
I want to thank all who participated in making this booklet 
possible. I see many barriers amongst ourselves and know 
words have the ability to dissolve those walls. 
 
Words make things possible, allow us to believe, transform 
our thoughts and enrich our soul. 
 
                             Words are necessary. 
 
Share these words with others and start a revolution. 
 
 
                              LONG LIVE POETRY!!! 
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"words are not so important 

as to be vaulted away, nor 

are they worthless enough 

to throw away, so we give 

them away"  

                 -DP- 

Why I am not a hyena 

 

 

I am a man raised by women, 

who beat drums and sung to the Earth, 

not hens who cackled and peaked at each other 

until each becomes indistinguishable within the flock. 

 

I am a man raised by women 

the way some orphans are raised by wolves, 

versed in the nuances of language, 

and subtle-gestures that speak louder then words. 

 

I am a man raised by women, 

but far from the dried plains inhabited by fathers, 

who are easily mistaken for hyenas, 

looking for an easy meal and even easier amusements. 

 

I am a man raised by women, 

to run into new territories that hold intoxicating wonder, 

to merge with wind and rock as I walk within the earth, 

emerging pen in hand – to speak of old worlds and new days. 

By: Duane Kirby Jensen 



 

We seem free..but our eyes....are jailbirds, 

 

as we seem alive, our eyes 

 

are graveyards for sunsets to be buried,  

 

eyes are the orchestral pause..dreamy perspective 

 

above our nose... 

 

eyes....are drunken sailors,  

 

on far-reaching ships, 

 

eyes..........are heartrending whips, 

 

life signed lesions, two animals lacking discipline. 

 

 

eyes.......are two long candles,  

 

on the table with burning cloth.....eyes  

 

are the slim dots on the wings of a moth 

 

and eyes 

 

cannot see behind, the walls and waterfalls 

 

of a mind...because eyes are graveyards 

 

for sunsets to be buried...eyes are 

 

the orchestral pause, a reflection hurried. 

 

********* 

By: Tihana Novosel 

 

How  

 

belong 

like a note in tune 

be long 

like a warm afternoon 

 

amuse 

yourself as you run 

a muse 

at least to someone 

By: Anatoly Molotkov  

Good Morning Rainbows 

 

There are few things 

that I am as proud of 

as my bright blue Superman underoos, 

 

unless, perhaps, it's my 2-year-old Princess 

stating, quite indignantly, 

that the German Shepard is, 

in fact, 

a camel. 

By: Andrew Tobias Line 



sky cows 

 

flocks of blue sky cows 

gathered in cloud formation 

a loose cursive alphabet 

devoid of sharp V's 

angled shape 

 

slow bovine words 

write their story 

'cross the sky 

tracking south 

motionlessly 

 

each cattle cluster word 

enunciated with slow 

cud-chewing 

clarity 

 

softly ruminating 

overhead. 

BY: Ian Hanna 

Ramshackle Shimmy 

 

Slipping hips into belts slung low 

laced with language ready to flow 

in secret places that move slow 

enjoy the show, enjoy the show. 

 

Dancing in the woods where trees 

part 

feel the rhythm of words and start 

broke down barns where beats fall 

apart 

dust becomes art, dust becomes 

art. 

BY: Annie Perconti 



In the neighborhood 

The sun coaxed the water to flow gently 

from the tops of shrunken snow piles, 

 

and all that dripping white 

looked like a wall of one hundred slowly erupting volcanoes. 

 

The wells were endless, everywhere,  

making a mess of everything 

 

as if the housewives came to hose down the streets, 

leaving puddles in the dips, 

small rivers by the curbs. 

 

No one saw the dog 

 

until it was jerking its helpless body 

in the melt of last winter. 

 

The animal fought for life as cars splashed by, 

as a boy and a mother cried from the sidewalk, their tears 

slamming like long trains to the ground. 

 

That truck was just another mass of metal, 

 

but the man within held his humanity in sad eyes, 

in his work boots, 

in his plaid shirt and busted jeans. 

 

He approached the mass of fur with his big hands parted, 

his arms open 

to wrap the limp body up against his strong one, 

 

to carry the dog to a dry spot of brown grass, 

and rub the soft nose with one finger. 

 

Spring continued to spread its water. 

By: April Michelle Bratten 



one slo comfortable screw up against the wall with a bang 

 

made her laugh outloud so hard she choked 

the room spun just as hard he hasent even eaten anything today its fucking 9 

maybe soon after this next trip next tour some saved money its time  

to open a Tiki bar downtown 

going to need fruit 

...going to...need fresh fruit 

fucking cheap umbrella fell into 3 parts..these will never dooo 

corner eyed caught her lookin with young eyes through hip glasses 

that look that runs away and should 

says cali is going to fall in the sea and this scorpio is going to be engaged soon and north 

far enough is best to view the end of the world 

maybe living in the woods and afraid of turning into a "ravenous" windigo 

that normally never speaks 

she says with a youthfull tongue "if someone loves you they stick by you even  

if you suck" and he urges the stick from her grasp from the "other" end 

he states."if someone loves you they give you the chance to grow.. unconditionally" 

she has no faith 

he has no blame 

he pours 2 zombies 

sex on the beach 

a perfect manhattan 

3 pink ladies 

 

By: Christian Alvarez 

dogma 

 

the autumn 

moth that 

flies purple 

circles around 

the lone  

porch light 

 

seems to hover there 

 

without expectation 

By: David LaBounty 

The Unknown Soldier 

 

I have walked up the marble white 

and stood and fought back tears 

I have watched men cloaked in night 

screaming to escape their fears 

 

I have cried before the granite black 

as answers could not be found  

I have heard men talk and take me back 

to a place only in hell is found 

 

I am standing on a hilltop green 

with feelings pressed to my shoulder 

I will walk away beneath my shame 

for the life of an unknown soldier 

 

By: David Parham 

Coral Reef 

 

Amelia Erhart 

crashed on the  

great barrier reef 

and her body consumed 

by coconut crabs 

i have my own issues 

 

By: Mark Paleologo 



Penniless 

I’ll probably die 

penniless as so many 

writers do 

wishing there was  

a god  

or a world 

that liked us 

a little better 

 

I'll be as dull and vacant  

as so many who came  

before me 

wanting so desperately  

to be nothing  

exhibiting the world’s  

senile smile 

and 

 

Death will finally discover  

my mystery and 

my pain  

and he will probably hate 

me 

for bringing my words  

to life.  

 

By: Keith Kevinson 

Down Easter Creature 

On my first Sebago 

Of the three bottle 

Saco ride 

Listening to the  

rumbling rythm 

of the rails 

drumming 

to the last 

song of the 

setting sun 

blinded by 

staring at 

the metaphors 

watching  

the skeletons of winter 

claw at the sky 

in a streaking  

brush stroke 

while riding 

a bullet 

through 

New England's 

heart 

Staring into 

the eyes of 

the world 

through  

milltown littered 

graffiti stained 

veins 

Spiked and nailed 

to the soil 

of her soul 

over bridged lakes 

under pine lined 

rib cage eyed 

skies 

stopped at the  

tri star unicorn tsunami 

15 more minutes 

of rolling poetry 

until Saco..... 

By: Eduardo Jones 



Square 

I’m square. 

 

I sit in it 

carry it 

cumbersome 

wear it 

a yoke 

stare at the 

other folk 

who seem circular. 

 

You’re square. 

 

You’re square. ['square' italicised in this line] 

How do 

you bear it? 

Sit in it 

and soak 

stare at the 

other folk 

who seem circular. 

 

Wait. 

 

If you sit 

roll 

a little to the left 

I to the right 

we might 

have an octagon. 

 

Seem circular? 

By: Luke Prater 

Cloudburst~ All my friends/fall from the sky/cats don't like them/and run inside. 

By: Owlster Pierce 

The Song I Must Sing 

 

If I cannot sing the song I must sing 

I won’t be able to share the blessing 

Destined to manifest when it is time 

After testing, faith, and growth make me prime 

 

Much great circumstances, it’s so hard to believe 

Such glad happenstances, who could conceive 

Pre-existing conditions, nothing to achieve 

Though my vision is real, until seen I will grieve 

 

Lonely cave of despair I’ve been in many years 

Is almost dug through; become a tunnel into 

The place where my dreams will overcome all my fears 

And finally begin what I was born to do 

 

Before this could be I took a step back 

Focus on what I had to develop 

Patience, healing, self-awareness I lack 

Energy flow in which to envelop 

 

So I went home to my roots to prepare 

Surrendered control so I could prevail 

Although right now I have little to share 

With all I am I will serve without fail 

 

Of which I speak will soon be upon us; that day will rank 

As my best ever, and the beginning of even more 

With humble appreciation I will gratefully thank 

The One who makes it possible, and the one I adore 

 

If I can’t soon sing the song I must sing 

Promise that the future is promising 

Realized it will be astonishing 

Until then hope will pluck at my heartstrings 

By: Patrick Connors 

 



Route 301 
 
Headlights bounce on the road 
As a one hit wonder sings. 
Blue smoke drifts out 
The half-cracked window 
When clarity comes 
Like the second coming, 
 
Everybody is looking for the same, 
A pair of arms to fall into 
 
By: Lynne Hayes 

A portion from Doivent 

 
You touch me in 
Time honored tradition, 
Time after time after 
Time. I’m again/always 
After you. Youths yearn 
For freedom less than I 
For us. Until unknown 
Decades dim drab 
Faces I’ll be falling feet 
First, forever fit-as-a-fiddle 
To fly into daydreams 
Unexpectedly. Daring dark 
Rooms to revolve into 
Slick city streets. A willing 
Waiter of whatever. 
 

By: Val Moye 



Spineless 
 
She wears my vertebrae  
hanging from her wrist-  
each one collected as a charm.  
 
They drum against each other  
like hollow wind chimes  
as her hips rock pneumatic  
down Hollywood Boulevard.  
 
She steps on stars  
in those nasty boots  
 
and wonders  
out loud-  
when I'll grow a spine. 
 
By: Jason Hardung 

What a Blunderful World 
 
It's a kind of madness 
these words I spew from 
pen to page, not always 
in rage, sometimes I feel 
so much at peace, i think 
I am almost dead. 
We all root for our own 
but some they want to uproot 
their own, for why, more space? 
The world ain't big enough 
for the all of us, so they 
call on us to step aside 
while they open their mouths 
wide, and gobble their greed 
whole, while we starve from need. 
So you plant a new seed in the 
barren ground, and wait 
for it to grow, but before you 
know it, the heavens will have sent 
another mal intent towards 
our survival and we wonder 
whether our arrival here was totally 
misspent. 
 
By: Fiona Clements 
 

The Same 

Fuck it, we can dance in the shadows, if that's your song. 
 
We can taste acid together, if that's your poison, and burn together,  
ecause there's no other point. 
 
The hurt will come, but so will you, and that makes the pain worth it.  
 
The moon won't ever forgive us, but it doesn't stop watching. 
 
Sin-slick sweat, the taste as close as we'll ever get to Heaven. 
 
Hands burning trails, lips following close, groans and moans and  
mumbled promises of nothing, and the sun will never rise, not as long as  
we have each other and our mistakes. 
 
Regret can't find us, not while we hide in each other.  
Passion and fear aren't so different, under cover of night. 
 
By: Ray Weeks 

Pacific Blue 

 

Alone with the colors of life 

in her hands, she sits enthralled, 

as nature paints an everchanging 

picture before her. 

 

As daystar descends 

towards water's gloom; 

pastel skies darken 

to shades suppressed, 

silhouetted pods of whale 

sound in dismay, 

seabirds dip wings in 

evening flight, 

wave's roar distanced 

as gravity pulls, 

wind gusts peak  

then subside. 

 

Dusk arrives; heralds the night. 

In defiance, the heavens flame 

then darken to pacific blue. 

 

By David Coons 


