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Mesa

Belle DiMonté

Lying on our backs

 in a grassy field.

 Smells sweet, of

 sun-dried weeds.

The air is warm,

a lover’s whisper.

Cottony clouds limp lazily overhead

swaddled in blue silk.

The sky is bright

as the turquoise beads

that rim your red suede hat—

 cowboy hat.

Silly boy.

Cowboy, really—? 

What do you herd,

hearts?

 Mine—?    

______________

Belle DiMonté

Belle DiMonté is 17, a fantasy writer, editor, crazy cat lady, and neo-Roman. Her work has appeared in Cicada, Cabinet des Fées and Danse Macabre, among others. Her two poetry collections are available from The Moon. Visit her at www.belledimonte.wordpress.com. She also likes to sing. Off-key. Horribly. “Parsley, sage, rosemary, and…”.



______________


On That Last Night

Lyn Lifshin

his “I’ll miss you 

especially,” hangs

in the air. A heavy

 scent. Tuber rose 

only when it begins

 to fade do I actually

 like it. More subtle,

 less haunting, ghostly.

 I don’t wait for

your eyes across

the dance floor,

 change my clothes

 too many times,

 glare at the beautiful

 young girls with

 bare arms. Still,

I’m flung back to

 when I wore those

  pastel shades, slips 

of flowery cloth,

 only cared if some 

boy did or didn’t 

call and I had my 

mother assuring me

 I was not only 

smart but the

 prettiest and tho

I didn’t quite believe,

 I still thought my

 life was ahead


Trying to Escape

Lyn Lifshin

in the blue brightness.

 Still standing, I throw

 bread to the dove, her 

slate breast shimmers. 

Ruby, and rust, jade,

 emerald and cobalt.

 Suddenly she darts in

 to teal bushes, skitters 

from rose and catalpa.

 Another joins her,

 they hip hop, singe

 the air then glide,

a jete to the roof

 eaves. The grackles,

 they’re free my mother

 said in her last days.

I too want wings to lift

 me over this river of 

sadness. But even the 

damp leaves’ dew,

 throw back too

many you’s


Marie Laveau

Gary Every

In the graveyard ravens croak,

wings, flapping, feet stomping, and bills clacking.

Five raven croak in percussive rhythm.

A sixth bird, larger, louder and blacker than the rest,

 flies down, perching on the tombstone of Marie Laveau.

 While his graveyard gang lays down a groove

the sixth raven sings the ballad of Marie Laveau.

In the grave, the bones of the voodoo priestess shaman remembers

 midnight dances along the shore Lake Ponchartrain,

drums beating and beating in Congo Square,

public hangings interrupted by lightning and torrential rain.

 Marie Laveau once led ceremonies of fire and dance

as she writhed across the stage,

twirling with a giant snake named Zombi in her arms.

 Amidst drumming and drunkenness

she prays upon a black coffin

and sacrifices a live chicken to Zombi.

Three naked witches stir a cauldron

filled with rooster feathers, lizard eggs, donkey hair

and the dried testicles of a black cat.

The witches chant and stir their love potion,

rich men pay Marie Laveau gold for midnight assignations,

 secret lovers they hide from their wives.

They meet at Marie’s mansion where they sate their passions

 before going back to their public lives.    

  The sound of footsteps scatters the unkindness of ravens.

The raven perched atop Marie Laveau tombstone is the last to leave

 as a bereaved widow in black kneels and pleads

for a new lover to enter her heart, her bedroom, her life.

She leaves behind a flower, a prayer, and a burning candle.

Next comes an old man seeking a young girl

and then a young girl arrives

praying for Marie Laveau to deliver her a hero.

All day long the grave is visited by the lovelorn,

the desperate lonely willing to pray and beg

to a voodoo priestess shamans long dead

while all across New Orleans jazz bands wail sad sad songs

and in the cemetery

a raven perched atop a tombstone croaks along

singing those Marie Laveau blues.


Two by Sea

B.Z. Niditch

Your body

moves like stars

on the unbound wave

from my ditch water arms

 breathing in a disappearance

 on the abyss of ocean 

shadows are empty spaces

 when time dissolves

in memories of shivers

in a surf kind of wonder

 below us merging into dusk 

along the Bay’s outline 

reunited in the rising chasm

 where reflections laugh

at the sunset illusions

of dazzled coral

lighting our sinews

on the boards of night.


Two on Green Mountains

B.Z. Niditch

The horizon is cold

 blazing with a first light

 of hungry dawn maps

 over the quarried side

of the Green Mountains

 under the long gray sky

 to peer into crags

of the dislocated future

 it starts to snow

on lonely crevices 

dazzling our glasses

in gestures

and wild rumors

of an avalanche

written over clouds.


Thom Gunn

B.Z. Niditch

No one studies

with Thom Gunn

he is rolled

in imagination

and warmed

in hand clasps

like a sailor

who erases love

in colorful whirls

by sandstone shorelines 

about Frisco

where everything is portal.

No master class

for each murdered morning

 as language goes on

deep as a needle

and breathes out again

in scratches

from roses.

The sea has a sailor, too

 kept for no one else

 with thin shells

we won’t examine

 what’s mortal.

No one studies

 with Thom Gunn

 he studies us.


untitled

t. kilgore splake

proofing new manuscript

 choosing against

 climbing cliffs

poet tree summit

 soon winter long white

 waiting until march

 return of spring

like dad

always too busy

fishing together

playing catch

earning new buick dollars

 heart attack

green oxygen tent

fatal coronary

taking our time away


untitled

t. kilgore splake

fumbling with words

 making slow retreat

 still writing poems

 others counting dollars

 waiting to die

creative corner

quiet metrops res

 somewhere inbetween

 imaginary gods

 suicide and hell


untitled

t. kilgore splake

main street organization 

deciding community needs

 national park service

new paved road

destroying pictured rocks 

renovated union building

 new visitor’s center 

burying local ghosts

 voices from past

few renegade survivors

 fighting “sorry” demands

 like family boardgame 

beginning at start

 hoping to slide

into safe zone or two

 struggle getting home


These are the Shadow Days

Michael Lee Johnson

Paint my eyes in yellow stars and green flashes,

 zigzag my life walking near the edge at night. 

Crescent moon flashing on the right then the left. 

Late December, empty branches,

gray clouds, no snow, Itasca, Illinois-

these are the aging eyes of the shadow days.

A few puddles of rain, textured

with sleet.

Slight breeze, pine trees wiggle,

just enough to juggle outside

Christmas decorations tonight.

I still see these things, peripheral vision,

but I keep looking for the new discoveries.

Is it visual artifacts or faults in my character?

 My near blindness of vision leads me to dreams

 of digital graphics, images,

and the sprinkling of holy water.

These my friends are the beginning

of the shadow days.
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Pat and Mushy

Margaret Boles

She missed him so badly

When he died, for he was more

than her husband, they did everything

 together, were content.

He was a man of the sea,

And, true to form, their little world

 Was thoroughly, ship-shape

Sailor neat and tidy

Somehow, when he died

She persuaded them

To let her have

Another life in their dwelling

And I was so glad

To make acquaintance with

The “Mushy” cat, an arabic name

 For a truly English Princess

She is regal, self-possessed, round and feisty

 A comfortable house-cat,

She earns her keep in smiles

In character and curiosity

Her two eyes, pools of yellow liquid light

 Look up with much questioning

If you try to persuade her

To do other than her wont

The liquid pools have an injured air

She meets your eyes with a stare, until you melt.

Mushy, mushy cat, a lady with a mission,

 You have a most important job

Keep our Pat company, make her laugh

Until we can meet again

Hopefully before witches meet

 On Pendle Moor.


Dark Days

Margaret Boles

In the dark days of January

 Doom and Gloom persists

 This news junkie,

Turns off the T.V., Radio,

 For outside, the sun shines,

 The weather is bright

 Birds are singing, soon

Be courting for

The Feast of Valentine is coming,

They’ll make choices,

Find mates, build homes,

Just as they’ve done every year

 While we poor humans

Fight credit crunchers

Grapple with figures

They are out there

Building homes, will have families

Spring, New Life, has come again! 


toads in a corner

Michael Estabrook

Little gray toads, real

tiny things like fingernails

down in the corner of the steps behind my

 second grade classroom building.

Fascinated I didn’t know where

they came from, perhaps they came

with the rain. I wanted to pick them up,

 take them home to protect them

from all the other boys.

But what could I do I was only eight?

So instead I returned to the classroom

 after the bell sounded

and stared as usual

at Miss Lane in her pretty

tight red sweater and bright red lips.


Cosmology

Michael Estabrook

So many galaxies and solar systems careening through the universe with so many planets, no doubt many of them teeming with people and polar bears,

maple trees, bridges, books, banks, bedposts, bombs, brooms, and bulldozers. One can’t help but wonder why life is the way it is on this planet,

on Earth. Do you think the people,

or whatever they’re called, living on other planets pay highway taxes, watch sit- coms, smoke Marlboros, drink beer,

mow their lawns, keep cats and goldfish, canaries and bulldogs as pets, write plays and poetry, listen to country music and kill one another?


All I can think and hope

Michael Estabrook

Heading back home finally after 6 interminably

 long days and night away at yet another

 supercilious waste-of-time business meeting.

 (All we have is time, isn’t it?)

The shadow of the airplane follows along far below,

a dark, ghostly smudge sliding eerily

 across the bright snowy landscape,

 over fences and barns, rocks and roads

 and cars and lakes and trees.

And all I can think about (as usual),

all I can picture in my mind (yes, yes, we know)

 is me sitting on my heating pad

watching my documentaries on TV,

sipping my beloved Starbuck’s iced coffee,

my stunningly beautiful, sweet

and radiant wife close nearby, where she belongs,

 doing something or other on her i-pad.

And all I can hope (beyond all hopes),

 is that she is indeed still there

and hasn’t yet run off

with that pesky lawn-care guy

with the big arms full of fuzzy tattoos.


Knocking Down the Dull

Ron Koppelberger

Dullness, utter histrionics of commonplace pass, meandering the dull; he drove the tractor and planted the harvest seed. “An’ my boss turned south, the wind was in his eye, looks like rain he told me,” Clank Mill exclaimed.

Clank sat next to Reck Harpercin in the big harvester. Jaw boned, dull and sleepy Heck thought. “When it finally started raining the crows screeched and flew against the wind, Reck,” he said in fervent measure.

“Ahhhaaaaa, Yaaaahhhhaaaa,” Reck responded. “Crows huh?”

“Yep,” Clank replied. “It were the darndest thing, Reck, dry bones and rain.”

 Reck breathed in a long sigh. “What’s that, Clank?” he said pointing forward. Clank stared ahead at the huge wooden cross near the end of the west field.

 “Looks like a scarecrow, Reck!” They drew closer by slow seed and thrashing compliance with the season. Clank rubbed his forehead and massaged his wrist, it was itchy from the vibration of the steering wheel. “That ain’t no scarecrow, Reck!” Clank exclaimed in shock.

The cross stood ten feet tall and wide by the open arms of the man hanging there. The Sky bleeding twilight tears and candent spears of brilliance, hung in a ghostly taboo of declaration, dire expression as it touched the corn silk locks and crimson stained cheeks of the man hanging there. Shaking, Reck prayed and wondered in confusion, “…how what?”

There was a sign attached to the base of the cross, it read:

 “Dull in the boast of men,

Tempered by the dreams of a child,

Here be the work of a monster!”

Reck and Clank took the cross down and the deeper desires of a sparrow in flight found the passion in two old men, giving birth to vagabond mists and the silent tongues of farmers who knew and watched for the flames of a distant wrath.


Exhaling in Secret Prisons

Ron Koppelberger

The floor was dank, mossy and covered with the pitted scars of a thousand before. The walls were granite and rough hewn concrete on all four sides. The ceiling was smoked glass with recessed lighting deep within the heavy glass, just barely discernable and glowing in shaded spectrums of candent nuance.

He touched his raw stubble covered cheeks with the tips of his fingers. “Breath Star, Breath!” he whispered aloud. His heavy exhalations filled the room and he wondered how much air he had left in the claustrophobic confines of the prison; how many inhalations and gasping breaths. The red button on the wall in front of him was the tempter, the will to move ahead. What might happen if he pushed the scarlet button? Perhaps he would find freedom, perhaps a thousand hells, perhaps great grinning deaths in blackened ash and maybe the edge of heaven. Might the walls close in on him smashing him to a pulpy memory.

Wellsprings of water flooding his prison with thirsty swallows of death, what might, what will? Star touched his finger to his lips , “Shhhhhhhhhhh,” he hissed, “Tell me your secret, tell me your secret.” Star grinned “Yer my turn, little red…….. yer my turn.” He stepped closer to the red button. “Please god……please!” he prayed.

Star touched the button, smooth and warm. “Push it Star, push it!” he shouted at the wall. “PUSH IT!” Star pushed the button and a warm breeze wafted from behind the brick and stone as it slid sideways; there was a tunnel and light, the smell of wheat, saffron assurance near the light, near the light, near the………..

Star opened his eyes and the blurry image of his raven haired wife met him.

 “Thank God!” she gasped “He’s awake, Star’s awake!”

He remembered the car careening into the ditch then blackness. He starred into the fluorescent lights overhead and sighed in relief; the button, he was free, alive in love, in fields of wheat and saffron.


Seven Tigers

Tom Baker

You sit in your armchair dosing,

 while all around sleep Seven Tigers,

brought in from parts unknown to loll about

 in hungry fixation,

and think,

“Does my leg look like meat to You,

 fellow man killer? We are but pups

 hungry for the good clean flesh

and the sport of the blood.”

I cannot focus with so much terror

 lying about in placid wonderment

of sunshine days.

Outside, where old man and young

(One simply a miniature version of the other)

 Shoot goofballs to the breeze,

arched back black cats slither impotent

 across tarmac,

held by hands

 of hungry child.

I wait and call Policeman,

 blue suits emblazoned

(But NOT with MOON PATROL)

 arrive,

but you tear up in protest at these

 your furry children

lying about,

ready to devour,

in wild solitude and striking repose

the first few stirrings of the primal need—

 For MEAT.

But all of this is delusion,

 and there are no cats—

Not seven,

not even one.

Could such a menagerie be

imagined

in a white-walled little apartment,

where television transmissions

 mirror objective reality

in panorama of old news commercials,

 hip-replacement surgery,

and items promoting the fight against

 tooth decay?

And this is the world

of gritty pebbled surfaces,

across parking lots

where the sun beats down merciless

as moments pass in hairy solitude,

reflected in the prismatic color glow

captured in the jaundiced orb of a shitting dog.

 (A bow-wow for the Animal Horde.)


 Ten Ways of Knowing Your Poetic Sun is Setting…

Charles P. Ries

When your accountant says your writing income ($450.78) and expenses ($3,400.25) might be viewed by the IRS as a hobby.

When your girlfriend says, “I love you, but I can’t edit any more of your poetry,” telling you, “You may find this hard to believe, but editing is not foreplay!”

When you look up the definition of obscure in Webster’s Dictionary and see the phrase “obscure poet” used to explain what obscurity really means.

When your wife says, “If two people show up at your reading, and all of them are there for the open mic, wouldn’t you rather spend your time with me?”

When the mayor asks, “What’s a Poet Laureate anyway, and exactly why would one be good for Green Bay?”

When the only publications in which your work has appeared lack ISBN numbers.

When writing is the most important thing you think you could do with your life after the kid, the husband, the 50 hours a week at work, the work-out, the housework, the work of getting out of bed without cramping, seizing or falling.

When your publishing house for the past ten years has been the copy machine at the office.

When your family doesn’t ask you to create a rhyming poem for Uncle Bill’s Irish Wake, instead offering the honor to your eleven year old niece whom they say is a pretty darn good poet.

When all you can write is Country-Western lyrics in blank verse like “my love fer you is like a metaphor.”

When your list of “10 ways of knowing your poetic sun is setting” now exceeds 20 ways of knowing, but the editor will give you a break and settle for an even eleven …then you know the sun has finally set and you can put away your pencils, and note pads, go home and do something really productive, like join the circus.

_______________________

Charles P. Ries is a Wisconsin poet who is now living the big life, in the big top as a Circus Clown. He thanks Karla Huston, Bruce Dethlefsen, Cathryn Cofell, and Mike Kriesel for their contributions and therapeutic interventions which made this Top 10 (or 11) list possible. 


B23

Simon Perchik

   Already weightless these steps

 don’t need the morning

back away as that emptiness

stars are used to

—you can hear them narrowing

 creaking and from behind

wait for the sun to open fire

 flash past your forehead

 though you can’t make out

 the week or year or the cloud

that knows you’re there

comes for you between more rain

and mountainside still standing 

no longer growing grass

can’t love or remember

—you hide the way this attic

 opens inside a door

that is not a flower

—an iron knob

that turns away nothing

and in your arms nothing, nothing.


Argent de Poche

Anna Bohn

Sam stared disdainfully at the flyer hanging in the window of the café. Who sells a scooter with a picture like that? A damned stupid Frenchie, that’s who. Sam squinted through the dim light of the café. The photo was obviously taken at night, from far away, to mask all the little dings and scratches that Sam didn’t doubt covered the moped. He couldn’t even make out the color. He hoped it was black. His motorcycle back home was black. A moped was probably just as easy to drive as a motorcycle, although slower—and there were the psychotic drivers of Paris to contend with, Sam thought with a grimace. Still, he’d rather be flattened by a bus than have to ride on one again. Or the métro. Had anyone in this country heard of deodorant?

Sam had chosen to study abroad for a semester in Paris. He knew enough French to get by, having had lessons from his au pair as a boy, and he wanted his dad to get off his back about gaining some life experience. And anyway, he’d heard that French girls were crazy for Americans.

He took another good look at the ad. It was raining in the photo. Great way to remind your customers that scooters are useless in the rain, dipshit. The cab whizzing by in the background looked like a much cozier prospect, especially when Sam felt a rush of chilly autumn air as the café door swung open. Honestly, whoever was selling this hunk of crap should have put it on the market a little earlier than October. Another month and it would be too cold to drive it.

Still, this guy was asking next to nothing for it. Another ten seconds of reflecting on the dirty, crowded metro ride he took each day to campus, and Sam had made up his mind. He snatched the flyer off the window and flagged down the server for l’addition.

Sam fought his gag reflex as he stepped off the cramped bus. A nasty old man had been standing near him, and with every sharp turn, his unwashed sweater had rubbed against Sam’s North Face jacket. Sam began searching for the address written on the ad, walking quickly past the beggars that dotted the sidewalk. They all seemed to be immigrants, and they all kept their heads down. Sam knew that most of them probably made a killing off the tourists. Probably had some cushy apartment in a different part of town. Probably ate better than he did on the grocery money his father had given him for the trip.

He found the apartment building he was looking for. It looked as dingy as he had expected. The latch on the door was broken, so he ignored the security code box and walked right in and up the stairs. He knocked on the door of numéro quatorze. No answer. Of course. He knocked again, and the door across the hall opened. A frazzled-looking woman with a toddler on her hip looked Sam up and down before saying, “Il n’est pas là.”

Exasperated, Sam replied, “Pouvez-vous me dire où est-il?”

The woman’s eyes looked sad. He was at the hospital. His little girl had passed just this morning. The medicine had stopped working long ago. There was a specialized treatment center in Germany, and he’d been trying to sell some things, even his moped, to afford the trip. But no one was buying.

Sam shifted his weight from one foot to the other, feeling the woman’s sad, tired eyes on his face. The child she was holding coughed a little. Sam stared at her, lost for a moment, then shook his head slightly and told the woman he’d come back at a better time. He made his way briskly towards the stairs. On the landing, he hesitated. The cash he had brought with him felt incredibly heavy in the pocket of his jacket. He cursed, then ran back up the stairs and knocked on the door across from 14. The woman opened her door, weary eyes full of confusion. Sam shoved the envelope of money into her hand. “Take this, please,” he sputtered in English. “Tell him I’m so sorry about his little girl, and give him half of that. I...uh... merci.”

Down on the street, the wind had picked up. A woman who was missing a few fingers looked up at him from her little pad on the sidewalk. Sam began to shiver. He walked as quickly as he could towards the bus stop, his eyes fixed on the ground as he went.


 Fragments

Holly Day

I’m a fool and there’s no

getting back all the things I have lost. No use crying 

for the little pieces, all the bits that

made up what I once was, a

lie destined to disintegrate

under scrutiny. Somewhere

 out there is a man

 rewriting my history

and this time, he’s promised

to make me interesting. Not even

oncoming traffic stops for me now, I

have grown so invisible

nondescript, destined

to be forgotten. My

new identity will belong to

someone more dynamic

headline-grabbing, genius, but for now I must sit

 patient with the person I

am now. Even a

fool can learn to love

peace of mind

the quiet peace of real things

 the pace of reality. Oh,

I am.


​The First Week

Holly Day

to see her sleeping in her crib, so quiet,

eyes closed, to feel the rage from moments

 before finally subsiding, my

fists unclench I know I’m

sick. I know I’m sick. how can I

go through explain this

to all the people who stop by to see

us how hard it is to get

through night after night

constant screaming,

the painful

wailing,

the constant questioning of my husband, his

 mother, all the relatives who seem

to know the secrets of motherhood

but won’t tell me. why won’t

they tell me. 


Stray Notes From a Concavity

Peter Baltensperger

His mind warped in the imperceptible sheen of a sickle moon, unable to fathom the significance of straight lines, having walked in circles all his life. One of his eyes was smaller than the other, a genetic anomaly causing him to lean into the wind. He could have had one of his legs shortened, for balance, but his preoccupation with winding roads prevented him from walking further. The moon had nothing to do with it, although the conjunction of planets might have affected his hearing to the point of being oblivious to anything shaped like a metaphor.

He crossed a bridge and came to a tilted road, facilitating his walking, but the moon had morphed from waxing to waning, as if a ship had crossed an ocean without his knowing the parts of the engine. Yet he had always been good with memorizations. Already as a schoolboy, he was able to add columns of numbers, divide them by the distance between his eyes, and produce the most intricate decorations suitable for any occasion. It wasn’t until later that he started to market his nightmares and became the millionaire that he was.

When he came to a railway track, he immediately calculated the intrinsic meaning of a constellation and made off with a woman of questionable repute. She never said a word about the moon being full, only that she once sailed across a lake, the sails leaning into the wind. He dropped her off at a bus station and never heard from her again. He would have liked to have a postcard from her, to remember the straight line he never knew, perhaps even the decibel level of a saxophone, but the intersection of two infinite lines in space just wasn’t quite right.

In the end, he decided to spend all his money and go back to other side of the bridge, but his money just kept growing and growing and the bridge had been swallowed by a shower of meteorites. He couldn’t fault it for that, but it did leave a life-long yearning in the convolutions of his brain.
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The Brawl

Ron Koppelberger

The whimsy of a good brawl, the Zodiac Bar and Grill sported a glossy burnished dance floor and rainbow strobe lights, flashy, loud and in a desolate abandon. Mirabel Zither provided the impetuous for the brawl. Tall, auburn haired and in skin tight spandex she provoked sensual thoughts of Eden and sustenance the requited romancer found to be utterly enthralling. Rapture incarnate, a kiss in the shallow pond of lukewarm spit, she was the essence of ethereal allure.

The brawl began with an ambiguous thump. Gene Perkins fell to the floor in a paralytic heap; his neck was broken and he was bleeding from the ears. The brawl continued unabated. The slavering Sledge Rankin sailed through the air and across the bar, smashing head first into the giant glass plate mosaic of beer logos. A liver of glass fell with a sickening crunch, merging with Sledges flesh; he was immediately impaled to the wooden floorboards. The bar emptied in hallmark jumbles of leather and flesh. Mirabel looked on in silent appreciation as the patrons filed out the door. Sipping a whiskey sour and cinnamon stick stir, she followed the discourse of the final battle. Two men, enthralled by Mirabel to the point of murder, to the point of deranged desire and the sweet sugar of the auburn haired goddess, slashed and stabbed, kicked and punched until a bloody exhaustion told the conclusion.

They collapsed simultaneously and in perfect symmetry. A dance in pathos she thought, a grand ball, a mandate in hungry glimpses of heaven. The temptress in scarlet and spandex grinned in dusty moted malevolence as the ethereal vapors of the dead fulfilled her thirst. Willful in wiles of secret desolation she left the bar leaving a tiny bouquet of rosebuds in her wake.


Numbness Isn’t Better

Lyn Lifshin

on the screened in porch,

 clink of ice, the grown

 ups’ whispers. The elms

 beginning to die. Tho I

 wrote in my diary, “I

 want to die,” I was sure

 what mattered was

 ahead. This June eats

 itself up. For days I’ve

 felt like something

 knocked down, held in

 danger’s mouth, in a

 trance like state, limp

 inside, assuming death

 to stay alive


The Mad Girl Can’t Believe She Ever Was Someone Who Had an ex Con Poet Lover Living in the Tress behind Her House

Lyn Lifshin

if it wasn’t for the sketches

 deep behind sand, the letter

 he wrote about stealing wine

 cooling on a back porch 

and how excited he was

to have so many fine books

 to read sleeping under

red poppies and ferns. Some 

one else must have spread

 her legs, opened herself

in ways she’d only imagined.

Who was that in clothes

that looked like hers

 leaving language on a

 tree, lasagna under the

 window when her mother

 came to town and she

 couldn’t let him in the

 house as normally she

 would after her husband

 pulled out for work in 

that green Austin Healey.

 The mad girl doesn’t 

think she ever would gulp

 nutmeg that kept her in

 a terrifying blur. It’s

the way she feels often

 these days but now she 

doesn’t care about any

 body touching her. She 

remembers at a president

 rally this man in the woods 

said he watched her

and thought that gorgeous

 ass belongs to me. Now

 she’s pretty, tiny, still

has good legs but to try to

 imagine wrapped them,

 around anyone, anything 

that could be so dangerous 

seems nearly impossible

 tho she has


Baseball Chatter

Gary Every

At the art gallery we begin to speak of baseball.

 Brian has a Chicago Cubs tattoo

which we will not talk about this day

in the middle of this torturously long dismal season.

 We first become friends

speaking of baseball at the coffee shop.

Brian had an uncle who was a major league pitcher

and spent most of his career as a Detroit Tiger

which just happens to be my favorite team

His uncle was a teammate of the great Hank Greenberg.

 Brian recalls growing up in a Midwestern city

riding his bicycle along the wide suburban streets

along the neatly arranged rows of trees

shouting at the top of his lungs

“I am a Chicago Cubs fan”

and knowing that somewhere on a nearby street

another little boy on a different bicycle

was shouting out “Go Cardinals!”

Sometimes at unexpected intersections they would meet

 bicycles charging towards each other

like lancers atop jousting steeds,

the frenzied beginning of a schoolyard brawl,

where a bloody nose is the end

As grown men we are much more sophisticated

discussing the pennant race

at an art gallery over wine, crackers, and spinach dip

We debate whether the young arms of the hometown heroes

 will survive the hot and humid dog days of August

and as we talk about who is hot and who is not

our voices rise in volume and cadence

until we are shouting like angry woodpeckers

Rat a tat tat tat

Rat a tat tat tat tat tat tat,

rhythms reminiscent of a clothespin

affixing a baseball card to a bicycle wheel,

card colliding with the rolling spokes

Clackety clack clack clack clack clack clack

 Go Cardinals!

Go Cubs!


The Last Space Shuttle

Gary Every

The last space shuttle mission

drops into earth’s atmosphere

a giant burning ball of fire

piloted not by astronauts or even cosmonauts

 but by the pioneering rock band Led Zeppelin

 as Jimmy Page’s fingers slide down the strings

 shredding that fretboard.

The heat shields shatter in the stratosphere,

astronautical debris splattering across the earth

calamitous collisions occurring on every continent and ocean. 

The rigors of reentry cause the last space shuttle to shudder

 as it returns to earth in a beautiful meteor shower,

Robert Plant shrieking and wailing

like a screaming shooting star.

Bonzo Bonham keeps the beat rocking steady

and the petal to the metal

rocketing that last shuttle full blast.

It drops from the sky like a dreaded dead dirigible,

falling like a zeppelin made of lead,

led by gravity to an inevitable destiny

wheels squealing as they touch the runway

rock and roll crew burnt to a crisp

celebrating their psychadelic journey amongst the stars

The upright walking apes on the planet they left behind

 bounce their heads to that classic rock and roll beat

too busy dancing to ever dream of returning to the stars

just dancing and dancing on their lovely planet

and waiting for a comet to come.


Our Presentments

B.Z. Niditch

Approaching sundown

 your friend’s fingerprints

 edge the clouds graffiti

 after her last affair

the buzz uptown

 expects the suffocating

 break-ups

like all the others

to last a headache full

 of a week’s

memory to wash over

 on walls of rumors

to capture lovers 

misadventures, despair

 reeling in words

like diphthongs

of departures.


Nobody Lands

B.Z. Niditch

Sea voices

shadow domes of elms 

along flooded rivers

on nobody lands,

too early for dawn’s escape

 perched under the sun

on the last isle,

as bird flight and song

 cover a landscape’s fluting 

opening a map’s voyage

to unknown memory,

here with intense fruit

 wrapped in berry boxes

on long picnic tables

 gathers for its guests

as fibrillating rays wash

 on the windward Cape 

between sky and dawn 

crossing our leafy eyes

on tall wild grass

by dunes

and ditch water sands

of a greensward shore,

far away from everything

 except for the glitter

of a deaf time

in all its Fall disguises

 taking leaves by shade

in a morning blush

of reddened visibility 

from mirrors of nature’s

 unexpected recognition.


Never Sleeping City

B.Z. Niditch

That nervous blind

 conundrum

of the blues

here at midnight

 drawn

in packed clubs

 living in the torque

 and tongues of Bird 

a stranger sweeps

by open doors

with a fugitive face 

ashen with pale

 runaway snow kisses

 in spare arms

of chaos

asking to dance

“the pocket”

she made up her own

 downtrodden steps

 in unfamiliar corners

 blushing

on the clay floor

in unfamiliar corners 

absorbed by whispers

 in vigilante beats

 against a graffiti wall

 of a lost sax

taken up by flashlight 

of mercenary love.


Public Gardens

B.Z. Niditch

(Boston, 2012)

Your crystal eyes

in slanted sunshine 

submerged by swans

 under friendly elms

 murdering a croissant 

and blood orange

in September’s sleep

of parking acorns

by a loveless bench

 reading faded cards

to a runaway student 

standing in for memory.


young girl romance

t. kilgore splake

papa hem’s voice

“i am talking true”

renata’s his last love

woody allen’s “soon-yi”

 responsibilities of their hearts 

fleeting momentary pleasure

 soft pubic hair

hard pink nipples

smooth electric flesh

my young girlfriend

early trading sex for love

now unable to trust

rejecting serious passion 

breaking up relationship

 saying “you’re too old

too serious for me”

no more days crying

feeling sad and angry

rarely thinking of affair

her need for intimacy

lost in serious pain

now probably writing poems

like quiet emily dickenson


nothingness

t. kilgore splake

cold night winds

soft quiet hymns

solitary monuments

 names and dates

dull gray kaleidoscope

 lacking deep bone sounds

 forgotten souls

life quickly gone


escaping

t. kilgore splake

delirium tremors

demon nightmare fears

“sorry” game demands

beginning at start

hoping slide

into safe zone or two

getting back home

cold beer rush

icy brain release



    Bowl of Petunias
 
    Michael Lee Johnson

    
If you must leave me please


leave me for something special,


 like a beautiful bowl of petunias—


 for when the memories leak


and cracks appear


and old memories fade,


flowers rebuff bloom,


sidewalks fester weeds


and we both lie down


separately from each other


for the very last time.

    [image: pic]
    


Charley Plays a Tune

Michael Lee Johnson

(Version 3)

Crippled, in Chicago,

 with arthritis

and Alzheimer’s,

in a dark rented room,

 Charley plays 

melancholic melodies 

on a dust filled 

harmonica he

found abandoned

on a playground of sand

years ago by a handful of children

playing on monkey bars.

He hears bedlam when he buys fish at the local market

 and the skeleton bones of the fish show through.

He lies on his back riddled with pain,

pine cones fill his pillows and mattress;

praying to Jesus and rubbing his rosary beads

Charley blows tunes out his

celestial instrument

notes float through the open window

touch the nose of summer clouds.

Charley overtakes himself with grief

and is ecstatically alone.

Charley plays a solo tune.


Don’t Talk to the Animals

Margaret Boles

Don’t talk

To the animals

You admonish

And for a while

I try…

Not to,

Then…feel

 Unnecessarily

Silenced, as if

A limb

Had been

Deliberately… 

Amputated,

I pause and

Look at my pretty one and

 Instead of saying

Conas atá tu

Inniú?

I say,

Hoe gaan dit

Vandag?

You reply

Miaow!

Miaow! I return

We strike up

A miaowing and

I feel

Vindicated

Mooi Meise

 Minjheer

 Mj Bootje

I’m practicing

 You take the place 

Of grandchildren 

I haven’t

Yet got!


No More Floods

Margaret Boles

She had come through

Her time of severe hardship

 And at long last

Light had begun to shine 

On her life again

She crossed the sea

On a boat and

As she stepped on the land 

Of her home country

She looked up and saw 

God had sent his rainbow 

To remind her

No more floods…

No more…

Floods…

No…

More…

Floods!


Pink Ribbon

Michael Estabrook

I brought her her birthday present,

 flew all the way across the country

to give her a belated birthday present.

I’m waiting out on her deck to surprise her.

 She finally comes home from work

up the side steps to the deck,

smiling and giggling and chattering

with two of her girlfriends

just like the 13-year old beauty I knew so well.

Her hair is dark and long with a ribbon

 holding it back, a pink ribbon.

She’s wearing a white sweater.

I’m waiting for her on the deck at the top of the steps.

 I thought she would be surprised to see me,

surprised and happy to see me,

waiting there with her present out on her deck.

Suddenly she’s quiet,

stops talking with her girlfriends.

She doesn’t seem to notice me,

(but I know she does),

doesn’t even look at me

as I’m standing there all excited to give her

 her present, to see her again after 47 years.

It’s as if I don’t exist, and in reality, I don’t.

 She rejected me a long, long time ago

and that’s how it still is.

Some things simply do not change with time.


Yana — 30 Years Young

Michael Estabrook

Rotates her closet, removes and replaces

her wardrobe every two weeks —

“They’re either worn or unused,

time for some newer designer styles,” she smiles

 at me, her teeth bright and perfect — like she is.

My friend says, such a waste (he’s an engineer)

 and I’m thinking anything Yana wants…

I mean look at her, just look at her,

how could you deny her anything, anything at all!

Yana is a little thing, only 5’1”

probably 100 pounds soaking wet,

a beautiful confident little thing, long silky

 brown hair, white pure white skin,

red lips like lush-berries,

dark, mystical eyes, deep as the Baltic Sea,

and a thick Russian accent like a Bond girl spy.

“If only I were 20 (or 30) years younger 

and could speak a little Russian,”

I mutter to my friend, Craig,

as we walked back to our hotel.

“I don’t think speaking a little Russian

is the only problem you’d have, my friend,”

 he responds as the freezing cold night

of Sweden blows right through our old,

 non-designer coats and hats and gloves.


Donny Bunny

Nia Holden

In the bunny village where the sun was always smiling, lived Donny Bunny. He had long ears, one ear always in the air, and another one down on his shoulder. Donny Bunny had a fat stomach because he loved many sweets.
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