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Foot Off the Ground 
 
why not give me a rocking chair and let my poise dissipate in thin air, permit my panic to slowly desert 
me and worry not as me popsicles melt and me rainbows hide on this hazy day. i bear not thoughts of 
clouds sailing across the blue sky, but of children rolling on a field of rye. and of tigers winking on 
branches of a willow tree, distressed by the theatre-in-the-round staged by thee.  
 
 
Helium 
 
i need to pop some balloons to kill a portion of this loneliness. 
ah, warm afternoons. they always fill my empty stomach with 
guilt and loneliness. 
 
a bad combination, 
through and through. 
 
 
i need to pop some balloons to kill a portion of this loneliness. 
 

By: Ana Jonessy 

tiny dancer 
 
she has been silent for the better part of a year 
sending a phrase once a season if that 
sometimes encouraging sometimes reaching out from overseas 
often escaping pain and hiding in letters from creeping poisons intended to heal 
always silent 
never vocal 
time would pass in huge amounts 
as if 6 feet deep 
as if she lost the battle 
never to awaken to the sound of The Aegean Sea again 
some people come and never go 
some come then go never to return 
some are "just over the bay" 
just over the ocean 
just out of sight 
but never ever out of mind 
 
today she's perched among the Manhattan skyline 
thumbing Nabakov 
enduring final treatments 
trying to jog 
wanting to dance 
and most definitely on her way to soho for sushi 

 

By: Christian Alvarez 



By: Christina Higgins 



By: Samantha Saralie 



Diana  
 
I ate alone. appetite for silence, the lunatic noon’s long-drag- 
blues croaked heavy his drawl through 
greasy air 
and 
bloody flaps of sky until 
the dead-end of day - 
  
summer hardened to scars 
Icarus dreams to ash 
I ate alone.  
again 
  
old lovers exiled their time-tempered vows, 
lips of stone, laughter and tears, storyteller’s hands 
acrobatic 
gentle 
fierce 
autumn shushed and rushed like rain, sips of coffee, 
  
silence. 
again 
  
I chronicled the losing hours like a metronome of flesh and bone. 
music is ugly. 
I ate alone, and heard only 
the clockworked steps of tired 
automatons 
(click click click) 
their intimacy the space  
enough to scream, their skin slouched  
revealing open sores of rust. and nothing. 
  
this is what I am. 
  
eating alone, eating air and 
  
nothing. 
  
then, (she) walked over and sat  
beside me. the blue-grey overcast catching 
raven hair, a blouse bathed in 
the deep untouched of ocean hues, her 
pale, seasonless skin like wild  
sunflowers blooming to the caramel, cloud-flush sun. 
  
there were no words. 
we graced each other only in timid glances, discomforting  
silence, the fear in her secret  
wanting. 
  
there was no need to talk. 
there never is. 
the knowing of someone sitting beside 
no one, feeding their hollow thoughts, 
eyes deep into the vague distant casting  
illusions of something beautiful tells 
everything. 
  
in a voice that felt learned again and not yet commanded, she 
spoke: 
  
“You’re an art major, aren’t you?” 
  
my everywhere torn, dug-in sandals,  
tan, baggy khaki shorts and the obscure band tee must have  
given away my secret musings.  
  



“Philosophy major. You were close.” 
  
She smiled. I smiled. 
  
as if a sharp frost serrated the barely breeze, she abrubtly 
continued: 
  
“So, what’s your name?” 
  
 “Kent. And yours?” 
  
 “Diana. It’s nice to meet you.” 
  
 then silence. it was our song.  
  
there was the silence after a thunderstorm 
the silence before someone dying 
the silence after suns exploding. but 
  
this was different. it was intimate beyond  
human comprehension. 
  
She smiled. I smiled. 
  
our conversation went like that: 
back-and-forth, hardly scratching the surface of  
each other, old lovers caught like October leaves 
shushing and rushing like rain 
dancing wistfully to the wrong wind 
never touching 
never knowing the taste of springtime 
  
and still I ate alone. eating love and 
  
nothing. 
 
 
 By: K.C Schroer 



I a Man 

 
I a man, can lay with anyone, rise up walk away and in a higher consciousness perfect plan my legacy can 

be past on to another, Yet that does not make me a father,  
 

It's hard to imagine but there was a time when I was coming up, all I saw was fatherless children from a 

lot of.. different reason, "no matter" the end result, youths having youths, no emotional ties, not knowing 
or giving a damn about the legacy they where leaving behind.  

 
Men mocked and dismissed as ridiculous, dumping their burden on another be it Governmental or leaving 

all the details to the mother. years gone by and by, An legacy's have changed; Beautiful Revelations as 
Men have Become Fathers to watch there legacy's grow. 

 

I'm not saying all is perfect in the world, there's always two sides to every story....yet, echoes of history 
voices earned through love an endearing name, "Father" I have; we have; become. 

 
We live with the knowledge of knowing it will take our entire life to share our imperfections. embracing 

young sullen brows, unconditional love without fear, protectors of our little perfections, keeper of our pre-

cious fragile flames, embracing them to stand as they aspire no less to rise above all else. 
 

I a Father have given the blood within my veins, and at times it has made me feel, I have held the whole 
world within my arms. 

 
I have held disappointment, fear, humiliation, questions, selfishness, strength, pride, happiness, joy, pain, 

life itself; as my imperfections has learn things on there own. 

 
Sense of right and wrong as humble tears flow, unconditional love, no greater gift to give for at times in 

failed judgment child's whispers selfish "they know it all", the perfect symmetry of childhood wisdom that 
believes their "youth" knows more then the canyon of my "our" years. 

 

Time matters not, nor pain, nor doubt, For I know; No matter where my perfections may go, being a Fa-
ther is a lifetime commitment. 

 

By: Gregory McWhorter 



Free Air 

 

Free air 

the earth‟s bowels 

digging seed. 

 

 

Cresting on tidal wave,  

face stamped emblem  

„Of statue god‟ 

Hallowed earth‟s crust,  

polluted water and sky, 

residual toxic material  

of disposed effluence. 

 

 

Free air  

the earth‟s bowels  

digging seed.  

 

 

 

By: Lekh Raj 

secret body 
 
 
even after months spent in 
starry-eyed courtship 
& countless nights 
of sex in at least four  
different languages 
she never did let me see her 
 
naked. 
 
By: MJ Taylor  



Kiss the Rain 

 

rain falls soft, 

 

like your kiss on my lips 

 

and I can taste you 

 

on the Spring breeze 

 

sweet and spicy 

 

 

I feel your heat 

 

in the emerging sun, 

 

caressing my skin 

 

as the light chases away 

 

the gloom of dark clouds 

 

the way being in your presence 

 

brightens my soul 

 

 

and I am so hungry 

 

after this long, cold Winter - 

 

too much time spent 

 

alone, in the darkness 

 

with nothing more than memories 

 

to keep my battered heart company 

 

so I will drink the rain, 

 

I will taste it the way I long 

 

to taste your kiss, 

 

I will let the sun caress my skin 

 

in memory of your touch, 

 

your image clear in my mind's eye 

 

as I whisper your name 

 

and almost hear you whisper mine 

 

 

By: Rebecca Gober 



Tramp 
 
I am a wallflower on an abandoned sofa in a concrete alley. 
 
My name has no echo across the broken road at night. 
 
The song of a pigeon drowns in the shriek of a cat; it is clear  
 
there will be no moon. 
 
I know the bum who sleeps under newspapers against 
 
The bakery wall on the corner. 
 
Two bad asses roll Fats for small change and an empty pint. 
 
A beating ensues, brutal to the point of no return. 
 
I walk over and take his shoes when they leave. 
 
I laugh quietly as I watch him die. 
 
You might say that's 'twisted' and 'cruel' 
 
But death makes funny faces. 
 

By: John Tillack 



Dead Kings 
 
In the imagination of man 
cadavers are playing the keys 
set in rigorous moods 
 
The world spits 
out something new 
unknown till its death 
 
We are all alone 
to confess empty tombs 
kings with unseen effect 
 
Our view in space 
closed 
in the wasted open 
 
A lost cause to live 
with a different opinion 
useless to sell in the end 
 
AMUSEMENT! 
CONVICTION! 
POVERTY!  
 
The wall of unwritten secrets 
contained with-in 
the mundane  
 

By: William Nelson 



Desideratum I  
 
Scraping heels (sharp) across a scuffed floor to settle 
in the spot composed of smoke and half light,  
a dip in the deepest of dark, 
coloring skin bare with obsidian smiles 
 
Need is,  
slow crawl over peeling wall, caught in the corners, 
bent over intent, tangled in lines. 
Fissures to absorb words felt, yet unspoken. 
How deceptive silence can be 
Then the walls breathe and reclaim the air. 
 
How quickly the strong turn fluid. 
Reconstructing angles and redefining curves 
Favoring the naked mouth 
Slow, deliberate, the taste that draws forbidden thirst 
( no end to the need to quench, yet somehow filled ) 
 
Whispers smeared across lips,  
kiss and color the air 
To speak and then devour. A desire to control sound; 
with only palms to touch the echo.  
Subtle press of two, inches from ruin. 
 
Forms curl to question marks, stirring that which lies settled 
An agitation of hands. Swim in the resultant wave;  
drown in the depths of blue. 
 
When lids drop, stitch a pattern behind closed eyes;  
to linger before the fall. Haunted. 
Growing accustomed to the dark. 
 
Threading with exquisite fingers, the fibers of the soul. 
Chilled by the tremble  
of hearts trapped by necessary things 

 

By: Gina Moreno 



Poetic Voyeur 
 
Tidbits and wisdom gleaned  
from centuries of experience, 
and divine inspiration  
 
are used for my own intentions. 
Pretending they're my own,  
but its all been said before.  
 
The joy is working with words 
becoming keenly aware  
how much I don't know hurts. 
 
Jeopardy facts,  
I spit freely like a bazooka 
back towards the TV. 
 
Knowing myself, knowing why  
eludes me til forever ends again?  
No. Until I die or until I live. 
 

By: Jack Varnell 



By: Briana Lucero 



The Hush of You 
 
There is the hush of speed 
as a distant car slices air 
or the cry of a cat, lonely,  
and longing, a horn of complaint, 
a Siren of warning, human voices 
washing like a wave through 
canyons of steel and stone. 
this is the pulse and flow 
of you, the life and energy 
of millions of souls 
jumbled together, 
rushing, brushing against 
skin barely touching 
through clothing, 
mixing in your veins 
a cocktail of humanity. 
this is the voice of home, 
the streets that sing to me 
while I dream a thousand dreams 
never touching, but never leaving 
my home in you. 
 

By: Patrick Ocampo 

Seventh Sorrow 

She kept it 
locked, in her rib cage 

wrote it in yellow on the petals 
of a cactus flower. 

 

You will uncover 
a hint, in the dust 

on the air, hiding around 
the name she etched 

 
the face she closed up in 

her passport, the space between 

her knees 
the ground she left 

incomplete 
In the sour, spoiled 

tongues that make us 

ex-babies. 
 

by Jaime Shea   



Love dance 
 
early spring snowflakes 
dizzy the soul as they 
spin and hover, hover and spin 
like a field of sunflowers 
or wedding doilies 
 
beautiful you say 
I wrote one about you 
greeting the first flakes of the season 
these dinner plates have grown weary 
of their love dance 
 
my son asks If I 
had seen the snow this morning 
what did it look like 
a million ballerinas in a million laces dresses 
or maybe cotton candy blown free 
 
By: Ronald Fischman 

snowplates in summer  
 
I sat quiet no sound no sun. 
just white plates ,fast and still. 
falling through peace like leaves in winter. 
 
Landing into soft undercoat of summer air 
whispering gently, words of silence 
shining crystals melt into late autumn. 
 
Falling slow around springs grass 
soft as the past that just left 
left me wandering in time, alone 
with no sound, but sunlight. 
 
 
By Erez Fischman-Cohen (Age 9)  



Last night I caught a glimpse of real love 
 
Last night I caught a glimpse of real love 
in the eyes of a face I had never seen before. 
She touched my eyelids in a sudden impression 
and wrapped my soul in a caring comprehension 
of a fear gripping my being up to my chin, 
of my terror that it would all be a daydream. 
She then shut my mouth and told me with no words 
that she would follow me  
through the absurd hate of this world, 
down to the peaceful haven of a complicity 
that only the two of us know. 
 
I put her face on my hand 
and felt life from her breath, 
she kissed my palm with the bliss 
that is only child of her lips. 
No loneliness deafened me 
with its haunting silent roar, 
a slave finally set free 
as no awe embraced me anymore. 
This morning I desperately had to wake up 
when a freezing breeze ran smoothly on my skin, 
all those scenes I had tried hard to make up 
were the dodgy illusions that we foster in our dreams. 
 
By: Luca Dombre’ 

Car Poem  
 
 
the gearshift of insanity 
 
controls the 
 
transmission of pain 
 
whose gears supply power 
 
to the differential of agony 
 
all it needs is the carburetor 
 
of desires 
 
to complete the road test 
 
of existence 
 
none of this is covered 
 
by any warranty 
 
operate at your 
 
own risk 
 

By: Andrew Lopas 



Untitled 

 
Rosary, kneel, mouth the words, swallow the host, drink the weak red wine, pay attention to the priest and 

his admonishments. Stained glass catches the outside world in an act of betrayal, the slouching aspect of a 
shameful fool. Were you not aware of the pain your actions would cause, how her thin wrists couldn‟t put 

up with the pressure from within? Not exactly blocked but not quite honest enough to tell the man the tone 

of voice he used was offensive and demeaning. You have a conch shell from the Caribbean. I have nothing. 
Mourned images of a time without sin, a failed enterprise, dentist, doctor, horse trainer-useless profes-

sions, the iconography missing, the walls bare, the boat rocking from side to side. The Piton climbs into an 
azure sky, a craggy rock, vine-entangled, spiders and insects with bulging eyes and thin limbs staring at 

the climbing group. Tinfoil about his head meant the waves didn‟t come through in such a remote spot and 
when we stared into the night sky, the pitch blackness, we saw the light traveling across the sky, the space 

station, astronauts suspended in sleep so many miles above. Challenges came in the swirling winds, the 

rolling waves, a lone seabird on the rigging. Match the case, feel the drip of water through the ceiling, 
seals broken, the sloppy workmanship of a failing business. 

 

By: James Claffey 

II 

Like Mink 
 

you wear it 
like mink, like fox, slipping 

off your alabaster shoulders, off 

the ebony shoulders of dakota staton 
on the cover of the late late show, white as 

white can be, her lips red as rubies, her fingernails too 
you wear it like harlowe wore her platinum hair, like marilyn 

wore that low-cut polka-dotted dress in the misfits, playing ping-pong 
in the bar the way she did, driving clark gable crazy while they drank, and then 

sitting out back with montgomery's head in her lap, stroking his bull-bruised hair.... 

like that you wear it....like the beauty you saw when you were twenty-four in every other 
woman but yourself, you wear it like a star in the talkies on the silver screen of the early twenties 

you wear it, slipping deeper and deeper down into the dark hot lavender wet, then you lift a leg, you 
point a newly painted toe, you wear it on your well-turned ankle like you did in the '80s, like flashdance, 

like leg-warmers you wear it, like feathers, like cloud, like a sigh, like a love you could have with a snap of 

your fingers, like that, like a dream come true, like confetti, like candy from the pinata like cotton candy at 
the circus like a breath of fresh air like steam like a baby squealing with delight in the very next room. 

THAT'S 
how you 

wear it 
now 
 

By: Chansonette Buck 



Dear Philip Morris, 

 
You are a fucking hero. Today, you calmed the nerves of some psychotic lunatic near the irreversible verge 

of a postal outrage. He inhaled your deadly concoction of cyanide and 68 other poisons into his throat 
which swam to his lungs and restrained rage. Somehow, he managed not to shoot ten people dead who all 

waited in line at the taco stand during lunch hour. He was hungry and pissed off because he found his girl-

friend in bed with their neighbor lady last night. He walked around town until sunrise and went to work 
where he was so tired he fell asleep at his desk and was written up with a warning by his boss who caught 

him slacking. “This is your last warning, Jake!!!!” He can‟t get his mind off the love of his life (so he 
thought she was) and the fact she fucked him… over. Who knew lesbians could fake orgasms so well? He 

didn‟t. He takes another drag and goes on with his shitty day… all because of you. 
 

Bravo, man. Bravo. 

 
Oh Philip. You kept the sanity of a horny soldier across seas, his urges caged from moral satisfaction. He‟s 

never had sex before, but keeps fantasizing of it would be like to feel himself inside a woman‟s lush Geor-
gia O‟Keefe painting come to life. Instead he turned to you and became a chain smoker. He‟s bloating your 

bank and you love it, don‟t you? You‟ve got your fancy steak dinners for everyone on your payroll, staff 

parking lot swarming with luxury vehicles parked in the shade of justification by law, and your lineage is 
surely dressed nifty in designer threads, strutting Rolexes and diamonds as some family in Buffalo stands 

beside the bed of a thirty-five year old man who just suffered a heart attack because his lungs could not 
resist you. The plaque in his heart built up so bad from your residue that… only half his heart works now. 

Never mind his five children who may grow up without their father as since that fateful day, he has upped 
his smoking by half a pack. No coping skills have been supplied to the man who suffers, grieves over what 

your addictive self has brewed as an irresistible temptation. Forget his children. They can do without him, 

right? 
A cigarette will walk his daughters down the aisle to their chosen grooms. A cigarette will teach his sons to 

drive a car. A cigarette will scold his first born daughter when she sneaks out at night to meet a boy and 
returns drunk without half her clothes, assuring she won‟t get pregnant at the age of fourteen because… 

well, let‟s face it… girls without their daddies look for love in other places. Babies are unconditional love, 

right Philip? 
 

I wonder if you‟d be rolling in your grave if you knew you were a mass murderer, Mr. Morris. You kill 5.4 
MILLION people every year. I don‟t know how you do it when… you never existed. You‟re a simple com-

pany. You kill a smoker every 6.5 seconds. You‟re one seriously powerful son of a bitch. I‟m listening to the 

deathly cough of one of your fans. I know the lungs are noir, the heart is weakened, the body is tired. I‟ve 
seen this before in many loved ones. I sat by the bedside of my great uncles as one by one, they relied on 

machines to breathe for them, struggled to talk before they crossed over, cried because they could not 
gain back what life you stole from them. I saw as they gazed into the eyes of their loved ones ever so 

apologetically, wishing they could have… if only… 
 

But you… you have what you wanted: fame, wealth, power. You‟re like a fucking hero, but I see you as 

something entirely different: a coward. You should be outlawed, plain and simple.  
 

Meanwhile, in some filthy prison, a man who killed a family of five prepares to be set free.  

 
By: Megan Moira Mahoney 



HAIKUISH POEM. 

 

good to talk to you 

your awakening to wrath 

laughing at kismet 

 

sharing minds 

your presence was more than ever 

I could feel you as never before 

 

intimate with words 

precise with feelings 

passionate with understanding 

 

your no-nonsense quality 

not to be messed with 

direction and passion goes somewhere 

 

listening intently 

not wanting to miss a word 

of what you wanted to share 

 

so fresh and vibrant 

reborn and enlivened 

like re-meeting yourself 

 

once again 

entering stage left 

my dear XOH 

 

By: Stephen Futral  



Car Poem  
 
 
the gearshift of insanity 
 
controls the 
 
transmission of pain 
 
whose gears supply power 
 
to the differential of agony 
 
all it needs is the carburetor 
 
of desires 
 
to complete the road test 
 
of existence 
 
none of this is covered 
 
by any warranty 
 
operate at your 
 
own risk 
 

By: Andrew Lopas 



                       Published by Free Penny Press, Tampa, FL 

I want to thank Cornelius, Vanz and 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 an evolution. 
                               


