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Becoming What You’re Called

Lyn Lifshin

some nights, lets say

last night, halfway across

the dance floor could

have been Ethiopia,

the moon. Until I was

wine an alcoholic

drooled for,

chocolate some

diabetic couldn’t

refuse. No matter I

am not the beauty I

might have been, the

dancer no one

can resist. Those

poems about ballroom

could be marijuana,

someone he once

dreamed of on a night of

crack. Some one

he’s a little wary of,

a little unsure but

nothing intrigues

him now


The Staccato of His Eye

Lyn Lifshin

something animal

wild to spring,

the dream sweep

then the world

chase. That snap,

red silk the

onyx tango that

isn’t for the sky,

a blood tango,

knife the breaks,

always the edge

slivering close,

Something in those

arms like the red shoes

vixen asked “do you

want to live?” she

was poised to leap,

she was something in

me suspended in

arms, the pounding

the deepest. Asked

do you want to

live, wind from the

metro tunnel, a

lover, in tango,

always the red shoes.

Did she want to live?

She had to dance


Sometimes It’s Like

Lyn Lifshin

the child dancing in

the Warsaw ghetto

in his body of rags

there must have been

music no one

could hear

dancing thru corpses,

his face pale as the moon

just to stay alive,

begging please

don’t hurt me. Dancing

to horror. No one

could hear what

he heard, the razor’s

edge, the body’s language


So’ Tahdi Nidaabaa

A Battle in the Land of Stars

(Navajo translation of Star Wars)

Gary Every

Next to the bleachers on the reservation rodeo grounds

a large drive in movie screen has been erected.

The benches fill with Indians in cowboy hats,

grandmothers with long silver hair tied up in buns

and metalhead misfits.

Rowdy rambunctious children chase each other

giggles filling the air

as the mud flies

staining everything on the children except their smiles.

A soft breeze carries the scent of several types of manure

horse, cow, goat and sheep

while the wind gently sways an American flag

until twilight fades to dusk.

The shadowy rustlings of the flag

are suddenly interrupted by the lights of the projector

as the giant movie screen leaps alive

and the audience in the rodeo bleachers gasps

while the words scroll across the screen in that familiar way

“In a galaxy far far away… ”

except the words are written in Navajo.

Biziilgo ni tsinkees

May the force be with you

or in a more literal translation

“Guard yourself with strong thoughts”

a very traditional Navajo concept.

Auditions for the Navajo Star Wars movie roles

were long and competitive

with some potential actors

abandoning sheep shearing camps in the Chuska Mountains

and others leaving their college educated jobs

in cosmopolitan cowtowns scattered across the southwest,

returning home to the reservation

in an attempt to keep an ancient language alive.

In many ways the language is the problem,

Navajo is such a descriptive tongue

that the actors must speak very fast

to keep pace with the action onscreen.

Those actors who win the roles

tap into ancient traditions.

The woman who wins the part of Princess Leia

is not a Star Wars fans

but auditions only because her friends insist she must

since she is “feisty, sarcastic, and fearless”

just like the Star Wars princess

who wears her hair in the Hopi squash blossom style.

In the recording studio she reads all her lines

with her hands on her hips in imitation of her mother in law,

Marvin Yellowhair says he was born to play Darth Vader

and reads all his lines cold without rehearsal

concentrating on capturing the voice of his grandfather.

This project has taken decades to accomplish

but the museum director says it will not feel complete

until his shima sani or maternal grandmother watches the famous movie

dubbed into Navajo.

She does not speak English.

Perhaps some of the giggling children

who speak more English than Navajo

will learn a new respect for their mother tongue.

When the movie has ended and the heroes have triumphed

I return to that hole in the stone known as Window Rock,

the heart of the reservation,

and watch for meteor showers on a much older movie screen,

staring into the vastness of the night sky,

the words for meteor translating from the Navajo as

“stars raining downing in fragments”

fragments of myths and legends

echoing inside my skull.


Dog Dreams

Gary Every

All dogs, saint bernards, chihuahua, dachshund, retrievers,

poodles, collies, greyhounds, bulldogs and beagles

are all descended from wolves.

Scientists had always imagined that once they took a look

that there would be some blood from coyote or fox

or maybe some danged dingo in the mix

but DNA research revealed

that all the various types of dogs

are all wholly and totally sons and daughters of wolves.

Archeologists think that dogs have been domesticated

for at least 35,000 years, dating back to skulls

discovered in human occupied caves

in Siberia, Belgium and the Czech Republic.

It is the shorter broader snout

and wider brain that differentiates

the branches of domesticated species

from their furry feral anscestors.

Three dog skulls were found in a Czech cave,

the oldest available evidence of domesticated dogs,

and all three were buried with honor,

mastodon bones placed lovingly between their jaws.

I come home from work

and my dog, my faithful companion

greets me with energetic enthusiasm.

Then as I read

my dog stretches out and sleeps,

worn out from a long day of doing nothing.

While he sleeps his legs twitch and tremble

and I wonder if somewhere in his subconscious

he remembers

back when human and canine

wandered an Ice Age terrain

hunting giant hairy elephants

with fire, spear, and fang.

I wonder if when my dog dreams

if he remembers these Pleistocene things

because I know sometimes when

my 9 to 5 workday routine becomes too much

these are the sorts of things I dream

and when I do it makes my heart sing.


Lowell’s First Ride

B.Z. Niditch

In the distance

of his red eye

is Cambridge

when first lights

up every cause

of a young poet

steeped in history

of the most disagreeable

chapters of his past

solitude,

diffused by sunshine

along the Charles,

hurling cigarette papers

given from

a no named soul

out of a rain coat

of extravagance

at a one night stand

on a Cape Cod pier

of oblivion,

seeing himself

in reflections

of the river

preoccupied by images

of that silent film

about the whale

luring words out to you

off the Coast

of New England,

now dissolving

into the past time

of troubled ventures,

feeling alive

as luxury of shadows

around a kiosk

of all kinds of newspapers

and flowers

in Harvard Square,

oblivious to a Fall cold

but not to the foliage

of reddened orange

in an already seasoned face

holding his small suitcase

half opened

full of garbled notes

and a second pair

of glasses,

swearing under

his frozen breath

in a dressed down

verbal speech,

unwilling to turn back

from any young reaction

at a union

of his missionary zeal

with language.


At White Mountain

B.Z. Niditch

About to lose breath

and less assured

of the pitiless wind

against your mouth

rumors smoke from

your foreign body

of a borrowed overcoat

in the blue air

at a scant first light

written over

a curiously drawn map

on the quarried side

at White Mountain

burdened by pointed rocks

under limp long skies

to peer into crags

mingled from a second sun,

it starts to snow

on emerging crevices

your eyes open

as boundless volcanoes

at the knees of day break.


Bach Cello Suite No. 1

B.Z. Niditch

The cello

on tonight’s lips

of Bach’s shadow

outlives the body

in contrapuntal

words in union

of your fingers

stretched on time’s

open memory

at arm’s signals

set for listening,

to realize

what craft

moves the chords

of the ebullient

stroking to sway

on goaded clouds

a resurrected voice

out of counterpoint

at the podium,

briefing through

spoils of pages

by a now quiet

selfless metronome

hidden in echoes

of an ephemeral past

over fine strings

in those mingled hours

quivering in practice

in an absence of speech

at recollected silence

exposing a libido

of sudden fiery flights

motioning to catch

the mysterious precision

over unsettled notes

now augmented

by courting gleams

of fanning applause.


last words

t. kilgore splake

piss-green walls

lysol ethers floating

lost graying poet

panda in wire basket

walker going nowhere

distant thousand mile stare

urine-soaked depends

waiting nursing home dinner

wrinkled bib

cold fishsticks

yellow corn mush

desperate whisper

“let me go home”


answers

t. kilgore splake

often visiting cliffs

searching for meaning

existential oneness

defying definite words

canvas oil splashings

musical lyricisms

understanding

only passing illusion

like child

watching sunlight shadows

trying to find himself


Live LARGE

Michael Estabrook

Go ahead have your beloved Starbucks’

iced coffee after dinner even at 8 p.m.

so it will be impossible to get to work

early in the a.m. but tonight

it’s caution to the winds

I’m going to live crazy

like tomorrow will never come

Of course it comes (thankfully)

and this morning I vow

to be smarter about this, curtail

my evil caffeine habit after 4 p.m.

But sometimes it’s impossible to let

the day go, turn off the documentaries

or put aside the poems of Byron,

Whitman, Williams or Bishop,

simply for sleep.


Magazines

Michael Estabrook

Searching through

the magazine rack

in the pharmacy

pushing aside the muscle magazines

and motorcycle magazines

karate, mountain climbing

and girlie magazines

trying to find a copy

of Arthritis Today when suddenly

I laugh out loud wondering

how in the hell

did I ever get here?


Sister Aimee

Tom Baker

The beach was a dark, turbulent scar upon the face of the moonlit earth.

The procession of mourners, the candlelit vigilance committee, the heaven-set throng

Dug deep into the soggy sand, their

Heads hung low over crucifixes and little icons and statues of Christ and visions of Sister Aimee

—Maybe she can walk on the water, said some slick prankster

He put his hands in his pockets; he was standing way far back, near the outdoor café of the old seaside hotel

It had been many hours

Since the Divine Sister had left to go swimming

But had not returned

Maybe God had seen her on her way, finally

They thought; divine rapture lifted her away into the aether

Mourning women in silent robes of white and old women in black dresses

And one man jumped in the surf to look for her

And another decided he must douse himself in lighter fluid and strike a match

But most weren’t focused on self-immolation

But holding their talismans forth into the night, delivering up prayer to Jehova and burning incense and singing hymns and fingering rosaries, and (maybe someone protested that Sister Aimee wasn’t even Catholic, but, really, didn’t THE BOOK say it was —all of the same spirit?) maybe some were

Having visions

Of the Blessed Virgin (?)

But she was gone gone gone

***

Only later did she crab crawl back with a hell of a story

A whale of a tale about kidnappers kidnapping her

(But most suspected this was all a rather dismal fancy)

And a male cohort.

But someone said she was in love with said cohort,

And that they had eloped or run away, and that she had come back Bidden by the Will of God (?)

—Impossible to cross a desert in her condition without water, they sneered.

(Hadn’t Christ been lead out into the desert to be tempted of the Devil?)

***

The cathedral soon echoed the resounding silence of

Its interior against bare walls; the velvet choirs had disappeared, the sideshow folded up its tent, and the circus had left town strictly from boredom…

1944 was NOT A BANNER YEAR.

In an old hotel room,

They later found her twisted on the bed, clutching a handful of pills

They rictus of agony on her face promising that she had seen Hell before she died

Or maybe Heaven.

Or, maybe, nothing at all.


Untitled 1

Simon Perchik

One sun stays calm, led off

by footsteps not yet mornings

though you make a fist, learn

not to look down the way rivers

float behind as one more caress

to shape the endless goodbye

with stone, broken, emptied

smoothed between the dead

and tiny holes bursting into flames

—you reach for its shadow

already rippling over the pieces

used to losing bit by bit

stones that are not these stones

not that sun, smaller and smaller

or under your feet some other.


Untitled 2

Simon Perchik

Your hair black from the stars

moistened by these small stones

widening for clouds and plumage

—the sun is no longer at home here

though alongside your thighs its sadness

opens for the breeze mouth to mouth

half dirt, half emptiness and you

are still naked, moving this hillside

closer and what it was like for mornings

falls down together —did you put on earrings?

—there will be no flowers

only the rocks poured one hand into the other

as if you were once filled with kisses

and now —leave, nothing is left

not even the grass over your shoulder.


Untitled 3

Simon Perchik

This well all afternoon, homeless

huddled between the weeds

the way a ruin is restored

with beginner stones, thrown back

too small and you stand by

—they once nourished these dead

feeding them wet flowers

and the need to touch everything

be bathed by a waterfall half shadows

half flowing into the dirt

unfolded, for petals and the crumbling

without going past your arms.


Untitled 4

Simon Perchik

And though you lean closer

you have forgotten her name

—with a single gulp

you swallow ink, squeezed

is at home in your throat

tilted back, black, iced

with emptiness and your breath

end over end freezing

the way every night a little dries

and you drown in the words

you wanted to say out loud

—this opened jar is enormous

and from your mouth

reaches down, overflows

in darkness and is she there.


Claire Rose Meets His Excellency

Ali Noel Vyain

(I just stumbled upon this. The Guardians haven’t restricted any of my access to their archives and this is a more recent event. I was shocked to learn His Excellency is still alive! —Silver Moon Unicorn)

Felicia sat in the pilot seat with Sam siting right next to her. Claire Rose Lutin and Myadin sat next to each other behind them.

“I can’t get all the way next to the tower. There’s a force field around it,” Felicia told Claire Rose.

“However, I can cut a hole through the field and send you through it,” Sam told her.

“Okay, it’s a good thing I put on my thermal suit. Otherwise I would get too cold from you throwing me through the hole,” answered Claire Rose.

Sam smiled. “I’m glad you did, too.” He paused to check the control board. “Looks like His Excellency is right on the top floor of the tower. I get a reading of one vampire and several robots.”

“Will my light swords shatter the glass?”

Sam checked the board. “Yes, they will.”

“Good.”

Myadin furrowed his eyebrows. He could see the tower looming ahead of the craft.

Felicia had to turn the craft once she reached the edge of the force field. She held the craft at a full stop in midair. “I’ve got us as close as I can to the tower. Are you ready, Claire Rose?”

Claire Rose stood up and checked that her wings were secured on her back. “Yes, I’m ready.”

Sam stood up and walked over to her. Felicia opened the side door. Sam reached out the door and used a fingernail to cut a hole in the field. It was just big enough to send Claire Rose through. He put his hands on Claire’s hips and lifted her over his head. Myadin watched as Sam threw Claire Rose through the hole.

Claire Rose had a light sword in each hand as she flew through the air. Her wings were working as she focused on the glass window. Soon she was close enough to activate both swords. The glass shattered and fell to the ground. She went through the open window and landed on her feet. His Excellency looked up from his desk. The roboguards all came towards her at once. She defy used her swords to defend herself. It looked like a dance. It was over in a matter of minutes.

Claire Rose stood staring at His Excellency. “Hello, Great Grandfather. I’ve heard so much about you and I couldn’t wait to meet you.”

His Excellency stood up. He slowly walked towards her. “Susan? Is that you?” He stopped once he was just in front of his desk.

Claire Rose held her ground. She didn’t lower her weapons. She raised an eyebrow.

“Susan, it’s been much too long. Have you changed your mind about me? Do you want to rule the universe at my side?”

“My name is not Susan.”

“Don’t be coy, Susan. You were such a flirt a long time ago. How long ago? I don’t remember.”

Myadin couldn’t still sit. “Claire Rose is in trouble. We’ve got to help her.”

Felicia keep her eyes on the board and kept the ship in position. Sam turned his chair around to face the werewolf. “What’s going? What’s happening to her?”

“She’s uncomfortable and disgusted. He may be hitting on her.”

Sam raised an eyebrow.

“We’ve got to go after her and help her!”

Sam’s lips parted. Myadin stood up and transformed without warning. He ran and jumped out the open door.

“Crazy wolf. Let’s go after him.” He swung his chair around to help with the ship.

Felicia started the ship in motion after the falling werewolf.

His Excellency started to walk closer to Claire Rose. “Susan, you can stay. You can have your career back, if that’s what you want.”

Claire Rose backed up. Her jaw dropped. “Mya…” She turned her head and looked out the open window. She saw the werewolf falling. She turned off her swords, clipped them to her belt. She turned and ran out the window.

“Susan! Wait! Come Back! I’ve missed you!” His Excellency stood at the open window watching her go. His mouth was still opened with her name on his lips.

Claire Rose dove after Myadin. Her wings weren’t working as she went head down. Eventually, she caught up to him. She reached out her arms and grabbed him. Then she got her wings working. She looked around for the ship. She saw it dead ahead. Sam was at the open door cutting another hole into the field with his fingernail. Claire aimed straight for the hole.

When Claire got close to the door, Sam stepped out of the way. Once inside, Felicia closed the door. Sam went back to the co-pilot’s seat. Claire let go of Myadin. She sat down on her chair. Myadin laid down on the floor. Felicia flew away from the tower.

Sam turned his chair to face Claire and Myadin. “What happened back there? Myadin went nuts and tried to go after you.”

“His Excellency kept calling me Susan. I don’t think he heard me when I called him great grandfather.”

“Ahh, Susan,” replied Sam.

“Who’s Susan?” asked Claire Rose.

Felicia answered, “Susan Ford was a famous singer. She was reputed to have a beautiful voice and a beautiful body to go with it.”

“Oh?”

“Sam even found her attractive.” Felicia rolled her eyes.

Sam looked at her. “Not as attractive as you.” He turned back to Claire Rose. “You happen to look a lot like her. Probably because she was your maternal grandmother.”

“What?” Claire’s eyes were wide.

“Yes, I checked out that fact after I met you for the first time.”

“Oh, I remember that. Right after I killed the King and his personal guards.” Claire sighed.

Sam nodded. “I noticed the resemblance immediately.”

Felicia asked, “Claire Rose, do you know how to sing?”

“Yes, it was something I had to regularly at the convent.”

“What kind of voice do you have?”

“Contralto.”

Felicia looked at Sam. “Was that the same kind of voice Susan had?”

“Yes, it was.”
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Waltz

Lyn Lifshin

where you’re someone else,

the drawn to flame moth daze.

The world goes away.

This trance deeper than drugs.

Don’t imagine anyone could hold me.

I’m flame, wings. a heartbeat

could shatter. Something moves in

under skin, something that

could turn me into Isadora, oblivious

to rain and snow. In the right

arms, I’m wind, rain and fire,

wild to be held tight as

Isadora, to be wound around

skin, your skin, your fingers a

ride  in the flame scarf wrapping her

tight and tighter


Take a Broomstick to the Next Ballroom Class

Lyn Lifshin

not because you’re witchy. Oh forget anyone

who scowls “the newbies have to learn too.

“Look, when you’ve been paying big bucks,

sometime on the metro lulled in a trance you

could image floating over the rails, chiffon

and your head bent back not as if your partner

had bad breath but as if your neck was swan

gorgeous, your back perfect. You own the floor

and of course there’s a prince leading so well
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