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I Broke My Shin
by A.E. Roberts

I’ve ne’er been badly hurt before
and never will again.
This injury affects my core,
I cannot stand the pain.
My heart was thrown down to the floor –
my love left in the rain.
Besides this heartache that I’m in,
I also broke my shin.
I don’t speak more than moans and cries –
my couch I’ve lived for days.
I wonder if I soon will die
from this dreadful heartbreak.
This solitude is not a prize,
unlike my sister says.
No heartbeat’s heard beneath my skin,
I’ve also broke my shin.
When Constance left so suddenly
my world became so dark.
Literally, I could not see
my way out of the park.
The rain was falling heavily,
my footing missed its mark.
Slipped down a hill and hit a bin –
that’s how I broke my shin.
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I’ve learned my lesson, that’s for sure,
kind lovers one can’t find.
I won’t fall in love anymore –
I must’ve lost my mind!
When it rains, I won’t go outdoors,
I’ve fixed my life’s design.
You don’t know what a state I’ve been
Since Constance and my shin.
Why did Constance leave me out there
to be so hor’bly maimed?
So what If I don’t brush my hair
or notice that she’s changed?
To men who love their games, beware:
your girl might go deranged
and arrange that you’ll meet a bin
and then you’ll break your shin.
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“Radiance” Allison Pate Ink drawing
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Natural Beauty
by Deana Simpkins

I took a tour around the building of my new job, and the smell
of coffee and fresh ink on paper filled the room. I could hear the fax
machines printing paper and people laughing. I also noticed many
faces. I have seen these types of faces before. Some faces looked as if
they were on their fiftieth hour. They had long wrinkled cheeks with
baggy eyes half opened that said they hated this place. Some faces
were energetic and chipper. They would be the ones scrambling to
make coffee, eat, and clock in on time every morning. I would see them
dashing to the fax machine and flipping through stacks of paper all day.
Then, there was one face that was unforgettable.
Her complexion was brown; her eyes were big and brown, and her
lashes flourished around them like rays on the sun. Her eyebrows were
perfect and crisp sitting arched at the top of her eyes. She didn’t have
an expression on her face, which made her more appealing. I wanted
to see a smile so I would know what intrigued her. Even a frown would
be nice so I would know if she even liked her job. The blank expression
she carried made me want to get to know her better. She would sit with
her legs crossed, and the way she moved her hands to pick up things like
paper and pens was harmonic. Even the way she fluffed her big natural
hair was sexy.
I never spoke, but I always made my presence known. I would
make it a point to walk to the door closest to her to go to the bathroom.
The long walk to the door seemed like walking into five o’clock traffic.
My heart would pound so loudly I would think she could hear it. The
closer I got to the door the faster the beat would get. I was a walking
metal detector, and she was the gold. Grabbing the door knob, I felt a
shockwave through my body, and it ended once the door was shut. My
heartbeat was back to normal, and my lips silently curled upwards as if
I achieved victory. I would go to her side of the room to ask questions,
hoping she would give me the answer. “Did anyone receive a fax from
Debbie Brown?” “Can we remove this parking ticket for this customer?”
Even without an answer, I never felt defeated. I felt one step closer to
whatever it was I was getting at.
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Finally, we sat in the same break room on the same lunch hour,
across from each other. I felt warmth and coziness in the room. The
smell of turkey sandwiches filled the air. She started a conversation
easier than cranking up a car. The discussion was prank phone calls and
unknown numbers. I told her my number and how everyone thought
it was fake because it was easy. Her eyes looked like flowers blossoming
in the spring. We talked every day after that, and we just celebrated our
one year anniversary as a couple.
All the trips to the bathroom the long way and the random
work questions didn’t get her to notice me. She noticed me for me.
Butterflies and nervousness still fill our stomachs when we are around
each other. All of this as a result of the types of faces we notice in our
surroundings.
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“Journey” Charis Sims Photography
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“Individual” Pam Nixon Ink drawing
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OverRuled

by William Anthony Thigpen

Trumpet swallows the pearl,
Blares a blast of lustre-Then, winsome woman, her name was Joan,
Threw reigns around and slashed
The tip of the mountain;
She rode it down-Wracked a half of the Capitol.
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“Relax” Grace Roberts Drawing
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Welcome, Spring
by A. E. Roberts

The lifeless grey replaced by green,
the water now has vivid sheen,
and flowers everywhere have bloomed.
The birds now sing, what does it mean?
It means, my dear, that this is spring.
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“Long Way Off ” Charis Sims Photography
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Fire Fly Kind of Night
by Amy Christian

Fire Fly kind of night,
remember the days,
of warm nights,
Catching fire flies,
letting them go in the moonlight,
Watching them light up the starry black sky,
Yeah, it’s a fire fly kind of night,
laughing and playing,
as we run in the grass of my back yard,
The fire flies lighting up the night,
Yeah it’s a firefly kind of night
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“Orage” Jenny Nixon Collograph
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Sundown
by Melody Watson

The sun creeps down
Its radiant beams shoot across the sky
I look around
Zombified souls let it slip by
Shades of pink with gold brushed in
Like a glowing spectrum
The amber gradient
Mixed with shades of purple and red
Yet soon it will fade away
Robotic beings just go about their day
They never stop
All they see is tail lights and pavement
Annoyed at the sun in their eyes
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“Marmalade” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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Elemental
by Michael Clark

As the dirt under me hardens
I feel that same burden
As the wind stresses the trees
I breathe that same breeze
As the sun views its creation
I see that same vision
As the water kisses the horizon
I drink that same passion
As the stars illuminate the night
I shine that same light
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“Underwater” Courtney Grogan Watercolor and ink
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“Cat in Poppies” Leanne Tucker Linocut
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Gentle Goodbyes
by Donna Littlefield

Goodbye can be a gentle breeze
The waving of a hand
Slowing fading in the distance
That takes years to understand
Goodbye can be a gentle word
Said with a final hug
Tucked away in good memories
Always safe and snug
Goodbye can be a gentle rain
Tears falling from your eyes
A sad ending that catches you
Completely by surprise
Goodbyes come in many ways
Sometimes for reasons not shown
A closing chapter to a book
Whose ending is not yet known
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“Falling” Amy Williams Paper cutouts
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Bella Donna, Running Like the Wind
by Sue Manor

She entered the park with enthusiasm and zeal
because, of course, this is her favorite place.
Larger dogs on the left, small doggies on the right,
with a fence in-between to make things safe.
Bella Donna spied a pack of five on the other side,
but much to her chagrin nose-to-nose was all there could be.
So she raced the length of the fence with the big ones behind,
none could match her speed as she appeared to fly.
Her pink tongue was hanging, as all dogs do,
trying to catch some breath and needing to cool.
Then barking and pawing they ran round-and-round
as the little ones chose buddies—and had a ball.
They were Freddie the Pug and a small Terrier named Roxie,
with Miss Daisy the Dachshund, and Snowy the Maltipoo.
They sniffed and vied as friendly barks were heard and
lovely Bella Donna emerged as leader of the crew.
Homemade biscuits and fresh water were shared by all
as the tired bunch briefly rested and recouped for yet more.
“Okay, let’s go” she barked and jubilantly leapt
then off with the new friends to frolic again.
There must always be an end, it was time to go, and
with her head slightly hanging she marched through the gate.
Pretty Bella Donna looked back and barked her goodbyes
then looked up and smiled at her master with thanks in her eyes.
That night there were dreams and moving feet as she slept.
Memories of a perfect day with new friends, we guessed.
“I love the sun, my buddies, and big places to run”.
“I surely hope one day soon we’ll return for more fun”.
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“Manatee Turtle” Courtney Grogan Watercolor and ink
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Snow

by Kayley Wheeler

The white flakes
fall
with an embellished sense
of self-importance
like conduit angels
sent straight from
the lips
of God
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“White” Darbie Gibbs Pastel drawing
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Nick of Time
by Donna Littlefield

I heard it said timing is everything
In life it dictates it all
A question is asked with the same answer given
Until one day the stars are aligned
And everything falls into place
Then the answer is yes that once was a no
The price goes down or the price goes up
Whatever you’ve been waiting for is given
The blessings overflow
It is then that you realize
When you look in the sky
It isn’t the stars or the planets at all
It is the nick of time that has come.
It is the nick of time that has shown you
That timing is everything.
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“Untitled” Hailey Miller Monoprint
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“Rage at Sea” Jessica Shaw Monoprint
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Reminiscence
by Kay Keck

The sharp, sweet smell was the first thing noticed
on my walk along the waterfront by the Wharf.
What was that pungent, penetrating and unfamiliar odor?
It wasn’t unpleasant, just mysterious.
It takes time to sort out unique scents of
places, people, or events. They all smell differently.
How to compare the sea breeze scents and sounds to the
aromas imprinted from a childhood spent at many train stations?
You wouldn’t capture that odor at Union Station, much less Victoria
Station.
No, those were more cultivated and subdued, easily differentiated.
The railway stations always embraced me,
a child of railroads, each time I entered them.
Whether it was Illinois or London, the smell was so similar.
First a quick rush of warm air when coming out of the cold.
This might be followed with a sniff of burnt toast muffled by the
personal odors of bums, track teams and a variety of travelers.
All of this assault to my nose was choreographed and
directed by the sounds of the station.
The noise was a cacophony of hollow, echoing
announcements of trains, tracks, and gates.
That then was overlapped by feet striking and slapping stone floors,
bags being shifted, voices with questions...or goodbyes.
Always you can hear a child laughing or a baby crying
not used to the symphony of noises or lights.
Walking by any ocean is delightful and curious, but
when walking into a rail station, I have a sigh deep inside.
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“Sea Witch” Pam Nixon Monoprint
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Years of Service
by Sue Manor

I’ve been hanging around
for many a year,
made of wire with a
twisted neck and
strong shoulders to
support whatever is
asked.
A warm, worn,
cardigan, an aroma of
heady pipe smoke,
with a small, slightly
torn paperback book
in it’s ample pocket.
A fortieth anniversary
gift, exquisite, red,
and silky — the weight
of the soft blouse
barely there.
A young newlywed’s
stunning virgin white
gown — stained with
tears of happiness —
tenderly placed on
my shoulders and put
away with a kiss.

A boy’s ball uniform pants,
with dirt stained knees.
The matching shirt with his
Dad’s old number “five” proudly
imprinted on back and front.
I’ve worn them all
in my quiet, windowless,
dark closet — dignified
and still strong.
Never a burden on
me, just a privilege
to serve.
It is crowded
in here now, I have
much company. Felted
and padded, plastic
and wood — they
hug one another
in tight harmony.
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“Little Earthquakes” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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Unstoppable
by Melody Watson

What are they trying to hide?
Insecurities writhed in perfume
Painted in makeup, society drowns them
Constant bullets, caught in the crossfire
What are they to do?
Shot and bloodied they fall
They fall to the ground
Caving to the pressures of perfection
Their blood is splattered across the mirror
They lose their soul in hairspray and lip gloss
One day they will pick themselves from the dirt
They will rise against the world
They fight a losing battle
Against their own spirit and the world
One day they will regain their strength
They will fight the world’s demons
They will find that person deep inside
Stand out from the crowd
People will hate you,
Yet wish they were you
Stand apart from the dark cloud
Be that spark that ignites the fire
Rise up in a glorious combustion
Explode into society,
And scream in their face
I am Unstoppable
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“Four” Linzy Binkley Paper cutouts
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The Strangest Things Can Happen
While Driving
by Taylor Steele

While driving throughout morning traffic chaos-honking horns and
blaring music,
I witnessed a woman
Her hair was fair, shining like the sun, dancing in the wind
Admiring, smelling and picking wildflowers from the earth
Joy and spirit married upon her face,
It was in that moment that I asked myself,
“When was the last time that you stopped to admire?”
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“Untitled” Hailey Miller Linocut
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Fillmore Finckel
by Terri Givens

Fillmore Finckel fled the scene
Because of a man with a gun.
It was hard to believe but it was true,
Somebody had stolen poor Finkle’s shoes.
In order to avenge the injustice at hand,
He did what many would do.
He hobbled right down to the precinct
To report it to the honorable Men in Blue.
He filed the proper paperwork then looking down…felt faint!
Recognizing the Captains shoes Finckle learned…
He who seems trustworthy AIN’T!
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“After Light” Samantha Eubanks Photography
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The Writer’s Companion
by William Anthony Thigpen

A spider once dwelled under the corner
Of my rickety, watermarked writing desk.
Our tastes, I know, were similarly simple,
Webs he spun were not beautiful.
But he surely lost himself
In the mirthful time of weaving.
I know by how these strands, they droop and slope -Impossible to pluck a ghostly double image.
When from his trance he returned,
He knew of the abundance he spun.
Too hard to part with any thread,
He saved and used each line.
With my every sigh of breath
They still rise and fall.
Swell upward, dusty strands -And every swell rides to the end and out.
Rarely did we two converse,
Partial to each other’s silence.
But he was to me,
and I to him, a friend.
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