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Dear Poets and Writers,  
 
This special edition of River Poets Journal was 
conceived during a late night conversation 
with a friend, who asked if I had a favorite 
poem? 
 
I replied I had a poem that was selected by 
many others. It in effect travels the internet 
each autumn, appearing sometimes in the 
most unlikely places. Itôs fascinating to follow 
it over the years.  
 
After my friend left, I thought about what 
marks a poem as a signature poem, the poem 
that is most indicative of a poetôs style, and 
their inspiration for writing poetry. Over the 
next few days I read through my collection of 
poems written over the years, and got it down 
to three poems. Each poem had a common 
thread, an existentialism, as well as my own 
writing style.  I finally settled on one.  
 
Though other poems of mine have been 
published, and this poem may only be 
published in this journal, it is my signature 
poem in so many ways, most of all as a human 
being learning to survive as best I can in a 
mysterious  universe.  
 
Each of the poems in this anthology of forty -
five poets along with their reason for selecting 
it, provides a glimpse into the poetôs life, and 
their unique view of their world.  
 
I hope you enjoy the reading as much as I 
have. 
                                       Judith Lawrence, editor  

 Upcoming Publications in  2016  

 

Spring/Summer Edition  
Scheduled for September Publication 

  

River Poets Journal retains one time rights to 
publish your work online and in print. All future 
rights are retained by the author.  
 
We ask if your work published by River Poets 
Journal will be re -published by other 
publications, that an acknowledgement is 
credited to the first publication, such as, 
"previously published by River Poets Journal, 
plus month/year.ò  
 
Although River Poets Journal prefers first time 
submissions, previously published exceptional 
work is accepted with a note indicating previous 
publication.  
 
Simultaneous submission work is accepted. We 
ask that the author notifies us as soon as they are 
accepted by another literary site or publication.  
 
River Poets Journal publishes three large issues 
a year, a Special Themed issue in the first 
quarter, a Spring/Summer issue during late 
Summer, and an Autumn/Winter issue towards 
the end of the year. 
 
Artists or Photographers - please submit themed 
samples of your work.  
 
Submissions are open year round for the Spring/
Summer and the Autumn/Winter open themed 
issues.  
 
Please provide a short bio of 2 -5 lines with your 
submission. Either a personal bio, current list of 
publications, or combo will do.  
 
Column space always presents a problem when 
formatting a poem in a journal. Please refrain 
from mixing long lines in an otherwise short or 
average line length poem in your submission. 
Although it might be an excellent poem, it may 
prevent publication due to space allowance.  
 

  

Please Note  Editorial  
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River Poets Journal Submission Guidelines  

River Poets Journal Accepts:  
 
¶ New and Established Writers  
¶ Poetry  -  3 to 6 poems - please include your name on each poem submitted. 
¶ Short Stories - under 5,000 words  
¶ Flash Fiction - under 3,000 words  
¶ Essays  -  under 500 words  
¶ Short Memoir  -  under 1,000 words 
¶ Excerpts from novels that can stand on their own  - under 3,000 words preferred  
¶ Art (illustrations and paintings) or Photography  
¶ A short bio of 2 - 5 lines 
¶ Simultaneous and previously published ñexceptionalò poems are accepted as long as we know 

where poems are being considered or have appeared.  
 

We prefer:  

¶ Work that inspires, excites, feeds the imagination, rich in imagery; work that is memorable.  
¶ Work that is submitted in the body of an email or as a word attachment, but will accept work 

through snail mail if the writer does not use a computer. Unselected snail mail submissions are 
returned if the author requests and SASE is provided with sufficient postage. 

¶ When submitting work, please provide a short bio of 3-4 lines.  Listing all your published work is 
not required.  If not previously published, write something about your life you would like the 
readers to know.         

¶ Previously being published is not a requirement for publication in our Journal.  We love new 
writers with great potential.  

¶ Send work in simple format, Times New Roman, Arial, Georgia 12 pt font, single spaced. 
¶ Please note long line poems  may need editing to fit constraints of formatting. 
 
We do not accept:  
 
¶ Unsolicited reviews 
¶ Pornographic and blatantly vulgar language 
¶ Clichéd or over-sentimental poems or stories   
 
Response time is:  
 
3 to 6 months depending on time of year work is submitted.  All submissions are thoroughly read.  
 
River Poets Journal Print Editions:  
 
$20.00 per issue plus media postage cost.  Note: International shipping cost varies. For ordering 
multiple copies, please email me for exact cost to avoid overpaying postage. Payment accepted 
through Paypal, Money Order or Check.  Please do not send cash.  Delivery of printed copies ordered 
take 4-6 weeks  due to response time of orders placed,  and  fitting into the Print Shop schedule. 
 
Contributor Copies:  River Poets Journal issues are free in PDF format online for easy access.  We 
do not offer free contributor print copies with the exception of the featured poet, and featured artist/
photographer, as the printing cost would be too prohibitive for a small press.   
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Poetry  

Why I Wonôt 
 
I am a poet, but donôt ask me to slam. 
 
I spent the first half of my life listening,  
and Iôm testing out a voice  
for the second half. 
My voice has surfaced  
like bruised fruit, stewed long enough.  
My voice is unexpected and thrilling,  
but still unfamiliar to me, of all people. 
My words are gay and newly emerged from the closet, 
full of righteousness and fear, 
angst and relief. 
They are the frailest of tendrils,  
rising from concrete and 
straining towards the sun.  
I have no intention of hurling my words  
against the wall of yours  
to see what sticks. 
 
My words are saving my life. 
 
I am a poet, but 
I am also a lioness guarding her cubs. 
I could kill you on sight.  
 
Donôt ask me to slam. 
 
                               ©Susan Mahan, September 1999   
 

(Previously published in Riveter Review - 12/2013) 

 
 

Twilight  
 
Twilight slants a creamy pink  
against the old house, 
the way colors fade at sunset. 
The evening almost over 
leaves us wantingð 
a restlessness, 
the day somehow unfinished. 
 
We pour another glass of red, 
wander through old roses, 
cast a pebble in the pond, 
sit, our backs against the iron bench, 
watch the road for company. 
 
We could, like our parents 
boil water, sip Sanka, 
head upstairs early. 
I could mend a sock, turn a hem 
while we listen to the newsð  
tomorrowôs weather, 
next fallôs election. 
 
How lovely you are tonight  
still slim and straight, my boy.  
Strands of white appear 
as I run my fingers 
through your thinning hair,  
silvery in the shadows. 
 
The air is cooler now, 
your arm around me, firm.  
We turnðfix our eyes, 
our steps slow and measured. 
A nighthawk passes, circles. 
 
                         © Sharon Lask Munson 
 
 
(Previously published in Stillness Settles Down the 
Road, Uttered Chaos Press, 2010)  

The Songbird by Catrin Welz-Stein  
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Poetry  

That Day  
 
that day  
I woke up wanting to caress 
the face of things  
to whisper 
to live is enough 
 
that day 
I rode a fairground ride in celebration  
sky blue Denver tilting  
and a small boy by my side 
kissing the whirlwind with laughter  
 
that day 
I learned that scientists are working  
on a bomb that vaporizes 
human life on impact  
finding us by body heat 
leaving the more valuable things 
unharmed the buildings  
intact the roads the bridges 
 
not even in my dreams had I been 
this breathless against my will 
 
for whom  
will these bridges span? 
will the books then read themselves? 
for whom will roller coasters roll?  
 
that day 
I vowed to quick 
caress this sweet quick world 
without pity without promise  
but with a passion that  
 
even a single soldier rolling 
in the dirt of conflict would be more  
sacred than a bridge a drop of oil 
an ocean of democracy 
 
there will be no more tears then 
quick now caress 
 
                   ©Beate Sigriddaughter  
 
(Previously published in  Le Nouveau Monde Vert (Summer 
2008)   

 

Drive -Thru Poetry  
 
In writing about nothing,  
I write about everything.  
I am not peculiar in this;  
poets do it all the time. 
 
Form throws me; I flounder  
in rhythm and rhyme,  
and donôt speak of caesuras 
or sonnets; I know no art.  
 
Poems are not written 
but recoveredðare not read 
but recognizedðbut this  
has all been said before. 
 
What is written  
is not as important  
as what is left blank. 
MTV zen: 4000  
deep thoughts 
flickering per second.  
 
                                     ©Steve Werkmeister  
 
 
Your Spirit is a Shadow  
 
Your spirit is a shadow 
lingering  
made of light 
 
Your spirit is a shadow 
growing longer  
into night  
 
Your spirit is a shadow 
none can capture 
all can see 
 
Your spirit is a shadow 
set free 
 
                                    ©Joe Cottonwood  
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Poetry  

Seasons of the Mind  
 
A smile searching for a smile- an ovum awaiting 
pregnancy- a looking down to find green rising up  
everywhere. A sense that time is on your side now. 
Hope in the heart of the young-everyone is young. 
 
Backs to hammocks, faces to the sun-summer is a 
promise of long, lighted days-of nights made soft 
by the warmth of hand holding hand and moonlit  
eyes. Summer is the promise kept, a promise kept. 
 
Oh, but autumn is a halved pleasure. At first the  
smell of school books and crisp, clean air bathing 
lungs. Then a preview of the long days end in the 
hurrying night. First the scent of freedom and then  
of confinement.  
 
And now the mind is cold with days and Death 
whispers ñI am near.ò But somewhere in that mind 
a blanket of pure, bright Snowlight winks, winks  
at imagined sins and dreams once again of Springôs 
Eternal Smile. 
 
                                                       ©Frank Cavano 
 
(Previously published by vox poetica)  

 
Attempted Dialogue With Cicadas  
 
Flinging this voice up  
is futile   Iôll never find them 
singing in the tree tops 
They seem to be everywhere like stars 
but I am defeated 
for there may be  just  two or three 
each with single notes 
pitching me out of my frame  
into the skyôs dome 
and my voice will never discover 
what branches they call from 
thriving while I fail to reach them  
charging the air with their magical tremble  
thrilling the forest as they did  
when we were dream seeds 
 
                                               ©Roberta Gould  
 
(Published in her book of poems, Three Windows ) 

Sailing  
 for Joseph Conrad  
 
I have always taken 
the four a.m. watch: 
those three hours before dawn when, 
inhaling the moist sweetness  
of a new day, we awake 
and escape last nightôs darkness, 
 
leaving technology 
to experience 
quiet and primitive satisfaction.  
 
The ocean rushing underneath, 
its volume 
dependent upon current hull speed, 
spills a phosphorescent wake ð 
the only natural source of light  
besides the moon. 
 
Rolling up and down,  
swaying into balance 
on the balls of my feet while 
cradling the warmth  
of a mugôs contents. 
 
Soon 
an orange sliver appears 
and grows, as the sun 
finds the seam in the weld 
that fixes sea to sky. 
 
                                       © Bill Cushing  
 
 
 
 

Sailing by Catrin Welz -Stein  
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Poetry  

The Old Couple Flies in a Dream to the 
Still Red Desert  
 
We fell asleep holding hands that night,  
in bed, mind you, facing each other 
side by side, my right hand atop your right.  
That's how it was, make no mistake. 
With our sleep masks on, mine red, yours black, 
you, Liz, or Lizard, turned to Zorra;  
I, Ron, Gordo, Hombre Chiropteran  
(más loco que una cabra). *  
 
Off we flew into the dream ethereal, 
stars kissing, pulling at, our wind -stiff capes. 
Below, the soft red clay hacienda 
eroded brick by brick into red dust,  
which flew up into the twin chambers  
of our noses ð our nostrils ð four rooms, in all.  
Nothing was rent -, or otherwise, controlled,  
that night the world became a still red desert. 
 
(Gordo  = Fatso 
Hombre Chiropteran  = Bat Man 
más loco que una cabra = crazier than a goat) 
 
                                              ©Ron Singer   
 
(Previously published in New Works Review, 2008; poeme-
leon, 2014) 

I Felt You, before I Saw Youé 
 
éAnd, thus hadnôt need to  
gaze upon thaw-green,  
dance under red-breasted melody  
to know Lifeôd given chase  
after that which having embraced this old body,  
permits at last the touching of Hands,  
glimpsing of Lips  
what kneaded this vessel and filled its sails. 
 
For, sure as Springing sun, 
well-before being spied  
over melting mountain heights  
and endless-wave horizon, 
warmed the pre-dawn easterlies, 
unraveled the tatters  
of Deathôs Winter blanket  
on many a bright morning as thisé 
 
I felt You, before I saw You. 
 
                                          ©Ryan Frisinger  
 
 
The Night Speaks  
 
ñMy spirit is the cold effluvium 
Of endless introspection that decays 
under my pale light. Societal delirium  
moulds the gloom that my spirit shall allay  
 
O mortals, behold my lonesome, bright child!  
scarred and naked who roves my blackened frame 
Your ancestry that tells tales wise and wild 
bleeds as you play oblivionôs sylvan game 
 
As you catalyze your mortality 
I proudly stand as your symbolic tomb  
Shining bright as hopeôs deathly duality 
Your bliss and fears my barren child illumes 
 
Come forth O mortals! Embrace the dark 
Like I do at each departure of the warm light  
In its bowels roils the utopian spark  
May it absolve you of your greed-blighted plight!ò 
 
                                           ©Nilotpal Sarmah  
 

 
 

The Moon by Catrin Welz -Stein  
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Evensong  
 
Father, look at my ribs, 
how Iôve grown gaunt.  Love, 
smaller than gaps in this 
bone wicker, has disappeared, 
and night lies over stones 
Iôve cast back at my enemiesô 
ghosts. Father, veins of water 
Iôve witched werenôt there; 
divinersô rods deceived me. 
Scars and lesions now appear 
in the mirror. My body  
was burned in Calumet, 
shot in Leadville and Everett, 
was poisoned in Lake Charles. 
My body is legion, and I linger  
in vapors, unwritten quatrains,  
I linger, and labor in light  
that frays words on pages. 
 
Father, weôve grown frail 
together. I see you, squatting 
like a hobo, deep in the ailing 
forest, cold near a stick fire, 
a seeping spring where I once 
knew you by the cougarôs 
caterwaul that rolled down  
the ridge, by currents your earth 
once issued, clear and moving. 
My answer was to kill questions, 
draw wages, and to know the heart 
as a convict locked in a cage. 
I see my bereaved and wayworn 
face in yours, see us both 
as phantoms, shrouded by the lurid 
smoke rising from the lethal  
stacks in Akron. Father, kneel 
next to me. We are brothers. 
 
                                         ©Rob Whitbeck  
 
(Originally appeared in my second volume of poems, 
The Taproot Confessions, published by Pygmy Forest 
Press in 2003)  
 
 

 

Purple  
  -For my father  
 

At the planeôs porthole,  
purple trees patch work 
across the southern California 
landscape.  Almost perfect 
circles from above. 
 

I see Jacarandas only in May. 
My annual Orange County pilgrimage 
to my brotherôs house, pool, 
and wine cellars.  My first  
sunburn of the season. 
 

We are lucky, my brother and I, 
 to see each other twice a year.    
Our lives are more than  
seven years different.  Yet we  
like each other; we complement 
each other in song. 
 

This year luck ran contrary.   
Together at least once, twice 
a month, we met in pale, bitter  
hospitals, cloistering bedrooms   
and, finally, a funeral home. 
 

The purple I saw then was  
smudged circles under his eyes;  
deep nights of no sleep; dark  
clouds that dropped drizzle or snow 
through the too long winter.  
 

But now again it is the end  
of May. Iôve eaten grilled chicken, 
drank too many margaritas,  
hugged my brother more often 
and finally goodbye. 
 

Jacarandas fade and disappear 
as I settle back in my seat. 
There is something about that color, 
rare, found deep in rainbows, 
on the backs of royalty,  
gods even. 
                                     ©Karen Vande Bossche 

 

Poetry  
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Beach Philosophy  
  
We built our castle walls of sand 
adorned with sea grass 
twigs and shards of shells 
souvenirs of many journeys 
and gazed upon the distant stars 
on a blue velvet sky evening. 
  
Holding a handful of ocean 
we pondered  
were we discarded toys 
of an alien ship in passing 
or minute atom generated sparks 
burning brightly for a passage in time  
dimming to firefly lightéour youth gone 
poured too quickly through our fingers  
or did God really have a Master Plan?  
 
We bantered our existential questions 
over the drift of sand, breeze, and water. 
 
Deities for the moment  
we waited hushed and expectant 
for God in a chariot  
to blaze across the heavens 
the Mother ship to rescue  
or the atoms to re-connect.  
 
Mockingly the ocean waves crested 
spilled abruptly in our laps  
God stayed his elusive self 
the moon slid behind the clouds  
and no alien beckoned 
through the stretch of stars.  
 
Drunk on moonlight and wine,  
we toasted the vast galaxy 
for keeping its secrets 
suspended as we were 
dangling in the universe 
hungry for knowledge 
resigned to waiting out our lifetimes  
swathed only in the comfort of  
each otherôs weathered arms.  
 
               ©Judith A. Lawrence  

The Missing Force at 36 0  N Latitude,  
1070  57ô 30ò Longitude 
 
With the sun in its summer  
house, afternoon winds beat 
the sandôs message of heat. 
Clouds assemble to drum 
thunderstorms. But no rains come.  
 
Where snake should swallow lizard, 
eagle swallow snake, 
time swallowed whole 
the golden bird and its people 
because no rains came. 
 
The magnitude of their loss 
is the magnitude of their epic 
ancient civilization brought  
asunder by all the erosional 
forces you can name, except one. 
 
When no rains came after solstice  
morning upon solstice morning,  
endlessly rainless, the wind, worse  
than any desert wind Iôve imagine, 
a life-abrading wind, roared.  
 
Gravity toppled the Anasazi gods  
from atop their canyon temples.  
Great edifices of sandstone 
and great walls of rock and mortar 
baked and froze for silent ages, 
 
and tumbled into ruins ð 
Chaco without the force 
of water, 
Chaco becoming a message 
of the dust. 
 
                                           ©Karla Linn Merrifield  
 
(First appeared in Weber: The Contemporary West in 2012  
- reprinted in Lithic Scatter and Other Poems)  

 

Poetry  
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Postcard to Mom  
 
Just show me your palms: 
Iôd like to drink water  
From out of your  
Cupped hands. 
Let a drop of my tears  
Sink 
In the smallest of your palm  
Wrinkles.  
You fondled me a lot  
With your hands,  
You raised me up to heaven  
Not once, 
When the Earth rested against your feet,  
And clouds  
Covered up  
My infantile  
Face. 
 
The world happened to be  
Not so small  
As the log hut  
On a steep bank was, 
Where in a little window  
Celestial distance  
Would close up, 
And in the morning  
A rowan tree branch  
Knocked the windowpane. 
There is no more 
Little hut there,  
Iôve lost the key to its front door. 
Still I imagine Mom  
Lonely waiting  
For a postcard there, 
Fingering my playthings.  
 
                                   ©Valery Petrovskiy  
 
(Originally published in Contemporary Literary 
Review blog, India)  

Pearls  
 
In the nursing home cafeteria 
she wears her pearl necklace to breakfast 
her fingers caressing each gem 
like it was Aladdin's lamp  
and as each wish is granted 
she travels through time 
from pearl to pearl  
secretly opening doors to the past 
The staff physician blames her age 
falsely accusing longevity 
for suspending her belief in tomorrow  
and precluding any coherent 
interest in today  
But if only science understood 
she doesnôt simply 
recall and remember 
she returns 
 
to call out her loverôs name for the first time again 
to calm her newbornôs fear of the light 
her toddlerôs fear of the dark 
to caress her motherôs hand for the last time once more 
re-living moments that made a difference 
moments that prove to her heart she was there 
moments that ensure her humanity  
shining forever  
like pearls strung along the thread 
of her life-story 
                                                            ©Alan D. Harris  
 
(Published in Metric Conversions 2013, Pushcart Prize 
nomination)  

 
 
 

 

Poetry  

Portrait by Catrin Welz -Stein  
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Over -Inspiration  
 
Here it comes 
     again so soon 
 
Oh dear God no 
     oh yes 
     the moon 
 
Once more 
 
paged up and pulled 
another raised wolf whisker  
further and farther off  
course 
 
by the shadow call 
of its 8 billionth poem  
 
waning in  
a rising tide 
of deep reference 
 
on the bemused earth below 
 
                                 ©Mark van Gelder  
 
 

On that one -way trip to Mars  
  
If I didnôt have a bone disorder 
I would go to Mars 
and never come back. 
 
I would go to Mars, 
send an application to NASA, 
tell them my coding is so-so, 
Iôve never peered into a robotôs circuitry 
but Iôd like to learn how. 
  
I would go to Mars, 
someone who has to 
look and write and revise  
to understand. Someone who believes  
thereôs other life out there, 
not because of scientific proof  
or a god told me, but because I want  
humanity to feel less lonely. 
  
I would go to Mars and send back news  
of the Sols. Iôd create the first  
Martian newspaper, publish  
the first book of Martian poetry,  
paint the Martian soil with my words.  
 
I would go to Mars if I wasnôt too short  
for NASAôs height restrictions. 
Iôd tell them you can fit more short people 
into a rocket. Donôt worry  
about my bone deterioration rate,  
I had arthritis at 13. Walked like an old lady  
at 20. Itôd be nice to float  
and give my bones a break. 
 
I would go to Mars 
if I didnôt have bones  
clicking against each other, 
if I was a jellified blob. If the genetic  
letters within me  
didnôt spell out feeble, 
different, unfit for space travel.  
 
                                        ©Marlena Chertock  
 

 

Poetry  

The Man in the Moon by Catrin Welz -Stein  
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Ole Man Blank  
 
These soft pads I touch 
on the bottom of your curled up toes 
a fashion plate, they match your 
charcoal gray coat of fur that 
smells sweeter than oranges 
 
Once you fit in the palm of young Danôs hand 
the kitten no one wanted 
too scrawny  
with baby yellow eyes that 
opened for no one 
but my son, young man Dan 
 
How beautiful you grew 
you lovely duckling 
your still regal walk strutting through the dining room  
or curled up in a sunbeam that traveled a million miles  
to be with you 
 
Silken ears swivel at every sound 
remember how you purred on my chest 
when we were in love and lived together? 
 
Now, you donôt remember me, 
ole man Blank, 
you sleep the day long on their living room couch 
on the street with no sidewalks 
Your former mistress here? 
You donôt give a damn 
as I stroke your thin  
gray tail. 
 
Sleep is your ole manôs job and 
I, too, am getting old,  
newly collecting Social Security  
a harbinger of what comes next     
when I too shall lie sleeping 
with no cat or man beside me 
just disbelief that itôs true 
a racer nearing the finish line 
Let me walk in the sun.   
 
                                                     © Ruth Deming     
 

Dance  
  
An open heart 
folds and unfolds 
in the unseen rhythm 
of petals, 
a rhythm  
that transcends time, 
like waves 
sliding in and out  
over and over; 
the moonôs slivers swelling 
to wholeness 
again and again. 
  
The rose, invisible, 
seeding, sprouting, then 
shooting its glaring red  
stalk for all its worth  
to produce one fragile bud, 
and all the while 
green leaves everywhere sway 
and pelicans skim the sea. 
  
The dance of it, 
wild and still  
is always here.  
 
                         ©Maryann Russo  
 
White  
 
A Mediterranean snowfall  
coats an olive branch 
absorbing the splendor 
of a first touch.  
  
I stand facing you 
awed by the hush 
as feathers flutter  
to the brush of your voice. 
  
Your hand gently grazes my head 
and I am suspended in the wonder, 
momentarily believing  
snowflakes do not reach earth. 
 
                     ©Loukia M. Janavaras  
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Missing Boy  
   (New York, October, 2012) 
 
Cops are combing the boroughs,  
prowling sullen streets.  
They flash their brights, and radio  
a voice heôll know: Avonte, 
itôs Mom. Youôre safe.  
Run to the lights.  
 
Avonte Oquendo Perdido 
is like a phrase in Esperanto. 
His eyes, in the photo,  
are those of a faun 
that canôt explain, 
although it knows.  
 
The search is on for a gray and white 
shirt, black sneakers and jeans.  
Today, they question the rains, 
tomorrow, the snows. 
Months later, an answer 
roils the salt water. 
 
O river, rivero!  
 
                                            ©Sarah White  
 
(Published in the Oct. 2015 issue of the on-line journal, 
Verse-Virtual  ) 

 
 
Dusk in a Maine Winter  
 
Gray-blue sea and sky 
fog creeping over the dunes 
a blur of circular brightness  
hinting at the moon  
stately dark branches 
dusted with snow 
resting places 
for cawing crows 
As they take wing 
the cold chill of evening 
beckoning me home. 
 
                                            ©Jane Sloven 
 
 

#7  
 

Now, here 
Jokers, slight of pocket, embark quietly 
On any life of solitude followed-- 
Yet rarely led, to aim for fickle prosperity  
In the eyes of majesty & fiends who 
Endure in a golden age of coin versus providence 
 

Naturally, our veins open to accept all 
Objects, foreign & domestic, the nature of us 
To feel anything, now please, 
But to reject notions of pleasure  
Means a people decide the important, 
Inevitably failing to live and perish like Kings  
 

Weôre grotesque, 
Standing, waiting, by the foyer of youth 
Infatuation with the gold in our teeth,  
-chomp- piercing what tough men deem 
Leather skin tanned in the desert, 
Barren filled, labored thoughts of grandeur  
 

                                          ©Mike Freveletti  
 
 
Exodus  
 
And if ever you don't see 
Exodus,  
dig in the soil like a fruit  
worm 
and lift the stone of yourself  
heavier,  
to find a word  
harder than Maya.*  
 
And if you ever demand for more,  
dig the sky.  
 
                                     ©Bozhidar Pangelov 
 
(* Maya or Mƃyƃ (Sanskrit Öɟ×ɟ mƃyƃa[ü]) , a term found 

in Pali and Sanskrit literature, has multiple meanings and 
can be translated to mean something of an 'illusion' )  
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Meeting Mickey Rooney  
 
ñGood luck to ya,ò Mickey Rooney said in probably 
nineteen fifty five or fifty six, shaking hands with Wendell  
and I, two farm teens from Michigan who met him and his straight  
man, Joey Forman, one night somewhere near the donut 
stand at Buck Lake Ranch,  which was an outdoor entertainment 
park in northern Indiana.  
 
We must have seen them before the show started. They 
were doing some sort of corny comedy act on a large half circular 
outdoor stage. It must have been one of the low points of his career, 
somewhere in between his brilliant early movie run and his television  
and Broadway appearances and later movie roles. Of course, he 
could do everything, sing, dance and act. Comedy or drama, it didnôt 
matter to him. When we met him he was still full of that wonderful  
energy and talent. 
 
When we shook hands, I noticed that the top of his head  came up 
to my shoulders and that his handshake was strong 
and sincere. I donôt remember anything else he said, just that 
he wished us good luck that summer night on a midway street full 
of yellow lights.  
 
                                                                              ©Joseph Buehler  
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At Nine, This Is My Church  
 
Aunt Helenôs house smells like the end of summer: 
old wood and tobacco, dust and lilacs. 
Nearly noon and the butter -yellow walls  
of my auntôs kitchen glow with amaurotic sunlight,  
sharpening the gleam of anything in my squinted sight -line.  
 
From my motherôs lap, on the only chair that isnôt 
rigged with a broomstick planked with doughy strips  
of egg noodles in all stages of drying, 
I watch my aunt lean her heft  
over the doddering wood table, 
her body rocking the dough to submission: 
 
roll, roll, flour, fold --roll, roll, flour fold.  
Her wadded knuckles, bent against the butcher 
knife, slice out consistent thin ribbons,  
her plump hands so graceful and deliberate; 
 
each rolled slice unfurling to noodles and laid across 
the floured rack to dry. And their talk,  
murmured in unison with the knock of  
knife to wood, that rumbled intimacy that sisters have.  
 
She nods, lowers the first fist of noodles into  
the salted pot of water, nudging her wrist against  
her dark tousled hair, in her shortness of breath;  
asks if Iôm hungry yet. 
 
                                                     ©Lorraine Henrie Lins  
 
 

Open the Gate  
 
Soon, as is right 
Iôll watch you go 
And know 
That from pram to now  
I did the best I could  
To make you good 
And grow. 
 
And further then,  
Youôll be yourself 
Your confidence not lacking 
And requiring a lesser backing 
 
And then one day 
You may turn back 
And say 
That we understand 
All that came before 
And look upon it  
Kindly from afar.  
 
Open the gate S 
And off you go 
Excitement growing  
Up the track 
To other gates and other tracks 
Ones Iôll not point to 
But ones that will be found by you. 
 
                                 ©John Shand  
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