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poetsespresso newsletter copyright remains with respective 
authors attributed in the text; printing and web rights 
granted by submission to Donald R. Anderson ! 2009. See 
Biographies for full list of copyright owners, and info about 
them, in the back. " anks to all the contributors# 

" e  purpose of poetsespresso newsletter is to pursue our 
creative dreams, in publishing and expression, with quality 
cra$  and % ne arts for an example to the community. 
Nikki Quismondo is the Chief Editor of Moon Mist Valley 
Anthology of Poetry and Art due in Summer 2010 
< http://moonmistvalley.com >, with assistance from 
Marjorie Banks and Marie J. Ross, while I pursue my other 
projects: an anthology as yet untit led, the How To Self-
Publish zine series which will  eventually be in paperback, the 
collected works of my own revised poems since 1995 called 
Door Won't Stay Put, my autobiography called Interminant, 
and poetsespresso newsletter. " ank you Marie J. Ross, my 
neighbor Robin Williams, and Nikki Q. for help editing.

ÐDonald R. Anderson, Chief Editor  of poetsespresso

Subscribe today" < http://rain# owers.org/subscribe.html >

Le$  to Right, Poets on the Roof members: Stephen M. Wilson, 
Marie J. Ross, Julia Holzer, Gail Lee White, 

Patricia Ann Mayorga, Donald R. Anderson, 
Roger E. Naylor, Shonda Ren&e, Elizabeth J. Parrish

" i s issue sponsored by:
Contributors, subscribers, and others#

At this time we've reduced the distribution numbers and 
the publication became subscription-only, for contributing 

content you get a free copy, or you may subscribe by mail, (2 
per issue or (12 for an annual 6 issues. Either way you help us 
make this possible. We thank you for your support, patience, 

and enthusiasm#

Avatar Art
" e  cover of this issue of poetsespresso, done by a 
member of an avatar site that goes by the username 
ªkleptomaniac,º is an example of ªavatar artº or ªavi 
art,º used in signatures on gaming site messageboards 
by creative members who trade for virtual items/
currency. Gaiaonline.com is the largest of this kind of 
avatar game site, )millions of members* though there 
are others such as solia, roliana, and ernya. ªPixel 
artistsº create virtual items to equip on avatars )icons* 
with a base )body* that can be clothed with items one 
has as a member, appearing in online social interaction, 
that are earned by online activity )and donations*. For 
leisure it also is a means for some to be artistic and 
trade sketches/graphics for the game items. Also are 
secondlife, deviantart, and websites for 3D rendering, 
like the sample below by Jades% re.

ª...Changed her hairstyle... for a more wild amazon / 
barbarian look.... was inspired by the old PepsiTM commercial 
with the person being asked what's one thing from the past 
he'd bring back today, and the clip goes back to the ̀80s, a big 
van with this barbarian chick and a pack of wolves painted 
on the side with A Flock of Seagulls' `I ran )so far away*' 
playing in the background.º Ð Jades% re
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Tony Melrose is a science % ction/
fantasy artist who works mostly in 
black and white but has also created 
color pieces. Tony was born and raised 
just outside Dallas Texas. Tony is a 
contributor to Sun Shadow Mountain, 
which is still available by request at 
book stores.

Chrissy Davis works full time but every 
chance she gets she is involved with 
writing or poetry. She has just had her 
% rst book released, Raven's Brew. She also 
edits poetry for an online magazine of 
the fantasy genre which you can check 
out at < www.liquid-imagination.com >. 
She is also in the process of starting her 
second manuscript. Please feel free to 

check out her website at < www.ravens-brew.com >. She has a 
spot reserved there for artists who would like to display their 
work. She is trying to help promote local artists. Also she has 
a section called +̀ edglings' which is for poets 13 and under to 
display their poems. For info: < www.ravens-brew.com > or 
email: < chrissysquill@gmail.com >.

Fredrick Zydek taught creative writing and theology for 
many years, % rst at UNO and later at the College of Saint 
Mary, before retiring. He has published eight collections of 
poetry. Ending $ e  Fast, his third, included a quartet titled 
ªSongs from the Quinault Valleyº which was awarded the 
Sarah Foley O'Loughlen Award by the editors of America. 
Other books include T'kopechuck: $ e Buckley Poems, and 
Hooked On Fish. His work has appeared in $ e  Antioch 
Review, Cimmaron Review, Cricket, New England Review, 
Nimrod, Poetry, Prairi e Schooner, Poetry Northwest, Yankee 
and others. He's editor for the Lone Wil low Press chapbook 
series. He has more than 800 publishing credits which 
include personal essays, % ction, academic articles, plays, 
poems and an occasional review.

David Roberts is a life-long photographer, painter, and 
sometimes writer. His unique photographs of strangers have 
won consistent acclaim from both audiences and critics in 
North America and Europe. He is currently shaping % nal 
revisions to his new book " e  Good Frequency, which speaks 
to the crisis in, and renewal of, culture.

Jane Stuart
In ! e  Garden

A so$  eclipse
of autumn's desert moonÐ
earth and time were one

A silver stripe of moonlight
crosses the desert + oor,
breaking the dunes' darkness,
scattering yesterday

Two teardrops squeezed
from the sky
become a shower of summer rain
falling, falling
over green-topped trees

Brian C. Felder
Winter Storm Watch

Lea+ ess trees,
made black by rain,

sentry the street outside my home
in a fruitless e4 ort to stay the inevitable.

My night-darkened windows
are but the inhospitable eyes of a host

glaring at the uninvited guest at the door.
November is here and it wants in,

welcome or not.



Photo, (Sacramento) by David Roberts

Stephen M. Wilson

simultaneously
reading Torah and Tao
     Hadopelagic soul

Donald R. Anderson, chief editor 
of poetsespresso newsletter, practices 
graphic, web, print, and writing 
freelancing. Google search him, 
ªpoetsespressoº or ªdramaartwritingº 
though there are one or two others that 
use the name. Sun Shadow Mountain 
Poetry & Art Anthology, which he 
co-edited with Nikki Quismondo, is 

available by request at bookstores and on the local booksshelf 
at Stockton's Barnes 7 Noble and San Joaquin Delta College's 
bookstore. See his website < www.rain+ owers.org >.

Kathryn Jacobs is a medievalist turned 
poet with a doctorate from Harvard with 
one volume of poetry )Advice Column* 
published at Finishing Line Press, and 
another, Signs of Our Times, forthcoming 
from Pudding House. She has 106 poems 
published or accepted by a wide variety 
of journals such as Acumen, Quantum 

Leap, $ e  Recusant, Measure, Washington Literary Review, 
Barefoot Muse, Ibbetson Magazine, Slant, Lucid Rhythms, 
Xavier Review, Chimaera, $ e Blue Unicorn, Main Channel 
Voices, $ e Cha%  n, Wild Goose Review, Road Not Taken, 14 
by 14, Wordgathering, Nth Position, Deronda Review, Dance 
Macabre, Raintown, Voices on the Wind, New Verse, and 
numerous others, most since her son's death in 2005.

All en Field Weitzel sold his % rst poem 
in 1965, while attending the California 
College of Arts 7 Cra$ s. Since the late 
`60s, Allen's work has been featured 
many times in " e Chicago Tribune's 
Today's Poets, and has been published 
in hundreds of poetry periodicals. " is 
author has self-published 33 poetry 

books. When starting out, Allen was mentored by Michael 
McClure and Rod McKuen. He is a frequent contributor to 
poetsespresso.

John Grey has been published in Agni, Worcester Review,  
South Carolina Review, $ e  Pedestal, Poetry East and REAL.



poetsespresso

poetsespresso

(d
o
t)

c
o
m

Alexander Russo, Professor Emeritus at Hood College, 
Frederick, Maryland, and a former Dean of " e  Corcoran 
School of Art, Washington, D.C., has been a member of the 
East End Poetry Workshop since 1990. During World War 
II, he was a Navy Combat Artist, recording the landings 
in Sicily, Normandy, and evacuation of casualties in the 
Paci% c " eatre. His painting awards include Guggenheim, 
Fulbright, and Mc Dowell Fellow-ships. He is the author 
of ! e  Challenge of Drawing )Prentice Hall*, Pro® les of Women 
Artists )University Publications of America* and Vignettes, 
a collection of poetry )Morris Publishing*. He has read his 
poetry at such institutions as the Lawson Gallery, Seattle, 
Washington, " e Mu seum of Modern Art, San Antonio, 
Texas, " e Academia de Bellas Artes, San Miguel de Allende, 
Mexico, and at museums and galleries throughout Long 
Island, including the Annual Long Island Poetry Marathon 
of " e  Live Poets Society, Bayshore, N.Y.

Stephen P. Inzunza grew up in Stockton, California. He 
continues writing poetry, short stories, and novels; he 
reads an array of books, including Christian % ction. He has 
been published in Sun Shadow Mountain: Poetry and Art 
Anthology.

Mahdy Y. Khaiyat started writing poetry in 1990, and has 
been published in periodicals in the United States, Canada, 
Australia, France, Japan, Belgium, England, Finland, and 

Argentina.

Mable ªJimiº Choice, a.m.o.c. )ªa.
m.o.c. means A Matter Of Choice.º* 
has been an educator and counselor for 
the Stockton Uni% ed School District 
for over =0 years. Wherever she goes 
in Stockton she runs into people who 
know her.

Terry A.K.A. Jades# re enjoys creative 
arts as an outlet of expression and 
imagination. He enjoys science % ction 
movies and books such as TerminatorÐ
$ e  Sarah Connor Chronicles, Star Wars, 
Star Trek, Robotech, Macross and anime. 
He does 3D art as a favorite hobby.

Les Cammer
(the Poet...)

the Poet
was surprised they

knew his name
he wasn't
too happy
about it if

they knew his
name they

might know
where he lived
if they knew

where he
lived they

might visit if
they visited he

would be
distracted if

he was distracted
his projects would

su4 er if
his projects

su4 ered he'd su4 er
and he didn't

want to
su4 er so

he wasn't happy
they knew
his name
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Jane Stuart
Evening Arabesques

Evening's arabesques,
moonlight shadows full of prayer,
under starry skies

A hooded hawk soars
out of yesterday's ashes
far above the moon

Cities built from dreams
and yesterday's cold ashes
by the quiet sea

Under silver treesÐ
fallen leaves, a brace of wind,
purple violets,
beds of laurel deep in moss
near a fallen log

Starlight sticks to airÐ
moonbeams + utter to the groundÐ
earthwinds blow and blow

Robin Wi ll iams )the one living in Stockton, CA* grew up in 
Sioux City, Iowa. He played tennis, enjoys dating, and plans 
on becoming a freelance expressionist.

Celine Rose Mariott i has written poems and short stories 
published by Night Roses, Green's Magazine, Tickled By 
$ u nder, PCM Magazine, Lone Stars Magazine, Poets At 
Work, Inspirational Poet, Quantum Leap, First Time, Bell's 
Letter's Poet, Magnolia Quarterly, SMILE Magazine, Poetcrit , 
Storyteller Magazine, Poetic Expressions, Calliope and many 
more.  She also has written the children's book Olivia 
MacAllister, Who are You? and many others. 

Marie J. Ross has been published in Song 
of the San Joaquin, Shadows Ink, Poetry 
Now, Rattlesnake Review, etc. Her poem 
ªOh Honored Stoneº is inscribed at the All 
Veterans Memorial Plaza in Lodi, CA. She 
is also published in Sun Shadow Mountain 
Poetry & Art Anthology, and is co-editor 
with Nikki Quismondo and Marjorie 

Banks of its sequel, Moon Mist Valley Poetry & Art Anthology. 
She sequenced the works of this issue of poetsespresso.

Julia Holzer, a Stockton ªnativeº at heart, 
is humbled by the wealth of creative talent 
in the Central Valley. Her work has been 
published in several area publications. 
Currently, she is on the poetry editorial 
team of Manzanita, Poetry and Prose of the 
Mother Lode and Sierra, Volume 6.

NEWS: % e Ina Coolbrith  Circle 2009 Poetry Contest Winners
List from < coolpoetry.org >.

WAR AND PEACE
2nd: Jeanine Stevens?
1st H.M.: Marie Ross?;
3rd H.M.: Julia Holzer?;
Note: ? beside previous poetsespresso contributors. Congrats winners#
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br&da' do&g heinl is a local songwriter/
musician who passionately enjoys poetry. 
His musical style has been described as 
`Hawaiian Alternative Rock,' embracing 
the rhythms of nature as well as acoustic 
guitars, ukulele, piano, and percussion; 
his CD's may be purchased in several 
music/record stores around Stockton, his 
latest release being `In a waking dream of 
life 7 light.' He writes of life, love, and the 

human spirit  of happiness mixed with loss. His webpage is: 
< http://myspace.com/heinlrock >.

William Andersen sees the arts as 
an expression of self, an intellectual 
challenge, and a means to teach
and learn about the world. He pursues 
them as suchÐwhen not pursuing his 
studies, that is# He is a
Modesto resident.

Cathy Porter's poetry has appeared in Plainsongs, Cha%  n 
Journal, $ e Sierra Nevada College Review, Art Times, and 
other journals. She has two chapbooks available, and is 
currently working on a full length collection of poems.  She 
lives in Omaha, NE.

Ms. Margaret Bell earned her living writing news stories 
and government reports before retiring to focus on creative 
writing. Her poetry has been on several websites )Ghazal 
Page, Placer County Arts and Medusa's Kitchen* and published in 
Brevities, the Sacramento Bee, the Rattlesnake Review, and the 2008 
Voices of Lincoln book.

Stephen M. Wilson is Poetry Editor for 
Doorways Magazine and co-editor of 
the Dwarf Stars Award anthology. His 
own writing has appeared recently or 
is upcoming in $ e  Queer CollectionÐ
Prose and Poetry, Avant-Garde for the 
New Mil lennium, $ e Vault of Punk 
Horror, Hungur, Star*Line, $ e Tule 
Review and several previous issues of 
Poet's Espresso. Stephen lives in Stockton, 

CA. More at: < http://speceditor666.livejournal.com >. He is 
a regular feature for this newsletter with short poems and 
is known for his experimentally spaced and science % ction 
poetry. We pray for swi$  recovery from cancer.

Vladimir Swirynsky
You Write

You are writing this now because
there are no movies worth
the eight dollars it costs to get in.
" e  screens have shrunk, no ushers
wearing ties to dignify the surroundings.
You write in hopes of being
published in the Paris Art Review.
" i s somewhat of an urgent goal since you
made a fool of yourself at a recent University
function. Yes# You did verbally assault
a woman who said you were no poet
and she had a M.F.A. degree to prove it.
You write because the view out the kitchen
window scares the life back into you.
You write to capture a small portion of
history, to share your loneliness with
a waitress who might read this poem,
to post a small notice, ªI am here.º
At an outdoor caf& the wind scatters your
poems past the Arc de Tromphedu Carrousel.
You backspace and revise, nobody
sitting at the table with you, wait# rewrite...
A determined visitor suggests that you
follow them home, enter shoes in hand.
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Mary E. Blackford
Walkabout

(An Ecstatic Poem Exercise
A" er a passage in James Joyce's Ulysses

for Pat Schneider's Creative Writing Workshop,
Paci® c School of Religion)

A$ er the professors had cast me from the graduate garden,
A$ er I had cast myself into the Slough of Endless Grading of Essays,
A$ er 30 years of wandering alone in the desert,
I wrote again.

A$ er 30 years of searching, I turned around
I discovered the promised land had ful% lled itself.

A$ er 30 years of drought,
I found an eternal wellspring and powerful waterfall of words.

A$ er 30 years of hunger,
I saw abundance in a fruitful plain of paper.

A$ er 30 years of silence,
The doves of metaphor fluttered about, cooing, ªChoose me, choose me.º

A$ er 30 years of waiting for real reward,
I feel the gi$  you have been pressing into my numb hand all along.

A$ er 30 years of soul-shriveling loneliness,
All I can say is
ªO GodÐO yesÐyesÐyes#º

ªYes#º " e immovable object is the unstoppable force.

Mary Blackford earned a BA in English Literature from U.C. 
Davis and an MA in English from California State University 
Sacramento. She has been a classroom instructor, individual 
consultant, and tutor for 30 years, and has been an instructor 
at the University of Phoenix since 1998 and Delta College 
since 2006. She is currently a part-time English instructor, 
play and screenplay writer, and is writ ing a book about 
writing and grammar. In 2006, she earned second place in 
the 3rd Annual Stockton Civic " eatre's play competition 
with her one-act play, Wings, which also won Top 50 and 
an Honorable Mention in the 2006 International FilmMaker 
Magazine / American Gems Short Script Competiti on )out of 
1200*. She adapted the novel Dog Soldiers to a feature-length 
screenplay, and has several other writing projects in various 
stages of completion. Ms. B loves to read, garden, and dance. 
She has one husband, two teenagers, eight chickens, and two 
dogs.

Kimberly K. ! ompson lives in Fairmont, West Virginia 
with her husband, Bill, and three cats. She also takes in the 
neighborhood strays. She has been published in Bell's Letters 
Poet )Gulfport, MS*, ! e  Taylor Trust, )Palmdale, CA*, Northern 
Stars Magazine, )Hermansville, MI*, West Virginia Poetry Society 
where she has won many awards, and numerous other % ne 
magazines. She has been writing poetry for many years.

Jeanine Stevens has been published in 
Tiger's Eye, Rattlesnake Review, Ruah, 
Timber Creek Review, Poetry Depth 
Quarterly, Sierra Nevada College Review, 
and Bardsong. Besides writ ing, she enjoys 
Balkan folk dancing, traveling, and 
snowshoe and hiking jaunts in the Sierras. 
She was the % rst place adult poetry winner 

of the 10th Annual Writing Contest of the Stockton Arts 
Commission.

Ms. Dolores Guglielmo has been previously published in 
Poet's Espresso.

Marty Walsh lives in Winterport, Maine where he gardens, 
runs a small painting business and writes poetry.  His work 
has appeared in Beloit Poetry Journal, Freefall, POEM, Atlanta 
Review and numerous other poetry journals and reviews.  
He is working on a second collection of poems tentatively 
entitled Eating Over $ e Ki tchen Sink.
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Brian C. Felder has been published in Amulet, Art:Mag, 
Beatlick News, Black Book Press, Blackwidow's Web Of 
Poetry, Clark Street Review, Conceit Magazine, Delmarva 
Quarterly, Homestead Review, Icon, Iconoclast, Out Of Line, 
Paci! c Review, Pegasus, Pegasus Review, Spare Change News, 
Westward Quarterly and Writers' Journal among many others. 
From 1969 to 19X2 he and Cynthia d'Este Dahlke co-edited 
and published the Bummer, the only poetry magazine 
to feature covers by cartoonist Denis Kitchen. From the 
Midwest originally, Felder now resides in Delaware.

Christine Stoddard is a writer and 
interdisciplinary artist from Arl ington, 
VA. Her work has appeared in university 
literary journals, town newspapers, 
blogs, and more. She has also interned 
at several arts and media companies and 
organizations, including the Smithsonian 
American Art Museum and Washington 

Post Newsweek Interactive. She is an undergraduate at VCU 
Arts, studying Art History 7 English with majors in Creative 
Wri ting 7 French. Learn more about Christine and her 
creative projects at < www.christinestoddard.com >.

Les Cammer is a poet from Santa 
Barbara.

Vladimir Swirynsky, a resident of 
Cleveland, is a nationally published 

poet from North East Ohio appearing in many anthologies, 
periodicals and magazines.  He has read his works at the 
Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and recorded for PBS.  He has a 
CD entitled $ e  Big Uneasy and his poetry has been placed in 
gumball machines in the Northwest. His latest publication is 
entitled Letters Never WrittenÐA Poem Not Read.

Amy Jo Hu" man is a Poet and Freelance Writer in Daytona 
Beach, Florida. She has previously published her work in 
literary journals in the U.K. as well as America, such as Avon 
Literary Intelligencer, Eastern Rainbow, Medicinal Purposes Literary 
Review, ! e  Intercultural Writer's Review, Icon, Writer's Gazette, 
and ! e  Penwood Review.

Andy Roberts lives in Columbus, OH, where he is the editor 
of Pudding Magazine. Recent publications include Atlanta 
Review, Plainsongs and a chapbook nominated for a Pushcart 
Prize titled Who's On My Land?

Kimberly K. ! ompson
Seasons

Huddled close together like old women gossiping,
stood the trees in the dead woods.
Stripped of their % ne green raiment and pillaged
garments of yellow, orange, red and brass,
now just brown, crumbling heaps littering the
embarrassed grass, banished % nery of their summer's past.
" e ir once proud bodies that + owed with
sap and green velvet texture
now shriveled, haggard, brown and empty,
sucked dry by the cruel late fall.
" e  trees stand solemnly...
waiting for the harsh blast that proclaims...
winter.

Dolores Guglielmo
! e  Gardener

No day is long enoughÐ
he shovels and digs from
sunup to sundown. " e wild 
blooms he % nds in the vacant
lotsÐto nurture and to
plant their exotic aroma.
Some so odd they seem lifelike 
as they bleed red and cry as
babies when ill. All  day they
demand his practiced artÐ
they gloat when appeased... and
scream when angry. Oh# all is 
forgiven their bad mannersÐ
as the blooms are strikingly
beautiful in dazzling wild reds,
oranged + ame and striped fuscia;
their faces in peculiar shapes.
He digs and plants and nurtures
till  exhausted... they demand his
attention, his job is never done#
He has no time to sleep, for if he
does, he will surely die# " ey will
see to that...



Amy Jo Hu# man
Wake to Dreams

A scar
feeding on the + awless face
of the world
Is a perception.
A misconception
of facts
there is really no evidence for.
" e  truth lies
in the eyes of the blind.
" e y feel the light
With their % ngers.
Perfect.
Even as they sidestep the darkness
we always have tangled
between our feet.

Andy Roberts
My Slow Song Of O's

" a nk you for the strings on my guitar.
" a nk you for my % ngers, skin.
" a nk you for the wood that forms
the fretboard, metal in the frets,
my throat that opens in my chest.

" a nk you for the song that sings
inside my skin, my blood, my brain.
My heart is my song. My song is a slow
song of O's My song is the light
I li$  to guide the way
forward into the dark.

Biographies
kleptomaniac goes by the username on the avatar website 
she created the cover avatar art for. From U.K., she enjoys 
poetry.

Jane Stuart has been published in Mad Poets Review, 
Pegasus, Hummingbird, CSPS's PL&LR, Sandcutters, $ e  
Pegasus Review, HQ Poetry Magazine )England*, $ e  Poet's 
Art, and Gusts )Canada*.
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Donald R. Anderson
Winter Appointment

I can touch the sky
in the fog it wets my skin.

Beef jerky sold on the side
challenged to come up with a living.

Apples and bananas
luxuries only homeowners a4 ord.

He sits by the Social Security oZ  ce
one eye, ragged, holding a cane.

I glance wondering 
what di4 erence I can make.

" e  pennies I have 
are not shiny enough to my conscience.

I falter at the altar
to the love for all.

Broken spirits are catchy
like the dirt, like a cold.

Despite this, I hand the next one
a couple dollars, he asks for more.

I both don't blame him, and say no.
Inside I'm crying.

Jeanine Stevens
Black Walnut Gathering
Previously published in Rattlesnake Review

I drive out the country road where dark splotched walnuts
spill from trees, crunch under tires, stick in the treads.

I stand among yellow leaves with stark charcoal trunks.
Acidic tannins overwhelm sweet grass and parchment 
cornstalks.

I wear gloves to avoid stubborn stains from lime green husks
where the nut just begins to peer out, like a buck's bulging eye.

Like any separation, the gloves deny the cool skin
on my skin. Black walnuts do not give up their fruits easily,

must be shucked, dried, and stored. But, it is early,
just October. " e road is emptyÐI collect a bushel full.

Brian C. Felder
Rainy Day Lover

As I watch,
you turn slowly beneath the afghan
covering you on the day bed of our cottage porch
and smile...
your lovely face
framed by so$ , darkling curls.

Marty Walsh
! e  Courtesan

Like gold dust
the + ecks in her pale eyes.
Shiny fool's-gold mesmerizing her prey.
As though there were heat
in her veins, as though
her coils were an embrace.



poetsespresso

poetsespresso

(d
o
t)

c
o
m

Bruda' doug Heinl
For Calvin:

like Peter, following his shadow
______________ so...
i followed you... to... a table
and took a chair.
I see you sitting there. eyes.
eyes alive and shining like bright
marbles. in% nite time and space...
galaxies travel by. i watch them
explode and begin anew. then i
see you, sitting there, calmly
aware. lost in my stare. And the
sun's glare is there like the air
we share. i know you now.

William Andersen
Just Reality

I dreamed a dance
 One bright night:
We were in a strange placeÐ
but you leapt into my arms
and I was able to hold youÐyou loved me again.

I woke up from a dream
 One dark day:
a smile still  written on my face.
But you leapt from my eyes as I opened themÐ
and a proper frown took its place.

Dreams see
what cannot be
but what stands between you and me
is just Reality.

Robin Williams
% e A* air

She had eyes
of diamonds
like her dress her
hair was blonde
tied in a bow
She gave me her
soul like a pound
of gold she came
from Monte Carlo her
name was Grace.

Snails and Fans
by Christine Stoddard
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Celine Rose Mariotti
Nashville Bound

An old guitar
strapped on his back,
walking to the
bus stop,
an old du4 el
bag in his hand,
leaving Kansas
heading to Tennessee,
a dream in his heart,
takes a seat
in the back
of the bus,
tucks his hat
over his eyes
falls asleep
for awhile,
bus rolls along
down the highway,
all aboard heading
for Nashville,
stopping for lunch
along the way,
signs pointing 
to Nashville
billboards splashed
across the interstate,
with pictures of 
famous country singers,
bus pulls to a stop,
everyone gets o4  the bus,
the fellow with the
guitar strapped
across his back,
headed for an audition,
a chance to play
his guitar,
sing his songs,
a chance to be
a star.

Mahdy Y. Khaiyat
Friendship

Out of me you weed
Piles of self-defeat.

In me you help
Build an edi% ce
Of pride, a landmark
Anyone can see.

I walk across uncharted
Paths;
Lost, you help me negotiate
My way back.

I walk on gravel
And you help me realize
" a t roads are not
Always paved with 
 Lamb's wool.

Cathy Porter
Ice In ! e Sun
Previously published in Wri te On##

His smileÐ
ice in the sun

And my mindÐ
in scattered silence,
pushes for answers
at all the wrong pauses. 
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Margaret Bell
Reclamation

Marching across the wide white thoroughfare,
their + ashing colors blazing in the sun,
they showed no fear of fast approaching troops
unseen behind their mighty shields of steel.

With grim determination they pushed on
to claim again the land their + ock had lost
when interlopers wrenched it from their grasp
turning their gardens into roads and homes.

Death bore down on them with lightening speed
before the force of reason stopped their foes.
" e y looked not to the right nor to the le$ .
In strict formation, they maintained their pace.

Without a word, agreement had been reached.
No guns were % red to settle the dispute.
Combatants lost no ground and kept their pride
People and wild turkeys now live in peace.

Fredrick Zydek
In the Cave of Font de Gaume, France

A female reindeer kneels before a magni% cently
antlered male. She is ripe and full of child.
Her mouth is open as if baying from the pain
about to bring their calf slippery into the world.

" e  buck's horns are majestic sweeps of art
so profound one swoons with delight seeing
them. He does not notice. He is licking the
forehead of his dam, comforting and waiting

with her until the miracle happens and she
presents a young wobbly thing to the world.
" i s is clear evidence that the Cro-Magnons
who drew that picture believed men should be

present to the birthing of their own young.
It tells us that ancient peoples understood
the gi$  of tenderness. Perhaps they painted
images of animals they took for sustenance.

" i s would explain the absence of weasels
and other creatures whose images never
found their way into the caves. What if
etching the icons of creatures they ate ensured

their place in the next world. Perhaps that's why
each member of the tribe was sketched there
as well and perhaps long before death could
take them into its deep and cavernous quiet.
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Chrissy Davis
Cabin Fever

Winter burns

like the kiss
I still  wear
in the corner of my eye

December's hot

like memories 
embedded
on my tongue

Rain is scorching

Like nights
spent
as antiseptic

Storms are feverish

like desire
that encases
a voyeur's heart

Blizzards blaze

like a California % re
rising above
the valley streets

Icicles melt

like tongues
entangled
in libido's heat

Snow swelters

like me under your spell
where I stay hot
all winter long

Marie J. Ross
Trimmings

Within cold walls, a shelter is warmed 
by a furnace.
A cornucopia decorates each table, 
woolen scarves hug cold necks, half
smiles and conversation drape the air.

On this special day, scent of vital portions
permeates its bounty.
 Sliced turkey skin crisp
 meat juicy. StuZ  ng baked
 to perfection, mashed potatoes 
 and gravy, and cranberry sauce, 
 piled high like a red mountain.
All the trimmings delivered by caring hands 
and willing hearts.
Heads bow low giving thanks, some too hungry 
to fold hands.
Utensils li$  many times in this space of sharing, 
where weary people and lost hope meets.
 "  ank God for this day of thanks and the 
 spirit of giving. 
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Julia Holzer
I.  Raider
 
Bukowski's refrigerator
its organic remnants
his cadaver alley rat
used testing teeth
on words straggling past
the % nal word of each poem
until these last disarticulated words
limped into nowhere
a poem's wrap
Bukowski's end rat
it's still  in there
 
 
II.  Mender
 
an upholsterer
pulls lush brocade
over once-frayed corners
wending 
silk moth thread
to cast-o4  chairs
restores a child's bed
and torn dress
untangles hair-like thread
smooths 
a new braid
 

John Grey
Accursed % aw

the frozen lake is no more

ice frees from
the greater ice
and + oats

ducks relearn
paddling
while Renee forgets
spins and glides

she hangs
her skates
over a knob
in the garage

the sun is higher
in the sky
lower in her estimation
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Allen Field Weitzel
Slightly Ahead
 
Just a few inches shorter,
tucked inside his strong, 
Summer, suntanned arms, she
looked up clearly in his eyes and
asked, ªDo you want me[
Do you want me now[º
Kids playing in the yard
would soon be to bed; to sleep.
He need not answer.
Seldom a man would refuse
such a question.  It
is a gi$  of nurturing.
She slithered loose, smiled,
turned and walked
slightly ahead. 
 

III.  Uni® er 
 
clans and plaids
the Curtiss crest
our planet of + ags
Blair's gold and green
gang colors and tags
% rst face being painted
petals leaves seeds
charcoal and kohl
on two mirrored faces  
solidify
need
 



Alexander Russo
Spacebound

          A rocket launched

  I hold my breath watching it

     disappear

 Into space

  " en I'm transported

    to the crew's cabin

where I see our planet

  below

   looking like a toy

    you'd give your child

 I touch

  North America

   Imagine

    I'm probing the earth

 look for Long Island

           my house

     me in it

      an ant

looking at a rocket

  everything

   I see

    In% nitesimal specks

on a slow

 moving ball

  observing this

    my ego disappears

  In its place

    pure consciousness

Kathryn Jacobs 
Byzantium Rebuilt
 
No golden birds or Greek enamel here.
When I cut loose at last, I want to clutch 
like % re: artistic % ngers twisting art
out of old crates and cardboard. Let me be
that wrought-iron ornament alive again: 
a complex shaping. So much ugliness
lies cluttering our concrete landscape: trash
crammed in the womb that bore us. No decay
if we can help it: land% lls stu4 ed with steak
now decades old, that ants can't even eat:
the anaerobic critters can't keep up.
And this is our eternal[ 
                                    
                                    Dragon-breath,
consume our own excrescence: + icker us
into fantastic beauty till we si$ 
to so$ , sweet carbon powder: from my ash
you can at least build bricks. 

Love is in the Stars
by Christine Stoddard
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Stephen P. Inzunza
Winter Penelope

In anticipation of precipitation, I step onto wet concrete.
Made of asphalt and aggregate, an applicable alliteration.

" e  street lamp ahead is embraced by fake vines, both red and 
green, in celebration of the holidays.
My feet, anatomical appendages in the use of balance and 
movement, get locomotive.
I must cross quickly.

Snow is falling now. " e sidewalk, cracked and hard, passing 
photonic cascades on a dismal street.

Snow, sublime. Return to me my warmer days.
I su4 er from separation anxiety. Of the groundÐof the 
peopleÐof t he warmth.
I cling to moonlight and I cling to tone.

Tone of voices. Speaking so$ lyÐ even loudly, in gingerbread 
houses, baking memories and eating lies. " ey are lucky. " ey 
have a reason to celebrate.

It's true, I could celebrate in the cemetery. But I fear it would 
not go over well.
Nuclear + owers, my only companyÐred, no less, and my 
mother's grave.

I place them down upon snow, water frozen that fell from 
clouds, a visible mass of droplets.
" e  headstone, anther curious concoction of humanity,
reads words to me.
`Penelope dreamsÐNot a dream, nor a whisper, but a living 
memory.'

Electricity fell from her brain. Yes, it did.
At least she is protected from the cold.

Donald R. Anderson
An AdjectiveÐA NounÐA VerbÐA Noun

De% nitions of obscenity and profanity
extend to the conceptually o4 ensive,
extend to anything stamped as terrorist,
as words are said to be  ªbadº
making mentioning things unsayable.
What these books have that is wrong
is not words that are wrong,
but rather missing words that are right.
Words missing in action,
slip out of print,
out of speech till forgotten,
hundreds of years through the cracksÐ
people do not say them,
as those wishing for silence,
as the war of words continues
with generations of grabs for absolute power;
deeds unsaid
till  over four-thousand page dictionaries
bought by collectors
sit in glass cases no longer used,
as dollar-store cuts to a hundred pages,
a hundred words still  able to be said,
to say sayings needed to be said,
ashes of pages rising,
fall as fallout of the fall.
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Jane Stuart
Nightfall

sunlight shadows sweep
majestic trees
Ðnightfall

the oasis breathes
warm sweet air
... before morning

time endsÐ
a quiet hour
no one hears

Jane Stuart
Home

unexpectedÐ
turkeys walk their chicks
beside the well

unforgettableÐ
moonlight falling on the wind
your black Esterbrook?
 *fountain pen

Jane Stuart
Myth's End

a starry silence
then the moon 
drops lower

golden % re+ ies
gone againÐ
the myth's end

mountain shadows
moonlit river
make-believe

Marie J. Ross
Generations

" e  ravished rocking-chair creaks 
with memories of grandmothers who sat humming, 
as a shadow overtook its frame.
One by one, they would cough repeatedly,
raspy throats straining to summon a quick healing.
Eucalyptus trees would weave scent 
over the porch banister, 
yet medicinal aromas promised no cure.
Red patina slowly faded to rust, many hands rubbing 
generations of family histories into the past,
as redundancy of motion forecasted 
a lengthy convalescence.
" e  chair's rocking mechanism broke with a % nal creakÐ
a creak heard in the heavens of all grandmothers before, 
in their most spiritual hum.

Mable ªJimiº Choice
Timeless Tapestry
Previously published in Poet's Espresso and 

As I look at our pictures up on the wall
I re+ ect on the past, the beginning of it all...
Mother, Grandmother, and her Mother before,
Father, Grandfather, need I mention more...

Uncles, Aunts, Cousins, Nieces, Nephews too
Generation a$ er generation, some we never knew..
A timeless tapestry.  Re+ ecting God's plan
Not patterned by humans, Not made by our hands...

His was the Power that created us all
His was the glory that formed the Great Ball...
Called Earth and its people 
and everything in it...
Beasts, Grain, Fish and Fowl
Nature without limit...

Earth, Land, Sea and Sky and the mysteries therein
All to Man's care, He gave dominion...
By His Grace and His love, we are all here today
To celebrate family, to reach out and say...
Lord help us to know, Lord help us to see
We are all knit together in your...
Timeless Tapestry.


