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Zuni Astronauts

Gary Every

Up on top of Corn Mountain

the kachinas whispered secrets

to the mudhead clowns

and taught them a new dance

for the summer solstice

the very same summer

when man first stepped on the moon.

The Zuni laughed and laughed

as the mudheads danced

on top of the adobe pueblos

using the same stiff legged gaits

as the astronauts

striding across the lunar soil.

The Zunis can well afford to laugh;

their astronomical experiences

go back more than a millennia

to the Anasazi ancestors at Chaco Canyon

with their amazing observatory, solstice calendars,

and sun shrines atop Fajada Butte.

It was the sciences which united

the Anasazi Chaco Canyon empire—

innovative knowledge of hydrology,

agriculture, pottery, and astronomy

but it was religious spectacle and ceremony

which bonded them together as one people.

There were dances and rituals like those

which take place in Zuni pueblos today

where the people laugh at astronaut legged clowns

but the Chaco Canyon ceremonies

took place on a much grander scale;

pilgrims traveling hundreds of miles

along well marked roads

which crested bonfire topped mountain ridges

whenever their astronomer priests

called the tribes together

for another round of ritual.

The Chaco Canyon kingdom

fell apart abruptly

around 1150 AD

after many consecutive decades of drought.

The lack of rain

did not faze the Anasazi people

who only danced longer and harder,

than they ever had before

in an attempt to purify themselves

and bring the summer rain storms

but when an earthquake

caused the mountains to crumble;

a landslide erupting, sending boulders tumbling down

and crushing Pueblo Bonito

and its many kivas—

this the people took as an omen

that the gods were displeased

and peacefully disbanded their empire.

In 1969 the Zuni elders were shocked when

at how the astronauts

poked, scraped, and probed the moon

without asking permission,

without uttering prayer or blessing,

without sprinkling a single gain

of sacred corn pollen.

The Zuni elders were not shocked that men

went to the moon,

man is not so different from mischievous Coyote,

but they were dumbfounded

that the astronauts were so arrogant

as not to utter a single prayer or blessing,

nor ask permission.

It was not humble.

The Zuni know about humility,

know what it is like to be impressed

with your own empire

and its astronomical mastery

and yet be brought down

by the sudden hand of God,

a single oblivious wave of a natural force;

another victim of the casual indifference of heaven.

That ancient wisdom is what the kachinas whisper

high atop Corn Mountain

when they teach the mudhead clowns

how to dance like Zuni astronauts


Man on the Street

Jonathan S. Burnworth

There’s an old man on the street. He’s not really that old. He’s just upper middle aged. He’s still got 20 good years left. He’s wondering how he’s going to spend them. He’s lived in the ghetto for all of his life. The man has done it all. He now knows most jobs are just dead ends for suckers. He tried to escape by joining the service. He learned that the service is for suckers too. Risk your life and limb to defend the greed, paranoia and ego of some rich pieces of shit at the top who don’t give a fuck about you? That’s a joke. He used to take jobs in restaurants until he learned that unless he wanted to flip burgers and serve junk food to his own people forever he would get nowhere. To the naive and inexperienced, there are opportunities everywhere, but those who know the real deal realize that everything is up to them. To find your calling you’re better off looking inside than outside. The system is a cam. The people are asleep and being used. When someone tells you to “get a job,” that’s the system talking. Even if the person telling you to get a job is a good person who wants the best for you, they’re still wrong. The system is talking through them. Almost all of the jobs and careers offered by this society are bridges to nowhere. Bridges propped up by a vast, flimsy framework of lies, servility, exploitation, ignorance, legal manipulations, illusions and greed, no matter how they try to shore it up with their talk about how everyone should get a job and believe in hard work. Hard work towards what?

Don’t kid yourself. Cut to the quick. Don’t waste your life.


Summertime

B.Z. Niditch

With so much going on

no one hears the phone

or opens the daybed

once, like good nature

you were effortless

sleeping by the river

expecting the unlit moon

to provide your covers

for all you scars

now on abandoned

landscapes

your diary rarely speaks

to that breathless past

or revives shadows

which wash eternity

off the coastal shelf.


“The Wholesale Artificial Limbs Business,” She Says That Sounds Like a Poem, a Book and I think How It Was

Lyn Lifshin

the one story I could tell

the famous novelist in the

colony where the bush

that looked like roses

but wasn’t was the color

of the sweater I wore

sitting under it, color

of the inside of a mouth

when he walked by and

told me the name of

the tree I used to think

was forsythia, asked

about a drink after 9.

His study past the black

dripping berry branches,

the glass of scotch, a

candle I clasped as if it

was close to freezing and

there was no place to go

but his sheets. I was too

in awe to talk, his name

a throbbing organ I’d

never resist but like a

tray of flowers or platter

of shrimp I’d decorated

with actual rubies, I

could have curtseyed to

his applause of my story

of our shared relative

who, yes, sold artificial

hips and limbs


One Lover’s Words on Midnight Radio, Another’s Haunting Email

Lyn Lifshin

like anything you

can imagine more

lovely and amazing

than real life men

who are never quite

like slippery skin,

unreal as a still of

a hunk the others

drool at


Softly Bruised Plum

Zinta Aistars

Highly recommended therapy you provide a row of

knuckles my spine at my earlobes divine somethings line

the silky cells my hungry mind

clean thoughts resisted temptations purity need deliciously:

bruised purple…


Ghosts in the Night

A.D. Winans

the shrill cry of dead

jazz greats ring out

in the night

gliding on dark rain clouds

jazz notes loud as thunder

burst the eardrums

like artillery fire

the 4-walls closing in

like a police dragnet

jazz luminaries beautiful

butterflies spreading

their wings

reshaping the stars

the universe

cosmic matter waiting

to be reborn


an attempt to avoid being included in the Cooperstown Hall of Fame

Geoff Stevens

I drink and smoke and eat

as an existential protest

against the pedestal position that sport

is given in modern day America.

Imagine me on the running track

playing baseball

or battling on the football field

better in bed puffing at a cigarette

heart racing

at the exciting passages in the comic strip

a tray of biscuits available upon my chest.

I breast the sheets

and not the tape of the 10,000 metres event.


Offroad

Ray Greenblatt

A poet cannot stand

the geometry

of expressways

no matter the straightness

of solid lines nor

the hypnotic dotted.

His vision wanders

to the shoulder where

shunned creatures hide in

the undergrowth or

it sweeps up to a passing

window to witness

an unusual act.

He breaks the golden mean

as he collects provisions

for the journey.


Solenoid

Matt Peters

barefoot morning, vent scattered scales a dog-sized lizard, the

hard petals settle into carpet, aquarium rocks, musty potting

soil near the picture window. lizard found this house in the late

winter stayed for the ducks the back yard, on them at night

sleeping above the ceiling the daytime.

March, we were just like Francisco, according a federal study.

town filled sidewalks with wearing necklaces, fire trucks down

the streets advertise our satisfaction the results of the study.

ducks started leaving the yard the pond dried up. lizard grew

restless hunger and killed a neighborhood cat

one night, in painful hunger. surrounded the house killed the lizard

by filling the attic with tear gas. May, lizard scales

still littered the house

but were gone from the vent

A similar incident, we read, in San Francisco, day before,

convincing us comparisons were correct, we always expected.


Faces

Michael Estabrook

I had blood drawn today. Every six months I need to get

my liver enzymes and cholesterol levels checked because

I’m taking cholesterol-lowering medication that may affect

my liver. Recently my abdomen has been bothering me

—it’s swollen and tender, my appetite is down, blah blah

blah, yada yada yada. It may be due to the medication

or it could be something else, who knows, like stomach

cancer, which is what I find myself thinking when I awaken

at 3 a.m. my guts on fire, the night shadows surrounding

me, leering at me, pressing in from all sides their dark

stern faces big and hungry and eager.


Keep Moving, Moving…

Raymond Mason

A giant green rat

was playing the mandolin,

and from afar a hollow, hollow

voice called:

Keep moving, moving, moving,

for stasis is death.

The rat stroked his instrument.

But I am tired, the wretched

prisoner whispered, too tired

to move anymore.

The rat hummed to the mandolin.

Keep moving, moving, moving.

But I am spent.

The mandolin was sweet.

Keep moving, moving, moving.

To hell with it, the wretch cried,

kill me, kill me.

The giant green rat put

down his mandolin,

but the distant voice said,

Keep moving, moving, moving

even towards death.

The giant green rat gripped

his mandolin and slowly creeped away.

I am—I am…


The Life of a Poet

Robert K. Johnson

Shifting from bed to floor

I shuffle, half asleep,

toward the blurry night-light beacon

in the bathroom and see,

waiting for me in the hall,

a fog-gery form I know

is the vexing middle stanza

in one of the two poems

I’ve been grappling with for days.

I refuse to even nod.

Moments later I find,

just feet away from me

while I pee, the other poem’s

still awkward final lines.

I look the other way

and, as soon as I can,

shuffle back to bed,

where I will try to hide

in wordless dreams.


What to Do

Lois Lockhart

What is there to do when driving

Through New Mexico on I-10?

Count all the cars and engines.

On the numerous trains.

Comment on the cab colors

Of the huge semis that roar past.

We love the spicy Mexican music

But detest the constant fading.

Wonder where the towns are

From the signs on the exit ramps.

Give up staring at the bleak landscape

And go to sleep with a crooked neck.


Amerika

Tom Baker

Amerika, You’re disappointing me again.

Amerika, I cannot find a decent job.

Amerika, you said you were the land of the free.

You lie.

Nothing here is free…

Amerika, I want only to live and die and then be forgotten. Will you forget me, Amerika?

Will you pause a moment in your vast perturbation of infinite regressive diabolism to ponder the naked stripling feet of myself? Did I not beat my sorry dogs against the pavement of your tired, Midwestern shores, in vain hope of finding you? AMERIKA.

What does the future bring for you now that you have fucked Washington, beat Franklin and Jefferson, lynched Kennedy, and, and…

Amerika, do I find in your huddled masses yearning to breathe free a spark of righteous indignation at the heavy armaments of truth and shock and awe as they laid siege to Falluja still burning in the dust-choked air of bloody triumph of the will?

Amerika, is this how you see yourself?

Amerika could we shout hallelujah at the dour image of mighty bush bent over the ramparts of the true and noble balcony where once strode Hitler and Mussolinni and even Pontius Pilate?

Amerika, I see them in your eyes too.

Amerika, are you a toothless gun collector sitting in bored derision in front of a digital camera who is not sorry one bit?

Amerika do you hate your image?

Amerika, do you still shudder in midnight belly burning with acid as the pale towers of industrial might splinter downward into the naked bone-hole truth that is the next great american century…Amerika

Amerika, are you fox news?

Amerika I saw Alex Jones tell the truth at Ground Zero.

Amerika you censored the mass-murder and let the murderer go free.

Amerika, they may not be kind to you in the history books. Amerika, have you sold yourself to the military-industrial complex? Amerika, do you spread your ample waves of grain for the children of tomorrow who may have no home to call their own? Amerika, will your tired license on freedom and humanity survive the apocalyptic night? Amerika, are you burning the law again? Amerika, are you closing your blind eyes and lifting the battered scales to weigh in the sins of so many moral molesters of children? Amerika, does Jesus know what a whore you are?


Family Christmas Eve

Parissa Bavi

I can smell the fire burning warmth into the redden decorated room,

Everything has been set.

Between the terrible gift wrapping and harden cookie dough,

Awaiting visitors that grace annoyance but once a year.

My father pours a strong liquor of gin and glee,

And we toast to another Christmas Eve.

Suddenly with a gasp they roar in one by one,

Like years past,

Devouring every free morsel,

As if they never have eaten a meal.

Over time little actually changes,

Aunt Ann and Uncle Jimmy still cheating on old pinnacle cards.

Cousin Matthew is sneaking a cig outside with his sister,

Their father discussing politics with a mouthful of ginger bread,

While Grandma Anderson asks me very personal questions about my single life.

Then finally the children open their presents,

They rip and tear like starving animals huddling their prey.

As my collar becomes itchy,

Watching the little girls and boys open up the worst ever toys,

Seeing the happiness when at last, they see some cash.

I slowly with smiles and nods sneak for the door,

The air is crisp in hopes for snow,

Breathing in as the cold cleans the night,

While enjoying the silent I reach for the family door.

To see the children playing within the oak staircase,

Reminding me of how Christmas was when I was young,

I quickly peak under the tree to see,

People laying laughing about and jabbing jokes,

Shimmer lights of the plastic green tree gleams throughout

Midnight quickly approaches,

Eyes become weary and dark.

The house becomes silent like a song slowly reaching an end,

As soft whisper dreams,

Of, yet, another holiday ahead.


Where We Left Off…

Christy White

I am the night sky with myriad stars

when you look into me — flow outward into my dark

there are galaxies swirling out of my dust

I am the sunset after a summer storm

the last ray of the sun — pierced by my bright eye

you are transfixed with ethereal joy

I am a flock of macaws flowing in the jungle

reds blues green streaming across the Amazon

a startle of wild painting in flight

I am the ocean gathering her sweet waters

the rivers and streams and rains pouring in

slaking our consuming altering thirst

I am a racing of time bending upon myself

the forward and backward and encircling

so that we may come together

You are my tranquility


Riptide for Fifty / Sunrise

damedged Aesthetician & Dlyn Fairfax Parra

Goodbye headaches, we said on the bus from Culiacan, Los Mochis, Hermosillo. Resemble the cross section one slice of the moon Tucson. Hallucinations mysterious come and go: Annapolis, Baltimore, Essex. Fussiness a way-real science, a tire skidding, one adult named for Washington. Melt into a puddle, Salem. You are not sufficiently mutated for a short medical history. Listen, says one coyote, this night fires off Riverside from a Detroit, a debit-locked Woodstock.

Wolves howl, symptoms recur, but if Los Angeles sees Miami, we purchase Lafayette, you lousy Port Charlotte! Listen, says one coyote, this night swoops in on gravitation and look how bright a star the Indonesians enjoy! I can’t see the radio emissions, complains El Paso. Mira! The Mississippi: measure the time-space ratio, sip the size straw maker. Ay!Ay!Ay! Other perturbations of moonlight glint within Reno. And hola Carson City… we saved one hundred ninety two plastic baggies—solo para Ti!

As a result, wolves howl and Montgomery gives only a tantalizing hint: boil off just enough to evidence the tip, but not so much as Nashville. Even Saint Louis has an onboard plutonium-powered generator! Felicidades! Your tub-boat is along Charleston. How does it feel? How does it feel? Well, tell us already!

Mechanical, Virginia, the Red Hill Patrick Henry National Memorial. Now don’t forget to write to mom inside Parkersburg just on the doorstep next to the milk door stands the hitching post in Kansas City, Kansas. Don’t forget to wipe your feet. Unique discreet Kansas City. Keep it nice ‘n neat.

City of my deference, city of my migration. Como? The food we eat, the air we breathe, the coal we burn, the ground underfoot. This is Memphis, the Columbus of Seattle. As for Milwaukee, bound and gagged in the trunk. We’re waiting at the phone booth for the return call on the ransom. Bastardos! Pinches pendejos! They found us, those snipers on the roof. We’re busted now.

Listen, says one coyote, this night is Philadelphia, and we be doing a pretty good job just knowing we ain’t buying the farm. Wild applause breaks out in the bus like skin rash. Whenever a normal particle and an antiparticle meet, they annihilate each other. Madison did a Chicago style stunt and birthed Kingman. Night, says one coyote, is the struggle.

Night, says one coyote, is the struggle to keep awake. Night, says one coyote watching an erotic video. We have had bad scientists and all they do is stay behind male truck drivers who perceive safety in the hairy bosom of Albuquerque or Austin. Cheyenne, the fourth Michigan to sue a skyrocket to prove the melting point of brass instruments, seduced a year’s subscription to Arizona Highways. Night, says one coyote, listen: if you exist by photosynthesis, make sure mine’s medium rare.

And from sea to shining sea, we have glinty trumpets, a cotillion of Coloradans, and a mistake about Des Moines cuz of the cod pieces. Lo siento. Coyote, says the night, must listen. Como? Tienes una pregunta? Digame. My question has remained unanswered for 22.8 decades. But I’ll give yours a dead stop at the Santa Monica Pier rather than Beaver, Utah, although there’s a really cute waitress who works there. In Beaver. Missoula passed out in the back of the bus, her chest heaving Punta Gorda but before the hurricane.

Cuando yo hablo, I want you to sing me that one corrido, Sierra Madre. It reminds me of a trove of asteroids and color-striped clouds I collected at least 76 times. Listen, says one coyote, night things we move anticipation into dreamtime. But Minneapolis and proximity notwithstanding, I voted against the proposition. So let’s not hang around long, I say to one long-ago snapshot of Pedro. Six months later, Nogales comes to Portland. Night, says one coyote, gathers data on the glitches of light. We forgot to correlate the results. But we can assure you the powerful are hunky-dory, growing ever larger through the narrow-angle Sacramento.

****Performance note for Riptide (from dA): As Dlyn Fairfax Parra reads, damedged Aesthetician prowls around on stage, holding two hand mirrors with black markers attached to the handles. Looking at himself both front and back in each mirror, he alternately mumbles and coos “amanecer” (the Spanish word for “sunrise”) while marking the letter “I” on various parts of his naked upper body.
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Magic Bats

Gary Every

My friend Jerry, has undertaken the shaman’s path.

We huff and puff as we hike uphill,

bathing in glorious moonlight.

Our moon shadows march along beside us

much sleeker and more graceful

than our real selves.

The trail winds along the ridge top,

naked and exposed to the heavens.

A soft warm wind climbs the mountain

and thEN suDDENELY!!!

There is the mad flutter of wings;

a rush of a tiny swift wind,

a small bat rises—

barely cresting Jerry’s bald head

before the wings spread in a glide,

shadow descending into the valley.

“I knew I was special”

Jerry explained,

“When I realized that every time

I hike during the full moon;

the bats fly close enough to bless me.”

FLUTTER!

Another bat hovers just above

Jerry’s hairless skull.

The bats have never done this to me

so maybe my friend

really is special.

While I ponder these thoughts

I notice that Jerry also wears

a halo of moths.

Tiny fuzzy flying insects

following his path

as he climbs the mountains upwards

like rising up a granite stairway to the stars.

FLUTTER!

Another bat rises, glides, and descends.

We continue to hike

beneath the brilliant glare of the moon.

“I hope you brought some moon screen,”

I tease.

Jerry chuckles.

Still, if it is possible to get moon burn,

Jerry is a likely candidate.

The moon reflects from his chrome dome

till his head almost glows

and then suddenly I realize

that the moths must be attracted to the light

of his reflective skull.

That bats arrive to feast and dine

upon the moths.

FLUTTER!

and another bat with outspread wings

surfs the moonlit breeze,

a wind laden with a pollen scented spring.

Jerry smiles big
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