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The Results

damedged Aesthetician

Before intensity was nude

When poetry equaled revelatory self

expression I romanced power

lines striped silver in late

day coal fume gray when lacerating

the sunset and wantonly taken

for granted at all other hours.

Diagramming the useful versus the

useless sounds pretty simple once

a hostile takeover is categorized

suchly by everyone’s uniquely self

effacing silhouette. Screw-driven

gears may rejigger the pronouns

once night calls in the calvary.

From wind or weather under glass

of stucco drapes pull a radio

signal between off channels. Sharon

has arrayed every last boy-suitors’

infrared network. What’s left is to

calculate in dog years how long

since she bathed without awkwardness.

Lungs fill and deflate conveniently.

No one thinks to audit Time.

Fast as I can we whizz ahead of sunrise

hotly engaged in a first bout of appeals.


Honeytrap

damedged Aesthetician

PROLOGUE:

It would that melody follow word

to reason, sing in and stay

pointedly nil or importuned

not, but quenched

with all the war abated.

Nay, armageddon and that bad thief

whose sad sack pangs

with demise

or oxygen starved embers

and whose heart is called to violate, to speak

through toothsome lash and open-

handed whack

listen:

timeless keening emptied onto the deaf.

ONE:

The accident begs a participant.

The participant sucks off the system.

The system informs an audience who

in turn assigns hero, villain, criticism.

The backside of liberty gets the shaft

down a run-around turned-down mint-on-

pillow open-shut case. This is

the range, the wreck, the dilemma thus:

a rocket-propelled grenade elaborately

stopped in time, mid-flight, captured

mid-air, the screech & whistle sifting

into memory, patience for the boom & wound

caught like hope. Says one soldier to the other,

what now? while this explosive munition hangs in

empty space, frozen in its patch to slaughter?

Ceasefire! cries the gunnery sergeant with the

same hysteria reserved for fire in the hole.

An inside joke & everyone laughs.

Too soon plucked from the tree,

This poison apple’s efficacy grew lesser,

its countenance darker.

Coldness stemmed

a moment of

pure

cataclysm

Hastily, they wilting, they testifying

styptic compress tourniquet

cross-hatch a philosopher’s map

styptic compress tourniquet

reap the tailspin, reference the shrapnel

styptic compress tourniquet

liberate such arrested breath

to be positioned anew, where you know what’s happening

but can’t do anything about it

triage through an

infrared sniper scope

The dragon’s hit list, denominated and reprinted,

became currency, the notes on which lives are traded.

At the academy, he told me he could get away with

anything.

And that I should know how to suck off the system.

TWO:

Labels start to mount start to stick to you like flaps of

enemy skin

like orange-red CLOSED placards like plaque like shells

accruing on the battlefield like sand inhaled, mud

caked in lungs

I had my hands on him trying to push him

away…

I was gagging and really a mess

Labels like being punched down and violated, held to

account for being

a woman in the academy and for the truancy of self-

knowing

QUIT OH, QUIT

ALREADY!

But you know what, sir? He didn’t have to

rape me.

VROOOOM! VROOOOM! I got a hankering about to

take the wheel.

THREE:

It is my duty and fully erect honor

to present you with the fulllll throttle

he growls, mashing accelerator

his rage stuffed into my

windpipe.

VROOOOM! The Border Patrol

is in hot pursuit, Veronica driving and Olivia beside her,

their SUV’s

left front tire blows out, catapulting the

vehicle down the

embankment,

flipping this way, flipping that way, toward oncoming traffic

and up

flipped flying & crystallized

curious motorists stuttering to a stop

gawking onlookers, the superior officers, the traffic cops

inferring

They Deserve It

and even you, jailed or asleep, should deserve what

safety nets snap

from top down,

what wrath the fall.

You are so strong because enough guts enough

anger

You are so exploited lacking enough guts enough

anger

Quit already!

Veronica and Olivia climb out of their SUV and down onto

the highway

on knotted bedsheets, walk the road to a safe distance

from the SUV

suspended in mid-air, where police are stretching the

yellow tape

and paramedics, toasting with tequila, prepare for the

worst

of the bratwurst. A befuddled tow truck driver radios for a

crane.

Television cameras train on reporters with the SUV filling

the

background, suspended in mid-air, motionless,

suspended, stuck in

mid-air. I am afraid

I tell a reporter, that the SUV will plunge. But we all know

began which should also inform our sense of how it will

end:

The crash into the first tower

The spark, the fuel tank rupture.

The second tower, the Pennsylvania,

the Pentagon. Or something like that.

Yeah, concurs the reporter, the order is forgotten.

FOUR:

We are all asymptomatic shutters carrying

the disease but showing no signs.

Oh sure, we can see it manifest

in the people we depend on and would surely die without:

a cold sore on the lip, a congestion of the eye.

And for this we must salute

the national anthem of yesterday’s viral hemorrhaging.

AIDS is no crime, can you dig?

It’s an accident. The accident begs a participant.

The participant wears the label.

The label becomes identity.

When I am that, will you love me any

way I offer myself? My blood is worsening.

Where is the system? My disease is thickening.

Whatever. Let me show you the plane

I’m going to fly

you to Paris

on. We are peacocks, after all.

No, we are dirty tarantulas. And if I get you pregnant, we

will have it,

then eat it. And if you ask me again,

I will lie again. When my straw comes up short,

I fight. You and I are suave kingsnakes, afterall. I know

you hate

snakes, but you’ll soon grow to love it here, love it with

me.

Look! I put you in my will. I’ll mail it to the Senate first thing

in the morning, without a stamp, purposefully, so it is

returned

to sender, and then I will veto it

invite locusts and fires and conformity.

We are peregrine falcons, afterall.

Cancel the interview. Off the record,

we are vultures.

EPILOGUE:

Help defeat your country, I chortled.

To prove it I married an illegal alien.

We buried the flying saucer in the backyard

then shot the dog when she tried to dig it up.

What a bitch! So suit yourselves,

Veronica and Olivia. You can

scamper into the creosote like spooked rabbits

or genuflect at Guantanamo

or pull on the crabby wool of the Confederate Army,

go clean a Wal-Mart,

go from I-10 to Iraq,

return home and sing one-note operas of memory

and lose from a bar stool

right here, the good ole USA.

Afterall, we are bald eagles

no longer endangered.


Midnight

d.Kline

Starring through a cresting knuckle, night

Oncoming,

past the boundaries of alcohol

And speed limit signs

…peppered in bullet holes

Laid,

rusting,

on the ground

As pupils were headlights who

drew down on her youth

and her size

In connection with her startle

In the shadow of a mine…

A trailer…

A Sonoran

A mother who shared his speeding fist in conception and

design

And their addictions in mutual bottles…

Let fingers fall and stumble,

Gasp… and ran into dirt and a twilight

of night bugs, of

creosote… a vacuous wind

new questions who found only salt,

in answers dried over purpling checks…

left lonely reverberations of words and hands

those hands… wafting breath in anger’s counsel

dripped the stuff, mingled in his sweat,

his shirt spots and panting…

his carpets stain and the ammo stored in a fridge or

sliding glass door…

bruised and still,

surrounded by an equally silent desert…

counted years till an 18th…

hours till snores… sheep for jumping fences…

haven in a high school, an internet…

As Eldon and Dave lingered through Portland…

And no car came to pick her up this time…

No manic drive away from danger, from

alcohol, from mom to dad or visa-versa

Midnight trek…

Simply crickets… a branch against branches,

Shoes sketching circles in sand, the pebble…

Manda’s breath and inevitable return

Curling in the corner of a mattress


rockwoman

merrie wolfie

pumpernickel brown

edged with rye

tall grass

rock woman stretches in the sun

nude from head to big club foot

mesquite smile

hair piled high in

mountain outcrop

her back relaxes into upward slant

a boulder hand rests between right breast and tummy

icon of cheer and contentment

looking up at the everlasting

Arizona sky, persimmon blue

smiles ripe salutations

as if the pebble slides

touch her just right for an afterglow

perfect lolling

for hawkspotting, eclipseviewing

dream on beauty in stone spine and shrub

the yes of the rocking mountain


UNTRAMMELED

Merrie Wolfie

1. IN HERE

the CEO who cut the jobs & chose the toxins & threatened

Mexicans & took the difference

stands naked faced on the antistatic rug

the towers have fallen

“I don’t know why I called you here.”

tears render up, flow through the hole

blasted in his world

his eyes see our wobbly spirits and we his for the first time

virgins again, comprehending

his voice is engaged

describes those who crashed the plane in green

and saved a little of the day

“Heroes. They were heroes”

I witness mystery stealing his face

now soft like a bud

now masked again

soft sent to sleep. safe like chrysalis in cocoon hidden in the

branch’s underarm on the tree in the forest of the environ-

ment

of dreams

even the trammeller

unbeknownst to himself

has an unadjusted panorama of infinite spread

he may try like hell to poison the cocoons

but they hang from the meta-tree that turns weapons to mist,

he saws off a branch and it grows right back

did you know

that roadrunner loves wily

for the stretch his trick demand

a grand wolf sleeps within coyote,

races over meta-mountains

unseen by huntercopters, eternal

bliss exists

untrammeled life

holds close to the heart

of becoming butterfly

occasionally rubbing

cocoon fibers

creating a hum of delight

within the body of the luscious

fields we share.

II. OUT THERE

“fire and ice once played well as ominous”

the trammeller says, “but haven’t you heard,

now it’s the end of nature

facades of dangerous climate and sawtooth mountains

have proven just that, drapes ferociously painted but

easily torn by heat on wheels and enterprising peoples.

trammeling is forever and why not rewrap?”

but his gauge isn’t so accurate

some trammeled places are reassigned to be untrammeled

thirst for gain slides into thirst for beauty

the wizened grief

longcoming to the hearts of the invaders

believes in earth’s integrity reframed

and so begins the era of revirgins

we camp at red eagle, 20 miles in

trout draws bear, pond washes moose,

silver ripples call goldeneye

hang food in a tree

discover the history of invaders, a stone cube,

a home so clamped

how could they stand their unwindowed smell?

ah, so the steep trail up

was once another road to el dorado,

rebeautified in flowering grasses and thin trees

still a yellow bird in late afternoon

sends an unhinged whistle from the rock roof

now it’s pack it in pack it out

in this protected little

boundaries of rules

making passage difficult

to the wild hearts of Arizona and Montana

Alaska, Idaho folded mountains

so may cougar purr and snake rattle

join in the air

just the notion of this music

transfixes the shared field

returning to luscious body


Papago War Song

Gary Every

The owl has spoken

and says to attack at sunrise.

At the first light of day,

we will kill all whom we see.

We will show no mercy or chivalry,

slaughtering old, young, women, and children.

The owl says to attack at sunrise,

murdering the village of evil magicians.

It is the strange clothes, strange language,

and familiarity with unknown mountains

which identifies them as magicians.

It is their ferocity in battle

which marks them as evil sorcerers

I have painted my face black

and wear feathers in my hair

because war is a serious business.

We do not wage war for personal glory,

treasure or captured slaves.

We do not wage war

with hope of victory.

We can only try discourage the sorcerers

and scare them away

for a little while.

I have spoken to the owl

and he says to attack

the village of evil magicians at sunrise

and kill as many witches as we can

as fast as we can swing our war clubs.

Then we must run home

fleeing swiftly

before powerful magic overtakes us.

If we are successful the road home

will be filled with songs of birds.

There will be cyclones of butterflies;

twirling whirlwinds of winged insects

tumbling through the sky.

Tornadoes of butterflies

swirl along the road,

wings spinning and spinning.

This is a sure sign of rain.

Blessed rain to end the drought,

watering the corn and children.

Our children who will one day

have children of their own

and the owl will tell them to attack

the village of evil sorcerers at sunrise,

making the butterflies spin and spin;

a sure sign of rain.


Huera the Witch

Gary Every

They say that Huera is a yerbeno,

a healer with flowers, leaves, and herbs.

She knows much more too,

the black arts;

magic potions and spells.

Huera is a beautiful Mexican matron,

running her household through the kitchen;

controlling her family, her tribe,

with spices.

Her tribe is Apache.

Huera is the captured bride of Mangus,

son of the bloody chieftain Mangas Coloradas.

She is a strong woman

and she likes the fierce lifestyle

of the nomadic raiders —

a life on horseback.

So imagine Huera’s heartbreak

when she is among the first generation of Apaches

to be confined on a reservation.

Still she can cook,

perfecting the traditional recipe for tiswin

or corn beer.

The men gather around the campfire,

disgruntled and unhappy,

gambling with dice.

Huera ferments the tiswin

and passes each man a cup.

Mangus, Loco, Nana, Chatto, Chihuahua, and Geronimo

sit by the glow of the fire

and drink deeply of the outlawed beverage.

Geronimo is the first to catch a buzz,

giggling as he stares into the fire.

Huera stirs the pot,

fermenting and almost ready to boil.


Nice People

Jonathan S. Burnworth

There was a man. He wondered if humanity would survive without destroying itself or the planet upon which it lived. It seemed to him that people seemed to have an almost infinite capacity for deceiving themselves. The British had considered themselves good, civilized people, even as they enjoyed the fineries and wealth exploited from colonies under their control in Africa and Asia. Their military conducted brutal murder, pillage and exploitation, yet these people called themselves, civilized, decent, gracious people.

Today there are also “good” people, they work hard and care about their families and think of themselves as honest. They buy ugly houses built over rare habitats and prime farmland. They drive house to and from work and the tops of beautiful mountains are blown off for coal so they can run air conditioning. They work jobs the net result of which probably represents a wasteful loss to the environment or humanity. The intelligence and armed forces agencies of their country are subverting democracy around the world and using torture, bribes, drug trafficking and murder to secure hegemony for their corporate and military interests abroad. Perfectly nice people pay taxes to support this torture and murder. If you tried to tell them that their government was doing these things they would furrow their brows and say, “Oh, I don’t think that’s true.” At the end of their lives when these people die it will just be another case of a people who took more than they gave, whether they knew it or not. They are a people who take refuge in convention and ignorant oblivion. Good, nice people, paving the road to hell.


The Machete

Jonathan S. Burnworth

Charles was outside doing yard work, using a cheesy hand-held weed-wacker to go after some of the brush that had grown up at the front of his house. Charles and his family were well-off. He lived in a nice neighborhood. All the houses had nice lawns regularly sprayed with chemicals to keep them uniform and green. Free of dandelions and earthworms. He had a wife and kids and a dog. He was considered a success in business.

He cared quite a bit about his house’s appearance. He got pissed if the grounds weren’t neat. In fact, that is why Charles was out today. He’d hired a landscaping company to maintain his yard. He wasn’t real happy with the job they had done last time. They hadn’t cut down the weeds that had begun to grow in the driveway island.

Charles decided the weed- wacker was insufficient for the task and took it into the garage, re-emerging with a Stanley machete to begin hacking at the weeds again. While Charles was at it, a truck pulled up in front of the house. It was the landscaping crew. Charles suddenly remembered that today was the day that they came each week, and found himself in the awkward position of doing yard maintenance that they were supposed to be doing. The crew began unloading their truck, looking at Charles briefly. Charles decided to keep on working, maybe to show them how ridiculous it was that he was doing their work for them.

The crew unloaded their tools and fired up the mowers. To Charles they looked like Hispanics, South Americans. He worked in an office, and wasn’t used to working outside, he felt uncoordinated and self-conscious swinging the machete at the matted weeds. Aware of their presence, he tried to act more macho, swinging the machete harder and more forcefully at the matted weeds. He became a little more angry. Why hadn’t they said anything to him? Here he was, doing what they should be doing, but they just went about their tasks.

Just then one of the crew members, who was carrying a string trimmer, walked by Charles and paused.

“You think that is a big machete, man?” the guy asked.

Charles was caught off guard by the question and turned to face the man. Then he looked down at the machete in his hand, hefting it slightly.

“Yeah, I guess it’s pretty good size.” He answered, angry to find himself answering in a friendly voice.

The Hispanic man put down the string trimmer and said, “My country…like this,” and he held out his hands a good three feet apart.

Charles stared blankly at the guy. The guy just smiled as he held his arms out, his gold teeth glinting in the sun.


Zimbabwe!

Gary Every

Zimbabwe!

Zim

Bing

Bang

Boom,

thank you for your time.

I hope these silly sounds

infect your dreams.

Zim Zing Bing Sing

Bang Sane Boom.

Zimbabwe!

Dream Time.
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Black Saint #1 Healing Earth

Gary Every

The Spanish conquistadors put their city

at a spot the Native Americans called “Chuckson”

a word which the Spanish misspelled as Tucson.

Chukson means spring at the base of a black hill.

The magic water was provided by natural springs

at the base of Sentinel Peak,

where hot healing waters bubbled up

between the black volcanic rock.

The center of the Spanish frontier community

was the colonial mission church

known as El Convento.

As the Native Americans discovered Christianity

they placed a Jesus upon the crucifix

who was carved of dark smooth ironwood

in imitation of a savior in Guatemala

who is also carved of black wood

and also hangs in a place

where magic healing waters

bubble up through the black earth.

As the Mormon Battalion

prepared to march on Tucson

during the Mexican American War,

the Mexican presidio captain stepped out

to greet the invading army

and challenged Brigham Young’s mercenary soldiers

to a fierce battle at sunrise

In the middle of the night,

the greatly outnumbered Mexican garrison fled,

south across the new international border,

taking their black Christ with them.

The mountain men trapped all the Arizona beaver

from along the shores of the Santa Cruz River.

Ranchers with too many cattle

overgrazed and then eroded

the grassy banks of the serpentine river.

The great earthquake of 1887 slammed closed

the bubbling healing springs of Chuckson forever.

Still, the modern metropolis of Tucson kept growing,

sending out irrigation canals

like grasping tentacles

to feed an ever growing urban thirst

and never pausing to ponder the blasphemy

of stealing the hot bubbling waters

which once upon a time

used to heal the desert earth.


Arkenstone Bats

Gary Every

On the rugged desert mountain ridge

the slopes are covered with thorns and cactus needles.

Holes hide in the hillside shadows,

providing homes to rodent, tarantula, and rattlesnake.

Between two boulders

is a crack from which fresh air escapes;

the entrance to Arkenstone Cave.

The paleontologist crawls on his belly

through darkness, mud, and bat dung.

The slithering scientist comes to a room

where no man has been before.

The cavern floor is littered with bat bones;

ear, jaw, wing and fang.

Sharp and shiny,

pointed and grooved,

these teeth were made for drinking blood.

The fangs identify the skeleton,

these are the remains of vampire bats

even though no vampire bats

have lived in Arizona

for over 10,000 years.

These are prehistoric Pleistocene Ice Age vampire bats,

fossils from the days

when juniper trees covered the mountain slopes

instead of cactus.

Contemporary to the vampire bats

were the mammoth hunting Clovis men.

These rapacious spear toting warriors

roasted the flesh of all sorts of beasts

over their roaring campfires

while the drums beat, feet danced, and voices sang.

The fur clad hunters ate everything in sight;

mammoth, mastodon, horse, and camel,

long horned bison, antelope, tapir, and javelina.

an archaeologist once speculated

that the eight foot tall giant ground sloth,

must have smelled bad

because nowhere in Clovis cave nor hearth

are found the bones

of the Shasta ground sloth.

The only Pleistocene beast

who avoided becoming a caveman dinner.

Vampire bats must indulge

their ghoulish gustatory habits

on a very regular basis

or else they starve.

The extinct vampire bats

would use their razor sharp teeth

to slit open wounds

and then long tongues

would lap up the blood as it oozed.

In the caves where they find

vampire bat bones

they also find the skeletons

of eight foot tall giant ground sloths.

The nocturnal blood drinkers

feeding on the soft and furry sloth ears.

The ground sloths have been extinct

for over 10,000 years

but I am not sure about the vampire bats.

I think they have been hibernating,

waiting and waiting

deep in the crevices of Arkenstone Cave,

waiting and waiting

for a prey as sluggard as the ground sloth to appear.

There have been sightings recently,

of terror in the twilight sky,

as fang and wing take flight in darkness

only now we call them “chupacabras”

and they soar on the winds of the night

searching for the slovenly sluggard species

known as “the couch potato.”


Untitled 12

Jonathan S. Burnworth

Everyone’s on the take. Everyone’s going full speed ahead. Everyone wants to hitch a ride on the market economy, even though many of these people, when hard pressed, admit they don’t like where it’s going. But they get a faraway look in their eyes and they say it’s inevitable, you might as well enjoy the ride, better yet make money off it, get in on it. If it really is inevitable, it will probably be because so many people say it’s inevitable. Rip-off artists abound. Everyone’s trying to cash in their chips before the world decides the American dollar is worthless. No one has time for quality work. It costs too much. Better to do the minimum. Do as little as you can get by with. Better yet, make it someone else’s problem. Push your costs onto someone else. Don’t return phone calls unless the person who called has money. Cut corners, by the time they find out what a shitty job you’ve done you’ll be long gone. How can you do a good job with these shitty materials anyway?

Everyone’s rushing around. No one’s home. Full speed ahead. Dumptrucks full of dirt, rock and cut trees roaring down the roads day and night. Three shifts, 24 hours a day. Get those poor people from West Virginia or Mexico over here, we need more hammers swinging, more bulldozer drivers. More people. More babies. Another generation that will buy cheap pastel colored plastic toys and baby strollers. When you’re done with it just throw it out. It takes up too much space. It’s just cheap plastic anyway. Don’t repair anything. Don’t rebuild anything. When it breaks just buy a new one. Cheap plastic isn’t worth repairing anyway. Landfills full of disposable diapers, restaurant waste, and yesterday’s plastic junk…So what? More cell phones. More cameras. More computers. More technology. More Hummers. It costs too much to do the right thing. Don’t generate any wealth. That takes time and effort. Just fight over the wealth that already exists as it slowly deteriorates. Don’t find local suppliers. It takes too much time. Just go with the big companies. They’ll make it easy for you. They have outlets everywhere, they control the media. They’ve bought the politicians and lawyers it takes to put their stores and advertisements right in your face wherever you go. If you want to buy their products you don’t have to look far. They have enough resources to ruin the local independent stores. Soon, they’ll be the only game in town. Cooking takes too much time. Just buy ready-made food and eat it out of a Styrofoam box. Everything’s for sale. If you want love, hire a dating service to find you somebody. If you want sex, go online. Go with cheap substitutes. All the wood’s been cut down, so use plastic. Look, they can even emboss the plastic so it kinda looks like, well, fake wood. There are too many people in the city to have a real wood fire, so install a fake gas log fireplace. Don’t take care of old people, they’re old and gross and boring. They’re too much of a pain in the ass, just put them somewhere and pay someone else to deal with them. Pay someone else to be their family until they kick off. You’ve got more important things to do. Everything’s easier if you use single indicators. It’s much more simple than taking everything into account. Single indicators, like stock price. The company stock went up. Never mind what the company did in China, or Singapore. We won’t mention that it destroyed a river in Malaysia with mine runoff or that it bribed the local government to look the other way. We won’t mention what the company did to its workers here in the states. Single indicators. Like yield per acre. Record high numbers of bushels of corn harvested per acre this year. Never mind what the land looked like afterward. Don’t mention the dead zone in the Gulf of Mexico, or the legacy of pesticide runoff, or the rise in corporate farms…Single indicators. Like product price. Always buy cheap. The cheapest price means it was made efficiently, right? Never mind that the company used slaves, or ignore the laws. Don’t ask what the product is made out of. Reward the companies that cut corners. Let them get away with ripping off their workers so they can give you a cheap price, after all it’s to your benefit too, right? Coast on the accomplishments of the past. Live off the integrity of someone else’s reputation. Co-opt it. Don’t do any hard labor, use fossil-fueled polluting machines or chemicals instead of labor, it’s cheaper that way. If that doesn’t work, let immigrants do it. We’re too lazy and educated to do that kind of work. Let the immigrants do it. They want money, but they’ll work cheap. Let’s pay them cheap. Let’s ride off their cheap labor for a while so we don’t have to clean our own toilets or do anything too hard. Of course, the immigrants will eventually want more money and we’ll have to give them more. Soon they’ll have all the things we have and they won’t want to do any hard work either. So we’ll have to find some other poor immigrants from somewhere else to clean up after us.
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