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editor’s note

Hi	friends,

I’m	thrilled	to	share	with	you	the	winter	issue	of	coalitionworks.	Our	sec-
ond	issue!

This	journal	is	brand	new.	For	me,	part	of	the	delight	of	this	process	has	
been	to	analyze	how	the	work	featured	in	these	pages	is	sculpting	and	
sometimes,	redefining	what	coalitionworks	is	supposed	to	be.	The	myriad	
poetry	forms,	microfiction,	and	visual	art	in	this	issue	reveal	their	exis-
tential	afflictions	ever	so	boldly.	These	works	of	art	channel	their	defi-
ance	at	the	indifference	of	the	cosmos	through	technical	prowess,	deep	
sense	of	imagery,	and	sometimes	as	an	energetic	raw	scream	into	the	
abyss,	which	I	always	appreciate.	

I’m	proud	to	say	that	this	issue	features	experienced	writers,	those	at	the	
beginning	of	their	artistic	journey,	and	those	in	the	middle.	As	you	will	
see,	there	is	room	for	anyone	who	chooses	to	rage against the dying of the 
light.	There	is	mettle	yet	in	the	sentiment,	tired	as	the	lines	may	be.	

I’d	like	to	thank	every	contributor	of	this	beautifully	chaotic	assortment	
for	their	courage	to	confront	our	place	in	the	universe	with	joy	or	rage	
or	strangeness	on	the	page.	Most	importantly,	I	want	to	thank	you,	dear	
writers,	for	turning	these	complex	afflictions	into	glorious	glorious	art.

And	dear	reader:	Enjoy!

j

Jaime	Alejandro
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handbook of grief

E . J .  N a s h

 Step one: Sing the song you don’t remember

	 By	the	time	she	figures	out	how	time	travel	works,	she	can’t	believe	it	doesn’t	have
anything	to	do	with	black	holes	or	spacetime	or	even	quantum	physics.	It’s	much	easier	than	
all	that.	She	closes	her	eyes	and	hums	the	song	that	she	once	heard	on	the	radio	with	Ally	in	
the	car.	Ally,	who	didn’t	know	the	words.	Ally,	who	spoke	with	the	east	coast	accent.	Ally,	who	
was	lost	in	time.	It’s	easier	to	say	“lost”	than	“dead.”

 Step two: Scream with your body

	 She	learns	to	jump	across	time	by	clenching	her	limbs,	her	arms	her	legs	her	feet	her	
hands	her	eyes,	and	eventually	her	body	doesn’t	know	where	it	is	any	more	and	now	it	can	
be	anywhere.	(She’s	certainly	not	drunk	in	bed,	no,	of	course	not.)	Time	travel	is	overwhelming	
at	first,	so	she	chooses	somewhere	easy:	in	the	library	with	the	musty	smell	of	books,	sitting	
across	from	Ally,	studying	for	another	exam.	She	feels	the	fragileness	of	the	paper	beneath	her
fingertips	and	almost	cries.	She’s	on	page	57.	That	makes	it	real.	It	must	be	real,	it	must	it	must	
itmustitmust—

 Step three: Deny

	 Sweat-stained	sheets,	stale	air,	a	closed	window	with	a	galaxy	swirling	beyond	the	glass.	
If	she	doesn’t	open	her	eyes	then	she’ll	be	okay.	
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The earth is bleeding it’s not you who’s speaking there are fruits in the 
branches of the tree there is a silhouette sleeping in the shade of the tree 
and which is still unnamed for the moment because you I can’t tell if this 
silhouette is the. One of an animal or of a human being but it’s the same 
thing in the end although you prefer animals to humans you prefer the 
beasts of the forest to them because they are less dangerous i’m sorry i’m 
sorry i’m sorry that your father has just died the art studio is empty now 
the ceremony just took place the body of the father will be burned then 
his ashes will be scattered on the grave of the mother your mother died 
so long ago Nadia i’m so sorry for you the sky is so blue but the night is 
so dark and the road goes and goes into the dark without ever stopping 
we have to follow the road we must never stop we mustn’t look back don’t 
cry don’t think don’t try to remember and to understand do not  remem-
ber the future neither because the future is already behind us there are 
fruits on the tree round and luminous fruits like suns and the same sil-
houette is still asleep under this tree and you cannot tell yet if this is the 
silhouette of a human being or of an animal so you get a little closer you 
approach it to see and to know since the sky is blue and the birds sing 
in the trees of the forest very close and you can hear the songs in the 
distance of the peasants who work on the land and after five or six steps 
and once close enough you see that this form was indeed quite that of a 
human being and not that of a beast altogether then you say something 
softly as if to wake it up and hearing you the face lifts up slowly and at 
that moment it’s  yourself that you see as if in a mirror because this sil-
houette is indeed  yours somehow half a beast and half human and you 
finally understand that the one who has called you and who has woke you 
up is but a memory already gone away the memory of the future and the 
voice of your own dead father.

a ghost Призрак

I v a n  d e  M o n b r i s o n

Земля в крови а не ты говоришь, на ветвях дерева плоды, в тени 
дерева есть силуэт, который спит в тени дерева и который на 
данный момент остается безымянной потому что ты не можешь 
понять если это силуэт фигурой животное или человек, но в конце 
концов это одно и то же, хотя вы предпочитаете животных людям, 
вы предпочитаете им лесных зверей, потому что они менее опасны, 
мне жаль, мне жаль, мне жаль, что твой отец умер мастерская пуста 
церемония состоялась тело отца сожгут потом его прах развеют на 
могиле матери твоя мать умерла так долго Надя мне так жаль тебя 
небо такое голубое но ночь так темно и дорога идет и идет во тьме, 
никогда не останавливаясь ты должна идти по дороге ты никогда 
не должна останавливаться  не должна смотреть назад и не плачь 
и не думай не пытайся помнить и знать не будем вспоминать о 
будущем потому что будущее уже позади на дереве круглые плоды 
и светящиеся плоды как солнца и тот самый силуэт который всегда 
спит под этим деревом и ты не можешь узнать если это силуэт 
человека или животное, поэтому ты подходишь еще близко немного, 
ты подходишь , чтобы увидеть и узнать, так как небо голубое, и 
птицы поют на деревьях в лесу очень близко, и ты слышишь в 
далеке пение крестьян, которые работают на земле и после пяти 
шесть шагов и, подойдя достаточно близко, ты видишь , что эта 
форма была почти человеческой, а не звериной, тогда ты говоришь 
что-то тихо, как будто чтобы разбудить ее, и, слушание твой голос 
как это лицо медленно выпрямляется, и в этот момент ты видишь 
себя как в зеркале, потому что этот силуэт прекрасен и твой где-то 
наполовину животное, наполовину человек и ты наконец понимаешь, 
что тот, кто звал тебя и кто тебя разбудил это воспоминание уже это 
воспоминание о будущем и это голос твоего мертвого отца.
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Early in the morning you wake up you get out of bed you put a little 
freezing water on your face you quickly eat a piece of bread you put on 
your clothes without washing it doesn’t matter anymore to be dirty or 
clean to you you look at yourself in the small broken mirror your beard 
has turned white now with the years you no longer have hair and your 
teeth are yellow you open the wooden door of your place you get out of 
your cabin you walk along the wall you take a path that goes to the forest 
you are tired of your night because you slept badly but you continue on 
the path despite everything it is lined with a few trees there are no more 
leaves on the branches because winter has come recently the sky is gray 
the clouds are low it’s raining a little on the plain you hear almost no 
noise at the beginning of your walk you only walk without really thinking 
about anything and you listen to the sound of your shoes on the ground 
you don’t remember nothing from your past after a while you see a small 
village  on your left a little further away but you decide not to cross it 
you also see in the distance the silhouettes of people leaving their homes 
to go to work who get into their cars so ugly in your eyes one of the cars 
is already leaving it is taking the road it is moving away quickly soon it 
has disappeared in the distance you continue on your way other cars are 
passing by on the same road you hear like the echo of their noise like the 
echo of human life but you are not interested in it human life is nothing 
to you anymore with its pathetic pleasures you prefer the forest so you 
turn right you walk into the forest there are no leaves on the trees but 
you still hear the sound of some small birds trying to survive through the 
winter  winter will be long it’s raining still a little the earth is wet your 
shoes sink into the earth as you walk there are dead leaves on the ground 
there are also mushrooms growing here or there you take at random a 
white mushroom you eat it you don’t know if it will make you sick if it 
will kill you or if it will simply feed you but finally all of these things to-
day are but one and the same for you. 

the walk

I v a n  d e  M o n b r i s o n

Рано утром ты просыпаешься ты встаешь с постели ты кладешь на лицо 
немного ледяной воды ты быстро съедаешь кусок хлеба ты надеваешь 
одежду но не умываясь себя для тебя уже не важно чистый ты или 
грязный ты видишь себя в маленьком разбитом зеркале твоя борода 
поседела теперь с годами у тебя больше нет волос и твои зубы желтые 
ты открываешь деревянную дверь своего дома ты выходишь из своей 
каюты ты идешь вдоль стены ты идешь по тропинке которая идете к лесу 
ты устал от своей ночи, потому что ты плохо спал, но ты продолжаешь 
путь  Кто граничит с несколькими деревьями на ветвях больше нет 
листьев  потому что зима  недавно пришла небо серое облака низко 
идет небольшой дождь на равнине ты почти не слышишь шума в начале 
прогулки ты просто идешь не особо задумываясь и слушаешь шорох 
своих ботинок по земле ты ничего не помнишь из своего прошлого 
через какое-то время увидеть маленькую деревню, появившуюся на 
твоём осталось немного дальше но ты решаешь не переходить его ты 
также видишь вдалеке силуэты людей выходящих из дома на работу 
которые садятся в свои машины так некрасиво в твоих глазах одна из 
машин уже уезжает едет по дороге она движется прочь быстро скоро она 
исчезла вдалеке ты продолжаешь свой путь другие машины проезжают 
по той же дороге ты слышишь как эхо их шум как эхо человеческой 
жизни но это тебя не интересует не человеческая жизнь для тебя уже 
ничего не значит это нелепые удовольствия, ты предпочитаешь лес, 
поэтому поворачиваешь направо, вюты входишь в лес, на деревьях 
нет листьев, но ты все равно слышишь пение нескольких маленьких 
птиц, пытающихся пережить зиму, зима такая длинная, что всегда идет 
небольшой дождь земля мокрая твоя обувь утопает в земле когда ты 
идешь на земле лежат сухие листья там также растут грибы тут или 
там ты берешь белый гриб случайно ты ешь это, ты не знаешь, сделает 
ли он тебя больным, убьет ли он тебя или просто накормит тебя , но в 
конечном итоге все это сегодня одно и то же в твоих глазах.

Прогулка



coalitionworks winter 20228 9

I	didn’t	start	this	way.	I	slowly	churned	myself	like	butter	from	nothing,	until	I	ate	bagels	everyday,	by	
compulsion.	As	if	I	could	order	the	day	in	breakfasts,	in	napkins	unfolded.	Every	day	there’s	a	little	bit	dif-
ferent	of	a	taste,	a	different	way	my	tongue	numbers	the	days.

	 	 On	Mondays,	I	flail	and	fling	my	arms	and	wring	the	day	like	bells,	but	it’s	in	my	own
	 	 eardrums,	palpable	and	thrumming–	cannot make it through, so

I	toast.	I	make	the	bagel,	heated	precisely	on	Mondays	at	350	degrees.	I’m	as	simple	as	the	rest	of	the	world	
in	indigo	smeared	with	white	clouds.	Simple	whipped	cream	cheese,	as	if	the	clouds	can	come	for	me.

  Days are made in loops, cascading around us like scarves. Frayed and warming you up,
  buttery. Spread open, the haunting of refrains we do not wish to own, but are ours–

Tuesday	&	my	palms	are	clammy;	I	wish	to	be	a	scuba	diver,	checking	the	health	of	corals	and	manatee	fins	
and	other	waving	things.	Instead	I	sit	and	pretend	I	love	to	work	for	pennies.	The	oven	dings,	350	degrees,	
the	same,	the	same,	the	same.	When	the	bread	comes	out,	the	bagels	toasted	and	arms	spread	wide.	On	
Tuesdays,	I	add	a	bit	of	chives.

I	have	to,	have	to,	eat	a	bagel	everyday.

So,	on	Wednesday,	I	wash	and	repeat	and	my	hair	gets	stringy	and	greasy.	Or,	perhaps	(worse),	I	have	to	
go	in	to	work.	I	leave	my	puppies	as	I	cry,	the	social	anxiety	hitting	my	ribcage	as	if	it	can	break	it	open.	A	
Whack	a	Mole	to	the	insides,	in	order	to	appear	like	you	are	present,	you	are	growing,	you	are	profession-
al–

If	I’m	home,	I	add	the	cream	cheese,	then	I	drizzle	the	oily,	dank	balsamic.	The	way	the	bitter	melts	in	my	
mouth	and	makes	me	feel	healthier	somehow,	as	if	it	understands	me,	as	if	I’m	called	to	it.

Thursday’s	bagels	are	toasted	darker,	a	smidgeon	of	burning	like	my	fears	and	the	cinders	near	a	campfire,	
but	not	too	much.

the bagel chain L e s l i e  C a i r n s

I	am	campfire;	I	am	chewing;	I	am	gnarly.	
Cream	cheese,	with	some	wilted	spinach,	parsley,	and	tomatoes.	It	becomes	a	salad,	and	a	bagel,	and	it’s	a	
meal	made	with	love–	just	for	me.	I’ve	almost	made	it	to	the	end;	I’ve	almost	looped	around	the	social	
expectations	bend:	where	I	can	sleep,	and	cry,	and	weep	&	devour	my	dogs	whole	as	we	go	to	the	moun-
tains	and	become	one.	A	pack	of	animals,	no	time	for	data	entry,	remote	meetings–

If	only,	if	only	I	were	someone	else.	I	could	switch	to	eggs,	eat	strips	of	bacon.	Budget	out	for	brie	and	
flanks	of	sausage.	Take	the	time	for	myself,	despite	the	groveling,	to	make	omelets.	Fluffy	and	interesting.
 
Instead,	on	Friday,	I	tilt	towards	a	bagel.	Popping	it	in	again	at	350.	Preheating	the	oven	and	staring	at	the	
buttons,	wondering	if	I’m	made	up	of	different	heat	settings	too:	do	I	broil,	and	combust,	and	need	clean-
ing?	

On	Fridays,	I	add	Feta	and	Dill.	No	cares	about	the	world,	along	with	the	cream	cheese.	I	toast	the	cheese	
for	a	moment	–	remember	how	I	once	danced	the	Charleston,	but	I	couldn’t	get	the	elbows	right	–	there	
was	dancing,	there	was	twirling,	there	was	a	dress	that	curved	tight	and	I	had	the	energy	to	keep	trying,	
keep	going	after	work–

And	I	make	these	small	bagels,	five	times	a	week,	to	remind	myself	that	I	am	human.	That	there	is	consis-
tency	to	my	days,	even	as	they	spill	out	from	under	me,	even	as	they	want	to	turn	me	into	fried	eggs,	and	
green	tomatoes,	and	all	the	bacon	drippings	that	I	do	not	want	to	be.

Turn	me	on	in	words	of	bagel.	Teach	me	how	to	smear	–	make	myself	delicate–	refuse	to	be	changed,	to	
part	tides,	to	find	oceans	that	will	let	me	dive	under	them,	and	be	the	same	for	days	and	miles–

	 Grabbing	white	cloud	shadows	that	descend	on	rivers	as	reflections,	as	ways	to	count	the	days	in
	 passing.

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 &	always	the	same,
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 And	animal	balloon	shapes	and		 	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 wisps	and	cumulus–
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 And	drifting	the	way
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 they’ve	always	wanted	to.
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I	watch	a	Sphynx	cat	at	my	pet	sitting		job:	unapologetically	without	fur,	gentleness;	wise	in	the	way	she	stares	at
me	as	though	she	sees	the	morbid	
side	of	me,	and	is	curious	about	it.	Or,	perhaps,	she	just	wants	treats.

I	slurp	my	coffee	and	my	stomach	lurches.	The	beginnings	of	a	stomach	bug.	Suds	swirling	the	drain,	the	last	
remnants	of	a	bath	before	your	body,	once	more,	turns	acrid–

My	headache	will	form	if	I	withdraw	from	my	addiction	now;	my	caffeine	addled	coffee	cups	that	
Tilt	towards	me	when	I	take	another	job,	when	I	don’t	sleep,	when	I	need	to	people	please.	Caffeine	depen-
dency	is	a	thing,	the	way	to	wind	you	up,	so	that	you	can	keep	not	seeing	clearly.	Just	one	more	coffee,	I	say	
to	myself,	a	deadly	torn	secret,	a	letter	sealed	just	for	me.	Just	fuel	me	up,	even	when	I	need	to	rest.	One	more	
time	I’ll	walk	too	far	and
for	too,	too	long–

The	fever	strikes,	the	sphinx	flicks	her	tail,	calling	me	in	body	language.	I	realize	that	as	my	stomach	
churns,	my	belly	now

A	sphinx	itself.	Pacing,	restless	and	waiting,	to	see	what	I’ll	give	to	it.	I	need	to	offer	up	something,	give	up	my	
addictions	as	a	sacrifice.	I	always	think	I	have	control	over	my	body:	the	breathing	in	and	out,	the	flexing	of	
my	fingers	on	the	piano,	the	way	my	hands	jitter	when	I	shiver	near	the	braying	winter.	But	now,	with	a	fever	
hiking	over	102	degrees	–	the	preheating	of	fever,	itching	steadily	–	I	realize	I	had	no	control,	not	once,	not	
ever.

The	sphinx	takes	the	coffee,	rejects.	Keeps	my	pace	with	thumping,	keeps	me	alive	for	safekeeping.

Watches	me	offer	up	tea,	and	toast	with	the	crusts
Crumbled	off.	Accepting	or	deleting,	depleting	or	carving	me	up	for	stone.

What	lesson	did	you	learn?	The	sphinx	asks,	as	she	hands	me	back	a	plate.
To	rest,	I	say,	with	eyes	half	closed.
To	rest.	To	watch	the	rest	scatter,	the	blankets	of	snow-cracked	moss	we	crumple	underfoot,	destroying	their	
breaths	with	our	touch,	the	way	each	step	ends	up
unnamed.

the sphinx withdrawal

L e s l i e  C a i r n s
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A a l i y a h  A n d e r s o n
the critique

And	maybe	the	sublime	doesn’t	work.

I’m	sure	goblins	whisper	to	me.	I	say,			 some	painters

don’t	think.	You	blink	and	blink	and

aren’t	able	to	understand	their	hissing

is	toast	deviating	sodium.	 	 Twigs,	please

stop	swapping	greetings	for	

	 	 	 	 theme	(meaning	nothing).

Maybe	diction	is	definitive,	though	I

don’t	want	it	to	be.	I’m	sure	Monet	evaporates,

but	he’s	deafening,	screaming	extend,	extend,	extend.	
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the sunset story
A n a m  T a r i q

winter 2022

in	a	heavy	hued	squash	of	strokes	
a	white	enigma	of	bliss	kisses	the	sunset
an	icy-mute	statue	frozen	
in	the	swirls	of	time.	capturing	
the	swan	in	a	virtual	net	
the	swansong	of	the	fisherman	
about	to	end	in	a	huddle!

huddling	up,	a	frayed,	grey	overcoat
toting	a	haggard	creature
who	mumbles	among	the	thicket
in	the	listeners’	leaf-like	ears:
I am Eddie the Banished
I am a kid in a kidnapper’s car… 

from	the	car	of	shrubbery
trespassing	into	another	world
like	a	rat,	across	he	darts	
to	a	bench	watching	the	sun	climb	down:
that’s my kidnapper man
and	the	next	spot	for	a	span
occupies	his	shady	countenance.

countenance	that	eclipses	itself
from	the	line	of	sight	of	Peter’s.
his	solitary,	mysterious	droning	
of	a	parrot,	imposing	itself	on	Peter	
whose	eyes,	fixed	on	pixels	and	megapixels!
the	creature’s	address:	I flatter the flora 
to smile for me, I tweet sandwiches, 
to beg, not actually eat,
has pushed to fringes of perishing
the magician’s flaunting tricks,
our place naked like a bare
mannequin of beauty divested,
look, so many behind the bush have hid…
before	the	end	of	the	swansong,	before
vexed	Peter’s	opening	word,	the	speaker
sprawls,	now	unmoving.
cannot open their box some
without destroying what’s within
and some do not assay unlatching like me:
with	this	exit	Peter	and	his	net.
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Molten	lava	blood	burning	through	my	bones,	
Bones	reduced	to	ash	that	fertilize	the	ground	
Growing	trees	that	emit	poison	into	the	air

Everyone	wears	a	gas	mask,	
Nobody	can	see	through	the	thick	green	smog	
Everyone	is	happier	with	the	poison	in	their	lungs	
For	the	poison	steals	observation	of	the	self	
Literal	wandering	vessels

Decrepit	little	animals	shift	beneath	the	ground	
And	we	can	feel	them;	lost	in	the	smog	
Choking	on	the	reality	of	the	oblivion	laid	before	us	
We	separate	the	ones	in	the	masks	who	choke	
And	the	ones	in	the	masks	who	drown.	
Everyone	poisoned,	everyone	gone

symbiotic vanishing

S a l e m  V o i d

Does	it	feel	good?	I	want	it	to.	You	can.	
Sleep	sound,	with	both	eyes	closed.
The	sunshine	is	still	free.	
Emissions	from	the	moon	will	find	you,	
and	so	will	the	mystic	dust	of	my	own	dreams.

Rise.	Even	if	you	can’t	feel	it,	
The	moon	is	looking,	she	loves	you.	
Are	you	afraid?	The	rotation	of	celestial	bodies	is	reference.	
Be	not	afraid.	The	moon	is	here.	She	is	in	the	nothingness.	
She	is	inside	of	your	belly.	She	is	crawling	through	your	guts,	
Leaving	space	behind.

guardian planets
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A n d r e a  D a m i c

In the Land of Dreams When Alone
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Reticent	they	stand	in	the	dark	secluded	
rooms.	Empty	eyes	stare	into	space,	miles	
away,	revealing	nothing.	Only	muffled
sounds	from	the	city’s	streets	rustle	the	
musty	air	comfortably	settled	around	
them.	Passage	of	time	has	no	meaning	
in	their	world.	Their	expressions	seem	
to	echo	timeless	wisdom	but	also	speak	
of	the	ancient	past	long	gone.	As	if	time											
weighted	down	heavily	on	their
monumental	shoulders,	their	whole
demeanour	appears	detached	from	the	
present.	Occasionally	their	stoic	facade	
cracks	under	perpetual	boredom	and	for	
an	imperceptible	moment	they	seem	to	
console	each	other:

“Tourists	will	be	back	tomorrow	again.”

when alone
A n d r e a  D a m i c
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Perhaps,	Angie	thought,	the universe is stored in the rat.

Then,	as	quickly	as	she	had	the	thought,	she	brushed	away	the	
thought	and	shoved	her	study	papers	away	from	her.	It	was	beyond	
her	normal	bedtime	and	the	words	in	front	of	her	had	begun	to	spin	
like	the	Milky	Way	galaxy.	When	she	looked	up,	the	steady	center	of	
her	vision	contained	one	of	her	five	rats,	Violet.

Violet	was	almost	like	a	dog	in	the	way	that	she	was	content	to	lie	
still	and	watch	her	mother.	Violet	was	almost	like	a	human	child	in	
the	way	she	appeared	to	try	and	read	Angie’s	textbooks	with	her.	Her	
beady	black	eyes	contained	far	more	intelligence	and	emotion	than	
any	reasonable	person	would’ve	given	her	credit	for.

Earlier,	Angie	had	considered	trying	to	teach	Violet	the	philosophical	
concepts	she	was	about	to	be	tested	on,	but	knew	in	her	heart	that	
Violet	not	only	already	knew	all	of	the	information,	but	understood	it	
on	a	level	humans	never	would.

Rats,	even	the	domesticated	ones,	only	live	for	about	two	to	three	
years	on	average.	For	Angie,	this	was	devastating.	She	looked	at	Vi-
olet,	whose	second	birthday	was	almost	too	soon,	and	she	felt	her	
heartbeat	tick	up.	A	small	lump	formed	in	the	back	of	her	throat.	Vi-
olet	stretched	and	yawned.	This	was	all	old	news	to	her.	This	was	just	
life,	this	was	how	it	was	all	meant	to	happen.

anticipatory grief

R o s e  M a l a n a
Hence,	the	universe	is	stored	in	the	rat.

“Have	you	ever	seen	those	pictures	that	compared	a	brain	cell	to	
a	galaxy?	They	looked	so	similar,”	Angie	said	to	Violet.	The	little	
black-hooded	rat	settled	further	into	her	spot	in	the	cage,	
overlooking	her	mother’s	studies.

Angie	thought	of	the	size	of	a	rat’s	brain	in	comparison	to	the	uni-
verse.	The	universe	was	infinite,	and	Violet’s	little	brain	was	
infinitesimal.	Angie’s	brain	was	infinitesimal,	but	Violet	seemed	far	
more	accepting	of	this	information.	All	she	cared	about	was	food	and	
her	mischief.	Angie	became	sure	that	Violet’s	approach	to	nihilism	
was	far	healthier	than	most.

Angie	reconsidered	her	earlier	dismissal.	Rats	were	perfect	examples	
of	philosophical	concepts.	Maybe	that’s	why	humans	studied	rats	so	
extensively.

“Humans	are	jealous	of	rats,”	Angie	concluded	aloud.	A	burst	of	
squeaks	sounded	off	behind	Violet	as	her	sister,	Lavender,	and	a
newer	male	rat,	Copper,	play-fought	after	Lavender	tried	to	groom	
him	too	harshly.	The	other	two	rats	in	the	cage	awoke	and	began	to	
move	around.

“I	believe	that’s	entropy,”	Angie	said,	and	could’ve	sworn	she	saw
Violet	nod.	In	an	instant	Angie	was	struck	breathless.

In	her	small	bedroom,	Angie	was	not	alone.	She	was	drowning	in	the	
total	acceptance	and	understanding	shown	by	such	a	small	creature.	
Nobody	could	convince	her	otherwise.

“I	love	you,	too,”	Angie	said,	which	is	perhaps	the	most	important	
thought	she’d	had	all	night.
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dying limb
B r y c e  J o h l e

Charcoal	in	me
to	soak	up	the	bad
in	the	middle	
of	the	night.

Capsules	packed
with	black
handed	to	me
in	the	dark.	

I	swallow	them
blindly,
so	I	don’t	puke
like	stepdaughter.

From	complete	burn,
with	effort,	
always
new	fruit	comes

and	flower
you	may	think
will	never
petal.

I	trust	in	the	unfolding
of	tree	trunks
after
a	small	death.

I	forget	you
don’t	trust
so
easily,

and	never	thought
I	could	have	
a	dying,
a	poor	limb.

But	here	we	are,
protecting	ourselves
from	food	poisoning,
from
flu.
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Count	the	ladybugs	crawling	the	vaulted	ceiling,	gathering
at	peak.	Count	them	with	my	thumb	and	mark	them	read

in	smears	on	our	ribs.	Ten	of	them,	eleven,	soon	they’ll	crack
the	windowpanes	in	labor,	cry	like	a	body	of	water,	a	winged

child,	little	flyers	wisping	in	crescents	from	hand	and	returning
in	good	fortune.	A	corporeal	swarm	clinging	to	the	warm	sides

of	wood	and	glass.	Some	might	call	it	an	infestation,	as	we	do,
closing	the	door	behind	us,	reading	the	pigment	on	the	cages	in

our	bodies	as	we	pack	the	car.	Some	collect	lady	spots,
number	them	with	wishes.	We	thought	they	were	junk	mail.

My	mother	says	they	are	a	sign	of	pregnancy.
I	begin	to	ink	their	backs	neon	green,	so	I	know	who’s	new.	

inking their backs

We’ve	been	fighting	every	day	this	month,
and	each	time,	we	make	up	and	it’s	the	last.

And	every	day,	we	wake	up	and	tip-toe	
to	the	other,	and	recommend	one	last	change,

just	one	more	thing	that	would	make	living
together	more	loving,	cohesive,	and	married.

We	each	agree	to	stop	being	quite	so	selfish,
and	it	sits	in	our	stomachs	like	a	wet	snake

tied	in	a	knot,	but	she	said	this	was	the	last	one,
so	thankfully	the	arguing	has	come	to	an	end;

we	can	be	happy	now.

some disagreements

B r y c e  J o h l e
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H o w i e  G o o d

“To write poetry after Auschwitz is barbaric.” – Theodor Adorno

Survivors	with	faded	numbers	tattooed	on	their	wrinkled	forearms	
slowly	reboard	the	tourist	bus.	The	archives	they	were	supposed	to	
visit	burned	down	months	ago.	Yahweh	beckons	me	forward	with	a	
curled	finger.	Don’t	make	eye	contact,	I	remind	myself.	Seconds	later	
I	feel	the	blast	wave	on	my	cheek.	It	also	knocks	off	my	hat.	“Look!”	
Yahweh	booms	in	his	usual	angry	voice.	“Remember!”	There	are	
clouds,	come	evening,	that	will	resemble	bleeding	stigmata.	There	are	
birds	that	return	to	nests	in	the	eyeholes	of	skulls.	I	could	try	to	ex-
plain	it	to	anyone	who	asks.	No	one	asks.

after Auschwitz I	was	confronted	with	a	feeling	that	others	knew	nothing	about.	What	
I	took	at	first	to	be	birds	and	trees	were	neither,	but	like	one	of	those	
direct-to-video	Bruce	Willis	action	flicks	–	blah	blah,	pow	pow,	and	
over	in	something	less	than	ninety	minutes.	Workers	in	hard	hats	and	
safety	goggles	and	swinging	sledgehammers	were	taking	down	a	wall.	
A	green-eyed	woman	brushed	at	the	brick	dust	on	my	clothes.	We	
might	have	been	dreaming	each	other.	Her	mouth	tugged	at	me	and	
tugged.	There	is	no	darkness	so	dark	as	the	darkness	stirring	under	a	
blanket	of	luminous	clouds.

the climax
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E d w a r d  L e e

A Place, Waiting The Erosion of Perfection
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E d w a r d  L e e

Etcetera
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windows
Ignatius Valentine Aloysius

We	look	out	through	windows.	We	have	our
clear	windows	&	want	more	windows	to	look	through.	
A	spotted	green	gecko	waits	for	a	live	meal	
on	the	painted	side	wall.	Three	deer	step	up	to
the	edge	of	the	thicket	then	retreat.	The	park
is	a	playground	for	freed	dogs	&	toddlers	un-	
winding	from	sleep	or	boredom.	The	office	desk	
stands	empty	for	weeks	in	the	building	across	
the	street.	Roll	up	the	windows	because	the	rain	
falls	now	in	sheets	as	we	drive,	when	just
yesterday,	fall	leaves	left	their	branches	&	kissed
ground	snow.	A	great	rumble	surrounds	me.	Beyond	
this	vast	desert	are	lush	hills	singing	for	peace,	
asking	if	I	see	them	through	the	blue	bowled	sky.
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even the raindrop

I g n a t i u s  V a l e n t i n e  A l o y s i u s

    ~from an Instagram post

If	it’s	true	that	the	spirits	of	the	dead	walk
about	unseen	among	us,	then	do	they	touch
the	plants	I	water,	the	road	signs	I	read,	my	
dead	mother’s	photograph	on	the	wall?	
Do	they	lift	that	butterfly	into	the	air
and	breathe	into	my	coffee	cup	as	I	sip?	
Somewhere,	the	pulse	of	a	drumbeat	winds
through	the	idyll	cold	outside,	while	I	try	to
keep	warm	in	layered	clothes,	look	out	past	
the	smeary	window	glass	&	see	the	winded
pine	hold	a	nestled	nest	in	place,	wet	romance
in	tilted	rain.	The	spirits	stand	between	us,	
love,	even the raindrop watches, it watches,
the writer thinks,	our	rituals	richer	than	food.			

wanderings
I	meditate	too,	but	not	that	way	with	breath
and	body’s	back	whisked	up	like	mountain’s	form,
or	kneaded	dough	hungering	for	new	life	in
fire’s	hot	lap,	returning	to	silent	fates.	
I	meditate	too,	but	not	like	ashes	peaked	
with	bated	breath,	before	reaching	winds	come
lifting	their	gauze	through	the	trees.	Take	the
case	of	each	word	that’s	worth	meditating	on—	
there’s	its	form,	how	it’s	made,	how	it	clicks	
and	slips	between	lines	on	a	page,	its	meaning,	
as	an	island	or	far	mountain	of	wanderings	
gifting	good	rain	or	burning	pangs.	I	meditate	on	
words	and	wanderings,	mother’s	two	strokes	throwing	
her	head-first	to	the	floor.	I	couldn’t	save	her.	
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The	pattern	of	flowers	–
perhaps	inclusive	of	the	euphemistic	application	
of	‘flowers’	to	the	florid,	wounds,	prostitutes,	
profligacy,	costs,	lechery,	smallpox	and	errors	–
is	to	while	away	time,	die	and	vanish.

Choosing	to	‘marry’	
waste	and	extermination
is	a	form	of	culture	–
its	‘language’
is	death	and	dissolution.

Selecting	division	and	destruction?

Ignorance	reverting	to	the	wrong	direction.

To	consider	and	choose
deprivation	and	robbery?

Cunning	and	wily	change.

Choosing	deception,	violence,	abduction,
murder,	destruction	and	theft?

An	‘art’,	‘skill’,	‘trade’,	‘craft’	and	conclusion
that	is	spoilt,	bizarre,	abnormal	and	forsaken.

That	choice	
is	a	currency	and	property
that	is	lowly,	disappointing	and	deadly	…
that	journey	breaks	and	destroys.

Taking ‘extermination’ as a spouse?
The mark of death.

D o u g l a s  C o l s t o n
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A	rhyming	poem
can	seem	like	a	tome	–
a	section	of	a	larger	work
it’s	likely	a	dubious	perk.

Constraining	the	creative	process
may	lead	to	a	bit	of	a	mess,
but	applying	capabilities
provides	plenty	of	opportunities.

Does	such	affectation
amount	to	a	shun	–
the	reader	and	poet	ostracized
by	meaning	metamorphosized?

Words	that	rhyme
change	with	time
and	there	are	other	problems
creating	conundrums.

Popularized	in	European	poetry
around	the	14th	Century,
some	consider	them	penury	…
and	I	tend	to	agree.

When	there	is	something	to	be	said
it	should	reflect	what’s	in	the	head	–
that’s	what	communication’s	about	…
otherwise,	it’s	all	for	nought.

The	rhythm	of	thought
rather	than	rhyming	that’s	fraught	–
such	should	be	the	goal
for	verses	that	are	whole.

As	for	the	grander	scheme
it	would	seem
whither	Heaven	or	Hell,
only	time	will	tell.

carmen contrā molestiae
(a poem against troubles, 
annoyances, molestation 
and the vexatious)

D o u g l a s  C o l s t o n

Tarot divination

coalitionworks

Castle	fortifications,	a	spire,	a	Buddhist	stupa	or	‘The	
Tower’	in	Tarot?

A	net	(like	that	for	catching	birds)
or	a	sieve.

A	memorial,	shield,	tablet	or	playing	cards?

Whispering	choices,	wishes	and	desires.

Divination,	foretelling	or	prediction?

Occupying	and	possessing
manners	and	airs
displaying,	spreading	out,	gathering	and	collecting
defences,	idolatry	and	–
on	occasions	–
inauspicious	omens.

Fortresses,	castles,	rough	ground,	
difficulties,	dangers,	stressors,
the	unattainable	and	the	impassable?

Showing,	displaying	and	pointing	out
the	figurative,	rhetorical	and	decorative.

To	begin	or	start	the	future,
give	voice	to	doing	…
working,	creating,	causing	and	being	involved.

A	palace	or	large	residence
exhibits,	exposes,	explains	and	signifies
the	rhetorical:

	 “They	seize	or	lay	hold	of
	 what	is	given,	offered,	rendered	or	yielded”.

A	hall?

A	possession
that	shows	discussion,	talk	or	debate
is	a	fitting	fair	wind	
founding	utility,	benefit	and	advantage.

winter 2022
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litany of my humiliations

E l i s e  F o r s l u n d

         ~after Erika L. Sanchez

I	spent	my	thirteenth	year	as	a	pillar	of	salt.	Sitting	on	the	dining	room	table,	unshaken.	In	the	
winter,	my	hands	bleed	and	my	mother	gives	me	something	to	cry	about.

I	swerve	to	step	in	puddles	of	my	own	shame.	I	cut	holes	in	my	socks	and	feed	them	to	feral
dogs.	I	pick	fights	with	my	sister	just	to	hear	her	scream.	I’m	terrible	on	purpose.	Which	is	to	
say,	my	deepest	fear	is	being	forgotten.	Every	night	I	lie	down	and	let	my	brain	cannibalize	it-
self.

What	I	want	most	is	to	be	a	monster.

Acknowledgements
This	poem	is	written	after	Erika	L.	Sanchez’s	poem,	Poem of My Humiliations.

lif’s attestation

It	certainly	feels	like	the End.	In	a	balmy	daze	I	wander	as	a	lonesome	Einherjar.	I	need	to	be
more	careful,	listless	warriors	are	always	at	risk	of	finding	some	poor	dog	to	unchain.	I’m
looking	for	a	mangy	canine	who	will	open	his	mouth	for	me,	so	that	I	might	crawl	inside	and
make	him	a	wolf–	thoroughly	lupine	and	chomping	at	the	roots.	It	certainly	feels	like	After.

the margaret of my margaret is also my margaret
Here	lies	an	utterly	true	account	of	my	family.

The	mother	of	my	mother	is	also	my	mother.	Her	name	is	Margaret.	The	sister	of	my
Margaret-mother’s	mother	was	also	her	mother.	Her	name	was	Mary.	My	Margaret-mother’s
second	mother	was	her	sister,	Birgitta,	and	her	first	Margaret-mother	was	actually	Margaretha.

I’ll	say	it	again.	I	have	a	mother	named	Sara	and	we	have	a	grandmother-mother	named	Marga-
ret	who	has	a	mother	named	Margaret	and	an	aunt-mother	named	Mary.	My	Margaret-mother	
has	a	Margaret-mother	who	has	a	sister-mother	named	Birgitta	and	a	Margaret-mother	who	was	
really	Margaretha.
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J e r o m e  B e r g l u n d

	 	 pair	trot	by
	 	 they	don’t	bat	an	eyelash
	 	 —	boar	country

	 	 justice	of	the	peace,	activist
	 	 differing	definitions
	 	 preferences

sting	of	horseradish	defense	of	law	enforcement

	 	 Uncle	Sam’s	flag	has	vanished…
	 	 now	raises
	 	 a	clenched	fist

	 	 if
	 	 every	car-thief
	 	 scamps
	 	 in	Stranger	Things

grassroots
cranberry	stained	fingers
these	pilgrims
you	treat	with

‘proud	to	see	in	uniform…’
ministry’s	heavy	hand
blots	teleplay

void	in	the	turkey
that	can’t	be	filled
reparations

they	sleep
on	the	mass	graves
lulled	by	tryptophan

Libertad
luck	be	a	lady
tonight

thanksgiving
bells	accelerate
utilitarian	envies
deontologist

incumbent
get	to	the	point	quickly
bayoneting

mycorrhiza
every	interaction’s
outreach

You	and	what	army?
...Stalin’s	predominantly
as	I	recall

been	in	this	house	before
at	other	times
the	set	for	pornos

solidarity
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A i m é e  E i c h e r

as you depart
take	my	words	with	you
let	their	sour	simmer	on	your	tongue

let	the	pigments	of	my	mind
stain	your	fingers

do	not	wear	gloves
get	your	hands	dirty

sink	them	into	my	soil	and	let	the
worms	wriggle	across	the	rivers	on	your	palm

watch	the	flower	petals	blossom	from	their	backs
watch	their	watercolor	flutter	with	the	wind

let	your	sins	sink	into	their	wings
let	my	rain	massage	the	knots	in	your	throat

grip	my	heart	in	your	palm
let	your	sundry	dreams	seep	into	each	pulse

let	it	dwell	among	the	spines	on	your	bookshelf
let	it	whisper	each	word	of	your	chapter

let	its	identity	slip	your	mind
but	not	its	presence

insomniac’s serenity
the	hours	unravel	from	their	ball	of	yarn,
slipping	through	my	fingers,	and
the	fuzzy	numbers	on	the	clock
don	their	disguises.
two	morphs	into	five,
six	and	nine	become	one.
and	within	a

moment
the	sun	evicts	the	moon
from	its	celestial	abode.
its	light	wanders	through	my	window	and
pounces	onto	my	bloodshot	eyes	and,
with	its	marigold	madrigal,
calls	me	to	wake.

although	I	have	not	slept,
my	mind	has	melted	into	the
depths	of	the	ocean.
the	stirring	sun	is	my	submarine,
my	salvation	from	the	whale’s	mouth.
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A i m é e  E i c h e r
side effects

Decreased	appetite	/	dry	mouth	/	feelings	of	inadequacy
	 prodding	with	their	thumbs	/	wisps	of	thought	escaping	via
the	tongue	/	eyes	spilling	Elmer’s	glue	onto	the	phone	screen	/	blood
	 pooling	in	the	valleys	of	moonlit	days	/	penning	love	letters	to
the	moon	as	its	eye	peers	down	/	deconstructing	love	into	the	letters	of
	 a	sick	child’s	canned	soup	/	piloerection	(goosebumps)	/
inspecting	every	inch	of	self	with	a	microscope	/	letting	the	shower’s	hot	spit
	 settle	onto	the	skin	/	shaky	hands
smearing	the	blue-black	ink	across	a	paper	face	/	draping	a	scarf	over
	 the	welts	that	wail	in	July	/	arms	of	a	maple	tree
grasping	from	the	skull	/	leaves	losing	grip	and	wasting	away	with
	 drooping	eyelids	/	gum	stuck	between	both	eyes	/	mother	spider
spinning	her	web	with	stolen	memories	/	tears	of	honey-sweet	milk
	 tripping	over	themselves	/	breath’s	continuous	breastfeeding	from	the	lungs	/
death	/	a	caterpillar	crawling	back	into	its	nostril	/
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M a m t a  W a t h a r e

Underwater
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A m a n  M a n g h a
Unearthly	gazes	in	powder	rooms,	chardonnays	for	the	acting	the	pre-
tence.	All	their	malarkey	and	facades,	a	boring	amusement	mastered	
long	ago.	Expressions	conceal	the	tsunami	brewing,	but	there	is	no	
cure	for	keenness.

“Time	decays	bodies	but	souls	none”

6
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C h r i s t i n a
C h i n  /

U c h e c h u k w u
O n y e d i k a m

twists
of	a	flint	
an	electric	dark
bending	thoughts
towards	the	divine

late	return
of	her	smile
frozen	awaiting
what	thoughts	pass
through	her	head

windsurfing	
before	the	see
rolling	out	the	boat
to	a	free	sail
monsoon	wind
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A	veritable	sloshing
Like	a	train	a’commming	in
Some	bellies	up	some	bellies	down
A	slipstream	of	cortisol	
A	smokescreen	of	cortisol
A	cortisolic	orchestra!
They	hand	it	the	knife
If	they	still	it	aims	the	tip
At	the	urogenital	papilla
And	runs	it	allllll	the	way	to	the	jaw
If	they	move
It	gives	it	a	WHACK
They	keep	coming

Later	on	it	sits	around	the	fire
The	laughs	cigars	and	whiskey
The	Cat	Stevens	on	the	radio
It	flicks	off	the	scales	with	its	knife
They	as	big	as	dinner	plates
Caught	in	its	teeth	its	hair
Big	as	flying	saucers	as	Frisbees	as	kaleidoscope
It	flicks	off	the	scales
Til	it	blocks	out	the	sun	and	moon
Til	it’s	all	it	can	see
Til	all	it	can	hear	is	the	maddening	maddening	song
Til	all	he	can	smell	is	remorse

ike jime

A n t h o n y  S p o s a t o

Green	vile	vomitus
Out	the	trapdoor	esophageal	sphincter
But	this	ain’t	no
Ayuhuasca	ceremony	hombŕe
It’s	but	parasympathetic	aqueduct
In	the	front	seat	of	a	Hyundai
A	glassy	eyed	rapscallion
A	starry	eyed	reptilian
Spewing	up	his	lime	green	guts
Sorry	his	vomitus
Sorry	his	emesis
It’s	fun	and	games	now
But	when’s	it	all	end?
When	the	crazy	stops?
When	the	wheels	fall	off?
After	it’s	taken	all	of	us?

green

What’s	scarier	than	a	deep	black	pickup
Barreling	down	the	street	better	off	on	its	own	accord
With	limp	wrists	atop	hands	so	coarse
With	a	newfound	lisp	and	eyes	glazed	lids	booze	drawn
What’s	scarier,	heart	bumpthumping,	as	you	reach	the	point	of	no	return
When	the	man	whose	arms	so	strong	carried
Now	so	ready	to	carry	you	listless	right	to	death’s	door?
His	rancid	breath	said,	you’re	a	man	now
And	who	was	I	to	disagree
Because	when	we	finally	parked	the	truck
Our	specters	looming	at	every	tree	and	house	along	the	way
It	was	me	who	took	his	keys
Into	my	hands	so	soft
It	was	me	who	took	him	in
Made	him	take	his	shoes	off	at	the	door
It	was	me	who	tucked	him	in
Me	who	watched	him	sleep
Chest	rising,	chest	falling
Me	who	took	my	life	into	my	hands	so	soft
It	was	me
Me

egocentrism
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birds of a feather flock together
Bianca	aligned	crooked	picture	frames,	placed	doilies	beneath	crystal	vases,	and	scrubbed	away	
encrusted	soap	from	the	bathroom.	Her	mother	would	arrive	at	10.00	a.m.	The	guests	at	11.00.	

Two	men	wheeled	the	coffin	into	the	lounge	room.	Bianca	walked	past	her	mother	nestled	cosily	
in	beige	velour.	Bianca	studied	the	carpet	fibers,	at	the	specks	of	dust	freckling	the	TV	screen	
but	settled	her	gaze	upon	the	withered	leaves	lining	the	sill.	Symmetry,	spick-and-span,	and	
sweeping	dead	matter	replaced	rule-book	manifestations	of	grief.	

At	11.00,	ravens	hopped	into	the	dead	woman’s	bedroom.	Laying	their	black	claw-knitted	shawls	
and	1960	clutch	bags—hanging	from	their	beaks	like	storks	delivering	101	ways	to	perform	sor-
row	and	instructions	on	how	to	fly	forward,	backward,	up	and	down—upon	the	heavily	embroi-
dered	bedcover.	Ravens	transformed	into	harmless	hummingbirds,	hovering	over	the	mahogany	
Bordeaux	coffin.	

The	priest’s	entry	failed	to	break	the	bird	scene.

Bianca’s	eyelids	moved	rapidly.	She	rubbed	her	eyes,	smudging	mascara	on	her	hands.	

Black	plumage	returned.	Signs	of	the	cross	followed	a	chorus	of	feigned	cries.	The	performance	
ended,	and	the	winged	artists	launched	into	the	kitchen,	ravenous.	The	guests	pecked	at	the	
sandwiches	but	shook	their	heads	in	sheer	horror.	

“Darn	it,	I	forgot	to	take	out	the	butter.”	Bianca	made	a	beeline	for	the	bathroom,	muffling	her	
fits	of	laughter.	

I s a b e l l e  B . L .
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Screams of
Unfettered Minds

Mercy	me	and	mercy	you
How	did	we	succumb	to	fools
Willful,	blind	obedient	tools
For	agendas	foul	and	cruel

What	will	be	when	we	awake
And	realise	our	plight	and	fate
Will	we	recognise	the	snake
Or	look	away	for	sanity’s	sake?

Will	it	be	too	late	to	rise
To	fight	against	our	planned	demise
Or	will	we	stand	in	stunned	surprise
Then	rush	for	any	compromise?

Will	our	righteous	anger	fuel
A	fitting	end	for	those	who	knew
Or	will	we	meekly	say	‘we’re	screwed’
Mercy	me	and	mercy	you	

mercy me and mercy you

I	know	I	said	‘I	love	you’	and	I	did	at	the	time
Living	in	the	moment,	it	just	felt	right
It	wasn’t	a	lie,	this	isn’t	goodbye
Just	my	heart	doesn’t	skip,	when	you’re	in	my	sight

Is	it	love	that	I’m	feeling?	I’m	just	not	sure
Undeniable	guilt,	thinking,	maybe	there’s	more?
Don’t	look	like	that,	please	don’t	be	sad
I	just	can’t	take	it,	my	soul	is	torn

Does	that	make	me	bad	for	telling	the	truth?
Being	honest	while	tightening	the	noose
You	heart	you	gave,	I’m	trying	to	save
From	the	broken	soul	who	turns	to	booze

I	adore	you	more	than	you’ll	ever	know
I	feel	deeper	than	I’ll	ever	show
It’s	me,	not	you,	trust	me	you’ll	lose
It	simply	won’t	end	well	being	my	beau

I’m	doing	you	a	favour,	you	don’t	love	me
In	a	few	months	you’ll	be	able	to	see
Let’s	end	on	a	high,	for	both	you	and	I
It’s	better	for	you	if	I	simply	leave.

it’s better this way

DON’T	TALK,	JUST	ACT
Apply	the	walk,	don’t	be	a	dork
Put	together	you’ll	survive	any	weather
Or	you	will	fail,	and	that’s	a	fact

DON’T	SAY,	JUST	SHOW
Words	are	lost	without	a	physical	cost
Put	together	they	give	you	pleasure
Or,	in	the	end,	you	will	offend

DON’T	PROMISE,	JUST	PROVE
Break	it	and	its	bad	luck	for	you
Put	together	the	curse	is	removed
Your	oaths	only	as	good	as	your	next	move

And	thus	the	primate	did	espouse
Pearls	of	wisdom	for	homosapien	ears
Observing	each	other,	mindful	of	flying	poo
You	too	can	be	a	wise	chimp,	in	this	zoo

monkey speak
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We	don’t	leave	home	much	these	days
	 too	dangerous	with	the	turtle	shells
	 	 falling	from	the	sky
	 	 	 leaving	behind	explosions	of	sun
that	tan	our	skin	to	the	bones

And	we	don’t	much	like	the	noise
	 from	the	great	metal	elephants
	 	 stomping	through	our	yard
	 	 	 and	crushing	the	garden	
beneath	their	rubber	feet

Nor	do	we	care	for	the	weather
	 hot	and	wicked	air
	 	 with	clouds	so	dense	you	can	grab	them
	 	 	 but	you	wouldn’t	dare
because	they	make	it	hard	to	breathe

Hollow	bees	also	cause	problems
	 they	sting	the	soul	with	venomous	tips
	 	 and	are	so	fast	you	can’t	see	them
	 	 	 though	their	buzz	makes	you	aware
when	they	are	passing	by

Hawks	fly	overhead
searching	for	fresh	prey
	 they	strike	without	warning
	 	 even	when	they	aren’t	hungry
	 	 	 because	to	them	it’s	just	a	game

urban petting zoo
One	day	my	daughter	wanted	to	play
	 to	go	outside	in	the	rain
	 	 I	told	her	it	wasn’t	safe
	 	 	 and	she	should	stay	inside
to	hide	from	all	the	beasts

She	wouldn’t	listen	to	me
	 would	run	outside	to	dance
	 	 wanted	to	celebrate	the	fat	raindrops
	 	 	 to	feel	them	hit	her	young	skin
but	I	told	her	it	wasn’t	safe

We	had	stayed	inside	for	a	month
	 hiding	in	our	cave
	 	 where	no	beasts	could	reach	us
	 	 	 they	wouldn’t	even	think	to	look
in	a	place	so	sad	and	empty

Yet	my	daughter	wanted	to	dance
	 and	play	outside	for	one	day
	 	 to	feel	alive	for	once
	 	 	 in	her	young,	young	life
and	I	understood	and	said	okay

“Just	a	minute,	no	more,
	 and	dance	with	joy,	
	 	 like	a	flower	soaking	up	the	rain”
	 	 	 and	she	did
but	the	hawks	were	hungry	that	day

C a l e b  J a m e s  K .
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You	say	you’re	not	beautiful
	 a	beautiful	lie
You	hate	your	crooked	smile
	 a	tease	of	symmetry’s	myth
Your	buttermilk	skin	sours	your	mood
	 a	taste	to	savor
You	obsess	about	your	weight
	 a	number	with	little	meaning
You	constantly	change	your	hair	color
	 a	distraction	from	everything	else
You	detest	the	mirror	but	can’t	stay	away
	 a	reflection	of	faults	individually	crafted
You	wish	you	were	different
	 a	carbon	copy	of	a	secret
You	want	to	look	like	pictures	
	 a	mirage	that	doesn’t	exist
You	cry	at	night
	 a	model	customer
You	shop	for	extravagance	
	 a	subject	of	Victoria	
You	want	to	look	elegant
	 a	false	sense	of	pride
You	spend	all	your	money
	 a	perfect	trick
You	look	into	the	mirror
	 a	tear	creeps	down
You	feel	no	better
	 a	rueful	existence
You	look	through	rusted	truths
	 a	set	of	eyes	to	deceive
You	need	only	see	the	world	through
	 a	view	that’s	not	your	own
You	say	you’re	not	beautiful
	 a	beautiful	lie

see yourself

C a l e b  J a m e s  K .
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M a m t a  W a t h a r e

Grandma	Moon	
You	left	too	soon	

And	the	skies	have	been	falling	softly
In	little	pieces,	since	

I	have	watched	the	stars	
For	a	single	twitch	
A	turn,	a	murmur	of		you	

And	I’ve	heard	
I’ve	heard
Inside	my	inside	ears	

I’ve	heard	you	say,
‘I	never	left’

But	my	heart,	Grandma	Moon	
Has	melted	into	a	cold	winter	noon
And	the	skies	have	turned	silent

grandma

Winter	seeps	into	my	bones	
As	if	a	blossom	rose	with	thorns	inside	
The	sun	seems	far	
It	has	seemed	so	for	a	while	
You	and	I	have	a	long	way	to	go,	more	than	a	million	miles	

We	are	born	of	a	warm	soil
Where	hearts	often	turn	cold	
Love	is	nothing,	if	not	bold
It	kept	us	warm	in	the	middle	of	a	rife	

The	blossom	rose	has	bloomed	this	winter	
That	should	tell	us	everything	
About	love	and	about	life

winter
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mental	health	and	coming	of	age.	She	is	on	Twitter	@aimeeeicherr.	 	

Elise	Forslund	(they/she)	is	a	queer	writer	from	Georgia	who	finds	par-
ticular	joy	in	folklore,	history,	and	esoteric	metaphors.	They	frequently	
write	about	mental	illness,	discordant	familial	relationships,	and	queer-
ness.	You	can	find	Elise	on	twitter	@elise_forslund.

Howie	Good’s	latest	poetry	books	are	The	Horse	Were	Beautiful,	available	
from	Grey	Book	Press,	and	Swimming	in	Oblivion:	New	and	Selected	Po-
ems	from	Redhawk	Publications.	

Caleb	James	K.	hails	from	Washington,	Pennsylvania	where	he	lives	with	
his	amazing	wife,	fearless	husky,	and	two	cats.	A	former	freelance	writer,	
Caleb	recently	switched	his	focus	to	writing	fiction	and	is	currently	work-
ing	on	his	first	novel.	You	can	follow	his	writing	journey	at	www.calebja-
mesk.com	or	on	Instagram	@calebjames1986.

Bryce	Johle	is	from	Williamsport,	PA	and	earned	a	B.A.	in	Professional	
Writing	from	Kutztown	University.	His	work	has	appeared,	or	will	soon,	in	
Litbreak	Magazine,	Literary	Yard,	October	Hill	Magazine,	Ghost	City	Re-
view,	and	ArliJo,	among	others.	He	currently	lives	in	Pittsburgh,	PA	with	
his	wife	and	stepdaughter.	

Edward	Lee	is	an	artist	and	writer	from	Ireland.	His	paintings	and	photog-
raphy	have	been	exhibited	widely,	while	his	poetry,	short	stories,	non-fic-
tion	have	been	published	in	magazines	in	Ireland,	England	and	America,	
including	The	Stinging	Fly,	Skylight	47,	Acumen	and	Smiths	Knoll.		He	is	
currently	working	on	two	photography	collections:	‘Lying	Down	With	The	
Dead’	and	‘There	Is	A	Beauty	In	Broken	Things’.	He	also	makes	musical	
noise	under	the	names	Ayahuasca	Collective,	Orson	Carroll,	Lego	Figures	
Fighting,	and	Pale	Blond	Boy.	His	blog/website	can	be	found	at	https://
edwardmlee.wordpress.com
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Rose	Malana	(she/her)	is	a	registered	nurse	working	in	mental	health.	She	
enjoys	writing,	eating	cheesy	foods,	and	a	loving,	mutually-antagonistic	
relationship	with	her	rescue	beagles,	Cherry	and	Addi.

Aman	Mangha	is	a	writer	from	New	Delhi,	who	studied	in	Italy	thanks	to	a	
scholarship	from	the	Italian	government.	He	is	currently	working	on	his	
debut	book.	Twitter:		https://twitter.com/amanmangha

Ivan	de	Monbrison	is	a	schizoid	writer	from	France	born	in	1969	and	af-
fected	by	various	types	of	mental	disorders,	he	has	published	some	poems	
in	the	past,	he’s	mostly	an	autodidact.

E.	J.	Nash	is	an	Ottawa-based	writer.	Previous	work	can	be	found	in	The	
Globe	and	Mail,	Nature	Futures,	PACE	Magazine,	The	First	Line,	Idle	Ink,	
and	elsewhere.	She	can	be	reached	on	Twitter	@Nash_EJ	or	at	ejnash-
writes.com.	

Uchechukwu	Onyedikam	(aka	mystic	poet)	is	a	creative	artist	based	in	La-
gos,	Nigeria.	He’s	been	published	in	Amsterdam	Quarterly,	Don’t	Submit,	
Hood	Communist,	Brittle	Paper,	Lothlorien	Poetry	Journal,	Poetic	Africa,	
and	more.	With	regards	to	the	intense	passion	he	nurtures	for	poetry,	he’s	
open	to	work	with	other	creatives	from	around	the	world.	He	looks	for-
ward	to	exploring	all	of	humanity	with	words	in	a	world	where	everyone	
else	is	hurting	from	bombs	and	guns.	His	spoken	word	poem,	‘Ten	Years’,	
is	on	YouTube	at	https://youtu.be/rXxmuJseh8w

Anthony	Sposato	is	a	medical	student	at	the	University	of	Connecticut,	
applying	into	radiology.	Despite	his	busy	schedule	he	remains	an	avid	
reader	and	writer	and	participant	in	life.

Anam	Tariq	is	a	poet,	writer	and	book	reviewer	from	India	with	an	MA	in	
English	and	a	poetry	collection	A	Leaf	upon	a	Book	(Leadstart,	2022)	to	her	
name.	She	is	currently	running	The	Wordsridge	Newsletter	on	Substack	and	
is	a	writer	at	Writers’	Cafeteria.	Anam’s	poems	appear	in	several	lit.	mags	
and	anthologies	such	as	The	Punch	Magazine,	New	Reader	Magazine,	Live-
Wire,	Lived	Collective,	Spill	Words	and	others.	You	can	know	more	about	
her	at	www.anamtariq.in	or	find	her	@anam.tariq_	(Instagram).
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Salem	void	is	a	man	shaped	biomechanical	bear	who	can	be	“found”	in	the	
swamplands	of	Virginia	writing	surrealist	horror	&	weird	dark	fiction.	He	
hopes	his	writing	can	be	both	the	salt	and	salve	on	your	wounds.	Twitter	
and	Instagram:	@thewarmvoid	|	Substack:	thewarmvoid.substack.com

SOUM	(Screams	of	Unfettered	Minds)	is	a	newly-formed	trio	of	females	
whose	poems	lean	towards	the	darker	aspects	of	life	through	a	lifetime	of	
shadow-work.	They	describe	their	style	as	raw,	unapologetic,	unfiltered,	
punching	straight	from	the	heart.		SOUM	are	advocates	of	bringing	aware-
ness	to	mental	health	and	social	issues.	They	recently	had	a	piece	accept-
ed	by	Anti-Heroin	Chic	magazine.
Social	Links:	Twitter,	@SOUMpoets	|	webpage:	www.unfetterednfts.com

Mamta	Wathare	is	a	writer,	poet	and	visual	artist.	She	is	inspired	by	the	
subtle	dimensions	of	life.	As	a	poet	and	storyteller,	she	engages	in	the	
natural	flow	of	creativity	where	the	process	allows	her	to	look	beyond	
pain	and	struggle.	Abstract	art	for	her	is	the	space	where	even	poetry	
cannot	reach.	She	enjoys	observing	the	geometry	that	forms	around	and	
understand	deeply	how	it	flows.	Her	interest	is	in	working	with	mixed	
media,	charcoal	and	digital	mediums.	Mamta	is	a	cross	between	several	
spiritual	traditions	and	it	reflects	in	her	words	and	art.	Instagram	-	@
sufimysticart	|	Words	published	-	Jade	Plant	Project,	Allpoetry.com,		Huff-
ington	Post	India,	Femina	India	and	others	|	Art	collection	titled	Tribe	
available	at	G	Art	Gallery
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