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Dear Reader,


We always say that our poetry anthologies are host to a wide range of talented people from across the world, from all walks of life, from any background imaginable. That’s what makes these collections so rewarding: the differences and space between us, and how that vast gulf can be knitted together over a shared love for the written word.


But this year was a little different. It’s true these poets are from across the world; it’s true they’re all outrageously talented (that’s why they’re in this little book to begin with); it’s true this is ultimately all about our love of poetry. This year, though, every entry seemed to be about the same thing: the anxious state of the world. The political turmoil, the ongoing wars, the evolving climate catastrophes. But it’s not just about the collective misery felt across the expanse of the globe. It’s about how we’re all surviving, too. It’s about connection—with nature, with each other, with ourselves.


This collection has been separated into three sections: Sowing Seeds, which delves into the beginnings of things, and the acts of change and creation; Weathering Storms, in which our poets endure both figurative and literal fires; and finally, Growing Roots, where the human need for connection is made clear—because that’s how we get through this. In the end, our roots are what make it all worth it.


I hope you enjoy reading these poems as much as I enjoyed collecting, poring over, and sharing them with you.


— Beau Adler
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Énouement


Noun. the bittersweetness of having arrived


in the future, seeing how things turn out,


but not being able to tell your past self.


Today, I wonder if anyone slices apples


from the trees I planted eight years ago


when I was too busy wondering


if I knew how to be fruitful and too stubborn


to stop the idea of trying.


I had never been the kind of woman who stuck


around long enough to see what her seedlings


became. Instead, I roamed with directionless


hunger, digging holes in grounds I would never


return to, placing pieces of me in soil


that was not my own, watering until I knew roots


were strong, then moving on.


Sometimes, a starving woman


is the one who knows


how to feed everyone but herself.


For too long, only others


received nourishment


from my sapling dreams.


I have grown into knowing—


standing by what is mine


long enough to let sweet juices


flow through my parched lips,


taking extra bites for all the years


I let my own stomach cry


so I could try proving


to everyone else


I am capable


of miraculous creation.
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The Trees Are Dying


the trees are dying


descending on their own where they cluster behind the castle that raised me


holding visions that only they ever beheld of my sisters and me playing make believe


beneath their canopy


but mom calls and says, “the trees are dying, so we’re having them cut down.”


and the eight-year-old in me rises up in rebellion to say, “No! Those are my trees!”


my trees


my trees


alright, they are only trees, but they aren’t


they are present in every cerebral scrapbook that illustrates my childhood


they are the woods i picture when a novel describes woods


they are the only living—well, dying—witness


of schoolgirl games and conversations


that even i don’t remember now


is one gone with the other?


are the twig and berry tinctures we prepared lost forever?


the trees are dying!


and that makes me so sad


i do not live there anymore, and they have given ears to none of my secrets as of late


but if nostalgia were enough to save them, they would be taller by morning


the trees are dying


but the act of hurrying it along with a chainsaw and a brush fire


feels like a violent erasure of my youth that i am ill-prepared for


though maybe they just stand—or fall—as a reminder


that nothing experiencing the frailty of life gets to stay here forever


the trees are dying


and maybe that’s just called living
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When I Say I’m Sorry for the Mess What I Mean Is:


My body isn’t moving when I am telling it to. Returning to old comforts such as soaking in a blistering tub until the prints of my fingers have shriveled like cherry tomatoes forgotten in the fridge.


The vegetable crisper drawer is a graveyard. Filled with the depressed, sunken husks of zucchini and eggplant that I couldn’t bring myself to eat. We are fighting again, but the fights are about trivial things like: why don’t you soak the pan after using it; why are you not putting gas in the car; or why don’t you touch me like you used to. The mattress holds the shape of us like memories and I can’t outrun all the forms we have taken.


I’m sleeping on the couch again. Letting my phone die, and using the whirring of the fan as an unreliable metronome for these words crudely printed in dust found on the radiators as if this apartment can hold the weight of all of my apologies. We wear black socks on the floor so we can’t see the dirt. We poke holes in cling wrap tightly covering tiny bowls of sugar water, vinegar, and dish soap. It doesn’t help.


We watch the spiders build their webs consuming the corners and admire the intricacies of their handiwork—like the art we never got around to hanging, like the photographs I don’t remember taking. Anyway, I’m sorry for skipping therapy.
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Apple of Their Eyes


Imagine life as an apple, bambina of a bud


bursting into blossom, beautifully pronouncing


la primavera—estate—as you billow in the breeze


with your sisters aplenty across the orchard’s trees.


Imagine, too, this auspicious beginning as only the beginning


of your bountiful life; turn your face to the brilliance of the sun,


the beating of raindrops as you burgeon with their sustenance amongst


your bosom buds, rosily blushing from the kiss of your bright love.


Imagine, then, as autumn leaves turn red you, too, redden, ripen,


ready to be plucked, nourished from your summer spent under


sun, having yourself nourished busy bees and wasps; you beam


as you behold a little hand, pudgy palms and fingers gently


pulling your stem, for you know, in their eyes, you


are nature’s sweetest pleasure.
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Slips of Yew


i would like to be a yew tree


ancient


morbid


toxic


not a delicate rose


grown for its beauty


or a mulberry bush


only valued for fruit it can bear
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