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Sunflowers
Ed McCafferty

We usually walked everywhere,
but that day burned into us
with a bright chrome yellow,
and my father was on edge
so we rode the Forty Fort bus.
The bus was hot and crowded
and its motion caused me to vomit.
My father tried to clean it up
with his handkerchief,
like gathering in a sunflower
which had fallen 
in the thick stale air.

A coal miner, standing 
in the aisle while riding 
home from his shift,
his face and work clothes dark 
with coal dust and looking 
like a statue of some saint 
shrouded in purple on Good Friday
caught my eye like he knew all about us,
knew that my father would soon walk away,
knew that our family was in turmoil,
knew that my sister and I
would spend long summers
striving toward the sun, 
struggling to bloom 
into sunflowers.

Then, the coal miner looked 
right at me and winked,
as the bus rolled on
into the yellow afternoon.
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Manual Labor
Dawn Leas

A half-moon huddle of guys
in front of used tire shop–
grease-rimmed nails, calloused hands,
jeans riding low t-shirts bearing the brunt
of their work. Cigarettes pinched
between middle fingers and thumbs,
they alternate between long drags
and swigs of fresh coffee
from extra-large Styrofoam cups.

Driving to my desk job
in the simmer of summer
air chilling my bare arms,
I vow to one day roll down
the windows and linger at stop sign
to catch their words, wait for an invite
into their circle, a chance to wipe
grease on my jeans, feel sweat rolling
down my spine as I lift tires, tighten
a lug nut, revel in ache of muscles strained,
sit on stack of tires during break 
tracing the outline of shop manager’s tattoo. 
The air thick with rubber would burn my nose, 
but his lips would be the sweet coffee of daybreak.
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Dear Fractal Me, 14, 28, 42, 56, Maybe 70 
(Growing Up True and False)
Sharlene Gilman

I’m here from the future only temporarily present. I tell you
Only half believe when they say “be yourself”—no
one really cares if you are yourself or anyone else or not, the best 
reason therefore to care about yourself since no one else 
does.  Only half believe when they say “something 
to fall back on.”  True, Falling is a law of the universe, though falling
forward & side-ways can be true as much as back.  Words will 
not hurt, you’ve been told. False: though words hurt not 
as much as they will if you believe them or when 
you want someone not to.  Return then to Rule
One: Be yourself but in half-belief, so respect
yourself.  Don’t wait for someone to call. Don’t wait for lightning to
strike for inspiration to come get you or for fate’s fickle finger. Get up, 
go  out the door.  What you don’t do will be the greatest regret,
more than what you desire and more than what you’ll get.  And when you get 
new underwear, be grateful and sure to pack the extra pair.
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Kingston
John Devers Jr.

Let your car replace your mind
And drive
To retrace your steps
Down old, familiar streets.
You pass the pizza place
Turned floral shop,
Whose pizza was terrible
With over-risen bread
And diluted tomato sauce,
But you ate it because
You were young
And your parents
Only gave you so much.

You pass the ice cream shop,
Where either the workers 
Got younger
Or you got taller,
And your chances of low-key
Freebies 
Dropped exponentially
The further you went away
From your High School graduation.

You pass your ex’s house
And, while there aren’t hard feelings
And it’s been a day, month, or 
Whenever you stopped counting,
You hold to a lingering hope
Their car is still in their driveway.
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You hit the expressway
Where the mountain in front
Shrinks as you near it,
And the mountain behind you
Fills your rearviews,
The windmills spinning
Cheering you on
And you think to yourself
That if you can just clear it
You’ll never come back,
But you’re iron
And the mountains are magnets,
Always pulling,
Keeping you in place.

Spring is coming
And all the people you know
Who so easily walked out
Come back to town
To fall languidly into their past
And you cross your fingers
That on your trip to Target
Or your weekend visit
To the college bar you’ve outgrown,
You won’t have to answer 
The howdy-dos
And the what-do-you-dos.

Everyone that leaves this place
Might as well have 
Slayed a dragon
Or exorcized a demon
Because, they’ll tell you
This place sucked them dry 
In one way or another.
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People
Demonize their hometown 
To fit a pleasing
But overall clichéd
Narrative of their life
Of constant overcoming,
Or they romanticize
The world beyond the windmills
Because the grass, well, you know the rest
But what they don’t know,
You assure yourself,
Is that a person like them or you
Is sulking on a fountain
In Washington Square Park
Or ankle deep in 
Sugary Hawaiian sand
Or shuffling through Parisian streets,
Not bothering to look at the Eiffel,
All of them
Thinking out loud,
“If I can just get out of here.”
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Wandering South Street with You
Brian Fanelli

The day will be fleeting,
so I want to photograph you
near neon lights, storefront mannequins
in pink corsets and red fishnets,
your hair tucked under a knit hat,
some brown strands visible behind your ears.
I want to photograph all of you—
your chipped gold nail polish,
black stockings hugging your thighs,
white smudges of salt on your boots,
the plastic mustache you bought
as a gag and wore as we drifted
shop to shop, café to café.
By sunset, our hands will unlink,
and we will drive home,
that two-hour Turnpike haul.
After you drop me off,
I’ll glance back and remember
this day, here on South Street with you,
when your hand curled into mine,
and we pretended to be lovers again.
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Rocky Castellani: The Pride of the Coal Regions
(1926-2008)
Ed McCafferty

 Rocky Castellani was the pride of Luzerne, Pennsylvania and of the 
entire coal regions.  A middleweight boxer, he was never the champ but a highly 
respected contender. He was probably the best fighter you never heard of.  

 He fought in an era when gentlemen wore tuxedos to boxing matches 
and ladies dressed up to attend the fights.

 Castellani fought all the big names and he fought hard.  Castellani 
knocked down Sugar Ray Robinson but lost a close split decision.  A year earlier, 
he lost to Carl “Bobo” Olson for the middleweight title.  He also lost to Gene 
Fullmer and Kid Gavilan but defeated Joey Giardello and Ralph “Tiger” Jones.  
Castellani won 65 out of 83 professional fights.  

 Middleweights were especially popular with the public.  They were faster 
moving than the big heavyweights and packed a bigger wallop than the lighter 
welterweights.

 Rocky began boxing in local venues like the Kingston Armory, Artillery 
Park, and South Main Street Armory.  Rocky gradually moved up in the rankings 
and in the venues getting to fight in Madison Square Garden on the popular 
Friday night fights brought to you by Gillette.  

 Rocky carried with him the hopes of the underdog and of coal miners 
and blue-collar workers in the coal regions.  He was cheered wherever he went.

 Rocky’s parents were from the old country, and they instilled in Rocky a 
love of family, respect for others, and an appreciation of the old ways.  
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 Rocky’s wife and family cringed each time he climbed into the ring to 
try to pummel the opponent before he pummeled you. No thought was given 
to concussions or brain damage or Parkinson’s disease.  Important bouts were 
scheduled for the full 15 rounds to entertain the public but putting boxers at 
increased risk.

 Rocky Castellani was the original and true-to-life Rocky Balboa of the 
movies. Long before Hollywood invented Rocky Balboa, Rocky Castellani was 
the genuine, the one and only.
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Your Ad Will End After This Video
Raymond Cummings 

A family of robins cuddles in a nest, 
hatchlings nestled, timid, beneath a 
mother’s wings. Reflexively, the 
smallest bird rolls a white eye as if
watching you dream around him.

Rose
Raymond Cummings

Poised and trembling before a starry Alaskan 
Plane, I hunt every word. They melt like wax 
seals, felled at your bare feet, provocatively arrayed:
a shrine of faith.  At a touch the barrette snaps
and long, black hair spills free.  Around your
middle you wrap my arms like a sash; dreaming, 
we sway in the half-light of a honeymoon suite.
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The Beast That Lunges
Matthew Rotando

The best thing about remembering is that it’s in your hands. You revolt against 
sleep and become a phantom in time, moving through rooms and visions as a 
wiry, feral child. You don’t need words to eat, to find shelter. You taste water in 
air and move to it with your thirst. You kneel over a lake at night. The outline 
of your face is a surprise. You breathe hard and lunge into recollection. You run 
backwards and laugh at your heelprints in the earth. Snakes slide back to their 
skins. Fires grow into trees. Pearls soften to sand. You unwrite the future for the 
happy beast you are becoming. Rain whispers quietly upward. The past begins to 
show. Clarity is dimness. Your hands as clouds, as fins, as roaming notes.
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My Voice
Brian Dean Powers
 
I always sound hoarse.
Like a radio half-tuned to the station.
It’s hard to make myself heard.
 
I repeat myself often, every day.
It’s hard to make myself heard.
That’s the voice I have.
 
I can’t converse in noisy places.
Don’t ask me to speak to a group.
I’d rather not talk at all.
 
It’s hard to make myself heard.
There’s a furrow in my vocal folds.
There’s a flaw that can’t be fixed.
 
You might not hear my hello.
What can I say?
That’s the voice I have.
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Generations
Jacob William Cox

 She sat down in the shade and giggled. Oh, they were such silly people! 
So silly they made you giggle, and want nothing more than to run away through 
the first hot day of spring. Find a nice spot in the shade of a towering sycamore, 
and hide. 
 Sunlight filtered through the young leaves, mottling the roots and 
ground. The young girl smelled dirt. Earth. And she liked that smell, a rich living 
smell; the idea of bugs and worms. She dug her fingers in the dirt, moist after the 
rain which had fallen in the night. The pale blossoms on the trees, blown away in 
the winds, floated in ones and twos on the surface of the lake. Bending around 
the tree, hiding from nothing, she could see all this, the pond, the petals, and a 
mother duck with a few ducklings trailing. 
 She got up and walked over, dragged her dirty hands over her dress 
and stood watching. The ducklings were cute and awkward, she liked them 
most, bobbing mightily in the tiniest of wakes. She watched while the mother, 
communicating in measured quacks, guided her offspring to the bank and out, 
one by one, and all together in a line through the bushes and out of sight.
 Right away there was another quacking. Her father calling. She had a 
feeling altogether peculiar as, from a distance, the voice grew stronger. She turned 
and she could see him from a long ways off, heading over the meadow toward her. 
 He was a man always writing in big black notebooks, or at least looking 
into them. He told the little girl it was very important she did not fuss with the 
notebooks, and that she must never hide them from him. He told her that because 
she had, one time on accident, taken it into her room and forgotten it, and it made 
him very angry. Her father smelled like tobacco. But sometimes he smelled like her 
mother, who smelled like perfume.
 There he was. Around them in the park the world continued on as 
normal. The father did not remember the days when a park could be bigger than 
the whole world.
 “So there you are,” he said, seeing in her face hazel eyes the same as he 
saw in the mirror. In the shade, a bit of light rimming off the pond tinged green 
by algae, he could really see it.
 “Don’t fall in, kid. You know I’m not a very good swimmer.”
 “It’s not deep, Dad. Look. I could stand.” 
 “Want to try?”
 “No.” She shook her head, very seriously. “I don’t want to get my feet wet.”
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 “What about your head? I could hold you by your ankles.”
 “No! That’s silly.”
 “We’re a silly family, aren’t we?”
 “No. You are. And mom. But I’m not.”
 “What are you then, kid?”
 “I don’t know that! But it’s not silly.”
 “So why are you giggling?”
 “I’m not!”
 He reached down and picked his daughter up, tickling and swinging her 
while she giggled, writhed and laughed like all kids do, without memory.
 While he put her to bed that night she lay against him listening to the 
story he read and after he got up and turned off the lamp and said good night, 
she could still smell him. In semi-darkness she gazed up at the ceiling, at the 
shadows on the ceiling. She told herself she would stay awake this time. But only 
a few minutes later she was sleeping.
 They argued in hushed voices so as not to wake her. Of how things had 
changed. Of how they hadn’t changed. There was mention, again, of a vacation 
cancelled, and ballet practice, and bills, and groceries and the whole while in the 
otherwise dark living room the television droned on unheeded. Background 
music, elevator harmonies—something intended to be ignored.  
 Through the open windows not even the smallest breeze stirred. There 
was no scent of flowers. It was not a false spring, simply spring, though only the 
modifier to him carried significance.
 “You know you can’t support a family like this,” she was saying. “We’re 
barely making it.”
 He said nothing, refused to look at her. He felt the stillness, a stillness in 
which things had not yet been decided. To utter something was to shatter that 
equilibrium.
 She rolled her eyes. “So typical, Nate. Just ignore it, and it will go away. 
That’s what you think? You think waiting will change something? You wrote a 
good book, Nathan. Six years ago. One, and it’s not even great, we both know 
that. How much did we ever make off it, anyway?”
 “We?” He couldn’t help himself.
 He saw her face blanch; a sort of victory, though temporary.
 “Screw you, Nate. Look at you.” She said it all almost sadly. That, the 
tone more than the words, would be what tormented him. “I can see it,” she said. 
“There’s no poetry left in you. You’re dying. It’s like you don’t care anymore. You 
haven’t cared about anything,” she said with poison, “ever since Julia was born.” 
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 In the silence to follow he felt a blindness, a numbness roll down through 
him. In a haze, a sort of delirium, he stood out of the sofa and moved toward her. 
She recoiled, and it was that motion, that fear he saw in her, which made him raise 
his hand. As if to validate it. She saw the hand and something left her. He could see 
it go. It went from him as well.
 They stood there almost frozen, in a sort of stasis. He couldn’t speak, his 
thoughts wouldn’t coalesce around something to say, something to do. Almost 
on instinct he reached for his pants and pulled a shirt over his head and laced on 
shoes and the whole while she stood there, silent. The silence ate away at him 
but he had nothing to say. Therefore he slammed the door behind him. 
 Sticking her head out the open window she could see him, a minute 
later, step out to the street. She stood there, looking at him. This man she 
realized she no longer loved. A man. Nobody.
 Nathan stopped and cocked his head toward her, as if he had known she 
would be watching. She ducked on impulse. Then saw how very foolish that seemed. 
But it was too late. That seemed to be the way of it. When finally she peered over 
the windowsill again, she saw nothing but the normal street scene. The same one 
which had become so mundane.
 Virginia went into the bedroom and looked for Nathan’s cigarettes and 
found them in the desk drawer. She sat in bed smoking, trying to feel something. 
Studying the burning cigarette as if its logic might impart some previously 
unknown wisdom. But it was just another way to measure time. Funny, how it 
spooled out. So predictably it always caught you unaware.
 Nathan went down Grove and steered right to walk under the elevated 
tracks of Myrtle Avenue. He knew where he was going, in a sense: away. He told 
himself he would never go back. Virginia wouldn’t expect him to do that; it would 
hurt her the most. To leave without even packing a bag. To leave with nothing, not 
a goodbye, not even his work. To vanish. To first walk out with sand underfoot and 
then lose it. Swim until it becomes impossible to swim back. Let the current take 
you out, let the water fill your lungs…
 He fumbled for his cigarettes, and remembered they were in the desk 
drawer. So he just walked, gazing into the eyes of the occasional late-night 
passer-by. Because only the crazy ones would meet his eyes, he wondered if he 
were crazy. You are crazy, he thought. To have banked anything on poetry. To fall 
in love, to have listened to her and have a kid with her and it had been months 
since they’d made love, in a sense its own craziness, and years since they had 
been intimate. It was killing him. He had strayed and she could read it in him but 
it was because she was trying to hurt him. Therefore he had to hurt her back. 
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Those were simply the rules.
 He kept walking, moving always northwest, through the projects, through 
the dim alleyways of the industrial remnants between neighborhoods. Looking 
for something. For a time he stopped and considered a bronze statue of a young 
soldier with cap in hand, rifled fixed with bayonet against his shoulder. For 
the Ridgewood Boys who gave their lives in the great war, the plaque read. A 
hundred years ago, he thought. But no significance would come of it, and he kept 
walking. Along Bushwick place, White and Cook; he walked for more than a hour, 
pitying himself, rolling everything around in his mind. A great clatter, a shuffling of 
pots and pans, nothing.  
 He went back home. As always, the journey back was much shorter.
 In the small hours the street where they lived was deserted. A half-moon 
stood suspended over the buildings, over the elevated train tracks. Not far away 
the train rolled by, headed towards Manhattan. Through the lit windows he saw a 
few heads and shoulders. And he listened, to the low grumble, almost a snarl; one 
of the sounds he no longer heard from having heard it so many times. You can 
forget anything, he thought. Until you remember it again. 
 Nate went inside and up the stairs to their apartment, stepping quietly. 
He knew she was awake in their bedroom, and that she heard him open the 
door. He didn’t care. He went into his daughter’s little room instead. Where 
once upon a time he’d had his desk and an ashtray and pens, dozens of pens 
and sheets of paper. And where now his daughter lay curled into a ball. From his 
vantage the moon nearly filled the window. It shined directly into that room and 
lay across his daughter. It was so quiet he could hardly bear it. 
 With all the innocence in the world, she opened her eyes and looked 
at him. 
 “Why are you crying, daddy?”
 “Just being silly,” he said. “Go back to sleep, kid.”
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Wandawoowoo Wheezing
Kenneth Pobo

At parties Aunt Carla
was like a tea kettle
that someone forgot to turn off,
a whistle wheeze seizing
the couch. Usually I kept quiet.  
Silence, a swing that I made 
go higher and higher until 
my feet kicked low-flying clouds.  
One Christmas

I overheard Aunt Carla
tell my two other aunts
that I was dumb as a turnip. True,
school felt like a shoe mom kept
trying to fit me into.  All
I felt was the pinch. Mistakes
make me.  Aunt Carla never
admitted to any.  Relieved 

when she died, 
I avoided her funeral,
which I regret now
that I sound like the kettle,
wheezing, my nephews
running away.
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Morning, Frenchman’s Bay
Sharlene Gilman

Heaven is unclear, a soft grey, dim light
indistinguishable from waters of Frenchman’s Bay,
a lateral swath.  Out of fog, a motor comes—
a lobsterman sets traps, the sound of him moves
away like the woods disappeared and the finches into
the tops of the trees, golden flecks, joy 
flittering into uncertainty.  On the walk back
a deer appears, terrified, runs back into forest.

Men make lighthouses, big for sailors, and little 
ones for their lawns.  They become metaphors
and so unreliable.  What awaits us on the other
shore are rocks, and after that, mystery,
the movement of joy into uncertainty.
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Blue Jeans
Mason Crawford

I still feel ill
saying your name,
Miss

Or I should start calling you Mrs.
Does your husband
Taste the thieving of innocence
On your lips

Feel my young
Round, boy belly
On your hands

Does he know about
Your hunger for children
Mrs.

See it in your eyes
How you long for the
Feeling of
An eggshell body

So
Smooth,
White,
Fragile

Mrs.,
I know you’re states away
But I can still feel your
Breath in the nook of my neck
Your spider hands
Crawling down my ribcage
The tug of the blue jeans
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I still fear one day
you’ll come back

I had to tell somebody

You were the first
Of my sorrows
Now,
the last to be fixed

Mrs.,
I’m sorry
For crumbling apart
Everything you made of yourself

I hope though
the police coming for you

Don’t leave leftovers.
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The Shipwright
Brandon Marlon

Gnarled palms sand burrs along the taffrail.
Satisfied, he faces the prow and sniffs the air
above deck, identifying distinct scents 
of timber--white oak, teak, cedar, pine–
as he steps lightly over sawed lumber, 
reeming irons, pitch ladles, and caulking mallets 
to oversee the fill of fresh oakum
and inspect watertight seams
running from stem to stern 
while tar dries and lightens in the sun.

He paces starboard to port and back
listening carefully for creaks in the planking
or framework groans from keel or ribs
until certain of a solid hull under his footfalls,
then rechecks every spar, joist, scantling, 
davit, hatchway, lath, hasp, grommet.
Scrutinizing the rigging, he tautens
every lanyard and halyard, securing scows. 

Officers will soon crowd the great cabin 
with nautical maps and instruments
even as cargo holds are crammed 
with whisky barrels and baggage in anticipation 
of bollards loosing mooring lines;
but this is his moment, time at a standstill,
when a master craftsman, patient and thorough, 
first perceives seaworthy handiwork
tenderly wrought by skilled hands.  
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The Neighborhood Is Still Alive
Jeremy Nathan Marks

Who said anything about whistling while
you work?

But you can sing while taking out the trash
raking leaves or helping someone 
with their car 

With four walls and a roof and none of it 
shared who said you’ve got to smile
and mean it when you say 

Yes, ma’am

Save when you’re home 
and playing that music loud 
and inviting in whoever at whatever 
hour 

Firecrackers on the holidays 
(and sometimes other days)
the dogs begging to lie on top of the bed 

Other times beer bottles broke up
in the gutters
but somebody out there sweeps

This is it 

The neighborhood is still alive 
people still keep their porches clean
and fridges are out the lawns 

Maybe next year for that block party
but they watch your kids
get home and give them lemonade when it rains.
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My House
Micah Bauman

my house
is slowly leaving me
piece by piece
it departs

soon
I’ll have nowhere
to live
to sleep
my house is slowly leaving me

the wall left
It desired some time alone
the ceiling left
It reached an all-time low
the floor left
It couldn’t handle the pressure anymore
the door left
In search of greater opportunities
the roof left
it didn’t like the stormy weather
the window left
it yearned to see the world

the stairs
they come and go
can never make up their mind

my house is slowly leaving me
soon I will leave too
not yet though
I’ll simply stay here for now
just me and the closet
hanging around
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Impressions
Dawn Leas

In a bright blue bowl, she mixes
cement from purple to pink
explains the process 
through a paper mask,
glasses poised on tip of her nose.
She fills a tray and holds
it against my top teeth 
waiting for it to set white. 

Brushing pieces of hardening
cement from my chin, she says
she reads poetry at night.

 Neruda in Spanish
 Rilke in German
 takes notes on translations–
 cadence changes, nuances, 
 untranslatable phrases.

She tugs on metal tray to release 
bond, grabs another bowl
and begins mixing again– 

 if you don’t know who Langston Hughes is, you’ve never read poetry.
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How to Fall Asleep and Never Wake Up
Daryl Sznyter

The year they discovered my best friend, twenty years old and silent under the 
heap of her wrecked car, I learned one can sleep forever and never wake up.

That year, her sister, only seventeen, ate magic mushrooms and lost her mind and 
her brother, fourteen, started running and stopped eating and I didn’t eat magic 
mushrooms but lost my mind anyway as everyone watched my skin, too white to 
be real, disintegrate before their eyes.

That year I flew to Colorado to see an urn surrounded by pointe shoes. It 
reminded me more of a wastebasket than the last I would see of the only person 
I actually spoke to. The cassette that held my entire life was broken. No – not 
broken – lost.  Her sister ran naked through the street a few days later after 
ingesting a certain fungus at her school’s homecoming dance. Most say it was 
the drugs. Maybe, I said. But I knew exactly what it was. Her brother started 
walking with his feet turned out, a remnant of his ballerina sister instilled in him. 
I ripped the flesh from my arms, hoping to find her somewhere underneath my 
fingernails until a doctor gave me medicine and I stopped looking under my skin 
and started playing the game of how long can I sleep before I wake up.

Her sister ended up in an asylum where they gave her the same medicine they 
gave me. They say she’s doing better, but what would they say about me? Her 
brother keeps amassing cross country trophies, winning solely because he 
imagines running to her. I continue to play the sleeping game, each nap longer 
than the last, but I always wake up even though I don’t always know where I am.
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Mütter
John Devers Jr.

I saw Albert Einstein’s brain
Sliced in sheets
Underneath a microscope
Behind protective layers of glass.
If her pulse dulls any more,
The guard stationed adjacent
Will become a part 
Of the museum
Of medical anomalies.

Skulls forever grinning on a pedestal,
Fresh med students
And the morbidly curious
Impressed with death
And the idea that this
Chipped cranium
Missing most teeth
Once wore blood
And nerves
And muscle 
And skin
And died at the age 
Of fifteen.
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Stone-men skeletons frozen
Reaching out beyond the glass,
Plaster babies conjoined at the head,
Libraries of pins and needles
Extracted from children’s stomachs.
Horned men frown and the soap woman
Screams at you to get out
But to also take a glance
At the gift shop
For a souvenir mug
Or a postcard
Of a colon the size of
A Great Dane.

Exiting the building, you view
The quizzical faces of those entering
And the solemn repose of those leaving.
I study the people congesting the doors,
All of us
Non-anomalous on the surface.
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Awaiting the Thaw
Brian Fanelli

Last day of March and flakes fall,
fat and heavy like snow that coated sidewalks
that January day when I shoved belongings
into my trunk and piled the rest on the backseat.
 
I lingered and stared at the 17 carved on red wood
near the mailbox, and remembered when we looked
at the house together two years earlier. Thunder cracked,
and rain pounded the outside patio. Still,
 
you pulled the drawstrings to your hoodie,
explored the backyard where your shoes sunk
into the damp yard as red and yellow tulips
contrasted the gray sky.
 
This could be ours, you said, pointing
to flowerbeds, where we would preen
hyacinths and hydrangeas that coming summer,
after the move and before the arguments.
 
The day I left, I stared at the 17, and recalled
how we huddled on the wrap-around porch,
awaited the realtor, peeked through windows, 
pondered what type of life and home could be ours.

Soon, April will come in like a lover,
her touch warm enough to disrobe March’s white coat.
I will bend low in a different yard to prep a garden
and lay new roots beneath fresh soil.
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Final Cruise
Craig Steele

 Can ye fathom the ocean, dark and deep, 
 where the mighty waves and the grandeur sweep?
 — Fanny Crosby

When my days become an afterglow, and I a memory,
scatter my ashes upon those wind-teased waves

that raise the fiery, sunrise tides beyond the nearest 
far horizon. I’ll be a shell returning to the sea, 

cruising its antique surface where, below me, 
flashes of silver school within a formless pool 

of blue, and green turtles graze within Sargasso’s 
buoyant brown-leafed pastures, as seaweed

scents the air. Where smoke-gray dolphins curl
through salt-laced sky and alabaster seabirds screech

in concert, scatter foam-flecked swells in piercing dives. 
Where vermilion sunsets vanish behind shadowed peaks,

draining the world of color. As night awakes and far
stars glimmer and moonbeams gleam, I’ll

be back home, cradled by each briny surge,
rocked to peace within the fathomed sea.
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Micah Bauman enjoys chasing hawks and abandoned houses with his camera. 
His fascination with language and wordplay draws him toward writing poetry. He 
has read his poems at local art galleries and poetry gatherings like Poetry Under 
the Paintings in Lewisburg and the Art Station in Lock Haven. His poems and 
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blog monkeyprodigy.wordpress.com. 

Jacob William Cox was born in San Francisco and raised in Hawaii. He loves 
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Outlast Project to North East Pennsylvania. If he’s not writing poetry you can 
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his math class.

Raymond Cummings resides in Lewisburg, Pennsylvania. He is the author of 
several books including Assembling the Lord, Crucial Sprawl, Class Notes, Notes on 
Idol, and Vigilante Fluxus. His writing has appeared in SPIN, Pitchfork, Deadspin, Splice 
Today, and the Baltimore City Paper. Bricolage Bop, his next collection of poetry, will be 
published independently in 2017.

John Devers Jr. is 23 years old. When he’s not writing he can be found 
playing Ultimate Frisbee and Wiffle Ball. His blog can be found at johndeversjr.
wordpress.com.
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Brian Fanelli’s books include Front Man (Big Table Publishing), All That Remains 
(Unbound Content), and Waiting for the Dead to Speak, which will be out this 
fall with NYQ Books. His poetry, essays, and book reviews have been published 
by The Los Angeles Times, World Literature Today, The Paterson Literary Review, Main 
Street Rag, Blue Collar Review, Kentucky Review and others. He is also a contributing 
editor to Poets’ Quarterly. Brian has an M.F.A. from Wilkes University and a 
Ph.D. from Binghamton University. He is a full-time English faculty member at 
Lackawanna College. 

Sharlene Gilman is a Pushcart and O. Henry Prize nominee whose poems and 
fiction have appeared in journals like The Distillery, Poetry Now, and Portland Review. 
She received her B.A. from the University of Texas at Austin, her M.F.A. from 
Vermont College, and her Ph.D. from Pennsylvania State University. She is currently 
the Assistant Professor of Developmental Writing at Bloomsburg University. 

Dawn Leas’s work has appeared in Literary Mama, San Pedro River Review, The 
Pedestal Magazine and elsewhere. Her chapbook, I Know When to Keep Quiet, 
was published by Finishing Line Press (2010). A collection of her poems can be 
found in Everyday Escape Poems, a SwanDive Publishing anthology (2014). Her 
collection, Take Something When You Go, was recently published by Winter Goose 
Publishing. She earned an M.F.A. in Creative Writing from Wilkes University 
where she’s currently assistant to the president. 

Jeremy Nathan Marks is a teacher and activist living in London, Ontario. His 
poetry and photography have appeared in numerous places including The Hopper, 
Lake, The Blue Hour, Electric Windmill Press, Dove Tales, Jewish Literary Journal, Eunoia 
Review, Up The Staircase Quarterly, Wilderness House Literary Review, Proost Poetry 
Anthology, and Nomadic Press. He is currently at work on a long poem on the life 
and witness of Norman Morrison. 

Brandon Marlon is from Ottawa, Canada. He received his B.A. in Drama 
& English from the University of Toronto and his M.A. in English from the 
University of Victoria. His poetry was awarded the Harry Hoyt Lacey Prize in 
Poetry (Fall 2015), and has been published in 100+ publications world-wide. 
www.brandonmarlon.com.
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Ed McCafferty is a native of the Wilkes-Barre area and a graduate of Wilkes 
College and Lehigh University (Ph.D in Chemistry 1968). His poems have 
appeared in various literary magazines including Poet Lore, Gargoyle, Potomac 
Review, and Scribble. He is the author of the chapbook Audrey and I Stride Forth, 
published by Argonne House Press. He is also the author of a graduate textbook 
in chemistry entitled Introduction to Corrosion Science (2009, Springer Press). He 
lives in Alexandria, VA with his wife and two cats.

Kenneth Pobo’s recent book from Urban Farmhouse Press (2015) is called 
Booking Rooms in the Kuiper Belt.  His work has appeared in West Branch, 
Philadelphia Inquirer Magazine, Philadelphia Stories, Hawaii Review, and elsewhere.

Brian Dean Powers is a lifelong resident of Madison, Wisconsin. His work has 
appeared in various anthologies and magazines throughout his home state. Three 
of his poems have been set to music by Madison composer, Brian Schultz. Follow 
his blog at briandeanpowers.wordpress.com.

Matthew Rotando has recently published illustrated poems in Drunken 
Boat and Everyday Genius. His books, The Comeback’s Exoskeleton (2008) and 
Hail (forthcoming in late 2016), are both published by Upset Press. He’s also 
been printed in Shampoo and The Tishman Review. He earned a B.A. from Duke 
University, an M.F.A. from CUNY Brooklyn College, and a Ph.D. from the 
University of Arizona. Matthew is an avid cyclist, and has toured both the eastern 
and western coastlines of the USA.

Craig W. Steele is a professor of biology at Edinboro University in 
northwestern Pennsylvania. His poems have appeared in numerous anthologies, 
literary journals and magazines, most recently in The Lyric, Form Quarterly, Jellyfish 
Whispers, and Mused: the BellaOnline Literary Review. He also writes monthly 
poetry as “The Writer’s Poet” for Extra Innings, online. 

Daryl Sznyter received her MFA in poetry from The New School and a BA 
in Creative Writing from Pepperdine University. She’s recently been published 
in the Best American Poetry Blog and we’re thrilled to be able to be her first 
print publication. 
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