

[image: front cover]



The Moon Magazine

Volume 4

edited by Ali Noel Vyain


Acknowledgements

I started The Moon as a little magazine in March 2003 while I was living in Tucson. Lots of people have submitted their work over the 13 years I worked on it. I didn't always write anything up for the issues, but I always put them together by myself.

The Moon didn't originally have any ISSN until I got to volume 9 issue 2. I had to apply through the Library of Congress and they gave me one for print and the other for electronic.

I started The Dark Side of the Moon as a spin off fromThe Moon in November 2004. Later it was absorbed by The Moon about two years later starting in volume 5 issues 1. So, I've included all the Dark Side issues within this book series too.

Another note on this book series: I used the old pdf files I still had. I couldn't always update them as the files they were made from are gone now. But this is the best I could do to put all the issues into 14 books for printing. The 14 ebook versions are based on their epub counterparts, which are based on the original pdfs.

Ali Noel Vyain, owner of The Moon Publishing


The information in this book was correct at the time of publication, but the Publisher does not assume any liability for the loss or damage caused by errors or omissions.

Some items are the Authors' memories, from their perspective, and they have tried to represent events as faithfully as possible.

Some items are works of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2023 by Ali Noel Vyain, owner of The Moon Publishing.

No part of this book can be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner.

The Moon and Dark Side of the Moon are no longer being published. This is a compilation of the back issues.

Elsewhere

eISSN: 2159-310

print ISSN: 2159-3086

eISBN: 9798223446231

alinoelvyain.wordpress.com


Contents

The Moon 401

The Moon 402

The Moon 403

The Moon 404

The Moon 405

The Moon 406

The Moon 407

The Moon 408

The Moon 409

The Moon 410

The Moon 411

The Moon 412



[image: cover]




    [image: logo]
Copyright © 2006 by The Moon Publishing

Published by The Moon Publishing at Smashwords

No part of this magazine can be reproduced or used without permission.

The Moon only gets one time publication rights, in electronic and print formats, from the contributors.

eISSN: 2159-3108
  
The Moon no longer accepts submissions.
    



Contents

Oaks by Gary Every

Inuit Sky by Gary Every

Late Adolescence by B.Z. Niditch

Crane’s Latitude by B.Z. Niditch

Black Sweater in May by Lyn Lifshin

The Mulberries Lasted Longer by Lyn Lifshin

The Apple Orchard Man by Lyn Lifshin

At the Screen, August by Lyn Lifshin

There Was No Attic by Michael Estabrook

A Sidewalk Thought by Robert K. Johnson

Story One Way, Author Another by Nathan Whiting

Two Line Poem by Tom Savage and Susan Maurer

A Party in Pages by Tom Savage and Susan Maurer

For Someone, Anyone Whose Body I Year For by Austin Publicover

September 11, 2004 by Rochelle Ratner

One of Those Days by Dave Church

Someone by Parissa Bavi

A Wistfulness by Raymond Mason

Lust by Edward Lee

Hearing “Three Weeks Left” and Watching My Mother Doze by Lyn Lifshin

Holding My Mother by Lyn Lifshin

I’m Wearing My Mother’s Nightgown But My Mother Is Hardly My Mother by Lyn Lifshin

Three Weeks Only? Oh No I Don’t Think So Two Other Nurses Say by Lyn Lifshin

Along Cape Ann by B.Z. Niditch

Sleepwalker Poet by B.Z. Niditch

The Face of God by Gary Every

Reservation Car by Gary Every

Short Bull the Arapaho by Gary Every

Anchor by Gary Every


Oaks

Gary Every

In the afternoon summer heat

the clouds gather on the horizon

as I head out for a hike

anticipating the sunset.

I stroll the dirt road,

footsteps stirring up dust

while the clouds reflect colors

and the forest of oaks are backlit,

leaves glowing gold.

Sitting Bull once professed

his fondness for oak trees.

“I feel a reverence for them

because they endure the wintry storm

and summer’s heat,

and not like ourselves—

seems to thrive and flourish in them.

These oaks, gnarled and twisted

are the only thing uglier than myself.

I could never part with my beloved oaks.”

The colors of the sunset

unfold across the heavens,

yellow, crimson, and gold.

I wish another volcano

would blow its top,

recalling the amazing sunsets

which followed the eruption of Mt. St. Helen’s

and even distant Pinatubo.

The sunset fades,

crimson bleeding into darkness,

night swelling from horizon to horizon.

I vow to fight the dying of the light,

to go kicking and screaming

into the fading of the night.

I promise to walk among backlit oaks

and admire their ability to survive.


Inuit Sky

Gary Every

The land of the Dead

lies above the sky.

The sky itself is solid

and the night sky

is a thick wall of black rock.

This wall is pierced with holes,

holes caused by prayers

from the living far below.

They are small tiny holes

which allow the light of heaven

to leak on through.

When the dead above

are sad or extremely glad

the rains fall.

When the dead above

think of never seeing the sun again,

they weep cold frozen tears

causing snowflakes to gently descend.


Late Adolescence

B.Z. Niditch

You are sleepless

at the library doorway

books in thin arms

waiting for your friend

to just listen

but your paperweight feeling

overwhelms your shadow

and your friend’s procrastination

makes her afraid to go in

to speak in the shade

at the same moment.


Crane’s Latitude

B.Z. Niditch

It is morning

and your wind glasses

cannot take the wind

at the back of your beach chair.

Your mind plays jazz

your reddened life jacket

falls in the ocean

by meshes of the stream

in the home harbor.

You put yourself away

spying with shells and stones

you hold up your chair

roped and moored by the shore

wishing to accommodate the sun

and to intoxicate your memory.


Black Sweater in May

Lyn Lifshin

pulling the sun in close

that other May

the rose apple was

almost startling

I’d slept alone in

the west side of the

house, sloped

ceiling across the bed,

not wanting to hear

glass when a bottle

slammed thru it

The sun warmer

than hands, it slides

thru the last

mounds of snow as the

man who made me blush

just sitting near me

was suddenly there. I

hadn’t seen him walking

toward where he’d

touch my shoulder,

tell me the name for

the tree I thought

was dogwood, pull

me toward his small

warm room that

night when it was

black and the grass

was black, wet, a

sweet smell I don’t

remember smelling

since


The Mulberries Lasted Longer

Lyn Lifshin

into the summer.

I never saw them go

dark purple stains,

We thought my

mother wouldn’t

make it until her

birthday. The

berries should

have been gone.

Over. Falling.

What held them

shaken so hard

where what was

sweet, nourished

was bare


The Apple Orchard Man

Lyn Lifshin

I saw him four times

in my grandfather’s Dept

Store’s triple mirror,

my own cheeks pinker

than my pink pique

dress. Fluorescent

lights, mountains of

house dresses still

hugging the week’s heat,

he strutted down aisles

of Levis. No matter

later I heard he

was on drugs, had

three wives. When he

leaned a hip toward

me, his grin of other

dark charming men I’d

never see as danger,

I could have invited him

into the stuffy dressing

room as if that close

dark was a part of me

and I’d been waiting,

longed to lie under

his branches, have the

dark fruit glisten over

my body, saw myself

brushing long mahogany

hair in a window over

the orchard, everything in

me wild petals he could

open and coax to

bloom as wildly


At the Screen, August

Lyn Lifshin

dark air moving in,

night things louder.

Blood creeps into

the dogwood.

Waiting for the

night nurse’s car.

My bedroom a

cave, a harbor.

Rosewind. Dead

lilies withering.

Waiting for some

one else to hold my

mother I think how

I’ve lugged her in

my arms until my

back stung. Some

one carrying ashes

of a dead relative

across a border

guarded by guns,

feeling everything

that mattered blow

back in the wind

into her face


There Was No Attic

Michael Estabrook

above

the house we

grew up in.

only a

cubbyhole

to keep our

old games &

Hardy Boys

books,

Kerry’s Lionels.

Todd’s blocks

& baseball

mitts.

the sax I

played

in the band.

only

a cubbyhole

for our

memories

& the lost

secrets of

our

childhoods

there on

Northfield

Avenue.


A Sidewalk Thought

Robert K. Johnson

Maybe I, too, should stand

jiggling a cup’s few coins

outside a subway station:

my teeth—what teeth I have—

a dirty white; my chin

and cheeks covered with stubble

like weeds in a vacant lot;

my t-shirt stained; and my beltless

baggy pants not at all

clown-funny. Maybe then,

ignored or coldly scorned

again and again and again,

I would—would I?—at last

be able to cope with rejection.


Story One Way, Author Another

Nathan Whiting

Stories tell what they can, technique low.

Could rent decrease? Maybe U. N. offices

will empty, space for peace available,

street closed, bridge about to crumble,

aircraft diverted — can imagination let

local gloom and pomp educate forever?


Two Line Poem

Tom Savage and Susan Maurer

The knife carves the warm butter into a rose.

The forest eats its young and smiles.


A Party in Pages

Tom Savage and Susan Maurer

The river runs up hills only here.

I sat on your lap

And you admired my creativity.

Curiosity revived the bat.

The cat purred a requisite cantata.

A sweet domestic scene

Percolates through skeins of gauze.

An aria for the unrequired cantata

Brings gunboats for peace to a standstill.

The prerequisite for harvesting the rain in season

Is a tiny bombshell in the mind.

If my bag were a grenade, I would defuse it.

Can one punt in Afton

While one’s mind is set in Middlesex, merry.


For Someone, Anyone, Whose Body I Yearn For

Austin Publicover

Dear Feelings,

But they don’t mean it. I think of you often, in the

Ashberian sense, for sure your sifted shams certain

in a snug container, locked in a spendy room amidst

the swift hood/this City my proxied decadence

for figurative speech: I like “ass” (easily mouthed) but

if you axe me, take these with a gained as’sault

just as you would any news anchor soothsayer: I ain’t

renewed sense Oct., yes dumbed down commisserate

with politicos. Bring (herr) on. Unmussed isobarism

twist my defacto orgone box & your candlelit bed:

magnify our commonality or some other commodity

you never told me to buy. Was it against the law

suit or the black pinstriped affair you won’t bear

in sunshine, yet privately… my collapsed-knuckled

fist. Which is? Look, I’ll pay for your relational

miscreancies & their labor: bent emotion in our

retrenched particular: is nerve-wracking specificity

typically hereditary in literary angst? Did you count

on me to dig my own? I ain’t that telligent, or, am I

vaguely besides the point, or, what? Declare yourself

literal beyond belief. Here, then, perhaps you can

unabate this: all night every night my dreamwork

wrecking ball did the deed. You might ask the system

engineer: implode/explode? Implode? I ask a friend

did you find the woman who disappeared? I answer

for her: impede deep formation, lop i. m. off impetus,

now, pinching your nose closed, slur:

(De stalagmite might snake it to de dealing)


September 11, 2004

Rochelle Ratner

Three kids in a tree

She didn’t expect to see

On the streets of New York City

But there they are, on the east side, in front of

a posh brownstone, for sale. It’s a pretty

skimpy tree. She sees the girl’s bare legs

dangling. She sees a man standing in front of

them. She sees a woman with a camera. Then

another woman with another camera. The kids

are calling now — take me, take me, take me.

Like three little monkeys, see no, hear no,

speak no, and now let’s see how long you can

hold your breath.


One of These Days

Dave Church

The blues today are lazy,

So is the jazz.

I ain’t feeling all that good.

My spirit feels just as bad.

It’s one of those days

When the past sneaks up on you—

Turning you round and round

And upside down—

For a see at the future—

As beautiful as ugly…


Someone

Parissa Bavi

Deep pools of blue

Swirling in endless circles

Of what he one knew

Body feels heavy

Hands are strong

But cannot keep

What he desires to hold

Dreams diminish

Into nightmares

People drift by

Between the many years

No hope left

With concealing feeling

Despondency enters, the moonlight sky

As the black hole breaks through

Opening faster each growing night

While he sits out on his internal porch as it erupts

With his warm burning cigarette

Waiting

Till the sky swallows him up


A Wistfulness

Raymond Mason

In retrospect,

he hadn’t wasted

his youth,

he only wished now

that he hadn’t

used it up

so soon.


Lust

Edward Lee

I offered my mouth

and she takes it

gentle at first

then with greed

that cripples me.

She undoes me

on the cold bathroom floor

taking all I have

into everything she wants to be,

a cannibal hours away from death.

Afterwards,

spent,

cold sweat holding us to the floor,

my indiscretion is forgotten,

my apology remembered

and our marriage saved.

and I try to ignore,

while she ate my soul

her eyes never met my own.


Hearing “Three Weeks Left” and Watching My Mother Doze

Lyn Lifshin

me in a blouse

I had from Camp

Dunmore when

my mother was

younger than I

am now. The

dogwood blood

tipped. Fog


Holding My Mother

Lyn Lifshin

Demerol in

strawberries

she didn’t

touch. Her

skin hangs,

a Hiroshima

maiden, bones

twisted limbs

in Auschwitz


I’m Wearing My Mother’s Night Gown But My Mother Is Hardly My Mother

Lyn Lifshin

doesn’t think of the

lamps from the man

who’s heels turned

black he said on the

phone in December

and then didn’t say

more. She can’t hear

her clock tick in an

other house. Her

college books stacked

downstairs are a

country she’ll never

get to on her own.

She can’t feel those

bowls she wanted me

to chose the best

of in an attic you could

melt candles in the

brass where what

was burned down to

nothing like my hope

of holding on to

what I had


Three Week Only? Oh No I Don’t Think So Two Other Nurses Say

Lyn Lifshin

I’m like someone packing for

Tahiti only to be told the

plane is re-routed, heading

north. It’s January and I’m

already frozen. They book

me to Iceland, give me a bikini

of dry ice, a beach towel of

angel hair. I was already

feeling the lump of cold

melting in me, washing me

like a gone lover’s tongue

back in what I think is a dream,

and convinced isn’t. But it

is and the snow is in my

insteps, eyelids, caked in the

back of my knees. I could have

planned to learn to ski, taken

up winter camping, gotten

into photographs of caribou

on snow but I was psyched for

the Caribbean and now I

am freezing


Along Cape Ann

B.Z. Niditch

The sea was green

silent green, unconquerable

you stand at the morning

like it was yours

no mirror in your face

only a vision of hunger

on the white sand,

it didn’t matter

that your lover took the train

and rented a bicycle

rising up

only to disappear

in the dawn’s breezes.


Sleepwalker Poet

B.Z. Niditch

time mingles

with your own voice

in the empty voice

full of furtive secrets

two almond eyes

waken by sunlight

near the blueprints

of your own body.

demanding any life signs

from the long silence

of unspeakable loss

to unlock an unsound night

here in an early chill

you discover dark flashing

from blankets of fever

in a somnambulist dream.

under street lamps

picking the leaves

you crush pebbles of dust

of a nocturnal October

half-glimpsed

in the young frosted morning

you sleep on, sleep on.


The Face of God

Gary Every

What do you imagine

the face of God

to look like?

Is he handsome?

Fearful?

Is she loving and kind? awe inspiring?

Do her eyes

haunt you while you sleep?

Does the face of God change

if you are young or old?

Evil or good?

What if everyone you have ever known

is dying,

what does the face of God

look like then?

Sitting Bull never personally participates

in a Ghost Dance

but he does encourage the dancers

to gather on his reservation.

He smiles as they dance.

The rebel prophet Kicking Bear

leads a band of renegade Ghost Dancers

into the heart of the Black Hills,

and announces that at the next dance

he will reveal the face of God.

Sitting Bull claims

that he would like to see

the face of God

and breaks the pipe of peace

he has kept for twelve years.

Perhaps the Apocalypse

is finally about to arrive.


Reservation Cars

Gary Every

Joaquin was born in 1927

beneath a thatch ramanda,

deep in the desert,

in the heart of the O’odham reservation.

As a child,

he and all the other brown O’odham children

were taught

to run and hide amidst the cactus

at the sound of an approaching automobile.

In those days,

in rural reservation Arizona,

automobiles were few and far between,

and certainly no Indian owned a car.

The sputtering engines

could be heard for miles

like the day the missionaries came

and kidnapped Joaquin away,

ripping him from the arms of his grandmother

before taking him to a distant boarding school

in another state.


Short Bull the Arapaho

Gary Every

Short Bull receives his sacred eagle feather

from the grasp of Wovoka himself.

After returning from Pyramid Lake,

Short Bull makes an announcement

to all the Indian nations

living on the Oklahoma reservations

that at the next Ghost Dance ceremony

he will be performing something special.

Over 3,000 Ghost Dancers

arrive along the river banks

to offer the Great Spirit thanks

and ask him to take pity on the living —

lost without the ones they love;

hoping to be reunited in a city

containing the living, the dead,

and the old way of life.

Short Bull the Arapaho

is a small stout man

who hides his sky eyes

beneath a flat wide brimmed hat

and can speak no words

except his native tongue.

So to communicate to the multitude of nations;

the variety of languages,

the thousands of people

gathered along the river shores,

Short Bull the Arapaho

uses the universal Native American sign language

to preach the message of the prophet Wovoka.

How do you preach to thousands of people

using only your fingers?

How closely

do they need to listen?

Short Bull speaks

to the throngs of Ghost Dancers

using only his hands.

His wrists gesture and wiggle,

his fingers dancing like the words of song;

his hands holding

the love of heaven’s embrace.


Anchor

Gary Every

Breathe the sea

and think of me.

Call my name so loud

the wind fills the sails.

Stand at the bow

and dream of distant lands

where we can be together.

Listen to the whales sing

and whisper the melodies in my ear.

Steer through bad weather

past uncharted oceans

in search of a shore,

any shore

that gives me a reason to set anchor.
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Sarajevo

Lyn Lifshin

Slavija, Jadra and Branka

are middle age sisters,

skilled professionals

and Serbs. When the

war broke out, they were

living on the front line. Jadra

and Slavija went up the hill

to Pale but Branka was

different. Her son, Miron,

had a Muslim wife. As a

mixed couple, she didn’t

know who would accept

them. One June 8, 1992

Serb paramilitary threatened

to kill Miro because of

his wife. Branka’s home was

shelled by Serbs, robbed

by Muslims. Now the three

sisters are wondering what to

do. Slavija dreams of returning

to a larger flat where she lived

alone with her computer and her

cats. Jadra also hopes to

return but her husband Ratko. A

doctor is afraid. None has hope

of emigrating to a better life

abroad. “We’re almost old. How

can we start over?” Walking down

a hall of her borrowed apartment

a top a borrowed rug, past a

borrowed heater, Branka pulled out

one of the few possessions she

will never have to return: an album

of photographs. In it, Miro and

his wife sit smiling, with a newborn

Muslin-Serb child. The couple are

not around any more. They left

last spring for the U.S.


Loudness in the Trees, Crickets, Blood in the Dogwood

Lyn Lifshin

waiting for the

all night nurse.

My mother, a

lets say liver

about to be

shipped to

another life

but the copter

is shot down

in the dream of

this, waiting for

car lights like

an ambulance

when your legs

are on the other

side of the road

and the car seems

under you, leaves

could be lashes of

a lover you thought

you’d pulled away

from tangling,

lassoing, a green

to plunge into

before branches

go black


Sacred Flame

Gary Every

Nicolas Flamel sighed.

He hated his job as a scrivener.

What could be more boring

than copying entire books by hand;

page by page,

letter after letter.

The boring work did not pay much,

just enough to put bread

on a 14th century table.

Then one day he discovered an ancient tome,

bound in brass,

written on papyrus

with golden gilded edges.

The book purported to explain,

the secret of the Philosopher’s Stone.

The book was divided into seven chapters,

and the seventh page

of every section was decorated

with an unusual picture such as

a virgin being swallowed by serpents,

a serpent crucified on the cross,

and a beautiful landscape with spouting fountains

each fountain giving birth to hundreds

of wriggling, writhing serpents.

Nicolas Flamel moved to a remote island

with his wife

where he could conduct his experiments;

trying to unlock the secret

of turning lead into gold.

Then when his money was spent,

his face had grown wrinkled and old,

he glanced at the woman beside him,

his wife for all these years

and Nicolas Flamel suddenly realized

that love, not gold, was the sacred flame.

The alchemist held his wife’s hand in his own,

you are if you are not alone.


Brittle Brush Daisies

Gary Every

In the Sonoran desert springtime

there is a sea of yellow flowers

floating atop waves of aqua colored leaves.

Blooming daisies appear at the end

of every brittle brush daisy stem.

Little birds chirp and cry;

top knotted quail scurry,

followed by little family conveys.

The seeds of the brittle brush daisy

stimulate the ovaries of the female quail.

More seeds mean more quail babies.

I wade through a sea of yellow flowers,

amazed by their beauty

and hearing the scurrying of tiny quail babies.

So many brittle brush daisies,

so many quail babies,

means this will be a good year

for fat, fat, spotted bobcats;

purr little kitties purr.


3 AM

B.Z. Niditch

Love never goes to bed

though you think

sleep matters

it just deprives us of sound

rain and sand

but we cannot lose our doubts

nerves or hemlocks

there are too many volcanoes

wakening in our eyes.


Surrealist

B.Z. Niditch

You buy the vegetables

frozen by darkness

in the kitchen

where paint accumulates

in an avalanche

of greens and reds

everything is closed

ever imagining Saturday

near the unmade bed

the minor bird starts

to quiver from cold

you stir yourself

for a reason of impatience

demanding each color

would kiss your hands.


All Winter

B.Z. Niditch

Being pregnant with words

you feel cooped up

all winter

taking pains

from the enemy’s book

with laughter and bitterness

on the scarecrow ice

you fall again in loneliness

but the gift returns

its seasonal package

on the poet’s knees

to flower secretly

and open up honeycombs

on the chilled earth.


A Chekhov Moment

B.Z. Niditch

You collect white violets

and stuff them

in Grandpa’s vest

near his stopwatch

while he sleeps like a seraph

on the black sofa,

until an October bells sounds

and he wakes up

with the nonchalance

of time lost and regained.


By Exeter Street

(Boston 2005)

B.Z. Niditch

This sky has lost snow

on a cab’s siren

and the door closes

getting in a salty insult

a last look back

at the frozen parking lot

resembling a whitened shipwreck

by the crossroad harbors

in the ancient world.

You refuse to be silent

trying to humor me

in the lusterless mirror

of the dirty yellow taxi

your face is wizened pink

amid a chilling tomb

the mustached driver laughs

wishing to take you home

by voiding the meter.


Outcry

B.Z. Niditch

the sky is unknown

a dream an augury

fronds are obvious

love a surrender

birth is endless

night always imperceptible

music a disguise

poetry untamable

death unknowing

time is a locust.


Trucks and Traffic

Michael Estabrook

Wish I could be more

like Jack Kerouac, content, excited

about driving incessantly

back and forth across the country

in a car without air conditioning,

instead of always being tense

and nervous about all the trucks

and traffic, instead of getting irritated

when some jackass

cuts me off and when I get

every single goddamn traffic light.

Yes, if I were more like Jack Kerouac

and Neal Cassady had been

I’d enjoy this 400 mile drive down

to see my father-in-law

in the Shady Arbors Nursing Home.


Calliope, Euterpe, Erato, and Polyhymnia

Michael Estabrook

When the poetic muse,

any of the poetic muses,

(beggars can’t be choosers) clambers

you need

to cease whatever
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