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Indifference to Poetry Statement 
 

When faced with writing this short statement I thought, "I cannot admit publicly 
that I am indifferent to poetry; I would sound like an oaf, which I certainly am not. I 
certainly appreciate the idea of poetry, and I acknowledge that people sometimes 
put in great efforts at it. I wish I loved poetry, but I do not. Alas, poetry is the 
emperor's new clothes to me, and this is the day I stand up and admit that I do not 
see a thing on his skin. 
 
~Jessica Tufte 
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Strippers in Minivans 
  
In 7th grade, 
Kate cried 
My Mom died. 
mom's Oldsmobile vanity plate 
was for Kate - 
princess- 
in some shortened way. 
Died. 
And she strode 
down the high school's sidewalk, 
no longer worrying about cracks 
and sat with her back 
towards me, 
pulled out handcuffs from her pocket, 
latched and unlatched. 
Her bookbag 
was stuffed with street 
knowledge. 
I asked her an algebra question 
because I'd forgotten  
about middle school 
and she hadn't. 
She got a call 
on her flip phone 
and walked, 
without saying goodbye, 
to the white van 
on the curb. 
 
~Rebecca Ferlotti  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rebecca Ferlotti is a junior Creative Writing major at John Carroll University. She has been published in 
The Carroll Review, Citizens for Decent Literature, and her proud-to-be-an-Ohioan-even-though-our-
sports-teams-suck photography is on Midwestern Gothic. In her spare time, she enjoys traveling and 
hopes to never allow her age to surpass the number of countries she has visited. 
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Y (4) 
 
      - you are obsessed with the first letter of the word: you are both yellow-skinned and 
yellow-hearted... 

 
Using my yellow tail 
I yellow-swam 
From the Yellow River 
As a yeast of the yellow peril 
Against the yellow alert 
In yellow journalism 
 
With a yellow hammer 
And a yellow sheet 
I yielded to the yellow metal 
At a yellow spot 
¼ million yards away from Yellowknife 
 
People call me yellow jack 
Some hailed me as a yellow dog 
When I yelped on my yellow legs 
To flee from the yellow flu 
 
Speaking Yerkish* like a yellow warbler 
I have composed many yellow pages 
For a yeasty yellow book 
To be published by the yellow press 
 
Don’t panic, I yell low. 
                                                                                     
~Changming Yuan 

 
* An artificial language developed for experimental communication between humans and chimpanzees. 
  

 
 
 
 
Changming Yuan, 4-time Pushcart nominee and author of Allen Qing Yuan, holds a PhD in English, 
teaches independently, and edits Poetry Pacific in Vancouver. Yuan's poetry appears in 689 literary 
publications across 25 countries, including Asia Literary Review, Best Canadian Poetry, 
BestNewPoemsOnline, LiNQ, London Magazine and Threepenny Review.  
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Broken Heart Sonnet 
 
If it had only been my trust in us, 
Or even in how much I now trust you, 
Perhaps this wouldn’t smart and sting so much. 
Perhaps my future would hold hope renewed. 
But no indeed my luck is not so nice. 
My broken trust turns inward ‘stead of out; 
For how could this have been a big surprise? 
It is my faith in me that’s turned to doubt. 
And now I find that nothing less than love 
Will suit me as enough to bring me bliss, 
And yet if I as hand do find a glove, 
I’ll always think that something is amiss. 
So I can’t want to find a shallow friend, 
But neither can I trust new love won’t end. 
 
~Henna Rahimi 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Henna Rahimi is a twenty-something writer and poet living in California. She currently works as a 
teaching assistant for an online university and eventually hopes to teach higher education. 
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Tender Was the Fearless Night 
 
Tender was the fearless night 
 
When I watched you leave me, this side 
of paradise. 
 
The glorious treading of glass 
chipped at your ankles, and you passed 
by in reckless strides; 
I must admit, the ecstasy of your departure, 
it left in me a solemn shuddering, greater 
than any I’d ever felt or seen. 
The soles of my shoes were wet 
with the freshly-watered expectations that 
you yourself had set, 
for me. For yourself, I could not yet pamper  
the red rose garden, not while I held  
the lily so close to everything I was  
to forget. 
It will be difficult, I think, to see 
the space beside me untainted by such  
humanity, or compassion, or the  
delicate picking of fruit from the security 
of our oak 
but beautiful to watch, 
the tender outline of you 
against the sun. 
 

~ Anna Romanska 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Anna Romanska is Polish and has lived in the Middle East her whole life. "This poem was written after I 
read F. Scott Fitzgerald's Tender Is The Night, and it's dedicated to a particular someone that still nestles 
somewhere beneath my ribcage, even though they may not know it." 
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For Yesterday’s Hope 
(A Casual Poem) 

 
One day your cold world will be mine.  

One day it’s my turn to have my light shine,  
But what is there in me to go and inherit  

From people who cared about only their credit? 
 

So what if I am the hope for tomorrow?  
I am a person who grew up in sorrow.  

What there’ll be tomorrow is what I see today.  
It’s how you’ve lead us youth, you’ve shown us the way. 

 
But I see only wars and hunger and hate,  
an economy dropping at a drastic rate.  
This is what I see, am I still the hope?  

Can I get the fallen to stand up and cope? 
 

You tell us the things that you want to see.  
But were you the hope you said you could be?  

How is it that you expect so high of us?  
When in you, we feel that there’s even no trust? 

 
~Klare Valdez 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Klare Valdez is a 15 year old student in the Philippines. 
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3,2,1.Blast Off. 
 
Bring back the smiles that showed me the color 
The spectrum has faded, hidden objects discovered. 
A singing bird chirps ‘round the treetops abroad 
Making music that sounds 
Generic and flawed 
But perception can change one’s opinion of presence 
If your mind is distracted, contemplation’s not present 
  
I’m a bomb in a bathroom ticking down to a blast 
I’m the villain of creation in a life memoir cast 
But I’m also a flower in a field of all weeds 
I’m the animal trampled by the wild stampede 
And I’m crying out loud, fists pounding the ground 
Resisting restraints that are holding me down 
 
There’s a way 
There’s a window 
There an outline to chase 
There’s a loophole to jump through 
Knowledge to embrace 
I’m surely dying 
Confined and confused 
Insane and irrational 
Removed and accused 
And my hands touch my face that has melted to bone 
These hands caused destruction 
Even more than is known 
My tears are indignant, my words are a waste 
When I speak my excuses, its the bullshit I taste 
I’m ready for redemption 
Attention 
Ascension 
Let go of the catch 
Catch my breath 
Breathe it in 
Inside is the answer 
Answer the question… 
 
Are you ready? 
 
~Naomi Palonen 
 
Naomi Palonen is a 25 year old from Pennsylvania. A self-professed  ball of insanity and random-ness. 
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You, emperor 
 
Constantin, champion of Bavarian breakfasts: sugar  
mustard salt sausage — beer beer beer!  
— drink and sing and laugh and smoke.  
I, the happy hedonist  
 
We rushed into ourselves, smeared traces in  
Brussels, in skirted fingers,  
in the sticky troughs of cobblestones  
outside your house, then  
 
woke in a sullen state, half asleep, half  
clothed but still  
half strangers —I  
stayed for the feast, your laughs—swollen, red—I plucked  
from air like empty fruit  
and you for who  
knows what. You occupy a blond  
 
corner of my mind, a white and vermilion  
burst, an eruption, a whole  
world closed behind me after two too-  
quick kisses, one  
on my brown forehead, one  
caught on the last pale  
 
slip of your goodbyes and still my palate fills with  
your colors: green and teal  
and wet pink slakes  
of sunset, because living  
 
leaves stains, impressions, splotches, especially on the 
 healthiest and even on the bloat-  
ed, compromised. 
 
~Sujin Shin 
 

 
Sujin Shin is a student of English and Art History. Has been writing poetry with full intent starting this 
past year. Trying to join the throngs who raise paradise with their love of the written word. 
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Dying Afternoon 
 

I live on the edge of a dying afternoon, 
Embracing the night 

And awaiting the moon. 
 

The simmering light, 
A remembrance of day, 
Gives depth to the sight 

 
Of the world it conveys. 

The scrapings of truth 
Beneath the display 

 
Would change in a poof 

If not for the black— 
For after the Youth 

 
Of the Dark, sun comes back; 

And after the Birth of the Dawn, 
Wolves attack. 

 
The death of the fawn 

Interplays as a muse, 
And after the vultures are gone 

 
I confuse 

The passing of time 
As departing in twos. 

 
“Inaction is crime! 

There’s nowhere to go 
With our search to define 

 
What we can and can’t know!” 

At this I agree, 
Erase the tableau. 

 
Now what do we see? 

Still nowhere to go. 
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Still nothing to be, 
 

And nothing to know 
But this nothing of ours: 

Blank page of tomorrow— 
 

The scent of the flowers 
Upon which we write; 
And here in the hours 

 
Preceding the night 

We’re reminded that darkness 
Exists in the light. 

 
~Michael Edminster 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Michael Edminster is  a musician, artist and writer who lives in central California. Among other things, 
he has been a high school French teacher in California, and an adult foreign language teacher in South 
Korea. 
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 Parthenon 
 
When the ancient Greeks built me, 
they did it 
to honor Athena, 
their patron, pagan goddess 
and when men found my form displeasing 
I was stripped of shield and armor 
turned into a Church to Madonna, 
(two virgins so unalike) 
and when the Ottomans 
lay siege on my womanhood, 
they filled me with their ammunition 
and when the Venetians 
learned of my impurity 
they sent a cannonball 
to explode against my body 
and rid me of my sins. 
 
 if I spoke to you as a woman 
 you would tell me 
 It was my fault 
 
instead I am part of your history 
something ripe for the taking 
shameful and preserved on my hill, 
a war medal, a monument; 
I am kept only because 
I am useful to you, somehow - 
 
 Women. Livestock. Buildings. 
 there is no difference 
 
- a production of your glories 
a storehouse of your memories 
a monument to your sin, 
and if I could destroy myself 
I would but that simple power 
is not even my own and 
everything in my life 
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becomes undone but what 
you did to me, because 
 
 the man that built me 
 is the man that defiled me 
 
and stone is not the Nile 
to return after overflowing its banks, 
my life is only 
pullpullpun so I 
took a knife to my walls 
(my arms) 
and drew a line 
from floor to ceiling 
(from wrist to shoulder) 
because my body is a temple 
and I don't know whether to blame the world 
or my father 

 
~Julia Parkey 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Julia Parkey is a university student who is currently studying pain and human suffering, psychology, and 
creative writing. She has been published in an anthology of young creative writing and occasionally 
performs poetry at campus events. 
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The Heat Register 

 
Lying in front of the sliding glass door  
A metal grate, nearly flush with the floor  
Blowing a steady and soft stream of heat  
All throughout the winter, warming cold feet  
Drying off snowy gloves and muddy boots  
Hanging just above are some wet snow suits  
After they’ve dried, they’re put in the closet  
The sleepy cat curls up on top of it  
Blowing warmth, comfort, it constantly runs  
That is, until when sunny springtime comes  
Then it will go dormant, patiently wait  
For the first frosty bits of autumn to break  
The basement heater will hiss, pop, burn  
The gloves, boots, and coats of winter return. 
 
~Ryon Grant 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
After an extended stint in the Navy, Ryon Grant is settled down in South Texas with his wife and two 
children. He was born and raised in Central Michigan: "Not a day goes by when I wish that I could step 
out of the backdoor of my south side city home and into the cool shade of the tall northern pines." 
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Two-tenths of a second/David Benedetto's 
reply to John McManus 

 
McManus: 
The moment you call 'now' took place 
two-tenths of a second ago. 
Two-tenths of a second is the time that it takes 
For the sound and the sight of a Grecian vase, 
Hitting the floor (oh, the mess that it makes!) 
To flash their way into your brain and so, 
On the edge of the present, you're totally blind, 
You're always two-tenths of a second behind. 
 
Benedetto: 
My friend, you are right but you've got it all wrong. 
To live in the past is for fools-that is clear, 
So two-tenths of a second is reason to cheer. 
You're as free as a bat and as pure as a stone 
Your stare-naked being is out front alone 
You're a blink-worth ahead as you barrel along 
And nothing is real that you think of as you, 
You're instantly free. 
If only you knew. 
 
~Lynn Hoffman 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
"When I wrote prose, I always felt like a chauffeur, like I had to get readers home somehow or other. 
With poems I feel free to accelerate down the Turnpike, slam on the brakes, do a hard left, fishtail and 
then floor it out of there. If that leaves readers spinning in space somewhere looking for which way is 
up, well, I hope they're grateful."~Lynn Hoffman 
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Puppeteer 
 
I saw the moon rise from the edge of a cave 
And for a moment considered, “Well, what if I stayed?” 
But fireside longing is not a game played 
with the World at your feet and a Heart that is brave. 
 
So I endeavored the intrepid descent 
Clutching the crags of the precipice tall 
Daring soft sinews to counter the fall 
While stars at my back did cave shadows lament. 
 
And, ho!  Here, the dawn! 
Burning wild with vermilion brawn… 
Ear drums blown and retinas gone 
A Stentorian heresy, yet halcyon. 
 
Oh, to return!  But imagine the scorn 
Due this poor maverick, this Omega born. 
Night is uncertain where concern he the Morn 
So I wandered alone, a fugitive; forlorn. 
 
Consolation, I pondered, for the nocturnally dense 
Wrought from compassion, love, empathy, all— 
Chained are they sitting in front of the Wall! 
Perhaps silhouettes will best recompense? 
 
A puppeteer of alien geometry, 
Entertain, I did, the prisoner bevy. 
But for one, too great did the shapes his curiosity levy— 
and He turned away from the dank bathymetry. 
 
~Nick Dixon 
 
 
 
 
 

 
"A theo prof once told me, 'God isn't apart from the universe, he's the energy in it.' I see electricity in 
every electron and aim to share my vision with those who will listen."~Nick Dixon 
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 Behind the Choices 

 
Choosing 12 poems out of about 400 certainly took a lot of reading and 
consideration from someone who claims indifference to poetry.  Why would 
someone indifferent to poetry want to put themselves through such a task??  To 
be honest, part of that reason was to explore what is out there and maybe even 
cure this indifference.  After the time I spent reading all of these poems, I 
discovered that I am not as indifferent to poetry as I thought.  There were many 
lines throughout my reading that struck me as a unique and insightful way of 
describing something.  It was those lines that would bring a grin to my face and 
encourage me to read something aloud again.  Much of the reading I did was 
aloud, which helped me to identify which poems had a patterned sense of rhythm 
and flow to them. 
 
The choices I made were not easy, and I based it on relatability, flow, and form.  
Many of the poems I read had to do with some sort of break-up or other emotional 
trauma.  I have to admit that I felt for many of the people expressing themselves, 
but at the same time that does not always make for good poetry.  There were a 
number of rant submissions that I tended to not put into the pile of finalists.  There 
were also poems that were trying so hard that they didn't really make much sense 
anymore, and I would try to give them an extra read or two, but if after that I 
couldn't make much of it those also didn't make it to the finalist pile.   
 
You will notice in the selections I made, many of them have a striking line or 
premise that I found unique from all of the other submissions.  Part of what makes 
poetry difficult to write is the restriction in form, so I also factored that into my 
final selections.  After this experience, I find that I appreciate the ability to write 
poetry more like actual skill than, "Oh you write poetry?  Yeah, whatever."  I can 
tell a lot of time and thought went into some of these poems, and I am glad to 
have read all of your poems!  It certainly lit something up inside me.  Thank you! 
 
~Jessica Tufte 


