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Untitled

Merrie Wolfie


new voice

alluring

cat shadows slinking against cinders

the extraordinary roll of his R

slakes the aural dryness

clench evaporate


the boom

the lower

tuba rolls

in his chest

clears a path

out

the cul de sac

the strings play on

parade fills inhalation


Gold and grainy words brush ears

high temps under velvet

coats of consonants

sugary vowel glaze

skyscraper proper nouns

building a city on the sound

mapping banked with wildflowers
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Pretending

Flash

Pretending. Wasting a lot of time. Who am I? Acceptance. Learning to be in the moment. It takes so much energy being someone you are not. Open your eyes. You can see. Welcome to the show, the theater of the obscure. The adrenaline runs through my spirit like a roller coaster gone wild. The currents of voltage running through my veins keep me alive.

Ruminating on her, she is there in my mind. The brilliant moonlight illuminates her lustrous smile and our newly discovered love. I no longer have to pretend. I close my eyes now and dream. I see very clearly in my dreams. A swarm of end of summer notions awaits a response. Let this eternity tranquilize the heart. To experience all the senses, joyfully surfing on the foamy waves, tumbling through eternity.


Clamped

Dlyn Fairfax Parra

Flesh vice grip squeezed.

Zippered pattern etching your dissatisfaction.

Throw up hands / What’s the problem bud?

Do not seize into this, our pleasant frenzy,

Our connections of tenuous Self .

A freeing hold appreciated.

On the road, we prefabricate reunification.

Blessed are the peace makers.


Bit Parts

Dlyn Fairfax Parra

How can I,

the I that manifests as a crowd

watching me

perform

and the part of me

that is slightly

embarrassed at our own

rag tag high school gym hype

How can I feel that,

as performance, I was

falling

apart

I was kind though

as I knew I mostly wanted to

please, so mostly I praised

and laughed

at the personals

one seeking one

another seeking

forgetting how easy it is

to find me


Death Song of the Possum

Jonathan S. Burnworth

I’ve seen your type before. You get a free ride. You come into the valley, you take what you want, use it up, destroy it, and then move on to the next valley. You come and cut down the trees, then you put in lawns and landscaping, and you think it looks beautiful. When I look at your lawns I don’t see beauty. All I see is cleared land. Your young will never know what this valley used to look like.

I’m a scavenger. I feast upon the dead. I hope to feast upon you before this is up. The rising circle of Black Vultures I
see in the distance is my Star of Bethlehem. It leads me to what I want. Maybe it will lead me to you. Maybe you died. Maybe you were talking into your electronic box while you were driving and you skidded your environment destroying chariot into a ditch. I hope you are dead. I hope I can creep upon your body when night falls, and that the Crows and the Vultures have left something for me. Oh, may my back be heavy with young then.

Someday my dear young will be big enough to hang from their own tails and they’ll leave my back. Their future is uncertain. Like as not they’ll go under your wheels. Your people are the caliphs of lameness. Yes, the chariots of the caliphs of lameness are upon us. You don’t have time for us. You strike us down with a great slaughter.

Our only hope is that someday a time will come when all your ventures will fail you like the miscarriage of a woman, and the boxes where you live will collapse, and the juice that runs your chariots will be gone. May your industries be stricken with a great scourge. May your women lay down with your brothers and your enemies. I hope your crops wither and blow down. May your livestock perish from off the surface of the earth. I’ll hang from a tree while the floods come and crack your parking lots in half, dump your chariots into the river. May your wood rot, your metal rust. Bring on the funerals. I would like to attend. Let the Vultures roost on your lampshades while the papers pile up in your driveway.


Undead Betrothal

Jonathan S. Burnworth

Here we are. We’re almost the only ones left. This isn’t our world. Our world is over. It existed in fleeting form here only a short time. That time is past, but we remain. We have the rest of our lives to live out here. Strangers out of our time. What will we do? We have to live in this strange world. At least we have each other. This world has been hard on us. We weren’t made for this place. Our kind has died out. But there is still you and there is still me. We are death warmed over. We have each other.

Our lives in this world amount to a salvage operation. What peace and happiness can we try to find in this world? We are stuck here until death. Maybe we can explore this place. We have each other. We are so lucky in that. We are each other’s half—living proof that there was once a realm for us. We’ve lost a lot of our spirit here. The draft is strong and cold in this place. It is hard to keep the lights of our spirit burning in this world. Our fires have faded. Maybe we can last in each other. The dim fire burns the longest. Maybe it’s better to be warm through the years than it is to burn hot and then be frozen like a fuelless rocket in space.

Maybe after our time here is over we’ll go back to our own realm. We’ll drift back to where we belong. If you go first, wait for me there.



Untitled

Jonathan S. Burnworth


There is a young woman. She lives in a country with a repressive regime. She fought the regime since she was practically a teenager. It had killed her parents. Her father was a teacher. She remembers when her father had been taken away one day when she was a child and never returned.

She grew to hate the regime and became a member of an underground resistance that worked to topple it for the good of the people of the country.

The woman and her friends had managed to stay underground and evade the authorities very well until recently, but things have changed. The authorities have become well aware of the resistance. They have received assistance from western nations on matters of espionage and security. They are better trained and more able to detect and eliminate insurgents. The woman has lost a few friends.

Today she finds herself on the run because one of her own friends told the police where she was in exchange for a cash bribe.

Now she’s driving a car full of a few friends she still trusts. The engine is wide open. She’s flooring it on the expressway, down narrow streets, through public parks. She careens over railroad ties, hoping the tires won’t blow out.

There are federal cars chasing her. They’re driving better cars. They can take corners faster. She swerves through the streets, around dumpsters, through neighborhoods…the same neighborhoods she used to play in as a child. She eyes the fuel gauge nervously. When she slams down on the pavement after catching air she can hear parts of her suspension system fail. They stay right behind her. They’re flooring it too.

The chase seems to go on forever. Fifteen minutes, a half an hour. She rolls up onto a curb and out into a public square, dodging kids, joggers, pedestrians, baby carriages, her senses attuned to the obstacles in front of her. She swerves and skids to avoid a dog and shatters a cement planter. She overcorrects and clips a park bench. It’s cost her a lot of speed. She steps on the throttle, she doesn’t put it all the way to the floor because she’s afraid the engine might stall. The car builds up speed again but not before a regime car slams into her rear-end. At the other end of the square she looks ahead and sees that she’s been boxed in by another federal car, but she gets around it by going over some temporary chain link fencing.

People from the car behind are shooting at her. Bullets smash through the windshields. She and her friends duck down. There’s glass in her lap and her hair. She cuts across an intersection to an expressway ramp. Now she’s on a straightaway, flying past cars and diesel tankers filled with petrol. Her friends are in the back seat loading rifles and handguns. The federal cars stay close behind, waiting for her to fuck up.

She grips the wheel tightly. She’s under a lot of stress. The blood has drained from her face.

She thinks about her life so far. She has no regrets. She remembers when she was just a little girl. How complicated and sad life gets.
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All Rubble and It’s Easy

Damedged Aesthetician

Islamic symps’ kismet

usurps nonstop the daily gutters

global heredity for the brown and

disenfranchised if not

devour Texas to look in the garbage

by interrelated bile

for thickening of religiosity

which all secularists ignore

to the detriment of knowing motivation

the swindle of hey-hey cocktails curtails

head to wall prevails over several shared postures

Litter aver zoot

heavenly stife advantageous/ the life/ this

Litter aver zoot

heavenly stife advantageous/ the life/ this

canticle new heights Israelis

red coats red coats truly

forehead in letters in rhetorical

constancy,

such as it is directly tempt and insanity provoking

as bourgeoise repugnations frontier days

and days known for fear/ scalped

to a ghetto

Stateside where an American Jew penned Billie Holiday’s

“Strange Fruit” song of protest

an act artistic & burst loose

from the carnival of lynching

How long ago did reflection stop yielding equity

and when did difference become the definition of enemy?

Yes every

“absolutely”

stinks to fit

pushing at a concrete barricade

decorated with rectangles sprayed

border crossers processed in crimson splash

always to push

through new doors where there aren’t any doors

butted up to the grisly

militarized and pushing “keep

out” white table cloth

left, and labor’s dinner bell cracked

the moribund politics of dish washers

Household bleach solution

waterproofs the fair & anesthetized

to be squashed in the fists

of a centurion

remarking conceptual tactics and the consumption of

conceptual tactics as literally divisive

to meaning to mean

this class warfare

and the memes of the unbelievers

are chemically altered with cancer while chemoed survivors

Race For The Cure proof

the innured are capable & rallied

the deceived simultaneously

and the simultaneity of deception

We want more thwart

in these fledging heart-in-the-right-place marchers

not cheers through U.S. bullhorn to helicopters

the de-suicide the hot zones with rockets

insurgents/ death to an incubation

of foreign interest/ now observe

stumbling do-gooders driving back to the emptiness &

cacophony

of cable TV having exalted

expendable income for cancer.

Cancerours,

a mideast microbe searches

the incursion/ the charred

for an endorsement and the name

of the scientist who scruples the privileged

and damns the regionalists who

still the forlorn and

gift dysentery to the weakest

But we already got that

between snores

and currently prefer to lemonbrush the

break

up Columbia than to slow

a genocide

to save the drowned 5 minutes too late

Everyone, you are now permitted to indulge in national mourning.

Which brings me back to niggers

of the world and the contexts

to which entrance wipes what

on welcome mats

and stocks

exchanged to

the trill of the Latinated

Poorest among spill

their guts & brains in forced slavery without chains

and still serve the one way expected

Chinese &

Palestinians

intact don’t

know some time back was a photo exhibition

of lynching in the South

not West Bank

but D.C. surprised

about a general popluation’s fascination

with their own past

crimes and climbing markets/ poplar trees

to where power books circumvent

Let’s read this

in leisure time as words pop

off tongues long as grenade pins

and stop just short

of conserving lands for the diminished

of dominion for hands white

as hours blink

air raids’ doings what ink stills

in alarm searching one more corpse

for a face like mine

or yours and rough doors

across all manner boundaries

and settlements accumulating

like the gum in archives

on walksides

the obligations of the noble

looking out at a holy land

there are fewer ways to bless


Penelope’s Cloudy Outlook

Damedged Aesthetician

I shuffled three miles for this rain

The process a bit like having math explained.

The last time I rutted prepossesed

Everyone I knew pledged a buck or two

And before the smell of honey marked

The finish line, I was previewing the

Prevailing forest this

One father for the praise than the pitch.

I don’t think I hurl

Pagination to the wind

And two mottled insect wings float down

From a tree ahead, unannounced. My

Maple tap sunk in as far as she’ll go

And the strain on my bootstraps reminds

Me of an introduction a long time back

When first the names got misspelled, loads

Of seasonal amusement bequeathed to the

Deer trail, amendments naturally becoming

The fall leaves, faded backdrops

the distance Intrigue.

Now for a shift in rhythm.

Accidentally postpartum

I say corrected concoctions

truer than, an observer

an arguer, even

Or hearing the title over broadband audio.

Lots like this stamp

Penelope’s dream and

vary degree soot

Soot? Soot floaty

fine scrim of dream divine

so shine on & fronds

in trees & bees with loons

All moons in chorus

this gigantic penumbra.

There is enough smoke here

to complain and even the guards

in the temple garrison clutch

hankies to their nosies and wave me

out of prison, charred & smoldering

as I am with desire for you

and you and you and you, over there, too.

But platonic stays put, intransigent

like a tattoo.

Participation transforms your cold

body to mine absorbing

All these months wanting

To create or destroy heat

Go down on the wire then back

on circuit, permit a rekindling.

At atmospheric pressure

I boil into your eyes. The refrigerant

is saturated, the coil at 40 degrees.

Your ice forms at 32. I am 29 and

not a libra. A Virgo? Ergo we

state to start to superheat.

Created by women

I am continuously recirculated

Unstuck for detecting leaks.


I’ll Put You Through

Damedged Aesthetician

The mountain sky is black

and there are airplane lights reflected.

Always, constraints defuse extremes

and “never” is arbitrary, like sand.

We are speaking through thin air

these experiences a pressurized cabin.

Fever pogos wide from deep. Sitting

spatially phasing to be this outside.

Chipping away means liberation—

those down the hall stay throbbing. Transparent.

Editing apprehension to situate

action’s fluid participle over discourse.

Discursive? Gobbledygook arranges heart

labels of short verse lines & high maintenance.

(I can’t wait until the poem begins!)

The weather will use Moby’s “Flying Foxes”

as a theme song when next it peels into

valley, and hovers at chemise resplendent

Lady Madonna brief thick piano ivory to

black key accord one note & struck to

electric bellow we indicate that how

we choke enthusiastically on emotion

neither wishes to maximalize. Here:

you’re a hot feeling, grabbed & bent over.

Neither spectacle or commodity, language

nevertheless convolutes the nervous system.

Dopler RADAR, are we left to

repeat pistil mammal stamen realism?

Dandelion scatters some thermal emissions.

Lookit—everywhere I can be.

Does this impress the storm? We’ve

more alphabets to capsize.

From 41,000 feet up the flood

is a pair of rumpled long pants.

Evanescent trickling of thighs to part

two, new sequels. Where? Hold me.

Heart seizes on the shape of an injunction.

A prescription drug is in the works.

Temperature doubts the steady decline

of dew point. Let’s go grab a bagel.

The weather wills a tense beyond definition

and valorizes which pluralist?aloft on the

mountain. What a ripe post modern mango

you are to me, your cunt a searing tremolo

from base to tip no nip and learn to suck

seeding more quim the rain brings when

clouds are born in your sheets. You & I

flowering, charged in the skein of the word,

the associative dervish in contextual con-

sensual, the noncombatants of precondition

being, of course, the deadly penchant to

explicate everything. Quiet already!

I am going to bite your neck already

this poem fails to convey my pleasure.

Daylight shipped to us on airplanes. Stars

applaud the decision to combust, our unlock.

There’s hope in that orchard over yonder.

Forward to a future of apricots.


My Newest Girlfriend

D’Homage’d Aesthetition

You think too slow

and we awoke

rung wet with sweat

in longitudinal moxy. We crept

exit fire only hi Beev
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Writer’s Corner

This area will feature tips for dealing with writer’s block,
editing for quality, and getting published. These tips
are only suggestions.

Tip 1: Write for quantity instead of quality. Editing can
be a separate process from composing.

Tip 2: When editing for quality, be ruthless, not
sensitive.

Tip 3: To get published, know how the editor prefers
submissions. Some prefer cover letters. Some could
care less, as does the editor of The Moon

Persuading the Public

This area will feature responses from the reading public on
the works displayed in this paper. If a writer gets a favorable
response, then her/his writing may get published in a book,
which means the writer can get paid.

To help with this process, please answer the following
question: Which works do you like and why?

Mail your responses to:
The Moon

PO Box 3444

Tucson, AZ 85722

or email them to:
redcassie@earthlink.net
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