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- dearreader,

o another year and another 1ssue we hope th1s year has treated you well 1f S0, then o

may 1t contlnue 1nto the comlng year and 1f not may your stars re- ahgn

% anx1ety and antlclpatlon are normal when a year is wrapplng up w1th a fresh wave N
of adventures on the horlzon we must endeavour to channel the zodrae and keep %

dreamlng hke the Plsces balance hke the lera, hold steadfast 1n our values hke the |
% * & and, 1f need be ﬁght hke the Leo . '

Cyrlne Slntl Marcella Haddad

Fran Fernandez Arce Shay Kaur



It seems my star sign's of the earth
a bullish one with hooves and hormns
that likes to laze around on lawns.

"The signal that describes my birth
1s cozzied up with love ol life
and a hot temper causing strle.

Yet still it may provoke some murth
as bulls do hike a hfe that's swell

and yearn [or comlort so they tell.

As comlort 1s a thing of worth
like real silk sheets and warming fires
and lots ol food, which could conspire

m helpmg to expand my girth.
So I must exercise like hell
perhaps some bull could chase me well.




Chuild of the sun, borm of fire.
I was crafted to lhumunate with brilhance, yet all I know 1s how to burn.

My hands are singed from clinging on to those who want to leave,
I tread with bhstered feet towards a path made by people I want to please,
My lungs weigh heavy from the ashes of unspoken words,
And sull, people ask for more.

‘What more can I possibly give?
I've kept silent while yearnmg for empathy's gentle touch.
I've let go of those I've begged to stay.
I've surrendered my dreams to fulfill the ones mposed on me.
Though, 1t’s not m van, for they stoke my hre and fuel the flames
‘With wet, soggy logs they feed me,

Before complang about the smoke that dims their sight.
I've lndden beneath the mask of resihence.
But after burmng for so long, the wood beneath me bends and strams.
Fchomg sighs, as 1l bearing pamns.
I crave to let go and crumble mto vulnerability's tender embrace.

Anudst the clamor of expectations, I find myself
Branded as excessive, deemed too proud.
I've reduced myself to dymg embers, yet my mtensity remains
T'oo much to bear, too much to hold, too much to see.
Still, I'm summoned to dance with boldness, to embrace the darmg hke a honess,
In a world where lions are made to be hunted.
They are admired from afar but brought low on the ground.
Too bold, and they're led to those who seek to see their spirit bound.




I'm tired of the flames that consume me, yearnig for the gentle warmth I'm told to possess.
Yet, what warmth can I claim when all I've known
Is an old lover’s embrace who has turmed me away?
The compamonship of those who've grown weary of my presence?
And a fanmuly that only sees my [aults, not my essence?

I am a child of the sun, made to stand alone m the vast unverse,
With no other stars to illununate the darkness beside me
Or offer warmth mn the cold embrace of the galaxy.
I am a chuld of the sun with golden rays that cast hight on others
Who can’t even tolerate my flames.
I am a child of the sun, only in my absence, my worth is proclaimed.




The sky 1s made of the same stuff T am made of
but it takes up a lot more space. Or less.

Is space a part of the sky? Is the sky i space?

How much of the sky can be contained
while the rest of it remams?

My hands are made of stardust, too.
The sky holds the thing that made 1.

"The sky has hands that I can’t hold,
but I can hold the sky n my hands.

I can hold the thing that made me.

Once, I loyed an air sign.
She 1ignited my fire, ‘
but together too long, we becaine explosive.

The sky needs fire to erupt.
: And fire needs the sky
like earth needs to shoot it’s hot msides out—
all at once, then not at all.

I love an earth sign, now.
: IHe keeps me tampered,
just enough to warm the hands of the sky
without burnmg anything else.

But all of us come from space,
take up space,
look for space between us,

when really the only space there 1s
1s the space within us.
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You never saw me. I wasn’t here.
Thus lone woll, sneakmg through
underbrush on a word-snuthing retreat.

It’s neat to be mn the seat of creativity,
hidmg mside and shdmg —
biding my time with nature fillmg m the blanks

I was gomg somewhere, anywhere
but here. Now, the trees, the bees, the
knees of brush and fohage, rest with the

doe and the deer mouse, breathing life nto
cach other, mto me. All I see
strrounds my senses with fresh new growth.

The match that lights my past;
its briliance illummates the presence — the past —
the future of my existence.

Birds contest terrtory with a great nver of chatter,
along with the breeze through
the trees, the sigh of the water over rocks—

molecules sickmg together and lettng go.
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Its pale amber glistens m
moonlight falling across
the bed we used all wmter.

The pace of aity hife —1ts rush of hours,
took away those silent colors
we chernished while we were together.

I am the still, falling ram — the silent,
ghstening snow now settlmg mto
darkness; hiding behind my tarnished mask.

In the cty, we let others look
at our pearls and gold; we gave our
selves away hke so many coms —

One of my wishes 1s that those twinklmg
skies we saw from our bedroom window,
nught gather us together agam ~ —

away from the nse and fall of aity life.
1e sapphire-colored sky 1s why
we grasp each other in the shadows —

the far-flung moon 1s why we clung
to each other as 1if our very hives
depended on the masks we Ind behmd.




I am the Peacekeeper
the balanced scales

with an open heart and softened pretense
the Seventh Sign in the Southern Sky

I am flled with harmomous empathy
and plant idealistic thoughts
while manipulating good mtention
to tip the scales m my favor

Feel my breath and breathe my air
as I touch your thoughts and soul
stirring temptations and desires
as only Venus can

I can see your inner passion
and beguile you with my charm
tempt you with my firtatious style
smile and move on

Look up mto the mght sky

I glow as only a woman can
with divine justice and objectivity

evoking the awra of a Sylph

Stand with me
and be blessed with beauty
muystical radiance heavenly magic
a world without conflict

I am Libra
the brilliance of Autumn
generosity of spirit
unwavering hope for Peace.
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Glenis has been writing poetry since the beginning of _-."» L
RS i : . | the first Covid lockdown. She does most of her writing [
| toread, do pilates, and bake! She has written multiple

. . ~  at night as she suffers from severe insomnia. When she
short articles on social issues for the X

Journals of Justice and had an article published for ji s notwriting poetry she makes beaded jewellery, reads, .

- cycles and sometimes runs 10K races slowly.
the Palisadian Post and newspaper.

Find her on Facebook; Poetry by Glenis Moore - . =
Instagram | @frgnxexo e
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annette gagliard = ' 0

Gagliardi’s poetry has been featured online and in printed
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journals and anthologies in Canada, England, Sweden and the | e eRlER TeD T
USA. Her first full-length poetry collection: A Short Supply of == i i = Lisa Hartsgrove is program coordinator for Project s

historical fiction: Ponderosa Pines: Days of the Deadwood 3 G | Write Now, a creative writing nonprofit. She’s been pub- S
Forest Fire won the PenCraft award for literary excellence in == i SN ; :
| 2023. Her second Chapbook: Caffeinated, released by Island of = == ~ | lished in Discretionary Love, Poetry Ink, and The Pitkin

Wak-Wak in October 2024. 2
Review. Lisa is currently working on a novel-in-verse. ,
See her author website | Annette-gagliardi.com i
You can read more about her at lisahartsgrove.com.
Facebook | www.facebook.com/annette.gagliardi
Twitter | @annette]Gag Insta | @SpillingMyArt
Instagram | @gagliardiannette/




Cathy Joyce Lee can be found forest bathing at night

and paddling the rivers by day. The connections she
feels with the natural world inspire her words. She
has been published in
7th-Circle Pyrite, Young Ravens Literary Review,
Pure Slush, Passager, the dionysian public library

and NightWriter Review/The 805.







