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pet · r i ·chor
/ ˈpet r ī ˌkôr/

noun

1 . a  p leasant  sme l l  that  f requent l y  accompan ies
the  f i r s t  ra in  af te r  a  long per iod  of  warm,  d ry
weather .

Edi t ion  4

E d i t i o n  4

Petrichor

https://www.google.com/search?safe=active&sca_esv=df6bb7b4e6fcd0a4&rlz=1CASFKO_enUS1161&q=accompanies&si=AMgyJEuOnAWW0Co4MNdoFOPUEMGA3wAOvrsSmqqQpe2wXjaYjaGOcbkuheNrVCliVTxZS8YfhniKlhtQglKhBcT8iD-3AMjTBg4Qobw27Kuy4YprwyjZEPw%3D&expnd=1&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwiX8pmGmYaQAxUoETQIHcukJhYQyecJegQIGRAR


The Quasar  Rev iew

When th ink ing  about  death ,  I  o f ten
s tare  at  the  end lessness  of  the  sky
above my  head and th ink  i t  i s
the  same.  Imagine  fa l l i ng  upwards .
Imagine  your  feet  f reed f rom the  ground
and p lung ing to  the  depth less  b lue
unt i l  i t s  b lack  and a l l  you  see
i s  the  vas tness  of  space.  Maybe a  s ta r
in  the  d i s tance.  Maybe a  p lanet  o r  two.
As  fo r  me ,  i f  th i s  were  to  happen
I  th ink ,  once I  am up in  space ,
I ’ l l  s imp ly  s ta re  at  our  young sun
unt i l  i t s  a  b l ip  in  the  d i s tance.
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Sameen Shakya



The Quasar  Rev iew

1/  To  Depar t

Means  to  move a long wi th  sun l ight
& leave  your  shadow longer  & longer
Beh ind ,  o r  the  other  way  around

2/ I  Share  My  Suf fe r ing  On ly  w i th  C louds

Because  they  empath ize  w i th  me by
Shedding a  shower  of  tears ,  &  then
Hanging a  ra inbow to  cheer  me up
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     Af te r  Juan  Gelman

L i ke  the  words
I  wanted
to  f i l l  the  page

L i ke  the  vo ice
I ’d  hoped
wou ld  f i l l  th i s  n ight

Whi te  s i lence
hangs  empty
and echoes

in  the  a i r less  space
between te r ro r
and hate

Desaparec io  s in  desped i r se  
como la  verdad 
como la  jus t ic ia

Noth ing  has  van i shed
i t  never  ex i s ted
but  I  s t i l l  don ’ t  be l ieve
   
th i s  d ream 
of  peace
has  never  worn  f lesh
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Desaparecido
Marla Dial Moore
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I .
Humid  morn ing .  Pa l l id  haze 
set t l i ng  on  the  poo l .
The  sun  i s  ob long.

I I .
My  brother ,  f la i l i ng ,  ups ide  down 
In  h i s  sw im r ing .  At  the  edge ,
My  mother  and I  sc ream.

I I I .
H i s  legs  ju t  out  of  the  water  
L i ke  a  pa i r  o f  egrets
Feed ing on  r ipp l ing  l ight .

IV .
L inah ,  t r y ing  to  save  Minah ,
Jumped overboard  in to  the  sea.
Af te r  the  s to rm,  the  S i s te rs ’  I s lands  s tand.

V.  
I  remember  Du  Fu ,  i n  h i s  ex i le ,  d reamt  
Of  L i  Ba i  f l y ing  in  the  n ight ,  h i s  feathers  
Ref lect ing  the  green  maple .

V I .
Soon ,  i t  w i l l  be  autumn again .
Ye l low swal lowta i l s  w i l l  a r r i ve ,
B lo t t ing  out  the  even ing  sky .

Edi t ion  4

Drowning
Xingyu Zhao
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I  was  born  to  work  in  rhymes .
Some of  them emerge s imp ly ,
And then  there  are  other  t imes
I t ’ s  hard  not  to  sound too  s i l l y .

Few do them wel l .  What ’ s  more
Many  poets  f ind  rhymes  a  bore ,
Th ink  they ’ re  rather  wastefu l ,
O ld  fash ioned or  d i s tas tefu l .

Second ing your  p reference
I  must  say  in  my  defense
I ’ l l  rhyme t i l l  the  day  I  d ie ,
op in ions  of  naysayers  defy .

Contemplat ing  th i s  I  d rove
Through th ick  fog and ch i l l
Pas t  Oregon Caves  and f roze
My v iew to  assess  what  w i l l .

What  w i l l  resu l t  f rom p lunder
The  wor ld  now in  c r i s i s  faces .
Our  minds  swing and thunder
Coping wi th  a l l  the  d i sgraces .

The  peop le  want  easy  rewards ,
Every  wh im at  beck  and ca l l ,
I n s tant  g rat i f icat ion ,  l i ke  lo rds
Who get  d runk  to  fo rget  i t  a l l .

M i le  af te r  m i le  of  ta l l  evergreen ,
Sun  pok ing  th rough bare l y  seen ,
Two hours  wrapped in  low c loud
I  l i s tened to  c lass ica l  mus ic ,  loud.
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To A Friend Who Prefers Rhyme
Thomas Piekarski
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So n ice  to  bury  rea l i t y ’ s  hard  fact
Wi th  every  minute  spent  in  b l i s s ,
A round each bend another  t ract
Of  some new s ight  I  cou ldn ’ t  m iss .

Crescent  C i ty  socked in ,  v i s ib i l i t y
Impai red ,  made me dr i ve  sens ib l y
Heading down H ighway  One
Whi le  w ish ing  fo r  a  l i t t le  sun .

Yet  su r rounded by  fog ,  too l ing  a long ,
Bes ide  the  road to  my  as ton i shment
Humongous  s tatutes  of  the  uber  s t rong
Pau l  Bunyan and Babe h i s  a t tendant .

My  mind rever ted to  the  prev ious  day
When we go l fed by  the  r i ve r ,  as t ray
From the  g loom,  the  gr ime and gr i f t
We observed a l l  a round ,  d readfu l  r i f t .

Coasta l  road to  Eureka  prov id ing
Gl impses  of  ocean at  var ious  tu rns
Where  waves  sp lashed ,  subs id ing
As  gu l l s  swept  by  on  good te rms .

Much joy  in  a r r i v ing  at  Arcata  Bay ,
So  breathtak ing  a long the  h ighway ,
Then  around Eureka ,  wh ich  fo r  me
Seemed a  min i  San  F ranc i sco  to  be .

Before  long Avenue of  the  Giants ,
Those  redwoods  of  legend and lo re ,
Huge t rees  l i v ing  years  in  def iance ,
Older  than  us  both  by  many  a  score .
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To A Friend Who Prefers Rhyme
Thomas Piekarski
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Such f reedom far  f rom the  abyss .
Between southern  Oregon and th i s
Nor thern  Ca l i fo rn ia  te r ra in  I  fe l t
The  boundary  but  an  ar t i f ic ia l  be l t .

Thousands  of  acres  of  dense  fo res t ,
The  two lane road windy  and s teep ,
T rend ing in land.  Fu l l  sun  wou ld  tes t
My  eyes  that  a lmost  d r i f ted  as leep.

Remain ing  awake desp i te  long hours
Of  dr i v ing  and more  to  go ,  f lowers
Spr ing  sprung a long the  way  s i red
These  rhymes ,  made me less  t i red .

Ar r i v ing  home in  the  Cent ra l  Va l ley
I  thought  of  you  s i t t ing  outs ide  a lone
Peer ing  in to  your  ce l l ,  and what  fo l l y
You sought ,  what  adventu re  o r  poem.
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To A Friend Who Prefers Rhyme
Thomas Piekarski
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Shou ld  I  d rop the  g lass  once i t ’ s  over f i l led?
Or  shou ld  I  wa i t  fo r  the  water  to  b reak  i t?
Too many  s tatements  about  r ight  and wrong.
But  who cou ld  know where  my  hear t  t ru l y  be longs?

Can I  run  away  f rom b lue ,  i f  b lue  i s  a l l  that  I  am?
Too many  quest ions  fo r  anyone to  unders tand.
Shou ld  I  d rop the  g lass  once i t ’ s  over f i l led?
Or  shou ld  I  wa i t  fo r  the  pressu re  to  b reak  i t?

They  say  th i s  tes t  measures  the  th ickness  of  the  g lass .
But  who dec ides  i f  g lass  was  meant  to  shat te r  o r  sh ine?
So shou ld  I  d rop the  g lass…
or  le t  i t  teach me how to  ho ld  the  we ight?

Edi t ion  4

Between Breaking and Bearing
Thoughtful Artist
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A morn ing  haze l i ke  mis t
on  a  s t i l l  lake :  I  watch
f rom my bench—creak ing
as  I  do—h ide away
f rom faces  I  don ’ t  know
i f  I  know.

Some days  I  fee l
l i ke  a  shadow,  and too
l i ke  a  burden :  that
I  never  wanted to  be ;
some morn ings
I  wake fo rget t ing
how o ld  I  am unt i l
I  look  in  the  mi r ro r
and see  the  l i nes  e tched
in to  my  face f rom love
and laughter  I  must
have  known.

Fami l ies  v i s i ted
yeste rday  and one
found me:  the  daughter ,
so  sad;  the  husband ,
h i s  face a  d i sp laced
comfor t ,  h i s  hands
l i ke  a  ch i ldhood lu l laby—forgot ten ,
and yet  t rus ted ,
somehow.

Some days  a re  c lear
l i ke  a  c r i sp
winter  sky ,  but  decades
have van i shed complete l y ,
l i ke  records  burned
in  the  f i res
of  t ime.
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The Company of Flowers
Frances Koziar
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The f lowers
don ’ t  know what  I
don ’ t  know,  don ’ t  have
the i r  hear t s  b roken
by  my  fo rget fu lness ,
don ’ t  care  about  me,
as  they  shou ldn ’ t ,
a re  beaut i fu l  on l y
fo r  themse lves .

Forever ,  he  sa id  once ,
when we were  young
and s tup id :  he  took  h i s  words
too ser ious l y .  Forever
I  cou ld  w ish ,  but  I  watch
the  sun  fa l l  and
the  seasons  wh i sper
of  the i r  changes .

Now,  I  veer
f rom he lp ing  hands ,  away
f rom vo ices  that  know
too much;  I  wander
these  gardens  w i th  what  peace
I  can  f ind ,  and ins tead
I  keep the  company
of  f lowers .
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The Company of Flowers
Frances Koziar
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Sameen Shakya ’ s  poems have  been pub l i shed in
A l te rnate  Route ,  BOMBF IRE ,  Hav i k ,  W INK ,  and

Teach Wr i te ,  to  name a  few.  Born  and ra i sed in
Kathmandu ,  Nepa l ,  he  moved to  the  USA in  2015
to  pursue  wr i t ing .  He  earned an  Undergraduate
Degree in  Creat i ve  Wr i t ing  f rom St  C loud State
Un ivers i t y  and t rave led the  count ry  fo r  a  coup le
of  years  to  ga in  a  more  in fo rmal  educat ion .  He
retu rned to  Kathmandu in  2022 and i s  cu r rent l y

based there .
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Sameen Shakya

Yuan Changming co-ed i t s  Poet ry  Pac i f ic  w i th
A l len  Yuan.  Wr i t ing  c red i t s  inc lude 12  Pushcar t

nominat ions  fo r  poet ry  and 3  fo r  f ic t ion
bes ides  appearances  in  Bes t  of  the  Best

Canadian  Poet ry  (2008- 17 )  and 2159  other
pub l icat ions  wor ldwide.  A  poet ry  judge fo r
Canada ' s  44th  Nat iona l  Magaz ine  Awards ,

Yuan began to  wr i te  p rose  in  2022,  h i s  hybr id
nove l  DETACHING,  ' s i l ve r  romance '  THE TUNER

and shor t  s to ry  co l lect ion  FLASHBACKS
ava i lab le  at  Amazon.   

Yuan Changming

Mar la  D ia l  Moore  i s  a  recover ing  journa l i s t  and
longt ime s tudent  of  geopo l i t ica l  af fa i r s .  She
wr i tes  poet ry  as  a  means  of  su rv i v ing  g loba l ,
loca l  and persona l  news  events .  Some of  her

recent  work  has  appeared in  Mer ion  West ;  The
Metaworker ;  When the  R i ve r  Speaks ;  Sou l  Poet ry ,

P rose  and Ar t  Magaz ine ;  the  San Anton io
Rev iew;  Vo ices  de  la  Luna;  and Journa l  X .

Marla Dial Moore
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Xingyu  i s  read ing l i te ratu re  on  the  sunny  i s land
of  S ingapore .  H i s  work  has  appeared in  Cord i te

Poet ry  Rev iew,  Por t s ide  Rev iew,  ONE ART ,
Aeth lon ,  and Fun icu la r  Magaz ine  among others .
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Xingyu Zhao

Thomas  P iekarsk i  i s  a  fo rmer  ed i to r  o f  the
Cal i fo rn ia  State  Poet ry  Quar te r l y .  H i s  poet ry
has  appeared in  such  pub l icat ions  as  Poet ry

Sa lzburg ,  Modern  L i te ratu re ,  Creat ion
Magaz ine ,  The  Museum of  Amer icana ,  South
Af r ican  L i te rary  Journa l ,  Home P lanet  News ,

and  Ca l i fo rn ia  Poets  Antho logy .  H i s  books  of
poet ry  a re  Ba l lad  of  B i l l y  the  K id ,  Monterey  Bay
Adventu res ,  Mercur ia l  Wor ld ,  Aurora  Cal i fo rn ia ,

and Opus  Borea l i s .

Thomas Piekarski

Thought fu l  A r t i s t  i s  a  16-year-o ld  poet ,  wr i te r ,
and s tudent  w i th  a  pass ion  fo r  exp lo r ing  the

depths  of  human emot ion  th rough words .
Insp i red  by  mus ic ,  l i te ratu re ,  and persona l

ref lect ion ,  she  began wr i t ing  poet ry  at  e leven
and cont inues  to  ref ine  her  c raf t  w i th  each
p iece.  She en joys  thought fu l  conversat ions

about  l i fe ,  ph i losophy ,  and ar t ,  weav ing  these
ins ights  in to  her  work .  Ambi t ious  and

in t rospect i ve ,  she  a ims  to  c reate  wr i t ing  that
resonates  deep ly  w i th  others ,  hop ing to  insp i re ,
comfor t ,  and connect  th rough her  l y r ica l  vo ice

and honest  s to ry te l l i ng .

Thoughtful Artist
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Frances  Koz ia r  has  pub l i shed poet ry  in  over  45
d i f fe rent  l i te ra ry  magaz ines ,  i nc lud ing  The  New
Quar te r l y  and Acta  V ic tor iana.  She i s  a  young

(d i sab led)  re t i ree ,  a  gamer ,  a  pa in te r ,  a  f r iend ly
rad ica l  femin i s t ,  and a  bubb le  tea  fang i r l .  She

l i ves  in  K ings ton ,  Ontar io ,  Canada.
Webs i te :

h t tps ://f ranceskoz ia r .w ixs i te .com/author
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Sean Bw Parker  (MA)  i s  a  wr i te r ,  a r t i s t  and
mus ic ian  based in  Wor th ing ,  West  Sussex .  He
l i ved in  I s tanbu l  fo r  ten  years ,  has  wr i t ten  o r

cont r ibuted to  a  number  of  books  and a lbums ,
and g iven  a  TED ta l k .  He  was  born  in  Exeter  in

1975 .
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