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Spring is on the rise.  
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Brenda Taulbee lives and writes in Portland Oregon. Her poetry and personal essays 
attempt to unravel the difficulties of becoming. Brenda self-published her chapbook, 
"Dances with Bears éAnd Other Ways to Lose a Limb" in June 2013 and has been 
published by the Gobshite Review, the Inflectionist Review, and UndergroundBooks. 

Inchworm Lullaby 
by Brenda Taulbee 
 
When I was young 
my mother measured 
the length of these limbs 
in lullabies, 
fingers gliding over dimpled 
baby skin, singing 
inchworm/inchworm 
measuring the marigolds. 
My mother was 21 
the year chemicals birthed rapture 
the year her friend 
birthed a corpse. The year 
my mother gave birth 
to her own dead end 
she called me òdaughteró. 
When I was young 
my mother traced roadmaps 
into the canvas of my skin, 
labeled each landmarkñ 
declared my fists  
sovereign nations, named my 
kneecaps redemption. She 
carved Pangaea into my spine 
and asked me to stay whole. 
My mother 
was postcards at summer camp 
and unwrapped birthday presents 
because she didnõt trust herself 



with scissors.  
My mother was 21 years old 
the year crystal bloomed 
behind her eyes one last time 
the year we cried 
for 6 months with 
our bellies full  
of sharp edges.  
When I was young 
my mother had artists hands 
and on the days they rattled 
like a dying breath 
 brought her my baby teeth 
like peace offerings 
so she could cling to  
something. 
My mother 
was 26 years old when 
she broke down: 100 lbs. 
in a hospital gown, her ribs 
like the riveted doors of an 
empty cupboard. My mother 
was a ghost town or Christmas 
at the halfway house.  
She asked me to be origami, 
folded me precisely into  
a blue heron dream.  
Now sheõs the string I tie 
around my wrist  
so I never forget that 
òI love you means donõt leave 
and Iõm not just the ghost 
of her dream. Iõm a house 
full of memories saying 
I love you. Stay with me. 



Darren Demareeõs poems have appeared or are forthcoming in The South Dakota 
Review, Meridian, The Louisville Review, Grist, and Whiskey Island. He is the author 
of "As We Refer to Our Bodies" (2013, 8th House), "Not For Art Nor Prayer" (2014, 
8th House), and "Temporary Champions" (2015, Main Street Rag). Darren is the 
recipient of three Pushcart Prize nominations and a Best of the Net nomination. He 
currently lives and writes in Columbus, Ohio with his wife and children. 

ADORATION #91 
by Darren Demaree 
for Mark Yakich 
 
Dry clarity 
in the low grass 
& always mid- 
season, I have 
stared at the rust 
on my back door 
without longing. 
The long fire holds 
all poses here. 
 

ADORATION #92 
by Darren Demaree 
for Elizabeth Herbert 
 
Sometimes 
there is  
one girl 
meant to  
splinter 
your aw- 
fullness. 
She hates 
her role. 
 



ADORATION #93 
by Darren Demaree 
for the elderly man at Teejayõs Country Restaurant 
 
Un-ready to be responding  
to any stricken time, I am  
imagining for both of us 
that our wives have passed on into 
nothingness, that we have only 
each other and our water cups 
accumulating time by over- 
flowing. They return and I toast 
our good fortune with coffee, cream. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Rebecca Wilder is a college student and budding author and photographer. She enjoys 
hiking, writing, singing, photography, and reading. 
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Kelly Ferry is an emerging poet and fiction writer living in northeast Ohio where she 
works with area farmers to support the growing local food movement as manager of her 
countyõs oldest farmersõ market. 

 

Daughter of Possibility 
by Kelly Ferry 
 
As if you never dropped us at the Pac Man table  
with a roll of quarters and a warm Shirley Temple  
to wait for the grease-puddled pizza we called  
our supper on your weekly visitation nights. 
As if you did not sink like over-proofed dough  
onto your Monday night stool at that sticky bar,  
your face tipped up only to sip Dewarõs rocks or  
study the v-hold-challenged black and white. 
As if I had no knowledge of your limbs tangled  
with the barely-legal babysitterõs. As if the ten  
bucks tucked in her pocket was her only payment  
for making sure we didnõt burn down the house.  
As if all that time you werenõt the one striking the match.  
As if I wanted to stand with you and your bride 
candle tips touching, flames rising, purple wax pooling  
on white linen beneath our hands while you repeated  
those second-chance vows and cried your collar wet. 
As if you answered of course, more than anything  
when I asked if you even wanted fatherhood, or me. 
As if a boy would know the answer to such a question,  
even when answering from the vantage point of fifty-three. 
As if I was not conceived on a high school date at the drive-in  
and you did not learn of my birth by a telegram I still have 
As if you did not first meet me two years later on your return  
from your Vietnam tour of duty in Frankfurt Germany. 
As if you did not drunk dial me in search of program-required 
forgiveness ð hoping to make long-distance, spirit-fueled amends. 
As if I did not cut you short and hang up the phone, hands shaking, 



all the words filling my mouth like dry pink eraser shavings. 
As if I had not, in the previous hour, wrapped my miscarried fetus  
in a square of soft flannel to bury in the yard. As if I was able to tell you 
that my second child was a small mass of tissue, blood-filled and warm,  
its partial spine grinning at me from the palm of my hand. 
As if we did not then let ten years pass in silence. 
as if we did not 
as if we are not 
this is how I stretch the membrane that encases my heart  
across a thousand miles, offering its translucent, empty pocket 
as if we might begin to fill it now. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Stanley Noah  has a BGS Degree from the University of Texas at Dallas. His work has 
appeared in Wisconsin Review, Nexus, South Carolina Review, Poetry Nottingham, and  
other publications. He has won The Mississippi Valley Poetry contest (2006) and been 
recognized as poet of the month at www.fullcrow.com (September, 2009). 

 

Backward, Turn Backward  
by Stanley Noah  
 
Quiet in this square,   stained wall-paper room,  haunting low-toned 

mirror and slow moving  music dancing out the short ban radio.  My 
mind seem easily to walk backwards  the steps of years. 

Then profoundly 
reality is repeating my personal history  with so many persons 
 I lived through 
their faces, voices, events like a movie. I do not need to meet them as they 
are today.     Some memories are sacred like fresh linen folded and put away 
 
like rivers to the sea like beach bone-dried sea shells waiting for generations 
to be collected. Remembered for what they were, and went like stamps on  
  letters,   traveled. 
 
Just to be put away in glass jars like red sweet jam held to sun light. 
 

You wonder beyond yourself and with those who knew you as they are 
constantly on edges, disappearing, again and again---taking a little of you 

with 
them as if until now you had never been here, hardly lived, even known by others
   today. 
Then fate like gravity soon has its way of placing you alone in this room 

somewhere in this hour. And the mirror you look into is like an abstract 
image you cannot fix. Becoming more invisible each time you take a peek. 

You hate 
to cut the lights off. Fearing next morning the mirror  can no longer hold 
you. 

Itõs the quietness,  isn't it,  that makes you think these types of 
thoughts. 

 
 



Christina Jones is a writer, editor, blogger, mother, wife, personal trainer and sometimes 
photographer. She does a lot of stuff and still wants to do more. She currently lives in 
Germany and dreams of seeing the World twice over. 

 

 

òGlass Storiesó 
 

 
 



Holly Painter is an MFA graduate of the University of Canterbury in Christchurch, New 
Zealand. Her poetry has been published in literary journals in the US, New Zealand, and 
Australia. Holly lives with her partner in Singapore, where she writes love poems on 
behalf of besotted people around the world at www.adoptapoet.wordpress.com 

 

Gelatinous 
by Holly Painter 
 
Itõs the second syllable. It comes out 
of nowhere. Gelatin sounds civilized. 
Gelatinous sounds trashy. Itõs a shout 
across Wal-Mart to check out these great buys 
on Spam and fish-heads that we can suspend 
in a molded bubble of orange and lime  
jello for a delicious savory blend 
the family will wolf down every time.  
Or else, gelatinous sounds like the name  
of a species thatõs related, linguistically, 
to the Galapagos turtle and the famed 
creature of Loch Ness, and looks, physically, 
like an amorphous jelly blob who dwarfs 
the skyscrapers as he flattens New York. 
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Emily Gibson has been a photographer for twelve years.  She was originally inspired by 
her Father, who was also a photographer. She is currently inspired by the range of 
humanõs and natureõs emotion. 
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Seth Jani was raised in the woods of Maine. He is the founder and editor of Seven 
CirclePress (www.sevencirclepress.com) and his own work has been published widely in 
such journals as Writersõ Bloc, The Foundling Review, Phantom Kangaroo and 
Chantarelleõs Notebook amongst others. He currently resides in Seattle, WA. 

 

Plink 
by Seth Jani 
 
Your longing is naked, 
A bare tooth in the brain, 
A stone in the arteries 
Gumming up the tracks. 
Itõs the thought of suicide 
On Cold Chicago streets, 
Or the deep hurt fostered under stars. 
Sometimes you cradle a fire, 
Whiskey-fed, inside your heart 
And dazzle the sparrows  
With your rants. 
Here, there is no place for tears, 
Instead a kind of rage must get you through.  
You find your angels fetal in the grass, 
Their luminous wings, like shattered circuits, 
Circling after God. 
One by one you snap their necks. 
A sound like hard stone 
On hardened walls. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Adina Newmanõs poems have appeared in Enchanted Conversation, The Camel Saloon, 
Yes, Poetry, Eunoia Review, Poetica Magazine, and other print and electronic 
publications. She lives in the Washington, D.C. area 

 

Cherry Blossoms 
by Adina Newman 
 
I miss the cherry blossoms 
that painted my barren 
pavement with pink 
delicacies and  
ease. 
 
I live with the 
present given to me 
by my choices. 
Nostalgic for the days 
ahead of dreams 
that will emerge 
beyond the tranquility 
and safety of slumber. 
 
The cherry blossoms always disappear 
until they make 
their triumphant return. 
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Rachel Castro has a B.S. in English Literature from East Carolina University. She will 
begin an MFA program for Nonfiction in the fall. Currently, she lives and writes in Falls 
Church, Virginia. 

 

Our Lady of Wanting More 

by Rachel Castro 
       Jutka slowly kneaded the clay with her spotted hands. Purple veins 
gathered along her arms in angry clusters, quarreling about whose fault the 
feebleness was.  
       òLook at what Iõm doing; youõre not paying attention.ó  
       In her small house at the top of one of the hills in Buda, she was 
teaching six other women and me how to make pottery with our hands. 
Every week, Iõd wake up early to catch the bus and two trams it took me to 
reach her house on the opposite side of town.   
       Her house was more of a home to me than the various places I slept 
while I lived in Budapest. It was always filled with women speaking their 
various languages in quiet, eager whispers. The walls were adorned with 
pieces she had made and pots, lamps, or dishes that her students of 15 years 
had left behind. Someone had to appreciate them, she had decided. Colors 
gleamed luminously from the tables and shelves and windows, and on the 
rare winter days when the sun finally appeared, tempered by the relentless 
clouds, her house was the only reminder I had that spring was coming.  
        Everyone in the class spoke some semblance of English, and Jutka, 
though fluent in Hungarian after living in Budapest for so many years, was 
from England. She spoke to me about her life as a potter, how she had 
begun her studies in ceramics, and her son.  
       òIõll have to find another place for my extra pieces once he comes home 
from university,ó she said, as she peered into a room beyond the studio with 
dozens of pieces of pottery stacked around a bare bed.   
      With a frayed, red scarf tied around her head to keep her hair out of her 
face, Jutka walked around to each of her students, pressing her fingers into 
their work, mending its flaws. All of the other students, who had been there 
for years, had regaled her with stories about their lives, and she knew every 
character in each of their stories by name. 



       The women in the class forced their weight onto the clay as they rolled 
it out, talking about ex-husbands, plans for travel that seemed to refuse to 
abandon their role as merely plans, children that were all grown, and 
tarnished friendships. Every week, theyõd leave class with their clothing 
mottled white with their labor.  
       Because I couldnõt join their mostly Hungarian conversations, I usually 
sat quietly and listened. I watched as their eyes widened whenever their 
words leapt and quickened, and looked away as their voices dragged quietly 
during the heavier parts of their stories. The sound of their voices reminded 
me of the indecision and frenzy of shuffling feet, as urgent as they were 
uncertain. 
      They noisily collaborated with one another, wondering aloud about 
how they might make themselves happier the next day or the next year. 
Every week, they showed up at this potterõs doorstep, eager to be distracted 
and to have something to hold them in place. Jutka bobbed from one set of 
hands to another, guiding them until their owner was happy, teaching them 
how to use their hands for something other than praying or begging.  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Briana Cox was born and raised in the small town of Tullahoma, TN and is currently an 
undergrad student at Swarthmore College. 

 

The Hopeless Fatherõs Guide to Average 
Daughters 

Newly Edited for 21st Century Phenomena 
By Briana Cox 

 
Room Décor, Chronology of  
 The daughterõs bedroom will undergo a series of very definite 
changes indicating the passage of time and the gradual estrangement of the 
daughterõs identity from your own. She collects horse figurinesñexpensive, 
painted things with spindly legs that always snapñand the interest makes 
Christmases and birthdays easy. You spend a week in the garage building 
the shelves where the creatures can live, and years later, after the horses have 
all gathered dust, you find her wrapping their super-glued, taped-up limbs in 
old t-shirts and storing them away for good.  
 
 Her room is painted over too many times to remember, favorite 
color under favorite color until she can find a permanent answer to the 
question, and youõre sure she never will. She insists on doing the work 
herself, and there are fingerprints and paint drips and thin spots in the 
corners where old favorites show through, but you both know itõs too 
transient to matter. (see also; Posters and Pop Stars) 
  
Familial Communication, Electronic  
 It will start with the daughter pleading for a cell phone, and you will 
refuse, fundamentally convinced that age and responsibility should precede 
it. However, afterschool activities and potential emergencies weigh on the 
mind, and you buy her a cell phone with pre-programmed top-40 songs and 
no real buttons. Afterward, she seems to communicate mainly through text 
messages and spends dinner times and car rides texting smiles and frowns at 
appropriate points.  
 



 You buy your own cell phone and tell her that itõs for convenience, 
and you record her playing at a winter recital and use the muffled notes of 
the Moonlight Sonata to signal her calls. Texts are sent asking about her 
day, you hoping the new medium will prompt more conversation on her 
part. She responds hours later with single words and brief fragments, and 
you learn very quickly that this is an unrealistic hope to have. (see also; 
Social Networking, Dangers and Benefits)  
 
Dating  
 The daughter will start painting her nails not because she likes the 
color, but because the polish tastes bitter and the flakes of glittering blue 
and pink stick to her teeth like bruises, discouraging her from biting her 
nails down to the nib. You find out sheõs kicking this habit for a boy, and 
when he arrives at your door to take her away you canõt decide if youõre 
worrying too much or too little. When she steps out of his car and onto the 
lawn, smiling and waving and ten minutes late, a heart attack sometime in 
the near future seems unavoidable.  
 
 The boy plays ice hockey, and your memory associates him less with 
the daughter and more with cups of neon-tinted sports drink crushed 
underfootñwith color seeping into ice. The daughter loves him more than 
she should, nothing about him in particular garnering this emotion, but 
simply her need to be in love with something. Trying to say comforting 
words through the bathroom door, her crying on the other side, you hope 
the next time she falls for someone that itõs something impossible, that sheõll 
have all the love with none of the consequences. (see also; Romantic 
Relations, Lesbian or Otherwise)  
 
Food, Preparation and Appreciation  
 The daughter will prepare family meals on rare obligatory occasions, 
days usually centered on you in some wayñFatherõs Day, your birthday. 
She wakes you up just after the sun and brings you a bowl of breakfast 
cereal and a piece of undercooked toast, and when sheõs older you run into 
the kitchen in the morning and find her standing half-panicked at the stove, 
fanning away smoke, or balancing shakily on a stool trying to switch off the 
fire alarm with the tips of her fingers.  



 
 Eventually, you walk into the kitchen sleepy-eyed and paying no 
mind to the smell of burning things, and she presents you with buttered 
toast and scrambled eggs and coffee with the milk already stirred in. Leaning 
against the counter, eating the colorful sugary cereal that sheõs embarrassed 
to buy, the daughter looks so proud of the successful breakfast that when 
you go to throw your paper plate away, you pretend not to notice the 
remnants of not-quite-meals resting burnt and inedible at the top of the 
garbage bin. (see also; Gifts, Homemade)  
 
Nest, Empty  
 You will never give the daughter permission to shave her legs or wear 
mascara, but youõll find yourself with a bathroom cupboard stocked with 
lavender scented shaving cream and cheap bottles of makeup remover, and 
you will ask no questions. One day you go to her room and sit on the edge 
of her bed and watch the past and future collidingñpictures of far off 
colleges tacked up next to post cards from zoos and pictures torn from 
horse themed calendars.  
 
 There is a bottle of stolen vodka hidden underneath a loose 
floorboard that curls up in the corner like a half smile. You briefly consider 
confiscating it, but donõt want to disturb anything. When she goes off to 
college on the West Coast, you return to her room and find her memory 
packed away and painted over, all except for the vodka forgotten underfoot. 
Taking the first drink of alcohol youõve had in years, you want to ask her 
not to leave, not just yet, but she cannot hear you. (see also; Independence, 
Irrational Insistence of)  
 
For further reading:  
The Hopeless Fatherõs Guide to Average Daughters  
College and Marriage  

 
 
 
 



Clinton Inman was born in Walton-on-Thames, England in 1945, raised in the 
Carolinas, graduated from San Diego State University in 1977, and is a high school 
teacher in Tampa Bay.  He lives in Sun City Center, Florida with his wife, Elba. 
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