
Editor’s Note 
 

Often, when reading a poetry submission for LPR, I come across a line or image 
that I mark “open door.” This is my personal shorthand for a moment when the poem has 
the potential to lift, transcend, or travel to a place I wasn’t expecting. If a poet doesn’t 
walk the reader across the threshold of that idea, the poem can feel incomplete. 

Several years ago, I stood on the threshold of a shift in my writing life. Little 
Patuxent Review, which had supported and published my work, was in need of an editor. 
Copublishers Mike Clark and Tim Singleton thought I might be interested in the job. I’d 
been an admirer of LPR but stood outside the workings of this fine literary journal. As its 
editor, I would enter into the close-knit community of volunteers who produce LPR twice 
each year. 

In the issues since, our journal has traveled to places none of the staff could have 
expected. Our production team has grown from a shoestring group of four to a staff that 
includes editors specific to poetry, fiction, nonfiction, art, and online content. We are 
supported by a sizable group of volunteer readers. Submissions to the journal have 
tripled, with increased interest from outside the Mid-Atlantic region where we make our 
home. LPR boasts both a Pushcart Prize winner and a Best American Poetry selection 
from its recent contributors. And—alongside our print journal’s development—former 
online editor Ilse Munro and current online editor Dylan Bargteil have made the review’s 
website a space for sharing insights and ideas about the arts. 

When I am reading a poem, I look for those moments of shift— often called the 
“turn” in the poem—when something unexpected happens. None of us expected LPR to 
shift into a nationally recognized journal in the span of three years. That growth has 
helped us define LPR’s voice as a community-focused organization, engaged in an 
ongoing conversation about art and literature’s place in society. 

As I move into the role of poetry editor and invite Steven Leyva to cross the 
threshold as LPR’s next editor, I look forward to the next turn in our journal’s progress. 
 
~Laura Shovan 
 
 I remember my first attempt at navigating the Washington, DC, Metro, standing 
on a platform in Union Station dumbfounded and terrified in front of a brightly colored 
map detailing the subway system. The map was a rainbow Medusa; I was stone. I tried to 
memorize the names of the stops, which were alternatively incomprehensible and 
amusing (Fort Totten), and repeated over and over to myself, “Just don’t get going in the 
wrong direction.” Even after confirming and reconfirming I’d boarded the right train, and 
settling into the wistful, rocking calm of the train moving between stations, the anxiety of 
making a mistake in my initial step on an unfamiliar journey lingered. That moment 
standing before the map was not unlike the feeling I experienced when Laura Shovan 
called to offer me the editorship of Little Patuxent Review. Except instead of resting 
pensive on the platform, I was standing on the tracks. 

Perhaps I have an overindulged faith in synchronicity, but early on, as Laura and I 
discussed editing Little Patuxent Review’s first unthemed or “open” issue, I trusted that 
thematic elements would emerge. What I never expected was how many of the selected 
submissions would confront the same complexities of transition and change that I 



experienced joining the staff of LPR. That is to say, this issue is full of journeys, both 
literal and figurative. From chance encounters at a highway tollbooth to the first 
transcontinental jet flight, from keeping pace with a runner through exotic locations to 
beginning the lifelong vigil combating violence against women, from sexuality and 
kinship found on stage with Carmen Jones to the initial signs of a marriage in ruin, the 
contributors of these pieces don’t stand paralyzed at the threshold, but face their “first 
steps” and carry the reader, faithfully, along for the ride. 

In that way this issue is “open” in the best sense: hopeful, passionate, curious, and 
inventive. And despite my trepidation toward beginning my own journey with LPR, these 
writers have required only wonder as an equitable travel fare. That is a price I am willing 
to pay. I am willing to get lost. These are names I am willing to memorize with delight. 
 
~Steven Leyva 
	  


