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at my last stop, in the coffee shop where 
another poet’s stacked flyers for classes 
conflicted with mine, I took the last ones 
and now am writing on the back 
because I have no paper, 
it is no surprise
my keys are locked in the car
and I’m stranded in contemplation,
my aura so tainted I’m certain 
pure souls who slouch
in soft chairs and read, 
look up and know 
I am in great need. 
I am empty vessel 
without right path.

But the salesgirl beams with goodwill,
“He’ll be here soon,” meaning not the Messiah,
but my husband, whose day I’ll be blamed for dismantling.
  
On the counter, fairies hold glass orbs.
I roll egg-shaped stones from the river in India
the cashier can’t name, but tries to describe 
their power: balance, protection, peace 
of mind, he thinks, which, surprisingly, I feel 
moving out into a mild winter day, 
staring down into my car where 
the star wand, purchased here
by the man who is now lost
and late, holds my keys. 

 Published in Sin Fronteras

Rogers, Janet
Birds Carry My Goodbye.........................................(250) 764-2473

Kal-lak’-a-la Lo’ lo Ni’ka Kla-how’-ya

Tin-tin of nika tik-egh
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Stone of nika wau’-wau

Skoo-kum of nika se-ah-host

Smoke of nika til tum-tum

Kwah-ne-sum kum-tuks ky’-as nah-kook 

Kal-lak’-a-la, lo’lo nika kla-how’-ya

Mah-sie waum way-hut

Mah-sie e’-lip closhe eh-k’ah-nam
La mes’-tin 

Le mo’-lo klootsh’man ko’-pa ni-ka al’ta kwass

Siwash pil-pil, kwann

Cloosh-spoose halo mahlie

Cloosh-spoose halo mitlite 

Bell of my love

Horn of my talk 

Ghost of my eyes

Smoke of my heavy heart

Always know dear

Birds carry my goodbye

Thank you for the warm road

For the best story medicine 

The wild woman in me now tame
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I want to shimmer just below the surface.
I want to be transformed.
I want to swim and swim
and then, without even trying,
I want to sprout legs and
lose that tail that is pulling me down.
I want to drag myself from the deep.

And the tadpoles whisper what? 
and the voracious dragonfly nymph 
beneath the surface says too late! 
and grabs a tadpole by the tail.
Splatters cease, water smooths,
reflection of sky and leaves returns,
mirrors my face
obscures my view—
perhaps the tadpole’s and nymph’s views too—
of the way toward transformation.

Ruth, Janet 
The Universe is Expanding.....................................(505) 788-8648

What does that mean anyway?
Is there more of it? 
more astronomical miscellany—
stars, comets, planets, moons, asteroids?
or more galactic garbage—
those bits of trash 
that look too small to be dangerous
but orbit the earth at 17,000 mph?
Are these pieces of the universe getting larger?
Or just farther apart?
And what are they expanding into
that is not already the universe?

I don’t have time or brain-power for this—
understanding an expanding universe,
black holes, dark matter, antimatter,
how they know there is water on Mars.
And extra-terrestrials—
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if the powers that be don’t like aliens
from Honduras, what will they possibly think
about little green men with almond eyes?
And really, why do all those imagined aliens
have two legs, two arms, and two eyes like us—
show some imagination!

Oh, and what about human colonies
on other M-class planets, 
or under domes on moons somewhere?
The possibilities are problematic.
Don’t we have enough trouble
figuring out how to get along with each other
on this one familiar planet?

I’m skeptical.

Unless, of course, 
I get to pick which idiots 
we cram onto the spaceship
and shoot out toward 
 that expanding edge
  beyond what I can imagine . . .

Seluja, Katherine
Monastery in the Desert, Abiquiu, New Mexico....(505) 735-6662

A man carries a cross
tipped sideways  
as if about to fall
from his shoulder his back
from the chapel wall where blood drips irregularly
but it’s blood just the same.

On the day we finally came to the monastery
hidden deep in the tertiary age.
Layers of colored ribbons
of rock yellow mustard terracotta cream. 
Taking the curves slowly or a little fast
until the high sloped curve that tipped a bit too much over the green 
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Chama water
and we both said at exactly the same moment what if someone…?
So we slowed down 
because what else is there really to do  
when the ruts cut deeper and the quiet more intense.
By the river, a sandy beach looking something like Coney Island 
but I’m talking long ago.

We moved along the thirteen miles of twist and dirt and rut 
and entered a small parking area and the deepest quiet yet.
Geese lifting off the river, the wind blowing cold and blue.

In the chapel, a monk praying.
Light falling in squares across the stone altar,
the white altar cloth moving gently in a waft of radiant heat.

And way up there, at the top of the cliff
two crosses and five crows.

Seluja, Katherine
You are Migrant........................................................(505) 735-9682

You are migrant
which is to say     
you are standing in a line 
a very long line
you are grasping the fist of a child you do not know
which is to say you will not lose this child
you don’t know where this line will lead you
but you know well what it took you from
you are from Syria, Tunisia, Mexico, Ukraine
a sack holds your belongings in other words
please God, praise Allah enough to barter for your passage
in other words you’ll barter the child if it comes to that
a woman with hair as golden as the sky 
above your grandmother’s house   
offers water, a bowl of rice
you do not understand the loud marketplace
of her language but you do recognize the sound 
so like your grandmother’s voice
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the last time you saw her 
which is to say your clothes are torn   
to say you are not synthetic
nor bullet proof
nor digitally secure 
you are dehumanized say 
you are transitory
on the way to some other 
border country jail cell
you are migrant 
not refugee

is to say

 From We Are Meant to Carry Water (3: Taos Press, 2019)

Smith, Rick 
A Haiku After Drought.............................................(505) 764-4245

Dry limbs comb the wind –

A stone remembers water.

My shadow stirs dust.

Smith, Rick
Statues After Snowfall.............................................(505) 764-7428

The sculptured figures standing out on Canyon Road
Teach lessons after snowfall.

They show how hidden currents alter shapes:
The snow finds ways to cling and deepen on their   
     sides.
The snow marks paths, adds flesh, tells secrets . . .
The snow is longing and desire made visible.

The statues show how light would curve and curl
If it were solid, like the snow.
And if the bronze and marble were the notes
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 that Chopin wrote,
The snow would be the aching silences between them.

The statues are for now.
The snow is fleeting, drifting memory:
It turns and creeps into the spaces that the
sculptor lets us see unfilled.
They show how never was, is, after all, 
A part of all that is right now, in snow.

St Thomas, Elektra Bella Nyx
Can You Hear Us?....................................................(505) 788-2269

Can you hear us?
We’re screaming.
We’re crying. 
Our children our dying,
Yet,
We march for our lives cause everyday
We might just
Die,
In our best friend’s arms. 
Shot in the head,
BANG! BANG!
We’re dead. 
Yet you can’t hear us,
See us
You barely believe us
Call us 
Liars, 
Soulless Creatures, 
That dwell in the night,
Don’t take fright,
We’re the good guys. 
Even though your thumbs do more of the actual fight,
Behind your small screens.
Fight! Fight! 
Spewing all the lies you hear on TV, we are the game changers, 
earth Quakers.
You raise your stocks,
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Mouth cocked
Back in a grin shooting your ammo in chagrin
Of the fake media
Letting the onlookers film 
Your mistakes and your 
Pain
Your ammunition tears through my classroom door, 
I am pulled to the floor
It’s happening once more. 
I am pulled to the floor
I have surrendered my life 
Too many
Times,
I just 
Might 
Die. 
Better now than
Have more fright 
Like the night creatures, 
Even though we’re telling the truth,
We’re pictured like demons of the media,
The social media tearing my family to pieces 
Our pictures are tacked to the politician’s dart boards.
Wishing to silence us
With every throw
They wish to take our lives…
They wish to take our souls,
They wanna clap their tiny hands over our mouths,
Silencing us. 
Letting us froth in the mouth. 
We are the hell bringers
Disturbing the peace that was lay beneath us. Making our voices 
ringing the halls, 
Lined with the clear backpacks of silent protest. 
The alarms are ringing. 
There’s no more singing. 
Except 
The fright of the
Night creatures. 
Hell bringers

180 St Thomas-



 Telepoem Booth®
We are the night creatures 
Let me spell out our names
Alyssa Alhadeff, was fourteen 
Scott Biegel, was 35, dove in front of a bullet to save Kelsey Fiend.
Are you listening?
Martin Duque Anguiano, was 14
Are you listening?
Nicholas Dworet, 17
ARE you listening?
Aaron Feis, thirty seven
Are you listening?
Jaime Guttenburg, fourteen,
Are you listening?
Chris Hixon, forty nine. 
Are you listening?
Luke Hoyer, fifteen
Are you listening?
Cara Loughrab, fourteen
Are you listening?
Gina Montalto, fourteen 
Are you listening?
Joaquin Oliver, seventeen
Are you listening?
Alaina Petty, fourteen 
Are you listening?
Meadow Pollack, eighteen
Are you listening??
Helena Ramsay, seventeen 
Are you listening?
Alex Schachter, fourteen
Carmen Schentrop, was sixteen
Are you listening?
Peter Wang was 15. 
Were you listening? 
They’ve been silenced, 
They can no longer play the game we call life, 
They can no longer play soccer with their friends 
During recess
Can no longer be what they wanna be,
When they old enough to vote,
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Which would have been in a month or so,
If They weren’t silenced,
Like us night creatures,
They like crickets in the night!
Chirp! Chirp!
Say it with me!
Chirp! Chirp! 
They can no longer be greeted in their halls by peers,
Like Biegel, who dove a bullet to save Kelsey Fiend.
Dworet was 17. Liked to swim.
Was an actual kid. 
Until those night crickets ricketed his life, 
Till he tore down his halls
Feis, saved students from divining in front of a bullet!
But tell me again why we need guns to protect those halls?
Chris Hixon, died.
He’s a daddy!
One more little girl’s gonna grow up without her daddy! 
Cara can no longer dance her heart out, 
Gina can no longer march with her marching band,
On the grand stands, 

They are dead
Gone forever. 
Cause Cruz was psychotic, 
Getting fan mail from his psycho fans, 
Yes that’s happening! (throw article at your feet) 
I couldn’t make it up if i tried. 
Because we need gun reform guys, please!
I do not want my name to be whispered along side there’s. 
Let’s let them be the end of an eon.
Let them be the silencers of that horrible sound.
But we better play that game,
Cause them night creatures 
Rule the day and night,
Our voices will ring through the capital, 
We won’t stop till our voices are heard. 
We won’t stop till we call em out on their games.
We won’t stop till those daytime creatures are afraid of The night 
creatures.
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St Thomas, Thomas
DoubleTree...............................................................(505) 788-3682

Drinking alone 
In a double tree 
In the desert 
In mid May 
At happy hour 
With twenty seven tv screens 
Wall mounted . 
All with the sound down 
Each one a different channel 
Displayed as a prototype 
For DJ Trumps new wall 
The bartender huddles under the bar 
Cunningly Playing candy crush. 
Slowly yet frequently 
Patrons position themselves 
Every one on a cell phone 
Silently. 
They sit 
They drink 
They stare into their hands 
Screen dreamers 
Searching for lost dreams 
Within hand held screens 
Some find love 
Some find hate 
Others file their taxes 
I Myself, do the same 
Surfing the globe with my thumbs 
Staring at my screen 
Shuffling my thoughts 
Updating my dreams 
Digitally deconstructing 
Anything or anyone 
Cause I have nothing else to do.
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Stevens, James Thomas
El Barril.....................................................................(505) 783-2277

In the one-time mecca of the hard up honeymoon, 
we were both born. 

Yours, a life above the waterfall. Mine, below. 

And Annie Taylor? We were all schooled in her story. How Miss 
Michigan schoolteacher took on the cataract at 63. In her petticoats 
and lace-up boots, clutching her good-luck-
heart-shaped-satin pillow, she stepped into the barrel where, two 
days earlier, she placed her cat to test pilot the way. Air pressured 
in by a bicycle pump, bung in the hole, mattress wrapped. And the 
fall, fall, fall, emerging twenty minutes later. Only head gashed and 
rib bruised to proclaim:

I would sooner walk up to the mouth of a cannon, knowing it was 
going to blow me to pieces than make another trip over the Fall.

And in our two year, two year, two year fall. What was bruised if not 
 broken?

Your C-3 vertebra, out of whack. 
Slack, from practice. Your tendons overwrought, 
too taut from the bow, taught by the bow.

And my base pain, in the neck.
Now I know the days you play,
curse Bach and his concerto 
for a doubled violin.

 Published by Prairie Schooner
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Stevens, James Thomas 
La Dama....................................................................(505) 783-3262

& why does it all make sense in the gibberish, hoot & high pitch 
of sacred, stripéd & breech-clouted clowns.

& how the quick & birdlike head 
movements seem natural. Straw tufts quivering above blackened 
 backs.

& now is the Virgin, Our Lady of the Fertile Row.
Corn Maiden cloistered in cool white wash.

& clowns tease & jeer, shooting stick bows & weed arrows.
Shooting arrows into air & pulling our tongues. We are human 
 again.

& we endure stinging suns for some clown’s successful climb.
Where from the top of the towering feast pole, a slaughtered lamb 
 looks on.

& he lowers labour’s bounty bound, on ropes, the breads & gourds.
The lifeless lamb slips the lively knot. Dull thud. We are animal 
 again.

 Published by Wasafiri

Stevens, James Thomas 
La Garza....................................................................(505) 783-4279

Light through the quaking aspens dapples the ground at your feet,
creates the illusion that you stand in a dusty and shimmering pond.
O desert heron, you came from nowhere, said, I would like to try.
Your brown wings spread wide, as you bend your neck and strike.

Creating illusion, you stand on the dusty and shimmering driveway.
You knock so lightly at the door that more often I feel your 
 presence.
Your brown wings spread wide, as you bend your neck and strike
out on a new road of being men & birds together. Monthly 
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 migration.

You knock so lightly at the heart that more often I feel your 
 presence
when you are absent, not sleeping beside me, but striking in the 
 dark.
On the new road of being men & birds together, our monthly  
 migrations
keep me soaring and grounded. A fish at the end of your spiked 
 beak.

When you were absentminded and striking in the dark, I knelt in the  
 bath
below you and held your thin knees, quaking  lightly in my hands.
You keep me soaring and grounded, a fish, at the end of your beak.
Each of us content to play both parts. At once, both sunfish and  
 crane.

Below you, I knelt, your thin knees quaking lightly in my hands.
O desert crane, you came from nowhere, said, I would like to try.
Each of us playing both parts at once, content as sunfish or heron.
Light through the quaking aspens dapples the ground at your feet.

 Published by Wasafiri

Sze, Arthur 
Black Center.............................................................(505) 793-2522

Green tips of tulips are rising out of the earth—
you don’t flense a whale or fire at beer cans

in an arroyo but catch the budding 
tips of pear branches and wonder what 
 
it’s like to live along a purling edge of spring.
Jefferson once tried to assemble a mastodon

skeleton on the White House floor but, 
with pieces missing, failed to sequence the bones;
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when the last speaker of a language dies,
a hue vanishes from the spectrum of visible light. 

Last night, you sped past revolving and flashing 
red, blue, and white lights along the road—

a wildfire in the dark; though no one  
you knew was taken in the midnight ambulance,

an arrow struck a bull’s eye and quivered 
in its shaft: one minute gratitude rises

like water from an underground lake,
another dissolution gnaws from a black center.

 Published in Ploughshares. From Sight Lines (Copper 
 Canyon, 2019)

Sze, Arthur 
First Snow.................................................................(505) 793-3477

 A rabbit has stopped on the gravel driveway: 

  imbibing the silence, 
  you stare at spruce needles:

    there’s no sound of a leaf blower,  
    no sign of a black bear;

 a few weeks ago, a buck scraped his rack 
  against an aspen trunk; 
  a carpenter scribed a plank along a curved stone wall. 

  You only spot the rabbit’s ears and tail: 

 when it moves, you locate it against speckled gravel, 
 but when it stops, it blends in again; 

  the world of being is like this gravel: 
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   you think you own a car, a house,
   this blue-zigzagged shirt, but you just borrow these things.

 Yesterday, you constructed an aqueduct of dreams
    and stood at Gibraltar,

     but you possess nothing. 

 Snow melts into a pool of clear water; 
  and, in this stillness,

   starlight behind daylight wherever you gaze.
 
 First appeared in the Academy of American Poets Poem-
 A-Day, (Poets.org). From Sight Lines (Copper Canyon, 2019)

Sze, Arthur 
Sight Lines................................................................(505) 793-7444 

I’m walking in sight of the Río Nambe—

salt cedar rises through silt in an irrigation ditch—

the snowpack in the Sangre de Cristos has already dwindled before 
 spring—

at least no fires erupt in the conifers above Los Alamos—

the plutonium waste has been hauled to an underground site—

a man who built plutonium-triggers breeds horses now—

no one could anticipate this distance from Monticello—

Jefferson despised newspapers, but no one thing takes us out of  
 ourselves—

during the Cultural Revolution, a boy saw his mother shot in front of 
 a firing squad—
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a woman detonates when a spam text triggers bombs strapped to  
 her body—

when I come to an upright circular steel lid, I step out of the ditch—

I step out of the ditch but step deeper into myself—

I arrive at a space that no longer needs autumn or spring—

I find ginseng where there is no ginseng my talisman of desire—

though you are visiting Paris, you are here at my fingertips—

though I step back into the ditch, no whitening cloud dispels this 
 world’s mystery—

the ditch ran before the year of the Louisiana Purchase—

I’m walking on silt, glimpsing horses in the field—

fielding the shapes of our bodies in white sand—

though parallel lines touch in the infinite, the infinite is here—

 Published in Kenyon Review. From Sight Lines (Copper 
 Canyon, 2019)

Toon, Michele
Grandma Toon: All About Tall Girls........................(210) 866-4726

“Hun, don’t slouch. You won’t look like a short girl. You’ll just look 
like a tall girl slumping over.”

This was single-handed the best piece of advice ever given by a 6 
foot, 58 year old woman to her granddaughter in 1976.
1967: the year the Concorde flew transatlantic in 3 and a half hours. 
The average cost of an American home was $44k and Isabel Peron 
was overthrown as President of Argentina.
As a taller-than-average 8 year old freckle-faced redhead, I was 
unaware of all these events. All I knew was that when I was with my 
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Grandma, I emulated her every move. I could play dress up at her 
house and the clothes and shoes FIT me. She served me breakfast 
in bed in her hot pink bedroom. We drank coffee from her demi-
tasse cups. And she smelled good.

She redefined her East Texas red neck with a string of diamonds 
and pearls that commanded respect in the most elite Dallas social 
circles. At 6 foot, she wore size 10 heels with her white hair and red 
lips while driving the longest Cadillac she could acquire. She was 
a presence. A woman to be reckoned with. A blusher of sailors with 
her foul mouth and her “hun, let me tell you something….”
Her soul softened around me. She taught me how to sew. She gave 
my Mother money every year to make sure I had at least one nice 
dress from Neiman Marcus…that fit. She took me to the nicest res-
taurants and made sure the counter girls gave me gallons of per-
fume samples. She would remove her false teeth and make a crazy 
face just to make me laugh. From her, I learned about big gaudy 
broaches and Mumus.

I would sob uncontrollably when I had to go home.
You need a strong woman like this when you are becoming a strong 
woman yourself. And life’s cruel joke is that good smelling Grand-
mas are taken long before you know just how much you need them.
I am one of the fortunate ones. She is still with me. It took me a 
while to figure it out. One day, while cleaning my home, a red bird 
was at my window staring at me. As red as my Grandma’s lipstick. 
When I took laundry upstairs, I heard a pecking on the window…
this bird was following me around the house. This red bird would 
continue these antics in Australia, Mexico, and every state I’ve 
called home in the US. I always see her when I’m happiest or when 
I need her the most.

I should have known she’d find a way. I can almost hear the nego-
tiations between her and whoever sat at those pearly gates. “Hun…
let me tell you something”.

Tsong, Edie (with Che Kuzov-Tsong and RJ Ward)
More Human Than Human, Pt. 1.............................(505) 876-6671

75% alien
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99% animal 
73% antagonistic
17% approval 
100% atoms
7% blood 
15% bone
98.8% bonobo 
57% broken
1.5% calcium
58% cartwheel
82% common
57% coyote
28% cyborg
65% cynical
94% dark matter
45% daydream
18% depressed
34% dirt 
93% distracted
.1% DNA
19% douglas fir
33% dust mite
74% dying 
83% eagle
53% familial
25% fat
18% fire
50% flight 
67% friendly
31% frozen
9% fur
17% gluten intolerant
3×10−10 % gold
1.09% growth rate
15% gun
17% heavy metal 
81% high
21% homeless
43% human 

Tsong- 191



Telepoem Booth®
Tsong, Edie (with Che Kuzov-Tsong and RJ Ward) 
More Human Than Human, Pt. 2.............................(505) 876-6672

43% impoverished
87% inner child
2% lavender essential oil 
27% leisure
26% living
50% merino wool
57% non-human
12% morbidly obese 
74% monotonous
16% mucous
6% Navajo
22% normal
7.6 % North American 
50% off the grid
35% organic
7.6% over age 65
65% oxygen
20% protein
1% RNA
35% salt
47% Scottish
10x10 -9% silver
4% skin
28% sky
82% sleepy
42% stardust
69% sterile
56.4 % Taiwanese
4% taste
.04% teeth
12% thought
.05% titanium
5% toxic 
26% under age 14
5.6% undocumented
34% unrecoverable
51% urban
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62% virus
6% visible
72% water
15% white
72% wolf 
86% zygote

Valley-Fox, Anne
My Life Is a Circus..................................................(505) 825-6954

My partners and I have kidnapped three kids, 
intending to start a circus. The boy is a gifted 
aerialist, though he’s clumsy on land. 
The girl, a gold-medal gymnast, has never 
flown trapeze. The four-year-old, 
brilliant in circus arts, speaks only Chinese; 
she’s chubby and snubs what we cook. 
My partners are twenty-somethings 
of the “whatever” ilk. I tell them we really 
need a plan; we can’t hold the children 
hostage forever, so how to convince 
their parents to send them to our circus? 
What acts will we offer? We need to establish 
a practice schedule and get started.
When do they think we’ll be ready to open 
and where can we find a tent? 
My partners loll on the floor: “No worries!” 
The baby has plucked up a centipede; 
she beams as she chews. Scooping
the leggy remains from her mouth, I see in a flash 
the calamitous turn my life has taken.

 From Nightfall (Red Mountain Press)

Valley-Fox, Anne
Things That Want to Be Counted...........................(505) 825-8446

Someone on earth is counting— 

night stars,
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rooms in a honeycomb,

snow geese descending, wild 

lilies, grain spilled from a bushel basket, 

bubbles rising up from a blue hole.

Those who are hungry get up in the dark. 

Their job is to count

sticks of kindling, 

cups of milk, empty beds or racks of shoes,

newspapers in the dwindling stack, 

how many fish in the bottom of the boat.

 From How Shadows Are Bundled (UNM Press)

Ward, RJ (see Tsong, Edie)

Wellington, Darryl Lorenzo
And They Say...........................................................(505) 935-2638

I heard there was a legend 
nearby. I see a Spanish Oak.  
Nature’s Gogoltha. Or a green Ragnorok. 
A church letting out. A family 
vanishing into the block. 
I kind of detest the blaze of legend 
less pure than simple lies. 
It may be gossip’s swiftest 
avenue to retooling its alibi 
for cruelty... 
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legend has it the man 
was lynched, noosed, his flesh charred 
unrecognizably as afterbirth, 
his clothes tossed to the rags 
of history, an oil-soaked, human torch. 
His body was a clock 
broken by drunken sailors, 
slammed against a brick wall, loosening 
the memory of pain’s instruments. The charts. 

He was twisted beneath a limb 
preserved in a square on blank street, 
the oak still living, serpentine, Gothic, 
longer than any accusatory finger. 
The family approaches. To read a plaque, 
I guess. Naw. The garden fence is only 
to protect the tree 
from pests, locusts, and blank odd threats.  
The victim was blinded first. 
He was a soldier… his heirs, his relatives… 
say this, say that…. Or who says much 
beside the steady erosion of tic, tock. 
Trace his body in civic sands. 
Trace a memorial in the public dust. 
This is a Maypole Sunday. Adults 
matter less than esplanade children, 
kids still matter more than strangers. 

Not oak nor ivy could make the tale 
charming. Or make a case history isn’t 
playground rumor. I shouldn’t say that 
anyhow. No matter the last surviving witness 
stands like a testimony which faintly 
incriminates: like silences after a death. 
I guess the dead inhale. Exhale. Like memory’s breath. 
Pretend the oak tree called for a funeral hush. 
Pretend happenstance may someday honor it 

like a storm which turns away from a ghost house, 
a low flickering
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And they say... 
– an outline, rumor, legend, gossip is a contour 
A profile in sidewalk chalk, a bag of bones. 
None of the skeletal anatomy filled in 
nor veins. Children may crayon it in colorfully. 
I heard about a fable woman, conjuress, 
slave, though she was real, neither, both, 
– I still know she was black, no rites 
of the festooned macabre changed that. 
Probably talked too much. They say. 

A human scarification. Her lips sewn shut. 
Guess she was alive, her nasty fibs 
punished. Now the story is a retired flag 
folded up, till it flaps in the breeze
Occasionally it snaps like a pocketbook 
the tongue clucks like a pocketbook. 
My life beneath the limb of a story 
playing a stranger’s 
part in a dumbstruck village 
is over. The present begs a way to live 
together here.

 From Life’s Prisoners (Flowstone Press, 2017)

Wellington, Darryl Lorenzo
Strangers in a Legal Land.......................................(505) 935-7872

Three men have lassoed one man in an utterly strange
and an utterly ineluctable
embrace. One man’s pupils shimmer darkly as three
triangulated flashlights intersecting
piercing his immobilized flesh
as though he has been fitted with apparitional
faces; a Triptych of rumor and speculation’s
swaddling clothes enveloping coyly
uncoiling hydras of indeterminate intentions.
The shadowing of such inarticulate affairs is gray.
The status of such indeterminate plans is stand down.
The accused stands at mid-center like a smudgy emblem.
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Crapola of the realm; chump change; a trashy penny.
He stands mid-center like a representation of the prodigal son
in Rome; he has wandered from the stone kingdoms;
the far fields; the rocky provinces; the hinterlands;
the counties of lawless pursuits; heavy breathing; loose
-lipped legends of lapidary prizes; ancestral reprisals.
Conflicting stories, strung around his neck like primitive beads.
 
Three men impromptu critique one man’s dress.
The backwardness inherent in his knobby-gnarly haberdashery.
His livid scarifications; his colorfully antique tattoos
portraying finely stitched pictograms – following
the first blinks – that sidle his ghastly limbs
unrepentantly illustrating somebody’s dubious prospects.
The lack of modesty behind his anachronisms
insulting any portraitist’s idealized stove top hat.
And then the compass point fire burgeons
fork-tongued licks winding up, up the loose shirt sleeves.
Conflicting stories, strung around his neck like primitive beads.
 From Life’s Prisoners (Flowstone Press, 2017)
Wellman, Jerry
Breath........................................................................(505) 935-2732
So who is that me
laying down the ink?
Or is it more accurate to suggest 
a plural of me(s)?

           I am the breather
   and the receiver of the breath
   And who and what is the breath?
   Where and when did the breath
   in all its giftiness originate?
   And now that I take it in again

Who am I with all this inside me?

 From Emblems of Hidden Durations (Axle Contemporary)
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Wellman, Jerry 
Reciprocating...........................................................(505) 935-7324

Our memory fills time faster
And fuller than our foresight
        Both are a dream

        We see time as finite 
  The emphasis is backwards
The past hurtling as it approaches
                The future

   Time seems          it just seems

And all around reciprocating rhythms
Responding to reciprocating actions
                Reciprocating

 From Emblems of Hidden Durations (Axle Contemporary)

Whiteswan, Lilly
Mary’s Canyon.........................................................(505) 944-6279
Unwanted Visitor......................................................(505) 944-8692
Red-Hair Witch.........................................................(505) 944-7334
POEM TEXT NOT AVAILABLE

Williams, Jeanie C.
Thief..........................................................................(505) 945-8443

I walk onto the stage
like this

As if you are a shopkeeper
and I

 a customer
in need of help

What I look for
isn’t here

on your neat shelves
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But on your face
when you

after hearing the bell

Come around

And remembering
your wife

is behind the counter

watching

Recognize me

She doesn’t know me

Or that
after these years

It doesn’t matter
what you sell

I’m not paying

Williams, Moriah
Elephants in her Fingers.........................................(505) 945-3537

They had extracted so many birthdays
she became light as tinsel, longing
for nothing but pink miniskirts
and torquoise tights. She rescued
what embers of memory she liked
and wore them as an arpeggio of rings.
She danced empty,
declared a pox on the naysayers and
gorillas for all kittens. She did not limit herself
to the empirical sphere and found
that dark matter increased her options 
by at least a hundredfold. Darting
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in and out of the world’s breathable skin,
she decided to show
how slicing through the right border
at sufficient speed
is the only thing required
for catching fire.

Williams, Moriah 
Sunflower..................................................................(505) 945-7863

Sharp as watercress, her life depends
on groundwater. Through windows of instinct
she speaks with night birds.
Cultivates remoteness
with the thorny horticulture
of ridicule. She threatens each tender menace
with a septic bite.
Sleep is a gas-soaked blanket.
She tells no one she is pregnant
with library books, that starfish prints
can buckle her resolve.
Straining against an arterial leash,
bright yellow blazes from her heliotropic heart.

Williams, Moriah 
We Were Wolves......................................................(505) 945-9393

This is the year
we turn ash to whispering moons
and empty them into the river.
Maybe you have held your tongue
for a season that wrapped around the earth so many times
you forgot your own name,
forgot your breath is the body of silence.
Maybe you always remembered
that before this
we were wolves,
our shining paws pressing into
the snow’s thousand directions
of silver. Now is the time
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to remember that fire is inside you
as much as water is inside you,
the time to kneel and touch
a stone the size of a sleeping cougar 
who will give you a handful of bright rain
for the narrow passage
you will thread
through the mountain
who is still dancing
with the first thing she knew.
In the sage and scrub
your ancestors come back
as dawn-colored roses, resting, held 
for the first time
in their memory,
for the first time
you’ve grown the petals to feel them.

 Published in Poetry of the People, Vol. 2

Wolff-Francis, Liza
For Coffee.................................................................(505) 965-3672

My favorite is the sipping of coffee, hot as soup, dark as soil, 
around a kitchen table with others, the pot a part of the comradery, 
its open lip spout, occasional sizzle on its warming pad, a part of 
the telling of stories, a confiding of secrets and dreams and rem-
edies. It is the hot mug between my palms, a sharing of something 
that may not be there without it. A dog lying belly-up on the floor, 
shakes at the laughter, sleeps during hushed voices. It is, in fact, 
my favorite habit, caffeine, decaf, half-caf. Just the flavor of rich 
brown water coffee. And then, I also love the days when coffee is 
the only company, stains rings onto notebook pages, cools in the 
mug beside me.

Wolff-Francis, Liza 
Missing Stories........................................................(505) 965-6477

Last March, my father told me a story 
as if I had heard it countless times 
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about the day he flew a killer whale 
to Hawaii, when in fact, I had never 
even imagined a whale in the air.

An Air Force mission, two pilots:
my father, before he was a father
and another man, who I imagine also 
tells these stories now in his older years.
The whole crew had parachutes 

strapped to their backs in case 
the whale realized it was literally 
a fish out of water and thrashed its tail 
and the plane to the ground. 
But luckily, the whale was still.

It lay in a sling as people poured water 
over its flesh and kept wet towels over 
its eyes. Its trainer petted it and talked 
to it, saying, there were blue seas 
waiting ahead, in paradise.

How many stories precede us 
that we do not know? Stories 
on the brink of leaving us, told as if 
they had been told over and over again. 
Stories of whales in airplanes, laying still.
 
 Published in Malpais Review

Wolff-Francis, Liza 
Ten Minutes Until the World Ends..........................(505) 965-8366

I don’t want to spend 
a lot of time looking for you, 
just be here 
to hold and read a poem to, 
maybe something by Robert Haas 
or Lucille Clifton.
And our son, 

202 Wolff-Francis- 



 Telepoem Booth®
instead of apologize to him,
we will dance.
I will jump up and down, 
eat dark chocolate, sip whiskey, 
scratch the dog behind the ears.
I will cry and then want to hear a joke.
Tickle me.
How much time is left?
Who pushed the button? 
Who decided?
I’ll light a candle, hold onto you 
my partner, hold onto our son.
I’ve already said I love you
to everyone else,
there’s no time now.
Let’s run outside and down the street
screaming we loved life,
pick up sticks, throw rocks.
Let’s write a love note to the world,
a quick scattered message, 
a heart.
I’ll leave it on the counter.
Let’s hold hands again. 
Count slowly
and I will sing to you both 
with my last minute of breath- 
 You are my sunshine.
 My only sunshine.
 You make me happy when skies are gray.
 You’ll never know dear how much I love you
  Please don’t take my sunshine away.
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THANK YOU!

The Telepoem Booth® project is created by artist and writer 
Elizabeth Hellstern, and is made possible with the help of hundreds 
of community members. 

Special thanks to the Telepoem Booth® Team: fabricator Owen     
William Fritts (solidcore.tv), computer programmer David Earl Smith 
and contemporary art curator Emily Lawhead.

Much gratitude to The City of Santa Fe Arts Commission.

Thank you to the Telepoem Booth® Santa Fe Jurors: Edie Tsong, 
Michelle Holland, Karen Petersen and Darryl Lorenzo Wellington.

For more information about the project or to bring a Telepoem 
Booth® to your town, please visit:

TelepoemBooth.com
facebook.com/TelepoemBooth
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