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Scott Metz 

     the 
     words 

     letters 
 

     dis 
     app 
     ear 

 
     in 
     to        dusk 

      dis 
 

      appears 
 

      in 
      to 

 



 

morning twilight 
a theory begins 
to ovulate 
 



Jennifer Hambrick 

antimatter 
a smattering    
of broken gods 

 



 

defconfusion 
 



Helen Buckingham 

Advent Calendar 
the final window 
a refugee mother 

 



Jennifer Davis Michael 

DECORATIONS ON THE NURSING HOME LAWN 
  
 

Deflated Santa 
prostrate before 
the manger  

 



 

nude sculpture 
with a seamless vulva 
creation myth 



  Alanna C. Burke 

funeral mass 
the dead man’s ashes 
not invited 

 



Elmedin Kadric 

as he’s ashes 
 



 

t I’m e 
 



Roland Packer 

s 
ne 
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e m e 

with cl 
ing bins 

boys stack 
cold front stock 

 



 

blizzard sparrows 
still enough pluck to squabble 
at the feeder 

 



Lee Gurga 

empty  
cradle 
  
learning 
silence 
  
from  
stars 

 



 

death an inward falling snow 
 



 

foghorn 
cataracts beginning 
in both eyes 

 



Cherie Hunter Day 

atmospheric rivers 
deliver a year’s worth  
of rain 
I erase the pencil marks 
from a used paperback 

 



 

end of it all rain on a turtle shell 
 



Aidan Castle 

one brake light out my thumb in the moon 
 



David Miller 

the doorbell 
rings 
 
blue 
in the night 

 
the church bell 
tolls 
 
black 
in the daytime 

 



Jack Galmitz 

the blue hat I bought 
arrived today. I wear it 
in a gray world. 

 



 

rain leaks thru 
a world I didn’t 

make 
 



 

steady rain steadier – 
a blank page 
between us 
 



Gary Hotham 

years into 
a new century 

clouds where we have gone 
 



 

slaughter month – 
a gust of wind blows 
through the hayloft 
 



 

house for sale – 
echoing inside the stove 
blizzard 
 



Goran Gatalica 

burying my boots 
several more inches of snowfall 
on the battlefield 

 



 

Surviving the Istanbul Winter 
 
 

a boreal 
         blast till 
 
    netted in 
 
             till gutted 
                         clean 
 
                    down 
                          strait 

 



 

Night Train 
 
 

what we need as 
much as a train 
 
that arrives and 
then leaves is 
 
one that’s only 
passing through 

 



Joseph Salvatore Aversano 

No. 8 Gets Knocked  
Onto Its Side 

           for John Levy 
 
 

a flower a thought loose 
ends of the infinite 
 
in wisps of cloud in an 
otherwise blue 
 
one has yet to plumb 
the depths of 
 
a flower a thought loose 
ends of the infinite 

 



   

look up and see 
the crescent moon 
my hair is falling out 
my eyebrow hairs 
are falling out 

 



   

this is not a hotel 
night 
his phone flickers  
without a sound 
 



Lucian Staiano-Daniels 

prayed and found no saint of night 
three am 
powder snow crossing empty lot 
black on white 

 



Amorak Huey 

Snow 
 

  
Morning pales like a blade through blue shadow. 
I know all this is supposed to be enough.  
 



 

Because snow is blind, 
every avalanche is 
contagious. The refusal to be 
less than 
all. 

 



 

  Before               poetry 
  music                is silence 
  
  
  before                silence 
  poetry                is music 
  
  
  before                 music 
  silence                is poetry 

  



 

Dusk 
  
  
When she looks back towards the grave 
of the child she never had, I cry: Mother! 

 



 

Glimpsed 
  
  

Although I'd never seen an angel in a hat before, 
it was more the type of hat which surprised me. 

 



John Phillips 

Doorway 
  
  

The old man mutters to himself. 
Each word a room in the rain. 

 



 

Support Staff Poetics 
 

 
I write in support 
 
uncertain of returns  
 
unclear how things 
 
secure only in 
 
knowing this fee 
 
suffices to sustain 
 



 

Lucky Charms 
 

 
According to Nietzsche, those who are charming 
simply repeat themselves over and over again. 
 
          Please pass the milk. 
 



Tim Shaner 

House Guest 
 
 
David Abel wrote a poem 
when he stayed at our house. 
 
As I’m staying at Kit and Ahni’s, 
I figure I’ll do the same. 
 
* 
 

THINGS TO DO AT KIT & AHNI’S 
(by Kit Robinson) 
 
Think of David Abel 
Write poem 
Hate fiction 
Disappear 
Into the mystic 
 



Robert Beveridge 

I’d Rather Be in Nome, Alaska 
 
 
wood chips mixed 
with glue will seal 
a door almost 
as well as if it 
never opened 
in the first place 
but it is still 
not enough to stop 
the traveling salesmen 
who knock, knock, 
knock night and day 
 



Carrie Etter 

December, Alaska – 
the moose presses his nose 
to the door’s warm glass 

 



Sabine Miller 

The Coyote 
 
 
Under the ripening pomegranates  
a coyote moves. He moves in the manner 
of somebody used to being watched,  
urban and alone, but not in danger.  
Hello, stay for a while, there are  
fresh rose petals and mice, a tool shed  
bed, sprinklers for water. The sky is  
paved with clouds. Stay. Good dog, stay. 
 
And like a good coyote, he’s gone.   

 



 

      dead palm 
a man running after the bus 

 



Chuck Brickley 

weathered fence 
I kneel 
to a new knothole 

 



Kevin Grauke 

        Parabolic Arc  
  
 
        My father whittled me  

         a boomerang from birch  
           and schooled me in the art  
                         of aiming at nothing.  
           I’ve let him down ever since,  
         never hitting anything but  

        every thing there is.  
 



 

of being  
 
that rip  
tide fear  
 
of being  
 
out of  
your hands 

 



 

dust to dust  
inside and out  
a finger runs through it 

 



 

a stranger with my name waits for me 
 



John Martone 

collected works ...  
 

the rope of sand in a hand-sewn binding 
 



 

 
 
 

Detail from Basho’s line “dreams wander on” 



Peter Jaeger 

 
 
 

Detail of the space between the words Basho and crow 



Steve Wilson 

Haiku for a Texas Summer 
 
 

        – under streetlight  
   a toad  

coaxes its round shadow along, 
 
 
 
 

                      performs little Buddha leaps  
 
 

 (advance, now  
 
 
 
 

contemplate) –  
 



 

dusk on every post a crow or something 
 



Stephen Toft 

in my dream your dead lover playing only the black keys 
 



 

at dawn 
on her  

third vertebra 
I execute 

a mosquito 
without trial 

 



George Swede 

eight billion visions  
     of existence 
       the river’s 
           roar 
           as it 
             ent 
           ers 
             the  
           gor 
             ge  

 



 

Exit Song 
 
 
Thunder in the ambient mix 
and gulls crash landing 
on the studio roof for bread. 
 
Hard to know what to say, 
better to say nothing at all. 
Everyone's private despair  
 
gets in the way of conversation. 
Synthesizers swell as sun arrives 
and the idea of home disappears. 

 



Rupert M Loydell 

Sacred Song 
 
 
I am totally caught up in the music on my radio: 
songs sung by a choir, mesmeric and ghostly,  
hallowed even, this close to midnight. 
 
The announcer says it is Holy Week,  
but my daughter complains it is ‘not very nice’.  
It is time to surrender, turn off and go to sleep. 
 



 

Apartment Logic for Night Owls 
  
 
Once I slept  
in a field of marrow and vines.  
My own blood reveals a story. Makes me                   
  
think of Daphne, running, compelled to change. 
If lampposts were turned into trees 
the night would be darker still. 
 



Paula Colangelo 

Little Elegy 
  
  
Paris calls to me like it knew me  
from another life.  
  
How I want to go  
where the dying elms line the river. 
  
Though I wore woe like a scarf,  
winds have let up now,  
  
but I’m slow to learn.  
If only I could grasp more,  
  
hold the apple while I’m hungry  
for the swallowing.  

 



Peter Robinson 

Sustenance 
 
 
From my sickroom, winter trees 
hoist three black crows in the greyness. 
A fourth one’s cawing, circling 
above their knotted branches. 
Its calls re-echo through the mist … 
 
But then beyond carpark perimeter fence 
a wild boar mother with her young 
emerges out of undergrowth 
and their being in these suburbs has a sense 
even if brought together here 
by pure coincidence. 

 



 

Before the Blitz  
 
 
Approaching Piccadilly Circus with 
my daughter’s hand in mine, I remember  
walking as a child by my father’s side  
with the same view of the fountain ahead,  
and I remember him telling me that he too 
had walked down this street with his 
father, visiting the city in August ‘39.  

 



 

Art 
 
 
with the crayons 
I’ve just bought her 
my three-year old daughter  
wants to beautify the statue 

 



Ian Seed 

Oxford Street 
  
 
passing car – 
a woman in an evening dress 
rolls down the passenger window 
tosses out  
a burning cigarette 
  
I want to kiss  
her smoky lips 

 



Andrew Taylor 

Opaline  
 
 
The three girls  
finish their petit dejeuner 
talk about trousers  
& squabble about  
who’s paying the bill  
  
It’s like a scene  
from a Rohmer movie  

  



 

Do, Don’t Show 
 
 
Sometimes, I weep 
Force of style, I guess 
 
Godard won’t fade 
In history’s legible fraud 
 
Catch a saint 
In your review of night wonder 
 
Love isn’t always 
But then it does 

 



Mark DuCharme 

The Room 
 
 
See the rhythm 
Of lost films 
In tomorrow’s traffic 
 
Yesterday’s okay – 
Take the room 
Off your head 
 



Bisshie 

three members forget  
monday’s menopause meeting 
snow on the roses 

 



 

Pause 
 

 
strange occurrences 
among the zinnias 
 
the man spoken 
for twice 
before he 
is whole 

 



Bob Heman 

Act One 
 
 

1. the dynamite 
2. the glass eye 
3. the dog that was too friendly 
4. the river that ended suddenly 
5. the man who knew only one song 
6. the machine that was never turned on 

 



 

The Green Room 
  
 
It’s hard to forget  
the slanting disarray 
of laundered gods 
and re-enchantment. 
We walked the short 
distance to the horizon. 
Smack in the middle  
of fashion week, 
thrown out of the story 
through a scenery flat, 
a terminal style took hold, 
fed by the promise 
of uncorrupted sleep. 
 



Chris Beckett 

Morning 
  
 
The morning was an exercise 

in blue and green  
and pale turquoise: 

sunlight climbed upon a chair. 
 



 

from Particulae Taprobanenses 
 
 

guesthouse 
 
red veranda posts 
white window bars 
green shutters 
yellow walls 
blue doorframes 
whitewashed ceiling 
red cushion 
cream bedspread – 
 
a brown pot containing 
a bushy green plant 
with one pink flower 

 



 

moonstone 
 
five shallow steps 
down from a grassy square to 
a semicircular moonstone 
 
          softly textured, the carvings 
          smooth, creamy and clear 
 
elephants, horses, lions, buffalo, foliage, geese 
around an inner core of lotus petals 
 



Paul Rossiter 

afterglow 
 
the sky deepens 
from turquoise to cobalt 
 
 (two stars) 
 
in the ancient stone-banked tank 
indigo water 
flecked with electric blue 
 
lakeside trees 
in silhouette as if cut from jet-black card 

 



 

from A Sphere of Simple Green 
 
 

II 
 
In late spring 
you could hear 
a shower of 
apple-blossom 
fall like rain 
on the fjord 
 
and in autumn 
a murmuring 
from fruit 
the size of 
babies’ 
heads 

 
 



                     Hanne Bramness, trans. Anna Reckin 

VII 
 
Left behind 
as the ice 
withdraws, 
the glacier 
buttercup 
will soon 
lose its name, 
washed out 
in a gush of 
blue-green 
water 

 



 

The Saguaro Flowers 
 

 
The saguaro flowers 
precede their fruit 
 
in the June heat, 
opening at night 
 
huge and white 
with the smell  
 
of ripe melon,  
hanging like  
 
pale hands 
in the moon’s house 
 
where the images  
originate and  
 
the nectar-feeding bats 
are numberless. 

 



Michael Battisto 

April 
 
 
April again 
 
without you: 
 
and I am climbing  
the doors  
 
to where the red books 
containing the morning 
 
are opening 

 



J.J. Steinfeld 

Dispirited Calendar 
  
 
What a muted and convoluted exile. 
 
Finally you open the front door 
and notice three seasons 
have passed as you were 
lost in thought and definitions 
now you have to name the season 
or return to fleeing in small rooms. 
 



 

The night is where 
we rhyme in time, 
for space to make 
way for day. 

 



 

Bristling against its tired flesh 
to express what it disowns – 
the body in history, in nightmare, 
is the clean slate it died for. 

 



Alan Botsford 

The work we do, wording 
and unwording grief’s sentence. 
 



 

Cypress Trees & Cemeteries 
 
 
Nothing is simple in a cemetery, simple 
as a first name before the last. Some believe the cypress 
stands for truth as it reaches to the sky, some don’t think 
  
a cypress can speak in any mother tongue except its 
own, which is after all mother and father 
without language, standing again above a cradle. 

 



 

Overpointing 
  
  
  
I want to be the weather inside 
saguaros, sky between their arms. 
  
I want escape from wanting. 
  
To shun nothing. My many needles 
  
point all directions, sew emptiness, 
sow emptiness, so overflowing. 

  



 

Birds on Telephone Wires near Intersections 
  
  

I look up through the windshield. As a Jew, I rarely think 
of a rosary. The birds could be beads 
  
when I squint 
  
and feel like praying and counting itself 
feels like a blessing, counting 
  
birds. 

 



John Levy 

(after Bob Lax and John Martone) 
  
  

I think of lifting 
one 
stone. 
  
I’m awake, 
above 
ground. 
 



John Hawkhead 

stepping through soft mud the tug of it 
 



Dana Delibovi 

Winter Vacation at the Rock Supply 
  
 
A wedge of shale lies broken on the snow. 
Two hobbled bulldogs guard the padlocked gate. 
Emerging from the clouds, the sun glows white. 
The rash of suicides never seems to stop. 

  



Sandra Simpson 

fossil cliffs –  
my daughter changes 
her pronoun 

 



Warren Decker 

selflessishness 
 



Peter Jastermsky 

over a dying reef glass bottom boat selfies 
 



Joyce Polance 

Digging for Clams, I Notice 
  
   
the light 
 
           on the ocean   is dappled   but 
 
                  unmoving    as if the sun has 
 
                                                                   frozen 

 



 

facing the abyss 
our fears disguised 
in sealight 

 



Peter Newton 

merry-go-round 
each of us on it 
the last of our kind 

 



 

finding itself 
at a midpoint 
a zorse looks back 

 



R.C. Thomas 

works of art 
we settle into 
the formaldehyde 

 



Eric Eric 

January 3 — POETRY 
 
 
Sometimes I think about 
abandoning poetry 
and putting on some easy listening 
  
Mantovani or James Last 
 
But I don’t 

 



Ditta Baron Hoeber 

1942 – 1997 
A Poet 

 
 
I look up from my work to see the page that says nineteen forty two to 
nineteen ninety seven – and the name of a Poet.  And then a Poem.  It’s 
not my favorite poem of his.  I keep it for the dates.  And because it’s 
difficult to read.  The difficulty lends him flesh.   
 



  
  

Secrets 
 
 
I’d heard  
somewhere  
that secrets  
keep us young.  
One way  
or another  
I’ve woven all  
of my secrets  
into poems.  
And I’m not  
aging gracefully. 

 



David Romanda 
  

Smoke Break 
 
 
“God, I’m horny,” she whispered  
into her cellphone. She was outside,  
smoking, and I was going to get  
a coffee. Reentering our building,  
I heard her say, into her phone,  
“I love the way he cries and cries  
when I tell him I can’t live with him.” 
 



Bill Freind 
  

She yells “absolutely, absolutely” at the phone, circling the picnic table 
on the edge of the graveyard. 
 



 
Réka Nyitrai 

  

Headless  
 
 
I have to sew my head back on to my neck because I am going on a 
date. Usually, at home, especially when I write poems, I remain 
headless. I follow the advice of my editor and try to write from my hand 
and not my head. However, I really can’t go on a first date headless. 
Needless to say, since I am pressed for time not only I do a poor job of 
reattachment, but, hurrying in high heels I lose my footing and fall. 
Unfortunately, my head drops off. It falls into a puddle and so, wet and 
muddied, I present my headless self to my date. He asks me what’s 
happened and I tell him simply that I have lost my head. He looks at my 
empty neck and takes pity on me. If everyone is staring at you, let’s 
make you pretty – he says, and pushes the stalk of a red carnation into 
my stump. 
 



 

the conjunction lost 

           until 

I lifted the map to the sky 

 



        C.E.J Simons 

Spring 

 

maybe some are naturals at love 

but spring has always seemed sheer awkwardness 

lambs stumbling, hatchlings falling from the nest 

that kiss just as she turns her head and coughs – 

 



 

from Hyakunin Isshu  
 
  
michinoku no 
shinobu mojizuri 
tare yue ni 
midare someishi 
ware naranaku ni  
  
– Kawara no Sadoijin (Minamoto no Toru)  

  
 

My feelings become entangled 
 Like the patterns of ferns 
On Michinoku cloth 
 Because of you, 
 But my love is not. 

 
 
 
 



     trans. Wally Swist 

   kimi ga tame 
   haru no no ni idete 
   wakana tsumu 
   wa ga koromode ni 
   yuki wa furitsutsu 
 
   – Emperor Koko 
  
 
   For your sake, 
               I enter the spring fields 
   To gather fresh herbs, 
               While upon the sleeves of my robe 
               Snow keeps falling and falling. 

 



 

 

Life-Size 
  
  
Nature abhors a panorama. 
The snowflake is in the cherry blossom. 
  
The gnat is in the eagle’s wing. 
Make yourself small. 
  
Then make yourself smaller. 
Then make yourself life-size. 

 



 

Monosyllabic 
  
 
The best ones are the small ones, 
those you need to hold in your hand 
two or three at a time, those you need 
to feel for size, and shape, and heft, 
the blunt, the sharp, the smooth, 
the rough, the square, the round, 
the firm, the soft, the ones like rocks, 
like bricks or stones in streams, 
the ones like clods of soil or clumps 
of clay, the ones you pile to build 
the whole world with, and then 
the ones you hurl to bring it down. 
 



J.R. Solonche 

The Cruelty of Exactitude 
  
 
It’s the mind’s right 
to expect faultlessness. 
“Picture it,” it demands, 
and although you can’t,  
try as you might, 
you still will blame only your hands. 

 



John Vieira 

things simply arise 
& life provides the excuse 
to indulge in them 
maybe look at all there is 
& decide to avoid some 

 



 

sunlight where the purple hand is attached to old age 
 



Patrick Sweeney 

she told me sainthood seeps from the marrow 
 



Rebecca Lilly 

Night wind in the errata under my skin writing 
 

 
 
 
 

Old tree roots in the poem the forest lived through 
 
 

 
 
 

Mockingbird in magnolia do words bring the world closer 
 
 

 
 
 

Foggy rocks through old pine boughs a crow hops into symbology 
 



Giles Goodland 

Place 
 
 
The river Name has no name, it  
flows unattributed in its dark. We draw 
from it with the chains of sentence.  

 



Dylan Willoughby 

Disabled Haiku 
 
 
Syllable the end of me — 
A gulley expecting rain 
The ghost of a bird takes flight 

 



 

Nightingale 
 
 
I cast you a nightingale  
in bronze, after seeing  
Flanagan’s elephant 
 
but when I turned my back 
it smashed through the window 
and flew away 
 
I cast its song in water, 
it evaporated, you’ll hear it  
next time it rains 

 



 

Kidderminster 
 
 

they’ve stolen the finger from Baxter’s statue 
 



Cliff Yates 

Bewdley, 1970  
 
 
Micky in a cul de sac long after midnight  
somewhere in Bewdley, directing make- 
believe traffic like a pantomime cop 
 
his Charlie Drake face a turnip in the streetlight 
the piano in flames in the garden out the back 

 



 

raindrops 
on razor wire 
the warden’s abacus 

 



  Robert Witmer 

an egg 
whirling on a pin 
cool jazz 

 



 

breathing exercise 
one tree keeps the sky 
from falling 

 



Edward Cody Huddleston 

scoring 
the apocalypse 
lone cricket 
 



 

into the vortex of that forgotten day moth 
 



Caroline Skanne 

a tinker with what spells birdsong 
 



 

Learning to Read 
  
  
Crumbs in mouth 
baby looks up 
                        figuring out 
the house – 
                     
young chipmunk  
stands on hind legs 
                               stretches neck 
higher 
  
caution not yet  
‘second nature’ to him – 
                                         cheeks puffed  
with seed – 
  
learning to read 
  
red-tail hawk overhead. 

 



 

Aubade and Regression    
  
 
Fey light, a pen, its ink into the thin 
paper half in white / half shadowed on 
  
this desk with my father’s hinged lid 
  
sometimes lifted for him to score  
music even when his wits slipped – outside: 
  
thick gray light, blackish, breaking 
  
morning decades beyond his death, and I 
want to reach through and higher, to be  
  
shot with sunlight – I write to annoy fog,  
  
I scribble as if my father is beside me 
years and years ago, scoring whole-notes,  
  
white holes through rims of night.  
 



David Giannini 

Looking closely as this dead gull’s open eye holds you and sky in it. 
 



 

low tide shorebirds pull back the curtain 
 



Beverly Acuff Momoi 

the shamisen player 
clears her throat 
autumn’s voice 

 



 

slicing a lime 
to the beat of claves 
laughing gulls 

 



Bill Cooper 

election eve a turtle’s outstretched neck 
 



  
  

hills 
we’d 
yodel 
virtually 

  



Paul Pfleuger, Jr. 

snowflakes 
another  
hesitant  
punchline 

  



Sondra J. Byrnes 

empty rooms wall to wall déjà vu 
 



 

It was nothing more 
      than an empty field. 
   What else 
         could be expected? 
 



  Richard Evanoff 

The trees 
      have all 
   fallen down. 
  
The rocks 
      are strewn 
   at random. 
  
Grass 
      grows 
   out of sand. 
  
Waters merge – 
      the sound 
   of two rivers. 
 



 

Waking 
 
 
enough  
 
to place  
one thing 
 
next to  
another: 
 
night rain 

 



                                          Philip Rowland 

Minutes 
 
 
faculty meeting 
colleagues unanimously 
ageing 

 



  
  

RSVP 
 
 

even if it’s 
just to say 

 
you’re still 

propping up 
 

your own 
little corner 

 
of the 

universe 
 



  
  

Flensed 
 
  
Erstwhile transparen- 
cy. The skin stretched. 
  
Through which the  
light once shone. 
  
Now stripped, hung  
on the wall. Stories  
  
told about it but lit 
from the wrong side. 

 



  
  

Weather Report 
 
  
The rain brings the frogs out. Echo chamber basso profondo as they 
croak in the drains.  
  
“Well since my baby left me / I’ve found a new place to dwell...” Elvis 
in the bulrushes. 
 
I go outside. A little green frog, the size of my thumbnail, bounces 
away from me. 
 
Bashō profondo. 
  



  
                                              Mark Young 

Dinner Dance 
 
 

Come for a 
picnic in the 

park tomorrow, he 
texted. I couldn’t 
make it. Life is 

so full of 
surprises that 

it doesn’t leave 
time for the 
structured 

event. 
  



  
  

from Subway Poems 
   
 
9-28-17 
  
I am expert 
at not looking 
at someone 
who thinks 
I’m observing 
him or her. 
 
 
11-15-17 
  
For the longest time, 
your life 
fills with meaning. 
It fills and fills 
but it’s never full. 
  
At some point, 
your life 
starts to drain 
of meaning. 
It drains and drains, 
but it’s never empty. 
 



 

 
                                        Michael Ruby 

 
4-27-18 
  
I reach the subway platform 
at the exact moment 
the arriving F train stops 
and its doors open for me. 
While this isn’t proof 
of the existence of God, 
it might be part of a proof 
of the existence of God, 
and it isn’t part of a proof 
of the nonexistence of God. 
  

 
5-10-18 

  
Quatrains for the End of Time 
  
There is no universe, 
just us here, 
in this subway car 
(this half-empty subway car 
  
approaching East Broadway 
from the east at 1 p.m. 
on a Friday afternoon in May) 
at the end of time. 

 



 

 
                                     

election thunder  
a religion washes 
in the rain 

 



 

            LeRoy Gorman 
  

a school of fish fundamentalist child’s play 
 



 

  
                                       Anthony Lusardi 

how far she swims 
beyond buoy lines 
to touch 
the reflection 
of the mountain’s peak 

 



 

  
  

precipice pine 
a nuthatch twining 
down the trunk  
 



 

  
  

thrushsong 
countless ears 
of wheat 

 



 

  
                                           Rick Tarquinio 

weirding a blizzard the wingbeats of swans 
 



 

Sam Wilson Fletcher 

petrel 
petrel 
 
pistachio 
 
 

 
 

Brown Station, Paradise Harbour, Antarctica, 24.03.22 

 



 

 

two  
birds 
 
in 
the  
bush 
 
 
my  
empty 
hands 

 



 

                                    Charlie Ulyatt 

salt 
wind 
 
the 
taste 
of 
skin 
 
before 
the 
rain 
 
comes 

 



 

 

A Dying Man 
 
 
There is only ocean, 
sky the same blue. 
Who am I but one who drops 
a mirror and watches   
it fall as it turns 
this way and that, as it reflects 
then abandons all pitches of light, 
 
who no longer asks  
what creatures, drawn to the sun’s last gasps 
follow its descent further down to where 
who I am no longer thinks of me. 

 



 

 

The Poem 
 
 

Though the one who wrote it 
may want you to know 
and love the inside  
out he has to show, 
 
it doesn’t care 
if it was gotten 
from anywhere, 
or want your love. 
 
Your love is just words.  

 



 

 

Strange   
 
 
Such an odd person, so 
different, so  
strange.  
 
But even 
stranger is this 
feeling 

 
that he, like me, is not at all 
strange to himself.  

 



 

          Peter Yovu 

Photograph of Oppenheimer 
 
 

A flash of light 
removed the depth  
of living shadows from his face. 
 
It’s too intense, I close my eyes,  
 
but his 
 
– as if from behind the mask  
of the photograph, 
as if from behind  
 
the strip of negatives  
a child was told could shield eyes 
from the sun’s eclipse – 
 
look through. 
 



 

    Mike White 

The World 
  
 
In which Goya gives 
a man about to be shot 
countless times in the chest 
for no clear reason  
the whitest  
shirt in the world.  

 



 

Victor Ortiz 

anti 
rac 
ism 

 
of 

bees 
 

and 
cacti 

 
equinox 

 



 

 

as far as I can see 
they hide it in the 

sun behind the sun 
 



 

Michelle Tennison 

a distant summer’s leaf wind calling in the light codes 
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