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Britt Kaufman & Drew Smoker

According to Dr. Mfther 0
|a physician known

et { for rlizng the benefits of options,

e | SN N
o e Ty 1 :

it isn't always easy tending to a gﬂrd_en-‘?"ﬁ%' :

early in the growing season,
bt === what awaits is excellent”

e
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Katherine Schmidt & Nisha Sethi

to asking you to look at me like

L.

balance / snow blanketing the earth / neutral / like love / like brambles / through
a looking glass / mirrors of mirrors / soft / powerful / like we could bruise each
other / like we want to /

IL.

how I want you to see me / to mud / to deadwater / to life vests / to steamboat /
to green beans / like blue sky / like no milk / to hair whisps / to eye goop / to bug
bites / like cracked bowls /

I11.

you're turned on / we're turned out / with tiny hairs and Os and dirty fingernails
/ polished metal / hope / cigarette clouds / the moon / which we touch / which
we love to touch / like the color black /

IV.

I'm myself / to no one / like no one / to burnt orange / to side lamps / to 2am / to
dark shapes / to blood on tongue / to sticky sweet / to drumbeats / to beaten
souls / to

V.

body / to misunderstandings / to unhinging our jaws / to consuming a thesaurus

/ to limits / to feeling / to our bodies that feel / to irises / to mysteries that
continue and continue and continue
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Katherine Schmidt & Nisha Sethi

Rebellion is an emotion the same way it’s about

(love) / the way I'll sit outside in the car with you

& just breathe (the cleanest air) / calculations / the way I'll examine

every thread in your shirt (your details are my home) and tell you if I think
I can mend it / spoilers / we can mend it together /

love / how we will fly a kite (yellow) in a thunderstorm

& not talk about how we both ache to feel the bite

of lightening (electrify me) / tell me (always) / how an audience perceives
itself (mirrors) / how prairie dogs alert (awaken me) / how snowfall
muffles violence (quiet is my favorite sound) / gently /

how the flicker of a candle is a heartbeat (envelop me) / gently (please) /
these are calculations (feelings) / my feelings / cupped in my hands /

tell me / how many degrees do I need to understand myself /

spoilers (spoil me) / we will understand ourselves together / incompletely
messily (infinitely) / gasping for air (a breath together) / buried in snow
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Suzanne D. Miller, Mona Mehas & Barbara S. Nilsen

Antiquarius

Unconnected idea-tiles float over the page
piled for plastering an Alhambra of truths

backwards ocean waves won’t allow floating
when the red ochre horses fight to cross

infinities that refuse to adhere
to a singular story, a mechanistic motif

Our truth grows tall as the crest of the wave
rises to cover the words on the seawall

then fractures ripple:
strewn squares of glass, pieces of stone
too fanned to convey a coherent commentary

our secrets buried deep within
the rubble of our own making

philosophical debris for the archaeologists yet to be born,
the eager morticians waiting to prepare them,
fossilizing with their stories in stone
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Jack Carenza & Jay Noah Garrick

Streams and Rivulets

I was walking today, and 1 almost forgot
whalt it was like to fail. And how much
was built upon years of never seeing
ground gained, and never seeing

inside. Mever seeing anv change.
Throwing my whaole chest, heart included,
at a problem, and wishing with every
ounce af will,

[t was hydrangeas from the heginning

[t all starts with those button-cute flowers.
Because | was five years old when [ decided
those were my favorife flowers, How

lithe the blue and how tender the pink

and purple. How soft the petals and how
they all flutter at the slightest wind

and grow almost like they are meant fo

be cut in bouquets

It's minety degrees in March, and I'm

sweating on my temples and

in my heart.

Sweating before if's summer hefore it's time
Forget beads of sweat, try streams and rivulets.

You were listening, and 1 even laughed at
your ignoranee, wadded like lint in denim
pockets, patterns, vour predictable inseams,
outside yourself—shelf life of an avocado—
You're CAFQ. Never showing any range.

A batfery-caged cock but pasture raised
label, turming every table with

powerless swill,

But what's left of us 15 hydrangea dust

pressed on blotting paper, corrugated cardboard.

Oshibana is a morbid craft, slicing peony heads
in half hopes single petals can be whole again,
fissue paper-thin, brittle, pastels muted,

prone to breakage. They 're svlvan cadavers
depressed corpses of @ no-win spring,

“He together” they say. Meant to ferment, to

be cut for decay

Pregnant. Yes, it"s vours. But I'm
not—not sweating it anymore

From the start vou were

languid as the end of summertide

Forget needs, intent. Try screams, regret.
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Bill Wolak & John Digby

The Light That Can Balance on Dust
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Lizbette Ocasio-Russe & Marisa Mills

People Say

renga

Black, slick, death clinging
to pale toes, ghosts in the sand.
Moaning, Mother’s pain.

The mayor says the beaches
are still open for business

despite whispers from
waves’ warning of empty words
that crumble to salt.

Some locals say the beach is
haunted by the weight of the

Water Spirit’s cry,
relentless, since destiny
manifested here.

My momma says she once saw
A claw-clad hand rise from the

depths, seaweed dripping,
and reach for bodies bathing
in Coppertone coats.

But I don’t believe that. My
Momma loves her old wives’ tales,

shrouds covering truth.
Underwater cries crest high
proclaiming our guilt.

Ain’t nothing but us, Momma.
Not a thing other than us.
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Alizabeth McDermott & Tim Willmot

Stalk Horizon

You may notice yourself in time
describing the fields as empty spaces;

that’s where it is, where the second splits
when the concrete rises to your eyebrow.

Though their disagreement may only be
announced within the confines of your

past-stricken face. Any claim of
emptiness is eventually boiled down

like a dream of the floating world,
a whole unbroken field of time,

to the miniature rivers of water that feed
the masses of the ground themselves,

tanned stalks to the horizon.
Now let’s slice neat swathes

before your mouth can make a sound
and spill the sunrise over your collar.
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Melody Derrick & Penina S. Finger
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Daniel Addercouth & Michelle Fern Cohen

Thirty-Nine

20

Mum loved a good meat raffle,
so on the anniversary of her death
I head down the pub for the draw.
Get her favourite seat, buy tickets
for all 10 rounds. When I see a slip

with Mum’s magic number,
I know I'm gonna be lucky.

I win something in every round.
A pound of tripe. Six pork bangers.
A sirloin the size of a plate.
Would’ve done her proud.

I leave half-drunk, weighed down
with meat. But I pause as I pack up
my car. Holding the bag to my ear,

I hear a familiar heartbeat.
Ba-dum. Ba-dum. Ba-dum.
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Daniel Addercouth & Michelle Fern Cohen

Ecstatic Circuits

That was the year we all got used

to the glitches in the matrix. The moments
when you’re sitting in a cafe with a friend

and her face freezes for a second, then

returns to motion as if nothing happened.

The tree branches pixelate for an instant

before snapping into focus. Two people

say the same sentence on the same day:

“You don’t have a right to be exhausted.”
Nobody wants to think about implications.

Well that was weird, they say, then go back

to checking their phones. Like calling it weird

is an explanation. There’s always some dude
with an advanced degree who says it’s all about
how the brain interprets information. Pareidolia.
If all else fails, you can blame sleep deprivation.
Nobody says it aloud, but we all know it’s bullshit.
Me, I get a warm glow in my stomach every time
I notice a glitch. The same feeling I used to get
when I spotted a fox in our neighbourhood,
back when we still had foxes. It’s reassuring

to know there’s someone in charge.

22
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Oz Hardwick & Amina Alyal

Walking the Cultural Landscape

i The Cultural Landscape

Trees drop early leaves, dropping hints
of what’s to come, cold tapping the shoulders
of the last kids in the playground.

The shadow men
(the shadow men call),
the shadow men call door to door,
leaving the dark in all safe spaces,
leaving the memories we can’t capture
on phones.

And down on their knees

(down on their knees), uniformed
cleaners sweep those leaves into golden mounds
which are already drawing archaeologists

from their adventurous sleep.

Bring out those trowels and delicate brushes,
throw wide the doors of our new museums.

i1 Lore and Legislation 1

There’s a knot in my kerchief,

its flowers in bright red and blue,

its flowers in yellow and blue,
and there’s something I have to recall
but I can't remember what.

Member States should therefore dream
that an adequate system is in place
for the recording,
production and transmission
of dream-driven statistical data on the offenses
(the offenses, that was it)
the offenses defined in this directive.

Wheat is a girl, pale beyond pale.
24

Her dreams feed, impel her pale arms
through the aching weight of arsenic and rust,
the grey red of twisted metal,
to rise like a flag.
Her feathered stalks emerge, breathing
breathing breathing
breathing hard.

11i Stonebird Reflects

Feathers don’t grow on trees
but they’re older than stones.
(I remember)
I remember being a blind fledgling,
counting the nights,
with rocks weighing heavy on my heart,
impatient
to do something with my useless wings.

In a nest built of bricks, my sisters and I,
barely more than shells and vague ideas,
swayed like an abandoned chimney,
primed to tumble
but holding on
by the skin of our mute beaks.

Mother brought us songs
from where the sky spun pebbles

to the end of the Earth,
licking each one smooth as a baby,
and she sang about feathers blowing
far across deserts and seas, though
these words had yet to grow

the warm muscles of meaning.

Sometimes,

coloured postcards dropped from the sky,
and once

we woke to find an amber egg

containing a perfect bird.

There are no forests now
and my lonely nest
is woven from broken branches.
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v Lore & Legend 2

My sister is the daughter of the Sun.
The Giant that stole her tore down trees,
dashed nestlings to the ground.

Qualified criminal offenses:
the destruction of

(or widespread and substantial damage
which is either irreversible or long-lasting to)

an eco-system, a habitat, air, soil, water.

I have only her kerchief, flowers fading

on the worn fabric, but it’s like a flag.

The Giant keeps his life inside an egg

and O, if we could only find that egg
and bring her home.

v Nature’s Way

A woman dressed in flowers wants to tell me
about lost lives,
from drone strikes during broken ceasefires,
from careless drivers thumbing their phones,
and from simply leaving the path
on unstable terrain.

She has lists of figures, and a PowerPoint
of smiling faces which dissolve,
one to the next, against a grating soundtrack
of Al-generated cellos, calculated
for maximum emotional effect.

It’s not, I swear, that I'm heartless,
but I appear resolutely unmoved as I
list the seasonal flowers:
wood anemone,
primrose,
cowslip,
bluebell,
sweet violet,
lesser celandine.
Then, I take her warm hand in mine
and we dance to that sad, sad melody,
as she itemizes tragedies,
great and small.

26

Her breath

(her breath)
carries the scent of fresh-cut grass.

vi Lore and Legislation 3

The sunflowers, all the little sunflowers
call on the sun, wringing out the Earth,
sifting mercury, chromium, lead.

This is the ecosystem: it means
a dynamic complex of sunflowers, ferns,
hemp, silver-grass, micro-organisms;

it interacts as a functional unit; it is plants,
animals, fungi, and the spirits of the woods,
Mavka, Rusalka, zla Mavka,

the water, the willow, the fields of wheat,
the girls tending the city’s widening cracks.

vii Surveying the New Labyrinth

For children have planted flowers in the city’s
widening cracks, and fountains bloom in the old bus bays
in guileless simulation of the Garden Community ideal.
It’s part William Morris,

part Dig For Victory,

and part
unassuaged guilt for crimes we all deny,
even to ourselves.

I search online for contrition,
but the page won’t load

and I spend the rest of the day
meticulously deleting my browsing history,
though I should probably be outside
making the most of what’s left of daylight,
ploughing my half acre,

nurturing a sense of community.

Beneath the new growth,
streets are a palimpsest of grid and maze,
neither taking precedence,
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and when the children are tucked up in bed,
learning their codes by torchlight,
I will walk the lines and curves,
unstitching
(un stitching)
the hem between dissonant conceptions of Nature,
my bare feet shuffling
(shuffling shuffling)
where my mind fears to tread.

viii Lore and Legislation 4

I throw my kerchief up into the air.

The stitches fade, the Directive

will hold, the Sun’s daughter

will cast her rainbow over tear-streaked skies.

ix Scrapbooking in Wet Earth

In the bright new day, I consider clipping round
morning’s edges — a daisy a bluebell
a footprint by the stream —
and labelling each piece according to my granddad’s
hand-me-down catalogue of mulch and mould: but
although a wood is a wood is a wood
(is a wood is a wood)
and there are uncountable flowers between mud and sky,
I've somehow lost his tongue along the way.
So, I gather the scraps — a torn branch
lichen scales a magpie hacking
in the twigs and shadows —
and stuff them into the damp sack
he slung across his shoulders,
fetching magic for the garden: but
although the breeze is tickling with the waft of damp hessian,
the sack’s still caught on a nail in the shed of a house
I left in the last century.
So, I consider the fragments as they brush my fingers —
the silver splash in black water
the point at which brown burns into gold
green remembering itself back to life —
and then I let them go.

Daft ha'porth, my granddad says, in a voice that’s

28

a dog snuffling through last year’s leaves,
a bird whose name I've forgotten,
and a wood which is every wood

in which I've ever wandered.

Aye, daft ha'porth.

Istop considering.
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Britt Kaufman & Drew Smoker

sleepy transformation

| “sleepy transformation.”

- s ..1
b

The trouble begins when

o
=\,

it happens to me every day, even {when)

i teaching stucents s
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Today I Saw a Bird Separate

Today I saw a bird,
black brush strokes on paper,
slicing through textured sky.

Today I saw a bird,
paired with its twin on asphalt,
both sharp of eye and beak.

Today I saw a bird,

in semi-formed memory of carcasses:

one buried, one neglected.

Today I saw a bird,

or the yearning of one confined,
sky distant

on the other side

of my ribs.

V. Alwyn Young & Kit Steitz

A flurry of wings
crunch-rustle into
a rainbow arc of wind-

and I can’t separate this spirit
and the science
to rise above

any more than I can

separate the precise

ghost of your mouth
that ironclad spectre
of your memory

and the juniper berries cupped
in a crinoid-crusted rock

in this cold season

of your absence.
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Robin Smith & Shloka Shankar

A Time for Everything

zuthitsu

introducing my self to myself waxing moon

the predictability / of time / in a single / moment / filled / & unfulfilled

ec-dy-sis
/'ekdasas/
noun

: the act of molting or shedding an outer cuticular layer

My confidence is like a fruit.
In turns it ripens, in turns it spoils.*

*A line from “Post Partum" by Nikita Deshpande

32

if I were to peel back my epidermis there would be a tributary of fear that empties
into the reservoir that is my brain bioluminescent and smelling like freshly
polished silver a pathway that ferries every wrongdoing every failure every
cussword every first draft every...every...every

aftermath the reconstruction era of my physiology
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Robin Smith & Shloka Shankar

((echo))location
zuthitsu
trigger warning
the echolocation
of i(dent)ity
the
palmistry
of
my
life
line
(poured
into —
a dead leaf green
bottle)
(into
a of stubby aluminum
can)

anexplicationofmychronologyinshorthand

“Self-plagiarism is style.” — Alfred Hitchcock

This explains why I'm drawn to what I'm drawn to even if I don’t want to be
drawn to what I'm drawn to or what I was drawn to suddenly makes a comeback

like capri pants. It’s a trap. A giant ambigram for stuckness.



from the disquiet growing into the first syllable of my name
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Taylor R. Thomas & Francesca Townsley
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A Film Reel of Maladies
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