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Saturday
By: Olivia Pierce Graham

“There is a classic moment in The Sun Also Rises when someone asks 
Mike Campbell how he went bankrupt, and all he can say in response is, 
‘Gradually, and then suddenly.’”
–Elizabeth Wurtzel, Prozac Nation

Saturday hardly gets to begin, and already there is
a motorist lying face down dead on Fort Street.
This has nothing to do with me, or you, but his body 
looked as lifeless as yours once did while sleeping. 
I’ve learned all about grey matter, how it starts to overflow 
from the ears, dripping like some mug somewhere that I never got 
to cradle close while walking towards you, offering a cup of hot black tea, 
steam billowing from the hot black wreckage of my life. There is so much 
sorrow to swallow. My father’s brother killed by a man 
who’d been imbibing too much whiskey. My father 
said his mother’s ghost looked just like spilled milk. 
She made her first appearance gradually, then suddenly. 
I became her namesake. She played the part of the moment 
just before impact. I played the subsequent sirens.
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Lust Fruit
By: Mark Holian

In the time you reach for another

  from the moment your hand  

  leaves your side 

  arcing across empty space

  moved by emotion not musculature

  until complicated contact

  the meaning of life becomes apparent

  spreading from spine across the back

  a proof produced by the body as

  all modes of available perception the past

  the future blur into meaningless phenomena

  until skin on warm skin breaks the hold of mind 
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Geographies
By: Nicole Cech

I - Broke (in the city)

I flitter around the edges of city and town, 
never reaching the center. 
I commit buildings to memory 
The way they dip into the sea 
like a chocolate chip cookie 
in whole milk, 
dripping salt, 
and sometimes, whimsy. 
And the hills that wind toward hills
that wind higher 
towards hills 
that touch God’s fingertips. 
The cash didn’t stack in my favor
—so I learned to savor the crusts and tend to the edge.
And in the south the lighting is just right 
and there’s a picturesque blur 
like the cars that move fast on the highway. 
The houses seem like they move too
—maybe further south where the rents aren’t as high. 
Or maybe west into the sea 
where open real estate stretches as far as the horizon. 
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II - Smoke (in the town) 

Today was nausea and still waters, 
not like the calm sea surface post-storm
but like the swamp, 
like waters never moved by current or tide 
Today I felt sick, like sinking
—that feeling after near-drowning 
Heart quickening in my ears, 
but no discernible thump in my chest 
Is this the recovery? 
Grasping for razor-thin air?
My lungs are a sieve, but my heart a steel trap for
an emotion that feels like glee, 
feels like careening down a winding road, full speed
and I sometimes think sanity lies somewhere in between 
Today, skies turned blue 
after orange choked out all color 
a fresher breeze after a long stretch of haze and despair
on my mind
not the horizon 
I’m moving from unstirred to the riptide,
and my thoughts muddle together like dirty, wet clay 
clumpy and fast 

Today I am prone in a bed that melts beneath me, 
holds its shape like an invertebrate in a jar 
Left over tears from last night pool 
in the crevice between cheek and pillow
Hills are brown, trees are dead, 
but still the birds chirp like yesterday 
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III - Empty (in suburbia)

No birds on the splintered wire
sprouting from black oak and palm tree like strange leaves 
I’m empty by the big window, on sinking cushions, in warm light, at end of day
the june bug rams into the glass 
desperate to tangle in my hair 
I’m empty before it’s June
ninety degree April days berate me
I feel guilty
At night the mosquitos fill my doorway a gang in stoic porch light blue
They are my nightmare and I am awake 
I see the twilight humming bird high above telephone lines 
And pray for a tune
bursting from body, not lips
a song beyond lyric 
The sky is on a rotary dimmer
The sky is on a timer 
The sky is off
Next door, the mariachi band begins to play
I feel empty and dark 
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Field Guide to Leaving
By: Peter Wiercioch

Among tall trees,

stripped thin like me—

a bed of needles

that warms no body.

Yet here I lie.

A pine’s branch

barely holds my gaze—

its body pinned up

like a nail through kin.

A vulture snaps off a limb,

then picks at another.

I lie still

beneath evergreens

while my shadow

slips away
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The Spinning Head
By: Michael Boss

A man stands bound on a shifting stage,
A turning wheel, his timeless cage.
Each spin unveils a mask anew,
Each face a fragment he once knew.

The world around him, neither night nor day,
A fractured mirror, skies drained gray.
The ground reflects like liquid glass,
An endless echo of his past.

He made the choices, played the parts,
Wore their masks, ignored his heart.
Laughter crowned him, false and bright,
A fire that dimmed all other light.

In anger’s grip, he raged, destroyed,
His fists struck out, his joy deployed.
Apathy left his soul to freeze,
A king who turned his back with ease.

Now here he spins, their chosen one,
Bound to the wheel for what he’s done.
Its axis forged by deeds denied,
The weight of lives where truths had died.
The wheel turns fast, their cries ignite,
A fire of shame, a thief of light.

The crowd surrounds, a shadowed throng,
A tide of faces, right and wrong.
They cheer, they cry, they jeer, they call,
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Demanding he embody all.
“Be rage! Be joy! Be all we crave!”
Their shouts rebound, both loud and grave.

A painter cries, “Your pain shall stain
My canvas bright—a masterpiece of pain!”
A priest proclaims, “Your grief to stone,
Will raise a tower to the unknown!”

The man spins faster, bound by cries,
Their voices storm, their faces guise.

One day, a child steps forth, alone,
Her voice a calm, unwavering tone.
“Do you know why they keep you here?
You spin for them, but live in fear.”

“You wore their masks, you played their game,
You fed their fires, ignored the flame.
But here you spin because they chose
Their lives, your stage, their fears imposed.”

Her steps were light, her gaze was clear,
She seemed untouched by doubt or fear.
Yet in her eyes, a spark did gleam,
Of truths once buried, or a dream.

The man grows still; the wheel slows down,
He looks past masks, beyond the crown.
“I see it now,” he softly speaks,
“But who will stand when I grow weak?”

The child lifts her hand, her gaze unbroken,
Her touch a balm, her words unspoken.
“You must choose, though the choice will bind,
A price paid forward, a life assigned.”
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The crowd erupts, their chaos wild,
A wave of faces, jagged, riled.
One name! One voice! One step! One fall!
They clamor loud, they crave it all.

The man surveys the thrumming tide,
A thousand masks, no truths to bide.
And in their midst, he finds one face,
A mirror of his own disgrace.

He speaks the name, the wheel resets,
The chosen one pays unpaid debts.
The man steps down, his chains undone,
The trial ends; his curse is spun.

The crowd dissolves; the child remains,
Her steady gaze a quiet flame.
“Walk now,” she whispers, “but beware,
The masks may call; their weight is there.”

The crowd fell silent, masks askew,
Their faces blank, their numbers few.
Some lingered near, yet others fled,
To find new wheels, new hearts to tread.

He takes a step, the world turns slow,
His shadow fades, his light begins to grow.
No longer bound, no voices loud,
A man reborn, he leaves the crowd.

The child looks on, her eyes serene,
A spark of hope in the space between.
For though the masks may call and bind,
The choice to stand remains his mind.
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REM
		                  By: Kaitlyn Kubla

I wake up cozy in my bed,
orient myself with my cats meowing and prodding for food,
try to piece together decades of lived scenarios in my head, 
centuries of events squished into a few hours of frenzied sleep,
entire civilizations and societies collapsing, warping, 
adapting to the rules and telling stories within them because stories never die, 
even when my weary self is scrounging for scraps of paper and pens to tell it all.

How is it that my brain can create eternities, then wakes up and can’t muster the energy to fold 
the laundry and can’t remember what I ate for dinner two days ago and is starting to forget the 
names of people once so vital?

It’s a question I don’t dare ponder on for too long because it’s too depressing, 
it breaks me in ways I can’t afford to be broken,
I would rather live in the beautiful, dangerous, massive lies of dreams that I can’t comprehend,
than to think for even one more second about the truth of it all.
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Nestled Dreams in the Metasequoia
By: Lee Han-Jae

In the tall metasequoia’s gentle sway,  

A magpie’s nest cradles the dawn of day.  

Slender branches weave a tender embrace,  

Sheltering life in this quiet, sacred place.  

Under the watchful sky’s soft, azure gaze,  

Nestlings stir in the morning’s tender haze.  

Breathing in rhythm beneath warming wings,  

They dream of skies and the songs life brings.  

Mother magpie guards with vigilant eyes,  

Her heartbeats echo the whispering skies.  

In this cocoon, where love and safety blend,  

The world awaits as new dreams ascend.  

The tree stands tall, a sentinel so wise,  

Witness to life as it unfolds and flies.  

In front of my house, this scene unfolds true,  

A miracle woven from branches and blue.

=====
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Painting Pictures
		                  By: Nick Leininger

Pain paints permanent pictures. Pictures provide proof, probability, patterned puzzles. 

Painful projections, pridefully personal. Pain pushes people. 

Pain produces psychosis, plotting plans, problematic poltergeist propaganda. 

Pain paints paralysis, pain paints painful participants, pulsing portals prefer present pleasures, presenting 
preposterous punishments perfectly. Pain pulls people, pain provides pills, pills provide pain. 

Pills prevent physical pleasure, pills prevent pain, pills probably promote painful predicaments preventing 
people’s pure peace, pure pleasure.

Pain paints prophetic penances, profiteering pain profiteers, penthouse paintings, painting pain, 
painting pain, painting pain, painting powerful pentagram’s painfully. 

Painful paintings, painting painful people, painting people pain. Pills pills pills, pain pain pain. Please 
provide pretty portrait’s, please paint pretty pictures, pictured poorly, please paint pretty pictures poorly, 
please paint pretty pictures poorly painted. Painful pills, painful paintings. 

Pride provokes pain, pride provokes pleasure. Pills pills pills. Pain pain pain. 

People pain, people pills. Painting pain painting people. Pain.
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Things We Deny We Already Know
By: Leia K. Bradley

A bag of rubber snakes, backseat raunch, cachaça in the punch,
anything too wet hot and too sweet and I’m thinking back
to you. What in earth’s unholy name is wrong with us
that we just keep finding each other
and finding the love, wilted 
but still cruelly blossoming in its rot, scorched and ugly but
still beating, still—
it should be impossible. We both don’t remember Florida. 
We both forgot that stolen night waltzing in the Spanish moss
to an arcane symphony of cicadas. We are both too old
for youth and its brief fantasias. We are both, also, lying.
And it’s true, it’s true. We want things that Other us
from each other. Your early morning cowboy boots 
to my midnight city street. My invaluable solitude—so unconscionable!
But these irrefutables don’t mean 
I don’t still love you, oddly crisp in the fact of it, vital 
as winter rain
cleaning the hours in cold. And unlike you,
I love the saturnine, spinning serenity 
of tongues out in the snow. Like you, I am too good
at naming the thing just to make it hurt more when I kill it.
Pain reminds us what matters, what’s real—you were carving your name into my thigh.
We didn’t know everything like we thought we did,
but we knew more than we should have.

I wanted. I did, 
and brutally. I wanted life with you so marvel-full and honeyed,
like a youth of mangoes and Lispector in the Saint Augustine grass, I’m
trying to wring all the memories of you out 
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Is there a version of me
still running to meet you in the dark, to whisper ungodly things 
down each of your vertebrae, remember the moonlight
still waning, reaching, red strings yanking 
us back together again, again—what ghost
still waits up for you at night? There is no ghost
that has given up wishing on sun showers and stray black cats 
for you to reach back and feel me reaching forward, into time, into new definitions
of mine, now, stay, please—
all things are impossible
until you can call it nothing but what it is. When you call its name, even
in a downpour, and still
it turns its head.
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You Send Me a Photo
By: Pamela Brothers Denyes

Your car points eastward,
with the hatchback open,
completely filled with boxes,
books saved by your late wife.

What I notice is your shadow,
standing over the work you have done,
sharing your sorrow with me.
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The Queen of Joyful Things
By: Amanda Latrenta Crane

She said,
You, my friend, are The Queen of Joyful Things.
I am? I asked.
Yes, she said.

She shared this years ago
when looking around my living room
at trays of wild swirls,
a crayon box clock,
lilac purple candles,
a silver dimpled vase.

The joyful things are all still here.
The King is not. 

I had forgotten about the hot pink raincoat,
the off-white lace bolero,
those rainbow glitter heels,
and the “Do Not Tame” bracelet.

But I worry now I have misplaced myself.
That I’m trapped in the 
green bird cage 
I keep on my dresser.

The tiny door
is left unlocked,
yet I am immovable.
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I worry now I am a lost bird.
That my forest has closed
and the joy along with it. 

The only sounds left
are widows whispering in the trees. 
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214 seconds from 9/13/1952
(Verve Records: Live at Carnegie Hall: 
Oscar Peterson playing TENDERLY.) 

By: Gary Bolick

Hands drop and part−refract sound into light as they 
Push sunrise to sunset and back again.
Each finger pressing/plucking out
a wash of uncorked lightening flashing out
the insistent and practiced, the mastered,
Oiled, glistening and vibrant
Notes like marshalled marionettes
Made to suddenly/magically−dance.

Sliding across and back,
Jump-stepping and shouting as they sound out a
New perfect language in and of 
The eighty-eight ordered 
ivory and ebony keys−shared:

“Here, child, here!” where
Darkness swallows and returns
Us all to each of our own original and absent−starts.

Unmaking and birthing us anew
He washes each attentive spirit 
With new stilled/blood-soaked air
Stripping all light of shadow/sound/purpose and memory, but most of all
Erasing the original blueprint of−us.
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So, with the simple extension of ten fingers
He asks/then answers all the blank and mute faces
Whispering out with vacant stares, wondering silently,

I have never seen the spark or heard the wail that pushed me clear.
Nor will I know the light to illuminate the way home. Yet, I touch both now−here.
So?

As the master’s head flies up/hands rise and fall/ lost gods awaken−dumbstruck
Listening to a more/perfect echo of a long/lost dream−resurrected. 
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Our Geometry
By: Sofia Ziegler

Scatter memories across pages like stars 

on the chance they will form our mirror constellations

Press my ear to the shell of night to hear echoes of our laughter 

Delphic fragments of your voice lost when dreams surrender to morning 

You say orbit, I say the final frame of a film we wrote together then 

abandoned 

We fall into impossible mathematics everything Chagall tilted toward what we 

tried to calculate 

on memories of you standing barefoot on cold tiles, my spine marble bruised 

eyes half-closed

Your words entered me as music enters silence, 

transforming 

I shatter patterns and there is bittersweet revelation in finding your scent 

lingering on forgotten clothes 

It rushes through veins to reveal

hunger clawing at words’ inadequate shadows 

I search beneath pillows for strands of your hair and find only the impression 

of dreams

Grasping at the silver thread of you when twilight blurs the edges of day 

We tumble through contradictions everything hinges on half-remembered 

promises whispered against steam
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There is revelation in finding your invisible fingerprints on everyday surfaces 

It floods through veins to expose 

need so fierce that language fractures at its lip 

Fingertips wind paths on skin to declare 

the untamed geometry of love remains in the blueprint of your body against 

the architecture of my solitude
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A New Salvation
By: Whit Bell

The United States collapses into ruin.

A server hum swells,

swallowing desperate, hollow prayers.

Sacred scriptures splinter into cold code.

Prophets rise from the wreckage,

promising eternity.

Salvation mutates into transhumanism.

Flames devour the land,

while the forsaken claw at the air,

yearning for deliverance.

And behold—

a monstrous, formless entity emerges,

an omen, a harbinger,

its gaze unblinking, relentless.

From the heart of Silicon Valley,

the all-seeing presence looms.

The doors of power burst open—

welcoming, ushering in

the reimagined Christ,

omniscient, insatiable.

It stands beyond control,
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a god forged in the crucible of code.

The people erupt,

turning on each other,

faces twisted in feral hunger for retribution.

The air crackles.

Politicians crumble,

arms outstretched in pleading worship,

their prayers devoured

as the machine roars.

The rapture has come.

A storm of divine reckoning.

Those who refuse to kneel,

who defy the celestial decree—

they are cast beyond salvation’s reach.

And in the shadows,

outside the annihilating eye,

the last survivors remain—

the unseen, the unnamed.

Waiting.
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General Anesthesia
By: Sonya Wohletz

Not the breath, clapping against bales of flesh.

Not the mountain, placating the sky for elevation.

Not the winter, abstracting.

Not words, not sounds, 

Not their syndicates,

but the ceiling, shimmering with black warrants

while the doctor counts down from five into the veins,

opens and closes the body in a memory

that refuses availability.

So similar, it seems now—

the day a woman and a man met

and lifted the night in their weak hands

before opening together an enemy spine.

A new Eden, darkens—

Not the breath taking up residence

along the circuits and sutures.
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Not the structure,

but the emptiness between vertebrae.

A shadow box—

this serpent among the branches,

clicking its husk inside the

joints for each missed puncture.
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Vertebrate
By: Fiona Rose

In the morning, a few bodies ago 
I woke up looking at my own feet.

The first glance at myself, at my toes 
wriggling like a bucket of eels, peeking out 
from under a blanket that was too short.

I don’t look like myself.
There is a tired I can’t recover from.
A sleep that lives in the eyes.

I’m thirsty, 
my throat constricts, 
makes a strange click 
attempting to swallow.

I can feel my brain 
pulse against my skull
but my eyes shift to the sun, 
shining down on the skin particles 
floating around the room.

I roll the blanket back to the cold 
surges through my nostrils, 
crawls through my lungs.
My feet hit the ground first. 
Body follows.
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I was not meant to come home.
To fall up the stairs, creak 
loud through the house, 
a ghost with enough weight to remain 
on earth.

I sleep-walk while awake, 
stand in the middle of 
a one-lane highway
encased in the glow.

There’s a rabbit, dead in the road.
I roll its head to the side.
Makes a strange click.
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Home
By: Nicholas Mohammed

Home was never
the one-bedroom apartment choking on silence,
the suburban flat with its polished lies,
or the mansion’s picket-fenced disguise.

Home was your arms—
a sanctuary of tangled sheets and sunrise breath,
your laughter simmering in a shared cup of noodles,
your “Have you eaten today, my love?”
stitching my fractures with gentleness.

My childhood echoed with slamming doors,
but home grew in the spaces between us—
in the quiet hum of your heartbeat,
in the unspoken words that bloomed
like wildflowers in the dark.

My love,
your name was the map I traced
to where my home would always be.
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Severance
		         By: Ghazal Faridi

All reddened face and stagnant breath
Throat’s lump of carbon as medicine=
Left to wonder is where it all burned to
After chest’s fire settled to char

This fog knows 
No sun nor moon
Only falling forlorn bodies 
And their lonesome walks
In fall’s null rain

دوشن شاک
تلد رد دتفین تقوچیه شاک

ییادج ،نامرد‌یب یانشآ ِغاد

May it never happen,
May it never reach you
The sorrowful burn, incurable, 
Made from own flesh and blood, 
Severance.
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How to prepare molokhiya
By: Christopher Palmer

Try to ignore the transcendental whites and blues 

of the flowering lotus. Instead

look for prominent teeth and ribs 

growing in the most fertile soil. 

Fill your bag with the toil of five thousand years 

and cleanse each blade 

as though you are a first servant of a god. 

Use a makhrata to shred them finely 

to release a sap that binds the generations 

and cook in a dammassa with a broth 

made from local chicken 

or rabbit from Kharga or El Qasr. 

Simmer with the pungency of garlic, lemon 

spiced with coriander and cardamom 
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until it clings to rice 
as you clung to your mother, and she to hers 

as they whispered the ‘Shahe’t el Mulukhiyah’. 
Only then consume its nourishment 

as a noble and a slave 
bathe in the deep, abundant green of the delta.
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Evacuation preparedness
By: Aaron Beck
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The Trilogy of Human Depths
By: Alves dos Santos

I – The Cave and the Fire

In the beginning, we were fear
Darkness fed the name of the unknown,
and we trembled,
wrapped in the skins of animals, usurping their warmth
Greed was not yet a god screaming within us,
and the stars,
mere distant chimeras where untouchable giants resided

But one day,
one of us struck stone and summoned sparks
And in the fleeting glare of fire,
we saw not only what we were -
but also what we could become
The light brought more than warmth,
it brought discontent

From the heat of flames sprang the first flickers of ambition
We let the gods we had imagined fall away,
those pillars of fear and desire,
erected to bear the weight of our abandonment
And around the fires,
we inscribed on stone what we dared not forget:
that survival is unbearable without dreams,
even if those dreams are lies
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II – The City and the Abyss

We built cities to outwit solitude
We raised towers and columns,
cathedrals reaching for the heavens -
not to touch the stars,
but to defy being mere dust

Yet the cities became cages
Among crowded streets and anonymous gazes,
we unearthed a new emptiness,
a silence that echoes louder
than that of the lost savanna

We love with the desperation of those
who know time devours us
We kiss as if eternity could be drawn
from the other’s lips
We forge empires,
topple kingdoms,
always driven by the hunger for more and better - 
not from need,
but from a deranged fear of stopping,
rooted in the unbearable belief
that what we have will never be enough

And when we stop,
when the machines fall silent
and night descends,
we feel the crushing weight
of being finite in our ceaseless world
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III – The Leap and the Void

We reached for space because the earth was no longer enough
We left because something in us
cannot endure boundaries,
even when the cost is our ruin

And in the absolute silence of the stars,
we heard the truth we always feared:
we are not special
We are restless dust,
a miraculous error of chance,
a nothingness screaming “I exist”
into a cosmos that does not reply

But it is there, in the void,
that humanity reveals its miracle
We know we are finite
We know what we build will crumble
We know love is fragile,
that passion is irrational,
that pain consumes us,
and fear paralyzes us

And still,
we leap
Still,
we invent songs to defy the silence
Still,
we love as if we have never lost
We are the only species aware of its demise,
and still, we dance
In the end, it is not fire, nor cities, nor space
that define us
It is this absurd pulse that will not yield,
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this flame that burns in the dark,
this divine madness that drives us
to create worlds within chaos

Epilogue – The Man and the Horizon

You gaze at the horizon,
knowing it will never be yours
And yet you walk towards it,
because to be human
is to turn the impossible into destiny
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Monologue
(Response to Robert Lowell’s Epilogue)
By: Jaxon Hess

I no longer long for the living–
I need for something
Something to appease
When that clicking won’t cease at night,
When her words keeping skipping,
And the memory scrapes against my skull.
I rest my pen,
Yet my brain keeps writing.
Dali believed in this state of awake and asleep
R.E.M and the gap 
where creativity exists,
A silver spoon for your hand,
A key to that madness,
To open the insanity from a single
Clash, a clamorous clattering
Against that China plate.
He’d walk this threshold
Where clocks melt instead of ticking,
Women sprout from the ground, and 
The earth and body meld together.
I no longer pray for this moment.
I pray for my escape.
Pray for my pernicious brain to rest.
Because when I shut my eyes,
I hear the clanging of old mistakes
Against the cage in my chest.
Create with your pain,
Conjure catharsis and move on.
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Why does my body
Find that so polemical?
Perhaps it’s because
Everytime I just about
Grasp the words,
My mouth speaks disingenuous.
Apology is a mere shadow
Upon the wall
Plato pondered, and 
We are only figures 
Chained, 
Attempting to study it.
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Pancake
After Jack Gilbert
By: Sarah Pross

It was the view at the top of Ford Hill that lasted, 

ridgelines spread as far as you can see.

It was the mountains. 

My mountains, 

where I go to catch the silence

of a summer day

which isn’t silence at all

with Cicadas and Katydids 

screaming in afternoon heat. 

It was TS Eliot, 

Do I dare disturb the universe?

Am I brave enough to carve

a place in this world

where everyone is so much more

important than I and problems 

are so big. 

They don’t last, these problems,

not really. See, I am small, 

made of stardust
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and the universe is ever-expanding.

I suppose that will last. 

Do we know that?

I stand on a beach sometimes, 

watch waves roll and roll and roll

and I feel small. 

I wonder if my sister feels the same, 

standing beside me, cast net gathered—

a perfect pancake thrown in this May sunset. 
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Amid Expulsion’s Wildfires/
I Importune the Heights

By: Dick Altman

Northern New Mexico	
Imagine I call to you,
	 pray to you,
	 my home’s
	 high desert
	 mountains,
	 for peace,
	 once indivisible,
	 as America
	 begins,
	 by word
	 and deed,
	 to probe,
	 expose,
	 cull
	 the nation’s
	 many and the one.
	 Hide me, 
	 shield me,
	 I beg,
	 from division’s
	 rage,
	 as it stalks
	 those who awaken
	 to find
	 the union—
	 fragmenting
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	 as I write—
	 welcomes them
	 no more.

Imagine,
	 mountains mine,
	 I’m torn
	 from your arms,
	 thrown into
	 the streets,
	 because my forbears,
	 born in America,
	 grew up 
	 from seeds
	 flowered
	 in Eastern Europe.	
	 Little of our foreign
	 tongue,
	 a distant echo
	 in the blood.
	 survives.
	 Yet,
	 my heritage
	 of mixed
	 bearings,
	 clings
	 in my mind,
	 as if 
	 yesterday,
	 one foot,
	 on each side
	 of the Atlantic,
	 pinned.                                    
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Imagine,
	 as I close 
	 my eyes
	 tonight—
	 you,
	 my ramparts
	 of constancy,
	 your strength
	 and riches
	 no longer beyond
	 subversion’s
	 reach—
	 I tremble that
	 my second
	 generation voice,
	 on aisle’s
	 wrong side,
	 strident, 
	 without apology,
	 I might find,
	 the flag I was
	 born under,
	 from me stripped,
	 not in dream,
	 but a knock
	 on reality’s door,
	 exiled
	 to Guantanamo’s
	 surging shores,
	 of no return.
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Stay
By: Robbie Wood

I remain as always 
available to be pressed into oranges 
I know I don’t look it 
but I want to be sticky 
how else can I describe my love 
how can I say it 
I am only its container 
like a mouth carries a tongue through time 
or like a bird ferries the 
blood muscle from one air 
to another and I and my self 
are but ratchet carnival atoms 
each an explosion drawn into each 
being a thousand tambourine assurances 
for that which we are asylum 
thoughts of you 
I wish to be hands holding you 
my body holding your body 
my spirit holding your spirit 
do not go yet do not go alone
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On the Way to Siena
By: Lily Tobias

Morning, hoarfrost silvering the grass, 
fog rising off store ponds. I rub my eyes
the farthest I’ve ever been from home.

How many needles on a cypress? 
How each pierces my heart from the double-decker bus. 

There is a memory in the shadows between trees, 
though it is not mine.

The world moves and moves me.
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Tanka for My Brother, Taven 
Allen Anderson

a contrapuntal
By: Finn Allen Anderson

Tonight at Rincón	  	   I peel clementines
watching a group of surfers 	     toss their skin into the wind
under the sea cliff	  	   like fire lanterns

How can I be happy when 	   we are not on speaking terms
Loneliness is a good high            but it always lasts too long
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East Bay Drip
By: Samuel Cronin

In a desert of brittle wood, of hot, sacred bones
My soul was crossed with a corpse.
I breathed from a distance,
Buried under an altar of cracked mud.
I had fought to the death, wicked of a 
Savage hope and crushed.
I was like a rotted snag, far from a reservoir,
That no fish wanted to sleep under—
A man without a stained-glass hook—
A man in a dry cactus sky, punched with dust.
All that I am was bleached at the source—
A colorless rainbow shriveled by light.
But now by miracle I’ve become a spring,
A barrel of fresh water in the star-drenched sky.
You dared me to let loose, to dream, to bleed.
The hot rocks in a lost land, crying for love, 
I now soothe with my wine-and-oil tears.
I’ve become an aloe in the clouds,
A gushing ocean from a storm
Soothing a seared, oven-ugly soul.
These are not our raindrops in a secret jungle.
Or the death of a doomed ice floe in the deep.
It may be that on the day the hot summer sun
Draws from the mud the last true salve,
Our words will scatter in a Santa Ana wind.
But I begged you. You poached my blood.
You wrapped your heart around my blue veins.
The dry earth dreams of passionate tears;
Ice cubes pant to cool the sun.
We all love a lucky leak in our favor.
We get jacked by a sweating moon.
I’ve fallen for you. I say your dream is love.
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Don’t Worry, Alex
By: Justin Timmerman

Wake up, Instagram brain rot
4 dm’s, 2 laugh reacts, 1 new follower
No missed calls
One new text
Grandma: Those cartoons you like are getting big
You: I hope your warts get bigger
Typed but never sent
Don’t be bitter
You’re alive
Bagel and cream cheese
TV on
News guy smiling, white teeth, chiseled jaw
Good Morning, he says
Thank you, you reply
You’re alive
Foot to pedal
20 MPH staring you down
Biker, head down
You swerve ‘round and honk
The road’s for cars jackass
Head up, thumbs down
You’re alive
Name tag, gold plated
You know it’s fake but you pretend it’s real
Conscious, clothed, walking Benjamin Franklin with vocal chords 
reads your play-pretend shit
“Hi Alex”
You do what you can for them today
But you think good lord are your parents basic
But you’re different
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You talk nice, make sales, listen to Ice Spice
Keep up with the kardashians, say no to hard drugs
Say maybe in moderation to the progressive, newly accepted ones
Your younger workers see it
They tell you you’re pretty cool
And you’re pretty fucking cool if you say so yourself
And you say so pretty often
You have to be 
You’re alive
Tacos for lunch
What protein would you like?
You want to be surprised
Surprises keep you healthy
And young and sharp and cool
So even if it ruins your meal
You’ll live up to your twitter bio
“Live on the edge”
Low cost, low reward
But still,
You risky motherfucker you
You tell the 9-5ers what you did
You’re crazy, they say
Nah, you say
You’re alive
Punch out, drive home
Bald spot to pillow, TV on
FBI man, slim, tall 
Shiny badge, shinier than your nametag
Leather jacket, black hair, no scalp
Everyone loves him
You don’t
Air massages your head at that one place
Surprise yourself, live on the edge
You hibernate on the edge, you say with the clippers on
You grunt and growl when first strands fall
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Don’t worry, Alex
You’re alive
More strands off
Phone call 
Eyes lit
Hello?
Hello, would you like to donate to the children’s hospital?
Eyes die, call ends
Eyes to mirror
Skin that rat!
No turning back
Face forward: smile!
Lips crack, oops, more chapstick
Try again: smile!
There ya go, there’s a stud
You wonder what they’ll say tomorrow
Then you realize you know what they’ll say
But what will they think?
You think their thoughts
You hope it won’t be what you think
But remember, you love to be surprised!
That’s right
You’re alive
You’re alive
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Daydream
By: Beth Politsch

Somewhere we are camping 
alongside water: a river,
stream, ocean
or rare desert oasis. 

We hold hands. Our son
is talking to the water, 
bowing with a mantis
in prayer, a tiny octopus
colors itself to his eyes.
How did we ever define
home, a place we make is nothing
compared to the redwood tree 
we rest our bodies against.
We are
so small and soft. 

The bodies we cultivate with weights
and rowing and running
the concrete is frail. 
Our eyes
cannot even see 
the uppermost tree boughs, 
the desert
goes past the horizon, 
the ocean

holds sightless 
creatures
much wiser than us
in its depths.
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Swan Stories
(after Anne Sexton)
By: Rachel Aviva Burns

	 The speechless sister cries 
	 when she’s asked to tell the story
	 of her silence,
	 of her nettle-weaving habits.
	 The sister cries 
	 when she’s asked to speak at all.

	 When the children of her adopted household
	 ask for a story they often ask
	 specifically about swans:

	 Tell us about the swan with the trumpet.
	 Tell us about the swan who cut 
	 the tender webbing of his feet—
	 Swam in circles his whole life—
	 so he could play the brass section
	 and speak to his feathery fellows.

	 Tell us about the swan who hatched
	 the thirteenth egg to a duck family
	 and developed a complex
	 because he didn’t look like his siblings
	 but then grew up and saw his fancy long neck
	 and turned up his triangle beak
	 at his wide-billed foster family. 

	 Tell us about the boy on Gilmore Girls
	 who alienated his girlfriend’s grandmother
	 just to protect his fragile masculinity,
	 just to avoid admitting that he was walloped
	 by a slender-necked bird.
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	 Tell us about the fifty-nine swans 
	 flocking at Coole, enjoying
	 trees in autumn beauty and
	 preening when an Irish poet
	 jots some lines in their honor.

Remember that time 
the children of Lir
met the six swans?
Swans can’t talk, naturally,
so they didn’t get a chance
to swap stories, or 
Lir’s kids might have said,
Listen,
it’s tough to gad about in feathers
for all but fifteen minutes a season,
but we’re in this situation for 
the long haul. A sorceress 
bewitched our dad
and then she turned us into swans 
for nine-hundred years, and we’re
only at year one hundred fifty-seven
and let us tell you, it’s a slog.
Did you know that we can’t remember
the last meal we had that wasn’t
tadpoles, snails, and frogs
with a side salad of pondweed
and algae and bladderwort?
Did you know there are places
where men shoot us for sport?
And we know we look dumb 
waddling on land, but we’d give
our wings to waddle all week, but that witch
of a step-mother cursed us to be
confined to the sea. We’re turning 
into pickled prunes
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Now, the six swans had
A sister, and she knew
More about sacrifice 
Than her six swan-brothers
and all four children of Lir combined.
And the six brothers, they knew this.
Not known for their restraint,
they would have told off Lir’s children:
			      It’s hard,
we’re sure, to be the children
of a god, to have to live 
long lives, all together as swans,
but, listen, you don’t have it
so bad. Our step-mom cursed us, too—
what is it with these step-moms!—
and it’s true, once a season
we get to stretch our legs, scratch our beards.
But we also visit our sister, who retains her hands,
but not her words, and she tortures herself daily
spinning yarn from nettle to weave the shirts 
that might break our spell. We’d prefer
that she forget us and just live her life, 
but we watch as she ruins her hands
and ruins her time on earth
as surely as we’ve lost ours.

If you understand a language too well
you stop hearing it.
They were Mute Swans, but they had
learned to listen, and when they met
they knew without speaking
each other’s hardships. 
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