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Blooming Gorgeous…
By Donna McCabe

Fragrances permeate all around
Leaving a sweet aroma
Openly inviting all
Wildlife to their blooms
Ensuring the cycle of life
Revolves and keeps turning
Sweet innocent blooms that hold so much power.

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Authors!  Writers!  Readers!
Anyone want bookmarks or notecards?
I can make you some really outstanding,

snazzy bookmarks and notecards.
So, promote your books!

Contact me:  Celine in the USA
celinem@aol.com

……………………………………………………………..

East Anglian Skies
By Bruce-Grove

17 objects fly, unidentified, overhead. 
East Anglian skies -rural, 
soft and homely- burn with 
fires unimaginable. 
A remote air force base
suffers an EMP-
glad I packed for the occasion.

Corona Virus Won’t Go Away
By Celine Rose Mariotti

 It’s August 2021,
 Corona Virus Won’t Go Away,
 How many prayers we need to pray?
 Half are vaccinated,
 The other half procrastinate,
 It’s August 2021,
 Corona Virus Won’t Go Away,
 It seems just day to day,
 Health officials issue guidance,
 Politicians try to revise it,
 People are sick and dying,
 Who’s telling the truth?
 Who’s lying?
 It’s August 2021,
 Corona Virus Won’t Go Away,
 Oh, Lord, what do we say?
 Need to listen to the doctors,
 The public health officials in the know,
 We need this rate of infection to go low, low, low,
 And the Corona Virus to go, go, go,
 To disappear
 Into thin air,
 It’s August 2021,
 Corona Virus Won’t Go Away.

……………………………………………………………

Out of Lockdown
By DJ Tyrer

People rejoice, rush to pubs
Lockdown is easing, nearly over
Cry “Hurry up! Hurry up!”
Time to return to normal
Escape from the dire ‘new normal’
Party like its 2019
Their haste betraying them
Risk starting lockdown over

…………………………………………………………….

Aria
By Christine Despardes

One brisk and sunny city morning with majestic cumulus
looking  down  at  all,  in  the  middle  of  the  bustling
thoroughfare  near  the  music  college,  a  student  type  of
unshaven young man with yesterday's papers in the pocket
of the russet corduroy jacket he seems to have woke up in
from napping on a park bench passes me, stops abruptly–
newspaper now clenched for  expression – and bellows a
passage from the 'Vesti la giubba' aria in I Pagliacci.

Spontaneously, and nearly brings the very crowd
to  tears.  Then,  as  abruptly,  he  proceeds  with  his  swift,
concentrated  walk,  disappearing  like  a  mirage  into  the
crowds ahead.

mailto:celinem@aol.com


Lost in Time
By Celine Rose Mariotti

Where did all the years go?
Life somehow just passes by,

Days slide into weeks,
Weeks slide into months,

One day I was only five years old,
I was in Kindergarten,
Then the years pass,

And I’m making my Confirmation,
Before I can blink an eye,

I’m in my senior year of high school,
College comes and goes,

Nothing about college is worth remembering,
It’s those times spent together with family and friends,

The years gone by when Nonie and Grandpa were alive,
And Nonie made her raviolis and her gnocchi and her wands,
And Grandpa told me stories of his life when he was young,

Back in Italy,
Nonie and Grandpa were special,

I learned a lot of Italian words and phrases from them,
Grandpa always made all of us laugh,

Then there was Uncle Dominic,
He was a World War II Veteran, an ex-POW who
Escaped the prison camp and made his way back

To the American lines by following the sound of the
American artillery,

In 1998 Senator Dodd awarded him the Bronze Star,
Uncle Dominic always gave good advice,

He always made us laugh,
He took us to New York City,

He knew New York well,
We always had lots of fun when

Uncle Dominic was around,
Then there was my Dad,

He was a Korean War Veteran,
And often spoke about his time in the war,

And in the Army,
He and I watched the New York Giants together all the time,

We discussed politics a lot,
And the four of us, my Mom, my Dad, my sister and me

Went to a lot of places together,
And spent a lot of time together,

Now it’s just the three of us, my Mom, my sister and me,
We watch our soap operas together,

Go to Las Vegas together,
Go to the theater together,

And just spend a lot of time together and help each other out,
I always remember another special person in our lives,

Her name was Angie,
She was my grandmother’s godchild,

And she always came to see my Grandmother and she
Always called my Mom,

Angie was very dear to us all,
And then there was my guitar teacher, “Bruce”,

He was the best guitar teacher,
He always said I was a natural at playing the guitar,

I always kept up with him as the years went on,

I will always remember Bruce,
And so I ask,

Where did all the years go?
Life somehow just passes by,

But the memories remain,
The love is forever.

::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

In the Way
By Howard F. Stein and Seth Allcorn

Languorous morning, early summer,
Six lanes of traffic;
Few people drive
Their cars and trucks 
At the speed limit
On this hurried place.

A tiny disturbance
At the edge of the road – 
A lone tortoise begins
His perilous crossing.
Evolution has ill prepared
Most creatures for settlings like this – 
Adaptability to two-lane country roads
Is about all tortoises can handle,
Even then, not always.

What is this tortoise to us?
Whose eyes do we see through?
His or the driver’s?
Perhaps “roadkill” was in search of a mate
On the other side of this road.
Empathy, glee, grief, indifference
Vie as ways
To witness a tortoise
Embark on crossing six lanes
Of traffic, a concrete wall
Separating three lanes on each side.

Maybe collateral damage
Follows from our intentions.
This place is Ours, All Ours!
Move or be crushed!
Somewhere, we are all in the way,
Our fate beneath the wheels 
Of someone or something,
Grateful and astonished 
If anyone stops for us.

……………………………………………………………..

Like haiku?

Visit the 5-7-5 Haiku Journal

Submissions are always welcome!

https://575haikujournal.wordpress.com/


The Tarpeian Rock
By Matthew Wilson

I have only killed one man and because he destroyed the 
love of my life I knew that he was the worst of them.

I’d only been married a month, when by chance the 
emperor passed my flower stall and demanded my bride kiss
his food stained lips.

She refused.
So he ordered her to the Tarpeian rock where all 

traitors are put to death.
They made me watch as she fell, screaming and 

then finding some other entertainment to fill his morning, 
the emperor had me released.

Alone.
Lonely men have too much time to think and one 

morning when I took the noose from my neck I decided that 
it would be best to kill the emperor rather than myself.

But that is NOT an easy task.
The most powerful men have armies and palaces to 

hide behind.
But they also have ego. A need to parade their men 

as he had that morning he killed my wife, a desire to show 
his might and power to the city plebeians.

Even if by the grace of Zeus I succeeded, could I 
actually kill a man, was my wife the kind to marry a 
murderer?

So I concentrated on a horse. A simple beast's death
to ease my conscience.

The king’s horse to save my widow’s reputation for 
good choices in men.

I worked with flowers. I knew the effect of all their 
pollen.

The guards tossed curious onlookers aside as the 
emperor passed by the next month, rolling out his fabulous 
wealth to remind people of the incoming tax increase. 

I’d had two hours sleep but my aim was true. I 
threw a purple flower into the road amongst the many 
celebratory carnations and the king’s horse shifted nervously
when he saw it.

The creature went wild when he lowered his head 
and sniffed it.

The king cried once, hanging onto the reins for dear
life as the horse took flight in fear and broke away from his 
men.

It headed towards the cliff with the king struggling 
to turn it away.

I would have smiled if I’d seen them tumble over 
into the rolling surf far below but I was far away.

But everyone heard his terrified scream.
So now I join the people in welcoming a new 

emperor, hopefully one more lucky than the last.
Accidents happen.
And if this emperor is not a good man then I’m sure

another can be arranged.

The End

Butterfly On My Painted Wall
By Lynn Dowless

Butterfly on my painted blossom wall,
are you heaven sent?
Must you heed some natural call
as you await the next fleeting wind?

Can you tell us where you’ve been,
oh 
the many sights you must have seen;
while you sit there with your steely grin,
your eyes and mind so keen?

Are you calling your beautiful lady
awaiting her in the shadow of the elm outside my window?
Did she tell you she would definitely come,
as lover’s promises go,
or did she only say maybe?

My window was raised so high
to greet the sunrise breeze;
what are your intentions as your wings open wide,
relaxing with such passion as you seek to do what e’er you please,
as in my portrait flower stall you thrive?

Natures beauty with such immaculate tincture
shame a kaleidoscope,
as it embraces a hillside flower glade;
he who designed you must surely know
how to paint with amazing grace!

The chrysanthemum flower your majesty sits upon,
the solid wall you feel;
eh?,
the incoming glow of the daybreak sun
is barely even real!

The gently breeze blowing through my bedroom
is the absorbing embrace of early morn,
soon to take you away into the shadow of a dying moon,
lest your day be surely shorn!

Like the original uniqueness I behold in you,
you clearly relish the artistry in me!
By the narrow look I see you do,
somehow I feel you agree.

My window raised so high to savor a lovely dawn’s gray sky,
I perceive a gentle wind again.
You move your wings with barely a try,
then out into an awakening aurora you are sent.

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

Visit the Goblin Market at
View From Atlantis

https://viewfromatlantis.wordpress.com/


Cracker Crumbs
By Christine Despardes

I was so rudely awakened last night by an insistent jabbing
upon one nerve at the center of my bottom lip by something
not  much stiffer  than a toothbrush bristle.  But  I  was half
asleep, so how would I know exactly?

After 3 or 4 pokes, the final one was a coup de grace,
so forceful was it, like who- or whatever was doing it knew
precisely where the decisive nerve is. It sent me into throw-
a-punch mode even before my eyes opened. When they did
open, a minute gnat hovering at my bedside caught my eye.
Antagonized,  I  wondered  why  on  earth…?  So  I  got  up,
eventually, to look around for their casus belli. 

Some  insect  types  deliberately  help  me  with
housework,  maybe  to  such  an  extent  that  when  my
superintendent comes by he remarks how fresh and clean the
atmosphere in my place is. 

I  have  expert  cleaning  helpers.  They  are  the
misunderstood  little  household  roach  that  resembles  a
grasshopper,  the  ones  with  long,  elegant  antennae  and  a
crouching  physique  poised  to  suggest  meeting  challenges
proactively.

I never see any sign of them whatsoever until they are
onto  something  that  needs  my  attention,  andI  don't  have
allergies, so their occasional presence is not a problem for
me.

They  will  literally  come  and  get  me  if  there's  food
evidence, or a floor-to-wall aperture that needs caulking, or
edible  paper  still  lying  about  my  desk  or  bookcase;  to
prevent the other, malevolent type of household roach from
taking hold–the darker brown pear shaped meanies who eat
and eat and defecate and proliferate and proliferate and even
eat their dead. I have none of those, nor mice. 

For my little helpers, being eaten by malevolent ones
whether alive or dead is an abomination they cannot endure
the thought of. Therein, their helping motivation.

They don't stay in my place if there's  no work. They
move around the building behind household walls.  I  have
never ever seen them eat anything, but they will ask me for a
dab of peanut butter to smear their mouth with in order to
lure a malevolent one who is encroaching on our territory. 

I  shop  for  them,  and  they  know  it:  Baking  soda  to
absorb fridge odour, tactical flashlights to discover hidden
edible threats like under the fridge or between the floor tiles,
a can of Air Duster to clean the motor area at the back of the
fridge close to the floor. Last week, one of them drew me
there where I discovered a hidden spider's web! He didn't
want to get caught in that–and eaten alive!

Things like that are why when they come and get me, I
drop what I'm doing and grab 'our' flashlight.

Getting back  to  last  night's  intruder,  I  didn't  want  to
face the guilt of my contribution to the bedside pugilism, but
it was inescapable, so I dutifully peered over my shoulder at
the freshly clean dishcloth I leave open atop my mini-fridge
before bedtime, and found the "issue" the gnat was having

with me. There were broken cracker crumbs that I forgot to
clean  up  after  my  bedtime  snack.  Well,  they  were
camouflaged by colours similar to the dishcloth, so denial
was an apt response, right?

It's  how the  new, visiting gnat  got  wind of  the old
transactional  relationship  between  me  and  my  regular
assistants that I may never discover.

Ends

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

A Spider’s Tale
By Diane R. Duff

I’m just a humble spider
But I’m not alone:
I lived with my friends in the summerhouse
We thought it was our home.

But all that had changed
One fine summer’s day:
When the lady walked in and shouted:
“PACK YOUR BAGS AND GO AWAY!”

We’d spun such works of art
Shining webs of gossamer lace:
Does she not appreciate its beauty!
But the truth we had to face.

How sad to be evicted,
Where on earth could we go?
I looked at my friends and asked
“Do any of you know?”

“Her garage is at the front,” said one,
“I once peeped inside:
As she keeps her car on the drive,
It’d be a good place to hide.”

When it was midnight,
Creeping quietly as a mouse:
We picked up our cases and bid farewell,
To the lovely summerhouse.

Then we crept into the garage
Glad to have somewhere to go:
If we can keep out of the owner’s way,
Our secret she’ll never know.

We take it in turns to keep watch,
In case she should open the door:
And hope to enjoy our new home
For many years and more.



But Not For a Few Thousand Millennia
By David C. Kopaska-Merkel

It's the next big thing,
and I don't mean King Kong
(Godzilla was bigger anyway);
call him a trial size.
Imagine that some drive-by rogue star
cruises through our solar system,
but it's not one of those
all-too-common red dwarfs,
hardly worth calling a star at all,
barely warm enough
to serve as a cosmic microwave;
no, it’s a hot young giant,
big enough to swallow Pluto, Mercury, Sol,
and everything between
in one gulp.
Suppose one of those babies
grabs sun, planets, and all
in its gravitational undertow,
takes us on the proverbial three hour tour.
Well, we can kiss Alpha Centauri,
and the sublight boat we just sent there,
goodbye.
Goodbye, Captain Jock. Anna
(you cheating b*tch!),
and all the rest;
we’ve got our own fish to fry.
……………………………………………………………….

Abusive Repetition
By Donna McCabe

Setting yourself up
For yet another fall
Another vicious cycle of repitition
When you said it wouldn't happen
You thought you knew it all
No change in circumstance
Not wanting it at all
One day could be your last
There'll be no one to call
You used up all your credit
All the help offered before
Is there no more
You'll end up all alone and lonely
Ramshackle on the floor
Telling yourself again you'll change
Get your life back on track
Depending on mentality
You might just finally crack…

……………………………………………………………….

Atlantean Publishing reopens to submissions in September –
poems are especially needed for Bard!

Lemon Trees at Phillipi
By Paul Murphy

Upon the shores of the world.
Lemon trees at Phillipi
Grow and outspread.
At Doxata olives ripen,
Fasten themselves to the landscape.

Lemon trees of Phillipi,
Olive groves of Doxata,
Lime green yachts off Thassos,
Fallen Byzantine arch
At Salonika, are cold.

In distant forests they weep.
For their lost lives, the sun
Is hollow and fired. Can you see,
The marble that rolled is flecked.
Myriad coloured, in this playground.

At the baklava shop Apostolos
Wafting filo pastry and honey wake me.
Black-eyed Zoe from Xanthi in Thrace.
Alexander at Pella, Theseus in the labyrinth.
Black sails & black smoke on the horizon.

…………………………………………………………….

No More Visions
By Bruce-Grove

Your eyelids
no more hold those reams
of cinematic projections screened
for an audience of one.

Slivered Almonds and Caraway seeds
adorned the table that night- 
so rich and strange this vision.

The, Plumstead born, Greek lady
informed us of ill-health in the family –
so rich and strange this vision.

Asleep in the front passenger seat
a, distant, observer guides our path-
so rich and strange this vision.

(your dreams were just
tales your mother told you)

……………………………………………………………...

Truth – uncertainty
Question seeking its answer
Tree falls – silently

By DS Davidson   



An Old Country Song
By Celine Rose Mariotti

 Strumming along on the old guitar,
 Picking the notes to an old country song,
 They don’t write them like they did years before,

 Strumming along on the old banjo,
 Picking the notes to an old country song,
 Nothing more delightful than singing along,

 Fiddling along on the old fiddle,
 Playing the notes to an old country song,
 Tapping your feet to the beat,

 Strumming along on the old guitar,
 Picking the notes to an old country song,
 They don’t write them like they did years before.

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

She in her beauty
By Colin Ian Jeffery

She in her beauty makes each day perfect
And I am in awe of her and her love for me.  
Joyful and wonderful I never want it to end 
Her kisses sweeter than wine, such passion in her arms
Bodies entwined, we are forever soulmates
Journeying life’s highways we support, encourage 
Climbing mountains we never thought to conquer
Love our guide and strength we fear nothing
Enduring purple storms until walking safe in sunshine.
She in her presence dazzles me with sweetness 
Navigating the way, leading brightly to happiness
Time seems paused, entrapped with our heart beats
And when she is away from me I count the hours
Until love returns to my arms and I am made whole again.
…………………………………………………………………..

The Summer of Sorrow
By Schiz

In this summer of sorrow
The garden is ravaged by death
No longer the flowers are blooming
Their petals have become dust
It was a beautiful garden
Not only with roses
But with lilies and daffodils as well
All is gone into the earth now
Never to glow in the sun
For this year, they are choked
With mourning
However, one day, they will rise again

Untitled
By Alan Lacock

Where sirens tear the air
and liquid stills the trees
as they stoop to drink,
a thought rested,
tired of travelling.
In a while it will fade 
and be forgotten.
But those who saw its arrival
will always sing of it.
It was crying.
But the sun laughed in the sky
until evening came
and all was as it should be
once again.
Time holds all.

…………………………………………………………..

Track and trace chaos
Somehow system doesn’t work
Plethora of pings

By DS Davidson   
…………………………………………………………….

Artistic Creation
By Donna McCabe

An artistic creation
Brought lovingly to life
With thoughtfully selected colours
Mixed carefully with flare
Time and passion combined
Taking time, taking care
A beautiful piece of art
Transferred from mind to paper
An artistic delight
A creative shaper.

:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

sunlight beckons plants
stretching upwards with desire
heat scorches leaves brown

By Aeronwy Dafies   
……………………………………………………………

Hallowe’en Horrors Sought!

Dark, scary and comically horrific poems are sought
for this year’s horror booklet.

(Mention of Hallowe’en optional!)
Send your submissions to the usual address

before the end of September…

Awen will return 
in November


