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Mutable

mist like
rain suspended
tired or distracted—
mutable

					     up
unsure which way is 
or even how they’re meant to flow

drops stuck
on branches, twigs
filling heavy and small

ditches full of life, the greenest grass
of winter, the most abundant of flowers
clover got growing right through the fire ant mounds

i can see so clearly
the shape of my body
grown over with clover
right here among the abundant dead—
shed skins of snakes,
squirrel skulls picked clean,
the luna moth wings 
that find their tattered way
to me.

Alessandra Nysether-Santos

Aaron Morgan
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English Ivy (Hedera Helix)

Who needs soil when air will do?

Air, and that bit of anchor:
a rock,
a brick,
a trunk, thick or spindly,
not finding any of those
in the fingering sample,
nearly anything will do:
a garbage can,
an abandoned Subaru,
a cement foundation,
that sword fern frond,
latch of a gate left unopened
for a week or two
in the season of insatiable 
grasping. Who does it better than you?

As if you’re saying:
Let me hold you,
let me hold you,
let me hold you,
and yes, you, too.
You see, my anchors 
are shallow, but
make up for lack of depth 
with unparalleled reach, clutch and climb.
Call it a spiral,
if you will, but I just follow 
the light, because I must. 
I say: nature abhors a vacuum – 
let me fill it.

Jackie McClure

Maxx Follis Goodkind
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The Language of Flowers

Who needs soil when air will do?

Air, and that bit of anchor:
a rock,
a brick,
a trunk, thick or spindly,
not finding any of those
in the fingering sample,
nearly anything will do:
a garbage can,
an abandoned Subaru,
a cement foundation,
that sword fern frond,
latch of a gate left unopened
for a week or two
in the season of insatiable 
grasping. Who does it better than you?

As if you’re saying:
Let me hold you,
let me hold you,
let me hold you,
and yes, you, too.
You see, my anchors 
are shallow, but
make up for lack of depth 
with unparalleled reach, clutch and climb.
Call it a spiral,
if you will, but I just follow 
the light, because I must. 
I say: nature abhors a vacuum – 
let me fill it.

Deborah Howard

Caspian Priebe
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Butterfly Blue

The silver-haired squad abounds this morn,
amidst joggers and cyclists at leisure
and labour, along this emerald corridor
where coal and diesel reigned
as ancient sunshine fuelling journeys
across the archipelago. Tendrils of light
curl into fingers of twine, a hint of breeze
stirring the overnight murk.

Recycled plastic bags hanging off elbows,
keen squaddies hunt blue blossoms
left, right, down the rail track;
the spouses lukewarm towards the harvest,
but their toast and cuppa cravings tempered
by marital solidarity.

Home, splayed on laminate tops or tiles:
Clitoria ternatea, the blue pea from
Ternate of Maluku Isles, its lineage
via Linnaeus three centuries past.
Azure flowers destined for pots
botanical and culinary. Floral gems
bearing life as home décor cerulean,
giving life as folk remedy and dye –
butterfly pea tea for what ails,
indigenous cakes indigo, desserts
glutinous, sweet, umamious.

While butterflies scour in vain
the rail corridor for blue.

Ping Yi Yee

Amanda Zhu
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Invasive

Blackberries inconsiderate
taunt me night and day
flag the American ditch

tongue my hold

The next-door neighbor approaches
requests removal of virulent
plants.  In their place
something for a more appealing view
from kitchen window.

Neighbor dear:
ditch the Stars and Stripes
that taunt me day & night

and the blackberries disappear

Fredda Jaffe

Alaina Johnson
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The Single Seedling

There is a seedling
growing in a crevice
of a wall outside my front door.
It’s remained merely a seedling 
for months and months.
In winter frosts it looked very frail,
Each night I thought, ‘It’s bound to shrivel,’ 
every morning it was there.           
Though it shook, in winter winds,

A drop of water, a crumb of soil, are all it asks.
Its tiny leaves have veins of crimson red.
I guessed these were signs of martyrdom,
which foretold a bloody end.

Sarah Das Gupta

Mik Fuqua
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In the woods I was

called to waken. It was April. I was nine. 
On our knees beneath the bare-branched arch of trees,
my mother   brushed aside dried leaves, showed me

delicate and erect, a trillium — 	
the intense fragility of its tip   had broken	
the membrane of earth   before opening to red.

Look, she said: A ring of threes! I looked. She looked. 
It looked. Three petals, three sepals, three
leaves   a trinity of trinities   one spirit rising 

from dirt   into the tremble of bloom.
We turned, crawled	
through the comforting crunch of leaves

decaying. My mother stopped, touched
my knee. My knee   began to root. Look, she said,
showed me   a jack-in-the-pulpit: A little minister
	
in a plant — as she tenderly lifted
the hooded sheath, exposing the slender cone.
A seed inside me   split open.

My mother lowered the vestibule roof.   Our heads 
were already bowed.   Silence grew	
petals in my ears. Nearer to the ground than heaven,
               
God began to stir   sap rose
like honey in my veins
slender tendrils from my spine   began to spiral 
 

~ Originally published in Crosswinds Poetry Journal

Alison Granucci
Geneva Lore
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Fawn Lilies

They’ve come back,
their return remarkable
after drought and fire
and so much ice.

Maybe they gathered
star shine through the winter,
studied the small sturdy wings
of Pine Siskins. 

Their six stamina 
subtly mimic
days of creation. 
Their dainty-dangle bells

ring life back
to the forest floor,
delicate, white with
persistence and shine.

Colette Tennant

Kip Howell
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In this July of Life,

She weeps marigolds, 
Sweet Joe Pye Weed, 
coneflowers, & asters

She is becoming 
a garden of poetry stitched 
with fern & fungus

She is learning to just be
herself as she shivers off
late summer rain

She feels autumn coming
in her bone & marrow
in the creeping
of woodbine along her spine

She is holding down 
long shadow & mycelium network
in her empty womb 

She feels river birch yellowing, 
sugar maple turning red & orange
She holds on to leaf & bud,

grips July’s face & repeats
Virginia Woolf to passing whirligig:
Life stand still here

Faith-Anne Bell

Alyssa Waldron
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Lichen

is an alliance; fungal algae
with the magical knack
of extracting minute particles
of food from the hardest surface.

First colonist, hardy de Soto
of microscopic adventures, scorched
or frozen, it persists in settling deserts,
mountains, rocky volcanic tuff.

Its acidic attitude wears away
the most stony of hosts; it feeds
on rock, survives on hope,
has been my mentor for too long,
too long.

Catherine McGuire

Avery Maltz
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Walking the Dog

the week before the new year
I have retreated into the woods
as a poultice against aimlessness

two minutes’ more daylight
than yesterday—dilating aperture
offers heaven-laden succor

mosses cushion the ground
in a fluorescent shade of yellow-green
shocking for the season

a sea of eternally cresting ferns
ripples around evergreens’ ankles

fallen branches sprout icy filaments
tannin and lignin teach cohesion

I ask my creaturely companion:
“what do we think?”

the given commands
“slow slow” and “gentle”
roll like smooth pebbles
in the mouth

we practice waiting
at thresholds

after deviating from the route
the paths multiply
a treatise
on losing the plot
 
pulled onward and inward
by animal impulse
the sensorium pings
in a different key

I gnaw on some gristle
of thought, caught
on the phrase “short shrift”

and catalog
frictions, allergies, dreads
and resistances

a grief with no object
and the longest tail

Clare Lilliston
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Bunny San Mateo

clock

‘this is for you’ she breathed
her three-year-old fingers
pinching the stem
of the puffy dandelion
‘make a wish’
so I wished
that the sun would shine
exactly like today
on some peaceful future morning
and the air
would smell of distant petrichor
and the birds would sing
that same song
and her heart
would fill with this same lightness
when I’m not here

Sharisa Aidukaitis
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Ceilidh Birkhan Melissa Hurst Frye
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Elegy to Fruit

What is left after
Our hearts grow heavy and swollen
Drop off the trees of our spines
Burst open in the dirt
What is left of this ripe sweet muscle
Swooning with winged creatures feasting
On our prayers
Carrying our nectar to the winds
What is left of this fallen fruit
Moss touched and cradled by roots
Returning

What is left
Is

Our eyes and hands and mouths
Planting seeds in each other
For fresh fruit

Avery Maltz

Jay Valentine
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What Was in the Soil

Some days when I bow just right,
the dirt worships me instead.
Regal raspberry leaves
repeal eyes,
a pattypan royals
where my heart
once bloomed.
Snap beans or fingers
call bolted greens halt!
Summer wheat like ocean waves
my coronation crown. 
Weeds faithful subjects
plump and eager
crowd forth impatiently,
a wayward maple roots
defiantly sceptered.
Gulls charge a thermal column
rising victoriously.

I prefer yesterday’s rendition of
gauzy, lean sprouting.
To breach the soil tentatively,
an achy quiet in my ears.

Zoe Sandalwood

Sofia Martin
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How to Write a Love Letter to a Decomposer

Wreath each vessel in the web that connects all
That feeds / consumes / feeds the endless cycle
Breathing life and reducing death
With each contraction. 

Pay homage to the unseen tendrils
That reverberate with each footfall.
Exalt the network that transmits the thoughts of trees
And how it remembers the shape of each body
Long after decay. 

Make it mycelium- 
To honor the quiet magic of a decomposer.

Elise Pettyjohn

Xinrui Chen
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Foxglove in the Wheat Field

I know the sound of grass growing.
I hear the swaying friends lean toward each other
and knock their seedy heads in jubilation.

They turned the mud a little greener,
before the summer simmered on too long,
and now their golden, plump seeds shine.

But what’s a weed like me to do?

Brian U. Garrison

Bee Fisher
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Heart Rot

The saw-toothed wound
at the branch collar yielded 
to me after the rains.
 
I spent years grubbing
through layers of lignin
to reach the heartwood.
 
Now I bud from the bark,
take the shape of hooves, oysters
clustered into swerving beds.
 
My veils and gills give rise
to fruiting bodies obliged
to latch on to gangly trees; 

their working their way in 
my heartsease.

Christina Lloyd

Emmerson Wheeler
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Fruit Bearing

Our peach, pear and apple trees
wear their lacy pink and
white dresses as they 
sway and dance 
in spring breezes. 

In summer, we celebrate their 
pregnant-heavy branches which 
protect, 
provide 
prepare their
posterity.  

And then,
we gather them for 
our progeny.  

After the harvest, amid a
shower of bruised leaves
and broken twigs;
the lightened branches spring up
toward the sun.

And I hear breezy 
sighs. Relief? 
Are they now
empty nesters?

Lorraine Jeffery

Fredda Jaffe
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Tulip Field

I arrive new with the morning
standing among the tulips of my youth.

Yellow rows so bright the taste
of lemons sits on my tongue.

Blooms the dainty pink 
of a baby’s cheeks. 

The house still stands in the field 
set ablaze by red-orange tulips

wavering like flames licking
the foundation. The tractor 

moving away from me 
beheaded the flowers 

at my feet. As a child
I mourned the vibrance unshared

Suzanne Glade

Lilia Joy
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Daffodil

What pledge is this, emerald from cold birth
stem throbbing stem, its blossoms waking
in a gray wash, a spray of rain, its girth
opening, its promise firm, soon beckoning

a talented orb to rise and cheer
its southward flight, to feather its first taunt?
A circle of tiny petals to coax drear
space from noon, its early potion to paint

a spare array, to bright this umber field.
Soon a glisten in shyness wakes, a reunion
in placid wind, spring’s elation to bend
each cleft green girder upward, closer to the sun.

What bloom marries its talent with emotion
what haloes thrive, bearing such devotion?

Keith Melton

Kat Whitham
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Resilience

Each summer woods threaten
to take this place. Salmonberry, elder,
the Sasquatch mittens of devils claw, 
encroach on the patch around our house

then swallow it whole. We have never had
the wild and cloying cucumber, but there 
he is, showing out of nowhere, like sea scum, 
algae blooms, crops of a warmer earth. 

On this misty day, the flora don patinas of brilliant
resilience, like they dare us try
and stop them, same as we did in our twenties,
when fluids coursed through and we toiled

and reached, and our dreams were a bow that shot 
us every moment, every day, to the final power.

Tricia Gates Brown

Valentina Ferro
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Joe Pye Weed

Labeled a weed,
an insult of a name,
you support thousands of insects
with your fluffy pink flowers clustered 
together in velvety domes -- tall, 
so tall, you can reach 8 feet.

Gardeners fear your dominance
and the space you command,
envious of your splendor,
frustrated by your lack of obedience:
you do not follow directions,
do not remain small
or controllable. 

You are a deity among the hedge rows, 
bestowing life.

V. Bray

Albiann Tully
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Morning Glory

Morning glory
Blue, a hot August sky
a royal colour bathed in sun
trumpets hanging from the vine
with a slight pink plunging
into the void. Creeping wild 
in abandoned bliss
or nurtured from an early seed
to wither at first frost before
the dark season comes.
They glory in the light.
It is not just the morning that they honour 
but the whole summer day 
inviting the bees to join in
the celebration.

Glenis Moore

Elliott Grace Harvey
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Crocuses
(A Golden Shovel based on Galway Kinnell’s “St. Francis and the 
Sow.”)

When it feels like Everything 
is dying, the first purple crocus flowers
in the backyard and I watch in wonder from
the kitchen window, safe within 
the familiar shelter of 
home at peace with my self
and each visiting bird is a blessing.

Gloria Heffernan

Avery Behnke
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Dear Friend

You might be pacing in a cloudy living room
but here, the sun shines, peas proliferate 

in the humid sky. I dig through hardened soil
uncaging fronds of onion grass 

from the hard nugget of who I once was,
still knotted under the caked dirt. 

Soon, a zucchini will grow
thicker, fleshier than its butter-colored flower, 

open at last and secretly edible 
Fledgling tendrils reach for a hold

the piece of me you’ve never seen, 
my body’s potholed streets.

D. Dina Friedman

Lucien Vedego
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Duplex with Huckleberries

I am walking the marshland with three women.
November. A kingfisher calls, and I point.

	 The kingfisher calls again. November points
	 us toward winter, though the land says otherwise.

Toward winter, the land says otherwise. Through
spruce and willow, coral mushrooms spindle.

	 Purple spindles, spruce and willow, mushrooms
	 wherever we look. The salty ground riots

wherever we look. And ripe in this salt-bound
place: the red hues of huckleberries, cool

	 and red in this humid place. Huckleberries
	 we gather and place straight into our mouths.

We gather in this place. Stain our mouths.
Three women and I, walking the marshland.

Brittany Corrigan

Mars Lauderbaugh
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Seguir adelante

If your language has limbs limp and brown, 
don’t clip the ends and hope they’ll grow back 
 
emerald and full of substance. If it refuses to climb 
toward the light or leans over to one side, don’t pin it up 
 
and pray it holds. If its soil is craggy and dry, listen.  
Don’t water it the same way you’ve watered it 
 
your whole life. Notice the water runs down the sides 
of the pot and pools out the bottom. Change direction 
 
and water its heart. Pay attention to its beats and lilts.  
Don’t demand it to thrive without changing anything.  
 
Give it a reason to let water saturate the roots, 
so those palabras puedan tener una salida.

S. Salazar

Tori Holder
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What a handsome mushroom

My best friend sent a picture captioned
I found a golden mushroom
It was flanked by musical note emoji
She explained it reminded her of Willy Wonka 
Now the song was stuck in her head
The mushroom was the color of tarnished brass
White flecked
With hints of red
Cradled in moss
Smelling of earthy lome
And the first kiss of winter
I could practically
Feel it’s damp skin on my finger tips
Small and fragile and filled with spores
I would tap the cap gently with a finger
See the puff of life
A tiny cloud the color of rust
Then worry it might me poisonous
And wipe my hand on the hem of my skirt
I searched for a Willy Wonka gif and selected the one with Gene 
Wilder and the words ‘must be nice’ all in caps
What a handsome mushroom 
I wrote  back

Margo F

Matt Damato
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Dahlia Stands Tall

we expect her
with just enough softness,
neatly tucked petals
unfurling right on time. 

she lets the bees dance
all over her, providing. 
her colors are vivid, pleasing, 
leading the garden’s presentation 
of planned rows, hearty bulbs, 
and sturdy stalks. 

we hardly notice
the midges biting at her edges
the soil that doesn’t quite satisfy
the quiet nighttime reflections
as she remains open
while other flowers rest. 

Dahlia Stands Tall
even when we cut her down,
remaining stiff when wrapped in paper
until she can’t hold her head up
anymore.

Sara Leighton

Shannon Amidon
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This Redbud Haibun of Mine

When the red bud bloom
defiant against the gray
recalcitrant winter,

promising nothing 
less than wisteria and
lilacs, even bright 

approaching Tiger Lily summers – tiny little trees become sole har-
bingers of my delight.  
Then, I have certainty returned from another icy hell 

alone.

I know spells no one
should’ve learnt, thirteen moons taught
me: begin again

each year, grateful for color.

Lou Jent

Ethan Andrews
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Liz Courts


