
 

Calamaro 
 

Volume Two, Number One 

Summer/Fall 2015 

 

 

Editor    Lane Young 

Associate Editor  Anthony Harrington 

Associate Editor  Stephen Windham 

Production Editor  Stephen Windham 

Benefactor   Joseph David Young 

Advisor    Dan Veach 

 

 

Cover design by Ellina Dent. 

Inkpot and quill magazine logo by Rahne Smith. 

Website design by Shaun Krisher. 

 

Published by Kudzu Editions in Marietta, Georgia. 

Printed by BookLogix in Alpharetta, Georgia. 

Copyright 2015 by Kudzu Editions, Inc.  ISSN 2471-2450 

 

 

The word calamaro is Italian for squid, a source of ink used for 

writing in ancient times. 
 

Calamaro is published twice a year. Please see our website for 

subscription information and submission guidelines. 

 

 

Calamaro 

Kudzu Editions, Inc. 

P.O. Box 2076 

Marietta, GA 30061 

 

www.calamaromagazine.com 



2 

CONTENTS 
 

ERIC NELSON  My Bedroom Was Close 5 

KEVIN DURKIN Nightjar 6 

DOROTHY HOWE  First Language 7 

BROOKS 

GEORGE FREEK A Restless Night (after Tu Fu) 8 

HAL SIROWITZ Dangerous Times 9 

FERRAL WILLCOX Things you might have said 10 

     in Japanese 

RUPERT FIKE Single Mothers Sorting Beans 11 

BEATRICE PERRY A Bargain 12 

SOUBLET 

ED SHACKLEE Burn 13 

JOHN MANESIS Automatic Starter 14 

KEVIN CASEY Self-Portrait: Camera Obscura 15 

ROBERT LEE  Crow Matins 16 

KENDRICK 

C. B. ANDERSON Predestinations 17 

ALLEN STROUS Playground 18 

DAVID KITCHEL Ha’penny Bridge 19 

TOVAH S. YAVIN Hospital Visit 20 

BROOK J. SADLER Coffee 21 

C. CLEO CREECH Bitter Tweed 22 

JOSEPH S. SALEMI Plus Ça Change...1864-1954 23 

DANIEL CORRIE The Lives in Novels 24 

  



3 

 

 

ADRIAN FILLION Sea and Sky 26 

JANE BLANCHARD Late December 27 

ELTON GLASER New Year Resolutions 28 

 

Poems in Sepia:   EMILY BRONTË 29 

 “No coward soul is mine” 31 

 Spellbound 32 

 The Old Stoic 32 

 “I am the only being whose doom” 33 

 “All day I’ve toiled but not with pain” 34 

 “Fall leaves, fall; die, flowers, away” 35 

 Love and Friendship 35 

 

Contributors  36 

Acknowledgements  40 

 



 



5 

Eric Nelson 

My Bedroom Was Close 

Enough to the kitchen that I heard  

My parents weekend mornings  

Clinking dishes, perking coffee, 

Ratcheting the toaster  

And crackling the newspaper.  

 

Within those sounds I heard their voices  

Rise and fall like a distant flowing 

River, sometimes below  

My hearing, then bubbling up  

Into splashes of laughter.  

 

I lay in bed listening, eyes closed,  

Floating, not wanting to get up, 

Not old enough to say what I felt  

Even if I wanted to, but old enough 

To know I was hearing something  

Other, or more, than Mom and Dad. 

Something I liked more than Mom and Dad. 

 

I wanted to get up and join them  

But I knew as soon as I entered 

The kitchen everything would change. 

The people I wanted to see 

Would be gone 

And only my parents remain. 
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Kevin Durkin 

Nightjar 

Perched on a silvered post, 

a moon-crazed whippoorwill 

repeats his solipsistic boast  

to forest, field, and hill. 

 

No daughter’s eyes can close, 

no dreaming can commence 

until a frazzled parent throws 

some pebbles at the fence. 

 

One knock: the bird’s in flight, 

spreading his beak so wide 

the insects trafficking with night 

can’t keep themselves outside. 

 

Sated at last, he’ll find, 

beyond the barbed-wire spikes, 

a perch where he can speak his mind 

as often as he likes.  
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Dorothy Howe Brooks 

First Language 

She is savoring the words, my child, 

playing with them in her mouth 

 

like toys. She can’t see the sounds, so 

like a blind person she learns them 

 

by touch. She loves the way 

they feel—singing the ABC’s 

 

she stops on W, rolls it 

against her tongue: W, W.  

 

She loves bubble, and mama— 

that delicious M sound, Mmm, Mmm. 

 

She sings herself to sleep at night: 

ba-by, dog-gie, moonnn, no end  

 

to the shapes of the sounds, 

that first sweet taste of language. 

  



8 

George Freek 

A Restless Night (after Tu Fu) 

The flowers drop their petals. 

I’ve watched the autumn come, 

now I watch it depart. 

The robins which nested in my yard, 

leave early for their flight south. 

My wife of forty years 

is now in the ground. 

Tonight, even her nagging 

would be a welcome sound. 

Dear God, everything 

has abandoned me. 

All I have left is self-pity. 

I’m afraid to drink wine. 

Drunken memories are no good. 

At least we had no children 

to trouble our old age. 

Alone, I watch the moon rise. 

But I can hardly see it. 

It barely lights the sky. 
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Hal Sirowitz 

Dangerous Times 

They say a little knowledge 
is a dangerous thing, Father said, 

which means not only are you 

dangerous right now, but you’re 

becoming more dangerous 

day by day. Letting you stay 

in the house is taking a risk. 

That’s why your mother and I 

are trying to fill you up 

with knowledge, so you won’t 

become a danger to the community. 

We can handle tragedy. But can 

the block? A neighbor, who lived 

in the corner house, dropped dead 

last month. The block has already 

met its quota for bad tidings. 
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Ferral Willcox 

Things you may have said in Japanese 

Maybe you said: 

 

Follow the biscuits to five secret penguins 

My love is a green piece of fingernail in a bubble 

The spotted queen of accounting ate a parakeet 

or 

The bulldozer loves disco dancing in Portugal 

 

However, I think you said: 

 

The snowflakes are hiding from political backlash and cheese 

Nine industrial diapers were found on the ostrich mayor 

Flatworms love to sing toothpaste newspapers in court 

and 

The chessboard grief sneaks daily into sandwiches 

 

But it is possible that you said: 

 

Trailers shine like cheeseburgers in sandstorms 

The boiling surfboards congealed into church 

I am not a tweezer 

and 

I have seen a mountain run by wearing nothing but trees 

 

On the other hand, I am indentured to lizard dreams 

so you may have said some other things than these 
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Rupert Fike 

Single Mothers Sorting Beans 

Combines think soybeans are the same as rocks, 

so we sit here early sorting the two, 

wide trays in our laps held slightly askew 

forcing wobbles from the stones and dirt clods 

that never formed in a pod, became round. 

All while June oils the pressure cooker ring, 

and Lyn reads to the kids before they sing, 

Thanks, for their oatmeal, the loveliest sound. 

And sure, we'll daydream, but in the here and now 

we sort beans, gossip, fold clean diapers - 

Jill's back from the Bronx. I think Tim likes her, 

this household dependent on us, our Tao 

to feed sixteen children (prompt meals a must!) 

bites with no stones, no explosions of dust. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From a sonnet sequence devoted to life on The Farm, a 1970s 

commune. 
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Beatrice Perry Soublet 

A Bargain 

We shop together, 

Watching for sales. 

You come early 

I late. 

We watch for specials. 

 

Looking for what we want–not need. 

But somehow it is all the same. 

 

Bargain hunters, we 

Hearts that are full of longing. 

Needing and wanting 

We know not what. 

 

Holding firm to our belief that 

Good deals are just around the corner. 

We pick up pieces, ideas, fragments. 

 

Fumble with them. 

Touch their tattered corners. 

Place them neatly back on the shelf. 

Move on to toy with, feel and massage 

Some other fragment. 

A piece of life left by a mournful soul. 

 

We use it to our advantage 

Fumbling with the edges of the lives of others. 

 

Bargain hunters, we 

Shopping for meaning 

Certain that we shall find it, just around the corner. 
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Ed Shacklee 

Burn 

I took the way of stone, 

not water, air or fire: 

one element alone 

might complement desire. 

 

Not to quickly flare, 

nor to slyly flow – 

no fickleness of air 

could whisper where to go; 

 

for I am each, in turn, 

as years unearth the soul, 

yet found no way to burn 

but dark and pressed as coal. 
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John Manesis 

Automatic Starter 

At the window of his room 

in the assisted living home, 

a widower points outside 

and tells his visiting niece, 

 

“Some people ask me why 

my pickup’s in the parking lot– 

they know I had to give up 

my license last year. 

 

The guy across the hall 

tells me all the time 

to sell it and throw a party, 

make sure that I invite him. 

 

Every morning after coffee, 

I stand here looking at my Dodge, 

press the automatic starter, 

go sit in the truck a few minutes, 

turn on the radio and pretend.” 
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Kevin Casey 

Self-Portrait: Camera Obscura 

She refused to be caught in a frame  

before her first dance, and so I stole  

a cell phone shot of my daughter from inside  

the car as she walked into the school.  

 

But the flashless photo showed only black;  

once home, I opened it with software  

designed to dial back the midnight to dusk,  

to catch her laughter, that easiness  

with her friends, the inevitable boy  

in the periphery, perhaps to glimpse  

myself at her age, summoned on memory’s  

brittle film–our bodies, awkward and lovely,  

blurred in the spring wind’s endless exposure.  

 

Shifting the brightness slider to the right,  

my own reflected image was all  

that appeared, luminous in the windshield– 

a haggard face and dour, both chastening  

and pitiful, that no software could erase,  

only the grace of the “delete” key, 

then the solace of a darkened room 

as I waited for the dance to be done. 
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Robert Lee Kendrick 

Crow Matins 

From the old Central Roller Mill roof 

blackbirds chant 

a plainsong for one of their own, 

 

celebrate meat 

to be picked from the bones. 

Tails twitch 

 

with hunger, 

hooked mouths give thanks 

for this work. 

 

The song dies 

as the first ones descend, 

tear red mouthfuls 

 

& swallow 

them whole. Fresh sinew 

& blood, 

 

the magic of flesh become 

spirit & strength, 

bursts of muscle & heat 

 

as dark wings unfold 

to lift 

these new bodies back to the air. 
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C. B. Anderson 

Predestinations 

A rising flame is mother to the afterglow. 

The glances we exchanged while tasting our first sips 

Of wine together tell the tale: It was as though 

Those vinous ruby droplets passed through common lips. 

 

The flesh we later traded was precursory 

To level playing fields where smiles outnumbered frowns; 

Before too long we built a spacious nursery, 

As if we meant to populate unchartered towns 

 

With stalwart cadres of our prepossessing get. 

We’re older now, our former aspirations shrunk 

Like raisins on a withered vine. We’ve sobered, yet 

Our heady memories can make us feel as drunk 

 

As college students on a spring sabbatical. 

Though spirit lives, the flesh is problematical. 
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Allen Strous 

Playground 

On the playground 

enter the sunshine 

of the other, 

 

that simple— 

children open to each other, 

so simple, 

 

speak  

and there is an answer, 

an other, 

 

the sunshine talking now, 

the sunlight running now, 

weightless weight of the game— 

a weight, so real, 

 

and a rest, 

fall, after, 

tumble down and laugh, 

no hurt of fall 

together, 

 

the only-dark, of more and more, new, 

that the other can give. 

 

But I knew 

on that actual playground 

and all others, 

the dark check, 

dark stop, 

 

I, no other.  
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David Kitchel 

Ha’penny Bridge 

for Jenny 

 

Somewhere in storage there’s a picture of us 

On that long, bright bridge 

Above the old, dark waters. 

 

A late-afternoon in autumn, the sky already darkening 

And the neon store-lights are just 

Coming on—the pure come-on 

Of a possibility— 

 

And you’re leaning into me 

As we lean into Dublin, 

Headed to Mulligan’s and friends. 

 

In the notch the Liffey cuts between the buildings,  

The evening star is shining for us. 

But we have turned away 

 

Towards each other,  

Towards whatever happens. 
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Tovah S. Yavin 

Hospital Visit 

Room seven twenty-five, first bed 

Green screens, blue tubes, fuzzy socks, 

Rainbow pills timed and checked 

White shoes drift on silent tread. 

 

Two gray heads in grand duet 

Things you'll need – slide – no I won't 

Share some grapes – spin – eat your lunch 

Time to go – bow – no not yet. 

 

Smooth cheeks, certain hands 

Pamphlets, pictures, practiced plans 

Helpful offers, sincere words 

Scheduled meetings now deferred 

Tests and labs, a busy day 

Leaving me with time to pray. 
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Brook J. Sadler 

Coffee 

Come to me mellifluous and warm 

in the glow of dawn, sing  

to me of good work to be done. 

Open your embracing arms, 

and move me along, move me along. 

 

Come to me stout and strong 

in the afternoon, urging me on 

with vigor and windward heart. 

Sail my ship to harbor, 

sail my ship late to harbor. 

 

Come to me hot and dark 

at the end of day, 

coax me to passion’s bitter play. 

Say, espresso, stay.  

Say, tiny cups to lips, sip.  
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C. Cleo Creech 

Bitter Tweed 

I have seen the 

bitter old man coat  

hanging in the back of the closet. 

I’ve tried it on, felt its 

unreasonable comfortableness. 

I put it back, in the back, 

where it taunts me, 

with it’s fur collar and lining, 

it’s undemanding tweediness. 

Optimism, hopefulness  

these are skins for younger men. 

Yet I still pull them out 

threadworn and patched, 

looking just fine when 

eyes squint, vision blurs, 

blurring the line of healthy denial 

and just plain fashion victim, 

at least allowing myself  

sensible shoes, comfortable souls.   
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Joseph S. Salemi 

Plus Ça Change...1864-1954 

At night my father brought back home the change 

From his store’s till, to sort and count and roll. 

A simple task, and well within the range 

Of childhood’s skill.  There was a heavy bowl 

Where pennies went, and I would get the chance 

To work my will.  I made small stacks of them 

So that they might be counted at a glance, 

And then the thrill—one penny, like a gem, 

Stood out from all the others, worn but thick, 

While on it still the coin quite clearly bore 

Its minting date, as plain as any brick— 

A year to spill blood: 1864. 

 

Nine decades it was warmed by hand and purse, 

But warfare’s chill persisted, getting worse. 
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Daniel Corrie 

The Lives in Novels 

. . . thinking of an action as if it 

were eternally repeated . . . . 

    – Genevieve Lloyd 

i. 

 

Open the book. It is where time is held. 

You read the story, as their lives repeat 

where their world opens to another world. 

 

Where their book’s pages open to your light, 

your eyes look down. It’s a familiar story.    

See their returning lives which they forgot 

 

imprinted in typography. They hurry 

toward their same decisions. Swept in being  

themselves again, they feel their seconds carry 

 

their lifetimes forward, all their minutes fleeing 

into an unchanged plot you’ve known before. 

You’ve read the book, and you remember seeing 

 

the lines of syllables advancing over 

the page, to colonize a void’s white field. 

The hours begin, again, to disappear. 
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Daniel Corrie 
 

 

 

ii. 

 

Their destinies find form, indelible. 

Captured in ink, no moment ever passes. 

Raskolnikov remains in some swift hell 

 

descending as an ax that never ceases 

falling in words. Words scatter down the page 

like meaning stilling into fractured pieces. 

 

Emma Bovary haunts her story’s cage 

of paragraphs, where she breathlessly chases  

rewards remote beyond each chapter’s age.   

 

Line follows line, where Dorothea traces 

the forking paths of choices, as though to find  

and mend the world. The alphabets of guesses 

 

combine to sentences, as hours extend 

into some chronicle where time is still  

rustling through the lives the hours pretend. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

First appeared in the Summer 2001 issue of The Hudson Review. 
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Adrian Fillion 

Sea and Sky 

The sea is in love with the sky today 

and dresses herself in his hue. 

The sea is in love with the sky today 

and wears his color, blue. 

 

The sky is in love with the sea tonight 

and shows her the moon and stars. 

The sky is in love with the sea tonight 

and promises Venus and Mars. 

 

The sea and the sky are quarreling today, 

there’s thunder and lightning and rain. 

The sea and the sky are quarreling today: 

there may be a hurricane. 

 

The sky and the sea are loving tonight, 

becoming one from two. 

The sky and the sea are loving tonight: 

this could be a hurricane, too. 
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Jane Blanchard 

Late December 

Although the solstice was a week ago, 

the sun still rises slightly later than 

it did the day before. I, too, am slow 

these winter mornings, yet I keep my plan 

of looking toward whatever lies ahead. 

By nine I do start walking on the beach 

past gulls and grackles, following the tread 

of someone faster, endeavoring to reach 

the common turning point. The tidal foam 

slides over any shells the sand can hold; 

I pick none up, reverse my course for home, 

increase my pace, now braced against the cold. 

Three, no four, jets make silver streaks through clear 

blue sky; their contrails form, fade, disappear. 
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Elton Glaser 

New Year Resolutions 

Driving down the dark, I don’t 

Look at the gush of headlights 

Gaining in the next lane, but at 

That white stripe by the road’s shoulder. 

 

And long ago I gave up 

Unreachable goals each time I hang, 

In place of the old Xed-out calendar, 

A new grid of glossy days— 

 

Venice this year, a glamour of palaces 

Sagging along the foul canals, or else 

An adolescent stretch of Elvis, posed 

In his slouch and pompadour and sneer. 

 

For what threats would hold me to 

My own broken promises?  Not 

A mind already raddled with guilt, 

Or a God who’s lost his grip. 

 

Now, I keep myself in line 

With these lines, like a bat at night 

Sending out its sound against 

Whatever lies ahead, black contours 

 

And blind obstructions, waiting for 

Its return, distance and density and shape 

Correcting the approach.  I can’t see 

Another way to go where I am going. 
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Poems in Sepia 

 
Sepia is a brownish pigment derived from the ink-like secretion 

of the cuttlefish. Sepia was a popular additive to photographs 

during the 19th and early 20th centuries, resulting in their 

characteristic brown appearance. 

 

In every issue Calamaro will bring attention to a poet not 

sufficiently known or honored, hoping that its readers will delve 

deeper into the work of that poet. 

Emily Brontë (1818-1848) 

One of the requirements for becoming a poet is to find someone 

in the history of the art with whom you feel some affinity. Early 

on it is your mission to find a poet in the past who somehow 

speaks to you, who seems to be writing the sort of work that is in 

many ways the sort of work you have the aptitude to emulate. 

 

Seek that brother or sister who is kin to your individual spirit, 

who sees the human condition and writes about it as you yourself 

see it and hope to capture it in language, similar at first, but after 

time, uniquely yours. Look for that poet everywhere, in 

anthologies, in classsrooms, on library shelves, in journals, and 

yes, now, on the Internet. 

 

Such was the American Emily Dickinson’s high regard for the 

British Emily Brontë, whom she described in letters as “gigantic” 

and “marvelous.” At Dickinson’s small funeral service, the only 

poem read (by Colonel Higginson) was Brontë’s “No coward soul 

is mine,” presumably specified by Dickinson herself. 

 

We know that Dickinson had made a thorough study of female 

British poets, principally Elizabeth Barrett Browning and Emily 

Brontë as part of her growing awareness of the possibility of 

becoming a writer herself, able to take her place, as Keats put it, 

“among the English poets.” 
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Dickinson, who was eight years old when Brontë died, could 

never read as we can the many biographies and studies of the 

work of the Brontës and therefore could not know how much the 

life of the woman in Yorkshire had in common with her own in 

Amherst. 

 

Both women were raised by dominant father figures (who to 

their credit gave their daughters full access to the personal 

libraries and purchased books and magazines that inspired 

them). Both were essentially raised without a nurturing mother. 

(Brontë’s died when she was two, and Dickinson’s was an invalid 

all her life). 

 

Both of them rejected the dominant liturgical and theological 

creeds of their culture, yet both were obsessed with God and 

questions of immortality. Brontë, though the daughter of an 

Anglican clergyman, was allowed to skip churchgoing and, unlike 

her sisters, took no part in Sunday School teaching. Both adopted 

hymn meters as the forms of most their verse. 

 

On the domestic front, both kneaded the dough and baked the 

family’s bread. Another thing the Emilys had in common was the 

faithful companionship of large, somewhat unruly dogs: 

Dickinson’s Labrador Carlo and Brontë’s Pit Bull mix, Keeper. 

Both women were strong-willed and reclusive: Dickinson at 

home and Brontë as a free spirit on the Yorkshire moors. Loners, 

the two of them, but out of their solitude able to touch thousands 

of lives after their deaths. 

 

Finally, both were prolific writers. No day passed without their 

writing something. In the last year of her life Emily Brontë 

produced a novel, Wuthering Heights, that is among the most 

popular novels of the English Victorian period. Let us hope that 

like Thomas Hardy, Emily Brontë comes to be honored as both a 

major poet as well as a novelist. 
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Emily Brontë 

No coward soul is mine 

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere 

I see Heaven’s glory shine 

And Faith shines equal arming me from Fear 

 

O God within my breast 

Almighty ever-present Deity 

Life, that in me hast rest 

As I—Undying Life—have power in thee 

 

Vain are the thousand creeds 

That move men’s hearts, unutterably vain, 

Worthless as withered weeds 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main 

 

To waken doubt in one 

Holding so fast by thy infinity 

So surely anchored on 

The steadfast rock of Immortality 

 

With wide-embracing love 

Thy spirit animates eternal years 

Pervades and broods above, 

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears 

 

Though Earth and moon were gone 

And suns and universes cease to be 

And thou wert left alone 

Every Existence would exist in thee 

 

There is not room for Death 

Nor atom that his might could render void 

Since thou art Being and Breath 

And what thou art can never be destroyed 
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Emily Brontë 

Spellbound 

The night is darkening round me, 

The wild winds coldly blow; 

But a tyrant spell has bound me 

And I cannot, cannot go. 

 

The giant trees are bending 

Their bare boughs weighed with snow, 

And the storm is fast descending, 

And yet I cannot go. 

 

Clouds beyond clouds above me, 

Wastes beyond wastes below; 

But nothing drear can move me; 

I will not, cannot go. 

The Old Stoic 

Riches I hold in light esteem, 

And Love I laugh to scorn; 

The lust of Fame was but a dream 

That vanished with the morn— 

 

And if I pray, the only prayer 

That moves my lips for me 

Is—‘Leave the heart that now I bear, 

And give me liberty.’ 

 

Yes, as my swift days near their goal. 

‘Tis all that I implore— 

Through life and death, a chainless soul, 

With courage to endure! 
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Emily Brontë 

I am the only being whose doom 

No tongue would ask no eye would mourn 

I never caused a thought of gloom 

A smile of joy since I was born 

 

In secret pleasure—secret tears 

This changeful life has slipped away 

As friendless after eighteen years 

As lone as on my natal day 

 

There have been times I cannot hide 

There have been times when this was drear 

When my sad soul forgot its pride 

And longed for one to love me here 

 

But those were in the early glow 

Of feelings not subdued by care 

And they have died so long ago 

I hardly now believe they were 

 

First melted off the hope of youth 

Then Fancy’s rainbow fast withdrew 

And then experience told me truth 

In mortal bosoms never grew 

 

‘Twas grief enough to think mankind 

All hollow servile insincere— 

But worse to trust to my own mind 

And find the same corruption there. 
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Emily Brontë 

All day I’ve toiled but not with pain 

In learning’s golden mine 

And now at eventide again 

The moonbeams softly shine 

 

There is no snow upon the ground 

No frost on wind or wave 

The south wind blew with gentlest sound 

And broke their icy grave 

 

‘Tis sweet to wander here at night 

To watch the winter die 

With heart as summer sunshine light 

And warm as summer’s sky 

 

O may I never lose the peace 

That lulls me gently now 

Though time should change my youthful face 

And years should shade my brow 

 

True to myself and true to all 

May I be healthful still 

And turn away from passion’s call 

And curb my own wild will. 

 

  



35 

Emily Brontë 
 

Fall leaves, fall; die, flowers, away; 

Lengthen night and shorten day; 

Every leaf speaks bliss to me 

Fluttering from the autumn tree. 

I shall smile when wreaths of snow 

Blossom where the rose should grow; 

I shall sing when night’s decay 

Ushers in a drearier day. 

Love and Friendship 

Love is like the wild rose-briar. 

Friendship like the holly-tree— 

The holly is dark when the rose-briar blooms 

But which will bloom most constantly? 

 

The wild rose-briar is sweet in spring, 

Its summer blossoms scent the air; 

Yet wait till winter comes again 

And who will call the wild-briar fair? 

 

Then scorn the silly rose-wreath now 

And deck thee with the holly’s sheen, 

That when December blights thy brow 

He still may leave thy garland green. 

 

  



36 

CONTRIBUTORS 

 

C. B. ANDERSON was the longtime gardener for the PBS 

television series The Victory Garden. He has poems forthcoming 

in Poetry Salzburg Review, The Anglican Theological Review, 

Strong Verse and elsewhere. His poetry book Mortal Soup and 

the Blue Yonder was published by White Violet Press in 2013. 

 

JANE BLANCHARD divides her time between St. Simons Island 

and Augusta, Georgia. Her work has recently appeared in Concho 

River Review, Mezzo Cammin, Orbis, and TRINACRIA. 

 

DOROTHY HOWE BROOKS has had her poetry published in 

Poet Lore, Bayou, Cumberland River Review, and Mangrove 

Review among other literary journals. Her poetry collections 

include her most recent chapbook, Interstices (Finishing Line 

Press, 2009), and her first full-length book of poetry, A Fine 

Dusting of Brightness (Aldrich Press, 2013). 

 

KEVIN CASEY has work forthcoming or recently appearing in 

Paper Nautilus, Rust + Moth, San Pedro River Review and other 

publications. His chapbook The wind considers everything— 

was recently published by Flutter Press, and another of his 

chapbooks will soon be released by Red Dashboard Publishing. 

 

DANIEL CORRIE’S poems have appeared widely, including in 

The Kenyon Review, Missouri Review, New Criterion, 

Shenandoah, Virginia Quarterly Review and Terrain.org. A 

villanelle of his received the Southwest Review’s 2011 first-place 

Morton Marr Poetry Prize. 

 

C. CLEO CREECH is a North Carolina native who now lives in 

Atlanta. His art/chapbooks include Dendrochronology, Flying 

Monkeys, and Phoenix Feathers. His work has appeared in many 

publications, including Subtle Tea, The Kentucky Review, and  
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