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Frank Kovacs
A Preference for Limericks

It s absolutely true.
Of all the things
that could be labeled as poetry
| prefer the limerick.

| am a philistine
The sort of villainous cad,
who, when given the opportunity
will bust out a pun or two.

| feel no shame in this!
There are individuals out there
with explicit joys that defy all logic
though
they have the luxury of hiding their pleasures

Some of us have to take the time
that could be otherwise used
for a veritable litany of sins.

| could be out of my mind right now
but instead | m deep inside of it
examining the curious crenellations
which | had hoped to admire
quietly from afar.
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Danielle Mi
Lost Time

Rise to a morning

new, like the last.

Each sip of breakfast tea mocks

the days lost to a vision, revised, and revisited,
when the sun begins its daily ritual.
The sludge of routine,

an expectation, a hope, dissolves

with a spoonful of sugar.

The granules spill down the mug
fleeting past the reflective edge,
mimicking sand through an hour glass.

Gregory Dondero

Cardooard
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Alison Parman
The Dress
Walking into the crisp, hip

Coffee shop | see her lounging,
And him draped over a chair.

| stare aghast at the times,
Back when | would never dare,
Never admit that side of me

Never
Would I, the girl with him
So relaxed, so open.

Imagine growing up without rules
Able to grow unabashed,;
How | wish | could fit into that dress.

Avyelen Olivera

Digital Imaging

Sarah Chamberlain
Digital llustration





















Hannah Brown
Topography

This is mine

this meat, this bone.

No temple. The arc of my ass
Is no holy hill.

No sin either. If anything,

this body is clay,
unprocessed, drawn straight
from the riverbed,

painted with rust and crushed
shells.

Its every rolling mountaintop
and valley basin,

each constellation of freckles,
belongs to me,

and | (at least today)

wholly belong to it.

Jessica Diaz

Ink



Christophe Esselen-von Fedyk

Peony

A peony withers in the heat,
dust kicks up in the breathless wind.

A heavy rain blankets the arid ground.

In the distance,

a ray of sunshine dances through the clouds.

A menagerie of life begins its cabaret
and an eagle soars above,
its cries witness to life in motion.

Carmelina Scionti-Privitera

\Watercolor Wash

Oliver Pichardo

\Watercolor Wash
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was very handsome in my head, and some-
one | would enjoy having dinner with, drinking
some wine with, then curling up with on a
couch by a fire. It was always too perfect in
my head.

| went back to the bookstore every Sunday
for a year after that day | left the purple note.

| would check the book every time as well. |
never received another note after that one.
Perhaps my pen pal was annoyed with my
lack of insight, or maybe never finished the
book. Maybe my anonymous companion died.
Whatever the reason, our unconventional
means of communication and odd kind of

connection was unforgettable.
Danielle Birdsell

After | finished graduate school, | got a job o

teaching English at Canton College. During
this time | published a book, Breaking the
Laws of the Universe. It was a fusion of quan-
tum ideas and fiction. | never forgot about
H.G. and dedicated the book to him.

| dedicate this book to someone | ve never met,
but has greatly influenced my path.
| found your two secrets tucked in a book at a
Barnes and Noble in Brooklyn Heights,

Thank you!

Quantum H.G., people are like electrons.

Jason Briers

Colored Pencll on Toned Paper
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Erin White

Colored Pencil on Toned Paper









Shristina Wolf

Gouache
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Brandon Nevin
Searing Comfort

I m to blame for this scorn, this assault on my layers
Being wracked with agony by this alert, comforting provider,
The one who makes my pain possible.

Veronica Jones

Proud tree standing tall
Years of wisdom, history
And unwavering

Jesse Allen

Dreams are a killer s wish,
Ferrying boats to a shore
That doesn t exist.

ki r

Red Tulips in a vase,
slowly wilting
into dust.
Oppressive heat and humidity
is here to stay.












Melanie Muller
The Phoenix is Questions

| ve heard the question various times
In various places,

All different, yet the expression merges
From the various faces,

| hear from the place in which | sit
| hear, unintentionally, a little bit,
| hear

“Why not just say it?”

A poem it seems, is at issue here
On this day, And in this year.
Again the words that seem to sear:

“Why not just say it?
| know it s nice to be poetic and stuff
But really, s t!
It s been done enough

And anyway, it s fake!

Why spend time on what can’t ever be?
It’s just fiction, for goodness sake!

Let s focus on reality.

But what is really real?

People are so different

In the things that make them feel,
Who knows what is and isn’t?

When | think the opposite of person next to me,
When there s no simplicity

And | m unsure of what | see,

How can | know what’s right and what can be?

When a yard is stretched forever
Through rhythms of the night,
When the entire Universe

Is drifting out of sight,
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When common objects

Spring distorted from their scenes,
When the very roots of words

Are splitting at their seems,

When the fevered brain is throwing nerves upon a screen,

When the entire world may be turning on a dream,
It s impossible to say just what | mean!

And how can | make you see,
How much this means to me?

Words, with misunderstanding,
Are encurled,

Words with double meanings,
Have unfurled,

And no one knows the language
The other person s speaking

Dear Reader, are you sure
You understand the language | am speaking?

Dear Re
Adder,

Are you sure
You  under

Stand
The Lan
gauge
| am
Spe
A
King
?

Christine Geary

Colored Pencil on Toned Paper



William Thomas
America, America

America, America,
Look what we ve done,
We voted him in,

An African son.

America, America,

Do you know what that means?
It means at last we are reaching,
reaching our dreams.

Some are for it,
Others are not,

Some choose change,
Others do not,

America, America,

We ve come a long way,
But the struggle continues,
| really must say.

Obama, Obama,

We wish you the best,
We pray you will lead us
From out of this mess,

But America, America,
Don t forget this,

The fire was burning
Without any doubt

Before Obama was chosen,
Erin White

On the faces of millions,

Of all different races,

You put many smiles

On so many faces,

Black, white, Asian, and Latino too,

You taught us that we can be president too.

To help us all out,

So Obama, Obama,

Don t feel ashamed,

If it doesn t work out,

You ve still made a change

Watercolor Wash

Ronald Olansen
Graphite

Oliver Pichardo

Graphite
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Jennifer Peifer
Ode to the Cadilac

| can always spot a Caddy from two or three hundred feet away
By the taillights,

Elongated and confident

With the strain and ego of

America

The simplicity of the shape

Parameters and dimensions that scream
Nostalgia

Decadence

Luxury

That somehow makes me think of Harry S. Truman
In command and knowing it

No bluffing, no bullshit

Aesthetically pleasing with enchanting veneer
That demands attention and respect

As it cruises by

Trimmed in golden chromium palisade

Wishing that you in your

Lexus or Porsche

Could compete with its omnipotence.

You picture New York City

Envisioning a smooth black man

At the wheel of a late model

Eldorado

Dressed in new suit, on his way to some jam session
Or to one of his ladies

Crusin slow

Taking it all in

The reward for all those don t wanna be workin but am
Saturdays, Sundays even

Out of pure love and desire

To complete the scene

And on to other highways

Deep South Dallas businessman flies

The long white Coupe de Ville dream
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In cowboy country music

Taken as standard

In its strange but accurate meter of class
Bullhorns bolted to the grill

Further up are middle-aged beer drinking mechanic types by day
Who by night blow hard and true

In some five piece horn section

Wailing blues, cruise

Chicago suburbs sublime.

Leather seats that make obscene blush noises
When caressed properly

Smells the way a car ought to smell

When people were allowed to smoke in the drama of Saturday night
And joyride thoughtlessly for hours on Sundays
Legs stretched out

Dont let nothin bother you

Dig the ride

Ashtray a foot wide.

Then there s my father

In a used

Fleetwood

Thick gold chain entangled in

Gray simian chest hair

Showing hand and horn

Slow-witted

Official business in the night

Sicilian  not for nothin

He drove a Caddy

While his family walked

In the cold and rain

To the corner grocery

With magic stamps

Searching for taillights.

Jose Abrahante
Ink



Ink

Jesse Allen
A Wel Olled Machine

How many pennies
Will it take,

Filling and swilling
That gaping gas tank.

How many dollars
Will they make,
Drilling and Killing
For their piggy banks

Who can taste love
When we can t afford
Food

Who cares about caring
When all they care about
Is crude?

Ah, yes,

They may have
Armies and guns

But we re much more
Dangerous

Because we have
None.
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