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Coming Home 

 

Welcome to the Spring/Summer 2018 issue.  

 
Late last year I attended a sharing session by Li-Young Lee. I’d already been 
enraptured by his poetry of course, his meditations on love in particular. But until I 
read his memoir, I didn’t really know about his family’s harrowing journey as refugees 
before they sought asylum in the United States and settled into a new home. He had 
said that we’re all a version of Odysseus trying to get home. 
 
Why is that? Home—is that a place of origin that determines who we are? Home is 
tied up with the stories that get told. It’s history and geography and a lot of storying 
of self. What if you’re an emigrant? Well then yours would be an emigrant’s story. 
America is a melting pot of people of different origins isn't it? But even if place plays 
a key role, the journey is a journey with self. It is ultimately a spiritual journey, a 
journey of becoming. 
 
Remember the epic story of Don Quixote, who imagines himself as a knight in a 
chivalric setting? It's really a journey of the imagination. Sure Don Quixote is 
delusional, living in a kind of personal utopia—a fantasy no doubt. But if the exploits 
of our anti-hero in Cervantes's picaresque novel is infused with so much humor, 
warmth, humanity and imagination, can it be meant as a total indictment of the world 
of fantasy? Sure we have to come down to earth but if there are only Sanchos, 
wouldn't life be dull as ditchwater? I think the greatest poets get it. Imagination is self. 
The song is the thing. Isn’t the song of the poet just the way poetry operates to lie 
against time, to hold a staying hand against time and nature? 
 
One of my favorite stories is the film, Cinema Paradiso. It tells a touching story of the 
relationship between a famous Italian film director and his town’s projectionist, 
Alfredo, who had taught the young Salvatore how to operate the cinema projector. 
But Salvatore was advised by Alfredo to leave his village to pursue his dream to 
become a film-maker. Thirty years later, Salvatore returns to his village to attend 
Alfredo’s funeral and as he plays the film reel that Alfredo had left for him comprising 
all the censored kissing scenes of films he once projected, Salvatore experiences a 
sense of fruition as well as deep loss. 
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So there it is—the theme of our Spring/Summer 2018 issue is “Coming Home”. If 
journeying is exploration, adventure, and becoming, then no journey is complete 
without coming home. Inasmuch as it will be a physical journey, it is really a poetic 
one. Its reality is spiritual, so I’m calling that poetic because it’s how we get to a sense 
of the sublime. It is remembrance. It measures the spiritual distance between our 
original condition, having not journeyed, with the post-journey self. So journey is 
transformation. How can we not call this reality poetic, because as Lee pointed out, 
 
“Poetic reality is the reality. All other realities are packaged bites. I think poetry is 
reality. The world is a poem.” 
 
What he meant was that as much information as possible has been packed in as tight a 
space as possible—that reality is actually saturated. Much like what we experienced at 
the ending moment of Cinema Paradiso. We’re all a version of Odysseus getting home.  
 
In this issue, we call for poems about the spirituality of self, the self in moments of 
sublimation, the fictions of self, journeying, the return. We explore what home means. 
Where do you feel at home? How do you feel at home? Or do you not feel at home? 
What is home? Does it mean coming to a kind of peace with the life you've been 
given? Does it mean changing your life and if so what are your choices? What does it 
mean to come home, to be home? Is home a place, a person, a feeling, a journeying 
back?  
 
Oh that quote from T S Eliot’s “Four Quartets” goes: 
 
“We shall not cease from exploration 
And the end of all our exploring 
Will be to arrive where we started 
And know the place for the first time.” 
 
Life's a cycle, so things from the past come back to haunt. We journey back, this time 
much wiser, and things assume a clarity that wasn't there before. And ultimately we 
return to dust. But before that we're on a quest aren't we? What is your quest? Are 
there common grounds with others or is yours unique as hell?  
 
Whatever it is, we hope it will be a worthy one and that you'll share those poetic 
moments filed under "notes toward becoming who one is supposed to be". In other 
words, think about your protagonist's destiny. What is the path or journey of your 
protagonist? What shape or meaning does his or her life take on? Does coming home 
mean coming home to themselves? I mean, really think about who they are, and 
ultimately who we are. Life's journey perhaps is best seen as one of being cured of 
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one's delusions. But what a ride. Tell us your stories. Tilt at windmills if you like, if 
you dare. 

 

Irene Toh and Tawnya Smith, Editors 

Red Wolf Journal  

http://redwolfjournal.wordpress.com/ 
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True journey is return. 

–Ursula K. Le Guin 
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Evolution In Resolution 

by Kimmy Alan 

(Inspired by Hoag’s Object; taken by Hubble Telescope) 

Evolution of the body 

Revolution of the mind 

Look for heaven above the stars 

Seek and ye shall find 

There is more that we don’t know 

Than we’ve already established 

So maybe God can be explained 

In terms of quantum physics 

Focus on a single star 

Consider the source of this light 

And realize the beautiful mysteries 

That shines in the sky at night 

 

Kimmy Alan is a wannabe poet from the land of Lake Woebegone. A retired steel 

worker who was diagnosed with stage 4 cancer, Kimmy Alan pursed his love of 

poetry as a distraction while undergoing chemo and radiation. For him, poetry has 

proven to be a powerful catharsis as he is currently in remission. When he isn’t writing 

he spends time with his four wonderful nieces, whom he says “are driving him to 

pieces.” 
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Earthworms 

by Robert James Berry 

When the ground steams after rain, 

that is when the earthworms come. 

They are rope-thick, blind, 

crows peck them off. 

If you sink a pitchfork in the soil, 

it teems with them. 

But when the earth cakes up 

they’re gone, their inscrutably 

subterranean ways begun. 
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Owls 

by Robert James Berry 

There is a hide on the peninsula 

where you can view owls. 

I love to watch them roost 

and blink their barmy eyes 

and swivel their perfect heads. 

That a creature so cuddly 

could be a killer 

mystifies me. But 

the bush is littered 

with their murdering. 
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Otter 

by Robert James Berry 

Sleek, solitary 

whiskered like a cat 

not maternal 

a gourmet for shellfish 

grooming her fur 

on the strand 

inexpressibly lovely 

smelling me 

gone with a splash. 
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Castaway 

by Robert James Berry 

I should like to founder 

on a coral atoll 

bathe my big toe 

in glistening turquoise sea 

paddle with dugongs 

maybe dolphins 

eat salty anemones 

admire the rush of tropical sunsets 

never get rescued. 
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Deep 

by Robert James Berry 

Deep ocean creatures 

enthrall me. 

If you haul them 

to the surface, 

they implode, 

into distorted monsters, 

far-fetched freaks 

to disquiet your dreams. 

 

Robert James Berry lives and writes in Dunedin, New Zealand. He is the author of 

nine collections of poetry: Smoke (2000), Stone (2004), Seamark (2005), Sky 

Writing (2006), Sun Music (2007), Mudfishes (2008), Moontide (2010), Swamp Palace (2012) 

and Toffee Apples (2014). His latest collection, Gorgeous, is out from Sylph Editions, 

London http://www.sylpheditions.com (https://www.amazon.com/Gorgeous-

Robert-James-Berry/dp/1909631213). His poetry has appeared in literary magazines 

such as Stand (Leeds, UK), Poetry Salzburg (Salzburg, Austria), Westerly (Perth, 

AUS), Rattapallax (NY, USA) and Landfall (Dunedin, NZ). 

Robert was born in the UK and educated in England, Ireland and Scotland. He holds 

a PhD in English Literature from the University of Stirling, Scotland and MA and BA 

degrees from the University of Ulster, Northern Ireland. He has lectured in English 

Literature at universities in England, Malaysia and New Zealand. He is married with 

three sons. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.sylpheditions.com/
https://www.amazon.com/Gorgeous-Robert-James-Berry/dp/1909631213
https://www.amazon.com/Gorgeous-Robert-James-Berry/dp/1909631213
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Night At Sea 

by Daniel Birnbaum 

I thought about the sea 

all night 

it wasn’t a dream 

I could plainly see the waves 

a seagull came and sat on my head 

like on a rock 

we stayed like this a moment 

till the tide changed 

and drowned my certainties 

in a foam bath 

as white as the sheets 

 

Daniel Birnbaum lives in France. His poems and short novels have appeared in 

several French literary journals, and in Blue Heron Review, One-Sentence Poems, Failed 

Haiku, Modern Haiku, Chrysanthemum, Bamboo Hut Journal and Skylark. He has eleven 

books published. 
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Individual Humor 

by Marilyn Braendeholm 

I heard your voice 

deep in the swirl 

of a nautilus shell, 

heard you laughing 

in a language I 

didn’t understand, 

as if humor 

was breath and blood. 

A priest’s liturgy. 

I often wonder which words 

leave you humorless. 

Which mantra unwraps you 

like God’s gift. 

It should be a birthright, 

humor, like ears. Toes. 

Feet have such a sad 

sense, don’t you think. 

 

Note: Written in response to Red Wolf Prompt 412. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://redwolfprompts.wordpress.com/2018/07/12/prompt-412/
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Those Clouds 

by Marilyn Braendeholm 

As seen from 

those folds and rolls 

of clouds that skate 

the sky, a slate puzzle 

fitted and tucked, 

jigged and jointed 

like language strung 

into long sentences, 

into a bridge from 

this horizon to where 

I am your audience. 

 

Note: Written in response to Red Wolf Prompt 409. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://redwolfprompts.wordpress.com/2018/06/22/prompt-409/
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The Winnowed Approach 

by Marilyn Braendeholm 

of tulips. 

of daffodils. 

they compete 

with bare-knuckled weather. 

they prepare 

against the weight of snow, 

against stem-breaking frost, 

against long-tooth grey, 

and still spring promises 

on approach. comes, 

day upon day, 

and speaks to us 

in four season languages, 

wearing 

its winnowed face. 

 

Marilyn (aka Misky) Braendeholm’s work is regularly published in monthly issues 

of Waterways Poetry in the Mainstream, and Ten Penny Players. 
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The Poet 

by Holly Day 

The ship crashes against the rocks and a poem 

Forms in her head right as she flies over the railing 

Something so perfect and beautiful it must be written down 

Must be remembered. She invokes the first stanza 

For the otters watching curiously from the rocks, 

The seals lounging carelessly on the beach 

The dolphins she knows must be lurking just past the shallows 

Because there are always dolphins watching shipwrecks 

And dolphins are smart and literate enough to understand. 

She shouts the lines as clearly as she can 

Despite the screaming of the other passengers 

Despite the rending, grinding agony of the hull against the rocks 

Despite the shrieks of the confused seagulls whirling overhead 

Because she knows this is a poem that cannot be lost 

And somebody has to be left behind to carry it on. 
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Under the Lights 

by Holly Day 

I open my mouth and imagine birds are going to fly out 

That inside me are flocks of birds that have struggled 

With captivity for years. I will the birds to take form 

Encourage them to force their way through my body, through my skin 

Can almost feel their tiny claws struggling to find purchase 

Along the slick, wet meat inside my chest. 

Nothing comes out and I am empty, I don’t understand 

I thought there was something better than me in here. The audience 

Stares at me in impatient confusion from rows of folded metal chairs 

they came here to see me do something special 

they came to see something wonderful, or just something. 

The bird song I thought I had dies in my throat, comes out finally 

As only a croak, a whisper, a quiet and stuttering end. 
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The Temporary Nature of Poetry 

by Holly Day 

there’s no need to balance color 

to be paced to a danceable beat 

just turn the page 

prepare the wooden frame 

wrap the painting around your thoughts 

pound the nails in one at a time 

there’s no need to labor to match words 

to music, to craft lyrics of need 

just close your eyes 

stop talking. 
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And Only Infrequently 

by Holly Day 

We exchange pictures through the mail because words 

aren’t good enough. The passage of time is explained 

through the faces of strangers, in the pictures of children 

only known in person as tiny, warm babies 

coiled and asleep, newly born. The envelopes 

also contain pictures of people I know 

but older, grayer, tired. My sister’s gap-toothed smile 

has been replaced by the tight grin 

of a woman with perfect teeth 

standing next to her own family—her goofy college sweetheart 

is now a man holding hands with a toddler. 

I put pictures of me, my children, their father 

in a similar envelope 

seal it without looking 

without wanting to look 

still in denial that time 

has passed at this end as well. 
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 Floating Away 

by Holly Day 

 

I put the tiny boat 

in the water and watch it 

float away. Somewhere, 

someday, 

someone 

will pull it out of the water, 

either intact 

or as a sodden, soggy newspaper mess, find 

a tiny plastic bag 

full of ashes 

a sprig of dead lavender 

your photograph, our wedding rings 

and wonder 

what it all means. 
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I Am Sitting on the Edge of a Lake 

by Holly Day 

Next to me, toes in the water, my daughter 

is writing a poem. She wriggles against the itch 

of dry grass pricking her bare legs 

tries to focus on the task. 

I smile and nod and resist the urge 

to launch into lectures on form and process 

as she stops after each line 

to show me what she’s written. 

I want to tell her 

how beautiful her voice is, 

how beautiful her poem is 

but I’m afraid if I do 

she’ll stop writing. 

 

 

Holly Day has taught writing classes at the Loft Literary Center in Minneapolis, 

Minnesota, since 2000. Her poetry has recently appeared in Big Muddy, The Cape Rock, 

New Ohio Review, and Gargoyle, and her published books include Walking Twin Cities, 

Music Theory for Dummies, Ugly Girl, and The Yellow Dot of a Daisy. She has been a 

featured presenter at Write On, Door County (WI), North Coast Redwoods Writers’ 

Conference (CA), and the Spirit Lake Poetry Series (MN). Her newest poetry 

collections, A Perfect Day for Semaphore (Finishing Line Press) and I’m in a Place Where 

Reason Went Missing (Main Street Rag Publishing Co.) will be out late 2018. 
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Retriever 

by Joseph M. Felser 

 

Her heart beats 

to the sure rhythm 

of his pure dog joy 

as he lopes along 

pine forest trails 

near the big lake 

called by natives 

great stretch of water 

free of leash and collar 

chasing nothing 

but sunset blaze 

pink sky at night 

to her delight 

watching him paddle 

to get nowhere 

dig holes in sand 

to find no treasure 

bark at whitecaps 

and granite rocks 

for no good reason 

he brings back 

to her 

everything 

she never lost 

purity of heart 

is to will one thing 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 
 

Not In Entire Forgetfulness 

by Joseph M. Felser 

We make our own souls 

out of bits and pieces 

of broken drift glass 

shards of clay pots 

too jagged to glue 

back together again 

ghostly echoes 

of past lives 

half remembered in grey fog 

of regret and longing 

fragments of love and lust 

sated or negated 

it doesn’t matter 

one way or another 

we have to return 

to this stinking shithole 

like it or not 
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A Birthday Wish At Sixty-One 

by Joseph M. Felser 

Silhouettes of distant mountains 

hover over the frozen lake 

like cross parents impatiently 

waiting for youthful folly 

to run its course 

yield its passion 

put away childish things 

I for my part only wish 

I could skate away 

far from myself 

flying fast on thin ice 

unashamed to ask 

for what cannot be given 

unafraid to ask questions 

that cannot be answered 

 

Joseph M. Felser, Ph.D. received his doctorate from The University of Chicago and 

teaches philosophy in Brooklyn, New York. The author of numerous articles and two 

books on philosophy, religion, myth, and parapsychology, he recently began writing 

poetry, which has appeared in both print and online journals. 
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The Ears Gone Bye 

by Gary Glauber 

Even after our relationship fell to pieces, 

we still shared an eclectic taste in music. 

Still it had been years since last 

we’d last been in touch. 

So when your proposed playlist 

for my upcoming wedding 

arrived out of nowhere, 

I didn’t know what to expect. 

Who had told you? How did you find me? 

Who even knew you anymore? 

Yet I downloaded it immediately, 

put headphones on & pressed play. 

Nice to start it out with the techno vibe 

of Epigraph’s “Parade of Colors,” 

right into the sweet harmonies of 

“One if By Sea” by The Polemics. 

Who would ever imagine that kind of mix? 

Only you. Who would even know 

that Rhododendron Downer’s “Tree of Levers” 

perfectly fades into the starting notes 

of Sound of Cubists’ “Barely Mentioned?” 

Genius. I was overcome by strange memories. 

That summer in the desert attending Roasted Ear, 

when I first spotted you, dancing atop some 

bearded guy’s shoulders, when Gabriel & the Hellhounds 

played their monster hit, “Dirty Whispers;” 

it caught my attention. Your beautiful voice 

stood out from the crowd, & when you sang along 

to French Equation’s “Hybrid Mattress” 

I couldn’t believe your lyrical prowess. 

You didn’t miss a syllable of those 

sixty-fourth note words. You were a marvel. 

I vowed to get to know you better. 
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You told me about your stint as a backup singer 

on The Blatant Lies’ phenomenal “Mexican Goddess.” 

You knew every song by my favorite obscure bands: 

“Garden of Rascals” by Cascading Marauders, “ 

“Whenever You Bait the Switch” by Psychotic Episode, 

even knew that when you held the debut album cover 

of “The Flimsy Assertions” up to a mirror, you could 

find clues as to how Frankie Pixel drowned in the pool 

of that famous billionaire’s Parisian palace. 

When Luke & The Two Thieves announced their breakup, 

we made sure to be there for their final appearance 

at The Stereophonic Club, front row center. 

That was at least a few lifetimes ago. 

We were loud, brash, opinionated, & stubborn, 

all traits not conducive to a healthy relationship. 

We argued between the notes of musical agreement; 

it got ugly fast & never recovered. 

Now I am a changed man, sporting what might 

be any mild enthusiast’s Spotify playlist. 

Gone are the eclectic sounds of Pansy Principle, 

One-Act Festival, & Long Throw from Third. 

My fiancé wouldn’t know any of these bands, 

but music isn’t her thing. To be honest, 

it isn’t much my thing either anymore. 

Those abstruse bands of yore no longer 

form the soundtrack to my life. Now I collect 

formulae & spreadsheets, listening to the 

musical equivalent of white noise as I 

study important trends & track necessary data. 

When your last song started playing, 

Hakuna Lambada’s “Centennial Exhibition,” 

I admit it did touch me a bit, made me nostalgic 

for those younger, crazier times. 

Don’t think I don’t appreciate the effort you put 

into meticulously crafting this musical collage 

for me and my intended. I do. 
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But that list was for someone that you used to know, 

whose song no longer remains the same. 

 

Author’s note: None of the music mentioned in the poem exists. 

 

Gary Glauber is a poet, fiction writer, teacher, and former music journalist. His works 

have received multiple Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net nominations. His two 

collections, Small Consolations (Aldrich Press) and Worth the Candle (Five Oaks Press), 

and a chapbook, Memory Marries Desire (Finishing Line Press), are available through 

Amazon, Barnes & Noble, and directly from the publishers. 
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Of Light 

by Penny Harter 

In her age, my mother saw an immense 

angel-hand, palm down, hovering over her, 

felt comforted by that radiant presence. 

The cells of our bodies broadcast an invisible 

length of the spectrum—an elusive aura caught 

in a random photograph—our halo shimmering 

not unlike those glowing globes seen darting 

around a room where a haunting is rumored, 

or the faint emanations of spirit wavering at 

the foot of the bed. Born from dark matter 

and star stuff—light flickers in us for a while, 

speaks the hidden language of our flesh 

before the angels take it back—before 

galaxies, gone but still burning through 

millennia, can welcome it home. 
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The Great North Woods 

by Penny Harter 

Not sure when it began, this growing 

ache for woods although daily I drive 

between patches of scrub oaks and 

pines that do well in sandy soil. 

Faintly, I hear the woods that sang 

at night on the winds of childhood, 

soughing outside my bedroom windows 

every season, even in winter when snow 

linked the trees like their wandering 

network of roots. Many days I followed 

deer prints in the creek, or animal paths 

in and out of thorny tangles. 

The Great North Woods haunted my 

dreams, and I entered them, seeking 

again the little cottage whose windows 

welcomed me with candles—who waited 

for me to open the door to a fire in the 

hearth, a pot of hot soup, and a gentle dog 

whose paws trembled as it chased dream 

rabbits among the shivering pines. 
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Looking Down 

by Penny Harter 

 

I am rising again, light as an empty 

nightgown, to float in the dark above 

this neighborhood whose porch lights 

glow like halos. 

I rise still higher, my own house, yours, 

dwindling into anonymity where what 

I once knew doesn’t mean much from 

such great distance. 

And that’s fine. Down there the little 

self sobbing or shouting in the driveway 

has stopped her act and now is looking 

up at me—a pale dreamer no longer 

tethered to her rant but free to fly among 

the stars, though I can only name a few. 

Here, names don’t mean much either, and 

I’ll know it’s all just right when I get home. 

 

Process notes:  These recently written poems reflect my lifelong fascination with the 

heavens, and all three affirm our connection to the natural world we share, and to the 

much greater universe (or multi-verse) of which we are an integral part, from galaxies 

to atoms. “Of Light” reflects a dream my mother actually had. “Looking Down” was 

inspired by those photos that say, “You are Here” with an arrow, and then back off 

until our planet recedes to invisibility. And since childhood, the phrase “The Great 

North Woods,” has evoked a fantasy landscape of towering trees and deep magic that 

calls me still. 

Penny Harter’s recent books include The Resonance Around Us; One Bowl; and Recycling 

Starlight. A featured reader at both the first and the 2010 Dodge Poetry Festivals, she 

has won three fellowships from the New Jersey State Council on the Arts; the Mary 

Carolyn Davies Award from the Poetry Society of America; and two residencies from 

Virginia Center for the Creative Arts ( 2011; 2015).Visit my 

blog: http://penhart.wordpress.com 

Visit my web site: http://www.2hweb.net/penhart 

http://penhart.wordpress.com/
http://www.2hweb.net/penhart
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Feathers In Your Hair 

by Christopher Hileman 

Something has happened. 

It shows on you like feathers 

in your tangled hair. 

I wish to devour 

your soul salted and peppered, 

braised to medium 

rare and sliced thin on 

a garden salad with lime. 

I hope you take this 

dream in morning’s light 

as I fondle you awake 

and raise your heart to 

full maturity 

in the long sweep of all things 

possible and true. 
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Ulysses Bound 

by Christopher Hileman 

Passing the siren 

rocks in the fog of present 

circumstance and strapped 

to the white white spar 

replacing the mast broken 

by last spring’s torrent, 

I call out, respond 

to your naked misty shape, 

take the leather stripes. 
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True Magic 

by Christopher Hileman 

It all rests on thought 

but not my thought and not yours. 

All the world jitters 

in small round orbits 

around millions of black holes 

in any seen heart 

and unseen dream life 

as we utter charms of filled 

up sacs and dewlaps 

hung pendulous, pale 

and damp, hoping charms will work 

a true magic soon. 

The desperate ones 

declare trueheart devotion 

and try for lost love. 

I hold you even 

so, in the face of these things 

and all that will come. 
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Tuesday Morning 

by Christopher Hileman 

I’m guessing you fly 

in your dreams, flapping feathered 

wings, and your breasts bound 

tightly in mohair 

that lets the wind pass on through, 

chilling your heart’s blood. 

I’m guessing you’re right 

for me though no one else thinks 

that and tells us both 

to steer clear or else. 

I lie back down when you’ve left 

for work, wrapped up 

and taking it all 

in – all the signs, all the smells 

you leave behind, shine 

of a party line. 
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Lover’s Anxiety 

by Christopher Hileman 

I caught you sleeping, 

mid-dream I suspect, sweetie, 

and in your green nest, 

your spooning repose 

calling for me to join you 

my front to your back 

if only I could 

figure how to silently 

and feather light do 

such a delicious 

thing keeping you from waking 

to my ungainly 

and ugly presence. 
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Metamorphosis 

by Christopher Hileman 

My dire skin flakes off 

and lands in piles on the floor 

as if in the song 

she sang yesterday. 

The fresh binding shines, toughens 

as I stretch my thews 

and show my new bluff. 

Here I stand astride it all 

and pump my new blood. 

 

Christopher Hileman moved to Oregon in 1973. He has retired to live on the volcanic 

bluff overlooking Willamette Falls in Oregon City, Oregon. He ascends the stairs 

from his basement digs to improvise on his Yamaha keyboard or the house Playel 

grand when the calico cat releases him from below.  
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I am here  

by Diane Jackman 

Here among the trees, the city smoke fades 

to a distant memory, purple wreaths 

beyond the hills and out of sight. 

Slipping into unaccustomed ways, 

embracing the new landscape, people, 

fitting in snug as a bespoke jacket. 

Home is not always where we first saw light. 

We can find it elsewhere, in a place 

of sudden welcome, of deep belonging. 

 

Diane Jackman’s poetry has been published widely in magazines and anthologies. 

Starting as a children’s writer, she now concentrates on poetry and researching, lives 

in the Breckland, England’s desert. Last year she started a poetry café in Brandon, 

Suffolk. 
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Sonnet to My Former Dance Partner 

by LindaAnn LoSchiavo 

 

How perfect was your choreography: 

Those steps that led away from me, the waltz 

Of loss. You shed your youth, which didn’t halt 

Your appetite for living. Legs slowly 

Refused your body’s gracefulness. Your knees 

Rebelled. Bright hoping failed to see assaults, 

Damage within. A dance card filled up, no fault 

Of nurses. Healers bowed apologies. 

Assigning places to emotions, you 

Would spin around the numbers: the hours 

Remaining for your performance. 

A dress rehearsal, a final curtain drew 

Closer. Time had me fooled. Love lost power, 

Escaped routines. Youth never learns this dance. 

 

Process Notes: When the most graceful individual in your life dies, you give your 

sorrow to the paper and pray the Petrarchan sonnet becomes a hyphen between the 

silences. 

. 

 

Native New Yorker LindaAnn LoSchiavo has work forthcoming in Literary Manhattan, 

Flatbush Review, Indian River Review, and Adversus Press. Her chapbook, Conflicted 

Excitement, is a new release by Red Wolf Editions.  

Blog: https://MaeWest.blogspot.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://maewest.blogspot.com/
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Armario 

by Betsy Mars 

Delicate spoons with round silver bowls – cruzeiros – 

little pitchforks, and knives encrusted with miniscule 

bejeweled pomegranates – 

your drawers held linens, magic, tiny utensils 

decorated with gems and smooth, cool stones – 

small even in my child’s hand, 

fit only for fairies – 

so exquisite that I couldn’t imagine what purpose they served. 

The Cumaru panels breathe, 

cinnamon scent from Rio, 

a whiff of my childhood home. 

Delicacies 

I have hidden in your upper cabinet – 

I was so small, waiting – hoping – to be found. 

My mother’s essential oils shine in your wooden luster. 

My father’s salt rubbed wounds in your tarnished handles. 

My memories fold like your doors,  

hinging back, revealing. 

 

Process notes: My stepmother moved to a senior living facility less than a year ago 

and had to downsize. I acquired some furniture, including this cabinet that has been in 

my life since we lived in Brazil from the time I was 4 until 6 years old. It has strong 

associations of home to me, especially as both of my parents are deceased and it holds 

their DNA somewhere in its grain. 
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What Is Essential 

by Betsy Mars 

Your honey ears perk up as I read you 

The Little Prince; like the fox you know 

language is the source of misunderstandings. 

You sniff and lick instead, your tongue velvet – 

like rose petals – your teeth thorns, 

poised to protect. 

You know better than to seek admiration 

or count stars like currency; 

you get drunk on games of fetch, 

know day from night 

without the benefit of lamplight. 

You understand the necessity 

of keeping the baobabs at bay 

and raking out the volcanos – 

even the ones that might be extinct. 

You dig out roots in the yard 

and rake the carpet into submission. 

We have our rites and our rituals. 

I have walked and watered you. 

You warm my feet at night. 

You have tamed me and wait 

patiently while I am taken 

away by a migration of wild birds. 

In the end, you pull me back, 

a well singing to my soul: 

she loves me, she loves me. 

 

Process notes: “Essential” was written for a call for poems influenced by The Little 

Prince. The theme of home is strong in the book and I was contemplating both the 

characters and elements present in the book, and what represented home to me. This 

was written basically as a tribute to my dog, who has tamed me, and makes me feel 

grounded and loved. 
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Wilde World 

by Betsy Mars 

We sat on a bench in Père Lachaise, 

eating cheese and chunks of baguette – 

leaning together, pulling apart, 

haggling over the crusty ends- 

facing Oscar’s tomb in the near-autumn gloom 

of our imminent separation. 

Hand in hand, fingers intertwined, 

tangled vines filling gravestone cracks, 

putting faith in the future. 

We quoted Oscar, we were wild with life, 

yet facing isolation. 

We tore our bread and broke our fast, 

mourning tongues tingling, no forever after. 

Thirty years have passed 

and you slipped your noose 

last winter at breakneck speed. 

Now I have come in summer 

to bring your ashes home, 

but there’s a plexiglass barrier now, 

an untouchable tomb. 

At the base, I dig a hole and bury the crumbs. 

We are all one before the bench. 

 

Process notes: I was in Paris last summer where I had spent time in my twenties with 

someone I deeply loved. He committed suicide a little over a year ago. One of my 

most vivid memories of him involves visiting Oscar Wilde’s tomb at Pere Lachaise 

Cemetery. I think home is sometimes where your memories reside, and so I carried a 

little bit of him with me when I returned. 
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Betsy Mars is a poet and educator who currently substitutes while belatedly focusing 

on her writing. She has a passion for travel, but always returns home to friends and 

family. Her work has recently appeared in The Ekphrastic Review, Sheila-Na-Gig, 

and Praxis. 
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Passing By Your House 

by Michael Minassian 

Lately, I’ve passed by your house 

although you don’t live there anymore; 

the new owners never say hello 

even when I wave and smile, 

flicking open my umbrella 

as if words were collected rain 

and they would recognize me 

from a distance of so many years. 

The town where we grew up 

looks smaller, the roads narrow 

and spinning out like a spider’s tears 

anchoring to the top of the hill 

bordering the park near my old home, 

and you, you are a bird 

ambushed in my memory 

unpacking your wings. 

 

Process notes: The inspiration for this poem came to me when I used Google Maps 

to search for the house where I grew up in a small town in New Jersey. Everything 

was the same, but different. 
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Cross Country 

by Michael Minassian 

The postcards arrived week after week 

each one from a different state 

and signed with a different name: 

Ramona, Lady Jane, Angel, Miranda; 

all of them written in your lazy scrawl 

leaning to the right like trees in the wind 

two burning eyes drawn above 

my name written in red ink. 

Later one night, I hear a noise 

outside my window 

as if someone rearranged 

the furniture of the wind; 

perhaps it is you 

sharpening your dreams 

or the ghost of lost words 

preparing for your return. 

 

Process notes: The poem was inspired by a series of anonymous letters I received 

after graduating college many years ago. 

 

Michael Minassian is a Contributing Editor for Verse-Virtual, an online magazine. His 

chapbooks include poetry: The Arboriculturist (2010) and photography: Around the 

Bend (2017). For more information: https://michaelminassian.com 

 

 

 

 

 

https://michaelminassian.com/


47 
 

Haiku 

by Arthur Mitchell 

 

  

In this wild alone 

Watching blackbirds sail the wind– 

Families flying home. 
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Salvation 

by Arthur Mitchell 

A Spirit arose to heal the race 

In spite the deep and fearful dark 

In every heart light to trace 

Anthems rise to each a story 

Nature’s enormity from a spark 

In the name of love, we glory 

And if we fall broken, lost and alone 

The Spirit shall redeem us 

And guide our journey home. 

 

Arthur Lamar Mitchell’s poems have been set to music for voice, and by several 

composers, and performed by small groups to orchestra. He composed all lyrics for a 

environmental concept album – Garden of Eden. Recent poems have been published 

in Remembered Arts, Winterwolf, and Nature Writing. 
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Spirit in the Sky  

by Felicia Mitchell 

for John Henry at the National Cemetery, Beaufort 

Sometimes, visiting his grave, 

I kneel on the earth as if to pray. 

The dirt always stains my knees, 

no matter what I wear there, 

and sometimes I get chiggers, 

but kneeling there by his grave, 

Spanish moss hanging on live oaks, 

I can get a good cry in for him, 

this man who left us all too soon. 

Decades have passed, 

times have changed, I change, 

my hair grows white with age, 

his hair still as black as ever. 

Where once I sang for him, 

I now set an iPhone to play 

his last favorite theme song, 

“Spirit in the Sky.” 

Sometimes I sense him in the wind, 

as if he gets to go the place that is best 

every time the earth lets out a breath. 

Sometimes I miss him more than salvation, 

and the water across the bridge 

from his cemetery is always a baptismal font 

I go to, next, every time I leave him. 
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Water  

by Felicia Mitchell 

 

I cannot ground myself 

without being near water, 

the swamps of my childhood 

as essential as air. 

Sometimes, camping back home, 

I light a candle in the wind 

and watch it blow out. 

And then I light another 

to will my spirit to persist 

through wind and rain and ideas. 

As night falls, ancestors call. 

Their voices lift me from the earth, 

and my spirit joins their spirits 

until morning comes. 

What I see then has no words. 

I try to create them out of ash 

until it is time for me to leave, 

my car headed up a road 

that will take me up a mountain 

to a rocky place I pretend is home. 

 

Felicia Mitchell, a native of South Carolina, has made her home in the mountains of 

Virginia since 1987. She writes poetry and essays, and a recent poetry collection 

is Waltzing with Horses (Press 53, 2014). Mitchell teaches at Emory & Henry 

College. http://www.feliciamitchell.net/ 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.feliciamitchell.net/
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Absence: Orphan 

by Laurel S. Peterson 

       “Poetry ought to have a mother as well as a father.” Virginia Woolf 

Even now, mother, 

you are absent still 

in your own body 

and from mine. 

I was hungry. 

You fed me dreams 

until I was starved 

near to death 

for bread and milk. 

I was thirsty, 

you gave me silence to drink, 

empty and black; 

my soul dehydrated to ash. 

I was lonely, 

so you left me alone 

in the wasteland your pain made. 

So then, what mother? 

A mother of snow, blooming 

like chrysanthemums in moving headlights, 

a mother of geometry, 

like thin ice over running water, 

like sunlight’s long arc over summer. 

Neglect makes of me 

the heron that flaps 

startled 

into brilliant air. 
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The Comfort Of Mermaids 

by Laurel S. Peterson 

Cape Cod: the beach stretches in all directions, the sand not yet hot enough to burn 

our feet. The tide is still coming in as it is early, maybe 9 or 9:30, and high tide won’t 

threaten the beach until lunchtime. The aunts find a perfect patch—not too close to 

the dunes where the boys roughhouse, not too close to the incoming tide and well 

above the tide line with its long lumpen hillock of gifts: seaweed, shells, small 

struggling crabs, gleaming stones that shine with damp glory like jewels. Seagulls 

forage and plovers play truth or dare with the waves until we come near, then 

everyone scatters. 

       The aunts set their beach chairs in a row, lay out rainbow-striped towels, set the 

picnic basket on a big square blanket, itchy with wool and old sand. Later, we will eat 

chicken or tuna sandwiches, bananas or apples, cookies. 

       But before lunch, magic: a sandcastle, its long moat constructed so the waves fill 

it with each ingress, an engineering feat demonstrated by my father the pilot, who 

rarely joins us here. These are women’s outings: the aunts, my grandmother, my 

mother and her sister, me. Comfort lives in the company of women. 

       The aunts wear swimsuits with skirts and heavy rubber bathing caps that they 

bought in the Chatham Five and Dime, where we also bought kites, plastic buckets 

and shovels, candy. The caps flaunt big plastic flowers, pink petals that flap free and 

smell like a galosh. For a long time, I was made to wear one of these so my ears didn’t 

get sea-clogged, and the world sounded echo-y and distant from inside its rubbery-

ness, as if I were under water. 

       I am not allowed in the water alone. Harwichport sits on the Atlantic side of the 

Cape, which means a rip tide. Aunt May wraps her warm hand around my sandy one, 

and slow-hops the waves as they roll in, cold on her belly, until she can stand it, then 

lets herself tip forward, always keeping her head above water. Dad persuaded me this 

slow process was unnecessary torture, so I dive under as soon as the water grows 

deep enough. 

       Early on, Mother took to calling me a fish. I am not afraid of getting my face wet; 

I prefer being underwater to being above, safely immersed in a place free of family 

control and care. Maybe playing mermaids is a natural extension of this love of the 

waves moving over me, thundering my body this way and that, sliding me down the 

beach with the current, so I have to swim against it. What I don’t like is what lies on 

the bottom: sharp shells, lurking crabs who pinch my toes, little nibbly fish. 
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Sometimes, in the warm August water that nurtures acres of tangled seaweed, the 

game involves getting out a little further than is comfortable to stay free of the 

vegetation in which things other than seawater hide. 

       Keep my feet up, up, up. Stay in the clear water. Swim for shelter when the scary 

stuff appears. Mermaids don’t hide in seaweed, only in Aunt May’s arms, her slippery, 

salty softness bearing me up in the waves. 
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At The Playground 

by Laurel S. Peterson 

It takes me all summer 

to remember, 

dig through the granite walls 

around me— 

shoulds that enclose, 

windowless, doorless. 

I had forgotten joy, 

weighted by the male American vision 

of the world running on the grease 

of what’s next? 

This summer, 

words waterfalled across a journal 

from a gutter overstuffed 

with forgotten debris. 

Sun glittered through raindrops 

coddled by maple leaves 

and daylily petals. 

The playground door unlocked 

and behind it lay 

a double-flowered narcissus, 

a fuzzy cat named for a mountain, 

an old lover I have conjured 

from old pillow scraps, bits of glass 

and the wild, wild waves. 

 

Laurel S. Peterson is a Professor of English at Norwalk Community College. Her 

poetry has been published in many small literary journals. She has two poetry 

chapbooks: That’s the Way the Music Sounds, from Finishing Line Press (2009) 

and Talking to the Mirror from The Last Automat Press (2010). She also co-edited a 

collection of essays on women’s justice titled (Re)Interpretations: The Shapes of Justice in 

Women’s Experience (2009). Her mystery novel, Shadow Notes, was released by Barking 

Rain Press in May 2016, and the second in the series will be out sometime this year. A 
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full length collection of poetry, Do You Expect Your Art to Answer You? was released by 

Futurecycle Press in 2017. She is the current poet laureate of Norwalk, CT. 
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Bones Dance  

by Nanette Rayman 

Out of the rain near a forest, they’ve discovered some beautiful bones— 

eaten by animals, rotted by insects, cradling a journal decorated 

with lilacs and watermark stripes. There are things worse than death. 

Was she an American, an actress, a dancing lawyer? Did she touch 

a dark orchid in its dark lips of death? What is a woman—if fragrance 

and bones and flesh are here one moment and not the next? 

Does without-home double as done bones? I remember that home, 

my mother whipping shame onto my face, my body—look, you! 

This is what you’ve done, you’ve unraveled this house with that face 

that all they boys want. I can’t have that. I remember my body being 

flat and skinny, no bosoms and wild flames making me un-dead in that crypt. 

They say it’s the sweetest way to suffer: the mother’s hard Allongé 

as bully and decadent shamble, and so it is, a daughter holds tight 

to her Arabesque. She may end up away, away from a house 

supping at her bones, one by one. A mother like that, blackbird posse 

of one, creates waves of dehydrated sighs, and a daughter drifts as G-d 

made her—soft-lipped and pretty, past that mother, so many pains to get over. 

A mother like that becomes irrelevant except as teacher to what is driven 

wild, what is narcissist, what is to be avoided. And still, the daughter ends 

up as pretty bones. There are things worse than death. Across the river, 

a silhouette in light returns to another world, alive in her own skin, a dancer 

over-under—Sus-sous—springing onto relevé demi-pointe and holding 

a bouquet of orchid orchids. Home. 
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Cherry Blossom Time 

by Nanette Rayman 

The heart is a house on Abbey Lane above the subterranean 

Belly like a freighter soldiering through dense fog. 

I finally grew weary of dreaming that house was my home. 

I created a side show in my heart, a voluptuous fantasy 

Like lusty love, kept it in a box and put it away, never 

To be bubbled up or looked into. The blinds 

Are always drawn, the door always locked, a fusillade 

Of cannonade meant to keep me out unless invited 

As daughter, as shunned without knowing the real 

Reason. How I envy the feather-veined leaves of the weeping 

Willows, their buds fused into a cap shape, protected 

Dancers outside that house. How I envied the innocent 

Eyes of the other kids, non-glassy and forthright, locked 

Into trust of this world I never had in that house. 

When I planned to come back to you Dad 

It was cherry blossom time, and tangelo-sun 

Time, the prettiest fade of light into dark at dinner 

Time with the rising shots of mosquitoes between 

All those pink blossoms. When I dreamed the night 

Before you died that you may have died, the night 

Before I thought to buy a ticket to Georgia, time 

Like spring weeds quintupled, it was up, it was all 

Over. I was shadow beneath a million miles of sky 

Beneath the Empire State Building. You would have 

Taken me in, grabbing my hand, brushing past 

That formidable mother, eye-lidded and disdainful. 

You would have taken me in, kissed me on my face, 

You would have said: My daughter. 

 

Nanette Rayman winner of the Glass Woman Prize, included in Best of the Net—

2007, DZANC Best of the Web—2010, has published in journals such as The Worcester 

Review, The Berkeley Fiction Review, Carve, Up the Staircase Quarterly, gargoyle, Sundog, Little 

Rose Magazine, Stirring’s Steamiest Six, Sugar House, Wilderness House Literary Review. 
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Home, As a Series of Outbreaks  

by Sheikha A. 

There are mountains rising from four-leaf clovers; 

that was the dream of seeing my beheading 

on a guillotine, and some ethereal proclamation 

of having been purified spoke in the soft steps of a tornado 

before full motion assault; it was the word shaheed 

that was used in the same aghast timbre as one of 

a woman prohibited from jihad. Someone 

caught my armpits, then declared themselves 

on a piece of paper. The only sensation 

that prevailed after was a jabbing ache. Ironic how 

a love for anywhere or anything begins from 

secrets, and how the start of every journey 

begins with dreams. I was told to follow the trail 

of each outbreak at midnights, the waking in 

cold sweat, and arm reaching outwards to 

grab a closing door’s edge, before it slid into 

the vacuum meant to cradle its frame. Home is 

an elusive junction where an asylum awaits; 

it will encounter you civilly, offer you a hope 

as practical and documented as your time 

of birth; and then, it will offer you a dream – 

conditional, like the dreams of sleep, 

anything from anywhere, anyone from any way 

can walk over every astral limit in the universe 

and enter your space. The stars will break 

as all things nearing their end do. And the pull 

that prevents all things floating from falling 

will guide their descent into the eyes that sleep, 
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composing as homes – a series of nights on 

the verge of a pinnacle – heightened to nowhere. 

 

Sheikha A. is from Pakistan and United Arab Emirates. She has been published in 

various literary venues, both print and online. More can be found at 

sheikha82.wordpress.com 
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Quixote 

by Tawnya Smith 

Beneath your hands my breasts are tarnished earth; 

they tremble not from passion but tilting 

with memories, oceans of memory. 

See those other reaching hands–wise-wrinkled, 

familiar and cruel-gentle. See them search 

child nipples and vulva petals that cringe 

and weep with inexperience. Wild shouts, 

betrayed, undulating screams roil under 

the mantle for years and years . . . until now . . . 

your hands plow the earth with conjugal rights. 

Your lips baptize my lips with sacred fire. 

Your tongue sips and sucks silence from my heart. 

Your phallus fills my womb, living water. 

Earth erupts and Dulcinea is free. 

 

Tawnya Smith (a.k.a. Yousei Hime) has focused on haiku with occasional adventures 

in other forms. Through haiku, she tries to zoom in on what is around her. She looks 

for a scene, a moment. She is currently looking for haiku in graduate school when 

time allows.  The view is different there–more bricks, books, and unforgiving clocks. 

But both haiku and academic writing take careful attention to see the idea and then to 

capture its newness. https://tasmith1122.wordpress.com/ 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://tasmith1122.wordpress.com/
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Alzheimer Dreams 

by Debi Swim 

Her mind goes back 

and further back 

to days of long ago 

to things of which 

she is fond 

June bugs, fireflies 

pollywogs in the pond 

grass tickling her toes 

screen door slams 

homemade jams 

and wildflowers 

picked for mom 

climbing trees 

summers free 

her childhood 

over and over again 

This is where she lives 

till her mind gives out 

her body gives in 

and existing is finally done 

 

Process notes: Watching my mother-in-law wither away. 
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Death Of A Poet 

by Debi Swim 

I have become an empty cistern 

A dry river bed, bleached bones 

Have forgotten the smell of rain 

I am words stuck in the throat 

A horse without a whisperer 

A pot untended, boiled away 

I am parched, athirst, panting 

Where is the well that I may sip 

Where is my Erato? 

Am I singing my swan song? 
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It Is The Nature Of The Beast 

by Debi Swim 

See the wisteria’s jumbled limbs? Their tightly clasped leaves just beginning to unfurl 

makes a green lacy pattern against a clear sky. Soon it will be a jungle, a maze of hidey 

holes and perches for the birds. The feeder hangs from a low branch. All day juncos, 

grackles, jays, cardinals and their cousins dash and jostle, scrabble and fuss for a place 

on the ledge. A woodpecker swoops in, hangs by its claws, half its body underneath 

dangling like an acrobat. The nuthatches fling seed hither and yon – picky eaters – 

while below on the ground heavy, clumsy doves clean up their mess. Turkeys come 

early morning and late evening scratching the spot beneath the feeder for leftovers 

furrowing a patch that will become a muddy mess with the next rain. 

Marvel at the chipmunk as he climbs the thick, twining base and gracefully, agilely 

jumps to the feeder, the squirrel, too. Deer come, mostly fall and winter and butt the 

feeder with their heads, then munch on the splatter at their leisure. 

                In every season the feeder an oasis, a cheery café. 

And yet, this happy scene is marred by an ominous shadow. A circling hawk is 

attracted by the activity below. His keen eyes on the prize, he waits for his chance, 

sees a careless chipmunk scampering across the lawn and with a noiseless plunge 

scoops his prey in deathly grip of talons and carries the limp bundle away. Imagine the 

calamity of it on a peaceful, ordinary day. The swiftness of the attack, the scurrying of 

the creatures and then the waiting, with trembling and skipping hearts till one brave 

bird dares the feeder again and all becomes normal again. 

It is the way of nature and of the world. But, at least nature is not malicious. It does 

not attack out of hate and erroneous ideology. It is only survival. Let man take notice. 

                Greed, terrorism, hate, ways of the human order, nature’s greatest foe. 
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Lord, Have Mercy 

by Debi Swim 

Delicate bones under dried leaf skin 

fingers clasped loosely in her lap 

tributaries of green in ropy veins 

and her thumbs go round and round. 

She sits and stares into the past… 

a burning house, she upstairs 

a jump into the banked up snow. 

She sees it all again. 

I know she’s thinking of two small graves 

and she whispers “Lord, have mercy.” 

And her thumbs go round and round. 
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Rainbow Hollow Good News Tent Revival 

by Debi Swim 

In the field back of the houses it stood 

as though the gentle overnight shower 

had mushroomed it into being. 

We kids dropped our bikes, awed, excited 

and entered that great tent, its flaps raised 

to let in what bit of breeze was stirring. 

Straw was scattered over the stubbled 

ground, dusty, musty, hot smell of barn 

and row on row of folding chairs, empty, 

waiting to cradle sinners’ sorry selves. 

A lectern at the front stood 

full of grave responsibility for tonight’s 

Rainbow Hollow Good News Tent Revival. 

Giggling, I stood behind the lectern, 

motioned the others to sit and preached a 

rousing, shouting, glorious story of 

sin and death, and born again. Then 

we ran out lest the Holy come down 

at our possible sacrilege (though I 

think He would have smiled at our game) 

ran out into bright sunshine of 

biking and tag and country lanes. 

 

Process notes: Every summer, in the small community of Rainbow Hollow in 

northeastern Tennessee, a tent revival appeared like magic for a week of hard 

preaching before moving on to the next little town, an attraction (not unlike the 

generic carnivals that were small town fare in those times) to the children filled with 

wonder and yet a thing to laugh about, too. 
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Pax 

by Debi Swim 

Winter is a sulky bitch pitching 

her fits into spring when she 

should be gracefully walking away, 

instead a hissy fit of jealous ire 

before she retires to sleep. 

She’d been all silvery glittering sway 

in her heyday but like an aging beauty 

queen she fades. Age spots on the porcelain 

skin, hair dulled to dishwater drudge, 

a sludge of cinders and salt, she peppers 

her talk with indignant spit and sputter. 

But Spring knows you catch more flies 

with honey sweetness. She persists, 

gently insists on having her day, 

replaces the glitter of snow and ice 

with buds and blossoms, scents of spice, 

as we long for her to stay awhile, warm 

the grass, swell the lilac limbs with nubs, 

spread maternal love to birds nesting in trees. 

She wafts health to body and mind 

and I’m buoyant with a zest for living. 

 

Process notes: Saturday and Sunday we had around fourteen inches of heavy wet 

snow. The electricity was out for twelve hours and by Thursday the temperature got 

to 78 degrees. I was ecstatic. Friday, overcast and cool. Last night a heavy frost. Today 

promises to be nicer and tomorrow even better. Snow flurries are forecast for 

Monday. GAH! I wish Winter and Spring would quit bickering! 

Written in response to Red Wolf Prompt 373. 

 

 

 

https://redwolfprompts.wordpress.com/2018/03/29/prompt-373/
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Time Laughed 

by Debi Swim 

 

I rub the remnants of dreams 

from gritty eyes, yawn, stretch 

and face the dawning day 

Discerning there are just so many and no more. 

A measured number known to God, meted one by one. 

I’ve spent my life like a man with pockets full 

of gold and no fear or thought of running out. 

The days ahead stretched long and smooth, 

so I thought, in foolish youth. 

Time laughed at my poor innocence. 
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After All These Years 

by Debi Swim 

I’m sitting here feeling old and grey 

listening to Sinatra on the Bose 

you walk in the room, just like always 

but this time you stop, extend your hand, 

I say… What? You say, let’s dance. 

You pull me up and close 

I feel awkward, silly, out of step 

I’m not a girl anymore, too many miles 

and lines on this face, you just smile, 

you don’t care – you twirl me round 

the living room and sing with Frank 

“cause I love you, 

Just the way you look tonight.” 
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Vernal Hope 

by Debi Swim 

The robins flew in unannounced 

and wrenched worms from a 

greening yard. The air was soft, 

tepid, tempting tender shoots 

to peep aloft. A hint of spring, 

an insinuation of vernal hope. 

And as it seems so often the 

cold surges back. The robins 

shiver, fluff their wings and 

carry on. They’ve learned. 

I’ve learned, too. This hope 

is not a false hope 

but a hope briefly deferred. 

 

Process notes: We had been visiting in Alabama, enjoying the warm weather, yellow 

daffodils, and trees clouds of white blossoms along the avenue. We came back to 

West Virginia to mild temperatures and a forecast of high winds, frigid air and 

possible snow the result of a nor’easter off the coast. It is disappointing to go from 

warm to brrrrrrr but I take heart from the robins. 

In response to Red Wolf Prompt 366. 

 

Debi Swim writes primarily to prompts. She is a wife, mother, grandmother and 

persistent WV poet. Blog: https://georgeplaceblog.wordpress.com/ 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

https://redwolfprompts.wordpress.com/2018/03/03/prompt-366/
https://georgeplaceblog.wordpress.com/
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Captured Sunlight 
by Anna Schoenbach 
 

Blooming bright for one day, 

The daylilies are orange, tigerish, 

   fierce as they begin to rot. 

Wine in hand, she sits and watches 

   as shadows grow and they become 

The only sunlight in the garden… 

Like her, a last hope, in a dying day. 

The red wine, the orange lily, 

Burning like fire in her tired soul. 

On her finger she turns a golden ring, 

   another hope that glittered 

   in the day and now the night. 

She looks at the daylilies, 

And drinks her wine, 

And decides that this, 

   these flowers, though short lived, 

   are worth coming home to 

Every night until they fade. 

 

Process notes: The poem is part of a series celebrating my mother, a remarkable 

woman and someone I look up to in my everyday life. The series focuses on exploring 

her relationship with the garden we share, and getting to know her better through 

these poems.  

 

Recently in possession of a new, shiny, Master’s Degree in Science Writing from 

Johns Hopkins University, Anna Schoenbach might be an unlikely person to write 
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poetry... But how else can she capture the overwhelming cacophony of beautiful 

sensation that is everyday life? Previously published in the poem anthology, Primal 

Elements, by OWS Ink, Anna hopes that she can capture even just a little bit of the 

awesome power of the natural (and spiritual) world in her writing. 

Author’s facebook page: https://www.facebook.com/AnnaSchoenbach/ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/AnnaSchoenbach/
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Nest Building 

by Alan Toltzis 

The first few years, mud and struggle 

filled our yard. Longing for birdsong, 

you played tapes of songbirds, 

and kept a cage of finches. 

Now, magnetite, DNA, scent, and star, 

faithfully guide our sparrows. 

Flitting 

                              darting 

       from 

             sycamore 

                                           to cherry 

       to deck, 

                              back 

they 

gather up bits of chickweed, 

oak twig, twine, cedar scrap, 

grass, and bark, 

constructing yet another nest 

under the retracted awning, 

and the air sings 

crescendos of lilting reassurance 

that biology and fate 

will lift us homeward. 

Process Notes: The poem tells the back story. The sparrows arrived a couple weeks 

ago this year too. 

 

Alan Toltzis is the author of The Last Commandment; his second book, 49 Aspects of 

Human Emotion, was released this summer. Alan has been nominated for a Pushcart 

and his work has appeared in numerous print and online publications 

including Hummingbird, Right Hand Pointing, IthacaLit, r.k.v.r.y. Quarterly, and North of 

Oxford. alantoltzis.com. 
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Heading Home 

by Alan Walowitz 

Call off your dogs. 

A seller I’ll be and happy– 

or whatever you want– 

if you give me a moment to think. 

The highways of America stare 

open and ready. And potholed, 

you might say. But life is entrapment 

avoiding being trapped in them. 

Let me rodeo a moment. 

I’ll convince Uncle Harry or anyone 

that a cow’s life is just as my own, 

waiting to be hoist and weighed. 

I won’t wait on your reply. 

for I don’t fear as you grow closer 

and I grow old 

we might emit some same syllables. 

I’ll be ugly only 

when our mouths move the same. 

Uglier, 

I’ll be home soon. 

 

Process note: This is an old poem, from around 1972. I think I wrote it when I was 

convinced I wanted to be a Jewish cowboy; or perhaps I was just going through some 

extra, late-adolescent rebellion–which has continued right through today. 
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Hailstorm   (August 1, 2011) 

by Alan Walowitz 

The rages of recent days settle upon us, 

grow into practical comforts: 

those we’d trusted to allay the silence are silent; 

one-time lovers barely recognized in the hall; 

what might have been called kindness once 

—a nod as we pass, a door noiselessly latched, 

Such a handsome tie — become particular annoyances. 

As is this sudden sun, the way it nudges us unwilling 

into a mood we’ve lost the context for. 

So let’s remember with nostalgia just yesterday 

when the rain turned to hail the size of lab rats, 

translucent, fat and blind— 

they made that scurrying rat-tat-tat on the roof 

and those death-defying dents in the parked cars 

and even the ones trying to escape 

though there was nowhere to go. 

It’s harsh weather that could comfort those 

who lose sight of what life is about— 

ducking shards when the glass shatters about us 

even in the so-called safety of our homes. 

Here’s real running through the rain 

and not even vaguely romantic. 

The drops, suddenly so visible, 

might turn out to be much less hazardous 

to our long-term health and well-being. 

 

Process Notes: The hailstorm of August 1, 2011 was a frightening event. The sky 

darkened and soon the rain turned to hail, and some of the hail was the size of 

baseballs. My car had both front and back windshields shattered, as well as a side view 

mirror. There were dents all over any car left outside. Skylights in homes were 

shattered. Roofs had to be replaced. All within a space of less than a half-hour and 

only within a two mile radius of here. I think the poem tries to capture some of the 

fright of the event, as well as some of my amazement. 
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You Are Home 

by Alan Walowitz 

My father paces the lobby of the Hotel Le Monde, a little outside of Brussels. 

The prints, in the style of the late Flemish school, stare down at him, but the 

people inside them are too busy, too joyful in their village life to engage the 

lonely soldier come to set them free. The war sputters to a close a few 

hundred miles to the east and my father lights one cigarette after another and 

crushes each, half-smoked, beneath his impatient heel. He is lost inside, his 

buddies upstairs, for them the war brought closer to an end in the arms of the 

jeune filles, who wear their boredom like the cheap perfume in their hair. The 

world will be appeased that they can hardly see themselves in each others’ 

eyes, the light failing outside, the lamps dimmed by elegant rags torn from 

more innocent days, now too painful to recall. 

My father stares at the clock hanging crooked on the wall. The time is not 

right, but he allows himself to think of his wife and daughter who wait for him 

on the other side. He wishes he knew them. For all his jokes, his practiced 

ease, he knows little of women and the world they make. But he is certain 

where they are is home, and he wishes he were there, and he wishes he had 

not come to this place which has only made him more lonely, more certain 

that something unnamed and terrible will happen, that he will miss his own 

life, that he will never be home. 

And I am his son a lifetime later and have finally been born. I have wandered 

from woman to woman and you laugh and say I’m like a man looking for a 

home. Some nights I even dream myself standing at your door. It is already 

dawn and I can hardly remember the dangers of the battlefield, the mines I 

have dodged, the unsteady rat-tat- tat of the gunner at my heels. I ring your 

bell and ring and ring, but you never answer. For all my false bravado, my 

derring-do, I cannot knock, I cannot demand, I cannot beat down your door, 

though I know, and have always known, you are home. 
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The Sequel 

by Alan Walowitz 

         They will call him brave. 

                  “Penelope”– Dorothy Parker 

  

The universe is telling us plenty– and some of it true– 

but what to do with all the conflicting information? 

These days I lash myself 

to practiced habit and established form. 

You’d be surprised 

who’ll watch a guy muck about in quicksand 

when he hardly gives a shit at all. 

Sometimes I stop and browse 

the cards and letters you fans send. 

I like the ones that read like fortunes best: 

Don’t seek so hard.   

Settle down. 

Feel free to be old.  And even more poetic: 

Come joyfully to the fruits of home. 

What you’ve read or heard 

might have once been true: 

the glossy smile of native girl on travel brochure 

could send me hot and frenzied 

in an entirely new direction.   

But I always choose Ithaca now— 

hapless suitors, wife gone grey, 

son who doesn’t know me.   

Cowardly? I admit, but comfort of a kind 

what love and duty will have us do. 

 

Process notes: “The Sequel” has gone through many iterations. It started out being 

about my postman, who always seemed to me to be a happy man. But who can tell 

how happy anyone else is, when we can hardly tell about ourselves? The poem ended 

up being sort of about an Odyssey, a frequent, perhaps too-frequent, subject of 

poetry, hence my nod to one of the best by Dorothy Parker in the epigraph. 
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News Flash on I 495 

by Alan Walowitz 

Silver Alert, the sign says. 

Some old guy’s got loose on the expressway again, 

not kidnapped by strangers 

or dragged off by kin professing their love– 

some place he never wanted to go. 

He knows where this is heading. 

Life is funny and sad, this perfect loneliness we seek, 

at bars on the corner, glazed over, head bowed; 

in cars on highways, the radio jacked up so high 

we never have to think; 

settling in at rooming houses the middle of nowhere 

for as long as it takes. 

Left alone is what we say we want, but 

if the world won’t get a hard-on for us, 

we don’t know where to turn or how. 

Might as well drive straight to the end, 

if there is an end. 

If not, I’ll be right home. 

 

Process notes: I was driving on the Long Island Expressway one day and saw a sign 

that flashed the words: Silver Alert with the make, model, and license plate number of 

a missing person. It got me to thinking about the senior citizen who might have run 

away. 

 

Alan Walowitz has been published in various places on the web–and off. He’s a 

Contributing Editor at Verse-Virtual, an online journal, and teaches at Manhattanville 

College in Purchase, NY and St. John’s University in Queens. Alan’s 

chapbook, Exactly Like Love, was published by Osedax Press in 2016 and is now in its 

second printing. For more see alanwalowitz.com. 
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Climbers Homeward Bound 

by Robert Walton 

Like friends parting 

For uncertain journeys, 

Clouds clasp hands on 

An autumn moon. 

The lake below muses, 

On snow’s return, 

Its black waters 

Deeper than space. 

What games we play 

With mute mountains, 

With moonlit clouds, 

With puckish stars. 

Check the anchor, 

Clip to the rope, 

And step into 

Night’s granite belly. 

 

Process notes: I’ve been caught by night up high a number of times. I try in this poem 

to convey the mixed feelings this predicament inspires. 

 

Robert Walton is a retired teacher, a lifelong rock climber and mountaineer. His 

writing about climbing has appeared in the Sierra Club’s Ascent. His novel, Dawn 

Drums, won the 2014 Tony Hillerman prize. http://chaosgatebook.wordpress.com/ 
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Shadow 

by Martin Willitts Jr 

 

Heading towards the ruins of fall, 

my shadow shrivels ahead of me, 

and I am catching up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



80 
 

Home Coming 

by Martin Willitts Jr 

When Odysseus returned home after twenty years, 

claiming he lost his way, 

Penelope took one look at that drunken fool 

and the map of other women on his body, 

and slammed the door on his wandering face. 

 

Process Notes: 

Several years ago, I decided I was a love poet, although it might not be clear, since I 

write about nature, memory, artwork, science, math, religion, protest, silent 

meditation. But in order to write all those subjects, I had to love something, care for 

something, be focused on what makes the world so interconnected and essential. 

Some of my poems can be very long, because it takes a while to write some complex 

subject, and at other times I can narrow down into the “Presence” of some moment. 

In terms of the concept of “home”, I have been homeless before, so I understand the 

longing and the desire for acceptance and belonging. I have been a Conscientious 

Objector field medic in Vietnam sending some home wounded and some in body 

bags. I have built over one hundred houses with Habitat For Humanity, and some of 

them alongside former president Jimmy Carter. 

Home means different things to different people just as much as love means different 

things to different people. I have a project called “Poetry in the Bus” where I create 

signage inside local buses using poems by first-time writers, ranging from 3rd grade to 

seniors in nursing homes, and adult ESL students writing in 9 different languages, and 

one of the themes was “home.” 
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Swan 

by Martin Willitts Jr 

In spite of its soundlessness, 

the male trumpet swan chases the mallards, 

making itself larger than fear 

flying out of the mallards’ hearts 
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Nothing Stays Here Long 

by Martin Willitts Jr 

The sky is heavy with grey clouds, 

stacked like cords of wood. 

A hand plow is stuck, 

impossible to move. 

Wind stiffens. 

Long drops of rain streak like angleworms. 

A clapboard house is silent, 

oddly tilted, 

dungy with chipped paint, 

empty now — 

haunted by yesterdays 

moving further away 

when the world fails. 

A weathervane creaks in wind 

without anywhere to go. 

* 

Even in blatant emptiness — 

a flatness extending beyond sight 

where perspective narrows into a zero — 

even then, 

even in the absence of houses 

or trees or roads or hills or ragweed, 

there is so life: 

a fly; an ant piling dirt 

into pyramids; a single anonymous bird 

too high up to identify; 

thunder full of electricity; 

a car following the road without a name 

or rural road number 

not having anywhere to ask directions 

and dust trailing behind, 

otherwise lost, 
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memory burnt away. 
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Box Elder 

by Martin Willitts Jr 

For years, the boxelder has wrestled the wind, 

the damp nights, the stars 

grazing the meadows of the endless horizon, 

the snow creeping up, the frost 

speckled finger markings. 

I wish I could say I could tolerate the winter, 

but I have to go inside, 

check the thermostat a couple of times, 

wrap a comforter around my shoulders, 

shiver out the deep chill. 

The wind whines like a child 

waking with night terrors. 

I know the song of loneliness when I hear it. 

That music settles in differently 

than my body trying to generate heat. 

Each recollection, each storage 

of lost body heat, co-mingles like branches 

in fierce wind, shuttering. Each star 

is vaguely behind cold 

meadows of clouds, snow sneaking in, 

offering no comfort, no solace, 

no rest from nightmares, 

no matter how tightly I grip the blanket, 

no matter what song I sing to myself 

to keep the sadness from entering me, 

a deep and sullen chill. 
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How Leaves Form 

by Martin Willitts Jr 

at the tip of each branch 

a green hope buds 

a whisper 

both stillness and 

presence 

unfolding 

a sluggish wintered soul 

readying to appear 

a sleeper 

slowly stirring 

when it opens from within 

all secrets rush out 

green words 
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The Day Hisses Snow 

by Martin Willitts Jr 

It’s so cold, the air is shivering; 

wind blasting through. 

You’d near well freeze, 

and morning has just begun, 

hunkering down, snow 

wandering from nearest hills. 

Chattering is carried 

from somewhere in the tree line, 

a cold unanswered prayer. 

You can taste the air. 

Noise stretches far. 

The day offers no reason to be out. 

It hisses snow. 

All bad experiences run their course, 

but sometimes they repeat until we learn. 

The moon careens 

through empty tree branches: 

a floodlight — 

it’s past time to go in, 

stoke a fire, take the chill out, 

hang it up to dry. 

 

Martin Willitts Jr is a retired Librarian. He has over 20 chapbooks including the 

winner of the Turtle Island Quarterly Editor’s Choice Award, The Wire Fence Holding 

Back the World (Flowstone Press), plus 11 full-length collections including How to Be 

Silent (FutureCycle Press, 2016) and Dylan Thomas and the Writing Shed (FutureCycle 

Press, 2017). 
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Mershelle, My Belle  
By Irene Toh  
 
The world’s indifference, I think,  
draws one into a shell. So one  
retracts, recontracts–times  
when one thinks it’s safe  
to slide outside shortening 
in our days now. 
 
The curvature of spine and bone  
blended with my lilies, and when  
I’ve inhabited my shell long enough,  
my legs became nautilus-shaped.  
My name is Mershelle.  
 
I turned into a cathedral, burned  
electric votives. My tirades grew soft.  
Rooted firmly thus, I have begun  
sinking till embedded in a self  
I never knew was there  
all this while. 
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Home isn’t where they have to let you in. It’s not a place at all. Home is imaginary. 

Home, imagined, comes to be. 

–Ursula K. Le Guin 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 


