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When She Leaned into His Vest on the Plane

Lyn Lifshin

the smell not as foreign

and no one in any aisle

supposing they weren’t

married. When she hears

landing gear. When she

hears “fasten,” no matter

how smooth the landing,

it won’t be. How they

blocked off the real world

four days, effervescent

as sparkling burgundy.

She knew all he wanted

was her body, her stories.

Branches in the rain,

diamonds. His dark hair,

her own. Wild deer and

tossing their heads in

the wind like licorice

horses of a troika,

like trees shadowing,

blocking December

light, stunning but

leaving where they stand

stained so nothing

can grow


Dark Corsage

Lyn Lifshin

faint smell of cologne.

Later my sheets hold it,

Another time, another

place becomes a

mantra. How does any

one stay married

he breathes in the rain

into my hair. An

accident, but I do this

for a week. I buy

clothes I wouldn’t have,

surrounded by beauties.

It isn’t easy. He

pulls me closer, the

perfect gigolo


It Was That Way in the Kitchen

Lyn Lifshin

it’s been that way in his arms.

He couldn’t sleep he said

and I felt sure when he asked

How does anyone stay married?

When he held my arm, said

so many beautiful women, I

could tell he’d been up all

night. Glasses, no contacts. I

wished him a happy birthday and

he shook his head. If time

really was relative or whatever

my ex engineer husband said, not

necessarily going forward, if

we met in a different time.

When I was a girl, I died for

dark eyed men. His, mahogany,

his hair more onyx than my

mother’s onyx rings. When I

buy too much velvet and silk, like

someone grabbing a life jacket,

saving them each Monday

for tango or rumba, under what

you see I’m like horses

screaming, tossing

their burning manes


It’s Not That We Could Have Been Mistaken for Lovers

Lyn Lifshin

not even in dreams I tried

to choreograph. (In high

school, for 11 nights I’d

think of a boy then I’d

dream about him. I

remember the smell

of your cologne. In his

arms nothing else

mattered, the 40 minutes

of class. If there were

other dancers in the room,

they blurred. If these

were the last hours, I

would risk a kiss with my

tongue. His fingers held

me after the foxtrot

flair. I am still that chubby

girl waiting on the bleachers,

waiting to be asked to

dance. Even now, I need

to know the steps, am

terrified I can never

follow right


Vacationing the Rainbow Rollercoaster Double Scream Launch

Gary Every

“Come vacation on the moon!” The brochure proudly proclaimed. “Relax along the shores of the Lake of Excellence, bask in the glow cast by the Peaks of Eternal Sunshine.”

There were activities for the kids and rumors of ribald romps to be had with the wife in zero gravity. Tickets in hand, I load the family into our space shuttle van, spending my time between naps reading and rereading brochures and maps, waiting, waiting, waiting to land, (ion propulsion is so slow and gradual). The kids are glued to the window, going ooh and aah, they have never ever left earth before.

It was the Chinese who first colonized our moon and changed the vacation habits of every nation in the world. This was not their original intention. At first the Chinese were merely mining, digging deep beneath the surface for rare and valuable minerals. It was dangerous work in the moon mines but the Chinese stocked their labor force with political dissidents and who cared if they died. Political prisoners in spacesuits shoveled ore into cars on the lunar railway but even using slave labor, it was expensive to mine on the moon and difficult to turn a profit.

After the moon mine was abandoned, a sinonaut scientist theorized that if a roller coaster were pushed underway with a good head of steam the rollercoaster merely needed a long enough track, gradually accelerating and accelerating in the low gravity of the moon, the rollercoaster would eventually reach escape velocity, leaping from the end of the railroad track, launching itself into outer space and never coming back. The best rollercoaster in the world was on the moon and the lunar time share condos sold better than breakfast. Lunar time share condos sold better than breakfast with flapjacks, double bacon, and tang; sweet, sweet delicious tang.

There could never ever be a flat moon society; because from atop the lunar lander you can see the sphere curve away. Another thing, without an atmosphere sunrises on the moon are instantaneous. All night long there is darkness and then there is a flash of bright light, suddenly it is daytime, instant illumination.

Then there are the Peaks of Eternal Sunshine. Astronomers were stunned when they discovered that some of the black jagged mountain tops, stand tall enough above the surface of the moon so that they never fall in shadow; these are the Peaks of Eternal Sunshine. Where they found the name Lake of Excellence, I haven’t a clue, as I step on to the surface of the moon. The moon has been smashed by millions of meteorites for millions of years until the surface is composed of compressed black obsidian glass so that with every step you take rainbows follow. Handfuls of rainbows follow my each and every step, as if I am wading in puddles of color, prisms splashing across my path. The name Lake of Excellence suits it just fine.

Me, I just had to try that thing, Y‘ know that thing everybody talks about. I closed my eyes…and I fell right over.

We human beings are so tightly evolved to the gravitational specifications of our home planet that if we close our eyes on the moon we fall right over. The kids romp and laugh, clumsy in their spacesuits but still able to leap higher than they have ever jumped before. It was Michael Jordan who brought sports to the moon. Purchasing his tourist ticket early when they were still really expensive. Michael Jordan was the first to compete setting new records were for the high jump, long jump, shot put and pole vaulting. Air Jordan became Interplanetary Jordan. Arenas were built; television broadcast rights were negotiated.

Lunar tourism has boomed ever since they invented the rainbow roller coaster double scream launch. The kids have been bugging us for years to come here and ride the rainbow roller coaster. They load the passengers into the old mining ore cars, miles and miles of railroad track winding serpentine across the mountains of the moon. The Sea of Tranquility is silent no more filled with the clickety clack, clackety click of steel wheels rolling gradually faster.

Miles and miles and miles of lunar railroad rollercoaster track followed by more miles and more miles, gradually, gradually, gradually accelerating. No wind in your hair but the anticipation is incredible as your ore car rides the roller coaster up and down, twist and turn like flying on the back of a Chinese dragon. As you ride faster and faster, all that compressed glass which composes the surface of the moon, the shattered shrapnel from millions of crashing meteorites, the shattered glass creates pretty prism rainbows which blur as they go flying past while you accelerate, accelerate, accelerate, and suddenly you launch into outer space…

The entire roller coaster leaves the railroad track and flies into orbit and you hear yourself screaming.

Then you scream again because no one shout can hold all the excitement as your heart jackhammer pounds inside your chest and that is why it is known as the rainbow roller coaster double scream launch. I ask my eldest son how he likes the ride.

“Spaghetti Dynamite Spantastic Dribble Loud!” my son replies which I think means he likes it.

As the roller coaster slowly floats towards the International Space Dock my children have fallen asleep with hastily eaten food smeared on their smiling faces. My wife has fallen asleep in my arms. I close my eyes, enjoying being a father. Besides, it is true what they say about sex in zero gravity.

Despite the steep ticket prices lunar tourism booms.


Criminal Love

Gary Every

In an ancient land, men and women

were ruled by separate sovereigns,

a king and an empress

passing laws for their respective sexes.

A woman who found herself pregnant

out of wedlock

was sentenced to death

unless she could find a man

willing to become her husband

before the babies first breath.

Those men who loved and left

were branded criminals,

thieves of the heart

escaping into the forests

and hiding beyond the reach of the police.

These rebels of romance

danced beneath full moons,

musicians, poets, drunkards, rogues, and vagabonds.

outcast by society

with nothing to do except plan escapades of love,

criminal adventures of the heart.

Why do women find outlaw romance so alluring?

Why is the empress secretly smiling?


Also My Armenia

(1989-2009)

B.Z. Niditch

A day of short weeks

in back country cold

after the silvery dusk

and earthquake fires

hours weigh

on frozen boughs

by markers of the slain

on every stone and flower

abandoned landscapes

of crippled trees

amid the rubble

a faint flute

liturgical notes

awakened bird song

even a soccer ball

dances on a distant yard

others dream

from the mountains

motionless for memory

a cry from the wind

masks every story and poem.


Armenian Dawn

B.Z. Niditch

No longer children

on sandy light paths

of the cities park

the earth carried you off

to your underground

amid signs, omens, dreams

by a field’s flowers

no back is turned from

whirlwind moments

once carefree, light and airy

by empty doorways

in old diaries,

cookbooks,

poems, rings, maps

on the fifth hour

weeping a century away

ashes scatter

on eyeglasses, combs, mirrors

and shadows move

swifter than cats

only tombstones remember

flashing news,

prayers, histories

opens veins

and wounds shiver

beyond our own recognition.


Poulenc Cello Sonata

B.Z. Niditch

A landslide of notes

detaches all colors,

rising mirrors

split open atonality

phrases ephemeral

as wildflowers.


Ruben Dario’s Voyage

B.Z. Niditch

On a fevered bed

revery whispers

in Latin’s obscure signs

you wander the stars

suffering universal speech

full of poverty’s dismissals,

absolute indifference to wounds

and a stranger’s thin arms

spilling riddles

at nameless times,

seeking in language

revelations of solace,

sea voyages,

scattering Medusas,

unexplored globes,

Spanish proverbs

in red notebooks

watching Judas trees

empty its vineyards

of unjust solitude,

brambles of elegies

reunions deflowered,

on a night’s chill

of unmasked griefs

unholy idols and tongues

scattering winds of words

plastered on city walls

for a revolution’s

austere love.

Ruben Dario (1867-1916) was a Nicaraguan poet, and a consummate leader of the Modernist movement in poetry and prose, at the end of the 19th century.


Cedar Grove

B.Z. Niditch

Half out of sunlight

you awake by a labyrinth

of ivy covered abandonment

overlooking geranium walls,

among fireflies and cicadas

playing on cedar grove green;

behind sunflowers

and beehive circles,

a child nurses undisturbed

in a totally unknown hour

amid an air of apple trees,

unaware of heedless honey

or the sting of violent yellow.


dream reverie

t. kilgore splake

returning again

like many times

passing years

graybeard poet

small windows

large passions

springtime breeze

rustling blond tress

sun burning away mist

summer songbirds

endless serenade

burnt autumn aromas

woman in love scent

arctic long white

lacy silhouette

world opening

newness of life

too soon

time running out


non-being

t. kilgore splake

geese gone south

november dead grassses

frost warped leaves curling

late afternoon icy precip

steady into evening drizzz

howling winds rising

eerie ghostly cries

old houses creaking

late night early morning

snow quietly falling

flickering arctic hues

dancing moon limned shadows

sh-h-h sh-h-h sh-h-hs

seasons of long white

construction sign blow down

blinking orange caution

soft ominous glow

like gatsby’s beacon

across the harbor


Lost and Useless

Michael Estabrook

Propped up on pillows doing her SODUKO puzzle,

my wife rests in bed across our room

in the Rookwood Inn, waking up,

sipping the coffee I brought her from downstairs.

I’m watching her silently mouthing numbers

as she works her puzzle, her white nightshirt

hanging loosely around her lush and sumptuous chest,

rising up and down rhythmically with her breathing.

And I wonder what I wonder every single day of my life —

how did I ever get such a woman,

how did I manage to make her mine?

She stirs and my heart stirs,

she looks over at me, she speaks

and each of her precious words

soaks immediately like water

in a dry desert riverbed into my soul.

Then she slips out of bed and strolls across the room,

her nightshirt flowing like her wedding dress

once flowed, stilling the air,

silencing the room,

taking my breath away as I see

that beautiful 18 year old girl again

I fell in love with all those years ago,

and I am lost and useless for the rest of the day.


39 Years Ago

Michael Estabrook

There she is drifting out of the bathroom,

a white towel around her head

and another wrapped around her body.

And she’s chattering about

the bright sunny day ahead of us,

about seeing Measure for Measure and later

having dinner at the posh Red Lion Inn.

And her skin is still damp from her shower

and so soft and smooth and gleaming, tugging

at me from across the room

like the Earth tugging on the Moon, trying

to pull me helplessly in close

so I can touch her and smell her

and kiss her and feel her just like I did

on the very first night we spent together

39 years ago.


Wiry Grin

Michael Estabrook

“It must feel good, though,

to have someone still be so attracted to you,

still want you so much after all these years. Right?”

She looks at me without saying anything,

a wiry grin across her pretty face.

I try again, “To have somebody want you,

especially after being married

for so long, must feel good, at least a little, right?”

She shrugs, her stupid little grin deepening.

“Not really,” she says rather flippantly.

“Honestly?” I’m incredulous.

“It doesn’t matter at all

whether you feel wanted or not?”

She shakes her head slowly back and forth

and frowns at me like I’m a clueless,

pathetic, ignorant fool. “Sorry, but no, it doesn’t.”

Then she walks, or rather strides, out of the room.

And I’m thinking how she’d be singing

a different tune if she

were looking to get pregnant again.


Installation

Geoff Stevens

The post-modern art of living

sixty-watt bulb on fraying wire

dust on bare boards

polyurethane decomposing

out of split furniture

one broken electric fire

a television screen in lurid red and green

unshaven skeleton with can of beer

and seventy-nine more installations

in this block alone

just like this


Art Deco

Geoff Stevens

I glow

when you stand

next to me

in naked 20’s pose

an aluminum

platinum blonde

a silhouette

peripherally lit

a lamp-shading

bedside nude

about to climb in

beside me

a dream

from Liberty’s hall

made flesh

as the light

clicks off


Guidelines for the Artist

Geoff Stevens

as to requirements

self-portrait in gel

with battery cell

and sound effects

ask of me

and I am solid

melt me

and I am yours

turn me on

and I am vocal

vibrate me

and I am liquid

try to sublimate me

and I vaporize

smear me and

I am someone else


A Play in a Forest without Birds

Nathan Whiting

Curtains rise on a night unnamed. Death

and bodies float across actor nightmares

memorized. One shouts “I want out

of this whale. We die so ashamed here.”

Trees ribs, rib trees, they suddenly bow

at dawn, applauded execution style.


Insight’s Feet

Nathan Whiting

If entomologists studied bug toes closely,

there’d be a billion species of how

hindsight moves. Foresight’s long end

resembles tails clam ancestors bit off

to fit in shell handbags neatly, the secret;

stealth-tools carried within insect feet.


Border Rebels

Nathan Whiting

have no nation and keep in sight

of it. They can’t speak, ribs hung

like cobwebs full of dust. Babies

learn fast the silence of mothers.

Thunderous rebels would starve

before sinking to a border.


Performance

Nathan Whiting

111 pianists up to it.

It’s advanced, crowd excited,

scared. Crow notes scream feathers

to ashes. Alto calls feel the audience

as if wines study what tastes them.

Howls rise, all the pianists owls.


Heat Stares an Icy Absence

Nathan Whiting

Joy can swim a lake of fire

unless it breaks the spirit.

Torment is an agile artist,

victim the interpreter.

Flames say “not guilty” slowly

and climb elated ladders.


Fantastic Games

Nathan Whiting

After the pavement species drains the bogs,

life common, contagious, full of pills, exhales

weightless balloons lost by a child.

Doubt lacks the audience a soloist wears.

Why does sky remain a color we never eat?

Do maggots inside us swallow themselves?


The Moment Night Happens

Nathan Whiting

Sunset nibbles sky’s skin for a snack.

Instonomers study dark’s multiple

logics under clouds lit by mindlight

while night weighs novae above

on blood-dusk’s action board.


​I Open the Door

Nathan Whiting

Sunlight magnifies distant cars

to sparks as they cross the bridge.

Below, no old leaves remain

but the tree must be ancient.

Atoms full of bird charge into wind

like a wound across a blinded face


Dragon

Nathan Whiting

Her scales sound like a busboy

at a diner. Damage she might do

earns insurers more from sales

than harm she does costs. Violin

makers worship her nose hairs.

Pipe organ lungs screech flares.


dream passages

t. kilgore splake

(zzz-machine hummmm)

icy dom perignon

wires loosened

cork exploding pop

soft frizzy smoke

smooth plae buzzz

brain-skull cavity

long tall

blond lady beauty

dancing red dress

tugging my beard

“dp” ecstacy fading

vision growing dim

consciousness rising

low purring whisper

“see you tomorrow”


The Often Too Short, Unpredictable,Yet Glorious Life of An Independent Small Press Magazine

or

God Bless The Small Press

Charles P. Ries

When I heard that Linda Aschbrenner, The God Mother of All Wisconsin Poets, was stepping down from her beloved Free Verse, I felt like a jilted lover. Free Verse was one of my first small press dates. My earliest published poems appeared in Free Verse. And when I decided to try my hand at essays, reviews, and interviews, it was the place I sent my work to first. I recently heard that HazMat Review and Blind Man’s Rainbow were closing shop. Bath Tub Gin and Latino Stuff Review are on “hiatus”. The list goes on. Over the ten years I have been active in the independent small press I have seen many publications come and go. With the effort that goes into creating a magazine being so great and the return being so small, why do little magazines keep poping up? To help me answer this question I invited four small press editor/publishers to guide me work through my separation anxiety. They are: Linda Aschbrenner of Free Verse, Michael Hathaway of Chiron Review, Leah Angstman of Propaganda Press, and Rob Cook of Skidrow Penthouse.

RIES: What is your circulation?

ASCHBRENNER: 465 individual copies of Free Verse 97/98 were mailed in October 2008. In addition, bulk mailings are sent to a few Wisconsin book stores. Not everyone on the Free Verse mailing list is a paying subscriber, unfortunately. I usually had a press run of 600 to 750. I distributed free copies at poetry workshops and conferences throughout the year.

The first issue of Free Verse appeared in March 1998. Free Verse turns 11 in March 2009. However, poetry years are like dog years, so Free Verse is actually much older. Fortunately, it works in reverse for poetry editors. I became 15 years younger in the process. Another perk.

HATHAWAY: It is currently at about 100 paid subscribers, less than it was before I quit in 2005, by about 50%. Obviously, that doesn’t bode well for the future of Chiron Review, but it may take awhile to get back to where it was, and I have no plans for throwing in the towel again, unless the money just runs out completely. Usually about another 100 go out to contributors and reviewers, and another 500 or so I distribute locally for free, or mail in bundles to people elsewhere who distribute them.

COOK: We’re about to publish our tenth issue. Stephanie Dickinson and I started SP back in 1998. I would rather not reveal the circulation. Just that it’s pitiful. Again, that practicality thing.

ANGSTMAN: My current circulation is about 500 domestic, 100 international. I am just starting the second issue of Poiesis as she exists today, due out January 2009. She existed in several forms and other titles before this recent incarnation, but this is her current and future shell. My press, Propaganda Press, started back in 1994, with the very first poetry litzine — ridiculously and appropriately titled Crackrock — being published in 1996. The first issue of Poiesis as she stands now came out in July 2008, and is published twice a year in January and July.

RIES: What was your motivation for initially creating your magazine?

ASCHBRENNER: I never intended to start a poetry journal. Eleven years ago I collected and typed up poems from my writing group because I wanted to preserve our poetry. The first issue of Free Verse was three pages, six poems. I handed Free Verse to three poets. Other poets discovered this publication, submitted poetry, and Free Verse grew to 12, 18, 24, 32, 40, 72 pages. My last issue, #99/100, will be about 80 pages.

HATHAWAY: What prompted me to start Chiron Review (then titled The Kindred Spirit, 1982) was to see my cousin Connie Edwards’ poems in print. I had sent them to many publishers for a year or so and they were always rejected. Of course, I had no experience in submitting manuscripts at that time, at the age 17-19, so I probably did it all wrong. Anyway, after I began working as a typesetter at a daily newspaper out of high school, I realized I could just publish Connie’s poems myself, and that’s what I did. I guess I created it for myself and other poets. I never thought about money or subscribers until subscriptions started coming in and I thought that was pretty cool.

COOK: I started Skidrow Penthouse because of what I perceived as a very black-and-white literary landscape. It seemed to me that journals featured work that was either overwrought and precious— most mainstream places like Poetry, The Paris Review, New England Review, etc. or work that was too easy, too sloppy and not very interesting, meaning most small press magazines I was reading at the time. I wanted to create a dissonant space for many different voices and styles, all marked by a surrealistic or idiosyncratic aesthetic. This may sound strange, and even arrogant, but I am not at all interested in reaching “the common man” with Skidrow Penthouse. There are a lot of small pressers who naively think they can reach the average person, the type of person who “needs art.” I think this is bullshit. Maybe you can get someone to say, yeah, that’s good, provided you dumb it down enough. But that person will most likely never return to the poem in question. I realize there are exceptions to this, and there are some people who don’t write who might be interested, but these are few and infinitely far between. Most readers of poetry are poets themselves, and most read what is closest to their own sensibilities. But getting back to the question, I really created Skidrow Penthouse for the contributors. I know how disappointing it is to receive a long-awaited contributor’s copy only to have it be a complete embarrassment—either lacking in production values or containing not-so- great work or both. I wanted a mag that looked good and that was a work of art in itself, something with a mood, an atmosphere, and not just a pile of random poems and stories.

ANGSTMAN: Initially, I created Poiesis as an outlet for the enormous amount of poetry I was receiving that was giving my political/societal-/issues-oriented zine, Revolution Calling, too much of a personal, girly slant. Poetry often exists as a separate entity from other kinds of writings, so I tried to create a place where I could keep it apart from the more technical or article-based writing. I guess, in this aspect, that I created the litzine for myself. There is a second motivation, however, that exists for the poets, and that is that Poiesis has very few guidelines or judgment policies. After receiving rejection letter after rejection letter for my own writing from some places that have stringent rules and opinions, we decided that we just wanted to create a space where you don’t get turned away. This puts veteran poets right alongside the newbs, learning from each other, and letting the readers be the true judges. We all had to start somewhere and learn to perfect our craft, so it might as well be in Poiesis. It is our only outlet where we don’t scrutinize, and, coincidentally, it is also our current best-selling publication. Draw your own conclusions.

RIES: What was your greatest disappointment or challenge with your publication? What was your greatest surprise or joy?

ASCHBRENNER: My greatest challenge was finding enough time, space, and money to keep Free Verse going. One is happy to have enough funds to pay for printing and postage. Another challenge—submissions, giving each poem and poet enough time and thought, respect. The time challenge, the space on the page challenge, the challenge of readers to keep up with poetry journals. In the ideal world, there would be funds to pay poets for poetry, there would be a poetry audience.

My greatest joy was becoming acquainted with poets throughout Wisconsin and the country. My biggest surprise was that the subscription base kept growing. I appreciated the poets who sent poetry, who wrote reviews and articles, and who became patrons. I also could not have survived without brilliant friends Kris Rued-Clark and Sherrie Weber who did proofreading, and son Nick who maintained the website. It helped greatly that my husband and extended family were also supportive.

Another joy was doing what I wanted with Free Verse—adding contests, book reviews, photos, cartoons, essays, articles, interviews, information about poetry events in Wisconsin. The independent editor/publisher is truly independent, for better or worse. No boards, committees, or restrictions.

HATHAWAY: My greatest disappointment and challenge was when I broke ties with the newspaper where I worked and where Chiron was printed. In 1995 they refused to print Chiron Review anymore because of an Antler poem in the summer, 1995 issue. I had a very naive concept of “freedom of the press,” and to have my own violated by a newspaper publisher was very disillusioning and disturbing. The greatest challenge was finding a way to keep the magazine alive without a job, without a press and without a place to typeset. But I met the challenge head-on, with the help of loyal readers, and everything worked out for the absolute very best.

The greatest joy revolves around the friendships that have come about because of the magazine, meeting writers such as Ruth Moon Kempher, Lorri Jackson, Virginia Love Long, Gerald Locklin, Fred and Joan Voss, Wilma McDaniel, Ellaraine Lockie, Rochelle Lynn Holt, Gina Bergamino, Carl Miller Daniels, Belinda Subraman, Padi Harman, the list is endless. Also the travels that have come about because of the magazine have been wonderful, too. Publishing Chiron Review really opened up the world for me.

COOK: My greatest disappointment with Skidrow has been lack of recognition and lack of respect. I was young and stupid when I came up with the name and I probably should have listened to the poet Walter Griffin when he insisted that the name was sophomoric and that I would have trouble attracting the right kind of attention. And he was right. I’ve had a great deal of difficulty soliciting submissions from even emerging writers, let alone writers who are already established.

The greatest joy has been the discovery of new voices. Weird, angular gems that most likely wouldn’t be published by anyone else. Also, the pleasure of picking up any issue of the magazine and really, truly loving the work inside. There is no greater joy than publishing work I wish I had written.

ANGSTMAN: The greatest challenge for Poiesis is probably the same with all poetry litzines and that is that poetry is just plain hard to market. People are wary of it, unless they have a history with the purchase of a repeat magazine or author. Various-author collections are not as hard to market as single-author collections, probably because there is a greater possibility that you can take a chance and find at least one poem you like; but they are certainly hard to get into bookstores and distribution outlets — even if you are a “Vendor of record” — they just don’t want to invest in low-key deals or consignment, nor do they want to purchase upfront. So therein lies an ever-present problem: getting the small press to be marketed and valued as highly as major presses. The joy, however, comes in seeing the poetic newcomers gain confidence and talent. They ask for feedback and criticism, and really listen; their second submission is always better than their first, and it’s exciting to watch their growth. It also comes with a secret surprise: not-so-established authors are way more likely to help peddle their wares and bring in tons of book orders in their efforts to become established. Veteran authors are more likely to sit back and let you do all the work. It’s refreshing to have the newbie enthusiasm!

RIES: Why are you ending your publication, or beginning it, or beginning it again?

ASCHBRENNER: After 11 years of publishing Free Verse, after 100 issues and over three thousand poems, I decided I needed more time to read, write, live, and work. My last issue, #99/100, is scheduled for February 2009. Our house is packed with 11 years of poetry papers—I ran out of space. Fortunately, Free Verse will continue as Wendy Vardaman and Sarah Busse of Madison will take over. Their first issue, #101, is scheduled for January 2010. They also hope to become nonprofit which should be a big help, and they will have two houses to spread out their papers. I’ve also published 16 chapbooks after founding Marsh River Editions in 2001. I’ll continue to publish one or two chaps a year, to keep in the biz.

HATHAWAY: I ended Chiron Review because of the exhaustive work, because I needed time to tend to other aspects of my life, because circulation never rose, it always hovered around the same number, even after 24 years.

I returned because I missed the work, the contact with poets and writers, the feeling of being “connected” to something bigger and better beyond the ignorance and pettiness of the small town people where I live.

ANGSTMAN: Poiesis is just beginning again, in different form and title. With so much technology happening so quickly, and the Internet being so faceless, I think now, more than ever, people need to remember what it is like to hold a book in their hands, to get back to the purity of poetry and away from the cold glare of computer screens, meaningless blogs, websites, the like. Now is the time to reconnect to our zinester roots.

RIES: What is difference between a poet/writer and editor/publisher? How would you describe your fellow publishers? Are they different then poets or writers who only write?

ASCHBRENNER: An editor/publisher has a certain bag of tricks. In the small press world, grit, tenacity, and lack of logic are important. One keeps going without profit or reason. There is little demand for poetry journals—or poetry books, for that matter. Editor/publishers perhaps envy poet/writers. We wish we had more time to write and submit our own work. However, not all editors are poets and not all poets could become editors.

I find something to admire in every poetry publication I pick up. I might like the layout, design, fonts, table of contents, photos, art, or the way the editor handles book reviews. However, of all the poetry journals on this planet, the poetry in Free Verse is my favorite. Nothing comes close. No doubt other editors feel the same way about the poetry in their publications. One of the perks of publishing—as editor/publishers we foot the bill, we do the work, so we get to establish content.

HATHAWAY: For the most part, there is very little difference. There is an editor/publisher in every poet/writer and a poet/writer in every editor/publisher, even if they are never “released.”

Some differences revolve around an editor/publisher’s practicality and innate concept of limitations and boundaries (from intellectual, economic, or even the physical limitations of a page or book) versus that utter wonderful chaos of a poet/writer’s creativity.

I can’t think of any of my fellow publishers who are not also writers and I’m not really sure how I would describe or define them, they are so diverse. But one word would definitely describe them all: independent.

COOK: I think the main difference between a poet/writer and editor/publisher is that there isn’t much of a difference at all. And what I mean is that most editors and publishers are writers themselves. I think the most significant difference is that writers who are also publishers might or at least should be more aware of what’s going on in the literary world, what kinds of things people are writing, and along with this, an awareness of what works and what doesn’t work and what still needs to be written about and what’s being written to death. I think it’s very hard to be both a successful writer and a successful publisher. It takes an enormous amount of time to do even one of these, so usually, one or the other suffers. I think the main reason SP isn’t really known is that I am also a writer, and my writing comes first. But the magazine is also very important. I certainly take time to read everything that comes in, and take the necessary pains and then some to make sure the work is featured properly and makes the authors look good. My main problem has been marketing/ sales. I have never been good at the practical side of anything. I am thinking about hiring a publicity person to do these mundane but necessary tasks.

I think most editors and publishers of small press magazines cover a wide range of personalities and ambitions. Larry Ziman, who publishes The Great American Poetry Show — and does a very good job I might add — still thinks people will read poetry, provided it’s presented in a hard-bound coffee-table anthology. I don’t know to what extent he’s accomplished this, a readership, that is, but it is certainly a noble effort. Other editors, such as Michael Hathaway and Paul Roth have been doing this for decades with great joy and success and they are my heroes. Others, too many others, just don’t know what they’re getting into when they start up their little enterprises, and some have the tenacity to grow and stick it out, but most don’t. Of course, we all know the story concerning the mag that bursts onto the scene and then flames out in two or three issues, if they even get that far. But for the most part, I think the hearts of small press publishers are in the right place.

ANGSTMAN: It is very hard for me to tell you the difference between a poet/writer and an editor/ publisher, because I am both. I think that most publishers of poetry in the small press are both. Or at least, wish they were. To me, it seems that you kind of have to be; in order to love poetry so much that you are willing to take loss after loss on the selling and creating of small press books, you either had to have read something along the way that really just blew your mind, or you have to be writing it yourself. I think 8 out of 10 times it’s the latter. Most publishers usually just start out creating an outlet to push their own work. Little by little, they meet and connect with other writers whose work is admirable, and the publishers feel the urge to promote that work, as well. Wa-la! A press is born. Is there a difference between an editor/publisher and a poet who just writes? Sure. A publisher works harder. Every word a poet writes, an editor reads twenty times, publishes 500, and discusses infinitely.
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