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First Lines
Richard Luftig

The �rst line
of a poem 
 
is always
the easiest
 
to write. 
I have it 
 
in my head, 
right at the back
 
of my eyes.
It �ows 
 
as free 
and easy
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as a river,
as sunrise,
 
moonrise over
a lake.
 
Calm, so calm
that I might

see �sh break
the surface
 
of the morning. 
The �rst line
 
of a poem 
is always
 
easiest to write.
Pen gliding

over smooth
paper with a hint

of lilac,
ever fresh,
 
ever new.
This poem
 
easiest to write,
because as always,
 
the all �rst
lines begin
 
with you. 
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The Poem I Just Wrote
Kait Quinn
A�er Joy Harjo

The poem I just wrote is not real.
And neither is the whale
 
bellowing in the pink
tides of my lungs. And neither 
 
is the canarian aria slicing
through shadow like a scythe. 
 
And neither are the winding
roads still spined, motor oil 
 
burnt with our slick spit
venom. Neither am I the scapegoat
 
for sun's somber sigh. Neither are you 
buried in the belly of the cicada's drawl. 3



An Imperfect Cadence
Jan Heininger
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Dreams Upon
Edward Lee
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Blue
Karlie Shay Daly

He wore blue, as plausible as a 
phantasm
opera: sheltered in his cocoon of
mama, 
 
palpitating the paci�er, as if worn like a 
lifeline.
Kissed, his frayed head -- 
tethered
 
from dirty blonde bristles, �lming within 
paled
baby coos, baby soothes, baby
fantasies.
 
little one, do you wonder as uncanny as the
sun 
that lofts itself from its own brief
setting? 10 (Continued on the next page.)



Do you sing song when the 
waves 
count their blessings upon sunset eyes,
imagining
 
their calloused shells breaching
daybreak
on a mottled web, found between the
silk 
 
of your baby skin? Or simply, do you conjure
dreamscapes: 
safe as this warm touch provided, when the
love
 
you o�er cascades into my own
silhouette? 
Toasted enough to call you my little
blue
 
ocean, full of revelation and rarity: even

when the blues are both a mix of
melancholy, mirth, and all that's muddled
between.
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The Assignment
Michael Theriault
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A Poem for Mom's Freckles
M.R. Mandell

My �nger follows them
over her shoulder, around
her elbow, down her hand,
where her gold wedding
band used to be. I lose
count as I circle back
up to her cheek, hover 
above the star-shaped scar
on the point of her chin.
As I wish it away, she pops
awake. I stop, lean in to kiss
the freckle on the tip of her nose.
Her glasses resting on its bridge, 
I catch my re�ection in a 
lens, skin blank, and new, 
fresh paper longing for ink.
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Gifts for my mother
Heather Ann Pulido

For sweeping my dolls 
o� the crummy �oor,
my mother gave me stars 
with glossy-page faces
and cardboard bodies.
I hid them in a drawer,
and laid them out for counting 
whenever I remembered. 
 
For not saying
more than I had to, 
my homeroom teacher
gave me a baby blue ribbon,
which I pinned 
to my mother's chest
even if her laughter clanged
like spoons on tin plates.
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For writing the right
letters in the right order,
most of my teachers 
gave me gold medals
with my name etched on them.
My mother kept my 
prizes in a box that
grew wider and deeper.
 
For now and ever, 
I tinker with phrases--
rearrange, pack, and unpack them.
I touch my mother
beneath an engraved tile,
and press my unearned ribbons,
my unpawnable medals,
my innumerable defeats.
I give her, for the �rst time,
the gift of myself.
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Her Closet as She Left It
LindaAnn LoSchiavo

Deprived by his wife's absence, grieving guts
my father. The cremation over now,
her ashes urned and glowing with repose,
inspection of her closet is the next 
unmaking, contents intimate, perfumed. 
 
Attired in nightgowns longer than a year,
my mother needed nothing stored inside:
Complacent church clothes, pastel linen sheaths, 
insomniacal sling-back heels, upright, 
attentive, waiting for the toll of tread, 
accessories forgotten, unloved, cold. 
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Sharp hangers await uninvited guests,
prepared to �ght. Should caretakers encroach,
conspirators rise: boucle knits scratching, 
steel eye-hooks, belts resisting, stu�y air 
redolent of her scent, almost forcing 
the trespasser to leave belongings there,
mourned privately by what caressed her skin,
the nude audacity of death dismissed
as long as things remain, her door pulled shut. 
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Trifecta
Liz Nakazawa

In the Artist's Words:

     I am trying to strike a balance between accessibility for the viewer and 
uniqueness in the shots. I go back to the same subject many times in di�erent light. 
Sometimes, I fail and sometimes I succeed, but I'm always learning.
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Left Behind
Jonathan Chibuike Ukah

When a bird perches on the branch of a tree,
its breaking noise reminds me of your sni�ing
when you had a catarrh in the Harmattan. 
 
When a leaf falls from the stalk of a tree,
its thudding noise reminds me of your cough
when you are feeling cold in the rainy season. 
 
When the fowls cackle in the sun�ower garden,
their chuckling noise reminds me of your laughter, 
when you are hysterical about my touching you.
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I could go on and on about the sweet memory
of those lovely days and nights of messy joy
which suddenly ended when you rose to go.
 
Even then, my stomach rumbles and tightens
each time I think of the thousand ways
your presence was like oil in my hot blood.
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Mourning My Dog's Passing
Diana Raab

We don't mourn lemon trees
or miss rotten fruits falling to our ground 
 
or those picked up by dogs 
who remove their peel
 
as they wander gardens looking
for playmates now gone from old age
 
like my seventeen-year-old Maltese
who died in my arms yesterday--
 
oh, that last breath which I shall hear forever
even after I get a new dog and many suns set. 
 
We needed one another
more than the sun needs the moon
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or I need a fur coat on a crisp winter day.
I knew that one day he'd be taken from me:
 
those are the side e�ects of old age
and incurable pneumonia. 
 
I wish he didn't su�er in the end:
labored breaths and refusing 

liver pate, his forever favorite.
I will never forget how he looked at me

with his glaucoma-�lled gray eyes
and waited by our back door
 
until my Chanel perfume entered his nostrils 
and a special calm came over him--
 
Mommy is home and that's all 
that mattered in his entire universe. 
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The Crash
Cyrus Carlson
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This Night Is for You and for Me
A.J. Alastairs
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Flower Girls
Amy Marques

In the Artist's Words:

     The �ower girls were created using pantry items (tea and co�ee) and the vestiges 
of an end-of-semester bouquet. 
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The Music of the Stars
Sherri Moshman-Paganos

To my brave friend Natalie, now beyond the grave
who fought and never complained
about the indignities of her disease. 
 
The mail brought me today your book of poems
you sent to me before you left this world. 
Entitled "Husband," your poems soar and sing 
 
with your love for Yosif, your Joseph, 
whose soul wandered to the furthest stars 
just a few months before you. If I could only

tell you what a beautiful book it is. Images
that didn't dissolve but drifted up and dispersed
in the stratosphere. On Earth, Nature surrounds 
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your old Cretan house. White hibiscus blossoms, 
bushes of bougainvillea with purple papery
�owers. Red pomegranates bursting on the trees, 
 
you're no longer there to taste and see.
Photos in the book of a young dark-haired
Joseph grinning, with a willowy Natalie
 
in braids and a polka-dot two-piece of the time. 
One photo, you both so sleek and tanned, 
perfect earthly bodies of 50 years before. 
 
We follow your memories of di�erent cities. 
In St. Petersburg, you walk in a heavy downpour,
feel spray from a waterfall in Munich. 
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Harvesting grapes, cooking in Iraklion, Joseph feels
his Sephardic past. Emerges fresh from the sea deep,
but stumbles on city streets. Most comfortable 
 
studying his near and distant galaxies.
Both of you now on heavenly beams
or parts of the air, the sea, one spirit

slumbering "under our bootsoles." 
The moon shines over the earth 
as together you lie for eternity
obeying the music of the stars.
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Like Beatrice
Madeleine French

                 I will weep a while longer
                                                                             freely   
                                                                                                                              just long enough
                                                              to remember
                                                   a candle splashing green wax
                                                   on her trompe l'oeil table
                 to smear
  the words on this page
                                                                                             to delight in
                                                                              her triumphant smile, glowing
                                                                              like the jewelry show beads in her hand
                           to conjure up
              her voice, syncopating my name
              in two-and-a-quarter syllables 
                                                                                                         to re�ect on
                                                                                           hydrangeas in her crystal vase, when
                                                                                           a ray of sun �ashed between the stems  
                          reminding me 
                                                                 to be grateful 
                                                  I knew an artist 
                                                  who painted a friendship 
                                                                                             with me.48



Tea Time
Suzanne Cottrell
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Morning
Jan Wiezorek

In the Artist's Words:

     Creating an impression of our 
world is a time art. It involves 
thinking, selecting, observing, and 
image-making set in time and motion. 
What develops is nature-sent, not a 
gift of the hand, but of spirit. 
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Mango Season
Rumaisa Maryam Samir

I peel the sun-gorged mangoes.
There's something to be said about the intimacy of cutting fruit
but I don't know what it is yet. 
 
The knife grazes my hands. The red cuts water.
My �ngers are webbed with juice. 
 
What I can say is this:
I remember afternoons where the sun choked the sky
with sti�ing heat. Afternoons where my mother
stood at the kitchen sink,
knife in hand, �ngers sticky-webbed, palms nicked. 
 
I remember afternoons where the sun poured its oil over new skin.
Afternoons in the garden, before we knew
how to use knives. My mother chased us down,
buttery fruit on a blue fork pressed
to small sticky mouths.
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Prayer for the Fallen
J.D. Gevry
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Just Green
Madeleine French

57



58



59



Brick and Bougainvillea
Oormila Vijayakrishnan Prahlad

In the Artist's Words:

     I work primarily with acrylics and gouache, and I draw inspiration from everyday 
scenes and sights. My studio is �lled with ephemera that I have been collecting over 
the years. I use these found materials extensively in my mixed-media work, exploring 
the possibilities of collage and assemblage. 

60



she did
Geoffrey Aitken

she �ew my kite
with girlish insolence
on that summer beach
along suburban pathways
through long days
and lasting nights, 
fed line
to peck Heaven,
dance the moon
and
scuttle shipwrecked clouds. 
 
she beat my heart
with her avenue eyes
�xed to mine.
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she didn't have to
but
she �ew my kite.

First published by Ginninderra Press, "The Crow," edited by Joan Fenney, September, 2020.
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Emergence
Mirjana M.

In the Artist's Words:

     "Emergence" is a mixed-media digital collage piece, inspired by the vibrant colors 
and sceneries that Spring in full bloom bestows upon. 

64



Satori
David Mampel

I will walk
to the rose again,
smell raspberry taste,
stars shining
in the tunnel
of closed eyes,
new vistas 
dancing 
next to singing birds
on a fennel bush.
 
I've stopped
trying to �gure everything out

for one breath

on the cedar path,
a red carpet welcome, 
joy breaking
where it     always 65



was 
 
under 
 
sunbeams 
 
of open arms 
 
hugging gray clouds 
 
like an old friend
come to visit, 
 
picking up
where we left o�.
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Neon Pink Sunrise
Ell Cee

In the Artist's Words:

     I create one-of-a-kind pieces whose vibrancy and glow inspire joy. My joy 
embraces color and movement, showcasing the beautiful ways that they can 
interact. I draw inspiration for my art from stories, fairytales, mythology, song 
lyrics, and nature. I use recycled materials in much of my art, such as cardboard 
boxes, packaging materials, repurposed labels, and even discarded library books. 
My art ranges across mediums, from watercolor markers, highlighting elements, 
paints, pencils, photography, mixed-media, hand lettering, pen and ink, and high-
resolution image conversion processes. 
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Blue Symphony
Brandon Shane

The ocean rests tonight, 
stars but roosting stalagmites, 
amidst a bruised plum sky; the Spanish coast
tide upon a neon night of Barcelona dance, 
bay in tranquility; ships swayed to sleep, 
the bejeweled moon laminates darkness, 
yet the caverns and sparrow-eyed cli�s
and water-blanched land hides treasures
for explorers searching for them still. 
Ponder the whiskered sea lions roars,
as they lie plump on rocks perfectly big, 
sharp enough to carve Galleons to relicts, 
it draws in dirt and driftwood, salt and sand, 
�owing to land in a musical cadence, 
seaside bliss; an eternal note.
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Water Is Also a Body That Holds Me
MJ L'Esperance
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That's Just How It Is
Bill Kurz
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Raining Sideways
Jenny McKinnon Wright

     Cold, blustery rain was blowing in my face as I painted this piece under a bit of 
shelter on the dock at the river basin in Southport, North Carolina. Miserable 
conditions, but I was determined to capture the colors and mood of this moment! 

In the Artist's Words:
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Rain Shifts
Suzanne Cottrell

storm intensi�ed 
bone-chilling, blustery winds,
sheets of rain blew sideways,
I shivered, fought to steady my hand,
oyster paint streaked the canvas. 

dark clouds spat in my face,
water droplets blurred my vision
like fog settling in,
heavy rain, menacing clouds
masked Oak Island Lighthouse. 
 
its faint, far-reaching beam
penetrated briny air,
winds stirred tidal waters,
disturbed Cape Fear River,
I blended shades of gray
 77



while waves charged the shore,
battered salt marsh grasses 
clung to waterlogged soil,
sulfurous vapors
permeated my nostrils.
 
melancholy day
weighed on my paintbrush
as I struggled for balance
between gloom and beauty.

Originally published in "Feral: A Journal of Poetry and Art," October, 2021.

Written to accompany the painting "Raining Sideways" by Jenny McKinnon Wright (Pg. 75).
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Chanson de Departie
Tony Abbott

In the afternoons
you may remember 
we sat in the shade
waiting for him,
and talked of nothing
and everything. 
Long seasons of meadow
grass and racing
horses, the beauty
of an arrow's arc,
dustless noons
and cool evenings by �relight. 
Some far lyre twinkled
and a voice
called from a balcony.
That was my temple,
our two chairs set
that way, those hours,
a hinting melody,
small words, you.
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Niagara Falls
Carla Schwartz

I dream about us meeting there--
the lights sprinkled
through the falling water. 
 
When we were young, you had mentioned listening
to Bach--a cantata and a picnic, 
I'd thought the sound of the water would be enough.
 
How do we bridge the decades-long rift
between us with a border as �xed 
as the 49th between us and Canada?
 
What would it take to bring you here
to see me when you live in western paradise 
with me, fully ensconced in the east?
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Did your husband convince you
to promise not to be my friend
even after he died?
 
Come on, for old times' sake,
let's roll the papers, light the match,
watch the soaring bouncing mist
 
mingle with the smoke
while we settle in
to the lament of strings.
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Haydn's Farewell Symphony
Richard Luftig

At the end 
of the last
movement, 
each musician,
one-by-one,
blows out
their candle,
takes their
instrument 
and exits
until the last
leaves the stage
all in the dark. 

                  If only.
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I might
do the same
with my poems, 
watch as 
they disappear 
from their 
assigned pages,
exiting in
exact order
of creation
until all,
author 
included,
simply fades

              to white.
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Valley Falls
David Summerfield

In the Artist's Words:

     At the beginning of the day comes a brilliant sunrise you've traveled many miles 
before dawn to catch at precisely the right moment. Mist covers an open �eld 
along a winding country road, then you descend along a mountain road to a vista 
called Valley Falls. You return to a high mountain plateau where on a mirrored 
lake two Mergansers are living their best life. Evening comes and you are lost in a 
blue muse. It's been a good day.
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Raking
Mark Belair

Spread in a circle
beneath their branches, magnolia blossoms,
delicate as doll teacups, rock
in a cool breeze, pear and cherry blossoms,
white and pink confetti on the barely green grass
around the graves, the forsythia bush 
that rims the old city cemetery
yielding sprays of yellow buds 
to the swirling wind while 
the groundskeeper, bundled up
against the spring chill, rakes, with 
brisk sounds, all these bright colors 
into waiting piles, making it seem, within this
timeless place, autumn still. 
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Submit poetry, �ction, creative non�ction, and 
visual art from July 31 to September 8, 2023! 
 
For more information and to view the 
submission guidelines, visit our website: 
https://remingtonreview.wixsite.com/
remingtonreview.

CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS!

100




