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Be Hold
- Colleen Redman
Don’t overwater
Please climb
Take time in the dark
Some roots
collide with cement
and win the battle against it
Some insight comes
from closing a door
and looking out for others
Don’t underestimate
The weight of a petal
What we see
and what we don’t
are equal

Near Union Square, San Francisco
- Mark J. Mitchell
Bouncing against concrete and granite
a flat note escapes a sax.
It’s trying to climb All of Me
from the ground chords
along shivering steel frames
up to glass penthouses.
When the guitar enters, everything
Shatters like a mirror in an earthquake.

Where Market St. Ends
- Gloria Keeley
something as simple as an old woman
wiping her glasses
wearing all that she owns
an old faded sweater the Salvation Army rejected
Shoes on their last legs
ambling along Market Street
window-shopping with dreams of fashion
the danger lies in the afterthought
when she thinks how it could have been
sitting on a park bench
clutching a purse
open-toed shoes
warm, colorful shawl
she looks at her bag
brown and wrinkled
her map nestled safely at the bottom
the streets tell her all she needs to know

Friends, Romans...
- Lois Greene Stone
Why do political speeches have to be so, well, politician-like? I was hoping time might
change some tactics for trying to win elections; it did, but the alteration was to add name-calling,
gender-preference titters, and so forth.
When I was in high school, I campaigned for Secretary of the General Organization. Sure
there were little cards with my name imprinted, distributed as fliers, but the speech before the
entire student body of 3,000 was the important event. I knew that the speech and a black & white
photo would eventually appear in the school newspaper.
I discussed my speech with my younger sister, Joyce, who asked, "What'd you decide to
wear?"
"Powder blue dress with the pink and blue ruffles down the back. Would you believe
this? Carole said I'd look good in anything." I'd never had a compliment from my older sister
before.
"When you turn around after your speech, people may giggle. That's not a conservative
speaker's dress," Joyce cautioned. "How's the speech?"
"Ay, there's the rub." I felt grown up when I used terms from famous writings. "I think a
speech should be ME talking to the other students, telling them why I am qualified to be
secretary of the G.O. It is a General Organization, and I'm a specific person. But, no. Everyone
tells me I have to have a 'speech'."
"So?" Joyce didn't really understand.
"Listen," I continued. "Mom, Dad, my teachers, even my advisor, say a speech is just
that, a speech. It should begin with 'Faculty, administrators, fellow students'. Yuk!"
"But they're right, aren't they?"
"No! Obviously if I'm standing before the entire student body and staff, I am already
addressing those people. Why should I have to sound so formal and phony?"
"Because that's what speech people do." Joyce thought the whole thing was so simple and
didn't see my dilemma.
"It's pretentious." I liked the way that three-syllable word sounded. I'd seen it on an
English word list, decided to look it up and try and use it. I was pleased.
"What's that mean?"
With smugness, I said, "Insincere. Flashy. I don't want to be flashy or sound like I'm
delivering a rehearsed oration. I told my English teacher that I just wanted to get up, drop my
voice in pitch so it'll come over the microphone deeper and more like myself anyway, give my
name, and then begin speaking in normal conversation, telling the audience about my skills for
the position, and why I could do a good job."
"You can't. That's not how a speech is given." Joyce shook her head. "Lois, you're always
making things different. At least we're not playing 'Rather' anymore but, in a way, you still are:
which would I rather do, give a speech that isn't the way I feel, or do what I think I want and not
follow the rules. There are rules for speeches. You're not supposed to be sincere."
Why didn't anyone ever understand, I thought. I just want to stand up in my pretty blue
dress with the ruffles on the back, and have a conversation with the student body as I stand in
front of a microphone. I want my photo for candidate to be natural, with my hair out of place,
and a smile on my face, and not the awful, snooty, posed one hanging in the hall that the photo
department insisted upon.

"Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your ears!" I stood stiffly and orated.
From the next room, Carole giggled, then shouted, "Brutus beware."
Louder, I recited, "I have come not to praise the General Organization but to bury
naturalness and honesty in favor of performing and insincere formal words."
"Oh you're getting too stupid for me to listen." Joyce remarked. "I'll talk to you later. I
wish I was getting up before the assembly tomorrow, and I'd be in a proper navy blue skirt and
white blouse. I just don't understand you at all."
I compromised. In the frilly dress I recited a stilted speech. But now, decades later, I
think if I were running for anything, might I say/wear what was natural to me and really feel the
platform meant something? Is this what’s missing from the current political hopefuls’
campaigns?
Previously published in Rochester Shorts, October 1999

Fireflies
- Barbara Alfaro
Under moving stars
we watch them glow,
these captives of ours
and begin to know
the ease of power.
We could let them go
or keep them for hours.
The night is navy blue.
Suddenly a summer shower
makes us prisoners too
of our mother’s voice
and the house we knew.
We release them
to the darkness
and their freedom.
Previously published in Goddard Review

Spring Survey
- M.J. Iuppa
Sun-bleached antlers found among fallen apple blossoms, the orchard
has a way of pushing things to the side. New leaves uncurl
in clusters, protecting its soon-to-be fruit. It seems matter-of-fact, this
melancholy in today’s weather.
I walk the rows, with red chickens following me in a loose inspection of
trees & grasses greening in thick swatches & wonder what they find
to be a blessing? Is it an unassuming worm, or ladybug, or snail
snapped up in their constant tisk-tisk?
Will our parcel of land be rendered pest free by this feathered infantry,
marching headlong into Spring’s resistance?

Frozen Water Standing
- JD DeHart
There's ice in his heart,
which is so cliché,
so let's just talk about
the slush that stood frozen
on my tripping way home
and it reminded me
of the way some people are,
a mixture of frozen states
and debris they just won't
let go above the surface.

Old Glory
- Bruce Harris
“You see, but you do not observe. The distinction is clear.”
- Sherlock Holmes, A Scandal in Bohemia
In and around my hometown, brightly colored, nearly pristine stars and stripes snap
crisply in the cool and warm breezes. It’s no accident. It wasn’t always like this.
Patrick Donahoe served as United States Postmaster General from 2011 – 2015. Two
months before Megan Brennan replaced him on February 1, 2015, Mr. Donahoe received the
following email:
Dear Mr. Donahoe,
I was saddened to see the condition of the United States flag waving above the main
postal facility at 3000 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, PA 19104. Old Glory is ripped, tattered,
and torn. Frankly, it is a disgrace and an embarrassment to the great city of Philadelphia as well
as to all proud Americans.
Please, use your authority to right this wrong.
Walking the streets of Philadelphia, I had for the first time not only seen, but like Mr.
Holmes, observed. Shortly after I sent the email, a new flag was hoisted atop Philadelphia’s large
Chestnut Street Post Office. I like to think I was responsible for the positive change; hopefully
my email had nothing to do with ending Mr. Donahoe’s tenure.
On June 22, 1942, President Franklin Delano Roosevelt signed the Federal Flag Code.
Title 4, Chapter 1 provides detailed information about Old Glory do’s and don’ts. The code,
available online, is a comprehensive guide for proper flag etiquette. There are no provisions or
penalties for violators of the code.
Following the Philadelphia experience, singling out tattered and torn flags has become a
passion. Once you observe, flag code violations are unfortunately easy to spot and all too
common. The stars and stripes fly at banks, gas stations, large chain hotels, automobile
dealerships (often displaying abnormally humongous flags and selling foreign-made cars),
government administration buildings, schools, rescue squads, fire stations and the like. And, of
course, flags are raised at every U.S. Post Office with one exception. The B. Free Franklin Post
Office and Museum, located at 316 Market Street in historic Philadelphia is the only active post
office in the United States which does not fly a United States flag (because there wasn't yet one
in 1775 when Benjamin Franklin was appointed Postmaster General). The postmark is unique as
well. "B. Free Franklin" is still used to cancel stamps.
Like Doctor Watson, most people only see. They are unaware of their flags’ condition
and usually grateful to have this information brought to their attention. Those responsible or in
positions to replace worn flags typically respond in a positive manner and the results are
gratifying. The next time you walk or drive in your neighborhood, town, or city, take the time to
do more than see. What you observe might surprise you. Use your influence. Make Ben Franklin
(and Sherlock Holmes) proud.

Hurricane Agnes, 1972
- Michelle Reale
We existed in a caul
a tough membrane of forfeitures;
eggs with no yolk, yellow peas
and unwashed dishes. My father danced
the "Ricky Ricardo,” his hand on his still taut stomach
the other hand held aloft. My mother hummed a ditty.
I improvised the way I always did, but stayed at the level of
pedestrian thought because I was not
yet clever. There were zones of separation.
My mother pulled loose threads from my clothing
and disallowed the use of the Kumari red I loved so much
for my drawings because she thought it was the color of massacre.
I cried quietly, then more loudly.
That first night we ate fettuccine that tasted like
vanilla frosting, a recipe from the blue-haired lady
who lived next door. We were embattled. We watched
our lawn chairs, the anemic tomatoes from our garden,
a fringed suede moccasin and a lawn chair rush by
in a current. My mother tried to light a cigarette, but
her hand shook. We were all exposed by our
errant possessions which seemed ridiculous
by how ordinary they were. Our neighbors called to see
if the water was okay to drink. How the hell should I know
my mother said. Just improvise, she commanded. My father prayed
to a different god, just in case: Confucius, make a comeback, he whispered
to the room, congested with sweat and fear.

the sea has its uses
- Grace Hughes Chappell
the sea has its uses and cradles our cargoes
back and forth
and the sea is secret,
these days like a shirtwaist of prolonged mauve
of green, of deep and darkening blue shifting
along the horizon, silk
for my body
at this dour seaside and cold run of beach
loss and youth linger
braiding in and over lust and impulse ‒
it is here that I read the story of my heart
of how it matches the body’s slow decrease
longing by longing
its reluctance to let go

Twelve Minutes
- Bill Greenfield
There are golden and silver
citizens dining casually and
carefree on T-Bone steaks
and heady red wine. Perhaps
their fathers were low risk
centenarians who never
lay helplessly on a veteran’s
bed throwing emboli again
and again. Twelve minutes
doesn’t hang over their heads
like a final exam to determine
if they will continue on; like
the tax man who comes once
a year to see if all you have
should be taken from you.
Those minutes can be grueling.
Technicians wire you in and
make you go faster and faster,
steeper and steeper until you
think maybe I will die right here.
And then you lie down while
that hammer pounds inside
and someone speaks above
the deafening roar in your
head and says “You did your
twelve minutes”. You can
put it behind you for now.
You can maybe have a steak
tonight and mark the calendar
for next year. Twelve minutes
will come around once again,
or maybe it won’t.

The Courage to Delete
- Karen Herceg
Turning over a new leaf. Clearing the decks. Cleaning house. Starting anew. A fresh start.
A Pentecostal revival. Well, maybe not the latter. But summer is upon us…in fact, it might have
been upon us since December this year. At least in the east. More of a tug than a New Year’s
resolution, and with more resilience, is the smell of dirt emerging under newly planted gardens.
It’s something to break through, turn over and plant us into. Autumn leaves have mulched,
winter has fermented them, and spring unleashed their recycled fruits like our hopes until they
begin to bloom, or perhaps wilt, in summer’s melting rays. It’s all about endings and beginnings.
Here’s a start: pull up your email boxes and do a blanket delete. What? Feeling naked?
Exposed? Lonely? As if everyone you are in contact with disappeared with the press of a key?
Rebooting de novo is indeed a scary prospect. But doesn’t it pull at you every so often? Purging
offers relief. I do a search for all the typical names that pop up in my emails almost daily. Then I
group delete them and, going a step further, delete them from (gasp) my trash bin. Now they’re
really gone. For maybe an hour at least. I admit some of this is procrastination tactics. I know it
would take a lot of courage to delete it all. But what would we miss? We need to ask ourselves
this question in order to justify what we retain in our lives.
Our minds get as cluttered as our closets and those garages we use as storage units that
haven’t seen a car in years. In order to be able to park anything new in our noggins, we need to
have a clearance sale. There are habits we retain that we aren’t even aware of as habits. We
would benefit from more vigilance.
Here’s a proposition: spend an entire day being totally aware of your every move. What
are you eating? What are you watching? Whom are you talking to? We fail to realize that our
every move is reflective of conditioning and a lack of awareness. It is a great enemy often
choosing comfort over progress and recognition. Sure we all agree we have habitual ways of
doing things. We don’t necessarily see them as derogatory and not all of them are necessarily
detrimental. How we make a cup of coffee, clean the house, take a walk, interact with others is
all largely a product of rote and seems rather innocuous.
Still, let’s try an experiment. Set one day aside and step back and watch yourself as if you
were in a movie. See what might benefit from a deep cleaning, from a change. It can be a tiny
shift in how we prepare a meal, being more conscious of what we put into our mouths and, most
important, what we allow into our hearts and heads. We need to sew new seeds the way farmers
turn over and till new fields. It leads to regeneration and avoids stagnation.
Are there people we need to release from our lives as well as habits that do not serve us?
We don’t want to admit how fearful it is to move away from someone we have known for a very
long time or, even more sacrosanct, a relative or child. The idea of obligation may be one of the
biggest barriers to standing in our truth, a roadblock to honoring the self. We sell little bits and
pieces of ourselves daily in the name of safety and of avoiding confrontation. In doing so we
compromise our own value and erode our self-esteem and soul growth. We remain tethered to
the same tribes for fear of being ostracized. What we need to see is that sometimes banishment is
the best option for reclaiming the self if we are selling out our truth for safety or choosing peace
over truth.

So celebrate the summer solstice with a purge and a dash of awareness. No need to do
a mass deletion unless of course that turns out to be a great option. But the unattended spirit
will suffer if it remains unexamined under our patch of earth that remains untilled. Our
conditioning starts from the moment we take our first breath. But it need not continue
unchallenged until we take our last.

regret
- L.D. Diem
I spent five years crafting perfectly written stanzas
about a boy who twirled his hair like my mother
the loss of him at fifteen
and the baby we would never speak about
I emptied my soul on those pieces of paper
and then folded them neatly
into tiny little squares
and tucked them away
like the judge who sealed our mistake
his final thesis at Kalamazoo was a satin heart
sewn together like a pillow
he hammered that delicate heart to a wooden board
and pierced every square inch with nails
we see each other occasionally at the bar,
there are no sideways glances
no talks of missed opportunities
he stares past me blankly and says hello to my husband
an awkward moment
stinging every inch of my skin
revealing my discomfort
my vulnerability
fifteen years later
a working mother, with a small child
I still feel his judgment
his disapproval
of every single word
I am writing in this poem
Previously published in Anti-Heroin Chic and The Quail Bell

Nine
- Kaitlyn Gagnon
The heat is meandering
in Gram’s driveway still
in the shade, sweat builds
on my head, between calves and thighs, behind my ears,
I hear crickets under the sun.
Why are they talking to each other?
Life’s doing what it wants to do
out there & I’m building a house with blades
of grass next to a metal push scooter, next to rainbow
chalk, next to the one flowered palm tree in her yard.
This is shade wandering about me ‒ slow, old, hot
cars on their afternoon grocery trips, air conditioning fans
sputtering, a man’s coughing down the street, a woman’s feet
drags on the asphalt pushing a baby carriage cursing
hot Florida, cursing the baby, cursing
the neighborhood I love
because it is not where I grew up;
in cracked concrete, packets of cigarettes
slamming up against the skin,
in downhill swamp. I sat at its feet in afternoon light
carrying a little pitcher
to grab any cloud of life I could see in that water.

Storm Line
- Roberta Senechal de la Roche
Wind picks up by afternoon
things move a little faster now
scraps scatter across the road, driven
while crows sound off above, and say
a storm will come inside the hour, fly
to the strongest tree.
Dark barometric hands sink below
the gold, floating over pale enamel, calm
as we recalibrate regret
knowing that the big one comes
undoing knots, unwinding time, maybe
going counterclockwise, fast.
Be here with me
as sky turns inside out, stay
until small birds recover voice
of song of wings:
Unfold, it passes over, still
it leaves us all untouched again.

On the Egocycle
- Joe Glaser
See the newly hatched smart people
the best of the best
wondering
searching
theorizing
high on homegrown hubris.
Lacking humility
they attack the thorniest conundrums,
certain that learning and logic will
unwrap every mystery.
Alas, the vagaries of life will soon reveal
that though their god is Poirot
their fate is Clouseau.

Mother's Thumb
- Robert Karaszi
My mother had a peculiar way
of giving me a thumb's up when I was young,
each time I did something well, or from the heart.
The oddity lies not in why she did it,
but how she appeared while doing it.
Her chin would drop about five inches,
and her eyes would exhibit an amusing squint
I never witnessed on anyone else.
The time I landed third place in a spelling bee,
she sat huddled among the parental throng,
and I could see her fat thumb sticking up from afar
as she hollered my name.
Or the day I sucker punched a female parking attendant,
for upsetting my mother.
At six years old, I was only trying to protect her.
Going home, I received the usual thumb's up.
I enjoyed those days,
and the quirkiness of my mother.
This morning, I imagined
her boots trod the pond line.
I looked high towards a maple's nest to my left,
a hummingbird curled its tiny shape
as if it were ready for bed.
Above me, even higher, to my right
a cloud shaped like a thumb.
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