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In the Dream

Lyn Lifshin

Dark doors glitter,

light as a ballerina

with feet of rose

petals. On my wrists,

jasmine and the

scent of sex French

women I’ve heard

dab behind their ears.

Nothing but rubies

and tuber rose in

my hair, I melt into

others. This chain

of light, this moving

thru phosphorescence

and then, holding the

one I never could,

moving together

like young trees with

wind on their branches


In the Dream

Lyn Lifshin

I’m wrapping things in mother’s house up,

sealing the calm, wrapping what’s break

able in towels. I stuff newspaper

from 1947 in with the silver.

My fingers ache from folding and

pressing what ever I can touch

in a box. My neck and

shoulders, ankle and feet hurt. The

boxes are piled so high

they’re close to toppling. I’m

drained. Just see the cardboard

tilting toward me. I think of her, my

mother on the bed in the room

where the rooms are

wounded. She is wading through

the packed boxes, waiting

for the next move. Then I take an oblong

box lighter than all the others, big

enough for two huge dolls,

but light, as if full of

air. Then I realize it is my

mother, lighter than the clothes and

stuff animals, lighter than the

red whale-shark

that floated in some pool

I lost the outline of, knotted or

torn so the air leaked,

would stay in as long as what

was a knot held the

last air from escaping, like my

mother, now light as air


Late She’d Remember

Lyn Lifshin

dancing along the Charles

with the man she couldn’t marry.

Fireflies, like miniature flashlights.

In photographs the Sycamore

breeze twists their hair together.

“To my angel” and love on

the back. Moving like birds on

fire they danced past benches of

lovers. It was the last dance

before she eloped. Words were

turned to weapons. When she was,

she was more there than ever,

would always be beautiful with

only pearls and jasmine in her hair


dayton ohio shadows

t. kilgore splake

joe gillis

desperate movie writer

needing hollywood success

alto nido isolation

to sunset boulevard manse

editing normas “salome”

hoping desmonds return

telling demille and max

adoring actress fans

cameras have arrived


poet

t. kilgore splake

vulnerable and doubting

like kafkas “hunger artists”

exists only to create

not seeking celebrity

accumulating wealth

finding right word

making something new


depression

t. kilgore splake

drapes pulled

long dark days

without any friends

grocery post office

trout fishing

serious forced labors

five lives gone

demanding one more


mother

t. kilgore splake

young sons

white mice pets

creeping over body

hiding in his clothes

years quickly passing

no gun or knife

strangling her

with hard angry fists


Owl Spirit

Gary Every

The earliest rays of morning light

barely break the darkness

as I step out my front door,

car keys and coffee in my hand.

I hear an owl hooting and I hoot back,

in greetings and salutation,

seems the neighborly sort of thing to do.

The unseen owl hoots again

and from inside my neighbors’ house

a little dog barks

as if it is defending the people he loves,

people sleeping blissfully unaware

that outside their home,

inside the foliage of their biggest tree

perches a pterodactyl saber toothed owl.

The little dog barks ferociously protecting his

home.

The owl hoots harshly,

as if scolding the little dog,

“Who, Who Whoooooo!”

The little dog goes ballistic,

“Yap, yap, yap.”

Then silence returns

as the sun gently warms the distant horizon

with the softest of glows,

solar disc beginning the arduous task of

illuminating the planet

without complaint or thanks.

The owl hoots again

rapidly, many times in succession.

“Who, who, who, who, who, who!”

The little dog barks and barks.

A light comes on inside the house,

followed by the sounds of a puppy being scolded.

I swear that somewhere in the tree

I can hear the owl chuckling.

I climb in the car

preparing to begin my day,

dealing with bureaucrats, bill collectors

and other buffoon officials of authority,

all of them barking at me like little dogs.


John Wesley Hardin

Gary Every

John Wesley Hardin once killed a man for

snoring too loud.

They say he was the best of the old west

gunfighters

and he must have been

because he lived to a ripe old age

and that didn’t happen too often to the legendary

gunslingers,

targets for the reckless and ambitious.

John Wesley Hardin won every gunfight

With hands as fast lightning

And it was said he aimed with the precision

Of a finely tuned swiss watch.

Tick, tick, tick,

bang, bang, bang,

another man placed in the grave

and another notch on the belt of John Wesley.

One night John Wesley was sleeping

(no report on whether he was snoring)

and he had a dream.

Appearing in his dream

was the very first man John Wesley had ever

murdered.

The dead man did not seem angry

about being dead.

He seemed calm and walked up to

John Wesley Hardin

When the dead man in the dream

pulled out a Colt revolver.

John Wesley patted himself down

and realized he wasn’t armed inside his dream.

The dead man shot him in the chest

and John Wesley bled to death in his sleep

never to wake again.


A Summer Observatory

McArthur Gunter

Beneath a blue ceiling doTTed with

CoTTon-like clouds,

Picnics speckled hiLLs and countrysides,

While mountains beckoned nature lovers,

and the zOOs screamed!

While children invaded the sandbox, basketbaLLs

Bombarded through the

hOOps, horseshoes hOOked the stakes,

swings sEEmed to touch the clouds and

SEE-saws pumped like pistons near sliding

Boards which sent bodies firing out like

BuLLets, and male eyes stared at

Bermuda shorts, bare backs, stroking

hips and braleSSbreasts through thin

SEE-through blouses while back seats

SuPPorted boBBing bodies as good as

the beds while joints tripped

the minds and nEEdles harpOOned veins!

VoLLeybaLLs sailed like the stroking of a

Pendulum while far oFF cricket exercised

the rich and bOOks bleSSed the minds

of the scholarly and inteLLectual

And museums and gaLLeries miLLed

with cultured guests. BuSSes bit crowds

At stops.

Barber shops buZZed.

Freight trains huGGed the tracks, bicycles

and motor bikes weaved in and out of

TraFFic while tricycles squeaked along

and congested space to the dismay

of walkers.

Mailmen shoulder-muscled bags often over

Leg-hungry and impolite dogs.

City haLL huMMed and factories fumed. cabs

Combed the city, cops carefuLLy cruised

as strEEt-swEEpers dusted the curbing

while pick-up and delivery trucks

Became thorns in the lanes as tractor trailers

and moving vans hoGGed the highways

and by-paSSed the smaLL strEETs.

Airplanes penetrated the skies, cars

Sped along the pavement amid children

Who dodged and scampered betwEEn them.

Sanitation trucks made sEEmingly endleSS

stops. Patients piled in and out of

Hospitals, doctor oFFices and clinics

and frEE clinics and God-fearing

Magazine seLLers once more owned the

corners while the lost and homeleSS

Paced the sidewalks and croSSed the

strEEts again and again from

Somewhere to nowhere.

The jobleSS invaded pOOl haLLs, wine

into beLLies! knives performed unanesthetic

Surgery! Fists found faces!

From high altitudes the beaches buBBled

With beauties and non-beauties

and handsome and non-handsome men

Stared at them from aLL corners and angles

while dance haLLs hoLLered

and recorded the rhythms

of bodies. And construction sites

Recorded the rhythm of haMMers and

Nails.


El Grecos Midnight From an East

(Domenico Theotocopuli)

McArthur Gunter

Dawn’d birth shrouded in cold Crete mystery,

Legends debate: Astigmatic? Or mad?

Fevered fingers weaved occult ecstasy,

Brushed lucidly like so few rapt hands had.

Sealed in a mystic maelstrom of debate,

Cold villains and nebulous friends shunned hues;

Tales doubt a spouse though son of cloudy dates,

Then a stark flight with the temporal blues.

A tongue like lightning stroked fiercely in him,

Chaotic thunder rule his bodys zeal;

Disciples were as scarce as a pearl gem!

Snatched by death, he left no known private will.

Just Asrael knows hallowed grounds of his bones.

Legacy? His surreal paintings alone!


Hot in Cold

Mitchell Krockmalnik Grabois

The seas are cold

but the blood of a whale is hot

like a kettle on the boil

Giant kettles traverse the depths of the icy sea

a surrealist vision

Steampunk creatures

they fill their vast guts with plankton

like a steam engineer shoveling coal

slowly and methodically

We must cross the Rockies

on these tracks


Mass Conversion

Mitchell Krockmalnik Grabois

Whether you like them

or whether you’re an anti-Semite

even if you fantasize whips and chains

in Hitler’s bunker

with a beautiful lieutenant,

you’re all becoming Jews

and Jewesses

You hide in dim rooms

the shine of the laptop on your face

studying words

manipulating them

in your mind

as if in these words

are wisdom and beauty

and you wax eloquent over the process

of Creation

and yes, you’re pretentious

but you feel as if youre really getting somewhere

You’re a Jew

or Jewess

but it’s not God you glorify

only yourself

I’m not judging

What does it matter?

Everyone knows God is an illusion

a human-created artifact

All is folly

Only some folly is more

foolish than others

You’re a Jew

or Jewess

because you stare at your screen

instead of going outside

to plant apple seeds

like Johnny Appleseed

who ambled thousands of miles

through the countryside

All these useless words

You’re a member of a conquered people

an American

The wealthy haggle over your soul

The wealthy refranchise the temples money changing tables

You’re a Jew

or Jewess

You live in a pod of your own making

You’re a Jew

or Jewess

You’ve become one

You’ve been made one by the futility of our lives

our inability to make a difference

You’ve become a Jew

or Jewess

Me, I’ve always been one


Dead Fountain

John Grey

The fountain’s long neglected.

Its spout is silent.

Its basin is stained.

The skin of the boy with the watering-can

is a sickly green-orange.

His hair’s been grayed by pigeons.

There’s a penny at the bottom

sucked up by brown ooze,

the very last wish I imagine.

I expect it will be this way forever now.

The neighborhood’s changed.

It no longer cares that a child

once poured bright silver liquid

into the rising pond at his feet,

I’ve seen the faces of the locals.

They’re not clean functioning fountain faces.

If anything, they wear-that look

of silent spout, stained basin.

They complain enough.

But no one rises up

in defense of the boy.

No one says,

let him water the world,

keep it pure.

Not with voices so sickly green-orange.

Or tongues grayed by pigeons.

Mostly it’s one ooze talking to another.

Mostly they just want their penny back.


Death and Children

Margaret Boles

Perhaps you never die

When you have children

As my daughter questions my

Child caring practices

I tell her I can really

Only remember

Muddling through…

I watch, try to reassure

Avoid my rumble buttons,

But it seems again

I am the inept

Inefficient one

Whose methods both

My mother and daughter

Disapprove of when

All I want for my child is

That she relax and

Enjoy her own!
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Sometimes Ballroom is Like Suicide on the Metro Tracks

Lyn Lifshin

you just turn your head and wail. Only

you’re not the conductor but really

it’s the same. You are about to jump

toward arms that move right past you.

It happens a dozen  times. One driver said

after the first time you just turn your

head and wait for impact. That is me

in a special glitzy shimmery mini but

the best dancer doesn’t stop. The impact of

course is in my head. Sometimes I’d imagine

he looks in the rear view mirrors, can see me

tumbling in the air just flying as I care more

than I ought to about not flying thru the

dance floor. He’ll never go over that image,

won’t feel it’s happening in front of him right

now, but as a chubby girl not asked to dance at

high school sock dance. I see it happening

over and over. I’m the one with a mental snap

shot of horror as he barrels down and moves

right past me, a sense of overwhelming

helplessness

and anger. Those after shocks won’t  let me sleep,

the intensity of rejection wilder than intimacy,

the trauma being entangled with his ice. I could

make up excuses like relatives of jumpers do: he

lost

his mind at the last minute. Or does he see me

as dangerous,  a jumper into violence? Is he really

scared

I might write something dark about him? Too

many

nights are the same. It doesn’t matter at what

speed

you’re going, I’m flattened, a mess and yet I know

I’ll

get right back on tho like the train operators with

their

wide wind shields with wide screen clarity like a

woman

timing her jump, as the train enters, hits the

window

like a bird, spread eagled


When I Read about a Million Year Old Primate

Lyn Lifshin

bridging the evolutionary gap.

It was a jolt: I’ve been dancing

with this primate, inn drag, of

course, as a man, the last weeks

of ballroom. Long arms, short

legs. I recognize that starving

look and there were flecks of

bark in his cuffs, probably

from eating the trees. He

grabbed my arm like he was

swinging from branch to

branch. He had a smell and I

swear he had food in his arms.

Or maybe he thought I was

food. Maybe that was it. He

seemed suited for the trees. I know

they are studying bones and

silt and sand but take it from me:

he lived and he still does. I

don’t know what he’ll evolve

into. Now I know why he talked,

at least you could call it that,

about figs and palms—they grow

where he did, where it was wet

and teaming with birds. He still

uses his finger bones as if digging

into my skin. I told him it hurt.
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