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Editors’ Note 
 
Welcome to the April issue of #FemkuMag. How are you all doing? 
 
Thank you to everyone who submitted poems for this issue. The world is a 
very different place than it was last month, and many of the poems in this 
issue reflect our new realities. We hope you’ll find comfort and strength in 
them. 
 
Many thanks and distant hugs to Lori for entrusting us with editing her 
journal this month. 
 
Take care, everyone! 
 
Tanya & Kelly   



weird spring . . . 
one hundred coffins lined up 
not even a flower 

strana primavera … su cento bare in fila / neanche un fiore 

Lucia Cardillo 

 
 
 
 
 
 

faint moon . . . 
through the shutters 

stillness 
 

Rosa Maria Di Salvatore 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
quarantined arranging-rearranging the same wilted blooms 
 
Rashmi VeSa 
 
 
 



social distancing in the moonlight my scars 
 

Hifsa Ashraf 
 
 
 
 
the tug 
of a black hole 
this isolation 
 
Deborah P Kolodji 
 
 
 
 
 

empty mornings . . . 
at the end of the road 

a wildflower 
 

Rosa Maria Di Salvatore 
 
 
 
 
 
kites in the wind . . . 
the first flight 
of a swallow 
 
Giovanna Gioia 



 
ISOLATION RULES   
   
beanz   
meanz   
panic   
   
Hot Cross Buns are in amazingly good supply. One of my sisters has sent me a 
shed load of chocolate; the other, a card made from the flowers in her garden. 
It's sunny here and life is fine. However, looking back at myself aged twenty, 
locked in an abusive relationship, my thoughts turn to the numbers of locked 
down lives being wrecked at the hands of others, right now. Life alone at sixty 
can be great. For those of us lucky enough to make it.   
 
  old school photo  
attempting no sums  
 
Helen Buckingham 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Easter  
To be born again  

as butterfly  
 

Benedetta Cardone 
 
 
 



purple and blue 
the Echium in full bloom 
bruised Spring 
 
Lisa Espenmiller 
 
 
 
 

sheltering in place 
just a new term 

for the usual 
 

Claire Vogel Camargo 
 
 
 
 
 
 
watermarking her scars the loopholes in law 
 
Rashmi VeSa 
 
 
 
 

spring equinox— 
waiting to plant 

forced tulips 
 

Elaine Wilburt 
 



stay home . . .  
the changing form 

of the clouds 

restare a casa … la forma mutevole / delle nuvole 

Lucia Cardillo 

 

 

 

Social Distance 
  
deceptive sky 
hiding amid marsh grasses 
an escaped macaw 
  
“You do not have coronavirus,” says a young woman into her phone, standing 
on a cobblestone street in Charleston near a block of pastel-colored 
rowhouses. A bunch of guys passes, clearly a bachelor party, all wearing the 
same t-shirt: a video-game bride (smiling) and groom (frowning), “Game 
Over” underneath. It’s difficult to say which makes me sadder: the posse of 
misogynistic bros or the woman’s insistent attempt to reassure her friend who, 
for all she knows, might have coronavirus. We try to keep our distance. 
Stepping past the one-legged panhandler, I can’t help but think how dirty 
paper money must be. Still, I’d give him a dollar bill if I had one on me. 
  
blameless sky 
someone’s child plays alone 
in the fountain 
 
Kristen Lindquis   



starry night— 
white petunia cascades 

from my balcony 
 

Daniela Misso 

 

 

steeping tea bag 
little nibbles  
on the line 
 
Julie Warther 
 
 
 
 
 

new sports bra— 
for once all of me 

moves as one 
 

Corine Timmer 
 
 
 
 
 
Leap Day   we take our first and last selfie 
 
Maeve O’Sullivan 
 



doing what  
monarchs do 

her goodbye kiss 
 

Julie Warther 
 
 
 
apart 
i fall apart 
peony rain 
 
Sarah E. Metzler 
 
 
 
 

overseas job 
some soil stays  

with the uprooted plant 
 

Vandana Parashar 
 
 
 
 
 
adoption papers 
in the aged envelope 
second time homeless 
 
Christina Chin 
   



pre-existing I isolate my illnesses 
 

Marilyn Ashbaugh 
 
 
 
 
 
crocus not knowing her own age 
 
Julie Warther 
 
 
 
 
 
 

my hand trembles 
disturbing the cobweb 

over her doorbell 
 

Helen Buckingham 
 
 
 
 
 
Niña hermosa 
 
We are sitting around the fire in a mostly empty campground when headlights 
approach and a small RV pulls in next to us. The evening’s ambiance is 
destroyed, so I go inside, pour more wine,  and turn on Netflix. 
 



The next day we see a young man fiddling with the hoses outside. His wife 
comes out and says something to him. I hear bits of frustrated Spanish 
through our window screen. A beautiful little dark haired girl, still in her 
pajamas, is taking gravel a handful at a time, from the road to a patch of grass 
nearby. Soon, she has built a foot-high mountain.  
 
make believe 
a family of goats 
in the clouds 
 
imaginando 
una familia de cabras 
en las nubes 
 
My husband goes out to talk to them. They are here from Madrid for two 
weeks in Sequoia and Yosemite. The RV they have rented is a lemon and the 
rental company is doing little to help. 
 
The child continues to occupy herself by adding to her mound. I go to take a 
look. “Es un volcan” she tells me. I consult Google translate. “Va a estallar?” 
“Will it erupt?” I ask her. She just laughs and runs to her mama who has 
called her to lunch. 
 
Soon the groundskeeper dismantles her creation returning the rocks to the 
road. The little girl begins to sob. Digging through a box I find two colored gel 
pens and a small pad of paper with butterflies on the cover. After ripping out 
the few pages that have haiku on them I bring the pad and pens over to the 
crying child. It only takes a few minutes before she is happily scribbling away. 
 
An hour or so later, with their issues still unresolved, the couple comes to say 
good-bye. They will try again to call the RV company on their next stop. Their 
daughter tries to return the pad and pens to me. “She may keep them,” I tell 



her mother who translates to her daughter. As they pull out, the little girl 
looks out the rearview window and waves. Later, I will rebuild her volcano. 
 
mountain vista 
a small butterfly 
draws me away 
 
vista hacia las montañas 
una pequeña mariposa 
se me Ileva 
 
 
Thank you to my friend, Peggy Bilbro, for the assistance in translation. 
 
Terri L. French 
 
 
 
 
 

graffiti artist 
humming the blues 

and purples 
 

Julie Bloss Kelsey 
 
 
 
bleached bones  
among the cholla 
my way of speaking 
 
Seren Fargo 



Secret Sheelas  
  
‘The Sheela-na-gig belongs to the realm of folk deities and as such is 
associated with life-giving powers, birth and death and the renewal of life’ – 
Barbara Freitag, in the introduction to her book Sheela-na-gigs, Unravelling 
an Enigma (Routledge, 2004)   
  
Dateline Dublin, 1988. You haven’t a hope, says the museum porter, when 
we ask about our chances of seeing the mysterious Sheela-na-gigs. These are 
medieval stone-carved female figures, some of which are kept in storage here, 
away from the gaze of the public. He rings the keeper anyway, amused at our 
insistence. My friend, an anthropology student, is on a flying visit from Texas, 
and can’t wait a week for an appointment. To our carefully concealed 
astonishment, the man with the power to say no says yes. He comes up to 
collect us, then leads us along corridors, through doors, and finally down a 
ramp into the basement. 
  
on this palace wall – 
thousands of stone diamonds 
under which hides the real one? 
  
There they are, these ‘grotesque sculptures’, all eleven of them. Most of them 
are crudely carved and have been weathered over time. Still, it’s clear that the 
pint-sized sheelas are naked, with legs spread, larger-than-life vulvas exposed 
and hands at the ready. The keeper tells us the figures date from Norman 
times and that they were originally sited on the gables of church doors in 
Ireland, Britain and parts of Europe.  
  
in between chapels 
these dry holy water fonts— 
Spanish cathedral 
  



Our sheelas hail from various counties and this is reflected in the differing 
stone colours. My friend is the perfect student: taking copious notes, asking 
relevant questions and exclaiming in her southern tones about how wonderful 
it all is. The keeper’s beard twitches: I don’t know what the fuss is about —I 
think they’re quite ugly myself. He shares the popular theory that the figures 
represent warnings against lust and the ‘sins of the flesh’. The smiles on the 
faces of the sheelas appear to tell a different story, however.  
  
these entwined lovers 
made of marble— 
I pass them quickly 
 
Maeve O’Sullivan 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All Saints’ Day 
in grandma’s prayer book 

one page missing 
 

Nina Kovačić 
 
 
 
 
 
dusk— 
inside a red flower a teardrop of Buddha 
 
Réka Nyitrai   



dark-skinned 
will the stars mistake 

me for the night  
 

Vandana Parashar 
 
 
 
 
 
finding each other’s body morning dew 
 
Jayne Miller 
 
 
 
 
 

I dated a stink bug 
  

he was stoic, built like a tank, and didn’t talk much.  
every once in a while he’d fly off the handle  

or ceiling or bed [he sure had nice legs].   
I’d find him under a misplaced glove or on my favorite hat  

or deeply embedded in my summer clothes  
that held the faraway scent of patchouli.  

sometimes after my shower we’d share sips of water drops.   
he disappeared when the forsythia bloomed 

but I’m sure he loved me. 
 

pink moon dreaming the faces of lost loves 
 

Cynthia Cechota   



waiting for you 
I draw zig zags 
then a butterfly 
 
Guliz Mutlu 
 
 
 
 

ebb tide 
our final 

kiss 
 

Valentina Ranaldi-Adams 
 
 
 
 
 
ex lover’s birthday— 
between scallion leaves 
grains of sand 
 
Réka Nyitrai 
 
 
 
 

a dead mouse 
on my doorstep— 

his unsolicited advice 
 

Seren Fargo 



I plan 
to stay home— 
maybe grow a beard 
 
Roberta Beach Jacobson 
 
 
 
 

self-isolation  
all the chores I'd left undone  

still undone  
 

Tracy Davidson 
 
 
 
 
sanitizer 
his best excuse 
to take off wedding ring 
 
Irina Guliaeva 
 
 
 
 
 

on the gatepost 
a gecko with no tail— 

if only it were that easy 
 

Corine Timmer 



his anger— 
the glass too sharp 
to feel the wound 

 
Seren Fargo 

 
 
 
 
 
Squaring a blot 

In catatonic frenzy, the helpline number has looped her mind for two years.                         
Yet again she whips up resolve, at the brink quivers like a leaf in the thrall of                                 
unknown winds. Call, explain, cope with scrutiny, seek help and move to forge                         
a new life; the post mortem of the undialed call has been dissected many times                             
over in her mind’s eye. She dials and cuts the call. 

unicorn carousel 
a long line of kids carrying 
the weight of dreams 
 
Rashmi VeSa 
 
 
 
 
 

peace offering 
in the opening buds 

remnants of rain 
 

Eva Limbach 



life raft the answer is yes 
 
Anna Maris 
 
 
 
 
 

snowflower 
breaking through 

my resistance 
 

Jayne Miller 
 
 
 
 
promise me bluebells 
on the south side 
of tomorrow 
 
Cynthia Cechota 
 
 
 
 
 

my spoon 
dipped into the soup . . . 

April moon 
 

Daniela Misso 
 



safari dreams 
father carves a spiral 

into his cane 
 

Debbie Strange 
 
 
 
 
ah, daisies! 
how did we forget 
to keep it simple 
 
Cyndi Lloyd 
 
 
 

child-worn path 
still opening me 

to the prairie  
 

Jayne Miller 
 
 
 
 
 
In Place 
 
Where the branches make a Y, a downy woodpecker has found food to eat. 
My daughter is the first to notice where the tap-tap-tap is coming from. We 
watch her for a while mesmerized by her hammering, then move on to the 
expanse of the blue early spring sky. 



grass stains 
on their jeans 
just a little longer 
 
As she looks for slugs, her younger sister calls over in excitement. There is 
something we have never noticed before. Behind my tree, yellow crocuses are 
blooming all alone. 
 
self-isolation 
we scour the ground 
for life 
 
Believing their trees to be cold, they take off their jackets and tie them around 
the trunks. Just like in one of their favorite picture books. They act out the 
story of the two sisters who lie under a maple to watch the leaves dance even 
though the leaves have yet to bloom. 
 
chalk hearts 
filling in the empty 
winter blues 
 
Today we don’t mind that the playgrounds or the museums have closed. Today 
it’s as if the world is as it should be. Today we believe we are safe, at least they 
do. 
 
always  
letting them find me 
hide-and-seek 
 
Tia Haynes 
   



Announcements 
 
May 2020 Guidelines - Guest Editor: Julie Bloss Kelsey 
 
For this issue of #FemkuMag, in honor of Mother’s Day, I want to explore the 
relationships between mothers and daughters. My interpretation of this theme 
is quite broad. Primarily, I’m hoping to explore maternal, non-male 
intergenerational dynamics, but feel free to interpret this theme loosely. Please 
send no more than 5 poems - haiku, tanka, cherita and/or Fibonacci poems 
by May 17, 2020. Thanks in advance for submitting. I look forward to 
reading your work! 
 
 
 
 
June 2020 Guidelines - Editor: Lori A Minor 
 
Theme: None, regular issue.  
Please send up to three haiku/senryu between June 1 and June 17.  
 
 
 
 
July 2020 Guidelines - TBD 
 
 
 
 
2020 Marlene Mountain Memorial Contest - July 2020 
 
Theme: monoku 
Judged blindly by Lori A Minor and Tia Haynes 
More details coming soon!    



Title IX Press has two new titles!  
 
 
● Footprints on the Floor by Irish D. Torres 

 
“...Torres uses pain, anxiety, and feelings of invisibility and 
inadequacy as consistent themes throughout, reflecting on the 
pressures and expectations that womxn continuously face...” 

 
- Grix, founder and editor of HUMAN/KIND 

 
 
 
● Old Lady Haiku by Miriam Sagan 

 
"...Sagan’s haiku, witty and astute, are a constant reminder that 
age is as much of the body as of the mind...” 

 
- Scott Wiggerman, author of Leaf and Beak: Sonnets 

 
 
 
Please visit the library to download and read your free copies 
https://titleixpress.wixsite.com/home/library 

https://titleixpress.wixsite.com/home/library

