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Bob McAfee lives with his wife near Boston. He has written nine books of
poetry, mostly on Love, Aging, and the Natural World. 118 poems have been
accepted by 46 different publications. He hosts a Wednesday night Zoom
poetry workshop. His website, www.bobmcafee.com, contains links to all his
published poems.

Vidya Premkumar is a poet and educator known for her three poetry
collections: Musing while Living, Living in an Indian Laputa, and a chapbook
frame story. Her poetry has appeared in numerous literary journals,
including Pan Haiku Review, Failed Haiku, and #FemkuMag. She lives in
Kerala, India.

Jeannie E. Roberts’ artwork is highly stylized and inspired by the organic
forms, shapes, and design elements found outdoors. She is also an author
and serves as a poetry editor for the online literary magazine Halfway Down
the Stairs. For artistic samples, please visit: https://jrcreative.biz/art.htm.

Ohio born and raised, Kerry Trautman (she/her) has authored eight books.
Her newest poetry collection Things to Say When You Have Nothing to Say is
forthcoming in spring 2026 from Roadside Press. Find links to Kerry’s books
and social media at https://linktr.ee/OhioKerry.

Elinor Ann Walker holds a Ph.D. from UNC-Chapel Hill and is on the poetry
staff at River Heron Review. Recent poems appear in AGNI, Nimrod, Plant-
Human Quarterly, Plume, Poet Lore, The Southern Review, Terrain, and
elsewhere. Her debut chapbook, Fugitive but Gorgeous (forthcoming), won
the 2024 Sheila-Na-Gig First Chap Prize.

Wendy Wisner is the author of three books of poems, most recently The
New Life (Cornerstone Press/University of Wisconsin Stevens-Point). Her
essays and poems have appeared in Prairie Schooner, Spoon River Review,
The Washington Post, Lilith Magazine, and elsewhere.

Danielle Zaccagnino is a teacher, writer, and new mother. Her first book,
Suppose Muscle, Suppose Night, Suppose This In August, is available from
Mason Jar Press. Her writing appears in Diagram, Waxwing, and Puerto del
Sol. She is the EIC of Fast Flesh Literary Journal (www.fastflesh.net).

32 Painted Pebble Lit Mag

about us

Painted Pebble Lit Mag is a journal founded with the aim of
publishing quality short form writing. Like “little” pockets of
kindness which exist solely to help one another, we think
small works can have a big impact. Our mission is to celebrate
our wonderfully diverse world of writers and readers by
reaching them wherever they are.

Each issue is published both online and as a PDF, each
available for free. We hope readers like you will help bring our
lit mag to any place someone might enjoy finding a bite sized
read.

Share it with friends! Keep a copy for yourself! Pass it into the
hands of a kindred spirit who might like it! Please visit our
website if you'd like to download the free pdf to this issue to
keep, print, or share.

Made to Share
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contributors

Lana Hechtman Ayers has shepherded over a hundred and fifty poetry
volumes into print in her role as managing editor for three small presses.
Her work appears in Rattle, The London Reader, Peregrine, and elsewhere.
Her newest collection is The Autobiography of Rain (Fernwood Press,
2024). Visit her online at LanaAyers.com.

Dustin Brookshire (he/him) is the author of four chapbooks and the
forthcoming full-length poetry collection For All Of Us Faggots (Iron Oak
Editions, 2027). He's the editor of the 2025 Lammy finalist When | Was
Straight: A Tribute to Maureen Seaton (Harbor Editions, 2024). More at
dustinbrookshire.com.

Jacob Butlett received an honorable mention for the 2023 Academy of
American Poets Prize (Graduate). His work can be found in Colorado
Review, The Hollins Critic, and Lunch Ticket, among other places. Published
by Kelsay Books in 2024, Stars Burning Night’s Quiet Rhapsody is Jacob’s
debut book of poems.

A.C. Cambers is a member of NYU's Veterans Writing Workshop. Her plays
have been featured in MCPA's Night of One Acts and City Theatre's Key
Biscayne City Reads. Her poetry has appeared in Eunoia Review, Same
Faces Collective, Dream of Rust and Glass, Last Leaves, and Defenestration.

A native of Syracuse, New York, and a graduate of Syracuse University,
Karen DeGroot Carter (she/her) (@kdegrootcarter) lives in Denver. Her first
novel, One Sister’s Song, is in print with Pearl Street Publishing of Denver,
and her fiction, poetry, and nonfiction have appeared in BigCityLit, Interim,
Publishers Weekly, and elsewhere.

Hugh Findlay’s writing and photography have been published worldwide.
Nominated for a Pushcart Prize in 2020 for poetry, the Best Microfiction
Anthology in 2024 for prose, and the Best of the Net Anthology in 2024 for
photography, he is in the third trimester of life and hopes y’all like his stuff.
IG: @hughmanfindlay. Web: https://www.hughmanfindlay.com

Eirene Gentle writes, mostly lit, mostly little, usually from Toronto, Canada.
Gratefully published in some amazing journals.
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So still, not even
searching for fish—his gray coat
fades into the trees

Painted Pebble Lit Mag

J Kramer Hare
Night Music

Our dishwasher is water tumbling over stone:
a laminar, clear column, water smoothly breaks
and clings to stone, polishing and polishing.

Our dishwasher is a beehive near the waterfall:
ever industrious, the laborers sing their labor’s
droning harmony, chorusing and chorusing.

The waterfall and beehive (which together are
the dishwasher) hide around the corner from
our bedroom door. Beside me, you are sleeping.

Awake, I hear them from the bed. Intermittently, a stag
must come to the stream, or another large mammal;

I hear a great thirst slaked: slurping and slurping.

I think to wake you; together we could sneak
up to water, up to stone, to bees and stag;:
pounce! catch the magic everybody’s seeking.

But stag, bees, stone, and water would become,
were we to accost them: a dishwasher,
which they are and will continue being.

5 Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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Vidya Premkumar

at therapy intake

she fills in a form
asking where it hurts

she writes ‘here’
and points to the space
in between lines

amid

the long sentences
of migration

a short pause

on the wire

with wings folded
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Lana Hechtman Ayers

Gratitude for What Is Seen & Unseen

a haitbun

Sudden moonlight slipping out of night sky’s sleeve of
clouds. I want to name it foolhardy, but isn’t it something
else? The mirror that holds your beloved’s breath after
they’ve gone. The ladybug circling the glass of a sealed
window. Lonely frog singing his late autumn song. All of
these & also the withered lobelia that no longer velvets
our eyes with purple.

remembrance

only a few kisses
of rain

7 Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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A.C. Cambers

What the Birds Know

Flamboyant birds flit
through trees, singing

sweet harmonies as I search
for my scarf lost

last December, when I used
it as a blanket for an injured

squirrel, who vanished
with it before wildlife

rescue arrived. If the birds know
anything, they don’t say, only tease—

Seek. Seek.
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Andrea Marcusa

The Last Pair of High Heels

While cleaning our basement, I found a pair of three-inch
patent-leather heels resting under papers in a file cabinet.
Elegant. Expensive. Forbidden. My hands shook. I could
be arrested. No questions asked.

Ten years ago, heels were banned. Men and women in
blue-jean uniforms with Golden Age pins rounded up all
heels and skirts and destroyed them. Now, we wear
government-issued drab green pants, shapeless jackets,
gray athletic shoes—double knotted.

My fingers sweat holding the shoes. Should I leave them
there or try to dispose of them without Government
cameras recording me? Turning them in’s too risky. I
could land in jail. I push them back under the files and
shut the drawer.

Before the ban, women wore athletic shoes on their trip
to work, then switched into heels at their desks. So did I.
My colleague said heels accented her calves, despite
painful bunions. Back then, skirts were still allowed. I cut
a fine figure in mine.

9 Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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Rebecca D. Martin Eirene Gentle

Limn the Place What Was It

I'd like to think we all go to the coffee shop alone Another heatwave. Don’t go out, they warn. Bolt doors,
sometimes. I've done movies by myself, including every lock windows. Slam cracked lips on all that smoke and
Wednesday of Spring 2002 after that baffling three-hour wind. It’ll pass. They say. Maybe. Until then, cage dry
Victorian Poetry graduate seminar. Memento and Count teeth. Snap when pressed. Crawl in the spice rack. Boil
of Monte Cristo from the center of the back row, until flesh is white and flakes easily. Before this ash-
returning to myself. Some people I know say they could tongue, before this murder-eye, what was it again? Hot
never dine alone. Every Saturday morning for a year, I ate we say meaning something else.

breakfast at Sunny Point Bakery in Asheville, North
Carolina, only stopping after another patron took an
interest. I have lived alone. Daytime, I wandered the
silent apartment barefoot, sunlight on pine floors. When I
got a roommate mid-lease, I thought I would choke. Even
when she wasn’t there, she was: lights on, the iron where
I didn’t put it. My teapot from England in pieces on the
floor.

Many autistics say they don’t like to be perceived. That’s
true, but this isn’t that. This is sensory deprivation under
a warm bath. Bus rides alone. Those heady flowers in
Northwest Wales that I could smell but never identify.
Call them wilderness; call them truce. The little girl inside
me who got lost behind the trauma four decades ago.
Liking her comes easiest when alone. I can’t explain why.

22 Painted Pebble Lit Mag 11
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“Do they remind you of anyone?” I ask.

“Yes,” she whispers. “You.”

“I was thinking the same thing, just about you,” I reply.

We both smile just the slightest bit, avoid looking directly
into the other's complicated, shining eyes.
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Elinor Ann Walker

How Lost Words Haunt Like Wings
Behind Glass

(a cento)

The ghost girl/ makes no noise,
a restless ghost in a house the wind owns;
there was no fanfare no terror only a blue silhouette
forever in your house, in your garden, in corridors,
our own omissions in a room;
she will spend all day counting their shadows like stitches
opening, and ghost-
like butterflies, errant and flamboyant,
unanswered messages like ghosts in the throat
the way a lost/ word/ will come back/ unbidden
— with its no one without its I —
glass, ghostly opposition, vowel
that I would be—dryadic, gothic, fanatic against
a spirit-lantern to spin shapes inside:
one need not be a chamber to be haunted
only myself. You see, I was the ghost
there’s no such thing/ as an unhaunted house.

Sources in line order: Dougherty, Pankey, Quesada, Huntington, Jennings, Richardson,
Cohen, Baudelaire, Limdn, Armentrout, Forché, Lerner, Brock-Broido, Wunderlich,
Dickinson, Kelly, Twohy

*full names available on Painted Pebble’s website
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Hugh Findlay

Two Haiku

all these sick people
bent over like crescent moons—
look us in the eye

FHXKRK

Passenger Pigeon,
where did you go...finally?
Cincinnati Zoo
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Wendy Wisner

Metaphors

Mom, this morning on my walk, a tree I couldn’t identify
had already shed its leaves, but a lone white flower

lit its branches. So odd, I thought. In a different autumn,
you would have said the flower represented hope

or determination. You always thought in metaphors

and taught me to do the same. But when I saw that flower,
my mind blanked. It was as though the planet had gone dark
without you. I don’t mean literal darkness.

I mean the idea of nothing. The nothing that existed

before I did. Under your skin, I was a clutch

of pearls. A change purse swinging beside your hip bone

as you walked down the block—so young then:

cropped black hair, beaming smile. I was nothing.

Then I was something. Inside your dazzling body, I opened.
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