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Letter from the Editor,  

 Once upon a time, a young English student 

who loved Sailor Moon read the story of 

Persephone in her mythology class. She loved the 

story of a maiden being over taken by darkness and 

then becoming a Queen. She enjoyed the story so 

much that years later she wrote a chap book, Fruit 

of the Dead, about the Goddess. 

 When I learned about Persephone in my 

mythology class, she became one of my spirit 

Goddesses. This is because even though it seems 

she is manipulated by men, she still finds her own 

power and becomes a queen, and is also very 

stubborn like her mother, Demeter. However, many 

forget that she is not only the Queen of the 

Underworld, but she is also a nature Goddess, and 

as someone who only wears black but is an 

environmentalist and a vegetarian, I really identified 

with Persephone.  

Spring usually tells stories of birth; 

however, I wanted to focus not only on the 

celebration of winter’s end, but the darkness that 

comes with spring. Persephone is the perfect vessel 

to tell these stories because of the debate in her 

willingness to become the wife of Hades.  

 

Please enjoy this Greek themed and nature inspired 

issue!      

-Francesca Terzano 

Editor in Chief       
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“The Mower to the Pomegranate Tree” 
 

He’s patient with the pomegranate tree 

knowing one day the fruit will be 

large and sweet. 

Not today, but someday. 

Maybe our children will eat them 

and we’ll tell tales of where the pomegranate has 

followed us. 

Pomona, La Verne, Covina, and on into the future. 

 

He’s patient with the pomegranate tree 

knowing it will bloom 

and the flowers will be 

strong and beautiful. 

Not today, but someday. 

Maybe we will press them 

and save their remains under glass 

to decorate a new house 

and bless it with found beauty. 

 

He’s patient with the pomegranate tree 

because he sees the future in its leaves. 

He cultivates it  

bit by bit 

until there’s nothing to do 

but wait.  

  - Natalie L. Peterkin 
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“Pax Romana” 

 

For Corinna 

 

“Well, actually,” he said,  

“It is difficult to lead.   

“I mean, I don’t know if I can really communicate 

to you  

“The pressures I am under.” 

 

“They must be immense,” she said,  

But that was not what she thought. 

She thought, “Your father may have been a praetor,  

“But mine was a dynasty. 

 

“You dare speak to me of leadership,   

“But I do not think you know  

“The pressures you are under.   

“The senators await your return to kill you.” 

 

“To be a leader of men requires discipline,” he said,  

But she was no longer listening. 

She was thinking, “I might take up with your 

nephew  

“When you are gone, 

 

“Or,” she thought.   

“It might be Antony.” 

And then she thought of the young man’s shoulders, 

And thought it might very well be Antony. 

 

“Do you see?” he asked, since he was still alive, 

A question which meant his explanation was ended. 
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“Quite clearly,” she said, and smiled sweetly.  

“You always make everything so very clear.” 

  - Kathy Silvey Hall 
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“In a World Upside Down” 

 

Springtime isn’t just the bouquet.   

Gentle warmth turns gardens, forests, and 

boardrooms  

into battlefields where energy turns violent  

and summer determined only by survivors.   

A dog fight, a brawl with each tender life very 

literally at stake; winners bear fruit, bask in their 

moments sun, only to join the losers in mulch 

below.   

   Gentle goddess Persephone brings spring 

though her backstory considerably less sweet.   

Violated, abducted from lights garden she loved 

forced to remain in darkness far below.  

Yet she did not despair; made of sterner stuff  

she discovered herself tending newly arrived others  

When their lives were taken and they wandered 

loss— 

 

Persephone appeared. She guided them helping  

to find ways to adapt to their new life in the dark.   

And every year, after brief parole to bring 

springtime above, 

she returns down to her own true light. 

   Psychotherapist Victor Frankl in the camps 

to survive, reclaimed lost light.   

In Auswitz and Dachau he had to fight  

to live amidst death and despair.   

Violated and abducted, like Persephone 

he too found useful work tending others  

for whom all was lost. His simple observation:  



Literary [XIII] Alchemy  

 

those who found meaning would live, the others 

would not.   

Freedom really possible only by constructing a 

life within a world gone mad. 

 

From darkness spring toward gathering light 

wrest life from sullied world, before the sun 

invariably begins its trailing off toward fall. 

Awaiting Spring 

- Kendall Johnson 
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“To The Girl Two Rows Behind Me” 

 

We won’t fall—I sincerely promise. 

Trust ME please—hold on tight. 

Believe in clouds—for they’re strong. 

With this plane—believe in flight. 

We won’t fall—YOU will live. 

We won’t fall—we won’t fall. 

  -Gabriell Padua 
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“Persephone’s Spring II” 

 

Spring is not the bright red and smoke 

of mellow autumn, 

nor the glide and ice-frost of winter, 

nor the long, heavy heat of summer. 

But in this night turning into day,  

there is a growing in the air. 

A kind of thrust into the night 

that has to bring something new, 

something living, with it. 

 

I need a thicker skin around my heart. 

Something that can withstand the dead of winter 

and not be blistered by its hand. 

Most people say they are blistered by the sun,  

but I am blistered by the cold and dark. 

 

Spring is a hard thing to hold on to.   

It has such light and loft.   

It soaks the day in its own delight-- 

A waft of breath in strong pine air  

that wants to move on. 

 

It is full and feverish in the incandescent dusk 

lying heavy before the dawn. 

In the smell of the night dirt,  

dew-lapped and black,  

star-lit and cool,  

Spring is relentless before the day begins. 

 

And it will ripen again, a little more each morning. 

And then it will spread itself out  
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in the summer’s heat and dryness. 

where it will fade into Fall and darkness again 

as the sun struggles southward,  

abandoning the cooler climes of the North. 

 

But for now, I will lean into Spring. 

-Kate Flannery 

  



Literary [XVII] Alchemy  

 

“Disappearing Limerence” 

 

The moment I knew 

I didn’t love you anymore, 

your smile 

curled around my heart  

like unpruned wisteria 

vining around a  

broken door. 

  - Natalie L. Peterkin 
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“Hummingbird”  

  - Savannah Hernandez 
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“Persephone’s Encounter”  

 

I carry armloads of wild lilies 

and lupine  

 to market, 

 

my mother already there 

with her bundles  

 of wheat. 

 

As I approach the merchant’s stall 

a man emerges  

 from the shadows, 

 

his long dark curls and luminous eyes 

mesmerize me; 

 he offers a pomegranate 

  plump, luscious. 

 

I taste the seeds, their juice sweet  

as it runs down  

 past my chin. 

 

His whispers become kisses  

on my ear, my throat 

 between my breasts 

 

to the red pool  

gathered at my navel 

 and beyond. 

 

I open myself to him 

and when he enters me 



Literary [XX] Alchemy  

 

 I know I will be his 

   

forever. 

  - Georgette Unis 
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5 Cinquain Poems 

 

“Sky” 

 

Deep breath 

Free flow and clean 

Crisp and full of sweetness 

Filling in spaces between here  

And there   

 

“Trees” 

 

Old soul 

Pierces the sky 

Underground veins of wood 

Clinging to this earthly body 

Through time  

 

“Duff Layer” 

 

Brittle 

A year of wear 

So much hope in one place 

One layer of forgotten time  

Breeds life 

 

“Night Sky” 

 

So vast 

The ancient glow 

A ring around the moon 

This playground for angels and clouds 

And stars  
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“White Noise” 

 

Exhale 

Electric sigh 

Endless release of breath 

Enveloped in hypnotic sound 

Evoke 

  - Molly Neely  
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Flash Fiction 

   

 

Persephone’s Story  

Painting by Kendall Johnson   
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“Queen for a Day” 

 

“I’ll treat you like a queen,” he’d said.  

“You’ll see.” Smiling as he opened the door of his 

black BMW on the passenger side. Alyson got in, 

and he shut the door and locked it.   

 He wasn’t bad looking. For an old guy.  

Must be around 44 or 45, she thought. They’d had a 

few drinks in the bar and she thought he was 

probably okay. He’d flashed an American Express 

platinum card at the bartender, so he must be solid.  

You don’t get those things for free. Her father had 

one. 

 She checked her nails. No damage done 

from her day job at Lowe’s—in the garden 

department.  She liked the work okay. But she had 

plans. She was going somewhere. 

 “So where’re we going?” she asked, as he 

got in on the other side.   

 “It’s a surprise.” 

 “I’m not big on surprises. Tell me.” 

“You’ll see. You’ll like it.”  Smiling. He 

turned the key and gunned the engine.  It sounded 

smooth and well maintained. She liked the sound of 

it. She leaned back in her seat as he pulled out of 

the parking lot. Letting the hum of the German 

engine calm her down.   

 It would be okay. 

  - Kate Flannery 
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Fiction 

Tree of Life 

 Digital art by Savannah Hernandez 
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“Noticing Metzger’s Tattoo” 

 

He was running late getting back from lunch 

when he glanced in the book store window. His 

grazing gaze arrested by an unassuming green 

paperbound book with black and white photo 

incorporated into the cover design. A woman raised 

her arms joyfully, radiating warm and open embrace 

to overhead sun.     

He was struck by the astounding clarity of 

her middle-aged zen face. Then a double take later 

he realized that she was wearing no clothes, nipple 

clearly visible. Catching both breath, then 

composure, he saw that her strength seemed to 

emerge from her waist up vulnerability. 

Becoming aware of himself—middle aged 

and looking—he glanced down the street to check 

on his coffee chums and see if they’d noticed, and 

up the street to see if anyone from his small town 

was approaching. He couldn’t help looking back 

again at the arresting tableau. 

How odd, he thought, and thought again, 

recognizing she had only one breast. The other side 

of her chest was flat, save the radical mastectomy 

scar running from right armpit downward and then 

cutting a sharp left to her sternum. Another 

awakening when he bent closer to examine the scar, 

feeling uncomfortably voyeuristic in doing so.   

His initial assumption that blurry scar had 

been softened by editorial airbrush from an 

otherwise sharply focused picture turned out dead 

wrong. He was rocked: the apparent blur was in fact 

caused by an elaborate tattoo. Violet and green 
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vines crossed and crossed her scar top to bottom to 

center. Fresh leaves emerged amid suggestions of 

small blossoms in red, yellow, and indigo. This site 

of shame and darkness had become a canvas; she 

radiant, he transfixed then transformed.  

Dreaming of Spring 

                    - Kendall Johnson  
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“And When Morning Comes” 

  

“I scare my sister.” Isaías was braiding the 

black yarn-hair of his ragdoll, minding the I.V’s 

needle tapped down into his hand. His fragile body 

was coated in purple and green tinted bruises; his 

blue gown hung and would slide from his shoulders.  

Patches of thin, black hair failed to cover his 

smooth scalp, his cheeks hollow, and wore a knitted 

scarf, layering upon itself around his neck, for 

warmth. “I heard her. She told Mommy that I scare 

her. I look scary.” 

 “You don’t scare her— not like that.” The 

Man, no older than forty or fifty years, sat on the 

edge of the white, cold bed. He wore a green tunic 

and white, loose pants. The Man placed his large, 

warm hand on top of Isaías’ head. “What she’s 

saying is that she’s worried about you. She loves 

you.”   

 “Is that why she’s going to doctor school?” 

Isaías asked. 

 “Yes. She wants you to get better.” 

 “But I’m not going to get better, right?” 

 “No.”   

 “That’s not fair!” Isaías flung his doll and 

began pounding his hand against the bed with each 

point. “Maria is forcing herself to go to doctor 

school, Mommy has to work really hard because of 

me, and everyone thinks someday I won’t be sick 

anymore! I’m dying, but I can’t tell anyone that! It’s 

not fair!” 
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 The Man noticed the boy’s eyes welling up 

with tears and his breathing growing quick and 

heavy. “Isaías, I can understand how you feel—” 

 “No, you don’t!” Isaías’ voice screeched and 

cracked, tears falling down. He pounded the bed 

with both fists, nonstop. The boy was screaming as 

loudly as he could. “It’s not fair! I can’t do or say 

anything, and I’m going to die! I’m going to die! 

I’m going to die!” 

 A nurse who was walking down the hall 

rushed into the room. The Man stood and eased 

himself into the corner of the room, standing out of 

the way to watch in silence. Isaías was kicking and 

hitting the bed, the pillow, and almost started 

clawing himself if the nurse hadn’t stopped him.   

 “Please, Isaías, calm down.” The nurse tried 

her best to have a soothing voice that could be heard 

over his screams. She restrained his hands at the 

wrists, but Isaías kept kicking. “Everything is going 

to be okay, mijo! Do you want juice? Or how about 

Sesame Street? Do you want me to call your 

mother?” 

 “No!” Isaías sobbed as he stopped thrashing. 

“Don’t call Mommy! I’ll be good!”   

 “No, you’re not in trouble.” The nurse sat 

beside him. “I just thought you want to talk to—” 

 “No, no, don’t call her.” He kept crying, 

dragging his palms across his cheeks and under his 

eyes. 

 “Okay, okay, I won’t.” The nurse picked up 

the doll and returned it to the boy. “Now, stop your 

crying. Everything will be okay, and the more you 
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take your medicine, listen to the doctors, and pray, 

the faster you’ll get better.” 

 Isaías held his doll close to his chest; he 

didn’t argue or look at her, only nodded. The nurse 

placed her hand on his cheek and used her thumb to 

dry up the last falling tear before leaving. The Man 

returned from the corner to sit beside Isaías. He 

waited in silence.   

 “Everything Mommy and Maria did for me 

was for nothing.” Isaías whispered.   

 “That’s not true.” The Man said. 

 “Yes, it was.” 

 “It wasn’t.” The Man insisted. “They did all 

they could because they love you. If they could go 

back in time, they would do everything they can for 

you all over again.” 

 “You don’t know that.” 

 “Yes, I do. They love you.”   

 “But will they be okay when I’m gone?” 

 The room was quiet. The Man pulled the 

blanket back over the boy’s lap. Isaías used his scarf 

to dry his eyes and nose. His fingers tangled around 

the yarn of his doll’s hair.   

 “If they’re not going to be okay, then I 

won’t die.” Isaías said. “I don’t want to make them 

sad.” 

 “Your mom and sister won’t be okay at first.  

They’ll mourn. They’ll miss you.” The Man spoke 

honestly, his brown eyes not wavering away from 

the boy’s. “In time, they’ll heal. They’ll always love 

you, and you won’t always be apart. You’ll see each 

other again.” 
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 Isaías sat in silence. He took sections of his 

doll’s hair, braiding them, shaking them out, and 

braiding them again. The Man waited patiently.  

Lights flickered off in neighboring rooms, and the 

sound of heels on tile echoed softly down the halls. 

A nurse leaned in through the doorway, turning 

Isaías’ lights off, signalling bedtime, and continued 

on his way. The only lights left illuminating the 

room came from machines and the soft glow of the 

city coming through the window.   

 “I’m scared.” Isaías’ voice cracked, but no 

tears fell. Isaías brushed his thumb gently over the 

doll’s cheek. “I’m scared to go.” 

 “It’s okay to feel scared.” The Man placed 

his warm hand over Isaías’, giving a gentle squeeze.  

“I promise, mijo, that everything will be okay. You 

won’t be alone.” 

 “I won’t?” 

 “No. I’ll be with you.” The Man lifted their 

clasped hands in view. “I’ll be holding your hand 

just like this. I’ll be by your side. Until we see a 

land of sparkling water and smell the perfume of 

flowers, I will not let go. I’m here for you.” 

 “You promise?” 

 “I promise.” The Man tucked Isaías into 

bed, laying the doll beside him as he brought the 

blanket up to his chin. “It’s time to rest now, mijo.”   

 Isaías curled beneath the blankets, his boney 

fingers draped across his doll. The Man placed his 

warm hand on the boy’s scalp one more time as 

Isaías’ eyes fluttered closed. His breath was slow 

and silent. 
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“Sleep, and I’ll come for you in the 

morning.”  

Mictecacihuatl: Lady of the Dead 

  - Savannah Hernandez 
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