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Why I Shave

Because some evenings
her head nods over work

it’s most important
that no rough chin scratch

her tender neck or distract
her from my small kisses.

Mark J. Mitchell
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Hunger

Like squirrels
who knot our yard
in silver threads, I ache
to crimson my lips
with berries —
although they’re toxic,
might alter my heart
rhythms.

Slow down!

warn my ghosts.

Be thankful for desire,
for the search.

Cathleen Cohen
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¢ I Am the Smallest Fish $ NE a.m., I Begin to Doubt
r v

I was thinking
of your fishnet
shawl, how fortunate
are Salmon, their
certainty of return.

bones—nimble-buried
in flesh. Transparent. Flexible
burdens sticking in your
throat.
No, I am the fish
& its writhing. Its panicking
eye, miles from the river,

‘ open wide to everything.

Tom Dvorske

tiny wren publishing issue 4.2

www.tinywrenlit.com Unthemed
Andrea Krause

, Copyright © 2023

{

I 4 l } ISSN 2770-7393
r / * }
. A



e

‘|

4

preqqry uudTaaey]

* e = é usuUpONJ SUUAT BIeg
‘JIBap INOQE £oroy uyof
SOA[ISINO [[1 oM \

s3urya o se sw3 J |
[eszun se Sunpou pue surdaq 2oueuad jo yrep sy [nun
i 9ySy [eamaeu jo

/|

Kapreg 3oy

*$180q 10U 21 912
9AST[2(| ] SOWAWOS
pU'B ‘IIIQI{J 0l At I SQLUDQUIOS

”

‘“Apoq oy se ‘WY 2J0UF] | SOWNAWOG
[e21 SE S SIUSTIOW 210U Moy ® AR UM [P [PAEA LI ‘xeadde Loy 130] Lur 0
8UI[{JON “€2s 93 JO aeaIq AI[ES MO[S # ysnoiaaserq] owey 11{1 3O SYIE31q ] SUIT v -20PUIW 29
*$9011 92 ua.smaq Sureyur sugp1oys OPH PoUIns - PolIp APESITE 13U JO YOIBUT MO[S B UT
1525 Supmopg quawrydred uap[o3 o] s[res 1 UDIOM [JT Ny P[noMm 1] 51048 Te§ 3q3 3PIS5q
1AL B Y] psqr)o[ 1 ‘papuadsns sayoed uoomiaq ur  3yes Junied >pr3 sueas 3ueid xrs
‘>IJB'P malf;’ Ays oy se ‘Uns JUSIOUE “paIn B JW  SUOSeIs IS e[ [rews s1q 105 $1q 00 T,
‘Aremoues 1y3im ]
1ySru ase] SUEMG YT,

Josung

At the Solstice

The moon stayed
awake all night

I found her
in the kitchen

drowsy but happy

Kortney Garrison
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February Dark

.-

After Jobn Irving

Such an informal winter—
no cold to speak of,
the days short and dark,
the nights as broad
as a stocking stretched
on the dry rack—my mood blue-gray
like a revolver.
tiny wren publishing
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Order

adam stopped by the brook
at the foot of the tree

of life and death. he saw

his rippling face in the water
and called it eve,

just another animal

it was his duty to name.

Quinton Okoro
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the wheat field blushed
in the ripe fig breeze.

these were the days of
fruit like gemstones

and time only existed
over the mountains.

Hal e. Ward
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ﬁ echo i%
always, i grow in
circles. the light in
my hands offering
4 memory, the drizzle
& downpour bringing

i;é the flood.
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Sideshow

I learned to eat fire when
I was nine. Crowds burned
to see a kid eat death.

Folks are easy to fool—

shave a dead monkey, get ”
a baby with a tail.
I'learned to eat fire.
There’s trick to it. Always.
And life’s just

another travelling show— \

you want to believe ‘

any fool thing offered.

Linda Mills Woolsey
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Cocoon

Wombed in its silken tomb,
does the chrysalis feel

its old body die as a new one
curdles out of silence?

Dead Air

They say the static
of a dead channel

Dying and becoming.
Lost and latent.

is the cold rattling

of a dead star,

spending its last moments
begging |
to be heard one last time. tiny wren publishing issue 4.6
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Blind to here.
Dissolving in now.

Present. Present. Present.

B. Fulton Jennes

Ly Faulk
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