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Dedication

To anyone who has ever known the loving hand of God in their person-
al struggle.

Even so, He’s there.

He heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds.
Psalm 147:3



From the Editor

When I first opened submissions for this anthology, I didn’t have a set
theme in mind. But as I've read and absorbed each one of the poems in
this work, I feel the words “even so” written on my heart.

Childhood is rough, but even so, our God is good.

Raising kids and loving a spouse comes with a myriad of troubles, but
even so, God works through them all.

Watching loved ones suffer is the worst kind of evil, but even so, God
gives us the hope of an eternity with Him.

Hopefully, you, too, can see the “even so” lined within each one of
these pieces, remembering always that no matter how hard this life may
get, even so, He'll never leave your side.



The Detour

The screech and pulse of stopping tires,
The screams of grown children.
The blue lines on the dashboard,
The stretch of my brother’s neck.
The rain thumping on the hood of the car,
The words left hanging in the air.
The fallen phone on the pavement,
The three single tears on my cheek.
The awful sound of my mother’s cry,
The terrible realization of its genuineness.
The failure of a careful balancing act,
The silence of shaking open mouths.
The unanswered apology in his hand,
The angry shout of a little girl.
The drips of rain from my sister’s hair,
The black lines down our faces.
The speechlessness on our tongues,
The eventual return to the road.

Mary Belle Burg is an aspiring young author from Northeast Mississippi.
She is curvently working on her debut YA novel. Additionally, she has writ-
ten three complete, unpublished novels. Mary Belle has won an English
award and tutoring award at Itawamba College, and she has two short

works published with The Gold Moose Talent.



Sunday Morning

I cannot imagine what day of the week
that God gave you the weight of his thoughts,
and made you a whole spectrum of beauty;
you pluck the night’s eyes with your eyelashes,
and kick the day in the teeth with your boots.
I believe that it was on a Sunday morning,
when the daylight jostled into a hurry
to open to the sky before brushing her teeth
and freshening up like a pole in the rain,
to wear her stilettos and look gorgeous
so that no bird could flutter over her
without stopping to stand and stare.
It was on a peaceful Sunday morning
when dews that hung on slanting leaves,
trickle to the edges, thick like honey
and poised to drop on scorched heads
that dared shake down the hanging leaves.
On a Sunday morning when the air was oil
in an alabaster filled with blessings
for those who found trouble breathing
when the sky ordered a thunderstorm
or the moon gripped a ploughing spear
to move through the breast of the silent sea.
It was this bluster Sunday morning,
when God extended the winter hours,
to have more time for modelling you,
that you would eat the God in the wind,
and have feet tapering like a goddess,
with a heart swinging in a pendulum,
a fire-eater, a guzzler of flesh and bones,
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a replica of excellence, a semblance of decay.



It Will End in Praise

[ left you a note behind,
alittle wrap, which I hid away,
in the rafters of my kitchen,
black, worn, weak and warm.
I told you I drew milk from a rock,
honey from the webs of wasps;
I stitched my body together with water,
which I stole from the desert;
now, the desert is dry with no oasis.
I have become the oasis,
drink me to survive the thirst.
desire is dust with an eyesore;
but you can be the nemesis of want,
the slaughter of your longing;
you can be the forest without trees
when you are the tree;
stitch up the universe with your spittle
and it’s an ocean, a sea, a river, a pond,
anywhere with a pool of water
crystallising into the crisis of your heart.
The universe is a made-up
like a patchwork of clothes
with potholes, spaces between rivers,
between oceans and seas,
spaces unassailable to desire.
I left you a note for the emptying
to say | hate the rock in my room,
the mountain of stones in my kitchen,
the heaps of gravel in my bedroom,
the octopus and cactus in my eyes,
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though I know that’s what gives meaning
and substance to my little life,

my connection with the universe,

after I become a mountain,

a hill and a road within the clouds.

I meant to tell you not to weep

when summer goes away in a whisper,

or when winter returns with a pistol

and shoots the sun on the foot.

You're my summer, not a jungle

the sun will not go limping.

The sun will never stutter.

But if you stop your sun from shining,
your stomach must be full of stars.

Or, you chop off the world like cucumber,
dredge the bed of the sea with your tongue,
my song will end in praise.



A Touch of Heaven

I was born a year too soon,
but my father said that my chi was awake,
though I failed at being a worthy child;
I took care to mould my God in my image,
the picture of rain and clouds in the sky,
my likeness was like the sun and the moon,
the rain that falls at night, the hour ticking,
where time was a tumour of the earth;
a copy of my selfishness, a memoir of my ego,
alove letter to my bloated waistline,
a savage, a monster, a killer of the perfect,
of those in whose heads there’s no mercy.
After my God was resurrected, after ascension,
I felt the same as when he lived and died,
as though his death made no difference
between one ending epoch and another,
between one beginning life and the other.
How often have I gone with licking blood
and asked my God to clean up the mess;
after all, my father said if I agreed to do a thing,
my God had no choice but to fall into line.
Was it not the duty of my God to follow me around,
chaperoning me like a baby or a disabled,
after I claimed that I was an adult?
I walk around with the effigy of my God
slotted in my palms, head and heart,
wherever I must consult to meet my needs;
I have come to believe the miracles
which soak my body like a downpour,
that each step I take, each thought I think,

10



EVEN SO 11

every foolish dream I have in the afternoon,
is a touch made in the Heaven I create,

even those little dreams where I shed blood.

Jonathan Chibuike Ukah lives in the United Kingdom. His poems have
been featured in Lucky Jefferson Literary Magazine, The Pierian, Propel
Magazine, Atticus Review, The Journal of Undiscovered Poets and else-
where. He won the Alexander Pope Poetry Award in 2023. He was the Ed-
itor’s Choice Prize Winner of Unleash Lit in 2024, the Second Poetry Prize
Winner at the Streetlights Poetry Prize in 2024 and the Winner of the Poet
of the Month December-January 2025 at the Literary Shark Poetry Con-

test. His Chapbook, A is for Anfang, is forthcoming from Island of Wak
Wak.



Hermetic

My back against the door—bolted shut. Though light still pours from

the space at the bottom.

Yet that radiance too pale.

The hallway in front of me prolonged, doors on each side. Perhaps
locked.

I am sixteen, part child, part woman.

I tremble to move from this weak luminescence.

Trauma is what I know, my identity clothed in shame, loathing who
[am.

I sweat and pant.

I have no keys.

I have no lantern.

I spot a figure in the distance holding a flickering candle.

Ambivalence screams in my chest.

I step away from the vacuum-sealed door, the feeble light.

I draw near the holy presence.

An old hymn sifts through my mind. All those years in church.

Great is thy faithfulness, O God My Father.

A blue door opens.

Isn’t blue symbolic for grace?

And isn’t this brilliance spilling forth something like mercy?

Priscilla enjoys discovering divine inklings contained in life mysteries and
uncertainties this side of the Kingdom. She is the author of four books. On
A Clear Blue Day, a collection of reflective essays, won an Enduring Light
medal in the 2017 Illumination Book Awards. She lives with her Italian
husband near a tidal creek on the southeast coast. Find her at priscillak-

gﬂmtti.com’ and on Instagmmz, LinkedIn?, and x*.
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Be a Helper

Reflections sit and then enter encounters.
Corners are of no concern when people
pass poverty regularly.
Class seems to be only suitable for the
wealthy folks who wear it. Poetry is my
pen to pick up problems.
The poor either scoop or dump doubt.
Remember, the impoverished carry
more than what is trashed.
Take faith by the hand and hang on
tight. Lack waits in line to be served,|
but it gets passed over instead.
Step into what the homeless go through.
Leave old lies alone. Make a formation,
so those suffering can move forward.
Hearts are heavy as violence runs
rampant throughout the lands. Assist others
for goodness’ sake.
Give grace by the gallons. Love is
everlasting. The needy will have their
burdens bandaged with blessings.
We are the sowers to salvage souls.
Let us strive to be a helper.
Hatred hurts us all.

14



Layer the Avenue of Hearts

Worrying is when we cannot wait. We wonder
what will happen next. What evil will be my
next nemesis? Life is pressure preordained.
Circumstances are a circumference
unforeseen. We learn the location for
light and beauty. Bless the souls who use
healing as socks to keep them warm.
Bitterness is a cold blizzard attempting to
override happiness with hate. The mind
liberates lives once we forgive the past
and push away fear. Joy is a baby. Delight
in its energy. A pure bundle, bunches,
moments to share from smiles. Chaos has
many chatterers, but chase freedom. Ride its
saddle on horseback. Make a tent for it, too.
Be intentional. Share ideas and formulate new
things. Create a speaking space for languages.
Love layers the avenue of hearts.

It is all about the approach.

Traci Neal is a neurodivergent poet residing in Columbia, South Carolina.
She has shared her personal story of being a late-diagnosed black woman in
the Thinking Person’s Guide 1o Autism, Newsweek, Good News Post- UK,
and Autism Digest, to name a few. Her poetry has been featured in Poet-
ry Potion — Poem A Day, Moonstone Arts Center, Spillwords Press, Autism
Digest, and Spirit Fire Review for 2025, as well as in several other publica-
tions since 2021. Neal utilizes poetry as a tool to advocate for those in need
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