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INTRODUCTION 

 

 

What defines a person’s life – big achievements, or tiny moments? 

 

Our narratives are structured by sweeping events, and by small increments of time. The 

subtle seconds are often disregarded, even though we are shaped by the way we think and 

breathe and experience those seconds. This literary collection mostly depicts the little 

moments of life, the ones that define perception and individuality. 

 

With this anthology, I am proud to share the work of many esteemed and emerging 

writers, all of whom offer up their beautifully crafted fragments of hope, doubt, 

innocence, corruption, and quintessential human experience. Together, they explore life’s 

defining moments. 

 

To find out more information about this anthology, visit: www.pringmill.com/publishing/  

 

 

– David Pring-Mill, editor 

http://www.pringmill.com/publishing/
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ELEMENTARY 

David Radavich 

 

 

Pawleys Island, South Carolina 

 

This grey sky 

scudding 

 

is not 

a painting 

I have witnessed 

 

or a metaphor 

     

just itself 

 

without me 

or you 

 

not something 

studied, 

 

occasion 

for a poem, 

 

but its own story 

already read 

 

by the pelicans, 

gulls, oystercatchers,     

amaranth 

 

holding back 

the sea. 
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THE SWEET SPOT 
Mark Belair 

 

 

While walking beside her, her boyfriend said  

something so wonderfully amusing 

the teenage girl  

 

looked  

up from her  

milkshake straw to smile 

 

which left a little white dot  

of shake on her lips,  

the full circle 

 

halving and  

reforming as she chatted  

with delight until her boyfriend,  

 

watching the dotty dot, couldn’t  

stand it any longer  

and stopped 

 

to give that  

sweet spot a kiss, a little  

vanilla transferring to his lips,  

 

the girl gazing up and giggling  

at that trace of foam 

fluff then— 

 

still graced  

with a speck herself— 

tiptoeing up for a sweet, sweet kiss. 
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THE BRAID 

Danny Ballan 

 

 

Let her bind the tresses— 

each intertwines  

in a beautiful caress  

to that child  

she still has inside  

her heart. 

 

The braid that tells  

the story of that girl— 

lost in men’s ragged mountains  

to be found on the plains 

of innocence; 

a child at heart  

never dies, 

never grows too old  

to tell  

the story of youth—  

just like the sun,  

misleading with its rays 

that are only a fraction  

of its blazing core. 

 

Let her bind the tresses—  

celebrate a woman that radiates  

the girl she has within;  

no tears on the cheeks,  

no heart tearing apart 

of a terrible sin  

that she wishes she never grows old; 

and I, too, wish that child  

never dies at heart. 
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SWIFTLY 

Christine Murray 

 

 

Quickly the fallen, fall swiftly,  

swift and down. Two objects  

 

are plunging from tree, then   

a sandcrack, a rustle and,  

 

onto the ground, a tumult, as  

bird eviscerates an insect, big  

 

as itself, a louse, woodlice,  

opened. Steel beak pecks,  

 

at his stomach, busying himself  

with the breaking of the shell,  

 

and I, heartjump. 
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TRIPPING 

Bonnie Jo Stufflebeam 

 

 

One foot leads, the other  

swallows sand.  

In tune, we stand, toes teetering toward water.  

Stuck on land. Shadows extend  

fingers. We grasp them with human hands,  

and cradle warmth  

to keep us crazy.  

Ripples roll in. We whisper big plans: 

the world. 

  

Swimsuits chill our skin.  

Cross-legged on a picnic table,   

we eat smoke for dinner; 

it tastes of hickory fire  

and ash.  

We slip into sunless water and wade  

over mud, rough rocks and weeds  

like devious children laughing  

at the shore. When we leave,  

we have forgotten  

shadows. A horizon creeps  

beneath our eyelids.  

We leave no footprints in that sand.   

 

 

Originally appeared in North Texas Review 
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HOMETOWN: AN INCANTATION 

Melissa Sawatsky 

 

 

An assembly line of tires tongue asphalt, the road 

retaining remnants of everything 

the city pumps, exhales, coughs onto concrete. 

 

 In a city that builds trains in the sky 

 you escalate underground. Down here, 

 

  you can hide for over half the ride, stand 

  too close to the core, collide 

  with commuters. A young man pounds 

  through the contained populace, gropes you. 

  At the next station, a bicyclist rises to 

  push him out, block his re-entry. 

  Fists hammer at glass—the vibration of his fingers 

  linger on your breast. You stay 

 

 inside the train, headphones screaming out 

 the greatest hits of your youth. Toddling 

 into adulthood, it’s a sound loop 

 that keeps you attuned to the specificity 

 of your body. 

 

You escalate to Main Street, observe this artery 

through the amber season: rubber boots, umbrellas, 

a swan song of leaves composting the city. You bow 

under a curtain of rain and return to 

 

a wood-burning fire at the centre of 

your new home. A cross-country trail 

lit through 180 frozen nights. You rise 

in a crystalline world, rearing yourself 

into adulthood far from the place where 

you first came of age. 
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THE SMELL OF SYMMETRICAL MEN 

Jean Toyama 

 

 

I read somewhere that the smell of symmetrical men 

attracts women more than that smell of the 

asymmetrical kind.  Not being able to measure 

earlobes or hands or anything that could verify the 

symmetry of bodies, I first sniffed around enclosed  

spaces like elevators or small rooms.  But men were  

not always there or if they wore strong aftershaves, I  

could not smell them. 

 

I decided to join the YMCA, where men’s bodies are  

numerous and slick in their sweat.  But there, even  

the women are sweaty and I couldn’t figure out  

which smell was attracting me
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PROPOSAL 

Melissa Sawatsky 

 

 

Christmas tree lights frame her head in a halo 

of kitsch and evergreen. Her family circles around, 

witnessing. His hands shake and give him away while 

all she can think to say is, In front of everybody? 

Then: quick breaths, of course 

thought of the word wedlock. 

The ring a loose key on her finger that doesn’t rest comfortably. 

 

They walk along Rathtrevor Beach in the evening. 

Her mouth runs off the edge of 

the boardwalk, takes them far from the trail back. They are caught 

inside 347 hectares of forest in winter 

without gloves, flashlight, cell phone— 

not even a quarter for the last remaining phone booth on earth. 

 

By the campground office, she calls her parents collect. 

Her 5-hours old fiancé reads the map framed under glass— 

we just have to follow this road out to the highway— 

but his wife-to-be is having none of it because 

bears may or may not be hibernating, you know. 

They warm themselves under lamplight and 

 

wait at the centre of a cold, dark nexus of trails 

they can no longer navigate, and they are laughing. 
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THERE WOULD HAVE BEEN A BIG BANG 

Zoë Meager 

 

 

Six thousand houses and one magpie lost power that day, all from the joining of two 

things never meant to be joined. The only ones to hear it were a mob of cattle, which took 

off at a run, she said. She’d watched them, washing like a wave down the paddock, 

churning up the snow, surf on a beach, and she wondered at the cause of their dreamlike 

wading. It wasn’t feeding time. 

        There would have been a big bang, she said, as the bird stepped a twiggy foot across 

from one high-voltage power line to the next. A big bang and then a big nothing. 

Darkness with no sound and no warmth. Just a sudden smothering blank, the ultimate 

insulation, for six thousand houses and one magpie. 

   

+     +     + 

  

*There would have been a big bang contains two direct quotes (“There would have been 

a big bang”, and “The only ones to hear it were a mob of cattle, which took off at a run, 

she said”), from (Fried) bird on a wire causes mass outage, by Katherine King for 

the Wanganui Chronicle, published online at the New Zealand Herald on 19/4/2012, 

accessed 19/4/2012, 

from:  http://www.nzherald.co.nz/nz/news/article.cfm?c_id=1&objectid=10799977 

 

http://www.nzherald.co.nz/nz/news/article.cfm?c_id=1&objectid=10799977


Tiny Moments / 17 

 

INFIDELITY 

Bonnie Jo Stufflebeam 

 

 

I’ve married infidelity. The ring around my finger 

stings acid rain against my skin. Its raw mark 

burns permanent the way I never was. I lingered 

 

too long in the ice air. Frost clings to me 

where your hands once were. If I were shocked by your spark, 

I would have abandoned infidelity, let you wring 

 

its scrawny neck, take down the eyesore body, that dead ringer 

for a woman unwrapped on a pedestal. But I peeled the arc 

of her hips, burning temporary. I’ve been known to linger 

 

in your steep footsteps. When you asked me to find a key 

to please, I found freedom in a foreign kiss. It was stark. 

Infidelity asked me before you; it slipped a ring ‘round me. 

 

Flattered, I fell into sheets without you. Foolish bringer 

of ache, I wronged your sleeping promise. Our bed was dark, 

and I held your fire for light. But shadows permanently linger. 

 

I stroke them. I fall and finger 

the soft flesh folds. They ask me, do you take this mark 

to be your lawful-wedded-wife? Infidelity does. This ring 

is a crackling ember. It will soon burn out. 

 

 

 

Originally appeared in di-verse-city 
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HITTING BOTTOM, RISING UP 

Laurie Kolp 

 

 

Dying while alive 

a slow and painful birth 

born within the soul 

dying on the inside first 

dying to break free 

break free from painful death 

death’s onset root by root 

taking hold, a bitter taste 

dying from the turmoil 

bitter memories the seed 

one seed within the soul 

taking root, festering 

like an ulcer in your soul 

 

and this dying while alive 

from inside can be stopped 

stopped before it takes over 

takes over all of you 

consuming day and night 

if you surrender, let it go 

let go of bitter seeds 

let God remove the pain 

and heal the festering 

root before it spreads 

spreads outward, this rebirth 

reborn to live again. 

  

  

  

  

// 
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RESIDUE 
Lisa C. Taylor 

 

 

I could forgive everything 

we didn’t say  

for the good olive oil  

the server drizzles 

on a stoneware plate, 

a liquid jewelry that I skim over 

with a hunk of sourdough,  

thumb and forefinger, 

one appendage leading 

the other like the woman 

following the man into the bistro,  

a half step behind him, 

her long braid unkempt 

like she tumbled out of somewhere 

and didn’t take the time 

to weave again 

that complicated rope 

 

and when he turns 

a half-circle to the left 

she mimics, letting him 

choose the seat facing outward 

like I used to, 

pausing to see which chair 

you’d choose 

until eventually I dined alone. 

 

The door continually opens 

to the chill and crowd, 

and my bread becomes translucent, 

green-gold 

 

the way leaves eventually yield to October 

and soften to dust on the cold ground, 

the way she cocks her head like the last leaf 

on the branch, 

listening,  

to what he has to say. 
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RED WIRE 

A.J. Odasso 

 

 

Boston Common, 2013. The test 

results arrive. Internet geneticists 

have decoded my fragility. Blink 

at the likelihood of psoriasis. Hold 

breath as BRCA1 & 2 show clear, 

but say: Other mutations may exist. 

 

Time bomb, this body, weeded already 

of cysts, endometrium, womb. My chest 

fills with doubt, knowing what comes next 

will always be the question. My thoughts 

turn to introspection: The parts I want least 

are poison-coded in my genes. 

 

Bleeding, I do not miss. Benign aberrations 

are far behind me now. What I must hide 

concerns prescience of danger: My last wish 

is the one extraction most likely to be denied. 
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MONSTERS 

A.J. Odasso 

 

 

Your progress through six months of poison 

begins. Three days in, you have migraines 

to beat the band; three weeks on, your hair 

is almost gone. How fast our cells slip 

 

through sheerest trauma is the catch 

to our warp and weft. Surgeons say 

my healing’s too swift; oncologists 

 

prod at your lymph nodes’ refusal 

to rest. What monsters we are, 

mother, remains to be seen— 

 

in the end, what is a wound 

but a door through which 

blood leaves? 
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SLIPKNOT 

A.J. Odasso 

 

 

Boston Common, 2015. The PCP-ordered test 

comes back conclusive. Medical geneticists 

have documented my alterity. BRCA variants 

still absent, but another mutation does exist: 

CHEK2 is what I carry, and it harbors  

a risk too high.   

 

Blink at likelihood of that lump 

returning, at the knowledge of alleles 

gone awry. Time bomb, this ribcage 

strained with doubt. What comes next 

is the weight I must ferry. My chest 

comprises the ever-unwanted sum 

of my parts: This extraction  

a debt as-yet unpaid.   

 

Bleeding, I will not miss once  

the cutting is finished. Absence  

of benign aberration abounds: Denied 

safe passage, grant my fiercest wish. 
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THROUGH THE HOLLAND TUNNEL 

Adele Ne Jame 

 

 

  I have only this one dress, 

  it grows thin and it turns pale, 

  but it will keep an eternity 

  even before God perhaps.  

Song of the Orphan, Rainer Maria Rilke 

 

She drove the Oldsmobile Ninety-Eight,  

hulking behemoth she worked the night shift 

at Squibs to buy—like she was born to do it. 

Took the long narrowing  curve fearlessly 

though she was only weeks at the business of driving.    

A child, it seemed endless to me and dangerous, 

huge trucks barreling alongside us 

the Hudson above.  I waited for the walls to cave, 

but Mother, resolute, accelerated like a pro— 

so that even the truck drivers gawked, gave a thumbs up  

as we shot past. That sure look in her eyes, 

a gift— a child’s life-long salvation  

funneled straight into the bloodstream that moment. 

 

I saw the same look again decades later   

when she walked with me down the jet way.   

I was heading to a mainland hospital,  

another surgery I faced with cold dread.  

Silent, otherworldly,  she looked  

straight ahead as if to keep me from caving,  

a radiant power in her bearing 

like a Mozart symphony sweeping me along— 

I knew minutes later it must have been  

a waking dream, time undone.   

Knew she was thousands of miles away 

in a place called Garden Terrace,  

lost for the first time in her life— 

while the composer and I, soon in the air,  

reveled  in musical grief together, 

his benediction:  salve me, fons pietatis              

her only way to move—pushing a walker, 

a fugue for air to breathe,  strips of steel  

holding her together and a patient turbulence.  

Her eyes, her mind, irrefutably vacant –.   

I am a broken jar the psalmist says.  
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Voca me cum benedictus   

while still in the air—the rising music,  

like a flock of starlings, congregated around us all.                 

 

We would get through the tunnel that day— 

and many days like it, head up the gridlock of  

Canal Street and over the Brooklyn Bridge  

to where Margarête, a cousin like a sister to her, 

lived in a three flight walk up. They would call out  

to each other –window to street back and forth 

in two languages, love scattering  

like shower trees in late summer shedding   

storms of blossoms into the city air.  

Mother would open her tin of homemade baklava while 

Margarête hurried to boil Turkish coffee, 

her gold bracelets jingling  as she worked. 

 

They were joined at the hip. Those days, invincible. 

They had lived through the great crash together,  

a father’s mad impulse to burn down  

the summer house he built in the country,  

a great conflagration for a fresh start in Miami, 

all the bushels of canning put up in quart jars—  

peaches and dark plums— exploding in the fire. 

Both had lost husbands young  

and raised children alone.  And later when 

the floods came, the money they salvaged from  

a muddy cash box was left to dry on a grassy hillside.  

They hung their wet dresses over the low  

branches of a pin oak—swallows and fine dresses 

in a tree, she would say, until a great wind  

came up all at once and swept them away. 

You should have seen it, she would say,  

birds and red dresses flying in the wind--   

swept up  into the black clouds—then gone  

in the blink of an eye—just like that. 

 

 

Note: lines from Mozart’s Requiem: 

save me, source of mercy  

call me among the blessed  
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BUMPER TO BUMPER ON THE BRIDGE 

Venus Jones 

 

 

stuck in a pile up 

bumper to bumper on  

 the bridge  

 can be a blessing 

 

my mother brakes in silence, we watch  

 wind whisper over water 

 give thanks 

 for sunshine 

 

sitting in rush hour traffic near oak trees 

smiling at stalled strangers 

turning up my favorite song 

 

we don’t want to talk about yesterday, today 

 we’d rather be shades and cool like the breeze 

like whenever, wherever, whatever 
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PART II 
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ULTIMATE COMPULSION 

Kathy Steinemann 

 

 

An eternity of drifting. Floating. Disorientation. 

Where am I? How long have I been in this strange place? 

Muffled sounds filled his universe. Laughing voices. Beeps. Whirrs. 

He was attached. He was warm. He was nourished. 

Then why did he feel the compulsion to leave? 

He stretched. He pushed. He strained. 

But he was trapped. 

Not yet. Conserve your strength. 

He slept. 

Pressure. Panic. Pain. 

Now is the time. 

His heart raced. He clawed his way through the ribcage of his host. 

The cold air assaulted his lungs. He screamed. 

A salivating xenomorph comforted him, hissed in his ear. 

Mama.
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AT NIGHT, AT SLEEP 

Robert Grant 

 

 

At night, at sleep, my thoughts were never good. 

In tidal pools of hours the daylight slept 

And I would lie bolt stiff, my blue eyes set 

Like two great whirlpools, from a head which could 

Rarely comprehend this world of childhood. 

 

Strangers stared into my room. Shadows crept. 

And walls of paper faces glared in threat. 

In silence, something new was understood. 

 

The kind of proof that isolation brings, 

In studied observation, near to sleep. 

All thoughts between desires and afterlife 

Made separate, in skins and daylight things. 

I fought it, like a fire beneath my sheets 

And bolted, from my bed, to gasp at life. 
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A LINCOLNSHIRE FIELD 

Robert Grant 

 

 

An hour’s journey ended, the van in which we sat 

pulled away from gravel and local roads, to crawl 

that last meter and stop. Tools gathered, the sprawled 

field, horizon deep, breathed heat along its flats. 

Shirts removed to awkward rubs of lotion, and caps 

tucked tight over the glare of vision’s line. We stalled 

what we could, as heavy hoes were lifted, then trawled 

those burrowed plains for weeds, walking the earthen tracks. 

 

Two hours before noon and the sky was burnt spotless 

and those who wanted water had to weigh the time 

between turning back and getting the weeding done. 

Noiseless pain was passed in verbal games. The hottest 

day in years ran dirt and sweat down lengths of our spines. 

Until, exhausted, we turned: the one long field outrun. 
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LOVE LIKE A TREE 

Bill Glose 

 

 

Oh, to love like a tree! 

To ache for a golden girl 

who skips across sky, 

taste each day her kiss, 

stretch limbs heavenward 

grasping for her hand. 

  

To coil your flag of leaves 

each night, then unfurl 

banners at first glitter 

of her smile. To never 

doubt her return, even as 

she falls into horizon’s bed. 

  

To brush gauzy hem 

of her skirt when clouds 

interpose. To strain 

against gnarled anchors 

that tie you to this Earth 

Oh, to love like that!
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FIND SOMEONE TO LOVE 

A. Long 

 

 

I searched to find someone to love, 

 

and I found her and I loved her with obsessive love but she didn’t like me and she never 

knew how much I loved her, dreamed of her, daydreamed about her, and still dream 

about her. 

 

so I searched for another to love, 

 

and I found her and loved her and she decided that my love was wrong, that my love may 

have been too strong, that I may have wanted to be with her too much, too often; and she 

needed space. 

 

so I searched and found a summer love, 

 

she wanted summer love while school was out and when the schoolyear started she 

decided that her books need loving and I wasn’t in her books any longer. 

 

so I tried to find another to love,  

 

and I searched for someone who wanted to be held, long and often,  and then I loved 

another. 

 

but she decided that she wasn’t ready to love me now and going steady was not what she 

needed, so she said goodbye, adios, farewell. 

 

so I searched for another one to love, 

 

and found a woman who was through with her cheating man and needed someone to hold 

her heart until it healed again so I held her heart; then she decided she needed to be free, 

that I was just a rebound love and she didn’t want my love right now 

 

so I tried to find another love... 
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RUMBLE, O! CONQUEROR 

James F.W. Rowe 

 

 

A Jain once told me 

That he would not ride the subway 

On the account of all the rats and roaches it kills 

Now when I sit idle upon the train 

I feel productive 

Assured that my passage serves a greater purpose 

In extermination of a portion of the vermin population 

  

 

         A rat plunders a track-strewn brown bag 

         A roach feels his way to a feast of trash through grating 

I once saw a decapitated pigeon amidst the ties 

I wonder: However was it caught unawares? 

They who take wing at the slightest approach 

Somewhere, the Jain weeps. 
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IKEA 

James F.W. Rowe 

 

 

I am in Ikea 

Singing Tainted Love 

Alongside a slightly muted 

Sound system 

Turn up the volume on my jams! 

You damnable Swedes! 

The birds in the rafters 

Chirp in sparrow solidarity 

Of my sonorous cause 
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SMOKE BREAK 

Bill Glose 

 

 

(originally published in Red River Review) 

  

Huddled against a battered wall, 

immigrants cup cigarettes 

in shivering hands, dream 

of home, taste ash. Next door, 

bakery’s sweet scent 

of flour is tantalizing 

as the moist kiss of fruit 

lounging in baskets 

across the street. Rope 

uncoils from mouths, slips 

its hangman’s knot around necks 

while February plays 

over cobbled stones, skips 

down streets these butchers 

in crimson-streaked aprons 

will never see. Shoes 

crunch life from butts, 

and calloused hands 

return to what they know, 

warped wooden door 

slamming shut behind them. 
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CHANCE AND FINE THINGS 

Julie Hogg 

 

 

Backyard cracked knuckles 

with unattended weals, 

devoid of moisture and 

starved of cream, began. 

Courtesans of men of rank, 

 

living their identities out,  

buckling their knees, 

pulling back possibilities  

in fluent solidarity and 

fine, unrequited dreams. 

 

There’s still hope in the 

rubble of emulsion and 

skirting boards, frames 

and acrylic, synthetic or 

real glass ceilings in this 

 

sometime state-of-the-art 

partly demolished block  

of flats, where no-one tried  

too hard to have a heart, it 

came naturally like a spark 

 

or a pigment reflecting light  

off lintels, live wires and 

cut copper cables. On the 

rooftop, holding on tightly 

to solitary experiences,  

 

there’s a chance of settling 

down completely at dusk in 

a thrilling stillness tonight.  

The quality of air above  

the flyover is astounding. 
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NEVADA GHOST TOWN 

Otis Haschemeyer 

 

 

You took 

a photo of dust, and me, and an empty water-tower. 

I thought we were ironic, like rhinestone 

moving faster than light to the left and right. 

 

You wore a red dress and cowboy boots, green stitching 

shrouded your Rolleiflex with straight blonde hair.  

I was a boy in short-sleeves, a sharkskin tie, 

wearing rose-tinted glasses.  

 

Over my shoulder, the water-tower, the sand faded name of a town 

people gone, dead somewhere. And me, the photographer, 

and years also gone, apparitions on glass 

blown to sand. 

 

Only the art of us.  

To save myself I can destroy anything.
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SOMETIMES 

Joanne Townsend 

 

 

Sometimes 

 

living in a desert town  

what I want most 

is to wake to a salt wind blowing through,  

the cries of gulls instead of the  

cooing of doves as the sky lights up  

over a parched garden. 

 

Some things we know in our bones-- 

landscapes and borders, 

voices and memory, 

too much rain and not enough. 

Stories--their feverish intensity, 

November looming on the calendar, 

waves in my head, windows shut, 

ghosts at the door
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DO NOT TRY TO PERSONALLY REMEDY A MALFUNCTION 

Otis Haschemeyer 

 

 

“Do Not Personally Try to Remedy a Malfunction” 

                     —airport sign 

 

In the airport of smashed fingers,  

severed hands, torn cuticles. 

 

In the terminal of broken limbs, 

lost insight, forgotten children. 

 

In the industry of innuendos,  

oxymorons, dangerous gasses. 

 

In the theater of war, 

the rotunda of war, the carousel of war.
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AFTERMATH OF A BOTTLE OF SLEEPING PILLS 
Tony Walton 

 

 

She scrolls through the faces  

embedded in rows of squares, 

each person digitally trapped 

in windows that cannot open. 

 

A New Year’s Eve Party : 

Her mother looks out in the photo, 

as if the photographer 

is saying something complimentary, 

she holds a beer, her father is holding 

a glass of wine.  

 

A day at the beach: 

Camera in front of her, Ocean behind her, 

Her eyes are wet and still, a boy dozes 

next to her, the tide came in later. 

 

A snapshot of a marriage: 

Michael is starting to turn his head 

a little, with his eyes looking slightly 

to the side.  Was he beginning to 

leave her? 

 

She wants to open these frames, 

stacked in towers, straight down 

and across, and let the people leap out, 

one by one, but to where?  

 

The light from the screen 

pours over her head, through her 

hair, down her body and 

forms a puddle around her. 

 

She cannot hear the faces screaming 

her name from the computer, 

their sounds drown in the fluorescence 

as she reflects in this light and then 

becomes It. 

 

And this light floats upwards 

filling all the shadows and 

outwards escaping through the darkness.
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CLASSIFIEDS, AUGUST 

Katarina Boudreaux 

 

 

“Need piano: 

bright, good 

and cheap.” 

he writes, 

and remembers  

how her fingers 

nestled 

on the keys 

like baby birds  

waiting for  

their mother. 

 

The tune was 

always the same, 

a broken refrain 

with beautiful 

lyrics he never 

heard for the  

noise in his head. 

 

He can almost 

hear them now,  

touch each  

syllable reconstructed 

by a mind too  

full of regret  

for the bearing  

of silence  

in the small 

of empty room. 
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DYING SCULPTOR 

Allison Grayhurst 

 

 

A thousand nations 

coil within her veins, 

within hands whose blood 

have slowed despite their 

depth and ecstasy.  

 

In her poncho of sunset orange-red, 

in her hospital bed 

where the dim light looms 

through a window on the ninth floor, 

she is adorned in conscious resolve. 

 

Conscious of the pain that creeps under 

her covers like an unwanted lover, creeps 

through her body like a narcotic, 

mauling her mind  

chaotic and cruel. 

 

Yet with an optimism that rages beyond 

her physical doom, she watches 

the conversing of trees and stars 

from the window in her room, gently easing  

in and out of sleep.
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MATCHSTICK, ACORN HILL 

Allison Grayhurst 

 

Some altered landscapes go unnoticed, 

hidden by mature growth, 

lush angular anomalies, 

and streets continue on 

as though limping was not a hindrance 

only an eccentricity - limping slow 

as our sun’s heat is slow to reach the exoplanets 

or slow as destined love can be before it is 

fully embraced.  

 

Self-definitions needing 

to be re-defined and illusions 

of future bliss needing  

to be released for more authentic possibilities. 

Years of pebble-hopping, fresh denials 

embodied into lifestyles. 

The spot is marked. Grass stained, 

unwashable, obvious to everyone, 

 

but you are on the rafters, singing 

to a made-up ghost, you are whistling 

the tune you learned as a child, 

whistling without variation,  

plodding the automatic path  

you were told would to lead to joy,  

to a mandatory means of fulfillment, 

 

instead of seeing and serving the deformity,  

blessing its merging waters with your own, 

becoming stronger still, blooming as it grows,  

methodically eliminating your most coveted  

expectations. 
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PHOTOGRAPH 

Carlos Reyes 

 

       

    We are passing facts, 

     Warned by that to give 

    Each figure in the photograph 

    A living name 

 

       ––Robert Lowell 

          “Epilogue” 

From a sidewalk table as  

I watch the morning unfold. 

 

a photograph presents itself. 

A figure poses silhouetted  

against the horizon. 

 

To the right is a ruin, one wall  

stands straight as a man 

who contemplates the Rio Aguas. 

 

As he turns, becomes real, 

casts a glance up at the village  

perched over him on the peak 

 

a dog breaks into the picture, 

destroys the composition, 

leads the man away.  

 

If I could give the figure a living name 

I would give him mine and take his place 

and let the dog lead me away to another life. 

  ––Carlos Reyes 
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CLOTH 

Douglas G. Campbell 

 

 

enmeshed 

unable to disentangle  

voices from my past, my present 

 

my life is not whole cloth 

where warp and weft interweave 

order and design 

 

snarled within endless tangles 

hidden and lost beneath 

packets of needles and spools 

 

no loom to stretch 

my twisted fibers 

threads without end or beginning 

 

send the sewer’s hands  

to stitch these strands 

to make a pocket for my soul
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THE ALCHEMY OF CONSTRUCTION 
Dina Honour 

 

 

When I arrive, Fisher is measuring and marking planks of wood with a pencil he keeps 

clamped between his teeth. His bare toes, peeking out from the frayed hem of his jeans, 

are tapping in time with a reggae song I don’t know the name of. Fisher nods in my 

direction, pushing black curls off his forehead with his wrist. He sticks the pencil behind 

his ear and turns back to his wood—my wood. Soon the planks will be bookshelves: a 

birthday gift, a labor of friendship to atone for all the gifts that have gone ungiven, all the 

holidays that have gone unmarked. The same holidays I have spent tracing thoughts of 

Fisher’s face in my dreams, mapping out its angles in my memory. 

 

It takes me a moment now to adjust to the sight of him, to the presence of flesh and bone. 

I am more accustomed to his voice, that honey syrup drip that slides into my eardrums 

over long-distance wires. Having him here, in my home, in front of me, is jolting. It has 

been too long since I have seen him sitting across my table or sprawled upon my sofa. I 

resist the urge for physical confirmation, though my hands ache toward the damp, baby 

curls along his nape. My fingertips itch to trace the outline of his spine pressing through 

his T-shirt. I long for the contact of bone so that I can remember something solid the next 

time he leaves. 

 

I have kissed Fisher only once, years ago on a drunken New Year’s dare. Still, the 

ripeness of his mouth has stayed with me, forever reminding me of mangos and peaches, 

of juicy summer fruit spilling onto my tongue. He is there, softness just splitting the skin, 

in my head. I’ve tried to sketch him, but the charcoal refused to capture the shadows 

under his cheekbones or the fullness of his mouth. No paints or pencils or brushes could 

translate the taste of him onto a flat piece of paper. I gave up trying a long time ago. 

 

I watch him measure and mark as I put bottles and jars away. It is bewitching to watch 

him; the way he handles the wood, balancing the weight in his palms, the grace of 

tendons and sinew moving and flowing. There is beauty in the way he can take something 

raw and turn it into something finished. The alchemy of construction, he calls it. Turning 

base to noble. Exerting outside force upon the pieces to turn them into something whole, 

something new, something altogether different. 

 

My father used to build things when I was young; dollhouses and bookcases, coffee 

tables with brass-ringed portholes that revealed a fish tank within. The scent of sawdust 

always transports me back to the familiar, to scenes of growing up, to home. Smelling it 

now however, clinging to Fisher’s skin like perfume, makes my heart sing out for my 

mother. No tools were strong enough to save her. No amount of hammering, no amount 

pounding or force or magic or alchemy could stop her dying. 

 

I know Fisher hammers and pounds to keep his own demons at bay. He builds to forget. I 

know them, his demons and dreams, I know what keeps him awake, what he fights to 

forget. Years of late night phone calls and drunken confessions, of consolation 
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conversations, have left a crack in his soul into which I can peer. I remember his bruises 

and scars, plum and livid, even if he does not. 

 

Finished now, I sit on the floor, my back against the wall. There is a stray nail and I use 

the pointy tip to gouge out old dirt and lint from the cracks and spaces in the boards. 

Across the room Fisher holds the wood up to the wall, aligning it with holes he’s already 

drilled into the plaster. The planks are narrow, only the width of a paperback. I asked him 

to keep them rough and natural, unsanded and unstained. I hope that running my hands 

over the raw wood, feeling tiny splinters catch on my skin, will bring me closer to home; 

connect me in some little way to nature. To seasons and space and air and light. That for 

the time it takes for a sliver of wood to pierce my skin I could forget the tiny apartment in 

the dirty city and think of home. 

 

Fisher turns and smiles at me, a handful of nails between his teeth. He raises a dark 

eyebrow and I nod, understanding his wordless question after years of silences and 

absence. He turns back to the wall, away from me. The nail is still in my hand and I use 

the tip to trace shadows on the floor before I put it into my mouth between my teeth. It is 

warm from being in my grip, but the metallic taste is cold. I run my tongue over the flat 

head of it, feeling the slight irregularities in the edges. I want to swallow the sharp taste 

of nails in tandem, create some sort of conduit. It is as close as I can get, this intimacy of 

taste, this imagined connection between our mouths. 

 

I wish Fisher would teach me this trick of building things out of nothings. I would 

welcome the callouses that come from wielding heavy tools or the vibrations from a drill 

down deep in my marrow if it were possible to build us new selves. I’d take bones and 

skin and muscle and soul, nail them and jigsaw screw until I had something better. 

Something new. The alchemy of construction. I would take the broken pieces and build 

us both new souls: strong enough to withstand the desires of one and the demons of the 

other. I would leave just enough room for one more summer fruit kiss.
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STAY 

Samantha Hathurusinghe 

 

 

White snowflakes begin to fall in the cold, grey afternoon. The snow covered trees are 

the only things that illuminate the bleak, January street. A woman with hair the colour of 

milk stands on the road next to a man in a midnight coat. A word forms in the man’s 

mind, and starting from the depths of his throat, it pushes its way up, through his throat, 

past his teeth, until he opens his frozen mouth. But the word, however strong he may 

want it to seem, comes out defenceless against the cold air, as weak as the little mice that 

run beneath them in the sewers of the city. “Stay.” The woman’s face remains void of any 

expression while her mind churns, the dark waters of her thoughts moving by callous 

currents of time. She pauses completely for a second; all miniature movements, such as 

fingers twitching and the rise and fall of her chest stops. Her lips are open, as if she 

wishes for a word to come, any word, which would save her, save them from this 

unmerited grief. But words do not come. Instead, the woman takes a deep breath, sucking 

the air, filling her body with the frigid cold. She welcomes the coolness, and tilts her head 

to the sky, attempting to blink away the tears. However, a single round teardrop manages 

to escape the prison of her stone face, and falls freely to the snow, its warmness forming 

a hole in the white cloud. Shaking her head, the woman takes a step forward, causing her 

body to move into the deep boundary of the unknown, where all things familiar soon 

become strange. 
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THE TREEHOUSE 

Alan Semrow 

 

 

 Every morning, when I’m making breakfast, Gloria climbs the ladder to the 

treehouse. She sits out on her tiny balcony, lights her peace pipe, and inhales. I built it for 

her a few years back, when she was getting bored with the stay-at-home routine. She kept 

telling me, “I just need a space, Victor. I really just need that right now.” So I built it, or I 

hired a contractor to build it. And she cried when she saw the final result—soothing, 

warm, majestic.  

Before we married, she told me, like some kind of a warning, that she used to be a 

very depressed person. She used to give a shit about everything—worried herself into 

oblivion on a daily basis, sat in her small bedroom crying the nights away. When I heard 

it, I wanted to do whatever I could to help her on a happy path. I thought maybe a few 

companions would keep her there. That’s when we got the Shih Tzu, Damon; the 

Siamese cat, Paco; and the canary that she named Lark. She tells all three that she loves 

them very often. Paco is our introvert. Damon is our little diva. And Lark just sings at 

night, all night—but in sweet sounds, sweet sounds that put us right to sleep. 

 Gloria enters the porch and traipses into the kitchen. She says, “I just had the most 

amazing experience, Victor.” 

 “Oh, yes? And what happened?”  

She opens he eyes real wide, throws her hands into the air—lets them float there. She 

says, “I was sitting inside the treehouse, burning the incense. Lavender. I had the most 

incredible experience. Meditating. I felt the earth speaking to me. It told me to follow it. I 

know it told me to do that.” 

 I smile. “That’s great, honey. I’m very glad to hear that.” 

 Gloria leans her head over the birdcage. She looks in, “Hello sweet Lark. How are 

you today?” 

 I lay an egg on top her plate. Lark chirps. I ask, “Did you want some tea, honey?” 

 “Oh,” she says, looking at me like I’m some kind of stranger or something. “I 

suppose that would be appropriate. I really don’t want to drink coffee anymore, Victor. 

It’s seriously not good for you. You shouldn’t drink it either.” 

 “I know. I’ll fix you some tea.” 

 “And please, honey,” she says. “Please don’t heat the water up in the microwave. 

It’s really not good for the molecules of the brain.” 

 “Got it.” I pour filtered water into the teapot.  

 Gloria gazes back at Lark. “Oh Larkypoo,” she whispers, her greasy hair falling 

off her left shoulder. 

 Standing over the stove, I ask, “Where is the dog, Gloria?” 

 “He’s outside, Victor. Just let him be. He wants to be alone.” 

 “And I assume he told you this?” 

 “Yes.” 

 I put Gloria’s plate on the table. “Your tea will be ready in a moment. You can eat 

though.” 

 She looks from the cage and to the table. She says, “It’s a really beautiful sunny 

day, Victor.” 
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 “It is. But I really need you to eat right now.” 

 “Fine.” Gloria seats herself at the table and slowly cuts her egg. “Victor,” she says. 

“Is the tea done yet, or…?” 

 “Almost, Gloria. Please be patient.” 

 Gloria nods her head. “Victor, I really had an amazing experience today.” 

 “I know.” 

 Air streams from the pot, screaming at me—ready. I remove the pot from the 

stovetop and pour a few ounces into a small teacup. I carry the cup to the table. “Thank 

you, dear,” she says. 

 I sit across from her at the long table and take a sip from my coffee. Gloria slowly 

places the cuts of the egg into her mouth. “What are you going to do today?” I ask. 

 “Honestly, I was really planning on having a lot of amazing experiences in the 

treehouse today.” 

 “Wonderful.” 

 “Can you come home early, though? I really hate it when you’re gone all day.” 

 I grin. I’m faced all too often with questions like these. “You know, Gloria. I 

really do have to work. We’d be fucked if I didn’t.” 

 Gloria winces, her face turning squeamish. She says, “Ooh, Victor. Not sure I 

appreciate the language.” 

 “Sorry.” 

 After breakfast, I kiss her goodbye, tell her to behave—that I’ll be home around 

six. 

 Most days, at work, I spend the sum of an hour, thinking about Gloria, just hoping 

she has something similar to a normal day—doesn’t burn the house down. I used to call 

during lunch to check up, but she’d never answer. It comes down to it that it’s better off I 

don’t worry, that I should trust it—trust her. 

 I pull into the garage around 5:15 pm. I open the door to the kitchen. I say her 

name and receive no response. I step out the back porch. Damon runs up to me, panting, 

happy. He wags his little white tail. I yell up to the treehouse. I say her name, “Gloria. 

Gloria.” Nothing. I climb the ladder, stand outside the tiny door. It smells of lavender 

incense and marijuana. I knock, walk in. She sits on her purple cushion in the middle of 

the small room, the rays of the multi-colored mood lights, floating down on her—looking 

distraught. I walk over, touch her shoulder. “What is wrong?” 

 “Lark’s dead,” she cries. 

 “What?” 

 She drops her hands from her face, turns to me. She says, “He’s dead, Victor.” I 

hug her thin body, tell her I’m so sorry—that we’ll get a new Lark tomorrow night after 

work. 

 “Why would you leave me alone?” she asks. 

 I help her down the treehouse, tell her that I’ll run her a nice bath tonight. She 

sniffles, doesn’t stop crying. She keeps repeating that she cannot believe it. We step 

inside the house. I look at the bird cage. No bird—just one large spot of blood. I’m still 

not quite sure if it was the cat or not. 
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GOODBYE 

Damyanti Biswas 

 

 

Saying goodbye proved easier than Alice had imagined. Two words, after all, 

Good and Bye, that meant bye for good; bye, and never see you again. You opened your 

mouth and said them, one after the other, while you tried, fought, to keep curving the lips 

upwards, to make the eyes suck back their moisture, to keep them from looking at the one 

they’ll never see again.  

Hard, but doable. Alice had managed rather well, the old lady who carried him 

away told her so. Don’t you worry now, dear, by tomorrow he’ll settle down. They forget 

easily at this age. And realizing what had escaped her, the crone added, You’re doing 

what is right by him, you know that. 

Alice nodded, trying to tear her glance away from the swaddled bundle in the 

woman’s arms. Her eyes wandered to the Devil’s Ivy snaking up the red brick wall 

opposite. Not much to distract her in the alley. 

Well, I must be off, nodded the lady, it’ll pour anytime now, and walked away to 

her car with as much of a trot as her bent legs would allow. 

Alice moved her glance back to the wall, watching the contrast of green ivy 

leaves against red brick, willing herself to take a step. That was easy. Now I just have to 

put one foot ahead of the other. It’s called walking, Alice. 

The clouds made good their threat. Rain pelted her as she stilled, poised for her 

next step, which refused to come. Instead, she stood dry-eyed in the middle of the 

downpour, staring at the red brick wall, and the weeping tendrils of Devil’s Ivy. That’s 

easy, she said. Just watch how they do it. It’s called weeping. 

But after a while she left the ivy alone to its task, and walked out of the alley. 

Weeping proved harder than she’d imagined. 
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INSPIRED BY BOTTICELLI’S PRIMAVERA 

Sarah Vernetti 

 

 

Rose sank down in her seat even though she knew Ryan couldn’t see her through the 

tinted windows of her car. Just as she’d expected, at 8:03 a.m., he emerged from the 

casino, carrying his uniform under his arm and looking down at his phone as he walked 

across the employee parking lot. 

 

Rose knew the time was right, and she approached him with confidence. Ryan finally 

looked up from his phone and squinted in the harsh desert sun. 

 

“I can’t do this anymore,” said Rose, the words coming out with such force that they 

were accompanied by a ray of sunlight. Her lips parted further, and the tiniest sparrow 

emerged from her mouth. 

 

Next came a delicate vine dotted with flowers: roses and periwinkles and oleanders. They 

kept going, their size increasing as they made their way toward the ground. The vine 

coiled at Rose’s feet, a pile of springtime lying there for the curious onlookers to ponder. 

 

Rose knew her ordeal had almost reached its end when the green vine gave way to 

scraggly roots. Finally, she coughed, and a handful of the darkest, richest soil burst from 

her mouth in a small cloud.  

 

Everyone stood in silence. Such vibrant flowers are rare in the desert. Ryan, in particular, 

looked at her with disgust. His co-workers muttered among themselves, except for one 

woman who ran back into the casino, claiming she was “going to find help.” 

 

The security guards approached her with caution. She didn’t resist when they led her 

away. After all, she’d merely told the truth, exchanging one form of freedom for another. 
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numerous publications, including Narrative Magazine, Poet Lore, Atlanta 

Review and Southern California Review. 

 

 

Robert Grant 

After periods working in a variety of jobs, from agriculture to the print media, Robert 

Grant read Psychology at the University of Wales. Although writing fiction had always 

played an important part in his life, it was not until contracting a debilitating long term 

illness did he turn to poetry. Exploring the essences of ritual, belief and mythology, 

through to interpersonal relationships and conflict, he found inspiration in such poets as 

Siegfried Sassoon and W. H. Auden. Robert Grant’s own verse is chiefly written in 

closed forms, with the likes of sonnets, villanelles, pantoums, triolets and ballads creating 

the backbone of his work. Although not unfamiliar with free verse, it is within the 

classical forms that he believes he is best equipped to express himself. A self-taught poet, 

after a decade of writing, Robert Grant released his first collection of poems, entitled, 

‘The Judas Tree’, (available on Amazon), in 2013. His second collection, ‘Night 

Haunting’, was published by Creative Future and the Arts Council of England in 2015. 

He currently resides in east Sussex. 

For more information please go to: www.twitter.com/RobertGWriter 

 

 

Allison Grayhurst 

Allison Grayhurst is a member of the League of Canadian Poets. She has over 600 poems 

published in more than 300 international journals and anthologies. Her book Somewhere 

Falling was published by Beach Holme Publishers in 1995. Since then she has published 

eleven other books of poetry and six collections with Edge Unlimited Publishing. Prior to 

the publication of Somewhere Falling she had a poetry book published, Common Dream, 

and four chapbooks published by The Plowman. Her poetry chapbook The River is Blind 

was published by Ottawa publisher above/ground press in December 2012. In 2014 her 

chapbook Surrogate Dharma was published by Kind of a Hurricane Press, Barometric 

Pressures Author Series in October 2014. More recently, she has a chapbook Currents 

pending publication this August with Pink.Girl.Ink. Press. She lives in Toronto with her 

family. She also sculpts, working with clay; www.allisongrayhurst.com. 
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Andrew Otis Haschemeyer 

Otis Haschemeyer grew up in New York City, has an MFA from the University of 

Arkansas, and attended the Stanford Creative Writing Program as a Stegner Fellow. His 

work has appeared in The Sun, Barrow Street, Missouri Review, Alaska Quarterly 

Review, The Rumpus, and in the Best New American Voices series among others.  He 

lives with his partner, Zondie Zinke and two children, Ozymandias and Zo-Massy Wow! 

 

 

Samantha Hathurusinghe 

Samantha Hathurusinghe is a writer who loves exploring all genres, for all ages, at all 

lengths. She currently has two novels and a screenplay in progress, and a novella that’s 

set to be released in April.  An avid reader and editor, Samantha can often be found at her 

computer, typing away the hours, and stressing about effect verses affect. Find her on 

Twitter at @Roses8raindrops or check out her blog, wannabeewriter.wordpress.com. 

 

 

Julie Hogg 

Julie Hogg is a Poet from the North East coast of England. She has work published in 

many literary journals and magazines including Black Light Engine Room, Butcher’s 

Dog, Clear Poetry, Proletarian Poetry and StepAway. Anthologized by Appletree 

Writers, Ek Zuban and Kind of a Hurricane, she is featured in a chapbook, ‘Dark Matter 

2,’ from the Black Light Engine Room Press. Her pamphlet collection, ‘Majuba Road,’ is 

forthcoming in April 2016 from Vane Women Press. 

 

 

Dina Honour 

Dina Honour is an American writer living in Copenhagen, Denmark with her husband, 

two sons, and one near-completed novel. She strives to write like a good mixed tape: a 

few familiar tunes on the flip side of the unexpected. If there is a sentence or two in 

which to dance, even better. Her work has appeared in magazines such as Paste, 

Typehouse Lit, and Hippocampus among others as well as on web publications such 

as Scary Mommy and Your Expat Child. She writes about relationships, parenting, and 
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viewing the US from the outside in at Wine and Cheese 

(Doodles): www.wineandcheesedoodles.com. Find her there or @DinaHonour. 

 

 

Venus Jones 

Venus Jones wrote “Bumper to Bumper on the Bridge” as part of her thesis collection on 

the subject of healing. She earned her MFA in Creative Writing from Mills College. She 

has opened for Def Poetry on Broadway, and her work has appeared in The Los Angeles 

Women’s Theatre Festival, The Tampa Bay Theatre Festival, Poet Lore, UK’s X 

Magazine, Spoken Visions and anthologies including, How I Freed My Soul, A Time to 

Rhyme and A Generation Defining Itself. She’s an Austin International poetry slam 

finalist and former MTV correspondent. Mrs. Jones has been praised by the Langston 

Hughes Family museum and is the author of four CDs and two books entitled “She Rose” 

and “Lyrics for Langston.” She’s also an accomplished model and actress, who has 

worked on feature films and starred in countless commercials and print ads. Venus is 

versatile, inspiring people of diverse ages, backgrounds and faiths. Her favorite quote is 

“The most common way people give up their power is by thinking they don’t have any.” 

Visit www.venusjones.com. 

 

 

Laurie Kolp 

Award-winning poet Laurie Kolp is the author of Upon the Blue Couch and Hello, it’s 

Your Mother. She serves as president of Texas Gulf Coast Writers and gathers monthly 

with local members of the Poetry Society of Texas. Laurie’s poems have appeared in 

Poet’s Market, Writer’s Digest, Concho River Review, Scissors & Spackle, Pirene’s 

Fountain, and more. She lives in Southeast Texas with her husband, three children and 

two dogs. Learn more about Laurie (@KolpLaurie on Twitter) on her 

website, http://lauriekolp.com. 

 

 

A. Long 

Writing has always been an important part of AJ Long’s life. He developed training 

materials for students, and has traveled to several countries to teach those materials 

(including India and the Philippines). Since 2012, AJ has blogged about film and 
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literature, and he has also authored many short stories and poems. On Blogger, AJ has 

posted over 200 of his poems. You can also find some of his work on Google Plus, where 

he posts on a regular basis. 

 

 

Zoë Meager 

Zoë Meager is from Christchurch, New Zealand. She won the Commonwealth Writers 

Short Story Prize, Pacific Region in 2013, and was more recently runner up in Overland’s 

2015 Story Wine Prize. Her latest work appears in Headland and The New Guard, and 

there are stories at zoemeager.com and tweets from @ZoeMeager. 

 

 

Christine Murray 

Christine Murray is a graduate of Art History and English Literature (UCD, Belfield, 

Dublin 4). She is a City and Guilds qualified restoration stonecutter (OPW). Her 

chapbook “Three Red Things” was published by Smithereens Press in June 2013. A 

collection of poems “Cycles” was published by Lapwing Press in Autumn 2013. A dark 

tale “The Blind” was published by Oneiros Books late in 2013. Her second book-length 

poem “She” was published in Spring 2014 (Oneiros Books). A chapbook “Signature” 

was published in March 2014 by Bone Orchard Press.  

 

 

Adele Ne Jame 

Adele Ne Jame, has lived Hawaii since 1969. Her parents were born in Beirut. She visited 

Lebanon for the first time in 2009 which she says was a homecoming. She has published 

four books of poems, including Field Work (Petronium Press 1996), Poems, Land & 

Spirit (Sharjah Art Foundation, United Arab Emirates & Bidoun Press, 2009),and The 

South Wind, (Manoa Books & El Leon Literary Arts, 2011). Her work has appeared in 

many international journals including American Nature Writing, Ploughshares, Nimrod, 

Denver Quarterly, Poetry Kanto and Hawaii Pacific Review as well as in Arab American 

anthologies, including Inclined to Speak. Her poems were recently exhibited as 

broadsides at the Sharjah, United Arab Emirates International Biennial.  She has taught 

poetry and literature at the University of Hawai’i-Manoa, the University of Wisconsin-

Madison (as Poet-in-Residence); she currently teaches at Hawaii Pacific University. Her 
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literary honors include a Pablo Neruda prize for poetry, Academy of American Poets’ 

prizes, the Elliot Cades Award for Literature and a National Endowment for the Arts 

fellowship in poetry. 

 

 

A.J. Odasso 

A.J. Odasso’s poetry has appeared in a number of strange and wonderful publications, 

including Sybil’s Garage, Mythic Delirium, Jabberwocky, Cabinet des Fées, Midnight 

Echo, Not One of Us, Dreams & Nightmares, Goblin Fruit, Strange Horizons, Stone 

Telling, Farrago’s Wainscot, Through the Gate, Liminality, inkscrawl, and Battersea 

Review. Her début collection, Lost Books (Flipped Eye Publishing, 2010), was nominated 

for the 2010 London New Poetry Award and for the 2011 Forward Prize, and was also a 

finalist for the 2011 People’s Book Prize. Her second collection with Flipped Eye, The 

Dishonesty of Dreams, was released in August of 2014. Her two chapbooks, Devil’s Road 

Down and Wanderlust, are available from Maverick Duck Press. She holds degrees from 

Wellesley College and the University of York (UK). You can find her online at 

ajodasso.livejournal.com (and also on Twitter under the same name). 

 

 

David Radavich 

David Radavich’s recent poetry collections are AMERICA BOUND: AN EPIC FOR 

OUR TIME (2007), CANONICALS: LOVE’S HOURS (2009), and MIDDLE-EAST 

MEZZE (2011).  His plays have been performed across the U.S., including six Off-Off-

Broadway, and in Europe.  His latest book is THE COUNTRIES WE LIVE IN (2014). 

Find out more: www.davidradavich.org. 

 

 

Carlos Reyes 

Carlos Reyes is a noted Portland poet, translator, and world traveler.  The Keys to the 

Cottage; Stories from the West of Ireland (2015) is his most recent book. 

His latest book of poetry is Pomegranate, Sister of the Heart (2013). His The Book of 

Shadows; New and Selected Poems was published by Lost Horse Press in 2009. A 

Suitcase Full of Crows (1995) was a winner of the Bluestem Prize. His most recent book 

of translations is Poemas de amor y locura / Poems of Love and Madness: Selected 
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Translations (2013). He has been an Oregon Arts Commission Fellow, a Yaddo Fellow, a 

Fundación Valparaíso Fellow, (Spain), a Heinrich Boll Fellow (Ireland), An Island 

Institute Fellow (Sitka, Alaska), Camac Centre of the Arts (Marnay-sur-Seine, France) as 

well as poet-in-resident at the Joshua Tree National Park, Acadia National Park, Devils 

Tower National Monument. 

 

 

James F.W. Rowe 

James Frederick William Rowe is a Rhysling-nominated poet and author out of Brooklyn, 

New York. In the last few years, he has cut out a substantial niche in the speculative 

poetry front, having seen over thirty poems published internationally in such markets 

as Big Pulp, Songs of Eretz, Tale of the Talisman, Heroic Fantasy Quarterly, Andromeda 

Spaceways Inflight Magazine, and Bete Noire. His efforts also include a growing number 

of poems suiting the literary audience, including those found in this volume. His works 

have been described as having a, “...style that is bold, imaginative, crisp, and refreshingly 

simple, yet profound.” 

When he is not writing verses and crafting yarns, James is employed as an adjunct 

professor of philosophy in the City University of New York, is pursuing a Ph.D. in the 

same subject, and works a variety of freelance positions. The poet’s website can be found 

at jamesfwrowe.wordpress.com. He is also an editor atwww.heroicfantasyquarterly.com. 

 

 

Melissa Sawatsky 

Melissa Sawatsky is a writer and editor currently living in Smithers, BC. Her work has 

appeared in Room Magazine, Northword, The Maynard, Branch Magazine, Poetry is 

Dead, OCW Magazine, The Found Poetry Review, Sad Mag and Rhubarb, among other 

publications. Her poetry was also included in The Enpipe Line (Creekstone Press, 2012), 

an anthology of poetry written in resistance to the Enbridge Northern Gateway Pipeline 

proposal. She has an MFA in Creative Writing from The University of British Columbia. 

 

 

Linda Schandelmeier 

Linda Schandelmeier is a poet from Fairbanks, Alaska. She was raised on a 160-acre 

homestead outside of Anchorage, Alaska, where she spent much of her childhood 
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exploring the outdoors. She is the author of Listening Hard Among the Birches, a 

collection of poetry published by Vanessapress in 2002. In 2012, Linda was Artist-in-

Residence at Denali National Park, Alaska. Her poems have appeared in anthologies and 

small magazines and have been set to music and performed at Carnegie Hall in New 

York City. 

 

 

Alan Semrow 

Alan Semrow’s work has been featured in over 30 publications. Semrow has a degree in 

English from the University of Wisconsin-Stevens Point. Apart from writing fiction, he is 

a professional copywriter. He is also a volunteer reader for Black Heart Magazine and 

was a Guest Fiction Editor for the Summer Issue of Five Quarterly. In his free time, he 

likes to be with his friends, family, and Shih Tzu, Remy. Check out his blog 

at alansemrowriter.wordpress.com. 

 

 

Kathy Steinemann 

Kathy has loved writing for as long as she can remember. 

  

As a child, she scribbled poems and stories. During the progression of her love affair with 

words, she won public-speaking and writing awards. Her career has taken varying 

directions, including positions as editor of a small-town paper, computer-network 

administrator, and webmaster. 

  

Her work has appeared in various online and print publications, including Fine 

Linen, Saturday Night Reader, Unbroken, Vræyda Literary, and Mash Stories. 

  

Kathy tries to write something every day. Her most recent book is an anthology of 

speculative-fiction stories — Envision: Future Fiction. 

 

 

Bonnie Jo Stufflebeam 

Bonnie Jo Stufflebeam’s fiction and poetry has appeared in over 40 magazines and 

anthologies such as The Toast, PRISM International, Lightspeed, SmokeLong Quarterly, 
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and Everyman’s Library’s Monster Verseanthology. She lives in Texas with her partner 

and two literarily-named cats – Gimli and Don Quixote. She holds an MFA in Creative 

Writing from the University of Southern Maine’s Stonecoast program and coordinates the 

annual Art & Words Collaborative Show in Fort Worth, Texas. Bonnie is represented by 

Ann Collette at Rees Literary Agency. 

 

 

Lisa C. Taylor 

Lisa C. Taylor is the author of four collections of poetry and the new collection of short 

stories, Growing a New Tail (Arlen House/Syracuse University Press, 2015). Her poetry 

and fiction writing have been recently published in the Worcester Review, Crack the 

Spine Anthology (best of), Crannóg, Connecticut River Review, Birmingham Poetry 

Review, Map Literary, Sonder Review, and many other national and international journals 

and anthologies. Her honors include the Hugo House New Works in Fiction Award 

(2015), Pushcart nominations in fiction and poetry, five American Association of 

University Professors Faculty Development Awards, a Surdna Arts Teaching Fellowship, 

the University of Connecticut Elizabeth Shanley Gerson lecturer of Irish Literature (with 

Irish writer Geraldine Mills), and artist residencies at Vermont Studio Center and Tyrone 

Guthrie Centre in Ireland. She was a spotlight feature for Associated Writing Programs in 

January of 2015 and an AWP online writing mentor in spring of 2015. Two of her 

collections have been taught in college classes. Lisa C. Taylor holds an MFA in Creative 

Writing from Stonecoast /University of Southern Maine, and an MA from University of 

Connecticut. She teaches creative writing, fiction, poetry, gender and media studies, 

critical and creative thinking, and advanced writing workshops. She is currently working 

on a novel. 

 

 

Joanne Townsend 

Joanne Townsend has been writing, editing, and publishing poetry for more than 40 years. 

In Alaska where she lived for 35 years, it was her honor to serve as the state’s 8th Poet 

Laureate. She has taught at the University of Alaska Anchorage and now lives quietly in 

New Mexico with her husband, Dan, and dogs, Pilot and Cloud. Her poetry appears in the 

current and many past issues of Sin Fronteras: Writers without Borders; Cirque: A 

Literary Journal for the North Pacific Rim; and Minotaur. 
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Jean Toyama 

Jean Yamasaki Toyama, native of Hawaii, has written an illustrated book of 

poems, Kelli’s Hanauma Friends, and short stories, The Piano Tuner’s Wife. Her poetry 

and short stories appear in Bamboo Ridge, which published an American renshi, No 

Choice But to Follow. Her monograph, Beckett’s Game: Self and Language in the 

Trilogy is an example of her life as a scholar. 

 

 

Sarah Vernetti 

Sarah Vernetti is a Las Vegas-based freelance writer. When she isn’t writing about travel 

and her wonderfully quirky hometown, Sarah is busy crafting short stories and flash 

fiction. Her writing has appeared in 300 Days of Sun, Black Denim Lit, Eunoia 

Review, Foliate Oak, Vending Machine Press, and others. 

 

 

Tony Walton 

Tony Walton is a writer and photographer living in the Cayman Islands and his  works 

have appeared in Storyteller Magazine, Moonkind Press, Whisperings 

Magazine, Mountain Tales Press, Out of Our Magazine, Poetry Bay 

Magazine, Burningword Magazine, Wilde Magazine, Nite Writers Literary International 

Literary Journal, Avalon Literary Review, Iceland Daily, East Lit Literary 

Magazine, Boston Poetry Magazine, Eunoia Review, Olentangy Review, Carnival 

Literary Magazine, Verity LA, Phantom Kangaroo, Tincture Journal, Star 82 

Review, Seltzerzine, Literature Today and Morphorg Magazine and many others. 
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