
ALLISON BOYD 
JUSTUS 

A Year of Sunrises in Poetry 

March 2017 
ISBN 978-1-946580-01-6 

Paperback, Kindle, PDF, ePUB 
174 pages, 5” x 8”, Poetry 
$12.99 Print/$4.99 eBook 

tinyurl.com/solsticetosolstice 

ALTERNATING 
CURRENT PRESS 

Inquiries: 501-404-VOLT 
publicist1.acpress@gmail.com 

“Full of startling 
pleasures.” 

—Maggie Smith 
author of Good Bones 

press.alternatingcurrentarts.com 

poetry has appeared in Penwood Review, Nibble, Eunoia Review, 
Madcap Review, Quail Bell, Calliope, and Contemporary American 
Voices. A 2015-16 Middle Tennessee Writing Project Fellow, 
Allison teaches language arts and serves as the gifted education 
facilitator for Eagleville School. Find her at allisonboydjustus.com. 

ALLISON BOYD JUSTUS’ 

Against a backdrop of  loss and exhaustion, in the searching tradition 
of  Walden, Bluets, and Pilgrim at Tinker Creek, the speaker of  Solstice to 
Solstice to Solstice chronicles the in-breaking of  day in a quest to see 
and to be seared by seeing, to know what can be known, to find truth 
sturdy as clapboards and joy robust enough to get her through each 
coming day. Allison Boyd Justus’ collection of  freeform and prose 
poetry captures every sunrise during the 2009-10 solar year—from 
solstice to solstice and back to solstice—and each cyclical dawn brings 
something new and fresh, bursting with color, internal compasses, 
and astronomical guides. Through it all, beauty, introspection, hope, 
and felicity remind us to embrace every day in its new light. 



“These eye-opening poems are like 
mornings themselves, full of  startling 
pleasures: ‘light brilliant as fact,’ ‘the 

mountain a shudder,’ ‘a murmuration of  
starlings rattl[ing] like a tambourine.’ Justus 
shows us, poem after poem, that each day is 

a page where anything might be written.” 
—Maggie Smith, author of  The Well 

Speaks of  Its Own Poison and Good Bones 

ADVANCE PRAISE 

“Gorgeous lyrical 
prosody and 

wonderful concept.” 
—Tiana Clark, 

author of Equilibrium and winner 
of Academy of American Poets 

and Rattle Poetry Awards 

Justus reminds us that observation is one of  the most 
important parts of  being alive: just noting change and 
presence. She forces attention to the small things, and 
even though the sky is the star, the speaker takes on a 
supporting role. There’s something about witnessing 

dawn, each day—knowing, this is new, and untouched. 
—Micah Ling, author of  Three Islands and Sweetgrass 

A full year of  waking mornings to shape poetic reactions for our dawning 
planet. The tension between what her eyes and senses make of  dawn and her 
knowledge that earth is spinning 18.5 miles a second around a star is central 
to this book. Justus also knows that, at the same time, the red fringe at the 
edge of  the universe is rushing toward somethingness, and that we are in the 
presence of  a cosmic force beyond human comprehension. Yet she maintains 
a transcendental trust in the human imagination and her personal intuitive 
vision that grows from a deep sense of  wonder. Her responses range from 
rushed city mornings loud with traffic and train whistles, to the sun, a rose, 
rising above mountains and rivers. What every entry has in common is the 
gift of  language—witty, sensory rich, poetic. 
—Bill Brown, author of  Elemental and Late Winter 

“Probing and 
relentlessly inquisitive, 

these poems are 
miniature yet muscular 

meditations on 
darkness, change, safety, 

stillness, and time.” 
—Hannah Stephenson, 
author of  In the Kettle, 

the Shriek 

“As much prayerlike 
supplication as it is 

physical phenomenon.” 

—Anthony Michael Morena, 
      author of The Voyager    
    Record: A Transmission 

In these pages, the ‘groggy body’ is invited to listen: to 
silence and stillness, to clouds and questions, to math and 
science, to lyric whimsy punctuated with straightforward 

confessions of  shortcomings and pain. This poet’s world is 
one where the grass grows, onions first; where atoms are 

tiny pearls; where a heating-and-air unit hums with stories; 
where sunlight can be ornery; and where what’s most 

wanted is ‘grounds for wild hope.’ 
—Kory Wells, author of  Heaven Was the Moon 

“Full of vivid imagery and 
keen observations.” 

Justus reminds us that every day gives birth to poetry. 
These pieces prove that regardless of  the sun’s position in 

the sky, you can always be illuminated. 
—Rebecca Schumejda, author of  Waiting at the 

Dead End Diner, Falling Forward, and Cadillac Men 

What Justus finds in sunrises is a conversation between those soft-spoken lights and her own sense of  
wonder. The pleasure of  this book is stumbling into that conversation, and listening as if  you shouldn’t. 
It is the same thrill of  overhearing people at another table speak about how they should try again, how 
there is still a chance, how the sun will rise again the next day and offer something unexpected. 
                               —Gregory Robinson, author of  All Movies Love the Moon 


