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PROSE7                   

N A N C Y  B R E W K A - C L A R K  

F r o m  t h e  L i t t l e  B o o k  o f  M y t h s :  
A d o n i s  

 Adonis was so beautiful that his own mother 

desired him. Fighting off women became his métier. 

But then he got fat, drank too much, and moved back 

home. Overjoyed, his mother removed all the mirrors 

and baked him whoopee pies every day. 

 

 

 



PROSE8                   

J O N  F A I N  

C h e f ’ s  T a b l e   

 That is the point, isn’t it? The old story, the 

defining difference between art and craft. Every 

instant of the great chef’s life comes to the table with 

each dish. That time his mother yelled at him for 

wetting the bed? That’s in there. Somewhere in the 

sauce. 



PROSE9                   

R O S A L I N D  G O L D S M I T H  

O f  T w o  M i n d s  

I have a friend who always tells me exactly what I 

want to hear. I would like to tell him I know he’s 

doing this, but I’m afraid that if I say anything, he 

will stop telling me exactly what I want to hear. 

 

 

 



 

M I M I  A Y E R S  

F l a g  D r a g o n f l y  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PROSE11                   

A U S T I N  H E N D R I C K S  

M y  F r i e n d s  

 I live with six ghosts. 

 All of their names start with the letter “J”: James, 

Jocelyn, Jill, Jonathan, Jose, and Johann. Johann is 

the favorite, but don’t tell Jocelyn; she’ll hide the 

forks for a week. 



PROSE12                   

A L I S O N  L O W E N S T E I N  

T r i c k  o r  T r e a t  

Despite living alone, the chocolate bar was hidden in 

the crisper underneath the fruit. 



PROSE13                   

N A N D I N I  M A H A R A J  

S c i e n c e  C l a s s  

 He says “yes” to being my lab partner. A fish 

dissection under fluorescent lights makes for an 

enchanted afternoon. Our scalpels touch. This must 

mean we’re married now.     



PROSE14                   

J E N N I F E R  M O O R E  

S e c o n d  T r i m e s t e r  

 Emma hated the changes pregnancy brought with 

it: the wings, the feathers, the large egg nestling 

between the sofa cushions. 

 

 



 

R E N É E  C O H E N  

S t i r r e d  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PROSE16                   

C O R E Y  P A J K A  

B a c k g r o u n d  

 He watched from his stoop as a young man with 

a smartphone at the end of a stick walked past, 

addressing an unseen audience.  

 “Did I just become a background actor in 

someone’s web series?” he wondered. 

 Somewhere in the soil, Zhuangzi struggled to 

comprehend.   



PROSE17                   

A N N A  P E R K I N S  

O d y s s e y s  

 Half of The Odyssey takes place at home. 

 

 



 

M A R T H A  E N G B E R  

C a s t o r  B e a n  T r e e  S e e d  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PROSE19                   

C H R I S  S O B C Z A K  

S u m m e r t i m e ,  L a k e s i d e  

 It’s all bronze bodies on towels in the grass. 

Then there’s me, the pig in a blanket. The sole, 

leftover hotdog. My sweat slick skin is an ant’s one 

stop shop for their picnic salts and grease. Everyone 

is kissing. I’m slapping bugs. 



PROSE20                   

S H A Y  W I L L S  

F o r  S a l e  

 1997 Red Mustang GT (dad’s mid-life car), five 

speed V-8 (flew attack helicopters in Vietnam, loved 

fast) convertible (under SoCal sunshine) new top 

(drunkenly crashed through garage door one 6 AM) 

fair condition interior (fumbled cigarettes) low 

mileage (neuropathy, suspended license) $2000 (half 

price, just take it!). 

 



PROSE21                   

E U G E N E  Y A K U B U  

M y  U n c l e  

 My uncle is in a catholic hospital dying. Cerebral 

meningitis—what we tell everyone. For lack of a 

more euphemistic word, we resolve to pick this 

among a list of other diseases. We don’t say it is 

HIV. We want friends to visit him on his sickbed. 

 

 

 



 

K R I S T I N  F A U S K E  

I n s e c t  o n  S h a s t a  D a i s y  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



TRANSLATION23                   

R O N Y  V Á S Q U E Z  G U E V A R A  

I l u m i n a c i ó n   

 Como todas las noches, Antonio y Morgana 

salieron a pasear. Mientras caminaban por la acera 

cogidos de la mano, un poste de luz interrumpió su 

camino; ella avanzó por la derecha y él por la 

izquierda. Luego de unos minutos, terminaron su 

relación. Habían sido iluminados. 



TRANSLATION24                   

T R A N S .  B Y  L A W R E N C E  S C H I M E L  

E n l i g h t e n m e n t  

 Like every night, Antonio y Morgana went out 

for a walk. As they walked along the sidewalk 

holding hands, a streetlight interrupted their path; 

she walked to the right of it and he to the left. After a 

few minutes, their relationship ended. They had been 

enlightened. 

 

 

 

 



INTERVIEW25                   

A L F R E D  N I C O L  

I n t e r v i e w :  
w i t h  R h i n a  P .  E s p a i l l a t  

Q: Whitman asked, “Do I contradict myself?” Do 

you? 

 

A: Everyone does, and so does reality. Poetry is the 

perfect way to reflect reality, because it can say 

opposing truths simultaneously. Those who love 

poetry learn that early, and choose poetry 

subconsciously, to tell the truth as we experience it. 

  



INTERVIEW26                   

J E N N I F E R  M A R T E L L I  

I n t e r v i e w :  
w i t h  K e v i n  M c C l e l l a n  

Q: “I was raised by canaries.” True? 

 

A: “Yes”, said the canary.  

 

Q: What is “the throat/of a poem”? 

 

A: Duende. 

 

Q: What lies beyond your line? 

 

A: Myself. The unknown. The past-reliant future. A 

boyfriend who may need to find me. 

 

Q: Poetry and film: sisters? 

 

A: Unidentical and fraternal, but twins nonetheless. 

 



 

M E L A N I E  F A I T H  

B . S .  G i l b e r t  B o t t l e  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



REVIEW28                   

B L A K E  C A M P B E L L  

B o o k  R e v i e w :  T h e  B l o o d  o f  S a n  
G e n n a r o / S c o t t  

H a r n e y / A r r o w s m i t h  
P r e s s / $ 2 0 . 0 0 / 7 4  p g s  

 “I love this life because there is no other,” Scott 

Harney writes in his first (and posthumous) book. 

For all their flirtation with transcendence, these 

luminous poems never relinquish their foothold on 

the physical world. Turning from them, “we can face 

/ the bright flat wash of just another day.” 

 

 

 



DRAMA29                   

J U S T I N  C H A T W I N  

R i n g  S h o p p i n g  

Jewelry shop. Afternoon.  

 

ANA 

  Something for your wife? 

ROB 

  No. 

ANA 

  Daughter?  

ROB 

  No. 

ANA 

  Girlfriend?  

ROB 

  (awkwardly) Um… 

  (Beat).  

ANA 

  What’s the occasion?  

  



DRAMA30                   

 

 

ROB 

  It’s…a… 

ANA 

  …Anniversary?  

ROB 

  No.  

ANA 

  Engagement? 

ROB 

  No.   

ANA 

  (frustrated) So, what’s the occasion?  

  (Beat) 

ROB 

  (brandishing revolver) It’s a robbery.  

  BLACKOUT 

 

 

 



DRAMA31                   

J E S S E  F O W L E R  

T h e  M i r r o r  S e l f :  A  P l a y  

ACT 1, SCENE 1 

 

Bar restroom. At sink with mirror. Dim. 

 

DRUNKARD:  Hey. 

REFLECTION:   … 

DRUNKARD: You solid? 

 

Fade to black. Curtain. 



DRAMA32                   

H A N K  K I M M E L  

W o r r y  A b o u t  I t  

SETTING: A kitchen. WIFE disinfects everything in 

sight, including Dog and HUSBAND who reads 

newspaper.   

 

HUSBAND 

Worrying about it won't resolve it!!! 

 

(A PUBLIC HEALTH OFFICIAL enters, carrying a 

sign that says "RESOLVED: YOUR WORRYING 

HELPED." He gives the WIFE a trophy, and exits. 

THE END.) 

 

 

 



 

S H A R O N  G A Y E N  

S a n s  E x t i n c t i o n ]  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



DRAMA34                   

G A R Y  K O P P E L  

H o p e  

Book store, autumn. 

 

ANNA 

Can you direct me to the ‘Self Help’ section? 

 

CLERK 

Well, that would defeat the purpose, now wouldn’t 

it? 

 

 



DRAMA35                   

K A T E  M C M O R R A N  

I  D o n ’ t  W a n t  T o  E n d  U p  A s  A  
D o u c h e b a g  C h a r a c t e r  I n  O n e  O f  

Y o u r  P l a y s :  A  P l a y  

Marie and Henry have just broken up. 

 

Henry: I just... don’t want to end up as a douchebag 

character in one of your plays. 

 

Marie looks out at the audience. 

 

END OF PLAY 

 

 

 



DRAMA36                   

T Y L E R  P O W E L L  

T o d a y  i n  C o v i d  

 I sterilize my mail. A little soggy and hard to 

read, but okay after getting out of five-day 

quarantine. Job interview on Zoom. Coat and tie. 

Told Fritz—my German shepherd, “No barking! 

Even if someone’s breaking into the house, just lick 

my leg.” No pants. 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY37                   

J E S S E  B A I R D  

M o l e c u l e s  

Have you seen my wife, 

whose molecules late disbanded, 

 

whose words flew into poems 

when she was sad, 

whose remembered words 

are still my brain's best atmosphere? 

Her prayers stood up for others. 

 

Has she still a voice 

or just whatever noise gold makes? 



POETRY38                   

Y U A N  C H A N G M I N G  

A n  O t h e r  C r e a t i o n  L i s t  

           —In this info-age, every posting is a 

new post of news. 

 

Day one: Wall Street Crash 

Day two: Wall Street Harsh 

Day three: Wall Street Chars 

  

Day four: Wall Street Cash 

Day five: Wall Street Rash 

Day six: Wall Street Ash 

  

Day seven: Blackout for e.rest 

 

 

 



 

M A H I M A  G I R I  

C a s h e w  B u t t e r f l y  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY40                   

R O G E R  L .  C O L L I N S  

W h a t  h a p p e n s  w h e n  a  n e u t r i n o  
c r o s s e s  t h e  E i n s t e i n - R o s e n  

B r i d g e ?  

Weightless subatomic sigh, 

Breathed into a black hole, 

Spiraling back through time— 

Destiny’s loophole. 

Because intrusion on the past,  

Transforms the present to perhaps.   

 

 

 

 



POETRY41                   

C A T H E R I N E  A .  C O U N D J E R I S  

A  T u e s d a y  T h a t  B e c a m e  a  
S u n d a y  

A Tuesday afternoon 

that became Sunday morning 

in the coffee shop 

over scones and latte 

with the shopkeeper 

next door, 

looking for his tabby 

snuggled in my lap. 

The park across the street 

is full of people, 

tearing off their clothes 

and lying down in pools of sunlight.  

 

 



POETRY42                   

D O M I N I C  D E A N G I O  

A  T r i k e  N o w  a  B i k e  

Front yard full of toys 

Outgrown, overgrown 

Kudzu tombs 

 



POETRY43                   

O L I V I A  D E L G A D O  

C o s t i l l a s / R i b s  

A cage behind which paces 

 

a lion, un tigre,  

a snapping, swamplandic, scaled 

alligator 

she slithers between bones 

my serpent, Black Mamba 

my Heart. 

 

 

 

 



 

K A T H L E E N  G U N T O N  

M a c r o l o p h u s  S p i d e r  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY45                   

W I N S T O N  D E R D E N  

K a r m i c  P h y s i c s  

Why does the p-b & j 

always land goo-side down? 

 

Gravity, mostly, 

but it could still mean 

 

the universe 

hates you. 

 



POETRY46                   

R . G .  E V A N S  

B e a u t y  

isn’t 
the rose 
 
it’s  
the thorn 
 
its kiss 
upon  
 
the  
fingertip  
 
the gift 
of one red  
 
drop  
that’s 
 
traveled  
through 
 
the  
heart  
 



POETRY47                   

J E S S E  F O W L E R  

[ B l a n k  V e r s e ]  

  

                        ,      .                       : 

        ,          ,                  ,            .           .  

                       (                     ).                           — 

               ,          .                          .                     . 

                       , “                                      ?” – 

“                                  ?” — “                           …” — 

 

 

 



POETRY48                   

R O B B I E  G A M B L E  

[ o n e  d r y  l e a f ]  

one dry leaf  

 

                        catching 

 

           branch  

                                    after branch 

 

                 as it falls 

 

 

 

 



 

D . W .  H I R S C H  

F o r t u n e  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY50                   

J A M E S  G I F F O R D  

S c a n s i o n  

Wrap tight your slight  

form on me, deaf 

to my want, like  

stone. Might I  

write no bawdy  

tome in tune to  

your taut form. 

 

For I’m taught with  

form in mind—but  

lessons lessen  

if you wrap warm  

and break the  

syncopations of  

sclerotic skin-song. 



POETRY51                   

H O W I E  G O O D   

T r a m a d o l  

The label very clearly states 

alcohol may intensify the effect. 

I wash the pills down with beer. 

Angels hoot all night in a tree outside  

the National Museum of Death. 

 



POETRY52                   

J O H N  G R E Y  

I n  a  T e x a s  B a r  

no masks 

 

drink up 

 

shout and laugh 

and spit and cough 

 

no one near 

gets out alive 

 

 

 



 

M A R O U N  R A C H E D  

A n t  F e a s t  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY54                   

P A U L E T T A  H A N S E L  

W h i l e  G o o g l i n g  A d r i e n n e  R i c h  
t h e  I n t e r n e t  G i v e s  M e  A d r i e n n e  

B a r b e a u ,  K n o w n  f o r  H e r  T w o  
E n o r m o u s  T a l e n t s  

“No one was even listening to me. 

They were just watching my breasts precede me.” 

 

 

 



POETRY55                   

M A R Y  A N N  H O N A K E R  

S e w i n g  C i r c l e  

He modded all his clothes: 

added leather, velvet, ornate buttons. 

He was handy with thread and needle. 

 

Imagine walking into The Pit 

to see him sitting back against 

Out of Town News 

 

surrounded by a group 

of gutter punks, all 

earnestly sewing. 

 



POETRY56                   

J . I .  K L E I N B E R G  

I t  t a k e s  c o u r a g e  

 



POETRY57                   

K A T E  L A D E W  

t e n n e s s e e  w i l l i a m s  c h o k e d  t o  
d e a t h  o n  a  p i l l  b o t t l e  t o p  

so just about anything can happen to anybody 

and when anything someday happens to us 

I want you to know 

of all the world's incomprehensibilities 

you were my favorite 

 



POETRY58                   

K .  T .  L A N D O N  

F e b r u a r y ,  2 : 0 0  A M  

The field of snow reveals the stars  

to themselves in the blue dark 

of late winter, while the trees,  

limned in ice, shimmer and dread  

the crack of spring. 

 



POETRY59                   

A N T H O N Y  L A W R E N C E  

I n t e l l e c t u a l  P r o p e r t y  

I swear I left the right  

hemisphere of my brain  

along with my pangolin  

scale cuff links  

& A Field Guide to Self- 

Illumination 

        on this table  

beside the folds & scars 

of Brontosaurus thighs 

on a Moreton Bay fig. 

Correction.  

        Self-Immolation. 

 

 

 



 

O O R M I L A  V I J A Y A K R I S H N A N  

P R A H L A D  

C h e r r y  D u s t i n g  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY61                   

T A I N  L E O N A R D - P E C K  

S o m e t h i n g ’ s  C o o k i n g  i n  O c e a n  
P a r k  

The free-for-all heated up. Cooking meat smells 

filled the oasis. Everywhere coals burned, a thousand 

crimson eyes in the darkness.  

 

On the Fourth, freedom is a burned hot dog, potato 

salad warming nearby, washed down by an ocean of 

hot spilt blood.  

 



POETRY62                   

A N N  M A T T H E W S  

A  G o o d  D a n c e  

She liked the shadow 

that her dessert fork 

made on her paper towel. 

 

She imagined 

that she was dancing 

in the negative space 

between the dark tines. 



POETRY63                   

A L E X  M A C C O N O C H I E  

D e a r  H o r o s c o p e  

Please, define soon 

 

 

 



 

P A G E  R H O D E S  

C a s i n o  M a g i c  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY65                   

E R M E L I N D A  M A K K I M A N E  

M o r n i n g  O f f e r i n g   

I sip coffee, 

the news spilling out. 

I cannot begin my day 

any different.  

Rain, shine or virus, 

the saili tree outside my window 

bends in exaggerated shame 

as the wind lifts her leafy skirts.  

 

 



POETRY66                   

R I C K  N E A L E  

t a x e s  p a y  t h e i r  s a l a r i e s  

today i bought 

a bag of crisps 

 

salt and vinegar flavoured 

with 10% vat 

i ate them with my wife 

watching Queen & Slim 

 

if things were fair i 

would have choked 

 



POETRY67                   

J E R R Y  R O B B I N S  

T h e  A l l i g a t o r  

Once there were some alligators 

Who loved to cook up fried potators 

No, I mean fried potatoes 

Cooked by hungry alligatoes 

 



POETRY68                   

P A U L  S Z L O S E K  

S u p p o s e  

Suppose Adam & Eve 
listened to the whispering 
 
of the apple, 
instead took a bite 
 
out of the serpent, 
and developed a taste 
 
for rattlesnake steaks, 
would we all still be 
 
luxuriating in Paradise, 
with nothing to dread 
 
except for ourselves 
being bitten by treacherous, 
 
venomous fruit? 
 
 
 



 

D E B O R A H  C H A V A  S I N G E R  

D a n g e r  B l o o m i n g  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



POETRY70                   

P E T E R  U R K O W I T Z  

M y  T i g e r  R o o m m a t e  

She moved in after she 

Was cut from the reality show 

Now she's going to auditions 

Reading scripts 

Waiting for a callback for the next big break  

She cleans up her dishes 

But that barasingha carcass in the freezer is 

Edging out all my otter pops 



POETRY71                   

E L I S A B E T H  W E I S S  

T h e  R e s u r r e c t i o n  

It’s not just the garden that regenerates in the spring 

It’s me, I unfasten and open, shedding layers  

of fleece like petals in the grass. 

My pores drown  

in sun.  



POETRY72                   

S A R A H  Y A S I N  

O n  t h e  L i b y a n  R e v o l u t i o n  

I can taste  

blood 

at the back 

of my mouth. 

 

It tastes like coins 

 

and I can’t 

spit it out. 

 

 

 



 

L O U I S  S T A E B L E  

N a i l  i n  P l a c e  
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