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SANDCUTTERS 2024 ANTHOLOGY

The Arizona State Poetry Society (ASPS) is a non-profit, all-volunteer
organization founded in 1966 dedicated to the art of poetry and to the
appreciation, writing, reading, and speaking of poetry. We promote poetry
at the state and local levels and serve to unite poets in fellowship and
understanding, while embracing diversity in skin color, gender identity,
nationality, ethnicity, religion, socio-economics, language, different
abilities, age, and neurodiversity. ASPS is a member of the National
Federation of State Poetry Societies (NFSPS).

The Arizona State Poetry Society offers an annual journal Sandcutters,
published and copyrighted by ASPS. We accept manuscripts from
members only for the Member Contests, while the Annual Contest and
Youth Contest are open to all poets, members and non-members, of ASPS.
Information on all contests can be found on our website at
https://azpoetry.net.

In the 1960s, the founding members of the Arizona State Poetry Society
chose the title Sandcutters for this anthology to honor and poetically
reflect Arizona’s pioneer spirit. The early settlers were called
“Sandcutters” because the wheels of their wagons and stagecoaches cut
through the territory’s desert sands with the objective to reach their
promised land. Today, the membership of ASPS stands firmly upon a
legacy of poets who perpetuated that unique spirit. They strive to continue
the founders’ poetic tradition as they make their own distinct marks in the
sand, trusting those who come after will carry on the society’s
longstanding commitment to poetry and community.

Thank you to ALL who submitted poems to our contests and
congratulations to all the winners. We look forward to another great year
of writing and reading poetry in 2025!

© 2024 as an anthology by the Arizona State Poetry Society (ASPS), with first rights
only. All rights to individual poems remain with the contributing poets. No part of this
work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, or by use of any information storage or retrieval system, except as may be
expressly permitted by the individual poet. We ask that credit be given to ASPS when
reprinting is granted. Individual authors confirm that these poems are their original
creations, and to the publisher’s knowledge these poems were written by the listed poets.
ASPS does not guarantee nor assume responsibility for verifying the authorship of each
work.


https://azpoetry.net/

Mariana Warner
Datura



PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE

ASPS continues to be one of most active state poetry organizations in the
nation. I never tire of proudly telling this to anyone I meet.

My thanks go out to the Executive Board and our associates in appointed
positions who have graciously given their time and expertise to ASPS this
year. A diverse membership, including the incarcerated and neuro-diverse,
grew to 235 in 2024. How wonderful it feels to say, through ASPS, poetry
has touched the lives of so many people in Arizona.

One way we’ve expanded is the offering of workshops nearly every
month. Eight hybrid and online workshops, facilitated by renowned
instructors from around the country, were held this year. The topics ranged
from the role of mindfulness and self-reflection in the creative process, to
writing about forgiveness and compassion, to language, landscapes, haiku,
revision, and music. Seven more workshops are offered in 2025.

The 2025 Annual Conference will be held on Saturday, January 11 at
Pima Community College in Tucson. Joni Wallace, the featured poet of
this year’s Sandcutters and winner of the 2023 NM-AZ Book Award, is a
guest speaker. Ben Gardea—fondly known by his stage name BJam—will
introduce the 2024 Arizona State SLAM Champ, Joshua Wiss, as well as
the Arizona High School Spoken Word Champion, Isabel Tehran. Both
will perform their poetry. Lisa Jordan, an ASPS member, and someone
whose enthusiasm is not curbed by a wheelchair, will also perform.

Sandcutters—what beautiful cover art this year! Thanks to Jon Sebba and
Kim Sosin for sharing their gift of photography. Blessings to our many
judges for their time and to all the poets from around the country who
supported the contests. You have all made it possible for Sandcutters to
grow into a widely-known, quality publication.

In closing, I wish to again thank all the Board members for their time and
commitment to ASPS.

We are a family and we invite you to join us.

Katie Sarah Zale
ASPS President



TABLE OF CONTENTS

President’s Message - Katie Sarah Zale
Featured Poet - Joni Wallace
Joni Wallace ~ Landscape Flocked in Snow

MEMBER CONTEST WINNERS

January Judge - Nancy Cook
Charles Firmage ~ Come into My Parlor
David E. Navarro ~ In Sync
Linda R. Payne ~ Winter Forest
Allison Fraclose ~ Your Ashes
Mark Hammerschick ~

Balanced on the Edges of the Gloaming
Jane Stuart ~ Across The Moon
Laura Rodley ~ Weather Whiplash
Roseann St. Aubin ~ Patience with Winter
Brenda Wildrick ~

Snow Falls on the Housed and the Unhoused Alike

March Judge - Tiel Aisha Ansari

Sally Bennett Boyington ~ Spadefoot Toad

Tina Quinn Durham ~ Three Horses on the Rio Verde
Sonya Manes ~ Ode to and Recipe for Marzipan

Cierra Crea ~ Issue

Tina Quinn Durham ~ Arizona Song

Julia Keefer ~ all good stories start with bones

Karen Admussen ~ Buttons & Beeps

Sharon Lask Munson ~ Faint Beat of a Butterfly’s Wing
Nan Rubin ~ Wanting

May Judge - Barbara Funke

Martha H. Balph ~ Upon Julia’s Cold

Janice Canerdy ~ The Trail of Tears

Gail Denham ~ Dance Because

Martha H. Balph ~ Eulogy for an Old Friend
Frances Donohue-Fisher ~ Maybe?

Sondraya Bradley ~ Nightingale Bird of My Dream
Lollie Butler ~ Red Bird

Jasmine Gatti ~ Catching Three Coocoos

Gavin Kayner ~ Owls

\

—_—

(e <BEN He) WV, [N SRS}

11
12

13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22

23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32



July Judge - Carol Willette Bachofner
David Robert Boyce ~

Bitter Always Is My Most Passioned Heart
Ann M. Penton ~ this starlight ran
Leah Serrano ~ Tarantula hands
Lynn Heil ~ Lightning Bugs
Cynthia Hilts ~ paradise amid the gravel
Leah Serrano ~ I could (could I?)
Cynthia Hilts ~ salt nectar sea
Mark Hudson ~ The Wind Whips the Water
Tanya Whitney ~ 4 Tiny Drop of Water

September Judge - Heather Clark
John W. Crawford ~ Bear and Neighbor Yap
Paula Goldsmith ~ My Mind
Barbara Sherman ~ Sonnet for the Catalinas
Henry Childers ~

May 17, 2024 - Mom'’s Birthday Is Today
John W. Crawford ~ The Brownie Way of Life
June Powers ~ I Buried Your Gifts
Gurupreet Khalsa ~ Grindavik
Barbara Sherman ~ Spadefoot
Bonnie Wehle ~ Day of the Dead

ARIZONA STATE
YOUTH CONTEST WINNERS

Grades 1-4 - Judge Roberta Howard
Tyler Kajiyama Holmes ~ Pupo ‘ole

Emi Kajiyama Holmes ~ Riding Free
Bennett Sakas ~ Four Minutes of Darkness

Grades 5-8 - Judge Sage Franklin
Francesca Navarro ~ The Mirror
Hannah Vu ~ Almondala

Ryan Batson ~ White Holes

Grades 9-10 - Judge Nikki Fragala
Rory Skeen ~ Remembering Flowers
Aspen Butler ~ Dear Mom and Dad

Nadia Mendez ~ Eclosion Immortalis

Vil

33
34

35
36
37
38
39
40
41
42

43
44
45
46
47

48
49
50
51
52

54
55
56
57

58
59
60
61

62
63
64
65



ANNUAL CONTEST WINNERS

Category 1: ASPS Award

Sponsor - The Arizona State Poetry Society

Judge - Lennart Lundh
Randy K. Schwartz ~ Preserve Even the Ashes
Linda Hatch ~ Moonrise
Mark Pacult ~ Big bull nose

Category 2: Aging Award
Sponsor - Walter and Regina Ralston
Judge - Dr. E.J. Wade
Julia Keefer ~ flower
Patricia Tiffany Morris ~ Watercolor Legacy
Karen Admussen ~ Laundry

Category 3: Cento Poem Award
Sponsor - Tucson Poetry Society
Judge - Clayton Beach

Linda Rittenhouse ~ Splash of Words

CChristy White ~ Early Morning Cento

Katie Sarah Zale ~ Woman of Wounds

Category 4: Gardening Award

Sponsor - Laura Rodley

Judge - Judie Rae
Laura Bridges ~ The Existence of Perfection
Martha H. Balph ~ Pride of the Commandant
CChristy White ~ Daily Performance

Category 5: Issa Award in Haiku
Sponsor - David E. Navarro
Judge - Albert Schepers

Martha H. Balph ~ sixty new houses

Barbara Edler ~ To Do List

Martha H. Balph ~ in predawn stillness

Category 6: Heroes Award
Sponsor - Allison Fraclose
Judge - Donna O’Shaugnessy

Mark Pacult ~ Dead soldier

Jenny Wrenn ~ Rio Grande

artiste-te ~ August nineteenth

VIII

68
69
70
71

72
73
74
75

76
77
78
79

80
81
82
&3

84
85
86
87

88
89
90
91



Category 7: Humor / Satire Award
Sponsor - East Valley Poets

Judge - Shelly Hamlin-Rodrick 92
George Reed ~ Old Fashioned Al Love 93
Alan Perry ~ Spores 94
Jenny Wrenn ~ Angry Poem 95

Category 8: Jessie Belle Rittenhouse Memorial Award
Sponsor - Linda Rittenhouse

Judge - Jerri Hardesty 96
Linda Rittenhouse ~ On My Way to Zanzibar 97
CChristy White ~ Cats in the Afternoon 98
Linda R. Payne ~ Dawning 99

Category 9: Legacy Award
Sponsor - CChristy White

Judge - Abby Duran 100
Michele Worthington ~ Hunting Season 101
Lorraine Jeffery ~ In this 102
Jerri Hardesty ~ Autumn 103

Category 10: Long Free Verse Award
Sponsor - Martha H. Balph

Judge - Jill Angel Langlois 104
Anthony Pfannenstiel ~ Father and Sons—Rough Draft 105
Melvin Palowski Moore ~ 107

Scars: Gordon’s Scourged Back 1863
Martha H. Balph ~ Canis Minor 109

Category 11: Nature’s Gift Award
Sponsor - Janet Rives

Judge - Marcella Remund 111
Mary Specker Stone ~ Pagan’s Ghazal 112
Alan Perry ~ Topography Relief 113
Laura Bridges ~ When Death Comes 114

Category 12: Persona Poem Award
Sponsor - Molly Saty

Judge - Mary Beth Bretzlauf 115
Martha H. Balph ~ Speaking for Animals, Who Cannot Ask 116
Dr. Emory D. Jones ~ The Patriot 117
Harvey Stone ~ City Tree 118



Category 13: Power of Women Award
Sponsor - West Valley Poets
Judge - Diane LeBlanc
Martha H. Balph ~ The Color Blue
Janice L. Freytag ~ Metamorphosis
Stephanie DuPont ~ The Trade

Category 14: Previously Published Poem Award
Sponsor - Alan and Kris Perry
Judge - Julie Allyn Johnson

Gene Twaronite ~ Write Me a Poem

Vincent O’Connor ~ When I Die

Gene Twaronite ~ The Poet’s Job

Category 15: Previously Rejected Poem Award
Sponsor - Bill Moody
Judge - Joris Soeding
Julia Keefer ~ turned pages
Charles Firmage ~ Dancing With Sandra Dee
Vincent O’Connor ~ Confessional

Category 16: Pride in Poetry Award
Sponsor - NavWorks Press
Judge - Asiah Mae
Alan Perry ~ The harpist’s fingers
Laura Rodley ~ First Signs of Spring
Thomas L. (Tom) Chester ~ The Peach

Category 17: Rhyming Poetry for Children Award
Sponsor - Elaine A. Powers
Judge - Vincent O’Connor

Donna Harlan ~ The Thoughtful Place

Christine Hennigan ~ Fear of Babies

Jerri Hardesty ~ Mouse Capades

Category 18: Sci-Fi / Fantasy Award
Sponsor - Brick Cave Media
Judge - Jim Wilkerson

George Reed ~ Neptune Cowboys

Tina Quinn Durham ~ Vampire

CChristy White ~ Supporting Cast

X

119
120
121
122

123
124
125
126

127
128
129
130

131
132
133
134

135
136
137
138

139
140
141
142



Category 19: Sonnet Award
Sponsor - John W. Crawford
Judge - Evelyn Berry

Lorraine Jeffery ~ Small Comfort

Lynda La Rocca ~ Memory

V. Kimball Barney ~ Miracle Man

Category 20: Transitions Award
Sponsor - Scottsdale Mustang Poets
Judge - David Vincenti

Martha H. Balph ~ On Revising the Poem

Katie Sarah Zale ~ imaginary line

Charles Firmage ~ Guest

Category 21: Wild Places, Open Spaces Award
Sponsor - Steve Chaffee
Judge - Nancy Owen Nelson
Katie Sarah Zale ~ Winter Solstice, Olympia Peninsula
Sally Bennett Boyington ~ hunting flight
Sally Bennett Boyington ~ bluegill and boulder

Youth Contest Honorable Mentions
Annual Contest Honorable Mentions
ASPS Member Poems

Betsy Bernfeld ~ Lost Oranges Blues
Gail Bornfield ~ The Debate
David R. Davis ~ Those Who Came Before
Eileen Flaxman ~ Perfect Days—A Sonnet
Annette Gagliardi ~ I'd See This Anywhere
Frank losue ~ For Loren: Nuances
Daniel Moreschi ~ Catatumbo Symphony
JamesRobert Platt ~ /ife merely tumbles
Elaine A. Powers ~

Watching from Behind the Children’s Books I Wrote
Cindy Pruett ~ Empty
Kaden Sheffield ~ Planetary Motion

Xl

143
144
145
146

147
148
149
150

151
152
153
154

155

156

161
162
163
164
165
166
167
168

169
170
171



Audrey Sher-Walton ~ Before I was Gray
Lisa Stephanie ~ The Path from Lake Lethe
Joy Valerius ~ Black Panther

Stuart Watkins ~ One of My Best Cravings
ASPS Board of Directors

ASPS Presidents

Index (poets / photographers / judges)

Xl

172
173
174
175
176
177

178



Lan

&
,

)
i
‘]
,

Xl

Tina Quinn Durham
Horse Sculpture



FEATURED POET

Joni Wallace

Joni Wallace is the author of four poetry collections including Blinking
Ephemeral Valentine, winner of Four Way Books' Levis Prize (selected by
Mary Jo Bang) and Kingdom Come Radio Show (Barrow Street, 2017)
documentary poetry about the Manhattan Project. Her most recent
collection, Landscape with Missing River (Barrow Street, 2023), received
the 2023 Arizona-New Mexico Book Award and the 2024 WILLA (Women
Writing the West) Award. Joni grew up in Los Alamos, New Mexico and
earned her MFA at the University of Montana.



FEATURED POEM Joni Wallace

Landscape Flocked in Snow

When I get the details right, the exact placement
of the shadows, he rises, we talk late in the kitchen
about fishing, his last trip to Alaska, how my dog,
a Standard, would fight any bear

they 're bred for it
you should read that book

When he taught me how to drive, he’d get
in the stick-shift with a full cup of coffee, say

don’t spill my coffee

It is snowing and I have seen two dirty eagles
perched in the rotting oak down the road

you can borrow my binoculars

he’d say, he means everyone has awakened
alone, has felt their own obsolescence

in a landscape. He means the way loneliness
expands, a breeze blowing through leafless,

the way snow made up of ice crystals reflecting
dissolves over any configuration of water.

I look out over swaths of white. Fenceposts,
the fissures between. Oblivion acres.

Leaves fill the absence where the river had been.
On either side, the banks are wrapped in snow.

*First published in Landscape with Missing River -
Barrow Street Press, 2023



JANUARY MEMBER CONTEST

Judged By

Nancy Cook

Nancy Cook runs “The Witness Project,” a program of community writing
workshops in Minneapolis designed to enable creative work by under-
represented voices and serves as a regional vice president for the League of
Minnesota Poets. A social practice artist, she is particularly focused on
intersections of geography, history, and cultural heritage in her work, which
has appeared in a broad spectrum of publications, including The Michigan
Quarterly, The McNeese Review, and Cutbank.



Charles Firmage ~ Eloy, Arizona

Come into My Parlor

“Come into my parlor,” said the spider
to the fly, “don’t you be an outsider.
Now I’ve set my table for early tea,
I’ve invited crickets and bumble bees,
you’ll see I am a very cultured spider.”

She spun her web wider, didn’t hide her

lovely lace; the loneliness inside her

made her words seem so smooth and slippery,
“Come into my parlor.”

I was dining with friends, then I spied her,

Sal signaled for me to sit beside her,

her whole conversation was about me,

and she had some etchings for me to see.

Spoke to my ear words sweet as cider,
“Come into my parlor.”

January Category I: Traditional Form — Traditional Rhyming



David E. Navarro ~ Tucson, Arizona

In Sync

To think in rhyme is such a curse

when I attempt to write free verse,

to miss the prize and miss the purse
there’s nothing worse, no nothing worse.

The rhyming comes despite myself,
I’'m haunted by that rhyming elf,

who mocks me from his cliché shelf—
it thymes itself, it thymes itself.

Demanding meter for its stay
a patterned verse in every way,
it drives my free verse far away
day after day, yes, every day.

It always comes with such great ease
it flows so freely if you please,

it’s thyming meter that I sneeze—
Oh! this disease, yes, this disease.

The verse streams freely every night

my free verse thymes with all its might
I write free verse, now don’t you sleight,
I know I’'m right, I am so right.

Don’t trouble me with what you think
or push too hard, I’'m on the brink

it’s free verse that I always ink,

but just in sync, yes, just in sync.

January Category I: Traditional Form — Monotetra



Linda R. Payne ~ Ramsey, Minnesota

Winter Forest

(A homo-linguistic poem patterned after
“Stopping by the Woods on a Snowy Evening”
by Robert Frost)

Who owns this forest? I perceive

he lives in town. I do believe

he’ll never know, that in this place

I watched the snowflakes interweave.

My smallish mount turns baffled face,
no house was here within this place.
Just icy pond and trees surround

us underneath this starlit space.

His bells make an impatient sound;

he stamps his hooves upon the ground.
A gentle sigh blows through the trees
as lacy snowflakes float around.

In peaceful shades of ebonies,
the woods inspire reveries.
But duties call before my ease;
but duties call before my ease.

January Category I: Traditional Form — Homo-linguistic



Allison Fraclose ~ Marana, Arizona

Your Ashes

They blacken the walkway
The doors, the table,

The photo of you
Floating in Iraq,

The rumbling walls,

The whispering street,
The plastic tubs of family
Stacked in the corner,
The distant mud

Of Louisiana,

And the desert sand

In Arizona.

Your ashes
Spread the globe,
though they never
leave the urn.

January Category II: Free Verse



Mark Hammerschick ~ Highland Park, Illinois

Balanced on the Edges of the Gloaming

Green lines waver

pulsing mulching mowing
dragon mouth flaming
draining fire from marrow
drip drip drips

salivating slipping

into whiteness ascending
thin air

thinner hair wavering

in mussed clumps
simmering linens on this bed
shimmer like faded mirages
in a dense distance

of needled arms and legs
dangling snagging

bulging varicose viscosity
blood sausage

tight edged metal corners

of a rested bed

cradling its coagulated carcass
morphine mania

pain as pleasure

skimming tunnels of corridors
burrowing deep into halls
mazed and corned

like when we were nine
hopelessly lost in the field
as it caught

edges of sunset

casting phased shadows

like your face

sifting slivers of sunlight
quiet hum

breath rising descending

in this sterile ivory room

as | grasp your porcelain hand
begging it

to not break

January Category II: Free Verse



Jane Stuart ~ Flatwoods, Kentucky

Across The Moon

Across the moon

Addis Ababa

spreads the light

of a thousand stars

into a new universe,

one that is cold

as eucalyptus stuck with thorns.
Your feet move

in many directions

making frozen steps

on the rocks

and in the valley

where wild birds

warm their wings at daybreak.
You can see

yourself

in the lake’s mirror,

rising above

ancient cities,

painted memories

and those dreams

we had when we were young
and the world

could not be found

January Category II: Free Verse



Laura Rodley ~ Shelburne Falls, Massachusetts

Weather Whiplash

Frost carved on windows

on minus-six-degree mornings,

dark eyes of the squirrel, paw on breast,
questions through the window,

can I swipe this kernel of corn?

The morning glory seed-sized eyes of chickadees
survey the terrain as they pick

black sunflower seeds, the ice flowers

erupt like pale Indian Pipes from

the frozen ground, crinkly curtains

of beech saplings bow to the ground,
allowing a window to your former path,

and the dark round eyes of your border collie
who is small enough to pass

under the bough barrier

but you must forge another path.

January Category III: Below Zero
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Roseann St. Aubin ~ Tucson, Arizona

Patience with Winter

How is it that the cold doesn’t kill them -

these deer who are slow and calm as they

move across the yard. The deer lace the new
snow with tracks like stitches on a baseball.
They are a family of three. They drag the tips
of their hooves and pause, here at the quince,
and there, at the willow, where seed pods dangle
in coats of clear ice. I know this doe.

She has a slash like a crescent over her

right flank, an old cut that healed.

She has stories, this one. She has scars.

We were well below zero last night.

Dawn developed like a bad bruise.

Hoarfrost coated tree branches in tufts as
ragged as torn linen. The earth is frozen.

The doe strolls like a queen leading her

royal maids over pond ice that last week was

as thin as porcelain. Their deaths will be

brutal and swift if the ice doesn’t hold.

A sudden crack, a splash, a swirl of water,

a descent to the deep center.

But the deer move forward; driven with hunger.
The ice proves solid. The little family moves on.
And me? I’m anchored to this cabin, I am a ship
in permanent port. I have more winters behind me
than I have winters ahead. I avoid ice.

I have my own stories and scars.

I wait in a warm kitchen for the plows

that will free me, flashing orange lights and
spinning out grey road salt. I should have,

by now, learned to love winter. I should have,
by now, learned to be fearless in cold, to

move with the patience of the wise and

storied doe who crossed my yard.

January Category III: Below Zero
11



Brenda Wildrick ~ Fort Morgan, Colorado

Snow Falls on the Housed and the Unhoused Alike

She sips a hot drink, turns up the heat,

while others search for shelter from the cold,
and some struggle daily for something to eat.
She admires the snow that shimmers like gold

while others search for shelter from the cold,
and the temperature drops below zero.

She admires the snow that shimmers like gold
far outside her large picture window,

and the temperature drops below zero.
Children shiver with red frozen faces
far outside her large picture window.
In distant and not so distant places

children shiver with red frozen faces.
Homes reduced to rubble dominate the news
in distant and not so distant places.

She prefers windows with beautiful views.

Homes reduced to rubble dominate the news,
and some struggle daily for something to eat.

She prefers windows with beautiful views.
She sips a hot drink, turns up the heat.

January Category III: Below Zero
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MARCH MEMBER CONTEST

Judged By

Tiel Aisha Ansari

Sufi warrior poet Tiel Aisha Ansari has been featured by Measure,
Windfall, and Everyman’s Library among many others. Her collections
include Knocking from Inside, High-Voltage Lines, Country Well-Known as
an Old Nightmare’s Stable, The Day of My First Driving Lesson, and
Dervish Lions. She formerly hosted Wider Window Poetry on KBOO
Community Radio.
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Sally Bennett Boyington ~ Knoxville, Tennessee

Spadefoot Toad

Let us praise those surprising toads who

rose from the sand and dramatically sang

the summer storms into existence, their

mating by moonlight a hearty hallelujah

to restorative rain, a companionable chorus

bold but brief, producing tadpoles that live on

as toads, digging deep when rains are done, every
day then spent alone, only dirt on either side.

(a Golden Shovel poem based on who sang their hallelujah chorus on every side,
a line from “The Contemplative Toad” in Joseph Wood Krutch’s The Desert
Year)

March Category I: Traditional Form — Golden Shovel
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Tina Quinn Durham ~ Hereford, Arizona

Three Horses on the Rio Verde

They’re in water up to their bellies,

so tired they rest their dark muzzles

on the mirror of dusk-stained water,
lipping current, not drinking after

the first hurried gulps. The bay swallows,

lifts his head when the sunset dazzles

him a few steps into the shallows.

The mares close their burning eyes tighter.
They’re in water up to their bellies.

It feels good to get rid of saddles,

let water ease bruised, aching muscles.
The men are lighting their small fire.
The mares imagine oats for dinner,

a rub-down, grazing away from flies,
dreaming in water up to their bellies.

March Category I: Traditional Form — Rondeau
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Sonya Manes ~ Tucson, Arizona

Ode to and Recipe for Marzipan

I envy you if this is your first taste.

A flavor that for me makes others moot.
Enrobed in chocolate or served as a paste,
or molded to resemble tiny fruit.

Some people think that it’s not a big deal.
They lean toward the classic ice-cream bar.
We’re taught about the marvels of the wheel.
But this invention takes the cake by far.

It’s hard to find at stores in the U.S.
But here!—Mix sweet’ner and blanched almond flour,
some liquid makes a ball without much mess,

then toss into the fridge for just an hour.

Hail alchemists of yore who found the key.
For modern chefs, a magic synergy.

March Category I: Traditional Form — Shakespearean Sonnet
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Cierra Crea ~ Surprise, Arizona

Issue

our collective slobber drowns
an ivory stick

as if
I’d want to clean an inch
more off this thick
muscle-wrapped, arthritis-click
ticking time bomb than I
have to.
I don’t have time
to suck the marrow dry
and gnaw and pry
your aching thighs
down to a size
that we can handle.
I will dismantle
your legs and hands though.

to keep this cordial,
is to remove my jaw.

March Category II: Free Verse

17



Tina Quinn Durham ~ Hereford, Arizona

Arizona Song

“He who loves the world as he does his own body
can be entrusted with the world.”
the Tao Te Ching

I walked beside the greasewood,
saw mesquite leaves tremble in the summer air.
I heard the wind sing:

Can you keep your heart pure?
Can you love the sahuaro,

the small bark scorpion?

Will you embrace this earth?

The bush burned but was not consumed.
The fire sang:

Look beneath these narrow leaves.
Though nature hold ten thousand deaths,
life is part of every song.

Join yourself with other selves.

You have been given much.

Be thankful.

Live.

March Category II: Free Verse
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Julia Keefer ~ Tucson, Arizona

all good stories start with bones

twisted white-gray mare thunders
across landscape. do you see?
do you yield?

highway eats away at the pregnant mountains
and licks its hollow lips.

green shadow
blankets the floor of the universe.

tired girl sits in tree.
tired boy rubs warpaint
under his eyes,

into his eyes.
it stings.
do you see, boy? do you yield?

boy does not yield. boy sings. boy bares
his sharpest tooth.

girl throws a spear through the leaves.

boy turns into stallion
and eats us all.

March Category II: Free Verse

19



Karen Admussen ~ Tucson, Arizona

Buttons & Beeps

At fifteen months, you can’t resist a button—
big or small, round or square

even things resembling buttons—

you love to press those that make noise,

light up or cause something to happen

You reach out your short arm and tiny finger
to touch any appliance with buttons
sometimes with my help

sometimes by yourself

retreating, looking at me and wondering

Will I get in trouble?
Will it break?
What does it do?

You can’t resist noises

turning your head with each sound
investigating its origin

toast popping up, tea kettle boiling,
microwave beeping

Coffee grinding and brewing

fan buzzing, ice cubes dropping

air fryer whirring, water dispensing,
dishwasher swishing

such a noisy kitchen—

Y ou make me see and hear afresh

all those alluring, enticing, irresistible
kitchen buttons & beeps

March Category III: It was Irresistible
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Sharon Lask Munson ~ Surprise, Arizona

Faint Beat of a Butterfly’s Wing

They meet, rushing for the same taxi
embroiled in afternoon traffic

sprinting from opposite sides.

We’ll share, he declares
barely breaking his cadence.

She acquiesces, sliding in, smoothing
the skirt of her cotton dress

arms moving slowly, her soft summer tan
dustings of shimmer

and, yes, she’s wearing blue
but more of periwinkle, pale tint of indigo.

The rustle of her movement, a whisper.

She leans forward
informing the driver of her destination.

The nape of her neck imparts
a scent of crushed roses

her voice, melodious
a hint of soft consonants.

She plays with a thin strand of gold
around her narrow wrist

sliding the bracelet from cuff to elbow

not nervously, but one of those habits
a person acquires, unaware.

A slight breeze floats through open windows

faint beat of a butterfly’s wing.

March Category III: It was Irresistible
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Nan Rubin ~ Tucson, Arizona

Wanting

She straddles his motorcycle

on their first date, leans in

for his smell of leather, tobacco.

They bend as one into mountain curves.
She steps off at the top to meet his lips
feel the weight and press of his body
for the first time.

Over months, his beard rubs raw

her breasts, belly, and thighs.

She thinks of nothing but the way

to offer herself to him, until abruptly,
she knows he’s done with her

by the way he guns the engine.

She has all trace

of what they made
scraped from her womb,
only to feel her body
cinched tight

around emptiness.

Wanting, leads her to buy
his brand of cigarettes,
smoke them as she imagines
his regret -

the purring sound

of that motorcycle engine.

March Category III: It was Irresistible
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MAY MEMBER CONTEST

Judged By

Barbara Funke

Barbara J. Funke taught English and theater arts as well as competitive
literary interpretation and public speaking for 36 years in Indiana. Retired
to St. George, Utah, she i1s a member of Utah State Poetry Society and
Redrock Writers, having coordinated its 25" Creative Writing Seminar and
19" national Chaparral Poetry Forum contest and chapbook in 2022. Her
poems have appeared in Lilipoh magazine, Southern Quill, Tipton Poetry
Journal, Panorama, Encore, Canyon Chorus chapbook, and several state
contest-winning collections, including Sandcutters and Ink to Paper. Her
chapbook publication Feel the Cold, is now available courtesy of Lisa
Bickmore’s Utah Poet Laureate project.
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Martha H. Balph ~ Millville, Utah

Upon Julia’s Cold*
With apologies to Robert Herrick

Whenas to bed my Julia goes,
Methinks how indiscreetly flows
The liquefaction of her nose!

No matter if I try to flee
From sneezes blowing each way free:
That virus overtaketh me!

*A parody of Upon Julia’s Clothes:
Whenas in silks my Julia goes,

Then, then methinks, how sweetly flows
That liquefaction of her clothes!

Next, when I cast mine eyes, and see

That brave vibration each way free,
O how that glittering taketh me!

May Category I: Traditional Form — Rhymed Parody
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Janice Canerdy ~ Potts Camp, Mississippi

The Trail of Tears

As rain falls hard and soaks the ground
and thunder roars its mighty sound,

so tears of the displaced may fall,

their cries bespeaking dearth and pall.

The Deep South tribes of long ago
were forced to forge a trail of woe,

of death and want, with goods so small,
their cries bespeaking dearth and pall.

The Choctaws first were brought to tears
when forced from land they’d held for years,
no longer standing strong and tall,

their cries bespeaking dearth and pall.

The rugged journey thousands made
to westward land should never fade

from memory. We must recall
their cries bespeaking dearth and pall.

May Category I: Traditional Form — Kyrielle
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Gail Denham ~ Bend, Oregon

Dance Because

Dance cause

no one’s watching

or cares about how your feet

kick so high plants clap, and music
rings out

May Category I: Traditional Form — Cinquain
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Martha H. Balph ~ Millville, Utah

Eulogy for an Old Friend

Here lies
in all its holey-ness
my ancient once-green T-shirt,

lately deceased

after many adventures —
encounters with parrot beaks,
hang-ups on thornbushes

and run-ins with barbwire fences,
not to mention all those times
churned through the washer

and flung about in the dryer;

faithful companion

on countless off-road hikes —
bleached by hot sun,

christened by cold brooks

and drenched in thunderstorms,
only to be again (and again)
impregnated with dust and sweat
and burrs and biting flies.

Dear shirt, old buddy,
may you rest in peace.
I’11 not forget you
ever.

So full of holes...

so full of memories.

May Category II: Free Verse
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Frances Donohue-Fisher ~ Green Valley, Arizona

Maybe?

This day

This Mother’s Day

Three mothers sit together quietly
No babies or toddlers or teens

To break the grown-up mood

Dignity reigns while

Six eyes silently implore their used-to-be-children
Please bring us small soft feet

And wiggles and giggles

We long to join in
The chaos of
Another generation

May Category II: Free Verse
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Sondraya Bradley ~ Cottonwood, Arizona

Nightingale
Bird of My Dream

I’ve locked you outside of my me
thinking my life unfit for a guest
of your magic esteem

of the poor I’m the same as the rest
most of us live in patterned nests
with straws made of the same
and the insane
most none of us try to defy
the unholy game
of the day
most of us pray

to Jesus or Buddha
but if God be Omni
surely he dwells
in the Nightingale
bird of my dream

Nightingale Nightingale
mystery
enter me alchemy cure
poet my ways
fly me high
beyond days
economied boundaried lure
sing gone my I-can’t-believe
gift your magic to me
Nightingale Nightingale
day me free!

May Category I1: Free Verse
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Lollie Butler ~ Tucson, Arizona

Red Bird

From the arms of a mesquite,

A red bird whistles the morning awake,
This is honey placed on the altar,

Fair offering to the sun.

The red bird peers down into a night’s rain pool,
Her fractured reflection, not quite red, peers back
Through a shag of leaves.

A distant mockingbird echoes them both,
High note, low note.

An eye to the sky, an ear to trees

And a red feather floating.

Maybe now is when we capture time.
Maybe not.

May Category III: Three Birds
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Jasmine Gatti ~ Bethesda, Maryland

Catching Three Coocoos

Dove waits

to unlock his coocoo
for his nesting

lover.

Lacquered pipe,

tremors of

the folding syrinx, unlocks the hollow
€0...CO...COC...CO0

bursts forth co...coc...coo

that sails

to the restless bed
of the female lover’s
inner ear.

One

napping
lover tilts head
on side of another. Eyes a slit.

The pair sit to warm a brood:
father by day,
mother by night.

Tongue to tongue fills squab with crop milk.

In nest, all enter serene dream.

Blanketed by moonlight, all sleep tight.

Emerge sunrise to herald in coocoos for a new morning.

May Category III: Three Birds
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Gavin Kayner ~ Tucson, Arizona

Owls

They know

Things

They

Portend

Things

Perched in their disquieting silences
Waiting patiently for the mask
Of darkness

To cloak their business

While plotting the demise

Of undercover rodents
Skittering to their rendezvous
Through overgrown mazes
Shrews sharing intelligence
With moles

Moles seeking safe houses.

The owls deal in trade secrets -
Their incandescent eyes keen

For surveillance

Their precision wings plying night
Defter than an assassin’s blade
Their ears sensitive to

Even the whisper of snow

So armed

They unfurl themselves

And stars for witness

Pluck one more mammalian agent
From its field network

The scream you hear
Is universal.

May Category III: Three Birds
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JULY MEMBER CONTEST

Judged By

Carol Bachofner

Carol Willette Bachofner is an award-winning poet, memoirist, pho-
tographer, and watercolorist. She served as Poet Laureate of Rockland,
Maine from 2012 -2016. Carol is the author of 7 books of poetry, most
recently Test Pattern, a Fantod of Prose Poems (Finishing Line Press,
2018). Carol enjoys experimenting with forms and fractured forms. She
says: Poetry is a living thing, always evolving but never losing sight of its
parentage, its legacy. Her poetry has appeared in numerous journals, such
as Prairie Schooner, The Connecticut Review, The Comstock Review,
Cream City Review, as well as in the following anthologies, Dawnland
Voices, An Anthology of Writings from Indigenous New England
(University of Nebraska Press, 2013), Enough! (Littoral Books 2020)
and Wait (Littoral Books 2021).
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David Robert Boyce ~ Ogden, Utah

Bitter Always Is My Most Passioned Heart

Bitter always is my most passioned heart.

The fires of Hell can never quench;

Tears run down my cheeks every twilight’s start,
The poison from Love’s serpent fully spent.

Flee far away and stay nearest my sight.
Will I Death’s lover ever be?

Please do not urge me go towards that light
Where your delectous face I’d burn to see!

With fetice I yearn for your tightest grasp,
As I’ve always said from the very start.
Egyptian Queen send your finest Asp,

And bury it inside my spirting heart.

Where no traveler shall ever return

Despite my faulting heart’s desperate yearn!

July Category I: Traditional Form — Sonnet
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Ann M. Penton ~ Green Valley, Arizona

this starlight ran
nonstop for years to get here
~ staggering

July Category I: Traditional Form — Haiku
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Leah Serrano ~ Tucson, Arizona

Tarantula hands
Weave, whip, and slide- coax you in
I’ll devour you

July Category I: Traditional Form — Haiku
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Lynn Heil ~ Sedona, Arizona

Lightning Bugs

Those sparky little blinkers
are flying around

in a million square inches
of warm summer nights,

in some forgotten park,

in some small

Midwestern town,

where all their tiny lights
illuminate picnic tables
that need to be painted.

July Category II: Free Verse
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Cynthia Hilts ~ Tucson, Arizona

paradise amid the gravel

a little paradise amid the gravel
if I were a Gila woodpecker I’d
never yearn for a lushly forested
tumbling river, dropped between
glaciered mountains and tiny
wild strawberries

rosy brushed finches fussing over
the steady coo of mourning doves
orange blossoms’ scent
silver-misting every part of the day
would be enough

a bedraggled mulberry full of
cradling nests and

bugs pollinating

shading the dry

dust of a garden where only
thick skinned tomatoes withstand
the long summers

would fulfill my

every wish

July Category II: Free Verse

38



Leah Serrano ~ Tucson, Arizona

I could (could 1?)

There are so many things
That I am not

I tell myself

I’'m not good at math
I’m not a writer

I’'m not hungry

Not competitive

Not tired

Not busy

Not doing anything
Or I lie and say I am
Fine

Okay

Definitely not upset

What about all the other things that I am?

Could I allow myself to be?

Smart, captivating, graceful, wild

Could I ever be?

July Category II: Free Verse
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Cynthia Hilts ~ Tucson, Arizona

salt nectar sea

just one precious life

melts from loneliness

into salt nectar sea

all beings and worlds beloved

she has breathed salt water in dreams
a forgotten simple truth being

one, unseparated

embracing, absorbed in warmth

her silvered edges

once appeared distinct
hopes and confusions
private histories

all touched and released

no need for courage

she is not apart anymore
ancient galaxies of silted krill
minerals of lost civilizations
sunlight filtered wavering
lungs eased at last

in ecstatic union

in this dream she remembers
breathe water light filling ease
dream remembers the dreams before
in continuum conjoined with sea
blood is salt water

tides’ motion is pulse

like light of a wave’s facets
a moment of lucid humanity
she wonders, still dreaming
how ever she forgot

this

breathe water

light filling ease

July Category I1I: Sweet, Cold Water
40



Mark Hudson ~ Evanston, Illinois

The Wind Whips the Water

The wind whips the water in the fountain,
as the breeze blows branches of trees.
The Broadway bus at the corner,

the rain has lowered the degrees.

Should you wear shorts or a sweater?
The sun comes out as just a tease.
Summer could never be better,

now only if I wouldn’t have to freeze!

July Category I1I: Sweet, Cold Water
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Tanya Whitney ~ Sorrento, Louisiana

A Tiny Drop of Water

It teetered on the edge,
clinging to the ridge
until deciding to fall,

a tiny drop of cold rain.

Drops of rain falling from
the darkened clouds above,
holding so much power
over life and death.

Others soon followed

the same trail downward

like sweet tears flowing from
one’s eyes onto their cheeks.

Little grains of salty water
welling from mixed emotions
of joy and happiness to sorrow
fall like raindrops to the ground.

Single droplets of moisture,
expressions of the heart’s feelings.
Poignant displays of sentiment
cascade down like the gentle rain.

Miniature pearls of essence
existing in the smallest trace.

Salty teardrops and sweet raindrops
both demonstrate intense emotions.

July Category I1I: Sweet, Cold Water

42



SEPTEMBER MEMBER CONTEST

Judged By

Heather Clark

Heather Ann G. Clark is 2nd Vice President/Historian for the [owa Poetry
Association. She has been published in Periphery, Lyrical lowa, and Patient
Worthy. Heather founded and led the Winterset Writers” Workshop for many
years and has helped facilitate a writing workshop at a national conference
for patients with rare diseases. She is a Pushcart Prize nominee.
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John W. Crawford ~ Arkadelphia, Arkansas

Bear and Neighbor Yap

I walk my dog each early morn
Before the day grows hot.

He runs ahead with head held high
With energy a lot.

His frisky tail swings back and forth
In automated time;

He stops to smell at every bush —
His movements flow like rhyme.

The neighbor dog whom we call “Yap”
Because she yaps away,

Defends her turf like coyotes do —

She chases Bear each day.

Bear wanders onto Yappy’s yard

And wags his long, black tail,

As if to say, “Come, chase me now” —
It works — it never fails.

He knows his long legs can’t be beat —
He simply likes the run.

She yaps and chases after him.

My bear has found his “sun.”

I get my early laugh each day,
I eye the doggy game,

Just knowing both dogs get their kicks
Without a costly blame.

September Category I: Traditional Form — Rhyming Quatrain
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Paula Goldsmith ~ Mesa, Arizona

My Mind

Why does my mind say yes,

but my body says too much stress?
I am told it is old age,

that puts me into a rage.

old age I will suppress.

September Category I: Traditional Form — Limerick
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Barbara Sherman ~ Oro Valley, Arizona

Sonnet for the Catalinas

Their peaks divide the shadow from the real
and hide the city’s daily haze from view.
They bash the brightness of the sun surreal
to subtle shades of dusty brown and blue.

They notice not the scurrying of we

who climb up to the tops of their domain.
Our little feet are ghostly, and our woes
mean nothing to their omnipresent reign.

Each day the mountains work their hallowed change
from predawn light in which their contours fade
to afternoon when ridges on this range

stand out like abstract sculptures roughly laid.

When this abundant land is scourged by drought
Mountains’ bright eye will watch the stars blink out.

September Category I: Traditional Form — Sonnet
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Henry Childers ~ Tucson, Arizona

May 17, 2024 — Mom’s Birthday Is Today

she would be 104

her last years spent

in a memory care unit

which sounds like a place where you
take your ailing computer

but there was no repair there

a long steady relentless decline
punctuated unexpectedly at times
like a lightning flash in the eve