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NIGHT HUNT 

 

After the wind storm 

broken cottonwood trees smell sweet 

in the renewed summer heat. 

Near the river bank 

a hare is trapped by the call 

of Fairy Hounds. 

One takes the lead, 

others follow in line. 

 

Rabbits quake 

in moon shadow of the mounds. 

Pack in full cry! 

 

Dandy Dogs of forest fright. 

Hot noses and glitter eyes 

track breath, blood, fear and fur. 

 

Cantrips won’t slow weasels and stoats, 

the Fairy Hounds of the West Country Hunt. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by Kathleen McKeever 



 

#616 4 x 6  K. McKeever  

“Eagles + Salmon” 



LIGHTBOUND 

 

5am 

An eggwhite moon burns in the west, 

reflects the rising sun. 

A few dull stars hang in the east. 

One bright planet  

in the southern sky. 

 

10am 

Snowdrops you put on my tea table 

wilt in their ink bottle vase. 

Wool damask table cloth into cedar chest, 

Indian cotton print comes out. 

Slanted light through glass shows 

places your dust mop missed. 

 

3pm 

I gather a spider string 

filament of silk in sunlight 

undulating in the wind, bind it 

around a sapphire and graphite feather 

found impaled in our rose hedge. 

 

8pm 

Gravity bound, a minor meteor burns, 

dissolves toward earth. 

Orange and pink sunlight backlights 

the vapor trail of a silent jet. 

In a peacock tail flash of light, 

sun becomes sea. 

 

1am 

A crescent of new moon 

lights my bedside altar: 

photo of you, bud vase, and  

jay feather, bound 

with the thinnest of threads. 

 

 

 

by Kathleen McKeever 



 

photo by Duncan Shields 



MIRROR, MIRROR, OFF THE WALL 

 

Now you do not see at all 

When the queen asked truth of you 

You answered with a voice TOO true 

Now, abandoned on a ledge 

Your empty frame holds but a hedge 

Without your face, it's painful how 

People see right through you now 

Looking glass, you cannot see 

Therein lies the irony 

Seven years bad luck belongs 

To that queen and all her wrongs 

Not that that is comforting 

To your empty, silent ring 

Abandoned in the open air 

The truth you show now: nothing's fair. 

 

 

 

 

by Duncan Shields 





 

by J.I. Kleinberg  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Halloween Coffee”, photo by Shannon Laws 

features the nefarious Pumpkin Spice Latte, a Black  

Widow Mocha seasoned with dark molasses and cocoa, and a 

shared raspberry scone, served by the very late & great  

Black Drop coffee house, downtown Bellingham, WA.  Thank 

you Black Drop for supporting poets & poetry readings 

over the years.  You will be missed. 



INTERSTATE JOURNEY  

A diluted lemon sun  

Shimmers a golden sheen  

On a lake. 

  

Ducks swim on water-logged  

Fields, where cows graze  

In summer.  

 

Ribbon-threaded clouds  

Filters through lichen and  

Moss covered trees.  

 

Five lanes of traffic buzz,  

Hawks, herons, and eagles sit  

Patiently.  

 

Mountains to the east  

Reflects sun, off pristine  

Fresh snow.  

 

From a curve in the road,  

A vast blue shape looms,  

Mount Rainier.  

 

Towns, cities, lakes, and rivers,  

Stream past my vehicle from  

Bellingham to Portland.  

 

 

by Elizabeth Jane Pryce  





THE GREAT DANE 

 

A Great Dane, with pointed 

flaccid ears, 

placid in demeanor, 

stares sanely at the ducks 

and squirrels, 

and at all the rest 

of the animated world 

it stands upon, 

stately. 

 

Without reason to react, 

with no impetus 

that provokes, 

it just stands, slack, 

contemplating. 

 

I'm no great, but in the same, 

I look up at the setting 

with amazement; 

at its unfettering beauty 

in awe, 

and feel no need to 

do anything 

but to stand and see it all. 

 

 

by Tyson Higel 



#440 3 1/4 x 4 K. McKeever 

“The Waiter Told Her Not to Feed the Squirrels, She 

Chose Not to Take His Advice” 



YESTERDAYS 

 

A mind once racing now clouds with delusion, 

Continuing the never ending lies and hopes. 

One day brings laughter, the next tears. 

Fighting for dreams, pushing back the terrors of what’s next,  

The what ifs, the regrets of maybe. 

Unknowingly feeding into the anxieties of not being good enough. 

Letting them rule today, 

Knowing she will rue the yesterdays. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by Becca Lind 



 

#433 3 1/4 x 4  K. McKeever 

“Snapping One’s Fingers to Summon a Sommelier is 

Bad Form, Especially When He’s Overwhelmed, the 

Cocktail Server Called In Sick” 



MY 

 

darkness. 

i'm not afraid of it anymore. 

it’s like an old friend. 

light is so jarring but darkness… 

darkness is like someone stroking your head, telling you eve-

rything will be alright. 

it soothes, it softens, it quiets. 

my mind finally slows for a moment. 

darkness makes me feel soft, small, simple. 

as if i am finally home. able to be only me and nothing else 

because i am alone and my senses are dimmed. 

it wraps me like a blanket, asks nothing from me. 

it guards me, brushes a kiss to my cheek with its cool air. 

it is the only friend i have that when we are alone  

together, it does not ask. it does not consume. it does not 

care. it only gives. 

 

steady. large. still. 

 

it does not speak. 

we do not speak. 

it is not loving, it is comforting. 

it is not friendly, it is quiet. 

it is not feeling. it is deep. 

 

it breathes. and teaches me how. 

 

it is bare. uncomplicated. unlike life. it doesn’t give life 

at all. it gives peace. and you can take a deep breath. it 

almost feels like. 

 

finally. finally. i am okay. 

 

 

 

 by Lúthien Tamminga  



 

Acrylic on linen canvas, 18" x 24" 

by C. J. Prince 



THE ENCOUNTER 

 

All the while 

others talk of gender diversity— 

Our eyes explore the other. 

When I rise to go, 

our fingers link 

like dew drops on cherry blossoms. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by C.J. Prince 



 



 
ARROYO CREEK 

 

The death berries are still  

The holly berries are hidden 

The blackberries I grab by the handful 

Bunches unprotected by spiders 

not yet eaten by robins 

Deeper I travel into this old growth grove 

Lay my body down at these roots  

of Lady Cedar, she accepts it 

Forest floor fingers unknit my soul  

Gulliver it down to the creek  

I let them 

take  

me 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

by Shannon Laws 
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BIOS BIOS BIOS 

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  

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.  

Elizabeth Jane Pryce was born in England, but raised in the  

Caribbean until she was fourteen years when she returned to  

England. She survived the emotional turmoil of cultural changes, a 

new family, marriage, and three children, before moving to  

Bellingham. Jane has lived in the same house for thirty years, is a 

memoirist, a poet and a landscaper.  

Tyson Higel is a nursing student at Whatcom Community College, and 

living in Bellingham, WA. If he's not with patients or studying his 

coursework, he is, almost certainly, working on his poems and short 

stories.   

Rebecca Lind is a healthcare worker with a love for the written 

word. She spends her free time reading, writing, and listening to 

music.  

Lúthien Tamminga shares, “I write because I love to think. Writing 

is how I keep in touch with my soul and sit with my emotions. It’s 

like therapy, and I hope reading this poem made you feel safe, like 

writing it did for me.”   

C.J. Prince, Poet, author of “Mother, May I?”, and co-author of 

“Catching My Breath”.  Prince is published in many anthologies and 

journals, and received the Distinguished Poets Award from Writers 

International Network, Vancouver, Canada.  Her newest book 

“Pandamndemic” will be published in 2022.  
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designed by Kathleen McKeever 
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What shall I do now…? 
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