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editors’ note
Dearest Readers,

When we started wildscape, we were
not sure what to expect. We certainly
weren’t expecting the outpouring of
support and submissions that we
received, and even more so, we
weren’t expecting the love and
kindness of hundreds of people we’d
never so much as met. We are blown
away by you all, and we are grateful
for all you have done to help get
wildscape off the ground. Thank you.
From the bottom of our hearts, thank
you.

We are honored, elated, and proud to
present to you the inaugural issue of
wildscape. literary journal. We have
spent countless hours creating this
issue (on top of our full time jobs,
parenting, and our part-time jobs -
yes, we also have part-time jobs).
Many sleepless nights, shots of
espresso, and passion made this
happen, in addition of course to the
wonderful contributors of this issue.
We are thrilled to showcase so many
incredible writers and artists, and we
hope you enjoy their work in the
deep, unfiltered way in which we do. 

With love,
Ophelia & Oliver

01.



JACELYN YAP

*Boogiepop (cover art)*
Impermanent  /  p. 62

table of contents
ART

02.

AARON LELITO

Cardinal Song  /  p. 33

BETH KEPHART

Nocturnal Impulse   /  p. 55

CHRISTOPHER WOODS

Window Vines, Boston  /  p. 29

DAVID A. GOODRUM

Overreach #2   /   p. 39

JENHA PAULINO

Don’t Hold Your Tears  /  p. 100

JO ROHRBACKER

Desert Monsoon  /  p. 23

JONATHAN KUSNEREK

Of Elsewheres  /  p. 96
Don’t Feed the Solace  /  p. 103
Guardian  /  p. 113

KATIE HUGHBANKS

Dance, Child  /  p. 71
Hope Bubble  /  p. 89

KAYLA STARLING

The World Around Us  /  p. 16
Self Portrait  /  p. 47
The Long Goodbye  /  p. 115

KIM ARTHURS

Sleepwalking  /  p. 66
Dreaming of Crows on a
 Super Blue Moon  /  p. 92

LARENA NELLIES-ORTIZ

Morning Glory  /  p. 77
After the Rain  /  p. 82

RACHEL COYNE

Petals  /  p.  102

RUTHENIUM

Arboreal Ripple  /  p. 87
Shades of Shade  /  p. 105

SEAN BW PARKER

Bihter With Coffee   /  p. 59

TINAMARIE COX

In the Alyssum  /  p. 37

MANDY ROBERTSON

Fox Dance  /  p. 75



FICTION

NONFICTION

03.

CHRIS CLEMENS

Raw Talent Acquisition
p. 62

ELLIS EDEN

Velvet Masonry
p. 19

LINEA JANTZ

Rosemary, Lavender, and 
Thyme
p. 64

PHEBE JEWELL

Room Enough
p. 58

ANGELA TOWNSEND

Good Mammals
p. 111

JENNIFER ANNE GORDON

For Sale: The Complete Works 
of William Shakespeare

p. 79

MEREDITH HUGHES

Totally Non-Hypothetical 
Reasons Why I Either Set 

Fire to My Phone or Swipe
Right on Dating Apps

p. 41

MICHELLE LI

Wither on the Vine
p. 25

JESSICA BELL

Why My Love Handles
Heavy
p. 49

KY L. GERBUSH

Directions for Finding Home
p. 83

SANDY FEINSTEIN

In the Other World
p. 36



POETRY

04.

ACE BOGGESS

Small Fires  /  p. 31
“What Do You Say to
 Strangers That Hold Your 
Fate?”  /  p. 35

ALLISON MEI-LI

If I Had My Own  /  p. 32

AMMARA YOUNAS

portrait of my father in his
grave  /  p. 34

AMY G. SMITH

In the Wind, I Think I Hear
Your Voice  /  p. 38
Ode to Blessing  /  p. 40

ANDREA ALDRETE

A NONET FOR DESIRE  /  p. 39

B. A. HUTCHISON

Reflections  /  p. 17

CAROLINE WIYGUL

GRIEF IS SUCH A WILD
 LANDSCAPE  /  p. 56

CAT SPERANZINI

The Power of the Divine
 Woman  /  p. 48

CATARINA DELGADO

Consider  /  p. 60

CHRISTIANA DOUCETTE

Midnight Punctuation  /  p. 61

CHRISTINE POTTER

Without Shadows  /  p. 114

DARRELL PETSKA

Along the Ice Age Trail  /  p. 75

ELA KUMCUOGLU

A wish that we could make
 the same mistakes  /  p. 76

ELIZABETH ANNE SCHWARTZ

Ordinary Time  /  p. 90

CAMDEN MICHAEL JONES

On Fatherhood - Year One  /  p. 57

BARBARA E. HUNT

Becoming Inclined  /  p. 46

FEATURED POET:
ELLY KATZ

Feature & Interview  /  p.  6
Above Your Plain, I’m Ablaze With
 Pain  /  p. 9
Conjunctions  /  p.  11
Entries in Silence’s Diary  /  p. 13

EMILY R. PAGET

Sing to me  /  p. 82
Buried  /  p. 92

ERIN JAMIESON

Stains  /  p. 91

HUNTER BLACKWELL

Aberration  /  p. 110

IAN PARKER

SYNTAX  /  p. 93

JOSEPH GESKEY

Marshmallow Test  /  p. 88

JOSHUA LILLIE

Dopamine Fast  /  p. 94

JOSHUA ST. CLAIRE

Flower Haiku  /  p. 63

K. MCNEIL

encomium of the canary  /  p. 54

KATE MACALISTER

|FEN| vesper vesper  /  p. 69
|FEN| dawn history  /  p. 109



POETRY CONT’D

05.

KEITH MOUL

Need Considered at the
 Shore  /  p. 72

L. WARD ABEL

Frontarrears  /  p. 30
The Score  /  p. 70

LANA HECHTMAN AYERS

Believe You Me  /  p. 73

LAUREN MERRYFIELD

Awestruck  /  p. 77

NICHOLAS GROOMS

Where Did the Eyes Go?  /  p. 18

O.P. JHA

red tentacles  /  p. 24

PAUL HOSTOVSKY

Faithless  /  p. 74

RICHARD JORDAN

Nothing Biting  /  p. 95

ROWAN TATE

helium  /  p. 96

SHELLEY K. DAVENPORT

Syzygy  /  p. 103

SIMONE PARKER

summer dies in the mouth
 of my aunt  /  p. 97
Confessional  /  p. 107

STACY MARIE MILLER

deep shade  /  p. 104

NAOMI MILLS

Tell Me Again  /  p. 67

MIKE CHRISMAN

Or  /  p. 78

STEPHEN K. KIM

By Any Other Name  /  p. 106

TERRY TIERNEY

Apology  /  p. 108

THOMAS RIONS-MAEHREN

Science  /  p. 98

VICTORIA SPIRES

Sometimes the sun is hot,
 and colourless  /  p. 23

WILL DAVIS

icarus ghosted the birds  /  p. 101

YUAN CHANGMING

Last Leaf  /  p. 102

CONTRIBUTOR BIOS

P. 116



06.

Issue 1's Featured Poet:

E l l y  K a t z

At 27, verging towards a doctorate at Harvard, Elly Katz went for a mundane
procedure to stabilize her neck. Somehow, she survived what doctors surmised

was unsurvivable: a brainstem stroke secondary to a physician’s needle
misplacement. In the wake of the tragedy, she discovered the power of dictation
and the bounty of metaphor. Her work has been published or is forthcoming in
the Stardust Review, the Sacramento Literary Review, the Amsterdam Review,
and many others. Her first collection of creative nonfiction, From Scientist to
Stroke Survivor: Life Redacted is forthcoming from Lived Places Publishing in

Disability Studies (2025). Her first collection of poetry, Instructions for Selling-Off
Grief, is forthcoming from Kelsay Books (2025). 

ABOUT ELLY:

next several pages: our interview with Elly & three of her poems
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Interview with Elly

Ophelia: What would you like to share about your story?

Elly: As an emerging scientist in love with literature, poetry was, from a young age, ingrained in my
journal entries and academic writing. Spending time with words became an instinctive balustrade
starting at age 10, when my connective tissue disease presented setback after setback that left me
bedridden, sometimes for protracted periods of time. Language and quantum physics were spaces of
wonder and safety in the midst of pain and uncertainty. I delved into and out of poetry, listening to Rilke,
Baldwin and Morrison as I waited out my connective tissue disease’s tolls on my body. But, before my
brainstem stroke, words never claimed the transfixing and life-affirming space they do now.

Ophelia: How did you happen upon poetry?

Elly: Poetry happened to me, took me under its wings after I was discharged from the ICU, where the
tide of my breath dangled in disequilibrium. I suffered from neck pain secondary to my lax connective
tissue, was on my way towards the doctorate in science, and went in on an otherwise ordinary day for a
supposedly routine repeat procedure to stabilize my neck. A doctor’s needle accidentally made its way
into my brainstem and surrounding tissue, resulting in a medullary stroke that erased sensation and
awareness of the right half of my body. When I woke from anesthesia, my life as I knew it was gone, as
was my right side’s connection to my brain. I spent months in the silo of silence and disbelief,
dispossessed of everything I took to be true. Without the use of my right arm, I was unsure how to spend
time with words, but I began to break down the silence by auditioning the pen in my vocal cords.
Beforehand, I didn’t realize that poetry is drafted and revised in the ear and that I could delineate the line
breaks using my left hand. Poetry is now not only a refuge, but a way to have experiences in a body
foreclosed to experiencing the sensorium of the world. Poetry is not simply a mechanism to shift my lens
on the world, but acts as a life-support system that compels me to craft something beautiful out of
unimaginable loss and disability. It is a way to trouble time, to move between what is and what was, to
preserve memory and to push back against the boundary of who I can become in the wake of tragedy. It
permits me to take the raw ingredients of sorrow and grief and compose song after song. It is an abiding
thread of connection between me and the outside world.
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Interview with Elly, cont’d

Ophelia:  How has poetry eased your transition into your "new normal"?

Elly: I don’t believe it is possible to acclimate to these circumstances, so abundant with pain and
dependence on my parents now at age 30. But Poetry has taught me how to breathe again, how to feel
again in a void a feeling, how to listen to a new music each day. It has also permitted me to grow because
of other poets’ root systems that compel me to test the limits of what it means to survive. I digest two to
three volumes of poetry a day and am particularly taken by Nikky Finney, Jorie Graham, Chris Abani, Ada
Limon, Dickinson, Bishop, Adrienne Rich, Dionne Brand, Ross Gay, Arthur Sze and numerous other
voices that are havens, arms reaching towards me across the distance. Due to my lack of awareness of
my right side and my connective tissue disease, I often awake to several dislocations on this part of my
body; but poetry is bird song fluttering in my mind that presses me forward into each new dawn to ready
my body to sit in the quiet and wait for words to crawl forth, to watch, without any agenda, what
language wants to shape out of day and where it wants to take me.

Ophelia:  What message/feeling do you hope to convey with these three poems?

Elly: If I come to poetry, to the white page, to the great silence, with any goal other than to locate a latch
on the ineffable, to weave language around an absence, knowing only that I will fail to capture my
experience, the poem is destined to fall on its face. I approach dictation with whatever serving of hope
each dawn brings, but nothing more. I believe each of these pieces wades into a different slice of my
existence with a distinct cadence and tone. I also believe each is a failure to absorb and to recreate my
essence on the page. I love this aspect of poetry because failure begets unremitting trying to get at what
I’ll never get at. It means there is something new to make out of nothing each day. If a poem was a
linguistic key that perfectly fit the totality of my yearning, there would be no need to keep returning to
words.

Ophelia: What is your goal going forward? 

Elly: My goal is to continue along the arc of my poetic evolution, to learn the formalities of poetry in the
setting of a remote MFA program, which I am starting in 2025, and to continue to mold and remold who I
can become in sound. I aim to explore how my voice can reach and speak to a wider audience and to
hopefully even offer a measure of consolation to others. 

read ahead for three of Elly’s poems
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I t ’s  al l  st i l l  surreal—

             sur  the level  of  real i ty,

             sur  the processing prowess of  the tongue.

 

I t ’s  metastat ic,  self -dissolution a l ine

no matter

 

                           how often i ts  broken—

              fel led on i ts  knees

              in  wounds of  white—

 

                                       can’t  get  at .

 

Metaphor,  s imile:  smite them most minutes as

            invaders of  presence where there’s

  

                                       absolute absence

  

on i ts  own in the dark.

 

I ’m one with where language gets lost ,

           loses i ts  footing,

                        loses i ts  feet  unti l  i t  can’t  walk l ike me—

 

                                     the word walk fal ls  into vacuity,

 

            misplaces i ts  very essence,

  

here where aphasia unclenches the word

             f rom the cheek,

             corners me into craters of  speechlessness—

Above Your Plain, I’m Ablaze with Pain
ELLY KATZ
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my primary residence,

the kingdom of  evacuated sound,  sense,  sensation

       f rom spine through my r ight,  vis ion from center askew though my r ight f ield of  view,

                   the left  left  behind as viewfinder topples,

       populations lapsing balance over hours,  pages,  my world

                               where clar i ty evades,

 

mystery pervades,  I—

the person at  the center  un-selfed

                           of  me:  an effervescent entity,

 

                                       a  stormed oak,  a shock of  geese smacking

 

glass

                                                                                          into never.

 

How to select  the r ight words in the r ight order to define erasures

             that  del ineate where I  was,  who I  was,  who I  lost ,  how I  got lost ,

             whose outl ines I  seek but can no longer f ind,  the gir l  I

pressured into a ruby in cel l  culture hoods—

 

someone

                                                                 s lung far  away into seas

of severance,  points of  departure

 

never eyed arr ival ,  never gl impsed what was

only a moment behind me

what I  supposed

 

Eve in my Eden:

my entity entire,  my entire eternity.



11.

How to tease truth between these teeth?

Does i t  v is i t  these temples—

dreamscapes weighed between l ips,

experimental  keystrokes,

evidence of  the unexplained?

I’m idiosyncratic—a body that’s  no road to fol low, not anymore,

but a halfway home,

draft  upon draft  of  interrogations,  punctuation rescinded,

burst ing into verse.

I ’m form scaffolded on contractions and expansions,

a side-effect  of  what survives:  memory hung on the l ine

on a t i red mind del ivered by brainstem

subtracted of  i ts  stem,

a dandelion plucked before i ts  bloom.

The strangled petals  strangely reach

their  yel low arms out,

symphonical ly str iding towards sunlight.

I ’m no metaphor,  though I  meter out

a path to get at  what I  can yet  explore

outside the shade of  science,  where I  executed tests in test  tubes

outside of  poetry.

Now, I ’m lugging myself  into daybreak,

heartbreak to write off  cl i f fs  of  my cataclysm to

the possible—

my soul  process now, as I  destabil ize who I  was

to art iculate in hundreds of  insuff icient l ines

who I  am.

Conjunctions
ELLY KATZ
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I  am not inert  but activated in al l ies of  hammering ordinary letters

onto ordinary pages that  are

the kindest  thoroughfares:

convents of  promise that  don’t  promise

anything apart

from deliverance out of  disabil i ty ,

out of  definit ions,  into what now tastes,

after  my tastebuds’  postmortem,

l ike freedom’s voice—

clear air  washing through the palate

as a word negotiates up and out.
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My mom’s elbow in i ts  third tr imester— 

a magenta aerobics bal l :  

terr i tory 

between us.  

 

We ventured into the stem cell  lab,

that  incongruity 

impregnating our gap,

 

forestal l ing pain’s hum

across my sacrum

as I  formulated inferential  codes

in a once mother tongue—

 

l ips smacking logic’s  cipher

             where math nodded at  letters,

spitt ing out remedies

 

              remembered in blue fugues

of dictat ion where I  l ive

a l i t t le l i fe

in dialogue

with nobody but

spellcheck against

 

my non-English—

words of  urgent necessity

unborn.

Entries in Silence’s Diary
ELLY KATZ
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She st i l l  holds me there,

in the space 

  

             I ’m not— 

in the inf lated air ,

s igning her brai l le of  devotion.

 

The physical  therapist  

troubleshoots me,  her face a 

funnel  of  focus

l ike my body’s a word she’s 

rummaging to translate 

into

             what el ides

explanation.

I ’m incomprehensible—

steps

 

             removed from language’s

piano—with dust

after  rain

 

pelts  

my window. 

 

I ’m across the street  from

 

            words,  a  poet of  the periphery

where home and abroad 

 

don’t  know their  relat ionship—

here where t ime sl ides 

 

              forward by sl iding 

backward,  where memory 
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and present twine into

a gate left  

 

open onto unif ied f ields 

unvanquished,

where I ’m sl ick 

with grief  on the ocean f loor,

this  oppressive loss— 

 

the lone

 

stable structure

in my l i fe.  

 

I t ’s  in what’s  not said 

that  an entire notebook is  

healed—

testimonies of  what doesn’t  survive 

reduction into ink,

that  only crosses

             the channel

above si lence’s head when 

I  enter  my mother’s    

             country of  or igin.

 

Here,  I ’m part icipating in

what reaches up and

out of  my part i t ions

into what tr ies to

 

            tap the f ingers 

of  wholeness— the unfading stain of  

belonging.  



TITLE: THE WORLD AROUND US // ARTIST: KAYLA STARLING
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Of the many tr ibulat ions

one wil l  always be

on a threadbare bath mat

discolored under pale soles,

pained balls  of  your feet

and a heavy disl ike for  the signs

of al l  the walking you’ve done.

This is  where you start  thinking

of start ing revolutions,  of

“doing something about i t” .

You’l l  be thinking

 

but i t  is  only a decayed brain cel l

inside a desolate land

that hides ruin too well .

I t  st i l l  could be worse.

You’ve felt  a  l i t t le worse.  You’ve seen

a lot .  Worse -  gl impsed hell  in metal .

Upside down and t i reless.

This is  where you shed,

sometimes with blood.

This is  only shiny bathroom t i les

and a yel lowed bathtub

that needs re-caulking.  This is

only a mirror  room.

Reflections
B. A. HUTCHISON
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Impulsions l ike a tr ident to heart

jagged tears in the fabric of  yesteryear 

coded language never understood 

just  shapes and symbols draped 

in a mystery’s  vei l  

they agitate within

skirt ing the brain wrinkles 

touring the temples 

to pound upon the door 

the knock,  knock,  knocking 

of  the brass knocker 

those skeletons,  hanging for  so long

they have disassembled themselves

crates of  dry bones in the closet

fractured femurs and cuffs

xylophone r ib cages

lost  l i t t le piggy toes 

as chatty as Yorick’s  skull

upon Hamlet’s  palm

orbital  holes with nothing inside

emulating fresh graves 

his  and hers,  s ide by side

laying dead-

              where the eyes they 

               formerly had for  one other

                                                      -used to go 

Where Did the Eyes Go?
NICHOLAS GROOMS
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I

    We are born in darkness,  our honeyed cel ls  soft  and warm. The hum of  movement

around us hints at  a world beyond.  From the f i rst  moment,  we know each other,  share

the ravenous pain of  growth.  She is  not me,  though we are one.

     -When I  have wings,  I ’ l l  go higher than everyone,  she says.  What do you think i t ’s

l ike,  f lying?

        I  turn away,  pretend to be asleep.  In my dreams,  we never leave home.

I I

       Between feedings,  the workers prepare us for  l i fe outside.  Our favorite lesson is

the story of  how our kind began.  We ask for  i t  over and over:  In  the beginning was

the Sun.

         -  But what is  the Sun? she asks.  How can i t  burn and not die? Does i t  move?

         -  You’l l  see soon enough,  they respond.

          When it  is  t ime,  we are separated into cel ls ,  the combs mortared over with wax.

          -  Wil l  you f ind me? she asks,  her voice trembling.

          -  I  wi l l  f ind you.

          -  But how wil l  you know me,  after  the change?

          -  I ’ve always known you.

Velvet Masonry
ELLIS EDEN
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      We fal l  into a deep sleep.  I  don’t  smell  the smoke when it  curls  through the

hive.  I  don’t  hear the cr ies.

I I I

        When I  emerge into the next  l i fe,  she is  gone.  Wind passes through the empty

space where her frame should be.

         I  move with the others toward the bright sky.  Dizzy,  dazed,  we spring from the

l ip of  the world.  Home is  a box among many.  Our sisters cal l  for  me to join in the

hunt,  but I  can’t  leave unti l  I ’ve found her.

           A broken frame rests under the shadow of  a maple tree,  the combs shattered.

The velvet  masonry is  mute under my feet ,  but I  dig in the wax,  searching through

the dead unti l  I  pul l  her  cold body from a cel l .  The weight of  her s i lence,  her

st i l lness is  more than I  can bear.  I  lay beside her.

        Shadows move for  the Sun unti l  l ight fal ls  on us.  One at  a t ime,  antennae

unfurl  f rom her head.

           -  Am I  dreaming? Are you real ly  here? she says.

       We look at  each other with new eyes.  No softness.  Now we are armored.

Strong.  We spread our wings to discover she is  missing one.

IV

         The yard next  to our hive is  barren,  except for  a patch of  thist le beside a

rotted fence.  She hides there,  away from the others.  As long as I  col lect  my quota,

we are ignored.

          At  the end of  each day,  I  br ing her food.  Honeybread,  strawberries,  t iny

brown mushrooms,  l i lac f lowers,  and the pulp of  a wild orange.  She tel ls  me of

clouds and hummingbirds,  and the si lver  procession of  snai ls  in the rain.  At  night,

we rest  among the thist les,  l istening to the bubbling cal l  of  f rogs.
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         When the last  star  fades on the dawn-pink horizon,  i t ’s  t ime to work,  to join

our sisters in the hunt.  As I  wash my face,  her wing droops and she turns away.

           -  I  wish I  didn’t  have to leave,  I  say.

            She slashes at  a thist le gone to seed,  the ghostly tufts  taking f l ight.

            -  And I  wish I  weren’t  broken,  she says.  See? Even a f lower can f ly .

            -  You’re not broken.  I ’ l l  show you.

       We cl imb into the maple tree.  I ts  tan seeds are long and slender,  tucked

between the layers of  leaves.  I  leap from the tree l imb,  my wings pressed together

as one.  She laughs as I  turn dizzy pirouettes to the ground.

            -  Now it ’s  your turn.

         She f loats,  her  wing f lashing in the l ight,  maple seeds spinning along beside

her.  When she lands her eyes are clear,  luminous.

            -  Let’s  go again.

V

         The days are shorter ,  and the sunflowers in the f ield turn brown. Our sisters

from the hive have disappeared over t ime,  fal len in batt le or  lost  in the forest .  I

think of  the winter  chi ldren who have yet  to be born,  and hope we have stored

enough for  them.

          A f i re catches in the pine hammock where I  hunt,  heavy and sudden,  vei l ing

the forest  in grey.  I ’m trapped inside a charred log,  thinking of  the thousand ways

she could die.  She’d cl imb the post ,  legs cl inging to the wood,  her cr ies drowned

in smoke as the f lames crested the fence.

           The f i re subsides.  I  am a streak of  gold among the black,  smoldering grass.
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         Thist les cast  long shadows in the afternoon Sun.  She’s there,  watching

clouds,  wait ing for  stars.  My heart  is  a  sparrow ful l  of  song.

VI

                Night is  coming.  We rest  on the sun-warmed fencepost.

                -  I  can’t  cl imb down tonight,  she says.  My legs won’t  move.

                -  Then we’l l  stay.  You’l l  feel  better  tomorrow.

             We ignore my l ie,  watching crows gather in a hemlock,  shadows in an

amber sky.

                -  In the beginning was the Sun.

                -  And from the Sun’s golden tears rose our kind,  I  reply.  And the Earth was

ever fruit ful ,  and the f lowers sang for  joy.

              She curls  her antennae one at  a t ime,  and rests her velvet  head against

mine.  We twine our l imbs together,  watching for  the f i rst  star .  Her eyes fade from

black to grey as night descends,  and even after  she’s gone,  I  never let  go.

  

☼
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And green ideas sleep,  but only
furiously.  I  am fond of  asking,  where
 
is  Chomsky,  when you need him? But
I 'm a lover,  not a l inguist .  At  the end
 
of  the world,  I ' l l  st i l l  be singing paeans
to the effects of  thermonuclear hydrogen
 
eff iciency.  And i f  that  is  not an argument
to occasionally l i f t  up the bonnet
 
of  meaning,  then consider,  i f  al l  we build
is  not a secret  architecture of  leaving? 

Sometimes the sun is hot, and colourless
VICTORIA SPIRES

TITLE: DESERT MONSOON // ARTIST: JO ROHRBACKER
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red tentacles are scratching

the heart  of  the sky

deadening the frozen drops in clouds

bruising the bosom of  the Earth 

turning i t  into a barren bal l

scared clouds don’t  assure 

for  a pleasant rain 

for  a rainbow drawing an album 

of  calm l ight,  f i l led with the color  

of  unspoiled smile

some eyes are measuring 

the abrasions of  t ime

in the sky

on the Earth 

and between them

paws of  red tentacles have grabbed

all  the three tenses

red tentacles,  the whims 

of  war-mongers are ki l l ing

the voice of  the Earth

and the si lence of  the sky

no one dares to decipher a tearful  r iver  

f lowing between the Earth and the Sky.

red tentacles
O.P. JHA
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    I  have never wanted anything to end:  highways on 183,  smoke r ings,  the

summer.  When I  was in the f i f th grade,  my brother and I  caught a house gecko.  I t

was just  before school,  and as I  swung my backpack over my shoulder,  hand gentle

against  the doorknob,  the crystal  l ight from the door window playing on the f loor,

a scampering movement caught my peripheral  vision.  The gecko was on the wall

next  to our upright Yamaha;  i t  was t iny,  centimeters shorter  than my l i t t le f inger,

smaller  than any of  the green and dirt -brown, tough-skinned l izards that  I  had tr ied

to catch in the backyard.

    We captured the l izard in a t iny dessert  container that  once contained small

samples of  Costco t i ramisu,  and upon returning from school,  I  found it  relocated to

a larger plast ic f ish bowl (the f ish had long died).

    I  looked at  the gecko closely when I  came home that  afternoon.  The world

passes through you as a chi ld,  the only way i t  ever real ly  seems to move,  but there

are things you don’t  forget about chi ldhood,  and this  was one of  them. I  suppose

this may well  be one of  the things I  wil l  carry for  the rest  of  my l i fe.  The gecko’s

thin layer of  skin looked almost t ightly stretched,  spots l ike black paint ,  i ts  eyes

were watery and pleading,  but i ts  body had curled into a semi-oval  shape,  joints

pushing i ts  abdomen perpendicular  to the f loor,  lethal ly wild.  In the late spring

light,  i t  looked almost l iv id.

   But I  had wanted to keep such a beauti ful  thing.  We fed i t  cr ickets we had

begged our father to buy at  the local  pet  store,  dropped beads of  water  in the

plast ic cap of  a water  bott le,  put the f ish bowl under the sunlight,  then under the

shade,  asking God to keep it  al ive.

     The f i rst  t ime,  I  felt  sorry for  the cr ickets we would put in the f ish tank,  how they

were to die because of  their  birth,  devoured l imbs l ike st i f f  hairs  in a red animal

mouth.  I  asked my brother to pick which ones went into the tank because I  was not

worthy enough to play the hand of  God.

Wither on the Vine
MICHELLE LI
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    The next  day,  when I  woke up early to check,  the cr ickets were st i l l  there,

launching themselves at  the glass walls  of  the t iny f ish tank,  wanting out.  Ricochet,

r icochet.

      Nine days later ,  our beloved house gecko turned its  white bel ly up.  That l ight

blue morning,  those starved crickets were st i l l  jumping.     

  

-          

      We have gotten a larger,  seventy-f ive-gallon f ish tank,  f rom a family fr iend who

died in a way my parents refuse to speak about.  A while ago,  we had f ive f ish;  two

tropical ,  two goldfish,  and a t iger barb.  I  loved the t iger barb most and found it

f loating on the mirror  surface of  the water,  eyes cloudy.

    -

     I  don’t  think I ’ l l  ever marry,  and I  don’t  think I ’ l l  ever again own another pet.

Own even sounds too possessive of  a word:  to exhibit  dominion over a tender

animal soul .  Why do we always assume less of  our animal  counterparts? When my

first  bird died,  and I  had cried so hard I  almost couldn’t  breathe,  my mother said

something along the l ines of  birds being unaware of  death to console me.  I t  spent

its  entire  l i fe  in a  cage anyway,  darl ing.  What  would i t  know? 

     On weekends,  I  pace around trying to think of  what to write,  but real ly,  al l  I

think of  is  sorrow. I  ask what I  love and what I  leave to forgive me.  I  tel l  of  this  to

God most often;  i t  is  the only reason why I  have not become a rel igious dissenter.

                                                                      -

       I  don’t  know how it  happened,  but i t  must have happened this  year.  I  woke one

night,  sat  up,  reached for  the water  on the nightstand,  and the thought of  dying

entered my mind,  uninvited.

        I  have thought about death many t imes before,  start ing when I  was eight;  I  sat

down, bony knees,  on steps of  the backyard deck that  my father painted in f ine

scarlet  red,  looked up at  the sky bleeding between blue and bruise purple,  and

quietly told my mother I  was scared of  rott ing away into the soi l  and being eaten

away by rol l ie  poll ies.  I t  was just  the two of  us under the awning of  summer.  I  don’t  
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recal l  her  response precisely,  but she said something about t ime and chocolate

cookies in the pantry.

 

     That night,  I  thought of  my grandparents.  The red and angry bug bites on my

grandmother’s  blemished knees when she stowed away in her backyard garden for

hours.  My grandfather was the same age as the average l i fe expectancy in the US.

     I  sat  in the night,  the cr ickets sounding their  f i rst  cal ls  in the wild,  and felt

alone,  as i f  t ime had already collected my family off  one by one,  l ike token animals.

                                                                -

     In June,  my mother said she was t i red.  She wanted to go back to China for

vacation.  Six  months.

      I  told her,  what about my schooling? I  wouldn’t  leave i f  I  didn’t  bel ieve in you,

honey.

      She had been slaving away at  work since she arr ived in America.  Two decades.

I ’m t i red.  Sweetheart ,  every one of  your f r iends’  parents has the luxury of  leaving

just  when they want to.

      I  sat  at  the dinner table and cried because where was my childhood now? The

leaves were throwing their  oi ly ,  oi ly  leaves up in applause.  The baby blue sky

through the slant of  the window looked l ike a shade that  felt  soft ,  l ike i t  was sorry

for  me too.  

                                                                -

     I  never got another bird after  my last  one.  One day,  in the spring,  my brother

came back from the pet store,  clutching a small  cardboard box.  Inside,  a yel low

and l ime green feathered parakeet f lapped its  wings.

                                                                      -

         July.  We spend our evenings under a sky that  never seems to be aware of  i ts

color,  our necks burning or  the evening kind enough to braid our hair .  Although 



28.

our family is  not one for  gossiping,  my mother and grandmother spi l l  whatever they

want to when we walk around the block.

 

     Today,  there are cicadas everywhere.  Some of  them sound their  nightly cal ls ;

there are some on the pavement,  worshiped by halos of  starving ants.

      They are talking about the fr iend who gave us the f ish tank.  At  home, the tank

fi l ter  runs,  the f ish grow fat  and bl ind.  But my grandmother is  talking about her

fr iend before she took too many pi l ls  one night.

         Her  mother  died when she was younger than your brother,  maybe about eleven.

Sad as i t  is ,  I  don’t  think her  father  put  too much effort  into rais ing her.  Don’t  know i f

she loved him.

       I  did not know this,  her  past ,  unbridled.  I  feel  rather guilty because I  know I  wil l

remember,  and write i t  down. Is  a writer  to use others for  tragedy?

     She marr ied and didn’t  know what  she was gett ing into .  And the rest  of  her l i fe

goes on l ike a cl iche.  Haughty husband with a stretching smile.  A son born,  with a

name l ike water,  wail ing.  Years of  soccer practice and he left  for  col lege.  Her body,

l ike a handkerchief ,  folded away,  unti l  the surgery.  She sat  at  the park bench every

day,  then she met grandmother because old ladies love congregating in public

parks for  reasons unknown to outsiders.  The cicadas sigh,  even the dead ones.

      I  tel l  my grandmother:  you know, you might  have been the kindest  person to her .

And to think,  that  is  her whole l i fe too.  We don’t  real ize a l i fet ime,  even though we

all  have i t ,  and are hurt l ing our bodies toward more,  more of  i t .  Several  decades

compounded together,  and an aging,  short  woman—a stranger—was the best  thing

that happened to her.

      And to think:  I  am fortunate.  To write so terr ibly about tragedy.  I  cannot tel l  you

the color  of  the last  scarf  she wore,  how many years i t  has been,  her favorite

chocolates,  the last  song and person she loved.  Perhaps someday I  wil l  be better .

There are things so powerful  that  they must hurt  i f  you know them.

      Maybe al l  we ever  are is  alone,  Grandmother says.  The streetl ights l ight up and

a breeze passes by.
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       And to think:  grandma—grandma, how much t ime do I  have now?

      The f lash of  movement was the same. In the bathroom, the night was cool ,  the

years fanned out.  The gecko had lost  i ts  tai l ,  left  with a nub pink l ike lamb fat .  I t

was even smaller  than the last  one,  with the same watering eyes.  I  looked at  i t  for

the longest t ime,  then cupped it  into my hands.

         I  went downstairs  and opened the garage door.  Outside,  the teetering bottom

edge of  summer,  the leaves in motion.  I  set  the gecko into the night and prayed for

its  survival .  

TITLE: WINDOW VINES, BOSTON // ARTIST: CHRISTOPHER WOODS
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Dark blue bottomless sinkhole

crosses skies to the west

deep,  above

as i f  we’ve grown used to

l iving upside down

on this  green dangle

ful l  of  leaves

and moving.

 

Empty air  the vict im

of i ts  dark other

the current sways

branches,  spired

heads of  hair  breathe along

with everything nai led

to the cei l ing-blue f loor

its  cobalt  soul

raining up.

Frontarrears
L. WARD ABEL
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Stranger meets stranger in the morning.

One l ives for  moments between stories

in which a story told is  told again.

The other,  desperate for  the sl ightest  touch

after  years of  neglect,  doesn’t  last

long enough to boil  a  pot of  instant oats.

Both consider this  success,

desire not spelled out in hours,

more a connection passing l ike an unexpected shock,

what so many want:  to feel  & know we are felt ,

pr iest  & penitent sharing last  r i tes,

foolhardy hero rushing into a burning house

to save himself  in the f lesh he carr ies out.

Small Fires
ACE BOGGESS
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He keeps a nature shelf  in his  room

of rocks and shells  and pine cones,

dried dandelions and twigs.

A t ime capsule of  his  treasures.

 

I f  I  had my own,

I ’d keep the freckle under his  r ight eye,

the drops of  ice cream from his chin,

his  insistence on wearing jeans and socks,

even at  the beach.

 

I ’d keep his voice from the backseat

cheering,  “skinny moon!” 

when a crescent hangs in the sky,  

and “the bright went away!”

when the sun dips behind a cloud.

 

I 'd keep the blanket

we lay on our bodies each morning,

the hooded towel

with the puppy ears after  bath.

 

I ’d keep his hand in mine,

his  head in the crook of  my neck,

 his  weight in the curve of  my lap.  

If I Had My Own
ALLISON MEI-LI
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TITLE: CARDINAL SONG // ARTIST: AARON LELITO
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i t ' s  a  s o l i l o q u y —

i f  I  c l o s e  m y  m o u t h   t h e r e ' s  a  f o e t u s  t h r o a t  g r o w i n g  t h e r e  

 w h e r e  w a t e r  p i p e s  b u r s t  b u t  n o t h i n g  c o m e s  o u t  

I  f e e l  t h e  n e e d  t o  b a w l  &  a s k  f o r  f o o d  &  w a r m t h

   &  w a t e r   b u t  m y  t o n g u e  h a s  c i r c l e d  t h e  r o u n d n e s s  o f  e a r t h

   l i k e  a  p i l g r i m

i t  k n o w s  t o o  m u c h  i t  k n o w s  t o o  m u c h  i t  k n o w s

   t o o  m u c h

o n c e  o n  e a r t h  i t  m o v e d  w i t h  v e n o m  &  s p e e d  l i k e  t h a t  o f  a  c o t t o n m o u t h

&  n o w  w h e n  I  s e t  i t  f r e e      i t  c o m e s  b a c k  a g a i n

i t ' s  t h e  e l a s t i c  s t r a p  o f  a  c a t a p u l t   i t ' s  t h e  u p - d i v e  m i d - a i r  a g a i n s t

    g r a v i t y

I  w i s h  t o  s e t  i t  f r e e  j u s t  e n o u g h  t o  t a s t e

    t h e  t e r r i b l e  e a r t h  b e n e a t h  m e

b u t  w h e n  I  o p e n  m y  m o u t h    t h e r e ' s  a  m y t h  w r i t i n g  i t s e l f  

    w i t h  i t s  g o d s  a l l  d e a d  &  p i t t e d  o r  t u r n e d  i n t o  s a l l o w  f o s s i l s

I ' d  l i k e  t o  b e  a  f o s s i l

   t h e y       f o r  o n c e       w i l l  r e m e m b e r  m e

portrait of my father in his grave
AMMARA YOUNAS
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I  never expected to experience happiness

in a box.  Wil l  you forgive me?

 

Shadows I  wore l ike a jacket of  knives

left  scars I  should be ashamed to show.

 

Now other shadows embrace me.

I  welcome their  touch bringing ecstasy.

 

I  have been wrong so many t imes

that to count my mistakes

 

would take a l i fet ime of  mistakes

to stand on,  wasted sadnesses,

 

shards of  glass.  Wil l  you forgive me?

Recovery is  an assembly l ine where

 

not al l  machines perform their  functions.

Look.  I ’ve crafted a new human being

 

with f laws.  I t  has never known

the warm Spring air  of  choosing.

“What Do You Say to Strangers That Hold Your Fate?”
ACE BOGGESS

            question asked by Savannah Dudley
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I  see you there.  St i l l  but wakeful .  Unaware of  how you got to that  place,  but

unsurprised.  Imp tree,  asp,  vehicle.  In the evening,  not the undert ide,  late summer

Florida heat weighing night down. I t  could be Hades or  hel l ,  the f i res burning,

unslaked,  despite seeming pools there to tantal ize.  Poetic just ice meted by the

gods whose words are cryptic,  r iddl ing rhymes.

Now, green l ight,  red l ight,  deadly game. You who loved cars,  on foot,  and struck—

snakebit  or  demon tree,  regardless of  pedigree,  al l  indif ferent.  From the f ield to the

street,  dangers lurk.

Never a fan of  blood and gore.  My own gashes I  leave unattended,  ignored.  So

what I  wonder pushed me to where you’d be,  fal len,  bloodied,  broken.  I  knew too

well  what I  might see were I  to f ind an opening,  traverse the miles of  caves and

tunnels,  get  past  the natural  and unnatural  guardians,  the dark and dogs.

The seekers have been lovers or  sons,  al l  grown men,  kings and princes,  poets,

heroes.  There are no stories of  women excavating Hades.  Abducted goddesses and

queens have no say,  no magic words that  entrance their  captors,  switch their  fates.

There are no stories of  s isters tracking brothers,  though Cassandra could see hers

in defeat,  her  father’s  fate,  her mother’s  loss.  I t ’s  not as i f  anyone l istened.  Words,

just  words,  however true.

How much easier  to sl ip in,  as i f  by mistake,  an absentmindedness.  Excuses make a

story,  too.

I  got lost ,  but now I ’m here.  I  didn’t  see the yel low tape.  Monsters? Really? Three

heads—you’re not serious.  Can I  pet  him? Does he bite?

Is that  al l  you have to say for  yourself?

  

In the Other World
SANDY FEINSTEIN
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I  could try to sing my thoughts or  put them plain,  jumbled as they are.  But I  don’t

want to offend you more than I  have.  And I  don’t  know what you’d hear.  Greek

logos,  poesis.  Latin l ingua,  poeta.

 What do you see? What would you say to you i f  you were me? Would your curiosity

get the better  of  you to presume to ask for  one l i t t le peek? Now that I ’m here

somehow, I ’d l ike to see what there’s to see.

What i f  you see what you don’t  want to see,  want to save what can’t  be saved,  to

know what can’t  be known.

 I ’ l l  weep.  Isn’t  that  what women do? Then I ’ l l  turn around and close this  door.

You can never close the door,  no matter  what you see,  do not see.

TITLE: IN THE ALYSSUM
ARTIST: TINAMARIE COX
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i t  seems a thousand years since the air  rang

with the sound of  your words pulsing

 

through the t iny bones in my ears  

you stood naked that  day     haloed

 

by the yel low aura from a single

l ight bulb     your head angled back

 

toward our bed where the residue

of our humming bodies st i l l  hovered 

 

the dawning l ight was singing the birds

awake    at  breakfast  you spread strawberry

 

jam on your toast      your temporary laugh

already a language of  loss      t ime froze

 

into a shape that  would be cal led

yesterday      our fated late meeting

 

sweeping dust  from the sky

leaving just           a  bri l l iant

 

blue sheen      a  faint  echo

across a desert  sky

In the Wind, I Think I Hear Your Voice
AMY G. SMITH
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we stretch our desert  l imbs to the sky,  

hungry for  rain—for anything 

that  wil l  mend the gaping sun,  

and soothe the endless drought.  

Distance grows a mouth;  

devouring 

al l  the things

we reach 

for .

A NONET FOR DESIRE
ANDREA ALDRETE

TITLE: OVERREACH #2 // ARTIST: DAVID A. GOODRUM
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You arr ive in your coattai ls ;  the long stem roses you carry

st i l l  have thorns.  You are a cool  cloth on a hot forehead,  cold

 

breeze crossing a wait ing heart .  You are the sun sl ipping

through streaks on soi led windows,  years of  dirt  wiped

 

thin with a wet rag.  A stone sl ipping smoothly into place;

a hand on the back of  a t i red shoulder;  the f inal  puzzle piece.

 

You are not a promise.  You are a momentary pause,  a breath

between songs.  Fingers caressing a jawline.  A f luke.  A favor.

 

Sometimes you arr ive disguised as agony,  wearing the colors

of  tr ickster ,  br inging the grace of  cataclysmic understanding.

 

Sometimes your arr ival  goes unnoticed.  The laughter after

the loss;  the heart  keening toward the ground in grief .

 

To bless is  to mark with blood,  to consecrate,  make holy.

Invocation for  the doubters.  A benediction;  not penance,  not

 

punishment,  but a jagged crack,  a wound st i tched loosely

by the bl ight of  a blessed l i fe.  

Ode to Blessing
AMY G. SMITH



Left Right

Liking to hike is not a
personality trait.

You have a grammatical error in your bio, and
I want to correct you.

Your name is Benjamin—
you’re the 500th one I’ve
seen this hour.

There is not an offer to put me in a coma from
“Daddy Dick.”

You describe yourself as “a
bit of a goofball,” “down to
earth,” “weird,” or D) All of
the Above.  

You don’t speak in code like: “For the love of
God, please have a sense of humor,” aka “I’m
a racist, sexist homophobe.” 

That’s a really great
bathroom mirror selfie with
the toilet seat up in the
background, says everyone
ever.

You’re willing to share the burden of
existential dread that comes with living in
late-stage capitalism and/or order me
DoorDash.

You don’t live above ground.
I may live with my mother,
but I am no gopher.

You live at least ten miles away from your
parents’ basement.

41.

Totally Non-Hypothetical Reasons Why I Either Set
Fire to My Phone or Swipe Right on Dating Apps

MEREDITH HUGHES

On Bumble:



Too good-looking.
The American Flag is not worn in any sort of
way: bowties, shirts, hats, onesies.

Not handsome enough to
tempt me.

Conversely, and I shouldn’t have to say this,
the confederate flag is not pictured hanging
in the rear window of your truck.

That is a really impressive
picture of a fish. 

Speaking of flags, there’s something
remotely resembling a Progress Flag in one
of your pictures.

You work for a pet cremation
service. What if you pull a
Dwight Schrute and decide
it’s time to euthanize one of
my cats?

None of your pictures show you wearing a
shirt that says, “My beard is the only hair that
should be between your legs.”

That’s an even better selfie of
you in a car. Well, look at
that. You’re obsessed with
your 1995 Honda Civic.

You don’t say things like, “Your personality
should comprise more than your political
beliefs.” Patrick, my political beliefs are 97%
of my identity. I just can’t think of how to be a
person without them.

You’re a Nice Guy™
You admit that you’re a sinner and sloth was
ruining your life.

You use the phrase “looking
for someone who takes care
of themselves” as code for
“not fat.”

You’re less than handsome but sound
remotely interesting in that you’ve read one
book in the last fifteen years other than The
Lord of the Rings.
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Your political leanings are
“apolitical” and your
religious beliefs are
“agnostic.” Believe in
something, will ya? 

Liberal to communist political beliefs with a
sprinkle of Christianity—the love and
kindness parts, not the smite to hell part.

43.

On Hinge:

Left Right

I am not “in search of a
pickleball partner.” I’m in
search of a “fall of late-stage
capitalism partner.”

Having a therapist and knowing your self-
destructive tendencies. Mine is over-thinking.
Or is it?

I do not want to start the
conversation if you pick the
topic of “my favorite place in
the world.”

There aren’t pictures of you petting your dog
while sitting on the toilet with your pants
down and your shirt nowhere to be found. I
did not need to find out you wear tighty-
whities that way, Dave.

Your religion is listed as
“other.” Other what?
Otherworldly? You might as
well say “N/A.”

You don’t have a basic bro name like Josh,
Chad, or Jake.

I do not, in fact, want to
debate Chipotle vs. Currito.

You have a beard or are a beard. Beards get
me.



Your simple pleasure is
humor. I get it; you think
you’re funny.

Your voice prompt shows you have good
comedic timing but that you’re not funnier
than me.

I don’t care that you geek out
on Harry Potter.

Your profession is something I find useful,
like lawncare so I won’t have to mulch, or a
hitman to smite my enemies, or your
employee discount is useful to me, like the at
fish store so I can buy discount worms for my
axolotls.

You say the first round is on
you if I can sing the lyrics to
most of Morgan Wallen’s
songs.

You’ve already liked me.

You’re convinced that you
sound cultured because you
watch a foreign sitcom by
saying, “Pitter patter, let’s get
at ‘er.” America is Canada’s
trashy neighbor, Blake.

The phrase “active and ambitious” is not
something you’re looking for. I’m a sedentary
procrastinator.

The one thing you’d like to
know about me is my favorite
movie.

You don’t use the phrase “ideal father figure”
to describe having a dad bod.

You’re looking for someone
who is “positive and a joy to
be around.”

Your irrational fears are totally rational. Of
course, every elevator you ride in is
potentially going to fall, plummeting you to
your death.
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“Together we could . . . travel
the world like the virus did.”
Thankfully, sir, I’ve been
vaccinated against your
stupidity.

You ask me to give you travel tips for Europe.
Sure, it’s basic, but I’ll basically be in Europe
on your dime, and at least it’s not traveling to
Florida with your mom. I already do that with
my mom. 

I don’t give a shit that you
take pride in your Costco
membership, Cody. I still
share one with my mom.

Unlike Jonathon, you do not have a tattoo of
a UFO flying over an astronaut planting an
American flag on your nipple, though that is
inventive.

You ask what I bring to the
table besides boobs.

You don’t say that dating you is like dating a
horny little Care Bear (looking at you, Micah.)

Your life goal is something
other than huddling together
and watching the fall of our
society in this late-stage
capitalistic era.

You know that the phrase “late-stage
capitalism” exists, and you use it correctly in
a sentence. 
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On Tinder:

Left Right

You’re a white, cisgender,
heterosexual man.
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(After  John O’Donoghue)

 

to watch the way of  rain

at f i rst  the merest  hint  of  spit

 

tumbling from clear skies al l

s low and free.  Then clambering

 

calmness in cahoots with drop-

on-drop in perfect  pattering

 

tatt le of  a twil i t  realm. Take

note the shift ing l ight and l i l t ;

 

small  miracles of  s lanting senses.

For you,  who travel  too far ,  too

 

fast  must grasp that  soothing

rhythm of  the natural  habit

 

of  downpours.  The si lence and

the rushing-hush that’s  come

 

to take your soul  back

to i ts  nesting-creche.

Becoming Inclined
BARBARA E. HUNT
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TITLE: SELF PORTRAIT // ARTIST: KAYLA STARLING
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Isn’t  womanhood, by definit ion,  divine? Am I  not

a god of  my own making? Forming l i fe from the void

between my legs and in the marrow

of my mind,  destroying i t

whenever I  l ike?

 

I  am f lawed

like a grape plucked and mashed from the vine

pressured into Spir i ts ,  both holy and horr ible,

peel ing the wallpaper unti l  i t  crumbles

under my feminine gaze or  screeching

louder than a newborn babe—unfazed

by chaos,  I  am a conduit

 

and a confessional .  Unburden yourself  in my breast ,

my thighs,  the nape of  my neck.  I  am a woman,

so,  I ’m somebody’s muse.  Meant to be used

as a vessel—

 

meant to be feared,  revered,  seen.

The duality of  mother and sexual  being,

a woman as a hurr icane of  feel ing.

The Power of the Divine Woman
CAT SPERANZINI
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I .        The man I  love is  s i t t ing less than six  feet  away.  Six is  an important number

because i t ’s  the number of  years we never made and the number of  feet  we were

once expected to keep                  between us.         In public,  when the world

stopped and shut down and everyone thought i t  might end and somewhere    along

the way we did but the world kept moving,  kept dragging us through its  mud and

maybe I  don’t  entirely understand the signif icance of  the number yet .  The man I

love(d?) is  s i t t ing three hours and thirty-nine minutes away from me and maybe

he’s asleep but maybe he’s pacing except I  don’t  know if  he ever loved me enough

to do the pacing.

 

I I .          The man I  grew to resent and who resented me is  text ing me,  over and over

in my mind but real ly  only once,  Would you l ike for  me to leave you alone?  Because

even when I  am no longer his  I  am expected to do the work.              The work of

anger and of  caring and of  thinking and of  dog walking and of  cleaning up ferret

shit  and of  cooking and of  meal  planning and of  abort ing babies and of  folding

laundry and of  dusting and of  abandoning homes and family because we want

different things but the man I  love can’t  stop staring

                    open-mouthed at  me in a Lowes parking lot  when I  t ry to spi l l  over my

edges.  When I  t ry    to tel l  him that  I  spent a year working and cooking and cleaning

and crying in the place he wanted me to l ive,  with and for  him,  wanting only

Why My Love Handles Heavy
JESSICA BELL



                                                                                               to die.

 

I I I .         The man I  am afraid of  looks at  me with fear  in his  eyes when I  laugh an

exhausted woman’s laugh instead of  the melodic gir l ish one he’s spent almost s ix

years laughing alongside.  He plugs his  ears with invisible f ingers he isn’t  hearing

me I  am suffocating I  am dying I  am  

        spl i t t ing                           open.

               I  cannot abort  a baby and not need to cl ing to the father and I  cannot hold          

that  father close to me without remembering how it  felt  to read text  messages

between him and his ex-gir l f r iend,  tel l ing her things l ike  you’re the one I  think of

when I  fal l  asleep at  night  knowing that  same night I  was asleep next  to you

         and restless

                     and pregnant with your chi ld.  There is  more         than six  years’  worth

of hurt  and social  distance braced behind a dam I  reinforced over and over and

over with empty promises.  

      Of  dog walks and f lowers and dinners and interlocked f ingers not dropped

within the aisles of  another Lowes I  once spent months trying to write a poem

about because the relat ionship between us could not hold my words.

IV.     The man I  love is  a ghost  haunting the hal ls  of  my brain that  look exactly l ike

the upstairs  hal l  of  our f i rst  house and I  am ruined between the boards and nai ls

and faulty wir ing of  that  same house he wanted both of  us to abandon.  The heat

didn’t  work our f i rst  January and the heat burnt i tself  out

         between us when I  could not help him pay our bi l ls  and shame sits  inside

every dollar  s ign I  see and st i l l
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                             I  could not afford to be his  wife.  I  could not stay in a l i t t le blue

house in a l i t t le blue-gray mountain town and pretend I  was not suffocating.  I

could not bear the thought that  one day he would expect a baby boy to share his

name despite the way he pushed for  me to just  go to the doctor  and get  some pi l ls

you’l l  just  take some pi l ls  but  don’t  tel l  anyone you’l l  just  take some pi l ls  don’t  tel l

anyone just  take some pi l ls  don’t  tel l  anyone take the pi l ls

 

                                 don’t  tel l  take pi l ls  don’t  tel l  don’t  tel l  don’t  tel l      

 

                                                         I  think he might hate me for  those things.  The man

I loved was dissolved inside the weight of  a l i fe I  couldn’t  pay for  but don’t  know

that I  wanted and I  wil l  spend years digging al l  of  his  pieces out.

        The man I  loved disappeared inside the heaviness of  my poverty;  bowed under

the weight of  my hands when I  t r ied only to hold him closer;  grew to screaming at

me two days before Christmas when he was sick with Covid and loving me and al l

s ix  of  those feet .

         The man I  loathed        yel led at  me from the staircase that  I  was going to get a

job by February f i rst  and i f  I  did not then I  would get the fuck out of  his  house.

        The man I  loved slept soundly on nights I  laid awake,  nights I  cr ied myself  to

sleep because the dishes were not done or  laundry was not folded or  because we

had not had sex or  because we had and somehow at  the end of  i t  I  was even

emptier

                                                         than before.
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V.   The man I  hate                         grabbed my hips in the kitchen and once held a

trash bag over my head because he thought

                                      I ’d f ind i t  funny.  When I  didn’t ,  the man I  came to fear  tr ied to           

make a joke and looked at  me as i f  I  were crazy for  not laughing.

 

             The man I  once loved died,  not physical ly,  not  where I  could see i t

anywhere but in his  eyes,  when I  was poor and depressed and needy.  When I  took

and took and took but never gave him anything he wanted or  valued back.  The

man’s eyes are burned into my own when I  look in the bathroom mirror  of  a lowes I

never went in with him and we made it  nearly f ive and a half  years and six  has

never felt  l ike a dirt ier  number.

                   I  have never felt  f reer.  Never felt  more fr ightened of  the kind of  love that

l ies behind those green-gray eyes sitt ing in my head—for f ive and a half  years that

love has been anxious and scared and painful  as i t  poured i tself  out into a man I

am not sure I  know.

 

                                 I  am not sure of  the woman who spent nearly six  years too poor,

too sad and sick and scared to say Yes,  I  would l ike you to leave me alone ,  to

scream and f ight back for  herself—

VI.  Here six  becomes mine and the woman becomes an I  and I  become an

overdrawn bank account;  an inf lated currency;  a shameful  dollar  s ign as a dirty,

crumpled up bi l l  panting into i ts  own skin.
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         I  become inside out.  Six           becomes green;  ink stained into an old carpet;  a

kitten’s lost  claw.

 

                     The love inside me sits  heavy on that  dollar  s ign heart—thick and

marred and worthless.               I t  cannot make a house payment.  I t  cannot take a

man on vacation or  pay a vet  bi l l  or  do anything

                     outside of  beat                   l ike a begging f ist  against  a wall .

 

                     I  love you  is  a  crack in marshmallow white paint .

                                 I  wish we’d never  met  a  gouged out hole in cheap sheetrock.

 

         I  hope I  never  see you again  is  a  crater  in an upstairs  bedroom where a man

once threw his video game control lers when loving me

                                      and losing became synonymous.  I  wish i t  hadn’t  come to this

                                  almost l ike a handwritten anniversary

 

 

VII .

         on a calendar that  was never written,

                                             because here is  the only place that  s ix  wil l  come to exist  

for  us

                                                      and we no longer do.  
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my captor keeps me close and cl ipped

like song.

i  am that  yel low bird- l ike thing,

f luent in suffer ing-speak.

a ruff led sunny hue

i  s ing sounds of  soot and coal

here in these hollow mines.

tel l  me,

watcher of  the home and holder of  the

key,

do you know the taste of  i ron bars,

the feel  of  smoke in wings?

stroke my body soft ly

and cal l  me a good bird.

i  see that  you are nothing.

i  am queen of  this  cage,  you know,

of  stolen southern skies.

false idol  on a dusty shelf

there is  no church for  a songbird.

fold me in a cloth and put me in

the garden

for i  would rather see me dead

than l ive l i fe a warning.
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encomium of the canary
K. MCNEIL



TITLE: NOCTURNAL IMPULSE // ARTIST: BETH KEPHART
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T h e y  s h o u l d  s e l l  i t  a s  a  1 2  m o n t h  i l l u s t r a t e d  c a l e n d a r  /  o r  a  s e r i e s  o f  W i n d o w s  

s c r e e n s a v e r s :  a  f i s t  f u l l  o f  r e d  b e e t l e s  /  w i t h  t h e  y e l l o w  o r g a n s  o o z i n g

o u t  /  a  s u n - w a r m e d  s t r a w b e r r y  /  t h e  g o l d  f l a s h  o f  a  b i r t h m a r k  i n  a

l o v e r ’ s  e y e  /  h o w  t h e i r  f a c e  g o e s  s w i m m y  a n d  b l u e  w h e n  l o o k i n g  u p  

a t  y o u  f r o m  s e a t e d  /  y o u r  b e s t  f r i e n d  a t  t h e  d i n n e r  t a b l e ,  s t i l l  

v i s i t i n g  i n  d r e a m s  /  m o u t h i n g  f r o m  o u t  o f  t h e  b i g  n o t h i n g  I  l o v e  

y o u  /  w h i c h  m e a n s  i n  t h i s  c a s e  /  t a k e  h e a r t :  I  c a n  s t i l l  l o v e  y o u  

t h e  l a v e n d e r  d r y i n g  /  t h e  a w f u l  h o t  o f  c o n c r e t e  /  a  t h o u s a n d  m e n  

w h o  h a t e  y o u  a t  t h e  h e l m  o f  t h e  l a w  /  b r e a k f a s t  /  b o m b s  /  t h e  w o r l d   

t h e  w o r l d  t h e  w o r l d  /  a  g i r l  f l o a t i n g  f a c e  u p  p r a c t i c i n g  h e r  b r e a t h i n g  /  l e a r n i n g

t h e  s a m e  l e s s o n  o n  l o o p  /  y o u  m u s t  l e t  y o u r  l i f e  b e c o m e  v e r y  s i m p l e  

e v e n  t h o u g h  t h i s  i s  i m p o s s i b l e  /  y o u  m u s t  s i n k  t o  t h e  b o t t o m  o f  t h e  l a k e  

w h e r e  n o t h i n g  l i v e s  /  e x c e p t  b a c t e r i a  a n d  c r a b s  /  a n d  a n o t h e r  v i s i o n  

o f  h e r  /  l e a n i n g  i n  t h r o u g h  t h a t  e v e r - p r e s e n t  c l o u d  o f  h a i r  /  f l a s h  o f  g o r g e o u s

t e e t h  /  s n a p  p e a s  /  k i t c h e n  /  a  c o l a n d e r  o f  s i l k y  s a g e  /  a n d  f o r  t h e  c a l e n d a r ’ s

f i n a l e  /  a  g r a i n y  l o w - l i t  m e m o r y  /  t h e  s w a l l o w s  t h a t  f l u t t e r  i n  t h e  u n d e r p a s s  

t h e  o n e s  y o u  k e e p  t h i n k i n g  h a v e  g o t  t o  b e  h e r

GRIEF IS SUCH A WILD LANDSCAPE
CAROLINE WIYGUL
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i. when that first squeeze took you, I was asleep & you bowed before the toilet & it

wasn’t until a quarter past this is happening  you pulled me from our pillows between

quakings & the hospital said because she is your first wait & we did & you were eight

centimeters when we walked through those double security doors & you swam through

endless

ii. mid-labor we showered & I held you & our daughter crept downward & the water

mixed with blood & mucus to wash at our ankles & we hummed together with voices wet

& the bathroom echoed with us

iii. I cried & it was  release it was the snap of too taut it was that first hello it was that I’m

proud of both of you

iv. & you have so many words now & your feet sound like those of geckos on the

hardwood all gummy and sweet-smelling & you love music more than I loved anything

until your mama & you & you dance with hips swaying & knees bending & there in the

soft space below my sternum tiny feet beat out new rhythms in the flesh

v. we shared the hammock today, a Thursday home from work & daycare & the playlist

was right for the afternoon under the sun & we rocked, you with your book of textures &

my library of poems & you babbled against the breeze & peeled your socks off to better

feel the grass between pigs far too small for market

vi. and thank you

On Fatherhood - Year One
CAMDEN MICHAEL JONES
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         Ellie’s hands reach for jars of paint before she remembers. Colors are dangerous.

Red and orange stretch her legs, purple lifts her chest and shoulders toward the sky.

She swaps her paint brush for a graphite pencil and presses hard on paper. Better to

stay behind parallel gray bars, keep herself tiny. A slap from her mother, a glare from her

father, and she shrinks to half her size.

      Some days Ellie forgets, and ambles into the sunless kitchen, fingers stained

turquoise and tangerine, hands and arms stretched by colors the dark house cannot

contain. Those days her mother exiles Ellie to the dank room in the back, a hint of day

escaping from a dirty window above her head. Stay here ’til you’re fit to be seen, her

mother commands.

          Ellie’s teachers urge her parents to let their daughter take risks. But Ellie knows

the drill: curl up into a ball on the edge of the hard plastic chair, avoid eye contact. Eyes

down, she counts to one hundred and back while other kids hurl themselves down

slides, conquer monkey bars. When Ellie’s teacher leads her to an easel, draping a

smock over her tiny frame, Ellie shakes her head. Returning to her desk, she fills the

paper with straight lines and arcs, birds flying low over a field, pressed under heavy

dark clouds.

          When summer arrives and blue skies erase the dull of winter, Ellie is kept indoors,

in case you get any big ideas, her father says as he shuts her door. Trapped, she lies

down on the bed, eyes closed. But even in darkness the colors warm her, washing the

slate walls marigold and cinnamon, vermillion and topaz. Chest rising, her legs lengthen

and shoulders broaden. Lifting her arms, she traces blue green veins under skin. Ellie is

so long now her feet dangle at the foot of the bed, her head pushes against the frame.

         It’s the biggest she’s ever grown. Standing up, she crouches so she won’t bump

her head against the ceiling. On the other side of her window the fields stretch, shaded

by deep forest. Ellie crashes through the stone wall toward the blaze of yellow and

green.

Room Enough
PHEBE JEWELL
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        In the gloom of the kitchen, Ellie’s parents look up, startled by glass and brick

shattering. They stare at each other, listening for clues. Nothing. They return to their

bowls, spooning gray porridge into their mouths in silence. It must have been a sudden

wind, shaking the walls of the house.

TITLE: BIHTER WITH COFFEE
ARTIST: SEAN BW PARKER
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 I  t r ied to analyze my l i fe through the lens of  science f ict ion

 and real ized there’s more meaning in feeding a void than in

 asking for  solutions.  

 

Consider :

  

The wasted potential  of  sunny afternoons.  The inf inite certainty

    of  abandoned miracles.  Immortal i ty  attained through memory.       

  

                                                 The eternal  enemy we cal l  t ime.

                 

The f lowers in your garden have wrinkles and there’s one

that looks l ike your grandmother when she asked you for

a cup of  tea at  the end of  November.  

 

                                                              Light touches a yel low petal .

                                                              You see the moment dif ferently.

 

                Incessantly looking for  interpretations annihi lates the

essence of  an answer.  The feel ing should be enough.

Consider
CATARINA DELGADO
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A squawk with eyes closed.

The distress cal l .

Bedsheets rustle

root r ight left .

A second squawk as I  enter—the midnight morse code for  mama. 

I  l i f t  you from the crib

and you curl  into me soft  and warm;

a comma 

where al l  day you were a dash.  

Pudgy f ingers push,  pull ,  push again.  

Certain I ' l l  be there

certain of  sweet milk

and a steady heartbeat to drum away the dark.

And then you're latched 

drawing safety,  security,  sustenance

from breast  to body

fi l l ing the empty places

grown with absence.

As I  brush cornsi lk curls  from your forehead,

the nightl ight bl inks blue on double crescent lashes.

A content head rol ls  f rom breast  to just  below my chin

the scent of  s leeping baby

perfumes the air  as

your ear  catches my heart 's  cipher.

You're safe.

You're safe.

You’re safe.

Midnight Punctuation
CHRISTIANA DOUCETTE
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The buyer leaned over the fence,  waving his f labby arms to catch Coltetta’s

attention.  “Seems more l ike a pup,  i f  y’ask me.  A joyous mutt!  Sure i t ’s  a horse?”

           “Again,  our miniature horses are not dogs.  They are horses.  Small  horses,

yes,  but horses nonetheless.”  I  caught his  gaze with purpose.  “Not dogs.”

             “ Is  there a manager? Someone who could check again?”

             I  s ighed as Coltetta frol icked around the paddock.  “She’s the manager.”

            “That yapper?”

            “That miniature horse.  MBA. She has a degree from Wharton.”

             The buyer was impressed.  Soon Coltetta was operating his  kennels,  running

the business into the ground.

Raw Talent Acquisition
CHRIS CLEMENS

TITLE: IMPERMANENT
(previously published by

FERAL: A Journal of
Poetry and Art)

ARTIST: JACELYN YAP
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l i ly  of  the val ley
a Roman candle shooting
into darkness
 
when wil l  I  wi ld pear blossoms
 
slowly dying
the dandelions
her grandsons picked
 
the old spaniel  panting June wilted pansies
 
a hackberry emperor
sett l ing into phloxscent
afternoon deepens
 
blue lotus
a common sanddragon lands
in deep t ime
 
ephemeral  pools
the shadows of  dame’s rocket
swaying in the meadow
 
f irst  l ightning
through the oak grove
wild violets
 
heat l ightning
white gladiolus
bend under the weight
 
the drought sky
shift ing from lapis to slate
chicory

Flower Haiku
JOSHUA ST. CLAIRE
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     Rosemary,  Lavender and Thyme sat  at  an oaken table,  each with a secret

cupped in the palm of  her hand.  They had known each other for  so long that  they

had forgotten when and how they met.

         Each year when the snow fel l ,  the three would gather together and go into the

wilderness.

         The f i rst  year that  the women traveled into the white forest ,  Rosemary wanted

some berr ies from a holly plant growing high in a towering spruce.  Lavender was

afraid of  heights,  but for  Rosemary she cl imbed to col lect  them, heartbeat

f l ickering at  the side of  her throat.

       The second year the three walked with rounded bell ies and dreamt of  their

babes playing together.  What good fr iends they would be.  The women were t i red

and did not walk far .  They leaned on each other and shared hot cocoa in the dark.

They watched the stars through a break in the branches,  and Thyme doubled them

over with laughter.

       The third year,  they held babies on their  backs.  Thyme’s birth had been the

hardest .  A shadow darkened her bright eyes.  She was a nervous mother and had

lost  her l ightness.  Her humor turned sharp.

      Rosemary’s body refused to return to her previous shape.  She denied herself

the holly berr ies and other foods she loved to eat .  Her brain seemed soaked in fog.

She mourned.

        Lavender was softer  and battered,  but the happiest  she had ever been.  For the

first  t ime,  the women were not united.  A hair l ine crack began to form.

     As the years passed,  the chi ldren scattered,  laughter echoing amongst the

branches l ike f l i t t ing birds.  Yet  each winter ,  the three would gather together.  No 

Rosemary, Lavender and Thyme
LINEA JANTZ
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matter  how long it  had been since they last  spoke,  when the earth grew cold,

Lavender,  Rosemary and Thyme would walk into the deep snow that  snapped into

powder beneath their  feet .  The f i r  and spruce would stand at  attention along their

path unti l  they returned.  Each year their  secrets grew heavier .

      Lavender began to real ize that  Rosemary did not always speak kindly of  her

when she was not there.  Rosemary and Thyme were often together without her.

 

        Lavender cl imbed into the trees to bring Rosemary holly berr ies,  but Rosemary

would not eat  them. Lavender’s  conversations with Thyme grew st i f f .  The women

were growing apart .

        The winter  came when Lavender stood at  the edge of  the white forest  with her

children and spotted Rosemary and Thyme returning from the deep snow that

snapped into powder beneath their  feet .  They had gone without her.

       Lavender saw the two women freeze,  huddling back a bit  into the shade of  the

forest .  There was st i l l  t ime for  them to pretend that  they were happy to see her,

that  they were surprised.  But the three were not women to falsi fy  a smile.  One of

the things they loved about each other.

       Lavender’s  chi ldren ran to greet their  f r iends.  She real ized that  she would have

to fol low.

      She walked careful ly  through the snow with an iron f ist  s lowly t ightening on

her throat.  She real ized that  the two were not going to greet her.  Her chin raised.

        To their  credit ,  as she stopped a couple steps away,  Rosemary and Thyme did

look uncomfortable.  Typical ly,  this  was her cue to soothe and comfort .  But not

today.

       “ I  always think this  is  going to be more fun than i t  is ,”  Thyme offered.  “The

snow is  too deep for  the chi ldren.”

     Lavender let  her gaze travel  to her chi ldren gamboling down the trai l ,

captivated by polygons of  f rozen snow crust  they had broken free and held l ike

treasures in their  mittened hands.
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        “ I  should go,”  Lavender said.

         She hated the wobble in her voice.  She was not easy to wound and her fr iends

could tel l  they had done so.  She ducked her head away from the apology in their

eyes.  The women were not monsters.  The three had al l  changed.

        Lavender l i f ted her face to the winter  sky and drew a deep breath.  Then she

let  i t  go.

         Lavender fol lowed her chi ldren into the trees.  This t ime when she cl imbed the

tal l  spruce,  cradled by fragrant branches,  rocked by a chi l l  wind…Lavender plucked

a holly berry for  herself .

TITLE: SLEEPWALKING
ARTIST: KIM ARTHURS
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The fol lowing is  known as a ‘burning haibun’.  I t  begins with a prose-poem (1) ,  the

second part  is  created by the erasing or  blacking out of  certain parts of  the f i rst

poem, thus creating an erasure/blackout poem (2) .  This is  then reduced even

further to create the f inal  part :  the haiku (3) .

Tell Me Again
NAOMI MILLS
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the sound

petr ichoral :

we begin

 

with the old cal l  to prayer:

calm your heart ,  place a hag stone

a snai l  shell ,  beneath your tongue.

 

taste the body of  the water,  swallow

the blood of  the goddess here

frondescence sweeter than the calcareous

 

altarwine.  the women never stopped

worshipping what cr ies deep inside

the night rasping;  glory be to the dirt

 

& the wolf 's-bane,  the holy bog moss.

as in the beginning,  so now and always

and unti l  the bones are gi lded with guilt

|FEN| vesper vesper
KATE MACALISTER
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I .

As I  get  older,  clearer ,  the gl int  means more.

Here the old bell  beside my Quaker barn

won’t  r ing.  They cal l  red cedars boundary trees

but mine scatter  in the open.  Times are rest ive

wired,  taut.  A loud family of  geese l ives

at  my pond now. Where wil l  they go?

Where wil l  we go?

Sti l l ,  things almost sparkle.

Not in a good way.

I I .

Words can thwart .  Morning never breaks.

The seconds lose by gradation.  History

can never progress,  always guilty

of  having been.  Fl ight-path roars

turn si lent  with alt i tude.

A hideout l i fe of  night grinds away

and changes your name. Colors

lose meaning in the absence of

l ight,  sound.  St i l l ,

there are only

absolutes.

I I I .

Preferr ing Chopin’s nocturnes to chaos,  I

pour a drink.  Cool  for  late Spring,  burdened.

Eastern f lyway contrai ls  form crosses

eight,  nine miles up.  St i l l ,  a  blue bel ies

The Score
L. WARD ABEL
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turbulence.  The green bel ies a lack of

planting.  A wound shows no promise

but the f lai l ing drama.  And no gl int .

Drinking behind batt le l ines

you’re forgiven

if  you don’t  know

the score.

TITLE: DANCE, CHILD
ARTIST: KATIE HUGHBANKS
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I 'm speculating now. I  rushed

through a l i t  mag relying on art :

abstracts mostly,  art i facts of  our

t ime,  you know, postmodern angst

because everything means nothing.

 

Well  I 'm on a bench at  a peaceful

shore,  straining to remember when

nothing meant everything,  and more.

But damn those memories die.

 

Even a name here on a bronze plaque

that shone a long t ime stands alone

as in a rel iquary,  synapses themselves

corroded with oxidation,  pre-synaptic

irreconcilable with the post-synaptic.

 

Young people jog r ight by,  laughing

maybe at  the latest  joke,  at  an old man

frozen-faced in thought at  the t ide,

along the path of  countless bronze

memories disdained,  although inscribed.

Energy should be fueled by legacy

to be enough to join the wind,

feel  i ts  buffet ing,  r ippl ing al l  about,

the future after  al l .

 

I  suffer  with my need to remember,

not to fade,  not to die.

Need Considered at the Shore
KEITH MOUL
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the candidate says again.
I  am certain whatever i t  indicates
is  not a truth
anyone should have to face.
Probably not even truth at  al l .
 
Overhead clouds are gathering
gray taffeta vei ls  and dark
woolen shawls
as i f  already mourning
for what is  to befal l  us.
 
Though the rain when it  fal ls
is  clear  as the beauty of
the monarch caterpi l lars
emerging ful l  winged,
gl istening as moonglow across grass.
I t ’s  everything after  the election I  fear .
 
Too many children
like crushed acorns
wil l  never grow into trees.
Swollen r ivers of  hate
overf lowing al l  our shores
and melt ing glacier  r isen oceans
of famine swallowing the masses.
 
In another version of  the world,
there must be leaders
who attend the kindness of  sunrise
with tongues held and
palms up to receive
the words of  their  people
l ike water  in the desert .

Believe You Me
LANA HECHTMAN AYERS
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I  don’t  l ike the way you read

and I  don’t  mean

aloud.  I  mean you read too fast ,

too faci lely,  too faithlessly.

I  mean we both read that  book

and loved it—you said you loved it—

but then you moved on to another book,

another voice,  while I  st i l l  had the voice

of that  book in my head

and I  couldn’t  move on.  I  went back

and l ingered in the copyright history,

the blurbs,  the epigraph and dedication,

then I  reread the f i rst  sentence,  the f i rst

paragraph,  the f i rst  page,

and it  was l ike love at  f i rst  s ight a second t ime

as I  dove back into the book we loved,

and I ’m loving i t  st i l l

and reading i t  again.  Don’t  talk to me

about the book you’re reading now.

Don’t  tel l  me you’re loving that  book.

You don't  know what love is .

Faithless
PAUL HOSTOVSKY



storm blown through—

skeins of  sunlight

cascade from clouds

 

sight unfettered

scudding l ike spindrift

toward old Michi-gami

 

step-wise,  f inespun

transubstantiat ion

forgett ing feet

 

the ways of  f lesh

by tai l ing winds

laid bare

 

thought scattering

on ancestral  dust

green-grown
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Along the Ice Age Trail
DARRELL PETSKA

TITLE: FOX DANCE
ARTIST: MANDY ROBERTSON
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/ /  Al l  summer I  wait  for  summer to end /  al l  winter  I  wait  for  summer to come /

And seamlessness /  was something I  wanted to show you

In the sunlight stretched over the sky l ike a pyrophanous skin /  draping i tself

Over my neck l ike a mother 's  hand /

 

I  wanted to show you the int imacy of  the sun blooming out of  ki l ter  through the r iver

bed /  the vestiges of  old trees effervescing on the surface /

Sirens dancing /  your heart  /

/  making dreams out of  clouds /

the yolk of  l i fe  st icky in between your f ingerprints /

Would you want to be the bird balancing the sky on the back of  i ts  wings? /

Put roots in the dreams they buried with their  dead

And wait  them to spring out in red poppies on a f ield of  wet,  winter  dreams ? /

Would you chase the tai l  of  summer l ike he does?

 

 /  For him,  summer is  the changing

Winds tapping on his  hands /  with the same tenderness as a poem /

For him, summer is  exodus /  the f l ight of  hands from heart  to mouth

For me,  summer is  the st irr ing of  an old batt le /  when close is  not enough

The bitter  taste of  a not-quite resolution /  tender epithets,  nothing much to do or  to be

done

For you /  winter  is  when you crave the touch of  someone else /  when you ask yourself

 I f  loving someone is  just  l ik ing someone a lot ,  or  is  i t  something else,  something that

can't  be def ined?

For you,  winter  is  hasti ly  str ipping the driveways of  f resh memories that  fel l  overnight

For me,  i t  is  the footsteps that  tread behind you /  and the doubt trai l ing through your

f ingers trai l ing through my f ingers /

Wishing we could make the same mistakes //  

A wish that we could make the same mistakes
ELA KUMCUOGLU



77.

A t ingling chil l

running through me.

Pleasant shudder,

reactive f lesh;  the nerve,

arousing l imbic,

reminiscent connection.

This rush of  dopamine;

a temporary hit .

St imulating melody l ike

Frisson meets Florence

and her machine.

Sympathetic extremes

overcome, intertwine.

Taken aback,  to a moment,

defying the i l lusion of  t ime.

Hijacking the senses,

tr iggering;  emoting.

Struck by awe.

Awestruck
LAUREN MERRYFIELD

TITLE: MORNING GLORY
ARTIST: LARENA NELLIES-ORTIZ
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                                                                                            for  Siena,  age 3 months

Or
MIKE CHRISMAN

I  carr ied my baby down the dark

road between the moon and pond.  

She cried,  as i f  she wanted some

better  balance of  l ight and water.

I  t r ied to sing her what quiet  I  could

take from those places.  But she cried,

as i f  she needed calm

from far  below me,  below

the search for  balance,

                                       deep into rock,

down where centers meet,  where I

could no more extract  i t

than she would know if  she saw it  .  .  .

as i f  she knew I  could grasp

at the loss as bal last  against

fal l ing or  f loating any sudden

way .  .  .  

              or

                            that  I  could hold her close

against  both our uncertain places

  and sway and sway and sway and sway.
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For Sale: The Complete Works of William Shakespeare

JENNIFER ANNE GORDON

Hardcover,  in low grade condit ion.

This copy of  The Complete Works of  Wil l iam Shakespeare features a gold

embossed cover that  the original  owner always wished were si lver  instead.

Gold always reminded her of  her mother’s  fake gold pinkie nai l  with a diamond

chip.  Her mother never real ized this  was supposedly a “cocaine nai l”  and

throughout high school  i t  was awkward when her mother would tap tap tap  her

long cigarettes into the ashtray when picking her up from school.

This copy of  the complete works of  Wil l iam Shakespeare also features

ephemeral  paper that  feels as i f  i t  wi l l  turn to dust  with every movement of  the

page.

Special  care should be taken with the Othello section.  Al l  of  Desdemona’s

l ines are highlighted,  and in the margins,  there are notes written in pencil  that

have almost faded away.  Book wil l  need to be brought into the l ight to see said

notes.

Port ions of  Desdemona’s Song of  Wil low  are worn almost through due to water

damage.

Are tears considered water? Are they considered something more,  something

less?

Pages were damaged in the family wait ing room on f loor C of  Catholic Medical

Center.  The original  owner would spend hours in that  room memorizing said 
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passage.  What normally would have just  taken her an hour took close to the

ful l  thirteen hours that  i t  took for  her father to pass away after  his  feeding tube

was removed.

What is  invisible is  the melody of  the Song of  Wil low, as i t  was sung quietly to

herself .  She tr ied not to disturb her mother,  who was f ighting the nurses and

trying to get them to change her husband into the new pajamas she had

purchased for  him that  day.  That’s  where she was,  that’s  why she wasn’t  here,

that’s  why she missed the cal l  about him signing the DNR.

The original  owner of  this  book was in bed with someone she should not have

been when her father’s  decision was made.

So yeah,  tear  damage,  but i t  should be expected.  Tragedies are sad,  especial ly

Othello.

The section of  Macbeth is  in prist ine condit ion.  Original  owner never got the

chance to highlight any of  those l ines,  another wrong person she would go to

bed with went on to direct  that  play,  and he thought i t  would be best  for  both

of them if  she didn’t  even audit ion.

She did go see i t  though,  on opening night,  f ighting back bitter  tears that

tasted l ike the pages of  a book.

His Lady Macbeth fucking sucked.

That is  not apparent in this  what we now real ize is  a vintage copy of  the

Complete Works of  Wil l iam Shakespeare.

Around this  t ime the original  owner started to sl ice the tops of  her hands open

in thin l i t t le cuts l ike sl ivers.  She would blame this  on her landlady’s miniature

dachshund,  Lucy with her t iny sharp claws.
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Please note that  red brown stains that  seeped from Richard I I  to Henry V’s

Saint  Crispin Day Speech are due to this .

Damage.

The book comes with a very creased spine,  and i f  the book were to fal l  open it

would almost come apart  in two dist inct  pieces,  a  before and after .

The book,  when closed,  is  al l  she has left  of  the “during” t ime of  her l i fe.

Book has taken residence in New Hampshire,  Ohio,  and New Hampshire again.

I t  has resided in the small  shelves of  the l ibraries of  her chi ldhood home, f i rst

apartment,  second apartment,  a  hotel  where sex workers turned tr icks on the

third f loor that  she l ived for  6 months,  the house where she almost died,  the

house where her husband was arrested for  trying to ki l l  her,  and then

eventually back to NH again,  where i t  l ived in her mother’s  shed,  and

eventually in a haunted house.

Warning.  This book is  damaged and has ghosts.
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Sing to me.

Breath sunk to 

staved bone,

porcelain cracked

wide l ike thunder.

These hymns sung  

in sheets painted violet ;

the scent of  mourning.

 

Laced wings beat 

to the drum of  moving earth.

Her music set  at  dusk

to bury secret  longing.

So sing to me.  

Let  me sleep.  

Sing to me
EMILY R. PAGET

TITLE: AFTER THE RAIN
ARTIST: LARENA NELLIES-ORTIZ
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Go. 

Go back.  

Arr ive.  As the plane lands,  remove an i tchy sweatshirt  f rom a t ime smoothed canvas

backpack.  Note that  a plane can not take you home, only back .   The sweatshirt  is  a

shield,  i t  should communicate that  you are “from” here,  but no longer “of”  here.

Bonus points i f  i t  lets  people know that  you are very smart .  I t  should be red.  Red,

l ike the cr imson blood of  pi lgrims.  I t  should not be yel low. Yel low l ike corn.  Yel low

like your hair .  

Walk.  Into the cool  air  of  the airport ’s  two terminals.  Hear the echoing of  your

voice,  “Yes,  i t ’s  a  good place to be f rom .”

Argue with the woman at  the rental  car  counter.  Do not accept the SUV she offers.

Tap manicured nai ls  on the counter.  “Al l  that  matters is  the gas mileage.”

Speed.  

Swerve around Ford F-150s and minivans.  Marvel  at  how uncomfortable i t  feels to

be the t iniest  thing on the road.  Think,  I  real ly  don’t  f i t  here anymore.  

Slip into auto-pi lot .  Head north on large highways that  melt  into smaller  roads.

When you see the f i rst  cornfield,  s low down. Hands wandering mindlessly towards

the buttons on your left .  

Pretend.  

Pretend not to notice that ,  as you breathe in corn pollen,  an ache inside your chest

eases.  Feel  the sunshine on your arms.  Know precisely when they wil l  start  to burn.

You possess a body that  is  tuned to this  lat i tude.

Directions for Finding Home
KY L. GERBUSH
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When you pass the football  scoreboard next  to the highway,  next  to the Taco

Bell  that  used to be a Dairy Queen,  next  to the gas stat ion that  used to be a

McDonalds,  next  to the new gas stat ion that  has “Tap to Pay.”  Know you have

come too far  to go back.  You must turn r ight.  

Do not turn r ight.  

Look at  the houses.  Take inventory:

They are new-ish.

They are nice- ish.

Judge them. 

Houses with brick on the front and baby-vomit-beige vinyl  s iding everywhere

else.  Houses with large back porches and cheap man-made lake views.   

Drive past :

A blonde woman with a dog.  

A blonde woman with a dog.  

A blonde woman with two dogs.  

Try to think of  a blonde joke with a dog.  Think only that  these women’s bodies

are yours.  See their  faces as you glance at  yours in the rear  view mirror .  

Stop at  a grocery store that  looks l ike a farm stand.  Go inside.  Expect to feel

lost .  Feel  disappointed when everything is  in the exact place you knew it

would be.  

Remember.
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Hear your mother.  “ I f  you ever step into a fairy r ing you must not eat  anything

because then you’l l  never be able to come home.”  

Remember.  

You found a patch of  wild strawberries.  You could smell  them before you saw

their  l i t t le red faces winking up at  you out of  a r ing of  deep green grass.  Smell

sugar in the air .  Bees buzz around your mosquito-bitten ankles.  How many

types of  bees could you name as a six  year old?

Rusty-Patched Bumble Bee.  Ligated Furrow Bee.  Sweat  Bee.  Carpenter  Bee.  

Don’t  remember.  Stare at  the gl istening strawberries in plast ic containers in

the store.  

Remember.  You pressed an unwashed berry to your l ips.

Don’t  remember.  Feel  the chi l l  store air  on the nape of  your neck prickl ing your

skin into goosebumps.  

Remember,  crunching grass,  gone brown, a summer with no rain.  Withering

corn stalks.  Someone moved towards you.  The coolness of  a shadow fel l  over

you.  Darkness pressed down, breath stolen from lungs,  innocence taken from

your chi ld body.  Don’t  let  your mind remember everything your body knows

about loss.  Mindlessly run your f ingers over bruises that  are long turned back

to f lesh,  thumb prints faded from your wrist ,  throat,  and thighs.  

Scream. 

Do not scream. 
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Do not buy the strawberries.  

Flee to the parking lot .  Sky pink l ike a freshly scraped knee.  Pull  your phone

from your pocket and look at  your lock screen.  You in the maroon sweater.  You

stand on the shore of  a far  away coast .  You,  laughing with people who don’t

have corn pollen in their  DNA. 

Think of  the women with the dogs.  

Breathe.

Al low yourself  to imagine being one of  them. 

Breathe.

Imagine watching this  sunset from the porch of  a brick-and-vinyl  house.  Put a

wine glass in your hand.  Put a sign on the wall  that  says,  “The secret

ingredient  is  love…and butter .”  Put a man beside you.  Give him kind eyes.

Listen to your matching accents.  Feel  no twinge of  shame when he says,

“Whatcha looking acrost  at?” 

Rub your sweaty palms on the cr imson sweatshirt .  

Drive.  

Pretend.  That there are plural  reasons you don’t  belong here,  not a singular

reason.  Look at  your not-SUV-rental  and think,  I  real ly  don’t  f i t  in  here.  

Go back.  

Don’t  go back.  
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TITLE: ARBOREAL RIPPLE // ARTIST: RUTHENIUM
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He l ived his chi ldhood

believing everything

within a container

must be rat ioned.

 

He was obedient.

Carafe of  water

beckoning thirst

while playing taught

 

temperance,  foregoing

the indulgence of  those

with a non-scarcity mindset,

water  greedily guzzled

 

unti l  quenched,  then poured

over faces and bodies

before evaporating

without a second thought.

 

Imagination as big

as a canvas,  learning

to thin his  brushstrokes,

one-t ime al location

 

of  a few primary colors

that  st i l l  sett led below

the top of  plast ic palette

wells  with so many unfi l led.

 

Marshmallow Test
JOSEPH GESKEY
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Decades later  he learned

about the marshmallow

experiment.  I f  preschool

children could wait

 

f i f teen minutes without

eating a marshmallow

placed in front of  them

they could have two.

 

Unreal ist ic he thinks,

only in research labs

could a promise l ike this

be made and kept.

TITLE: HOPE BUBBLE
ARTIST: KATIE HUGHBANKS
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Those days when the sunlight 

streams through the stained glass,

a prism of  color

on green altar  cloth.  

And it ’s  a comfort ,

the rustle of

Sister  Abigai l

in her garden,  weeding and pruning

in the morning dew;

the smell  of  old wood

and candle smoke;

the way footsteps echo

and whispers r ing

l ike prophecy.  

I  tel l  her  I  love her,  here,

so i t ’s  both quiet  and profound,

sitt ing shoulder to shoulder

in the f inal  pew—

hand in hand

in the softness of

unremarkable days.  

Ordinary Time
ELIZABETH ANNE SCHWARTZ



91.

you 

wait  

to feel  

anything 

but 

numbness 

            st icky residue 

            in  your chest  

sometimes 

you smell  

peppermints 

             he used 

             to eat  

you scrub 

dishes only 

to have 

stains 

remain

Stains
ERIN JAMIESON
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When the Earth sleeps

I  hear her ancient mourning.

Divine sorrow drawn in the

ashes of  oak.

A brumal mist  that  dri f ts  barefoot

through the hourglass,

swollen in her crown of

grief .

 

These wings of  darkness

beat in syncopation

against  the si lence.

Soul  for  soul  and

buried in scarlet .

The sound of  drumming

an invitat ion

to the wild-eyed moon.

Buried
EMILY R. PAGET

TITLE: DREAMING OF CROWS ON
A SUPER BLUE MOON

ARTIST: KIM ARTHURS
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hush  /  l ike dri f t ing snow or susurrous waves

she explains her recent diagnosis

and she punctuates i t  with a l ingering so

trai l ing off  /  air  dying /  uncertain soothsayer

an el l ipsis  meant to mean

you talk  now so I  can take a  breath

I  make a rash joke,  joshing her about

moving her things into the hospital

where wil l  her  clothing hang in a shared room?

what photos wil l  she bring and does she

need help in f inding a mover? wil l  an ambulance

double? when are visit ing hours?

but real ly,  I ’m afraid I ’ l l  lose her syntax

the synecdoche of  her vocabulary

the weight of  her nouns and verbs

and remember I  fai led music theory

and l inguist ics the same semester

that  tone is  indist inguishable from voice

and that’s  the real  punchline

SYNTAX
IAN PARKER
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I  hear why so serious ,  but  we don’t  carry

             that  f lavor ice cream. 

     Some cultures don’t  even have words  

              for  our brand of  cognit ive dissonance.  

              A cigar is  a cigar is  a cigar is

 

obscuring the view of  the mountains with smoke.

             Some people are born never having seen

the veins l i t  red between their  eyel ids and

                                             everything else.

 

Can you envision a bal l  you’ve never seen?

            Only ever held? What’s  the nature

      of  the orb in your mind i f  the real  thing was

                                              never there? 

 

The story I ’m tel l ing is  the one about the man

who had a daughter and whose wife died in

                                             chi ld birth.  

He sai led her to an island where he raised her

                                   a l l  alone,  

         and taught her that  they were the only

 

two people on earth,  that  the is land was the only patch

            of  land for  miles and miles.  When he died

 

            she was al l  that  was left ,  and when she closed

her eyes al l  she saw was the widemouthed sprawl

                                    of  an empty plate.  

Dopamine Fast
JOSHUA LILLIE
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First  cool  breeze off  Cobb Pond & already

I’m bracing for  frosted windows & clanking pipes

as I  stand here with my father’s  Shakespeare Wonder

 

Rod,  so old i t ’s  made of  f iberglass.  The best

for  soft  presentat ions,  for  impart ing subtlety

to a  Hula Popper’s  chug.  That’s  what

 

my father used to say & l ike he taught

I ’m on the watch for  fevered boils  at  the edge

of l i ly  pads where lunker bass gulp golden

 

shiners & fatten up for  winter .  But I  see nothing.  

Scan the sky ,  I  can almost hear him say.  

Osprey circle when f ish are near  the surface.  

 

The sky is  spotless.  On the shore a mere

few feet  away,  curled l ike an ampersand,

a small ,  black snake f l icks i ts  tongue to taste the air .  

 

I  can’t  recal l  fatherly wisdom pert inent

to snaky ampersands.  Here’s what I  think:

not even vintage f ishing gear wil l  lure

 

largemouths from the depths today.  I t ’s  just

me & this  snake sunning at  summer’s end,

an occasional  sparkle dancing across the water.

Nothing Biting
RICHARD JORDAN
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when i  was in summer st i l l ,  i

cl imbed a plum tree and made up a song that

went on singing i tself ,  i  put  my eyes

on sturdy branches so that  they would stay open

long after  i  cl imbed down. that  was the summer i

wobbled onto roofs that  weren’t  mine and dangled from telephone wires

as i f  a  blouse hung on a washing l ine.  i  wanted god

to catch me and he did.  god said get in the car

and he drove me down to cal i fornia at  midnight so i  could see

the moon dip

l ike a tea bag into the pacif ic.

you might have seen us

or you might see us again,  hair  and hands,

he drives l ike a maniac,  i  am

screaming,  we are f lying,

laughing and won’t  stop.

helium
ROWAN TATE

TITLE: OF ELSEWHERES
ARTIST: JONATHAN KUSNEREK
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summer dies in the mouth of  my aunt

who says she prays for  israel  every night.

 

she sits  across the table from my sister

and the cake my sister  baked for  her

 

chewing cheney praise with the cream cheese 

icing “he’s voting for  kamala you know”

 

at  this  point  in the afternoon that  looks 

l ike evening,  my sister  texts me for  an al ly .  

 

another stomach churning back the milk & honey,  

vomit ing that  bleached blood onto the worn 

 

persian carpet from the soukh (we should’ve 

checked the provenance),  our guilty heels bent back 

 

against  the wool,  red-soled from walks through tel  aviv.  

“or ,”  says our aunt,  “anointed.  elevated,  an al iyah”.  

 

“or ,  dusted with birthright” says our aunt and our aunt 

and our father and our uncle and our aunt.  they mourn

 

the parks they used to walk through in the golan.

we claw at  our hair .  a  chi ld’s  lungs crush in the rubble.

 

an arm waves from a burning tent.  another aid truck 

turns back down apartheid avenue,  concrete and wire.

 

we cannot forget what we have seen.  my aunt takes 

another bite of  cake.  chews with her mouth open.

summer dies in the mouth of my aunt
SIMONE PARKER
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Protons

Electrons

Always

Cause

Explosions.

-RZA

 

I .

furt ive electrons,  nebulous,       

probabil ist ic  bal l ist ics

buzz and hum

to the cal l  of  universal  laws,

their  actions and f low

the thrust  we feel .  i t

permeates the cel l  walls ,

pierces the weightless mind,

causes the dread that  kicks

the pit  of  our stomach in the si lence,

tr iggers the dexterous,  intuit ive

movement of  the toes

with every step.

 

I I .

disheveled galaxies appear at  our moment of  despair  and cluelessness l ike

professors – absent-minded,  bl i the,  wise – late for  class,  their  glasses cracked,

their  smiles genuine.

 

I I I .

let  me ask,  do you

            know yourself  better

            f rom your f l ipped ref lection

Science
THOMAS RIONS-MAEHREN



99.

in the mirror ,  the same, old eyes star ing back

at you,  a new freckle or  scar maybe,  or  f rom l iving,  f rom feel ing

             the subzero wind cut through your jacket,

             the pain of

                         stagnation,  the elat ion

             of  a  blue sky?

IV.

science is  the looking glass.

 

V.

everything there is  to know about the universe

is ratt l ing around somewhere between

the dainty,  l i t t le  hairs  on your skin

and the black hole of  fear  in your soul .  the mysteries

of  the cosmos

              i  am.

 

VI .

we are sacks of  goop held

             together          by the surface

tension of  water.  our minds

                         evolved to avoid

the sharp end of  a t iger,  not

to nestle cognizance of  al l  existence

                          in  the pre-made,  pre-f i t ted boxes of  our psyche.    

 

VI I .

when the chalkboards have been wiped,  the pages

of our textbooks stamped by muddy boot prints,

our computers neutral ized by the deluge of  a new spring,

AI  babbling endless str ings of  probable next  words

into the void of  space,  what wil l  we say

that i t  is  that  we lost? a lot ,  certainly,

but wil l  i t  be who we are?
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VII I .

CONCLUSION.

in this  poem, the dichotomy of  human understanding and human experience was

explored.  a discussion probed whether or  not knowledge is  learned or  l ived,

wisdom true or  i l lusory.  despite the lack of  a sat isfactory answer – or  even question

– being found,  somewhere,  moisture in the air  was condensed on a microscopic

part icle,  which was augmented by i ts  ascending and descending,  before being

splattered upon a fal len maple leaf .  addit ionally,  blood vessels were di lated and

heart  rates elevated by the hormonal  indicators exchanged in a tender kiss

between a young couple caught in the storm. areas for  further research include the

strained conformations of  twisted molecules in the eye being l iberated by photons

reflected from waterfal ls  and forests and the movements of  neurons being

stimulated via compression waves created by the babble of  crystal l ine creeks,  the

cry of  fert i le  toads,  and the composit ions ethereal  songbirds.

TITLE: DON’T HOLD YOUR TEARS
ARTIST: 
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only the birds are landing today

at the airport  terminals.

 

no passengers

     they exclaim

we remember a story

 

    Icarus,  was high

on a horse—

of his  own supply—

to drown on a journey,

sealed in wax and

the unkindness of  feathers.

 

they wil l  not  bear

text  messages

to our opposites above.

 

the sol i tary hoverings

above us are ghosts—

and only ghosts

understand the birds.

icarus ghosted the birds
WILL DAVIS
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Sti l l  hanging up there alone

You’re the most popular

Reviewer of  parading swir ls

 

Smaller  than a palm, you’re

Actually big enough to hold

The entire season

 

Withered l ike a weathered wish

You seal ,  for  a new spring,  every drop

Of freshness in the twig

Last Leaf
YUAN CHANGMING

TITLE: PETALS
ARTIST: RACHEL COYNE



103.

 Amid these rocks,  these round wooded hi l ls ,  these outposts of  the most ancient of

mountains,  approach the pi l lar .  Hidden in the ten thousand inscribed,  trace the one

and only name. Lay f lowers.  Back away.  The sky is  adamant blue,  enamel to tap

fingernails  against .  Seven hawks,  ambassadors of  war,  circle and cry as the three-

day blood-struggle ebbs down the slopes.  The r idge curves l ike the spine of  a man

reposed on his  s ide.  Crawl through the earth and bramble,  f ind bits  of  tortured metal

—bullets and buckles that  bear witness l ike the oldest  trees.  Pause.  The shadow

approaches,  and t ime laps back on i tself .  The hawks have gone and with them heat;

the glare of  the sun is  quenched.  A bl ink,  a  farewell  twinkle,  and noon-hard blue

melts to twil ight.  Songbirds hush,  al lowing tree frogs and crickets to take up the

strain.  False sunsets f lame sweetly on the horizons,  while ten thousand unnamed

stars hang in violet  above.  An ir idescent circlet  of  s i lver  rules the sky,  a  crown

exchanged for  al l  the weariness in the world.  Kneeling by the tal l  stone,  hear the

long-desired sigh,  feel  the brush of  cool  knuckles.  Reckon the loss.  In a faraway

home, a clock cl icks the moments away.  There,  a  tune is  remembered.  There,  a  name

is written.  Someone plucks str ings beneath the l ight that  never goes out.  

Syzygy
SHELLEY K. DAVENPORT

TITLE: DON’T FEED THE SOLACE
ARTIST: JONATHAN KUSNEREK
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No one recal ls  where the good canopies are,  whether

it 's  more or  less humid near the r iver ,  whether    

i t 's  even running any more.

 

I t  seems we lost  al l  the paperwork

on how to run this  place.  Whether

May was a myth,  l ike heaven.

 

             Let’s  get  back in the car,  sweetie - -  this

              this  is  not  the one I  thought i t  was.

 

Son,  I  should have known. Or I  knew, but 

i t  was a knowing I  had no place to keep.

All  the things I  promised were not

 

a l ie ,  just  truths no longer possible.

We are so far  f rom the deep

shade I  remember.  Whether

 

we even saved the seeds.

Hairs  gl isten on your legs,  the parking

lot  melt ing beneath your shuff le,  shoes

                     

on the wrong feet ,  in the toddler  style.

Everything about and in and of

you is  st i l l  and always perfectly

 

impossible,  a  feather

made of  birds,  a  leaf

made of  trees.

deep shade
STACY MARIE MILLER
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TITLE: SHADES OF SHADE // ARTIST: RUTHENIUM
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On my f i rst  day of  col lege,
at  a varnished oaken table,
in sturdy slatback chairs,
we went around l ist ing
name, hometown, some fun fact .
 
When my turn came,
I  gave the name Clive,
unmooring myself
from the name my parents gave me.
I  imagined gl iding
through f i rst  dates,  interviews
doctor’s  visits  without
the wrong kind of  attention.
Frustrat ion from thwarted desires
to “get i t  r ight.”  A well -meaning
“I  love ethnic names,  what’s  yours mean?”
 
Years later ,  s i t t ing on a windowsil l ,
greeting the dawn of  graduation day
in last  night’s  clothes,
I  recal led that  scene from Spir i ted Away,
when Chihiro is  trapped
in that  fantastic bathhouse
because a witch
tears her name asunder,
rending 千  f rom 尋 ,
so she forgets who she is .
 
I  thought back to my brash decision,
sitt ing straight-backed at  that  oaken table,
and I  wondered i f  l ike Chihiro
I  had forgotten myself ,
so I  could never remember
who and what I  lost .

By Any Other Name
STEPHEN K. KIM



107.

 Cut  up after  Tumblr  posts

 

when i  was l i t t le i  

pretended to be a statue 

of  an astronaut,  but not 

the astronaut himself .

 

al l  the things I  wanted

to be (an angel ,  a  ruse)

shifted inside me l ike

seasons of  gir lself .

 

the secret  changes

my best  fr iend and I  felt

together,  the supernatural

want I  held in my diary.

 

how confusing i t  is  

to want to be loved 

knowing gir ls  don’t  

fal l  in love with gir ls

Confessional
SIMONE PARKER
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You ask me why I  comb my hair

now that  i t ’s  fal len out

as i f  the seconds I  waste could add up

to something.

 

I  don’t  need a reason.

 

I  have no apology

for the frayed hem of  my jeans,

the worn hole in my crotch,

the years I  t r ied to escape my clothes

l ike a god on a binge,

my weak knees and broken arm

from pointing the wrong way

through traff ic .

 

Too late to admit

my thoughts were impure,

not al l ,  just  the puckered

scars on my back

from making love to myself

when I  thought I  could avoid

the dart ing rabbit

beneath my t i res.

Apology
TERRY TIERNEY
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my dark mother covered the land

                                   in  salt ,  a  f lood

then came the decay,  a s inking,

then the fern seeds,  the stories and ancient unsett l ing

fog          a  thick shroud for  a l iv ing,

                                          seething burial  s i te.  I  s leep

with a mouth ful l  of  moss,  and I  wake

with a mouth ful l  of  rain;  thirst .

something in this  water  catches  the ghosts

they are drawn to the l ichenlight

& the old songs begin to walk

                                       here        wordless,  gorseful  hymns—

& every crossroad within me is  a haunting choice

|FEN| dawn history
KATE MACALISTER
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Underneath the cr inkle is  the spiral -spi l l

paired with a smile and ir ises mutating

into the search bar’s  bl inking cursor.

 

The black text  on blue screen f loat

in green,  bl ink at  you in security code of  your credit  card

and melts into a sideways tr iangle ready to play.

 

Underneath the singing bowl is  a thumping heart

and two nostr i ls  inhal ing cedar to press into r ibs–

hold i t  there.  

 

The r ibs bar away the f loating star ,  the vessel

bubbling with i ts  own acid and f lame.  I t  only demands:

         feed me well

and to fol low the scratched down notes and printed ink.

Take the shrug as:  i t ’s  well  worth the try .  

 

Underneath,  the last  ray sits ,  converging onto i tself ,

blurred in i ts  own refraction,  underneath

a cold stethoscope bit ing at  your chest

to hear the whisper of  bronchi  and trachea.  

Aberration
HUNTER BLACKWELL
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I would like to commission a statistical analysis. Is there an Ivy League post-doc seeking

to contribute something novel to the field? I do not know to which field I am referring,

but people with velvet stripes on their robes can sort that out. All I need is a scientist.

The object under study: declarations directed at cats.

Hypothesis: Upwards of ninety percent of catward statements translate to, “you are

good.” Cats do not need to hear it, but we need to say it.

I am a child, not a scientist. I scarcely passed Geology. Still, I come into this project with

a high measure of confidence. I laugh the roof off my laboratory daily. Laughter is the

unsung sibyl of science. Laughter is the healthiest and holiest response to that which

we cannot control, such as the moon, the trajectory of aerosol cheese, or ourselves.

I cannot control myself. I can only hear myself. Every time the nutmeg nugget swaggers

into the room, I slobber like a sycophant. You are a good baby! You are beautiful! You are

in the ninety-ninth percentile of verbal reasoning!

Cosette’s accomplishment is her arrival. This is sufficient. She may pursue her own tail

like a felon, claim my lap for France, or consume beef nuggets shaped like stars. It does

not matter. Her goodness is under her ribs and out of her hands. This is why her empty

bag of worries blows in the wind like a flag. This is why I would like to be Cosette when

I grow up.

My mother has been campaigning for me to grow up since I was smaller and wiser than I

am now. When I tell her I feel precarious, her hair stands on end, as though a wombat

ran into the room. I tell her this so often, her hair should not still get surprised.

I tell her I am afraid I will lose my job because our income was down. It was down three

percent, but all three were obese and uncouth. I tell her I am afraid my friends have 

ANGELA TOWNSEND



112.

impeached me because no one responded to my text about elves. I tell her I saw God

fold God’s head in God’s hands because I spent profane sums on ice cream.  

I tell her I want someone to tell me that I am so excellent, I have outrun the boogey man.

I would like this notarized in triplicate. I would also like a Pulitzer Prize.

My mother is a psychologist, so she uses words like “internal locus of control.” My

mother is a theologian, so she uses words like “mercy.” My mother is in her fourth

decade of hearing me ask if I am lovable, so she uses words like “dammit.”

I am a child, not a scientist, so I follow impulses like the ice cream man. I code “you are

good” into emails to the Board of Directors and texts to my nutritionist. I am an

aggressive awarder, pinning blue ribbons on lapels and Led Zeppelin T-shirts. I inform

many mammals of the news I need to hear. I see God fold God’s head in God’s hands

because I am yelping too fast to hear God.

Our post-doc may need backup from the divinity school. It has been conclusively

proven that cats believe they are the Pope, but their theological agenda remains

unexplored. If ever they espoused insecurity, they have gone apostate. They are

evangelists of the unconditional. They are not going to tell us what to believe. They are

not going to wait for us to tell them that they are good. They are going to laugh. They

have velvet stripes on their arms.
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A week of  rain,  a  week without shadows,  with

shadows lost  in the velvety grass and the

earth spongy underfoot.  With dayl ight soft  as

 

an old white sheet.  With no one taking a star

turn in the long rays of  sunset or  dawn. With no

stars.  With night showing up l ike your mother

 

in her old green car,  rol l ing down the window to

lean out and cal l  you:  Want a  r ide up the hi l l?

I  just  ran out  for  a  few groceries .  With her

 

headlights double moons in the gathering dusk,

under the plum-black,  cloudy sky.  Of  course

you’d get in,  even though she’s four years gone.

 

Even though you’re halfway dreaming it ,  half

remembering.  Even though tomorrow you’l l

wake to an overf low of  morning,  horizon zipped

 

into i ts  blue and brass uniform, and ruthlessly in

love with the new. I ts  bright world begins at  

the t ip of  a shadow. And l ikely includes even you.

Without Shadows
CHRISTINE POTTER
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N e v a d a .  H e r  p o e m s  h a v e  a p p e a r e d  i n  s e v e r a l  p l a c e s ,

i n c l u d i n g :   H u m a n a  O b s c u r a ,  G y r o s c o p e  R e v i e w ,
c o n t e m p o r a r y  h a i b u n  o n l i n e ,  a n d  t h e  W e e  S p a r r o w

W a t e r  A n t h o l o g y .  A m y  i s  c u r r e n t l y  p u r s u i n g  h e r  M F A
d e g r e e  i n  p o e t r y  t h r o u g h  t h e  l o w - r e s i d e n c y  p r o g r a m

a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f  N e v a d a ,  R e n o  a t  L a k e  T a h o e .
I n s t a g r a m  @ a m y s g j  /  F B :  @ a m y . s g j  /  W e b s i t e
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Barbara E. Hunt (she/her)

B a r b a r a  E .  H u n t  h a s  p u b l i c a t i o n s  a c r o s s  N o r t h
A m e r i c a ,  U . K . ,  N e t h e r l a n d s ,  S c a n d i n a v i a ,  A u s t r a l i a ,

G e r m a n y  a n d  h a s  r e c e n t l y  g a r n e r e d  a  P u s h c a r t  P r i z e
n o m i n a t i o n  f o r  p u b l i c a t i o n  i n  S w e d e n .  W o r k  i s

a c c e s s i b l e  ( f r e e )  o n  W A T T P A D .  H e r  c l i m a t e - c h a n g e
c o l l e c t i o n  i s  R o w i n g  A c r o s s  t h e  N o r t h  A t l a n t i c

( a v a i l a b l e  a t  w r i t e r s p l a y g r o u n d . c a ) .
 I n s t a g r a m :  @ b a r b a r a e h u n t  / /  W e b s i t e  / /  Y o u t u b e

Beth Kephart (she/her)

B e t h  K e p h a r t  i s  a  w r i t e r ,  t e a c h e r ,  a n d  b o o k  a r t i s t
w h o s e  p a p e r  a r t s  h a v e  b e e n  s h o w n  i n  g a l l e r i e s  a n d
f e a t u r e d  i n  m a g a z i n e s  s u c h  a s  P R I N T  ( o n l i n e )  a n d

W H A T  W O M E N  C R E A T E .  H e r  n e w  b o o k s  a r e  M y  L i f e  i n
P a p e r :  A d v e n t u r e s  i n  E p h e m e r a  a n d  Y o u  A r e  N o t

V a n i s h e d  H e r e :  E s s a y s .  M o r e  a t
b e t h k e p h a r t b o o k s . c o m  a n d  b i n d - a r t s . c o m
I n s t a g r a m :  @ b e t h k e p h a r t n o w  /  s u b s t a c k

Caroline Wiygul (she/her)

C a r o l i n e  W i y g u l  i s  a  p o e t  o r i g i n a l l y  f r o m  t h e  G u l f
C o a s t  o f  M i s s i s s i p p i .  S h e  n o w  l i v e s  i n  T e n n e s s e e ,

w h e r e  s h e  h e l p s  d e s i g n  c o m m u n i t y  g a r d e n s ,
o r c h a r d s ,  a n d  p a r k s .  H e r  w o r k  h a s  a p p e a r e d  i n

O u t c r o p ,  I n t e r p r e t ,  P r o p e l ,  a n d  G u t t e r  m a g a z i n e s .

Camden Michael Jones (he/him)
J o n e s  p u b l i s h e d  h i s  d e b u t  c o l l e c t i o n  o f  p o e t r y  -

" T h e r e  i s  a  C o r n e r  o f  S o m e p l a c e  E l s e "  -  i n  S e p t .  2 0 2 3
w i t h  C o r n e r s t o n e  P r e s s .  I n d i v i d u a l  p o e m s  h a v e

a p p e a r e d  i n  a  v a r i e t y  o f  a n t h o l o g i e s  a n d  a  f e w  C N F
s t o r i e s  h a v e  a p p e a r e d  i n  v a r i o u s  m a g a z i n e s .  J o n e s  i s

a n  M F A  C a n d i d a t e  a t  O S U  C a s c a d e s  L o w - R e s i d e n c y
M F A  p r o g r a m  s t u d y i n g  p o e t r y ,  a n d  i s  a  h i g h  s c h o o l

t e a c h e r  i n  C o n d o n ,  O R .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ c a m d e n . m . j o n e s
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Cat Speranzini (she/her)
C a t  i s  a  N e w  E n g l a n d  n a t i v e  a n d  E m e r s o n  C o l l e g e

a l u m n a .  S h e  w o r k s  a s  t h e  e d i t o r  o f  G r e y  C o v e n
P u b l i s h i n g  a n d  i s  a l s o  a  r e a d e r  f o r  Q u e r e n c i a  P r e s s .

S h e  h a s  t w o  f u l l  l e n g t h  p o e t r y  c o l l e c t i o n s :
" W a t e r c o l o r  S o u l s "  a n d  " C a l m  i n  t h e  D a r k . "  H e r  w o r k
h a s  b e e n  p u b l i s h e d  b y  n u m e r o u s  l i t e r a r y  m a g a z i n e s ,

i n c l u d i n g :  t h e  E u n o i a  R e v i e w ,  C l e v e r  F o x  L i t  M a g ,
G l a s s  G a t e s  P u b l i s h i n g ,  a n d  M o s s  P u p p y  M a g a z i n e .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ c a t s p e r a n z i n i . p o e t r y  /  W e b s i t e

Catarina Delgado (she/her)

C a t a r i n a  D e l g a d o  i s  a  w r i t e r  f r o m  S e t ú b a l ,  P o r t u g a l .
H e r  w o r k  a p p e a r s  i n  E u f e m e  L i t e r a r y  M a g a z i n e ,  N O V A

e m  f o l h a  j o u r n a l ,  P i g e o n  R e v i e w  a n d  I m p o s t o r
L i t e r a r y  J o u r n a l .  S h e  s e l f - p u b l i s h e d  h e r  f i r s t

P o r t u g u e s e  p o e t r y  c o l l e c t i o n ,  F r a g m e n t o s .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ c a t a r i n a _ d e l g a d o 0  /  W e b s i t e

Christiana Doucette (she/her)
C h r i s t i a n a  D o u c e t t e  s p e n d s  m o r n i n g s  i n  h e r  g a r d e n
w e e d i n g ,  b e c a u s e  j u s t  l i k e  h e r  p o e t r y ,  f l o w e r s  g r o w
b e s t  w i t h  s p a c e  t o  b r e a t h e .  S h e  h a s  j u d g e d  p o e t r y

f o r  S a n  D i e g o  W r i t e r ’ s  F e s t i v a l  f o r  t h e  p a s t  t h r e e
y e a r s .  H e r  p o e t r y  h a s  a p p e a r e d  i n  a n t h o l o g i e s ,  b e e n
s e t  t o  m u s i c  b y  o p e r a  c o m p o s e r s ,  a n d  p e r f o r m e d  o n

N P R .  S h e  i s  t h e  2 0 2 4  K a y  Y o d e r  S c h o l a r s h i p  f o r
A m e r i c a n  H i s t o r y  r e c i p i e n t .  H e r  f u l l - l e n g t h  v e r s e

n o v e l  w o r k s  a r e  r e p r e s e n t e d  b y  L e s l i e  Z a m p e t t i  o f
O p e n  B o o k  L i t e r a r y .  Y o u  c a n  f i n d  h e r

r e c e n t / f o r t h c o m i n g  p o e t r y  i n  F u l l  M o o d  M a g a z i n e ,
T h e  Z i n n i a  J o u r n a l ,  B o a t s  A g a i n s t  t h e  C u r r e n t ,  T h e

C r e e k s i d e  M a g a z i n e ,  a n d  F r a z z l e d  L i t .
I G / X :  @ d o u c e t t e 5 1 5  /  B l u e S k y

Chris Clemens (he/him)

C h r i s  C l e m e n s  l i v e s  a n d  t e a c h e s  i n  T o r o n t o ,
s u r r o u n d e d  b y  r a c c o o n s .  N o m i n a t e d  f o r  B e s t

M i c r o f i c t i o n ,  h i s  w r i t i n g  a p p e a r s  i n  I n v i s i b l e  C i t y ,
J A K E ,  T h e  D r i b b l e  D r a b b l e  R e v i e w ,  A p e x  M a g a z i n e ,

a n d  e l s e w h e r e .
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Christine Potter (she/her)

C h r i s t i n e  P o t t e r  i s  t h e  p o e t r y  e d i t o r  o f  E c l e c t i c a
M a g a z i n e .  S h e  h a s  h a d  w o r k  l a t e l y  i n  R a t t l e ,  O N E

A R T ,  G r a i n ,  T h e  M c N e e s e  R e v i e w ,  T h e  R e d  E f t  R e v i e w ,
a n d  A u t u m n  S k y  P o e t r y  D a i l y .  S h e  l i v e s  w i t h  h e r

c h o n k y  c a t  B e l l a  a n d  h e r  h u s b a n d  i n  a  v e r y  o l d  h o u s e
i n  t h e  l o w e r  H u d s o n  V a l l e y .  H e r  l a s t  p o e t r y

c o l l e c t i o n ,  U n f o r g e t t i n g ,  i s  p u b l i s h e d  b y  K e l s a y  P r e s s
a n d  h e r  y o u n g  a d u l t  n o v e l s ,  T h e  B e a n  B o o k s ,  a r e  o n

E v e r n i g h t  T e e n .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ c h r i s p y g a l  /  F a c e b o o k

Darrell Petska (he/him)
D a r r e l l  P e t s k a  i s  a  r e t i r e d  u n i v e r s i t y  e n g i n e e r i n g
e d i t o r  a n d  t w o - t i m e  P u s h c a r t  P r i z e  n o m i n e e .  H i s

w o r k  a p p e a r s  i n  V e r s e - V i r t u a l ,  3 r d  W e d n e s d a y
M a g a z i n e ,  T h e  O r c h a r d s  P o e t r y  J o u r n a l ,  A m e t h y s t

R e v i e w ,  a n d  w i d e l y  e l s e w h e r e
( c o n s e r v a n c i e s . w o r d p r e s s . c o m ) .  F a t h e r  o f  f i v e  a n d

g r a n d f a t h e r  o f  s e v e n ,  h e  l i v e s  n e a r  M a d i s o n ,
W i s c o n s i n ,  w i t h  h i s  w i f e  o f  m o r e  t h a n  5 0  y e a r s .

c o n s e r v a n c i e s . w o r d p r e s s . c o m

Christopher Woods (he/him)

C h r i s t o p h e r  W o o d s  i s  a  w r i t e r  a n d  p h o t o g r a p h e r  w h o
l i v e s  i n  T e x a s .  H i s  m o n o l o g u e  s h o w ,  T w e l v e  f r o m
T e x a s ,  w a s  p e r f o r m e d  r e c e n t l y  i n  N Y C  b y  E q u i t y

L i b r a r y  T h e a t r e .  H i s  p o e t r y  c o l l e c t i o n ,  M a y b e  B i r d s
W o u l d  C a r r y  I t  A w a y ,  i s  p u b l i s h e d  b y  K e l s a y  B o o k s .

I n s t a g r a m / T h r e a d s :  @ r i v e r b e d s k y 2 2 2 9  /  G a l l e r y

David A. Goodrum (he/him)
D a v i d  A .  G o o d r u m ,  p h o t o g r a p h e r / w r i t e r ,  l i v e s  i n

C o r v a l l i s ,  O r e g o n .  H i s  p h o t o g r a p h y  h a s  g r a c e d  t h e
c o v e r s  o f  s e v e r a l  a r t  a n d  l i t e r a t u r e  m a g a z i n e s ,  m o s t
r e c e n t l y  C i r q u e  J o u r n a l ,  W i l l o w s  W e p t  R e v i e w ,  B l u e
M e s a  R e v i e w ,  I l a n o t  R e v i e w ,  R e d  R o c k  R e v i e w ,  T h e

M o v i n g  F o r c e  J o u r n a l ,  S n a p d r a g o n  J o u r n a l ,  V i t a
P o e t i c a ,  F u l l  H o u s e  L i t e r a r y ,  a n d  a p p e a r e d  i n  m a n y

o t h e r s .  H i s  a r t i s t i c  v i s i o n  h a s  a l w a y s  b e e n  t o  c r e a t e  a
v i s u a l  f i e l d  t h a t  m o m e n t a r i l y  t r a n s p o r t s  y o u  a w a y

f r o m  h e c t i c  d a i l y  e v e n t s  a n d  i n t o  a  p l a c e  t h a t
d e l i g h t s  i n  a n  i n t i m a t e  v i e w  o f  t h e  w o r l d .  

I n s t a g r a m :  @ g o o d r u m  /  W e b s i t e
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Ela Kumcuoglu (she/her)

E l a  K u m c u o g l u  i s  a  p r e v i o u s l y  u n p u b l i s h e d  p o e t  a n d
s t u d e n t  l i v i n g  i n  L o n d o n .  S h e  i s  o r i g i n a l l y  f r o m

T ü r k i y e  a n d  e n j o y s  w r i t i n g  p o e t r y  i n  h e r  f r e e  t i m e .
H e r  o t h e r  i n t e r e s t s  i n c l u d e  b a l l e t ,  t h e a t r e  a n d
a s t r o n o m y .  S h e  i s  a  m e m b e r  o f  N a t i o n a l  Y o u t h

T h e a t r e .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ e l a b . e g u m

Ellis Eden (she/her)

E l l i s  E d e n  i s  a  w r i t e r ,  a r t i s t ,  a n d  b o o k  a d v o c a t e .  H e r
w r i t t e n  w o r k  h a s  a p p e a r e d  i n  P e r i p h e r y  L i t e r a r y

J o u r n a l  a n d  A n d r o m e d a  M a g a z i n e .  H e r
i n t e r s e c t i o n a l i t y  i s  b i s e x u a l ,  n e u r o d i v e r g e n t ,  a n d

Ꭰ Ꮒ ᏴᏫᏯ  ( C h e r o k e e )  a n d  C h a h t a  O k l a  ( C h o c t a w ) .  S h e ’ s
a  M i d w e s t  t r a n s p l a n t  t o  F l o r i d a ,  a n d  l o v e s  m y t h o l o g y ,

f o r e i g n  f i l m ,  a n d  s u r f i n g .  
I n s t a g r a m :  @ e l l i s e d e n a u t h o r  /  B l o g

Elizabeth Anne Schwartz (she/her)
E l i z a b e t h  A n n e  S c h w a r t z  w r i t e s  s a p p h i c  f i c t i o n  a n d

p o e t r y ,  a n d  l o v e s  a l l  t h i n g s  d a r k ,  l y r i c a l ,  a n d
c o n f e s s i o n a l .  S h e  e a r n e d  h e r  B A  i n  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g

a t  P u r c h a s e  C o l l e g e ,  a n d  h a s  w o r k  f e a t u r e d  o r
f o r t h c o m i n g  i n  C l e v e r  F o x  L i t e r a r y  M a g a z i n e ,  G r e y

C o v e n  P u b l i s h i n g ,  a n d  B i t t e r  M e l o n  R e v i e w ,  a m o n g
o t h e r s .  H e r  p o e t r y  c h a p b o o k ,  N i n e  S t a g e s  o f  C o m i n g
O u t ,  w a s  p u b l i s h e d  b y  t i n y  w r e n  l i t .  V i s i t  h e r  w e b s i t e

a t  e l i z a b e t h a n n e s c h w a r t z . c a r r d . c o /
I n s t a :  @ e l i z a n n e s c h w a
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Emily R. Paget (she/her)

E m i l y  R .  P a g e t  l i v e s  a n d  w o r k s  i n  D u m f r i e s  a n d
G a l l o w a y ,  S c o t l a n d .  T h e  l a n d s c a p e  a n d  c o a s t  a r o u n d
h e r  h o m e  i n s p i r e  b o t h  h e r  w r i t i n g  a n d  p h o t o g r a p h y .

S h e  i s  p a s s i o n a t e  a b o u t  h e r  n a t u r a l  s u r r o u n d i n g s ,
h i s t o r y  a n d  t h e  b a l a n c e  o f  l i g h t  a n d  d a r k .  E m i l y  w a s

s h o r t l i s t e d  f o r  t h e  Y e o v i l  P o e t r y  P r i z e  2 0 2 2 .  H e r
d e b u t  p o e t r y  c o l l e c t i o n ,  T h e  W e i g h t  o f  M i s s i n g ,  w a s

p u b l i s h e d  i n  M a r c h  2 0 2 3  b y  T h e  C h o i r  P r e s s .
I n s t a g r a m  / /  F a c e b o o k  / /  T i k T o k  / /  W e b s i t e

Erin Jamieson (she/her)

E r i n  J a m i e s o n  h o l d s  a n  M F A  i n  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  f r o m
M i a m i  U n i v e r s i t y .  H e r  w r i t i n g  h a s  b e e n  p u b l i s h e d  i n

o v e r  e i g h t y  l i t e r a r y  m a g a z i n e s ,  i n c l u d i n g  t w o
P u s h c a r t  P r i z e  n o m i n a t i o n s .  H e r  p o e t r y  c h a p b o o k ,

F a i r y t a l e s ,  w a s  p u b l i s h e d  b y  B o t t l e c a p  P r e s s  a n d  h e r
m o s t  r e c e n t  c h a p b o o k ,  R e m n a n t s ,  c a m e  o u t  i n  2 0 2 4 .  .
H e r  d e b u t  n o v e l  ( S k y  o f  A s h e s ,  L a n d  o f  D r e a m s )  c a m e

o u t  N o v e m b e r  2 0 2 3 .  S h e  r e s i d e s  i n  L o v e l a n d ,  O h i o .
T w i t t e r :  @ e r i n _ s i m m e r
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Elly Katz (she/her)

A t  2 7 ,  v e r g i n g  t o w a r d s  a  d o c t o r a t e  a t  H a r v a r d ,  E l l y
K a t z  w e n t  f o r  a  m u n d a n e  p r o c e d u r e  t o  s t a b i l i z e  h e r
n e c k .  S o m e h o w ,  s h e  s u r v i v e d  w h a t  d o c t o r s  s u r m i s e d
w a s  u n s u r v i v a b l e :  a  b r a i n s t e m  s t r o k e  s e c o n d a r y  t o  a
p h y s i c i a n ’ s  n e e d l e  m i s p l a c e m e n t .  I n  t h e  w a k e  o f  t h e
t r a g e d y ,  s h e  d i s c o v e r e d  t h e  p o w e r  o f  d i c t a t i o n  a n d

t h e  b o u n t y  o f  m e t a p h o r .  H e r  w o r k  h a s  b e e n
p u b l i s h e d  o r  i s  f o r t h c o m i n g  i n  t h e  S t a r d u s t  R e v i e w ,

t h e  S a c r a m e n t o  L i t e r a r y  R e v i e w ,  t h e  A m s t e r d a m
R e v i e w ,  a n d  m a n y  o t h e r s .  H e r  f i r s t  c o l l e c t i o n  o f

c r e a t i v e  n o n f i c t i o n ,  F r o m  S c i e n t i s t  t o  S t r o k e  S u r v i v o r :
L i f e  R e d a c t e d  i s  f o r t h c o m i n g  f r o m  L i v e d  P l a c e s
P u b l i s h i n g  i n  D i s a b i l i t y  S t u d i e s  ( 2 0 2 5 ) .  H e r  f i r s t
c o l l e c t i o n  o f  p o e t r y ,  I n s t r u c t i o n s  f o r  S e l l i n g - O f f
G r i e f ,  i s  f o r t h c o m i n g  f r o m  K e l s a y  B o o k s  ( 2 0 2 5 ) .  

https://www.instagram.com/life_and_light_poetry
https://www.facebook.com/lifeandlightpoetry
http://www.tiktok.com/@lifeandlightpoetry
http://www.lifeandlightpoetry.com/


Hunter Blackwell (they/them)

H u n t e r  B l a c k w e l l  i s  a  B l a c k  a n d  N a t i v e  q u e e r  p o e t
a n d  a u t h o r .  T h e y  r e c e i v e d  t h e i r  M F A  i n  C r e a t i v e

W r i t i n g  f o r m  N o r t h e r n  A r i z o n a  U n i v e r s i t y .  T h e y  a r e
t h e  r e c i p i e n t  o f  t h e  2 0 2 0  D i a n a  G a b a l d o n  A w a r d  a n d

t h e  2 0 1 8  G o r o w n y - O w e n  P r i z e  f o r  G r o u p  o f  P o e m s .
T h e i r  p r e v i o u s  w o r k s  h a v e  a p p e a r e d  i n  P a r e n t h e s e s

J o u r n a l ,  K i s s i n g  D y n a m i t e ,  B a r r e n  M a g a z i n e ,  a n d
o t h e r s .  W h e n  n o t  w r i t i n g ,  t h e y  a r e  a t t e m p t i n g  b o x

m i x  b a k e s  a n d  c o s p l a y s .  F i n d  t h e m  o n  t w i t t e r
@ h u n _ b l a c k w e l l  a n d  I n s t a g r a m  @ h u n . t . b l a c k w e l l .

W e b s i t e

Ian Parker (he/him)

I a n  P a r k e r  i s  a  p o e t  a n d  m u s i c i a n  l i v i n g  i n  P o r t l a n d ,
O R .  H i s  w o r k  h a s  b e e n  p r e v i o u s l y  p u b l i s h e d  b y

o r a n g e p e e l  l i t e r a r y  m a g a z i n e  a n d  i n f i n i t e  s c r o l l .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ g l o o m s a y e r _

Jacelyn Yap (she/her)

J a c e l y n  i s  a  s e l f - t a u g h t  v i s u a l  a r t i s t  w h o  d i t c h e d
e n g i n e e r i n g  t o  m a k e  a r t  b e c a u s e  o f  a  c o m i c  s h e  r e a d .

H e r  a r t w o r k s  a n d  p h o t o g r a p h y  h a v e  b e e n  p u b l i s h e d
b y  t h e  C o m m o n w e a l t h  F o u n d a t i o n ' s  a d d a ,  C h e s t n u t
R e v i e w ,  T h e  L u m i e r e  R e v i e w ,  a n d  m o r e .  S h e  c a n  b e

f o u n d  a t  h t t p s : / / j a c e l y n . m y p o r t f o l i o . c o m /  a n d  o n
I n s t a g r a m  a t  @ j a c e l y n . m a k e s . s t u f f .
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Jennifer Anne Gordon (she/they)
J e n n i f e r  A n n e  G o r d o n  i s  a n  a w a r d - w i n n i n g  a u t h o r

a n d  p o d c a s t  h o s t .  H e r  d e b u t  n o v e l  B e a u t i f u l ,
F r i g h t e n i n g  a n d  S i l e n t  w o n  t h e  K i n d l e  B o o k  A w a r d

f o r  B e s t  H o r r o r / S u s p e n s e  f o r  2 0 2 0 ,  a s  w e l l  a s  t h e  B e s t
H o r r o r  N o v e l  o f  t h e  Y e a r  f r o m  A u t h o r s  o n  T h e  A i r .  H e r

n o v e l  P r e t t y / U g l y  w o n  t h e  H e l i c o n  A w a r d  f o r  B e s t
H o r r o r  f o r  2 0 2 2 ,  a n d  t h e  K i n d l e  B o o k  A w a r d  f o r  B e s t
N o v e l  o f  t h e  Y e a r  ( R e a d e r ’ s  C h o i c e ) .  H e r  c o l l e c t i o n

T h e  J a p a n e s e  B o x :  A n d  O t h e r  S t o r i e s  w a s  a n  i n s t a n t
A m a z o n  B e s t s e l l e r  a n d  h e r  s t o r y  T h e  J a p a n e s e  B o x

w o n  t h e  L i t  N a s t i e  A w a r d  f o r  2 0 2 3  f o r  B e s t  S h o r t
S t o r y .

W e b s i t e  /  F a c e b o o k  /  I n s t a g r a m
L i t e r a r y  R e p :  P a u l a  M u n i e r  o f  T a l c o t t  N o t c h  L i t e r a r y

P u b l i c i t y  R e p :  M i c k e y  M i k k e l s o n  o f  C r e a t i v e  E d g e
P u b l i c i t y

Jessica Bell (she/her)
J e s s i c a  B e l l  i s  a n  e m e r g i n g  w r i t e r  l i v i n g  i n  S o u t h w e s t

V i r g i n i a  w i t h  h e r  d o g  a n d  t w o  f e r r e t s .  S h e  h o l d s  a n
M F A  i n  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  f r o m  H o l l i n s  U n i v e r s i t y  a n d
i s  c u r r e n t l y  m o s t l y  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  h y b r i d  w r i t i n g  t h a t
e x p l o r e s  t h e  i n h e r i t e d  g r i e f  o f  w o m e n .  H e r  w o r k  c a n

b e  f o u n d  i n  T h e  J o u r n a l ,  A n t i - H e r o i n  C h i c ,
M i d s u m m e r  M a g a z i n e ,  N i g h t s h a d e  L i t ,  L o n d e m e r e  L i t ,

a n d  D i s c r e t i o n a r y  L o v e .  I n  h e r  f r e e  t i m e ,  s h e  c a n
o f t e n  b e  f o u n d  o u t s i d e ,  d r a w i n g  a n d  c o v e r e d  i n  o i l

p a s t e l ,  o r  r e a d i n g  f a n t a s y  n o v e l s .
X  h a n d l e :  @ j b b e l l _

Jenha Paulino (she/her)
J e n h a  P a u l i n o  i s  a  m i x e d  m e d i a  a r t i s t  f o c u s i n g  o n

d r a w i n g  a n d  w e a r a b l e  a r t .  H e r  w o r k  e x p l o r e s
r e p r e s s e d  e m o t i o n s  f r o m  g o o d  a n d  b a d  m e m o r i e s ,

p a s t  a n d  p r e s e n t ,  a n d  t r a n s f o r m i n g  t h e s e
e x p e r i e n c e s  i n t o  e x p r e s s i v e ,  c o l o r f u l ,  a n d  v i b r a n t  a r t .

U s i n g  a n  i n t u i t i v e  a p p r o a c h ,  s h e  e m b r a c e s
i m p e r f e c t i o n s ,  v a l u i n g  t h e  c r e a t i v e  j o u r n e y  o v e r  t h e

o u t c o m e .  H e r  p i e c e s  e x p l o r e  h a p p i n e s s  a n d
m e l a n c h o l i c  t h e m e s ,  l e a n i n g  t o w a r d s  a b s t r a c t

e x p r e s s i o n i s m .  T h i s  a r t i s t i c  e x p r e s s i o n  i s  a  f o r m  o f
h e a l i n g  f o r  h e r .  T h r o u g h  h e r  w o r k ,  s h e  a i m s  t o

c o n n e c t  w i t h  o t h e r s  b y  g i v i n g  v o i c e  t o  o f t e n
u n s p o k e n  e m o t i o n s .

I n s t a g r a m / T i k t o k :  @ s t a m p e d . p e t a l s  /  L i n k t r e e
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http://www.jenniferannegordon.com/
https://www.facebook.com/jennifer.gordon.71404
https://www.instagram.com/jenniferannegordon_author
https://linktr.ee/stampedpetals


Jonathan Kusnerek (he/they/she)

J o n a t h a n  K u s n e r e k  i s  a  q u e e r ,  i n t e r d i s c i p l i n a r y  a r t i s t
a n d  e d u c a t o r  b a s e d  i n  C h i c a g o ,  I L .  T h e i r  w o r k  i s

i n s p i r e d  b y  n a t u r e  a n d  f o l k l o r e  t o  c r e a t e  w i l d ,
s t r a n g e ,  a n d  m a g i c a l  t h i n g s .  

I n s t a g r a m :  @ j k u s n e r e k  /  W e b s i t e

Joseph Geskey (he/him)

J o s e p h  G e s k e y ' s  f i r s t  b o o k  o f  p o e t r y ,  “ A l m s  f o r  t h e
R a v e n s , "  w a s  r e l e a s e d  b y  M a i n  S t r e e t  R a g  P u b l i s h i n g

C o m p a n y  i n  S e p t e m b e r .  I n d i v i d u a l  p o e m s  h a v e
a p p e a r e d  i n  T a r  R i v e r  P o e t r y ,  P o e t r y  E a s t ,  C l o u d b a n k ,

a n d  m a n y  o t h e r s .  M o r e  i n f o r m a t i o n  c a n  b e  f o u n d  a t
j o s e p h g e s k e y . c o m

Jo Rohrbacker (she/her)
J o  R o h r b a c k e r  h a s  l i v e d  i n  F l a g s t a f f ,  A r i z o n a  f o r  o v e r

3 0  y e a r s  a n d  a t t e n d e d  c o l l e g e  a t  N A U .  W h e n  s h e
e a r n e d  h e r  d e g r e e  i n  f i n e  a r t s ,  h e r  g o a l  w a s  t o  t e a c h

k n o w i n g  s h e  c o u l d  b e  a n  a r t i s t  w i t h o u t  a  c o l l e g e
e d u c a t i o n .  I t  w a s  i m p o r t a n t  f o r  h e r  t o  c r e a t e  s a f e
e n v i r o n m e n t s  f o r  o t h e r  c r e a t i v e s  t o  d i s c o v e r  t h e i r

o w n  p a s s i o n s  k n o w i n g  a n  a r t i s t ’ s  p r o c e s s  c a n  b e  s o
h u m b l i n g  a n d  e m p o w e r i n g  i n  e q u a l  m e a s u r e .

A l t h o u g h  h e r  c o m f o r t  z o n e  l i e s  w i t h i n  t h e  m e d i u m  o f
p a i n t i n g , s h e  h a s  a l w a y s  l o v e d  t e l l i n g  s t o r i e s .  S h e

h o p e s  t o  c r e a t e  c h i l d r e n ’ s  b o o k s  i n  t h e  n e a r  f u t u r e
a c c o m p a n i e d  b y  h e r  w a t e r c o l o r  i l l u s t r a t i o n s .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ j o . p a i n t s  /  W e b s i t e

Joshua Lillie (he/him)

J o s h u a  L i l l i e  i s  a  b a r t e n d e r  i n  T u c s o n ,  A r i z o n a .  H e  i s
t h e  a u t h o r  o f  t h e  c h a p b o o k  S m a l l  T a l k  S y m p h o n y ,  t o

b e  p u b l i s h e d  b y  F i n i s h i n g  L i n e  P r e s s  i n  2 0 2 5 ,  a n d  w a s
a  f i n a l i s t  f o r  t h e  2 0 2 4  J a c k  M c C a r t h y  B o o k  P r i z e

C o n t e s t  f r o m  W r i t e  B l o o d y  P u b l i s h i n g .  I n  h i s  f r e e
t i m e ,  h e  e n j o y s  s e a r c h i n g  f o r  l i z a r d s  w i t h  h i s  w i f e

a n d  c a t .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ j o s h a a r o n l i l l i e
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K. McNeil (she/her)

K .  M c N e i l  g r e w  u p  i n  L o s  A n g e l e s  a n d  i s  c u r r e n t l y
s t u d y i n g  c r e a t i v e  w r i t i n g  a t  C h a p m a n  U n i v e r s i t y .  S h e
h a s  b e e n  w r i t i n g  f i c t i o n  a n d  p o e t r y  f r o m  b e f o r e  s h e
c a n  r e m e m b e r  a n d  l o v e s  a l l  t h i n g s  f a n t a s y .  H e r  h o t

t a k e  i s  t h a t  f a i r i e s  a r e  p r o b a b l y  r e a l ,  b u t  t h a t ’ s
s o m e t h i n g  s h e  k e e p s  t o  h e r s e l f  f o r  t h e  m o s t  p a r t .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ k m c n e i l p o e t r y

Joshua St. Claire (he/him)
J o s h u a  S t .  C l a i r e  i s  a n  a c c o u n t a n t  f r o m  a  s m a l l  t o w n

i n  P e n n s y l v a n i a  w o r k s  a s  a  f i n a n c i a l  d i r e c t o r  f o r  a
l a r g e  n o n - p r o f i t .  H i s  h a i k u  a n d  r e l a t e d  p o e t r y  h a v e

b e e n  p u b l i s h e d  b r o a d l y  i n c l u d i n g  i n  F r o g p o n d ,
M o d e r n  H a i k u ,  T h e  H e r o n ’ s  N e s t ,  a n d  M a y f l y .  H e  h a s
r e c e i v e d  r e c o g n i t i o n  i n  t h e  f o l l o w i n g  i n t e r n a t i o n a l

c o n t e s t s / a w a r d s  f o r  h i s  w o r k  i n  t h e s e  f o r m s :  t h e
G e r a l d  B r a d y  M e m o r i a l  S e n r y u  A w a r d ,  t h e  V a n c o u v e r
C h e r r y  B l o s s o m  F e s t i v a l  H a i k u  I n v i t a t i o n a l ,  t h e  S a n

F r a n c i s c o  I n t e r n a t i o n a l  A w a r d  f o r  S e n r y u ,  t h e  R o b e r t
S p e i s s  M e m o r i a l  A w a r d ,  t h e  T o u c h s t o n e  A w a r d  f o r

I n d i v i d u a l  H a i k u ,  t h e  B r i t i s h  H a i k u  S o c i e t y  A w a r d  f o r
H a i k u ,  a n d  t h e  T r a i l b l a z e r  A w a r d .

Kate MacAlister (she/her)

K a t e  M a c A l i s t e r  i s  a  p o e t  a n d  f e m i n i s t  a c t i v i s t .  S h e
s t u d i e d  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  a n d  P o e t r y  a t  t h e

M a n c h e s t e r  S c h o o l  o f  A r t .  K a t e  h a s  p u b l i s h e d  t w o
c o l l e c t i o n s  o f  p o e t r y  ( ' s o n g s  o f  t h e  b l o o d ' ,  Q u e r e n c i a
P r e s s  2 0 2 2  &  ' b u r n  i t  a l l  d o w n  t h e n  k i s s  m e ' ,  S u n d a y
M o r n i n g s  a t  t h e  R i v e r ,  2 0 2 3 )  a n d  c o u n t l e s s  p o e m s  i n

m a g a z i n e s  w o r l d w i d e .  S h e  i s  c u r r e n t l y  w o r k i n g
t o w a r d s  a  P h D  i n  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  a t  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  o f

N o t t i n g h a m .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ k i s s e d . b y _ f i r e

126.



Katie Hughbanks (she/her)

K a t i e  H u g h b a n k s  i s  a  w r i t e r ,  p h o t o g r a p h e r ,  a n d
t e a c h e r  w h o s e  p h o t o g r a p h y  h a s  b e e n  r e c o g n i z e d

n a t i o n a l l y  a n d  i n t e r n a t i o n a l l y .  H e r  p h o t o s  a p p e a r  i n
m o r e  t h a n  4 0  p u b l i c a t i o n s ,  i n c l u d i n g  M o l e c u l e ,

D u l c e t ,  C o o l  B e a n s  L i t ,  P e a t s m o k e  J o u r n a l ,  I n
P a r e n t h e s e s ,  L ' E s p r i t  L i t e r a r y  R e v i e w ,  N e w  F e a t h e r s

A n t h o l o g y ,  G l a s s w o r k s  M a g a z i n e ,  A z a h a r e s ,  P a p e r
D r a g o n ,  S a g e - i n g ,  a n d  B l a c k  F o r k  R e v i e w .  S h e  i s  t h e
a u t h o r  o f  t w o  c h a p b o o k s ,  B l a c k b i r d  S o n g s  ( P r o l i f i c

P r e s s ,  2 0 1 9 )  a n d  I t ' s  T i m e  ( F i n i s h i n g  L i n e  P r e s s ,
2 0 2 4 ) .  S h e  t e a c h e s  E n g l i s h  a n d  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  i n

L o u i s v i l l e ,  K e n t u c k y .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ k a t i e h u g h b a n k s p i c s

Kayla Starling (they/them)
K a y l a  S t a r l i n g  i s  a  q u e e r  m i x e d - m e d i a  a r t i s t  f r o m

C e n t r a l  F l o r i d a  w h o s e  a b s t r a c t  c o l l a g e  w o r k s  e x p l o r e
g r i e f ,  h o p e  a n d  e x i s t e n t i a l  t h o u g h t .  C o m b i n i n g
s u r r e a l i s m  a n d  m a x i m a l i s m  t h r o u g h  2 D  a n a l o g

c o l l a g e ,  t h e y  u r g e  t h e  v i e w e r  t o  g r a p p l e  w i t h  t h e i r
o w n  d e s p a i r  —  a n d  c h a l l e n g e  t h e m  t o  f i n d  a  w a y

t h r o u g h  i t .  W h e n  K a y l a  i s  n o t  m a k i n g  c o l l a g e s ,  t h e y
a r e  p e r f e c t i n g  t h e i r  s t a i n e d  g l a s s  t e c h n i q u e ,  s t u d y i n g

t h e  S p a n i s h  l a n g u a g e ,  a n d  w o r k i n g  t o w a r d  f o o d
j u s t i c e  i n  t h e i r  l o c a l  c o m m u n i t y  o f  T a l l a h a s s e e ,

F l o r i d a .  T h e y  b e l i e v e  w e  w i l l  s e e  a  f r e e ,  l i b e r a t e d
P a l e s t i n e  i n  o u r  l i f e t i m e .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ d e c a f . c o l l a g e
( a u t h o r  p h o t o  c r e d i t :  V a n  L a n e )

Keith Moul (he/him)

K e i t h  M o u l  i s  a  p o e t  o f  p l a c e ,  a  p h o t o g r a p h e r  o f  t h e
d i s t i n c t i o n  l i g h t  a d d s  t o  p l a c e .  B o t h  h i s  p o e m s  a n d
p h o t o s  a r e  p u b l i s h e d  w i d e l y .  H i s  p h o t o s  a r e  d i g i t a l ,

s t r i v i n g  f o r  h i g h  c o n t r a s t  a n d  s a t u r a t i o n ,  w h i c h
m a k e s  h i s  v i s i o n  c o l o r f u l  ( o r  w e a k ,  r e q u i r i n g

e n h a n c e m e n t ) .
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Kim Arthurs (they/them)

K i m  A r t h u r s  i s  a  q u e e r  a r t i s t ,  w r i t e r ,  a n d  d o u b l e
P i s c e s  f r o m  P r o v i d e n c e ,  R I .  T h e y  h a v e  h a d  t h e i r

a r t w o r k  i n s t a l l e d  i n  v a r i o u s  l o c a t i o n s  a c r o s s  N e w
E n g l a n d ,  t h e y  l i k e  t o  w r i t e  b y  m o o n l i g h t ,  a n d  y o u  c a n
f i n d  t h e m  i n  t h e  g a r d e n  w i t h  t h e i r  c a t ,  o r  s u b m e r g e d

i n  s a l t w a t e r .  
I n s t a g r a m / X :  @ m o o n e r s m a k e s  /  P o r t f o l i o

Ky L. Gerbush (she/her)

K y  G e r b u s h  i s  a  n o n f i c t i o n  w r i t e r  b a s e d  i n  t h e
B e r k s h i r e s ,  w h e r e  s h e  c r a f t s  d e e p l y  p e r s o n a l

n a r r a t i v e s  t h a t  e x p l o r e  s o c i a l  i s s u e s  a n d  t h e  p o w e r  o f
s t o r y t e l l i n g .  H e r  w o r k  o f t e n  f o c u s e s  o n  t h e  i n t e r p l a y
b e t w e e n  i n d i v i d u a l  e x p e r i e n c e  a n d  s o c i e t a l  n o r m s ,

w i t h  a  p a s s i o n  f o r  e x a m i n i n g  t h e  t r a n s f o r m a t i v e
p o w e r  o f  t r u t h .  A n  a l u m  o f  G r u b S t r e e t ’ s  " W r i t i n g  t o

H e a l "  p r o g r a m ,  a  s e l e c t i v e  w r i t i n g  i n c u b a t o r  t h a t
e m p h a s i z e s  c r a f t  a n d  r e f l e c t i v e  p r a c t i c e ,  K y  h o l d s  a

M a s t e r ’ s  i n  E d u c a t i o n  f r o m  H a r v a r d .  S h e  t e a c h e s
w r i t i n g  a s  a  p a t h w a y  t o  s e l f - d i s c o v e r y ,  g u i d i n g  o t h e r s

t o  u n c o v e r  n e w  p e r s p e c t i v e s  t h r o u g h  a  u n i q u e ,
t h e r a p e u t i c  a p p r o a c h  t o  s t o r y t e l l i n g .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ d o n u t t r a s h p a n d a  /  W e b s i t e

L. Ward Abel (he/him)

L .  W a r d  A b e l ’ s  w o r k  h a s  a p p e a r e d  i n  h u n d r e d s  o f
j o u r n a l s  ( R a t t l e ,  V e r s a l ,  T h e  R e a d e r ,  W o r c e s t e r

R e v i e w ,  R i v e r b e d  R e v i e w ,  H o n e s t  U l s t e r m a n ,  o t h e r s ) ,
i n c l u d i n g  a  n o m i n a t i o n  f o r  a  P u s h c a r t  P r i z e  a n d  B e s t

o f  t h e  N e t ,  a n d  h e  i s  t h e  a u t h o r  o f  f o u r  f u l l
c o l l e c t i o n s  a n d  t e n  c h a p b o o k s  o f  p o e t r y ,  i n c l u d i n g

h i s  l a t e s t  c o l l e c t i o n ,  G r e e n  S h o u l d e r s :  N e w  a n d
S e l e c t e d  P o e m s  2 0 0 3 - 2 0 2 3  ( S i l v e r  B o w ,  2 0 2 3 ) .  H e  i s  a

r e f o r m e d  l a w y e r ,  h e  w r i t e s  a n d  p l a y s  m u s i c ,  a n d  h e
t e a c h e s  l i t e r a t u r e .  A b e l  r e s i d e s  i n  r u r a l  G e o r g i a .
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Larena Nellies-Ortiz (she/her)

L a r e n a  N e l l i e s - O r t i z  i s  a  p h o t o g r a p h e r  a n d  p o e t  f r o m
O a k l a n d ,  C a l i f o r n i a .  H e r  w o r k  e x p l o r e s  t h e m e s  o f

b e l o n g i n g ,  i d e n t i t y ,  e v e r y d a y  w o n d e r  a n d  t h e
r e l a t i o n s h i p  w e  h a v e  w i t h  o u r  e n v i r o n m e n t s .  H e r

w o r k  h a s  b e e n  f e a t u r e d  i n  v a r i o u s  p u b l i c a t i o n s  s u c h
a s  T h e  S u n  M a g a z i n e ,  S t o n e c o a s t  R e v i e w ,  S u n l i g h t
P r e s s ,  T h e  I l a n o t  R e v i e w ,  I n d i a n a p o l i s  R e v i e w ,  a n d

o t h e r s .  S h e  l o v e s  t o  c o l o r ,  t e x t u r e  a n d  s h a d o w  h u n t
i n  g o l d e n  h o u r .  

I n s t a g r a m :  @ l a l i f i s h

Lana Hechtman Ayers (she/her)

L a n a  H e c h t m a n  A y e r s  m a k e s  h e r  h o m e  i n  a n  O r e g o n
c o a s t a l  t o w n  f a m o u s  f o r  i t s  b a r k i n g  s e a  l i o n s .  A s
m a n a g i n g  e d i t o r  a t  t h r e e  s m a l l  p r e s s e s ,  s h e  h a s

s h e p h e r d e d  o v e r  a  h u n d r e d  p o e t r y  c o l l e c t i o n s  i n t o
p r i n t .  S h e  h o l d s  M F A s  i n  P o e t r y  a n d  i n  W r i t i n g

P o p u l a r  F i c t i o n ,  a s  w e l l  a s  d e g r e e s  i n  M a t h e m a t i c s
a n d  P s y c h o l o g y .  H e r  w o r k  a p p e a r s  i n  p r i n t  a n d  o n l i n e

j o u r n a l s  s u c h  a s  R a t t l e ,  T h e  M a c G u f f i n ,  T h e  L o n d o n
R e a d e r ,  a n d  P e r e g r i n e ,  a s  w e l l  a s  i n  h e r  n i n e  p o e t r y

c o l l e c t i o n s .  V i s i t  h e r  o n l i n e  a t  L a n a A y e r s . c o m .
I n s t a g r a m / X :  @ L a n a A y e r s 2 3  /  F a c e b o o k

Lauren Merryfield (she/her)

L a u r e n  M e r r y f i e l d  i s  a  C a n a d i a n  p o e t  f r o m  C a l g a r y ,
A l b e r t a .  P a s s i o n a t e  a b o u t  t h e  p o w e r  o f  w o r d s ,  s h e
w r i t e s  t o  e x p r e s s  t h e  d e p t h  o f  h e r  e m o t i o n s .  H e r

p o e t r y  o f t e n  e x p l o r e s  t h e m e s  o f  r e l a t i o n s h i p s — b o t h
r e a l  a n d  i m a g i n e d ,  p a s t  a n d  p r e s e n t — c a p t u r i n g  t h e
c o m p l e x i t i e s  o f  h u m a n  c o n n e c t i o n s .  L a u r e n  d r a w s

i n s p i r a t i o n  f r o m  n a t u r e ,  p a r t i c u l a r l y  w a t e r  a n d
m o u n t a i n s ,  w h i c h  d e e p l y  r e s o n a t e  w i t h  h e r  s p i r i t  a n d

c r e a t i v i t y .  S h e  a i m s  t o  c o n n e c t  w i t h  r e a d e r s  o n  a n
e m o t i o n a l  l e v e l ,  u s i n g  h e r  u n i q u e  v o i c e  t o  c o n v e y  t h e

b e a u t y  a n d  i n t r i c a c i e s  o f  l i f e ’ s  e x p e r i e n c e s .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ l a u r _ e n o u g h
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Mandy Robertson (she/her)

M a n d y  R o b e r t s o n  i s  a  w r i t e r ,  m u s i c i a n ,  a n d  v i s u a l
a r t i s t  l o c a t e d  i n  E a s t e r n  P e n n s y l v a n i a .  S h e ’ s  f o n d  o f

f a i r i e s ,  f o x e s ,  a n d  f i d d l i n g .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ m i g h t y m e l l e r  /  W e b s i t e

Meredith Hughes (she/her)

M e r e d i t h  i s  a n  e d u c a t o r ,  w r i t e r ,  a n d  m o t h e r  o f  m a n y
p l a n t s  a n d  a n i m a l s .  N o t  t h a t  s h e  i s  l i k e  T a y l o r  S w i f t ,

b u t  s h e ,  t o o ,  e n j o y s  p u t t i n g  t h e  m e n  s h e  d a t e s  o n
b l a s t  w h e n  t h e y  w r o n g  h e r .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ m i s s m e r e d i t h k  

Linea Jantz (she/her)
L i n e a  J a n t z  h a s  w o r k e d  i n  r o l e s  i n c l u d i n g  w a s t e

m a n a g e m e n t ,  m e d i c a l  r e c o r d s ,  s o c i a l  s e r v i c e s ,  a n d
t e a c h e r .  A m o n g  o t h e r  a d v e n t u r e s ,  s h e  t a u g h t

B u s i n e s s  E n g l i s h  i n  U k r a i n e  ( p r e - i n v a s i o n ) ,  w o r k e d  a s
a  b i k e  l a w  p a r a l e g a l ,  a n d  h e l p e d  f i l m  a  d o c u m e n t a r y
a b o u t  w o m e n  e n t r e p r e n e u r s  i n  t h e  s t a t e  o f  C h i a p a s ,

M e x i c o .  H e r  w r i t i n g  i s  f e a t u r e d  i n  p u b l i c a t i o n s
i n c l u d i n g  P a l e t t e  P o e t r y ,  H e a v y  F e a t h e r  R e v i e w ,

B e a v e r  M a g a z i n e ,  a n d  E c o T h e o  R e v i e w .  S h e  h a s  b e e n
a  p r e s e n t e r  f o r  t h e  P o e t r y  M o m e n t  f o r  S p o k a n e
P u b l i c  R a d i o  a n d  v o l u n t e e r s  i n  h e r  c o m m u n i t y

s u p p o r t i n g  y o u t h  w r i t e r s .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ l i n e a j a n t z  /  W e b s i t e

Michelle Li (she/her)

M i c h e l l e  L i  h a s  b e e n  n a t i o n a l l y  r e c o g n i z e d  b y
S c h o l a s t i c  A r t  a n d  W r i t i n g ,  T h e  W a l t h a m  F o r e s t

P o e t r y  C o n t e s t ,  a n d  t h e  R i s i n g  V o i c e s  A w a r d s ,  a n d  i s
p u b l i s h e d  i n  B l u e  M a r b l e ,  M a s q u e  a n d  S p e c t a c l e ,  a n d
L u m i n a  J o u r n a l .  S h e  i s  a n  a l u m n u s  o f  t h e  9 2 Y  Y o u n g
W r i t e r ' s  W o r k s h o p ,  a n d  K e n y o n  R e v i e w ' s  W o r k s h o p ,

a n d  i s  o n  t h e  b o a r d  o f  t h e  I n c a n d e s c e n t  R e v i e w  a n d
P e n  a n d  Q u i l l  m a g a z i n e .  S h e  p l a y s  v i o l i n  a n d  p i a n o

a n d  l o v e s  R a c h m a n i n o f f  a n d  S y l v i a  P l a t h . ​
. I n s t a g r a m :  k i t k a t . 7 7 3 1
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Mike Chrisman (he/him)

M i k e  C h r i s m a n  l i v e d  f o r  d e c a d e s  i n  r u r a l  W e s t e r n
M a s s a c h u s e t t s ,  w o r k i n g  t h i r t y - f i v e  y e a r s  i n  t h e

m e n t a l  h e a l t h  f i e l d .  M F A  i n  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  f r o m
U M a s s ,  A m h e r s t .  T h r e e  d a u g h t e r s ,  f i v e  g r a n d k i d s .  H e

p u b l i s h e d / e d i t e d  “ T h e  V a l l e y  C o m i c  N e w s ” .  W a s
s t r i n g e r / h u m o r i s t  f o r  “ T h e  S h e l b u r n e  F a l l s  &  W e s t
C o u n t y  N e w s ” .  H e ’ s  b e e n  p u b l i s h e d  i n  s m a l l  m a g s ,

m o s t  o f  w h i c h  a r e  e x t i n c t  b y  n o w .  “ L i t t l e  S t o r i e s :  N e w
P o e m s  b y  M i c h a e l  C h r i s m a n ”  h a s  a n  I S B N

( d y s l e x i a b o o k s p u b l i s h i n g . c o m ) .  H i s  “ T h e  B i b l e :  W a r t s
a n d  A l l ”  a p p e a r s  o n  A m a z o n  K i n d l e .  A u d i o  o f  h i s  C D

“ W a l k i n g  t h e  W i n d y  H i g h  W i r e ”  c a n  b e  h e a r d  o n
Y o u T u b e .  H e ’ s  r e t i r e d  n o w ,  i n  A n t i g u a ,  G u a t e m a l a .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ m i k e . c h r i s m a n

Naomi Mills (she/her)

N a o m i  M i l l s  i s  a  p o e t  f r o m  C o .  K i l d a r e  i n  I r e l a n d .  S h e
e a r n e d  a  b a c h e l o r ’ s  d e g r e e  i n  E n g l i s h  a n d  P h i l o s o p h y

a t  M a y n o o t h  U n i v e r s i t y  i n  2 0 2 3  a n d  h a s  r e c e n t l y
c o m p l e t e d  a  m a s t e r ’ s  d e g r e e  i n  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  a t

t h e  s a m e  u n i v e r s i t y ,  u n d e r  t h e  t u t e l a g e  o f  w r i t e r
B e l i n d a  M c K e o n .  H e r  p o e t r y  h a s  b e e n  p u b l i s h e d  i n

D a r k  P o e t s  C l u b .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ n a o m i y m i l l s

Nicholas Grooms (he/him)

N i c h o l a s  G r o o m s  i s  a  p o e t ,  w r i t e r  a n d  m u s i c i a n
h a i l i n g  f r o m  G a r d e n  C i t y ,  K a n s a s .  H e  h a s  a p p e a r e d  i n

s u c h  p e r i o d i c a l s  a s  V e r s e  L i b r e  Q u a r t e r l y ,  R o i
F a i n e a n t ,  S k y l i n e  M a g a z i n e  a n d  M i d s u m m e r  D r e a m

H o u s e ,  t h o u g h  h e  i s  b e s t  k n o w n  f o r  h i s  w o r k  c r e a t i n g
m u s i c  f o r  t h e  K a n s a s  C i t y  C h i e f s  o r g a n i z a t i o n .

G r o o m s  i s  a l s o  a  r e v e r e d  s p o r t s  a n d  e n t e r t a i n m e n t
j o u r n a l i s t  a n d  i s  a u t h o r  o f  t h e  b o o k  “ M e ,  M y s e l f  a n d  I
H a t e  Y o u ” .  H e  c u r r e n t l y  r e s i d e s  i n  A u s t i n ,  T X ,  f o r e v e r

l e a r n i n g  a n d  g r o w i n g  i n  h i s  f a v o r i t e  r o l e  o f  " p r o u d
f a t h e r " .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ n i c h o l a s g r o o m s r a p s
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Paul Hostovsky (he/him)

P a u l  H o s t o v s k y ' s  p o e m s  h a v e  w o n  a  P u s h c a r t  P r i z e ,
t w o  B e s t  o f  t h e  N e t  A w a r d s ,  t h e  F u t u r e C y c l e  P o e t r y
B o o k  P r i z e ,  a n d  h a v e  b e e n  f e a t u r e d  o n  P o e t r y  D a i l y ,

V e r s e  D a i l y ,  T h e  W r i t e r ' s  A l m a n a c ,  a n d  t h e  B e s t
A m e r i c a n  P o e t r y  b l o g .  W e b s i t e :  p a u l h o s t o v s k y . c o m

Phebe Jewell (she/her)

P h e b e  J e w e l l ' s  w o r k  a p p e a r s  i n  n u m e r o u s  j o u r n a l s ,
m o s t  r e c e n t l y  " T h e  D i s a p p o i n t e d  H o u s e w i f e , "  " R e c k o n

R e v i e w , "  " J A K E , "  " D o e s  I t  H a v e  P o c k e t s ? " ,  " B r i g h t
F l a s h  L i t e r a r y  R e v i e w , "  " A c r o s s  t h e  M a r g i n , "

" G o o s e b e r r y  P i e , "  a n d  e l s e w h e r e .  A  t e a c h e r  a t  S e a t t l e
C e n t r a l  C o l l e g e ,  s h e  a l s o  v o l u n t e e r s  f o r  t h e  F r e e d o m

E d u c a t i o n  P r o j e c t  P u g e t  S o u n d ,  a  n o n p r o f i t  p r o v i d i n g
c o l l e g e  c o u r s e s  f o r  i n c a r c e r a t e d  w o m e n ,  t r a n s -

i d e n t i f i e d ,  a n d  g e n d e r  n o n c o n f o r m i n g  p e o p l e  i n
W a s h i n g t o n  S t a t e .  R e a d  h e r  a t
h t t p : / / p h e b e j e w e l l w r i t e s . c o m .

O.P. Jha (he/him)

O . P .  J h a ’ s  w o r k s  a p p e a r e d  i n  R i g o r o u s ,  M a n t i s ,  Y o u
M i g h t  N e e d  T o  H e a r  T h i s ,  P u n t  V o l a t ,  Z o e t i c  P r e s s ,

D i s c r e t i o n a r y  L o v e ,  I n  P a r e n t h e s e s ,  S h o t  G l a s s
J o u r n a l ,  L o t h l o r i e n  P o e t r y  J o u r n a l ,  A N T H R A  Z i n e ,  T h e

I n t e r w o v e n  J o u r n a l ,  T h e  C r y  L o u n g e ,  T h e  O d e s s a
C o l l e c t i v e  M a g a z i n e ,  B a c k c h a n n e l s  J o u r n a l ,  H o m e r ’ s
O d y s s e y ,  T h e  I n d i a n  L i t e r a t u r e ,  T h e  B r o k e n  T e a c u p ,

P o e t r y  P a c i f i c ,  F i v e  F l e a s - I t c h y  P o e t r y ,  A l l  P o e t r y ,  B y
t h e  B e a c h ,  m i n i M a g ,  I c e b l i n k  L i t e r a r y  M a g a z i n e ,

I n f i n i t e  S c r o l l ,  T h e  R o m e  R e v i e w ,  T h e  T i g e r  L e a p i n g
R e v i e w ,  A l o k a  a n d  o t h e r  j o u r n a l s .  H e  i s  t h e  a u t h o r  o f
a n  i n s p i r i n g  b o o k  M a n a g e m e n t  G u r u  L o r d  K r i s h n a .  H e
h a s  t r a n s l a t e d  m o r e  t h a n  t w o  d o z e n  b o o k s  i n c l u d i n g

t h e  w o r k s  o f  T u r k i s h  w r i t e r s  –  A h m e t  H a m a d i
T a n p i n a r  a n d  Y e k t a  K o p a n .  H e  h a s  D o c t o r a l  d e g r e e  i n

“ T r a n s l a t i o n  S t u d i e s ” .
t w i t t e r  ( X )  :  @ O P J h a 1 7
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Rachel Coyne (she/her)

R a c h e l  C o y n e  i s  a  w r i t e r  a n d  p a i n t e r  f r o m  L i n d s t r o m ,
M N .

I n s t a g r a m / T w i t t e r :  @ i m r a c h e l c o y n e

Richard Jordan (he/him)
R i c h a r d  J o r d a n ’ s  p o e m s  h a v e  a p p e a r e d  o r  a r e

f o r t h c o m i n g  i n  T e r r a i n ,  C i d e r  P r e s s  R e v i e w ,
C o n n e c t i c u t  R i v e r  R e v i e w ,  R a t t l e ,  V a l p a r a i s o  P o e t r y

R e v i e w ,  N e w  Y o r k  Q u a r t e r l y ,  S u g a r  H o u s e  R e v i e w ,  T a r
R i v e r  P o e t r y ,  S o u t h  F l o r i d a  P o e t r y  J o u r n a l  a n d

e l s e w h e r e .  H i s  d e b u t  c h a p b o o k ,  T h e  S q u a n n a c o o k  a t
D a w n ,  w o n  f i r s t  p l a c e  i n  t h e  2 0 2 3  P o e t r y  B o x

C h a p b o o k  C o n t e s t .  H e  s e r v e s  a s  a n  A s s o c i a t e  E d i t o r
f o r  T h i m b l e  L i t e r a r y  M a g a z i n e .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ r i c h a r d j o r d a n p o e t r y  /  F a c e b o o k

Rowan Tate (she/her)

R o w a n  T a t e  i s  a  R o m a n i a n  c r e a t i v e  a n d  c u r a t o r  o f
b e a u t y .  S h e  r e a d s  n o n f i c t i o n  n a t u r e  b o o k s ,  t h e  b a c k s

o f  s h a m p o o  b o t t l e s ,  a n d  s o m e t i m e s  m i n d s .
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Ruthenium (they/them)

R u t h e n i u m  i s  a n  a r t i s t  c u r r e n t l y  l i v i n g  i n  t h e  s t a t e  o f
u n c e r t a i n t y .  T h e y  b e l i e v e  c r e a t i v i t y  i s  r e a l - l i f e  m a g i c ,
a n d  a r e  o b s e s s e d  w i t h  t e x t u r e ,  c o n t e x t ,  l i g h t ,  a n d  t h e
q u e s t i o n  “ w h a t  i f ? . . . ”  T h e i r  a r t  h a s  b e e n  p u b l i s h e d  i n
R a b b l e  R e v i e w ,  C e l e s t i t e  P o e t r y ,  V u l n e r a r y  M a g a z i n e ,
M e s s y  M i s f i t s  M a g a z i n e ,  a n d  W a r n i n g  L i n e s  L i t e r a r y ,

a m o n g  o t h e r  w o n d e r f u l  p l a c e s .  T h e i r  v a r i o u s
p r e s e n c e s  a n d  p u b l i c a t i o n s  c a n  b e  f o u n d  a t

h t t p s : / / l i n k t r . e e / R u t h e n i u m

https://www.facebook.com/richard.jordan.7106/


Sandy Feinstein (she/her)

S a n d y  F e i n s t e i n ' s  m o s t  r e c e n t  a u t o f i c t i o n  a p p e a r s
t h i s  y e a r  i n  M a n i f e s t  S t a t i o n .  H e r  c r e a t i v e  n o n f i c t i o n
a p p e a r e d  i n  I m p o s t  e a r l i e r  t h i s  y e a r  a n d  i n  M i c h i g a n

Q u a r t e r l y  R e v i e w  f i v e  y e a r s  a g o ,  a m o n g  o t h e r s  i n
b e t w e e n .  H e r  f i c t i o n  h a s  a p p e a r e d  t h i s  y e a r  a n d  l a s t
i n  W a y W o r d s  a n d  F l a s h  F r o n t i e r .  I n  c r e a t i v e  w r i t i n g

c l a s s e s ,  s h e  t r i e s  t o  t e a c h  s t u d e n t s  h o w  t o  u s e  w h a t
t h e y  f e e l  a n d  e x p e r i e n c e  t o  w r i t e  i n  a n y  g e n r e ,

i n c l u d i n g  h y b r i d s .  S a n d y  a l s o  t e a c h e s  e a r l y  l i t e r a t u r e
a n d  a s s i g n s  b o t h  O v i d ' s  O r p h e u s  a n d  t h e  m e d i e v a l

O r f e o  i n  h e r  c r e a t i v e  w r i t i n g  c l a s s e s .

Shelley K. Davenport (she/her)

S h e l l e y  K .  D a v e n p o r t  i s  a  p u b l i s h e d  f i c t i o n  w r i t e r  a n d
p o e t .  S h e  l i v e s  a n d  w r i t e s  i n  P i t t s b u r g h ,  P e n n s y l v a n i a

— t h e  P a r i s  o f  A p p a l a c h i a ,  a  m o s t  u n c a n n y  c i t y .  Y o u
c a n  f i n d  h e r  a t  w w w . s h e l l e y k d a v e n p o r t . c o m .

Simone Parker (she/her)

S i m o n e  P a r k e r  i s  a  p o e t  a n d  c o l l a g e  a r t i s t .  S h e  i s
J e w i s h ,  b i s e x u a l ,  a n d  u n a p o l o g e t i c a l l y  m i d w e s t e r n .

H e r  p o e m s  h a v e  b e e n  p u b l i s h e d  i n  t h e  w i n n o w ,  G h o s t
G i r l s  Z i n e ,  T h e  T a l k i n g  S t i c k ,  a n d  b i t t e r  m e l o n

r e v i e w .  S h e  h a s  s h o w c a s e d  h e r  p o e t r y  a t  B r o o k l y n
P o e t s  a n d  T h e  P o e t r y  F o u n d a t i o n  a n d  e x h i b i t e d  h e r
c o l l a g e  w o r k  a t  t h e  M i n n e s o t a  C e n t e r  f o r  B o o k  A r t s .
S h e  l i v e s  i n  M i n n e a p o l i s  w i t h  h e r  h u s b a n d ,  h e r  c a t ,
a n d  a t  l e a s t  8 2  h o u s e  p l a n t s .  F i n d  h e r  o n  I n s t a g r a m
@ s i n g e d f i n g e r s  o r  o n l i n e  a t  s i m o n e p a r k e r p o e t . c o m

Sean Bw Parker

S e a n  B w  P a r k e r  ( M A )  i s  a  w r i t e r ,  a r t i s t  a n d  m u s i c i a n
b a s e d  i n  W o r t h i n g ,  W e s t  S u s s e x .  H e  l i v e d  i n  I s t a n b u l
f o r  t e n  y e a r s ,  h a s  w r i t t e n  o r  c o n t r i b u t e d  t o  a  n u m b e r

o f  b o o k s  a n d  a l b u m s ,  a n d  g i v e n  a  T E D  t a l k .  H e  w a s
b o r n  i n  E x e t e r  i n  1 9 7 5 .

T w i t t e r :  @ s e a n b w p a r k e r  /  G a l l e r y  /  A m a z o n
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http://www.shelleykdavenport.com/
http://simoneparkerpoet.com/
https://seanbwparker.collexart.com/Artist.asp?ArtistID=51458&Akey=H2Z6Y64C&ajx=1
https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/B06XZ76F5Y


Stacy Marie Miller (she/her)

S t a c y  M a r i e  M i l l e r  ( s h e / h e r )  l i v e s  i n  C h a r l o t t e s v i l l e ,
V i r g i n i a .  S h e  h a s  a  B . A  i n  E n g l i s h  a n d  E n v i r o n m e n t a l
S t u d i e s  f r o m  S a i n t  M a r y ’ s  C o l l e g e  o f  M a r y l a n d ,  w h e r e

s h e  w a s  E d i t o r  i n  C h i e f  o f  t h e  A v a t a r  L i t e r a r y
M a g a z i n e .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ s l o p p y . m i n u t i a e

Stephen K. Kim (he/him)
S t e p h e n  K .  K i m  i s  a  q u e e r  K o r e a n  A m e r i c a n  w r i t e r

a n d  c o l l e g e  e d u c a t o r  i n  u p s t a t e  N e w  Y o r k .  H e  e n j o y s
s p e n d i n g  t i m e  w i t h  h i s  h u s b a n d  a n d  h i s  c a t .  H i s
p o e m s  a p p e a r  o r  a r e  f o r t h c o m i n g  i n  G h o s t  C i t y

R e v i e w ,  F i f t h  W h e e l  P r e s s ,  T h i m b l e ,  a n d  e l s e w h e r e .
H e  c a n  b e  f o u n d  o n l i n e  @ s k i m p e r i l .

I n s t a g r a m / X :  @ s k i m p e r i l

Terry Tierney (he/him)
T e r r y  T i e r n e y  i s  t h e  a u t h o r  o f  T h e  P o e t ’ s  G a r a g e  a n d
t h e  n o v e l s  L u c k y  R i d e  a n d  T h e  B r i d g e  o n  B e e r  R i v e r .

H i s  p o e m s  a p p e a r  i n  T h e  B e l l e v u e  L i t e r a r y  R e v i e w ,
R e m i n g t o n  R e v i e w ,  R e e d  M a g a z i n e ,  a n d  R u s t  +  M o t h .
H i s  p o e t r y  b o o k ,  W h y  T r e e s  S t a y  O u t s i d e ,  i s  c o m i n g

f r o m  U n s o l i c i t e d  P r e s s .  W e b s i t e :
h t t p : / / t e r r y t i e r n e y . c o m .

I n s t a g r a m  /  T h r e a d s  /  T w i t t e r / X  /  F a c e b o o k  /  L i n k e d I n

Thomas Rions-Maehren (he/him)

T h o m a s  R i o n s - M a e h r e n ,  a l o n g  w i t h  b e i n g  a n  e d i t o r  a t
O p e n  E x p r e s s i o n  J o u r n a l ,  i s  a  b i l i n g u a l  p o e t ,  n o v e l i s t ,

a n d  c h e m i s t .  H i s  s c i e n t i f i c  r e s e a r c h  h a s  b e e n
p u b l i s h e d  i n  A C S  N a n o ,  a n d  e x a m p l e s  o f  h i s  S p a n i s h -

l a n g u a g e  p r o s e  c a n  b e  f o u n d  i n  h i s  p u b l i s h e d  s h o r t
s t o r i e s  a n d  i n  h i s  n o v e l  E n  l a s  M a n o s  d e  S a t a n á s

( Á p e i r o n  E d i c i o n e s ,  2 0 2 2 ) .  M o r e  o f  h i s  p o e t r y  i n  b o t h
l a n g u a g e s  c a n  b e  f o u n d  i n  a  n u m b e r  o f  j o u r n a l s ,  s u c h

a s  T h e  E l e v a t i o n  a n d  W e l t e r ,  a t  h i s  b l o g
( t o m m a e h r e n p o e t r y . b l o g s p o t . c o m ) ,  a n d  a t  h i s

w e b s i t e  ( t h o m a s r i o n s m a e h r e n . c o m ) .  H e  i s  o n  X  a n d
I n s t a g r a m  @ M a e h r e n T o m .
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https://www.instagram.com/tierneyterryw/
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Will Davis (he/they)

W i l l  D a v i s  i s  a  n u r s e ,  p o e m  s c r i b b l e r ,  a n d  s i n g u l a r
i m m u t a b l e  f i r e  e s c a p e .  W o r d s  f o u n d

@ B y T h i s W i l l A l o n e .
I n s t a g r a m :  @ B y T h i s W i l l A l o n e

yuan changming (he/him)

Y u a n  C h a n g m i n g  e d i t s  P o e t r y  P a c i f i c  w i t h  A l l e n
Y u a n .  C r e d i t s  i n c l u d e  1 5  c h a p b o o k s ,  1 2  P u s h c a r t
n o m i n a t i o n s  f o r  p o e t r y  a n d  2  f o r  f i c t i o n  b e s i d e s
a p p e a r a n c e s  i n  B e s t  o f  t h e  B e s t  C a n a d i a n  P o e t r y
( 2 0 0 8 - 1 7 ) ,  B e s t N e w P o e m s O n l i n e  a n d  2 0 8 9  o t h e r

p u b l i c a t i o n s  a c r o s s  5 1  c o u n t r i e s .  Y u a n  b e g a n  w r i t i n g
a n d  p u b l i s h i n g  f i c t i o n  i n  2 0 2 2 ,  w i t h  h i s  f i r s t  ( h y b r i d )

n o v e l  D e t a c h i n g  d u e  o u t  i n  S e p t e m b e r .  
p o e t r y p a c i f i c . b l o g s p o t . c a

Tinamarie Cox (she/her)

T i n a m a r i e  C o x  l i v e s  i n  A r i z o n a  w i t h  h e r  h u s b a n d ,  t w o
c h i l d r e n ,  a n d  r e s c u e  f e l i n e s .  H e r  w r i t t e n  a n d  v i s u a l

w o r k  h a s  a p p e a r e d  i n  a  n u m b e r  o f  p u b l i c a t i o n s  u n d e r
v a r i o u s  g e n r e s .  S h e  h a s  t w o  c h a p b o o k s  w i t h

B o t t l e c a p  P r e s s ,  S e l f - D e s t r u c t i o n  i n  S m a l l  D o s e s
( 2 0 2 3 ) ,  a n d  A  C o l l e c t i o n  o f  M o r n i n g  H o u r s  ( 2 0 2 4 ) .  H e r

d e b u t  f u l l - l e n g t h  p o e t r y  c o l l e c t i o n ,  T h r o u g h  A  S e a
L a c e d  W i t h  M i d n i g h t  H u e s ,  i s  f o r t h c o m i n g  w i t h

N y m e r i a  P r e s s  i n  2 0 2 5 .  Y o u  c a n  f i n d  m o r e  o f  h e r  w o r k
a t :  t i n a m a r i e t h i n k s t o o m u c h . w e e b l y . c o m

I n s t a g r a m / F B / T h r e a d s / T i k T o k :
@ t i n a m a r i e t h i n k s t o o m u c h

Victoria Spires (she/her)
V i c t o r i a  S p i r e s ’  ( s h e / h e r )  p o e m s  s c r i b b l e  i n  t h e

m a r g i n s  o f  r e m e m b e r e d  p h i l o s o p h i e s ,  o v e r h e a r d
i d e a s ,  n a t u r e ,  m o t h e r h o o d  a n d  d e s i r e .  H e r  w o r k  h a s

b e e n  f e a t u r e d  o r  i s  f o r t h c o m i n g  i n  v a r i o u s
p u b l i c a t i o n s  i n c l u d i n g  T h e  W i n g e d  M o o n ,  B e r l i n  L i t ,
S u b u r b a n  W i t c h c r a f t ,  G h o s t  C i t y  R e v i e w ,  a n d  D u s t .

S h e  w a s  c o m m e n d e d  i n  t h e  L e d b u r y  P o e t r y
C o m p e t i t i o n  2 0 2 4  a n d  s h o r t l i s t e d  f o r  t h e  A e s t h e t i c a

A r t s  C r e a t i v e  W r i t i n g  A w a r d .  S h e  i s  a l s o  a
c o n t r i b u t i n g  e d i t o r  a t  T h e  W i n g e d  M o o n .

I n s t a g r a m :  @ j i t t e r b u g _ w r i t e s  /  X :  @ j i t t e r b u g w r i t e s
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