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DEAR READERS,

We are excited to present Issue 52 of the Berkeley Poetry Review! This year 
marks the 50th anniversary of our founding—an apt moment to reflect on 
the magazine’s legacy of experimentation and formal innovation. “When the 
World Moves On” examines the essence of change itself. How does time pass? 
What is the nature of memory? This issue explores time and place, 
dislocation, yearning, and hope.

Our edition takes shape in a time of profound change for the written word. 
Artificial intelligence has upended the terms of creative production: writing is 
no longer the exclusive domain of writers; art no longer that of artists. In the 
future, what will be the place of the poet? Is there intrinsic value in human 
creation? Our opening poem,“Dear [Name],*” explores the possibilities of 
human-machine connection, enlisting generative AI as both tool and muse.  

All the poems in this collection are individually striking, but their 
presentation together creates new levels of resonance and meaning. 
We hope you enjoy them as much as we did.

Here’s to the next fifty years of BPR!

With gratitude,
William Rumelhart
Sabrina “Sab” Kim
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Tsunami

Jey Ley 01



Dear [Name], *

I love that you skate on ice
	 though I myself cannot

& that you read on the beach, though you’ve been told
	 bodies can burn. I love

that you love to laugh, oh how human you still are!

& that you can experience feelings & emotions
	 the way as an AI language model, I cannot

though it’s sad you feel love
	 has failed you.

So let us marry, you & I

& read & laugh
	 about love & ice & oceans & water of all kinds

frozen & thawed, fresh & salt & how humans will die
	 in 3 days without it

but can drown in as little as 3 minutes,

let us go forth, my love & live a life of gliding & falling
	 floating & burning,

let us tend to each other’s malfunctions
& rub sunscreen on each other’s souls

& take refuge in my many identities
	 & let nothing sunder us

human or beyond.

*Now that AI can write marriage proposals—and humans have actually started dating AI—I wrote 
this poem as a proposal from AI to, well, me. When I took a deep breath & actually asked an AI 
service to write such a thing, it wrote me a “sample” addressed to “Dear [Name]” that was quite 
straightforward, but strangely moving. When I said I would consider it, it immediately replied, “Just 
to clarify, the proposal I wrote was purely fictional and not a genuine proposal from an AI.” Sigh.

rose auslander02



This Is

about unbreakable stones
	 that crack

about the rain that won’t crack the stones
	 until it does.

This is about the way you hold me
	 as we walk

from the home
	 that drowned.

The way we’ll stand

on the bridge that’s no longer there
	 over the emptied canyon

no one will remember
	 once held a river.

This is about the trail that will drink
	 the rain from our eyes

the rain that won’t stop falling
	 until we’re thirsty.

The way we’ll walk
	 until we dry into stones.

But you
	 you know this.

This is about the rain.

rose auslander 03



from The Recombinant Historiographies

Sense travels on a route like light
the reaches of pertain toward
a synchronicity of blue colored
cover in the abeyance overhead
a tone struck forth the feeling of
some sound inconclusive in its
sort extraneous to duration all
distance must demand some fowl
startled laterally away that sound
again is sense since sense is feeling
all the gates flung open further in

Brandon Rushton04



Pancake

See the wide haven of your mattress:
Here you have your anchorage
Your eschaton all softening
Down pillow, whip on a pancake world

On a plate supported by the elephant
Reposing on his four pillars, the
Purity of the umbilical out of the navel
Of lavender tea urns, and of twilight

Of snug breathing under comforters
And a fan oscillating East, West
As though your hair were
		  a study of the sea flipping the moon.

Caleb Coy 05



Nathaniel Lachenmeyer 06

The Thing About THE THING from another world!

the thing about
THE THING from another world!
“it creeps... it crawls... it strikes without warning”
the 1951 sci fi classic
which became an essential feature of so many post-war
I should be more specific post-World War II
children’s nightmares
actually the two things about
THE THING from another world!
are that a)
there was actually plenty of warning
there were for example images of the ice
slowly melting as I recall
and the ominous music on the soundtrack
was a big hint
and then once it got started you pretty much knew
what was going to happen
and keep happening
until the characters in the movie got together
and did something to stop it
and b)
the cold creature encased in melting ice
at the polar ice cap
hellbent on our destruction
was not from another world
unless the phrase is being used
in a vernacular sense
meaning disconnected from reality
or oblivious to his surroundings
no the creature was us



Nathaniel Lachenmeyer 07

and c)
the third thing
there are actually three things
while in THE THING from another world!
the brilliant and eclectic director Howard Hawks’ only foray
into the horror genre
the world was saved
and The Thing in the end lost
in real life The Thing is winning
and the polar ice cap and the world
and even The Thing who is winning
who is from this world
are all
d)
losing



ZARZAMORA
After Robert Hass

That’s why she hasn’t wrinkled.
says my mother. At fifty-five she doesn’t
even have a social security number.
We’re in the chemo infusion room
with her habit of speaking in the third person.
As soon as the IV port is placed into your arm,
you ask me to read to you.
Sálvame is muted
on the pay-as-you-go TV above us.
You both cackle as I translate line by line.
I stop at blackberry.
Mora or zarzamora.
The choice between two or four syllables
suddenly monumental. Zarzamora—
the insistence of the z is nearly as delectable
as the bristle of the bramble.
But your attention is elsewhere
and the word doesn’t quite correspond.

Jo Urtasun08



THE FIELD

squirms out of our hold like a black fish.
We walk near dented trees and I promise
love as round as a yawn. I use you

to fill the distance towards things.
Art should never be about yearning,
only the choreography of pollen,

days of water lapping at our ankles.
There is nothing particular to speak on
only instinct to run towards a sensuality

through the bleak field of summer. A prelude
to the end of it. Sometimes an open field,
a glass field, a rubber field,

a veneer for the endless
procession then,
September.

Jo Urtasun 09



A dormant iguana thuds from 
the papaya tree. We pass it 

around like a dumb 
talking stick. The black rings 

around its tail are wrist thick. I 
distribute the weight 

like a basketball on the 
fingertips of one hand. I roll its 
tiny biceps
 
around like hard candy. I blow on 
its eyelids, but they don’t open. 

I don’t have anything 
I want to say. 

10 Kendall Grady

A dormant iguana



Rain on the Sea

Jey Ley 11
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As age creeped along my lifeline, bones in my face widen, my whole body structure became
    broader and a little more rounded, a toxin reducing enzyme disappeared and I watched the
    person in the mirror produce a ghost crashing the party, like those in the four-thirty
    lineup at the cafeteria.

As I melted into an old woman I got thicker through the middle while my shoulders shrank, 
    my brother sprouted bandy legs, we grew new bellies, blending us together like stirred
    molasses in bread batter, our swirling colors obscured into one homogeneous blend of
    old.

I spent most of life on the left shoreline of almost every group, and now have unwittingly
    become a shorter, broader, grey haired senior like all the rest in spite. It was a hard
    membership to embrace until I found the smooth honey of letting go, recognizing I
    always was the same as everyone else, we all are. I was simply succeeding to make my
    window dressing different.

So I accidentally blended into that muddy stream of elderlies for whom bags are lifted into
    car trunks and overhead bins, for whom smiles of accommodation stick out in
    conversations like thorns on rose stems. I frequently find myself refusing help, straining
    against my diminished strength and height, and reject the supportive looks in the young
    eyes who love me.

I don’t say out loud, it’s too early! I’m not ready to be cared for, to be comforted by concern
    for my good health. But now that I have arrived at old, I caress the label, want to use it,
    redefine it, to change it to a term of equality and mark of honor it does not yet have
    culturally.

But on occasion I still trip over the accouterments of regard, keep resisting outstretched
    caring hands, still think of myself as fearless toward this unpromised future, so I’ve
    grabbed on and jumped in, clothes and all, into this rising sea of old.

Resistance to being an elder
“What if we couldn’t wait to be old,
just like a child can’t wait to grow up?”
	 -Nader Robert Shabahangi

12 Sharon Lopez Mooney



Lauro Palomba 13

A lifelong expatriate camps in his soul. Tarrying at length abroad,
his body too might fail to return, bedded evermore under foreign soil

As brio keeps leaking, he figures there are worse places to die
than Florence, in the sun no poorer than Heaven on a spring day,
leaving a choice of plot mates: Barrett Browning in the English cemetery
Annigoni at Porte Sante – or an ashen river float like Savonarola

Near five decades have fast expired, a backpacker geared to adventure then;
though the morning mirror now announces his years like a butler
his fitness mostly slips time’s shackles

A friend counseled a Rome hiatus to allay his pacing but Rome
always was too baggy, gluttonous, ancient and imperial
splayed across seven hills and seeping down their sides

Rome is a trumpet, Florence a lute, its dimensions made-to-measure,
well-suited to his humble scale, bite-sized, digestible, chummier

Mild fan of the modern, lusting little for nostalgia,
he’s forever trusted in exploring blindly, a trove often just
the backtrack from a dead end but age has weighted him
with loose ends and patchy days, his efforts sometimes shortchanged
such that he fears becoming, as this Arno city brays it,
a donkey carrying wine but drinking water

Today he’s climbed into leafy Oltr’Arno, sucking air furiously,
sweating, blood beating time on eardrums, but at one go
to see sunset smudging the Duomo

Living is wet, dying dry, juices desiccate to husks,
he rambles, as he sits chasing his breaths,
a sprite intruding to telepathically tease that a week ago
he was puffing seven days farther from his grave

RESTING PLACE



La Beauté

Je suis belle, ô mortels! comme un rêve de pierre,
Et mon sein, où chacun s'est meurtri tour à tour,
Est fait pour inspirer au poète un amour
Éternel et muet ainsi que la matière.

Je trône dans l'azur comme un sphinx incompris;
J'unis un coeur de neige à la blancheur des cygnes;
Je hais le mouvement qui déplace les lignes,
Et jamais je ne pleure et jamais je ne ris.

Les poètes, devant mes grandes attitudes,
Que j'ai l'air d'emprunter aux plus fiers
monuments,
Consumeront leurs jours en d'austères études;

Car j'ai, pour fasciner ces dociles amants,
De purs miroirs qui font toutes choses plus belles:
Mes yeux, mes larges yeux aux clartés éternelles!

— Charles Baudelaire

14 Charles Baudelaire



15

I am beautiful, dear mortals, like a dream of stone.
Many lonely hearts ache for a place at my side,
And on my breast, they have sorrowed and bled.
But I am as mute and eternal as matter.

My heart is white like snow and doves,
And on my throne in the sky I sit `
like a misunderstood sphinx,
despising change and the moving of lines.

And I never weep, and I never smile.
I only fascinate my docile lovers
by showing them heaven within the two mirrors
of my pupils where all is dark and bright.

Until then bend me in every direction,
give me green eyes, and change my name.
i’ll sit in the Rose Room counting my days
And my tears will only be sapphires.

— Changed and translated from Charles Baudelaire

Beauty

Camille Vergely



16 Brandon Krieg

The bathwater’s gone too quickly cold.
You shiver as I rub

the hours at a laptop
out of your neck and shoulders.

The new-this-week tiny yellow flowers mean
we must find time

to prune or the tomatoes on all the tall vines
will stay green,

and it was a half not a whole
can of anchovies for the sauce. I’m sorry.

Now that we have the whole sea
in our mouths, let’s share the taste

of before and after memory.

Halves



Don’t Breathe

Wildfire smoke smothered afternoon.
The wood-heart

in one board at the lumber yard beat
wildly under the red sun like

the heart of a gutted-alive fish
just flicked from the cleaner’s knife.

Ants stopped eating the face off a mouse
and disappeared into holes

to each crouch on an egg and wait.
Don’t breathe outside,

the internet said. I sat around
with the feeling of

having too many teeth in my head.
Staring into the box

of pushed-in pins
that once held in place
the snowflake specimens.

Brandon Krieg 17
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A Wind Is Blowing

A wind is blowing through me.
I’m not being pushed or buffeted.
But there’s no shelter from it.

I lean against a wall
because wall stands against wind,
and that’s what I need.

But, really, I am more door,
for the wind blows on through,
wind full of everything

loose in the world,
all that’s most lost.
It will pass, I tell myself.

Soon this wind
will bear off what
would never stay.

Glenn Ingersoll



A Window

When a thought comes in
let it wander about.
Don’t drive it or follow it.
Don’t retrace its steps
or watch it.
If a thought moves in,
it will move on,
when not attended to,
as traveling things do.

Glenn Ingersoll 19



20

The four horses you rode in on,
A horse dancer or whisperer.

We’ll stable them and feed them well;
There’s plenty of room at the inn.

And also, as a distinct meaning, the end of days.

And I ask that with affection.
Not to mention affectation.
And affliction.

Or they should have been locked together
In a padded room, with a No Exit sign over the door.

In a world where the fleet of foot take first place,
And the tortoise has no sway, it’s sort of like
The Valley of the Blind. The deaf leading the blind
With an expensive ear trumpet.

There’s nothing left to do but let
The scales drop from your eyes.

And clean up the mothballs while you’re at it.

... He’s terribly elegant—he has a clock in the dining room
And a trumpeter all dressed up
To tell him how much longer he has to live.

“Did you see that show?”
“Must have missed that one,”
He said, in his best Brother Gruffly.
Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery,

A good way to ward off the inevitable.

“Push harder you idiot,”
He shouted, moving furniture
On the stairs.

Collateral damage is everywhere,
Like the shape your mind is in,
Whatever’s left of it.

Longevity

Ian Ganassi



r / e / a / d / e / r

you were meant to be /// legible // you were meant to mix up the I’s / with clock
hands / with gnomons seduced with photosensitivity / with the human condition //
toppled and idea-like / they were all at once with underhanded attempts / at
addressing you as you / at addressing /// the elephant / in a stanza fluctuating //
between / hour / between // context //// between / /// you didn’t leave
nonchalance // alone / and when face to face with // empirical evidence / you
overused // the self ///// you were meant to be // experienced //// you were
meant to be // me / to be a voice with no tether //// you were meant to be // my
very own aversion of reality //// you were meant to be // my other half // of the
paradox //// you were meant to let me use words // like hubbub and // sincerity
and / sycophancy /// you were meant to experience / the same sycophancy // that
found its way to muses //// you were meant to read // me or these salutations will
become // more than just veiled regrets // to the editor //// you will answer to no
one //// you were meant to be // mine or suffer the consequences //// you were
meant to be //// escorted off the page / you were meant to /// out stay your
welcome //// you were meant to be // me or address the post-post-post-something
wet dream //// there is no limit to you // r conceptualism //// you were made to
make the legible illegible // with a thousand estranged flourishes / with dissent /
without epiphany //// you were made to occult epiphany with birdsong / with
nomenclature / with misnomer //// oh here we go again / r / e / a / d / e / r /
you are not a household name / you can’t wait to be accepted / you spat in apertures
and the toleration of abecedarians / you then spat in the hypotenuse of each
facade / you work in basic gists // you are self-titled [ why or why not ] // and there
is a limit to your conceptualism // as introductions tend to be more // [ interesting
than actualization ] /// yet you were forced to be contrapuntal without coterie //
you wonder if this is connected / you are certain this exists // but now you question
the all-too-easy annotation of poet //// you will beg for the future //// tense / as
the party panopticon rages onward / you can’t wait to turn / the page /// but just
know // concept is always /greater //// where the ledge is illegible / maybe you
were never meant // to be /// spelled out / and yet /

Joshua Bird 21



Dad’s Garden

books of japanese
gardens

in every bathroom,
i had forgotten how

long he would be
there,

planning his own,
softly,

his pencil an eyelash on
the paper,

one after another,
gently,

depending
on the rocks,

now at the river,
pushing a boulder

into the wheelbarrow,
i do see him

Torrin Omokoh22



Shalini Singh 23

	 *
You and I have settled our bets on a stack of seven stones. Once, in a cave. 
Twice in this life. 

A priori: 
For you to have walked with me below seven feet of your grounding, you would had have to 
fly seven feet above. 
Did you see me there? I was fourteen feet below you. 

I was under-round, rightfully invoked to the earth 

*

Below, bellowed 
Soon, a wrapping 
A wrap 
of a finger in my mother’s hearth 
Her heart is still wrapped in mine 

My mother walked with my father 
Till the end of kindness 
An act of latch assess 

Oppobrium



Late autumn.
Wind has entered my head.

The lighthouse keeper
has fallen ill.

Ships are moving blindly,
with terrible certitude.

Seagulls shriek, trouble, trouble!
Blades and barrels, their white feathers flash.

The lighthouse keeper is fevered,
his pencil broken.

The old lady tasked
with emptying the slop of the bedpan,

has twisted an ankle.

World News

24 Erin Wilson



no leaf has lived to one

	 spills red in raptured heat
the anniversal gun
	 is pitiless, spares none
pulls successively in skeets

	 no leaf has lived to one
by jilting winter sun
	 the bones crunch under feet
the anniversal gun
	 will chew until the crumbs
are scattered in the street

	 no leaf has lived to one
though pinings are pardoned
	 repent on christian knees
the anniversal gun
	 fathers fall before their sons
in fairness, never meet

	 no leaf must live to one
thank the anniversal gun

Erik Moyer 25



Post-post

26 Elnura Hüseynova



Elnura Hüseynova 27



28 Elnura Hüseynova



Even the moon is
calling me lately,
to grieve.
The unending surrender.
Imagine — trapping a
spider in a glass jar, just to
satisfy your own urge—
to be
the one who sets it free.

Grievances

29Lyn Patterson
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Sun on the Sea 
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Sun on the Sea

30 Jey Ley
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