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     Anna Privateer

Ann Privateer is a poet, artist, and photographer. 
Some of her work has appeared in Third 
Wednesday, Manzanita, and Entering to name a 
few. 

Joey Yip

Joey Yip is a secondary 4 student from Singapore who writes poetry as a means to 
deal with the stresses and frustrations of school life. He dreams of one day becoming 
a voice over artist and win awards for writing.

Thoughts from a Dying Future
   By Joey Yip (Datadefiant)

_________________________________________

We stood, silenced, on shadowy summits

together, sad skeletons of trees surrounding us

with soulless, sorrowful stories of

missing sun-kissed skies. Sonnets about



a past's paralysis that petrified

our present. Covered the continents

and cities from the helpless Heavens, 

at the End of Times.

Crumbling cliffs cracked and collapsed

as the skies caved in. Stars, stricken

with shock, as they watched the self-destruction

of sanctuary, as the Spire shook and collapsed.

Our silhouettes barely scrape through the starless skies,

a sign we are meteoric; this world could no longer hold us

so we blaze through blackened skies, soaring. This is

How we found light in the endless night.

I remember the bruises,

hands held on too hard in the storm,

dreaming of dawn

after the storm. We never foresaw for it to

split us into separate skies.

Misadventures of an Aborted Author

By Joey Yip (Datadefiant)

_________________________________________

Calling

Forlorn fore-warnings couldn't forbid

your vicarious visions of fleshed-out frontiers

as you set sail to lands foreign

yet familiar to you.



Maps

With the directions from the needle of a pen you

charted character's choices on parchment

held close to your heart so you can hear

the habits of their hearts.

Journeys

Pages slipped into black and blue surf into

ink-stained seas that fanned forgotten fog

far, far away. Never realized how sauntering sails

have steered you dangerously off course.

Conflicts

Crimson criticism crept onto the crests of pages,

shredded sails of self-esteem, crumpled, flung

overboard. You sank under the surging 

squall of your sorrowful scribbling.

Ruins

Months segue into years. The torn rigging of writing

sat sunken, leagues into the depths of darkness. Silver-

fish swam through the shipwreck of doomed destinies.

You were never near the verge of ___________.



Linda M. Crate

Linda M. Crate's works have been published in numerous magazines and anthologies both 
online and in print. She is the author of six poetry chapbooks, the latest of which is: More Than 
Bone Music (Clare Songbirds Publishing House, March 2019). She's also the author of the novel
Phoenix Tears (Czykmate Books, June 2018). Recently she has published two full-length poetry 
collections Vampire Daughter (Dark Gatekeeper Gaming, February 2020) and The Sweetest 
Blood (Cyberwit, February 2020). 

My Heart will not be Caged

When any woman is strong 

they always paint her to be the villain 

A good woman knows her place, 

doesn't question the status quo; 

is seen but never heard and always 

married to a man and is never 

outspoken or disagreeable— 

 

i could never get the attributes 

on their deck of cards right 

 so i guess i must be a tarot deck 

whilst the world is shuffling 

playing cards, 

i am something spoken in a language 

that confuses and haunts them; 

 

but they don't want to learn 

they only want my silence— 

 



but i refuse to be a bird who cannot 

or will not sing, 

they may have accepted their fate 

as caged birds; 

 

i am too wild and too fierce 

to be domesticated— 

 

my heart will never be caged. 

With a Trauma

"you've got a pretty smile" 

makes it slip off my face 

 

i know it's a compliment, 

but it makes me think of you; 

lingering here all these years later— 

 

but i am not your victim 

no matter how much i still hurt, 

i am more angry than i will ever 

be afraid; 

 

i am a survivor and a warrior 

you are just a fiend 

trying to prey on people you find 



are not predators— 

 

I've become one 

because i am tired of being murdered, 

 

and i am not sorry; 

there will be no apologies issued 

a damphyr hungers like anyone else 

 

when i spill your blood upon my tongue 

i will release myself from the curse 

you put on me when you broke me open 

with a trauma i no longer wish to carry. 



 
Drew Pisarra

Drew Pisarra is one half of Saint Flashlight, an art activation project with Molly Gross that gets
poetry into unexpected public spaces. Their work has been featured at O, Miami Poetry 
Festival, Free Verse: Charleston Poetry Festival, and Poets House NYC. Additionally, Infinity 
Standing Up, his first book of poetry, was recently released by Capturing Fire Press. He is also a
Fall 2019 recipient of a literary grant from the Cafe Royal Cultural Foundation.

Dorian Gray in Therapy

Psychiatrist:

In our last session, you said,
“We have lost the abstract” 

and then“ the body sins once…” 

in reference to a beautiful man,

(or was it a doppelganger?) 
you chanced upon in a dream.
What did you mean by that? 

Dorian Gray:

It’s hard to explain. 

I guess one might say,
some hidden nerve shook,  

hidden away in that little ivory body, 

hidden away in a locked room, 

hidden from the world, 

hidden away at all costs, 

so often hidden,  

hidden away, 

hidden away somewhere,
hidden in a way that was hidden.

Psychiatrist:

Hidden from whom?
From him? For you?
Why? Where? And what?
I imagine that was terrifying,

What do you think about
this hideous thing…hidden away.



Dorian Gray:
I’d say it was a terror to him, 

and would’ve been one to me 

if I’d cared but I didn’t.

Not terribly I’m afraid. 



Mike Dailey

Mike Dailey is a fairly well known poet in southeast North Carolina.  He lives near Sunset 
Beach with his wife of 48 years and the occasional visits with his daughter and two grand-kids. 
His poems have been published in several magazines and anthologies.   He has had three books 
of poetry published; one based on cancer treatments he underwent, one based on his 30 years 
working as a civilian analyst for the US Army, and a book of spiritual poems.  He is currently 
putting together a collection of children’s’ poems and looking for a publisher. Mike Dailey’s 
poetry can be serious, topical, or very moving but he is known more for his rhythm and rhyme 
poetry with a twist of humor.  

Southern Writers

Did you know there’s a Hereafter  
Where Southern Writers dwell  
And if you’re a Southern Writer  
You’ll want in as well - - - but  
To be a Southern Writer  
There’s just one simple rule  
Somewhere in your writings  
You must include a mule  
And not just any mule story  
If you want your writing read  
This mule must be dying  
And ultimately dead  
It doesn’t matter if you love them  
Or hate them to their core  
You’ve got to kill a mule  
If your writing is to score  
They’ve been killed by all your heroes  
In Southern stories, books and plays  
Killed off by great writers  
In a multitude of ways  
Faulkner drowned a good pair  
In his book “As I Lay Dying”  
They’ve been shot and stabbed and frozen  
When the writers really trying  
They’ve been chewed up by a rabid dog  
Or left to die of thirst  
They’ve been tethered to a railroad track  
Or asphyxiated first  
Now as a Southern Writer  
I’m wondering just who’ll  



deny me my Hereafter  
When they’ve read about my mule  
   
So here is my story of an old Southern mule  
Who rode Southern gents to an old Southern duel  
When they turned and fired, there formed a blood pool  
On the ground at the feet of this old Southern mule  
And bubbling up through the blood and the drool  
Came the very last gasp of this old Southern mule  
Who gave up his life for an old writer’s tool  
So that I could check off this Southern Writers rule.  



E. Martin Pedersen

E. Martin Pedersen, originally from San Francisco, has lived for over 35 years in eastern Sicily 
where he teaches English at the local university. His poetry has appeared most recently in 
Ginosko Literary Journal, Abstract Magazine, Neologism Poetry Journal, Poesis, Thirteen 
Myna Birds. Martin is an alum of the Squaw Valley Community of Writers. His collection of 
haiku, Bitter Pills, has just come out. He blogs at: https://emartinpedersenwriter.blogspot.com   

Heart Traveler 
 
Baby, you got to travel while you’re young 
Young at heart 
Are you? 
In your hall of mirrors mind 
Travel in your mind 
The world you can imagine 
While you’re still creative 
Don’t take any baggage or identification 
Leave your stuffy prison cell 
Leave your abusive parents as well 
Leave drugs of choice, they won't tell 
Soar over houses and ball fields 
Soar over water and land, water, land 
If you’re not young enough 
Too old at eighteen 
You need to get there, go 
Wherever, all the same 
Make your welcome on the enchanted road  
In the incandescent sky 
In every corner 
Of your young mind 
Reflecting off your mirror ball heart. 



Taylor Bain

Taylor is a tutor and childcare provider who writes and paints in her spare time. She also 
enjoys fish-keeping, talking to her cats, and attempting to bake.  

Floral Slumber 
  
Crimson blossoms leak blood onto my face, 
Gnawing vines feast upon my despair, 
My own terrors form a thorny embrace. 
Dread oozes from my wounded nightmare. 
  
Gnawing vines feast upon my despair, 
I cannot escape my tangled prison, 
Dread oozes from my wounded nightmare. 
I am ensnared by my own sickly vision.     
  
I cannot escape my tangled prison, 
Hemorrhaging roots devour my once serene repose, 
I am ensnared by my own sickly vision, 
I cannot evade the bleeding rose. 

Maturation 
  
Tabula rasa, 
Nourished by preconception, 
Becomes the weed 
That strangles our youth, 
Leaving us with the lifeless corpse  
We call adulthood. 

Polluted Spectrum 
   
Red tides bleed the ocean. 
Orange smog chokes the skyline. 
Yellow dust burns children's throats. 
Green frogs hop on malformed legs. 
Bluebirds snap their necks on windows. 
Indigo dye wastewater turns streams black. 
Violets wilt in hellish summer heat. 



“Hope” by Carl Scharwath

Carl Scharwath, has appeared globally with 150+ journals selecting his poetry, short stories, 
interviews, essays, plays or art photography (His photography was featured on the cover of 6 literary 
journals.) Two poetry books 'Journey To Become Forgotten' (Kind of a Hurricane Press).and 
'Abandoned' (ScarsTv) have been published. His first photography book was recently published by 
Praxis. Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine, a competitive runner and 2nd degree black- belt in 
Taekwondo. 



Joseph Worrell

The life bestowed upon Joseph Worrell is one of involuntary intrusion; a life that was not asked
for, yet all at the same time, no one else but him could live it. His mind is one that fumbles with 
the understanding of the divine as well as the contemporary society in which we live. Though he
knows there are many exactly like him – those who ponder on the infinite and our short tenure 
of existence – still he finds isolation to be the most loving counterpart.

Destined 
 
Where does oblivion lie? If it indeed exists at all. 
Is there anything there to catch me when I fall? 
I feel the tug of the Divine each and every day 
Which is why I ponder, where can oblivion lay? 
There is no true end to a life that has begun 
Even when that life can no longer experience the warmth of the sun 
For nothing just happens, there is a reason, I believe, for everything occurring 
So when I fall I only believe there is a higher power working 
I orchestrate what I can, I handle my tasks and assignments 
I push forward with valiance when I am met with defiance 
And break through to the other side, my Eden to rest in 
There was never an obstacle to hinder it, because it was destined.

The  
Awakening 

        You normally awaken from slumber with a sense of certainty, understanding - you expect to be 
in the same place that you lay your head down. But what does one do when you arise from sleep, only
to realize you can recall nothing that previously happened, and you are laid up in a hospital bed? I lay
asleep, very still. I could feel myself arising into consciousness. I couldn’t recall any dreams, nor 
could I remember falling asleep. The next thing I knew I was waking up, and the first thing that came 
to mind was my wife - I instantly was shocked out of my sleep, sitting up quickly in the bed once I 
awoke. The hospital lights were very bright in my eyes. I looked around the room and noticed I was 
alone, wearing a hospital gown. The walls were patterned with green, white, and blue tiles and paint. 
I got up from the bed and walked to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. I looked fine, and felt 
fine. Why in the hell was I in a bed? I had only come to visit my wife, anyway, she was supposed to 
be getting out of surgery soon. That much I knew. But I couldn’t remember anything other than that. I
felt slightly dizzy.  

I walked to the door of my room and looked through the window. Normal hospital cornucopia 
was underway - white lab coats were roaming the halls, gurneys holding patients were being wheeled 
speedily around.  

“How come no one is coming to check on me,” I thought. “I need to get out of here, find my 
wife. And find out why I was in a hospital bed.” 



I exited the door. There were a few nurses in the hall. I approached one. 
“Excuse me,” I said, touching her shoulder. 
“Oh my God,” she said after turning to see me.  
She immediately ran to the nearby counter and picked up a telephone. I turned to look behind 

me, uncertain of whether or not her being worked up was truly because of me. 
“Hello?” she said calmly. “I need security in the experimental wing, NOW!” 
“Experimental wing?” I said to myself. “What the hell hospital is this??” 
 I saw her hang up and start coming towards me slowly.  
“Sir, I need you to go back into your room please.” 
“No. No, I’d like someone to explain why I’m in here at all. And where’s my wife? That’s 

why I even came here, to get my wife out of surgery. But now I’m laid up in a goddamned bed.” 
“Sir, please, just calm down,” she said, continuing to inch closer. I kept backing further away. 
“No, I won’t calm down, and I’m not going back to that room. Not until someone tells me 

what the FUCK IS GOING ON!!” 
At the end of the hall, a few hundred feet from the desk with the phone, four security officers 

burst through the staircase door and began barreling toward me. I panicked, my eyes widened. I 
started sprinting down the hallway in the other direction, turning a corner once I reached an 
intersection in the hall. Hospital staff darted out of my path as I made my way toward them, their 
faces lit with confusion. I saw a sign ahead pointing left for elevators at the next hall’s turn. I sprinted
harder, hearing the clacking of shoes in the labyrinth behind me. 

Approaching the elevator, I saw that there were doctors and nurses preparing to board. The 
door was opening as soon as I reached the cluster of people, and I ran directly into them, using the 
force of my intense stride to knock them out of the way. I entered the elevator, pressing the first 
button I could, and then frantically mashed the button to close the doors. The clamoring sounds of 
footsteps were drawing nearer to my position. 

“He’s on the elevator!!” I heard one of them shout.  
The doors closed as the first guard reached the elevator. He began cursing. I was unsure of 

what floor I pressed, or where to go. I looked and saw the number three was lit up. I rested against the
wall, catching my breath, attempting to gather my thoughts, which was an impossibility. My mind 
was wiped clean. I couldn’t remember what happened yesterday or even coming into the hospital.  

I assumed everyone would be on alert looking for me by now on every floor. The elevator 
stopped on the third floor. The door opened then closed, no security nearby. I saw a button at the very 
bottom of the floor numbers that was slightly different than the others. It didn’t have a number on it, 
it was just green and blank. I figured this was a floor not everyone could go to, so I pressed it. Only, it
wasn’t a button. A fingerprint outline showed when I rested my finger on it, and the elevator began to 
ascend. As it passed each floor every number lit up on the wall of the elevator, all ten floors. Once it 
got to ten, however, it kept going. The elevator stopped and the doors opened. I stepped out into a 
hallway, it was very well lit. For some reason it all felt, familiar. 

At the end of this corridor I could see a large window looking into a room. I could see escape 
pod-looking machines all lined up inside. I felt an ache in the arches of my feet, a burning sensation 
on the bottoms of them as I walked. Once I got to the window I saw that this room was enormous. 
There was a door just to my right as I got to the window and I entered. There were hundreds of pods, 
all of them secreting steam. The room was frigid, the breath from my mouth could be seen. 

There were small windows on the front of the pods and each one had a number on it, just 
below the window. I approached and peered into one, only to see my face resting inside. I jumped 
back in  confused fear. I went to the next one and looked to find the same; me, lying in a sleep state, 



completely naked. My heart was pounding, I could no longer feel the ache in my feet from running 
barefoot on the linoleum floors. I continued roaming around the rest of the room, taking into account 
the vast amount of doppelgangers that had apparently been synthesized. The intricacy of each one 
was amazing. I noticed he birthmark above my eyebrow on each one that I looked at. The highest 
number I saw on a pod was three-hundred.  

Finally, I made my way to the very back of the large room. There was a console hooked into 
the back wall with a huge monitor and a plethora of equipment surrounding it. I felt like I was living 
in a disturbing episode of American Horror Story. As I was approaching the monitor I caught sight of 
another pod to the left in my peripheral, nestled in a back corner adjacent to the console. This pod 
was different than the others. This one seemed more archaic in its appearance. I walked over, already 
expecting to see my face within. On the front of the pod the number read “One”. I looked in the 
window and saw a skeletal face that looked like mine; skin still present yet it hung onto the bones as a
loose fitting shirt. It looked as if all of my blood and muscle had been siphoned from my being. I 
could see my cheekbones through the sagging skin, the hollowed eye sockets that still remained 
closed. There were still clothes on my body too – a blue button-up shirt. 

All at once, while staring at my corpse, I began to recall that day I came to see my wife. The 
influx of thoughts was painful as I reminisced; my head began throbbing. I remembered that my wife 
needed a blood transfusion from being in a car accident and I had the perfect blood type. After I gave 
what they needed for the transfusion, they informed me of a government funded program the hospital 
was implementing that would cure a vast assortment of diseases; and that my blood type was perfect 
for helping begin. The nurse told me that mine was a rare type that fended off most, if not all, disease,
which I could believe since I had only been severely sick once in my entire life. She told me that I 
could have the first cure done that same day and be back to my wife in a couple days after her 
operation. That was the last thing I could remember. Then I heard the loud shout of a guard, sneaking 
behind me. 

“He’s over here!! The One chamber!” 
“No, please!” I turned and shouted, as the sounds of footsteps came closer. “You don’t 

understand!” 
“We understand completely,” the first guard said, cocking his gun. Two others ran up, guns 

 drawn, and they followed his lead. “FIRE!!” 
“Please, STOOOP!” 
Then I felt what was like a hard punch in my stomach, then another in the right of my chest. 

Then another in my forehead, and I went to sleep. I didn’t die, I just felt myself fall back asleep. It 
was like one of those intensely lucid sleeps; where you are definitely nestled under slumber, but your 
activity in the dream is all too real. Except, instead of waking up from it, I went to sleep in it - a 
reverse lucid dream.  

The next thing I knew I was waking up, and the first thing that came to mind was my wife. I 
instantly was shocked out of sleep, attempting to sit up quickly in the bed once I awoke. But I was 
strapped down to the bed. The hospital lights were very bright in my eyes. I looked around the room 
and noticed I was alone, wearing a hospital gown. I had only come to visit my wife, she was 
supposed to be getting out of surgery soon. I couldn’t remember anything other than that. I felt 
slightly dizzy.  



Manuel Chavarria

Manuel Chavarria is a writer and publisher living in Los Angeles. 

The Ballad of Denim Elvis 

He buttoned up his aging soul 
And packed it off to Idaho 
Where teardrops fell upon the soil 
He slicked his hair, all smeared with oil 
The chopper roared beneath his ass 
Clad tight with denim, shake, and sass 
He threw on a helmet, masked his pain 
But he’d taken his shot, there was no shame 
 
For the man called Denim Elvis 
There’s nowhere left to go 
And nothing but toil in the potato fields 
Of Boise, Idaho 
 
A rainstorm beat upon the plain 
Cut deep, but could not kill the flame 
That in his heart stood stout and full 
And held aloft his iron will 
He’d plow those fields, he’d show them all 
Hold caution up against the wall 
The jeers were distant echoes now 
No longer threatened by the sound 
 
Was the man called Denim Elvis 
‘cus there’s nowhere left to go 
But to a simple life in the potato fields 
Of Boise, Idaho 
 
The farm was still and cold that night 
The moon was slung real low 
He laced a poncho ‘round his neck 
And walked against the flow 
Of wind that slapped him forcefully, 
Cast poison in his eyes 
Wrapped a noose around his neck 
And cinched a deadly tie 
 
But the man called Denim Elvis slipped 
Away from such a bitter end 



He tossed aside a shredded rope 
And, free, he stood before a friend 
Who handed him a golden hoe 
And set him on a different path 
The cheers had drifted silent now, 
But he could only shrug and laugh 
 
For the man called Denim Elvis 
 
Did fortune and fame let go 
So he smiled and dug into the soil 
Of Boise, Idaho 
 



Derek Huntington 

Derek Huntington was born and raised on the Olympic Peninsula, He spent many summers hiking 
mountain and beach trails while questioning life’s many mysteries. Writing down his thoughts has 
brought him a clearer understanding of the perplexity’s in living. Writing is Derek’s therapy and as he
grew he came to realize that he could express myself through writing when he couldn't convey his 
thoughts and feelings verbally. Derek enjoys history, sports, and reading, Stephen King is his favorite.
Family is also an important component in Derek’s life. He has a wife and a seven year old daughter.

Playing God     
 
We make genetically modified organisms,
And turn them into new plants and foods.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
We neuter and spay animals,
And ourselves.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
Women use birth control as a way to prevent babies,
And some have abortions.
Is that like them playing God?
Should they be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
Many people myself included have all different types of pets,
And there are zoo's all over the world,
Were people can go to see animals,
Without having to go to there natural habitats.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?



Will there be consequences? 
 
We cross breed animals and also make new species of animals.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
We get surgeries to repair part of our bodies when needed.
We get immunizations to keep us from getting certain sicknesses.
 
And take medicine that we invented when we get sick.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
Some change their sex type,
And increase and/or reduce their breast size.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
We sentence people to death,
And eventually end their life.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
In life sometimes accidents or other events happen,
That force a person to make the decision,
Of whether or not to pull the plug.
Or put our pets to sleep.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
We chop down trees and use them to build houses,



And make many other things.
We build roads and destroy the natural habitats of many animals.
Is that like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
 
We take so many things,
And change them from what they naturally where,
And I question.
 
Is it like us playing God?
Should we be doing it?
Is it right?
Is it what he'd want?
Will there be consequences? 
In the end will it matter?
Am I the only one who thinks about this?
Does no one care? 
 
Are we playing God...?
Should we be...? 



Joy J. Fine

Always passionate about writing, Joy J. Fine has previously written for a variety of websites; doing 
mainly short articles.  Along the way she has completed two books, multiple short stories and poems 
and is currently working on the interview process for a new book; Creative Depressives.  When not 
writing she divides her time between her family, her events décor company and walking her dogs on 
her beautiful 5 acre country property.

That Is Me

Ever wonder why the fairies

They’re dressed in costume of the moment

A winter wind blowing snow, proud poppies

Autumn leaves dropping, rain falling

Lost in thought, seductive in mood

Why not a photo of the day

A smile, a memory, a thought

Each day for me I am the fairy

Feeling each moment, each mood

Each picture is a bit of me

For no one else but me to see

Realize I am not hiding myself

But telling, screaming, wishing others to see

That is me……….

Time Shadows

Abandoned tracks meandering through an empty station

Faraway whistle whispering from a forgotten train

Relics of a yesteryear stranded in a nowhere time

Reflections of a farewell kiss never to be

Walk along the shattered dock



Water lapping over broken edges

Dropping off into muddy water

Symbols of another age

Closed doors of institutional care

Passageways to rooms with broken bars

Screams still resounding down peeling hallways

No one cared then, no one does now

Lonely lighthouse on an isolated island

A hundred steps to the top

Burnt out bulb sends no warnings

No offer of safety in the shadows

Unending hills of highway

Bare trees waiting for summer buds

Walls of rocks line the way

Destination a place in time

Journey

footsteps upon a cobbled walkway

sunshine through clouded skies

raindrops that fall on empty streets

pacing through a labyrinth of dismal alleyways

streetlights that shine only for stray cats

can time turn back to simpler days

when challenges were tying shoes

and playing games meant innocence

when you could trace all fears

to moments of waiting for direction

days of youth with others there



to hold your hand, and wipe your tears

for when those days are long gone

when others lives are in your hands

and the reflex to turn away, to run

must be quelled as it is not the answer

how can you turn away from that

despite your needs, you stay

despite your strength, the weakness shows

until you leave it all behind

and enter now another time

to wake your soul

and fill your mind

A Shattered Glass

A shattered glass is

like a promise broken

for as you pile the pieces

atop one another

all you have left

are the memories.



Bill Stifler

Bill Stifler teaches composition and mythology at Chattanooga State Community College. Originally 
from southeastern Pennsylvania, Stifler has lived in the Chattanooga area since 1972. Stifler also 
serves as the webmaster for the Meacham Writers’ Workshop, a biannual event featuring readings, 
discussions, and group conferences by creative writers from around the world who share their 
experience and expertise with local and regional writers.

On Preparing to Teach the Poems of Jericho Brown 

What do I know about being a black man? 

I read his poetry, have read the poetry 

Of other black men and black women, 

But what do I know about the blackness 

Of life, me with my white skin, white 

Life.  Sure, I’ve been asked if I’m a 

Jew, Greek, even been asked once 

“What are you then?” but that doesn’t  

Cut me any slack for talking about black. 

Soon I will join my friends, mostly white, 

And we will talk about this black man’s 

Poetry, talk about themes, and images 

And we will feel like we have some sense 

Of what the poetry is all about, but how 

Can we know in all our whiteness; 

How can we imagine in all our safety, 

What it’s really like to be black?  



Linda Imbler

Linda Imbler’s poetry collections include three published works by Amazon, “Big Questions, Little 
Sleep,” “Lost and Found,”  and “Red Is The Sunrise.”  Soma Publishing has published her three e-
book collections, “The Sea’s Secret Song,”  “Pairings,” a hybrid of short fiction and poetry, and “That
Fifth Element.” She is a Pushcart and Best of the Net nominee.  Examples of Linda’s poetry and a 
listing of publications can be found at lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com.  In addition to writing, she 
helps her husband, a Luthier, build acoustic guitars. 

Getting Knackered

Feeling as Atlas who carried the world,
and one misstep would mean a painful free fall for all.
When does the sun grows weary of the light that saps it?
A restless soul ,ever weary, of traveling and seeing beauty?
Does the night grow weary of the dark as it runs down?
Does the heart grow weary of hope?
How do we embrace the new without diminishing the old?
The mischievous jeer 
of those who tell me
that the solution 
is only a dream, a hope , a wish,
professed by they themselves, 
also weary and bone-tired,
when the truth and lies attack in tandem.

Ceramic Birds

Ceramic birds, never struggling to disentangle
their ponderous wings from that
which truly does not matter.

Why can they not see
those things from which
they should extricate themselves?

The minutiae, heavy,
reminiscent of dead weight.
The atmosphere thickened with useless trivia,
like an old, old morning paper.



Flying low, barely above a sea of indifference,
bowed down by that which,
if put into perspective,
would no longer plague their plumage.



Tom Montag

Tom Montag’s books of poetry include: Making Hay & Other Poems; Middle Ground; The Big Book 
of Ben Zen; In This Place: Selected Poems 1982-2013; This Wrecked World; The Miles No One 
Wants; Imagination's Place; Love Poems; and Seventy at Seventy. His poem 'Lecturing My Daughter 
in Her First Fall Rain' has been permanently incorporated into the design of the Milwaukee 
Convention Center. He blogs at The Middle-westerner. With David Graham he recently co-edited 
Local News: Poetry About Small Towns.

AFTER HAN-SHAN'S POEM #279

He is not a hermit
but he calls himself one.

He says he's holy
but he wears a silk hat,

not the coarse kerchief
that hermits wear.

He thinks he's as pure
as the driven snow.

That snow is dirty.
He's a monkey

putting a fish-basket
on his head, trying

to be like real men.



Jason Cueto

Jason Cueto is a poet and lyricist currently hailing from Wisconsin, USA.  His work has appeared in a
wide variety of publications including N.Y. Literary Magazine, Fallen Angel Poetry Anthology Vol. 1,
Only You: A poetic retrospective, Wink Writers magazine and numerous online blogs and e-zines.  He
has been writing off and on since high school. When he's not writing, Jason enjoys playing guitar, live
music, coffeehouses, and spending time with his daughter.  More of his work can be found on 
Facebook at www.facebook.com/secondhandhalopoetry or www.facebook.com/sighsliesandlulllabies.

All Dressed up for the end of the world

I'm all dressed up,
For the end of the world.
All I really need is a crazy girl,
All I really want is a little swirl,
Cuz we're both dressed up 
For the end of the world.

We've got face masks,
And canceled classes.
Fear controlling, 
The clueless masses.
Panic buying,
A war of classes.
Just my luck, I would meet a girl
Who's all dressed up for the end of the world. 

So let's lose ourselves in this moment
We've got front row seats 
To watch the world burn.
You would've thought we would've owned this...
But we never seem able to learn.
That we go further and farther together
It's not just a matter 
Of whether 
or not....

We're all dressed up
For the end of the world.
Just my luck that I'd meet a girl,
She was all dressed up for the end of the world.



Tiny Little Lines

Alive in a nightmare
Down in this hole
A million miles an hour
Can't find your way home

Lost with no direction
Your mind slipping away
Why do you do this to yourself
Just to get thru the day

You never wanted an addiction
It was only supposed to be for fun
No getting off this ride now
Cause you've already got one, son

No sense in running
I'm already in your head
Slowly causing insanity
Full speed for dead

There's no turning back now
You've made your bed now lie
Your soul lying in the gutter
All for those tiny little lines.

Harley Quinn Romance

I'll be the joker
You be my queen
We'll be bi polar
And everything in between
We wont care about living life
To the letter
And we ain't getting older
We're just getting better
The more they tell us no
The more we'll do it just because..we're us

I need my kind of crazy
And i found it in you
Your asylum insanity



My perfect cue
Lets take a chance
On this insane romance.

Cause we ain’t getting older
We're just getting better
We don’t care about
Living up to their letter
Lets just go
Be us.

Lithium Barbie Doll

She's a razor-sharp dish
Wrapped in a kiss
Things appear so fine,
It won't be long before
You see something wrong.
Those voices in her head at night
She'll bring you in
To her den of sin
Steal your soul for the night
The sun’s going down
Time's running out
Better buckle your belt
For this roller-coaster ride

Wild-Eyed,
A mile per minute,
She loves me,
She hates me,
Come on which is it?
Didn't know what I was getting
When I took this one home
A Lithium Barbie Doll to call my own.

Percocet Princess
So sweet to see
Dr. Jekyll & Ms. Hyde,
A Bellevue Beauty Queen
Never know just who she's going to be tonight.
Wild-Eyed,
A mile per minute.
You love me?,



You hate me?
What the fuck is it?
Didn't know what I was getting
When I took her home
A Lithium Barbie Doll to call my own.



Kelly Dreisinger

While reeling in the depths of a traumatic life change, Kelly was gifted with divine expression in the 
form of poetry.  In the midst of her heartache, this greatest gift assisted in her healing journey, and 
rising above those circumstances.  Finding her voice through her poems has given Kelly purpose and 
passion.

REBEL 
 
What do I need?   
What do I crave?   
I hate expectations  
I don’t want to behave… 
 
Or conform  
to the beat of another’s drum   
You may sing  
but I will hum 
 
I am exhausted 
by living in the box  
That box doesn’t fit me  
I think I need a detox 
 
If I go for my freedom  
you say it’s not cool   
You say I’m irresponsible  
because I don’t play by the rules 
 
I want to escape  
this controlling society   
My wanderlust heart  
is calling to me 
 
To chase the rainbows  
and dance with the fairies   
Find my tribe… 
ignore my adversaries 
 
I’m sick of fretting  
about what I ‘should’ do 
Those beliefs keep me stuck  
just like glue 



I’m so tired, 
 
 
of all the self-doubt   
I feel weary 
I need to get out 
 
That box keeps me small  
I need to break free   
I need the love  
that accepts all parts of me 
 
Even the inconvenient bits  
and the messy parts too   
Loves my kind of crazy 
and understands my view 
 
It’s time to be honest  
this is who I am   
I am a free spirit  
living my own program 



Edward Schmidt-Zorner

Edward Schmidt-Zorner is a translator and writer of poetry, haibun, haiku, and short stories. He 
writes in four languages: English, French, Spanish and German and holds workshops on Japanese and
Chinese style poetry and prose. Member of four writer groups in Ireland and lives in County Kerry, 
Ireland, for more than 25 years and is a proud Irish citizen, born in Germany. Published in 78 
anthologies, literary journals and broadsheets in USA, UK, Ireland, Japan, Sweden, Italy, Bangladesh,
India, France, Mauritius, Nigeria and Canada. Writes also under his pen name: Eadbhard McGowan

Caragh Lake 
 
A rock in the lake,  
a withered pine on its shore, 
We bring the boat to water, 
sink into silent lore. 
 
You like to cut reed, 
to weave a bed. 
Wind blows over the grass.   
Herb scent is our bath. 
 
The crickets fall silent, 
the sun reflecting the water. 
A heron walks with a saunter, 
splashing in shallow waves. 
 
The evening casts the shadow   
over the yellow fields, 
which the midday sun matured. 
All around - steep slopes. 
 
Reddened sky on the horizon 
colouring the dripping oars. 
We moor, pulse of the time. 
The moon will appear soon. 



Ferris E Jones 

Ferris E. Jones is an internationally published poet and screenwriter currently residing in 
Puyallup Washington. His work has appeared in both print and online magazines including as the 
featured poet for Creative Talents Unleashed. Other magazines include: Glo Mag, Piker Press, Se La 
Vie Writers Journal, Write on Magazine, Outlaw Poetry, Degenerate Literature 17, Tuck 
Magazine, The Literary Hatchet, Warriors with Wings, In Between Hangovers, and many other 
literary publications. He is the recipient of two grants from the Nevada Arts Council and the Editor 
and Publisher of Nevada Poets 2009. Ferris has twice received honorable mention awards from 
Writers Digest annual screenwriting contest. Ferris is also the Author / Editor of seven 
collections of poetry. You can learn more about Ferris E. Jones by visiting 
www.inquisitionpoetry.com where each month he features the work of other poets. The goal of 
this site is to spread the word of poetry throughout the world. 

Hidden in a Small Town 
 
I put on a really old pair of shoes, 
Which lets me walk chronologically. 
I passed a ten-year-old, reading 
Chariots of the Gods, in bright sun, 
Then put the book down, he was done. 
 
I witnessed an enchanted young girl's shadow 
Wither in a churchyard, contemplating 
When she would tell of her new love  
And how purgatory would start, 
Shouldering what hid in her heart. 
 
I watched a cruel man weep as a woman 
Smiling tossed his dark cloud into thin air, 
Making time for her children's tears 
To be felt, to be written down, 
To be hidden in a small town



Patricia Walsh

Patricia Walsh was born and raised in the parish of Mourneabbey, Co Cork.  Her first collection of 
poetry titled Continuity Errors was published in 2010, and a novel titled the Quest for Lost Éire, in 
2014.  Her poetry has been published in Southword; Narrator International;  Third Point Press, 
Revival Journal; Seventh Quarry; Hesterglock Press; The Quarryman; Unlikely Stories; and 
Otherwise Engaged.  A further collection of poetry, titled Outstanding Balance, is scheduled for 
publication in March of 2020.  She was the featured poet in the inaugural edition of Fishbowl 
Magazine, and is a regular attendee at the O Bheal poetry night in Cork city.

If you wish to make further queries, I may be contacted via email at eurynonymous@yahoo.com, by 
phone at 00 353 86 8179866, or by return of post at Apt No 1, 132 Barrack Street Cork.

 
The Human Stain     
 
Her figure, culled from a racer back top, 
smoothly decants another's scent. 
Poisons my sensibilities, crying “Beer!” 
from the corner of the greasy spoon, audible. 
 
He, of the waiting, spikes his head 
on the simplex crossword, not asking for clues 
a quiet intellectual on a  sturdy quest 
never finishing what he started, or finished his wait. 
 
Interesting nudes punctuate the bar. 
Betraying hardcore leads the way 
to the beer garden, suitably heated 
to the glories of summer and a nicotine fix. 
 
The fire is stoked up, even in summer, 
creating the effect of home, albeit with drink 
much denied us, shivering in our domiciles 
praying for the grant cheque to come through. 
 
Once upon a time. Sitting shoulder to shoulder 
earning our time to essay construction, 
concentrating on rain to better bearing, 
potential dissertations brought to light. 
 



The lights flash: Last orders please, 
pulling the plug before we started 
we sleep together, from 7am onward 
sleeping through sunrise, a mission fulfilled 



Ruby Read

Ruby Read is a New England poet whose passion and fire for the arts is unmatched. She is a 
moderator on two of the largest Facebook poetry groups and is working towards her first book. 
Although her educational background is Engineering, she is actively pursuing a second degree in 
creative writing. 

Silver Bullet 
 
Forever after 
our youthful laughter 
The wrath of raft is daft and swift 
We sink or swim in rivers drift 
And draft our plans 
Of gods great gift 
A golden age of sage page read 
As silver angel flies through head.



Joshua Dyer

Joshua Dyer writes in several different genres and styles including horror, fantasy, science 
fiction, and mainstream fiction. He has written for the Los Angeles Times, where some of his 
fiction won their "Reader's Choice Award" for best story of the year. When he's not writing, Dyer 
likes to read, study languages, play video games, and bake stuff. 

A Morning In Bergen

I thought I had outrun the ghost of you in Paris. The Eiffel Tower illuminated in
soft tones of blue and white. Your eyes held a magical gleam. Who had put it there, me
or the tower? A warm summer breath wandered into the park from different
embarrassments, stealing from them aromas of breads, chocolates, and sautéed butter. A
swath of diamonds shimmered in the inky darkness just beyond the reach of city lights. I
remember your warmth, your touch. A slender arm about my waist as we ambled over
the gravel paths. Passersby floated along on their clouds, engrossed with the iconic
marvel. We made our way up to the observation deck to take in the city from its best
vantage point. Your mouth hung agape. City of Lights, indeed. Rivers of car lights
flowed in and out of the capital in an endless ballet. Jovial melodies from the nearby
Carousel de la Tour Eiffel wove through space, fighting for purchase with the gulls.

Strolling along the bank of the Seine, we took in the hollow melodies of a guitarist
camped out on the bridge. Your fingers interlaced with mine. A certain essence of
anchorage in the swells and chaos of life. My lighthouse. My constant sanctuary. You
led me under a cluster of birches along the bank. Heartbeats swelled in my throat. That
glimmer in your eyes lingered still.

“Come here.” You clasped your hand at the small of my back and shrank the
space between us.

I’ve never been able to refuse you. The scent of citrus in your hair followed soon
after by your mouth’s warmth. A thousand times I’ve kissed those lips, yet every time
feels like the first.

I leaned against the tree next to you. Riverboats sputtered past on courses of
leisure, leaving large swirling pools in their wakes. Reflections of the spinning carousel
came back into focus on the Seine. Its mirrored lights twinkled on the approaching
ripples. You grew hungry, so we made our way into the international arrondissment for
an evening snack.

I found myself retracing our steps from that trip, hoping that seeing them in
person again would quench my misery’s fire. The aroma of brewing coffee wove into
those of a Moroccan bakery’s fires. They proved my downfall, tugging me back into
another moment we had shared.

We lay in bed, our legs laced like one of Szukalski’s reliefs in bronze. Skin on
soft skin. A few stray curls of auburn draped across your brow. With the tenderness of
the sun’s kiss, I swept them aside. The day’s first rays filtered through the silken
curtains, leaving shadows of their designs on the floor. Your breaths. Soft and warm



against my ear. I could have lain next to you in Casa for a thousand Moroccan sunrises.
I drew back the satin sheet and padded over the cool tiling to our window in the hotel.
The tall Moorish portal overlooked the busy boulevard and the seas beyond. I made a
pot of coffee and retired with a cup to our balcony. A light breeze carried in the scent of
the morning restaurant fires in full swing laced with a dash of sea breeze. A trio of gulls 
wheeled above the buildings across the street. They took to the breeze and climbed
higher into the sapphire firmament. Timeless. Carefree. I envied them. Having emptied
my cup, I returned to the room and discovered you had awakened. Light rustlings in the
bathroom gave away your location. Your morning routine proceeded with the usual
grotesqueness. Minutes later, you emerged in a floral sundress and wide-brimmed hat.
The monster wasn’t going to slow you down on this trip. You’d always loved Bogart, and
I knew we’d wind up here soon enough.

Once we had dispensed with a light breakfast and your second trip to the loo, we
hitched a cab to the Central Market in the heart of Casa. Towering palms cast their lean
shadows across the brick mosaics on the sidewalks and spilled into the streets as we
sped past.

“It’s getting worse.” Your eyes lowered, and your pallid cheek dropped to the
window.

I couldn’t argue it. You were right, as you had been in most things.
Your gentle hand patted my thigh. “Let’s not waste time and energy on that now.”

Our cab pulled into a space paralleling the market. “Besides, we’re here.”
A multitude of smells and sounds wrestled in the market’s atmosphere.

Everywhere I looked, cafés, shops, or vendor carts peddling wares crammed
themselves into every possible corner. Pottery of a deep earthen bronze. Rainbows of
satin and silks fluttered in our wake. Grilled creatures of one sort or another impaled on
kabob skewers teased my nostrils with their hints of saffron and cumin.
You dragged me into one store after another, marveling at their rugs and clothes
with a curious eye. After a mild haggling session, we paid to have a two-meter carpet 
shipped back stateside. Your negotiation skills far surpassed mine, though I never
admitted it to your face. Through the pains of your struggle, I saw the joyous light flood
back. It might have been the vibrant music, or the flavors of Morocco. Your spark had
returned after so many torturous months. I offered up a silent blessing of gratitude to the
city for numbing your curse.

As the sun sat in in bands of lilac and molten gold, we retraced our steps back to
the hotel. The staff had already lit the slender wrought-iron lanterns that peppered the
grounds and tables. You wanted to soak in the salt water pool in the plaza. After dinner,
we changed and made our way down. In the center of the open air courtyard, a young
fire spat and crackled in its deep copper bowl. The herringbone ivory tiles felt inviting to
my weary soles after a long day of walking. We passed under another tall Moorish-inspired archway 
adorned with an intricate gold and black chandelier. All of your stress passed over your lips when you
sank below the pool’s surface. In a moment, I joined you. One of the lanterns threw its shadows on 
the wall behind us as twilight approached. The perfect end to a remarkable day.

Your relentless apparition trailed me here to Bergen. Once, not so many moons
ago, we had chanced upon one another here. A pair of wayward tourists in a fairy-tale
corner of the world. A hike among the spruce and firs jarred my memories free. Their
swaying boughs whispered the story of our first encounter.



Daylight played upon your hair. A dry breeze blew among the cedars, carrying
the perfume of you closer. Something as simple as a smile captivated me forever. That
sense of genuine happiness in your eyes was so infectious. I knew then and there that 

you were special. I led you to the lake at the top of Mount Floybanen where I invited you
to dinner in the mountaintop restaurant.
You cast your sheepish stare across the sparkling waves. “That sounds nice.”
“My treat, of course.”
I lingered there a moment, absorbing the raw untainted beauty. A stream gurgled
from the lake’s edge down over an immense boulder and collided with itself in a violent
frothy cloud. Wispy white vessels overhead journeyed southward above the city and out
to sea. I trailed you back down the gravel pathways to the restaurant. A soft carpet of
moss blanketed stump and stone. We exchanged small talk on our way through the
towering evergreens. You hailed from a small town outside of Ames, Iowa. You had a
younger sister and brother. Father ran out when you were little. You had come here
while your school had recessed for break. A culinary college in Paris. You had taken
such pride in that. The way your eyes smiled with your lips when you spoke of France. I
memorized every freckle and strand of hair in that moment.

As our dinner passed, I learned more about your passion for books and Bogey
flicks. Casablanca happened to be your favorite film of all time. Your upbringing on a
small oasis a mist a sea of farmland made you yearn for world travel and study. Can’t
say I blamed you. Between the wine and the way the candlelight framed you that
evening, you captured me. We were like two old souls who had found their way back to
one another after a long quest.

Last night’s Norwegian moon brought your presence full circle. How you had led
me all over this town the day after our dinner. Pictures in front of their version of the
Painted Ladies. I accepted your hand; it tugged me from shop to shop as we uncovered 
touristic treasures. We stopped for a coffee as the sun dipped below the hillside. The
tense energy lingered between us like a vaporous apparition. Unable to cage the desire
any longer, we returned to my room and made love long into the night. The moon’s pale
beams accentuated your suppleness in the window overlooking the wharf. I was lost. A
dinghy adrift in a turbulent sea of emotions. All I knew for certain was that I couldn’t live
without you.

“Give it time,” you had said. “This is fleeting and in time will pass.”
As if I had a say in who kidnapped my soul!
Four shots of whiskey did nothing to steel my resolve. When I awoke the next

morning, I found your note scribbled on Thon stationery. You had enjoyed our time
together and thought I was charming. I should look you up if I was ever in Paris. I did.
The rest fell into place thereafter.

I booked the same room in the Thon. Went all of our places here in Bergen. I
rode the vernacular to the top of Floybanen and wandered among the pines. The lake
felt hollow and frigid without you. The mystic tone of blue traded in for bland hues of
earth and stone. The café lost its allure. Locals still came and went in a hustle, but
beyond the steam and shouting baristas, little life remained. I’ve been running from the
pain. The burden of preparations. I thought that perhaps I could avoid the inevitable in
some way. I wanted to keep you as you were. Living, breathing, perfect. In truth, I came



here not to run from your ghost, but my own. 



Hana Meighan

Hana Meighan is an Irish poet, currently finishing an undergraduate degree in English at Ulster 
University. At university she was Chairperson of the English & Poetry Society, encouraging fellow 
student writers to develop confidence in their work. Her writing is biographical and often focuses on 
her journey through mental illness, her femininity, and her beliefs. 

ASHLEIGH’S BEACH
 
I’m pleased you don’t keep them in a box.  
Your emotions are painted on coloured rocks, 
displayed on an ornate plate, leaf-shaped, fired glass. 
I have one similar at home, brought back from a holiday in Spain 
and I wonder if that’s where this one is from. 
You tell me to choose a stone, and you hold the answer, 
but won’t give it yet.  
 
I pick four. 
Anger is an unconventional blue, 
an apt colour for my temper.  
Mammoth like the ocean, but rolling to shore with ease.  
Slow. Bitter. Cold.  
Wrong, though. 
 
Hurt is a more traditional red, while Happiness is yellow.  
and conjures visions of youthful summers,  
warmth on my skin and in my heart.  
Neither are what I want to show you. 
 
Shame is unpainted. It bears your handwriting in thick white lines, 
a chalk marker I can see sitting on a desk across the room.  
Is this a new one?  
Did you have a client so thoroughly disturbed  
they couldn’t identify with any of your rocks?  
Is it me? 
I don’t want to be this naked, but I have to be,  
so Shame settles in my lap. 
 
The weight crushes -  
 
Not the weight of the stone itself. 
I have never admitted to Shame before. 



 
My hands are fluttering. 
‘Good. Yes.’ The right answer. One hurdle-leap success. 
Feet back on the ground.  

A beat, and then,  
‘What are you ashamed of?’ 



Varun Amatya     

Varun Amatya is a modern poet from the Himalayan country, “Nepal”. Currently, he is a PhD. 
Scholar majoring in Public Administration at GSPA-NIDA University - Bangkok, Thailand. His first 
poem “My Olive Garden” appeared in the book “Whispers of the Heart” published by “Latin 
Heritage Foundation” and recently, his second poem “The Petchabun Hills” has been published by 
“Notion Press” in the book “Poet’s Pond”.

“Fittingly Unfit” 
  
Ah! It’s better to have not known anything  
Not even a tiniest thing,  
In the first place
 
The more I try, 
To tackle in detail 
The matrix expands, making it complex  
 
Wiser, I would have been  
If I had known to play aloof  
Knowing this instant, just makes me a fool 
 
Random is this world we live in  
Trickier are their comments  
How does one solve life in such unbalance? 
 
Creativity's dead end, for we live on planet “Book” 
We follow rules of the past 
Taking it to the future, making it forever last. 



Sureshika Piyasena

Dr. Sureshika Piyasena is a teacher of English literature from Sri Lanka. She is currently a Research 
Associate at City University of Hong Kong.

 No Flowers for Ophelia 

No Flowers for Ophelia,

The mind that drowned in sorrow,

A life spent controlled by men,

In death she put an end,

To all her woe-filled tomorrows. 

Flowers she handed out,

Picking flowers for herself.

So the men can fight it out,

Over her grave once she was dead.



Chris Foster

Chris Foster is a mathematician who got into writing as a hobby about five years ago. At that same 
time, he began meditating, and the Buddhist philosophy gave me a plethora of ideas that I turned 
into a book about life. Afterward, Chris started experimenting with dark poetry which he has 
continued up until the present. He’s hoping to publish an anthology once he’s got a sufficient 
number of poems.

Life 
 
Womb to tomb. 
 
Soul to hole. 
Exist. Missed. 
Breath. Death. 
Reality. Finality. 
Alive. Revive! Revive! 
Birth. Return to Earth. 
You're born, then they mourn. 
Animate. Heart rate. Prostrate. 
Feeling. Kneeling. Stealing. Squealing. 
Conception. Nothing but deception. Funeral reception. 
The child is wild. The mature are unsure. The sick give one last kick. 



R.T. Castleberry

R.T. Castleberry’s work has appeared in Blue Collar Review, Santa Fe Literary Review, Pedestal 
Magazine, Misfit, Trajectory, The Alembic and Comstock Review. Internationally, it has been 
published in Canada, Wales, Ireland, Scotland, New Zealand, Portugal. the Philippines and 
Antarctica. I’ve had poetry in the anthologies: Travois-An Anthology of Texas Poetry, TimeSlice, The
Weight of Addition, Anthem: A Tribute to Leonard Cohen and You Can Hear the Ocean: An 
Anthology of Classic and Current Poetry.

PAGE TURNER 
 
I return to the story 
where the knife enters below the ribs 
where the boot heel strikes the first step 
where Diana says she’ll never leave 
  
I return to the story 
when the detectives squeeze the junkie 
when the candidate sets the record straight 
when Lauren enters, unbuttoning her blouse 
  
I return to the story 
as the tracer rounds overflow the night 
as the saber slices the flag 
as Olivia sips the poison 
  
Tea brewed, music dialed in 
bookmark slipped 20 pages farther
my eyes center on a chapter 
I return to the story 



STUDY FOR THE BEAUTIFUL DANCERS 
 
Years away from the 100th god, 
the river shore recital, 
I take back the books I gave. 
Hobnails grinding on platform metal, 
we approach the gallery relics. 
Leaning into glazed patina,  
You say, “I almost always tell the truth. 
I almost always leave first,” I respond. 
“They’re not for your hands.” 
 
From the entry alcove 
the Red Dice Quartet relishes samba jazz. 
Beyond, a whiskey drummer taps  
supplies of Red Spot Irish, embargo Blue Nine. 
Swirled in a maze of blue and yellow candles, 
a Torello soothsayer renounces clever headlines. 
Her mission: mischief or misery. 
 
At rest, the fire-eater’s eyes wander  
the oils and collage, cardboard capsules  
sealed with wax and twine. 
Thread-torn barons soothe benefactors 
with Beefeater gin, Baalbek hash, 
shares in a newer crusade. 
Duennas discourage their charges  
from living outburst, avid color, 
a coping, festive line. 
 
Kissing your hand, your cheek,  
I look past parted curtains 
to barges queued along the pier.  
“They have an invitation to the water. 
They’re not allowed the ocean. 
I have no regard for barren attention. 
You have children.  
The books are mine.



Paul Edward Costa

Paul Edward Costa is a writer, spoken word artist, teacher, and the 2019-2021 Poet Laureate for the 
City of Mississauga. He has featured at many poetry reading series in the Greater Toronto Area and 
has published over 60 poems and stories in literary journals such as Bewildering Stories, Lucent 
Dreaming Magazine, Former People Journal, POST-, and the Gyroscope Review. His first full length 
book of poetry "The Long Train of Chaos" was published by Kung Fu Treachery Press.

Facebook: https://m.facebook.com/PaulEdwardCosta/
YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/PaulEdwardCosta
Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/paul.edward.costa/
Twitter: @paul_e_costa

THE RAINS OF AZZIRAD FELL 
 
The rains of Azzirad fell, 
making canyon tribesmen’s skin 
                         transparent 
before they declared distrust 
of anyone 
   hiding the organs keeping them alive. 
 
The rains of Azzirad fell, 
making coastal tribesmen deaf 
before they declared distrust 
of anyone 
    hearing music in lapping waves, 
 
both canyon and coast  
waging perpetual war 
         in pursuit of secrets already known 
as prisoners of the canyon suffer 
                                           living dissection 
while 
prisoners of the coast suffer 
                                   large bells ringing 
                                   over their heads until 
                                   their eardrums shatter and bleed. 
 
I sent orders of peace 
             to both chiefs 
on papyrus 
the rains of Azzirad fell upon 

https://m.facebook.com/PaulEdwardCosta/
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and dissolved, 
returning messengers in a daze, 
describing it as a place 
with muddy fields of emerald grass 
where the petrified corpses 
           of a thousand fowls 
           choke on twisted agony, 
           beaks bent and screaming 
   with wings raised 
           in an acceptance of mass death 
       or a desperate invocation of the divine: 
a last plea for grace 
 
 
as  
the rains of Azzirad fell.   

POST-SECONDARY STRESS DISORDER: KNOW THE SYMPTOMS 
 
I opened an email 
auto corrected to proclaim  
       only these cryptic words: 
 
       “Rock. Thank you.” 
 
       instead of the intended text, 
and I’ve obsessed for years now 
               over whether or not 
               the sender ever meditated on its meaning 
 as I did…and still do, 
         though I admit 
                     I lack the language courses needed 
                          to fully grasp 
                          and appreciate its message 
                                                       filled either with heavy wisdom 
                                                       (as I so desperately hope) 
or only the harsh, pixelated headache 
of progress and communication randomly collapsing 
                                                        (as I so desperately fear), 
like if the language of Babel had been destroyed
                                  by a hallucinogenic fungus 
                                               instead of a furious god. 



A MYTHIC GREEK TORMENT 
 
They said 
wear a gas mask  
              because everyone inside 
              exhales nerve gas 
              instead of carbon dioxide, 
leaving lingering pools 
of a substance that causes seizures when pins fall on stone, 
                        that makes you feel worthy of eternal silence, 
                        that causes paralysis in the age of the dance, 
                        that sneaks up and slits the throat of father time 
                               in front of your passive eyes. 
 
They said  
         wear a gas mask 
because, for them, 
           never exhaling poison 
meant never inhaling air, 
forcing visitors to filter the oxygen 
no one wishes to purify, 
     like using one thousand bloody bandages instead of cauterizing a wound, 
as a lethal fog fills the halls 
and the only affection 
       is a sterile kiss between two gas mask filters 
                        as they gently touch 
                             then come apart. 



Aleathia Drehmer

Aleathia Drehmer was once the editor of Durable Goods and In Between Altered States, co-editor of 
Full of Crow and Zygote in My Coffee, and art editor of Regardless of Authority. She has recently 
published poems in M58 Poetry, 1870 Poetry, and Eunoia Review. Aleathia has upcoming work in 
Heroin Love Songs and Poetica Review. www.aleathiadrehmer.com

You Don't Get to Win This Time

I spent the night running

across sand dunes

to get to the Jersey point,

climbed a mountain of sand

never looking back

for fear of falling.

At the summit, you were

in top hat and tails, bare

chested with tattoos blurred.

Five red umbrellas

and the ocean over your shoulder,

choices for revenge or peace.



You are left alone

staring at your reflection

while I keep running

                             towards freedom.



Jack Dempster

Jack Dempster is a Toronto folk poet, musician and editor. He has a BA in English from Trent 
University. His work has been published for Metro Toronto’s Poetry Challenge (haiku), and in 
Wunderlit Magazine, Former People, The Town Crier, Jam & Sand, Of Poets and Frenchmen 
(chapbook) and Juniper – A Poetry Journal. Jack Dempster produces Cascadian Art.

The Old Pond

I meditated before 
the old pond. There were scraps
of newspapers, old ham cans   
and a rusted oven
scattered around the black water.    
I gazed through the twilight
mist and then saw you in the  
lifting darkness, in your cinnabar robes.
Was this some faked visage,   
a ghost from out of dream corridors?
I saw your mirror eyes   
reflecting the dew of crystal morn,
as Aurora breathed new life on the world.     
The ebon welkin turned gold, and I was 
alone with my you: my ethereal beloved,      
my memory.



Brandon Daily 

Brandon Daily is the author of two novels "A Murder Country" and "The Valley" as well as 
"Darkening," a collection of short fiction. His fiction, nonfiction, plays, and poetry have appeared in 
numerous journals and magazines, and his one-act play “South of Salvation” was performed and won 
first prize in the CAST Players One Act Play Festival in 2012. Brandon currently lives in Southern 
California with his wife and two children.

The Guitar

She was a cherry red 1958 Fender Strat, and I named her Stella, after my father’s 
favorite beer. 
Looking back, the only moments that I can recall with any real clarity are those 
mornings and nights when I’d sit just inside the house and watch as he sat there on the front 
steps playing his guitar and sipping from the beer bottle next to him.  
I spent the first ten years of my life watching my father that way.  
I studied his fingers as they gently picked at the strings; then I’d watch as he would stop 
and lift the bottle to his lips again. There was something beautiful and terrifying in those 
moments—moments when he lost himself in the music and the alcohol and became someone 
different entirely. 
When he was sober, we’d listen to records together, hearing the pop of dust under the 
turntable’s needle. Floyd and Zeppelin, Springsteen, the Stones. They were my prophets, telling 
stories of my life, not the way it would be but the way I wanted it to be. A life of fast cars 
speeding through wastelands, weaving between piano runs and the pounding beat of drums, 
with the chords running smooth under the wheels and the lead guitars blowing like the wind in 
my hair.   
On summer nights, he’d sit out on the steps without a shirt on, holding the guitar on his 
lap and drinking from a bottle. He’d set it down just long enough to pick at some notes on the 
guitar. Though I wanted to, I never dared go out and sit beside him. Partially because I was 
 afraid of what mood the beer might have changed him into and partially because I didn’t want 
to distract him from the guitar. The music was his sanctuary, a rosary of strings moving 
ceaselessly beneath his fingers that let him pray in the only way he ever knew. But how I wanted 
to go out and sit next to him in those moments. To just feel the phantom movement of his body, 
neither of us touching. Neither of us needing to. To know, if only for that brief time, that he 
cared about me. 
And then he was gone.  
One morning in the early fall I woke up and walked to the front room, waiting for the 
notes to flow in from outside as they had every morning before. But I didn’t hear them. Instead, 

I heard my mother’s sobs somewhere else in the house. I quietly walked out to the porch. 



When I saw the guitar laying up against the wall, I knew.  
I was terrified to touch it, but I breathed deep and took it up, sitting in the exact same 
spot he had sat for all those years. I imagined a beer bottle beside me, imagined reaching down 
and picking it up and sipping from it the bitter liquid taste I knew from the sips I’d stolen from 
his abandoned cans bottles.  
And then, slowly, afraid of doing it wrong, I began to pluck the strings with my thumb 
just as I’d seen my father do. 



Mark Justine Tesorero 

I guess the story why I discovered poetry is simple, was involve with a girl for 5 years we didn't have 
any label but we often go out then my own best-friend just destroy everything by trying to snatch her 
away from me, she rejected him but doesn't sit well with me as she still often see each other then 
more fights happened and everything ended. I escaped reality by writing, because of the pain I 
encountered poetry as I'm bad at expressing myself in a normal manner such as crying.

Darkness

You act as if you're happy and you always laugh,
In the end of the day, all of those are for naught,
You're still going to grieve for those problem at night,
Thinking, what's going to happen with full of freight.

They can't see nor hear your cries even they are right besides,
You're shouting for rescue in the depth of darkness inside,
You're dying slowly everyday, no one saves you in darkness,
Then, you realize the people only care for their own happiness.

When you embrace the darkness inside of you, you felt comfort,
Different when you're embracing the light, light that makes you discomfort,
You realize that the darkness inside you is you that you casted away,
Now that you, you no longer incomplete, it seems happiness is on its way.

Now you're living in the darkness filled with happiness,
The problems you've cried on seems so worthless,
But the you realize that you become the people you despise,
Those people who only cares for themselves and this is you on your demise. 



J.B. Mulligan 

J.B. Mulligan has had more than 1100 poems and stories in various magazines over the past 45 years, 
and has had two chapbooks published: The Stations of the Cross and THIS WAY TO THE EGRESS, 
as well as 2 e-books, The City of Now and Then, and A Book of Psalms (a loose translation). He has 
appeared in more than a dozen anthologies. 

Moment of Dawn 
 
Moonlight polishes 
the wedges of rooftops 
in rows behind the highway. 
 
The stain of dawn 
spreads across hilltops 
under the black pocked slab. 
 
As the moment melts 
the bats of shadows 
fold their wings 
 
and cluster 
behind the leaves, 
whispering into sleep. 



Nicole Ellis

Nicole Ellis a writer located in Findlay, Ohio. She studied English and creative writing at Ohio State 
University at Lima where she discovered my passion for writing poetry. When not writing, you can 
find her watching horror films, reading, or painting. 

Synapses
 
For those who see the world through gossamer jellyfish,  
And whose brains swim in thick, milky way,  
I bleed ink.  
 
To those who feel purpose as butterfly wings on the face, 
And dwell where walls collapse into drunk, unwinding muscles, 
I unwind with you.  
 
For those who live for the feeling of baby powder at the end of coffee cup, 
And taste the sound of their lover’s name, 
I feel vibrato.  
 
To those who are dissolving the bones of mathematical formulas,  
And swirling the remnants in a paint cup, 
You are weird, ethereal, goodness. 
 
Beautiful, cross-wired  
Rebels.  

 



Tannins  
 
I’ve turned you  
into a drinking game.  
One shot 
Every time 
The doe eyes lie 
And water me down  
With wine and  
Warmth. 
  
Wincing liquid  
Stings the  
Cornea and  
Salts my heart  
Again and  
Again. 



Tara Smylie

Tara Smylie is a musician, writer, and proud misfit from Ontario, Canada. She believes the parts of 
our being we see as the darkest can be as beautiful as they are painful, and that we deserve to see 
them spotlighted. It is with this mentality that she writes poetry and song lyrics. You can follow her 
on Instagram at @art_is_agony if you want to see random paraphernalia of her life.

An Ode to Tenderness

I slipped into a dress tonight
And blushed a little at this hint
Of hidden skin, and felt so light—
And gave my lips a soft pink tint.

I met you with a playful grin
You now look downward, square your jaw;
My curls, my smooth and glowing skin,
Are soft, inspire too much awe.

You’ve seen me as a doll to guard;
A being that can bend with ease,
And soften scowls when souls grow hard;
A locket cleaved with secret keys.

And so, assuming that you’ll see
The beauty that you crave, you jab
Quite aimlessly at parts of me,
And never touch the skin you grab.

A tulip opens gently, much
As I do; then I’ll bloom, be lush
With little pearls of fleeting touch
And murmured words to fill the hush.

So let me guide you like a breeze;
I’ll sway you slowly, tenderly,
And when I see that you’re at ease
I’ll lay you down to gaze at me.

And now I’ll nourish you; I’ve pressed
Your head quite softly to my breast—
Please, stroke my thigh while here you rest;
You know it’s bliss to be caressed…



Phoebe Harris 

Phoebe is an actor/ drama student and armature poet. You can keep up with her other work on 
YouTube and Instagram (phoebe_madelinex) as well as on her upcoming Etsy shop.

English Class

I learned the facts of life in English class
No birds, no bees
Just of a world not black and white.
Sung to from Blake's experience
with burning cheeks we listened,
outraged, taken in by sweet sour post-modernity
Lust, power, knowledge, truth-
the politics that drive the every man
dancing in between the lines 
for young finches to find.



Sarra Culleno

London born and Manchester based, Sarra Culleno is a poet, mother and English teacher who 
performs at poetry events across the UK. She writes about children’s rights, motherhood, identity, 
gender, age, technology, the environment, politics, modern monogamy and education. Sarra is widely 
published. She features in many podcasts and radio shows, and was long-listed for the Cinnamon 
Press Pamphlet Prize. Sarra co-hosts Write Out Loud at Waterside Arts, and has performed as guest 
poet at numerous literary festivals.

 @sarracullenopoetry – Instagram, @sarra1978 – Twitter, Facebook.com/sarracullenopoetry

Grave Soak

The scald pulls out aches, a poultice of burn.
Pores dilate and glands purge drawing poisons.
Steam’s balm relieves throat into lungs by turn.

Oils and lathers mask outside redolence, 
stilled and subdued in submerged weightless pass,
concealed underside, defying buoyance. 

Beneath like sediment replacing mass,
held down by seductive oblivion, 
doused into nether-side of looking glass.

Nadir rush, deaf like amphibian.
Resurface sharp up to abrupt summit
of asphyxiation’s meridian.

Subito spasmodic. Frenzy ambit
reflexive gasps from betraying gullet.  

PERIAPT   
 
When silver is worn over a throat  
it's buffed by the pulse, so shines up sheen. 
 
So long as the two contact,  keep close, 
amulet tarnishes vanish; rust 
melts at skin's touch, so 
clavicle's radiance is enhanced. 
 



Conducting flows, when they're near enough 
magnets recharge their Norths and their Souths 
if they're in each other's reach. Scuffs smooth flat 
under a loving body 
weighty as precious metal. 



Nathan Porceng 

Nathan Porceng is a Washington based poet, songwriter, and submariner. As part of the band Bridge 
Out, he won first place at the 2014 Northeastern Songwriter Festival in Brookfield, CT. He enjoys the
works of The Clash and Adrienne Rich.

NATO Phonetic Alphabet 
 
Alpha, dogs, males showing off their tatt sleeves 
Bravo, rarely heard, compliments breed pussies 
Charlie Brown, football boy, falling for the fake out  
Delta Farce, tragedy, missed mark movie screens 
Echo-locate, sonar, submarines kill whales and fish 
Foxtrot, FUCK YEAH, creatine in place of sleep 
Golf, Woods, everybody cheating on their SO’s 
Hotel, foreign port, sleeping off the night before 
Indians, cowboys, play the tired game again 
Juliet, wrap it up, catching kids and HPV 
Kilometer, liberty, get the hell away from me 
Lima beans, don’t eat, veggies aren’t for sailors 
Mike, minute, military, saves you a syllable 
November, turkey, apple pie, if I don’t have duty 
Oscar Meyer, WIENER JOKES, measuring our dicks up 
Papa, dad, children, burdens borne by mothers 
Quebec, Canada, drink before you’re 21 
Romeo, lovesick, masturbating nightly 
Sierra, mountains, moving cross country 
Tango, disco, dancing to forget about 
Uniform, boot shine, rubbing before reveille 
Victor, Vietnam, following a new trend 
Whiskey, slug it down, make most weekend 
X-ray, see-through, penetrate the bullshit 
Yankee, live stream, entertainment luxury 
Zulu, warriors, what we wish we were. 



Sherre Vernon

Sherre Vernon is an educator, a seeker of a mystical grammar, and a 2019 recipient of the Parent-
Writer Fellowship at MVICW. She has two award-winning chapbooks: Green Ink Wings (prose) and 
The Name is Perilous (poetry). Readers describe Sherre’s work as heartbreaking, richly layered, 
lyrical and intelligent. To read more of her work visit www.sherrevernon.com/publications

Primal Nights 
  
Back light brings our silhouette to waves only 
shadow and sea rippling in opal crest 
there was a time I loved you          
like this every day, dug into sand 
the half-life of your skin knotted through my hair 
 
12 am on the floor of this studio  
apartment. phone call from the airport  
gets cradled on a soldier’s shoulder: flickering  
still-frames, we are kissing apples, tongues  
on places seas from each other 
  
It’s thirty-nine minutes & communion  
in the bathroom, angles and crevices:  
your shoulder, your collar bone, the crook 
of your neck, slant and scent. I dress for you,  
in blue & green: oasis, oasis, sings out this mirage 
 
Another motel room. streetlamp transfiguration & 
I’m trying to trace the shape of goodbye against you 
you leave without showering & I check every  
lighted car-window for the dust  
of your departure: this desert, my skin 
 
I’m running up on ten days of losing you  
in the voice of the other man, in his dream of teeth  
and grip. straddled over a swivel chair  
in just a sheet, & you are ten minutes behind me 
I count you like the thunder-clap, running away 



Thomas D. Haley

Tom Haley has been writing short story fiction and poetry, on and off, since 1973. Having retired in 
March, 2017, he’s been able to devote much more of his free time to continuing his writing, focusing 
more on fiction short stories than poems, but still enjoys both forms of creativity. He’s has been 
published in Z Publishing House’s 2019 anthology of Ohio’s Best Emerging Poets and plans to 
continue writing and submitting for the true enjoyment and personal satisfaction it provides. Tom 
lives in Findlay, Ohio with his wife and best friend, Pat. They have five married children and 10 
grandchildren. 

Winter Before Our Wedding 

Day after day we became closer. 
You know my way and make my life a truth. 
When we jest, your smile clears my eyes and I can see; 
Before our time, I’d never known such sight. 
Late tonight I sit at my window, 
Lounging within memories of times passed. 
I seem to end each thought wondering what you’re dreaming of, 
So far away from me. 
A white and peaceful blanket is covering the ground bit by piece, 
And the near full moon rests behind the cloud that makes this bed. 
With a helping hand of a polite but frigid wind, I see a leaf tumbling to the corner,  
Made by house and fence, and am reminded of you. 
And now as I stare into the soft, white lace tatting, filling the air like fog, 
The leaf hides beneath the spruce until the quilt has settled. 
And as the quilt calms, the leaf now plays with its shadow; 
Clouds no longer cloak the moon. 
Understanding its dependence on the breeze, 
The leaf plays while the quilt is calm. 
These become your cheek on my shoulder, our faces so close;  
 Your pensive eyes resting deep within my own. 
And we have breathed our thoughts of love, 
Such tender words upon which we kissed, 
Softly goodnight. 



Mark A. Fisher 

Mark A. Fisher is a writer, poet, and playwright living in Tehachapi, CA. His
poetry has appeared in: Angel City Review, A Sharp Piece of Awesome, Altadena
Poetry Review, Penumbra, Unlikely Stories Mark V, and many other places. His
first chapbook, drifter, is available from Amazon. His second, hour of lead,
won the 2017 San Gabriel Valley Poetry Chapbook Contest. His plays have
appeared on California stages in Pine Mountain Club, Tehachapi, Bakersfield,
and Hayward. He has also won cooking ribbons at the Kern County Fair. 

Frankenstein
 
This electric love’s life’s purpose. 
There’ve been sparks across my brain, 
the burn of something dangerous.
 
Up the dynamo to power the circuits, 
the lightning’s power to sustain, 
this electric love’s life’s purpose. 
 
The heat of your blood beneath epidermis 
warmth, a need I couldn’t explain 
the burn of something dangerous 
 
Though they have no hope to deter us, 
by god or devil we’ve been ordained 
this electric love’s life’s purpose 
 
Alloyed within this furnace 
tempered by all our pain, 
the burn of something dangerous  
 
It doesn’t matter that they’ll curse us 
and we’ll be remembered as insane. 
This electric love’s life’s purpose 
the burn of something dangerous  
 


