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COMMUNITY POLICING 

 

Your night crew stretches shadows across weeds  

and tufts of half-focused dreams. We shake salty  

trinkets from our paws, and spit them out. We have  

an instinct for the seasons. 

 

Twilight sags it's limpid pillows. A scuffed carpet 

hides poisonous midnight mushrooms. Unkempt borders  

sprout green pleats, to lure the tiny purples that 

erupt in February. Air smells of smoked thistles.  

 

We cannot be your gold-medal lookout felines in  

late August. Where are the autumns of yesteryear,  

when we flung our tails at pumpkins, and zonked out  

on the ledge above the hedges?  

 

Squirrels are too bonkers to chase. Chickadees,  

under construction for winter. And who can see  

coyotes in the gloaming? We are not the only ones 

with night sight. Trees and golf-course shut for the 

duration. 

 

What have you done to this place? It used to be our 

favorite trouble spot. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by Denise duMaurier 



 

#389 4 x 2 1/2 K. McKeever  

“Jewelry, Weapons, or Knife and Fork” 



TYPHOON 

 

Water made of ice-rocks shoots a screen 

that roars its power from Puget Sound. 

I don’t crawl under the bed, lest I lose, 

tomorrow morning, how much green 

it has scoured from the ground. 

 

Space at sun-up seven opens to the bay,  

overflowing with our sewage-treatment clay.  

Croppies drop on lawns, and bloated bleak, still 

flop to bounce back to Padden Creek. 

 

Rain can’t drain because it falls so much. 

Kites and cats cannot sneak out for lunch. 

Puddles scare them more than the wind 

that swipes the water clean away and makes our 

tilted axis slow its spin into a thin and mystic 

ring that twirls a little softer, smells like 

spring. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by Denise duMaurier 



 

Fir Cone, photo by Lynn Geri 



YOU SEE A TREE SPRING INTO FOREST  

 

Eons ago, a bird carried a cone 

To this land, another a fish from the sea 

For that is their work you see… 

 

A forest from sea to sea arose 

From the gentle womb of the earth Tenderly 

holding the seed til it grew 

 

Into the mighty tree you see, the birds 

Built their nests and carried more cones 

Bears, squirrels, and spiders drop by 

 

See tree turn sunlight into air we breathe 

Offer shade to ferns, talk through its roots 

To feel tree’s bark and smell evergreen. 

 

Can you see this dynamic unreel 

Felled in your mind’s eye, a tree revealed? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by Lynn Geri 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

#472 2 1/2 x 2 1/2 K. McKeever  

“Bob Uses A Cup of Chai to Stimulate His Intuition When 

Contemplating Musical Possibilities of the Rainbow 

Scale’ 



HUMAN — NATURE  

 

This afternoon I’ll sit, let weeds grow  

like the fabled bean stalk 

and climb to reach its magic  

after work is done.  I might bask  

believe in fairy tale, as day drifts by. 

 

I’ll see a hummingbird zip past  

the red crocosmia and watch  

the small brown rabbit nibble  

on new willow shoots, wait  

for pinecones’ rumble down the roof. 

  

I’d just as soon observe the deer  

eat honeysuckle from the hedge 

and leave their droppings on the garden bed  

as I think about the times I’ve labored,  

without thought to nature’s turn of whim.  

 

I’ll touch last blossoms on the hollyhock,  

as hot sun stings the delicate new leaf.  

I won’t impose.  

I’ll sit and wait, augment the wildness  

found in nature’s ways. 

 

 

By Linda Conroy 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

#451 2 1/4 x 3 1/2 K. McKeever 

“Redundant Royalty of the Alpine Disagree 

Over Boundaries Between Bassersdorf and Egg” 



MORNING 

 

Sounds fall through air  

to reach my ready ears. 

 

Color spreads kaleidoscopes of light 

before my eyes 

 

and movement, of new leaves, perhaps,  

or tiny bird, slips past peripheries of mind. 

 

Thoughts only jump aboard when senses call, 

but nothing is as priceless  

 

as the consciousness that gathers 

like a message at the doorstep  

 

once the sun begins its 

pale and steady rise.  

 

 

 

by Linda Conroy 





 

by J.I. Kleinberg  





 

 

by J.I. Kleinberg  



 



THE MOVING OUT 

 

After sunset when the grieving  

move further into their grief  

and the stars are revealed by their master, the darkness,  

I have left the cities of the blind  

along tracks straight and cold as the north. 

 

Here I sit listening on the shore  

of a white and glacial distance. 

The voice of a girl like an opening flower  

begins to curl forth from the inner shell of the mind.  

So many nights I have waited. 

 

In cities the darkness gobbled me up and spat me out,  

my fears scuttled back and forth outside the door.   

Now the first birds waken and peck among fresh snow.  

The light begins to open 

with a pink and icy whisper along her cheek. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by John Morgan  



 

#485 3 x 4 1/2 K. McKeever 

“Antoine and His Grandson Love Their Apartment, It Has 

a Deck Where Their Lizard Marcus Can Climb Trees and 

Eat Bugs” 



SEPTEMBER BELLINGHAM 

 

Down the hill my city sits 

Waves nip at its hair 

Freeway scratches the belly 

Mountains hold down its hip 

Low mist in early 

refuses to leave this cove 

Down into the clouds I walk 

floating up into a subdued world 

Here exhales are marked 

Talk can be seen 

Sun bathes buildings 

in a peach-warm glow 

as it fights the moisture 

that crowns my 

September Bellingham. 

Noon-thirty, 

visibility still  

only four blocks 

The sun burns 

while seagulls 

dance in the sky 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by Shannon Laws 



 

Photo by Zoe Dawe  



 
LEAF TATTOO  

You can you feel it  

In my city  

The change of air  

as wind folds in  

fall’s weather.  

 

Orange leaves appear on 

the sidewalks of Holly Street. No  

worms to dance them back to soil.  

 

Cement laden, laid on 

the roadside in random patterns leave 

a tattoo, imprinted on the stone. Five 

pointed star tree hand 

pressed by feet and rain 

bleed orange ink for all to see.  

 

By winter the marks wash away By 

spring, bright green babies wave at 

us from their mother’s arm borne 

back into our memory. 

 

 

 

 

by Shannon Laws 
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    Thank you 



BIOS BIOS BIOS 

Lynn Geri is a poet whose words grasp at air, in her way-

faring rise from salty earth. She prefers to grapple 

ethereal fir in her published works; several journals, 

anthologies, and books: Mother, Ankhs and Roses, I  

Submit.  

Linda Conroy likes to write about the complexity of the 

behaviors that make us human, and influence our connec-

tion with the natural world, especially in these times of 

change. She is the author of Ordinary Signs, a poetry 

collection. Her second collection, Familiar Sky, will be 

out shortly. She lives in Bellingham.  

An artist, poet, and freelance writer,  

J.I. Kleinberg lives in Bellingham, Washington, USA, and  

on Instagram @jikleinberg. Her visual poems have been 

published in print and online journals worldwide.  

John Morgan has published seven books of poetry and a 

collection of essays. His work has appeared in The  

New Yorker, Poetry, The American Poetry Review, The New 

Republic, and many other magazines. He divides his time 

between Fairbanks, Alaska and Bellingham. For more  

information visit www.johnmorganpoet.com  

Kathleen A. McKeever Poet, artist, creator of the Urban 

Cauldron Tarot Deck. Kathleen’s volumes of poetry  

Cloudlight, published in 2018 and Body/Today published in 

2020 are available by contacting her via  

urbancauldron@yahoo.com  

Shannon Laws, Fortis Fortuna Adiuvat  

shannonplawswriter.com 
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What shall I do now…? 

LEAVE | KEEP | RECYCLE | SHARE 


