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         The third collection of poems 



Thank You 

“I love you as certain dark things are to be loved, 

in secret, between the shadow and the soul.”  

Pablo Neruda 

 Wow, can you believe it’s been three years of LOVE [LESS]? I’m 
amazed that time has passed so quickly. I’m also in complete awe that 
the number of writers has increased since last year, a lot of them being 
new ones. I can’t express how amazing it feels to be trusted with their 
words. 

 Poetry has always been sacred to me because of its ease. You 
don’t have to be a seasoned writer to string together the words in your 
heart. Some poems can be performed while others only written in the 
dark, never to be read again. They can tell a story or they can lack one. 
Poem can be raps, vows, love letters, or eulogies. But above all, I 
believe that poems are the roadmaps to our souls.  
  
 I want to thank all the beautiful poets who trusted me with their 
words. These aren’t just poems. They are slices of life waiting to 
breathe into you. They highlight a feeling, a moment, or a lifetime. 
They may seem to be exactly what you are feeling or a feeling so 
foreign, you feel uneasy. They may leave you longing for more or 
wishing they could end. But I promise you, they’ll make you feel 
something. 

             Lisa De La Cruz 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Merlot 
Aiyanna Parker 

You fill my glass with Merlot 

I take a sip 

And in this dim light something awakens… 

Glasses down 

Clothes off 

Heels and loafers scattered across this marble floor 

Lust perspiring from our black bodies 

The smell is sweet and intoxicating 

Enjoying the view 

Nail biting anticipation 

Wondering who will make the first move 

that we’ll know who to blame in the morning 

You’re at fault 

But I’m just as guilty 

Silk sheets 

Down pillows 



Eyes navigating curves never before seen 

Finger tips grazing cocoa butter coated 

bodies 

Soft kisses on moisturized lips 

Kisses on necks 

Kisses on collar bones 

Kisses on breast 

Kisses on navels 

Kisses on… 

Fingers delve into 4C hair 

Firm grips on soft asses 

Time slowing down 

Room spinning at full speed 

Merlot overflowing from stemless wine 

glasses 

Moonlight resting on just the right places 

Hearts running for cover 

Bodies pursuing opposite agendas but 

desperately trying to find common ground 

Can I get a refill … Please 



And this is just the quiet before the storm 

This is the Little Black Bird humming sweet 

tunes at your windowsill before it breaks out  

into full song 

We’re on our journey to euphoria 

Taking a sip of me 

While I sip on you 

Soft, ripe and elegant … like Merlot 



Time 
Aiyanna Parker 

Touch me 

Make me feel alive again 

Water this filtering plant that has been dying of this for so  

long 

Pull me to the surface and let me float in blue with you while we  

stare up at yellow 

I’m so tired of drowning in red 

Hold me and handle me with care 

For I have been broken and put back together so many times 

If you let me fall this time I may shatter never to be put back 

together again 

Tell me your darkest secrets 

I need secrets to protect other than my own 

Dance for me and let your body do the talking 

Because sometimes words are not enough 

I want to see the truth in the sway of your hips 

Be my peace 



Be the one thing in this life that is transparent 

Be my truth in a room full of lies 

And when all is said and done, promise me this … 

Promise me that on the days when I am unable to reciprocate 

Promise me time. 



20 Year-Old Wound 
Alyssa Morales 

You know that scrape you get on your knee when you fall off your bike? 

Yeah well, I got it because you weren’t there to guide me. That scrape 

hasn’t gone away. No, it’s not a scar. It’s a 20-year-old wound that keeps 

bleeding from time to time. I keep falling off that bike hitting the same 

spot. I keep feeling like that little girl looking back for her daddy who 

wasn’t there. She didn’t see where she was going so she fell and scraped 

her knee. She’s living her life on that bike. Despite all the challenges she 

learned to ride that bike, but sometimes she falls. The scrape keeps 

bleeding and unfortunately, it’s a 20-year-old and counting . . . 



Hey Lady 
Angel Dawson 

I feel like I am in love 

Heart kissed from doves heaven above 

I am dizzy in bliss 

When our lips meet in a kiss 

You are amazing 

Could spend ten lifetimes gazing at your soul 

Never cold with your essence near 

No fear I step into the crazy of life 

Damn 

Is what I feel really for real? 

You got me 

Had me at hey lady 

I’m now your baby 



My Heart 
Angel Dawson 

Never ever felt anything like this 

How do I begin to describe what it is that you have brought to my life? 

Is there a thing possible that feels greater than love?  

You have given me a life worth living. Everyday you just keep being the 

gift that only keeps giving. I don’t understand what it is that I feel but 

damn it is the realest most concrete thing that is. 

Your smile those eyes such small hands but that heart is what starts my 

day. Your breath from mine. I am complete with you. You have made me 

whole. You brought me more tiny hearts to love to share this life. You 

make me feel like the best woman I can be. Mother you made me. My son 

creating a new earth of ours. Opening new avenues. 



Untitled 
Angel Dawson 

I can feel it 

It’s there but it  

I’m stuck 

It’s hidden 

It’s buried  

Or trapped  

Or locked away 

Or is it just me blocking the way 

Shielding the view 

I don’t know what to do 

I don’t know who to choose 

Either way I feel like I lose 



Untitled 
Bruce William Jr 

Looking at an angel dancing and twirling, having thoughts about making 

her my world and Walking on beaches, holding hands, making plans, and 

getting our foot in the sand. Understanding each other everything is 

smooth like butter Going out on dates talking about random shit that we 

can relate 1 plus 1 equals 2, call me Miguel because all I want is you You 

are the one i always dreamed of Running thru my mind make me want 

to speed off, To you everyday to you bae, is that ok? what more can I 

say? Anyways I wanna be there for you anything you wanna say I'll bare 

with you I think of you as Christmas morning Beautiful woman always 

weathering my storm and Shining so bright everyday looking at you 

make me float away I'm a hopeless romantic you always calm me down 

when I'm about to panic Looking at your beautiful eyes I'm having 

butterflies deep inside My soul when you leave, I don't want you to go, I 

want you to stay I love being around you and surround you I don't want 

that to go away. 



Friend or Foe? 
Glendalee Rivera 

I’ve died plenty of times, 

I’ve lived in hell for many days. 

I’ve climbed up mountains, and thrown myself off them, 

I’ve driven myself insane. 

  

I’ve survived it all, to feel the pain. 

I’ve been left for dead in the pouring rain. 

I’ve been told I’m worthless, been dragged into a lot of mess. 

  

I’ve been told I was a mistake; the love they shared was all fake. 

I hurt inside; you ever feel your heart break?. 

  

Feels like time stopped, and you can’t breathe, feelings of death as you watch 
them leave. 

You can see things in slow motion, but you can’t think. Your blood rushes to 
your head, your feet and your fingertips. 

You try to speak but nothing escapes your lips. 

  



Your chest caves in, you’re hot and then cold. Left in a spinning room all 
alone. 

Then the tears come down, blocking your vision, your knees give out and 
you fall to the ground. 

You’re crying, but no sound. 

  

You finally yell, finally letting go. 

Darkness consumes you, and love becomes your Foe. 



Untitled 
Glendalee Rivera 

Night shines the moon, that glares inside my window. 

Fragments of the fractions of broken glass on my bedroom floor. 

Heavy is the night, when half my bed is as cold as ice. 

Trying to find comfort in this lonely room, where my first kiss was 

supposed to be at midnight. 

  

12 struck the clock 

And my Prince Charming  was nowhere to be found, not even a clue left 
on the ground. 

  

Empty is my heart, where my love left me to fall apart. 

It’s childish, I know! 

But, no one should ever be left alone . . . 



CHOMP 
GLYPH 

In a spat of joy 
we take turns  
on each other’s necks 

shrieking, flinching, 
bumping heads 
is there a word 
for when you press 
your shoulder to your ear? 

I can’t stand the thought  
of the soft skin of my throat  
vulnerable and exposed 
trembling with warm life 

But I let you bite me  
trusting you won’t hurt me 

won’t turn me into some monster 
	 	 	 	 	 unfit for the light of day  

	 	 	 	 	        		 unable to recognize himself in the mirror 
	 	 	 	 	       sucking on the necks of other people just to feel alive	
	  

and you show me mercy 
your teeth  
barely leaving an imprint  

then  
you pull your hair over one shoulder 
lift your chin  
and show  
your most unguarded heartbeat  

and I bite  
softer than ever 
and you giggle  

ouch! 



THAW 
GLYPH 

 once in a while I’m reminded of the mealworms I used to keep in the 

refrigerator/ their rigid bodies in a container of saw dust/ legs curled in 

arches of agony/ frozen in what they must have thought was their last 

moment/ but the warmth of summer would wake them from their slumber/ 

jet lagged a thousand worm years/ rubbing sleep from their eyes yawning to 

the sky/ coming back to life they would wriggle when the lid came off and a 

worm would wrestle my blunt fingers as I abducted it/ turned it onto its back 

and pierced the bottom of its long belly with a hook/ pushing the point up 

under its opaque carapace and out through its face/ in the last poem you 

wrote you said the butterflies you once had in your stomach have frozen/ 

you read it in front of everyone at the workshop and later swore it wasn’t 

about me/ I joked about how hard it would be to thaw something as delicate 

as butterflies/ and a week later you told me you didn’t know if you still loved 

me/ night crawlers aren’t caterpillars they don’t grow wings but boy they 

flew as good as any/ for the moment I threw it into the wind before it plunged 

into dark water/ sometimes the fish would suck down the whole thing/ hook 

line and sinker/ the crooked metal settled behind bone and innards/ and I 

used to have to imagine what that felt like/ I didn’t like cutting my line or 

wasting a good hook/ and as they say there are plenty of fish out there/ so I 

would wrap the line around my hand a couple of times/ and yank as hard as 

I could/ and the colors that shot onto my lap made me want to  
puke my guts out   



FLAME 
GLYPH 

at the candlelight  
christmas eve service 
they say faith 
is believing  
in the unprovable 

and i’m unsure  
if i still believe  
in us  
that what we had 
is worth saving 

unfaithful  
even if only by desire 
in a dim church 
i peer over 
a temporary flame 
licking at the air  
i forget where i am 

in another pew 
a pair of searching eyes 
catch mine  
while everyone  
bows their heads 

and i dream 
what it would be like 
for us to put 
our ends together 
and make this room  
a little hotter 
if even 
by a single degree.  



Greener Grass 
Jackie Parker 

Why? 

I’ve asked myself this question many many times. The only answer I can 
muster is it was fear of the other side. 

The bright blue skies, drying of tears, living in the moment, not wasting my 
years. 

I knew it would cut deep….  

I’d feel a little lonely at times and I’d lose a little sleep 

I’d look back through the rubble and try to salvage the better times. I’d hear 
all the I love you’s, but they were buried beneath my cries. 

I tried I repeated Lord knows that I tried…I wanted trust and respect but I 
was living a complete lie. 

I had to be everything I needed…I felt the power in goodbye. Then my world 
began to shift. 

And I felt a little lighter. Music began to sound different, the sun shined a 
little brighter. 

My gifts began to appear and for this new vision I feel blessed. I raised my 
hand to the creator as I released what I suppressed. 

Sometimes we feel that if we walk away we will not survive, shit’s knee deep 
when you’re in it but we must rise and stride 

Looking forward, the past behind me every day I smile with pride  

I’ve come through my darkest times… 

And the grass was so much greener when I reached the other side 



This Body 
Jackie Parker

Is it possible I can have you attention?  

I know you’re movin and you’re shakin 

I would like to take a moment to show you my appreciation 

For your never ending resilience and the strength and beauty you 
embody 

For remaining a constant in my life when I didn’t have anybody  

See, the world around us is ever-changing and preparation is non- 
existent  

We can wake up in the morning and overnight things can be much 
different  

And you pushed through, overcoming all the obstacles you encountered 

My Queen you persevered through the fear, they tapped you out but you 
kept counting  

And I am in awe of you; I owe it all to you 

I understand you’re not the girl you were but love, be kind, you’ve done 
some work 

While others folded you paid your dues, please let that go it could be 
worse 

I stare at you sometimes with that chocolate skin your all natural coils  



I love the way you light your candles and indulge in essential oils 

Making tea and wearing expressive clothes, such a genius in the kitchen 

What a transition, look how far you’ve come from pain and from 
addiction 

Forgive yourself for all the lame mistakes you’re called a work in 
progress  

To thine self be true, it’ll take more time there’s sure to be more 
problems.  

But you’re a warrior, a mother, and the queen that you should be 

Love yourself; I’m here to help because this body belongs to me. 

         



Heart Break 
Jason A Brown

I thought my journey to find the one would finally come to an end. I was too 

blind to think you'd be it. Even with or without my glasses, I was just 

hopeless enough to luck out. The love I tried to give was real, the kind 

nobody would ever expect. But the love that you've show is all just a hoax, to 

be picky with guys like me as if they're a side piece like food. I'm the cherry 

on top of the ice cream sundae, as red as love as can be. You're both coffee 

and black licorice, heartless and cruel as you seem. Each and everyone of 

you has a humanity has now become your toxic-anity. I dreamed of Lois 

Lane being by my side, as I'm Superman. But now you're like Kryptonite. 

Rejection, denial, friend zoning and heartbreak all sucks. It's too cruel. But 

do you know one thing none of you never knew? I never would've done this 

to you. All of that hurts, but there's something to be learned. My regret, my 

mistakes, bad memories made. But at the end, I'm free from the snakes ever 

coming back to kill this wild heart of mine that can't be broken ever again. 

This ray light of mine that I pulled from the dark disappeared, cause you 

broke my heart. It was a mistake to share it with you. You left me in the dark 

as it was still torn in two. Your absence's being gone has relieved me, your 

rejection and hate won't flow through me! You're Emperor Palpatine, you 

can't control me! What I offered you is gone, you can never change me! I was 

a puppet that had strings, but now I'm free. These chains are off, I'm free 

from your dungeon. And this wild heart will never be broken.    



I 
Laury Speller 

on the road, 

I image our 

lives inside 

random homes 

cooking in the kitchen 

kissing in every room 

watching children 

grow like the 

flowers in 

our garden 

on the road, 

I image our 

biggest moments 

our lowest lows 

all confined in 

a two story home. 



II 
Laury Speller 

who wouldn’t 

find your lips 

alluring 

when you soak 

your words 

in honey, 

but as tempting 

as you seem, 

you’re a 

rose bush 

ready to 

make me bleed. 



III 
Laury Speller 

I can’t blame time 

for our downfall, 

no matter who 

we are now or 

who we become, 

we would’ve 

never survived. 

Time did us the favor 

of showing us now 

rather than later. 



IV 
Laury Speller 

 
There are no sweet love poems left to write, only a eulogy dedicated to 

the memory of our love. 



Broken Heart 
Lindsey Heckman 

A broken heart isn't healed 

When the tears still fall from her eyes 

She wishes every night for the strength 

But she can't even silence her own cries 

It amazes her all the tears she has shed 

Over the course of her time 

She tries to express it in her writings 

But can't always find the perfect rhyme 

It becomes repetitive and familiar 

Her words don't speak out 

How can a girl who deserves the world 

Fill herself with so much doubt? 

It's the negative cycle she lives through 

And it eventually takes its toll 

How can one person have so many thoughts? 

Her mind is so far out of control 

Externally she's kept together 

But sometimes her shell cracks 

Her broken heart isn't healed 

And patience is what she lacks. . . 



Dead Garden 
Lindsey Heckman 

I put my energy in the hands 

Of those who can only deplete and drain 

Planting my seed in soil 

In the garden of those where all it ever does is rain 

Drowning out any nourishment provided 

Where even the hope of growth is diminished 

Spent too many of my days exhausting all my efforts 

I don't have it in me anymore, I'm finished 

I tended to an empty garden 

One where I would never get to bloom 

You convinced me the sun was on the horizon 

Day after day, just more rain and gloom 

Once I let go of that empty plot 

Laying to rest the promises of what could never grow 

There was a slight shift in the clouds 

And the unexpected began to show 

I carried forward with the day 



As I did the weather became clear 

It's amazing the clarity that arrives to you 

When you let go of your fears 

Release everything that doesn't serve you 

Don't invest where you cannot thrive 

Be mindful to the company you keep 

Not all will be rooting for you to survive. . . 



I Love You Because… 
Maricelys Ruiz 

You often ask why I love you,I shrug my shoulders and reply "I just do" 

 but if you must understand what can't be explained 

I'll try my best to put it into words for you. 

I love you, because you saw the dark inside me 

And with your kindness ignited the corners of my soul 

You brought me back the light. 

I love you, because you saw me drowning and with your gentleness you 
brought me back to shore. 

My insecurities you hung to dry. 

I love you, because you found me wounded 

And with your strong spirit you nursed the weakness in mine 

You willed me back to life. 

I love you, because when I find it hard to breath you are the lung that 
exhales for me.  

Till you become fresh air to breath. 

I love you because you see my demons and chase them all away. 

You beautified the uglyness in me. 

I love you, because you loved me enough for both of us. 

Until you taught me how to love myself...again. 



Pieces 
Noah Ayala 

We build bridges  

as high as sky scrapers  

Scraping paint from the clouds  

Formed by earths vapors  

Paper planes fly from above  

Leaving love notes  

from our inner selves 

From our minds  

To dusty shelves 

Where We keep collections  

All for ourselves 

Life's little trophies  

Trumping tragedy piece by piece  

Like building blocks  

Taking steps backwards 

To get where we once been  

Crossing Tightropes  



trapeze traps 

While Throwing axes at targets  

Hoping to get a victory 

Every move is jeopardy 

While Patiently  

waiting for our spin 

Peace Love And light  

Come from within 

Dear Destiny, 

......................Till we meet again 



My Valentine Gift 
Phillip Jeffrey Tietbohl  

My gift is a mountain.  My gift is the sea. 

My gift is our children and all they can be. 

My gift is a poem.  My gift is a song. 

My gift is a party when you come along. 

My gift has no limits.  My gift is the sun. 

My gift can’t be borrowed, re-gifted or won. 

My gift dedication, not object or thing. 

My gift is our lifetime and all that it brings. 

My gift has no mass, can’t be packaged or measured, 

Will last through the years, if nourished and treasured. 

My gift not a gift more a whole state of mind. 

Something carried within, you can’t leave it behind. 

My gift can’t be hefted.  My gift can’t be weighed. 

My gift can’t be totaled, explained or displayed. 

My gift not a product you set on the shelf. 

My gift simply me, my Love, myself. 



nerve endings 
Ruby Mora 

A gasp comes out of me whenever I feel another person’s touch, 

even if it’s an accidental brush of an arm  

a friend picking fuzz off my jacket, someone lightly touching my 

shoulder to signal that they’re walking past me in a crowd and 

acknowledges that I exist, 

cares for me in that neutral stranger way. 

its unfamiliarity grew over time, but being alone as a choice will do that. 

the feeling seems so distant  

as if it’s been a whole lifetime since fingertips have caressed my face, 

since memorizing mannerisms and the crinkles of skin on noses,  

since running my fingers through someone’s hair,  

millions of strands gliding across such sensitive places. 

it’s been said that there are more nerve endings in our fingertips and 

lips than most other parts in a human body. 

the ways we manipulate them and how much we feel and try to forget 

the fond, almost electric, sensations, 

makes them adjacent to otherworldliness. 

feelings so detached from our norm now that when we merge bodies, 

time slows, breaths quicken, 

tenderness forms. 



Evening Sunflower 
Sharice Towles 

My evening sunflower  

Never jaded when the day ends  

Only grateful to have seen your light 

Spend nights 

wrapped up in pleasant thoughts of you  

Assumed our encounter would be brief 

In the fall 

Braced myself for your leave  

A cold lonely winter 

No sun at all. 

But your seeds put down roots. 

And we've managed to warm nights in every season. 

Then the morning comes 

I wanna love and nourish your health. 

But nature takes care of itself. 

My evening sunflower.	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	  



Speak to Me 
Sharice Towles 

Teaching me 

You don't even realize 

All you're teaching me 

Speak to me 

My heart has conversations with you frequently 

You didn't get the key from me 

But found your way in easily. 

Tried to change the locks 

to prepare for when you flee from me. 

Never too complacent. 

Lessons on patience. 

Don't get frustrated 

you always be worth waiting. 

Never changed the pace 

I'm amazed that you keep reaching me, 

teaching me. 

My heart has conversations with you frequently. 



Handsome 
Tatiyana Cooper 

i’ m infatuated 

the smell of coco butter on your skin 

your clean cut beard 

so well groomed , handsome. 

i’ m intrigued 

the neatly stitched braids in your hair 

the pep in your step 

your aura , handsome. 

i’ m in love 

oh boy i’ m in love 

the way you seduce me w| your deep voice 

when you rub your hands , so gentle on my yellow skin 

the way you gaze into my pretty brown eyes as you express your love to 
me 

handsome. 



You 
Tatiyana Cooper 

thinking of YOU. 

boy ? girl ? 

i lost YOU.  

i lost YOU. 

heartbroken & alone 

daydreaming of YOU. 

smart ? funny ?  

i lost YOU. 

i lost YOU. 

scared & confused 

missing YOU. 

guardian angel 

i gained YOU 

guardian angel  

i gained YOU 

stronger & hopeful  

i will always have YOU.  

i love YOU. 



429 
Tiana Lopez 

Love  
One you've known, or not. 
oak panels, unfamiliar 
thirteen years of trodden down rug. 
there is love in these walls 
or maybe it's just mold. 
there are stories in the stairs 
some creak, when told. 
hung photos are biographies 
of this blood 
décor choices are a sacred culture 
they will kill you if disturbed. 
you might hear rage in the rafters 
or maybe it's just rats 
cream colored curtains hide the shame 
of a splintered house 
threadbare and frayed textile 
each a patch in this monotone quilt 
maybe you'd like to stay here 
if you can stave off the November cold. 
warm your hands by the rusted radiator 
burn your ear on the house phone. 
the clanking of pots and pans  
are a lullaby to sleep  
but if you can rest easy here 
then surely, you're not me. 



Love Yourself 
Tiana Lopez 

I will no longer shrink to fit in your story 

I will no longer swallow my success 

I will not feed you from my empty plate 

Fork in hand, shaking.  

Doubt , the main entree.  

I thank you for the meals you served me on silver platters  

For the love that you attempted to give. 

I thank you for your precious treasure, 

A friendship that helped me live.  



Planning a Wedding 
Tiana Lopez 

When you think of planning a wedding 

here is some advice 

fuck the venue 

the dress  

all of the drinks, 

entrees, desserts and even the sides. 

Instead imagine the image 

and the look in their eyes 

the future together 

the family, the traditions 

(but fuck their pride) 

When you think of planning a wedding 

here is some advice 

fuck all of the opinions  

of anyone who won't be  

in the same bed as you  

on your wedding night. 
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