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GEER AUSTIN

Malibu

I arrived with books, a suitcase,

a few scars. From the road

to the front door, yuccas grew

like exclamation points. You and I,
outliers, two men just relieved

of boyhood, moving in together.
Staring out the window at the Pacific
one morning, I saw nuns frolicking

in the water. Black and white

habits sopping wet, like fluttering
orcas. I looked for cameras, but

there were none, though movie stars,
hatted and sunglassed, often strolled
along the beach. A boulder

in the foreground, dark brown

rather than the New England granite
of Atlantic islands. The house, a leftover
from an earlier era, a set for a nostalgic
movie about fragile love. You were

the star of the film, black haired

and sunny. A child of California.

You wanted me to fall in love

with your scenery. How the sky
oranged and pinked in the evening.
How the ocean lulled us to sleep.

How the beach was public property

to the high tide line, but there was
nowhere to park. Behind the house,
blue sky and brown hills. You promised
they would green in the springtime,
but I doubted I would stay that long.
Every evening our neighbors drank gin
and tonics by their pool. The lights

of the city winked at us through

the darkness, and lizards scurried

like departing lovers. My white shirt

at odds with the ambience—my body
growing eastward. Soon, I would be gone.



BRYCE BERKOWITZ

After Almost Joining IBEW 481

Some days, nothing feels right: the fireplace crackling on the TV, Ohm’s
law, how a pair of boots ships from Louisville to an apartment building
in Chicago in less than 24 hours... Yet all these people are arguing about
something, for something. Look at this whole distraction machine...
How do you wake up half a country? How do you convince someone:
paranoia is a type of currency that keeps us fighting each other, instead
of billionaires... The slick-wet streets paved between houses were once
deer trails, and now crosshatched, we call that a city. The wealthy name
it and so it’s decreed. Give it a flag. Open a factory. Call it the morning
commute. I don’t feel more alive after scrolling scrolling scrolling... I
feel less less less and yet all I want is more more more... On the way to
school, a fire truck passes by, its siren wailing, and I ask my girlfriend’s
son, do you think you’ll be a fireman when you get older? No. He says.
No? I say. What do you think you’ll be then? He responds, matter of
factly, a zookeeper...or a leopard. Every part of me wants this to be true,
because when I was a kid, I sprinted barefoot from a sprinkler through
grass filled with bees, grabbed the refrigerator handle in the garage, my
hands still wet, smelling like chlorine and summer-sweat, Jesus fucking
Christ, I'd never felt so alive. I wanted a popsicle. Instead I learned a les-
son about ungrounded appliances. Maybe this is why I still wonder what
it must be like to climb a utility pole in the dark rain, with hotsticks—
backed by a labor union—and with my hands, take families out of the
dark and fill their homes with the warmest light.



STEVEN COUGHLIN

Flux Capacitor

What my father lacks is the capacity

to be his 25-year-old self again

driving his ‘53 Ford convertible with the top down

and the smooth vocals of Dean Martin swirling around him
because if he had this capacity

his thin white hair would once more be brown

and there would be no children—

no overnight shift at the factory—

and the 21-year-old beside him would not yet be his wife

buried in the ground these past fifteen years

but only his girlfriend of six months

and the highway before them

would appear as a runway without end

so my father as his 25-year-old self

could again accelerate past 75

like in that time travel movie

his future kids will plead to watch at the small drive-in

five miles from the house his middle-aged self will someday own
when the young actor in the grey DeLorean

floors the gas pedal and somehow travels back to 1955

only to need assistance from the eccentric inventor

that in one timeline becomes his long-established friend

but in another timeline apparently is not

which even if my father could do

wouldn't solve his central complaint

that time travel is nothing but a jumble of incomprehensible nonsense
requiring that sweet and foolish movie

to contrive an absurd device whose name he no longer remembers
to make it possible to travel back in time

and somehow alter the arc

of our future selves

so now that my father thinks of it

even if he could return to the 1950s it would most likely have to be
as his present self

at the age of 90

who is unable to stand

or leave his wheelchair without assistance

and the best he could hope for would be to be placed

in the backseat of his long-gone car

a few feet from his younger self



and youthful love

which my father knows

is well beyond the realities of time

but where his younger self still turns to look at the frailty
of his shaking arms—the slouching of my father’s face—
and promises like hell

he’ll never become

exactly who it is he became.



STEVEN COUGHLIN

Open Concept

What I want is to look up from the kitchen table
into the living room with its wooden floor

and to see beyond the entryway’s vaulted ceiling
with exposed beams and the screened porch

and front porch steps

to see beyond the manicured lawn with mature trees
and the sidewalk where bicycles pass

to see beyond this town itself

well beyond the interstate highway

and budget motels

and the thousands upon thousands of shopping plazas—
indeed, I want to see beyond the decades
separating me from the elementary school I attended
and the town I grew up in

with its abandoned factories and used car lots

and barrooms with neon light

to see beyond even this

to the years before my own life

before I was even a thought in the world

to when my mother, barely 23,

stands for the first time

alone in the kitchen of her newly purchased home
to when she looks upon the refrigerator

and the stainless-steel sink

and gazes out the window into the backyard
which is her own backyard

when my mother who was orphaned at twelve—
whose parents died three days apart—

who has never owned anything of significance
stands in the sunlight

while her husband of fourteen months

makes a trip to the grocery store

and she begins to question if this house

could really be hers

and I want to see my mother existing

at this exact moment

and I want to call to her

across all the mountains and rivers that separate us
and for her to turn toward me with her young face
at this moment of uncertainty

and for my mother



now dead many years

to hear me calling from an irrevocable distance
to assure her that this house will be hers

for as long as anything

can ever possibly be.



BLAIR EWING

Brother Lazarus

Strange indeed to wake up dead

in the boxed-up heart of Cleveland.

In a dark & quiet room

with cold sheets pulled over,
other souls refused to return,
but not my sputtering brother.
He whispered to me,

“I woke up dead,

hungry for joy & laughter”
And what to believe

of the life he lived

in the ever-after?



DAN GROTE

Inside Outburst

You say I've got the

world on a string, but

I'm hanging by a thread,
watching it all pass by,
just a passenger in the
hellride, 100 in a 55 on
one of Mr. Ferlinghetti’s
fifty-lane freeways, hoping
to find a Coney Island in
my own mind, blind to all
barking billboards and
trying to figure it all

out and avoiding all that
is hard to swallow has me
hungry for something, but
I guess the trick is simply
being a magician lost in
someone else’s illusion of

happiness.



AMY HADDAD

Ever After Your Head Injury

My arm reaches out to your side of the bed
Around 3 AM or so

To check if you are there

I call out. Sit up when my arm lands on cold sheets.

Around 3 AM or so

I awake, a habit cemented when you were not okay
I call out, Where are you?

Panic rises even in deep sleep.

I bolt upright, a habit that is hard to break
Because one night you did not answer me
Then panic hits like ice water

Now, most nights, you are up to pee.

Because one night you could not answer me

My deluded heart believes I can keep you safe at 3 AM

Now, most nights, you pad to the bathroom to pee

My arm reaches out to your side until you come back to bed.



ALAN HARAWITZ

Cutting and Slicing

The man who cuts lox on Sunday morning
is also a poet and actor

though he looks like he was born to slice lox:
pudgy fingers holding the knife at the perfect angle,
round cheeks and granny glasses

giving him a certain professorial appearance.

The Jewish inflection he carries in his sentences
only serves to complete the picture as does

the name on the little badge

attached to the slightly soiled white apron.

Nathan: short, stocky, and middle-aged,
hair appropriately salt-n-pepper.

Delicate slices he makes so thin and silky,
I can see through each one as if it were glass.

A poet and actor?
Like garnish on a bagel.
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CHARLENE LANGFUR

Some Say it is Not Enough Living with Less

Tonight the moon in the fading light was dazzling. Aglow.

I could not take my eyes off it as I walked my golden rescued dog
before the dark took over and the desert heat began to ease.

Some say a person cannot be happy this way, working over-time,
a digital worker at home following instructions, three minutes

for every correct answer all the way to forty hours a week.

Each day I work hard until T am free again to plant flowers,

cook a meal of rice and black beans and garlic that makes me
swoon with delight (it is that good) and after that, amok with needs
met, I get a good sleep with the full moon outside my window.

In the morning, I ring the meditation bell in my kitchen, take

a walk under the fat oasis palm trees outside my house and I try
to walk with the same flow the leaves have blowing in a light wind
in a busy world of commerce too fast to last, and yes, I plant more
seeds, nasturtium seeds that will bloom orange and yellow petals
and aloe plants taller and fatter than I ever expect them to be.
These are enormous unexpected favors for me in my life, all

of what comes back because it does, and I am safe and healthy
today with equilibrium on a planet of deception and wars and

my poems stretch out after the less in my life that makes life more.
Light shifting against the moon in the night sky, earth rising and
tomorrow I will look for happiness again, a woman growing older
with less, loving the small, searching for new ways to get on whether
there is a path for it or not, alone in a world of sand dunes and
green mesquite and cactus flowers blooming like yellow stars.



LISA LEWIS

I Watch the World Live Without Me

A fluff of barberry taints the uprising of spring and my leaving with it.

I splash like a fountain at the center. The others, and there are several,
wish me gone but assert it so calmly I agree. After all, I started it,

with my drive to silence. My last words are in fact that there will be fewer.

Some words sound like solace, hummed. Some words sound like menace,
blurted. Well, that’s the pretense. There’s a wax seal on an envelope.

A candle making a mess of a stick. Then it’s childhood again,

a spinning glass door, pushing the glass, revolving at the entrance

of a cafeteria or a department store. Some words need to be silenced.
Coins, cookies, glass beads, the outraged spatter when they hit paydirt.
Someone might as well have dragged a podium into my kitchen

with its folly, phone cords, old-fashioned slop, generational, they say.

IOW. I don’t understand a word you say and it’s your fault for showing up
and now look what you’ve done. You clamber on top of a barrel.

The stars painted with a stencil on the staves deliver a speech about how
I think everything I do is fucking perfect, circus stars and all.

I think the edges are sharp and the lions and tigers of my soul are ready.
I think about the steam on the horizon no one can track to its source,
the trail

slithering above treetops. The wheels dig chunks from the pavement.

I am running behind, catching up. I am rubbing my face into a feather
pillow,

spitting out seeds. When I said I was staring into the trees for the last
time,

applause rose up to the pecans’ split gems, which drop on the tin roof.
Clatter clatter here come the stars, here come the elephants, here come
the mourners who, behind sunglasses and mauve scarves,

plan their next move that has been prevented till now. Maybe a barrel

was quivering down the freeway in their lane, but its bumbled oft

into the culvert. Weeds growing through blank spots. They have feelings too,
you know. Admire them for ambition and eloquence. Admire their stopping.



LISA LEWIS

I Need It for a Reason

Four narrow windows.

Plastic miniblinds. Their slitty shadows. It’s 1987, they’re in every MTV
video and apartment

complex.

The style of the era is loose but also geometric.

Slitty shadows waver like water. Blue sofa all afternoon.

Blue husband unspeaking for weeks.

I'm accidentally pregnant again. This time I'm thirty.

We have ten cats, I breed birds, a canary warbles in the bedroom

and I sleep through it every morning except when I want to throw up.
He’s not going to rise up out of the water.

If he could rise his voice would open a slit in his brain and let me see

what I already know.

Why should it matter what he thinks? Because of his mother and
brother and their religion

and she wants grandchildren, she wants me to give up the job I don’t
have.

What do I want to find out at a time like this?

I hate the stupid questions, do you love me? The answer’s no.
The answer’s in where he’s looking, which is nowhere.

I won't let him read, I'm asking asking.

He wants to read, he does not want babies, he does not want me, he
wants to be dead.
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I want to read, I do not want babies, I do not want him, I want to live.
Blue husband on blue sofa with ripples and silence.
Which of the above statements is false?

For weeks we are underwater. Seeds, beans, sponges, embryos, your best
guess.

What am I asking? What am I trying to get him to say?

Then I give up, and make the appointment, and light up a joint on the
drive there

and never forget the good of walking through the glass doors and up to
the counter

and never forget the harm of his silence his mother his winning the war
of silence

always winning the war, and never forget the good of no longer the
pause

that went on for days that went on for weeks that filled up a calendar
until he got his way and it turned out to be the only way

and I am the one who lives and there is no more reason

to talk about him, except there are so many others and trouble now
I didn’t have, just going there, walking through the doors

and what will happen next what will become of next.

2



RALPH MACIOCI
Lloyd Parks

Lloyd Parks carried his soul in a briefcase,
worn, ragged, brown as a November leaf.
He instructed the Poetry Writing course

I took in 1960. Each day, eight of us

select students bent over a table, waiting
for the critical ax to fall upon our current
masterpiece.

Dr. Parks made me feel as if my talent soared

with promise. One afternoon, my current
assignment in his hand, he read through the poem,
stopped, reread the last line, said, “Now

that’'s music.” Such praise astounded me,

subdued the other students, made me a star

for a while.

It was Dr Parks himself, though, who daily
riveted my attention. Even at nineteen years old,
I felt a little sad to think the world had not yet
recognized his work. This was before I turned
middle-age with a fiery need for the same kind
of recognition, realized the world may never
acknowledge my work either.

Now, in old age, I have never heard about

Lloyd Parks again, assume he did not succeed

in becoming the poet he wanted to be.

Such a thought dejects me, and even as I grow
older, I keep seeing him lug his beat-up briefcase
into class as if his whole life were in it
hammered by unfortunate fate.

22



GARY METRAS

Reading in Bed

I shut the lamp. Lie fully down.
Pull the covers up to my chin.
Yawn once. Close the eyes.

Small sparkles of light flit

and float over the comforter.

Like lightning bugs signaling
readiness for sex.

The last one fades into the black night.
I turn on the lamp. Light floods

the room. Just glance blindly
around these walls I know so well.
Maybe only a minute.

And return to the night.

On my back in the darkness,

I watch the once white

ceiling shimmer and sparkle.

Like a fast moving trout stream.

I catch my best ever rainbow trout.
Just before sleep hooks me.

Reels me into its long lightless cave.
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RONALD MICCI

Love’s Wreath of Piety

Such is the soul’s piety

Its troth pledged ever to the deity

That worldly love, dearest of dear unto itself

Shouldst pulse with a rapturous joy that such would seem
As though ‘twere flowing oer the mountain like some quickening stream
And stirreth so the heart, as shouldst itself bequeath
Devotion, nor make to bow its head

Before our dear beloved Savior, to whom our oaths are said
Nor fall shy of the reach of love’s eer present sway
Counting as we must, lovelorn, long moments to each day
Hide not, if love is beckoning on your lips

Or taken capture of your burning heart

Hide not your joys nor in them shadows cloak

Nor let such deep-held passions soon depart

Come hither, come hither, come hither

The soul needs make its way

Come into my arms, my dearest

Lest the moments slip away

Come into my arms, my darling

For quickly we must hie

The shadow casts its figure

As eventide comes nigh

Love lasts not forever

Leave us seize its treasures soon

The clouds are scudding ‘cross the sky

And shadows die at noon

Yes, the clouds are scudding ‘cross the sky

And shadows die at noon
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RONALD MICCI

Oh Long-necked Beauty

Oh long-necked beauty

Oh squired wench

The hutch is filled with kisses
No storm of love may quench

Oh treasured lover

Oh taker of the dare

Come dwell within my soft embrace
Surrender thou to care

For the river flows in twists and turns
In a sinewed sweep to sea

How quickly now with passing years
We brave eternity

Hurry, hurry, hurry

Is the angel’s whispered call

There’s a warm bed off the corridor
Where Adam met his fall

Hurry, hurry, hurry

Speak the lips in harmony
For empty beds are loverless
As cold as ere may be

Yes, empty beds are loverless
Stooped to eternity
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JEFF MOCK
Aubade

I rise before
Daybreak

And navigate the dark
Hall and stairs,

Down to the kitchen,
The mug, the coftee,

And the day begins,
It seems, before

It’s begun. In Shakespeare,
The young lovers

Curse the dawn.
They curse the loss,

The absence, the torment
Of having only

The emptiness, only
The longing, only

Oneself.
Margot is still

Asleep, savoring
In her dreamy way

These dark, early
Morning hours.

In a while, I'll carry
A cup of coffee

To her nightstand.
But I'm patient. I have

No reason
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To curse dawn—

I know the absence
I feel is temporary.

Margot will
Wake soon,

As will our daughters,
And when she sees

The mug there for her,
She'll say thank you,

And our girls, those
Strange, lovely

Creatures we're still
Making, will

Climb in between us.

This is morning. There is

No only
Here. Margot,

I love you. Let
Day break.
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DANIEL MORRIS

Bicycle Thief Breaking Away

While I'm out late belting a big red Barolo at the bar of the best
Brazilian steakhouse in town to salute my son Damon’s
commencement at the hockey arena four and a half miles north of campus
where me his old man attended the same swank school

as a first gen subsidized student on the make,

some guttersnipe goes and swipes my boy’s grand prix level Pinarello!

Here’s how we all got here. See, 40 years ago, I had to solve

a transportation snag. How to get from campus to my work study gig
in the sports information office attached to the same arena

(as I say four and half miles away) where Damon just walked the line to
snag sheepskin.

Was I supposed to place wooden blades on the soles of my sneakers
and skate to work on sidewalk ice like Hans Brinker?

Musing fall semester 40 years ago about my work study commute
conundrum as I return to dorm from intro to dialectical materialism
genuinely anticipating a tray of shit on shingle for lunch
at the scholarship student concrete drab mess hall,
I eye a weary gray bike no gears no brakes no brand parked in the rack
in front of my sorry slab hall.

Maybe because the robber barons
set campus on the lake shore in a toney burb or because
the owner of the bike regarded it as Goodwill
fodder and has implicitly donated it anonymously
to a needy DIY dorm rat like me, I realize it is unlocked.

Pack weighty with hardback materialism text on my back, I casually
free the bike from the rack as if it always belonged to me before breaking
away to the tangy yellow smell of wet maple as Oak turns into Vine
until blur of shuttered Victorians on one side

and secretive mid-century moderns on the other

main campus in my rear view mirror (metaphorically speaking

as this wreck of a set of wheels definitely has no rear view mirror!)

I proceed on this my stolen bike four and half miles to and from
work study gig in the sports information office at the arena

three dollars and fifteen cents an hour

until T graduate that spring with my 2.3 g.p.a.,

when I dutifully restore my about to be ex-bike back to the rack
right where I spotted it in the fall, and amble away from campus
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for what I presume will be for good,

Except I end up getting hitched to Fawn the freaky peroxide blond trust
fund chick in the cherry tart red Tri Delt monogrammed sweater from
Winnetka who slummed it with me senior year until she honestly but
deludedly believed I really could be the next Nelson Algren because
I got a story in Helicon, the undergrad arts rag that accepted every submis-
sion, therefore, my son has no need to work study, and we pay 70K full
fare per year (when I say “we” I really mean the trust Fawn’s blue blood
north shore inheritance set up for all our kids, who each attend a private
college for the rich, one more costly than the next.)
Now, back from memory lane,

unlike me, my son does not see college as a stepladder
for social climbing. Instead, Damon takes what lefty profs preach
in soc and poli sci about structural inequity quite seriously.
Too serious for my money. Although he mastered STEM
as I never did, he applies for $24K a year post as case manager
assisting the kind of bums who stole his bike into subsidized housing in
Bronzeville. And so he’s not worked up in the least
about the theft of his tour grade Pinarello on his graduation weekend.
Quite the opposite.

“We live in a sick society where working
people are forced to steal things they need
to get from place to place”

I offer a replacement.
“I lived without a bike before...I can live
without one again?”

“ But you enjoy
tooling around the lakefill”

Fawn says no
worries. (Fawn never worries! Her kind never does.) She informs us
the bike is insured. Turns out we've been paying $12 a month extra
unbeknownst to me to our insurance agency for auxiliary coverage.
So Damon will get a nice new set of wheels like it or not.

“Structural inequity just sucks,” says Damon.

“Even when our bike gets stolen we just can’t lose.

Damn, you should have listened to me when we watched Breaking Away
together on the VCR when I was in junior high”

Me: “Breaking Away? You never wanted to be

A Tour de France cyclist like Dave the Singing Wacko.

You just wanted to glide around the lakefill to relax, clear your head
after all you've stuffed into it these last four years.

A chance to plot and plan your next move”

29



Damon: “To plot? To plan? My next ‘move’? I am so not you.

My life is not a grifter’s game. 'm not talking about the Little 500.
My life is not a race. 'm talking about the part where Dave tells Dad
in front of the IU libes that he doesn’t want to go to college.

To Hell with them. That he is proud of being a cutter. I know

I'm not a cutter, but I want nothing to do with your fantasy

Of me being some better version of you by sticking me into this
fancy school when I just wanted to learn HVAC at Ivy Tech.

I am your son. Not a trophy”

Me: “Some trophy son. Isn't there a statue of limitations
for all the things I shouldn’t want, but do?”

Damon sniggers and suddenly the air is out of the father-son wrangle.
“It’s statute! Not statue! Weren't you a government major?”

“Yeah, sure, but it was only because that major had one less science core
requirement than geography and if you weren't Pre-Law, as I definitely
was not,

the government major was famous for the Gentlemen ‘C’

So how bout we go across the street and grab a couple of coney dogs
with everything on them at Mustard’s Last Stand.

I bet one thing we do have in common is we each scarfed our share

of coneys after the campus cops closed down the keggers at Kappa Sig”

“Dad, I've been vegan since sophomore year, remember?”

“I cannot win with this kid. I simply cannot win.”
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MARK NEELY

another drowned sailor in the net

another drowned sailor in the net
no longer the catch

you once were smoking

on the docks as the sea

anointed you with mist

fish nose the surface

smelling for chum

the sails strain against the mast
white flags in in the fog

you play yr part

an old shark

rifling through the dark

the ship bucks like a lover

all this to say yr always dying
just ain’t been swept up yet
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J. ALAN NELSON

Name

Caden’s not interested in TV
My sister informs my children
as she pulls screaming Caden
from Cartoon Network

while Havelok sucks

at her breast. Caden wails.

He really doesn’t want to watch.

She names herself a medievalist
with tenure

and Ivy League doctorate.

She wrote books

on Malory, miracle tales, and
cultural category of childhood
in Middle English narrative

She named her youngest boy Havelok
after that Danish hero

that shines light

from his open medieval mouth.

She explains that she followed my lead
when I named my son the ancient name
Nicholas, meaning victory of the people,
and Blake, the vision-tormented poet.

Then I tell her

I like the sound of Nicholas Blake,
the name fit the baby like skin.
There are no layers of meaning,
no allusions to an ancient text.

There is a silence

as her mouth falls open

and a beam of surprise shines
harsh on my simple peasant face,
a mere hamburger eater

who thinks hamburger thoughts
instead of olden lore.

Her three degrees
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and tormented vision
make me homesick

for the home we never had,
a pain tighter than skin.
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SUZANNE O'CONNELL

I Was Born with Accountant Tendencies

I was born with accountant tendencies,
tallying on my flow chart all the ways

my mother loved my sister more than me.
The story goes that even our first meeting
went badly. I was four when

I'looked in the bassinette at

my newborn sister and said: “Send it back”

She was blonde, bubbly and cheerful.

I was dark-haired, irritable, intense in mood,
and demanding answers about the world.
My sister would sit in my mother’s lap

and they would laugh together.

(Points for her on my scorecard,)

while, unsupervised, I rode my scooter
around the block. (Forbidden! Points deducted for me.)
My mother would brush my sister’s

golden curls, (more points)

while I got a bowl cut, (zero points.)

My sister won the accounting contest by a landslide.
She was a ballet dancer.

I was a clerk/typist.

She married someone wealthy.

I married an artist.

She lived in a house on the National Registry.
I lived in a small apartment.

But isn’t it funny how contests can turn out?
I'm still here

while my sister died a year ago

drunk and high at the bottom of her stairs.
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JOSEPH POWELL
Lake Willoughby in October

Among the hills tufted with turning maples,

yellow birches, willow, the peaked faces

of white houses look like hours strung

along the lake’s circadian clock and measure

out the human will to fasten to a view,

to fascinate itself with the hourly shapes of water,
the way it holds so brightly and temporarily

the thousand forms and colors, the morning clouds
that wisp or bundle, the teasing blue behind it all,
the flames of trees that douse and burn again,

the rocking sides of boats, the wakes like seams

of thought we ply to gather up perception’s ends
and means, how water is emotion’s vessel,

an always moving force whose surfaces

present an impression of what’s turning and stirring
underneath. We are our own reflections

that shine awhile, glitter, like the falling,

twisting leaves that float like little triremes,

or the sounds of the ancient churchbells pealing
out the hour and endless rounds of silence.
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REBECCA PYLE

Gravity, Dark Matter, and Dip Cones

Today I brought a grandfather clock over six feet tall with husband’s help,
down the road, the clock lying sideways and crossways through our Kia.
Its crystal, its glass, long ago lost, and it, I admit, its face old,

with an old etched-looking ink-drawing of dangling tassels

and giant black sober seashell above the twelve. My husband is saying it’s
lost its glass, did I notice? Or perhaps it never had glass? No, I say, of course
it had had glass. I think: that’s part of the protected mystery of time. This
clock, only fifty dollars, bought from another woman trying to downsize, who
let go of big hollow clock, big as a coffin, promoting encouragement of
the death of time.

Sober ticking body of the clock painted sober black, that’s the dark matter,
I thought, repulsing gravity and time, forming super-dangerous frost of future
time.

Robert Frost, where did you go? The way of melted Dairy Queen dip cones,

the chocolate almost black over the air-whipped pretend-milk? Tiny puny streets
of Europe where my uncle the architecture student went drawing and drawing, to
understand the intricacies of buildings, Europe where my mother finally went but
alas

was too old and tired to love anything anymore. I thought I would return there in
old age to live forever on, but instead kept remembering Longwood Gardens,
James

Taylor's moonshot eyes, and my grade school teacher’s red and white plane beside
my two-room schoolhouse in Clear, Alaska. Photographs of my father driving
near giant redwood trees in California. And the terrible loneliness of Mount
Vernon, looking for George. Martha. The Custis boys. Or my compendium

of all lies told by American men, each a burnished gem, driven and polished by
their terrible Tom Sawyer hopes. The cave near Hannibal, which Twain must once
have been in, where my seven-year-old son asked all the people in the dark cave
when the guide turned off all the lights to show them how dark a cave could be—
if they knew that Kennedy had been shot? Long ago? Did they know? Not a one of
them said anything. They pretended he had not spoken. I knew not what to say.
But I returned to the land of the dip cone from Dairy Queen, all relativity.
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HEATHER SAGER

Grey Days and Telephone Wires

Whether it’s the chipped table or the hole
in this poem that’s bothering me, I submit to you,
dear reader, this avalanche

of lonely notebooks that I air mail

on a drizzling day,

as I wait at the blank kitchen table

with my frazzled hair

and empty cups of coftee,

looking out the sad window

at the telephone wires.

Despairing about how some days

I feel like I can do little, I remind myself
(as my parents always said)

to delight in the roof over my head,

and after sending these notebooks

I realize I should have put

more joy in them.
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MAUREEN SHERBONDY

One Night in Paris

Passing time in the suite, I waited
for my husband’s return until the screen blasted
breaking news of a bomb in the Metro.

I pictured him flying up steps, vacating
the station with Parisians or dying
in a sudden explosion. For hours

following, I conjured my future
widowhood raising pre-teen boys,
how I'd fly back to the states staring

at an empty seat on the plane.
Even after he arrived through
the door past midnight, rumpled

and exhausted, it was too late—

pieces of him were long gone.
Donned in black, I mourned over his grave.
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IAN SHERLOCK

I Can’t See

There will never be a dog. Playing with fancy curtain tie-backs and bell snuffers
made me feel like a medieval king. Poetry looks much faster and so much
smarter in cursive. I might be the only person on earth who knows how to
spell timbre and colonel. God, why didn’t you make all couches this
comfortable? We got new helmets, and they pressed on my temples so badly,
it squeezed the tears right out of my eyes. Home was only seventeen surveilled
steps from the school. My sharp panting, a horrible metronome that kept my
thoughts off of the stitch in my left side. It is my first olive — allow me to make
a face while I swallow it. Chewing on aluminum foil, or anything else for that
matter, is bad for your teeth. Antiques are stories written by grandparents,
sewn into porcelain and fabric and dust. Thunder is the sound of all of our
dead relatives bowling in heaven, and that's why it’s called a lightning strike.
Dad cut his foot on some barnacles and that turned me off from the ocean for
the next few years. The only thing that made the cold sweat sickness go away
was taking off my socks and pressing my cheeks against the cool dry pave-
ment until my vision came back. Wear your pajamas backwards and inside-
out, throw an icecube out the window, and put a spoon under your pillow in
that order, or else. I wanted to take ballet lessons, and it scared me. When the
cows asses are facing the road, that means itll be a good day for fishing. You
are b-e-a-you-tiful! Were young, and they expect us not to dance? “Honey,
that’s because your eyes are closed,” she said, as hundreds of silver bracelets
and bangles jingle-jangled on her wrists.
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JR SOLONCHE

Advice to a Young Poet

Do not write about the sky,

or what the clouds look like.
Instead, write about the ceiling.
The crack in the plaster. That

is the real sky. For God’s sake,

do not write about love. Write
about the way she puts her car

in reverse, the way she turns

her head, the way her hair (O,
her long hair!) sways, the way
the brake lights leave a wake

of blood. That is the real love.
Do not write about a mountain.
Write about the pebble in your
shoe that makes you want to
stop walking. That is the real
mountain. So, go ahead and
write but not about big things.
Write about small things, how
the refrigerator hums a ballad
sadder than the one on the radio,
the way the milk carton sweats
on the table, the way the spoon
see-saws in your hand. Write
about all the things that are in
your way. And above all, always
use ambiguity, but in moderation,
for too much is bad for the heart
while too little is bad for the brain.



CARRIE SHIPERS

Portrait of My Self in Later Middle Age

As a kid, I had a favorite hatchet

I chopped kindling with. I called it

kin lin’ then—my accent was that thick.
Because we used woodstoves for heat
and hot water, I claim I wasn’t raised
expecting to be warm. I won't trust
anyone who doesn’t get my jokes

or use humor to help them tell the truth.
Depending on my mood, I either

name sarcasm or catastrophizing

as my greatest skill. I only feel religious
at Easter, more so on Maundy Thursday
than outside the empty tomb.

I assume this, too, was handed down,

as though there’s something Baptist

in my bones. In childhood I was taught
peroxide’s foam and burn meant it

was killing germs, but now I know

the harm that bottle held. I suffer less
from migraines than the Curse

of Competence: because my friends

are sure I'll be okay, they refuse to worry
when I want them to. ’'m not opposed
to therapy although I've never gone.

I'm too afraid of what I might find out,
including that my fears are typical.

My comfort with conflict comes with
two caveats: I have to think I'm right
and likely to prevail. Except for jogging
sloppily on trails—which I took up

for my dog’s sake—my hobbies overlap
with what my job requires, which either
means I'm in the correct field or need
to get out more. Ten years ago, I swore
my heart was filled with barbed wire
and battery acid. An ultrasound

has since shown otherwise, but I stand by
that phrase. I can’t say ’'m unhappy
with the way my life turned out because
if I did, I'd know who was to blame.
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TIM SUERMONDT

Newton’s Apple Tree

Still bright green and lush,
with ripe apples—the story
might be true after all.
I've had assorted fruits

from assorted trees plunk

me on the head, but none

that have been a catalyst

to propel me into immortality.

Not that ’'m complaining—

I'm eating an ice cream, people
are walking the narrow streets,
browsing, entering and leaving

stores and restaurants in droves,
helping me remember the world
can be kind too. A magic apple
in an alleyway or lying beside

plum blossoms hanging

from a windowsill, or hovering

over my head at this very second—
and why not, here where much began.
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JODY VIA

Memory of Mare

There is blood on the blacktop
and a cloud on the moon.

A chill wind is blowing.

Rain will fall soon.

The sky will stop weeping,
the wind will blow on.
The sister who died here
is already gone.

The fucker who stuck her
has departed as well.

He killed and kept going.
Damn him to hell.
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JODY VIA

Beneath a Natchez Moon

Her name was Caroline,
she showed me a good time
in Natchez, Mississippi
back in nineteen-something-nine.
There was dancing, there was drinking,
and we had a little smoke,
then a little lovey doving
and we took another toke.
We talked of this and that and laughed,
she wore my hat to bed.
I sang to her a love song
that I made up in my head.
And we danced naked in the rain
beneath a Natchez moon,
we ate moon pies and drank Nehis
and laughed like we were loons.
In the park we carved a heart
in the bark of a shady tree.
I made googoo eyes at her
and she made them at me.

Some nights we laid up on her roof
and marveled at the stars.
Other nights we went bootscootin’
in the local bars.
We didn’t miss a minute
when the circus came to town,
and sat down in the front row
throwing peanuts at the clowns.
She took me muddin’ in her jeep
and we went gigging frogs,
rollerskating at the rink
and Frisbee with her dogs.
I took her motorcycle riding
thru the countryside;
She loved whiteline dancing
on my Harley DuoGlide.

We burned the candle at both ends
and so the summer went.
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We burned the candle at both ends
and the flame was spent.
Came a time the wild geese honked
and change was in the air.
It was time for leaving
when I rode away from there.
I never passed that way again,
lost track of Caroline,
but I never will forget her
or the summer she was mine.
And always I'll remember
with a smile one night in June
when we danced naked in the rain
beneath a Natchez moon.
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LINDSAY WILSON

Letter to You About What It Means to Come Down

I pulled a dusty house record from its crate,

from that time just after the towers fell,

those long years of rage and coming down, the last
century abandoned in the rubble behind us, our dial-up
anger and hope. How back then I scavenged

tickets and rides to raves from defunct message
boards because sometimes memories of grace still
happened to me like in the backseat of that Honda,
between strangers, two women, one signing, the other
speaking. How I watched the woman who lived

in silence until dawn beside a stack of speakers

with her arms outstretched—the music breaking
over her in waves. Only a few of us could pull

off that sly-knowing smile, and it’s true. I've promised
myself to quit comparing music and women

to something tidal. Back then, though, I hadn’t

yet stopped trying to become a clever mood,

hadn’t learned that time could go somewhere other
than behind us, hadn't found the difference between
intelligence and wisdom. Still even then I knew

it wrong to believe humans invented desire. I thought
of that later in a puddle of people lying in the ugly,
January grey morning light, all of us with our

clothes on, as Kurt Cobain growled his complaints
from some analog-era—the whole living room
needing an open mouth. The deaf girl’s hands

peeling my eyes open as our lip-driven tongues fell
into the undertow of one another. How terrified,

she taught me, I was of being seen. Still then I could
only stare into the current of that sort of passion

for so long, but what else should we do now when
someone seems to reach through the years and kiss
us besides part our lips and kiss them back.
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TRACY YOUNGBLOM

Aunt Mildred’s Horses

Everything I learned about power, I learned from them.
Beauty and Princess. One bay, one white.

Aunt Mildred threw on their saddles, cinched them tight,
shortened the stirrups, then headed inside for coffee

while we mounted. We knew they were neck reined—
whatever that meant. We turned in tight circles on the lawn
until she leaned her head and wrinkled neck

out the screen door to yell, “Just give them a little kick, girls”

I had seen enough Westerns—Paint Your Wagon, The Outlaw
Josie Wales—to long for spurs, but I didn’t know

what I'd done until my heels leapt out of her side

when Beauty bolted—not stopping for the hill that led

to the dirt road, nor the clotheslines I had to duck under,
gripping the reins and saddle horn with both hands—

not when my feet slipped out of the stirrups and I clamped
the leather, her damp sides, with my thighs.

She kept going when we reached the road, stretched out
as I imagined a racehorse would be. No one could see us
now. I didn’t know enough to think my way out,

but fear was tangible, so I grabbed it and shook it,
gravel flying upwards from her churning hooves,

as I loosened my grip on the saddle, unclenched

my fingers to take one rein in each hand, to pull back
slowly as I sat half up, mustering my best Western

accent to yell Whoa. She slowed to a bouncing trot
that made me slip from side to side, a bag of corn
on a jolting wagon’s bed. Then she walked. I sat
upright. Her neck shone with sweat. I saw her hair
swirled in cowlicks, and I reached out to pat her
as my feet slipped back into the stirrups. Now,

I knew, I must speak, so I spoke to her

the way I remembered a man speaking in a novel

about horses: Beauty, good girl, you damn near killed me,
you damn horse. We executed a turn, headed back

to the yard. I could see all around us now

the leaves’ changing colors, late milkweed seeds

47



floating on the breeze. I chucked in my throat

and she trotted, as if she had been listening to me

all her life. Whoa, I intoned sternly, and she stopped,
snorting once. Giddyap, I tried, with no heels,

and she moved me forward into a world

I was just beginning to see in a haze,

where how I appeared would be all the truth
anyone would need. I slouched a bit,

to show how relaxed I was—such a natural—
as Uncle Leonard rounded the barn,
squinting at me through glasses flecked

with sweat and hay dust.
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MATT ZAMBITO

After Reading “Having a Coke with You”

After reading “Having a Coke with You,” I realize

it doesn’t quite say what I want to say to you because I have no idea
what in the hell O’Hara’s referring to most of the way,

and it’s not just the Marino Marini reference that makes me go Huh?
because you and me, we're more “movie people” than “painting people,”
so, I wasn’t going to show you his poem and instead

I was only going to write you my poem, this poem, but if you don’t
have O’Hara’s poem you won’t understand my title and titles

tell so much, hold so much together, so you should check out
“Having a Coke with You” but please know I'm not ripping him oft
because he’s long since dead, which neither of us are, and let’s

keep it that way for a long time because not being dead with you

is more or less totally kick-ass, and like I was saying, you really can’t
steal from the dead, but even if you can I've got to think Frank

would want me to do whatever’s necessary to try to begin

telling you what's rattling around in my head or heart or head-heart,
wherever the feelings fizz from like those bubbles in the bottom of

a fountain Diet Coke, which seem to start nowhere and everywhere
and then effervesce to the top almost as unexpectedly as us, and like us
I find them kind of strangely beautiful, even more beautiful than

the end of The Shawshank Redemption when “Andy Dufresne”

and “Red” surely feel farther than free, and they’re more lovely than
even Kate Winslet in Little Children, and all bullshitting

aside, I'd much, much rather be looking in the half-light

at you and into your eyes than at her and in hers, and 93% of the time
you far exceed the fun of Melissa McCarthy in most any flick,

and your laugh (my hands-down and bar-none favorite laugh

after my own, of course), your laugh sounds more exhilarating

to my silly ears than any score by John “I Score Every Film”

Williams or even Elfman, and this next part might be obvious

but needs to be said, like when Batman in Batman says, “I'm Batman,”
but those bubbles are less fantastic than you, but you with

those bubbles is soooooo much better (seventeen times at least)

than the poem “Having a Coke with You” that I can barely stand

to not be having a Diet Coke with you right this second so I could
just tell you, or better yet, show you how, while titles seem

to hold things together, I'd rather be holding your hands

across a table because all this blabbing distracted me from

the thing I was thinking of writing you from the start, which is this:
I'm actually a little thirsty, and I like being thirsty for more you
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plus me, so I'd really like to get that Diet Coke soon to show you
O’Hara’s poem while we thank our lucky sugar-free sodas
we've been given a chance to finally drink them excitedly together.
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A Review of A Century of Poetry in The New Yorker:
1925-2025 (Knopf) Edited by Kevin Young

Charles Parsons

In 2025 Kevin Young and The New Yorker released a massive
anthology, A Century of Poetry in The New Yorker, as a companion to the
fiction volume edited by longtime fiction editor Debor cvah Treisman.

It isn't the magazine’s first attempt at an extensive poetry collection. The
last major poetry anthology appeared in 1969. For the mathematically
inclined, that means more than half a century of poems required reshuf-
fling, rediscovery, and, in some cases, quiet disappearance. Young seems
well-suited to the task. He is recognized as an accomplished poet in his
own right and has served as the magazine’s poetry editor for nearly a
decade.

He describes this effort in the preface by noting that “The maga-
zine’s century of publishing has seen more than 13,500 poems squeezed
in and spread out—poems by turns humorous and serious, epic and
short, visionary and tactile, formal and experimental, topical and tire-
less” In assembling this collection, he explains that he combed through
the magazine’s full poetry archive with the hope of identifying a wider
range of voices. As Young notes, “The New Yorker didn't publish any poet
who wasn't white for nearly the first seventy-five years of its history. On
gender diversity, it was better, if not actually fairly good, especially early
on when verse and humor were not seen ... as male-only domains.” But
that doesn’t mean that Young has a vendetta out for the 1969 anthology.
Far from it. He recalls that work as a formative text for him when he was
developing his own literary tastes. Thus, that earlier volume becomes a
kind of touchstone for the new one. Taken together, Young’s editorial
choices suggest not merely a broader canon but a fundamentally different
understanding of what an anthology should look like. Less a monument
than a movement.

That’s how it’s going. But how did it start? It helps to begin with
who edited the 1969 version. That would have been Howard Moss, the
magazine’s longtime poetry editor. The brief preface to that anthology
reflects an earlier New Yorker tradition: the poems were said to be selected
simply by “the Editors of The New Yorker.” In those and earlier days, the
magazine often avoided bylines altogether. What does this comparison
reveal? Simply that The New Yorker—and the world of poetry around
it—has expanded and diversified in the intervening fifty years. The New
Yorker of the mid-twentieth century operated within a smaller and more
tightly defined literary ecosystem. Today, the field of poetry has expanded
dramatically, both in the range of voices represented and in the ways edi-
tors shape and present an anthology of poems that run the poetic gamut.
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An obvious question remains: is the new anthology any good? If
“good” means coherent, authoritative, and definitive, the answer remains
fairly complicated.

Reading A Century of Poetry in The New Yorker feels less like
moving through a book than lingering in a vast train station where poets
from different decades cross paths without acknowledgment. Dorothy
Parker sits near Charles Bukowski; Elizabeth Bishop brushes past Sylvia
Plath; Langston Hughes shares a platform with Terrance Hayes. Some ar-
rivals feel inevitable, others surprising, and some expected travelers seem
to have boarded another train entirely. The experience is both exhilarating
and faintly disorienting, a reminder that anthologies are less histories than
acts of arrangement.

There will certainly be readers who object to the expansion of
the canon represented here. Some may long for a narrower roster of tradi-
tionally acclaimed poets. Others may reject the
premise altogether: New Yorker poems, mainstream poets? Where are the
dangerous poems? The underground voices? The slam poets? The anar-
chists? The many, many poets who submitted over the years and never
made the glossy pages.

And they would not necessarily be wrong. Readers of poetry
journals like the Hiram Poetry Review might easily imagine a different
train station entirely—one populated by Hale Chatfield, Lyn Lifshin,
Grace Butcher, Donald Hassler, Gil Orlovitz, and many others. A train
that defies authority on tracks laid by not-so-quiet poetical defiance and
a taste for a non-conforming set of publication guidelines. Yet I think it
would be a mistake to ignore this particular Grand Central full of New
Yorker poets. Indeed, readers may be surprised by the number of writers
they have never encountered before. These are names who once appeared
on the magazine’s pages and now reappear briefly in this century-span-
ning gathering. They are here as poets, of course, but also as professors
and journalists, mothers and sons, daughters and uncles. One can’t help
wondering what it felt like for them to see their work appear in The New
Yorker or how it might feel if they knew that their poems continue to
circulate in a collection like this one.

Still, readers might begin to develop a kind of poetic fatigue as
they push through page after page, wondering where some of the favorites
may have gone. Even with nearly a thousand pages, not everyone from
the 1969 anthology remains represented here. How could they? Some
darlings of the earlier collection barely register in the new one. Take Karl
Shapiro, who won the Pulitzer Prize for poetry in 1965 and appeared with
twelve poems in the 1969 anthology. In Young’s version, he is represented
by a single poem. Richard Wilbur, known as a formal craftsman of wit
and spiritual precision, moves from twelve poems to three. Consider
Wilbur’s “Advice to a Prophet,” which appeared in the earlier anthology
but not the new one. The opening stanza still carries remarkable force:
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When you come, as you soon must, to the streets of our city,
Mad-eyed from stating the obvious,

Not proclaiming our fall but begging us

In God’s name to have self-pity

It's a poem that carries a feverish thrill even now with its ecological
anxieties and moral urgency. Yet it did not make Young’s cut, an absence
that illustrates how his anthology favors breadth of representation over
monumental preservation.

That’s not to contend that Wilbur—or Shapiro, for that matter—
have been entirely forgotten. A century-spanning anthology simply can’t
sustain twelve poems by a single writer. The earlier New Yorker anthology
presented poetry as something that could be confidently gathered and
named as “the best” Poems arranged alphabetically by title, mimicking
(somewhat) the randomness of encountering them in the pages of the
magazine itself. Young’s version reflects a different editorial imagination.
Here the poems appear by period, punctuated by sections that mix de-
cades with thematic moods like Lunch Break, After-Work Drink, and the
Last Train Home. These interludes take us through time not alphabetically
but narratively. The anthology asks us to experience the century rather
than simply catalog it.

Reading the full span of the book also reveals subtle tonal shifts
across the decades. The early poems of the 1920s and 1930s often carry
a playful musicality. They are full of rhymes that delight in their own
cleverness, even as darker social anxieties linger beneath the surface. The
mid-century poems grow more psychologically motivated. Figures like
Weldon Kees and Anne Sexton bring an inward intensity that reflects
the cultural anxiety in the postwar period. By the time we reach the later
decades of the twentieth century, the field begins to widen noticeably.
Historical memory, especially the lingering shadow of the Second World
War, appears alongside increasingly personal and confessional modes.

The poems of the 1990s and early twenty-first century follow yet
another approach: more open to questions of identity, sexuality, and pri-
vate neurosis, as if the poet’s task has shifted from announcing despair to
confronting it directly. Moving through these sections is a reminder that
poetry doesn’t simply accumulate over time; it changes its tone, its preoc-
cupations, even its sense of what a poem is allowed to do. That is how the
book captures something larger than the history of a single magazine. The
earlier New Yorker anthology suggests a moment when poetic authority
felt stable enough to be confidently archived. Young’s volume reflects a
century in which poetic influence is no longer self-evident but construct-
ed through the careful work of cross-selection and sequencing, editorial
artistry that establishes how poems are grouped and set in motion.

A Century of Poetry in The New Yorker works less as a definitive
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canon than as a remarkable gathering. Some readers will linger over the
famous names. Others will find themselves drawn to poems that they’ve
never encountered before. Either way, the book reminds us that poetry’s
history is not a straight line but a crowded platform. Poets arrive from
different eras, recite for a moment or two, and move on. Perhaps that is
exactly what a hundred years of poetry should feel like: not a tidy list of
the best poems ever written but a crowded station where voices from
across time continue to arrive, depart, and occasionally cross paths.
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A Review of Auditioning the Routine by Daniel Morris

Blair Ewing

In the first, and longest, poem of this collection, the poet
introduces himself and his aesthetic using the device of a drive home
in his “very very new vehicle” He draws out the contrasts: between his
new car and the “broken streets” of the still-segregated city, between
the city as-it-is-now (new eateries, “beautiful young students”) and as
it was after the riots of 1968. He takes note of the campaign posters of
the moment, labels “both parties as smoke screens” offering “merely
symbolic” choice. The poet offers a self-portrait as a bourgeois “dabbler
in the arts” complete with a description of his valuable home on “the
rich white side of town.” Even if it is true that, as Joseph Brodsky wrote,
“Self-effacement is not a virtue, but a necessity...” Morris does himself
little enough justice in this poem. For even if we accept these aspects of
his self-portrait and question his political assessments, the manifest
excellence of the poems must matter more than any flaws or shortcomings
of the poet himself. Morris goes to some lengths to assure the reader of
his unheroic stature (“just another small petty person,”) but the poems
themselves assert the importance of literature and culture as a form of
necessary mediation of the dialectical contradictions and anxieties of
modern life. His poems aspire to understanding and connection while
acknowledging the difficulty, if not impossibility, of achieving those
goals in both life and language.

One way to begin to understand what Morris is up to and the
degree to which he succeeds is to take note of all the questions he poses.
Three of the first five poems in this 37-poem collection have a question
as their title. Two poems in the mid-section of this book (“Glass Break”
and “Notes toward a proposed questionnaire...”) consist only of ques-
tions. Morris insistently interrogates both himself and the wider culture.
What seems to drive his poems might be termed the anxiety of an erudite
awareness, aware of both self and of culture, broadly understood. These
poems ask profound questions (“Should I be good?” “what means a
dream when the world goes black”) as well as silly ones (“Was bob
Dylan shrewish lass” “Who could count your farts?’) which suggests
the degree to which the poet intends to interrogate the routine in all its
aspects and to suggest that the answers to the questions posed are not
necessarily settled, but rather contingent. The questions open a space for
the reader to draw their own conclusions about the topics and methods
of the poems without being led around or limited by the perspective of
the poet. Perhaps my favorite question of the entire collection, “Who
do you think you are, you stochastic parrot, you?“ (a question proposed
for an interview with an AI) illustrates his talent for fresh metaphor and

S19)



humor. “Three Strikes And Youre Out,” a poem styled like a George
Carlin riff, made me laugh out loud with its witty linguistic inversions,
comparing the languages around baseball and football, implying the “softer”
argot of football disguises the severe violence of the imperialistic game of
American football. The poem comes with a serious turn at the end, a
well-tuned critique of Chief Justice Robert’s mistaken self-description as
an impartial “umpire” of the law.

Many of the artists and memes and shows referenced in these
poems (George Carlin, Morrissey, Sly Stone, John Betjeman, Woody
Guthrie, Zero Mostel, Stan Brakhage, the Three Stooges, The Brady
Bunch, Franz Kline, Mister Magoo, Frank O’Hara, plus a number of
others...) may not resonate with readers under the age of forty. However,
what the poet does with these names, these seemingly dated points of
cultural reference strikes me as quite inventive and worth reading and
savoring. Essentially, he reconsiders them, re-appraises them really, in
the light of both his own aesthetic and new conditions, new historical
realities. In so doing he endows them, in a very real sense, with a new
life mediated by the new work, the poem itself, as well as anyone who
might read it. The means by which these older names and works get
reframed and reconsidered varies. In “Ah, Magoo” he successfully manages
to connect the artist Franz Kline’s work to the old cartoon—even the
arrangement of the words on the page suggests the operation of the
“obsolete jalopy” Another example stands out: “On the Day Mike Tells
Alice He Will Be Switching Serials” The poem imagines a conversation
(a technique he also uses to good effect in the poem “Bruuuuce! Is SO
Pissed”) between the Brady patriarch and Alice the Maid in the old
(1969-1974) family sitcom The Brady Bunch, but with language and
concepts from the present day. By collapsing the boundary of time in
this way, Morris creates a new understanding of the “reality” of the show
in its original form as well as making a few trenchant points about the
present realities of class and gender and status.

In addition to exegesis, it would be an error to omit just how
much chewy linguistic enjoyment I found when I read these poems
aloud. Some (“LEMMY IN A “May the State” “Glass Break”) came out
sounding something like prayers, with their meditative repetitions. Still
others showcased the poet’s narrative skill, along with a bit of technical
virtuosity—my favorite in this vein is “Anecdote of the Omicron Blizzard”
The opening line gets right to work, with a quick trochaic step, “Sunday
morning walk with Covid pet Fox Terrier...” Another poem which looks
back at two Auden poems, and through them to Brueghel, “Decoy”
succeeds as a lovely sonic mass as well as an insightful meditation on
humanity’s all-too-persistent indifference to the suffering of others.

Finally, it would be tempting to write about the last three poems
of the collection that Morris therein reveals himself as unsentimentally
uxorious, but that would not really be true. This final trio of poems actually
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de-centers the poet and shifts the focus to his long-term partner, his
wife. The poet gratefully becomes the lesser half of the dyad, but not in
a submissive way. Instead, these final poems describe a rebalancing of
their partnership. Her role as guardian of the family and the partnership
itself foregrounded, “My wife is a lifeguard who does her job and does it
well. / No funny business. No fooling around. There she is now.” By the
end of the final poem, the poet lays down his identity (“Callimachus”)
as a Poet and becomes no more and no less than “...Dan, Charlotte’s
husband.” Hopefully both things can remain true: Dan can still be Charlotte’s
husband and also continue to create a poetry of anxiety somehow full of
delight and wonder, poetry worthy of the money it takes to buy it as well as
the precious time it takes to read it.
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CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTES

Geer Austin’s poetry has appeared in Bellevue Literary Review, Poet
Lore, Fjords Review, Main Street Rag and other journals. His chapbook
Cloverleaf was published by Poets Wear Prada Press. He lives in New
York City and San Miguel de Allende.

Bryce Berkowitz is the author of the poetry collection Bermuda Ferris Wheel,
recipient of the AMC TV Pilot Award at the Austin Film Festival, and Co-Di-
rector of the MFA Creative Writing program at Butler University. His writing
has appeared in Best New Poets, The Sewanee Review; The Missouri Review,
and other publications. Find him at: www.bryceberkowitz.com.

Steven Coughlin is the author of two collections of poetry: Another
City and Deep Cuts. He directs the undergraduate Creative Writing
program at Western Colorado University.

Blair Ewing is Baltimore-based, my poems have appeared in many
journals over the years, including Acumen (UK), Bellingham Review,
Cape Rock, Fish Piss (Canada), Gargoyle, Jones Av (Canada), litSpeak
(Germany), Passager, Poetry New Zealand, Poetry Salzburg Review,
sub-Terrain (Canada), Vallum (Canada) ¢ Versal (Netherlands).

My translations of the Roman poet Catullus have appeared in Acumen
(UK), Ambush, Lilliput Review, Poetry Ireland Review, Poetry Salzburg
Review & The Federal Poet.

My essays & interviews have appeared in Bogg, Maryland Poetry Review,
Minimus, Pulsar (UK), Universal Citizen & Washington Review.

My most recent collection of poetry, Other Voices, a vinyl LP, appeared in 2025.

Dan Grote is an incarcerated poet who has turned decades of poor
choices and sad decisions into an almost respectable body of published
work. His new chapbook Read This When I'm Gone (Aji Press 2025)
would look fan-freakin’-tastic on your bookshelf and you should contact
him at: thedangrote@gmail.com

Amy Haddad is a poet whose poems have found a home in various lit-
erary journals such as: Annals of Internal Medicine, Journal of Medical
Humanities, Touch, Bellevue Literary Review, Aji, Oberon Literary Jour-
nal, Cloudbank, Abandoned Mine, Hare’s Paw Literary Journal, Rogue
Agent Journal, Rinky Dink Press, Intima, Red-Headed Stepchild, and
several anthologies. She has two chapbooks: The Geography of Kitchens,
(Finishing Line Press, 2021) and The Most Potent Weapon, (Bottlecap
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Press, 2025). Her first poetry collection, An Otherwise Healthy Woman,
was published by Backwaters Press, 2022. Read more about her poetry
at www.amyhaddadpoetry.com.

Alan Harawitz is a retired New York City secondary school teacher liv-
ing in a small town in southern Maine for the past 19 years. His poems

have been published in more than 100 magazines and anthologies. His

first collection of poems, The Day I Met Ava Gardner, was published in

2019 (Deerbrook Editions).

Charlene Langfur is an LGBTQ and green writer, an organic gardener,
a Syracuse University Graduate Writing Fellow with many publications,
most recently with poems in Passive, Vita Poetica, The Healing Muse, A
Certain Age, Poetry East, Acumen, and an essay on Yellow Arrow Pub-
lishing’s blog. She lives in the California desert.

Lisa Lewis has published eight collections of poetry, most recently Tax-
onomy of the Missing (WordWorks) and a chapbook, The Borrowing Days
(Emrys). Another collection titled Present and Future Storm is forthcoming
from WordWorks. She teaches in the creative writing program at Okla-
homa State University and serves as editor-in chief of the Cimarron Review.

Ralph Macioci earned a PhD from The Ohio State University. Nik is the
author of twenty-three books. He was twice nominated for a Pulitzer
Prize, nominated five times for a Pushcart Prize, and twice for a Best

of the Net award. His poems have appeared in such magazines as The
Hong Kong Review, The Bombay Review, The Raven ‘s Perch, The Main
Street Rag, Xavier Review, and Taj Mahal Review.

Gary Metras is the author of nine books and 13 chapbooks of poetry,
most recently, Marble Dust (Cervena Barva Press,2024) and Vanishing
Points (Dos Madres Press, 2021). He was editor and letterpress printer
at Adastra Press for 40 years, specializing in hand crafted limited edi-
tions of poetry. In 2018 he was appointed the inaugural poet laureate of
Easthampton, Massachusetts.

Ronald V. Micci (a native New Yorker) is a former magazine editor whose
one-act plays have been performed at a number of local venues, including
the Kraine Theatre and Producers Club, as well as in conjunction with the
New York International Independent Film and Video Festival and else-
where throughout the country. His full-length farce, The Lady Gentian Vio-
let, was staged in 1996 at the Riant Theatre in Soho. Two of his one-acts, Ad-
die & Me and Night and the Proofreader, are in print and available through
Brooklyn and Heuer Publishing. In addition to plays, he has written novels,
screenplays, short stories, radio and sitcom scripts and poetry.
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Jeff Mock is the author of Ruthless. His poems appear in American Po-
etry Review, The Atlantic Monthly, The Georgia Review, New England Re-
view, The North American Review, The Southern Review, and elsewhere.
he directs the MFA program at Southern Connecticut State University.

Daniel Morris is Professor of English at Purdue University, USA. He is
author of The Writings of William Carlos Williams: Publicity for the Self
(1995), Remarkable Modernisms: Contemporary American Authors on
Modern Art (2002), The Poetry of Louise Gliick: A Thematic Intro-
duction (2006; 2021), After Weegee: Essays on Contemporary Jewish
American Photographers (2011), Lyric Encounters (2013), Not Born
Digital: Poetics, Print Literacy, New Media (2016), and Kenneth Gold-
smith’s Recent Work on Paper (2019). He has also edited or co-edited
four other books as well as published four volumes of poetry, including
Hit Play (2015) and Blue Poles (2019).

Mark Neely’s most recent book is Late Stage (Jacar Press, 2025). He is a
professor of English at Ball State University and co-editor of River Teeth:
A Journal of Nonfiction Narrative.

J. Alan Nelson, a writer and an actor, has been nominated for a Push-
cart Prize, Best of Net and Best Microfiction. He played the lead in the
viral video “Does This Cake Make Me Look Gay; the verbose “Silent
AT” in the Emmy-winning SXSWestworld,” and narrated New York
Times videos on AIDS programs in Africa.

Suzanne O’Connell’s work can be found in Poet Lore, North American
Review, Drunk Monkeys, Paterson Literary Review, Chiron Review,
Beach Chair Press, and Atlanta Review among others. Suzanne was a
finalist in the Steve Kowit Poetry Prize, 2024. Her two poetry collec-
tions “A Prayer for Torn Stockings,” and “What Luck” were published by
Garden Oak Press. suzanneoconnell-poet.net.

Charles Parsons writes in University Heights, Ohio. He is grateful to be
part of the Hiram Poetry Review again this year.

Joseph Powell has published eight books of poetry, a book of short sto-

ries, and co-wrote a book on meter in poetry called Accents On Meter.
He lives on a small farm in Ellensburg, WA.
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Rebecca Pyle appears in many art/literary journals as a writer of fic-
tion, of essays, and of poetry: Chicago Review, Post Road Magazine,
Guesthouse, Eclectica, Fugue, Pangyrus Literary, The Penn Review, The
Kleksograph, Stoneboat, Brink, and many more. (Her visual art also ap-
pears in many journals—see rebeccapyleartist.com.) This past spring,
her essay “Heuston Street and Oppenheimer’s Cottage” became the win-
ner of the Los Angeles Review’s creative nonfiction award. Her fiction has
been nominated for both the Best of the Net anthology and the Pushcart
Prize. Rebecca now lives in northern New Mexico.

Heather Sager lives in northern Illinois. Her most recent poetry ap-
pears in Chiron Review, First Light Journal, Tipton Poetry Journal, Home
Planet News, Poets” Espresso Review, and more journals.

Maureen Sherbondy’s most recent book is The Body Remembers. Her
work has appeared in Feminist Studies, New York Quarterly, Southern
Humanities Review, and other journals. Maureen lives in Durham, NC.
Website: www.maureensherbondy.com

Tan Sherlock is a student from Saratoga, New York, studying English at
SUNY New Paltz.

Carrie Shipers’ poems have appeared in Alaska Quarterly Review,
Hayden's Ferry Review, New England Review, Prairie Schooner, The
Southern Review, and other journals. She is the author of four poetry
collections, most recently Grief Land (University of New Mexico, 2020).

JR Solonche was nominated for the Eric Hoffer Book Award, twice for
the National Book Award and three times for the Pulitzer Prize, J.R.
Solonche is the author of more than 50 books of poetry and coauthor of
another. He lives in the Hudson Valley.

Tim Suermondt’s sixth full-length book of poems A Doughnut And
The Great Beauty Of The World came out in 2023 from MadHat Press
and Dos Madres Press will be publishing his next collection, A Day in
the Republic, later this year. He has published in Poetry, Ploughshares,
Prairie Schooner, The Georgia Review, Bellevue Literary Review, Stand
Magazine, Smartish Pace, Barrow Street, Amsterdam Review and
Plume, among many others. He lives in Cambridge (MA) with his wife,
the poet Pui Ying Wong.
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Jody Via — Many years ago I went into a bookstore for a Road Atlas and
stepped smackdab in the middle of a poetry store. I had never heard

of such a thing. I was enthralled and began writing my own soon after.
My poems have appeared in Stray Shots, The Great Speckled Bird, Iron
City Magazine, and most popular biker lifestyle rags. Now here I am in
Hiram. Hoo-rah!

Lindsay Wilson is an English professor in Reno, Nevada where he edits The
Meadow. His two full length collections are No Elegies and The Day Gives

Us so Many Ways to Eat. His writing has appeared in The Colorado Review,
Fourth Genre, and Narrative. Learn more at www.lindsaywilson.net.

Tracy Youngblom earned her M.A. in English from the University of St.
Thomas and her M.EA. in Poetry from the Warren Wilson Program for
Writers. She has published two full-length collections of poems, includ-
ing the recent Boy (CavanKerry Press, 2023) and two poetry chapbooks.
Her memoir, Because We Must, won the Juniper Prize for Creative
Nonfiction and was published in March 2025 by University of Massa-
chusetts Press. She teaches composition, literature, and creative writing
at Anoka-Ramsey Community College.

Matt Zambito is the author of The Fantastic Congress of Oddities, and
two chapbooks, Guy Talk and Checks ¢ Balances. New poems are
forthcoming in Tampa Review, Slipstream, RipRap, Freshwater Literary
Journal, Sierra Nevada Review, and elsewhere. Originally from Niagara
Falls, he has lived in Ohio, Idaho, Washington, and New York, where he
now resides with his rescue dog, Sadie. He can be found on Instagram @
mattzambito.
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