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The Mad Girl Feels Like a Praying Mantis

Lyn Lifshin

about to leap, bite

the neck of her prey,

 put everything she has

 into him. She is wild to 

paralyze him, keep

him as her slave.

Don’t call her Jezebel

or Medea, don’t

look at her with a

 sneer. She’s been 

waiting, his body a

 taunt, a lure. It’s

 nature, it’s not fair.

 And even if she has

to die soon after,

she will have him

on the sheets

of paper


​Yes He’s Glad to See More Skin

Lyn Lifshin

when black velvet slips.

 Magnolia raining like

 it is late afternoon.

 Someone else gives

me words like a hand

 on my shoulder. He

 thinks what I touched

was your skin, that

you were inside as

of course you are.

Then he’s relieved,

 writes “you were

 probably where you

 needed to be. Poems 

really happen, yours

do. That is real enough.”

 He writes if he had

the reality of his own

 poems, he’d have

fewer scars. As for

you, the one haunting 

me, if I never ride a

 horse thru your ebony

hair, sleep inside your

 brain like that magnolia

 rain, I’ll still have my

 own scars from this

 most dangerous tango


He Wouldn’t Mind if I Wrote about Him

Lyn Lifshin

when it’s a kaleidoscope of

 shifting ebony and ruby

 glass. When he presses

his hips into mine, of 

course he has to, it’s

 tango. When the verbs

are fiction. When the

 dead strawberry has

been trashed. When his

 “and you know I am good” 

still makes me shiver

and I spray rose where

I know he’ll touch.

Too often, across the 

room, his look startles

 like the calf torso coming

 out slick and black, legs 

crossed over one another,

 head last. His eyes,

that wobbly calf’s blunt

 mouth sucking on me


On Timelessness and Rainy Nights

Belle DiMonté

*On a rainy, cold winter night, a girl madly writes into her diary by the light of a single streetlamp: *

Dark. All around. The soft kind, the kind that envelopes and steadies. I am surrounded, and I am transcendent. I have no body; limbs cloaked by darkness. But I can see. I transcend, suspended in a quiet moment of rainy periwinkle night. The flushed sky radiates in Prussian washes up to the stars’ gentle dominion. Hanging low is a ghostly fog, but through it an ephemeral flashing, like a frozen and forgotten firefly, marks the night’s heartbeat. Christmas lights. The storm knocked them down.

I’ve never really thought about stars. Lights. How they’re always watching, guiding. They see beyond what we see; casting their gazes upon the expanse of the land. Stars, I await your messages. I’ll be looking. Watching.

I’m scrawling into my notebook, blind. If I find a light this moment will be ruined. It is a moment of darkness and a love of the endless deep it provides. The fireflies agree. So do the stars and the ghostly fog. This moment will stay forever. Timelessness suspended in darkness. It is staying forever. It is not passing.

The fireflies…  

———————————

Belle DiMonté

Born in 1995, Belle DiMonté is a native of Boulder, Colorado. She’s had her poetry, nonfiction, prose, and artwork widely published both online and in print, in places such as CICADA, Eternal Haunted Summer, and WestWard Quarterly. Belle likes long winters, full moons, and big breakfasts. She’s also fond of sipping tea while reading the works of Tacitus, Suetonius, and Cicero. She currently writes book reviews for The Spencer Teen Times and Eternal Haunted Summer.

———————————


Fishing with Flowers

Gary Every

Copulating dragonflies hover,

eight sets of insect wings flying

like an aeronautical infinity sign.

 Bluegills shimmer in the green water.

 Walking by I frighten a white butterfly

 atop a white buttercup flower.

A dear old man once taught me

to run a hook through the flower,

fly fishing with a flower instead of feathers

if I wanted to brawl with big old bad ass bass.

All afternoon I bait and cast with flowers

strawberry four o’clock, morning glory and blue lupine 

even parry’s preposterously pink pestenmons

dangle from my line.

Not a nibble, not a bite,

not a lot of nothing but certainly a lot of not,

No fish though.

Still there are other catches. For instance

the murky mud is marked with river otter tracks

like the felonious footprints of floating fish stealing ferrets.

 Then there is the bird,

a big giant bird,

A humongous black and white bald eagle

who leaps from the cliff above us

and barrel rolls above the river

His broad shoulders flapping powerfully

as they carry him to a precarious stone perch

high above the water.

Our baldy buddy hangs out all day

and when I creep closer for a photograph

I discover a discarded feather,

a giant feather belonging to a giant bird of prey.

The Native Americans say an eagle feather

 will carry a man’s prayers

directly into heaven.

I bend down to pick up my treasure

and save my wish for another day.

 Today,

as I throw another flower into the wind,

 I am feeling sort of fulfilled.


Boots

Gary Every

I have always found cowgirls real sexy,

blue jean butts, boots and hats—

attitude and sassafrass.

I remember boasting with my barroom buddies

 over beer

about what kind of women we like best

while simultaneously reminiscing

about the wicked wanton wenches

who have skated in and out of our lives

and pretending not to miss them

Some guys like big boobs and others prefer long legs

 One dude goes wild for red hair

and another yearns for tiny derrieres.

 Then my best friend, a childhood buddy

 known as Cornan the Barbarian

gave me the best romantic advice

I have ever received.

He said,

“I like the girls who like me

It makes everything so much easier.”

I am still hoping for my cowgirl

one with well worn comfortable boots

and jeans that have grown a little tight in the seat

 Maybe even a cowgirl who knows how to yodel

 but mostly a girl who knows how to snare

what she is throwing her lasso at

and who is looking for a hired hand

to ride off into the sunset with.


Masters

B.Z. Niditch

Two moves

over silent pawns

 along the chess table 

of possibilities

Your long arm

 clutches the king

 edges closer

to a fatal wound

Secrets unlocked

 from your mute lips

 to play me

with royal care

Lame with drowsiness

 my glazed over mate 

appears serious

 without playing dead

You remain seated

 dumbstruck at your loss

 your left hand freezes

 on an ice cold night


Do You Know Him/Her?

B.Z. Niditch

In an empty uniform

you are vying

for another breath

with wanton thirst

 smelling the rodent earth

 deaf to human shadows

 hunger whispers

on a decaying field

full of rotted fruit 

sunshine punctuates

 your blind sided glasses

 suddenly you recall

a crawling child

in the backyard

you swallow tall grass

on banded knees

irritated by scraping bones

 shaking shamelessly for air 

from sweat drops

in an unknown location

 with a shot of clichés

in a far off forest.


Fugitive Hour

B.Z. Niditch

Waking to uncover

a postage stamp

 enmeshed in my sock 

worth a passing nightmare

 in a poet’s fortune

my voice

will be sentenced

in a printer’s ink,

 daydreaming by the road bed

 near the windowsill

 watching black ice

fly in snow shower’s light

 gathering all the elements

 wind, rain, fire

making a wish

to exchange my nature

for a fugitive hour

where words

are found

to easily follow.


1945

B.Z. Niditch

Carnage all around me

 don’t act surprised

storms blaze on snow fields

 from an sun setting sky,

an ancient friend

from a mountain hamlet

offers me a handkerchief,

cold air hides wildflowers

 mingled with frayed leaves,

in the sliding dust

everyone is breathless with grief;

 sister sleeps on the last chair.


time

t. kilgore splake

sudden

piercing owl cry

signal to forget

prayer holy water crucifix 

becoming invisible

 joining wilderness

 beyond true north


kindergarten again

t. kilgore splake

words words words

 substitute for nothing

 hiding smallness

vacant boring man

 wasting precious currency

rat bastard time


time passing

t. kilgore splake

gray senior shadow 

losing self control

like grocery cart

wobbly wheel turns

 circling to cemetery

 black granite gravestone

 waiting name


lost in time

t. kilgore splake

slippery sweet wetness

 dark furry cunts 

crying deep ecstasies

 suddenly

wide fleshy asses

 empty floppy tits

 once beautiful girls


elusive dame muse

t. kilgore splake

fierce writing solitude

 out of body escape

 like tom baxter 

purple rose of cairo

 leaving phony life 

few fleeting minutes

 smelling fresh flowers 

icy vin blanc sip

 kissing young girl 

soft tender lips


poet

t. kilgore splake

tiny dark sparrow

 flying above earth

 like aborigine

 dream time odyssey 

going home


Old Trees

Geoff Stevens

Old trees

veteran oaks

riddled with time

and age disease

stark

tottering against the skies

shoulders shrugged

their stricken arms surrendering 

their fingers spread against the light.

 Others fallen

or chopped to their knees

or lying doggo

on uncomfortable slopes

their over-wound clocks exposed

 the rings of their Springs

showing their years

to the world

as gnawing beetles

tock their death watch

fobbed by chainsaws


Less Dramatic Landscapes

Geoff Stevens

(After a visit to the Northern Lights exhibition by Swedish Landscape painters)

Moonlight shines

through the window of the flat on Kungsgatan

 illuminates her golden hair

let down now from its harsh bun

It gleams on her stretched-out skin

His seismographic lust

picking up the anticipatory tremors of the flesh

This is a less dramatic

and more welcoming landscape

 than Sogne-Fjord

captured in oils and positioned

 above the bed

It’s splendid rock protrusions

boldly thrust their sexuality

into the face of the incoming moon

while the sun is still making a delayed exit 

through vertical blinds of cirrus stratus

Fresh from his painting expedition to Norway

 the artist hesitates

contemplating the subject at hand

decides how he’ll go about it

given that the composition is pre-ordained


Even as Evening

Michael Lee Johnson

Even as evening

approaches night—

 dandelions shake

dust loose from their yellow—

 a robin pulls

the last red worm

 from the moist,

 but callous

 ground,

shadows fade

into fresh fall night—

 small creatures

with trumpet

sounds dominant

the adjacent

woods.

A virtuoso!


Sundown, Fall

Michael Lee Johnson

Fall, everything is turning yellow and golden.

 No wind, Indian summer, bright day,

wind charms with Indian enchantment,

last brides before winter snow,

grass growth slows down,

bushes cut back with chills,

haven of the winter, grows legs,

learns baby steps, pushes itself

up slowly against my patio door,

and says, “soon, soon, I’ll be there.”

Winter is sweeping up what’s left of fall;

 making room for shorter days, longer nights.

 Echoes of a new season.


Arc ———— Hit ———— Rave

Guy R. Beining

see ———— catch ———— gutted

glitter ———— heat ———— boat

of ———— from ———— cut

the ———— boxcar ———— out

one ———— & ———— of

fallen ———— old ———— view,

boy ———— lives ———— seeing

in ———— tossed ———— another

strips ———— away; ———— page

of ———— now ———— of

weeds ———— sings ———— day

mending ———— in ———— speckled,

sway ———— meat ———— over

of ———— packing ———— hanging

spiderweb ———— plant ———— cliff


Amp ———— Hit ———— Heater

Guy R. Beining

lace ———— the ———— make

up ———— wall ———— a

your ———— takes ———— copy

head ———— sliding ———— of

demise, ———— blasts ———— your

know ———— of ———— head

that ———— music ———— &

jabola, ———— of ———— place

who ———— do ———— it

jabbed ———— monkey ———— in

in ———— do, ———— a

purple ———— those ———— deep

rage, ———— weaseled ———— sink,

carries ———— out ———— letting

my ———— lines ———— water

inner ———— erasing ———— quickly

color ———— temple ———— rise


Desert Maroon

Ron Koppelberger

Enduring rages of cool desert rain concealed the summer-tide corona of fiery breath that shimmered in illusory waves of rippling heat. The delay between the deluge and his magic insurrection was barely an hour, nevertheless he lay in faded desert maroon. A ward of belonging ascension to desert winds and the maroon colored tide of blood that colored the piles of amber straw and raggedy cotton tufts of ancient cloth, he allowed the rain to draw him to the rocky asylum. It was primal, of an old desperado.

The recess was littered with ancient bits of pottery and of course, the blood stained bed. The mischievous desert maroon, a tide in viscous wing, an exposition of malicious shamanism permeated the straw and rag bedding. A sulfur yellow star adorned the floor with an evil layer of influence.

He carefully brushed the black Stetson he wore with the palm of his hand, it came away dusty and gray with the trail. The rain began to abate and he climbed away from the deserts maroon toward the entrance to the cave. For a moment, just a brief instant he saw a woman laying in the straw mat, raven locks and slender with the beauty of a princess. Blinking his eyes the evanescent apparition faded and became vapor. He thought, what had she said, “Find me!” she had gasped in whispers of desperation, “Find me!”

As he rode away on the black stallion that had led him to the shelter he discovered that he was drawn west away from the desert maroon toward the vision, the ghost, the love of a faraway vision. For the first time in memory his meanderings, his aimless direction had purpose. As fate would and did dictate he had left before sundown, the desert maroon behind…the horror of blood and temptation to dark craft in the dust. He would find the ghost, his dream of desert maroon, his destiny.


The Kerchief

Ron Koppelberger

The prohibition of spirits, alcohol, whiskey rhy and wine ferment chilled ever so slightly, was a mystifying eccentricity that permafrosted constitutional policy and the monkey bound government perpetuated. The penalty for consumption or distribution was complex, ranging from transport to an engaging battle front along the Canadian United States boarder to shambling confinement and hard labor.

She secured the kerchief to the back of the knapsack in a perfect square. Pinned along the seams and corners, the bladder inside was full of dandelion wine. She made her way past the checkpoint without being questioned or searched. The voyage was worth the trip and the fray would enjoy the unsullied tribute to freedom. The manner of designed thirsty endurance was willing to sanctify the allure of the bare bones ambition, the ambition to call the name of dandelion wine and fermenting spurting geysers of Chardonnay a-la-rose blush and yellow weed. Dandelion need she thought. They would toast her, “Here’s to dandelion!”


My Silence

Edward Lee

I want you to know

I want you,

Without me telling you.

 Circumstances, mine, maybe yours

prevent me vocalising

this want, and so, like

the pathetic old man

I feel, I write words

you’ll never read, in some foolish

 hope that…

I don’t know.

If I do not pour my words

onto the page

I fear I may scratch and claw

 myself to death, rip myself asunder

 with this rippling desire.

This page becomes the lover

 you can never be.

In my silence I am a coward,

 a foolish coward,

and men like me

deserve to never know

a single desire

 satisfied. 


I Do Not Like You

Edward Lee

I do not like you.

Do not take this personally.

 I don’t like him either, or

 her, or them,

they, those…

I do not like you

and your selfishness, your

rudeness, your inability to say

please, thank you, sorry,

your disregard for me, for

others, for everyone.

I do not like that you never say hello when 

I say hello, you never smile when I smile,

 you are never grateful

for what you have,

there is always so much more

you want.

I do not like you because you 

expect the world and its way to 

revolve solely for you,

life should be as you decree

and you will step on anyone to get 

what you believe you deserve

 and…

I could go on and on until I grow

 into the grumpy old man I

sound like.

I do not like you.

Let us leave it at that.


Han Romance

Timothy B. Dodd

Dusty and riverine, the ancient alleyway

 that weds Fu Xi to Parmenides,

now a castoff of tar-hardened modernity,

 darkly illumined by lanterns of gold-bullion

 and color-blind stoplights

perched atop with straw-woven cage

 containing white-eyed vireos,

 something (not) hand-crafted

by an ivory corpse

before disguised Confucian tooth decay,

 lounged conscience in luxury voids


Cathartic Karsts

Timothy B. Dodd

unconquerable and original terracottas

 lifting over dysentery lagoons,

brittle commerce,

and decomposition of eye socket souls,

 where weeds, berries, fungi, birdsong

 are reclaimed without coin;

mossy extremes

blooming in amethyst and mangosteen,

 the vireo grows a green eye,

the seed does not rue


A Morning’s Prehistory

Timothy B. Dodd

She sat down at the table (in her comfy chair),

 erosion play,

the Deep slumber, time unrecorded

had peeled off dry mascara

layers of ruddy sandstone

in her morning coffee she found

fossilized crinoids

hiding under the ripple

from the morning news,

displacement.

“Thank you for 

preparing breakfast”

she said,

stratification fogged by halitosis,

 uplift

before deposition.


When the Tide Goes Out

Nicholas Campanella

In his twilight years the truths that gave rise to the myths of mankind became all too clear. And one by one the illusions of all he had been taught about life fade and become cloudy and obscure. How he could have lived life thinking he knew so much when in actuality he really knew so little.

People bit into apples and left gardens of dream eternal delight for uncompromising and foreboding worlds of toil and stress. Angels could not be dissected on cold steel tables and gods of nature shook their heads sadly as they were regulated to mythology.

And what had the world left for him in the end, at the final moment, but a pine box to be buried in and morbid people dressed in black spreading gloom over the day this should come to be.

His mind was not old and feeble but sharp as a razor and clear as a crystal with its focus on things beyond. Things which came to bloom like a garden before him. Mysteries quit hiding behind their veils of secrecy and speak to him. The gods were not gone. They had always been there. It had been his choice not to see them.

He would be with them soon.

There is an ebb and flow to life. This life. All that came before it and all that will follow afterwards rise and fall on this ebb and flow.

This wavelength called life and reality.

The coming and going of breath, seasons, weather, planetary revolutions, life, death, every atom, every form of energy known and discovered ride within this wavelength of life.

People said nice things to him. Marveled at his age. And yet his eyes looked more into what is called the other world than the world he lived in all his life.

The tide came in. And the tide went out. The tide brought things in from the sea and the tide returned things to the sea.

To say his body was running down was a lie. His spirit and his physicality were one. The two together compromised what he thought of as his body.

And he was growing to become something more than he used to be.

Seconds seemed like hours and years passed as quickly as swiftly moving days. For the human constructs of time began to crumble and fall to dust until time was nothing more than his place in eternity.

In dreams at night he spoke with friends long gone. Friends he’d thought he’d never see again. Friends who passed beyond. He made new friends in his dreams— some of them not human, but friends nonetheless. And dreamtime made itself more and more apparent in his daily waking state. Something he had done in his garden he may remember as a dream and something he dreamed could have been something done in the waking world. He really could not tell anymore.

It did not matter. Time was time and for a fleeting second he thought, with great excitement, if I can say I am dead one second after it happens, that second would stretch to eternity and become the afterlife.

It did not matter what the afterlife was. It only mattered that it was. Is. And always will be.

He can hear the tide lapping at his doorstep now. Rising and receding.

 Beckoning.

Do not be afraid.

The man who clings to life loses it. The man who lets go becomes a star in the sky.

The myth is what you think you know about life. The old myths are shooting stars of truth.

“I will not fear the twilight turning to night,” has become his mantra.

The tide recedes from his doorstep.

“Wait!” he shouts.

The tide pauses.

He has a little wooden boat bobbing in the dancing waters of the great sea. He gingerly climbs into his little wooden boat.

 “Are you ready?” the sea asked him.

“I am ready,” he answers.

“No regrets?”

“No regrets.”

The tide carries him so far from shore he even forgets what the shore looks like. And the sea shows him things beyond his wildest dreams.


Blue-Collar Twister

Sonnet Mondal

Sweat tries to swim upwards through the hairs

of a labourer building the statue of the herald

but fails and falls in the soil sucked up by heat,

 Vanishes as a struggling animal in quicksand; 

Dreams drain and entity turns into fossils as slippers

 walk over it.

His weapons are a chisel and spade;

He lifts them to protest but vacuum wailing in the curves

of his muscles make it fall again on the mummified ground;

 just to dig, dig the ground for

the Herald’s statue must stand firm

or his existence will be buried under its

falling weight.

Toils will evaporate with the smile of the moon

The dawn will hear sounds again—

sounds of iron striking against rocks.

The air waits to weave those sounds

and strike a twister with them—

Tall enough for the world to see

bold enough to step over mountains

Clear enough to show the waving hands

begging a day out of slavery.


The Solitary Bench

Sonnet Mondal

    A forlorn bench, putrid with age

sits amongst vibrant foliage like

a school boy waiting for his first love.

 The coarse rustle of

ruling? Gulmohar? flowers tries

to sway him in congenial talks.

His silence forces the air

to rub them off his body;

let him remain lonely

for the guest deserves to stick

to his mad wishes.

The figure that he is longing for

runs away from him

with each days dying in the

ever flowing tide of time.

Still, hope says no, wishes say yes

and the everyday falling flowers

 quarrel with the dry leaves

riding upon withered branches,

to impress his soul and the day ends

 with the bench shaking them off

with the passing air.

He sits for one and will not break

till she comes running and sits on him

 just like the day decades ago,

when these woods used to a park

and the bench was the friend

of her everyday indolence.


A Model of Life

Sonnet Mondal

The candle wick has seen it all— 

From the dawn of the insect,

to its babyhood, its youth

and its senescence.

All lasted and ended

about the flame

in a few hours of study.

The growing wings flew

unbeaten by the heat and

 submerged into the molten wax…

 Moments after, it was a fossil

in a world, which itself was 

submerging towards death.

The plight of the wick was 

perhaps marked by its sin

to vigour and kill the insect.

It was all happening on my table

 with my hands in books

and eyes rotating round the

 game of existence and demise.

I closed my eyes and saw a candle

 burning in similar mode,

with me and my siblings

running around it.

It was just a model of

what was in store for me

and for all and sundry thriving 

in this corporeal world.
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Little White Cat Paws by Michael Lee Johnson

moUth #1 by Guy R. Beining

moUth #2 by Guy R. Beining

Switch by Edward Lee

A Deep Dark Well by Edward Lee

Between Loving and Carlsbad by Brandon A.M.

Untitled 1 by Simon Perchik

Untitled 2 by Simon Perchik

White Gold by Neil Leadbeater


The Mad Girl Drenches Her Fingers with Rose

Lyn Lifshin

tea rose, tuber

 rose, Bulgarian

 and white heir-

 loom rose. She

 wants to leave

 her scent, brand

 the one she can 

only hold for

a moment. Pale

 rose, white rose,

 Damask. She is

 wild to have him 

remember. Maybe

 He’ll smell her,

 then dream there

 could be more.

 She knows he

is a fantasy,

 enough one waltz. 

The mad girl

 sighs, is like 

someone who

says he was in

love with Emily

 Brontë, thinks of 

the cruelty of their

 different ages

 keeping them 

apart


No Sleep and Too Many Pills

Lyn Lifshin

 water pools in the

 roses. My head’s

 under water in the

 rouge blues. So

 it’s not raining

 but it will be. This

 blue Friday, a 

roach I can’t 

escape without

a wall of them 

burying me


Silk Swirls in the Dance Studio’s Shadows

Lyn Lifshin

the men, there aren’t enough. So the

women wait, wall flowers, Cinderellas

 pretending it is ok. I think it is humiliating. I

 did this in high school, my pasted on fake smile.

I hate it. The men, there aren’t enough of them

 and the ones that are there, excuse me, some things 

are better left unsaid. It must be like this at a 

beauty pageant or a whore house. Will my

rose perfume attract the right one? It must be

 as humiliating at a beauty contest or a brothel.

 Tits and ass, the old story. Even the most

 beautiful at bolero are like girls at a bar,

pretending to talk to each other as they wait.

 Most can’t pull it off. Even the ones who look 

gorgeous in the right man’s arms, have to

put up with clods, begin to think they

ought to be at home reading a good book. If

 it was a dream, then I’d want to wake up.

 Even the beauties you’d hold your breath over

 are out-numbered. I will never not remember
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