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Melanie Buford is a Writer and Assistant Professor of Career Education. She grew up in               

Cincinnati, Ohio, and spent almost a decade living and working across the United States and               

abroad. Her passion for understanding emotional evolution has fueled both her fiction and             

nonfiction writing. She has counseled and taught hundreds of students, sharing the magic of              

making courageous life and career decisions. 

  

Melanie is a Wesleyan Writers Conference Scholar, with articles published in Experience            

Magazine and by the National Association of Colleges and Employers. She has a Master’s degree               

in Human Development from Harvard Graduate School of Education and a Bachelor’s degree from              

Wesleyan University.  
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Expectations 

 

It's funny—the moments we remember. 

Wood floors 

new toys 

high expectations. 

 

What does it mean to be brave? 

At seven already a soldier. 

 

The push and pull of power. 

Listen to your elders. 

Neither seen 

nor heard. 

 

A baby brother who is 

by turns 

patience and fury. 

 

New landscapes of fiction. 

Deep in forgotten places 

I find the world. 

 

Now, when I see my face 

I no longer recognize it. 

 

Death 

loss 

re-connection 

The world calls me back. 

 

By anger I am transformed. 

Adrift in a sea of new possibilities. 

 

In England, a girl. 

Green eyes searching 

"If I fell in would you save me?" 
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Another adventure 

Out-of-state; 

There are vegetables in everything. 

 

Belonging 

A foreign word, 

but smooth on the tongue. 

Love is a physical sensation. 

 

Interlude - free of restraints, 

Through new eyes 

the past is rich with meaning. 

 

Return - a different kind of birth. 

Their concern is heavy, 

Confining. 

 

Escape - pursued and pursuer. 

Becoming a woman of many skills. 

 

First sting of failure, swift and cruel.  

A lingering, a scramble for purchase. 

 

This decision is not a decision. 

But 

I move among the stars and see myself reflected in their light. 

 

Glimpses of a life that might be. 

Afraid, 

I shade my eyes against the brilliance of it. 

 

Then 

I am 

for the first time truly alone in the dark. 

 

It is 

somehow 

not as peaceful as expected. 

 

—Melanie Buford 
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Beatrice Greene, born in the South Bronx to African American parents is a poet, composer,               

pianist, trumpeter, and dramatist. Beatrice enjoys convening community open mics with themes            

such as Images Outside the Box: Defining Beauty for Ourselves, Place and Transitions. Her              

topics include social justice, humor, theology, science, and nature. Her poems may be found in The                

Bones We Carry (Streetfeet Press, 2009), Lunar Calendar (2016, 2019), Extra Mojo! (Hidden             

Charm Press, 2013), and Writers Without Margins, Vol. III (Lost and Found Edition, 2018). 

 

 

Drinking My Way Through 

 

My friend Johnny Walker Black 

helped me through weekends. 

I drank scotch straight, didn’t let the ice melt. 

 

Then I danced my way into 

a trance from the stress of 

hundreds of pages to brief, 
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to be ready to answer if called on, 

and pressure of one or two exams for a grade. 

After graduating I continued 

 

with Johnny and others. One day, 

after two mixed drinks at lunch 

then wine with dinner at home, 

 

I recalled the night 

I cursed my then-boyfriend out. 

Like cousins Theo and Art 

drank and hurled angry words too? 

 

Cousin Billy and Uncle Frank died 

from cirrhosis of the liver. 

My relationship with Johnny might take me too. 

 

I fought to avert that early grave. 

 

 

On Calling Your Elders ‘Dearie’ 

 

If you call me ‘dearie’ one more time 

mud will hit your face, the slinging kind. 

 

I’ll wrestle you to the ground 

—been on this planet too long. 

Who do you think you are, just who? 

 

Oops, you slipped. 

Pick yourself up from the mud. 

So sorry about that, dearie. 

 

Oops, you slipped again. 

Now give me your hand, 

and stop calling me ‘dearie.’ 

 

 

—Beatrice Greene 
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Dr. Juanita Kirton earned a MFA at Goddard College; is a member of Women Who Write,                

Women Reading Aloud, and the International Women’s Writing Guild; and is on the editorial staff               

of Clockhouse Literary Journal. Recent anthologies in which she is published include Alexandria             

Publication Online Portfolio, Nasty Women Poets, Stone Canoe, Rat’s Ass Online Journal,            

Umbrella Factory and Veterans Voices Magazines. Employed at the Pennsylvania Department of            

Education, Juanita is a US Army veteran who resides with her spouse. Besides writing, Juanita               

enjoys touring the country on her motorcycle. 
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Appointment 

  

Solo 32 

deposited in my hand 

  

Numbers 31 and 33 

blank expressions 

  

Behind a blue blazed sliding door 

a smile 

  

Tooth-wide greets 

domesticated fear 

  

Two breasts dangle 

unsupported 

  

One despondent 

reposed above the heart 

  

The other pouts 

demands attention 

  

I hate pink 

blushing blooms on chest 

  

Foreign fingers fondle 

reluctant tissue 

  

Translucent trays 

Herd hold 

  

Squeeze jam 

grip clutch 

  

Confine captured 

breath          release 

  

Wait 
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BECAUSE 

  

Because, my voice echoes against walls of intolerance 

Because you deny my humanity 

Because I scream, FREEDOM 

Because artificial borders mark the boundaries 

Because of barbed wires and barricades 

Because of discarded shoes and baby dolls 

Because my only resistance is to escape 

Because they renamed me, Alien 

Because no label reflects our common bond 

Because I am the face of the immigrant, the refugee 

Because I am black, brown, and yellow 

Because I am your mother and father, 

Great-grandmother and auntie 

Because sons and daughters cry 

Because they are stripped away, separated 

Because the water is vast and the desert is dry 

Because of bodies broken and broken promises 

Because we’ve lost our way and cannot be found 

Because our voices will never be silent 

  

Because 45 requires a wall 

45 had a great fall 

all the chiefs and deputies went 

couldn’t put 45 together again 

and 

        the 

   walls 

                         came 

                                    tumbling 

     d o w n 

 

—Juanita Kirton 

 

                                                                                       -8- 

 



 
 
Award-winning author, Robin G. White has penned three volumes of poetry, one collection of              

short erotic fiction and poetry, a children's series, and a metaphysical guide for self reflection. She                

is a minister who lives happily with her partner and their blended fur-baby family in Georgia and                 

Florida where she continues to write and be inspired by the simplest things in life. 
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A NEW NORMAL FOUND IN A COPPER SUNSET 

 

I watch her 

The long steady gaze unnerving me 

As she begins her truth telling. 

In the midst of the holiday weekend, 

A restaurant packed with vacationers 

And residents alike, it is just us two. 

The copper glow of the setting sun, 

Kissing the gentle Gulf waves, 

Reflecting on her skin, 

It's Light illuminating her eyes, 

She speaks. 

 

Perhaps it is the calm  

Ebb and flow of the tide, 

Or the steady, distant din 

Of the diners around us, 

Or it could be the soft beating of my heart, 

That holds me at peace in this moment 

As I listen to this woman, 

This beautiful radiance of mine, 

Speak her Truth into my veins, 

Etch Life into my bones, 

Call to the Universe within me 

With her Love. 

I feel my body melt away 

Join flesh into sand, 

Bone into dust, 

Blood into water, 

Puddle and pour 

Body earth ocean into One. 

Her Words, rich, resonant, 

Vibrating, pulsating Truth into the world, 

My world, 

In secret places no one dares enter 

No one has found.  

Until now 
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So, here she is, master cartographer 

Mapping a journey "for the next 30 years" 

As I reconstitute my body into a shadowed semblance of me. 

There are few words to say 

To a woman who can deconstruct 

And reconstruct with her eloquence, 

This mighty wordsmith, 

Transform my loquaciousness into quietude. 

I am transfixed. Transfigured. Transmogrified 

By the depth of her Love reaching into and for me. 

 

The copper glow of the sun  

Now casts the earth 

In its waning Light. 

The sky ripples greys and slivers of pink. 

The din has died 

And the world I once knew has gone away. 

Today, I found my "new normal." 

A place where I am gratefully silent 

In the presence of her Love. 

A world where Her Words carry me 

Into the unknown. 

And I go willingly 

Hand-in-hand with Her 

Into the copper sunset. 

 

 

—Robin G. White 
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