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Nominated for the Pushcart and Best of the Net, M. Benjamin Thorne is an
Associate Professor at Wingate University. His poems appear or are
forthcoming in Thimble Lit Mag, Last Syllable Lit, Door=Jar, Heimat
Review, and Innisfree Poetry Journal. He lives and sometimes sleeps in
Charlotte, NC.

Writing and teaching ESL, Ruth Ticktin encourages sharing stories. She’s an
author: Around & Around Poetry Chapbook (Bottlecap Press 2024;), Was Am
Going, Recollections—Poetry & Flash (NewBayBooks 2022;), co-editor:
Psalm Contemplation, 2020; co-author: What's Ahead? (ProLingua Learning
2013;) contributor: Shortlist, Best BarBar 2024. Summer Mixtape Anthology
8/25. More— https://rticktindc.wixsite.com/ruth

Becky Ventura grew up in Nebraska and now resides in Michigan, USA. She's
a retired music teacher. In April 2019, she received the Dearborn Mayor’s
Arts Educator Award with US Congressional Recognition. Becky has two
published poetry collections, Radiant Jukebox (2021) and Quintessential
Cubicles (2024).

Jessica L. Walsh is the author of Blowdown (Small Harbor, 2026) as well as
Book of Gods and Grudges, The List of Last Tries, and How to Break My
Neck. Her work has appeared in the Best American Poetry Blog, RHINO,
Thimble, Whale Road Review, and more.

Sharon Waters holds an MFA from West Virginia Wesleyan College. She has
work in 30 Short Plays for Passionate Actors, Women Speak-Volume X, and
Kakalak 2024, 2025. Waters’ work has also been published in Longridge
Review, MicroLit Almanac, and Pine Mountain Sand and Gravel. She lives in
Beckley, WV.

Brenda Wildrick, poet and visual artist, is a member of Columbine Poets of
Colorado and other poetry groups. Her poems have been published in
anthologies, and she has a book of poems and two coloring books with haiku
published by Wild Rising Press.
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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

Ed Ahern resumed writing after forty-odd years in foreign intelligence and
international sales. He’s had over 600 stories and poems published, and
twelve books. He's on the review board at Scribes Micro, and is the idle
figurehead at Scribes Micro.

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 I Was
Straight: A Tribute to Maureen Seaton (Harbor Editions, 2024). More at
dustinbrookshire.com.

Kevin Browne's (he/his) poetry, prose, and photographs have appeared in
literary journals in the U.S., Canada, Europe, and Australia. His haiku have
appeared in Frogpond, The Heron's Nest, Akitsu Quarterly, and numerous
other publications. He lives in southern Wisconsin.

Sarah Browning is the author of Call Me Yes, forthcoming, Killing Summer,
and Whiskey in the Garden of Eden. Co-founder and 10-year Executive
Director of Split This Rock, she now teaches for Writers in Progress. She lives
in Philadelphia, where she co-hosts Wild Indigo Poetry. More at:
www.sarahbrowning.net

Allison Burris lives in Oakland, CA, where you can find her reading and
searching for whimsy. She has a Master’s in Library Science, and her work
appears in various journals like Passionfruit Review, Hoxie Gorge Review,
Heartlines Spec, and Metphrastics. Connect with her:
https://linktr.ee/allisonburris.

Joseph Chelius is the author of three full-length collections of poems, the
most recent being Playing Fields, published by Kelsay Books in 2025. His
work has appeared in Commonweal, Poet Lore, Poetry East, Rattle, THINK,
and other journals.

Meredith Chester studied creative writing at Florida State University. Her
poems appear in La Piccioletta Barca, Assignment Literary Magazine's
Micromag, The Clayjar Review, and others. She lives with her lovable
goldendoodle in Chattanooga, Tennessee, beneath enormous oak trees.

Deborrah Corr is the author of Naked Rib (Finishing Line Press). Her poems
have appeared or will appear in several journals including, Chicago Quarterly
Review, Booth, Catamaran, The McNeese Review, and others. She received
honorable mentions from both Connecticut River Review and the Streetlight
Magazine 2024 contests.
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Ana Stevenson

In Celebration of Spilled Milk

There’s a troche in my

bones, an over eager
heartbeat pulsing through the
marrow, pushing out a
current fierce inside my
arteries, syllabic word-pool.

Milkweed broth spills Monarch
children. Words like these are
medicine to girls like

me who spoon-sip prairie
phrases, hungry for a

spoken garden. Eden

is in Hallelujah.

Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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Joseph Chelius

Bird Feeder at a Local Branch

At the branch of a bank,

the tellers in little snatches
throughout their day

have a view outside

of wrens and finches

taking turns at a feeder—
spilling seed in the manicured grass.
As I waited in line, I wondered
whose idea to set it up.

Did they need permission,

the approval of management
to change décor? No matter.
Here in this regulated climate,
as they swivel to Muzak

in matching chairs,

they can see beyond

the transactional world

of deposits, withdrawals;
beyond their courteous smiles
and the bright trill of their
how-may-I-help-yous,

to a fluttering frenzy—

to the business of birds.
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JR Fenn

The Trilobites Would Like a Word

We mutter about it here in our glass case in the hallway.
We once lived in the sea and on land. All our adaptations,
frozen in stone—our exoskeleton, our spinosity, our
miniature eyes. The jawless fish beside us is always
whispering, whispering about the great light in the sky,
the arrival of more cosmopolitan species. Whispering
continually, whispers pouring out of his jawless mouth.

The living ghosts drift by on the other side of the glass.
They can’t hear a thing. We remember the clips and pops
of the ancient ocean. We sense the movements of the
weather. We are giants, longer than the forearms that rest
on the ceiling of our case. We taste the chemoreactions of
humans’ love, their fear.

After us came the great fauna, the proliferation of the
small animals. We are the foundation of complex life. If
we had to choose one word to describe our experience, we
wouldn’t. How to speak of the movements of the earth,
the supercontinents converging into one? We sing of
most species dying, everyone dying around us. We sing of
the rich, humid atmosphere incubating plant lives, roots

5 Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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Ed Ahern
Spring Feedings

The bread scattered for house sparrows
is plucked by a murder of crows.

The peanuts strewn for the squirrels
are absconded with by blue jays.

Table scraps left out for the possums
are (judging by odor) eaten by skunks.

My chosen dinner guests get hungrier
while the party crashers feast al fresco,
reminiscent of family gatherings,
corporate outings, and vacations
where the ill-favored unwanted

drain the bar and gobble the desserts.

22 Painted Pebble Lit Mag

Sharon Waters

A Poem is a Place

after Isabelle Correa

where words skip-count hopscotch
and leap frog over themselves

until they form prayers, songs,
stories, and conversations - with you,
their favorite playmate.

7 Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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Then one day, there were only two, still in step with each
other. Two-thirds of a brain, we laughed.

And then—one third. He scurries and mumbles.
Loneliness on webbed feet. I think he’s hunting. I think
he’s haunted. Though, with this brain of mine I think is
whole, I know. I'm the one who is hunting, the one who is
haunted. I want them back. I want them all back.
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Sarah Browning

The New Pope is a White Sox Fan

And that news alone brings
sobs to my sweetheart’s body
just recently made separate
from the body of his Catholic
baseball-loving father.

I don’t know where he ended

and I began, he texts a friend.

The new pope loves the Sox —
the arcs of baseball and life:
nothing happens and then

all of a sudden, it does, blink
and you miss it. If we were
outside our bodies, we could
watch the replay on TV:

see how you made the catch?
See how you're safe at home.

Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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Meredith Chester

Bradwoods Blackbirds

As a child, when I first noticed oak trees move their
branches in a breeze, my surprise was like first realizing
soccer jerseys mix their purples and oranges on the field,
drawn from their separate sides toward the ball; or the
polka dotted bows on my shirt becoming an unwelcome
conversation piece; or being suddenly pulled into a little
chair facing the beige church nursery wall, unaware of my
crime. So it was startling, but not the same. I watched
patches of sunlight skip over the ground as the branches
stirred the shade, listened to the leaves and absorbed the
cooler air, enamored by the pleasant shock of no shocks!
It was more like the day we saw blackbirds eating French
fries in the parking lot of Bradwoods Pharmacy. My jolt
at this unexpected scene was soothed by Mom’s soft voice
bouncing down from the bright blue sky, “I don’t blame
them!” her laugh covering me in a coolly dazzling shade.
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Brenda Wildrick

One More Note of Your Song

A golden shovel after a line from “Joy” by Dorianne
Laux

How long have I ignored the magic? Is there a

secret world? The foundation of ordinary is so solid

I can stomp on it without it breaking. But is a miracle
waiting for me just outside the pull of earth’s gravity?
As I sink with the air in a hurricane’s eye, something
whispers my name, and the voice sounds like you,
but it can’t be you, not in this world. How I would
love one more note of your song. Still, I learn

to dance with you, because two worlds are about

to recognize each other. You say I need only

receive the wonder. When I see sunshine, and later
the moon, when tomorrow I hear birdsong and
roosters welcoming morning, when I witness still
tiny buds on trees, I will know you are here and be
thrilled. When a crocus emerges, I'll be amazed.

11 Painted Pebble Lit Mag
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Cora McCann Liderbach

The Erie Named Her Crooked River

For too long, the Cuyahoga ferried factory oil and debris.
The river caught fire in the sixties. Today, she’s healed
enough to nurture young sturgeon again. Hundreds of
Clevelanders line the winding waterway, wait for a bucket
holding a single juvenile. My husband and I stare at ours
—seven inches long, striped with ancient ridges, fins
finely etched. Sweating in the heat, we descend a ramp,
loose her into the water. With luck, she’ll outwit
predators like catfish and migrate to Lake Erie—where
sturgeon once grew enormous and outlived humans.
Eighteenth-century sailors reported a fearsome, fifty-
foot, flippered snake roiling the lake. They named her
Bessie.

our small fry
the next Lake Erie Monster
watch her wriggle away
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Diane LeBlanc

Slicing Cherries the Day After a Federal

Agent Murdered Renée Good

My fingers crack and bleed

in winter, but blood is nothing like this

deep red juice seeping under my nails
as I slice cherries into a bowl of yogurt.

Yesterday we marched. Today we mourn.

Yes, Renee Good was a poet.

But her blood on the airbag was not
an elegy. Bullets, both tenor and vehicle.

Remember Audre Lorde’s truth:
Your silence will not protect you.

Every time my knife breaks skin, I feel
barriers thinning between flesh and force.

13
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