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Lockdown*
Yes there is fear.
Yes there is isolation.
Yes there is panic buying.
Yes there is sickness.
Yes there is even death.
But,
They say that in Wuhan after so many
years of noise
You can hear the birds again.
They say that after just a few weeks of
quiet
The sky is no longer thick with fumes
But blue and grey and clear.
They say that in the streets of Assisi
People are singing to each other
across the empty squares,
keeping their windows open
so that those who are alone
may hear the sounds of family around
them.
They say that a hotel in the West of Ireland
Is offering free meals and delivery to the
housebound.
Today a young woman I know
is busy spreading fliers with her number
through the neighbourhood
So that the elders may have someone to
call on.
Today Churches, Synagogues, Mosques
and Temples
are preparing to welcome
and shelter the homeless, the sick, the
weary
All over the world people are slowing down
and reflecting
All over the world people are looking at
their neighbours in a new way
All over the world people are waking up to
a new reality
To how big we really are.

To how little control we really have.
To what really matters.
To Love.
So we pray and we remember that
Yes there is fear.
But there does not have to be hate.
Yes there is isolation.
But there does not have to be loneliness.
Yes there is panic buying.
But there does not have to be meanness.
Yes there is sickness.
But there does not have to be disease of
the soul
Yes there is even death.
But there can always be a rebirth of love.
Wake to the choices you make as to how
to live now.
Today, breathe.
Listen, behind the factory noises of your
panic
The birds are singing again
The sky is clearing,
Spring is coming,
And we are always encompassed by
Love.
Open the windows of your soul
And though you may not be able
to touch across the empty square,
Sing.

Richard Hendrick
*Poem written by Irish priest Richard
Hendrick after all of Ireland closed down
in response to the Covid-19 Coronavirus
pandemic.
Published in 2020 by Ghosn Publishing
ISBN 978-1-7321135-5-8

Foreword
At the time of writing this foreword the world is being battered all over by the Covid-19
pandemic. Life as we usually know it has stopped and people are suffering and dying by
the hundred of thousands and millions with few signs yet of a happy resolution. A less than
a micron-sized virus is spreading everywhere and attacking anyone irrespectively, causing
wide damage, shattering at the same time the mere notion of power, social status, control.
It is highliting our inherent vulnerability and our weakness when facing the forces of nature,
but also our strength as a human race to use the best in us to promote love, connectedness,
compassion, unselfish giving, spiritual growth.
This book, composed before the current pandemic started, does not include, as a resut, poems
addressing it. Many of the poets, however, deal through their poems with other long known and
prevailing pandemics in our world, namely those of greed, violence, discrimination, prejudice,
social and economic disparity, destruction of the environment, to name only few, aiming at
raising awareness about them, and trying to help erasing them for a better world.
In this 17th edition of “For a Better World” sixty four poets and thirty four visual artists use
their poetic voice and their artistic power to contribute to social justice in our world, fighting
for everyone’s rights, for the discriminated against, the oppressed, the weak and the poor; to
combat darkness, violence and evil; and to spread love, peace and justice. They speak for
a world after their heart and values, an equal world of hope, fraternity and unity. Of all ages
and backgrounds, their art and talent state their concerns and affirm their beliefs and values.
By doing so, they also strengthen each other’s diverse voices and give life to their hopes and
dreams.
In a world still prey to injustice and wars, these artists weep for the dead, revolt for the
oppressed, denounce unjust societal wrongs, advocate for the poor, the homeless, and the
neglected, reject violence and its consequences, fight for the battered environment, champion
human rights. They also challenge the prevailing societal values of materialism, consumerism
and domination and speak for a change in values towards love, compassion and forgiveness.
They paint a beautiful world, a world of diversity and equality, where peace is based on truth,
justice, and kindness, and on the unique and rich contribution of every individual.
With their lucid song, these artists also confront the evil in this world and promise to stand up
for the fight. Their song is an appeal to each of us to join in and make a change; it seeks to
eliminate our isolation and loneliness and invites us to hold hands and share in the same well
of strength and energy for a better world.
To every participating poet and visual artist, and to everyone who directly or indirectly joined
in the making of this book and in the spread of its message, my heartfelt thanks and gratitude.
My appreciation also goes to Diana Becket, Jerry Judge, and Roberta Schultz, who kindly and
generously reviewed all the submitted poems and provided their editorial advice.
For a better world, always, a world of love, peace and justice.
Saad Ghosn, Book editor and organizer
May 2020
ps. This book is dedicated to all those who suffered, died, felt isolated and neglected during
the current pandemic crisis; also to all those who courageously and unselfihly donated of
themselves, their time, their energy, threir skills, their wealth, their love... to combat this crisis
and contribute to a better world.
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POEMS:

COURTNEY BARNOSKI
Courtney Barnoski’s works pertain primarily to the theme of social justice and
come generally from her personal experience. Their purpose is to connect with
other survivors of abuse, and to break the victim stigma.    
Contact: cebarn22@thomasmore.edu

PHEBE (KAREN) BEISER
Phebe (Karen) Beiser taught at Women Writing for (a) Change for seven years.
She is a former librarian at The Public Library of Cincinnati downtown whose
special loves are poetry, nature, dogs, and Eastern spirituality. A longtime feminist
& lesbian activist since the 1970s, Phebe co-founded the Ohio Lesbian Archives.
Contact: phebek108@gmail.com  
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DRAWING:

NOEL FREYA WALTZ
Noël Freya Waltz is a freelance writer, illustrator, and small online business
owner. They launched Queer Quartz in April 2019, and have used that platform
to sell handmade jewelry, custom illustrations, and other artistic creations. They
specialize in writing about and visualizing issues within the LGBTQ+ community.
Contact: noelfreyawaltz@gmail.com; @queerquartzshop (instagram)

Zohreh Zand										31-33
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Conversion: A Journey
(by Courtney Barnoski)
I sat in a chair that was much bigger than me in an office
that’s primary décor was framed verses and various degrees.
I was surrounded by false plants that were sheer with dust.
I swung my feet back and forth kicking the underneath of the chair.
Focused on the movement and my shoestrings. A man with
clip board sat across from me. Unsynchronized clicks from his
pen and flashes from a fluorescent bulb. With muddy vision I
was given a series of assessments with questions to determine,
how far gone I already was. He read the results sighing, he pulled his
chair closer to me. He looked deeply in my eyes, grasped my shoulders,
started preaching, spat on me with his passion. Told me that I was confused,
that I was boys can’t love boys and girls can’t love girls. Shook me by
my shoulders said, “it wasn’t too late”. Prescribed me Proverbs and church
twice a week. He claimed that forgiveness is all I need, not to stop until God forgave me.
I found myself in front of the congregation, they gasp in my sin, placed their
hands on me. Prayed that God would take the thoughts out of my mind, that
He would cast out the devil’s ways. That He would purify my soul, they dressed
me in unbleached cotton. Condemned me to the church. I pierced my thighs on worn pews,
sang the sweet sound until my throat turned sandpaper. Drank the blood, ate the body
sacrificed parts of myself I cherished. Begged God for his dominion, bathed in a blessed creek
bruised my knees, washed feet of the elders and disciples and walked barefoot over stained glass.
Covered my body and eyes, abstained my thoughts from wandering beyond the door.
Suffocated in a cylindrical gas chamber, choked by incense, knotted my fingers with rosaries.
Graphed my spine on a cross, read the bible until, the thin pages cut my eyes. I bleed and pleaded
for forgiveness. The congregation turned their backs, asked me to leave the church, they said, “it is
just to late”.
I was lost wandering around, aimless, without identity. It was just too late.
A woman found me, a perfect stranger. She spoke about God as if they were childhood friends.
She wiped my tears, stitched my wounds and fed my curiosities. She laid with me to watch the
stars. I opened my soul and bared my insecurities told her about the man and the office, braced
for the worst. She laid my head on her shoulders, I could hear her heartbeat, her breath
shuddered. She read me the creation story and told me she was Eve stuck in Adam’s rib.
She pointed to the stars, she said that God made us as beautiful as He made the stars.
She spoke about street judges and tribulations this world will have for people like us.
Grabbed my shoulders, pulled me in her chest and whispered, “it is never too late”.
She assured me that when it was our time, that He would greet us with open arms
laugh and welcome us home.

Noël Freya Waltz
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50 Years After Stonewall
(by Phebe (Karen) Beiser)

POEMS:
3.
Wild

I.
50 years ago I was 19
Yes, I knew
Yes, I knew I was gay
A crush on a teacher
A friend who knew with a crush
on another teacher.
Thrills sitting close to Marisol
in the crowded back seat
of her boyfriend’s station wagon.

I had a lot of wildness to catch up on.
I found the alternative group;
it stood out among so many sororities.
We were a mix of smart girls and boys
who questioned what we had learned:
marched against the Vietnam War,
drank and did drugs.
We enjoyed our sensuality
believing it was a gift.
We talked about everything not
learned in classes, learned by living.
We wanted to help save the world.

Where were the lesbians?
Hard to find them when the word
was not spoken in conversation
or on tv--B.E., Before Ellen.
I was invisible, just trying
to survive.
I came out over Christmas vacation,
followed Jean to Ann Arbor
for a weekend.
She was a known lesbian.
I longed to solve the mystery.

T. BARTLETT
T. Bartlett has loved writing for as long as she can remember. Some of
her earliest memories include writing rhyming words on a small, handheld
chalkboard. She has had poetry published by The Voices Project and Kentucky
State Poetry Society’s journal Pegasus. She also publishes poetry on her
blog BLT’s Corner (bltcorner.blogspot.com). In her free time, T. enjoys cooking,
photography, movies, music, and spending time with family and friends.
Contact: mellymee@gmail.com

KATHY LONGSHORE
Kathy Longshore grew up with the love of writing poetry and is still inspired by
life and friends. As a grandmother of 8, she especially enjoys children’s literature.
As a Scrabble lover, Kathy is fascinated with words. In the Ohio Poetry Day
Association annual contest she has won Honorable Mention in 2018 and 2019.
Contact: rlongshore@cinci.rr.com

When I returned to college
I was sure I wanted
to be with women
the rest of my life.

DRAWING:

2.
Magic City

JOHN SMITHMEYER

I wanted to move to San Francisco.
There, I could be free
with flowers in my hair.
No money to get there,
No money to live.
My grandmother
was paying my tuition
to be a teacher like her.
Firstborns tend to listen,
do what’s expected, certainly
not be wild.

John Smithmeyer is a 19 year-old Cincinnati local. He is a sophomore at Xavier
University majoring in Philosophy and minoring in German.
John is a self-taught illustrator.
Contact: smithmeyerj@xavier.edu
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Hell’s Hollow

America the (Not so)
Beautiful*

(by T. Bartlett)
Pushpins and dots map the places we’ve been
Places we love and enshrine in our hearts.
Places where wheels rotate on one and two-lane roads.
Places where the engine of time stops and restarts.
This place was once known as Heaven’s Haven,
And it was pregnant with God’s golden grain.
The land whispered of its greatness, of its docile dreams.
It whispered promises of wealth and fortune to gain.
But heed the caution of histories oft repeated.
In creating the ideal, humanity is inept.
Utopia seeks perfection. Utopia seeks its keepers,
but keepers are doomed to be kept.
With Time and Truth, Hell’s Hollow emerges,
and soon locks clang with a dulcet irony.
A once delicate wind turns deliberate and sour
The kingdom of freedom toxic with blasphemy.
Cursed lips scowl, “Take back your tired, your poor,
Your huddled masses are not welcome to breathe free.”
Dirt-stained cheeks betray trails of tears,
and a nightmare now romances the refugee.
En masse they move and en masse they hope.
The wretched refuse seek another shore.
Hopers seek their arrival. Hopers seek their Utopia,
but Utopia is doomed to be no more.

(by Kathy Longshore)
O beautiful were children’s eyes
Before they died in vain.
With guns for some self-serving rights
The innocents were slain.
America! America!
God sheds His tears for thee.
There’s little sign of humanhood
From sea to shining sea.
O beautiful were pilgrim feet
In history’s slanted press.
That thoroughfare from freedom’s beat
Became so merciless.
America! America!
God sees thine every flaw.
So search thy soul with self-control
Find liberty in law.
O beautiful are heroes proved
In these dark times of strife.
They risk their lives domestically
To save just one more life.
America! America!
May God thy ways refine
Till our success is humbleness
To hold each life divine.
Who cares about a patriot dream
Corroded over years?
Those alabaster twitter streams
Just fuel the country’s fears.
America! America!
God sheds His tears for thee.
There’s little good in humanhood
Without diversity.
*(A parody of America the Beautiful,
based on a poem written in 1893 by
Katharine Lee Bates with revised
versions in 1904 and 1913. Music
composed by Samuel A. Ward,
organist at Grace Episcopal Church,
Newark, NJ in 1910.)

7

Don’t Forget to Smile
(by T. Bartlett)

POEMS:

Don’t wear a ponytail
Don’t make eye contact
Don’t drink alone
Don’t leave your doors unlocked

DIANA BECKET
Diana Becket’s poems are a way of putting into words her fears about how
cultures throughout the world infringe peace and justice.
Diana began to write poetry after retiring from teaching composition courses at
the University of Cincinnati.

Don’t leave your drink unattended
Don’t get into strangers’ cars
Don’t wear revealing blouses
Don’t walk alone after dark
Don’t ride buses and trains alone
Don’t post pictures with your location
Don’t wear short skirts and show too much leg
Don’t let anyone know you’re on vacation
Don’t sit with your legs open
Don’t show any cleavage
Don’t wear black too young
Don’t have sex before marriage

Contact: dianabecket@gmail.com

MARY NEMETH
Mary Nemeth has been learning to write poetry for four years now. Through OLLI
(UC) poetry courses and the invaluable inspiration and knowledge of members of
several poetry groups, she has fallen in love with poetry.
A longtime photographer, she is finishing her first book marrying her favorite
photos with her poetry.

Don’t wear too much makeup
Don’t lead a risky lifestyle
Don’t pick up hitchhikers
And don’t, whatever you do, forget to smile.

Contact: ohgypsy@aol.com

The Lady’s Hopeful Sonnet
(by T. Bartlett)

DRAWING:

Hold fast to our protections
of life, happiness, and liberty,
for these are remarkable times
given to hearsay and hyperbole.
Debasers of self-evident truths
spew lies and indecencies.
They place profits over people,
and seek to curtail human agency.
Aye, these are our inalienable rights.
We vow to defend them.
Behold our one true beacon.
Look upon the rays of her diadem.
May her light be your ceaseless guide,
As life, fortune, and sacred honor abide!

MAUREEN RADCLIFFE GEORGE
Maureen George moved to Cincinnati in 2016 after many moves around the
country. After graduating from Ohio State University with a degree in Painting,
Graphics, and Drawing, she found expression as an art therapist, graphic
designer, art director and creative director. Maureen has exhibited drawings,
paintings and prints in Chicago, California, the DC area, and Cincinnati.
Contact: maureenradgeorge@gmail.com
8

9

Border Pen

to obey him. Her story is so common,
busy clinics have no time to listen.

(by Diana Becket)

Her baby’s born too early to survive,
but hospitals don’t question why.
Some women go to prison if their babies
die. She escapes to avoid another jail.

At the detention center, Rosa
crouches in the searchlight glare
that bounces the reflection
of the high-wire cage
fence on the Mylar
blanket she holds
for warmth.

She’s asked for asylum, but courts
decree home-violence is no
reason to request
protection.

She’s herded with strangers
pressed together in a prison space
too congested to move or sit.
Her empty stomach retches
with pain from water
that is filth brown.

The News
(by Mary Nemeth)

The prisoners in the pound,
exhausted from the journey, wait
for news about their children.
Rosa grips the wire links,
eyes fixed on the door
where the guards
took her son.

Our country’s rapidly falling apart.
We can no longer talk to each other,
and most are resigned to despair or prayer.
POTUS insults from his bully pulpit
or by tweet nightly.  I am reminded
of the taunts of my third graders, I swear.
Many of those “very good men and women”
that he chose to help lead our government
are now serving time or are heading there.

Zero Care
(by Diana Becket)

Long time, trusted allies, Britain, France, and
Germany, among others, are rebuffed,
derided, ridiculed—quite a nightmare!

“US and international law currently say
that people can seek asylum if they fear
persecution at home on the basis of their race,
political opinion, nationality, religion or because
they belong to a particular social group.”

Mr. T. cozies up to adversaries and flouts
his love affair with Putin and Kim Jung-Un
His ignorance brings us closer to warfare.

She moves out of reach, but his muscle
cage grabs her. She’s flung against walls
with force that breaks her bones.
Medics don’t ask questions.

Our environment, endangered as it is,
is constantly ignored. He chooses dollars
over Earth, till it’s too late, beyond repair.
His reckless jabs and taunts at rivals
and critics encourage those unhinged
in his base and endanger our welfare.

She’s barred from her friends, jeered
for her family, his sneers make her feel
ugly in her skin. His eyes always track
her—there’s no one she can tell.
He waits in the shadows, he’s aroused
by her fear and needs to force her body
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We’re deluged with distressing news daily
so, in need of some giggles and smiles,
I get my news slant from Stephen Colbert.

Choices

Thus America was born,
Grew and prospered.
Thus were the challenges, the choices,
The tolls, the heartaches,

(by Mary Nemeth)
For generations, immigrants have made
Life-altering, heart wrenching choices,
Choices between their difficult present
And an unknown future in a new land.

Yet they still come,
Seeking.

Spineless

They came,
Marching past those struggles
And stragglers left behind,
Those refusing to surrender
Their homes, schools, friends, livelihoods,
Whether by choice or circumstance.

(by Mary Nemeth)
Our glorious home, this planet earth,
could it be on the verge of destruction?
Ready to expire from lack of caring?
Could it be true, this dire prediction
that, through our own neglect and misuse,
we may create our own extinction?

By the hundreds, by the thousands,
Bewildered by the sudden disruption
Of their lives, they came,
On foot, by bus, train, boat or ship, they came.

For the eons it took for earth to flower,
to bloom with every form of life,
era after violent era, earth prevailed.
Vitality and variety of species was rife.
So how, after this miraculous birth,
could we leave our only home in strife?

Facing the unknown, debating their choices:
Bring the family? Or leave without them?
Take a chance on the unknowable?
Resist? Resist and suffer?
Allow loved ones to suffer?
Where is the greatest sacrifice?

Plastic islands endanger sealife and birds
while Earthlings wear masks in smoggy air.
Litter litters our highways and byways,
and tornados break out everywhere.
Forest fires and landslides abound
leaving folks in shock and dispair.

Passing the remnants of former lives,
Family homes, early dreams of the future.
Marching, always marching forward,
Leaving the neighborhoods, the marshes,
Fields and forests they knew and loved.
Leaving dear loved ones,
Saying their goodbyes, perhaps forever.

Ignoring scientists’ knowledge and skill,
global warming deniers worship the dollar sign
and delay healing, helping measures.
But, there is hope available, a lifeline
for our home. There’d be no need for sadness
if only mankind would grow a spine!

Swirling seas, border crossings,
Starvation, death, dangers all await.
Dangers greater, more immediate,
Than those at home? Wars, gangs, turmoil,
drought, starvation, death?
On to an incomprehensible foreign land,
An unknown language, strange foods,
Misunderstood customs and laws,
Cringing abuse, neglect, hunger,
Zero tolerance?

POEMS:

MATT BIRKENHAUER
Matt Birkenhauer teaches English at Northern Kentucky University, with an
emphasis on Composition and Rhetoric. He lives in Ludlow, KY, with his wife and
son. In addition to For a Better World, his poetry has appeared in The Licking
River Review, Trajectory:  Writing That Illuminates, Tobacco: A Literary Anthology,
Words, Pegasus, and other publications.             
Contact: birkenhauerm@nku.edu

CAROL FEISER LAQUE
Carol Feiser Laque’s most recent collection of poetry titled Keeping Time holds
up her poetry as a mirror and invites the reader to reflect. She will always be a
“Queen City poet” with “Windy City blood”.
Contact: carolfeiserlaque@icloud.com

DRAWING:

TINA WESTERKAMP
Tina Westerkamp is a mixed-media artist and (recently revealed) secret writer
of poetry. She can be found most days in her Cincinnati studio/laboratory with
paint, glue, and ink stains on her fingertips, sifting through ancient memories or
stumbling into astounding curiosities. She works to set them free.
Contact: tinajwesterkamp@gmail.com
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Child Trafficking

Kenner Toys

(by Carol Feiser Laque)

(by Matt Birkenhauer)

How long is this disheveled fever?
I wait with a harrowing nausea.
They carry a filthy shroud.
A lunatic liquor sells me Everywhere is a stale stench.

Functionary:  she is merely a functionary
I’m thinking watching Barbara spearheading
flat-white Tie Fighters with a pneumatic screwdriver
at Kenner’s E Building.
She’s spearheading Tie Fighters and talking about
Georgia’s botched abortion causing her to miss this
week.

My tears rain riptides across my face
tearing my mask of flesh off the bone.
A loathing filthy hand buys me.
I am the undead,
and the salt of my unshed tears burns.
I am a walking scar.
Each morning is a freshly nailed coffin,
my sticky rented bed.
Born old covered with their sour breath,
I am riddled with the embrace of mayhem.
Madness is all time Since children have lost their hands.
In a sleepless room traffickers
swagger in with swollen wallets,
and a trash bag for my body.
I am this child as
money oozes from my bed.
Traffickers claw at me
with nails full of bloody cash.
Even the wind is my noose.
Grave diggers with withered lips
kiss my cold ones goodbye.

Fifteen years:  I’m thinking for fifteen years
she’s been assembling toys on lines so similar I’m
amazed,
and dismayed that she doesn’t seem to mind her
job at all:
She’s a mother with three teenagers and
a husband whose daily bread is alcohol.

God and Country
(by Matt Birkenhauer)
Nationalism’s
a gap-toothed old drunk
stumbling, falling
down a dark alley,
tipping over the garbage cans,
arousing the neighbors who
cranky, irritable,
bitch at the old drunk.
And then at each other.
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Plantation Politics
(by Carol Feiser Laque)

POEMS:

Pride and Prejudice
slide cultures slippery
with cozy congruencies.

KELSEY BOUDREAUX

Picture Jane Austen, the wily wife
of a slave owner. Plantation Precious,
a landed gentry - the Mistress is swamped
tripping over shackles on her way
to afternoon tea. A delicate,
prudent, novel, gloved lady.

Kelsey Boudreaux is an abstract artist, specifically a painter, also a writer. She
is currently a student at the University of Cincinnati Blue Ash, majoring in Social
Work. Kelsey has been diagnosed with Juvenile Parkinson’s disease.
Contact: kelseyb201@gmail.com

The delight of a lemon tea cookies
surrounded by slave ships circled
by sharks. Lynchings, slaves, runaways,
raped - breed low, sell high.

COURTNEY ROSE
Courtney Rose was born in Marietta, Ohio. She graduated from The Ohio State
University with a Bachelor of Arts in Humanities, and after graduation, moved to
Cincinnati where she has resided for over 20 years.
Courtney is an aspiring writer.

Their cushy life, brandy in the parlor
after dinner, occurs in their satin and
brocade slave shacks.
Who tours slave quarters without
a docent? Plantations are one big homey
family in the land of the brave and the free.

Contact: rosze94@outlook.com

Slaves run away in pursuit of
happiness full of sense and
sensibility. Good manners make
good morals. The Bible tells us so.
Branding, whipping, mutilation then
sassing, fussing - sold by petticoat pundits. Are we
driving Miss Daisy crazy?
Whalebone corsets loosened yields
an emancipation proclamation.

DRAWING:

NINA WESLEY

“It is a truth universally acknowledged,
that a single man in possession of
a good fortune makes the best
Master.” The Massa gives and
gets the Bill of Sale.

Nina Wesley is 19 years old. She lives in Independence, Kentucky and is
currently a freshman student at the Art Academy of Cincinnati. Her dream is to
become an Illustrator. Nina has some learning disabilities and hopes that this
proves that all of us, whatever our problems, can reach for our dreams.

Plantation Politics is profitable and
always near. The Politics and Plantation
are right here.

Contact: nina.wesley01@gmail.com; @dangerouscheesecakelove (instagram)
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Disabled

Courage

(by Kelsey Boudreaux)

(by Courtney Rose)

Doesn’t mean not
Define as unhealthy
Dare to do
Daunting task to
Demonstrate different definitely
Doesn’t mean incapable
Disabilities are not
Depiction of labels
Dying of pity
Delete the perception
Designed by society’s standards
Designate the disabled
Definitely capable of
Defining their own
Disease of discrimination
Despite the pain
Data depicting the
Dagger that social norms
Dangling the daggers
Denying the acceptance
Daydreams of when
Description of disability
Discrimination is not
Decided as deciphering
Debilitating are chances
Determined that disability can’t
Do what you can do
Day of daring to be different
Different being defiant
Dazed and dazzled
Determined to change
Depiction of disabilities
Defined by capabilities

Into the forest we ran
from our captures.
Our voices once silenced
now our saviors.
Once held by the physical binds
of their cold wrists
and the mental binds
of their sadistic grips.
Ahead we had heard stories of lurkers and thieves.
Of monsters and shadows that rise up
from piles of dead leaves.
Yet more stories still of
alternate worlds.
Of vineyards lush with fruit,
with clean water,
and voices no longer scared or mute.
To leave fear behind,
to reclaim something new,
to say enough of this silencing
is what every living, breathing
soul of good souls can do.
I choose to be courageous
in the face of fear.
Of terror, of humans,
their monsters and egos,
of suffering whether far or near.
I choose self-determination.
I choose life.
And if taken from me
it was not without fight.

Nina Wesley
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POEMS:

MICHAEL BURNHAM
73-year-old Michael Burnham has been hanging around Cincinnati since the first
grade and, after 40-odd years of cohabitation, is finally married to documentarist
Barbara Wolf. Michael has been a stage director, a teacher, a performer, now and
again a writer, and is liable to go to his grave proclaiming that the only two totally
unforgivable sins may be greed and littering.
Contact: burnhaml@ucmail.uc.edu

DRAWING:

HENRY BURDSALL
Henry Burdsall, an interdisciplinary artist, works in illustration, collage, painting
and digital. He is currently a sophomore at the Art Academy of Cincinnati
studying illustration and painting. Henry primarily focuses on illustrations that
depict dream-like scenes with great attention to detail.
Contact: henry.burdsall@artacademy.edu
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At the Jimmy Heath House
(for Buddy, Who’d Been Dead a Good Long While by Then)
So I’m visiting the guy who runs the place
and I say something like,
“Been a lotta work goin’ on ‘round here,
neighborhood-wise,
y’know?”
And he says,
“Yeah
I guess
if that’s what you think work is.
Why
if ya lived here all yer life
and ya happen out onto the street in the mornin’ when all a’those loaders and ‘dozers and
backhoes and graders, cement trucks and pavers and cranes and all o’that suchlike y’know
come roaring right past you
paradin’
y’know
to whatever it is that they’ll be vibratin’ like an earthquake from now until nigh onto dark with
nary an hour off for lunch
then yeah
you could call it work
if that’s what you think work is.
On the other han’
if you’re out there on one a‘those mornin’s
out there on the street when the parade goes by
you could surely be excused
y’know
for hallucinatin’ that ya live in Prague
that ya live in Prague on the day the Russians come
y’know?
on the day the Russians come to stay.
23

But me,”
he goes on,
“I’m out there
watchin’ the parade
an’ all th’sudden I’m rememberin’ the way we did it
back before we had the money
and the clout
when all we really had
was just the pow’r inherent…”

Pill Hill, 2018
(aka Everybody Puts Their Priorities on One Straight Leg at a Time,
Am I Right?
In the neighborhood murdered by medicine,
giant buildings saunter
where our houses once stood still
and hugged us.

– yeah, he used the word inherent –

Just Another Old Cassandra

“…the pow’r inherent
in the place that needed fixin’

(Lookin’ for a Place to Die)

and in each other

“We would try by any means
To reach the limits of ourselves, to reach beyond ourselves,
To let go the means, to wake.”      
                  ~Muriel Rukeyser

and we done all the work by hand
and there was talk while we was workin’
and the whole time we was busy fixin’ things
the whole time we was busy buildin’
ev’ry single ever’body there
tol’ their tale of how and why and wherefore and since when.
Yeah.
Y’know?
Yeah.
We was buildin’ at the speed of stories and what we was cementin’ was
ourselves.
Y’know?

You get tired, y’know,
always being right and no one listens.
Oh, it’s not like you don’t tell ‘em.
You do.
But somehow they can’t hear and you can’t shut your mouth and so you wake up tired
on the far side of a bridge they need to cross
and you can see them back there on the other end
and you run back and forth across the bridge waving them to follow
“The War is a lie”
you call
“The streetcar isn’t gonna work unless it feeds the busses”
you insist
“Playin’ Winner Take All don’t build you nothin’ but losers and assholes”
you scream

Past ‘n’ present future into one.
All at the speed of stories.
Now me,”
he says,
“that’s what I think work is.
Y’all can call this other stuff
this stuff they’re doin’ now
y’all can call this other stuff whate’er the hell you want.”
24

“Listen, honey, there’s somethin’ that they’re lookin’ at that ain’t about your talent so it’s a
good thing you’re talented
and hot”
and that’s when you realize they’ve got you
so you scurry back to your side of the bridge
and you try to sleep it off
and you wake up tired
25

and you rub your eyes and realize that you can’t see
maybe you need coffee
but your ears – your ears still work – and you can hear the others over there on their side and
one says
“Would you have married him if he weren’t rich?”
and the one who got asked that question doesn’t even stop for breath
“Would he have married me if I weren’t pretty?”
and that’s when you feel it
the stinging
and it’s not tears so much as just plain salt that’s been rubbed in the wounds where your eyes
used to be   
and so you cry yourself awake
again
and you turn toward the world you’ve never looked at
the one on your end of the bridge
the one you’ve yelled about forever but never ever really seen and
for the first time
you see them.
You see the children. The children.
The children are already here.
“Quick,” you yell, “Build yourselves an infrastructure!
Quick, before you crumble!

POEMS:

ELLA CATHER-DAVIS
Ella Cather-Davis is retired with her husband of 50+ years. She writes poetry,
essays and children’s stories sometimes to amuse her grandchildren. Ella
holds an Associates of Arts degree in English Literature from the University of
Cincinnati, and is a member of the Greater Cincinnati Writer’s League and the
Ohio Poetry Association. Her written work has been published in a number of
books anthologies and newspapers.
Contact: mikenella45@gmail.com

NANCY JENTSCH
Nancy Jentsch just retired from teaching German and Spanish for over thirtyfive years at Northern Kentucky University. She has published poetry in several
journals (Eclectica, Aurorean, and Eco Theo Review) and has been awarded an
Arts Enrichment Grant from the Kentucky Foundation for Women.
Nancy’s chapbook, Authorized Visitors, was published by Cherry Grove
Collections in 2017.

Oh…

Contact: jentsch@nku.edu; facebook.com/nancyjentschpoet/

wait…

DRAWING:

you’ve already done that…

ALEXA MARINES

Pardon me
while I sit back down and
rest a little while…”

Alexa Marines, originally from Orland Park, Illinois, is a senior at Miami
University, studying studio art and art history. At various points in her education,
she developed a love for painting, printmaking and contemporary art history.
Alexa has taken interest in many social issues, including those of women and the
LGBT+ community, and she often includes these topics in her work. She plans to
attend graduate school to continue her studio practice and art historical research.
Contact: alexamarines235@gmail.com
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The Rescuer

Virginia Beach, May 31, 2019

(by Ella Cather-Davis)

(by Nancy Jentsch)
A tree
even twisted by storms
split by lightning or locusts
dwarfed by lucky buddies
still surges upward toward sun
and downward for grounding
sending sap where needed
cleansing air for all the world
still shelters birds
and bugs of all sorts
heals its injuries
or invites owls into them
even a limb broken and fallen
gives and receives.

“Ring the bells that still can ring,
forget your perfect offering.
There is a crack in everything,
that is how the light gets in”
Leonard Cohen
I want to save everything. . .
the plants sadly drooping from neglect,
a chrome and leather chair sans wheels
cock-eyed in someone’s garbage,
a wine rack on the sidewalk
a brass easel in the bin
abandoned by the opera.
I will rescue them, water, wheel and wash all.
Good as new. W e l l l, nearly.

People, though, with brains and souls
can get so gnarled by hate
that they burst open
seething egos
and dynamite-laden
vices.

The coffee table with marred finish,
oriental carpet, soiled but not stained,
leaded glass hutch, hideous white,
I have made them
nearly-new.

What solace is there
for grief
that is like a hollow
stump
with no hope
of sap?

The folding table on the berm,
an antique server at the flea,
a Philco radio, needs tubes.
That broken tooth old doll,
my mother-in-law left to me.
Give me your soiled, your chipped, your
broken.
Send these, the deserted, neglected,
relegated-to-the trash, to me.
I will reclaim and love them, and
If you want to get my attention,
be flawed . . .

Alexa Marines
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What’s It All About*

Our Inferno

(by Ella Cather-Davis)

(by Nancy Jentsch)

Living for the moment taking more than we give,
being kind – only fools are kind.
It is wise to be cruel.
Life belongs to the strong,
throw away that golden rule.

This evening swirls of cirrus clouds
wisped baroque curlicues around the sun
blunting the ferocity of fiery blades, lulling
the heat of the season’s unplottable peevishness.
We have made friends
with noxious fumes of rudeness
courted boiling-point deafness in discourse.

I’ve quite lost my way.
Relentlessly, night follows day.
The News, a time-ticking tedium
of sameness, of mechanical rote,
leaves me with a helpless suffocation.
What’s it all about?

Will we ever surface from our inferno
feather contention with curls of gentleness
heal fevered fears with stanzas of compassion?

POEMS:

EMILY CHAPIN
Emily Chapin is a student at the University of Cincinnati majoring in Fine Arts.
She loves writing poetry and painting in her free time. Emily hopes to share her
talents with the world to shine a light on the brighter things of life.
Contact: emmerschapin@gmail.com

SUE NEUFARTH HOWARD
Sue Neufarth Howard, a poet and visual artist, resides in Long Beach, CA.
A former Cincinnatian and past member of Greater Cincinnati Writers League
(GCWL) and Linton Street Writers, Sue participated in Ohio Poetry Day Contests.

Manufactured manipulation churns,
spinning its lies to the teleprompter.
Oh God, where is the awe,
the sacred wonder at our lives,
something much more,
something to believe in.

Contact: fhunt10jhkh@yahoo.com;
facebook/danceofwordspoetrypage-poemsbysueneufarthhoward

A small voice answers;
“Prove all things; hold fast to that which is good.
Abstain from all appearances of evil.”
“Train up a child in the way he should go.”
Listen to your heart.
Let your heart lead the way.
Solution: from the Bible:
I Thessalonians 5:21-22
Proverbs: 22-6

ZOHREH ZAND
Born to an Iranian father and German mother, Zohreh Zand moved to Cincinnati
from Toronto in 2011. She is a member of the Monday Morning Writers Group
since 2012 and a docent at the Cincinnati Art Museum since 2013.
Contact: zohrehzand07@gmail.com

DRAWING:

* Based on the song “What’s it all about Alphie”
A Commentary on values under assault

SAMANTHA HARING
Samantha Haring makes quiet paintings in a noisy world. She earned her MFA
from Northern Illinois University and her BFA from the School of the Art Institute
of Chicago. Samantha was one of the 2015–2016 Artists-in-Residence at
Manifest Gallery. Her work has been published in New American Paintings, as
well as the Manifest International Painting Annuals.
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Contact: sam.haring@gmail.com; samharing.com
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Kintsugi

Peace Along the River

(by Zohreh Zand)

(by Emily Chapin)

Most of my life I pass by that gate
Busy with life’s daily chores
Its key I hold tight
A key molded out of precious silence
Now and then I turn the key
Opening the gate
To the garden of reflection

The lilies laugh along the river,
as the wind gossips to the flowers.
They giggle as the birds
play hide and seek with the trees.
The dragonflies admire themselves
in the water and peak
at the bees making out with the daffodils.

I see the statue of my soul
Weathered by the hands of storms
Rusted by the tears of the sky
Marked by innocent birds
But there in dance form
It smiles at and with life

The butterflies play with their shadows
And cry when the sun takes them away.
Now, the fireflies dance in their sleep
and the frogs hum along with the river’s tune.

There are cracks
Some broken pieces
But the garden is beautiful
The wind blows the seeds
The rain washes the dust
The birds sing

Peace.
This is a world I’d like to live in.

How To Make Your Soul Soar

Those beauties are like gold
In Kintsugi
They fill the cracks and
The holes
The dance goes on
The smile stays on

(by Sue Neufarth Howard)
Savor the slow dance of clouds
tune in to the tender whisper of wind
absorb the electric touch
of a comforting hand
feel deeply the jubilation
of soaring song
celebrate the bling of
sudden inspiration.
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POEMS:

CYNTHIA PERRY COLEBROOK
Cynthia Perry Colebrook is a writer, poet, and a consultant to not-for-profit
organizations. Raised in Cincinnati, she now lives in the mountains of Colorado,
drawing inspiration every time she looks out the window. Cynthia and her
husband of 48 years have two daughters, five grandchildren, and one greatgranddaughter. They enjoy having horses, chickens, and gardens which hone
their focus on peace.
Contact: cynthiacolebrook@aol.com

ALISON COVEY TAYLOR
Alison Covey Taylor taught creative writing and ran a non-profit for seven
years in New York City before moving to Cincinnati with her husband and two
daughters. She spends all of the time she isn’t chasing them reading and writing
fiction. Alison is an adjunct professor at the Art Academy of Cincinnati.
Contact: coveyae@gmail.com

DRAWING:

SAVANNA INNES
Savanna Innes is an art student at Northern Kentucky University, studying
graphic design. She has loved creating from a very young age and thinks that art
is very powerful in the ideas and messages it can share. Savanna finds a lot of
solace in reading poetry specifically, because it often describes feelings she has
but doesn’t know herself how to put into words.
Contact: inness1@mymail.nku.edu; @sav.innes (instagram)
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Blanket

Everything Counts for Something

(by Alison Covey Taylor)

(by Cynthia Perry Colebrook)

Idea spirals only advance quickly
Chaos brings chaos brings chaos
But what if we were connected
We are a people who need to be connected
To something. To someone. To anything.

This busy bird work
I’ve happened upon,
a winter’s worth
of violence and sustenance,
stops me in my tracks.

Calm connections ripple in and out
into conversations
and exhale into activity
A better place in which to live
For something. For someone. For anything.

Smattered, shattered shells:
bits and pieces in the grass, on the pier
scattered on the beach, some settled under 		
water.
These shards are like stories, fragments of lives
Spoken at reunions.

This blanket we want to settle into
can actually envelop us
Peace to exist under
A blanket never too heavy to lift
For something. For someone. For anything.

Who knew as children what comprised a life?
Who knew that being dropped from the sky
to crash upon the rocks
could mean a transformation
into something more?

What if we all just held hands?

We couldn’t know then
that our moments of known wholeness
would be as poignant and rare
as the complete clam shells
on this seawall of broken remains.

To a Difficult Boss
(by Cynthia Perry Colebrook)

What we know now
is that each piece counts for something,
that sharing our memories and our dreams
connects and sustains us, as the clams feed the
gulls,
the gulls feed the earth, and the earth feeds us.

Sorry the times
when dark, incessant hearts
work away their days
tight and constricted
stiff, like a dry sponge.
Wishing for a drip
a hint of moist praise
a shower of attention
to flow to the potential
to squeeze out our best.
Throbbing with hurt and hope
yearning for the right
to work away each day
open and pliant
beating toward a common goal.
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POEMS:

MARGARET DREDGER
Margaret Dredger is a poet, artist, and musician. She currently studies Creative
Writing at Thomas More University as a sophomore. She dreams of one day
traveling the world to incorporate her experiences into language and art..
Contact: mmdred94@thomasmore.edu

RICHARD HAGUE
Richard Hague is editor or author of 20 volumes, most recently Riparian: Poetry,
Short Prose, and Photographs Inspired by the Ohio River, (Dos Madres Press,
2019, co-editor with Sherry Cook Stanforth) and the prose collection Earnest
Occupations: Teaching, Writing, Gardening, & Other Local Work Bottom (Bottom
Dog Press, 2018). His piece about drinking, shooting pool, truth and essaying
was winner of the 2019 Still: The Journal Award in Creative Nonfiction.
Richard continues as Artist-in-residence at Thomas More University.
  
contact: haguekort@fuse.net

DRAWING:

TARYN ZUST
Taryn Zust is in her final year as an undergraduate student in DAAP at the
University of Cincinnati. The core of her art making practice is inspiring empathy
through portrayals of the uncanny or monstrous. Taryn believes that it is through
these connections to the other that we may begin to better understand what
makes us human.
Contact: tarynzust.com; @tarynzustart (instagram)
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Chaos

Metropolis

(by Margaret Dredger)

(by Margaret Dredger)

The inequity of foolish pride
Ravages the world with petty war.
Hell’s demons have cloaked themselves
In the shape of man
Scattering seeds of turmoil
To uproot our nation.
They revel in the destruction of
Nature’s law and order,
Feeding upon the depravity
That flourishes in tears of injustice.
Virtue cowers shattered; trampled
Beneath the blackened heels
Of those who seek to burn
The naïve earth in greed.
Platforms erected from rotting beams
Groan beneath the weight of crooked
tyrants
And from their ghoulish lips drop
Deceit and putrid lies twisting
Into the ears of innocence.
Corruption cast a fabricated veil;
A brittle illusion of peace,
That serves to cloak the deadly venom
Eroding the hanging scales of Justice
Buried in the thick and choking dust
Of this crumbling society.

What moves these restless people?
Bustling, rushing, hurrying
From place to place
In a washed-out world
Ignorant to color,
Frantic mice caught within the maze
That leads to nowhere but the start.
Do they ever stop?
Pause to feel the warmth
Of summer sun on weary skin,
Blow the steam from a brimming
Cup of tea while rain softly strikes the roof
Cleanse their hectic minds in a peaceful
Wash of sound from golden instruments,
Splashing the ashy canvas of their lives
In a brief moment of tranquility.
Do they know their loss?
Or are they too embedded
In this flat routine
To wonder, and to taste
A vivid world beyond
This suffocating system:
Is such an empty life worth living?

The Tranquility Trials
(by Richard Hague)
1.
At first, most suspected the weather: strange, yellow hurricanes full of hair and sour bird-like
tweets from the watery sinks of Florida. Swamps increased. In the nation’s Capitol, gluts of
gobbledygook flowed from the seats of the Cabinet like slow oil spills. Crooks donned priests’
robes and heard the confessions of Coal and Gas, forgiving all. Mobsters chewed on pages
of the Constitution. Children began to shiver for no apparent reason. Parents awoke hungry
and cold at night.
Taryn Zust
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2.
Cells appeared in random distant cities, filled with dark-haired infants. Far away, mothers in
moaning lines emptied their pockets, looking for names and addresses. Officials fought off with
cheap whiskey the dread brought on by their kidnappings. Long sessions of self-incrimination
convened in bus stations, parish halls, and neighborhood polling places. Convictions lagged.
The words wall and fence and border and barrier scrambled across the floor of Congress like
cockroaches. Under the benches of the Supreme Court, cold shadows gathered like flood water.
Screams of rape slithered through them like snakes.
3.
Indictments showed up like parking tickets on the windshields of lawyers, bishops, cooks,
mechanics, senators. Bus drivers slammed their doors on workers. Uber drivers menaced
passers-by with Glocks. Anyone who walked was soon limping. Stores ran out of toothpaste.
The air turned gray and metallic. The lungs of people who had smoked all their lives began to
bleed. Nuns complained of invisible sweaty hands under their habits, fondling their buttocks.
Everything red turned yellow and blue collapsed into black. Rivers dried up. Insects grew
scarce. Toads disappeared. Stories began to be told.

in Washington. Whales swam far up the Potomac and died. New books were
forbidden. Roving bands of goon squads wore bright yellow letters on their jackets that
spelled out “GOON.” Most calories were now in the form of corn syrup. All surgeons banned
from the Emergency Rooms, minor government officials instead read propaganda pamphlets
to the sick and injured on “Patience” and “Kindness” from noon until five o’clock. No one
said “Mexico” anymore. “Please” and Thank you” didn’t make it into the new dictionary. Night
seemed twice as long. The screaming never stopped.
7.
Over the Marcellus and Utica shales, toilets began to fill with hellish sludge. Misspellings
quadrupled. Peacemakers were rounded up and executed on the fields of football stadiums.
Social security cards burst into flames in the pockets and purses of retirees. Congress
voted for More Din and Big Litter. Sergeant Chaos and Private Parts became sit-com stars.
Elections were cancelled. At night, there were no stars. During the day, even at noon, it was
always sunset.

4.
And so legislation was forced through to throttle the newspapers, whose staffs staggered into
the dividers of interstates like Okies without trucks. Dust devils swept up birth certificates and
cigarette lighters. An a capella singing group named Mr. Happy and His Laughing Apostles were
abducted from Columbus, Ohio to Silver City, New Mexico, where they were buried up to their
necks in sand. Almost half the population of grandmothers died within four days. The stories
continued.
5.
And so the government shut down from Groundhog Day to Halloween, opening only to pay a
few hundred of itself, and then shut down again. McDonald’s went out of business. Starbuck’s.
Two thousand small craft breweries. Wall Street saboteurs tossed rolls of paper towels to men
in suits. Rescue dogs guarded the doors of abandoned asylums. Magazines now came with
voices (synthesized Lucille Ball, Carol Channing, a very old Leonard Cohen) so they could
be listened to with eyes closed. There were lots of closed eyes. Implantation of governmentissue personal chips began in kindergarten. Robins, starlings, English sparrows, and pigeons
disappeared. Large angers of feral cats sneaked around major cities. Electricity began to taste
sour. Epidemics: sudden tooth loss, visual migraines, night-time itching.
6.
Thus emergency measures were adopted, desperate times calling for desperate measures.
The foot was shortened by an inch and a half. A pound no longer weighed a pound. Five 		
cents were three cents. Riots in the streets were the occasions of laughter and folding chairs.
Hospitals handed out switchblades. Only those whose names ended in P were allowed to stay
42
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POEMS:

PENELOPE EPPLE
Penelope Epple (they/them, e/em, one/ones) is a poet from out of town who is
trying to make Cincinnati eir home. E has previously been published in For a
Better World 2019, X Marks the Spot, The Aze Journal, and Lions-on-Line.
Contact: penelopeepple@gmail.com; apenwrites.wordpress.com;
@poetpenelopee (instagram)

BARBARA MARIE MINNEY
Barbara Marie Minney writes personal and emotional poetry that describes
her feelings, thoughts, and passions while struggling to live her truth as a
transgender woman. She began her transition to living authentically as the
woman she now knows she was meant to be at the age of 63 after repressing
her true gender identity for over 60 years. Barbara’s first book of poetry,
If There’s No Heaven, will be published in May of 2020 by Poetry Is Life
Publishing.
Contact: ronzel334@gmail.com; ronzel334.wixsite.com/barbaraminneypoet

DRAWING:

EM SANNING
Northern Kentucky queer, nonbinary artist, Em Sanning, is currently studying
Visual Communications Design at Northern Kentucky University, pursuing a
Bachelor of Fine Arts degree. Em has a passion for drawing, illustration, and
poetry, but specializes in design.
Contact: emrose.sanning@gmail.com
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My Body Is Not Mine
(by Penelope Epple)
Because when people hear the word “transgender,”
they assume that they are experts
about what I should or shouldn’t
do to my body.
Either I must get the “right” surgeries and hormones,
because if I don’t
I’m “not really trans,”
or they try to scare me into not
“mutilating” my body.
But never am I asked
what parts of this form I like,
and which ones I would change.
Because when people hear the word “asexual,”
they tell me
I just need a good fucking,
probably by them.
Or they tell me to see a doctor.
Clearly, something must be “wrong”
with my hormones or my head.
What they don’t know is that
my doctor denied me access to reproductive healthcare,
despite my family history of reproductive cancers,
on the grounds that I am asexual,
and thus, “don’t need that.”
Because people who know my assigned gender at birth,
well, they have very clear opinions about
how my body should be used.
Because no one ever asked me how I feel.
I am the one that has to live in this body.
So let me have a say.
What you think about my gender expression,
my sexual history, my medical history,
and what choices I should make about them
do not matter.
Will you please give me back ownership of my own being?
Because this is the only place I have to live.
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Trans Privilege

I still hurt from
the sting
of depression, sadness, disappointment, and betrayal
…I still cry myself to sleep at night.

(by Barbara Marie Minney)
I’m not sure that
there is such a thing
as transgender privilege.
You rarely see those two words used together.

Cognitive Dissonance
(by Barbara Marie Minney)

I live what some
might call a privileged life.
I’m not a person of color,
I have a wife and some friends that stayed,
a nice home, car and resources
…and I like shopping for designer purses
at outlet stores and on ebay.

You saved my life
...at least that’s what I said in the Beacon Journal
and the newspaper is never wrong
..but that’s not quite true
is it?

Privilege does come at a price.
a lot of years
struggling within myself,
consumed by work and commitments,
not always of my own making,
never really living
or taking time
to be in the moment
always outside of myself
looking in
at what I didn’t really know
…nor did I really care.

I was that warm white hiss
   on a black and white TV screen,
   a sponge for distracting energy
while you kept adjusting those rabbit ears
   trying to turn stray signals into an image,

I have not faced
the inequities or the brutality
of my sisters and brothers,
their bruised and battered bodies,
beaten, shot, and stabbed,
lying unclaimed in morgues
across the world.
All they wanted was to live their truth
…that is all I want too.

Standing on the abyss
   depressed, angry, and hopeless,
   brave enough to sail over the edge
to seek momentous answers
   in the hot and sticky mess below.

a soft thick mixture of ingredients
to be molded,
   but not fitting in the cookie cutter,
   fighting the resistance to conform,
knowing deep down I
   will always be different.

Weeping over my regrets
   and my former self,
   discarding the uniform
of my childhood,
   to experience life differently with emotion and empathy.

Yes, I might live a privileged life,
but my problems are
as real as the next person’s
…at least to me,
my pain is
as real as anyone else’s
…at least to me,

Dealing with the contradictions
   of being male
   but feeling like a female,
being straight one day
   lesbian the next.
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Always showing up,
   jousting the resistance
   like the rarest of knights,
willingly walking into the fire,
   finding permission to be liberated.

POEMS:

KIRA EVANS

Being more than a “chick with a dick,”
   dueling my own fear of judgment,
   freed from the prison of my own thoughts
discovering within myself
   validation and a safe space.

Kira Evans has always loved to write. Since she was little, she’s been
writing stories, and recently her passion has been in writing poetry.
Kira would like to thank her parents, SOS ART, and her English teacher, Lori
Knapp-Lindsay, for inspiring her and supporting her writing.

Coming alive for the very first time,
   trusting the new voice
   telling me that I am finally
worthy of what I need
   especially love.

Contact: kiraboo2004@gmail.com

ROBIN RICH

Marveling at all I’ve been missing,
   the fragments falling into place,
   a life forever changed,
no longer presenting as a woman
   but being a woman.
Learning to love myself
   and the woman I’ve become,
   having faith that I’m finally
who God intended me to be,
   basking in the warm glow of unfiltered self-actualization.

Robin Rich (pronouns she, her) was born and raised in Cincinnati, Ohio. She
spends her time with her children, husband, and broader family, reading, writing,
cooking, and taking photos. She is the Chief Operating Officer of a national
nonprofit organization, Peer Health Exchange, and was the Board Chair for
Women Helping Women in Cincinnati. She is indebted to her family, friends, and
#phamily for traveling the path of love and justice together.
Contact: robin@peerhealthexchange.org

No, you did not save my life
....you helped me find it.

DRAWING:

GIFT MAYAMBI
Gift Mayambi is originally from the Congo (DRC). He graduated from Aiken New
Tech high school and is currently attending the University of Cincinnati (DAAP),
studying for a bachelor’s of Science in Industrial Design. Gift’s hobbies are
playing instruments, learning languages (currently Korean and Japanese), and
drawing. He grew up in a house of people always interested in art and music; this
helped develop his own interest in the arts.
Contact: mayambig@gmail.com; @giftmayambi (instagram)
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Gift Mayambi

7 Steps
(by Kira Evans)
There are 7 steps to tell the story we all know too well:
1. I’m driving down the highway, going home to see my family. I listen to the radio,
and hear another story about a black man getting shot. Nothing new, just glad it’s not me
yet.
2. I suddenly hear the siren, blaring. I just keep driving, but the sound follows. It’s
following me. The sound of the siren dulls, making room for the whispers. “Best watch
yourself.” “Be real quiet, don’t go running your mouth.” “Don’t look threatening.” “Don’t
get…”
3. I pull over. Don’t want to make it worse, don’t want to make you angry. You pull up
behind me, not too close, definitely not far enough away. I feel my body go numb, but I just
keep my hands on the dashboard.
4. You get out of your car and move towards mine. I see you in my rear view mirror,
but my senses begin to betray me. My ears are ringing, eyes glossed over, mouth beginning
to taste like the bile filing my throat. Maybe you didn’t park close enough, since it took you
an eternity to reach the driver side door.
5. You’re staring at me through the window, eyes hidden behind your shades. Every
inch of my body is buzzing. I can no longer feel the dashboard, the pinpricks of dread
tickling my fingertips. I’d check to see if they were there, but I don’t want to look suspicious. I
feel like I’m gonna puke, so I reach for my stomach. That was a mistake.
6. You tell me to step out of the vehicle with my hands up. I take my hand off the
dashboard, real slow. Trembling, I reach for the handle, no sudden movements, but I never
take my eyes off you, your hands, your belt. I’m out of the car, my hands in the air.
7. You slam me against my car and my thoughts come to a halt. A droning hum fills
my brain and I can barely register you reading my rights, but let’s be honest, it’s only a
formality because we both know you don’t believe I deserve any.
I can’t forget to mention what comes next.
The taboo step.
The step no one wants to talk about,
But knows will be plastered in the media.
The step that reveals the truth.
The truth that defines us both.
The truth of tragedy with a narrative to follow.
The one black kids are raised to avoid, yet it is impossible.
The split second that breaks hearts, kills hope, destroys families, and ends everything.
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I know I am not special in this case,
But I can still pray that it doesn’t come.
I know it’s all over.
I knew it was over the instant you saw my melanin kissed skin.
In that instant, it is all revealed.
You will get a slap on the wrist
While I get a bullet in my brain.
So I sit there waiting, asking myself questions.
Tell me,
Am I just another sob story?
Will I be reduced to a name and a color?
What lies will you tell?
How many other people
Will have to tell this story?

“Talk to Your White People”

POEMS:

MARK FLANIGAN
Mark Flanigan (Cincinnati, OH) is a poet, performer, columnist and writer of
fiction. After an 11 year run, his “Exiled” column is now archived at semantikon.
com and citybeat.com, while a compilation, Exiled on Main Street: Dispatches,
Diatribes, Stories and More from the Urban Core is forthcoming. Previously,
his volume of poetry, Journeyman’s Lament, appeared in the Aurore Press
publication, Versus, and his free e-book, Minute Poems, is available online
from Three Fools Press. Most recently, Mark was the editor of Aralee Strange’s
posthumous poetry collection, The Road Itself (Dos Madres Press).
Contact: mf@markflanigan.com

(by Robin Rich)
My house is the moon.
My children playing in the park is the moon.
My school my money my driving my loud music my walk down the street is the moon.

PATRICIA GARRY
Patricia Garry is a consultant in community development, a psychic reader and
healer, a writer, a mother, grandmother and great grandmother. She has used
her life to build communities through physical development, and by bringing folk
together to create the world they want to live in.

That moment when
I opened the door to this glistening world
And there were black bodies on my doorstep.
Black bodies crushed and piled, way way up.
No, don’t say bodies – hearts, minds. People.
A people ladder.

Contact: patriciagarry@fuse.net

Remember that thing you learned as a kid –
“Fold a piece of paper 42 times and you can get to the moon?”
We’ve been folding for centuries now (you know it in your bones).
But paper is not people, and killing is not folding, so let’s call it.
I can breathe
Up here because of my whiteface mask.
You got one, right?
It’s the one that helps you look out at the hate injustice violence and say
Not me not me not me.
How do I get off this moon?
Break silence break bread don’t break bones.
Take off the mask. Put your hands up. Jump.
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DRAWING:

SAAD GHOSN
Saad Ghosn, a native of Lebanon, has been living in Cincinnati since 1985. A
retired medical professional and educator, he resorts to visual and spoken art to
express himself and his social and political views. Saad believes that activism
is at the heart of art expression. He is the founder of ‘SOS ART’, a non profit
organization, now in its 18th year, which promotes the use of art as a vehicle for
peace and justice; and the editor and publisher of the yearly ‘For a Better World’,
now in its 17th year. Saad’s art medium lately has been primarily woodcuts.
Contact: saad.ghosn@uc.edu
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The Art of Letting Go

iit is something
to be forsaken
for as long
as you can afford to

(by Mark Flanigan)
is only
a necessary art
when one no longer fears
being let go of
first

while time, my friend,
is nobody’s friend
and faith
can only be returned
from whence
it was first sent

it is a strength
that cannot be manufactured

go now.

t is a strength
no one, not even I,
can teach,
yet you must learn

Listening – Teaching
What I Need to Learn

it is forged through
desperation

(by Patricia Garry)

still, it is a strength

Perhaps slowing down
Waiting several heartbeats
Before an answer

one, perhaps,
stronger than yours
and in the end
it will be met
by someone,
or no one,
makes no difference which,
this strength will not budge,
knows not of compromise

To hear what is said
Taking down our defenses
Swallow the truth whole
Speaking up and out
Listening in, bringing down
Sharing, spreading truth

it is not a match
awaiting friction

Hearing what is said
Making sense of this wild world
Maybe, maybe not

it is not fire
inspired
to light

Removing pressure
Increasing time for each breath
Life becomes peaceful

it is something else

Laughing adds more time
Stretches life out much longer
Lightens heavy loads

something you know
knew
are reminded of
even now
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Observing, become
Part of this conscious planet
Allow space to grow

POEMS:

GARY GAFFNEY
Gary Gaffney was born in New Orleans, LA. He has advanced degrees in
mathematics and fine art and has recently completed 50 years of college
teaching. He has exhibited his work nationally and internationally and is
Professor Emeritus, Art Academy of Cincinnati.
Contact: ggaffney@artacademy.edu

LINDA KLEINSCHMIDT
A former secondary and college instructor in Ohio, Michigan, Missouri, New
Hampshire, and Vermont, Linda Kleinschmidt is now a worldwide academic,
book, business, and ESL editor. She has worked with writers in Asia, Europe,
the Middle East, and the U.S. for close to 20 years now. Linda is also an ongoing
award winning writer of short stories, flash fiction, poetry, children’s books and
articles on the writing craft and advocacy issues. She loves screenwriting and
movies as well, having studied both at Dartmouth College where she also studied
for a Liberal Studies degree.
Contact: lmk42@earthlink.net

DRAWING:

FRED SCHNELL
Fred Schnell is a ceramic artist who created multimedia installations.
Conceptually he seeks to find the line between ‘craft’ and ‘art’ respectively.
Ceramics as a media exists in both worlds but in different ways which allows him
to explore the space in between.
Contact: 1schnella@gmail.com
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Two Crows Fighting

Look at Us

(by Linda Kleinschmidt)

(by Gary Gaffney)

Two crows fighting in the dawn,
Cawing, clawing, zooming
Over a demilitarized zone
Designated by a privacy fence.
Is a broken limb, a higher perch,
Or a simple cache of crumbs their goal?
What destroyed the friendly jousts,
Their normal repartee?
Or does Darwinian instinct appear,
Tear apart all natural species?
How alike crows are to humans.
Yes, more similar than we might like.
All war it seems begin with little
Disagreements.

I.

Inside Dreams

Peace is not just the absence of war.
It’s a dream we all have,
But when we wake up,
We still find hate is easier.

Look at us, slogging
Through the muck
We made ourselves,
Trying to keep the filth
From the finely tailored suit,
The Cadillac,
The little black cocktail dress
And the helicoptered children.
Some of us hold fast to dreams,
More important than life itself.
Grasping at galaxies,
The reaching holds the glory.

(by Linda Kleinschmidt)
Why can’t I crawl inside my dreams
Make my hopes reality?
Not the world I see, the life I must live
That dawns each day as hopeless
My only real.

II.
When we wake up,
We find that hate is easier.
Fences go up
And walls, built of ignorance.
Comfort is uneasy inside the gates.
No, we don’t play with strangers
Or strange ideas.

In dreams there is no hunger,
No abuse, no illness,
No thieves or tortured children,
No murder.
No war.

One or two may climb the fences
Escape away.
They are discarded for their courage,
Since life is the prisoner
Of complacency.

Why can’t I crawl inside my dreams
Make my dreams a
Lasting truth and better even,
A goal for all to have right here
Right now on this very needy day
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It’s a proven fact that love
Exists for breaching walls.
Not by explosions
Like many think.
Love simply chips away.
Its tools
Persistence, purpose and
The chance for miracles.

POEMS:

BRIAN GARRY
Brian Garry is a community leader and organizer, an environmentalist, a green
business owner, a writer, a son, a father and a grandfather. He is running for
City Council in 2021, as a Democrat for Environmental, Social and Economic
Justice. Brian works hard every day to create a better world.
Contact: briangarry@briangarry.com

JEFFREY HILLARD
Jeffrey Hillard is a Professor of English at Mount St. Joseph University. An awardwinning writer and teacher, among his books of poems, novels, and a novella,
he’s worked as a journalist, publisher, editor, and literary advocate for many
years. He has volunteer-taught writing in incarceration facilities and published an
online magazine RED! Jeffrey is currently working on a young adult novel series.
His book of poems, Havana Riffs: Poems on Cuba, is forthcoming. In 2015-2016
he was Writer-in-Residence for the Public Library of Cincinnati and Hamilton
County. In 2019 he received the university’s Distinguished Scholar Award.
Contact: jeff.hillard@msj.edu

DRAWING:

JOHN HANKIEWICZ
John Hankiewicz is a printmaker and cartoonist who lives in Oxford, Ohio. He
received an MFA in Printmaking from Miami University.
Over the years, John has self-published several comics and booklets. His graphic
novel Education was published by Fantagraphics Books in 2017. His prints have
been included in numerous juried exhibitions.  
Contact: hankiejm@miamioh.edu
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After the Flood
		
(by Jeffrey Hillard)

at La Casa de las Americas, 1993
In a painting the curator wipes dry,
the wet and bedraggled condor, now a dark blur,
nearly lifts a wing into the shape of a mountain.
The wing’s shine, gone. On her knees, the curator
pins the painting to a blanket in the courtyard
outside, pats dry each delicate inch of painting
thick with floodwater stain. She dries rooms
of floating colors, and clips books dangling
like tents to wires strung across the courtyard,
her knees reddened raw, the sun continuing to cook
the ground, mud wrapping around her ankles and arms
as she scrubs the walls, and after twenty straight hours
of no sleep, one recurring dream now balances

her on a bank as she plunges both feet
into a swift
river to plug its flow.
Up and down, on and off
her knees, with days yet to scrub and dry,
she once dozed on a charcoal drawing.
When she woke, the river had ebbed
before she could drown.

Rain
(by Brian Garry)
Drip drip
The cold rain drops on Mary’s weathered cheek,
wakes her up from the couple hours of sleep she could get.
She tries to focus her eyes to see Officer Mitchell standing above her.
“Move on,” he says, “or get arrested.”
“Why don’t you get a job and take a shower?”
Drip drip
Body hurts from the chill and cold hard sidewalk.
Her pain can end.
We could open the door and warm her bones.
After all, we made the choice to slam the door
in her face and leave her out in the elements.
Drip drip
Thousands and thousands per year neglected.
5,000 were in Longview. Now 287.
We neglect. We leave out. We make choices.
Drip drip
Maybe it’s us that need to wake up.
Wake us up.
Drip drip
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Sweet Angel
(by Jeffrey Hillard)
			Havana, 1995

POEMS:

All night kissing, my perfume clings to a man’s body.
I go see men now, instead of my high school friends.
Mama thinks this daughter scrubs floor in a hotel diplotienda,
and Papa would cringe if he heard a man beg for me.
One night, afraid that his own daughter might go blind,
a man refused to touch me, so he bought me pink roses,
while another stroked my knee and just stared at the wall.
What do I think, lying next to them? The false weddings
of sex tricks and passion, of a bandanna and sweat
and my mascara running in the hurry of thrusts.
Mama says I am too young to paint my toenails.
She can never guess why, and I won’t tell her.
The night I saw birds scatter in a blur,
I heard this voice: “Find peace. Their wings are yours.”

DIANE GERMAINE
Diane Germaine, a published writer/choreographer/photographer, was named
one of “8 to watch” by Cincinnati Enquirer, danced as Principal Soloist of Paul
Sanasardo Dance Company (NYC), and was awarded choreography fellowships
and grants from NEA, City of Cincinnati, and Ohio Arts Council. She has
premiered many dance works in Cincinnati, and her photography was exhibited
and used in video projections for productions.
Contact: dgermaine.writer@gmail.com

PAUL SHORTT
Theater set designer and teacher by trade, Paul Shortt spent 37 years at UC
CCM, and has to his credit 50+ productions at the Cincinnati Playhouse, 10+ at
the Cincinnati Opera, and many other companies, plus architecture, interior and
exterior design, and landscape projects, all near-by or far-flung. Paul turned to
creative poetry, short stories and plays for stimulation, intense and otherwise, a
decade ago. The reasons were many, or his lyrical Welsh heritage emerging.
Contact: paulshortt1@hotmail.com; paulshorttdesign.com

DRAWING:

ELLEN PRICE
Ellen Price was born in New York City and received her BA in Art from Brooklyn
College and her MFA from Indiana University. She is currently a Professor at
Miami University, where she teaches printmaking.
Contact: priceej@miamioh.edu
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It’s Christmas and It’s Raining

Less activity, less commotion –
the grave before the casket. Thank god (or
the Nazi’s) for cremation – even Jews choose
it today. Can you understand that?

(by Diane Germaine)
They’ve parked me by the entrance –
again – pillow behind, my feet dangling
barely grazing the floor. Someone said
It’s Christmas!

We old ones are taking up too much space?
Where? …Where are my things?
They are my stories. Here is just me,
slumped in my fancy wheeeel chair,

Am I wearing red? I should be. Maybe I don’t
own anything red anymore. Just about everything
of meaning to me all gone. I’m 93, but no one
believes I remember that fact.

Waiting till the waiting goes….

2020

In fact, at 93, no one thinks I remember anything.
Hours and hours go by. What else is there to do
but sink down and fall asleep or watch the doors
hoping for someone familiar?

(by Paul Shortt)
Passion Trumps Reason
Lies slip aside
He will not hide

Hours, hours – meal to meal and nothing is ever
solid anymore. Can I please just have a piece of
candy? Please?! In fact, I still have my teeth…
albeit false ones for years, but they still work.

He’s bold
An’ he’ll scold
Till it gets old
Fears an’ hate aggregate
Among all his mates
While we bet our stake
Lookin’ for a Watergate

Swallowing though is a chore, admittedly,
mostly because a hard lump wants to come
up 24/7. Sometimes I can’t stop it – that knot
of tears for the going.
Whoever said
waiting is interminable(?)
I agree. I agree it feels forever. Unless
my medications turn me into a zombie.

Electoral states have their season
You pollsters take care
We Blues best beware     
Could be more than a hair‘
Cause there’s a Red bear
Plottin’ –
Over there

And here comes my eldest son, and I am
bawling. He thinks I am depressed. Really?
He thinks I may not remember him,
but I remember him every time.

And Barr circles the wagons
Protectin’ his Dragon
That keeps ar’ worried tongues
Waggin’

He holds me like a dying bird lying in the
road. Caresses my head like feathers. Today
he’s brought someone with him. I recognize
her. How long has it been since she’s visited?
I glare at her. But after all it’s Xmas (with an ‘X’).
Hallelujah! I’ve been moved three times
in the past year to ‘new’ quote “homes.”
And each time there’s been less noise,
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Like Putin
(by Diane Germaine)

POEMS:

President Trump –

SUSAN F. GLASSMEYER

no more than a lump
is a pustule seeping daily;

Susan F. Glassmeyer is the author of Invisible Fish (Dos Madres Press) for which
she was named Ohio Poet of the Year, 2018. She is the creator of “April Gifts”—a
ten-year archived project honoring National Poetry Month. Susan is a somatic
therapist at the Holistic Health Center of Cincinnati where she helps people
restore presence and movement in their bodies.

He’s been plying his tweets
I’m like Putin he thinks, and
damn it, his towers ain’t failing.
His money may crawl
His links may out trawl
but his lies are still deep
doo doo stinks,

Contact: susannaglass@yahoo.com; susanglassmeyer.com

TERRY PETERSEN

He knows playing dirty though no longer can girlie and it’s said his game’s
up pretty soon,

Terry Petersen is the author of two middle-grade fantasy books, The Curse Under
the Freckles and Stinky, Rotten Threats. She writes a WordPress block http://
terrypetersen.wordpress.com and contributes fiction and poetry to Piker Press,
an online magazine. Terry also facilitates the Hamilton Writers Group. She enjoys
celebrating time with her grandchildren.

But he still has his friends
Like Putin, he says,
and a slew of his
MAGA hat goons.
If it’s out in the streets,
no problem, he tweets,
there’ll be plenty of guns
when we meet

Contact: tpetersen@fuse.net; terrypetersen.wordpress.com

DRAWING:

If my goons start to shoot
in my name Trump, to boot,
on my word as their king
there’s no crime

ANISHA KANAKIA SANGHANI
Anisha Kanakia Sanghani, (b. 1975, New Delhi, India), is a Contemporary artist
based in Cincinnati since 2001. She has a diverse background in Textile Design,
Visual Communication and is presently pursuing BFA at UC/DAAP. Anisha has
also been working as a full time Graphic Designer since 1998, and has bagged
several prestigious awards in the field. Her work varies from intricate miniature
paintings to bold, brazen abstracts or realistic artwork that reference both Indian
and Western artistic cultures.

They’ll be aching with cred
to jump in and tread
and fix my image
in time.
I’m IL Duce bequeathed,
Trump will finger with teeth,
And we’ll be in for 4 more
with this slime.

Contact: anisha.k.sanghani@gmail.com
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There Are People Who Know What Assault Rifle Ammo
Does to a Human Body
									
(by Susan F. Glassmeyer)
					a found poem
I am a first responder, a paramedic. Never saw
such a scene with so many people shot dead.
I remember, but not vividly. Like an oyster’s grit
my mind wrapped and packed away 18 years of carnage.
I’ve seen blood flow out the back of an ambulance
when the doors opened at the hospital.
In summertime, it can set like Jello
and smells like rotting iron.
I was once so drenched in a patient’s blood
I had to change uniforms.
Same with human brains on my shirt.
It’s just a job.
I may find things intellectually horrifying
though seldom feel it in my gut.
I worry I might be getting desensitized,
dehumanized. But
I cried when my daddy died
so I think I could be alright.

Lost—Again
(by Terry Petersen)
The directional app on my phone
remains mute, while the road twists
and my mind twists with it
into lost places I’ve been.

the shop with the worn yellow sign.
And space in my head and heart opens.
I know to move through uncertainty.
Celebrate my detours. Consider

Memories explode bully-style inside
my brain synapses, creating panic.
No sound, but an arrow on my screen says
turn left at the next corner. I remember

the possibility that others hide pain
behind strange, sour, surly behavior.
May peace be made from pieces,
one imperfect turn at a time.
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Let Them See What They Have Done

A Blue Bike

(by Susan F. Glassmeyer)

(by Terry Petersen)

Parents of the dead children at Sandy Hook were advised to identify them from
photographs (rather than in person), such was the carnage.

One 1950’s variety blue,
second-hand bicycle, no features
peddle-power only.
Balance, I’d mastered it.

—a found poem for Noah Samuel Pozner (6 years-old) in the voice of his mother
I asked to see my son’s body
There was no mouth left
His jaw was blown away
If you knew what bullets did to human flesh
Tiny Noah took eleven
I insisted on an open coffin
I wanted to put a stone in his hand
He had no hand to speak of
I owe it to him
Little boy, you have to go into the ground
I had to bear it
I had to

A classmate begged to ride.
She sped down the hill,
made a squealing brake,
and met the concrete with her nose.

Man With the Black Shirt

when to be silent, when to speak.
I was mute out of fear. Balance
and courage took me years to develop.
To move from fragile ego into integrity.

“It’s the bike’s fault,” she claimed.
Tears fell into the blood on her face
while she stared me down.
My parents said nothing.
Alone, I stepped into new shades of balance.
My peer seemed to choose a
shift-the-blame ploy. As a reticent child,
inaction was my norm. I hadn’t yet learned

(by Terry Petersen)
Sir, you sit, silent, reading a magazine,
your shoulders humped. Isolated
in a busy waiting room. Yet
the back of your t-shirt shouts,
“Tears don’t affect my guns.”

A new goal reaches into my horizon, to focus
less on blame than on pain. How can I help you?
To be aware of both ploy and hurt. Neither
accepting nor giving censure. Not easy.
Balance includes more than gravity. To
maintain real-life love without being a jerk,
without giving more than I have.
One 2020 old lady moving forward, into peace.

I gasp, and then wonder if the firmness
of your white-on-black printed
statement would hold if your son’s chest
caught the first bullet in a school shooting.
Or, if an AR-15 exploded
your daughter’s head at the mall.
Would you go home, dust your arsenal,
celebrate freedom to protect your anger?
Would your life be the same?
Tell me. Please.
What essential gifts
do your guns bring
to the world?
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POEMS:

TIFFANY RENEE HARMON
Tiffany Renee Harmon is a poet and artist based out of Cincinnati, OH. She has
an MFA from Lindenwood University, and her work has appeared in a variety of
publications, including Poetry Quarterly, Page&Spine, and Third Wednesday.
Contact: tiffany.r.harmon@gmail.com; tiffanyreneeharmon.com

SIDNEY TRASSER
Sidney Trasser is a Cincinnati-based graphic designer, photographer, and poet.
She has a fine art background, and uses her camera, design, and words to draw
her audience in and challenge her viewer to think critically and deeply about the
world around them, and their own tendencies to mislabel and judge minorities,
mental health, and injustices. In addition, she advocates for those without a
voice, animals and children, as well as for our planet. Sidney has been published
in Lion-On-Lion (2014-2017), Dateline and For a Better World 2019.
She is an active member of the Cincinnati Poetry Group.
Contact: sidneytrasser@gmail.com

DRAWING:

JILLIAN CAMPAGNA
Jillian Campagna is a senior at Miami University working towards her BFA in
Studio Art with a concentration in Printmaking. Her work is greatly inspired by the
natural world and themes of environmental conservation. Jillian enjoys exploring
different ways to use and create with the print matrix, including incorporating
mixed mediums. Through her art, she hopes to show and encourage appreciation
to nature by giving it new life in her pieces.  
Contact: campagjm@miamioh.edu
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The Sun, My Flesh & All the Dead Kids

The World Ablaze

(by Sidney Trasser)

(by Tiffany Renee Harmon)

The sun will burn into my flesh,
forcing me to look up,
so it can scorch my eyes, and make me blind,
where the o-zone layer evaporated,
like all the water we used to see,
in the infinite sea,
before sea turtles were penetrated
through their throats,
by straws,
so simple and fragile,
single use plastic,
sucking the life out of them,
and our ocean.
Six can rings have become a guillotine
to all the unsuspecting things
that swim and crawl through our sea,
and somehow we have managed to find a way to kill
the sea, when there is 95 percent of it that we still have
not seen.
Glaciers melt, and seep into our homes,
Mother Nature is holding a knife to our throats,
pleading, that we please, stop killing everything.
But man refuses to stop fighting long enough to even think
about the irreversible damage we are causing everything.
But when you know that you won’t be around to suffer,
or face the things you’ve done,
it’s easy to fuck over everyone.
Children breathe ash and pollution,
153 million of them, for whom no one cares,
from mothers forced into having all these kids,
constantly ensuring Earth’s temperature will keep rising,
the divine believers win once more.
The table is full, but there is no place for them to sit,
and the meal they’re having is from many animals,
over bred, and sick.
The millennials take the blame for all the things that die,
a generation blamed for only trying to survive.
And while the Earth is burning alive,
we drop bombs, and shoot missiles,
denying the fact that if we don’t stop fighting,
and focus on our orb floating beyond the sky,
we are all going to die.

The earth is on fire
a whole universe of embers
Man’s progressive future
turning rainforests to ashes
in the name of convenience.
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Prosperity for some
is the policing of poverty.
Fiery hatred rages down alleyways
like metal hail, a new hell
leaving brass shells littered
across dreams cracked in the
concrete.
One last inferno
from both sides of the aisle
aspersions of blame
mixed with inactivity –
a bonfire of democracy.
And when we’re all burned
to dust
will hope arise
from whispers of smoke
softly snaking toward heaven?

American Exodus
(by Tiffany Renee Harmon)
This land is your land
and you can keep it.
I’ve no use for the
land of the free speech
of hatred
where the homes of the brave
are nothing more than paper
tents leased to tenants
one medical emergency away
from the gutter.
Red gunshot wounds lead to
white privilege reemerging with
blue horns to drag us back to hell.

The Devolution of Humans

All these things we will too soon, and too late, regret.

(by Sidney Trasser)

It’s the de-evolution of the human race,
taking down anyone and anything that dares exist amongst it.

Plastic limbs to replace those we lost,
along with our souls.

Entitlement of those who have nothing to lose,
banking on the peace that is their death,
unaffected, and therefore unbothered,
by the damage they choose to inflict upon us all.

Gas, thick and rich,
I breathe in, deep, with hurdling regret.
It blows where the wind used to dance.

Zombies that feed on fraudulent and irresponsible beliefs,
convinced that the invisible man in the sky has given them,
and only them,
the land, water and everything that breathes,
as their own to divide, conquer and destroy,
leaving nothing for those trapped in the inevitable after,
led by their fearless leader,
in 140 characters, agent orange,
on his shiny device that only cost rhinos, gorillas and a few children’s sacrifice.

We are on fire,
but since our flesh is still cool to the touch,
and the chlorine still thick
when we submerge ourselves
in the crystal clear water we hoard,
for pleasure.
We do not acknowledge this,
staring forward,
turning a stone shoulder,
refusing to peer back into our future.

But don’t worry, climate change is not real.

We deny that hell is real,
but, we are amongst evil.
Satan is not a mythological being,
with horns and hooves,
but red is the color of evil,
that can be seen looking into the Earth,
from outer space,
our forests burning,
a red haze
lets us all know we are all on fire.

Welcome to 2020
(by Tiffany Renee Harmon)

We must know there is nothing natural about a wild animal,
running toward the very monsters who caused their pain,
in search of hope and sanction.
For if only our land was acknowledged
as being as holy as the structures we build,
and crafted crosses from,
perhaps we would have already eradicated this.

Surrounded by the soundbites
welcome to the latest decade
full of promises
that feel like threats.
More children are finding graves
as families dig deeper into debts
just to meet a copay or rent.
The world watches us, waiting
the empire’s end seems eminent.
We’re hemorrhaging hatred
until we bleed ourselves dry.

Our skin itches,
our children are sick,
refugee bodies float at sea,
their children clinging tightly to their backs,
floating between death and opportunity,
amongst sea turtles, who perished all too soon.
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POEMS:

DEANNA HURTUBISE
Deanna Hurtubise is the author of two picture books and four historic fiction
chapter books for middle grade readers. Her first short story was published in
an anthology of true love stories, and most recently she has had a memoire
published, In Sickness and in Health, a wife/caregiver reflects on the words
before I do. Before her writing career, Deanna taught high school and college
French for 25 years. She has 3 adult children and 8 grandchildren.
Contact: maddiesmeme@yahoo.com

MARILYN KREBS
Marilyn Krebs resides in Mt. Washington and has retired from 27 years as
an Administrative Assistant at UC College-Conservatory of Music. She has
a Bachelor and a Master degrees in Music Education from UC and currently
teaches private and group lessons in piano and guitar.
Marilyn enjoys writing and sharing her poems.
Contact: mikrebs@fuse.net

DRAWING:

ANNA CADLE
Anna Cadle is a Studio Arts Major at Miami University with a concentration in
Painting and Printmaking and minors in Graphic Design and Art/Architecture
History. In addition to her academic work in art and music, Anna volunteers
within her community, her work ranging from assisting nursing home residents to
providing music lessons to children with special needs. Art, music, community,
and an interest in the stories of others, play an important role in driving her work.
Contact: cadleae@miamioh.edu
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# A Utopian Tweet for Our Times
(by Deanna Hurtubise)
The refuge is open from dawn until dusk, a respite for sustenance shared,
Dining al dente, from places unknown, at a table that’s always prepared.
No one’s begrudged; there’s plenty for all; no bigotry ever displayed,
No matter their color, no prejudice there; where there’s harmony, no one’s afraid.
Traveling south or journeying north, the émigré’s hungry and tired,
An accepting community welcoming all; sharing is all that’s required.
Some are more timid, sitting alone; eventually all get along,
When somebody leaves, another arrives, a progression of notes in a song.
Each with a language that poses no threat, a polyglot streaming of chatter,
But nobody questions; nobody cares; the sounds they make really don’t matter
In this ideal community, symbol of peace; they heartily feast every day
At my birdfeeder, filled with their colors of hope, sated and then fly away.

Keyed Up
(by Marilyn Krebs)
Black and white rectangles
Smooth and shiny under your fingers
Sound going up or down, right or left.
What is right? What is black?
Is white left and down black?
So many which-a-ways to say it.
The pentatonic black key song,
The easy white key song,
But wait! Don’t you get more color when you’ve got both?
That powerful cringe of the half step from black to white
That special scale pattern with sharps or flats.
That bluesy, sixy, sexy slide.
The visual measurement of the black three and two key groups
Helps you find your way in a sea of white keys.
They depend on each other. Together they make sense.
What if we all had one black and one white hand,
Red face and yellow feet?
Believed in a happy keyboard of many gods?
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A Musical Peace
(by Marilyn Krebs)

POEMS:

Jubilate Deo

CAROL IGOE

Is the language of peace spoken only in heaven
Or can it be in the rapturous tones of a violin?
Is the music of peace as restful as the strum of a harp
Or could it also be the joyful syncopation of percussion?
Is the meaning of peace as simple as the angelic sound of a soprano solo
Or as complex as the weaving resolution of chords by the choir?
Does the presence of peace surround you and lift you up
Like the gradual crescendo of so many voices and orchestra at once?
Does the music of peace begin with the quiet schuss of a rain stick,
The tinkle of a wind chime or the punctuation of a glockenspiel?
Is the dialog of peace reflected in the Irish lilt, the Arabic harmonic minor,
The Asian bending of semi tones?
Peace is always there and never there until we all hear the same blissful sounds
And become one, together, in rhythm and harmony.

Carol Igoe, a retired Behavior Specialist and an Advocate for families of children
with disabilities, is now working with her sister to create a Chap Book of the
seasons of the Year! Carol manages a Facebook group for parents and friends of
children with disabilities.
Contact: ckigoe@gmail.com

LINDSEY SHACKELFORD
Lindsey Shackelford, 33 years old, has been a social worker for about 10 years,
and has seen many issues within the community. She earned her undergraduate
degree from Miami University and her Master’s degree from the University of
South Carolina. Women’s rights issues hit home with Lindsey and she is very
passionate about the equitable treatment of all people.
Contact: shackela@gmail.com

It’s Only Free for Me				
(by Marilyn Krebs)
Refugee, you can’t come across my border.
Refugee, don’t you step across that line
Just because of some previous world order
That is yours, and this is mine.

Tho’ we once had your same story,
This is now a different place.

Refugee, just go home and fight your battle,
Claim your birthright, stand your ground.
Even though my descendants came from elsewhere,
Now I don’t want you around.
Refugee, can’t you see, there’s just too many.
There’s no room left in this place.
We can’t afford to house or feed you.
You’re a pawn in a presidential race.
Refugee, I can hear your children crying.
There’s desperation in your face,
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We have faces from many cultures.
We have cities that speak your tongue.
We have prospered from your labor,
But we really can’t be one.
Don’t you see?
It’s only free for me.

DRAWING:

CASEY DRESSELL
Casey Dressell is a practicing painter and installation artist living and working
in Cincinnati, OH. Her interests lie in the intersections of art, nature and the
built environment. Casey teaches at Miami U. and the U. of Dayton, and is the
exhibition coordinator at The Indian Hill Gallery in Cincinnati. She received a BFA
at UC and a MFA at Miami U. She has exhibited her work nationwide. In addition
to her studio practice, Casey is passionate about learning, education, and helping
the underprivileged in her community.
Contact: caseydressell@gmail.com; caseydressell.com
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Freedom
(by Lindsey Shackelford)
Freedom
We are told that it’s free and comes without strings.
Some believe it blindly,
Some secretly know it’s not a guarantee,
While others actively speak up.
Racial injustice and issues with law enforcement
Shed light to shameful events in our recent history.
Legislation passed to control a woman’s body seems harmless or
necessary to some.
“Save the unborn child!” They cry out.
“But what about the hungry, homeless, or unloved child?”
No response.
These important decisions are rooted in religious beliefs.
Beliefs that support outdated sex ed.
Children are taught that sex is only for those who are married.
But we all know the times have changed.
Freedom
What does it really mean?
As Women,
We are not free to venture out alone at night for fear of being
violated by a man.
We can’t expose skin without “asking for it”
Slut shaming.
Rejecting a man could result in violence.
We are not free to speak our mind without being labeled a “bitch”.
Women even ridicule each other over decisions as simple as
choosing to diet.
Monogamy is something only “crazy” women request from men who
can do as they choose.
Freedom,
The epitome of a double standard.

Home Grown Apartheid
(by Carol Igoe)

Casey Dressell

Seeds from slavery still grow,
planted deep in the soil in our country.
		White Power
Ownership, cruelty, rape hover yet,
A black stain that cannot be erased,
but only slowly, slowly thinned.
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Police shootings echo hangings,
Trees stung with bodies 100 years ago.
Michael, Eric, Walter, Antwan….
Killed on their streets, for cigarettes sold or stolen,
car plates expired, running for their lives.
A righteousness still kills black men;
bodies left to show mastery still prevail.
		Poverty
Must we keep our riches for ourselves,
Our schools, our neighborhoods still unequal,
Only slowly, slowly shared?
White America withholds success,
Unwilling yet to freely share brother and sisterhood,
withholds good jobs, good schools,
good homes, safe birthing.
Some dimmed and hidden memory
lingers, superior, an invisible wall,
Unlike Soweto, undeclared, silently willed.
		Freedom
For some Americans, white folks, black folks,
The chains have been destroyed, erased, forgotten,
One human race, skin color not a difference.
Won despite assassinations, Martin, John, and Bobby,
Jailing, burning crosses, children bombed.
But for some white folks, revenge,
A price to be paid for black freedom….
Night marches, churches burned, murders,
A siren song of Fascist power,
Death camps, an American holocaust.

POEMS:

VICTORIA KAHLE
Victoria Snyder Munch Kahle is 62 years old, an architect for peace and joy, the
mother of Erin (20) and Christian (18) and the wife of James. She is a relative of
Edvard Munch.
Contact: vkahle@mac.com

JEAN SYED
Jean Syed spent thirty-seven years in Loveland; she considers that as her home
now. Jean, however, is in an anthology of North-Western poets, “Footbridge
Above The Falls,” edited by David D. Horowitz of Seattle and published in 2019.
Contact: jeansyed721@gmail.com

MIKE WILSON
Mike Wilson’s work has appeared among others in Cagibi Literary Journal,
Stoneboat, The Aurorean, The Ocotillo Review, London Reader. He received
Kentucky State Poetry Society’s Chaffin/Kash Prize in 2019. He resides in KY.
Contact: mikewilsonauthor@earthlink.net

DRAWING:

MALLORY FELTZ
Mallory Feltz earned a BFA in Sculpture from UC/DAAP (2006) and a MFA in
Sculpture (2009) at Louisiana State U. Interested in themes of domesticity, family
dynamics, childhood memories, and place, Mallory mixes traditional sculptural
and craft techniques with participatory art and installation. Her work has been
exhibited locally & nationally. She is Director of Exhibitions & Public Art at KHAC.
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Contact: mal_feltz@yahoo.com
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Sharkskin Suits

enough

(by Mike Wilson)

(by Victoria Kahle)

Officer, I’m innocent
just smoking a cigarette
buying a loaf of bread
saluting the red
in the red-white-and-blue

it is you
that crawled up into my lap uninvited
it is the softness and smallness of your hand
only then
did i remember
did i forget
that feeling of enoughness

I kneel in the pews
of trickle-down economics
stuffing mouths of the rich
so that some might fall out
for dogs under the table.
Yes, that’s a gun in my hand
and the barrel is warm
but only because I shot
tens of trillions of dollars
in self-defense.
Those bodies in the road?
Just Homeland Security
purging the rolls
of votes that don’t count
keeping the world safe for plutocracy.
Officer, be reasonable, holster your gun.
Our yoke is easy, our burden is light;
everyone gets paid
no one gets made (wink, wink)
thanks to the sharkskin suits.

do not all wars
inside outside
come from not
enough

The Insurance Man
(by Jean Syed)
I heard a knock on the living-room door,
Gazed on gray pants, brown polished shoes, for I
Was mother’s toddler on the floor.
Looking into that shine I touched a shoe,
Licked my hand to see if the shoe was dry
And then I touched a pant-cuff, too.
I gazed up and up. Mother thought to chat.
O what horror! Beneath a trilby, a face
Wrapped in white bandages that
Looked like my nappy but had orifices.
With one eye, a man searched in his briefcase,
Bantered with pleasantnesses.
How could I know about World War II when
Revulsion was all my comprehension.
My Mum should have kissed both shoes then
Thanking him for my Dad who was not sent,
And wives, whom I know now had such bare mention,
Ardent without selfish lament.
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Free Verse
(by Mike Wilson)

POEMS:

Poems are astral candy
sugar canes of brain kindness
lip-kisses to the heart
mental mints opening blue skies
turning rainy funerals
into holidays.

LONNA D. KINGSBURY
Lonna D. Kingsbury is continually heartened by the diversity in all of the voices
in For a Better World. And although being honored by titles continues to be a
humbling experience, she believes that real joy arises when hearing, viewing or
reading the new and exciting viewpoints of those who share those beliefs with
confidence - and she believes that in some small way we all contribute to each
other’s growing confidence. Yes, each and every one of us who take the time to
share our work, ensure that peace and justice will prevail.

Poems are promiscuous
ever ready to turn a phrase
and poesy with anyone
their purity growing
with each set
of eager eyes satisfied.

Contact: lonna@kingsburyproductions.com

Poems are socialists
that don’t meter happiness
cross-sell or steal souls
to barter back at a smart price.
Comrade! Fill your plate
turn down the bed and dream!

LAURIE LAMBERT
Laurie Lambert’s poetry explores connections with nature, motherhood and the
struggles of adapting to change. Laurie is a V-Day activist, labyrinth enthusiast,
and certified facilitator at Women Writing for (a) Change in Cincinnati. Finishing
Line Press published her chapbook What I Can Carry, in 2016 and her first fulllength collection, What We Are Made Of, in 2019.
Contact: laurie3lambert@gmail.com

DRAWING:

LUCY MILAZZO
Lucy Milazzo is currently finishing her second year at the University of Cincinnati,
majoring in journalism with an art focused minor. Lucy hopes, in the future, to
write and create content for a magazine, and possibly to become an editor.
Contact: milazzlt@mail.uc.edu
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Lest We Forget
(by Lonna D. Kingsbury)
Once only silence countered
the evils of the day
where justice cloaking men in black
decreed each meager stay
declared the worth of children
beleaguered dusk to dawn
in sweatshops or in factories
or bountied to a farm
determined who would marry
who could stay to cook
who would take the elderly
who could read a book
But as the women gathered
at quiltings or in shops
quietly they shared their strengths
vowing it would stop
Decidedly, it happened
simplistically and pure
women bound to suffer all
stood - and change endured.

Recently My President
Removed Restrictions
on the Use of Land Mines
(by Laurie Lambert)
Landmines.
Arbitrary weapons that
discriminate only on the basis
of place.
If you walk here,
my president has granted permission
to cause an explosion
under your steps,
to blow your life to pieces
because of where
your
foot
lands.
Landmines.
Buried in the ground because of ideals
or religions or money. But not because
you and I are different,
fundamentally.
Brother, sister, grandmother, child,
pushing a cart, carrying a basket,
holding a cane, flying a kite.
My president is taking your toes
or your leg or your life
because of where
your
foot
lands.
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“A Woman Created the World*
(by Laurie Lambert)

POEMS:

Isn’t that the truth.
And aren’t we continuing even now, so many billions of years after that act of creation,
still putting this world together, still
making, every day.
Women birth the world, over and over again. Generation after generation,
we feed the world, clothe the world, cleanse the world.
Women heal the world too, we soothe the weeping, wipe up the blood,
wash and bandage, splint and carry.
Women do what needs doing, make what needs making, remake what is broken.
We button up coats and tie shoelaces.
stir bake mend tether pray
On top of all that, these days we have so much unmaking to do,
and that work is even harder.
So difficult to take apart the things that have been fashioned
from love of wealth and power, from glorification of mankind.
So much energy, strength and endurance are needed for the arduous task
of dismantling a culture designed to desecrate our Mother Earth,
to plunder rather than nurture
to push women down.
What good fortune that we have those things,
energy, strength and endurance
already fused into our bones from years of making.
We can unmake the structures that name women as the weaker sex.
Unmake the patriarchy. Unmake every thing that puts a woman in her place.
A woman’s place is every
space, every
where, every
time.

REBECCA S. LINDSAY
Rebecca S. Lindsay is editor of Pegasus, journal of the Kentucky State Poetry
Society, and a member of the Monday Morning Writers Group in Cincinnati, OH.
Her poems have been published in Inscape, Riparian, Pine Mountain Sand and
Gravel and other journals, and her short stories in Inscape and A Few Good
Words. Her novel, The Peacemakers, a story of the struggles of Mennonite
pacifists and Unionists to avoid military service in the Confederacy army, is
scheduled to be published in 2020 by Shadelandhouse Modern Press.
Contact: loisterms@fuse.net

DEXTER SIMPSON
Dexter Simpson, a Cincinnati settler, is madly in love with his wife, four children,
and their dachshund. He has several degrees from his previous work in churches
but now is a stay-at-home dad who sells beer, writes poetry, and remains
passionate about our common humanity.
Contact: dexterlsimpson@gmail.com

DRAWING:

PAIGE WIDEMAN
Paige Wideman received a BFA in sculpture from the Kansas City Art Institute in
1989 and a MFA in sculpture from the University of Cincinnati in 1999. She is a
Senior Lecturer at Northern Kentucky University where she has been teaching
for 20 years.
Contact: paigewideman@gmail.com

A woman created the world.
We can do it again.
* from “Right in the Kalavala it says” by Lois Bunse
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Psalm for Peace
(by Rebecca S. Lindsay)
In the Kidron Valley
stretching north to south,
spreading mount to mount—
slopes of olives to the east,
golden Dome in the west—
the sleeping of three faiths
lie in limestone crypts
waiting for Judgment Day.
Each certain of his own salvation,
determined to be first in line,
to pass through the Beautiful Gate
and enter the Holy City, they wait.
But, bricked up for five long centuries,
the gate offers no passage.
Who will open the Beautiful Gate;
Who will welcome the faithful into the
Holy City?
The man in the yarmulke declares,
“Messiah will come and usher us in.”
The woman in the wimple says,
“The Lord shall return and separate
the sheep from the goats.”
The man in the kufi insists,
“Allah will come to judge the world.
He will destroy the gate.”
Indeed, the day shall come
when the trumpet will sound
and the One who is
Messiah/Savior/Judge descend.
Then the earth will roil,
mortar will crumble,
and, like a castle constructed of sand,
a fortress built on quicksand,
stone will separate from stone
and the gate come crashing down.
Who, then, will enter by the Beautiful Gate,
Who will stand in the Holy City?
Those who bare their heads,
who abandon their headgear
on the ground behind them;

the ones who offer the Other
their place in line,
who invite their neighbor to precede them;
all who reach out their hands
and lift the weak over the rubble
so they will not stumble.
Three by three,
hand in hand,
healed like the lame man,
walking and leaping and praising God,
they shall enter by the Beautiful Gate,
they will abide in the Holy City,
and at last—
at long last—
there will be peace.

A Modern Magnificat*
(by Dexter Simpson)
Excited and happy—finally!
The Divine is aware!
Everyone looks and thinks it’s pretty cool
that she, the Holy One, penetrates us with a solution.
Her kindness is the right path,
for the ones who walk before
and to those who travel after us.
She shows disgust with the military
who prefer control to peace,
and she scatters the fundamentalists,
who see salvation tied to a thought.
She tosses away the powerful, blind to their neglect,
and coddles the marginalized, the disinherited.
She satisfies the ones starving because of the system
and eagerly shows the billionaires’ greed as the root
of it.
She loves the refugees across the seas and walls
remembering to be kind to all of humanity,
especially the people exhausted from war and famine
who have nothing to give in return.
* Poem based on Mary’s Song in Luke 1:46-55
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Western Wall
(by Rebecca S. Lindsay)

POEMS:

“Even the sparrow finds a home,
and the swallow a nest for herself,
where she may lay her young,
at thy altars, O Lord of hosts…”
Psalm 84:3

MICHAEL J OLSON
Michael J Olson is a retired Cincinnati business man and current member of
the Greater Cincinnati Writer’s League and Cincinnati Writer’s Project. He is
a graduate of the University of Arizona creative writing program and has been
previously published in multiple poetry anthologies.
Michael J is also a proud father of two children with his wife of 40 years.

At the Western Wall
the Orthodox in their stately sable hats
and long black overcoats
bob and bow, their side curls swaying.
Women, heads properly covered,
sit in white plastic chairs,
both palms plastered against the ochre stones.
The pious pause at fountains
to wash sin from their hands
and doubt from their hearts
with water from double-handled pitchers.
Clusters of pilgrims sit and soak up
the afternoon warmth. One man kneels
on the paving stones sketching.
Petitioners press slips of paper into crevices,
hoping that God will read and answer favorably.
Tourists from the four corners
pose for proof of presence selfies.
Christians clutching olivewood crosses
claim their place as heirs in grace.

Contact: mo45069@yahoo.com

NICASIO URBINA
Nicasio Urbina is a Nicaraguan writer, critic and professor who received his
Ph.D. from Georgetown University. He has published eighteen books, and one
hundred articles in academic journals, and has given more than 130 lectures
in national and international symposia. Nicasio is the winner of the Rubén
Darío International Literary Award in 1995, and the Rieveschl Award in 2015.
He is Director of Graduate Studies in the Department of Romance and Arabic
Languages and Literatures at the University of Cincinnati.
Contact: urbinan@ucmail.uc.edu

Each is certain of right worship,
that their way is best.

DRAWING:

All the while, the sparrows
flit between the shrubs
growing in the cracks—
as they have since the Psalms—
unconcerned about
cult and custom,
rule and ritual,
just looking for a place to lay their young.

ASPEYN LANGHALS
Aspeyn Langhals is a sophomore student at the University of Cincinnati, currently
studying veterinary nursing. Aspeyn’s true love, however, are the arts. Whether
it be painting, sketching, making music, or reading poetry, she has loved these
activities for as long as she can remember, and enjoys partaking in them as her
favorite pass time. Aspeyn is a firm advocate for human and animal rights alike.
She hopes her art will speak to many, and perhaps even inspire.
Contact: aspeynart@gmail.com
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I Ask That My Body

Pido Que Mi Cuerpo

			
		A Darwin Urbina

		
(by Nicasio Urbina)

Pido que mi cuerpo
lo envuelvan en celofán,
I ask that my body
que lo pongan a airear
Be wrapped in cellophane.
en la ladera del volcán,
Let it air
que dejen que los pájaros, las ardillas
on the slope of the volcano.
y los venados lo huelan y lo mordisqueen.
Let the birds, the squirrels,
Pido que mi cuerpo lo paseen por las avenidas,
and the deer smell it and nibble on it.
que lo exhiban en las rotondas,
I ask that my body be paraded down the avenues,
que lo hagan público en los mercados y en el
put on display in roundabouts,
malecón,
made public in the markets and on the boardwalk,
para que la gente pueda ver los límites del
so that people can see the extremes of my suffering, sufrimiento,
so that the moon is reflected in my sores,
para que la luna se refleje en mis llagas,
in the deep pits left by bullets,
en los orificios profundos de las balas,
in all my wounds from the nights of torture.
en las heridas que me dejaron las noches de 		
I ask that my body not be buried in the cemetery
tortura.
to be forgotten among tombstones and epitaphs.
Pido que mi cuerpo no lo entierren en el
I ask that my body continue to bear witness to this 		
cementerio
horrible nightmare
para que no quede olvidado entre lápidas y 		
that the dictatorship has imposed upon Nicaragua.
epitafios.
Pido que siga siendo testimonio de esta
horrible pesadilla
que la dictadura ha impuesto a Nicaragua.
We Have Seen
		

To Darwin Urbina

(by Nicasio Urbina)

Hemos Visto

We have seen so much death,
so much repression,
so much life reaped by the will of the tyrant.
We have seen the palm trees bend in half.
We have seen the four corners of our earth
tinged with blood.
We have seen seven plagues cover
the land of our nation.
We have seen so many things
that we should pluck out our eyes
so we do not look at our history,
every period laden with blood,
the murder of peasants in the mountains,
the death of students in the streets,
mothers humiliated,
girls raped.
We have seen so many things that
blindness would be a blessing.

Hemos visto tanta muerte,
tanta represión,
tanta vida segada por la voluntad de un tirano.
Hemos visto las palmeras doblarse el dos
Hemos visto los cuatro puntos cardinales
teñirse de sangre,
hemos visto siete plagas cubrir
el territorio nacional.
Hemos visto tantas cosas
que hemos de sacarnos los ojos
para que no miren cada periodo de la historia,
cada lustro cargado de sangre,
el asesinato de los campesinos en las montañas,
la muerte de los estudiantes en las calles,
de las madres humilladas,
de las muchachas violadas.
Hemos visto tantas cosas que
la ceguera sería una bendición
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I See a Room With Dark Windows
(by Michael J Olson)
		

POEMS:

(Miquel D. Morales, 1957 – 2017, He was killed by those who would not know him.)

Startling,
the lightning in their faces
as they pointed at my deformity
as if a dark vagrant hovering behind me
had just appeared.
Tequila and a smoke will take care of that
I told them…
Not the tame mountain stuff
but vintage Agua Prieta Shine and
Columbian Angel Hair Ganja.
With that you could smack Satan in the cojones
and live to tell it
Please don’t be afraid.
Deformed, dark and ominous
is your shy neighbor
I told them…
Just the nature of a thing - a species yet to be named,
the scent from a suffocated flower
waiting to explode into the world,
waiting to be desired.
But they lived in a room with dark windows
And could neither see nor hear.
In the tall grasses of their bigoted marsh
they had slept with their fear
and bore its children Inbred and blind little bastard Gestapo
chewing on the gristle of their disdain
with fierce and persistent incisors
like starving dogs with a found,
buried carcass.

Carissa Palazzolo is currently a student at Mount St. Joseph University pursuing
Fine Arts and Psychology. Writing has always held a special place in her heart
along with many other art forms such as painting, dance, and theatre. Carissa
would like to thank her friends and family for their constant support and love.
  
Contact: carissapalazzolo@gmail.com

CHUCK STRINGER
Chuck Stringer is grateful to belong to the group of regional poets writing together
in the Thomas More University Creative Writing Vision Program. His work has
been published in Literary Accents, Pine Mountain Sand & Gravel, Riparian, The
Licking River Review, Words, and previous editions of For a Better World. He
lives with his wife Susan near Fowlers Fork in Union, Kentucky.
Contact: chuck.stringer1@gmail.com

DRAWING:

VERNAY MONROE
Vernay Monroe has been interested in creating art for as long as he can
remember. Dealing with the surreal in his work and creating conceptual art are
where his interests are at the moment. Vernay is currently a Freelance Artist
studying in University of Cincinnati’s DAAP program, working towards a BFA.

Hold hands with your darkness
I told them
and ask it to dance.
Brew it some fine Earl Grey
then watch as its hands take yours
to dance you into its light.
Instead,
they marched me into mine.

CARISSA PALAZZOLO

Contact: vmonroe@mail.uc.edu
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Convictions

An Addict’s Dream

(by Carissa Palazzolo)

(by Chuck Stringer)

Faith

With night’s wand
I’m a tree:

Silence
		Submission
Quiet
		Deceived
Late nights have been spent
crying
searching
trying
to understand.

I make a stand
in one place.

I am silent in my suffering
quiet in my pondering—
feeling deceived and
squashed under submission.

in heaven’s
direction.

Peace
		Equality
Contentedness
		Enlightenment
are so hard to find.
Why?
Here is no peace in quiet and
silence. Instead, there is a riot
buried in my
skull
		and
ribs.
My life blood seems to
drag
		me
away
stealing my breath and
my faith. My strength has left
me. I am lost and seemingly
soulless.

My leaves
receive sun.
Birds land
in my branches.
My roots pull
the darkness

Ask
(by Chuck Stringer)
What song shall I sing
as you walk me through this world
and lead me to these places
peopled with pain?
And why should I sing
when so many lie here broken—
troubled, worn, addicted,
and insane?”
And you smile at me and ask, “Chuck,
where are your lyrics, and where is your guitar?
Did I not yoke you to compose
and strum?
And every person
that you see here, don’t you realize,
that broken unto broken
we have come?”

Where
		is
God?
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POEMS:

RHONDA PETTIT
Rhonda Pettit’s recent volume of poetry is Riding the Wave Train (Dos Madres
Press, 2017). She teaches writing and literature at University of Cincinnati Blue
Ash College, where she is also editor of the literary and arts magazine,
Blue Ash Review.
Contact: rhonda.pettit@uc.edu

LISA PRANTL
Lisa Prantl is a Cincinnati-based writer, gardener, and death midwife. Her poetry
was recently included in the anthology, grief becomes you—a compilation of
narratives and photographs surrounding loss, edited by Maya Stein. She is on
the Board of Trustees and a periodic facilitator at Women Writing for (a) Change.
Lisa is associated with the Cincinnati End of Life Collaborative, and is part of the
funeral and burial group for Heritage Acres Memorial Sanctuary, the first and only
dedicated natural burial ground in the Cincinnati area.
Contact: peace.lap@gmail.com

DRAWING:

REGAN DETWILER
A writer by training, Regan Detwiler found letterpress printing while completing
her undergraduate degree in English literature. She was originally drawn
to moveable type because it allowed her to experience words first with her
hands, rather than her eyes and ears. She has been hypnotized by this
tactile experience for the past three years. Regan hopes to expand people’s
understandings of letterpress printing and their experience of letters in new ways.
Contact: regandet@gmail.com
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Delivery

Eve’s Ear

(by Lisa Prantl)

(by Rhonda Pettit)

Words line up
rows and rows of black and white
marching, stacked, cascading
over stoic stone hearts and
yearning open hearts in search of  
knowing and stillness  
in the slip, slide, scamper of content

Were there no mosquitoes
in the Garden of Eden?
Then what was it
buzzed
in Eve’s ear
that made her
scratch slap

Letters with sharp edges and curlicues
are flung with fireball precision
written munitions explode
in the flicker of frequencies
transmissions so fast
an image fools the eye
with the illusion of stability
the waver of reality
there and gone, there and gone
pixel persistence
lightning bolts flash longer

reach

for resolution?
Once out, how many times
did she write her name
in the sand
as if to say:
yes it was me
you’re welcome
as if to say:
your turn to know
the infidels

Promises empty of promise
fiction fact, fact fiction
anger as entertainment
hate as family values
shouts flung at doorsteps

that masquerade as gods.

Was language meant to be
more than bark or roar
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Giving Sausage a Bad Name
(by Lisa Prantl)

POEMS:

DC will spit you out
crumbled, rotting
like raw meat that’s
been ground and cranked
through a sausage stuffer
extruded into indigestible
unnatural casings

JONI PIPKINS
Contact: jonipipkins@hotmail.com

NOELLA POINSETTE

tainted with nameless fillers
twisted and bloated
mass-produced links of
personal greed and power
unseasoned, uninterested in
potential for altruistic purpose
or quality

Noella Poinsette, osf, is a Sister of St. Francis of Oldenburg, Indiana where
she serves as Director of Justice, Peace, and Integrity of Creation. Immigrants,
refugees, and racism are the issues she is most passionate about. In 2019 she
went to Honduras to learn from the people why they flee to the U.S. and also
volunteered for 2 weeks in Laredo. Her poems reflect the pain and anger she felt.

the end product
chopped or squeezed
out of artificial intestines
into a hot pot
stirred and cooked
past ingesting for anyone
without the stomach for
the sausage factory
that is the white house
on the hill

Contact: npoinsette@yahoo.com

DRAWING:

TOM TOWHEY
Tom Towhey, a native Cincinnatian, works in several mediums at a time. A
narrative of rather dark humor represents a common thread to his paintings and
sculptures. Tom’s work can be found in many private collections, as well as in
galleries, throughout the world.
Contact: towhey@gmail.com; tomtowhey.org
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“Hands That Picked Cotton Now Cast Their Ballots”
(by Joni Pipkins)
I see the hands – black, brown, tan, and tired
Working from sun up to sun down day after day.
And I look at my hands, aged and inspired
For they work week to week, day by day
But mostly for pleasure, thoughts never mired For sixteen to twenty hours is not my today.
I am allowed to choose mostly what I will
Never fearing the harsh yell or hard thrash
Making sure I have enough to fill the master’s till
“Cause I don’t want to feel the master’s wrath.”
And after four centuries, I have the ballot and the will;
Let me use it wisely - remembering my ancestors’ path.
(Note: Poem inspired by a bronze sculpture created by Ed Dwight, January 30, 2014)

Por Mi Familia
(by Noella Poinsette)
Stealthy as a cat
moving thru night
resting by day
intently listening
til far from Alfredo
far from death
yet with every step
alert
soldiers, hunger, thirst
waiting
waiting to pounce

Tom Towhey

my little brother and me
he cried
remembering our sending
we were their hope
we must survive
the Beast must not have our legs
the robbers we must evade
we are our family’s hope
we must survive
the desert’s frigid night
and sun baked thirst

torment any who walk upon
her
stealing their dreams
laughing
Diego no longer moves
I must survive
I drink my tears
tumbling
crawling
a light overhead I’m alive
I’ve made it
kissing the sand of promise
for my family
I made it
with el Dios
I am their hope
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But now I don’t understand
they lock me up
I dream of Diego
the desert laughing
I dream of a caged eagle
people in fear
shouting “go back!”
stealing my hope
death squads waiting
laughing
their guns “made in
the USA”
I awake
praying
Señor, you my hope
I must survive
for Diego, for family

The Color of Dirty Water
(by Noella Poinsette)
“I seek asylum.”
“Why?
Why do you come here?
Can’t you read?
Signed by the dyck-tator
‘No brown, black, red or yellow
- only beautiful cream.’”
“Sir, I seek asylum.
I knew I would be killed.”
“Can you not read?
Is your skin not the color of dirty water?
Go home.
You’re not wanted here.”
“Sir, I am young - and brown
but the son of hardworking, honest farmers.
The Army took me at 12
mocking they wasted my hoe
thrusting a rifle at my stomach.
Sir, I seek only asylum.”
“Kid, we already know
you want asylum
but you can’t read,
you don’t look like me guess you can’t hear either.
Get back home - now!”

POEMS:
“Sir you don’t understand.
They will kill me.
I refused to obey an order.”
“Okay, kid,
you’ve piqued my interest.
My order now you don’t obey.
What order before did you not heed?”
(Standing, laughing by the wall
my friends and I protect the USA
from punks like this ignorant kid.)
“Come on,
what order did you refuse?”
“Sir, I was ordered
to toss a baby skyward.
Falling I was to bayonet the baby.
I refused.
Now I’m marked for death.”
“He tells a good story
but where’s his proof?
No proof no asylum.

WILL RAHTZ
Will Rahtz is a 6th grade student attending Colerain Middle School. During his
advanced English class, his teacher inspired his class to write a poem based on
Langston Hughes’ poem “Mother to Son”. Will enjoys writing.
Contact: andrea.rahtz@gmail.com

ZARIA RANKINS
Zaria Rankins, a Cincinnati native, is an aspiring poet who loves to write about
social justice and activism. She currently attends the University of Cincinnati
pursuing a Bachelor in English and a minor in Fashion Studies, hoping to
become, one day soon, a Fashion Editor.
Zaria loves to bake and would love her own breakfast and bakery.
Contact: pzaria2@gmail.com

Oh, yes, and you’re the color of dirty water.
You lose, kid!”

DRAWING:

MOLLY RAHTZ
Molly Rahtz is a high schooler who enjoys creating art in whatever form it takes.
This is her second time participating in SOS ART activities.
Contact: mollyrahtz.business@gmail.com
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Prison’s an Open Wound
(by Will Rahtz)
Inmate, let me tell you something
You can stitch up a wound and disguise it as much as you want, but the owner still knows
Yes, they know
They know that life ain’t as easy as stitching an open wound
It gets infected while it’s open
And it festers even when closed
And though every time you shut it up
It opens
It opens from ripping
From an onslaught of waves
It opens because people want to know how bad it was
And can’t accept that it healed
It opens
And sometimes can never be repaired
But chin up, inmate, for I have more knowledge to depart
If the wound inflames
And the pain is too great
Too great for one human to bear
Ignore it
Turn it into a scar
Use it to show that you will never make that same mistake again
Your wound will still be there, shown
Ignore it
Make it a period in your life where you were empowered
To protect, not endanger
To give other people a chance to live and be free, so you can become that yourself
Your scar will be scorched into your skin
Ignore it
For you inmate, you have a chance to change the world for the better
As only you know what is worse
You can evoke kindness into the world
And be proud of your history
Because you changed
So if the bone starts showing, or the skin starts tearing
Ignore it
Ignore it
Ignore it
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Convicted
(by Zaria Rankins)
The only difference between you and me is a key
Walking freely is what I dream of in daylight
At night I don’t sleep
These invisible chains weigh heavy on my soul
They also drag me down at my feet
I get down on both knees and ask why
Why must the darkness create shadows of what I can’t see?
Why am I an example of unrighteousness?
Why do these cells produce nothing but fear and loneliness?
Why is my mind free but my body trapped?
Why did I get 25 years and the white man 5?
This world is unnecessary
Prison is a place for the hopeful
I made a list of what I plan to do when I’m out
I’m gonna pray
Pray that the justice system changes its name, because there is no justice.
Pray I forget this life, so my soul can move on from this place.
Pray to God to let me keep the scars, to remind me I was never broken.
Pray that my kids remember me.
Pray that my positive spirit hasn’t left me.
I’m not convinced that the world is wrong
I’m also not guilty
I’m not at fault for allegations that can’t be proven true
I could have taken the plea maybe gotten 10 years
But for what
You can lock up my pride, but my truth will forever be unchained.
Let’s go over my case
I’m 6 foot 2
African American
Age 32
At the wrong place at the right time
Instantly convicted

POEMS:

TIM REISERT
Tim Reisert lives, teaches, and makes music in Cincinnati, Ohio. He participates
with the Ohio Writing Project. His article “Art and Poetry: A Conversation”
appeared in the Ohio Journal of English Language Arts, and his poems have
appeared in Root & Star and Tipton Poetry Journal.
Contact: tdreisert@gmail.com

SHERRY COOK STANFORTH
PMS&G co-editor Sherry Cook Stanforth is founder/director of Thomas More
University’s Creative Writing Vision/MFA program. She’s managing editor of the
river anthology Riparian (Dos Madres Press, 2019), designer-producer of
the Express arts event series and author of Drone String (Bottom Dog Press,
2015). Sherry performs in a 3-generation Appalachian family band, Tellico, and
also enjoys beekeeping and studying native plants.
Contact: creativewritingvision@thomasmore.edu

DRAWING:

EMMA MICK
Emma Mick is a human being who lives on planet earth with billions of others and
tries to see the best in some of the worst parts. She is concerned about the state
of the world and wants to make changes. She realizes these changes will take
time and collaboration. As a designer and artist she is working to make as many
changes as she can, but it takes all of us.
Contact: emmamick98@gmail.com
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Viewfinder

Endling

(byTim Reisert)

(by Sherry Cook Stanforth)

I hold this image, an anchor:

You wake to blood pressing
at your temples, adrenaline
rushing, slop spattering
at your feet and all over the slick
floors of your life. Cyber-choked
sunrise, freeway speeds blur
your vision and white noise
gnaws at your jugular. You hit
Starbucks to caffeinate—
send five texts, two tweets,
review the report, find the john,
end up slip-knotted into the matrices
of one more sludge day,
meaningless time. Where does it

To drive an hour north
on roads that show us the horizon,
flat gray fields beneath speckled birds,
the berm of dried and scraggly
Queen’s Anne Lace,
past frame.
There we find the building,
without windows,
wayward and solemn.
You step away, load film,
as I stand in the gravel drive
and kick at crabgrass
that has taken root beneath.
When your gaze finds form,
you set the tripod.
We glare into the cold sun.
Soil and song.

all go? Twice you forgot to return
your old mama’s call. Didn’t
teach your kids how
to play guitar or fish the creek,
and year after year, your garden
remains unplanted.
Yet, when you turn
the corner, wet and frumpy
in the cold November rain,
there—a doe stands
inside the intersection
of Fifth and Walnut, trembling,
poised to leap right
through a windshield
or into the gnarl of traffic.
She is deadly—unpredictable
as a pipe bomb. You wonder
if the moment is real,
but then—it is as if a button
has been pressed or a final loop
in the universe has coiled
around itself.

What we see is so wide that the edges blur,
the day turning too slowly to notice.
Our shoulder to the wind, cold in our bones,
we hold what wildness we find.

It all stops, everything, and
suddenly, you know the drizzle’s
iron hush and the intense smell
of cinnamon and maple winding
from the door of the little donut
shop. This scrap of time holds no
horns, no fury or scorn, or anthems
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blaring from teleprompters. You stand
still with the rest of your brothers
and sisters: some limping,
others wearing the blunted look
of pills or peeled hearts, or needle
tracks; others sporting MAGA
hats or knee braces or smallish
Bernie stickers tacked on rear bumpers.
They carry groceries, babies, colds,
suburban ennui and freshly-tilled
sorrow. They hide gunshot scars
or their burnished shame. They bite
back sleep-stunted joy or contain
low-grade anger beneath yellow
rain slickers. All of you stand

POEMS:

RICHARD SCHOEFF
Richard Schoeff has enjoyed writing poetry for years and is in agreement with
William Carlos Williams who said, “It is difficult/ to get the news from poems/ yet
men die miserably every day/ for lack/ of what is found there.”
Richard lives in Cincinnati in an old house on a hillside that seems to bend and
billow as it sails slowly down toward the river.
Contact: schoeffrl@gmail.com

together, stitched to your gray
corners in the square, this place
where you once saw a man strike
the mouth of his whining child
before boarding the Metro,
where you landed a meter ticket
only a few grim minutes after
your time expired.
Yet inside this here and now,
a deer looks you right in the eye
before turning to the hazed
river path where sewer
grates and cement give way
to pebbles, then silt, and windstripped cottonwoods fan in odd
synchrony with people
who are moving on
to the next thing,
and because of this
you know the world is holy.

KIMBERLY ANN SCHWARZ
Kimberly Ann Schwarz is a retired elementary teacher who loved bringing the
reading and writing of poetry into her classroom for 27 years. She continues to
develop her poetic skills and creativity through the support of fellow poets from
The Cincinnati Writers Project; attending local poetry readings; using instructional
books from published poets; and reading and writing poetry, which includes a
self-published chapbook.
Contact: kschwarz3@icloud.com; kaschwarz.com

DRAWING:

KELLY FRIGARD
Kelly Frigard is a multi-media artist who works in drawing, fibers, and jewelry.
She earned her MFA at the University of Iowa and is Professor of Fine Art at the
University of Cincinnati, Clermont College.
Kelly’s portrait of her dear dog, Mr. Mercy, attempts to express the tenderness
of his spirit during a collectively troubled time. She would like all of us to work
toward openness, gentleness and kindness so we can grow as a society.
Contact: frigark@ucmail.uc.edu
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Mutt Mitts

Contend					

(by Kimberly Ann Schwarz)

(by Richard Schoeff)

On a walk with January gloom and world-wide doom
messy matters beg for attention
to butt in someone’s home, land, or state
to litter someone’s yard, sea, or air
to heap dollars for so few, against so many
to scoop up lies to gain or to retain.
These and many more messes
monstrosities to the mind, horrors to the heart
breed a soiled, beastly wasteland.
And then I approach a woman
walking her very small mixed-breed dog
something large, something dark
a waggle in a tenacious grip
between its tiny teeth
my tired mind digging away
to know what it is
and then I see what it is
a bunch of ready-to-use
Mutt Mitt Dog Waste & Poop Pick-Up Bags.
As I walk past them, smiling
I think I hear the dog
offer a boastful bark of
I clean up my own messes.

Is this a trope?
Nope.
I’m just a misanthrope
Standing on a slippery slope.
With an image Fine,
Mine,
To try to keep in line
All the things that want to scrabble through
my mine.
No talk of hope,
Dope?
Outside your scope?
Nope. It’s just I found another way to cope.
You got a plan,
Man?
That I could understan?
Nothing but a thought of a promised lan.
Is this a joke,
Smoke?
Or just another toke?
No I think it’s time we all go for broke, bloke.
I mean what I say,
Okay?
We should find another way
If we want this all to last another day.
We got to pull in tight,
Right?
Got to work and got to fight
Keeping all the people’s welfare in sight.
Got to plant some new seed
You read?
Cut out all the greed and heed
The word that nature gives us is guaranteed
To teach us the way to go
You know?
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To show us what we got to throw
Over on our way to toe the row and grow and grow
Before it’s too late
Mate to relate
There’s nothing left on our plate
But a dying state where hate finds no way to slake.
The feeling of regret
Over debt
We owe to the water, air & earth you bet
For all the time spent going after all we could get.
It’s an anthem plain
Jane
Full of angst and maybe everybody’s pain
If we can’t get together on a sane main train.
We can see the end
My friend
Of all the time we can spend
Til other life forms come and take our place
to contend.
The Wealthy Answer

Dark Horse

The We

(by Kimberly Ann Schwarz)

(by Kimberly Ann Schwarz)

And, oh-way they go!
breaks in first on the inside
takes a strong hold, opens up
and sets the pace in the backstretch
no turning back now
still the leader
sprints into the far turn
and coming to the homestretch now
but wait —
falls back, falls back behind
then turns to clear for home
no longer in the lead
digs deep and running weary
a battle to hang on, but spit the bit
wanting to win for all — it’s
Peace and Justice
dammed by Strike the Sky
sired by world-wide War Front
Peace and Justice lost today.

— after Gwendolyn Brooks, “We Real Cool”
You and I, him and her, they and them, the we
embrace all, all of us, the real
deal — wanna-be-and-should-be the cool
rule of yesterday-today-tomorrow. The we
marched, ran, and now race toward the left
our unrest, a tool for the schooling of fools who dismiss us. The we
no longer do fools’ deeds through the lurk
and work to divide and debase us in the lateness to this game called Life. The we
must refuel, relaunch the strike
for all rights now — people, planet. The straight
no-hate shooters, common-sense defense, the we
hearts and minds, must power new words for the singsong, to rethink, revise why we do the sintailspin through fat cat politics. The we
wish to flesh out our dreams, thicken the thin
skin of this democracy and uphold the gin-

Well it really doesn’t matter
Hatter
Cause my ass is getting fatter
As I listen to your patter
It’s nothing more than chatter

up-of-a-livable-life-for-all. The we
must listen no more to all the jazz
that plays us into lies, destroys like the June

The world has got no hotter
And the water’s got no higher
The air has got no darker
And the future’s got no starker

bug consumes, but worse: soulless. The we
yes the we, they and them, him and her, you and I — the die
thrown high, waiting to fall — hard and sooner than the soon.

While you moan and cry the end will come
And sit about and suck your thumb
I set the stage for work home and food
Without me you’d be walking around nude, Dude.
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POEMS:

ROBERTA SCHULTZ
Roberta Schultz is a singer songwriter and poet originally from Grant’s Lick,
KY. Her poems have appeared in Still: the Journal, Riparian, Kudzu, The Main
Street Rag and other anthologies. Three of her chapbooks are published by
Finishing Line Press.
Contact: robertaschultz@mac.com; robertaschultz.com

TINA WESTERKAMP
Tina Westerkamp is a mixed-media artist and (recently revealed) secret writer
of poetry. She can be found most days in her Cincinnati studio/laboratory with
paint, glue, and ink stains on her fingertips, sifting through ancient memories or
stumbling into astounding curiosities. She works to set them free.
Contact: tinajwesterkamp@gmail.com

DRAWING:

NATALIE MASARIK
Natalie Masarik is an interdisciplinary artist from Northeast Ohio. Focusing in
sculpture and mixed media artwork, she finds purpose in the hands-on formation
of her art using physical materials, in both manmade and natural forms.
Natalie finds meaning in and closure for her emotional and physical experiences
through artistic expression. She enjoys her work with others in hope that they,
too, find the significance they may be searching for in the work she presents.
Contact: nataliemasarik202@gmail.com; nataliemaz.com
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Water Bears
(by Roberta Schultz)
They left you on the moon
when the Israeli space launch crashed.
Don’t worry about the tardigrades.*
(A pert young scientist smiled at the reporters.)
They have turned to glass
and can always be revived with water.
Still, I wonder how it feels
to be so far from what you know,
deprived of moss and atmosphere—
abandoned somewhere so barren,
waiting for a random, yet clear-eyed voyager
to pour or spill transported drops
onto your hibernating husk?
Your home rises blue and brilliant,
a mute marble suspended over craters.
So much of life already hangs on chance.
*A phylum of water-dwelling eight-legged segmented micro-animals.

Amendments
(by Tina Westerkamp)
He would be the lunatic of one idea
In a world of ideas, who would have all the people
Live, work, suffer and die in that idea
In a world of ideas....
His extreme logic would be illogical.
-- Wallace Stevens, Esthetique du Mal
You have the right
To Bare Arms.
To soft skin, thin and delicate, luminescent blue
on the underside.
You have the right to gossamer tendrils, finely teased or
loose
and jingling, opalescent,
that snake their way through the dark streets
tasting and unveiled.
You have the right to the old, soft-shoe, shuffling
across your own stages,
Natalie Masarik
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moving to your own slow rhythm, smooth or syncopated, sensing with your tongue your own time and
sweetness.
You have the right not to be bold
but whisper, shaking your head
or to sing to yourself like a lover, in rocking
cadence,
rolling on the waves of your own mood
however that ocean may choose
to rise or fall, thunder or croon;
whatever the day of the moon.
You have the right to care
too much
or nothing for me at all you have the right to be small.
You have the right to exaggerate:
You have the right to breath it all in deeply,
To fill your lungs like balloons and call the wind
into the hollow of your bones, whistling
whip-poor-will or firefly
in the jar of the night sky.
To be lusty as a sailor in red weather, dancing a sailor’s chantey
stamping the heels of your mis-matched boots and
hoisting a hand sewn silken flag stained with every color
under the fecund sea,
You have the right to be unexplored
and free.
You have the right to get carried away or
linger, luxuriant
over landscapes colored wild with your own desire.
You have the right
to wait for yourself
no matter who else is calling;
You have the right to abandon the dishes
or play with the order of the House
for the sake of your soul or
laughter.
Last night I dreamt that all the immense, marble, immovable statues
were small, soft children,
supple
and ancient-eyed,
and we had to look up to them.
Michelangelo was in the Capitol
not wearing a white wig but purple
with green rings and releasing all the words
from stone.
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POEMS:

LARRY SIMPSON
Larry Simpson now lives in Charlotte, NC. For the last 20 plus years he has been
collaborating with a Cincinnati musician, Gary Woster, on a series of songs and
poems, a science-fiction novel of sound, to be available on line. He is currently
putting together 50 years of poetry (over 400 poems) for a a book.
Larry greatly appreciates the audience and the inspiration SOS ART has given
him over the years.
Contact: larrycsimpson@gmail.com

DRAWING:

SOPHIA SCHULTZ
Sophia Schultz creates with a variety of different traditional and digital media,
but paints passionately in watercolor. She draws inspiration from nature, art
nouveau, surrealism, and 80s fantasy films. Sophia studies Communication
Design and Fine Arts in the University of Cincinnati’s College of DAAP. She plans
to leverage a successful career in motion design to subsidize her devotion to
saving greyhounds.
Contact: schultsf@mail.uc.edu; sophiaschultz.com
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The Year of the Comet
In the year of the comet,
In the year of the comet,
The Tower of Babble was toppled
We searched the sky for ancient ice and fire,
By the feather of a sparrow.
wondering if it held the thoughts of God.
In the year of the comet,
In the year of the comet,
We listened to the whispers of galaxies,
There was enough grain to feed the world
But could not hear the cries of our own mothers.
Enough material to house the homeless
In the year of the comet,
And enough power to destroy the earth,
The eye inside a pyramid
But we could not decide which to do.
Blinked and became blind.
In the year of the comet,
We chased runaway dreams
And locked human will in prisons of freedom.
In the year of the comet,
Unborn children cried out
like dying whales.
In the year of the comet,
We consumed food that made us hungry,
Drink that made us thirsty, and pills that made us stupid.
In the year of the comet,
We forgot the meaning of family,
And terror became a household word.
In the year of the comet,
We invented a computer that listened to our prayers,
And a machine to replace love.
In the year of the comet,
Bitter rain wilted the wilderness
And crippled eagles.
In the year of the comet,
We explored canyons of distant planets,
The genetics of genius, but lost the pathways to our souls
In the year of the comet,
We raised titanium, silicon and liquid hydrogen
To the heavens and watched seven candles fall to the sea.
In the year of the comet,
Toxic waste became more common than milk,
And we fed children the poisons we had grown to trust.
In the year of the comet,
We captured our lives on hard drives
And tried to edit our memories.
In the year of the comet,
Truth stuck in the throats of poets,
And music was made on assembly lines.
In the year of the comet,
We monitored the enemy from eyes in space
But could not tell the truth to the face in the mirror.
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Wrenched

Shades

(August 3, 1980)
Wrench in my hand,
grease on my wrist,
blood and grease,
dirt in my eyes,
this work buys
another day,
another space of time,
some time for thought.
Sun in my eyes,
dust in my throat,
The machines are eating
my life….

On the night of the day of the dead,
the shades find places where there is no light
and make it darker with their presence.
They are made of an accumulation
of memories without matter,
an accretion of dark energy.
They follow the wind without feeling it.
If they find you sleeping during the dark
of the moon,
they might whisper in your ear
dreams of hunger, dreams of despair,
dreams about murder
dreams about death camps, dreams of drowning,
dreams of burning, dreams about war.
And in those dreams there are silent sounds that are
the screams of memory, the cries of horror,
the sobs of torment, the pleas of torture,
a bitter chorus
that says,
Please.
No more.

(December 20, 2019)
…Cell phone in my hand,
alerts, news flashes, scams
spams, ads, fake news
of fake politics of fake
urgency. Midnight blue light,
special effects messages,
tweets of mockingbirds,
social media mockery
of democracy.
These devices
Are eating my brain.

POEMS:

GARY WALTON
Gary Walton has published seven books of poetry, his latest: Waiting For Insanity
Clause (Finishing Line Press, 2017). His novel about Newport, Kentucky in its
heyday as a gambling Mecca: Prince of Sin City was published by Finishing
Line Press in 2009. He has been nominated for the Pushcart prize twice and
in 2010, he was voted Third Place: “Best Local Author” Best of Cincinnati 2010
issue in City Beat magazine. Gary is also editor of the Journal of Kentucky
Studies, a professional journal of critical and creative work.
Contact: waltong@nku.edu; nku.edu/~waltong/

DRAWING:

RON PRIGAT
Ron Prigat is a US based Israeli artist whose work ranges in medium, from
intimate portraits in oil paint to dream-like monotypes. He is influenced by artists
such as Giorgio Morandi, Gwen John and Diego Velazquez. Ron is an alumnus
of the Jerusalem Studio School, a five time Resident at ‘JSS in Civita’ residency
program, Italy, and holds an MFA from the University of New Hampshire.
Ron was Staff Artist at the Vermont Studio Center and is currently an Artist in
Residence at Manifest Gallery.
Contact: ron.prigat@gmail.com; @ronprigat (instagram); facebook/ron prigat
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Screed: On the Day After
Impeachment Failed
It is a gray February day
And the rain is floating down
Like diamond dust through the
Frigid mist on its way to the
More daunting iteration of sleet—
One can’t help but be consumed by
Thoughts of mortality, mine and
Others’—friends who have passed at a
Distance, fading like the sound of ship horns
In a cloud bank, memories diminishing
In a kind of spiritual Doppler effect
Until they are just a bare bleat and
Then alas no more—
I am almost glad that old comrades cannot
See what has become of our country,
Our collective consciousness:
Folie à deux, I suppose—
It’s as if, collectively, we have
Decided to give up the ghost,
Like a patient diagnosed with a
Mortal disease decides to ignore it—
Perhaps it will go away—until
The body withers and dies as much
From neglect as from necrosis—
Thus, it is easy to slide into
Hyperbole and invective, embracing
Outrage, nausea, contempt, befuddlement,
Despair—all of which, though justified,
Begin to resemble the various stages of
Grief—mourning the death, of what?
In the end, perhaps, it is the disappointment
Of the squandering of possibility and
The realization that one’s fellows really

Are as stupid as they seem, wearing crimson
Hats and chanting childish slogans
As if they were passengers on the Titanic
Singing hymns to icebergs; meanwhile
The forests burn, the glaciers melt and
Children murder each other with
Candy colored pistols designed for
Fashionable ladies to stash in their
Purses when out for cocktails—so,
Should we finally admit, once and
For all, red faced if we must, that
Our tombstone inevitably will read:
“Died of embarrassment!”

Winter Wondering
I really couldn’t decide if it
Was the wild fires or the incipient
Mold that was causing the headaches—
My pale meat sack of a body reviles
All particulate matter, dust and
Burnt wood as well as the spores
From the warm ground water,
Which should be hard as glass
This second week of January—
Christmas was warm as Halloween
Or Easter and New Year’s day
Was even warmer—something is
Askew—global warming? Who can
Say, but the pain in my head is real,
As vivid as the dead Christmas trees
Lying in languorous piles of brown tines,
Decaying evergreens in the various vacant lots
Around town—gray squirrels and
Two-toned skunks rustle in the
Tawny branches in the warmth
Of the late day sun—one should
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Be grateful, I suppose, for the
Respite since we could be, probably
Should be, suffering a brutal

Our religion and that’s all the truth
We need—this is what makes us so
Special, since God has blessed and anointed us

Blizzard any day, any hour now, really—
Yet, it is hard to muster such
Emotion with my head throbbing

By the very fact of who we are and
That is enough—that and the fact that we
Have plenty of guns just to ensure our righteousness—

To migraine and the birds, what
Few of them brave enough to stay,
Singing out as if it were St. Patrick’s

And, though we are not sure what philosophy is,
We gather the vision of ourselves from old
Holiday movies (the black and white ones

Or April Fool’s day—one can’t but feel
As if a certain disaster is lurking
Just over the horizon, beyond the

But never the noir) and Westerns with plenty of
Pistols and jangling spurs, where the bad
Die viciously, the good expire as heroes

Nimbus clouds where the airliners
Are laying out mysteries of thin
Vortices of dark foamy contrails.

And the females drive the empty wagons
Onward stoically, into the sunset and over the
Purple ridge—in the end, our lives are

Our Pledge

Polished, like brass spittoons, to a high
Gloss, millimeters thin, standing firm
		
Against a mounting tidal wave of change.

Here in Anonymous America
Hypocrisy is our métier—
We like our leaders telegenic—
TV or movie actors work the best
For us (as long as they aren’t women)—
It’s even better if their heads are filled
With colorless, inert gas like Thanksgiving
Day balloons and if they speak in vague
Sound bytes that we can use as interactive
Memes or that can be stitched on baseball
Caps that we can all wear in a kind of
Virulent solidarity—nor will we listen to
Or countenance contradiction of any kind,
Even if objective facts stare us in the face
(especially if they do), more so, if such a stand
Means we must suffer in the long run—
We can always blame someone else—that’s
		
How we prove our loyalty—our tribe is
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