plaid pajama bottoms. Dangling from his hand is a suede 

throw pillow; in the moonlight, the girl sees the glint of a few white hairs 

clinging to the fabric.  

 The man smiles, looks at the T-shirt in her hands. They look up at 

one another and nod. Then he says, “Showtime,” and heads into the crowd. 
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 “Okay,” he calls to everyone, “let’s do it.” 

 The crowd moves; she follows.  

 Next to the husk of a house is a small boat launch that seems to 

belong to no one. The concrete is cracked in places, crabgrass blooms 

erupting from the fissures. A line of small boats, a mix of old, rusted 

flatbottoms and canoes, lies upside-down on the grass beside. They climb 

in, three or four to a boat, strap on ancient orange life jackets older than 

most people there, and push out into the slow current. The bald man waits 

until everyone is in, then pats the space beside him in the last of the boats. 

The girl watches, nods, slips in quietly beside him. 

 They row. The flat metal seat is uncomfortable. The girl fidgets. 

 Around a small bend in the river, where it opens up wide, is a 

permanent sandbar covered in tall cattails and wild daisies, one of those 

places where teenagers go to smoke weed and get drunk, away from the 

eyes of the cops. The boy whose T-shirt she carries used to joke about 

paddling out and seeking out the witch to get her to tell the future, because 

he’d heard she could do that. The girl is glad they never did. 

 Rising up from the brush is a tiny house, held above floodwaters by 

thin stilts. It tilts noticeably, as if one mild storm will send it toppling into 

the river. But it has been that way as long as anyone can remember. The 

paint used to be lavender, the girl remembers, but it’s long since peeled 

away. When she was a small child, her father took her out to skip stones 

pulled from the riverbank, and pointed it out to her at a safe distance. 

 A witch lives there, he said, and she believed it. Everyone believes it. 

 The boats near the sand at the water’s edge. The girl looks up at the 

window and sees a face under a paisley bandana, large drooping eyes staring  
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down at her in the faint light of a candle. The girl is sure she has seen this 

woman before—at the bus stop, in the back row at church, smoking cheap 

cigarettes on the bench outside the supermarket. She sees no boat 

anywhere on the island, and wonders if the witch walks on water to get to 

town. She thinks of asking the big bald man, then thinks better of it. No one 

else is speaking; she presumes it is one of the rules. Someone should really 

have explained it to her. 

 The girl wishes someone would say something. But the only sound is 

the oars gently sloshing the water. Then, a thought: this is stupid, and she 

doesn’t know what possessed her to come here, and maybe she should just 

jump out of the boat, let the water take her. But the big bald man would 

only fish her out. He’d think he was doing her a favor. She looks long and 

hard at the island, smells the decayed leaves, the rotting wood of the house, 

and her chest begins to feel heavy. She can breathe fine, but each breath 

seems to take in less oxygen than the last. And then she isn’t in the boat 

anymore; she’s back in the little apartment on the edge of town, and the 

blue lights are shining in her window, and the two cops are in the doorway, 

in shadow because no one’s bothered to change the porch light bulb in 

months. Her head is a balloon, her body the string, and she is about to float 

away. 

 “Hey,” the bald man says, tapping her upper arm. In the dark, his big 

eyes seem like deep empty holes, like they’ll swallow her up. “Easy. It’s 

gonna be okay.” 

 He tells her to take one deep breath, then another, and another, and 

when he asks her if she’s better now, she mumbles something like  
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“Imakaynow.”  

 One by one the boats slide onto the sand at the island’s edge. The 

girl is not afraid. The girl feels nothing. 

 

 They climb out of the boats; they wait. After a minute or two the old 

woman appears in the doorway. She is wearing a puffy pink housecoat, so 

long the girl cannot see her feet or the movement of her legs, and when 

she comes down the rickety wood steps it looks like she’s floating. Her skin 

is pale gray with dark spots, her eyes big and dark, set deeply in their 

sockets, her lips so thin that her mouth is a slit cut into the skin of her face. 

In one hand she carries a large black thermos that looks too heavy for her 

spidery hands to bear. She looks out at the crowd gathered at her door, 

silently mouths the numbers as she counts them. The girls’ face goes hot as 

the old woman’s eyes fall hard on her. 

 The witch bends over, plucks a handful of small white flowers 

growing in the sand, carefully plucks off the little blossoms and scrunches 

them up in her palms. She closes her eyes and sways in place for a moment, 

as if she’s about to blow away in the breeze, then lets the crushed leaves 

and flowers slide into the opening of the thermos. She looks up and nods: 

one by one the people come up and take a sip. 

 The girl goes last. The liquid is hot, mildly sweet and herby, slightly 

bitter like cough medicine. She looks up at everyone else, standing there in 

the sand, eyes closed as if they’re having some kind of experience. She 

doesn’t feel any different. 

 Then the witch wades slowly into the river until she is waist-deep, 

hardly stirring the brown water as she moves. Her housecoat billows in the  
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water like flower petals. She turns around, motions for them to come.  

 The girl watches as they wade in, alone or as families, shivering as the 

cool water rises to their knees, their thighs. She does not know the point 

of all of this. But anything is better than the tiny apartment, the empty bed 

that seems far too big and too cold. 

 Some stop a few feet from the witch, asking for a moment to gather 

courage. A few, who act as though they’ve been here before, give the old 

woman a faint nod of recognition. The witch pushes their bodies gently into 

the water, then pulls them up again a few seconds later. Some gasp for 

breath; a few try to go back down, but she pulls them back out again.  

 The big bald man stays with her until they are the last two left. Then 

he goes. “Just do what I do,” he says, and wades out, holding the throw 

pillow high above the water. 

 When those ahead of her are done, they trudge through the mud 

back to the island, and wait. They stand together and stare at the girl. The 

witch beckons. 

 The girl wades out, clutching the ripped T-shirt; the water is 

pleasantly cool, and the mud is thick and heavy and threatens to trap her 

feet, drag her under and hold her there beneath the surface. She wonders if 

that would really be so bad.  

By the time she reaches the witch, the girl cannot look her in the 

eye. 

 “Come here, sweetie,” the witch says, arms open. Her voice is a 

raspy whisper.  

 The girl comes. 

 The witch takes the girl’s hand, holds it for a minute, looking sadly  
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into her eyes. The old woman’s bones feel as light and frail as balsa wood, 

but as the girl is drawn to the witch, she senses she could not resist if she 

wanted to. She expects the old woman to say something—an incantation, 

or a prayer. But the thin, rickety creature before her is silent. The old 

woman stands on tiptoe, reaches up and plants a kiss on the girl’s cheek.  

The witch’s lips are dry, rough.  

The witch holds out her hand; the girl hands her the T-shirt. The 

witch closes her eyes and raises it to her nose, deeply inhaling the old 

sweat and cigarette smoke. She smiles.  

The girl realizes she is trembling, feels the wetness on her cheeks, 

the impossible weight in her chest. She barely feels the witch’s hands on 

her, one behind her head, the other at the small of her back, the thumb 

gently stroking her hair. The witch nods, the girl leans back slowly. 

The dark water splashes into the girl’s ears and nostrils, laps over her 

forehead like a kiss.  

 The water makes her thin pajamas billow, and instead of wet cotton 

she feels sweaty skin pressing against hers; feels the smooth skin of a back 

against her stomach and breasts, the rough bump of a spine. Soft wavy hair 

passes between her fingertips. The air bubbling from her nostrils smells like 

sweat and cologne. The sound of soft breath fills her ears. She feels the 

warmth of body heat and a heavy down comforter on a Sunday morning. 

 The witch’s hands release her, and she hangs suspended in the water 

between the surface and the black spongy bottom. The air in her lungs 

begins to thin and she feels giddy. She could stay here forever. She will.  

No one who’d been here could blame her. 
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Then her lungs start to burn. She looks to the silver light on the surface, 

but forces her eyes shut. She cannot leave here. 

 Something twitches inside her. 

 The girl reaches for the surface. The witch pulls her up, and she 

sucks in air in long gasps. She tries to go back down, but the witch’s grasp is 

surprisingly strong. 

 “It’s okay, sweetie,” the witch says. “I’m proud of you.” 

 The girl nods, lets the witch guide her back to the sand and grass. 

Her skin is buzzing, like the blood within her is swirling in its vessels.  

 No one moves until she reaches solid ground. A woman she has 

never seen before hugs her. Someone else hands her a towel. They wait 

until the witch steps out of the water and heads back up the steps into the 

rickety old house, then climb back into the boats. No one says thank you. 

No one says anything. As the little flatbottom moves through the water, 

she dips her finger in, watches the small wake it leaves. 

 Once they climb up and scale the steep dock, a few stand there 

looking at their feet; one or two run giddily down the street. The girl does 

not feel like running. Her legs are heavy, and the stones on the dock hurt 

her feet. The very nice bald man offers her a ride home, because the night 

air is cool and she is wet and tonight was rough on her. 

“Thanks, no,” she says. He wanders off, glancing behind him every so 

often to make sure she’s okay. She isn’t. 

 The girl stands at the water’s edge, plunging her toes into the soft 

mud.  
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She looks at the island, the sliver of pink at the bottom of the stairs. 

She could slide her whole body in, right there, and just drift out to the 

mouth of the river and beyond, wherever it ends up. She crouches 

down, dips her fingers in the water. It washes over her hand; it’s cold, 

much colder than before. Though it is dark and the island is far away, 

she swears she sees the old woman blow her a kiss. Then the pink sliver 

disappears. 

The girl feels another twitch in her belly, and she remembers there is 

something warm and alive inside of her. It feels as though it’s dancing. In 

her head she pictures it, a little tadpole pirouetting in her insides. Its 

warmth spreads.  

She whispers goodbye to the lapping waves and turns around, facing 

away from the river and toward the houses on the bluff, with their 

warm lights and dry sheets. The muck at the river’s edge is thick, and 

she strains to lift her feet. One step, then another, then her feet find 

firmer ground. Sharp stones embedded in the soft ground hurt her toes. 

Still she walks, from the moist ground at river’s edge to the firm grassy 

lot, past the streetlights and out into the night, toward something like 

home. 
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Poems from DAYPLACES: SHOWDOWNS ON 
THE BEAUTY OF THE WORLD AND ITS 
DEPRESSION 
 
By Naseer Hassan, translated by Naseer Hassan and Jon 
Davis 
 
 
from DANTE / AL THAWRA CITY / REPETITIONS 
 
 
A Summery Tour / Dante 
 
 
The eternal void of your void filled, you gaze at your eyes\ the reflection of 
light on a  
cup … 
You dove who took leave of Al Tayaran for Al Rasheed; you, friend, 
searching his face behind a flood of smoke (we walk together in the flood of 
iron that lined the bazaar, of sidewalks whose faces are irritated by 
summer, which inclines its mirrors towards the shelters where people cram 
their bodies). 
When we crossed the street we were only two; now naked crowds walk 
from Al Tahrir square to the river, to wash, or wear in the nothingness 
their ignorant skin in the permanence of the years\ in spite of all the 
crawling that fills the earth, in spite of summer’s distillation to a drop on a 
passing forehead. 
 
                  
Francesca*/Iraq/A Window 
 
You…sad and lost…do you know this color that was restored to the crescent 
face on the window?  Do you know the line where flows cease in the wind’s 
abyss?  Do you know my story?  I who sad behind the glass every day to count 
the wind and banish the vines to a moment which resembles the sun?... 
The last ships in the glare veered in my direction, and I had to stay in the 
sun’s moment, like the wind. 
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Dante, Again 
 
You enter the dimness…sink in the darkness…gargle like tyrants… 
You are a tyrant, too; but the host of your lost sons are the years of your age, 
which rush 
Naked now—from the depths of the table—to dissolve like ink, in the jars 
of the poem. 
 
 
 
from SHOWDOWNS/SHOWDOWNS/EPILOGUE 
 
 
 
Breach 
 
 
This life has no right to talk to us, and she knows we are strangers, and that 
the waste left 
By the city buses fills our squares, settles among the dust. 
 
 
She knows that we are alone, in this wilderness, where the mirrors are, and 
the strange way we memorialize our corpses in honor of time. 
 
 
Forgetting As If… 
 
The loss of the orchards in a moment\the evening of dust on the table, 
where you see— 
Through the glass—its reflections.  When we “squeeze” the truth we find 
nothing but 
Duration, and when we forget the calling out the eyes make our old rags 
new. 
 
We forgot for a long time the beauty of Life; the dust was kept chained to a 
journey that resembles the body. 
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Pursuit 
 
To be distant is neither to be near, nor to be lonely like (orbiting), to 
multiply in the evening of chambers and silence, and to sketch a street full 
of light and noise. 
 
The carnival of final days inhabits the darkness, and knows, within the gap of 
the river, the alluvium of last distances. 
 
 
eveLove* 
 
Put on your brown dress: it resembles the land, when the sand crosses its 
days…or your white dress—death is like sex, both eat the day from the 
tress of light… 
 
Thus, when we leave this earth, we will own not the sun’s madness, but the 
light of the closet, or the autumn sky. 
 
*morning… 
 
 
Love* 
 
She moved in the bed. 
 
The morning was freezing the light within the curtain’s flowers, on the glare 
of a bed treated by the sun, on the clouds’ thread that is devoted to 
threads’ vanishing on a texture fabric. 
 
*day… 
 
 
Prayer 
 
The willow light the window a festival of one moment from the void of the 
void through the flowerpot glorified by the east of life and the corners 
waiting in eternal places so we might get something from the songs midday  
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in a silent and hollow arbor that returns the splendor to what faded and 
enters the folds of the minutes moving toward our crowded eyes inside the 
multitudes. 
 
The eyes close and it so happens that sanatoriums stay white and the 
windows silent and the peoples emigrating into the minutes (…) like the 
amassed dust in jars waiting for its color to be revealed beyond the waters 
of the myths. 
 
((when you were moving in the bus that was moving towards Al Rasheed, the sunset—through the 
window of the concave bus—was elucidating with different colors the nothingness of the evening and the 
noon, in spite of the over-crowdedness of the eyes, and in spite of the sun’s journey towards its names, 
every day beyond the creatures))ii 
 
iiIntertextuality:  “Always there is a wind…and always the soul s struck…” 
(From normal talk in a common tone between two persons on a street/from a subtitle on a TV show.) 
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“Blossom In Snow,” watercolor on paper, Dan Vera 
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Amy King 
BACKDOOR PHYSICS 
 
 
I wish I could wish attractively. 
The weeks I wish to spend with you 
are phone conversations I nurture on tree limbs 
I braid into thin vines of vocal vibrations. 
 
I grow used to being used. 
My human frailty is more than economics. 
We hear each other in the thinning air. 
The words are wishes we braid into hair. 
 
My hologram is fiscally efficient.  
Every appearance is a neurotic tailspin. 
Is a capitalist whiplash. 
Is a 'I pull my soul from maturing lifespans.' 
Regression's nighttime. 
 
Phone conversations make the best folks songs,  
narcoleptic highways to hallucinate down. 
 
When I say I hate to quote Jacques Derrida, 
I am full of vixen-water turning to waste. 
I lob sobbing bones through my orifices 
and bleat siren cries to pinch the ends of days tight. 
 
I am the earth's moldy progress stalled, 
and these drowning lights are a fact of climate distress.  
 
The objective correlative is a grain of sand 
in the service of dark secrets labeled "Nowhere." 
Where we entrench in the pit of kissing currencies, 
bury me with my lips locked on time. 
I'll be your beacon for universes not this one. 
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Amy King 
NONE OF THE SHEEP ARE SHEPHERDS 
  
 
Living the Amish paradise, run left. 
They ask among their own ranks  
who will go for them. 
Who will stand for wilderness lawns? 
Who will hold the suburbs to architectural promise? 
 
I am a bare soul alone, said the wilding sunset, full of distinction. 
 
If fleeing is feeling, I will hold death  
cupped to your stomach's abyss.  
I will wear garter belts & light matches in fields of sequin dresses. 
 
A town over, she pensively believes the goat is wrong. 
If this is truth, then what is truth.   
The envious sheep rails with the crying wind. 
None of the sheep are shepherds though.  
None of us wear ties & sleep in glass houses. 
None of us are goats among these words. 
 
But bleating is a form of prayer and communion. 
Singsong is a karate chopping air.  
If Eve got first knowledge, woman is man's first husband. 
And I am the last ladies', in quotations, man. 
I am also the last to follow and the first to become.  
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Patricia Spears Jones 
BACK TO SCHOOL 
  
My neighbors many of them children are biking 
up and down the crooked sidewalk 
  
The girls are talking who is going to wear what. 
New and very clean sneakers are on every other kid’s feet. 
Parents are tallying the costs/cutting what they can. 
  
Next day, these children will put on that 
cool for school  or too cool for school look 
  
The 1950s lives on Macon Street, 
Bedford-Stuyvesant, Brooklyn  2009. 
Moms, dads, aunts, uncles, cousins 
watching these children playing, scheming, grow. 
  
My neighbors say hello, 
Good morning.  Good evening. 
How are you? As you pass by   
  
Morning glories on the fence behind the Tent Meeting House 
trumpet the color and tenacity of a people for whom 
few jobs, bad luck, bullets are real as real can get 
  
And yet, there’s the albino kid playing with the prettiest 
girl, her caramel colored face stern as she sends him and 
the other boys off on some mission of her design.  
  
Who will win her heart years from now, when they do the 
back in the day moment?  What will they say, shy enough 
to remember when they all knew each other’s secrets. 
  
A vibration hums this short street like blood pulsing through 
healthy veins:  constant, predictable, mysterious. 
 
this is from Living in the Love Economy but was not published in a journal. 
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Patricia Asuncion 
empty fridge 
 
 
our old Harvest Gold GE housed  
invisible villains     lurking in the litter   
    
gummy peanut butter  
   disguised     as faceless mold between shelves 
open white bread  
   transformed     into furry pet rocks  
half-eaten slice of pizza  
   abandoned in an extra-large delivery box 
a single slimy black banana  
   left for dead under putrid fruit 
half-consumed mega-sized colas  
   lying helter skelter     like wasted partiers 
gray bologna  
   hardened twisted     like a career criminal 
 
my empty-nest Whirlpool features   
politically-correct labeled cuisine 
 
condiments pure as unsullied soldiers 
   in recyclable bottles     at attention in the doors      
happy-heart meats and cheeses 
   triathletes of salt sugar fat 
breads buns with no make-up tricks 
   doing roll-ups on the middle rack  
local all-American produce 
   squeaky clean     aligned in drawers 
bikini-dream-driven water    
   without weight or unreadable chemicals 
organic spreads touting  
   virgin purity like a presidential hopeful 
 
I prefer our old fridge grumbling like 
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   a rude teenager 
brimming with the leavings of life  
Oh, I much prefer it to mine now 
filled with its lineup of tidy emptiness.  
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Lindsey Royce 
SWALLOWING IT  
i. 

How could my father have done it?  
Shoved his hand in Mom’s blouse at dinners, 
the popped button, exposed breast,  
the lewd flicking tongue— 
 
He shoved his hand in Mom’s blouse, dinners,  
egged us children to laugh along,   
the lewd flicking tongue— 
Under her A-line, he grabbed her vagina.   
 
Egging us children to laugh along,   
he jerked down her panties, She said no.   
Under her A-line, he grabbed her vagina.  
Night after night, she told him no.   
 
He jerked down her panties, She said no.  
We kids wouldn’t eat, stuttered, blinked— 
Night after night, she told him no,   
her white panties and bra, a surrender.   
 
We kids wouldn’t eat, stuttered, blinked— 
Her nipples, buds, he pinched to hurt her,    
her white panties and bra, a surrender,  
the renegade moles on her bottom slapped.    
 
Her nipples, buds, he pinched to hurt her,   
wiped what he called bush on his napkin.   
I noted the renegade moles on her bottom,   
his handfuls of cunt, its other name.   
 
He wiped what he called bush on his napkin.  
She held the skillet close to his head.   
I saw his handfuls of cunt, its name,  
while she served him home cooked meals.   
 



She held the skillet close to his head,  
said, put your napkins in your laps.    
She served her best, minding our manners.   
Keep your elbows off the table.  

ii. 

Put your napkins in your laps.  
I wanted the skillet to crack his skull.    
Keep your elbows off the table.   
I wanted the gravy to blister his face.  
 
I wanted the skillet to crack his skull.  
Your father’s finished, clear his plate.   
I wanted the gravy to blister his face.  
Get up, do it now, she said.    
 
Your father’s finished, clear his plate.   
Her first would be a smack to my mouth.  
Get up now, I said do it.   
The next would be a charley horse.    
 
Her first, a smack to my mouth— 
Dad’s laugh, her privates bared.  
The next, she’d give a charley horse.   
She’d lift me by the hair, I’d refuse.      
 
Dad’s laugh, her privates bared— 
no steel wool between my thighs.   
She’d lift me by the hair, I’d refuse:    
Hit me again, I won’t clear his plate.  
 
No steel wool between my thighs,  
my father sucking food from his teeth,  
I’d say, Go ahead, hit me again.   
She’d bang my head against the wall.   
 
My father sucking food from his teeth,   
the popped button, exposed breast— 
She bangs my head on the wall.      
I say, No.  



Lyndsey Royce 
MY MOTHER’S WALLPAPER 

 

By eleven, I had hoped to work my mother like a spigot.  
My siblings could do so, but I hadn’t learned,  
so when my father hurled his wingtip at me,  
side-armed like a shortstop firing at first, 
I ran to the kitchen to tell Mother what he’d done.   
 
I found her elbow-deep in dishwater,  
blurted he had hit me with his shoe,  
the swelling on my head like a soft-boiled egg,  
but my mother didn’t answer, so I said he’d called me 
bad names, and that failed, too.  So I said, 
 
The shoe scuffed your new white wallpaper.  
Gently, my mother rinsed a clean dishtowel 
and went to the freezer for ice.  Then, she took  
the icepack to the scuff-marked wall, and nursed  
that paper for what she thought we were worth.    
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Ashley Clifton 
THE GATOR 
 

Gail was composing an erotic email to her boss when her daughters, 

Pam and Tyler, burst into the room. 

“Mom,” Pam said.  “You're not going to believe this.”  She kept her 

voice even.  At twelve, she had already learned the trick of conveying panic 

in a dead monotone—the tween version of existential cool.    

“Yeah, Mom,” Tyler agreed.  “Out in the yard.  It's rather incredible.”  

Gail glanced at the half-written email on her computer screen.  It was 

not actually erotic—just a description of a locking mechanism for a shipping 

container.  But Gail had found it sexy nonetheless.  All that talk of fasteners 

being thrown and bolts sliding into place.  Very Victorian.  The fact that she 

could get aroused while typing an email about a locking mechanism 

probably spoke worlds about her current mental state.  She hadn't had a 

date in six months and wasn't likely to get one any time soon.  She was 

lonely.  So lonely, in fact, that she had developed a crush on Amar, her boss 

in Seattle, despite the fact that had she never met him, had never even seen 

his face.  Lovely voice, though.  Rich baritone.  Paul Robeson with an Arabic 

rasp. 

“Okay, okay,” she said, giving up.  “Let's go see this rather incredible 

thing.” 

They led her through the back door.  Three months had passed since 

they moved to Gainesville, but she was still overwhelmed by the cruel, 

shimmering heat of Florida.  The way it hung over everything, rippling the 

very air so that you couldn't keep anything in focus.  She walked across the  
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lawn, tough blades of St. Augustine grass crunching under her bare feet.   

“There it is,” Tyler said, pointing.  “Isn’t it cool?” 

Gail saw nothing.  Tall stems of Hollyhock stretched up into the sky.  

She took another step and peered over them.  Still nothing.  Just a big, 

green log that had somehow rolled itself to the edge of her yard.   

Then she saw the teeth.   

 In a single gesture, she jumped backward three feet and yelled:  

“Shit!” 

The girls laughed.   Actually, they shrieked.   

“Are you scared, Mom?”  

Her heart was still pounding as she hustled them into the house and 

Googled the number for Animal Control.  When she finally got someone 

on the phone and explained the situation to him, she was surprised when 

the first question he asked was:  “How long is it?” 

“The alligator?” 

“Yeah.  From nose to tail. 

Gail's first impulse was to say “Sorry, I didn't have my tape measure” 

but she figured this would not be helpful.   

“Ten feet,” she said, and crossed her fingers. 

That must have been the right answer because he took down her 

name and address and told her that a Fish and Wildlife officer would be 

there soon.   In the meantime, she was not to “disturb” the gator.  (Ha!) 

She went outside to wait.  The girls hovered nearby as she pretended 

to work in the garden, keeping herself squarely between them and the 

gator.  Only once did she go over and peek at it.  It was so much darker 

than she would have expected, nearly black, like the skin of an over-ripe  
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avocado.  And so damned big!  The only wild animal they had ever found in 

Pittsburgh was a possum living in the attic, which Andrew—armed only 

with a broom and an oven-mitt—had evicted without injury.  Remembering 

this, she almost laughed, and then the old pain shot through her chest, 

straight into her heart.  It happened like that sometimes.   

 Back at the garden, she watered the plumbego and tried to think 

about Amar, her fantasy Arabian lover.  It was nice, in some ways, having a 

fixation on a guy she had never seen.  She could imagine him any way she 

wanted—in this case, tall, dark, and smooth (the exact opposite of Andrew, 

actually, who had been short, pale, and prickly).  She also gave him big 

shoulders, shiny hair, and sparkling eyes.  Best of all, he had a fondness for 

middle-aged women—that was a must.  She was convinced that, should 

they ever actually meet, he would like her.  He wouldn't care that she was a 

thirty-eight-year-old widow with two kids, fat thighs, and goofy eye-glasses.  

Not to mention the fact that she lived in the middle of bum-fuck-Florida 

next to what was, apparently, a gator-infested forest.  How could he not be 

turned on?   

 She kept watering.   

 At some point, a green pickup appeared.  The driver nudged it over 

the curb and crept along the easement, stopping just short of her yard.  A 

lank, sunburned man got out wearing a uniform that was the same olive-

green color as the truck.  Gail led him to the Hollyhock.  He peered over 

it, just as she had done.  He didn't jump back.  Instead, he just scratched his 

jaw.   

 “Well, he's a big son-of-a-gun.”   

 “Ten feet?” Gail asked. 
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 “Easily.”   

 Gail was blushing with pride at her gator-estimation skills as he 

walked back to the truck and reached inside the cab.   

 “You should take your kids inside,” he said.     

 She was about to tell him not to worry, that she and the girls weren’t 

afraid of gators.  (Well, not really.)  But when he came back from the truck 

he was carrying something long and heavy at his side.  It was a rifle.  Gail 

even knew the model—a 30-aught-6.  The same one her dad had hunted 

with in the Alleghenies ages ago.  The only difference was the letters F.F.W. 

engraved on the stock.   

 Her heart sank.   

 He held the rifle by the haft, barrel down, as he waited for her to 

take herself and the girls into the house.  She got the impression that he 

would stand there all day, if necessary, without moving a muscle.  His 

perfect stillness reminded her of something, and it bothered her that she 

couldn't figure out what.  Then she realized:  he was just like the gator. 

 Gail began to protest.  “Listen, you're not really going to—.” 

 “Yes, ma'am,” he said.  “I'm going to harvest him.”  

 The word struck her like a slap.  Harvest. Normally such a warm-

sounding word; it made her think of Thanksgiving dinner.  Mashed potatoes.  

Pumpkin pie.  But in his mouth, it was the hardest, most brutal thing she 

had ever heard.  Had he meant it to be so?  She couldn't tell.  But she knew 

one thing: he was steeling himself for whatever she might say to him, any 

argument she might make.  A defensive edge girded his voice, and he 

avoided her eyes.   

 “I know this sounds dumb,” she said.  “But isn't there anything else  
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we could do?”  

 “No.” 

 Her heart sank even further.  As if someone had grabbed her by the 

shoulders and jerked her upwards.   

 “Can't we just scare him off?” 

 “No, ma'am.” 

 “Why not?” 

 He shrugged.  “He'll come right back.  Gators are territorial.  Clearly, 

he thinks this is his territory.” 

 “Well, maybe it is.” 

 “Not anymore.” 

 As with all his previous statements, he kept his tone flat, officious, 

and free of malice.   He was a very strong man, she realized.  Strong in the 

worst possible way.  She almost felt sorry for him. 

 At some point, one of the girls sidled up next to her.  Pam.  Her face 

was twisted into a look of fear and moral outrage.   

 “Mom,” she said, “is that cop going to shoot the gator?”  

 He's not a cop, Gail wanted to say.  But then she remembered that, 

yes, he was a cop.  Sort of.  He even had a badge, glinting in the sun.   

 She took a deep breath and turned her attention back to him.   

 “Would you mind looking me in the eye?” she asked him. 

 He did so.  His eyes were gray and clear.  Deep inside them, she 

caught a glimmer of something, a betrayed emotion.  And then she 

understood, for the first time, what he was thinking:  this was all her fault.  

Not just the stand-off in which they found themselves, but the whole 

situation—his very presence in her yard.  Gail was about to become very  
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angry when it occurred to her that he was right.  It was her fault.  Mentally, 

she ticked-off all the things she had done wrong, beginning with her 

decision to move to Florida.  She had bought a house on the outskirts of 

Gainesville and neglected to have a fence installed.  Finally, she had made 

the call to Fish and Wildlife.  It was all her fault.   

 Which was why she had to stop it. 

 “I'm sorry I caused all this trouble,” she went on, “but I'm not going 

to let you shoot an animal on my property.” 

 She had barely finished her sentence before he moved forward.  He 

was aiming to go right past her, his mouth set into a hard, straight line.  She 

had to stop him, blunt his momentum.  But how?  Punch him?   

 Then she realized that she was still holding the metal spray gun.  The 

one attached to the garden hose, trickling steadily onto her shoe.   

 She lifted the gun, and squeezed.  The jet of water caught him full in 

the face, knocking him backwards.  He recoiled, raising his arm to shield 

himself as he staggered back.  Gail kept the jet on him.  She didn't stop 

hosing him until he dropped the rifle on the grass and covered his face with 

his hands.   

 “Lady,” he said, rubbing his knuckles into his eyes.  “Are you out of 

your mind?” 

 Gail didn't answer.  Tyler and Pam were both next to her now, 

mouths agape.   

 Pam whispered:  “You are so busted.” 

 Gail thought to herself:  Yeah.  

 Completely soaked, the man's uniform had darkened—hunter-green 

now.  She decided she liked it better that way.  When he lowered his  
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hands, his eyes were bloodshot but alert, blazing with some combination of 

anger and bewilderment.  She waited for him to come over and...what?  

Arrest her?   She had never been to jail before.  Did they have a special 

section for moms?   

 “You're from up north, aren't you?” he asked, lowering his hands.   

 “Pittsburgh,” she said.    

 “Did you get tired of the snow?” 

 “Something like that.” 

 Water continued to trickle from his forehead to the tip of his nose.  

Little droplets clung to his blond eyelashes.   

 “You divorced?” 

 The question startled her, but then seemed natural.   

 She shook her head. 

 He kicked the heel of his boot into the grass as if spurring an 

imaginary horse.  His face gradually took on the dour, hapless look of a man 

who knows he is about to make a mistake.  He walked over to her and 

pointed at the hose. 

 “Let me have that a minute.”  

 She handed it over.  He dragged it to the edge of the lot and aimed 

the gun up.  Gail walked over just as a long arc of silver shot through the 

air.  The gator burst into motion, rearing its head at the first touch of water 

and spinning clock-wise, as if on a potter's wheel.  Enraged, it opened its 

wide dumpster-lid of a mouth and hissed, a sound so harsh and unexpected 

that Gail flinched with her entire body.  If she had been made of glass, she 

would have shattered.  It hissed again, a little lower this time, and she took 

a step backward, preparing to yank Pam and Tyler into the house.  But  
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then, as if some secret truce had been reached, the man stopped the water.  

The gator turned its snout toward the trees and began to move, plodding 

forward in that strange, dinosaur way.  Gail held her breath as it threaded 

its way into the woods and disappeared. 

 The man walked back to the house, dragging the hose with him.  He 

coiled it neatly on the deck. 

 “You need to get a fence,” he said.   

“Agreed,” Gail said.  “We swear.  Right, girls?” 

Pam and Tyler held up their right hands and nodded.   

The man smiled but didn't look at her again.  Without another word, 

he picked up the sodden rifle and walked back to the truck.  She was still 

holding the girls as the truck backed slowly over the grass and jounced back 

onto the blacktop.  As it drove away, Gail felt an odd pang of loss.  He had 

almost arrested her.   And yet he was the closest thing she had made to a 

friend since coming to Florida.   

Pam tugged at her shirt.  “Can we make brownies?”  

 Gail didn't answer.  After a while the girls wandered inside.   

 The sun was going down.  It was time to go in, but she lingered for a 

moment.  She looked at the house, pleased by the squat little bushes she 

had planted along the slab to deflect the rain.  Aztec grass, it was called.   A 

tough little shrub, but ugly.   

 Tyler reappeared.   

 “Are you coming in?”  

 “In a sec,” Gail said.  “What's Pam doing?” 

 “Watching Doctor Who.” 

 She walked over now and tamped down the roots with her toes.   
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She would call workmen tomorrow to put up a fence, and she made a 

mental note to warn them about the Aztec grass.  She didn't want it 

trampled.    

 As soon as this possibility occurred to her, she started to cry.    

Right there by the house, in the glow of the setting sun, she wept.  She was 

not thinking of Andrew, nor Pittsburgh, nor any other thing.  Just the grass. 

 Tyler was watching her.   

 “Mom, it's okay,” she said. 

 “I know, sweetie,” Gail said, wiping her eyes.  But she kept crying. 

 “It's okay,” Tyler said again, taking her hand.   “Everything's cool.  It 

was just a gator.” 
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“Small-headed Portrait With Dog,” watercolor on paper by Dan Vera 
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Holly St. John Bergon 
RAIN FOREST DREAM 
 
 
Under a broad-brimmed hat,  
         a woman walks along the shore at Galveston,  
                        looking out across the Gulf toward Mexico. 
 
Someone she loves is hiking in the rain forest. 
                        He wears white cotton pants, huaraches. 
                                            He looks hot and tired.  She fears he’s lost. 
 
She finds villagers to greet him.  Dogs mill about his legs. 
           He’s given tortillas to eat and a hammock to sleep in. 
                                            He listens to the stories of the elders.   
 
He asks for more stories.  He folds up what he learns 
         and carries the bundle beneath his hat. Walking out of the jungle,  
                               he thinks he hears the voice of a woman. 
                
Over the clattering of palm fronds and the hoof beats of horses  
                               along the banks of the Usumacinta River,  
                                                                he can’t hear what she’s saying. 
 
She speaks to the macaws eyeing him  
                               over their shoulders from the branches of trees: 
 
Feather him that he may skim over this dusty road.  
                              In your rainbow plumage let him fly across the Gulf. 
         I want to see a man with scarlet wings soar over the beach at Galveston. 
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Holly St. John Bergon 
NESTING 
       
 
I watch, through binoculars, as one of 
a pair of red-tailed hawks soars in  
to their nest, a bundle of sticks and twigs, 
high up in a spindly pitch pine, buffeted by  
gusts of wind.  Something dangles from its beak. 
The hawk lands close to the nest, hops a few short hops 
and drops whatever it is into the nest. 
For weeks, I’ve been following the routine  
of the hawks from my study window. 
 
A storm’s blowing in.  I worry about them. 
The nest’s placement seems to me precarious. 
I hear an undertone of Rock-a-bye baby  
on the treetop, with its creepy presentiments 
of disaster, and I have to hope the hawks know 
what they’re doing.  Just as I have to hope I know 
what I’m doing, settling into my new house. 
When not hunting and tending their young, 
do the hawks fret over my homemaking choices? 
 
Yikes, she’s chosen a nest too close to the ground,  
and she’s exposed against all that white paint. 
No one taught her about dark wood and  
a vantage point from which to spot crows? 
She’s pale, unfeathered, wingless. 
How can she sleep unrocked by wind? 
The sky darkens.  Rain spatters road and woods. 
We each hunker down in our abodes, 
abiding by the consequences of our choices. 
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Holly St. John Bergon 
CONSTRUCTION SITE 
 
 
Day after day, I haul planks of preference or  
aversion to the construction site of the self,  
announcing on arrival, I am a person who prefers . . .  
maybe hues of blue – indigo, violet, turquoise – 
someone with a predilection for spice – poblanos 
and chipotles and New Mexico green chiles – 
who cultivates a liking for opera or walking alone, 
someone who says, I am a person who does not like . . . 
and I fill in the blank with all the possibilities 
of things I can reject, detest, turn away from. 
 
I hammer in the nails of my likings and dislikings, 
caulk and shutter the edifice of my being, working until 
I can walk down the driveway and look back satisfied  
that I can identify my home from others on the block: 
This house is me, what you are looking at is mine,  
I have planted blue delphiniums and yellow columbines 
so that you know and I know that I am not your red tulips, 
not the stalks of hollyhocks and sunflowers that define you. 
How relieved I am at the end of the day to rummage  
through the closet of my habits, my silky good humor, 
the denims of my stubbornness. 
 
After years of work, I wake up in a once-familiar room  
to discover cracks in the clapboard of my house.  
Sunlight edges through bedroom walls, and wisteria vines curl  
around the bedstead.  Floorboards I painted in a favorite shade  
disappear beneath a wall-to-wall carpet I never ordered.   
Someone else's wallpaper stares back at me in challenge.   
I rise to the challenge with spackle and paint,  
yanking up carpet tacks, hacking at the jungle of vines. 
Each morning, the sun winks at me anew, and now a catbird flits  
from branch to branch in a crab apple rooted where 
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the dining-room table once stood.  I stand back in wonder.  
I surrender.  I let go my grip on the paintbrush, the hammer.  
I sink onto porch steps. Mine or my neighbor's, who knows? 
Where house ends and garden begins, who knows? 
One of my hands resembles a spray of forsythia in bloom. 
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Glover Davis 
BEAR SONG 
 
 
James Welch and I were very drunk. 
   He got down on all fours 
chanting a Blackfoot brown bear song. 
   Wind nudged the kichen doors. 
 
Dizzily we swayed on the rough tiles 
   reddening beneath our knees 
and did not see the moon’s effects 
   glowing through the banked trees. 
 
We grunted, rolling our bleared eyes. 
   glancing at our bare arms 
as though a thick fur sprouted there 
   invoked by magic charms: 
 
bear teeth and claws threaded by chains, 
   formations of firebirds 
painted on Jim’s sport shirt, the smoke of 
   sweet grass mixed with words. 
 
The family cat pushed through and stopped. 
   His fur stood up like quills 
and then he streaked through the back yard 
   on grass where the moon spills 
 
Herself continuously through 
   a bodice’s ripped silk, 
black against a bare white skin. 
   Some spots seemed drenched with milk. 
 
 
 
      56 

 



CMarie Fuhrman 
BENEATH HELLS CANYON DAM 
 
 
I never saw lightning 
felt thunder roll from beneath 
the earth upside down, hooves of animals 
bolting through clouds 
it started raining lamprey and sturgeon— 
 
it rained so hard last night I was young again 
it rained so hard the earth moved 
from the graves of my grandparents 
their bones started dancing on the rocks 
dancing like hail— 
 
it rained so hard the river was young again 
neither of us had our second names 
we chewed dirt with our first teeth 
we ran together with salmon steelhead 
the shores lifted their skirts at our passing— 
 
last night the rain brought back my grandmother 
she put my head in her lap 
she told me stories she told me carp 
sucked the bones of my grandfather 
her tears filled my eyes her braids tickled 
my cheeks. 
 
This morning the skies are clear. A fly dances 
on my nose. In the flooding light, I move earth 
worms from the trail. Sometimes 
I toss their wet red bodies into the river. 
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Rosalind Helfand 
SUBURBAN GOPHER WARS OR HOW I 
LEARNED TO BE WEAK 
 

Consider, for a moment, the suburban lawn. Like a banker’s watch or 

a lawyer’s car, the lawn is a homeowner’s bling. Amongst the endless tracts 

of modest homes, crisscrossed by wide roads and dimpled with “mini” 

malls, surrounded by miles of hot black parking lots, each lawn must be 

perfect: no yellow patches, no weeds, and cropped close like a crew-cut. 

Mom would look out our car window on the way home from running 

errands, her perm bobbing in the breeze, surveying the yards of others. 

That one was all junk-strewn dirt, that one was nothing but dead brown 

grass, that one was terribly overgrown. If only people would take care of 

their lawns. 

 

My parents were proud of their lawn. Theirs was lush and green. It 

had a geranium-lined walkway and a planter filled with ivy. In the southeast 

corner grew a rose garden. Its grass grew tough and resilient to the antics 

of children. It was a good lawn.  

 

At 8-years-old, I desired my parents’ faith in my abilities above all 

else. And, recognizing their passion, I excelled at the lawn. On Saturday 

mornings, I watered it and pulled the weeds, while Dad mowed and Mom 

worked the planters. Together we epitomized bucolic harmony. Dad in his 

mud-spattered jeans, Mom in her gardening gloves. I took a sort of 

innocent, easy pride in my work, in the responsibility my parents had  
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vested in me. 

 

Yes, all was golden, until the day our neighbors were invaded--by a 

gopher.  

 

I remember when the mounds first appeared--soft, dark, pilly dirt 

piles, a perfect hole at the center of each. I snuck over to my neighbor’s 

yard to see if I could catch a glimpse of the gopher. How glorious when I 

saw a mound move, exhale, and a bit of soil fly through the air. How 

marvelous to see a dandelion disappear into the tunnel. Wait! Was that a 

nose? Protruding yellow teeth? But my parents called me home and shook 

their heads. I was made to understand: The enemy had arrived. It was only 

a matter of time until the invasion spread.  

 

The neighbor dad was our dubious first line of defense. The weekend 

after the mounds appeared, Neighbor Dad took a lawn chair from his 

garage and set it next to the freshest pile. He settled in with a beer-filled 

cooler, and a fishing hat to shade his eyes. He was improbably armed--with 

a harpoon gun. When finally the gopher peeked out, it spied the gun and 

immediately ducked. But Neighbor Dad took aim and shot straight through 

the mound, angling into the tunnel, and when he reeled the kill spike back 

in, there was the gopher, hanging limp. Blood trickled down the shaft. Like 

clay on a wheel, my regard for the gopher had been thrown and re-formed 

by my parents. I now felt steely satisfaction at its demise. 

 

The end? Nah. Within a month, new holes sprang up across our  
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neighbor’s yard, and at last the mounds appeared in ours. My parents were 

livid. Their own form of suburban guerrilla warfare ensued, and I was 

pulled, unquestioning, into the middle, a recruit on the frontline of their 

reputation. 

 

 My parents were intelligent, academic, but not above a little violence. 

At 6am, daily,  Dad rose and engaged in battle--his latest strategy 

hammered out over the dinner table the night before. First a garden hose 

snaked down a hole to drown or flush the gopher out. By the time I walked 

out our front door, ready for school, water bubbled from every hole across 

the yard. But the digging continued. 

 

 Next he and Mom placed poisoned bait in each tunnel. This, too, had 

no effect whatsoever. My parents became desperate. I’ll never forget the 

morning Dad attached a long hose to the exhaust pipe of his 1960s VW 

Bug and directed it down a hole. Mom and I watched from the kitchen 

window in excitement, and soon oily grey exhaust puffed from nearly every 

hole--by this time 20 in all--but there was no sign of the gopher. 

 

 Throughout this war, I’d been forced to sit on the sidelines, a mere 

observer. But one day, Grandpa came to visit. He brought his BB gun with 

him. He suggested shooting the gopher. After a good round of incessant 

bugging, my parents allowed me to spend a morning sitting at the newest 

hole, waiting. I held the gun steady, rested on my raised knees. For three 

hours, my gaze didn’t waver--not even when the sun shone in my eyes or a 

bee alighted on my brow. And when, sure enough, a small, brown, bristly 
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head popped out of the hole, I fired! It was a clean shot. The BB punched 

straight between the gopher’s eyes, and when it slid, dead, back down its 

tunnel, I ran and got the spaghetti tongs to fish it out. 

 

 I’d never felt so proud. I remember that I didn’t feel the least bit 

sorry for the gopher. A gun can be so clean and fast. There was no pain 

that I could see, no squeal of fear. Without emotion to respond to, I 

seemed to have none myself. I was a warrior. 

 

 But three weeks later, another gopher arrived to replace the one I’d 

shot. With no time to recover, our lawn was beginning to die. The old 

holes were ringed with dry, brown grass. New holes were appearing, 

making our lawn nearly impassable. Neighbors were beginning to slow 

down and look at us. I was painfully aware of my parents’ growing 

embarrassment. 

 

 Which leads me to that fateful morning. It was a Monday. I 

remember it so clearly. Dad was up early, as usual, puttering around the 

garage and bothering Mom about how much money she spent on clothes. 

Mom stood at the kitchen window, making a sandwich for me to take to 

school. She wore her long Pepto-pink velvet robe and satin pajamas. Her 

hair was ruffled and her eyes still droopy with sleep. She surveyed the lawn 

occasionally, humming cheerfully to herself and spreading peanut butter on 

whole wheat bread. 

 

 We were back to flushing out the gopher. The hose wound down  
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one hole while water burbled pleasantly from others across the yard. I 

stepped out the screen door and paused under our big old walnut tree. 

There was no gopher in sight. The air was bright and sparkly. Sunlight 

glinted off the grass--those parts that were still green. I liked to play a 

hopping game where I couldn’t step on the cracks in the walkway. As I 

hopped, I looked up to smile at Mom. That’s when I noticed something out 

of the corner of my eye. Movement! On the lawn! I turned and saw--the 

gopher! It was frantically scrambling and wiggling to escape a flooded hole. 

Its fur was sleek and dark with water, and the sun slid along its back, giving 

it a bluish tint. It was nearly clear and about to make a run for it. 

 

I froze. What should I do? Run after it? Stomp on it? Neither of these 

seemed reasonable. Somehow, I managed to gather myself, fill my lungs and 

shout, “Mooomm! The gopher! It’s getting away! What do I do?” 

 

Instantly, Mom went from sleepy lunch maker to suburban 

commando. Her head snapped up, eyes large, and she bellowed out the 

window, “Kill it!” 

 

“How?” I screamed. 

 

“With the shovel!” she roared. 

 

She was angry. I was disappointing her. Why hadn’t I thought of the 

shovel? I sprang into action, running for the garage. There it was. A large 

shovel hung from the wall. It had a thick wooden handle and a heavy metal  
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blade—perfect for the job. 

 

The gopher had cleared the hole and was building speed, albeit a half 

scampering, lumbering pace. I strained to heft the shovel above my head, 

grasping the handle with both hands. Now the gopher was traveling more 

slowly. I had time to pause. The gopher looked small. Vulnerable. With its 

back turned and its small legs desperately churning, it seemed like--a victim. 

And then I realized, as it groped its way across our once perfect lawn, that 

it couldn’t see. Its eyes were made for a life spent underground. I hesitated. 

 

But Mom was watching. I pulled myself together, breathed in, and 

with all my might swung the shovel down onto the gopher’s back. I heard a 

heavy thunk, but to my utter horror, it wasn’t enough. The gopher looked 

somewhat flattened. Clearly injured. But not dead. 

 

It lay there for a moment. Then, appearing like a pancaked cartoon of 

itself, the gopher rose laboriously. I was transfixed by its tiny, broken, yet 

determined wet form. It deliberately placed one paw in front of the other. 

 

My resolve disintegrated with its first miserable step. Despite the 

injuries I’d inflicted, the gopher would not stop. Its belly scraped the grass 

in its snail’s-paced attempt to escape the terror. The terror which was me. 

 

I lost it.  
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“Why,” I bawled, “can’t we just put it in a box? Can’t we just take it 

up to the hills somewhere and set it free? Why do we have to kill it? Can’t 

we just get a box?!” 

 

The screen door banged open! Mom charged out of the house in a 

fury, robe billowing behind her, eyes blazing, Dad following close behind. 

She yanked the shovel from my hands. I remember falling back, looking at 

her in awe. She wielded the shovel like Thor with his hammer. If lightning 

had blazed from the blade as it sliced the sky, I wouldn’t have been 

surprised. The shovel came down. 

 

When Mom was done, there was no question that the gopher was 

dead. She handed the shovel to Dad, and gave me a glance that said I was 

the wimpiest 8-year-old alive. Then, wordlessly, she strolled back into the 

house—slippers slapping gently on the pavement. 

 

Dad had a time of it trying to ease the gopher’s body out of the pit 

its death had made. Then he turned and headed for the garbage, shovel 

balanced in front of him with its small load. 

 

And I was left staring at the pit that marred our last, perfect, patch of 

grass. 
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LaWanda Walters 
THE EXACT COORDINATES OF HELL 
 
 
Mama, dying, saw Hell on the hospital wall. 
It flickered like an old home movie— 
Why, there it is, she said, staring, like a child, 
past the foot of the bed, and people pretended 
to look as they look for a spider you’re afraid of 
before they tell you it’s just a nail hole. 
My father was frightened enough to get her to sing 
“The Old Rugged Cross,” and it hurt to imagine 
her humbled enough to join in. 
I’d rather have imagined them having sex— 
she must have agreed with him, then,  
or tried to, my beautiful, difficult mother, 
the wild pianist caught by the choir minister. 
It was Beethoven she loved, 
and she could play the hell out of the Widor 
Toccata on the organ (which sounds like 
Rachmaninoff and a rock group taking over 
the plainness of a white Baptist church). 
And she’d hurt me too, enough to freeze 
my tears that day, and my heart, 
so I could not take in that she was leaving 
forever. When her breathing slowed 
and sounded like drowning,  
the bored nurse said, They don’t even feel it 
by this point. 
                      Later I realized 
that scene on the wall was true. 
She’d lied to her kids so we wouldn’t know, 
saying “polio,” covering her scars with long skirts. 
And then, one day, she’d told my handsome  
boyfriend, not me, the story. Tuberculosis  
of the hip, they called it then, that disease Annie Sullivan’s 
little brother had. She got this because her stepfather, 
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the sailor, wild with whiskey and murdering 
her mother, must have thrown her into the fireplace 
as an afterthought. Oh, my mother, 
my little Cinderella, 
you had already had your punishment 
and were just remembering, trailing clouds 
from the ingle, that miniature Manderley. 
Hell was the size of a dollhouse that day. 
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LaWanda Walters 
HANDLING HER CLOTHES 
 
Even Henry James could be stupid. 
However perfect his pitch, hearing 
how a word slows the air like a shutter 
and meanings get bandied about 
like a shuttlecock in the humid air, 
 
the change of key, the fan  
of tones like a coloratura’s in an opera,  
notes like the purples in a peacock’s feathers, 
the shifting hand of cards, 
in the air the stunning 
misunderstandings, curves and sides 
of words that will flail  
and fishtail; 
 
however he could limn where a thing 
goes wrong, the jaw line blurring  
as precisely as in Sargent’s watercolors, 
his portraits built of water and light, 
the strap of a woman’s gown falling— 
 
it was different with this friend, close-up, 
unwieldy and awful. He wrote his brother 
about that nearly “fatal” day. Years later 
a story with which he’d regale company— 
her skirts like “vast, black balloons.” 
 
They had been close, traveled together, 
Alice writing, “he’s off again flirting 
with Fenimore.” He’d confided in her, 
reclined in their talk like it was a nice chaise-longue. 
 
Then she chose to dive from her rooms in Venice, 
straight onto the paving stones. It looked like 
someone’s white clothing until a servant heard 
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her moaning. She had just asked for a glass 
of milk, had written a note asking her old friend 
to throw her wardrobe into the lagoon. 
He’d have to touch what he’d despise 
touching. Her request was so brave 
and careless, of course she had figured 
out this scene, beforehand: 

 
Henry and his gondolier, handling 
her clothes. They had rowed  
a long way out for this private matter. 
How he must have blushed, 
there in a scene of his colleague’s devising— 
a writer, herself, an inventor of the good plots 
they once laughed about like conspirators 
when she—not he— 
had been the famous “author.” 
 
She used to walk the marshes in Florida 
and must have known the qualities 
of this heavy, luscious water, 
how serenely and reluctantly it would consider 
such gifts, and then how the coy green  
would push back with its mermaid fingers, 
repelled by the fuss of men 
beginning to sweat and appear desperate, 
their stooping and prodding with poles and oars  
at the stuff that kept rising, 
such optimistic, billowing materials, 
organdy, silk, poplin. 
 
It is pleasant, from a distance, 
to imagine those awful water lilies, floating away 
from the Venetian lions, making a scene. 
Her low-cut gowns, their resurrections, 
by the time they all did finally sink they’d bobbed up 
far too many times—those wired shapes, 
corsets and lace, in which she’d stayed her soul— 
her anger, her bodices, her little shoes, her camisoles. 
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LaWanda Walters 
ODE TO DEKOONING’S PENIS  

After Marot’s “Blason de Beau Tétin” 
 
 
I liked the sound, and men have often taken parts 
to mean the whole. Also, frankly, your portraits 
made me mad in the museum. Those women stick 
their tongues and nipples out in such a frenzy, 
peering out from gilded frames like they could smash 
right through. I felt hated, myself, and chilled, 
 
seeing my sex as your canvas. Little Dutch child, 
always you return to these broken parts. 
I know your mother would come home smashed. 
You used her shoes as boats. The portraits, 
goes one theory, were how you got to stick 
it back to her. I thought of Hitchcock’s Frenzy, 
 
his film that shows too much. In Frenzy, 
the detective is amusingly chilled 
by his wife’s cuisine. Her breadsticks 
snap like the lady’s fingers did. The part 
the wife plays in her sexy apron is the portrait 
of another fool, the woman found, smashed 
 
inside a potato delivery van. Smashing, 
she’d teased the man to his stickpin frenzy. 
This, too, suggests the self-portrait— 
his mum and dad’s practical joke on their child, 
laughing with the cops. So the woman’s parts  
are showing. The necktie makes her tongue stick 
 
out and that makes it worse, the slapstick. 
Abstract expressionists liked getting smashed 
so much your wife called it all “a ten-year party.” 
At the Cedar everyone was drunk and in a frenzy. 
That girl in the car had just escaped the war. Childish, 
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Pollock drank, drove faster, said your figures betrayed 
 
art. Sometimes it was Elaine’s face. Her self-portrait 
shows a glimmer of how you two could stick. 
Arabesque of ash tray. Green, green vase. A child  
despairs for order while the gods are smashing 
a blue delft sky. You two were in a frenzy. 
She liked how men’s clothes cut them into two parts. 
 
 
She got stuck while painting Kennedy’s portrait. Frenzy 
leaves us chilled. He posed for her in Florida, in shirtsleeves.  
Elaine looked smashing in her halter top. Did he notice that part? 
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Melanie Murphy 
When I WAS FIVE I GRASPED PERFECTION 
IN TWO FISTFULS OF CHESTNUT MANE 
 
With knees jacked up 
in artless imitation of jockey style, 
I press to root into latissimus dorsi 
at either side of stalwart withers— 
that rock-sure rise of spine.  
I perch in the catbird seat of dreams,   
the magic fulcrum of lucid fluidity. 
 
Anchored  
by a dimple-knuckled clutch of mane,  
I rock in the cradle 
of prelapsarian Horse-ness. 
No saddle, no bridle, nothing,  
but copper coat. 
Not proverbial new penny— 
but copper of ancient crafted coin, 
distinguished by design, 
rubbed for luck or muse, 
burnished to liquid slick.  
 
Before me, a crested neck,  
primordial isthmus of Tianma,  
arches to celestial ears. 
Behind me, the unspoken fears  
of my mother— Richard. . .  
Richard, be careful. . .she’s too little . . .   
Below me, twelve hundred pounds of legend  
footfall in shedrow dirt-dance. 
Earthy echoes resonate in my breath, 
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the limitations of childish existence dissipate  
at seventeen hands. 

My father knows these things—  
he smiles broadly at the end of the shank.     
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Melanie Murphy 
HAND IN GLOVE 
 

My mother’s hands, large, blue-veined, 

poured coffee into my father’s cup, added milk and sugar. 

Nails unpolished, bare, led my child eye across 

pulpy pages of gruff billy goats, princes, and ponies. 

 

Fingers fed flying needles 

through patchwork fields, thread trails in their wake.  

Stitches, militarily precise, marched in furrows of quilted comfort. 

My own needle in child hands fumbled clumsy thread, bred tangled knots.  

Unschooled, it streamed chaotic mangled craft. 

 

Now, my mother’s hands are mine,  

large, blue-veined, nails rough, unpolished. 

From somewhere in the night  

they have crept and stealthily gloved  

my touch, my reach, my grasp. 

 

I crack an egg, pour its contents through my fingers, 

congealed translucency slithers, 

abandons to my hands without regret the golden yolk, 

slides silently to rest. 

 

My mother’s hands, blue-veined, thin skinned and coffee spotted, 

plant by her porch steps seedlings started indoors in early spring. 

She cultivates my next pair of gloves 

as she presses amended soil around the stems. 
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Melanie Murphy 
A DREAM OF HORSES 
 
 
The horses are loose.                                                                                                                       
They leap, twist,                                                                                                                              
and charge unchecked.                                                                                                                 
They fly foolish and headlong  
into the wild. 
 
A lone gray horse is left behind.                                                                                                           
He comes to meet me eye to eye.                                                                                                
My hand brushes the coarse hair of his cheek  
and rests against the velvet of his muzzle.                                                                  
Eyes, large brown orbs in younger days                                                                                           
are clouded and scarred  
from years of running reckless  
through this thorny place. 
 
We walk a passage dark and narrow, 
this horse and I, 
a corridor so tight  
that he must follow behind me. 
 
A door described by slivers of light  
around ragged edges of ancient planks  
awaits at journey’s end.                                                                                
I swing it open; hinges groan. 
My horse is gone. 
                                                                                                                                                 
Half-hidden in the shadows,   
my father watches as I step alone  
into the sunlight. 
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Paul Fisher 
THE SALT WIFE   
 
 
Deer have long since licked  
her weathered totem away, 
even the slender fingers 
she loved to slide through his hair. 
Not bones but a brash tang of sea  
is what remains of her  
who refused to savor smoke  
yet dared to taste the fire. 
 
Not her lips, her breasts 
or her crystalline skin, 
but the ceaseless flow of her song . . . 
You can hear it in the wind. 
Or is it the man himself who sighs 
because he too, in love with the world  
devoured by tongues,  
must share his bed with ghosts? 
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“Afternoon Walk,” watercolor on paper by Dan Vera 



 
Michael Malan 
WAR OF INDEPENDENCE 
 
                                         “Our only duty to history is to rewrite it.” 
                                                                              —Oscar Wilde 
 
 
                          1 

George Washington was sitting in a bar in Baltimore. He was trying to 

decide whether or not he should take his army across the Delaware River 

in small boats. He called Thomas Jefferson, who was sharing a bottle of 

brandy with his maid, Sally Hemings. Jefferson called Alexander Hamilton, 

who was cleaning his pistol. “Between the three of us, we should come up 

with a good plan,” Jefferson said. “Let’s wager some money,” Hamilton said. 

“I’ll bet you Washington can’t win without Lafayette’s help.” 

 

                        2 

And so it was. The French bottled up the English fleet at Yorktown, 

Cornwallis surrendered, and Jefferson lost the bet. Later, when he heard 

that Hamilton had lost his duel with Aaron Burr, Jefferson felt a touch of 

remorse. He was in Paris, drinking cognac with his friend Beaumarchais, 

who had commissioned 6000 troops to Washington in 1780. Smoke from 

the bar downstairs rose up through the floorboards and mingled with roses 

on a small table beside his settee. “Do old soldiers gather on the 

mountain?” Jefferson wondered. 

 

                         3 

Meanwhile, at Wounded Knee, snow was falling. Crazy Horse was on the  
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phone with Washington who was more than a little concerned about Sitting 

Bull’s inflammatory speech at the Little Big Horn. “I’ll send Sherman to 

Atlanta,” the president said, “see what they think down there.” At the same 

time, Lafayette was reading George Custer’s book, My Life on the Plains, and 

he didn’t believe any of it. He called William Sherman, who had burned his 

way to Savannah and was standing outside the Park Royale, drinking a 

bourbon and soda. He was put on hold. 

 

                        4 

On a ridge overlooking the Little Big Horn, Custer was working on his 

memoirs. “When I get back to Washington and meet with Jefferson,” he 

wrote, “I’ll ask about Sherman.” Crazy Horse appeared and asked for his 

scalp, his long yellow hair. Custer refused and the chief headed north to 

Canada, where he joined Sitting Bull and the Ghost Dancers for their last 

big hurrah: victory over Washington at Valley Forge. 

 

                       5 

When Sitting Bull looked in the mirror, he saw his grandfather’s face. He 

went outside his tepee, where the Ghost Dancers were preparing for 

battle. Henry Kissinger was there, with Jill St. John and Zsa Zsa Gabor. 

“Look, Sitting Bull,” Henry said, “I’m sure ve can verk something out. 

There’s no vay you can vin this fight.” But Sitting Bull had made his decision. 

“Last night, I had a vision of white men falling head-first in the snow around 

Philadelphia,” he said. “It is a good day to go skiing.”  
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                      6 

Sally Hemings was spending the weekend at Squaw Valley. She missed 

Jefferson, who had been appointed ambassador to France. She called 

Lafayette to see if he knew what Jefferson was up to. “He’s up to no good,” 

Lafayette said. “Forget him. Je t'aime. Je ne pense qu’à toi.” Sally blushed, but 

at the same time felt flattered. The day before, while walking along the 

Potomac, she had seen a halo floating in the river. “What does it mean?” 

she wondered. “Angels are coming,” Lafayette said, “with a terrible swift 

sword.” 

                   7 

Meanwhile, at Valley Forge, Washington’s men were freezing. They had no 

shoes and frostbite was a big problem. Washington called Kissinger to see 

how the negotiations were going. “Not good,” Kissinger said. “Sitting Bull 

cut his meat loaf into thirty pieces last night. He’s planning to turn your 

army into wiener schnitzel.” Washington grimaced. He knew he had little 

chance against a superior force. He told his men to prepare for battle. The 

rest is history.  
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Greg Moglia 
LIFTING TURKEYS 
 
 
Behind the supermarket counter - a tiny senior...a deep senior 
She grabs the turkey flips it to the scanner and I say You're good 
She says I've been doing this long enough 
Started in 1942 at a diner in Brooklyn 
  
Took over for my brother when he enlisted 
I picture her in that diner - September 1942, 7 a.m. 
When my good looking but so tired Dad walks in 
A coffee break from an all night vigil 
 
She says You look tired   
Dad says Up all night waiting for my first born   
She smiles as she does now when she scans  
The roses Beautiful she says 
 
Yes I say and I  
Hand them to her  
They're yours...  
For your service 
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Lauren Schmidt 
THE TRUTH ABOUT DIONNA 
 The Haven House for Homeless Women and Children 
 
 
On my first day, when Anna the social worker said, 
 I have a feeling you can handle yourself, she meant  
I could handle myself against Dionna, specifically,  
who had been kicked out of the house two times  
before for swearing at the staff, who, Anna said,  
 
will resist everything I try to do and so Don’t take it  
 personally. Don’t let her scare you away, Anna said.  
It is true that on my first day, Dionna did nothing but glare  
at me: she wouldn’t read the poems, wouldn’t write  
her name in the journal I brought for her. And it is true  
 
that she gave it back to me at the end of that first day, blank, 
 that it took weeks for her to say, with reticence,  
I hate white people, but you ain’t like the white bitches  
that run this place, and smile at me, for it is true that Dionna  
rarely smiled, except when she was making small mischief,  
 
like sneaking snacks in her lap under the common room table.  
 And it is true that she refused to write in the journal— 
she’d slide it across the table back to me week after week  
after week, empty of the stories she dared not share,  
full of the silences she felt compelled to keep. 
 
 But it is also true that three months in, she offered  
 
to care for Shauna’s sick daughter so Shauna could attend group  
 because Shauna is a poet and Dionna says she’s not.   
And it is true that she made a mix CD for Ashley’s birthday 
and danced in the common room, bumping her butt up  
against Ashley to make her laugh because her mother 
 
could not come to celebrate with her. And it is true  
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 that she got in Q’nisha’s face for pawning Angelica’s  
necklace before Q’nisha was sent away, Angelica sobbing 
on the common room table. And it is true that when  
the prompt was Write a praise song for any of the mothers  
 
in the House, four of the women chose Dionna. And it is true 
 that LaQuita said: I like how Dionna don’t take no shit  
from nobody, and that Brittany said: Dionna alone in this world  
except for her babies, that Nicole said: Dionna is strong 
and a good mother, that Shauna said: She only like that because  
 
she hurt. You don’t act mad at the world unless you hurt.  
 And Dionna—who refused to write a praise song  
because, she said, I hate all of these bitches—swatted at  
her tears as the they read. She wiped her wet fingers  
on her jeans under the table. We pretended not to notice. 
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Ron Price 
UNFINISHED  
 St. Sulpice   
         
What better place to kneel  
than the granite floor of this church 
where all things bend  
 
under the weight of what is 
unfinished. 
I must have come this way  
 
by the moon’s twenty-eight cobblestones.  
I must have chosen the true way  
of her body,  
 
so much like the moon's.  
 
The only other light here is an old woman  
scarved in black,  
kneeling before a lit votive candle,  
 
her body  
heavy, bent  
over rosary beads,  
wiping tears from her cheek. 
 
My life amounted to a burden of words  
in a few of her tears.  
 
I entered this church having left a woman’s  
laughter, music  
I held once with my whole body. 
 
I came here,  
having learned late of love's austerities, 
the way an old woman’s grief  
 
echoes a young woman’s laughter.  



Ron Price 
FIRST SPRING AFTER THE END 

 
 

It had nothing to do with blood or guilt, nothing to do with family. 
    I wanted a small personal voice under stars no closer,  
The moon no further off than millennia before, where the good earth continues     
    according to its time,   
The ground not paved with ice and anxiety because it is still winter. 
 
I needed to connect with something larger than beginning.  
There is a moment, & when it comes we lie down between cypress knees  
Or keep on – meaning, I suppose, whatever it is that tells a man  
Your mother's loving arms can no longer protect you.  
 
I was sick of a God who does nothing to heal what His love has wounded. 
It sounds like some mythic negotiation with death – I felt   
Battered. We don't go on lost or saved – we keep on, or don't.  
 
So much failure & death – they made a hole,  
an absence I understand as the presence of God in the universe. 

 
I kept explaining to no one in particular,  
If it was more than air these hands keep reaching through, then it would not be this room of   
    gray light  
& this weight would not feel like a stone divided by falling rain.  
Still winter, though a mood in my body like the need to care & not care had begun to   
     thaw. 

 
All afternoon redwings chased crows away from their nests in the reeds,  
Along the marsh where mallards drifted, a place defying my anxiety that keeps     
     expressing itself  
Through the seasons that pass without end, the flowers that bloom  
Without reason – early meadow rue, yellow ginestra, blue forget-me-not, lilac.    
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Ron Price 
ABOVE NOTHING BELOW NO ONE 
       for Daria Colette   
   
 
The cold broke  
Today, ice, snow  
Melting – 
   
Oh, I know,  
None of it’s meant to honor the warm breath  
Your voice brought to my ear. 
 
You sleep now in my arms  
Having grown almost too big to hold. 
 
Daria, my heart, I would hold you  
Until a final flash ends everything we know and love.  
 

I measure our days by your laughter,  
Each giggle another blossom  
In a flowering that will forever be 

Crocuses in snow.  
 

May your home be scented with sandalwood 
Blessing each loneliness for the taste it takes you  
Into the shared breath of all creatures,  

Even dogs. 
 
I wish for you more than flowers, 
 
Struggles that make you  
Stronger each time they break you. 
Love you feel no matter how distant the source. 
 
May your tears bless you beyond blossoms  
Into fruit.  
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James Kinkaid 
OVER THERE 
 

 
 

            One thing he had to admit:  they were thoughtful in their way, 

attentive to his needs, or some of them.  Not his primary need, which was 

to be out of this blindfold and restraints, the car he was in, and peril.  But 

still, it was inescapable:  they didn’t seem anxious to hurt him, even cause 

discomfort.     

         They had adjusted the cloths holding his hands behind his back, 

asking, he assumed, “wasn’t that better now?” or “can you manage that?”  

He had no idea what they might be saying, but their voices were soft.  It 

crossed his mind that such murmuring might seem a little ominous.  But 

that was just nervousness creeping in, entirely uncalled-for.  

         The car – it was a car, right, not a pushcart or rickshaw, ha ha?  No 

time for jokes, so he told one to the kindly restraint-adjuster: 

         “You hear the one about this Presbyterian, this Jew, and this Islamic 

guy walk into a bar and there’s a parrot on the barstool.  So, the Jew says. . 

. .” 

         It occurred to him that the joke was a little raucous and that Muslims 

were Puritanical.  Also, the joke made fun of turbans, he suddenly 

remembered.  And then, it was in English.  Also, it was a joke, and he 

should be polite and quiet, agreeable to the end, which wasn’t the best way 

to put it. 

         Next thing he knew, the car was stopping and he was, gently again, 

ushered out of the back seat and into a different space, onto a chair.  All  
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done without any rough stuff, not even a shove, much less hammers to the 

head or crowbars to the knees. 

         Then his blindfold was removed.  He kept his eyes shut for a few 

seconds, knowing it’d be tough to get used to the interrogation lamp they’d 

have trained on him.   He opened them finally and discovered only routine 

illumination, gentle like everything else in this experience.  But there was a 

desk.  He was on one side of it.  There was a man on the other:  the Grand 

Inquisitor, the practiced sadist allowed to work his will on helpless 

Americans who had come to Iraq as tourists, anxious to explore another 

culture without prejudice and put a few bucks into the local coffers. 

         The man was looking through some papers, glancing up now and then 

at a computer screen.  He wore a Western suit and no headdress.  Such an 

overload of normal was designed to lure captives into a dangerous sense of 

security.  He knew a trick better than that one:  he’d remain on-guard, alert 

– most of all, silent.  He’d keep, as they used to say, his cool. 

         Of course he didn’t:  “I like your suit.” 

         The man looked up and smiled, “Thank you.”  Then back to his 

papers. 

         Silence. 

         “I’m just a tourist, you know, just a tourist, on a group tour.  You 

see, we had this free time.” 

         “Yes, I see.” 

        Silence. 

         “I thought I’d get a taste of the local culture, you know, just wander 

about, look in at shops, spend money.” 

         “Well, we can always use that.” 
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 “Yeah, I can see.”   

         Holy shit.  What an insensitive thing to say, as if he were mocking the 

obvious poverty, which was nobody’s fault, of course.  But this guy would 

think it was America’s doing, wouldn’t he, and cast him as the sneering 

villain, reveling in the very misery he had caused.  He had to act – and fast. 

         “Can’t we all?  Use money, I mean.  I didn’t mean only you people.  I 

assure you I am not some bloated capitalist out to. . . . .”  Bloated capitalist?  

How had he landed on that parodic phrase, offensive and vaguely comic? 

         Silence. 

         “I guess I’m nervous, which explains, I hope you understand, that silly 

phrase, “bloated capitalist,” which I seem to have lodged in the deep 

recesses of my memory from when I was a kid, and it just popped up at the 

worst possible time.  The last thing I want to do is to insult a country that--

--” That what?  “That has been so hospitable to me.” 

         The man looked at him with what may have been a faint smile, 

though it also may have been withering contempt. 

         “I don’t mean to be sarcastic.  Not at all.  I wasn’t thinking of being 

funny either.” 

         Now the man was unmistakably puzzled. 

         “I should explain:  I didn’t mean to make a joke about hospitality, 

after being kidnapped on the streets – arrested, brought in for questioning, 

friendly questioning, I have every assurance.” 

         This was a rout. 

         He made another vow to keep quiet, even clenched his teeth to be 

sure his mouth wouldn’t open involuntarily.  That worked for a very short 

bit, and then:  “I know something about the Muslim faith.  I don’t pretend 



to be an expert, but I know it’s not any more murderous than Christianity, 

speaking generally, despite some – speaking historically.” 

         “I see.” 

         “There’s lots of misinformation about Muslims in our country, myths, 

ever since 9/11, which wasn’t brought on by Muslims anyhow, but you 

know how people are.” 

         “Ummm.” 

         “Lots of myths floating about, ten of them.” 

         “Ten?  Exactly that number?” 

         “What I mean is I read this – ah – material on ‘The Ten Myths about 

Muslims,’ and it really opened my eyes.” 

         “You seem to be well informed.  Where did you read this material?” 

         “On the Internet.  A blog, to be honest.  Not like I know a lot, but 

I’m eager to learn and will listen to anything you tell me – without 

prejudice.  So fire away.” 

         “I understand you must be confused and possibly frightened,” the 

man said, slightly rising from his chair.  “Would you like some coffee?  A 

coke?  I won’t be much longer with this paperwork.” 

         The rising from the chair, however slight, made him jump and, just a 

little, pee himself.  Did he want a coke?  Was this a trick?  What sprung 

into his mind, right alongside the urgent signals from his bladder, were 

scenes from Nazi torture movies.  That was the last thing he should 

mention, so he did: 

         “Ah, yes, some coffee, a coke.  Vee haf our vays of making you talk, 

Yankee dog!” 

         “I’m sorry?” 
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 “Just thinking of Nazi torture movies.” 

         “Were you?” 

         “Not that you’re a Nazi.  I didn’t mean that.  And torture, that’s a 

joke.” 

         Silence.  Oh Jesus!  

         He wished there were some interrogating.  Anything’d be better than 

this.  Well, not anything.  Right now, though, he had to pee so bad.    

         Finally he managed to speak:  “That’s very kind of you.  I mean 

offering coffee or a coke.  You thought of coke because I’m an American, 

right?  That’s very thoughtful.  Right now, I think my bladder is not in the 

best shape to welcome more liquid, if you know what I mean.  I’m sure you 

do, having to pee being something that crosses cultural boundaries, and 

even builds a bridge across this desk here, you might say.” 

         Why had he said that?  This was a Muslim country, and they didn’t 

talk about peeing.  Maybe he could now make fun of Allah or tell a funny 

story about jihads. 

         “I understand,” the man said, “and apologize.  This won’t take but a 

minute longer.  May I see your passport, please?” 

         “Didn’t my kidnappers lift it?”  Why did he keep doing this? 

         “I can understand why you’d suspect that, but no, nothing was taken 

from you.” 

         “Yet!” he said to himself.  No, he said it out loud.   

         The man smiled amiably.  “I expect your passport is in some special 

wallet your tour group provided, perhaps a fanny pack, I think you call 

them, but I don’t know.” 

         He reached into his waistband and there it was.  “Here it is.  I’ll be  
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damned.” 

         “Thank you very much.  This’ll be quick.  I should say that the one 

thing we did lift from you was your camera.  I’ll get to all that very soon.” 

         His camera?  What did they want with that?  Pictures from the 

airplane window, of his wife, of the guide, of the streets and shops, of-----oh 

my God, his wife in the shower.  How could he explain that?  Probably a 

capital crime here. 

         “I can explain.” 

         “If you’ll just give me a minute, please.  We’ll sort all this out.” 

        “That’s my wife.” 

        “Excuse me?” 

         “Those offensive pictures:  my wife.  I don’t know if that makes any 

difference with Islam, but at least it’s not a woman I met on the streets, a 

native.  I assure you we are married.  I understand marriage is a Christian 

ceremony, which you may not countenance, and perhaps it doesn’t matter 

when the pictures are lewd.  I admit they are and I won’t do it again, if that 

makes any difference.” 

         “I see.  I am not sure what you are referring to, but if you’ll allow me 

– with apologies – just 90 seconds of uninterrupted space here, we can 

expedite this whole thing.” 

         “I see.  Sorry.” 

         10 seconds of silence. 

         “Is this something I want expedited, or would I be better served by 

delays?” 

         “Pardon me?” 

         “I mean, in the American legal system, sometimes delays work to the  
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advantage of the criminal.”   

         “Do they now?  Please, just a minute longer.” 

         15 seconds of silence. 

         “Not that I regard myself as a criminal.” 

         “Of course not.” 

         “Though I recognize that you may.  You know, different cultures, 

different crimes.  Different strokes for different folks.” 

         “Ummmmm.” 

         “That different strokes saying is outdated, for which I apologize.” 

         “Oh, that’s fine.  No need to apologize.” 

         5 seconds of silence. 

         “Our cops – police – authorities – use computers too, makes their 

work ever so much more efficient.  Nab those felons in a tenth of the time 

it used to take.” 

        “Ummmm.” 

         “Still, mistakes are made, and that’s a shame.” 

         Silence. 

         “Not that I’m suggesting you make mistakes, not generally.” 

         Silence. 

         “Not ever.  I’m sure you haven’t ever made a mistake.” 

         He had to shut up.  Some demon was in control of his mouth, and he 

must find a way to put his mind elsewhere.  Unfortunately, elsewhere 

turned out to be his bursting bladder. 

         “Would it be entirely uncalled for, you know, out of the question, 

impermissible, for me to ask to use the bathroom, the facilities.  I promise 

not to try and escape, and I won’t be more than 90 seconds, I can  
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guarantee, as I clock myself every time and that’s about the upper limit.” 

         “Pardon me?  Oh, yes, of course, how rude of me.  Right over there, 

first door opposite the thumb screw locker.” 

         “Oh----I see.  That’s a good one.”   Was it? 

         But he found the toilet, timed himself, and emerged, not fully 

relieved, in 56 seconds, not wanting to press his luck or strain the 

hospitality of this very nice man. 

         “Here I am again.” 

         “So I see.  Welcome back.” 

         “That’s a good one.”   

         13 seconds of silence. 

         “You know, if there’s information I can provide, I’d be very happy to 

do so.  You’ll find me open and accommodating.  If I had state secrets, hell, 

I’d let em fly.  But you see, I don’t.” 

         “I think we’re about set here, Mr. Callaghan.” 

         He couldn’t think of anything to say, being so frozen with terror.  All 

he could do was audibly gulp.  He didn’t know anyone ever did that, gulped, 

but there it was. 

         “Mr. Callaghan, did you know you were taking pictures of a military 

installation?” 

         “Oh my God.  Was I?  You’ll be thinking I’m a CIA agent.” 

         “Somehow that thought never crossed my mind.”  

         “I’m not.  Really.” 

         “Right.  So, I assume you were ignorant of what you were 

photographing?” 

         “Oh yes.  I’m ignorant of almost everything, as you can tell.” 
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        “Oh no, I am sure you’re not, Mr. Callaghan.  Consider the 

circumstances:  being hauled in here, into a place you imagine might be an 

agency authorized to perpetrate horrors not seen since the Spanish 

Inquisition.  Only natural to be unsettled, not your usual self.” 

         “Thank you.” 

         “You’re welcome.” 

         “You see, Mr. Callaghan, the world situation seems to force us into 

these cloak and dagger procedures.  Here you are, a worthy man, an 

innocent tourist, eager to learn all he can about our country, just snapping 

away at whatever is in range, in your guileless American way, and you are 

swept up by ruffians and brought to this unknown place and subject to 

indignities.” 

         “That’s very good of you.  I’m sorry I peed myself a little.” 

         “Well, most would have reacted much less stoically, Mr. Callaghan.” 

         “You think?” 

         “I do.  You have nothing to be ashamed of.  It is I who should 

apologize and hereby do so.  Here’s your camera.  You’ll be returned to 

your hotel, with our compliments, along with this little wallet of coupons, 

redeemable at our finest stores.” 

         “Tell you what, I’m going to write letters to all the newspapers in the 

U.S., telling them in my own fashion just what a great guy you are, and how 

well I’ve been treated.  I want everyone to know.  Yessir, that’s what I’ll 

do.” 

         “I wish you wouldn’t.” 
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Linda Rodgriquez 
THE WILD CITY 
 
 
Sprawling across the Kansas and Missouri 
River confluence, network of tributaries 
woven around bluffs and glaciated hills, 
crow-blue in the distance but green, green 
as the hearts of trees in the walking, 
even today, Kansas City has still-wild parks, 
large, well-treed lots, and wooded streams, 
homes for foxes, wild turkey, deer, coyote, 
interrupting traffic patterns with flight 
paths of herons, hawks, and eagles, 
a metropolis of small towns linked 
by the scent of water and new growth. 
 
Smaller rivers fill out the web 
of water that holds the landscape 
together, leaf veins feeding surfaces  
of green—Blue River, Platte River,  
Little Blue River, Little Platte River, 
Marais des Cygnes River. 
Creeks like Indian Creek, Brush Creek, 
Line Creek, First Creek, Second Creek,  
Shoal Creek, Willow Creek, 
Mill Creek fan out, capillaries  
for the breathing system that is the city. 
 
Once, driving along the Little Blue, 
I startled at the sudden appearance, 
slow flap of huge white wings 
banded with black, bright red cap 
leading the way ahead of stretched-out 
snake neck, legs trailing behind, a legend 
rising next to me and taking flight, 
whooping crane on migration, 
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resting and feeding a day or two 
in the heart of the city. 
 
When we humans go at last, 
by bomb, virus, famine,  
disaster, natural or otherwise, 
the wild will reclaim Kansas City 
in short order, never having completely 
released its original hold. 
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Jefferson Carter 
STARDUST 
 
            “We are stardust.  We are golden.” --- Joni Mitchell 
  
  
  
We talk for hours about having 
nothing to talk about. 
��� 
After all these years, we still 
don’t resemble each other. 
  
To entertain her, I wonder 
out loud about eating the cat. 
Would his thigh taste like dark meat? 
  
Rushing to get ready, she asks 
“What is wrong with you?” ��� 
 
Stardust?  No, more like ��� 
radon & neon, those noble  gases 
  
which don’t bond but boil 
separately at the same temperature. 
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Eleanor Kedney 

AN IMPORTANT POEM 
     “I believe something should not be told 
     but felt.” Tou Chih-Kang (Tou Yun-fei), Photographer 
 
Tou’s photographs are the kind any owner would love— 
Fashioned after formal portraits from a century ago 
That showed people’s dignity and prestige. 
He captures dogs’ expressions and personalities, 
Their faces and bodies often angled to make them appear 
Human. One is of a chocolate brown puppy 
With a smooth, lustrous coat, posed on a platform 
Draped with silk. The dog’s ears are lifted slightly 
As if listening to what is expected of him,  
The tips bent down in a “V” like the flap of an envelope. 
He is curious, a quick look in his eyes, a black nose  
Small as a mouse’s, with thin wisps of whiskers 
That have not yet thickened, the way babies’ hair is fine. 
But, his shoulders are already muscular and shine 
In the light, his paws big, waiting for him 
To grow into them. He would be the kind of dog 
You could romp with, rough-house, throw a Frisbee. 
He’d take you on a walk and show you what is interesting: 
Roots and rocks that animals have crawled over, 
Wrappers tainted with old food, and sometimes flowers 
That are blooming and holding a bee in their folds. 
He went from the photo shoot for a quick walk around 
A yard and then was euthanized. He is one of 80,000 
In Taiwan who doesn’t have an owner and never will. 
And, the Buddhists believe dogs are reincarnated people   
Who behaved badly in a previous life. You see, 
I want this to be an important poem  
About how their souls are intertwined with ours, 
For it is we who cannot forgive ourselves.  
Working at a shelter, I hooked leads that led puppies 
To a vet, who took them away. Now I hang posters  
Present with their eyes, place supermarket cans that beg 
For dimes. Help create a slogan: “Find a friend for life.”  
And, when I bend to play with my dog on the floor,  
Or to kiss her head, it is a bow.   



Richard Robbins 
FROM THAT HEIGHT 
 
 
We're having trouble finding beauty in the useful, the working brass of 

faucet, burlap over old boards. At night, our feet warm to the common 
fire. 

A man fixes roofs. Days of nails, broken tile and slate. Across the gable, he 
shares dirty jokes with the rest of his crew, sings the awful song off-key, 
all of them passing time under gray, under clear and cold. All of them 
tethered by the same rope. 

If art means to lift us from our lives, must the days, then, be artless, always 
porridge from the wooden spoon, these childish designs on china? Must 
the mind go elsewhere? 

I praise the man who will not slice himself in two. 
Eye-level with chimney and gutter, bird nest, rot, the roofer writes a poem 

in his head, keeping balance in the slick glare:  
Finding words, alive in the present, so as to stay alive.  
Finding words living under the moment, so as to live. 
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Wayne Thomas Yandell 
I AM PAINTING THE  WALLS OF BABYLON 
 
 
high and gold and octopus gray 
I wave to the breadmaker, 
“Hullo! Hup Hup” 
He frisbees a bagel up my ladder 
which I shuck down hankering for cream 
cheese the inside of my kitchen 
feasting on worms and bacteria jelly 
bad boot step and plummet through bricktile eggs 
into bulbous fall of yesterday, your birthday 
everyone’s standing around, you’re not even there 
you’ve gone out to fight crime in secret 
and I don’t even know you yet, so I know 
I’m not where I’m supposed to be dining 
with your family on couscous and German chocolate 
this is fucked up, it should be my yesterday 
charred fall not anyone’s birthday, it’s a subway 
and its wall to wall walking dead, unghhh laghhh  
rrrruhhh gawd what a hell of a day, it’s a memory 
of commuting to work, no less, and someone’s fucked it up 
this train is going the wrong way, it’s going the wrong way 
it’s going down, you see this, it’s un-fucking-acceptable 
what a world, this train s’posed to go north and south 
this a goose train but this one going down and the dead,  
they’re gross, I don’t even want to look at them but they’re just  
so wonderfully fake, I can wipe offer their makeup, it’s deep,  
thick though, I gotta dig my grey nails in to scorp off the whole  
green dripping mask to get to the skin underneath and they’re crying,  
shit, begging me not to, they’re not even on the credits 
but underneath, they’re so pretty, they’re not getting paid 
not enough to cover up such fantastic faces, doe faces and spider faces 
and the furriest squirrel faces the door but I’m not going to work 
or down or wherever so I pull the break line noodle 
and the whole car is swimming with pasta and I’ve had enough 
I’m just a painter in the past, I’m not meant for this 
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Zeus, are you listening, I’ll give the fire back, every bit 
you can call off your goons and your poorly paid extras 
it’s confusing enough I paint ancient walls, stop being petty 
You never answer my text messages, but Thor on the other 
9/10 hands, hey, remember me, BP Esquire, I did the paintjob 
on your hall in Valhalla, did it not assist you in the seduction 
of many a glorious Valkyrie, some of which were Loki in disguise 
but we both know that you knew and went ahead and did it anyway 
but anyway, I won’t tell since you’re obviously the superior  
thunder lightning deity and prettier too with miles of blonde  
majesty and abs, if Hollywood has anything to say about it 
what I wanna know is, can you get me offa this mad train 
or can I have a more interesting yesterday to go to 
or at the least do you happen to have any cream 
cheese to spread on my bagel and wait for today to start  
again, why aren’t the gods ever listening when things are  
really strange, I’m always wrenching their fingers off my genitals 
except Cthulu’s tentacles because I happen to like how it feels 
and while I’m thinking about how it feels an extra gets a mouthful 
of my arm and fuck you, I shout spitting 50 times, a hundred leagues  
until I can see the tears welling up like the bumps on my back  
getting tested for allergies, I’m done with this,  
train won’t stop, pull the biter’s arm clean off, no apology 
it was a bad day for the extra, but I seriously didn’t respect him 
I use the bones of his forearm to pry the train doors open 
several of the fingers broke off and disappeared on the tracks 
zooming by and all of a sudden we come out a tunnel 
it’s a sunny day in monochrome, buffalos honking or 
buffaloing or train rifles bang bang all fall down on the wide Martian 
plain, this here’s a frontier locomotive! Sam Elliot roars over the steam  
engine groans and complains the whole way, always hungry 
where are the Indians, Virgil, they’re supposed to live around here 
you know how hard it is to find Indian actors he mustaches 
no, I guess I figured the only ones left would have to be damn fine actors 
not to just flip out every day there’s white assholes bumping around 
on the graves and the totems and the bumfuck Torture Myland-- 
Is that why they all depict Jesus as white, because there are 
just more white guys around to base him on than men who are 
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actually middle eastern Midgardian—but Sam Elliot stops talking 
to me because he’s a famous old celebrity, I mean, but it’s nice 
that he even tried to explain that paradox of indigenous portrayal 
shit, I forgot to ask if he had any cream cheese, I don’t even know 
if they have a modicum of refrigeration or is it all still done by 
ice farmers who climb up higher and higher as the planet warms 
somebody turn that shit down, I’m serious, they’re dying out 
the glass melting into the ant farm and can’t see it till its too late 
but we see it because we got more than 2 dimensions 
we’ve got 4th dimensional beings in our imaginations, gods and  
heavens, but we can’t see the glass melting to make us flatland 
where you’ll attend to your configuration and I’ll attend to mine 
but there’s no such thing as organs because organs need depth 
but there won’t be any space between the ground and the sky 
we need to live in, because the gods may have left I think, or at least 
I’ll be able to tell you when the next movie blockbuster hits the box office,  
it’s wild how blockbuster used to mean ‘success’ and now it means ‘bankrupt’ 
nothing ever keeps on meanin on, Ted was the name of a famous poet 
and the name of a famous murderer and Death is my favorite comic book character 
while she used to be stopping for Emily Dickinson but I wish she’d been 
out there on that snowy evening with those woods just so something would have been 
there on the day that Andrew Jackson decided to flush out the tribes like so much sewage 
and pretend it was a humane thing to do like that fucking asshole who wrote 
Wizard of Oz and also an article that’s hanging like a vulture in the Wounded Knee Museum 
and this train ride never ends, and I pray to Yahweh and I confess all my secrets 
to the voices in my head that sound like they could be a god or at least like they’re listening 
let me in the pearly gates, oh holy moly moldy cream cheese god I just want to eat my bagel 
and go back to painting my wall and they tell me it all goes down and the only thing said 
about the whole thing being that mostly evil was happening, but my friend the breadmaker 
couldn’t have been evil, you see, since he never even charged for that bagel 
and it wasn’t even poisoned once, but I guess since he never gave me any cream 
cheese to go along with it, he might be considered a little less considerate 
but I don’t know who gets off calling us evil, especially some sad assholes 
always subsuming their beliefs and cultures off and on the people they crush 
it burns me up, ya know, thinking about the whole mess and I may as well  
stay on this undead old cowboy train since it never seems to stop and there’s nothing  
out there for me, no, gods and actors don’t care for me and history neither and meaning 
doesn’t too much retire my evil octopus paintbucket and evil gold roller resign for blue  
velvet seat with teeth and pasta on locomotive yesterday to whichever hell it’s headed, 
look up out the window, I can see up through my floor, and I see my work unfinished 



Zakia R. Khwaja 
BLACK-TIPPED FEATHER 
 
 
I click my pen again and again  
against my temple hoping  
 
the cold metal will unjam  
thoughts clumped in defeat when  
 
dodging my lawnchair, an eagle  
feather comes to rest 
 
on the open page of Ondaatje’s 
Handwriting like a finger 
with a smudged digit.  
 
I look up and see the brave,  
already a pinprick  
by the farthest cloud. 
 
Some barbs bend the wrong way, 
some are missing: it comes  
 
from a warbonnet still whipping  
in battle. The spine, bitten  
 
to quill, marks my place 
as the wind turns the page. 
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Zakia R. Khwaja 
SILENCE TURNING SHOUT 
 
 
Fingertips pick at lips,  
 
releasing words banished  
to the back of throats,  
voices under house arrest emerge.  
Tongues freely taste language. 
 
Whispers meet at street corners, 
beggar-jaw to rebel-ear, while 
tea shop gossips pass intelligence  
with the croissants and dissent  
stomps into the back rooms of restaurants. 
Table-top speeches crowd into pamphlets. 
 
The establishment of censorship shuts 
 
mouths, brings muzzles out but  
silence has already turned to shout.  
 
Newspaper boys hawk rebellion 
at intersections and pundits bet  
the fate of a nation on the power 
of slogans and pickets. 
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Diane Manole 
DEFLOWERING. ENGLISH      
 
 
Translated from Romanian by Adam J. Sorkin and Diana 
Manole 
 
 
1. Mating. Across Cultures 
 
I clumsily deflower the English language 
word after word 
with my rough accent,  
my chronic inability to remember the proper  
place for modifiers 
and the mysterious distinction between  
“a” and “the.” 
Revengeful, English betrays me 
when I ask for cigarettes at the convenience store 
and the young sales clerk with hot chocolate-colored skin  
and the face of an angel born into the wrong race  
winks at me just because  
I pronounce “Hello!” in a funny way and  
carry a backpack – 
reminding me that ESL classes are more effective  
than self-pity 
and cultural differences are no biggie anymore. 
 
My computer scolds me, “Check spelling as you type!” 
even when only trying to message my landlady  
who asked me—no, ordered me—to move out: 
“On Wednesday,” she said on Monday, “I want you gone!” 
I’ve smeared her house with peasant smells  
(who knew pork cabbage rolls could be unpalatable?) 
and the chatty noise of my unnerving enthusiasm 
(for almost everything all the time, damn it!). 
 
Between the landlady and me – 
seven generations of good British subjects proudly claiming  
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her right to kick me out (no notice) 
despite cold weather and tenants’ rights. 
But off I go, 
a few pots and my IKEA bookshelf on my back 
like an overloaded turtle shuffling from hostel to hostel,  
with no language to call home. 
(“There” is where I’d like to be but “their” wherewithal is 
always in the way.) 

   
Still typing until the screed to the landlady shifts  
into a poem 
(the biggest blasphemy of all) 
written in a voice borrowed from retired  
public library books  
bought on Amazon for almost nothing  
plus shipping – 
the authors, torn between the exile from the bookshelves  
and the chance at a second life. 
 
Language gets fraught and my besotted computer screen  
shows clear proof of the accidental embrace  
between a suspect Eastern European landed immigrant  
and a centuries-old enslaving device – English 
proudly conquers the globe one more time,  
the miracle of a never-ending post-colonial 
innocence-replacement surgery 
 
Thank God for imperial history books and sci-modern medicine  
that evaporate white guilt and renew virginity with plastic. 
 
 
2. Something Borrowed, Something Black 
 
Still typing, then crying 
(so loudly that I worry that my neighbors  
will call 911 
to save me from “domestic abuse”)  
until I meet you – less, and yet more alien than me, 
slightly black but not lightly black enough – 
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a double act of rape and enslavement. 
 
Our words – 
observing, sniffing, courting, fearing each other, 
unsure, 
like a young tiger and a young tigress innocently circling 
each other  
during their first mating season, 
until my syllables copulate with yours  
breaking the sound barrier between  
two languages and two people without much in common – 
an unlikely meeting at the crossroads of millennia 
and fallen empires. 
 
Our thoughts and accents contaminate English  
like a common childhood disease 
easy to ignore if not for the small discomfort  
still hard to discount. 
(but how can a word ignore its own accent?) 
Our words twine around each other in a wet embrace,  
condemning us to be forever lost  
among the pyramids of Egypt and Mexico,  
the temple of Diana (mind you, the real one!), 
the Theatre of Dionysus,  
the Great Wall,  
and a few ramshackle huts on the outskirts of the Sahara, 
constantly reinventing the past,  
stereotyped in the present,  
deflowering and revirginizing the English language, 
incarcerated in its white-hot core, 
the medium and the baptism for a redemption  
we’re not ready for – 
over and over and over. 
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“Hand Study With Sweet Dog,” watercolor on paper by Dan Vera 
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BOOK REVIEWS 
 
A Review by Linda Rodriguez 
A Lucent Fire: New & Selected Poems 
Patricia Spears Jones.  
White Pine Press, Buffalo, NY, 2015.  
ISBN-13: 978-1-935210-69-6. 
240 pages. 
 
 
 This collection of new and selected poems from Patricia Spears Jones 
brings the reader her customary wit and clarity couched in sumptuous 
imagery and language. Jones has published three books of poetry, Painkiller, 
Femme du Monde, and The Weather That Kills, and four chapbooks that are 
simultaneously accessible and complex. A Lucent Fire spans a career and life 
to mid-point, offering a body of work with a unique and coherent vision 
grounded in the particularity of banal daily American reality, human frailty, 
and the historical and cultural conflicts that have created the present 
moment. The poems in this collection are full of ghosts and dreams, but 
most of all, they teem with the noisy life of the streets of New York City. 
 The lushly imagistic, yet often narrative, poetry of Jones is deeply 
located in place, the South of her childhood roots and the New York of her 
adult life. Still, hers is a cosmopolitan and international mind, equally at 
home discussing the paintings of Gabriele Münter, the German 
expressionist, hanging in the Lenbachhaus museum in Munich in “Femme du 
Monde,” the possible literary superstardom of Sylvia Plath, had her suicide 
been unsuccessful, in “Sylvia Plath: Three Poems,” the powerful talent and 
meteoric rise and fall of Jimi Hendricks in “In Like Paradise/ Out Like the 
Blues,” and Mesopotamian culture and the poetry of Catullus in “What the 
First Cities Were All About.” 
 As a poet, Jones is a singer in full voice, belting out the blues and 
gospel, but also crooning Son Cubano and opera. Her poems are full of 
harmony, counterpoint, rhythm, songs, and a meticulous aesthetic. Her 
supple, flexible English is often lyrical and melodic, though when 
appropriate, she can use harsher language and stronger rhythms within the 
net of language in which she captures the reader, much as a composer uses 
dissonance as a tool of emphasis and emotion.  
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Jones often also becomes a prophet crying warnings and reprimands 
in the wilderness and is constantly an astute social critic in poem after 
poem, focusing her fierce attention on the heartlessly materialistic, racist, 
sexist, and downright foolish aspects of modern American culture.  

In “My Matthew Shepard Poem,” she looks at all the homophobic, 
racist, sexist ways in which  

… hatred 
crawls through the culture like the cracks 
in the San Andreas fault. 
… 
The playing field is not level. In fact, there is no playing field. 
There are men enraged by change. … 
… 
And if this seems like male bashing, so be it. 
If the dress shoe fits, may it pinch like hell. 
 
Above all, Jones tells stories with wide and deep, but clear-eyed, love 

and compassion for the dizzying array of all-too-human characters she 
creates to entrance the reader. In the two poems titled, “April 1994: Two 
Deaths, Two Wakes, Two Open Caskets: Ron Vawter” and “April 1994: 
Two Deaths, Two Wakes, Two Open Caskets: Lynda Hull,” she renders 
two disparate personalities with love and regret—and considers the twin 
nemeses of the time, AIDS and addiction. Both poems are tragicomedies 
and resist sampling because of their integrated complexity. This is not an 
uncommon issue with Jones’s work: it challenges a critical culture of short 
quotes and one-dimensional analysis. 

For example, in her short poem about the Paul Newman movie, 
“Hud,” she has fun, using wit and wordplay, with the whole concept of the 
movie and what has become its iconic status as a film about a man 
irresistible to women who is also destructive to them while at the same 
time critiquing the sexism, racism, and classism of the South and the rise of 
its influence on the rest of the country. 

 
If a starched white shirt clings to his broad wet chest 
and deer and antelope play. 
It must be Texas. 
… 
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Where else can a man be a jerk 
and still make a woman’s heart ache? 
… 
The South on the verge of existentialism. 
With evil enough to require regret and redemption. 
God in a thousand carry-ons 
In film reels to come. 
 
For now the jerk stands bare-chested 
literate, tasty. 
Shading those teasing eyes. 

 
 In “Failed Ghazal,” Jones mourns the death of her good friend, 
playwright Peter Dee (she seems to be/have been friends with much of 
New York’s writers, musicians, and artists) through memories of his highly 
decorated apartment with morning glories encircling his window as part of 
a larger mourning for a violence-broken society. In the end, it is her dead 
friend’s legendary love for life and for his friends that brings her to 
reconciliation. “We will find our paths to mercy,/ to those morning 
glories—semaphores of grace.” 
 This book contains so much—art, music, television, film, books, 
painters and paintings, travel, history, politics, feminism, fashion, sex, 
heartbreak, writers, musicians, societal injustice and small daily aggressions, 
parties and high times, falling in and out of love, pain, disappointment, 
poverty, struggle, and death—too many deaths of talented people too early. 
Above all else, this book celebrates love and life in all their varicolored 
disguises and extremes, often as the ordinary, the quotidian. Jones offers us 
the use of her gifted eyes to see the miracles, the sacred fire, within the 
everyday.  
 This book holds a life, and what a brave, wise life it is. 
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A Review by Clifford Brooks 
The Blue Demon 
Chad Prevost  
The Wing & The Wheel Press, Chattanooga, TN, 2014  
ISBN-13: 978-1936196845 
86 pages 
 
 
Chad Prevost’s thoughtful and dynamic use of language invigorates his 
poetry, while his maturing voice reaches a clime of resolute durability. He 
imbues page after page with a significant ingredient necessary to fully 
encapsulate the art form: spirituality. From the beginning, in “Language 
Barrier,” when Prevost writes “If ever I witnessed a miracle, it was here, 
straddling/two worlds: platitudes and faux-wood pews ....” we are placed as 
witnesses to a miracle. Yet, the strongest impression of this spiritual 
emergence rises within the poem titled “Wading,” which revolves around 
the soul, the impression of “wading/knee-deep within yourself,” and the 
fluctuating tides of night and day each soul endures, before closing “What’s 
the purposed order to this eternal wading?” 
 
Prevost establishes an enthralling claim on identity by presenting names for 
particular places and people. Through this, he concretely connects the 
simple to the complex. In “The Chicago Daily Blues,” we are given a 
detailed account of Chicago, while presented with a stalwart sentiment: 
“When I lived here the Cubs were still lovable losers, Pluto/was a planet, 
and I was so in love with the romance of Chicago,/I asked you to spend 
your life with me.” Through this love, through the wind of this city, we 
witness the changeability often prevalent within people. Likewise, Prevost 
never slacks with climate impact, and uses the elements to detail their 
importance as a further assertion for identity. 
 
To focus on maturity, Prevost’s use of nature provides a staggering 
revelation in two poems: “Allegory of the Jay” and “To You Who are One 
of Many.” In “Allegory...,” we witness a young boy’s determination to shoot 
a blue jay, providing this image after the first bullet makes impact “It fell,/a 
single wing flapping. I shot and missed, shot again,/but still it fluttered like a 
busted blue harpsichord.” In “To You...,” we are faced with the statement, 
“Just a fish, cold-blooded, no nerve ends/to let it feel what we feel.” The 
maturity rests in the realization “But what I feel is not what he feels,/or you 



or anybody. Each one of us/will die in a loneliness that can’t be shared.” 
Maturity’s pulse is the divine realization that eternity can be vastly 
ephemeral. 
 
I am honored to have received the opportunity to read “The Blue Demon.” 
In an art form thirsting for truth, Prevost’s words hold a genuine, spiritual 
substance that comfortably settles the soul. 
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A Review by Carol Smallwood 
Acts of Balance 
Nancy Means Wright 
Finishing Line Press, Georgetown, KY, 2014 
ISBN:  978-1622296705 
Paperback 32 pages 
 
 
     Vermont writer Nancy Means Wright is the author of seventeen books and has had 
dozens of poems published in magazines and anthologies. The 18th-century feminist 
Mary Wollstonecraft is no stranger to her as she has published a mystery series based 
on her life. 
     In her third chapbook,  Acts of Balance, the poet alternates chronologically the voices 
of the historical Mary Wollstonecraft and a fictional contemporary farmwoman, Fay. On 
each, she’s included a short preface with their name (Mary or Fay), date, and their 
current concern. 
      Most of the poems in this important chapbook have a work by the fictional 
contemporary Fay opposite one by Mary Wollstonecraft such as:  
 
Fay Drops in on an Apple Doctor 
   Something is growing inside Fay’s breast. Vermont, 1994 
 
Fresh cheeked and white-haired, 
he leans over my bare breast 
and we talk poems. 
 
Admittedly, he writes a little, 
A Carlos Williams.  
 
 
Breasting the Flood 
   Mary gives birth to Fanny. Le Harve, 1794. 
 
When my cat purrs 
the fresh stream rushes 
 
under the frail bridge, 
the earth rumbles 
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CONTRIBUTOR NOTES 

 

Patsy Asuncion is a grown-up sixties chick from bi-racial, inner-city Chicago roots. 
Her first poetry collection, Cut on the Bias, will be published this year after numerous 
selections in national and international anthologies. 

 
Holly St. John Bergon has published poems in The Sewanee Review, Cutthroat: A 
Journal of the Arts, Ploughshares, Terra Nova, College English, ISLE: Interdisciplinary Studies in 
Literature and the Environment, and elsewhere. With her husband Frank Bergon, she has 
published translations of the Spanish poets Antonio Gamaneda, José Ovejero, Xavier 
Queipo, and Violeta C. Rangel in New European Poets and The European Constitution in 
Verse. She lives on Martha’s Vineyard and in Pagosa Springs, Colorado. 
 
Clifford Brooks is a teacher, poet, and freelance writer. He's been published in The 
Dead Mule, Eclectica, Gloom Cupboard, The Smoking Poet, Red Fez, vox poetica, 
Asylum, Zygote in My Coffee, Contemporary American Voices, and Hobo Camp 
Review. He founded the Southern Collective Experience: 
www.southerncollectiveexperience.com.  His first book of poetry, The Draw of Broken 
Eyes & Whirling Metaphysics, was legitimately published by John Gosslee Books/Fjords 
Review. The book has been nominated for Georgia Author of the Year, a Pulitzer in 
poetry, and 2 Pushcart awards 
 
Jefferson Carter's ninth collection of poetry, Get Serious: New and Selected 
Poems, was named a best book of 2013 by the Tucson/Pima County Library 
Association.  He lives in Tucson, AZ, with his wife Connie, and he volunteers with Sky 
Island Alliance, a REGIONALLY-based environmental organization.  He is also poetry 
editor for Zocalo, a local arts journal. 
 
Ashley Clifton earned an MFA at the University of Arizona.  His short stories have 
appeared in The Missouri Review and The Massachusetts Review. 
 
Glover Davis is Professor Emeritus of Creative Writing at San Diego State University, 
where he taught after studying with Philip Levine at Fresno State and graduating from 
the Iowa Writers Workshop.  His books of poetry are Bandaging Bread], August Fires, 
Legend, Separate Lives, and Spring Drive.  His sixth collection, Cap of Darkness comes out 
in February 2016.  Davis’ work has appeared in many journals, including The Southern 
Review, Poetry, Yale Review, Crazy Horse, Prairie Schooner, and The New England Review.  
  
Jon Davis is the author of six chapbooks and three full-length collections of 
poetry: Preliminary Report (Copper Canyon Press, 2010), Scrimmage of Appetite, for which 
he was honored with a Lannan Literary Award in Poetry, and Dangerous Amusements, for 
which he received the Peter I.B. Lavan Prize from the Academy of American Poets. 
Recent projects include two limited edition chapbooks, Thelonious Sphere (Q Ave. Press,  
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2014) and Loving Horses (Palace Press 2014), and a limited edition art book in 
collaboration with the artist Jamison Chas Banks, Heteronymy: An Anthology (La Nana 
Creek Press, 2015). Davis directs the low residency MFA program at the Institute of 
American Indian Arts in Santa Fe, New Mexico. 
 
Paul Fisher lives in Bellingham, WA. His first book, Rumors of Shore, won the 2009  
Blue Light Book Award and was published in 2010. He is the recipient of an Individual 
Artist’s Fellowship in Poetry from the Oregon Arts Commission, and earned his MFA 
from Gerald Stern’s poetry program at New England College. His poems have appeared 
in journals, including Cave Wall, Crab Creek Review, Nimrod, Sow’s Ear Poetry Review, and 
are forthcoming in The Antioch Review, and the anthology, River of Earth and Sky, Poems for 
the 21st Century. 
      
CMarie Fuhrman is an indigenous daughter of the Rocky Mountains.  Passionate 
about the wild and sacred, CMarie concentrates her writing and poetry on protecting 
cultural heritage, preserving open places and remembering native species.  She has won 
the Burns Award for Poetry from the University of Idaho, published in Metaphor and 
Juxtaprose and is currently enrolled in the MFA Program at Pacific University.  CMarie 
lives in the high mountains of west central Idaho with her companion Caleb and their 
two dogs Cisco and Carhartt. 
 
Sam Hammilll has published more than 40 books including 16 volumes of original 
poetry and celebrated translations from ancient Chinese, Japanese, Greek and Latin. His 
Habitation: Collected Poems was recently published by Lost Horse Press. “On The 
Anniversary of Her Death” appeared in Habitations. 

Naseer Hassan is an Iraqi poet and translator of poetry and philosophy. He has 
published four poetry collections in Arabic: The Circle of Sundial (1998), Suggested 
Signs (2007), Being Here (2008), and Dayplaces (2010). Hassan's collected poems 
appeared in 2010 from the Arabic Publishing House in Beirut. He has translated into 
Arabic three books of poetry and two of philosophy: Emily Dickinson: Selected Poems and 
Critical Readings; Luis Borges: 60 Selected Poems; Days of the Shore: Selections from the New 
American Poetry 1980-2010; Book One of Schopenhauer's The World as Will and 
Representation; and Asian Philosophies by John Koller. He is a winner of the 2008 David 
Burke Distinguished Journalism Award for working in a highly dangerous 
situation. Dayplaces, which Hassan translated from the Arabic with Jon Davis, is 
forthcoming from Tebot Bach Press in 2016. Other poems from Dayplaces have 
appeared in The Literary Review, Diode, Drunken Boat, Two Lines: Landmarks, Taos Journal of 
Poetry & Art, Waxwing, and Poetry at Sangam. 
 
Rosalind Helfand is a writer and organizer in LA's literary community. She's the 
Managing Editor of the online literary journal and educator's resource, Literature for 
Life, a Co-founder of Lit Crawl LA, and the Co-founder and former Director of the 
West Hollywood Book Fair. She curated the "A Night of Spooky Storytelling" series at 
The Last Bookstore and their "Indie Shelves Initiative." And, she directs SCI-FEST LA's  
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science fiction short story writing competitions. As a writer, she enjoys the sly, the 
funny and the surprising--often endeavoring to bring these qualities to the stage when 
she performs her work. 
 
William Jablonsky is the author of two books of fiction, The Indestructible Man: 
Stories (Livingston Press, 2005) and The Clockwork Man (Medallion, 2010, republished by 
Grey Oak-India in 2012). His short fiction has appeared in a variety of magazines and 
journals, including Shimmer, Asimov's, The Florida Review, and Phoebe. He teaches writing 
and interdisciplinary humanities (including a course on superheroes) at Loras College in 
Dubuque, Iowa. 
 
Patricia Spears Jones is a Brooklyn-based African American poet and author of A 
Lucent  Fire: New and Selected Poems from White Pine Press and seven other collections 
and chapbooks. She curates WORDS SUNDAY, a literary salon in Brooklyn and is a 
former Program Coordinator for The Poetry Project and served as a Mentor for the 
first year of Emerge Surface Be.  Her plays have been commissioned and produced by 
Mabou Mines. She has collaborated with musicians and artists such as Jason Hwang, 
Oliver Lake, Ras Moshe Burnett, Lenora Champagne and Danny Tisdale. She is  
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contributing editor to BOMB Magazine and is a senior fellow at Black Earth Institute, 
where she has edited the recent issue of About Place Journal entitled The Future 
Imagined Differently.  She is recipient of a  Money for Women/The Barbara Deming 
Fund award and she has received NEA and NYFA grants and awards from Foundation 
for Contemporary Art and the New York Community Trust. She teaches for CUNY. 
 
Zakia’ R. Khwaja’s poetry focuses on the subcontinental culture as well as regional  
and global socio-political issues. Her work has appeared in Grey Sparrow Journal, Willow 
Springs, Alabama Literary Review, Forge, Pearl, Ellipsis and Willow Springs to name a few. Her 
poems have also been published by the Pakistan Academy of Letters in Pakistani 
Literature. Zakia has participated in the Yale Writers’ Conference and given readings for 
the South Asian Free Media Association (SAFMA). She has served as instructor for the 
Desi Writer’s Lounge, an initiative for South Asian poets writing in English and for the 
Forum of Arts, Culture and Education in Pakistan. Scribe’s Madness 
(www.scribesmadness.wordpress.com) is her blog on writing.  
 
Eleanor Kedney is the founder of The Writers Studio Tucson, a branch of the New 
York-based Writers Studio, and served as the Director and the advanced workshop 
teacher for 10 years. Her poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Connecticut River 
Review, Cumberland River Review, Many Mountains Moving, Miramar Poetry Journal, Mudfish, 
NY Quarterly, San Pedro River Review, The Maynard and several other journals. Her work 
contributes to the anthologies, No Achilles: War Poetry (WaterWood Press, 2015) and 
Write to Meow (Grey Wolfe Publishing, 2015). Her chapbook, The Offering, will be  
 
 
      117 



published by Liquid Light Press (2016). She lives with her husband, Peter, dog, Charlie, 
and cat, Ivy, in Tucson, Arizona and Stonington, Connecticut.  
 
Amy King’s forthcoming book, The Missing Museum, is a winner of the 
2015 Tarpaulin Sky Book Prize. King is the winner of the 2015 
WNBA Award (Women’s National Book Association). She serves on the executive 
board of VIDA: Women in Literary Arts and is currently co-editing with Heidi Lynn 
Staples the anthology, Big Energy Poets of the Anthropocene: When Ecopoets Think Climate 
Change. She is also co-editing the anthology, Bettering American Poetry 2015, and is an 
Associate Professor of Creative Writing at SUNY Nassau Community College. 
 
James Kincaid is the author of many academic and non-fiction books, of two novels 
(LOST and, with Percival Everett, A HISTORY OF THE AFRICAN AMERICAN PEOPLE 
BY STROM THURMOND).  He taught for years at University of Southern California 
and is now at University of Pittsburgh. 
 
Ellen LaFleche has published three chapbooks: Workers' Rites (Providence 
Athenaeum, 2011); Ovarian (Dallas Poets Press, 2013) and Beatrice (Tiger's Eye Press, 
2013.)  She won the Ruth Stone Poetry Prize, the Philbrick Poetry Prize, the New 
Millennium Poetry Prize (shared with Jim Glenn Thatcher) and the Joe Gouevia 
Outermost Poetry Prize.  She is an assistant judge for the North Street Book Prize at 
winningwriters.com 
 
Michael Malan is editor of Cloudbank (cloudbankbooks.com), a literary journal in 
Corvallis, Oregon. His poems and flash fiction have been published previously in Epoch, 
Denver Quarterly Review, CutBank, Poetry East, Hayden’s Ferry Review, Hawaii Review, 
Wisconsin Review, Portland Review, South Carolina Review, Rhino, and elsewhere.  
 
Diana Manole, a native Romanian writer, has published nine collections of poems and  
won fourteen literary awards. Since immigrating to Canada, her poetry in English  
(originals or in translation) has appeared in The Nashwaak Review, Maple Tree Literary 
Supplement, untethered, Grain, Event (all Canadian), POEM (U.K.), and Lunch Ticket, Third 
Wednesday, The Chattahoochee Review and Absinthe here. Her translations of Nora Iuga 
with Adam J. Sorkin are appearing in The Hamilton Stone Review, The Sakura Review, 
Fence, Cider Press Review, Modern Poetry in Translation, and The Bitter Oleander. B&W, her 
latest collection of poems, appeared in Romania in 2015 from the prominent Bucharest 
publishing house Tracus Arte. 
 
Greg Moglia is a veteran of 27 years as Adjunct Professor of Philosophy of Education  
at N.Y.U and 37 years as a high school teacher of Physics and Psychology.  His poems 
have appeaed in over 200 journals in the U.S., Canada, England, India, Australia,Sweden 
and Austria as well as in five anthologies.   He lives in Huntington, N.Y.  

Melanie Murphy has lived her life in an unusual order.  In my twenties, she began  

      118 



working in the thoroughbred racing industry. She enjoyed a career as a thoroughbred 
jockey and also worked in racing in other capacities.The primary focus of her thirties 
and forties was her role as a mother. At fifty she began attending Kent State University 
in East Liverpool, Ohio.  In May 2015, she graduated from Kent State with Bachelor’s 
degree in English.  Melanie has been accepted into the Northeast Ohio Master of Fine 
Arts in Creative Writing program and will begin classes in August 2015.   

Ron Price is currently a Teaching Artist at the Juilliard School. He has published in 
The American Poetry Review, Leviathan Quarterly (U.K.), Poetry, Revista Forum 
(Mexico), Zone3. He is a past U.S.I.A. Visiting Poet to Belgium; read in India for the 
Bureau of Cultural and Educational Affairs; twice given readings in Jerusalem at 
the  invitation of the American Center. He is the author of A Crucible For The Left 
Hand,  A Small Song Called Ash From The Fire, and A True Account of the Failure of Bodies to 
Adequately Burn. 

Richard Robbins was raised in California and Montana but has lived continuously in 
Minnesota since 1984. His most recent poetry collections include Radioactive City and 
Other Americas. He currently directs the creative writing program at Minnesota State 
University, Mankato. 
 
Linda Rodriguez’s Skeet Bannion mystery novels, Every Hidden Fear, Every Broken 
Trust, and Every Last Secret, and books of poetry, Skin Hunger and Heart’s Migration, have 
received many awards, such as St. Martin’s/Malice Domestic Best First Novel, Latina 
Book Club Best Books 2014, Midwest Voices & Visions Award, Elvira Cordero Cisneros 
Award, Thorpe Menn Award, Ragdale and Macondo fellowships, among others. She is 
2015 Chair of the AWP Indigenous/ Aboriginal American Writers Caucus, a founding 
board member of Latino Writers Collective and The Writers Place, and a member of 
Wordcraft Circle of Native American Writers and Storytellers and Kansas City 
Cherokee Community.  
       
Lindsey Royce earned her Ph.D. from the University of Houston’s poetry program 
and M.A. from New York University’s poetry program.  Her poems have appeared in 
many journals including New York Quarterly, Poet Lore, Poetry East and Hampden 
Sydney Review.  Her first collection of poems, Bare Hands, is forthcoming from 
WordTech Communications in 2016.  She lives in Steamboat Springs, CO and is a 
professor of English at Colorado Mountain College. 
 
Lauren Schmidt is the author of three collections of poetry: Two Black Eyes and a 
Patch of Hair Missing; The Voodoo Doll Parade; and Psalms of The Dining Room. Schmidt   
teaches Developmental English at Passaic County Community College, serves as a Poet-
in-the-Schools for Paterson Public Schools, and volunteer teaches a creative writing 
workshop at a recovery center for homeless men and women in Paterson as well. 
Schmidt’s fourth collection, Filthy Labors, a series of poems about her work at a 
transitional housing program for unwed mothers, is forthcoming from Northwestern 
University Press/Curbstone Press in 2017. www.laurenmarieschmidt.com     
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Adam J. Sorkin is a translator of contemporary Romanian literature with more than 
fifty books of translation published. Among the most recent are Rodica Draghincescu’s A 

Sharp Double-Edged Luxury Object, George Vulturescu’s Gold and Ivy/Aur și iederă, Marta 

Petreu’s The Book of Anger, and Mihail Gălățanu’s The Starry Womb (all 2014, with co-
translators). His translation with Lidia Vianu of Marin Sorescu’s The Bridge, winner of the 
Poetry Society (U.K.) Prize for European Poetry Translation, recently became the basis 
for the libretto of an opera, Michael Hersch’s On the Threshold of Winter, which has been 
produced in Brooklyn, Baltimore, and Nashville. Sorkin is Distinguished Professor of 
English, Penn State Brandywine. 
 
Melissa Studdard is the author of the novel, Six Weeks to Yehidah, the poetry 
collection, I Ate the Cosmos for Breakfast, and a collection of interviews, The Tiferet Talk 
Interviews. Her awards include the Forward National Literature Award and the 
International Book Award, among others. Of her debut poetry collection, I Ate the 
Cosmos for Breakfast, Robert Pinsky writes, “This poet’s ardent, winning ebullience 
echoes that of God…” and Cate Marvin says her work “would have no doubt pleased 
Neruda’s taste for the alchemic impurity of poetry.” Melissa is host of VIDA Voices & 
Views, an editor for American Microreviews and Interviews, and a judge for the 
monthly Goodreads ¡Poetry! Group contest. Learn more at www.melissastuddard.com.  
 
Carol Smallwood’s latest poetry book is Divining the Prime Meridian (WordTech 
Communications, 2015). 
 
Dan Vera is a writer, editor, and literary historian living in Washington, DC. His 
poetry collection Speaking Wiri Wiri won the Letras Latinas/Red Hen Poetry Prize. His 
poetry appears in various journals, anthologies and university curricula. He co-curates 
the literary history site DC Writers’ Homes, and chairs the board of Split This Rock 
Poetry. LatinoStories.com named him a "New" Latino Author to Watch (and Read). 
 
LaWanda Walters is the author of a forthcoming book of poems, Light Is the 
Odalisque, selected by Pamela Uschuk and William Pitt Root for the Silver Concho 
Series at Press 53. “Goodness in Mississippi,” which originally appeared in The Georgia 
Review, was chosen by Sherman Alexie for Best American Poetry 2015. Her poems have 
also appeared in The Antioch Review, The Cincinnati Review, The Laurel Review, North 
American Review, Ploughshares, Shenandoah, and other periodicals.  She lives with her 
husband, poet John Philip Drury, in Cincinnati. 
 
Wayne Thomas Yandell is a member of the Choctaw Nation of Oklahoma 
residing in Southwest Colorado  studying at Fort Lewis College. Before transplanting to 
the mountains, he earned an associate’s degree in Natural Science from Haskell Indian 
Nations University in Lawrence, Kansas. Wayne’s work has been featured in the oldest 
Native American student publication, The Indian Leader, as well as the Tribal College 
Journal.   In recent years, he has lorded a slum, waited a thousand of America’s tables,  
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danced through innumerable soles for cold cash and tradition, trekked underwear-clad 
through the Midwest seeking to protect unburied bones and migratory birds, been 
found reading and sleeping under bridges of central Texas and snow blankets in Missouri 
ditches, and led an inter-tribal research team at NASA. Currently, Wayne is punching it 
all out with no immediate plans for a published collection. 
 
Nicole Yurcaba is a Ukrainian-American writer and internationally-recognized poet   
and English instructor at Bridgewater College. She has published in venues such as The 
Atlanta Review, The Bluestone Review, Philomathean, Midway. Still, The Tishman Review, 
VoxPoetica, and many others. Yurcaba's first poetry and photography collection 
Backwoods and Back Words is available through Unbound Content on Amazon. Yurcaba 
is also the 2nd place winner of Australia's Sans Frontieres Hemingway Contest and a 
finalist for Salem College's Rita	  Dove Poetry Award. 
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RAVEN’S WORD WRITERS PRESENTS: 

UNRAVELING THE STORY/WRITING 
HEALING MEMOIR 

MARCH 19-20, 2016, TUCSON, AZ 
 

A hands-on writing workshop led by award winning writers, 
Melissa Pritchard and Pam Uschuk 

Held in the beautiful Catalina foothills, this weekend long generative workshop led by prize-winning writers 
and professors, Melissa Pritchard and Pam Uschuk, will focus on the basics of memoir writing.  Melissa 
and Pam  will provide writing prompts and writing models for in-workshop writings with the aim of 
cauterizing wounds and transforming trauma into art.  Participants will share their work in a safe and 
confidential environment.  Melissa and Pam have many years of teaching experience, which has included 
working with those who’ve suffered from trauma.  The workshop will examine various healing techniques—
energy work, astrology, psychic tarot, creative visualization—to augment writing in the 
workshop.  Feedback on your writing will be provided by the writers. 
 
Cost:  $500 for two days  (9:30 a.m. to 3:30 p.m. daily with a one hour lunch break).  A $100 deposit by 
February 1, 2106 secures your place in the workshop.  The remainder is due March 1, 2016. 
 
Melissa and Pam are donating two scholarships to the workshop based on need.  Assistance provided in 
finding a hotel nearby.  Coffee, tea, purified water and light snacks are provided during the 
workshop.  Apply for the scholarship by inquiring at cutthroatmag@gmail.com 
 

Tucson International Airport serves several airlines.  Amtrack also has a station here. 
Register by calling: 970-903-7914 (MST) or by emailing cutthroatmag@gmail.com 

 


