


12:15, and a teacup slowly drains itself beside a sprawling notebook,
the dregs of summer clinging to the faded sidewalk umbrellas
as the tea leaves hug the porcelain in her hands.

She sits in the rays of the sun

DWo sugars, not three —

with her eyes to the clouds,

and the blue, blue sky.

She taps her pen with a rhythm only she can hear,

blue sleeve against the tabletop,

pages of her thoughts fluttering in the breeze.

Her mind drifts with the tip of her pen,

floating between the lines

[and wandering over the edges)

as she dreams and schemes

beneath a blue umbrella.

Tea turns to coffee -

mocha sweet with chocolate -

and her finger traces the memories of nonexistent glass rings
along the table surface

that were wiped away that afternoon,

lost like letters drowned in tea,

ink that bled black in watered-down ginger.
Tea-stained pages sit beside cold coffee
beneath the full moon,

but even in that mystical moment

as the clock chimes three by four

and she stares down at the moonlit page -
the words still don't come back.

And long after the cup has been left in the bottom of the sink,
when she tosses and turns,

clinging to her white marshmallow pillow,

she dreams of that world

(of vanilla castles and chocolate towers|

and remembers that tea and coffee

aren't always bitter.

tea rings // elizabeth reed



We could stand in the same desert and be in different worlds

v

We could sit side by side and both be alone

A speck of color in & drab place

But this vellow flower wasn't meant for me

Last night we

[ can’t tell if she ever felt the distance the way | did

did, and we talked
\

Or if she ever wanted a way out of solitude

Why did she come here with me any

Why not somebody else?

ay?

A whisper of music caught by the wind
But that bird's laughter wasn't meant for me
Does she want anybody else?
A tired look.
A sigh
“There’s no one like you.”
What did she mean?
She's at home In the mountains, but theyTe cruel to me
My lungs are greedy for their air
My legs protest each step
From the top | just see higher peaks

Brutal, and too beautiful to even remember clearly

So | turn and stumble back down

We left each other for the last time in a dark place,
With few words, and tears that refused to flow

Keep

/as never mine to

[his beathy

'y

ist night // rwi



a turkey hand // royal reinecke

She reads her life

from fortune cookie fragments

tracing letters of her own through the crumpbs

with her pinky

She keeps them all

little white banners

with her lucky numbers

tattooed across the back,

folded once along the middle

and dropped

for safekeeping

into a small metal tin

beside a plastic jar that once held peanuts,

or maybe some of those little paper-wrapped hard candies
that she never bites because she isn't supposed to

[\\‘\.

of three hundred and twenty-seven paper cranes

w it comprises the unhappy home

all brothers and sisters of variable colors,
and the same size If not the same adge,

who will never ever see their six hundred and something missing siblings.

good fortune, bad fortune// elizabeth reed



untitled //emilio castano graff { happiness in california // jason yosinskl
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clothesline // stephen travis bannerman

intitled // will heltsley

untitled dorota korta



“The Lord said to Moses, Make a saraph and rmount it or a pole, and if
anyone who has been bitten looks at it he will recover. ™ Numbers XXI, 8

Through a crystal desert | have followed

A pillar of fire by day, and in all

The cold, windy, starless nights, one of cloud,
A glass plateau | have found at first light
Caked in manna, every dawn the blessing
Returns.

| have tired of the day's climb:
Every ledge sprouts a jagged crystal spur
And in every smooth face a prisoner
Locks at me with longing. | once thought that
In the depths of the earth the dead lie still
But now | see their tears and hear their sighs

Echo.

Each time | lean in close and kiss
His cracked, quivering, mercury lips, |
Leap back, as down the foggy window slides
A viper: the Trapped One, he too, in fright
Descends and finds the next silver portal
Leaps back and descends, leaps back and descends.
Bottom

Alone again, and the pillar
Now is gone; atop a powdery seif
Nearby | see an unremembered sight
[ ascend and the meaningless wind stops
And in awe | stare, for in the shiny
Bronze at the top of the pale, | see no
Reflection.

narcissus and the bronze serpent // timothy dolch
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