
Current Distribution: 250 copies!  
Info on advertising: see inside.

Remember, we are a global family!
Reduce · Reuse · Recycle

A
 C

ei
lin

g 
P

ai
nt

in
g 

by
 L

es
 C

am
m

er

July 2009 · Poetry/Arts
edited by Donald R. Anderson and Roger E. Naylor

www.rain! owers.org
" i s issue sponsored by Deena Heath

#2009         FREE

Milk Pod Sketch, by Jennifer Jean O'Neill-Pickering

Freelance Writing, Web/Graphic/Print 
Design & Computer Literacy Lessons:
Free Price Quotes, Best O$ ers Taken

Donald R. Anderson
209.405.4041

poetsespresso@gmail.com



poetsespresso newsletter copyright remains with respective authors and printing and web 
rights granted by submission to Donald R. Anderson ! 2009 Christine Stoddard, ElmaMae 
Henderson, Jennifer Jean O'Neill-Pickering, Les Cammer, Marie J. Ross, Marjorie Banks, 
Patricia Ann Mayorga, Patrick Frank, Raymond HV Gallucci, Reina America Hutchison, 
Roger E. Naylor, Stephen M. Wilson, Janet Goven, Julia Holzer, Andy Roberts, Judith Ann 
Levison, Ron Koppelberger, K. T. Mitchell, Ris Cashdollar, Wayne Russell, G. A. Scheinoha, 
Elizabeth Swados, Fredrick Zydek, Wayne Robinson, Vail " o mas, thelma reymundo-juarez, 
Donald R. Anderson. " anks to all the contributors# Read more about them in bio pages at 
the back.

Special thanks to Roger E. Naylor, Content Editor for this issue; special thanks for 
the $ nancial, moral, and spiritual support from the Writers' Guild of San Joaquin 
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Janet Goven
Escape With Me

Can you count the snow[ akes
catch a ray of sun
can you follow the rainbow
to $ nd where it has begun\
Can you turn on the silvery moon
ride upon a star
seize a bolt of lightening
to bring it where you are\
Paint color on the whitest cloud
silence the thunder roar
can you run through the raindrops
from angry sky's downpour\
Just imagine if you can
this fantasy with me
     escaping earthbound gravity
     for a playground in the galaxy#

(No photo) ElmaMae Henderson is a published writer, certi$ cated teacher in 
CA, AZ, and NV. She has carried on the tradition of poetry from her family. 
She is a Christian, mother, grandmother, and great grandmother. She performs, 
writes, composes, gardens, bakes cookies and enjoys ªQ. T. Jake,º a schnauzer, and 
ªSqueeky Kitty.º  For San Joaquin Delta College, she enjoys working as a tutor in the 
Reading and Wri ting Labs.

(No photo) Judith  Ann Levison is of Micmac Indian descent and grew up near 
Damariscotta, ME. Published in " e New Yorker while in high school, she later 
went to Mount Holyoke and Hollins College. Now living in Pennsylvania, she is a 
former Poet Laureate of Bucks County.

(No photo) Ron Koppelberger has been published by Poetry Press in Eternal Echoes, 
Failure by N.E.V.C., Heroes, by N.E.V.C., Anonymous, by Dance of My Hands, 
Steamy Misted, and will be published by Fighting Chance, Bound Taboo Fall-Winter 
09, by Fighting Chance, Measure and Time Summer 2010.

Wayne Robinson was born 1952 in Oklahoma and has been 
living in California since 1956. He is a construction worker, 
scuba diver and bicycle rider who writes as o] en as possible. 
Wayne is a contributor to Sun Shadow Mountain, which is 
still available by request at book stores. Donald R. Anderson 
owes Wayne much gratitude for his friendship and heart.

Comet and Stars, by Donald R. Anderson

Donald R. Anderson is possibly selling Elbert Hubbard's Little Journeys To the 
Homes of the Great, 1916 Memorial Edition produced by the Roycro] ers, their 
shops, a 14-book set (prepared for Oscar A. Espeseth). Elbert and his wife perished 
together in the sinking of the Lusitania.  Binding by Charles Youngers.



Vail " omas is from a small town called Freeport, Illinois.  He 
moved to California with his oldest brother when he was 1X years 
old.  His other $ ve brothers are still  in Illinois.  He lives in south 
Sacramento where he is married with 2 little girls.

(No photo) G. A. Scheinoha is the pen name/initials of a man 
better known by a few (co-workers) for a solid blue-collar ethic 
than a majority (of readers). Still , his poems, columns, plays, 
stories, and reviews have appeared in the U.S. and abroad.

Julia Holzer, a Stockton ªnativeº at heart, is humbled by the wealth 
of creative talent in the Central Valley, and thrives by interacting 
with the poetry community. She has read in multiple venues, 
occasionally hosted an Open Mic, and participated as a member of 
the editorial teams of ¡ZamBomba!, Central Valley Harvester, and 
Caravan. Her work has been published in several area publications.

Patricia Ann Mayorga from Stockton is an educator and 
program specialist for Stockton Uni$ ed School District. Patricia 
is a poetess who has been published in Days of " irst as well as in 
the National Library of Congress anthologies Beyond " e St ars 
and A Tapestry of " oughts. Her poetry has also been published 
locally, such as in Sun Shadow Mountain and ¡ZamBomba!. 
Patricia resides in Stockton with her husband, Stephen. She hosts 
Poets on the Roof, a workshop known for collaborative poems.

(No photo) Elizabeth Swados is an award-winning author and composer; she is 
a Tony-nominated, Obie award winning theater artist, Guggenheim and Ford 
Foundation recipient, as well as a Pen/Faulkner citation. Her latest book, At Play-
-Teaching Teenagers " eater, was published by Faber and Faber. Her other recent 
publications include: My Depression (Hyperion), and " e  Animal Rescue Store 
(Scholastic). Her theatrical credits span from Broadway, to o% -Broadway, to around 
the world including Runaways, Missionaries, and Jabu. Her poetry has appeared in 
magazines such as Meridian Anthology, New American Writ ing, New York Quarterly, 
Emory's Journal, Confrontation, Paterson Literary Review, Speakeasy, Barrow Street, 
Runes, and Home Planet. Her $ rst book of poetry, " e  One and Only Human 
Galaxy, was released in April  2009.

Born in New Orleans, K. T.  Mitchell began writing at age 
ten, spurred by a love of words and an analytical mind.  
Since then, Ms. Mitchell has published poetry, essays, 
short stories, poetry reviews and salacious tidbits for New 
York Magazine, Stanford University's Black Arts Quarterly, 
Howard University's Amistad Magazine, " e  Adirondack 
Review and Tribes Magazine. To read her most current 
work, go to < www.ktmitchell.com >.

thelma reymundo-juarez is a multi-lingual middle child. She 
came across an artwork with words that would forever change 
her direction in life, a quote from Silo's doctrine.  Wanting to $ nd 
other ways to share her experiences enriched by Silo's doctrine, 
she began writing poetry in 2007; mostly haiku. Handcra] ing 
one of a kind jewelry and accessories, she helps raise funds for 
Redblu%  Park and bring in some supplemental income. She is also 
actively involved in the 2009 World March for Peace and 
Non-Violence < www.worldmarchforpeace.org >.

Julia Holzer
Bungee Jumping Friend 

Calling weekly, he'd ask, ªWhen
do you think you'll make the next jump\º

Being in the falling of it
was the jumping day's way
of jumping right out at me.
I'd have to answer a best guess.

Casually, he'd pencil in a tentative entry,
like setting a morning date for ca% eine.

Although I couldn't see him
in my chaotic, distant swing of things,
I knew his mountain-man's stance
would be at the top of the bridge; 
trusted he'd take a good hold
if I needed hands to enfold rope;
that his acumen and ski-tested footing
could command any challenging dangling,

I knew how well he'd sense
important knots untying or unraveling,
like a midwife's patient waiting.

Books For Sale
For Lists Contact

E. Francis
47 Nansen Rd
Saltley B8 3JP

England



Jennifer Jean O(Neill-Pickering grew up in an extended farming 
family north of Sacramento, CA. She has worn many hats 
including: community muralist, visual and literary artist, mother, 
Technology Specialist for the California State Legislature and 
educator at Consumnes River College. She has an MA in Studio 
Art from California State University Sacramento, completing a 
majority of her undergraduate work at the State University of 
New York at Bu% alo. Her poetry has appeared across the United 

States including: Heresies Vol.23, Yellow Silk, Earth Daughters %63, Sacramento 
Anthology: 100 Poems. In 2007 the poem, ªI am the Creek,º was incorporated into 
Open Circle, a sculpture in Sacramento. She teaches art and poetry workshops at St. 
John's Shelter for Women and Children. You can contact Jennifer at: 
< jenniferartist@att.com >.

(No photo) Patrick Frank is a poet-essayist, teacher-counselor, and advocate for the 
poor from Kingstree, SC USA. His writing has been published in more than sixty 
periodicals, from Acceptance of Change, Walking Up from the Worthington Street 
Shelter, all the way to " e  Spiri t of Zuni (haiku sequence). He also has led workshops 
on creativity and personal growth.

Reina America Hutchison is a photographer/journalist/writer/
mother/student. She was the original editor/founder of Artifact, a 
publication by the Wri ters' Guild of SJDC. She speaks 3 languages.

(No photo) Raymond HV Gallucci is a Professional Engineer who 
has been writing poetry since 1990. He is an incorrigible rhymer, 
tending toward the skeptical/cynical regarding daily life. He has 
been fortunate to have been published in poetry magazines and 
on-line journals such as Nuthouse, Feelings/Poets' Paper, M&bius, 

Pablo Lennis, Muse Of Fire, So Young!, " e Aardvark Adventurer, Poetic License, 
" u mbprints, Unlikely Stories, Bibliophilos, Ceremony, Soul Fountain, Write On!, 
Hidden Oak and Dana Literary Society.

Wayne Russell is a poet that originally hails from Florida, 
however now resides in New Zealand with his wife and two young 
children. Wayne has been writing poetry since the age of 1X, and 
does so for both therapy and love of the art. You can view more of 
Wayne's poetry at: < http://www.myspace.com/thezodiacpoet >. 
He can also be reached at < waynerussell7@gmail.com >.

(No photo) Fredrick Zydek taught creative writing and theology 
at UNO and the College of Saint Mary. His collection Ending " e  

Fast included a qaurtet titled ªSongs from the Quinault Valleyº which was awarded 
the Sarah Foley O'Loughlen Award by the editors of America. He is editor for the 
Lone Willow Press chapbook series. His work has appeared in " e  Antioch Review, 
Cimmaron Review, Cricket, New England Review, Nimrod, Poetry, Prairi e Schooner, 
Poetry Northwest, Yankee and others.

(No photo) Janet Goven was born and raised in Pittsburgh, PA. She has been 
writing short stories and poetry for over ten years. Reading, writing and singing 
have always been passions in her life. As wife, mother, and grandmother, she is 
grateful for the time she now has to devote to her poetry.

(No photo) Andy Roberts lives in Columbus, OH, where he is the editor of Pudding  
 Magazine. Recent publications include Atlanta Review, Plainsongs and a   
 chapbook nominated for a Pushcart Prize titled ªWho's On My Land?º

Judith Ann Levison
Sleeping Beauty

Inside regal gowns, women
Glide toward mindless love,
Poignant thoughts, recorded unions.
" e  thrown bouquet drops on my shoe,
Startles me, my lace its ribbon.
Earlier, I slid a sa% ron gown
Over my face, neck, and arms;
Felt the breath of now,
Of the day when confetti would explode
Above the tents and the car,
A wrapped package would drive away.
Later, I walk to my house with its one candle,
Look up at the vulture-laced trees
For someone to li]  me over dread,
To lay me down in a bed of leaves.

Andy Roberts
Gone To Seed

I pull over in weeds
between the road and a corn$ eld,
valves cooling underhood,
breeze stirring silk overhead.
A redwinged blackbird
on a gray fence post
waits with me
for water to cool,
ticking to slow and stop.

I get lost
looking into green
and healthy stems
for half a minute.
" e n someone in a speeding car
throws a foaming silver
beer can in the ditch.
" e  shockwave rocks my car.
" e  blackbird li] s in hot air.
I pull back onto the road,
bring her up to speed.



Marie J. Ross
Hot Summer Nights

She walked on the avenue,
neon just a slight shadow 
illuminating the sidewalks.

Her attire in summer fashion,
blond hair curled around her
capÐsleeved blouse and denim
shorts in captivating style.

Margaritaville, Margaritaville.
Neon drew her in 
cocktail tables, glasses of wine 
and tall brew glasses, held by talkative
and spontaneous reactors.

She felt [ u tter in her stomach, though 
discreet and cautious, atmosphere $ lled
her with adventurous thought, an urgency
to express the other side, to swelter in
expression.

He approached, her eyes shi] ing from his, 
anxiety full speed, their eyes met; surprise, 
an old schoolmate, now tall handsome and
bu% ed.

" e  hot summer night became question, 
should she, could she, would she\
Margaritaville, Margaritaville answered. 

Christine Stoddard is a writer and interdisciplinary artist from 
Arl ington, VA. Her work has appeared in university literary 
journals, town newspapers, blogs, and more. She has also 
interned at several arts and media companies and organizations, 
including the Smithsonian American Art Museum and 
Washington Post Newsweek Interactive. She is an undergraduate 
at VCU Arts, studying Art History ? English with majors in 
Creative Wri ting ? French. Learn more about Christine and her 

creative projects at < www.christinestoddard.com >.

poetsespresso Editor Donald R. Anderson practices graphic, 
web, print, and writing freelancing. Google search him, 
ªpoetsespressoº or ªdramaartwritingº though there are one or 
two others that use the name. Sun Shadow Mountain Poetry 
* Art An thology, which he co-edited, is available by request at 
bookstores and on the local booksshelf at Stockton's Barnes ? 

Noble and San Joaquin Delta College's bookstore. See his 
Chapbook in a Month series each month in 2009 available 
through lulu, link on his website < www.rain[ owers.org >.

Les Cammer is a poet from Santa Barbara.

Marie J. Ross has read her poetry at Open Mics locally 
and in the Central Valley and been published for years. 

Her poem ªOh Honored Stoneº is inscribed at the Veterans 
Memorial Plaza in Lodi. She has a recent book collaboration with 
Elizabeth Parrish entitled Lavender Fields. She has written many 
collaborative poems with Donald R. Anderson, some of which are 
in the Rattlesnake Review, and others online at: 
< http://medusaskitchen.blogspot.com >.

Roger E. Naylor is a California poet of long standing and this 
poetsespresso issue's Content Editor. He continues to be active and 
vital in the community in Stockton and is included in various 
projects. He considers the poetic word the Holy Grail of the 
language arts. He was a speaker on researching for poetry writing 
at the San Joaquin Writers' Workshop, 2009: Poetry.

Stephen M. Wilson is Poetry Editor for Doorways Magazine 
and co-editor of the Dwarf Stars Award anthology. His own 
writing has appeared recently or is upcoming in " e  Queer 
CollectionÐProse and Poetry, Avant-Garde for the New 
Mil lennium, " e Va ult of Punk Horror, Hungur, Star+Line, 
" e  Tule Review and several previous issues of Poet's Espresso. 
Stephen lives in Stockton, CA. More at: < http://speceditor666.
livejournal.com >. He is a regular feature for this newsletter 
with short poems and is known for his experimentally spaced 

and science $ ction poetry. We wish him well and pray for swi]  recovery from his 
recent severe treatment for cancer.

Ris Cashdollar is a 23-year-old graduate of Heidelberg College 
with a Bachelors degree in English Wri ting. She currently lives in 
Akron, OH with her boyfriend and cat, hoping to soon start back 
to school to pursue her Masters in Library Science.

(No photo) Marjorie Banks was born and raised in the Chicago 
area where she taught high school. She is teaching at Tully C. 
Knoles School in Stockton.



Ron Koppelberger
Trans) xed in Rapture

" e  dearest consumption of hearts and souls
In desires of immeasurable love,

Trans$ xed in rapture
And unbridled virgin bond,

A fantasy in alabaster and gilded ivory
Betrothal, the rare sustenance in

Sprays of daisy petal rain, a
Pleasure to the necessity of light.

Roger E. Naylor
" e  Stag

Like a Summer Day
Like a Summer Rain
Ray of Sunshine in a Summer Glade
A quiet pool of still  waters
An Antlered Deer, who appears quite suddenly
From deep forest shadows
Sally forth a lithe physique
Graceful Stag an artful eye-sore
In demure woods, springs o%  into leafy curtain
Bashful of the bright Sun
Basking but a moment in Solar Glory
Love of every wood nymph
Dog-trots away into forest shades
Great vision of woodland beauty
Handsome as a God of Nature
Alive with a soul of blithe
A sight of grandeur as the Summer Sky
Runs to obscurity from sight's amaze

thelma reymundo-juarez 
It Matters...
What thoughts come:
just another day\
a repeat of the day before\
or a welcome adventure\

What sentiments arise:
renewed\
riled\
grateful for a new day\

What actions are carried out:
robotic ceremonies\
fresh strides\
attentive moves\

Yes, it matters
how one gets up
each day in the morn...

a peaceful mind
a joyful heart
a body nourishedÐ

In grateful chorus
to greet life from
within and without.
      

discerned, the sacred
sheds embers that keep aglow
a new horizon.



K. T. Mitchell 
My Brother

Picking your way over the  
railroad ties I spied you, 
oil splotched tail wavering 
from the gale of the passing  
 
train. From the passenger  
window using the wavelengths 
of my brain I sent you 
this quiet refrainÐ 
 
ªJourneying fox, you are my brother.º 
 
Once the face of this valley 
was bearded with 
our kinds' sanctuaryÐleaved 
steeples, riverbed isles, earthen 
 
pewsÐrazed, shaved away for  
houses most families can't  
a% ord to move into. Concrete  
is no place to crash for 
 
me, nor you. Up north we'll  
meet again me in a cabin 
with my lover, you with a  
mate in a den, embraced by 
the emerald wilderness mother. 
 
Journeying fox, you are my brother. 

Wayne Robinson
Sunday

Filling days with love dreams and unrealistic testament
Wri ting lengthy prose and rhymes on any kind of parchment
About wonderful companions and delightful togetherness
Such a bright and shiny change from what was darkness

Is now a long morning of aromatic co% ees
Sweet lattes and foreign [ avored teas.
Watching a morning sun crawl over the night
And give us a new day in which to delight.

We have a Sunday, a single day to be human, or animal.
Maybe the sun will  shine, maybe rain, maybe snow will  fall
But it will  be our day, our together time, our small moment
Between the job, the bills, the obligations of constant bombardment

" a t life hails down on the average Joe.
We keep kicking at them, going toe to toe
But today we are at peace during our day
Of laughter and love-making during our little Sunday. 

 Vail " o mas
 Juneau

Staring at the water, as the waves pass by,
enjoying the true nature that life brings my way.
I see snow on the mountains of Juneau, Alaska;
how good it feels to witness such a lovely day.

Puddles splash as the people walk by
wearing boots to block all the sleet and snow.
Passing the wildlife in the woods
as the wind begins to tumble and blow.

" e  roads are rocky, and the heavens are cloudy,
there are so many trees everywhere you look.
" e  forecast reads the weather will be sunny;
did I mention, I just bought a pole and some hooks\

Tomorrow I will take the boat to go $ shing;
I have an incredible taste for salmon $ llet.
" e re's nothing like a $ sh fry for dinner
with some hot sauce, chips, and nice big plate.



Patrick Frank
Beside Lil ly

dizzy and weak in my o=  ce  Lilly our cat
sits quietly beside  she nudges my arm

gazing out the window 

she soaks up sunlight  the Spanish Moss
is white and it moves  I sit with our cat

due at work¼too tired for worry

Fredrick Zydek
Lessons Learned Playing Jazz 
 
It's a di% erent lesson than you learn in church
or as a member of a political party. When you  
celebrate life as a member of a congregationÐ 
that's one dynamic.  When you grieveÐyou do  
it alone.  But jazz teaches you to be an individual
while remaining a member of the group.  " is 
has more to do with life than just allowing others
to have a turn.   It has something to do with being 
able to $ ll a silent space with music that names
itself while not getting in the way of the private 
improvisation being created by the other members
of the band.  Ever notice how no one really plays 
the song itself\  Everyone plays around it, through it, 
over it, under it but only occasionally is the melody 
line picked up and used as the lead voice for a solo.   
Jazz is all about knowing how to do your own thing  
without getting in the way of others attempting 
to live and perform in the same time and space.   

 E    l                a
                                           s  t
                                                                                     i  c #

M       .       i       .       n       .       d
Takes a mOmEnt
       to grope for

               |           |           |           |            |

qq                                         words\

 Can 1 breathe ^ talk     atthesametime

oR Is iT SepARatED by the VERY acT                      iTself  
\
 Do the words to a foreign song heard when sleeping
  constitute a breach of national sCUREity
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    that we are human

Does pur
                          .
                          .
                          .
                         DO   pur-pose-s
                                                        .
       .
       .
     hang
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Donald R. Anderson                                               " e  Elastic Mind Needs Your Sleep



Ris Cashdollar
Arachnophobia 
previously on the Poetic Aides ªPoem-a-Dayº blog 2009
 
It was dark here,  
and quiet.  
I was small and easily hidden.  
A pile of clothes  
a cardboard box of books  
just under your door,  
I waited.  
 
" e  cat found me $ rst  
reached out a tentative  
testing paw.  
I shu_  ed sideways.  
I was born close to here  
I vowed  
here I would stay.  
 
But blinding light pierced  
past the pile of clothes  
around the box  
as the cat's curiosity  
brought a bigger being  
on two legs  
spray bottle in hand.  
 
Blinded and burning  
I [ ed  
my safe haven, my solitary home  
and ran at her feet  
determined with my death  
to frighten her  
and live on.  
 
My twisted legs turned in  
and touched my body  
I twitched  
a few times more  
then lay still .  
Her dreams since  
have never been free of me.

Reina America Hutchison
beautif ul chaos 
previously posted on Reina's blog
 
ªmommy...º says brooklyn as she plops 
on the [ oor, arms and legs spread every 
which way.

ªdaughter\º i reply...distracted with a 
fussy infant.

ªmy body hurts...º she sighs dramaticly.

ªdid you fall\º

ªno.º her head rolls towards me. ªmy 
hair hurts too mommy.º

ªyour hair\ did someone pull it\º

ªno.º

ªthen why does it hurt\º

ªbecause it's growing mommy. can't you 
see\º

my eyes meet hers. she looks genuinely 
stressed. ªi can see all of you growing 
brooklyn. you are such a big girl.º

ªi know mommy. that's why you buy 
me new clothes. but why does it hurt 
mommy\º

how do you answer a three year old 
who asks such questions\ i put the baby 
down and lay on the ground next to my 
troubled toddler.

ªbecause growing up means your body 
is stretching.º i stretch my arms over my 
head and my toes to the ground. ªlike 
this.º

she giggles that charming giggle of hers. 
ªlike this\º she mimics my move.

ªyes. like this.º i roll onto my side, 
ignoring the screaming kids running 
around us, and focus all my attention 
on her. ªyou're growing baby.º

she touches my cheek. ªi'm not a baby 
mommy. i'm brooklyn.º i laugh at her 
common response to my pet name for 
her.

ªyes. you are brooklyn and you are my 
big girl.º

she keeps her hand on my cheek 
and smiles. ªit doesn't hurt anymore 
mommy.º

my heart swells. 

in the next second she kisses my cheek, 
jumps up and joins the hooligans 
making a track out of my house. i lay 
staring at the ceiling long enough for 
the tears to dry.



Elizabeth Swados
Tonight

Tonight Clementine and I
took a walk down Mercer Street
the Street widened up and the curbs
became rows of neatly planted chrysanthemums.
" e  Texas A?M University marching band
stomped and played ªIf I Loved Youº
from Carousel in a rousing syncopated beat.
Chubby but agile cheerleaders followed.
Obviously the neighborhood was glad to see us
and spared no expense in showing their gratitude.
Music. Dance. Balloon animals. Pinatas.
Fried Bread. Smoothies. Stu% ed Teddy Bears.
All on hand in gi]  bags and as prizes.
I was surprised at this reception
but it had been a lonely uninspired day
and recently I've felt that pull of uselessness
that makes one yawn and look out windows
that have shades that prevent you from
seeing a thing. But this was good.
A modest walk with my dog. A tribute
with streamers confetti and $ reworks
and a medley of Broadway show tunes sung
by the stars themselvesÐeven South Paci$ c.
It was time to go home and $ nd our
separate sleep. I hadn't noticed if 
Clementine had relieved herself or where.
God will forgive this one mild act
of negligence and with all this celebratory
grandeur inside me, surely I will 
$ nd where she shit and clean it up 
with the state of the art
blue plastic bag.

Wayne Russell
She Le*  Her Mark 

one night her memory will fade
as i stand on this sloping jade

palace exile
strange laughter erupting

punishing
seagulls and warm circles elude my frozen grasp

her smile envelopes my lackluster radius
consuming aurora that was mine long ago

the gentle erosion
psyche meltdown

descending into decay
[ ames into aches this thorn in my side

her rose of love transformed
into my dark

dark death mask
serenade

A Word on Courage, by Christine Stoddard



" o se who came before her
and called her theirs were 
becoming fewer as the skip
in her step slowed to a pace
that she was starting to feel
in legs that could not be counted 
on for dancing anymore.
And those who once wiped 
sticky $ ngers on her [ owered 
skirts would be there with
the blossoms of their gardens 
pressing prints of passage
on glass tables that had survived
several generations and hid 
those scars well under laced doili es.

Later, as the bouquet of delicious aroma 
scented every corner of her abode 
and the laughter of  delightful memories 
were being quilted into the fabric of this most dear 
of her blessings ~ family
all would be beckoned to gather
in the ritual that even the smallest 
of members appeared to recognize
as signi$ cant 
here at this one moment,
this most dear of times
while hands, those ripened 
and those pure 
joined in tender union
at this most cherished
       gathering.   

Marjorie Banks
                       Dandelion
 
             I pluck a dandelionÐ
                             roots and allÐ
                     from my garden,
                and without a glance,
                     begin to toss it into a
                           basket of weeds.
 
            Wide-eyed,
                          I gaspÐ
                       instantly halt,
                   then slowly
                             look down.
 
             DandelionÐ
                     roots
                             throbbing between my $ ngertips,
                                 clinging desperately to a few
                                    granules of rich, black soil;
                      lush, green leaves
                             suddenly limp
                                    and helpless
                                         in my hand,
                                no longer reaching skyward;       
                       golden, mighty head
                                now bent,
                                    begging,
                                         and beaten.
 
                 I plucked a dandelionÐ
                                         thick and [ eshyÐ
                           from my garden. 



ElmaMae Henderson
About Q. T. Jake

He came home with me, $ ] een pounds of energy#
I sat down, he jumped on my lap, as a% ectionate as could be.

He hustles me along as we walk, although he knows how to heel;
His nose is busy, to the ground, always looking to augment his meal.

We almost jog along the tree-lined streets, just a few minutes of our time.
Sometimes our several daily walks inspire a story, an article, or rhyme.

He's brought a great deal of pleasure into this widow's life;
He's lessened the burden of living alone, the stresses, the everyday strife.

When I claimed him at " e Animal Shelter, they asked me for a name.
I called him ªCutie,º then Q. T. Jake, and my life's never been the same.

He has been a very special pet from the very $ rst day he came to me.
We've enhanced the joy in each other's lives; I'm as glad as I can be. 

G. A. Scheinoha
Hit ching a Ride On the Hocus Pocus Pony

Magic isn't a word,
just the way 
you abracadabra
me into your eyes.
Illusion isn't an art,
just how you twist
my mind
into believing
these white
rabbit lies.
Legerdemain isn't
another word for love,
just the hat
from which 
you pull a dove
before releasing it
to the skies
and proving
your hand
is still faster
than my eyes. 

Patricia Ann Mayorga
" e  Gathering

Stillness of a quiet, dark morning
creaked while she rattled through
the kitchen that held the seeds in 
cabinets and cool corners
of the overcrowded icebox.
Preparation of a feast to 
welcome those of her 
womb, of her being, of the very
breath of her life
to gather at her table
and celebrate life.
And life, no doubt, would
later echo throughout 
every corner, every crevice
of this house, of her heart.
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Raymond HV Gallucci
Le Troph+e Des Alpes 6 La Turbie
(written while visiting the Trophy of Augustus Caesar in the town of La Turbie, France)

Although you've passed, your legend lasts
Upon this conquered hillÐ
" e  Gallic $ ght to lands unite,
Preserved in granite still .

" o ugh now unknown who chiseled stone
Or carved the words of praise,
We still can read of every deed
From those pre-Christian days.

What ancient hands applied the sands
" a t smoothed these very rocks\
Can we extract those memories packed
Into these silent clocks\

Augustus ªGreatº (so say the Fates),
Imperator of all,
You stood alone atop of Rome.
Could not conceive its fall.

We still return, and of you learn,
Two-thousand years since then.
And how we marvel at your marble
Speaking without end. 

Roger E. Naylor
" e  Table Round

Gents of Armor
Around a small patio table
And its companionate chairs
By the table round a-ready
Arthur and Guinevere
Gwain the Green Knight
Lancelot and notables
In the $ rst rays of day
" e ir noble mien caught
Ghostly glint of a thought

" e  Table Round
Ghosts of Chivalry
Code of honor so dauntless
Day yet to be conquered
Every variant distress call
Sir Knights stand the ready
For a sudden miracle
Vanish in the shaded light, but air
A king and queen of empty chairs
Ghosts of nobility imagined there 

Illustration by Roger E. Naylor

Stephen M. Wilson
Here " ere Be Dragons

Maidens don't entice me
  but, oh, to breathe $ re
to have wings#

 ```

S  e  p  a  r  a  t  e  d
 at birth
in the Dragon's
 belly
Sol's long lost twin
 now found

 ```

Dragons in [ ight
  Ecstasy interrupted 
Foo Fighters


