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“ART has to be CHEAP & available to EVERYBODY” 
 

-- Bread & Puppet Theater,  
from the WHY CHEAP ART? 
manifesto 

 
 

In these strange and difficult times, we play with words, ideas, 
sights, 

and wonders of all manner. 
 

And, like wind, fate, and rivers, we flow on. 
 

 Living in a challenging time, we recall the challenge that Carl 

Sandburg suggests that each of us has with the face we were given: 

 

Somebody handed it 

to you–am I right? 

Somebody said, “Here’s yours, now go see 

what you can do with it.” 

 

Copyright © 2021 
by Gemma Mathewson and 
   Mark McGuire-Schwartz 

 

A publication of Pi Poetry  
 
 
Circumference 
Volume II, Number 2 
January 2021 

 

 

 

 

 
  



iii 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

If one does not understand the usefulness of the useless 

and the uselessness of the useful, 

one cannot understand art. 

Eugene Ionesco 

  

https://www.azquotes.com/author/7184-Eugene_Ionesco
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Notes from an editor – Gemma 

 
Due to the flagrant instigation and escalation of seditious insurrection against The United States by 
lame duck #45, and due to his dereliction of duty to protect defend the constitution and the 
population he swore to defend,  (4000 people died today, 1/9/21, from Covid 19) I had been 
considering withdrawing or amending the following poem I wrote in early November 2020 as being 
too tame.  
 
Instead, I have decided to preserve it as a moment in time when we were all waiting in trepidation 
for the next shoe to drop.   
 
We have a new President, a new congress and I hope we will all remember that if we want "law and 
order" we ALL need to work together for Justice and Equality. 
 

 (The magic 8 ball triangle keeps telling me to:) 

ASK AGAIN LATER 

 

If putting up signs helps you to feel better –  

and you already have: Be Kind!  

Here’s one to go next to it: Be Brave! 

 

My mother used to tell me to eat things I didn’t like  

because children were starving in China 

 

I did not understand this was intended to 

be 

 a lesson in shame for not being grateful 

I was appalled - I thought she intended me to feel 

glad 

that I was not the one who was suffering most 

 

The whole world seems to be suffering  

Huge oak trees have toppled here 

 in our summer hurricane - just ripped out of the 

ground  

top-heavy from branches laden with green acorns  

 

I was surprised to see such shallow roots on the underside 

a metaphor for something 

but poetry seems too obvious now 

 

or too cryptic and maybe both at once 

The children were starving in China  

Their beloved Mao had told them to stop farming 

 to melt down their hoes and rakes and plows 

 and their cooking woks for the Great Leap Forward 

Each village had its own mound of slag 
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When they became hungry he told them  

to deep till the soil, way beneath topsoil  

and to plant seed very crowded together  

to encourage better and more abundant crops 

 

Fearing to defy him  

the village communes all bragged  

of increasingly huge grain quota numbers  

Scientific knowledge was scorned  

Scientists were publicly shamed, tortured 

 

The results were predicted and refuted 

Catastrophic 

Too obvious and too cryptic  

So when people compare 45 to Hitler  

I say, and Mao! 

 

The green acorns  

that won’t ripen for squirrels this winter  

do not make me feel glad  

to be in the human hemisphere 

 

ask again later  

when this will be over  

but be brave and kind and hopeful now 

 

Keep writing poetry  

because masks and words at a distance  

are closer than they appear  

obvious and cryptic  

 

signs brave and kind 

 

 

Gemma Mathewson   
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Notes from an editor, Mark: 

I am not always great at striking a balance.  But perhaps art can sometimes offer a counterbalance to 

what else is happening in the world.  Like cranberry sauce does.  (Which I told one of my students 

around Thanksgiving when she stated that she didn’t understand the point of cranberry sauce.)                           

When we first considered Zining, we wondered whether we should adopt a theme, and decided, No, 

the poems will select the theme. 

Last issue seemed full of birds, hope, and flight.  In this issue, we 

turn to aging and mortality.  Next issue will celebrate endings, 

decay, entropy, and moral turpitude.  Perhaps I should add a 

footnote here so readers will know I am joking.  But, tis a joke 

with a point: Do we select poems based on attitude?  Well . . . 

Sometimes poetry trends toward cheeriness.  As embodied by 

such jolly poets as Sylvia Plath and Edgar Allan Poe.  (Edgar, the 

bird is here again.  Edgar, stop playing with that corpse and come 

to dinner.)  And, in this merry age of pandemic, political mayhem, 

and the repeated stark reminders that we still have a long way to 

go to reach “and justice for all,” some of the poems that are 

submitted to us have taken what might be considered a rather 

bleak cast. 

On the contrary, there seem to be a plethora of poems declaring 

“We’re okay,” and “we’ll get through this.”  To which I reply, 

“No, we’re not,” and “Not all of us will.” 

So, which group of submitted poems makes its way into our 

pages?  From either the cheery group or the somber – or from 

any other group – we look for well-written work.  We could parse that, but it is enough for now to 

say, work that strikes us as fresh, original, interesting.  To shorten that: we look for work that strikes 

us.  (And sometimes a work may strike one editor and not strike the other.  In which case, we strike 

each other to see who prevails.) 

Another factor that may play into our selection process is that we do not want to publish too many 

poems that are too similar to two poems we published before.  That would be just too, too much, 

too, too many.  (And we avoid poems about two toes.  And tutus.)  (Although we fondly remember 

Archbishop Desmond Tutu, but that is another story.)  (Even more fondly than Dorothy’s terrier 

Toto, and I won’t even mention the 80s rock band of the same name.)  

Point being, we managed to find space in this issue for and now we turn toward mortality and 

also space for wishing for the old days.  And you may find poems on shoes and ships and 

sealing wax.  We aim for diversity.  We aim to be eclectic.  And a bit bold, perhaps.  A bit 

experimental, at times.  Surely, a touch of silliness is welcome.  

One theme that did seem to emerge this issue is the admixture of poetry and art.  We consciously 

were looking to include some artwork in this issue, but it seemed to come to us commingled with 

the poetry from several different sources, and we included several such unions here.  We knew we 

wanted some artwork, but it seems we have stumbled across the theme of illustrated poetry.   
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Another theme that seems to be present is parents.  A lot of them seem to show up in this issue, 

especially mothers.  Family – in fact – of all sorts.  And – I should note – poems were chosen not 

just by the editors but also by each other.  These poems wanted to be together. 

Something else is new in this issue: In one poem you will find the first time that the word shat 

appeared in our pages.  We aim to keep expanding our offerings. (Maybe it will become our new 

motto.)   

A lot of us these days are just muddling along, feeling middling.  We hope that, in some small way, 

this issue of Circumference enhances your life and raises positivity a notch or two.  Be well and 

enjoy. 
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MY MOTHER HATES NOVEMBER 
 
My mother is not aging gracefully. 
She still wears dropped waist dresses, 
dyes her gray hair deep auburn, and drags 
her tired legs behind shopping carts  
she is determined to fill. 
 
But this morning she stumbles: 
“I hate November” is all she has to say. 
 
The leaves are curling into themselves. 
The wind beats them against her bedroom window— 
Their arthritic fingers charge at her, she tells me, 
when she opens her front door,  
their filigree remnants cling 
to cold skeletal trees. 
 
Everything is dry and brittle. 
 
It was in November, she reminds me, 
that my father fell ill. We watched 
as his fever rose and his body shrunk 
under starched white sheets 
that seemed to bind him to himself.  
The days got shorter, the nights colder.  
We couldn’t stop it: not the season 
parting, not the death creeping in. 
 
But then she softens, 
remembers a past November. 
Early autumn simmered on, 
its estival warmth an antidote  
to the emergent darkness  
that seeped into each passing day, 
the leaves mottling into myriad  
shades of the sun itself. 

( 
That year her womb was heavy, full 
of a burgeoning life that shaped 
a pleasant pressure deep in her pelvis.  
The days were supple and the nights soft,  
the evening sky so bright 
that sometimes she just had to close her eyes. 
 
 
Martha Phelan Hayes 
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Guilford Sunsets 

 
 

 

 

 

Mary Ellen McGuire-Schwartz      
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BECAUSE…FINN 

Because the squirrels mated last fall  
and built a higher safer drey 
 
Because the wind flayed bark from trees 
Because it snowed and snowed then melted 
 
Because returning robins nested snug 
and buds unfurled to blooms to fruit  
 
Because the caterpillars hatched 
and ate and shat and wove cocoons     
  
Because the youngest squirrels scampered 
and fledglings learned to unearth worms 
 
Because the nectar drew the butterflies 
then green gave way to red and yellow 
 
Because the clouds spun counter-clockwise 
rent leaves from stems from limbs from trunks 
 
Because the sun came out again, you, 
 
dear Finn—delirious, scent-wild— 
cavort in crunching leaves that cup  
the complex tea of life and death 
with no idea tomorrow’s steeping 
 

 

 

        Pegi Deitz Shea  
 

 

 

 

 

If the rich get richer, 

and the poor get poorer, 

do the middle class 

get classier?   

Or just middler? 
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Vigil 
 (John, April 2, 2020)       
Your breath is leaving, 

 snags, staggers. 
It rumbles up from your throat: 

I want to live. 
 
Hazel eyes—so beautiful—clouded now,    

fissured, irises bruised. 
Your face sharp-boned, jaundiced, cavernous—yet  
 you want no out. 
 
Here I keep watch at the center of pain 
 turning and turning you 
  to find a bearable position. 
You seem weightless in your cloud of morphine. 
 
Here I cannot stop touching  

your thin hands, stroking 
each wrinkled fold, kneading with begging palms. 

Stay Slower, husband, 
feel the last of warmth. 

Hear my love litanies. 
 
All night together, 
 with that grating, scratchy, weighted breath 
together in instancy and departure       

endlessly entwined. 
The chill of your body pulls me 

into dark ground: 
ending or beginning,  
who knows.  

 
Kisses we would have given 

arc over the bed 
like aurora borealis: 

afterglow of our shared breathless 
travels. 

 
Eyes wide open,         

your whole body hungers upward. 
A rasp: I want to live. 

Carnivorous breath 
catches, wants to devour, persist. 
 
 

Geri Radacsi 
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Turiya: the State of Wakeful Sleep 

For you, ten thousand  

 cherry blossoms 

stretching from 

 a solitary stalk. 

 

My many-petalled breath grown   

 soft, grown quiet, grown 

 absolutely still— 

 until 

I hang in that pivotal place    Love, “between the doing / and the done  

 (not the done to)  Maybe just publish that phrase – or steal its form with other content  

 between the doing 

and the done to— 

hoping to surrender, hoping 

 to hold fast— 

aware that hope is just 

one more obstacle to being there. 

 Bliss, Turiya.  

To be and to be not, 

that is the answer.     

Gail Mirza  

  

I DON’T THINK 

i don’t think 

  i want to talk right now 

you don’t think 

 just talk 

i think 

  your thoughts can’t hear me now 

Gail Mirza  
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Covid Social Life 
 
The people I interact with are found in a 4 x 6-inch box. 
Paradoxically, the more who join, the smaller they get, 
Shrinking to a 3 x 3, or if it is a party, a 2 x 2!  
 
Excitement comes from the game “What’s Different?”  
Scrutinizing the clothing of my friends, thinking 
Didn’t you wear that same green t-shirt the last three days in a row?   
 
Bad weather. 
A long day at work. 
An overreaction to an insignificant slight. 
These used to be the biggest obstacles to social interaction. 
 
Now, the currency of life is Internet speed. 
Being left out means not upgrading to 450 Mbps. 
Slow internet transforms my best friends into 
Misshapen stuttering Picasso-heads. 
 

John Johnson 
 
 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

Back To Our Dinosaur Future?  

 

Wahoo for COVID 

which since tanked economy 

turned Beijing sky blue! 

 

Gerard Sarnat 
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Who’s Buried? 

 

 

Pegi Deitz Shea 
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SHOVEL IN THE WOOD 

(after my photograph: “Who’s Buried”) 

 

Beneath a heavy clotted sky,  
far from the main path, 
a bit off the trail to the cove, 
in the vee of a double-trunk birch 
stands a shovel blade 
without a shaft or handle 
or triangular tip. 
 
Rust the color of dried blood 
creeps down the blade 
and speaks of livings made 
and lives lost: 
 a sucker in a land deal 
 a beloved beagle gone rabid 
 a hunter on the wrong end of a gun 
 a girl kidnapped and raped  

a baby unplanned unwanted 
 

Whose fingerprints stained the missing handle?  
Whose sweat and spittle slicked the shaft  
in the struggle between 
muscle and earth?  
How deep was the glacial rock  
that mocked the metal tip? 
And who placed the blade  
facing true north, a calling card,  
in the mossy crotch of this witness tree? 
 
Whose history wants telling 
to spite its burial? 
         

 

Pegi Deitz Shea 
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Turtle Crossing 

 

It’s not like a box turtle  

will jump into the road  

I tell him, like deer do 

with their antlers and ticks, 

but we watch for them anyway  

while winding to the point 

 

The Island road weaves through 

ragweed, seaweed and sand 

The steamy puddles after the rain 

shed mist over the sound 

The shimmering pavement blurs  

the boat ramp. Along Acabonac beach 

we’re trying not to worry  

about those things we cannot see.. 

 

The road unwound so we stopped     

for a swim then started up again 

after getting the wet dog  

into the back seat and leaving 

Louse Point to rinse her      

 

Later, on the porch, we checked  

each other for bugs like 

monkeys in a cage and forgot    

about turtles after a rain, 

how they lumber, not in any hurry  

to get to the other side  

Ed Walker  
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ART’S HIS MIDDLE NAME 

 

—1     Into Print  

 

Art’s father’s standoffishly gruff,   

uncharmed by the lyrics and masques 

Art’s given uncommon cachet. 

That’s Daddy’s conservative way: 

not liking what I like enough 

to honour the verve in my tasks.    

And how will standoffishness play 

when Art’s critics conclusively grasp 

Art’s father has financed Art’s stuff? 

Please order my book and prepay. 

 

—2     At a XXX reading, 

    New Poets’ Night 

 

The Emperor?  Sure. 

   But will Art shout: 

“The Empress wears no clothes!” 

 

If still inclined, she’ll find 

Art’s moonstruck face 

wherever her nakedness goes. 
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—3    Follow-on Seminars 

 

His classmates endorse gob-stopping expressions 

—Alps needle sharp, Grand Canyon depressions— 

and all dream of profits, in status or porridge, 

while meticulous Art composes for storage. 

 

 

—4         Formal Friends 

 

Art will support his drunken fellow poet, 

forestall the ruinous guzzling—or slow it— 

and wink betimes at dudgeon, vice or lust, 

since genius starts forth grossly where it must; 

 

yea, if the Muse mouths drivel latter days, 

Art will sustain her unremitting praise 

through forums, journal, press and jacket blurbs 

(from past anointments spring Art’s wettest words).   

 

Reversely though, as quick new styles arise, 

old Art will nit-pick, shun and criticize.  

 

 

—5     Tale End 

 

Reviewed as ‘madly uninspired’ himself, 

old Art trades verve for the survivor’s pap: 

securely planted on a state school shelf, 

he leaves his page to whisper through a nap. 

William Conelly  
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YOUNG BOY WITH FIRST RIFLE 

 

His father says, treat it like it’s 

a deadly snake, a copperhead. 

And never, and I mean never, 

point the fangs – that is the barrel - 

toward anybody even if you don’t  

think it’s poisonous – that is to say, loaded. 

Too many fools get bit - shot – by  

being too careless with reptiles…um…rifles. 

Just remember son, that around here, 

guns are like religion. As the Bible says, 

“They shall take up serpents… 

and it shall not hurt them.” 

 

John Grey 
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Yellow Bird          

 

Cuddled with my grandson reading  

book after book while  

he snuggles-in pulling his shirt 

up and down we read  

then a yellow bird flies by 

taking us with it  

wondering if yellow birds  

have tongues like us, 

which they do, 

particular to their nourishment 

 

Forked and hairy, pointy and flat 

we pass the day by the woodstove 

letting the whole darn world fly by    

 

 

Ed Walker 
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Quarantine Self-Portrait 
Emily de la Rocha 
36 x 36 in, oil on panel 
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Face Covering 

 

Blue paper face masks are a fixture 

on the kitchen island now. 

I hardly notice them anymore,  

but can’t ignore  

the plastic sandwich bag that protects them.  

It’s just like the ones  

I’d put in Emily’s lunch box  

back when the world was  

ham and cheese sandwiches. 

 

Home from college,  

senior year cut coronavirus short, 

she wanders downstairs around 11 

in paint-spattered sweats 

to toast    frozen waffles. 

 

When the kitchen island 

was all zinnias, 

she would muse about whether  

she had enough    angst  

in her life to be an artist. 

Now she’s upstairs creating  

a self portrait that’s haunted eyes 

and one hand over her mouth  

                                                  like a mask.  
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Emily ventures into the world      guarded 

by a face-covering hand- 

sewn from floral fabric  

that reminds me of a bonnet 

she once adored, 

one like Laura Ingalls wore 

when the world was         running maskless 

through sunny fields. 

 

I long to shield      my child’s eyes 

from our COVID-bright world 

but I know       it needs her. 

So I fill an old egg carton with soil, 

teach her to grow zinnias. 

 

 Kelly de la Rocha 
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Body Cry         
 
Tissues of your being frayed 
and your body felt a wanting— 

like the haunting cries 
from barred owls and loons— 

 
a terrible need 
to strut back to action and power. 
 
It is dawn, the summit of Haleakala— 
Maui’s House of the Sun—and from 10,000 feet 
you tear down 26 miles of the volcano’s slopes. 
Fists grip quivering handles 
on a bike cruising 
switchbacks, cliffs, loose gravel. 
Something more than litheness— 
pluck with teeth— 
steered you around razor-edge curves. 
 
Now as then  
your eyes are intent: 
you gnash with weasel teeth 
your personal Plague of cancer 
that devoured colon, liver, kidney, bowels, flesh. 
Back, neck, shoulders stooped 
over a heart awobble on a ledge.  
Tendons, nerves uncoiled;  
mind a bafflement of stumbles; 
wracked mouth hoarsely 
bayed for air  
and water, cold water. 
 
Anger spat out 
like a strut collapsing— 
I hate my body— 
when the vault of your inner temple  
teetered, cracked open, plunged. 
My whole beautiful man,      
oozing from you 
fell anointed droplets —tears. 
 
 
Geri Radacsi 
 
. 
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What If Life Starts Now? 

 

The moment one, then two 

plunge out of the blue to flutter 

 

landing on the balcony. 

One winks their flash of mirth  

 

the other coos all empathy 

detached intelligence. 

 

They primp and nestle 

in feathery flirtation 

 

then take off  soaring 

the angles of their swoops 

 

acute.  Their visit breaks despair. 

 

In the orbit of a synchronized ascension 

I hear symphonies awaken in our cities. 

 

What if we like doves can rise 

repaired, atoned, renewed 

 

and with emboldened voices  

sing our joyous orbits? 

 

 

Cora Siré 

 

         

 

 

 

. 
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Mosaic 

 

I am broken 

dishes  --  

              faded gold   

        edges     a shatter 

of muted forget- 

me-nots              a fragment with             crazed  

finish    

plates that once rolled in smooth circles  

now point  

                 rough edges 

to blind                    turns dirt  

roads with potholes     

 

    I         have      never  

                        been  

                  good   

                                  with maps    

could never 

      refold                                one  

      the                                    way  

      it                                       was     

      supposed                         to be  

 

and supposed-to-be never folds properly  

 

so 

I’ve          stopped             trying    

to  

    put          myself                       back 

together    I hold 

each jagged  

piece to 

 sun   mortar it  

down   wherever     

it fits   chipped   sky  

blue tinged in  gold  

      angled near 

        orange Fiestaware triangle  

upside down beside 

shard of   ecru    serving  

dish that  broke   during  
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who knows   what    move. 

 

My mother, her mother kept  

to a small radius, saved up for floral- 

print Corelle plates -- guaranteed 

not to crack -- 

but sometimes   did anyway 

just       like my wedding 
registry            dinnerware. 
It was       cheap but                    I loved it  --  

raised fruit   on its  
rim like a         promise. 
 
It’s all        broken  

now         except  
two pasta bowls    I know  
I should have  

registered  
    for a better       set    

my mother-in-law  
warned me.  

 
She’s 81 now,  still has so many  
dishes       too many really      and none 
look broken but maybe she’s just good  
with glue. 
 
Not me.  

Kelly de la Rocha 

 

. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mosaic 
Emily de la Rocha 
3 x 3 ft, broken plates and mortar on plywood 
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ASHES TO DUST   

 

The dolphin 

was born of the water 

the man 

born of the fire 

and of the earth. 

The dolphin swims 

unrestrained 

the man 

chooses to live 

in the city of Afterlife 

focused 

on impending rebirth. 

The dolphin stares up 

in wonder  

at the amassing clouds 

the man 

curses the sky 

shielding him 

from heaven. 

The dolphin  

nurses her pup 

the man 

suckles 

at the fount 

of empty promises. 

 

Louis Faber  
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The Mourning After 

 

I’ll mix the notes of a bluesy riff 

in a major key, say G or F 

to capture how your smile 

ignites the night. I’ll swirl 

five colours on the palette 

to recreate your eyes – their liquid light. 

 

For your lips’ apostrophes 

I’ll stir in words you once composed 

respectful of your philosophies  

on precision, rhythm and restraint. 

To honour your dimples, your spicy 

beauty marks, I’ll scour the countryside 

for wildcats’ spots and horses’ dapples 

to sprinkle in the pot. 

 

I’ll travel back to gather your euphoria 

when you danced on city rooftops 

in the neon light and forward to the glory 

of the wrinkles you’ll call sinkholes.  

 

As penance for my betrayal 

I’ll heat the potion to a boil 

add a spoonful of your essence 

to my morning espresso 

waiting for the magic day 

the bitterness tastes sugary. 

 

When the mirror’s gaze 

reveals your face  

you’ll arise to write again 

to specify the colours: 

emerald, cyan, lemon 

cobalt and vermillion. 

    Cora Siré 
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PANDEMIC LOCKDOWN BLUES 

 

 Alone at home  

 

But Alone-ness is not New 

 

 To me 

I am 

 

Alone  

even when I am with others 

 

talking, typing, phone calling, eating, drinking, laughing, crying 

 

I am 

 

Alone  

 

not hearing or seeing or feeling just doing 

 

To others this lockdown is a shut out 

 

But I have shut all of you out all of my life 

 

In school teachers would try to snap me out of it 

Send exasperated notes home: 

 He doesn't pay attention 

He doesn't interact 

He doesn’t make friends 

He doesn’t fit in 

 

But he aces  

 

every test 

His papers are mature, insightful, witty even 

  



24 
 

 

Well--for 67 years I've been living alone in your midst 

Thinking, Dreaming, Watching, Listening 

 

Being 

 

So- for me this lockdown isn't so bad 

 

Mostly 

 

William Ciaburri 
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If lightning strikes 
 

Above the shore 

The sun played hide and seek    

Behind a screen of shifting clouds 

Blinkering light and dark 

Like rogue venetian blinds 

Signaling the penumbral eclipse   

I slip into the water    

A grey green vastness 

First immersive seconds 

Send stinging shivers to the core    

It feels like survival   

Overhead a low rumble of thunder 

The Gods are restless 

Or are they merely bowling 

That’s what they once told children   

As if that were more a comfort 

Than to think of a celestial wonder  

I slice forward through waves  

My body the plough of a ship 

Arms become synchronized oars 

Moving through ancient waters 

Breath after breath 

A measureless circle 

If lightning strikes 

Today would be a good day to die   

 

 

Lisa Seidenberg 
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Genevieve Jaser 

 

                          >>>>>>>>>>> 
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Animal Cracker Joy Ride 

 

In a convertible  

with the top down in September 

I think about how houses have  

roofs that point down 

 Or  

        Up 

Depending on how you  

want to take your brain that day, 

Brain on doubt; on drool; on dumb. 

 

The people in the car with me 

Seem to let things happen naturally, 

I wonder if it’s natural to think about 

Things changing before they have, 

I wonder if being thoughtful is the same 

As being  afraid, 

I wonder if people know when your  

brain is working like this 

By looking at you. I wonder how long 

it will take me to forget where the right turn   is. 

 

The road to my grandfather’s  

roof points  

       up  

Even when the house lacks  

the smell of fruit cocktail and 

the cartoons on TV  

don’t paint the windows rainbow.  

Like a carnival, people  

      on  

    the 

            outside 

 

would drive by a dream house. 
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Colors like balloons 

with muffled laughter from 

characters who resemble a best friend. 

 

I think of: 

 

Animal crackers, 

Sweet, 

Wrong, 

Toothache, 

Tooth broke, 

Tooth 

  Rot, 

 

My grandmother sat so long 

her skin blistered off her body. 

But her lips were so sweet  

and red when she laughed,  

I imagined she was the good witch. 

 

I think about: 

 

How people grow limps, 

How things can grow and 

decay at the same time, 

How things can be sweet and painful, 

 

I sing a soft song in a convertible 

with the top town in September,  

and turn to see the driver’s face, 

to see if the person I’m with looks  

    forward 

  but can be thinking  

back. 

Genevieve Jaser   



29 
 

 

ASHES 

 

With a jumbled sense of Plum Island,  

my father drives beyond the confines  

of this car, my company, this place,  

and occupies a grade off the survey map. 

 

Without coordinates, he’s the dying extension  

of the former man. 

 

Then sunlight and ocean breeze through the window 

seem to evoke in him the glint of a memory,  

and I imagine he’s rejoined his bygone crew  

of Army Corps of Engineers here at the Parker River,  

as we cross the bridge he worked on many years ago― 

 

his ashen face, flushed;  his expression,  

now animated with the look I once knew.  

Could it be he’s about to speak? 

But no, there’s only a guffaw and a stray word or two. 

 

When we reach the tip of land, I turn the car around, 

and notice that the ashes have returned to his face.  

Along those inscrutable roads, he drives on ahead.  

And I drive us both home. 

 

Stephen Campiglio  
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Eating Lasagna Alone 

 

There are too many layers. 

 

The waiter may be sympathetic. 

Finally, I give in, nod 

and he disappears to place the order. 

No appetizers here. 

They were never us. 

 

I sip the robust Merlot. 

Robust - we were. 

This is a wine that would have 

flushed your cheeks.  

 

I gaze out the window 

into the cruelty 

of a lover’s moon. 

 

The huge plate of lasagna arrives  

and the wine glass is refilled. 

The layers are slight browned. 

I was always the curled pasta. 

You - 

the ricotta, egg and Parmesan cheese 

bubbling below the surface. 

 

Love’s oven at 400 degrees 

must be perfectly timed 

and carefully tended. 
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With neglect 

the dish is burnt and black crisp. 

 

There are too many layers. 

 

I quaff the last of the Merlot  

and push the remains 

aside.  

R. Gerry Fabian      

It Is A Perfect Day 

 

of a weekend. 

The sun starts early 

and never quits 

all day. 

There is a slight breeze 

that pushes the humidity 

into a bordering state. 

A gradual increase 

in temperature 

peaks in the low 80’s. 

Twilight carries 

barbecue smells 

and the laughter 

of small children. 

 

And just as the first glimmer 

of the day 

fades into the west, 

you call. 

R. Gerry Fabian  
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MOTHER  

  

Through the face cloth, soaked in water, 

and gently held to her parched lips— 

all that her ravaged throat can manage—  

I feel her mouth on my hand as she sips. 

  

She left Italy with her mother 

and a toddler’s memory of Alanno, 

crossing the Atlantic on the Augustus; 

 

the father she had not yet seen,  

waiting for them in America. 

 

Now, nearly eighty years later,  

the elder will encircle the child 

and cross another border.  

 

Sleeping in the spare bed that night, 

I share what will be her last dawn on earth. 

 

Already, Madonna delle Grazie prepares  

gems along the path that will sparkle  

in the light of my mother’s passing. 

 

Stephen Campiglio  
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SOMNAMBULIST 

 

Leaning his ladder against the big maple tree  

in the backyard, he climbs into the canopy;  

the leaves, full of sentience,  

to which he whispers evening salutations. 

 

At the top, he pauses to admire  

his grounds like never before. 

 

And what shall I love if not the enigma? 

 

In due time, the man comes down,  

crosses the dark yard―a wind among winds― 

and returns inside where he climbs  

the stairs to his room. 

 

Seated at the edge of the bed,  

he grips a broom as if an oar, 

and rowing the dust of the floor, 

embarks on a trip to inspect  

his more distant properties. 

 

  * Italicized quote by Giorgio de Chirico, Italian painter (1888-1978) 

 

Stephen Campiglio  
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Yosemite’s Path to Heaven 

Karl Traichel 
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Impassioned Petitions Do Nothing 

 

I used to think 

the root of your seventh tooth 

cradled minerals once 

lost to some ancient ocean, 

and your jawbone contained 

the first tryings of kintsugi. 

 

The placement of objects in a room 

sustained miracles of gesture, 

temperature, possibility and radiance; 

the mantle clock counted stoutly 

the number of whirled-up exaltations 

that flourished between moments. 

 

Now, a groaning mastery 

perches just beyond me, 

a rustle of wings as much as endless   

paperwork; the looming, hulking 

familiarity of pragmatism 

turning all metaphor to lead   

 

and refusing flight.  

 

Derek Piotr 

 

 

. 

                                                                     . 
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Counting 

 

1 

It is snowing out  

and I look towards  

the sky. 

 

2 

There are large flakes 

and smaller flakes 

and smaller still. 

 

3 

I open my mouth. 

 

4 

This is a child’s game – catching 

snowflakes on your tongue. 

 

5 

I do not know 

what gave me this notion. 

 

6 

God does not care  

how many flakes 

hit your lifetime 

tongue. 
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7 

God has not instructed 

St. Peter to ask. 

 

8 

Maybe the extreme would be 17,000. 

If Peter did ask.  Maybe the norm 

would be 4 through 7. 

 

9 

Maybe Peter asks little.  Just 

consults his spreadsheet where 

the data has been logged via 

real time count. 

 

10  

God doesn’t care how many  

concerts you attended.  How many times  

stared at the clouds.  How much tv you watched.   

 

11 

Or with whom.  The snow forms white spots 

on my dog’s back creating an appealing pattern. 

Many times strangers have stopped us to say 

what a beautiful dog we have.  But there are no  

points given for having a beautiful dog.  Or being 

one. 

 

God does not care about these things.    
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12 

God’s accountants log acts of kindness. 

 

13 

They tally how many kind deeds 

you have released into the world. 

 

14 

Maybe nobody is counting. 

Maybe nobody cares. 

 

15 

If you care, keep your own  

count.  How many delicious meals have you  

cooked, or served, or eaten?  How many poems 

have you read? 

 

16 

There is no protection offered  

for tongue-catching snowflakes.    

The car skidding towards you  

is not diverted by a heavenly hand. 

 

17 

Perhaps you are too busy living 

to be data entering columns 

of that which is important, 

And if God does not care,  

maybe there is a purpose to all  

those ubiquitous neighborhood 

cameras, internet data collection, 
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and drone surveillance after all. 

Perhaps the benevolent government 

or some secret nonprofit agency 

is scrapbooking our  

lives, making it easier for  

the final settlement  

of our accounts. 

    Mark McGuire-Schwartz  
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Castor Hereticus 

 

 

 

Beaver Dam Found Poem 

 

Gemma Mathewson  
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The Pagan Path 

Gemma Mathewson 
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Bios 

BillE boi bor'n'  paw-IT -ded edgar allen POEt (b [e){art}h] deth birthdethbi 

Cora Siré is the author of the poetry collection, Signs of Subversive Innocents, and a forthcoming collection, Not 
In Vain You’ve Sent Me Light, as well as two novels. She lives in Montréal.  Author website:  www.quena.ca. 

Derek Piotr (b. 1991) is an author, folklorist and performer based in New England. His work with sound 
focuses on the human voice, and is primarily concerned with tenderness, fragility, beauty, and brutality. His 
written works concern themselves with the processes of nature, memory, loss, transformation and the land; 
and have appeared in Eel Meal, The Newtowner, Crush (forthcoming), and The Broome Street Review. He 
was featured poet to Silvermine Gallery's exhibition Language in Art and has lectured at universities such as 
UNC and NYU. 

Edward Walker arrived in Guilford in 1977 with his wife Laury, where they raised four children and a few 
Labrador retrievers. Ed has a degree in English and one in Business and was founder and CEO of East River 
Energy. He is an active member of the Rotary Club of Guilford and the Guilford Poets Guild. 

Emily de la Rocha is working toward a master’s degree in art therapy at Albertus Magnus College. She 
teaches art to students with autism at Benhaven Academy in Wallingford. A hyper-realistic oil painter, Emily 
is frequently commissioned to paint portraits. See more of her work at emilydelarocha.com.  

Gail Mirza has been making pilgrimages of one kind or another since she left her native Midwest to 
eventually settle in Connecticut. Seeking full immersion as the way to connect with both world languages and 
cultures, she lived in a variety of countries, including Spain, Brazil, and India. Gail is a former educator and a 
mixed media artist. 

Genevieve Jaser is a Senior at Southern Connecticut State University. She often writes about the strange and 
unpredictable nature of human behavior and emotions; she believes the more we recognize our own 
strangeness, we more we may be able to embrace it. She is the current Editor of Folio and her work has been 
published most recently in Blue Muse Magazine and Ginosko Literary Journal. 

Gerard Sarnat MD’s authored HOMELESS CHRONICLES, Disputes, 17s, Melting Ice King. Gerry’s 
published by Gargoyle, Columbia, Penn, Harvard, Brown, Stanford, Dartmouth, Main Street Rag, New Delta 
Review, Northampton Review, New Haven Poetry Institute, Buddhist Poetry Review, American Journal 
Poetry, Poetry Quarterly, Brooklyn Review, LA Review, San Francisco Magazine, New York Times.  Mount 
Analogue selected KADDISH for nationwide-distribution Inauguration Day.  

Geri Radacsi is the author of four collections of poetry. Her prize-winning chapbook, Ancient Music, was 
published in 2000 by Pecan Grove Press; her full-length poetry collection, Trapped in Amber, appeared in 2005 
from Connecticut River Press; Tightrope Walker in 2007 by Antrim House, and Soul and All that Jazz in 2015 by 
Finishing Line Press.  She has been a journalist, English teacher, communication/media specialist, and freelance 
writer. Currently, she is Associate Director of University Relations, Emerita, at Central Connecticut State 
University in New Britain , Connecticut . Among her publishing credits are The Atlanta Review, Embers, Comstock 
Review, Connecticut Review, Connecticut River Review, Iron Horse Review, MacGuffin, Nimrod, Karamu, Southern Poetry 
Review, and The Southern Humanities Review. She has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize, is the 2013 winner of 
the Connecticut River Review Poetry Prize, and has won several awards from the Connecticut Poetry Society. Her 
poems, choreographed for dance and cello interpretation, have been featured in live performances at CCSU 
and at the New Britain Museum of American Art.  She has taught memoir-poetry workshops in Central 
Connecticut 

John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident, recently published in Soundings East, Dalhousie Review and 
Connecticut River Review. Latest book, “Leaves On Pages” is available through Amazon. 

 John Johnson is a writer and entrepreneur from McLean, Virginia.   He is the author of the book Everydata: 
The Missing Information in the Little Data You Consume Everyday.   

http://www.quena.ca/
http://emilydelarocha.com/
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Karl Traichel renewed his passion for poetry some years after he retired. He felt it quietly bubble up to 
awareness with a subtle, yet insistent push he finally could no longer ignore.  Self-doubt and insecurities 
arrayed in full splendor, he took pen and keyboard, and armed with the mighty roar of the online thesaurus, 
returned to the wondrous, magical world of poetry. He'd always been dazzled by the power of a few simple 
syllables on a page to draw forth the most primal emotions, distilling common, painful everyday personal 
struggles in a shorthand for the soul. 

Kelly de la Rocha is a poet, journalist and editor living in Farmington, Connecticut. Her poetry has been 
featured in Circumference Magazine, Poetry on the Streets’ Essential Voices from the Pandemic, Gallery and Studio 
Arts Journal, The Revolution (Relaunch), Syracuse Cultural Workers’ Women Artists Datebook, and others. 

Lou Faber’s work has previously appeared in Atlanta Review, The Poet (UK), Alchemy Spoon (UK), Arena 

Magazine (Australia), Rattle, Eureka Literary Magazine, Borderlands: the Texas Poetry Review, Midnight 

Mind, Pearl, Midstream, European Judaism, The South Carolina Review and Worcester Review, among 

others, and has been nominated for a Pushcart Prize. 

Martha Phelan Hayes is a professor who teaches English at Gateway Community College in New Haven, 
Connecticut. She is a poet and essayist whose work has appeared in numerous journals and anthologies, 
including CHEST Journal, Everyday Poems, Freshwater, Fresh Ink, Journey to Crone: A Book of Poems, Naugatuck River 
Review, Orpheus, OxMag, The Penmen Review, The Slippery Elm, and Vermont Literary Review. Her poem “Elle 
Clare” won first prize in the 2010 Central Connecticut Poetry Contest sponsored by Altrusa International. 

Pegi Deitz Shea, author of more than 450 works of poetry, fiction and nonfiction, teaches Creative Writing 
at UConn. Her poems have appeared in The Christian Science Monitor, Ireland of the Welcomes, Earth's 
Daughters, The Examined Life: The Journal of the University of Iowa Carver Medical School, bottle rockets, and other 
journals. She founded and directs the reading series Poetry Rocks, and is the inaugural Poet Laureate of 
Vernon, CT. 

R. Gerry Fabian is a retired English instructor. As a poet and novelist, he has been publishing his writing 
since 1972 in various literary magazines. His web page is https://rgerryfabian.wordpress.com Twitter 
@GerryFabian2He lives in Doylestown, Pennsylvania. 

Stephen Campiglio works in Continuing Education at Manchester Community College in Connecticut, 
where he also founded and for 12 years directed the Mishi-maya-gat Spoken Word & Music 
Series. Nominated for two Pushcart Prizes and a quarterfinalist in the 2018 Codhill Press poetry contest for a 
book-length manuscript, he has published two chapbooks, Cross-Fluence and Verbal Clouds through Various 
Magritte Skies. 

William Conelly is American by birth and retired from teaching.  As a dual citizen, he resides with his wife in 
the West Midlands town of Warwick.  The Able Muse published a collection of his early verse under the title 
UNCONTESTED GROUNDS, and it may be reviewed at their website or via Amazon.co.uk 

William Ciaburri is a retired state of CT employee currently working full time from home-the dining room 
table to be precise-for a software vendor to the state agency he retired from. He has lived all of his almost 67 
years in Connecticut. Thirty-nine years ago, against her better judgement a nurse from the VA Hospital 
agreed to marry him. They have two daughters, one son-in-law, and one grandchild. 

https://rgerryfabian.wordpress.com/
http://amazon.co.uk/
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Our Next Issue 

 

We are aiming to put out our next Circumference issue this spring.  By which time, the weather will 

have turned lovely and we will all be happy and vaccinated. 

 

Look for a Call for Submissions to be sent out soon. 

We will be looking for art and heart, fresh word use, peace, justice, diversity, reason.   

If your work supports those things, send it in.  We’d love to see it, and if it fits, we’d love to use it. 

 

We may try to add links to video or audio clips. 

 

 

We welcome your comments, suggestions, and even complaints.   

We can be reached at the address below: 

 

poetryinstitute@gmail.com 

 

 

 
 

We follow no Herd!   

We will be Heard!   

about:blank
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In Support of Justice 

 

We are proud to stand with all who work to advance Justice. 

 

Black Lives Matter 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

We support a just path to citizenship  

for our undocumented residents. 

 

 

We support human rights and humanitarian asylum for all 

migrants who seek refuge at our borders,  

fleeing violence, hunger, poverty, climate disaster 

 and all forms of persecution. 
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Thanks to all the poets who submitted work. 

 

And thanks to the Institute Library,  

for allowing us to use their wonderful space. 

 
And thanks to all who have shared their poems at Pi. 

 
And to all who have blessed us by listening. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

photo credits  
 
Balancing Man is by Edmund Schwartz. 

Black Lives Matter poster was taken from their website, with permission.  

Most other photos and artwork are identified on the pages where they 

appear. 

All other photos and design in this issue are by the editors. 
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“Face Covering” previously appeared in Poetry on the Street’s Essential 

Voices from the Pandemic, as well as in The Hartford Courant, in an article 

that featured the Poetry on the Street project. 

 

"Somnambulist" previously appeared in a journal: The Peralta 
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Mary Ellen McGuire-Schwartz 
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around we go.  for freedom and justice 

 

Life, a Circle of Poems; Poems, a Circle of Life 

 

 

Aiming to be a round peg in a square world 

 

 

keep

going

around

because

we


