
 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
Issue Edited by Steven Knepper, Mary Grace Mangano, and 

D.A. Cooper 

 



Poetry 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Verse Novel Excerpt 
 

Translation Feature 
 

 

 



Criticism 
 

 

 

Contributor Bios ....104 

 

 



 
 

 

 
From solstice we mortals  
begin to learn the difficult skill  
of holding still, 
 
the art of the  arc,  
the secret of the dark spark 
and the sleeping seed, 
the Lilith and 
 
the Persephone lesson, 
the earthen words 
of Chichen Itza 
 
the ancient ways 
of paying attention, 
 
the polar body twins    
of following through 
 
and changing direction.  
 
  



 
 

 
Captains, drop your weapons.  
Fathers, show your faces.   
Makers, know your pencils 
 
are softened by your natures, 
are sharpened by your visions, 
are subject to erasure 
 
are snapped by undue pressure.  
Physicians, know your flora. 
Sisters, know your natures. 
 
Brothers, meet your brothers.   
Mothers, know the sutures  

 tended through the ages.   
 
Teachers, send the mentors  
with rivers filled with waters 
and spirits filled with saplings 
 
to fill the books with pages 
of nature with its mirrors 
of its children and its sages. 
 



 
 

 
  

  
  

  
 

  
 

  
  

  
 

  
 

 
  

  
 

  
  

  
  

 
 

  
 

 
  

 
  

  
 

 
  

 
 



 
 

  
 

 
  

 
 

  
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
   

 
 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

   
 

 
 

    
 

  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

   
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
    
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

As springs give birth to creeks, so creeks to streams, 
and streams to rivers rushing toward the bay. 
Ditch water from beside the rural way 

 
 
Trout take the other path, seeking the shade 
of forests, cold flows filtered over stone. 
A crafty brown, hunting clay banks alone, 
can live and thrive unseen where town dogs wade. 
 
It haunts the runnel past the soccer field 
in woods where kids ride bikes on plywood ramps 

 
Both fish and youth stay artfully concealed   
 
but, some nights, feel the pull of the unknown: 

 



 
 

 
And by the margin of the sea  rest 
my tired body on the sun-warmed sand 
and let the ocean press her swelling breast 
against my breast, her hand against my hand. 
I need no down the dune will be my pillow, 
the waves a briny blanket, salted sheet, 
washing me wakeless in a wet crescendo 
that rolls and swells, then quiets at my feet. 
Asleep beneath the ceaseless pulse of sea, 
rocked soundly in the ancient  sway, 
I hear the crooning of a melody 
and lapse into a silent spell, away 
into a reverie of ships and fishes 
where mermaids smiling, blue-lipped grant my wishes. 



 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

          
 

          
 

 
          

 
          
 

  
          

 
          
  



 
 

 
 

          
 

          
 

 
          

 
          
 

 
          
      
           



 
 

 
 

          
 

          
 

 
          

 
          
 

 
          

 
          
  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 

 
 

 
 

  
  

 
  

 
 

  
 

  
 

  
  

  
  

  
 

  
  

 
 

  
  

 
  

  
  

  



 
 

 
 

of being nothing but adored,  
and we will fuel with little feuds  
the fusion of two solitudes.   
  
Instead of rich and gaudy style  
slippers made from crocodile,  
caviar, truffles, saffron gin  
just give me toast with cinnamon. 
  

 
  
 

on sour food and sourer wine, 
  
and go through all the motions till 
the space between us starts to swell, 

 
brimming with vague exactitude.  
  
Then years of throwing stale bread 
at bored ducks, bored and overfed, 

  
out of our clothes and furniture, 
  
not finding our Byzantium  
in scraps but in the messy sum. 
Both shade and sun, both weeds and grass 
too quickly pass, too quickly pass.  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
   

 
 

 
 

  
   

 
 

 
 

 
   
 
 
 

 



 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 

      
   

     
     

     
   

 
 

 
   

   
   

   
   

   
 

   
    

   
     

   
   

  



 
 

 

that rounded out the hem  
of the gown the She-Wolf wore  
(each distant light a gem),  
who every night you swore   

was strumming her guitar?  
 
And no one seems to know  
which constellation holds 
the story of the snake  
who retched a thousand voles 
to soothe her stomachache  
 how did your ending go?  
 

 
reduced to kings and swans   
no haunted samovars,  
no manatees or prawns 
knitting sailboats out of stars,  
  
 
so why should I look up?  
The black grows flat and blurs.  
The world prefers the tales  

 
their bears and holy grails.  
 You turned that garish cup 
 
into Queen Cockatoo,  

 
 

and Larkspur-in-a-Storm.  
The dark is just a curtain    

the best light died with you.  



 
 

 

for Laura 
 

 
and lie for hours where bright cicadas sing  
and stars are said to fall for those who wait  
politely for whatever night will bring.  

 
and hardly dare a whisper, as if stars  
would run away if they were talked about  
and fault for lack of magic would be ours.  
 
Even then, we knew the radio  
foretold each astrological display.  

 
a star would fall, or not fall, either way.  

 
as if we might accomplish something by it. 
  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 



 
 

 
Dad nodded when I asked if he would make 
a stop so I could buy shampoo.  
five minutes, I assured him. He preferred 

 
of protest. Like his old wood-paneled car, 
my dad was stoic. He had traveled far 
out of his way that night to rescue me: 

 
He drove, we talked; his sea-deep voice seeped through 
my skin and warmed my blood, as old songs do. 
His big hands on the steering wheel looked strong  

 
regarded him as old and little gray 
marked his thick hair. The car showed no decay, 
although it had to have been decades old. 
I understood, of course, that as we rolled 

 
could warp contours and colors; all below 
a blue-black sky can be transformed, murk-bent 
as midnight does its best to reinvent 
the world.  Dad parked and spun the FM dial 
to find a tune to sing along with while 
I bought shampoo. I leapt out, slammed the door 
on him and Patsy Cline, dashed through the store  
and came back out to find an empty lot:  

 
of worry soured my stomach. Had I taken 
too long inside the store? More deeply shaken 
than someone who had merely lost a ride, 
I scanned all corners of the lot, beside 
myself when I saw nothing but a sea 
of blackness, and the possibility 

 
to sing me safely home, to navigate 
the miles ahead. How could he disappear, 



 
 

leave me without his voice to tune my ear? 
And then I woke up, still confused and still 
upset. I lay in bed a while, until 
my brain unblurred. That car with fake wood trim 
was long gone; so was Dad. We buried him 
eight years ago, his hands well-marked by age, 
his hair snow-white and thin. But on the stage 
directed by desire and sleep, the dead 
reprise their well-loved roles forever, led 
by our brain waves and wishes scenes and scores 
performed superbly, with endless encores. 

 
him sing. Daylight uncovered the charade  
just as it ebbed: a fleeting, false reprieve 
and proof that even in our dreams, we grieve. 
  



 
 

 
   
       Whatever 

  What is is is what  
  I want . . .   

  
 
We sit, my Dad and I  
In the common room  

  
Some days he has no clue  
  
Today is good, so far  

Jeopardy!  
Good topics there, he says  

  
  
As each clue is revealed  
His right hand makes a fist  

  
He starts to say What is?  
  
Straining hard to ask   
The question to the answer  
He gets some, blanks on most  
And says when all is over  
  

  
Is there across the room  
Playing charades with me  
Gesturing through the gloom   
  
His simile makes him smile  

  
That conjure up a friend  
Who, silent, strikes a chord  
  



 
 

That lovingly elicits  
His longing for what is is  
  



 
 

 

 
 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 
 

  
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
   

   
    

 
 

   
 

 
   

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

    



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

   
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

      
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 

   
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
       
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
    

    
    
    

    
    

   
 

     
   
   
   

    
  

    
    

   
    

   
 

    
   

    
    
    

   
    

    
    

    



 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  



 
 

 

 
 

  
 

  
 

 
  

 
  
 

 
  

 
  
 

 
  

 
  



 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 

  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
  
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
Its oarlike leaves row 
in currents of autumn wind 
while our toddler talks 
 
about a new leaf sprouting, 
unscrolling its venous verse, 
 
its language older 

 
four centuries past  
 
when he adopted his name 
from these leaves easily torn. 
 

 
transplanted his banana 
every time he moved, 
 
the parched leaves no doubt drooping 
along each journey like ours 
 
do now after days 
without rain, our son growing 
louder every time 
 
he says Should we water it, 
which he means as a statement 
 
but which, in toddler 
syntax, sounds like a question, 
so he tries again, 
 
points to a leaf as withered 
as the ancient monuments 
 



 
 

other poets praised 
 

world ever in flux 
 

 
his whoop when I pass the hose. 
 

 
till the two years of his life 
so far pass again, 
 
if it ever bears fruit here; 

 
 
Two years, however 
he understands it, must seem 
a long time to wait. 
 
It is a long time to wait 
for something so unlikely.  



 
 

 
Begin with a clew, and fasten 
one end of its yarn to a doorpost 
to see that you won t remain lost 
as you follow your winding passion 
to the innermost hall, then dash in 
with a different key. You may accost 
your dissonant and bullish host, 
but  create the fashion 
of every turn and each descent 
into the deepest room 
of tonal change till what you ve meant 
emerges from the gloom, 
and you are ready to absolve 
the Minotaur as you evolve. 

 



 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 
 
 

    
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
    

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
    

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

         
 

 
 
     

 
 

 
 

 
 

   
 

 
 

   
 

 



 
 

    
 
 
 

 
 

 
    

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  



 
 

 

 

The Final Childhood is a novel-in-progress composed of rhyming couplets, with 
comic strips between each chapter. The book is set in the same world as its 
predecessors, Forgotten Work (which the New York Times 

 The Full-Moon Whaling Chronicles (which 
the Wall Street Journal -adult-adjacent 

 
 
The year is 2090, and most manufactured material is now composed of 

pixie-
s approach. But there are occasional downsides and 

disasters. For instance, an art-
engineered a termite-like horde of pixies that has sought out and consumed all 
Bristol board: the drawing surface traditionally preferred by cartoonists. 
 



 
 

The following excerpt from The Final Childhood takes place in a used bookstore, 
Crater Books and Discs. Kaye, a middle-aged woman who knows nothing about 
comics, has come into possession of a lost trove of undamaged art on Bristol 

 recount 
how Panel Smithy destroyed virtually all original comic artwork. 

Jason Guriel 
 
The Day the Drawings Died 
 

 
To go rogue. It felt that it provided 
Everything its corporate masters needed 
To make comic artwork. So, it weeded 

 
                                        
 

 
Panel Smithy, to consume all brands 
Of drawing board. It learned to grow these strands 

 
Formosan termites? Then, the thing installed 
These strands inside a pixie  
                                                       
Said Kaye, now deadpan. 
                                             
In code  

 
Or somewhere. Anyway, it hacked assorted 
Labs to make its pest. Its mind consorted 
With some pretty sketchy autocratic 
Governments. The rest was automatic: 
Termite pixies multiplied and spread, 
Creating all these roaming swarms that fed 



 
 

On Bristol board not just the stuff in art 
Stores, mind you. No, the little fuckers started 
Going after older pieces stored 

 
That Seth or Daniel Clowes or Robert Crumb 
Had drawn on, coated in this see-through scum, 
And then the scum would start to fizz and froth  
And bam, the page was ash. I lost my Toth        

 
                    
                                 
Alex Toth. Long dead. That was the darkest 

 
 

Kaye. I had a Toth original  
A Space Ghost. Very economical, 

 
Need, see. No one else was more efficient. 
No one else was braver. Every mark 
Was right. Was true. His silhouettes were stark 

 
The narrative was total. Dude just knew 
When he should pull back. He would whiteout stuff 

 
 

 
 

 
And lovely sketch of Space Ghost in a frame 
Above the counter. Everyone who came 
In with a comics brain would freak out when 
They saw it. Just the sight of it brought men 

 



 
 

Arrive, and in the corner of my eye 
 

 
 

I shook a priceless sketch out on my hand  
And through my fingers. Gone. 
                                                        
About the pixies with a lot of dread 

 
 

 
         Kaye leaned against the counter as 
Poe listed victims: all the boards by Kaz 
(Poe breathed this syllable with quiet awe, 
Though Kaye had never heard of Weirdo, Raw, 
Or any other magazine this Kaz 
Had graced). All boards by Chester Brown. The jazzy, 
Scruffy pages Robert Crumb produced 
For writer Harvey Pekar now reduced 
To dust. The 3-ply Strathmore sheets of Schultz 

 Peanuts!), plus offensive schmaltz 
Like Family Circus. (Undiscerning pixies 

 
Leaving soot with which to fill your pockets.) 
Every page produced for Love and Rockets. 
Every brushstroke by Al Williamson, 
The ink applied with speed and discipline. 
Every single Batman by Bruce Timm. 
Every single aardvark by Dave Sim. 
The drawings Sim destroyed his wrist by inking 
Alex-Raymond-like. (The years of thinking 
Sim did on the page, recording thoughts 
Best left in skulls.) The countless tiny dots 



 
 

Of ink Drew Friedman placed, the stippled swarms 
Cohering into grey-toned human forms. 
The pages of Aline Kominsky-Crumb 
And Shary Flenniken chopped into chum. 
The extant artwork by George Herriman, 
Who wrote and drew the great American 
Creation Krazy Kat. Some pixies chewed 
Up every page of Nexus by Steve Rude 
And rudely spewed out pulp. Sea-worthy hordes 
Of pixies reached Japan and ate the boards 
Of Tezuka, Kojima, and Otomo. 
Other hordes ingested every Lobo 
Painting Simon Bisley ever painted. 
Archives, vaults, and galleries were tainted: 
Kirbys, Ditkos, Millers, Goldens, Kanes, 
And Grells disintegrated into grains. 
The boards grazed by the brush of Charles Burns 
(Whose hand was patient, slow) could now fill urns. 
The work of stylists from Muth to Zeck 

 
Like microscopic reapers dust-scale Deaths  

 
Originals. (The line of pixies binging 
On each board looked like a foaming fringe 
Of surf receding, leaving empty sands  
Or so said Poe, who pulled a book, Clyde Fans, 

 
The counter. You will absolutely love 

 
 

 
She forced a grin and took the bag Thanks, Poe  
Then put it down.) Another grim statistic: 



 
 

 
Artwork for Prince Valiant done for cash, 
Revered as art, and transformed into ash 
By bots. All pages made for EC comics 
(Masterpieces made by crack, atomic- 
Era hacks and oft mistaken for B- 
Level texts for wayward teens, or gory, 
Filthy trash enjoyed by reprobates: 
Pulp fiction that makes young men masturbate)  
All mindlessly converted into pulp. 
The many boards on which one Calvin (gulp  
Poe swallowed back a sob) and Hobbes had lived, 
Cremated into crumbs that could be sieved. 

 
Or two.) The Book of Genesis by Crumb. 
(The plague, repeated Poe, was biblical 

 
His pencil-dirty boards a dinner course. 

 Blood Force, 
His lush and livestreamed hatching (made with Micron 
Pens) mowed into mulch. The charming, bygone, 
Densely gridded pages of Chris Ware  
Ground into grit and borne away by air. 
That classic Black Canary tale by Toth. 
That monumental stack of art by both 

 
Said Poe). Originals for THB. 

 Gasoline Alley. 
Every board for Little Orphan Annie. 
(The dot-less eyes of Little Orphan Annie.) 
The braless breasts of Little Annie Fanny. 
The flawless boards John Stanley drew for Little 
Lulu, which one horde had dared to whittle 



 
 

Down to nothing in the middle of an 
Art show, horrifying Stanley-  

 
Itself. (His fans, said Poe, had flawless taste.) 

 
 

(In drawing his iconic girl) undone 
As if the pixies had rewound the sun. 

 Hip-Hop Family Tree. 
(He died too young, said Poe. The Eddie P 
Academy for Kayfabe had contained 
Originals until the termite-brained 
Contagion buzzsawed through the boards and shat 
A wake of woodchips.) Every page by Platt, 
McFarlane, Larsen, Lee (both Jim and Jae), 
And Liefeld. All the panels poor Gene Day 
Had laboured over. (Editors found fault in 

 
Shang-Chi tumbling across his pages, 
Making management fly into rages. 
For his daring, Day was sent back to 
The drawing board. He worked so hard he blew 
His heart at 31.) The work of Marc 
Silvestri, Katie Skelly, Carl Barks, 
Bill Sienkiewicz, Chris Sprouse, Dick Sprang, Art Adams, 
Harvey Kurtzman, Rudolph Dirks, Neal Adams, 
Larry Stroman, Justin Green, Bill Griffith, 
Brian Stelfreeze, Vaughn Bodé, Rick Griffin, 
Michel Fiffe, Bryan Christopher Moss, 
Mort Drucker, Bernie Krigstein, Alex Ross, 
Carol Tyler, David Mazzucchelli, 
Wally Wood, John Byrne, Will Eisner, Kelley 
Jones, Dave Gibbons, Barry Windsor-Smith, 



 
 

Melinda Gebbie, George Pérez, Jeff Smith, 
Jay Lynch, Kim Deitch, Skip Williamson, Keith Knight, 
Joyce Farmer, Gary Panter, M.D. Bright, 
Klaus Janson, Peter Bagge, John Totleben 
Roz Chast, Paul Pope, Don Heck, Art Spiegelman 
Don Simpson, Al Columbia, Reed Crandall, 
Mary Wings, Gene Colan, Eddie Campbell, 
Milt Caniff, Jack Davis, Frank Frazetta, 
Chester Gould, Hank Ketcham, Ric Estrada, 
Raina Telgemeier, Julie Doucet, 
Walt Kelly, E.C. Segar, Raoul Barré, 
John Buscema, John Romita, John 
Romita Jr., Sal Buscema, Jean 
Giraud, Joe Matt, Joe Shuster, Harold Gray, 
And Winsor (Greatest of Them All?) McKay. 



 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
  

 
  

  
 

 
 

    
     

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
   

 
 

   
 

 
   

  
 

    
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
   

   
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
  

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

  
 



 
 

 

 

 

 My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun; 
 Coral is far more red than her lips' red; 
 If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 
 If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
 I have seen roses damasked, red and white, 
 But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 
 And in some perfumes is there more delight 
 Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
 I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
 That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 
 I grant I never saw a goddess go; 
 My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 
 And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
 As any she belied with false compare. 
 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

  
 so many things seem filled with the intent 
 to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 
 
 Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 
 of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 
  
 
 Then practice losing farther, losing faster: 
 places, and names, and where it was you meant 
 to travel. None of these will bring disaster. 
 
  
 next-to-last, of three loved houses went. 
  
 
 I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster, 
 some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent. 
  
 
 Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture 
  



 
 

  
 though it may look like (Write it!) like disaster.  
 

 

 

 The Protection Drop: Write a poem where the speaker seems totally 
maybe a 

brutally honest thought or a hidden fear. Afterwards, vanish. Poem over. 
sy and 

leave, making the poem and reader deal with the wreckage. 
 The Concessional Trap: Begin with a concessional opening

it. It simply displays that reaching a destination can include detours. 
 The Elsewhere Jump: 

then delete the last third. (I never tell students in advance that they will 
delete anything!) From that point forward, make a change to the poem
such as a different tone, a different setting, or a different stance. Finally, 
my favorite: 

 The Unlikable Turn: At least halfway through the poem, the speaker 
makes a questionable choice or reveals an honest feeling or belief that 
makes them less appealing. Avoid overexplaining usually, the decision or 
feeling speaks for itself. Ironically, the readiness to be unlikeable tends to 
make the speaker more human and compelling. 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

  
 

 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

  
 

   

  

   

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

   

  

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  
 



 
 

 

 

 

  

 

  
 



 
 

  
 

  

 

 

  
 

 

 

  
 

 

 



 
 

  
 

 

 
 

   
 

   

 And yet, amid the jackals and panthers, in  
 The throngs of vultures, spiders, vipers, apes,  
 And howling, grunting monsters of all shapes,  
 Within the zoo of our egregious sin  
 
  
 Unable to act, or cry, dramatically, 
 Still, it would have the earth made a debris, 
 And with a yawn would swallow the whole globe.  
 
 Boredom! The eye unwilling tears would smother,  
 It puffs its hookah, dreaming guillotines. 
 Reader, you know this monster, how it preens  
 Hypocrite reader doppelgänger brother!  
 

 



 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 As kingfishers catch fire, dragonflies draw flame; 
 As tumbled over rim in roundy wells 
 Stones ring; like each tucked string tells, each hung bell's 
 Bow swung finds tongue to fling out broad its name; 
 Each mortal thing does one thing and the same: 
 Deals out that being indoors each one dwells; 
 Selves goes itself; myself it speaks and spells, 
 Crying Whát I dó is me: for that I came. 
 

 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
            It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 
            It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
 Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod? 
 Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
            And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
            And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil 
 Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 
 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 



 
 

 

 

 
  

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

  



 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 

 
   

 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 

 
  

  
 

 
 
 



 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 

 
 

   

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

     
 

      
  

 

 

 

 

  
     

   
 

 

 

 

 
  



 
 

 

 

 
 

    

 

 

   
   

  

  
 

   

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 


