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Girlfriend
Noah Blake Ballon

Upon Selling My Ring

Kate Innocent

Let every night caress

Only the shudder of love,

For beauty will show some face through comfort.
And that naked tongue,

| sold my last remembrance today -
It was worth a hundred bucks.
Six years of wanting,

waiting,
From rough hand, loving,
Knows my pain. pretending -
Artist It was worth a hundred bucks.

Kate Innocent

| wish | were
an Artist so my
paintings would
smile down upon
years of students
aspiring to be me
trying to capture the
copious lips of
my creativity and
vainly nursing

I like Oscar Wilde wet dreams of
Claire Shipman “artistic integrity”

“HIGH TEA”

Sandra Starr

| won't get a tattoo
unless it changes with me.

One that says Wildcat
A call summons

Through waves of pain
Bruising stones in a woodland stream.

Her companion peeks through bars of light to reveal
A table beneath a canopy of cottonwood trees.
her ivory face glows and withered hand reaches out
As Loneliness invites Death to tea.

when I'm single and
Lovergirl when I'm not.
One that resembles a cross
when I'm sick

and a thorny rose

when I'm strong.
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