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EDITOR’S NOTE

Welcome to our second pandemic issue. I’ll take this moment to thank my 
readers here at the HPR for making this issue my favorite thus far. They 
will have the same challenge next year. The poems in here have one thing 
in common—we liked them immediately. By the range of subject matter 
and style in this issue, you can tell that the State of the Poem is STRONG. I 
appreciate all of the bold submissions that made our office lively this year. In 
particular, Jim Daniels’ inspired prose poem and Cecil Morris’ elegy/lament 
kept us talking. Here are a couple of my thoughts regarding the melancholy 
in this issue. 

During an interview with Keanu Reeves (let me paraphrase here), Stephen 
Colbert asks Keanu what love means to him and he replies that it means 
that the people who love us will miss us when we are gone. Mr. Colbert 
simply shook his hand. I am reminded of a few of Hamlet’s last words. As he 
is his dying, he tells Horatio and the audience to “Absent thee from felicity 
awhile…”. Hamlet’s modest request to have his death recognized as us being 
unhappy for a moment echoes some moments in these pages. These are 
indeed tough and unhappy times. With that in mind, the HPR thanks and 
relies on our readers and subscribers.

As always, much appreciation for the beautiful mind of HPR reviewer, 
Charles Parsons, for his review of Naomi Shihab Nye’s new book. 

Willard Greenwood
Editor, HPR
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David Adams

23-South

Yesterday I was in my own country,
where I shall never live again. Michigan. 
I wanted so much to remember
just the drooping tents of willows,
the saffron tails of winter wheat
breathing like swans, even the black banks 
of soil cleared from the developments
sprouting blue thumbs of grasses.

It would be as if I could remember
one old breath above another.
I could say I was a renter once
beside the Looking Glass River,
where my dogs died, where my lovers fled,
where I found one exquisite dream
in the hands of a locust. Where I heard
We need more homes in the million dollar range.

The plumes of the stacks are thinner now,
so we can breathe this sky a little easier.
We were something weren’t we? Dark as foundries,
dark as the steaming slag beside the corn.
Angry at something all day long
until the dusk could fold us in its legend.
But she told me, in her Slavic tongue, 
You are not so clever, loving all that never was.

It’s what happens with a breath or two.
Each mile becomes a memory
we would sell to own our very lives.
But the orange barrels go up,
and the world slows down, and every
road sign says, “You’re not from here.”
Who would want to be from here?
Michigan, you were my angel once.

The shadow of a sandhill crane
flies southward like a fugitive balloon.
It makes no sense at all, and I don’t care.
I see the chalk of silos near Saline, 
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the brake lights blinking like a code
those questions never asked or answered.
The redwings squat and buzz as if nothing
happened. So nothing did. So drive.
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Anthony Aguero
Effigy of my Drug Dealer

Dad stole a kid’s basketball set for me once
and I don’t even play – I just write.
He was an architect of absence
and warmth. I run home to him again and
again, but mountains topple inside of me,
and he doesn’t even know his son’s gay.

The first time I bought drugs from Dad,
man, I felt that.
Flowers rooting somewhere inside my chest
with how he handles with care.

He’s an expert with pretty miracles,
little baggies,
blood on the snow,
curse words,
and calloused hands.
He’s not a bad guy, he falls short,
can’t even look me in the eye anymore.

But he says he’s proud of me
in a way
I am still trying to make sense
of how I made him my drug dealer.
It’s funny how I make a god
when I am feeling around in the dark.
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Fred Arroyo
Old Manuel
 In memoriam Sam Shepard

There’s a black and white photo of Manuel taken in the old trailer on 
Kiss Road, sometime in the 60’s, and he’s wearing a big checked flannel 
shirt, almost gray in the photo’s tones, dark duck work pants, sitting on 
a kitchen chair next to a Formica table, his hair shaved along the sides 
and a little long on top like a grown out flattop (like how my hair is cut 
now), his cheeks tight and a bit sunken, his eyebrows and eyes dark, not 
quite a smile or a frown, his face sun burnished underneath his silver 
stubble even if the snapshot lacks color—Manuel, Old Manuel, my great 
grandfather, reminds me of a another photo (lost in a fire) of my almost 
one year-old self, sitting on top of a Frigidaire, another black and white 
one, Manuel’s left arm stretched out, his wide hand holding my stomach 
so I won’t fall; and there are many times I consider the photos of Samuel 
Beckett hanging on my fridge door, and I cherish his words even more 
because I see the outlines and features of Manuel’s face, and hear in 
Sam’s words—bit by bit an old man and child—my great-grandfather’s 
voice, and then all the lost memories of Manuel I’ll never know become 
screaming birds swirling in the bedlam that is my mind: how Manuel 
left Missouri near the end of the depression for work in Michigan, how 
he lived in that trailer on Kiss Road with my great-grandmother Ruth 
and her sister, my great-aunt Ann, over time being married to both of 
them, the three of them always living together, Ruth and Ann outliving 
Manuel by decades, and then years beyond my almost one year-old self 
discovering he had another wife and child, a son, up north, hundreds 
of miles away in the North Country the stories went, on his long fishing 
and hunting trips, his work in cherry canneries as an expert coldstorage 
man almost legendary; and now I open my freezer door, take out the 
bottle of rose petal vodka—the glass so icy my fingers burn as if I am 
holding fire—pour a short glass half full, and when I turn to the kitchen 
window I see out on the deck, one on each side of my blue-gray bud-
dha, these large Northern Flickers I’ve never seen before, standing like 
sentries, these birds of friendship and happiness, lucky birds, staring out 
into the fall backyard, that tuft of bright red feathers on the back of their 
necks glowing like embers, and before I take the first bitter sip of vodka 
(everyone long gone with cancer) I feel a loss for all that love I never 
received, all that love I’ve only shared with my loneliness, and all those 
memories that never seem of here or there, ni de aquí ni de allá, in that 
deep language that once roared in my heart when Manuel whispered, 
Don’t worry, I’ll never let you fall.



13

Zulfa Arshad
Mango Peels

Serial killer is synonymous with rapist.
I didn’t know until my freshman year of college
When I suddenly started thinking about thin green ribbons
Tied around hair strands by fumbly, eight-year-old hands. 
Just like your fumbly, 40-year-old hands in places I 
Didn’t know were meant to be touched.
In the back of a beaten-down taxi on the way to the circus, 
In a crumbling, cement-walled Indian house when it got dark,
You peeled and discarded me
like fleshy mangoes that oozed between your fingers.

And now, I cannot walk in straight lines.
Instead, I carve wide-eyed, stomach-churning trajectories
Around chiseled meat machines.
And now, the only knot I think about tying 
Is one around all ten of my fingers
So I’ll never get hurt like my comatose aunt. 
And now, I think that my head is only meant to fit
In a rectangular piece of cloth instead.
And now, I cannot answer my mother when tells me,
“Beta, if anyone ever hurts you, you come tell me, okay?” 
 
And now, I will shake my fingers, my eyelashes, my breath.
I will come back with only scraped bones and
A skull against dim, 2 am carpet burns.
In desperate search of the carnal being you ate
When you consumed me.

And now, I will call men who look like you serial killers, 
Because I don’t remember your face. 
Because I use it as a hyperbole.
Because it’s funny. 
Because I’d rather be laughed at than be felt sorry for.
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Just a moment, or: go fuck yourself

It hurts a lot when my father calls my pain dramatic.
like the movies I live through.
You ask me what I think but
This shit is tongue-twisted
Why is everything at 24 so heavy?
How many lipstick swipes does it take to make a cut?
This is just a moment // I need a self-partnership
 You won’t climb inside my dark irises // I’m a little much for me 
you suck the life out of me // I have all of this love I once gave God 
now I need to put it somewhere // where the fuck do I put it
Well you can’t give it to me.
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Enne Baker
The Cystoscopy

I am invaded,
My body freezes
Non-consensually.
The pleasure hurts,
My bloated flesh stick filled
With water, and black cords
that looked like black garden
snakes tangled from the outside
And within, in.
I am monitored
by this rape.
The visuals show
My waist below,
A pink fluff, a
carpentry, all the way
To the bladder, a
Beating planet.
I am not solid
Anymore—I am
Decreased.
I push the fluids out
Of me, inside me.
The blue garment is now
White with a black grid—I am
Patterned—The bathroom lights.
I look to the window, only to find out
It is a mirror, that tells me
I cannot unsee my invaded body.
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Grace Bauer
Ms. Schadenfreude on Pestilence

It must have been in a Sunday sermon
that she first heard the word—
something God had sent
to punish sinners before
and could very well send again.

Exactly what that something was
she did not know, though she did
have a few transgressors in mind
as worthy candidates for whatever
it might entail—

like one Sister Mary Battle-Axe,
who would not know goodness
and mercy if it bit her
in her black-clad ass, or the sniveling
little Miss Priss who was
the sister’s favorite pet.

Like her own grandmother
doing her best impersonation
of a wicked witch, or her brother,
whose torment she endured
with the saintly patience she had 
heard preached as virtue.

All of them. All of them—and more—
she thought, deserved something
as awful as they had made her feel.
All of them had earned what she thought of 
as their just desserts. And she had 
earned the right to watch them eat.
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Demetrius Buckley
Coming Back Tonight

There’s that face she gives when man is out of reach.
Confusion amongst a mist no morning could produce
or cloud of fresh smoke to relent.
You got to leave
as oath to candlelight around ascent, purpose
to tread asphalt pierced
from shells rolling into curbs
like Faygo bottles, a cutlass hubcap
released in mid getaway

one life paused, while the other
suspends a crumbled eulogy.
Coming back is a 30 year max
and the ghosts that haunt
still live under beds, corners
in thoughts fleshed in madness.
If she listens then the grave she marks
has a name by dates, and the tombs behind it
line like piano keys playing a Thelonious vibe,
intuition so silent
that sunrises incandesce on roofs
where holes awe like righteous light
on a complicated living.
She is the unravelling mystery to woman.

Like the days ahead
you knew she’d always be there, her
skirt yawning across a floor a sour
taste of wad and bunch, before thrust, before power. But
promises are meant to be broken
as the footfalls dig and lunge in cycle --
a collective programming you can’t shake,
bloodline shortage when failing
to rise out of infancy, or how she asks
if you’re coming back soon which
you respond with a shoulder to look over
and her body an oasis of temporaries,
and skin as dark as yours and light in a project
hall and corners reeking of answers
everyone throws in
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like coins to street performers
or magicians who make disappearing
a harmless act to where...

Every so often the images blur and if you’d
listened you’d be home or back or somewhere
instead of where...where are you?
Must be hiding in the fits of a boy,
the roll in a daughter’s eye, the empty room
when entering it
becomes a dream then a nightmare because
nothing healed, cleaned, or forgave,
just dirt clotting along the unseen
grime -- and though
you’re still alive, a sweet angel
addressed to you, wings brittle
from flight or changing or exchanging
or makeshift, it says: Hello to the father
who was supposed to be gone for just a second, who
took and braved his way to a 24
hour lockdown, and all for an ego that fades
into pockets like the paper dated.
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Jim Daniels
TESTAMENT

I keep a list of my heroes as the invisible mortar against madness. Not so 
many lately. Plenty of madness. My imaginary saxophone wails against the 
rainstorm. Somebody hates me so much he gave me the money back I gave 
him forty years ago. It wasn’t a loan, I said. I know, he said. I can still smell 
the filth on those bills, he says. They aren’t the same bills, I say. They’re crisp. 
Hate has incredible staying power. Stays fresh buried under human meat. 
The rain messes with the saxophone. Like the horn is gargling. The heroes 
say, he’ll be fine, and God calls off the dogs. Keep those dogs on a leash, I 
say, a little joke unheard in the storm. When the heroes breath blows my 
way, I am slightly and temporarily invincible. Hard work, but somebody’s 
gotta shirk it. Hard work, but the pay is good. The bennies are good. You 
plan on getting sick? I’m already sick. The doctors took a vote on it. The 
trees are shedding leaves of absence. The heroes line up and discuss: Sister 
Maureen Patrice, who brought me as close to God as I’ve ever been. Ever 
since then, Jesus wants me to guess his real name, and I don’t have a clue. 
Sue Greening, who picked up my glasses after the school bully knocked 
them off in third grade. Who knew better than to go out with me because 
when I drank I exploded into a malicious cartoon. Roger Westerman, the 
eight grade history teacher who played Lightning Hopkins and class and 
taught us white boys about the Black Panthers and once drove us home 
from school in his Z-28 Camaro and got a flat tire due to the extra weight 
of five white boys. Senora Voigt the Spanish teacher who hid me from the 
assistant principal when I was drunk at the school dance. The Saints of Sur-
prise who want nothing in return. Teachers, drunks, and potheads who led 
me down the weedy path in the haunted village of Astray where I learned to 
live off the land of indecency and even turn a profit. I’m sorry, by the way. 
Sorry, heroes, for misidentifying the flavors of your help. I’ve never been 
a fan of birthdays. Just cake and ice cream under a late-night streetlight 
alone with the melting sweetness. The Polish concentration camp survivor 
at the auto plant who taught me the value of slow down, the advantages 
of the shrug of not understanding. I see him even now in his welding cap, 
hands pushing down invisible time, showing me how. The teachers who 
gave me Bs in graduate school and waited for years until I understood. I 
feel the wave of alcohol crashing down, tossing me to shore, abrasions of 
sand on my elbows and knees tender from the lack of praying. My mother’s 
oldest living friend at her funeral who stood waiting while I cried it out in 
the surprising near-anonymous relief away from family. I knew and she 
knew that she would be next. I saw my mother in Mrs. Santavy’s clear-eyed 
acceptance. All those who said no are my heroes even when I ignored them. 
Someone once read a box of my letters in a library archive and wanted to 
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know why everyone was always mad at me. Anyone who put a hand over 
my hand to stay Stop and Enough. The grouchy neighbors who kept me in 
line. The punch-drunk world woozy from my careless steps. Sue Greening, 
who kissed me once but never again. Roger Westerman fired for printing up 
a Playboy interview with the bunny near the page numbers. God is my wit-
ness. Senora Voigt, who told me I would be a nice guy if I wasn’t so drunk 
all the time, and all the others who translated that statement so that I could 
stand here where I am today, still guessing the real name of Jesus.
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Edmund Dempsey
Middle of the Road

Roads built to soak-and-line drainage, 
freight goods luster sewage-treatment works, 
tolerable backlogs on target group  
market supporting externality, facilitation-lenience, 
quality-life multistory-achievement overflow, 
exposure adaptation commission of inquiry,
communal bin lower-income affordability,
cause not yet determined on housing needs,
poverty cost-recovery limiting option goal,
indicator performance taking-in 
input calculation know-how-it arose, common output
conditioning on the left behind.

Or how the trudged barefoot asphalt forgot
bared teeth drenching vagabond, shadow
free-radical’s bleach, got aureate stir-life
spotty ringlet filaments in dusky spikes, morning
grease sinks flickers, them shirts-off, sense 
donated-stooping bermuda was 
ever-loose fitting, didn’t talk pulled by scattered
pauses to ease, middle of the road, no sidewalk-gutter, 
cigs, gum, candy, near the cinemas, 
sold swelling tall-story said an accountant, 
plaid bourbon and tequila, lighter
brimming crackling minutes, sieved
gold paste in a jar, will be there tomorrow, 
jests evoked absence, fasten my choppers, 
stay fresh mom? door slowly saw me 
of the highway, flattened blisters waterproof 
sway does spoil, kids run-stumble failing 
a bed, night before stranger let my feet
inside basement room, and stamped me out
at the glaring sun.
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Norah Esty
Fishing, Thirty Years Later

My mother’s Fenwick Voyageur still serves.
Dog sniffs at rocks, dips a paw
at something stream-snagged.
I look for likely spots,
a deep-cut bank, a shadowed pocket.

As kids we played with
creek-side clay, spent hours in search of
skipping stones or snakes.
Fishing was the grown-up occult.
Headed to the Madison, stopped to buy beer,
the dogs would hop into the front.
A man joked with my uncle:
“Does the Boxer always drive?”

Once—I might have been seven or eight—
monsters slamming into my face,
a salmonfly hatch. I screamed,
hid in the Subaru. Outside
my uncle was laughing, palms-up,
like the nightmare was manna.

That was a different season. A different river.
I scan my box for something subtle,
drift a Caddis down the riffles.
A hit, a set.

Body, shining, willow through gills.
Dusk humming softly, I whistle for Dog,
off digging through spring-rush flotsam.
This song echos old river evenings:
fires, marshmallows. The usual.
I’d fetch my dad a Schlitz
from a six-pack snow-melt cold in the stream,
be granted a sip.

Tonight I grab a warm Corona
from the busted fridge out back.
Dog is waiting, wagging.
Knife through lemon: a squeeze for fish,
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a slice for beer. Trout in pan
sounds its familiar sizzle.
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Five Bottles of Champagne 

Fires a hundred miles away
drizzle coral on my foothills,
neon-pink the edges of everything.
Sky-theater, like the poem we wrote:

the sun a ridiculous swollen peach,
ripped-out notebook pages
at that conference in Cassis, do you remember?

We trashed the transmission in the rented Renault.
Sitting, stranded—the Mediterranean air
teased us into confession. You told me
Russians are sentimental people.
I left on that scrubby roadside grass
a jumble of unsaid yes.

Parking lot discotheque:
we danced, we didn’t need answers.
A burst of red in your bare apartment,
the retro Frigidaire—
empty but five bottles of champagne.
We were always celebrating then.

After chilled Drappier
I kept my mouth shut. Legs, too.
Fifteen years, five thousand miles ago.

Cloud underbelly on my horizon
reflects the heat and hue of flame.
How far it reaches—
destruction’s warm glow.
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Jess Falkenhagen 

Never Again

I had wanted an orchard in that canyon hilltop life. 
We had peaches and plums, an enchanted lemon tree behind the swing set. 
All year long, 
                  deep summer or late autumn, 
                                         mid-winter or early spring 
drought 
or fire 
or flood 
notwithstanding,
we were blessed with lemons.

Tart and sour and too 
plentiful,
guests would fill suitcases full of lemons
                                    to take home on the plane.

Where the eucalyptus trees used to rain their silvery 
feathers over the fence, 
we planted pomegranates- 
spindly, skinny long limbs 
barren for years.
They finally bore armloads of fruit once we moved away 
fled 
abandoned them to their wildness. 
Untended, they flourished. 
I came back once
             to tie up that old life 
and found dunes of ripe pomegranates 
split open, 
seeds bursting, 
rotting on the ground- 
red juice seeping into the soil 
more spilt blood.  
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Antony Fangary
dear u.s.

i was seventeen & blacked out 
relieving myself on a tree & you tackled me

it was poetic

the red & blue lights flashing with the warmth of urine on my leg
while your knee drove into my spine

   i was american
    for the first time
     i knew i was yours
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Dan Grote
The Creative Process

Of everything I’ve learned
about writing a Poem,
the one thing I know,

The worst thing about 
writing a Poem is writing 
the Poem itself, it seems

Much more enjoyable to
just drink bourbon and talk
about the work of Others,

To get drunk on the thought
of all of the poignant verse
I will inevitably write - someday

So pour another dram or three,
let’s talk shit in metaphors and 
similes, let’s toast unto the

Task at hand, emptying our minds, 
filling up our glasses and willing 
all our notebooks full
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Anvesh Jain
Bagah Border, at Age 11

An English line, an English pen,
An English word—boar, durr, 
Like that most indifferent of Aussie captains, 
Dust to dust, risen from the ashes;
He who fought a different resurrecting war
Over different lines, different boundaries. 

What does an 11-year old know
Of the fantastic strut of peacocks, 
Red or black, khaki or pure?
Of shapes that bleed, the agency of heat,
Manic symbolism of lines on cloth, 
Crescent suns and chakra moons.

There are no lines on clocks, 
No time for ticks or tocks,
No space to breathe, conceive 
Where or when the lines
Between brown skins dissolve.
The happy osmosis of patriots,

Diffusion of once-and-apart patrimony.
There are no lines on this sheet of music, 
No lines to these red brick gates, 
No delineation of this melting song from that,
No time for who am I and
What is this and why are we

Only skin-bursting sound sound sound.
Only deaf with BHARAT MATA and HINDUSTAN
And BETTER-THAN-THE-REST and 
ETERNAL GLORY.
Ever onward ever surging
In every bone pore fiber 

Oh God Oh Mata Oh Glory

Oh country and absolute line and tripmine border, and
Gandhi and Jinnah like K2 and Everest resurrected,  
Kamikaze buses and barbed-wire feathers, 
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And English lines, and English tongues—Kukarookoo, 
Jingo trilling, green djinns and saffron fire and
White-pure oh, oh, oh, and

Black-gone jai, jai, jai.   
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Charles Kell
Saxifraga

The stage 
is trimmed
with teeth-

clinging ivy
wending its way
over the spot-

lights. The lead
played by a girl
with paper 

marigolds
pinned in her
hair. She carries

a sack of swallows—
a violet swell
of ocean—fixing

to burst, whispers
saxifraga 
over and over, her only

line. Originally
in French, the play’s
design has been

somewhat main-
streamed for
the residents

attending Howells 
Opera House
located on 160

Blaine Avenue
in Oakley,
Idaho, set to
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run for a month,
opening on
this cold yet
not unbearable
23°F 
February

night, where 
the town
locals intimate

the play will
be a complete
disaster, but will 

change Claire’s
(the young
lead’s) life forever.

Saxifraga becomes 
not only her
mantra, but, because

of her adherence
to the Stanislavski 
method, melds

into the role 
complete (simply 
called “girl” 

in the play-
bill). Claire 
breathes saxifraga 

with fierce yet
assured intensity,
not overemoting

like most child
actors, nor flaying 
with unnecessary

physical move-
ments. She
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is confident, assured

in her presence,
releasing 
the swallows

that alight high
on the rafters,
the scant audience

does not know
whether to scream,
laugh, or cry (so

they do nothing).
Claire stares,
ivy clinging, she

will live forever,
marigolds torn
in anguish, rest 

at her feet
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Robert McCracken
Untitled

You told me not to worry,
that you wouldn’t forget about me.
Then why do I feel so forgotten?
You’d said I was your best friend,
one of only two “real” friends,
you said.
Funny, 
this doesn’t feel much different
than having not a friend in the
world. 
Of course you’d write,
and I’m sure you have,
they must have just not 
given it to me.
They’re good for that.
Coincidentally,
My neighbor knows you,
says you’re his friend too.
But I know he’s no “real” friend.
He even says that you’ve been writing 
to him,
but I know that he’s lying.
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R. McSwain
Normal 

By dawn they’ve come to Wolf Creek overlook.
The Beemer’s running fine and 
the girl has finally stopped sniveling. 
He pulls over to take a leak and admire the view. 
Bare brown rocks thrust past a chain link fence.
Far below, in a ring of dark pines, bright green meadow 
sprawls around a shining pond 
shaped like the silver pendant that once lay against another girl’s throat.  
Today’s girl is standing upwind and he points out
that she smells revoltingly bad this morning,
like stale sweat and cum, should have showered at the motel. 
She says, I didn’t like what you did last night.
It was just a game, he says, and you liked it.  
I didn’t, she says.  
He reminds her he’s good at reading people, he could tell
she did like it, deep down. 
No, she says, I didn’t.  
Anyway, he says, when I’m a famous surgeon 
I can’t have a smelly wife. 
You’re not going to be a famous surgeon, she says,
your MCATs were crap.
He grabs her wrist, not very hard, 
gives her a little slap or two.
She’s weak, bones fragile, muscles small,
but she gets away—he lets her go, really.  
Just a game. 
She climbs the chain-link fence and runs down a stony little path.
There’s no hurry, he’ll catch her easily.
For now, he admires a hawk in leisurely flight
on warming cushions of air over meadow and lake
The girl has fallen to her knees in jagged dirt.
Soon he’ll go down to get her,
like any normal man would do. 



35

Mycah Miller
Honeycomb Queer 

my queerness is a honeybee
and sometimes promises itself
just that small.
it calls itself a survived thing, both
a home and the memory of something 
finished. what is nourishment but reclamation
of a lost thing, not disguised in the saccharine?
the other day I drank a cocktail 
and it tasted like being fifteen:
the coconut rum she and I would
steal from my parents, stomaching
only a few sips to justify kissing
until our lips swole like bee stings.
part of me will forgive the
first man who call me greedy for
having been once touched by her lips,
soft from beeswax chapstick, and
those of my lover’s, his kinder and
soft, too. part of me will call
every love selfish. there is
so much nectar here, I am
guilty just to taste it.
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Cecil Morris
Saying Goodbye 

This is a sad rain, a chilling fizzle
that wets slowly, that gradually soaks
cold through coat and hat and hangs in air,
a mist on glasses and face. I drip
water from my nose and chin, my ears
burn past cold, but I stay. I stand in trees
at cemetery’s edge, hidden, and watch
the private ceremony, just family,
a quieter scene than the memorial, 
his classmates packed into the mega church,
girls sobbing or sobbed out and puffy-eyed,
boys grim faced and dour, trying to be men
for their girlfriends, for their friend and teammate,
the place kicker in football, the striker
in soccer, the boy who moved like the wind
across the high school pitch behind this grove 
of trees I occupy. This is a slow
ordeal—the gentle lowering of coffin, 
the minister giving a final blessing, 
his grandparents, parents, brothers, and sister 
crowded under the white, pop-up tent,
each one saying something I can’t hear 
and tossing something small into the grave,
and then each taking up symbolic dirt
 and throwing it in, too, a second time
around the family circle, and then slow
walk through wet air. When they are gone, taillights
disappearing down the road, I come out.
and walk to the graveside before the front 
loaders arrive with their scoops of dirt
and take folded papers from my pocket,
his last essay in which he wondered why
God would make him gay if gay were a sin 
and abomination and if his parents
would disown him if he told his truth.
I dropped the papers in the grave and said
nothing. My words were on the paper, too. 
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Daniel Morris 

Another Virus 

An uninsured woman, like me, well, over 40, white, never married, who, 
also in this way like me,
still lives with her mother, who squeaks by
on Social Security and a postal pension,
in the heart of the heart of this hard-hearted country
where she earns thirteen dollars and fifty cents an hour as a middle
school teacher’s aid
(which is where I’ve subsisted for 47 years
but in a different, somewhat less deprived, somewhat less
ineligible for your attention town
because a Land Grant college grew up here in 1874 after
Lincoln signed the Morrill Act and a far-sighted unitarian
farmer and city father influenced by Owen willed the land)
did not, through no failure of her own, get her annual flu shot. 

The woman, who works at Benton Central, caught the flu,
gave it to her mother,
who had autoimmune deficiency, and so the mother 
died of the flu.

The uninsured woman from Brookston would not die; did not die.  
Instead, she felt such remorse
at giving her mother the fatal flu, she now needs years
of therapy to even begin to learn her grief could be disturbed, if never
erased.  Internal scars are where the meanings are, and meanings,
never complete, never completely vanish.  This is especially true
among the We with OCD who feel perpetually guilty.

There is a physical therapist, but no psychotherapists
in Brookston, Indiana.  She can ill afford the time away
from class or the gas or the wear and tear on her beater upper



38

to travel the 45 minutes each way on no shoulder
single lane SR 26 to reach the sliding scale clinic here in Lafayette
to get into group at New Horizons, much less 
weekly individual therapy that Blue Shield
offers me as a state employee to deal with my OCD/
Generalized Anxiety through the tools of CBT.

To this day, she sits with her GAD, like hot pins
all over her body.  Her unexceptional body.  
her bare, naked PTSD body.
Hands over knees in the bathtub with the lights out, shaking,
sobbing.  How to hold on?  Picture a tincture of St. John’s Wart dipped
into gray lukewarm water.  She gets in it, always with the language
in her head another virus.
Another viral thought to get through, then another,
then another.  Try telling your breath to catch itself.  Survival
As a mere body with no meaning, but feeling like you are
Nothing but a mother murderer.   

Can I say I have the privilege to know what she is going through?
No.  I do think, however, I know a modest 
but still not insignificant portion of the world’s infinite misery
could have been circumvented if
as now
supermarket pharmacies (in my comparatively
prosperous part of Tippecanoe County, at least)
provided flu shots for free, at least
to the insured or those with a voucher,
as they did not do at the time of
the minor tragedy I am describing.
(Brookston to this day, I must add,
has no supermarket pharmacy).  They only have
Dollar General and Subway and a gas station
Minimart stuffed with starchy snacks at jacked up prices.
No fresh fruit except a bunch of overripe bananas
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at a buck a piece in a wicker bowl on the cashier stand.

I have reasonable insurance because I happen
to work for the state as a continuing lecturer after I spent
six seasons at the state teacher’s college in Muncie, where I became
credentialed in the rhetorical appeals: ethos, logos, and pathos
especially.  Like everyone else I know even moderately well, I am
not paid nearly what I’m worth, but I do get by, living with mother 
who worked for the Federal government
so she is covered and I am
covered.   So I
not only got my shot
for free at Payless
but gas points added on my
Supermarket Supersaver card, a bonus
for protecting myself
my composition students at the Land Grant
and my mother who lives with me.

In closing, I would be remiss not to remember and not to remind you: 
there is as much or more rural poverty as urban poverty,
and, unlike Hillbilly Elegy, and because we still do live in a democratic
society, I don’t wish to be a critic and thus hold my distance from an-
other white woman
worker in the learning field who because of even more modest means 
than me
couldn’t afford a flu shot.  She did not forget and nor should we.  
Not if we wish to chip away at hierarchies.
Not if we wish to abolish the association of Whiteness with Innocence.    
Please remember: No tears are dangerous. No tears are idle.  Not even 
white tears.
We have learned much in recent years about the meaning of tears since 
the naïve days
of Tennyson.  Now it is time to do something with them.
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James Nnaji
Black Crude Poured Again

Black crude poured again 
In the streets of Johannesburg
Like a fallen petrol tanker 
On Onitsha expressway

Raining flood of fires 
In drainages and apartments
Everywhere is smoking 
And flaming like an old chimney
Trailing the ancient route 
Where the smoke
 Of the rejected sacrifice
 Flared

The blood of Abel 
Reached the white clouds
Before the smoke 
Of the firstlings of his flock

Debris of stones and burnt tires
 Littered our lives
In the street where brotherhood 
Was tear gassed and clubbed
In the full glare of digital cameras
 Streaming live
Amid chants of
 “Am I my brother’s keeper?”

In the evening
 In front of the riot police
Colour of blood surged fourth
 In the blockades
And the human burn fires
 In razed shops

Another chant is heard
In the neighborhood
“Are you your brother’s killer?”          
Chasing the onlookers
And the lynching mob
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For the land has gulped
The only brother’s blood

In the dim broken street light
 Bags of survivors
Wait to be airlifted at night
From the brother 
Whose sacrifice was rejected
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David Sapp
Aristocracy 

The For Sale sign 
Overgrown, red-winged 
Blackbirds are ecstatic.
The lot with the pond and lone
Mulberry tree, all theirs,
Appears fallow again,
No bulldozers rushing in.
Usually, bulrushes take over,
Seven feet high, impenetrable,
And the birds would prefer
A small, primordial forest.
But this summer, the lot
Is thick with aristocracy,
Queen Anne’s lace, white,
Intricately embroidered collars
And gowns gliding gracefully
Above thistle and goldenrod.
It must be Versailles,
Elegant, coiffed mistresses
And dandies, too many
Courtiers attending a Louis,
Ruby jewels everywhere.
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John Saad
Honeymoon, Dodger Stadium, 2009

 Remember, my love,
that bleak hike through Chavez Ravine, where God 
knows why we parked so far from Dodger Stadium?
Weren’t we something then? We gave up on Greece thanks
to the economy, and we waited months so you could take the bar
exam before driving down the hard edge of the Pacific.
Ten days of gravelly overlooks and cold surf,

 of all those moments
we didn’t say a word to each other, or even
need to. Not in those exquisitely lonely towns
ensconced in dry hills and rabbitbrush.
We marveled so eagerly at the stubbled sandlots
and sidewalk conjuntos, and we snapped photos 
of rosebushes on the fringes of bright vineyards 
only for them to come out all blurry in the end.

 But we only knew
one way to end the honeymoon—
with the Dodgers hosting our Atlanta Braves. Never mind
the menagerie of errors, or the dim murmur of the crowd
before evening, or the zeroed-out innings in the 7th. (We quit
keeping scorecards in the 3rd anyway, our tendency even now.)
Pencils down and happy to drink overpriced beer,
we watched cautiously as the sun purpled
over the outfield and scattered behind a dark gallery
of palms and hills. We finally felt so far from home, didn’t we?

 I did. Until your elbow
struck mine to say look and see. We leaned
on one another, snuck photographs of the woman’s arm
next to you. She never saw the hot dog mustard plopped
above her wrist. Not the whole game. Not even once.
No one saw it but us. No one saw anything but us.
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Denzel Scott
Garland of Delphinium

What happens when 
a young man 
you’ve kissed
(not on the mouth)
and fondled 
in the nighttime 

is shot?

You grew up together,
but did not end up together. 
He had children,
but you have none. 

He became a man
and you did too. 
But what of
the fruits of your labors?
What of the young 
grapes of your dreams 
that turned sour 
on the vine? 
Twenty-eight was
the age 

my brother got killed.
Why can’t that also
be the age that my 
first true lover
transmogrifies into
the silt that oysters 
coat into lustrous pearls?

Why can’t that be 
the age where 
I too become a garland 
of delphinium hung
from an oak tree?
Why do I still fear 
to join their 
boyish footrace 
to their graves
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Bonnie Stanard 

Conditioned to Impress
                                                                                                     
At the cosmetic counters 
are reams of mirrors, 
mavens at glass counters,
and a smell of ecstatic magnolia.
The meaning of a face
is obviously something
you don’t understand
but it’s time you found out,
after all, you’ve noticed your face,
which is altogether too insignificant. 

Every counter is autographed
with badges of beauty 
along with towering promises
and prices to match. 
You negate your feelings of guilt
about seeking out a change
to your natural face.
“After all, the parakeet 
preens her feathers, doesn’t she? 
And the cat licks her fur.”

The jeweled face behind the counter
inspects yours, her eyes 
betraying gravity.
For your plugged pores
she applies a creamy cleanser
that goes more than skin deep.
Then a scrub mask dries to a shell 
that peels off faded cells, 
which have been aging
while you washed with soap and water.

The cosmetics counselor 
massages in a moisturizer 
(never enough jojoba and avocado)
and softens your complexion
for foundation, something
to build a smile on. 
“It takes the white from fatigue
and the red from tension,” she says.
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Your naturally demure and pale cheeks 
plump with raisin plum rouge.
And your eyes shimmer 
with midnight blue shadow.
And your lips are ultra vampy 
with coral lustre. 
Your vivid face puts to bed pale peach doubts
and gives you a cause for confidence.
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Pamela Sumners
The Caretakers

The farmhouse was built in 1783
and lazily sat down on a dirt/gravel 
road. It had two woodstoves that
always lost out to the poor-man’s
drywall, pencil-thin, with no scrap
of insulation, but it had one other
yawning fireplace in what was once
the keeping room, that it had shared with
the other room before they closed off
the wall. In the two tumbling centuries
that followed, the outbuildings and the
small frame of what the landlord called
“Mountain View” (rather ostentatiously,
since its view was into rough gulleys home
to 365 acres with 365 cows crammed onto
about three of them), awkwardly sprawled
into an east addition with a bay window
and grifted a bathroom or two, with
heaters you dare not approach in a robe.
A dog I picked up on the highway, heavy
with puppies although I did not know it
when I brought her home, kept a litter
of nine warm in there and tired of them
after three weeks, leaving me to momma them
with condensed milk, molasses, and cereal,
the same I fed the runt calves. I did not lose
a single one of those little mouths that winter.

The place was proud-house Virginia in its best gown
but Buckingham was a cavalry sword
that couldn’t afford a scabbard, and just
dangled in the tangled vines of its poor-mouthing.
It was hard-scrabbled land, and now and again
a calf died when we tried to feed it over its
cleft-palate objections, or it wandered down to
the trailer up the road where the redneck
handyman kept his pit on a four-foot chain
like he thought somebody was going to steal
a stick or a beer from his rusty-ass trailer. 
His girlfriend, knowing how he was, brought
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us stray puppies and kittens because we lived
in the big house, and thus were surrogate masters
of the plenty. She knew we were not just more
mean-fisted Buckingham County dog-kickers,
knew we’d picked up puppies by the dumpster

at the end of the drive, there on the highway--
but when we located the animal “shelter,”
it was just a wire-cage drop-box on weekends cause
Buckingham County doesn’t like stray dogs
but doesn’t snip any fuzzies because boys will
be boys and the miracle of birth is a great thing
for the kids to watch but whatthelivinghell is
a body supposed to do with these wormy things? 
We took her puppies and stray cats, wormed them,
homed them, and she never knew that, when we found 
those three fleabag, bow-leggedly wormy, ravenous
pups in that wet cardboard box by the dumpster, 
crawling with ticks that rappelled themselves up the 
brown corrugated sop and into the carpet of our new car,
we did just what any other mean-fisted citizen
of welfare-line Buckingham County would do:
we left them in the drop box for the caretakers.
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REVIEWS

Charles Parsons
Standing Downstream:

a review of Everything Comes Next (Greenwillow Books) 
by Naomi Shihab Nye

Good Morning

Ten tubs of olive oil in an old stone room.
One penny in your hand.
You have one penny today and all those tubs.
The door opens, you enter the room
Slowly. There is a decision to be made.
One throw, slow, slow, the coin sinks
Through the oil of the chosen tub
With an old pure grace.
You move, it moves, the only space
Is a changing continual moment of place.
—Naomi Shihab, Trinity University

 The poem above appeared in the Hiram Poetry Review in 1973 
when Naomi Shihab was an undergraduate at Trinity University in San 
Antonio. That year, she was runner-up in the Henry Dumas Awards Contest 
(Dumas taught briefly at Hiram College and was tragically gunned down in 
a case of mistaken identity by a New York City Transit officer. The HPR ran a 
contest in his memory from 1969 to 1978). She was runner-up again in 1974. 
 Married in 1978, Shihab Nye has gone on to be one of the most 
influential and well-known poets of her generation. Most recently, she has 
served as the Young People’s Poet Laureate of the U.S. (a position made pos-
sible by the Poetry Foundation) and as poetry editor of The New York Times 
Magazine. 
 That she’s been busy lately might be an understatement. It seems 
the ink just dried on Voices in the Air: Poems for Listeners (2018) and The 
Tiny Journalist (2019) when her latest work (as of this writing) Everything 
Comes Next: Collected & New Poems (2020) came out. An approachable vol-
ume in length and scope, it includes an introduction from the poet and critic 
Edward Hirsch. And with over 30 volumes behind Nye at this point, there’s 
quite a bit to introduce.
 Hirsch compares her aptly to William Blake, “the great poet of in-
nocence as well as experience, who knew it was possible ‘To see a World in a 
Grain of Sand.’” He reminds us that she is a Palestinian American poet who 
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“believes in poetry’s verbal power” to reveal beauty, sorrow, and truth. He 
also insinuates that you have to be careful not to miss something because the 
work is very clear but equally cunning. That what seems to be simple writing 
can be anything but. After all, it is easy to read.
 The poems in this blend of old and new are not always narratives 
but they seem most comfortable skirting the edge of prose. They include 
news, advice, commentary, the spirit of romance and tragedy, testimony, 
and even conte—short tales of adventure. Writing outside the mainstream 
American experience, her work deserves comparison with the intimate, 
down-to-the soil work of Leslie Marmon Silko whose book Storyteller is the 
pinnacle of exploring issues of cultural dissonance through a synthesis of 
story and lyric.
 Everything Comes Next even includes a poem titled “Storyteller” 
from Nye’s 2011 collection, Transfer:

Where is the door to the story?
Is the door left open?

When he sat by our beds,
the day rushed past like water.

Driftwood, bricks,
heavy cargoes disappearing downstream,

no matter, no matter,
even the trees outside our screens

tipped their cooling leaves to listen.
We swam so easily

to the stone village,
women in thick dresses,

men with smoky breath,
sat around the fire pitching in

our own twigs,
the world curled around us

sizzled and popped.
We dropped our troubles

into the lap of the storyteller
and they turned into someone else’s.
 The subtle but profound nature of these lines feel as if they’ve 



51

expanded along a root system that’s been growing all the way back to (and 
longer, really) when Nye submitted her poems to the HPR. They’ve been 
shaped and informed by another voice. The he (one might conjecture) who 
sat by the beds. Throughout this volume, Nye teaches us that stories hap-
pen everywhere, in fits and starts, on the page, and in whatever is going on 
around us. They somehow reach back and forward in time. They disappear 
if there’s no one to hear or remember them, or they potentially become the 
troubling inheritance of others. 
 Nye’s emigrant father plays an important role in the sociological 
and cultural nuances of her work. His story takes place alongside Ameri-
ca’s—hope transformed into never-ending negotiations of identity, place, and 
community.
 This arbitration is where the art of language comes in. With its abil-
ity and devices for discussing, showing, and exploring hard truths. 
 Early in Everything Comes Next, Nye includes the exceptional 
poem “Sifter.” In it, she writes that “metaphor opens doors.” This seems to 
be a crucial hint on how to reach beyond the sense of location and time to a 
deeper resonance. The world (perhaps the word) curls around us like smoky 
breath. Here we are like trees tipping our leaves to hear. Troubles, like heavy 
cargo, travel downstream thanks to a prismatic raconteur.
 Nye, like her father before her, has become a card-carrying anec-
dotalist, fabulist, and bard. Some making sense of all the senselessness with 
story.
 There’s something else going on here. Nye clearly wants us to learn 
the storytelling trade, as well. Everything Comes Next could be looked at like 
a master class for the young (and maybe the not so young) writer. With les-
sons in economy. The use of little parables and riddles. Private conversation 
and micro-confession.
 It’s like sitting with a remarkably wise person who shares just 
enough— never growing tiresome. 
 It’s also worthy to note that one can feel Nye’s love of books, of 
words. She’s clearly trying to share this devotion with her reader. Something 
to encourage them to read and to embrace the possibilities.
 Nye also offers us “Slim Thoughts”: a new essay-like poem that 
provides helpful advice. She tells us “Don’t start with a big idea. Start/ with a 
phrase, a line, a quote. Questions are helpful. Begin/ with a few you’re carry-
ing right now. “
 Start small. A proverb such as this fittingly applies to what comes 
next, wherever you are, whatever adversity you might face. At the end of 
“Sifter,” Nye writes “Time, time. I was a sweet sifter in time/ and no one 
ever knew.” But like a key to deciphering so many mysteries, puzzles, and 
other problems, thanks to these carefully chosen lines—we know. This book 
should help us remember our own rich history. The privilege and secrets we 
get to share by returning to poetry time and again. We’ve stood downstream 
and—with pure grace—these words have become part of our own story.
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CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTES 

David Adams is a poet who lives in Burton, Ohio. He has been a wander-
ing laborer, academic and technical writer. He received his MFA in poetry 
from Bowling Green State University in 1972. His tenth book of poetry, 
Waiting Places: Poems of Advent Seasons (Blue Shale Books), appeared 
in 2016. Over the years he has published over 100 poems in literary 
magazines or journals. With Linda Wagner-Martin, he edited Over West: 
Selected Writing of Frederick Eckman with Commentaries and Apprecia-
tions (National Poetry Foundation, 1999). He authored the American 
National Biography entry on his mentor Frederick Eckman (Oxford 
University Press, 1999). His poem “Whom Do You Call Angel Now?” was 
set to music in 2005 by the composer Margaret Brouwer, was recorded on 
Naxos and has been widely performed. He is also the author of COPE: A 
Technical Writing Guide for Engineers, 3rd Ed. (University of New Haven, 
2016). David is currently collaborating with the composer Dawn Sonntag 
on an opera about the life and death of Clara Haber. He is also currently 
collaborating with the renowned photographer Floyd Takeuchi and a 
compilation of poems and photographs about the Pacific.

Anthony Aguero is primarily a self-taught, queer, Latinx poet. Current-
ly residing in Los Angeles, CA and pursuing a BA in communication.

Fred Arroyo is the author of Sown in Earth: Essays of Memory and 
Belonging (University of Arizona Press, 2020), as well as the collection 
Western Avenue and Other Fictions and the novel The Region of Lost 
Names. His writing has been included in the anthologies Camino del 
Sol: Fifteen Years of Latina and Latino Writing and The Colors of Nature: 
Essays on Culture, Identity and the Natural World. A recipient of an 
Individual Artist Program Grant from the Indiana Arts Commission, 
Arroyo’s fiction is a part of the Library of Congress series “Spotlight on 
U.S. Hispanic Writers.” In the past decade Arroyo has driven consider-
able miles along the northern border of the United States, particularly 
in Ontario, Quebec, and the Maritimes, where he has camped, walked, 
canoed, and fished in a real and imagined North Country that’s influ-
encing a new collection of short stories and a book of poems, Before 
Birches Blue.

Zulfa Arshad is a native Houstonian and a future neurologist with a 
passion for social justice, poetry, and movies. Currently, her favorite 
poets are Kate Tempest, Emily Dickinson, and Maya Angelou.

Enne Baker is currently living in New York. Edis Rune was born in 
Kosovo and is of Montenegrin descent. He is a poet, novelist, short-
story writer, and more.



53

Grace Bauer’s other Ms. S poems have appeared in Tin House, Atlanta 
Review, Cimarron Review, Laurel Review, and other journals. She has 
also published five books of poems--most recently, MEAN/TIME (U of 
New Mexico Press) and The Women At The Well (SFASU Press). She co-
edited the anthology Nasty Women Poets: An Unapologetic Anthology of 
Subversive Verse. Her collection, Unholy Heart: New & Selected Poems, is 
forthcoming from the University of Nebraska/Backwaters Press.

Demetrius A. Buckley’s poems have appeared in Michigan Review of 
Prisoner Creative Writing, RHINO, Haight Ashbury Literary Journal, 
and the Storyteller and his prose has appeared in Marshall Project and 
Vice. He was the winner of the 2020 Page Davidson Clayton Prize from 
Michigan Quarterly Review. He is hopeful.

Jim Daniels is the author of many books of poems, including, most 
recently, Rowing Inland and Street Calligraphy. His sixth book of fiction, 
The Perp Walk, was published by Michigan State University Press in 
2019, along with the anthology he edited with M.L. Liebler, RESPECT: 
The Poetry of Detroit Music. A native of Detroit, he currently lives in 
Pittsburgh.

Edmund Dempsey has written fiction, poetry since his adolescence. 
He joined local community reading circles, workshops, college literary 
groups, and ventured into his own. Has published in literary journals 
like Poetry Life and Times, Danse Macabre, Belleville Park Pages, Crack 
the Spine, New Plains Review, Burningword, and The Sentinel Quarterly. 
As well as forthcoming in Hollins Critic. He is currently working on a 
novel and other projects. A member of the Academy of American Poets. 
His website is at www.edmunddempsey.com.

Norah Esty
Raised in Montana, Norah Esty earned her B.S in mathematics from 
MSU at age 17, followed by a Ph.D from UC Berkeley. As a professor 
she studied topological dynamics, co-authored a textbook, and won 
teaching awards. She now lives off-grid in Oregon writing poetry, rais-
ing sheep, and trying to learn Icelandic.

Jess Falkenhagen is a poet, aspiring midwife, mother of four and cul-
tural anthropologist. She lives in Northern New Mexico an old adobe 
house at the foot of the Sangre de Cristo Mountains.

Antony Fangary is an MFA Candidate in Poetry at San Francisco State 
University. His Chapbook, Haram, was published by Etched Press in 
2018. He was Runner-Up for the 2019 Test Site Poetry Series, a final-
ist for the 2019 Wabash Prize in Poetry, was nominated for a Pushcart 
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Prize and received Honorable Mention in the Ina Coothbrith Poetry 
Prize. His work has recently appeared in or is forthcoming in Welter, 
The Oakland Review, New American Writing, Waccamaw, and elsewhere.

Dan Grote is an incarcerated writer who has turned four decades of 
poor choices, pain and addiction into dozens of poems, short stories 
and essays, some of which people seem to like. This is his third appear-
ance in HPR. You may look him up on www.bop.gov and, using the 
“Inmate Locator” feature and his register # 22670-424, write him a letter.

Anvesh Jain is an undergraduate student of International Relations at the 
University of Toronto. His work has been published or is forthcoming in 
the Literary Review of Canada, Adelaide Magazine, the London Reader, 
Kairos Literary Magazine, the Bombay Literary Magazine, and Vayavya. 
He is currently an Associate Editor at the Hart House Review. Visit his 
website at https://anveshjain.com.

Charles Kell is the author of Cage of Lit Glass, chosen by Kimiko Hahn for 
the 2018 Autumn House Press Poetry Prize. He teaches in Rhode Island.

Robert McCracken is an on-again off-again poet from Philadelphia. He is 
currently incarcerated. If you read his poem, whether you like it or not, he 
appreciates you.

R. McSwain is a first-wave post-war child always wondering what comes 
next and examining the past for clues. She has a PhD in anthropology and 
lives in the Sonoran Desert, writing fiction, poetry, and a life-long journal 
currently at about 1.5 million words and counting.

Mycah Miller is a Santa Cruz, CA-based poet, artist, and student, and was 
a member of the 2018 Legendary Collective Slam Team, the winners of 
the 2018 Southwest Shootout held in Albuquerque. She currently attends 
SJSU as an English major. She creates art as an escape from and com-
mentary on the outside world in a continuous attempt to both understand 
and connect with others. In her free time, she can be found not writing 
enough, drinking tea, and riding her motorcycle(s). Her work has been 
featured by Vagabond City Lit, the Berkeley Poetry Slam, and Central Coast 
Poetry shows, among others. It is a protest, a love letter, and a canvas she 
has weaved herself thoroughly into. She can be contacted through her 
Facebook page “Mycah Miller Art,” Instagram @MycahMillerArt, or 
emailed at mycahmillerart@gmail.com. 
 
Cecil Morris retired after 37 years of teaching high school English, 
and now he tries writing himself what he spent so many years teach-
ing others to understand and enjoy. In his newly abundant spare time, 
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he has been reading Sharon Olds, Tony Hoagland, Naomi Shihab Nye, 
and Morgan Parker. He enjoys ice cream too much and cruciferous 
vegetables too little. He has had a handful of poems published in English 
Journal, The Ekphrastic Review, Poem, Dime Show Review, The American 
Scholar, and other literary magazines.

Daniel Morris is the author of Hit Play (Marsh Hawk Press 2015).

Charles Parsons lives in Cleveland Heights, Ohio. He remains a big fan 
and loyal reader of the HPR.

James Nnaji has been receiving recognitions for his writing in contests 
since 2009; including the Poetry Prize at the University of Nigeria Liter-
ary Art Festival (2011), Emeka Anuforo Prize for the Literary Artist of 
the Year (2011) and most recently, as 3rd prize winner, Poetry Mat-
ters Project Literary Prize (Augusta, Georgia, USA).His writings have 
appeared in Drumtide Magazine (USA), The Curlew Magazine (Wales), 
Ògèlè: An Anthology of Creative Literature Vol.II, Wreaths for a Wayfarer: 
An Anthology in Honour of Pius Adesanmi and elsewhere. He served as 
the editor of The Muse Journal of English and Literary Studies, number 
39, of the University of Nigeria at Nsukka. He lives in Enugu, Nigeria 
where he continues to write and edit.

David Sapp, writer, artist and professor, lives along the southern shore 
of Lake Erie in North America. A Pushcart nominee, he was awarded an 
Ohio Arts Council Individual Excellence grant and an Akron Soul Train 
fellowship for poetry. His poems appear widely in the United States, 
Canada and the United Kingdom. His publications include articles in 
the Journal of Creative Behavior; chapbooks Close to Home and Two 
Buddha; and a novel, Flying Over Erie.

John Saad lives and works near Birmingham, Alabama. His poetry has 
most recently appeared in Raleigh Review, Terrain.org, and Poetry South. 
His chapbook, Longleaf, was the winner of the Hopper Poetry Prize and 
was published in 2017 through Green Writers Press. Additionally, John 
manages 200 acres of forestland in Alabama’s Black Belt. He is currently 
working to certify this land with national and state stewardship pro-
grams that are committed to ensuring healthier forests, air, and water 
through better management practices.

Denzel Xavier Scott is a black queer writer who earned his BA in 
English from The University of Chicago and received his Writing MFA 
at Savannah College of Art and Design (SCAD) in his hometown of 
Savannah, GA. His works appear in various literary magazines: Rattle, 
Empty Mirror, Spillway, decomP, both Euphony Journal and Blacklight 
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Magazine of the University of Chicago, Pegasus Literary Magazine, Bom-
bay Gin, The Missing Slate, Apeiron Review, The Gambler Mag, SLAB 
Magazine, Linden Avenue, 3Elements Review, Cortland Review, Louisville 
Review, with flash fiction pieces forthcoming in Random Sample Review. 
Denzel Scott is a past recipient of the University of Chicago’s prestigious 
Summer Arts Council Fellowship Grant. In September 2018, he became 
one of the winners of Writer Relief ’s Peter K Hixson Memorial Prize.

Bonnie Stanard draws on her rural upbringing and an interest in his-
tory to write novels, short stories, and poems with credits in publica-
tions such as The American Journal of Poetry, Wisconsin Review, Harpur 
Palate, and The South Carolina Review. She has published six historical 
fiction novels. Due out in 2020 are two children’s books from Vestra 
Lingua Publishing and a poetry chapbook published by Main Street 
Rag. She lives in Lexington, South Carolina.

Pamela Sumners is a native Alabamian who practiced constitutional 
and civil rights law there before coming to St. Louis to lead a political 
advocacy organization. Her work has been published or recognized by 
about 30 journals or publishing houses in 2018 and 2019 in the US, UK, 
Scotland, Ireland, and Singapore. She was selected for inclusion in both 
the 2018 and 2019 64 Best anthologies (Halcyone/Black Lawrence Press) 
and was a 2018 Pushcart nominee. Her first collection, “Ragpicking Eze-
kiel’s Bones,” is forthcoming from UnCollected Press in spring 2020.
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