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TO THE FIRST CHILD OF THE NEW YEAR by John 
Grey 

 
The canopy was as expected 
but not the vehicles... 
the ram, the scorpion, 
the twins, the scales, 
the signs of  the zodiac. 
 
I was expecting brightly colored horses 
are here were archers 
inviting riders on their shoulders, 
holding on to the pulled bow. 
Here were lions whispering, 
grab the mane, 
hold legs firm against my thighs, 
we'll go hunting for fresh meat. 
 
Nothing was saddled either. 
No reins. No stirrups. 
Climbing up on the water carrier, 
you risked falling in the jug- 
Topple from the bull and it could gore you. 
 
And the music wasn't the usual calliope retread. 
It played weird notes, strange strings, 
leaping lilts, somber dirges, 
I lifted you onto the goat, 
thought that would be safest. 
Or the clearest. 



despite the stars by anaïs peterson 
--  

SWEET ARIES  

you have within you all you ever need. do not be afraid to say it. be 
rational; meet its eyes. deep breath- your days have never 
been twenty four hours.  

you are laughter on the night air.  

BRAVE ARIES  

everything can be abolition work- burn and build.  

name the stars. dance in the kitchen;  

honor every type of  being present.  

LOVING ARIES  

plant roots. fate & fight for it. claim it, do not expect it to come 
easy.  

the day will start even when you do not rise to meet it;  

care transcends time.  

DANGEROUS ARIES  

kiss the envelope before you mail it, never cook when you are an-
gry. be transient, say what’s most important first, never compro-

mise. tap your heels, dream of  fire. where there are multiple mean-
ings let them all be possible. never be a reflection of  your condi-

tions, an undeserving world. 



Letters from Aries by Molly Knox 

 

Latin for Ram 

Always whispered hothead. Bossy boots  

Just calm the hell down 

The molten rock of  mars burns our hearts to settle,  

Forgive for once, bask in letting grip. Tongue-in-cheek 

Dynamic warmonger, bringer of  the get up and go.  

But what if  I’m a pacifist? Brave? 

Can I be brave? 

An impulsive ember always longs to lead.  

 
Maybe she’s born with it; maybe it’s prophecy.  



Gemini Rising by Lisa Mary Armstrong 
 

She was cautious at first  
but curiosity gave her a little push 
in the wrong direction 
 
She fell straight into his arms 
bewitched by his charms 
he was obsessed with beauty 
and perfection 
 
Control comes in many guises 
hers was a Capricorn man 
when the sun in mercury rises 
catch the flighty Gemini  
if  you can 



Gemini Dilemmas by Elle Blue 
 
Held up in the air,  
Seen as two beings in one,  
Geminis do not walk on four legs but two, 
Yet they’ve got two minds, 
Two hearts,  
Two faces,  
Two lives to live.  
 
Seeing double is no crime,  
But with Geminis,  
The alter ego is often the open secret. 
Open books full of  words 
In between the lines in hiding.  
 
Two faces give Geminis flexibility 
—a face for every possible cross or victory  
Thrown onto their laps. 
Their two faces seem like a mirror; 
What one does affects all facades, 
All while smiling and sobbing at once. 
 
Yet with the many colorful expressions 
Seen on those two faces,  
Adapting may seem easy. 
Geminis would say transform into angels and demons 
Whenever they land in heavens and hells, 
Molding who they are where it fits,  
But at the end of  the day,  
They ask, 
“Who am I really?” 



The Astrology Reading by Keith Burton 

“You are a Gemini, 
A twin, 
But not with two bodies, 
Instead, there are two souls inside you. 
  
People do not understand 
For in a mirror 
They only see one face. 
  
But you see your face 
And the shadow of  another 
Whispering to be let out. 
  
It feels like a knot 
But it is one length of  string. 
  
Leo, the sun, is a friend 
For it burns the doubts 
In your mind. 
  
The moon, alone in the sky, 
Struggles to shine 
Yet, in time, it surrenders to the day. 
  
Your Muse is a great blessing 
For on the pages of  your heart 
You write the book of  your soul.” 
  
Then, taking my hand, 
She rolled it into a fist, 
For the courage 
To accept the other half  of  me. 



Ivy Astrology Books by Karin Hedetniemi  



I swam 
through an ale-ish garden 
in search of  my Adam; 
the one who would erode 
the former perils 
in my ocean. 
 
My first encounter was a goat- 
quick-witted and perceptive. 
Like an eel he shocked  
straight to my soul 
and charged my cerebral circuit. 
Until one day I ran into his wall: 
a mysterious underwater dark-
ness. 
And everything I was sure 
I once knew about him 
came into question.  
 
Just when I thought the ache 
was too great to try again, 
a crab caught my eye and 
started a novel chapter 
of  my romance. 
What he lacked in communica-
tion, 
he made up for with considera-
tion. 

Until one day he parked his shell 
on a mood swing and I felt  
I lost his presence. 
 
Back to blank sailing I went 
until out the wood side-curtain 
a new potential came to stage. 
 
He was full of  chivalry and 
pleasant: 
riding in on his white horse 
to charm a damsel in distress. 
This time would be different– 
in the end love always wins. 
But I ran in the other direction 
fast 
when I discovered he had a twin. 
 
Plenty of  fish in the sea, 
they had said– 
isn’t water supposed to  
be my element? 

Back to Blank Sailing by Valerie Frost 



Leo, Lionized by Clayre Benzadón  
 
The mane of  a lion  
is a solar flare’s silhouette 
orbiting my carnelian flesh,  
pomegranate sunset of  skin  
threaded under my neck of   
a comet’s tail. 
 
I shine, an endless devourer  
of  flames. King of  a beast  
choking on disked sundust 
curled around Zosma,  
triangular zodiac trail of  stars.  
 
Even Regulus follows me,  
lion-breasted ruler near Mars, 
solar sapphire. A sacral 
positioning of  a lionheart 
 
shapes a Leo devotee by  
the forehead: Martian soil 
finer than cinnamon powder. 
Sandalwood paste on the  
temples. 
 
A bergamot orange. Barely 
saffron, and still a prince’s pear 
 
materialized into impenetrable 
golden pelt, a fallen grain moon. 
 
I am calm. I cultivate the ruthless 
dynamism of  dandelion seeds,  
the way they outweigh the wind’s  
strength, still through a heliopause. 



Morning star is Venus’  
crown, purple amethyst  
chakra delivering bright  
sky queen a wine-poured  
daybreak. 
 
Govern Libra similarly.  
Hunt for the zodiac’s  
energy, the seventh sign’s 
liberation traveling where  
air balances in spiritual 
 
defense, with a scorpion’s 
claw hung upside-down  
in the cosmos. 
 
Deadhead the cosmos, sun- 
flower ring of  ray discs  
cupped in the quadrangle  
constellation of  scales.  
 
A dying moon is  
a bloodstone, weight of   
an adumbrated eclipse,  
hemorrhaged rose hip.  
 
Hide it in quicksilver  

frankincense. Wait for  
the object to steep into  
 
ama-cha, consecrated  
sweet tea steeped until  
seeped-out pink hydrangea  
 
nebula beats out a heart,  
or pops open mop-headed  
pom-poms laced in sunburst 
corona, a tangerine star. 
 
The cosmic tree cries when  
you strip down its elements.  
 
Cut off  lunar fruit  
from its bark. Tap out 
all of  the sap, hardened  
resin of  tears, then watch  
moon tilt with sadness. 

Libra’s Libration by Clayre Benzadón  



Zodiac Pendants by Karin Hedetniemi 



scorpio season by Adritanaya Tiwari 
 
11:11, I walk into  
the moon, step out an icy blue. 
11:11, I breathe in  
the ocean and breathe out  
a siren's call, you follow. 
 
You should drop by tonight, love 
for tonight, I glow. I glow  
with stolen celestial magic 
and fairy dust, floating through  
time, humming the melodies of   
mayhem, of  chaos. Tonight  
I'll dance in the moonlight, with  
the madness of  the witches, they  
forgot to burn. 
 
Tonight, I seduce 
like the enchanted forest, they paid 
in souls and truth to enter, never 
to be seen again. I exist 
in my rawest form, ocean eyes, 
and water signs. Catch me, 
I slip through your hands and 
into the night. I am one with the stars. 
 
11:11 
Make a wish, darling 
but don't wish for me.                                   



1. I have never been good at parties. 

2. Or working out or reading aloud for an audience. 

3. Ohhhh shit, I can rent a car! 

4. I named my pet rats Nerve Storm, after a book of  poetry, and 
Comrade, like Communism. I think they are plotting against 
me.  

5. The correct pronunciation is “Ramen” noodles, not RAY-MEN 
noodles. 

6. I am a Sagittarius Sun. 

7. And a Gemini moon! 

8. Which means I am witty, 

9. restless, 

10.and whimsical… I think. 

11.My friends say it means I am “free spirited” which I think 
means hard to love. 

12.You always said I was too stubborn to go but too scared to stay. 

13.I sometimes cry to Tame Impala. 

14.Yes, I know. I look like Kate McKinnon. 

15.Big teeth, big heart is my new motto. 

16.You are also a Sagittarius sun.  

17.As was my previous partner before that. 

25 THINGS I HAVE REALIZED ON MY 25TH 

BIRTHDAY by Ryleigh Wann    



18. I read once when two Sags get together, it’s like God flips 
a coin. 

19. There is currently a coin shortage in America and while 
we don’t have time to unpack all of  that, I like to think 
someone, somewhere, is hiding all the coins and making each 
one heads up, so every Sag can fall in love with each other 
and create: An Absolute Unit of  Fire Energy. 

20. Now, when I go on dates, I ask what time they were born 
but have a bad memory and get all the signs mixed up and 
yes, I know… Y’all are tired of  hearing about Costar.  

21.My healing crystal is probably a White Claw.  

22. Or faded polaroids of  us.  

23. Palo Santo makes my rats hide in a drawer but what I’m 
saying is I’m trying. I’m trying to make sense of  it all, how 
our connection with the sun has to be coincidental.  

24. And if  it isn’t, then I would guess we were bred from the 
same burst star, the same celestial dust made up both our 
bones and our wide-toothed smiles lighting up like constella-
tions every time you made me laugh and every time, you did. 

25. Our constellation is made up of  two parts: half  human, 
half  horse. A bow and arrow moving forward, leading us to 
our burial plots in the boundless sky.  

25 THINGS I HAVE REALIZED ON MY 25TH 

BIRTHDAY by Ryleigh Wann    



Aquarian Skies by Preston Smith  
 

The ruling planet of  the Aquarius sign is Uranus 
and I swear when we lay under confetti skies 
I can see it, bright and burning—alive 
like each blade of  grass underneath us  
like my fingers intertwined through yours 
like our bodies when we fuck on early dew. 
 
The dew is always rushing the day, ushering 
morning and isn’t that the Aquarian promise? 
We use this field as our dancefloor, 
the moon our mirrorball & the stars  
reflections of  each position the ground witnesses 
as we, too, usher in a new day. 
 
 



how to be loved by an aquarius by Ashly Kim 

 
my love will not be gasped out in glittering words. 
will not be grand romantic gestures 
or thanksgiving at your mother’s house. 
 
i cannot love you with vows and heart-shaped cards, 
but i can love you. 
my love will be quiet and loyal and tangled up in “be safe.” 



Hunger moon, 
I know what starvation 
tastes like: garnet-stoned 
cinnamon tongue, a cupped 
pomegranate without seeds, 
without teeth, a craving. 
 
Thirst is different: 
a flood encapsulated 
in a jar of  water, carried 
like sobrietous weight 
in an overflowed vase. 
 
It rails through the y-shaped 
asterism of  a slingshot hurled 
with zagged waves of  inversion:  
lipped whirlpool cut with Cetus,  
dragonfish-tailed whale stuck in 
 
Aquarius’ paradox of  risk like  
flakes of  whisked immortality—  
angel red grated gem lined 
in an amythest goblet full of   
dreaming. 
 
 
 

Ganymede, my divine mage, 
hold the cup to my mouth. 
Alchemist, find the grinds of   
orchids in the sun’s spicules.  
Sap of  salep, please help me  
sleep. 
 
Turn a ludisia discolor 
into a lucid fantasy, where 
ghost orchids paint Hawaiian  
virgins into spirits sipping  
 
the tip of  appetite,  
a sweet quenching,  
a doe before it dies, 
a sonic boom louder than 
the boiling lid of  a bolide. 
 

Aquarius Thirst by  Clayre Benzadón  



Night Sky, Sariska Wildlife Sanctuary 

by Anannya Uberoi 



the cusp of  pisces by Ashly Kim 
 
it must have been hard for my cancer mother to raise me alone. 
she mistook the water-bearer for a water sign. two days longer, 
mama. i could’ve been born a fish and merrily swam beside you. 
kindred. mermaids. synchronized swimming through our years 
together. if  things were different, i could’ve loved the way that 
you love. 
 

but things are like this: we stare each other down, wondering. 

waiting for something between us to crack. split. like lightning. i 

can only ever be air, mama, escaping through the coils of  your noose.  



Celeste by Melodie Jones 
 

You are the sun 
warmth radiating 
from your body 
 
You are the moon 
full of  imperfections 
yet beautiful 
 
Planets move 
at your command 
 
You make stars align 
creating galaxies 
and constellations  
 
You are the beauty 
within the dark 
center of  it all 
 
Space was created 
for you 



A  Poet’s Return of  Saturn: A List of  Riddles 
About Love by Amanda-Gaye Smith  

 
The right words from the wrong mouth at the right time. The right 
mouth with the right words, the wrong time.  
 
His tongue pushed in concentration against his bottom lip- whenever fix-
ing things or fucking me.  
 
I find the halos of  halogen bright mushrooms, I eat them, deeply cut 
with butter. I share them with no one. 
 
Watching the biscuit dough made: first the flour cone, then the milk, a 
Sunday volcano, folded into itself.  
 
After two weeks I sleep beside the woman I do not love by an ocean I do 
love. A week after that I sleep with the man I will never love in the 
mountains I have always loved as I love you.  
 
Astrology, then sextrology read aloud. Her hair, impossible, as if  under-
water always.  
 
The wrong person is elected: Cry in the bathroom with her, crying in the 
bathtub against her. Eight months later you will never cry with her any-
more.  
 
Wishing  deeply for things above dark water. Winter thicket trampled by 
pigs, Limpkin-spent apple snails shattered and scattered.  
 
He spins the walnuts seeped in whiskey. On just enough things we agree.  
 
The bone-known notion of  kissing the right person, and where. 



Apocalyptic Love by Preston Smith  
 

I wonder when gravity fails  
if  Saturn’s rings will fall  
to us or if  we’ll meet them  
halfway in an unburnt sky. 
 
I wonder if  they’ll be big 
enough that we cannot see 
them in the vastness of  space, 
only the galaxy between.  
 
I wonder if  Saturn will miss  
his rings or if  he’ll feel  
liberated for the first time, 
proud of  what he’s sowed.  
 
I wonder finally how they’ll fit 
when I take you there, put one 
on your finger and ask you  
to take up space with me forever. 
 



In case you find yourself  looking at the night 
sky or the freckles on Kate Beckinsale’s arm 

by Megan Cannella  
 
 

Everything I know about Cassiopeia,  
I learned from John Cusack movies, 
which is also where I learned everything 
I know about kickboxing. 



A constellation of  you by Lisa Mary Armstrong  
 
Was it fate? 
Or a case of   
right place wrong time 
Were we an unlikely match? 
Did our planets misalign? 
Would our paths have crossed? 
if  I’d wished you mine 
or are we destined for another 
please send me a sign  
I search the celestial sky 
for a constellation of  you 
connecting each star  
hoping you do too 



galileo on the grass by Magi Sumpter  
 
i sit cross-legged, 
    galileo on the grass, 

wipe a speck of  dust from your telescope cheek.  
 
you tell me what the stars say—we are                     we are         we are  

   compatible,            one,             multitudes of  perfection. 
 
if  you are lying, i wish not to know. 
constellations are simply dots to me. 



Night Sky, Saint-Gervais-Les-Bains by 

Anannya Uberoi 



Hey, I don’t think St. Valentine carries a shotgun by Magi 
Sumpter 

 

in any of  those invisible stars. / My mother recommended 
to me one of  those sky-watcher apps, / the ones where 
you point up at the sky / and from the blackness comes 
beautiful portraits of  men holding spears / and women 
pouring water into the infinite expanse of  the / universe. / 
Two dollars wasted, I say. / I’m certain I should have seen 
the baby / wings curling around magazines of  pink shells / 
disembodying a goat / or a bull / or wait, are pigs a 
thing? / Shit. / But no baby, / just a spattering of  twin-
kling pellets / littering the sky like a crime scene. 



Written in the Stars by Chloe Smith 
 

She says we were written in the stars - 
a story crafted long ago, careful, elegant, 
and terrifying. I look up at the rich darkness,  
at the bright pinpricks, and see only morse code. 
I was never taught how to read it, not properly, 
but I figured the balls of  fire give off  their own 
smoke signals, invisible to some, but not others, 
if  you knew where to look. And you know  
where to look. Dot dot dot - 
that line there is an ellipsis, pulling us forward, 
holding the tension, trapping the breath in our lungs.  
It’s a good sign, you said, 
after a quick sigh of  relief. 
I don’t really understand that stuff.  
But you do - 
and as you smile up at the vast blotches of  dark and light,  
my chest aching, fit to burst - 
I figure that’s enough.  



November by Vasundhara Dudeja 
 
It’s a cold November night,  

I see it in my head  

and I am lying on the rooftop,  

trying to make sense of  the many stars  

Above me.  

As if  each shape I could figure out  

got me one step closer to  

the jigsaw puzzle my memory had become  

It would have been easier to fit each piece together. But what do 
you do when you lose the pieces? You just stare at the empti-
ness.  

An almost.  

To what could’ve been something beautiful.  

And what do you do  

When these pieces come back to you?  

Striving and fighting to fit back in their place. Do you let 
them sink in?  

And bask in finding something that had been long lost Or 
do you show them back to wherever they were? Because the 
place where they belong  

is not necessarily the place where they fit anymore. 



I was never one for astrology, 
but we broke up and suddenly 
all my plans for the future were 
missing a piece. Learning how to  
untangle my life from yours was 
in part an exercise in dismantling 
the future we had imagined together. 
No, I will not move to the quaint town 
with the funny name, we will not have 
a dog, we will never get to choose 
from the list of  names on my phone.  

We broke up and the future was split 
wide open. I have been searching for  
answers ever since ours were rubbed 
off  the board. I started drinking tea 
and bought myself  tarot cards.  
Apparently you’re supposed to be gifted 
your deck. I hope the fates don’t mind.  
I don’t really believe in all this stuff, 
but there’s something about trying to 
make sense of  the cards and they’re  
laid out in front of  me that keeps me  
coming back.  

I am searching for security in the  
swords and the cups, for answers in the  
pentacles, I keep wishing on the wands  
for love. Maybe I’ve been reading them  
all wrong, because I never saw you com-
ing.  

I’ve been reading my horoscope online 
for months and never, not once, did 
it mention you by name. But then those 
things are always so vague, aren’t they? 
Maybe you were what they meant when 

they talked about realigning my trajecto-
ry. 
I’ve tried asking the cosmos all the  
ancient questions about repeating past 
mistakes and whether there is a way to 
unmake them, but everyone knows the  
universe is known only to herself.  

I would just like, if  it’s not too much 

to ask, to know whether this is all in 

my head or whether it’s fated. I thought 

our paths had split but maybe the lines  

on my palms that twist around each oth-

er 

were me and you all along. Even after all  

this my head is still ruled by logic. Even 

if  my heart leans more towards the 

mystic. Every sensible bone in my 

body is telling me that things happen 

for a reason and that’s why you walked 

out of  my life, but the less sensible 

bones 

(those in my pinky fingers and the ribs 

that float above my heart) tell me that 

maybe there’s a reason you walked back 

in. It doesn’t seem to make much sense 

but baby, the signs don’t lie.  

signs point to yes by Rhiannon Wilson 



Ephemeris by Karin Hedetniemi 



No More Daily Horoscopes by Luke Bateman 
 

It was how we spent all our lunch breaks: 
With ruddy noses and numb fingers, 
hurriedly flicking to the horoscopes.  
 
There was a certain wry irony, 
An eye rolling, winking, tongue-in-cheek self-awareness, 
To the way we read. 
 
You, a fortune teller, to a gathering 
Of  sandwich-eating, coffee drinking colleagues 
Awaiting prophecy from the newspaper’s crystal-ball. 
 
We would scrabble like vultures over interpretations, 
Twisting words to what we thought should happen, 
Dressing up our hopes and opinions in starscapes. 
 
Oh, how easy it was to hint at secrets in that irony, 
To test the reality of  futures in the reactions 
Of  our group, to laugh as paths closed 
And to catch your warm smile as they opened up. 
 
Yet for all the stars in the sky, 
We could never have predicted the present we face. 
Working from home allows no lunch break horoscopes. 
 
I still read the papers but without our gatherings, 
A fog falls further over future paths. 
Perhaps the starlight which used to guide my way 
Wasn’t from the horoscopes at all. 



I pick up a newspaper,  

And through the pages I flip 

And stop on the horoscope section  

I look for my zodiac: The lion 

And read my destiny:  

There’s no right moment  

than today  

To tell your love what you feel.  

Today is your lucky day. 

With a smile  

And a leap of  hooray! 

I walk out of  the house 

And run along the street  

Till I arrive at the house on a corner, 

Where lives Esmeralda, whose  

beauty is that of  Aphrodite,  

She, the yearn of  my heart. 

I cry her name  

And she looks through her window  

“What?” she says, and she sounds  

like her old granny,  

But that never diminishes her beau-
ty. 

I tell her my feelings  

But she walks away from the win-
dow 

But then she appears again  

When a flower in vase-- 

My lips stretch to my ears; 

My heart skips a beat. 

Esmeralda loves me  

That surely I know; 

My horoscope is true-- 

But instead of  a flower  

She throws water on my face; 

I ask her why 

Then she throws the newspaper in 
reply 

"Read what the Virgo sign declares.” 

Don’t be gullible when it comes to 
love.  

Do not trust; Do not fall in love. 

Alas! How the stars conspire against 
us  

So I walk back home with a heavy 
heart. 

Horoscope by Alfred M. Macapanas Jr. 



Ross’s Views On Astrology by Luke Bateman 
 

He said, “I’ve never placed much faith in the stars. 
Capricorn, Libra, Gemini... they don’t exist. 
They’re just things made up 
To force order onto a chaotic universe. 
Make-believe, fantasy, nonsense. 
You’d never catch me hoping the stars will be kind. 
No. I’m a realist. 
I believe in the Flag. 
I believe in the Law,  
Governments and Offices, 
Soldiers and Policemen, 
Real people doing real work, 
Keeping us safe, 
Providing for us, 
Helping us live our lives.” 
 
I should have said, “Yes but, 
Has any of  that ever given you any hope?” 
 
Instead I said, “Does this kind of  thing 
normally work for you on first dates?” 
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Issue Five Contributors 



Letter from the Editor:  

Issue Five...what a ride! Last year, I 

was overwhelmed with the work I 

had to do and underwhelmed with 

the response I was seeing, so I decid-

ed to shut down the magazine perma-

nently, so I thought. A few months 

went by and I missed the hustle and 

bustle of  being an EIC and also the 

community, so I buckled down, re-strategized, got some funds 

and here we are. Royal Rose Mag is my baby and is so deeply en-

grained in my heart that I can never leave it alone. I’m so appre-

ciative of  the support that never stopped, even during the hiatus. 

The writing community has been nothing but supportive, and I 

will always love you guys. I thank the contributors for trusting 

me with your work and allowing me to publish it. I am grateful 

for the people who submitted to this Issue. Even though your 

work wasn’t accepted, it doesn’t mean it wasn’t good! When we 

say we look forward to working with you in the future, we abso-

lutely mean it. I could go on and on, but I’m going to stop it 

here. Thank you to everyone that has ever been part of  this 

journey, you mean the world to me. Here’s to Issue Six! 

-Avery Campbell, EIC of  Royal Rose Magazine 

 


