
First	Place		

An	American	Haibun		

By	Ellaraine	Lockie	

Mini-flocks	of	eight	or	ten	wild	parrots	often	emblazon	the	trees	in	my	yard.	A	stopover	en	route	to	or	
from	the	Home	Depot	parking	lot.	As	though	picking	up	supplies	for	ongoing	nest	repair.	

Green	red	and	yellow	

packages	slur	the	airwaves	

Jingle	of	chatter	

Today	bells	ring	the	sky	from	blocks	away.The	entire	flock	arrives	as	I	close	the	front	door	behind	me	for	
my	walk.	The	surreal	surprise	of	sixty-some	parrots.	Bodies	built	for	South	America	that	have	branched	
the	skies	of	Northern	California	for	thirty	years.	Their	evolution	from	a	few	slave-traded	rebels	and	
rejects.	And	their	sheer	spirit	for	survival	stops	me	mid-step.	

Ornaments	on	palm	

filbert	cherry	blackberry	

Breeze	of	wings	folding	

I	refuse	to	relinquish	either	the	exercise	or	the	parrots.	So	I	walk	fast	circles	around	the	driveway.	Tree-
to-tree	talk,	as	affable	as	small	town	gossip	over	clotheslines.	Drowning	echoes	of	the	morning's	
Mercury	crime-corruption-jobless-foreclosure-war	News	.	.	.	and	the	crinkle	of	worry	by	fingers	on	

fabric	over	a	breast	lump.	

Beaks	fill	with	nectar	

from	eucalyptus	blossoms	

Bright	pink	petals	fall	

Dizzy	now,	I	switch	to	a	house-wide	back	and	forth	stride.	Envision	that	every	Silicon	Valley	soul	in	
torment	could	line	up	right	here.	Like	the	way	back-to-belly	cars	parade	slowly	around	this	cul-de-sac	

to	see	Christmas	lights.	

Sprinkler	shower	play	

Parrots	groom	one	another	

The	sun	sends	glitter	

Every	feather	a	rainbow.	Every	squawk	an	upbeat,	a	hallelujah.	An	invitation	to	plan	the	next	thirty	
years.	Even	the	native	crows	acquiesce	their	territory	to	this	gift.	But	it	is	I	who	am	repaired.	

	



Second	Place	

She	kept	a	picture	of	her	grandmother	on	the	mantle	she	never	cleaned	

	by	Kate	Furlong	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

she kept a picture of her grandmother on the mantle she never cleaned 
 
framed and with a bullet hole between the eyes- from when she shot it- with a 
pistol-shattering the glass into webs- she‘d run her fingers against- to remember- 
blood- earthy thing- reminder of impermanence- & fear- as a means of survival- 
anxiety is evolution- telling us to return- to the source- womb we never leave- yet 
always return to- perpetual cycle- torrid sun sinking into the pit- of my empty 
stomach- I wake hungry at dawn- again it‘s not enough- again I stopped dancing- 
again a dog howls for the moon- & I hear my grandmother‘s voice- saying she 
didn‘t know why- she shot it- but there was something that needed to die- in the 
image- feathers emerged from her grandmother‘s hair- & her eyes saw- the bullet 
coming- we all have since. 
 
According to conventional science a female is born with all of the eggs she will 
ever have. She develops them while inside of the womb of her mother. Thus, we 
were all once in the womb of our maternal grandmothers. 
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Third Place

Glory to All Fleeting Things 
By S. Erin Batiste



Fourth	Place	

eel	boy	

By	Dean	Gessie	

	

my	father	and	I	would	navigate	fruiting	bodies	

upright	catkins	and	egg-shaped	leaves	

down	to	bat	song	air	at	crag	point	o’	dark	

and	the	one	twisted	ash	and	succulent	grasses	

	

at	river’s	edge	we	left	good	altitude	leaned	one	

the	other	on	sharp	degrees	waterward	

and	entered	the	lair	of	the	eel	down	to	the	killing	

stone	mucked	with	bone	gut	and	gill	

	

spillers	he’d	take	and	drive	the	stakes	like	a	looney	

railman	laying	bed	and	ties	into	the	sea	

gather	line	and	hook	under	foot	and	stab	a	worm	

fatway	short	to	make	show	of	the	ends	

	

out	went	the	line	and	sinker	straight	points	aft	

of	entry	and	father	and	I	bent	crooked	obtuse	

and	tautness	in	the	hands	that	were	the	sign	

of	a	true	lay	or	untold	fears	coal	lorry	black	

	

and	then	he	bade	me	do	that	thing	that	was	holy	

of	holies	and	life	for	life	and	seed	for	seed	

but	come	the	shot	recoil	and	treadless	boots	

come	the	slip	fall	and	lumbar	shock	at	sedge	bar	



	

and	bubbling	ho!	and	breathless	hee!	and	gasp	

and	pee	and	neck	and	ice	and	skin	and	smart	

and	entropy	and	amber	trilobite	and	salt	shad	

and	mud	fart	and	snot	jelly	and	black	hole	

	

until	the	earth	gave	way	at	the	bottom	of	the	world	

to	the	mud	golem	and	the	O-mouthed	

oily	thing	wrapped	long	at	his	leg	and	father	looking	

fire-eyed	and	hell-bent	at	eel	and	eel	boy	

	

and	stomping	spineless	and	clubbing	paste-wise	

the	jaw	eyes	and	tooth	plates	in	its	ugly	face	

and	returning	next	day	with	the	sober	refrain	

"care	is	the	order"	and	spillers	worms	and	hooks	

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	

	

	

	



Fifth	Place	

the	wine	ring	on	the	tabletop	

By	Cathy	Miller		

	

 
the wine ring on the tabletop 
 
in the background BBC news reminds us  
empires carve up the world in peculiar ways 
but outside my window I see the new nest 
four years in a row our robin has returned 
though last year it all ended in tragedy—    
coffee and toast   I walk through my thoughts    
reminded of your penchant for sweets 
that Halloween and the gorilla mask 
though you were more of a pin-striped man 
I keep checking the nest   worry when she 
leaves her eggs a cat might come or worse 
I wait until she returns and settles down—  
only then can I let time fly without corners 
or ends and think of you 

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	



	

Honorable	Mention			

Dragonflies	after	the	Flood	

By	Joan	Leotta	

	

On	the	porch,	stench	of	mud	all	around.	

Grass,	sidewalk,	up	to	the	first	step.	

A	dragonfly	follows	me	to	the	front	door	

then	flits	away	when	we	go	inside.	

My	husband	grabs	a	flashlight	and	

flips	on	the	electricity	in	the	garage.	

The	air	conditioner	growls	awake.	

I	press	the	opener.	The	big	white	door	lifts	

revealing	poisoned	stinking	

mud	spread	from	end	to	end.	

We	glance	about	to	gauge	

what	can	be	saved,	what	is	

irretrievable	from	the	grasp	of	the	storm.	

Dragonfly	glides	in	from	the	porch	

He	has	brought	a	friend.	

I	try	to	shoo	them	out.	

“Chemicals,	who	knows	what	else,	

is	in	the	air	here.	Leave!	Leave!”	

They	stay.	We	work.	

We	cannot	breathe	the	fetid	air	for	long.	

About	to	close	the	door,	

I	try	again	to	get	the	dragonflies	to	leave.	

I	think	I	have	chased	them	out,	



but	in	the	morning	when	I	open	the	door,	

I	see	them,	in	the	middle	of	the	floor,	

curled	up	next	to	each	other,	

like	lovers—angel	faces	smiling	up	at	me,	

gossamer	wings	still	shining	as	they	did	in	life.	

I	begin	to	cry.	

So	many	have	lost	so	much	in	the	flood	

what	we	have	lost,	money	can	replace.	

I	am	crying	for	the	dragonflies.	

They	survived	the	storm,	the	water	rising.	

dying	only	in	the	fetid	air	after	the	storm.	

Dragonflies,	why	didn’t	you	listen	to	me?	

My	tears	will	not	revive	you.	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	



Honorable	Mention	

Boogeyman,		

(feministic	interpretation	of	Nikolai	Gogol’s	novel	"The	Viy")	

By	Lina	Buividavičiūtė	

	

Hurry	up,	my	women,	here	–	a	room,	here	–	chalk,	

here	–	the	smell	of	pine	branches.	Gather	all	of	you	–	lame,	toothless,	

mindless,	one-legged	and	blind,	aborted	and	those	

who	scrubbed	their	histories,	all	who	cried	

about	the	Christmas	wafer	chewed	up	by	the	bunny,	all	who	rocked	their	

children	–lullaby	lullaby	lullaby	–	all	

who	left	everything,	who	were	left,	medeas	gorgons	heras	hetaerae	

all	of	the	station	waitresses,	vendors	of	holes	for	just	twenty	sous	

all	illiterate	landless,	tapping	fingers	on	man’s	fly	–	

come	all,	because	it’s	almost	three	o’clock,	and	the	rooster	hasn’t	crowed,	

He	shuffles.	He	waddles.	And	I	can’t	see	through	my	

fallen	eyelids,	women,	grab	some	chalk,	

it’s	time	to	whitewash	this	story	with	vellum,	draw	a	circle	three	times,	it’s	time		

throw	the	gauntlet,	cast	spells,	-	and	she’s	free,	and	she’s	free,	and	she’s	free	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	



	


