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        Written Tales dedicates this volume to all the writers around the world.

      

        

      
        Without you, books wouldn't exist. Literature magazines could never have seen the light of day. And poems, nonexistent. You're the reason we love to read and enjoy every word you pour out of your soul onto the blank page.

      

        

      
        We thank you.
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      Welcome to Echoes of Ink, a collection of stories and poems that share fresh voices and memorable moments. In this edition, writers capture the surprising parts of life—whether it’s the humor in If Ants Ruled the World by Marianna Pizzini Mankle, or a look at loss in The Death of Caoilte's Mother by Daniel P. Stokes. From the quiet thoughts in Gabriella Garofalo’s Blue Fences to the vivid scenes in Crumbs by Haley Hodge, each piece shows a different view.

      With stories and poems that reflect friendship, change, longing, and discovery, this issue speaks to readers of all ages. You’ll find new and experienced writers here, each offering something personal. In Echoes of Ink, each story stands on its own, bringing out the thrill of discovery, the beauty of ordinary moments, or echoes of something deeper.

      Immerse yourself in this issue, let the words carry you away, and discover the treasures hidden within the pages of Echoes of Ink.

      To receive updates and support Written Tales, please join us at writtentales.substack.com.
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        Poetry is the art of uniting pleasure with truth, by calling imagination to the aid of reason.

        Samuel Taylor Coleridge

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Blue Fences

          

          Gabriella Garofalo

        

      

    

    
      
        
        To M.

      

      

      
        
        
        But how can’t they starve for God,

        And why do they give a cold shoulder

        To unusual skies of mercy, to shrubs of grace,

        And their rare scent?

        Voices: the blast in your mind

        When you reset teasing pronouns,

        You him them her-

        Don't strive for answers, soul,

        As they might disclose to you

        Why unyielding desires are muddling the air

        With quasars, lost replies,

        A grass that can’t heal,

        A grass you’re dying to crush,

        Don't play the last chance, soul,

        If only through darkness they set free

        Stares, leaves, whenever you stumble

        On ancient weeds that cling

        In a shiny obsession to concrete, and skies-

        Just be done with the music of rioting cells,

        Of limbs held fast in jolting sounds,

        Just keep in mind the story of a poet and his lover,

        He too was looking at her,

        But only blue shadows replied,

        As a relentless earth keeps her secrets forever,

        And water gives them to her sons,

        A shame she’s a mother-

        And you, Heaven, can’t you realise

        Your shredded words are brewing trouble-

        Give them a life, make other voices

        Excite her ice blue, her mind-

        A no brainer, look, if ever the moon

        Stops sounding wild, and you stop playing

        With her tangled white hair.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        To W.

      

      

      
        
        
        Sorry, the  party is over, life looks a shady outsider,

        The sky a no-man’s land where flowers, souls,

        Fresh skies, raw scents, shatter and riot-

        Drop it, c’mon, as God never chances with souls,

        If you shield them from shedding minds,

        Frayed limbs out of the blue, if dancing away a soul

        In frenzied skies is her bright, harsh choice-

        Look, the sky’s so ripe, as she’s running

        Into dire births, a bracing wind,

        And her high voltage’s writing electric blue sparks

        Her soul begets, the drive setting fingers ablaze,

        Or shredding embers, a dim light posing

        As a shy girl, anyway, time’s out,

        Her days are gathering now to send back

        Souls to the grass that breaks up poetry, prayers,

        Who cares, they even smell blue

        When she gets by with water, fields of daffs,

        Her blue hunt for other sites,

        A crippled ditch of soured limbs-

        Is that you, warriors of the blue flame?

        You ready for a raid?

        Hurry up, she can't see you all over the sky,

        And you’d better move, all of you, right now.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        To Y.

      

      

      
        
        
        Wassup, souls, why are you riding

        Astride blue clouds in the sky?

        Trying to make a hit with God?

        But mind, tonight they’re hunting for a poet’s flowers,

        For souls too, as they go smiling ‘Have a nice day’,

        And time is breathing you, those boulders shaking souls,

        When loss and a wildfire stand close by you

        A tiny bit uneasy-

        Careful now, your smashed hope is sleeping in the street,

        While passers-by are taunting women-

        No biggie, though, the gamblers know the game,

        Sure as they are blackouts to God work,

        And your days look like scattered grass-

        Only they don’t, so you’d better leave, loss,

        Go rant and rave with earth, and water,

        Or cut it out, as the sky’s her only prophet,

        The windows only a slight hurdle

        When beyond the glass they’re dancing,

        Children, and rainbows shunting them,

        A sudden alfresco singalong

        Where no predator lives on moon and words.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        To P.

      

      

      
        
        
        Whatever the harvest lend your hands, soul:

        Grass, briers, loss,

        Boys at the windows, tainted walls,

        As life’s feeling young today, and we talk dreams,

        Father, even if winter rustles your mind,

        And you can’t wait for bright days

        When grass has no time to dither,

        When words, and loss hang out at dusk,

        And to pure limbs rows get silent,

        Angels or clouds-

        But are you afraid to cry for them, you look so antsy?

        Come on now, little blue sheens don't bite, right?

        Well, maybe only light, fathers, kids-

        But are you a father, life? And you, God,

        Are you no man’s land?

        Get dark now, soul, you and your crazy dreams,

        Not yours, never, a light hailing from heaven,

        Only rows you’ve got, troubles, dissections,

        A neon starbursts, maybe your eyes meeting life

        When dusk wrecks or skews early wombs-

        And this be the jumble where hard blades go wrong,

        Your scant self as the sky slinks after your spots

        Where hunger rides roots, desire flaunts its splits,

        Where you find it again, your wild, halting words

        Setting the silence ablaze just to talk light-

        Drop it now, will you, as they’ll never talk right,

        The North in your sky, your astral charts,

        Or your helpless hunt for unwashed limbs,

        Maybe green lights.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        To M.

      

      

      
        
        
        But where are her blue ink, blue quills,

        Those renegades cursed to write?

        Only sneaky brambles in sight, or words

        Of farewell while the salesgirl chirps

        ‘Care for a gift wrap? It’s free!’-

        Soon those blue, percussive summer blows

        Will smash minds, and souls, as they deeply resent

        A lost age, the green flowing through grass,

        And  the sour taste of sins-

        Don’t look now, my soul, light is on the hunt,

        Not a shy girl hiding in blue winters,

        But a rebel fighter whenever Father forwards

        Births to heaven, among spasms, or bites-

        Just go easy on dark curtains,

        Those blue shades against you,

        As in other stares life’s hiding, lost days, maybe your fear-

        Yes, of course it’s a bloody scam when food air souls

        They all breathe, but only lost leaves go back to April,

        While the missing stay trapped in your lap,

        A dark hideout where desire shuns dreams,

        Words fall away, but hey, no need to worry

        If he sneers at your fire,

        His life, his rules, and no hassle

        When his henchmen throw the moon to a rambling light,

        As a woman's gaze is getting near

        To share her flow with loss and leaves,

        Or so fathers say, then run for the hills,

        Shreds of sky their only gift-

        Painted trinkets, sure, but no good at all,

        And they can’t run away to boot. ⁠1
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