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note from the editor 
 
 

This is our first video introduction to an 
issue. So go to the webpage and take a 
look at the real thing or go to YouTube 
and check it out there along with all our 
other great video poems. But for the 
print issue here is a breakdown of the 
intro.  
 
 
Thanks for stopping by we have another 
great issue for you. 
More ebooks 
More print books 

 
YouTube video poetry readings of BlazeVOX [books] authors www.youtube.com/ggatza 
 
Podcasts are a hit! 
 
New BuffaloFOCUS featuring Christina  Woś  Donnelly. 
 
 

 
 
Geoffrey Gatza 
Editor  &  Publisher 
-------------------------------------  
              BlazeVOX [ books ]                                         
Publisher of weird little books 
-------------------------------------- 
 
editor@blazevox.org 
http://www.blazevox.org 
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Kent Johnson 
 
 
 
Stinky Limes in the Poetry Blogosphere  
 
 

 
Lord Byron sparring at the Pugilists Club in London 

 
 
On the first day of August, 2007, Anno Domini, Kasey Silem Mohammad posted on his 
blog, Lime Tree, an entry that read, in full,  
 
"All Purpose Intellectual Tag: "I'm interested in..."  
 
He followed this by posting, on the same day, the following sentences (and fragment) 
generated by his tag:  
 



>" I'm interested in the (real) improv of fake mechanized procedures . As in a big 
cardboard refrigerator box painted to look like a computer, with someone inside feeding a 
handwritten scroll out through a slot."  
 
>"I'm interested in melancholy as a mode of negativity or refusal."  
 
 
 
I thought these tidbits a bit "disappointing," to be honest, but I understood--wrongly, in 
retrospect--that KSM was opening a thread for fun exchange, inviting others to post, in 
his comments boxes, examples of their own interests, in like anaphoric phrasing. Thus, in 
a small fit of poetic transport, one I haven't enjoyed since my time on the Poetics List, I 
mailed in, on that same day, a string of rapidly composed 88 sentences, all beginning 
with the tag KSM had proffered.  
 
I was, as is my wont, rather pleased with my effort, quite certain that some readers would 
find its affects (or is that "effects," reader, my handbook not handy?) genial and 
charming, maybe even funny enough to inspire a few to sally forth to some of the gently 
satirical formulations contained therein, with ripostes of like head-claused prosody. In 
any case, my serial tour de force seemed harmless enough, especially on a blog like Lime 
Tree, theoretical headquarters of the poetics of "Impropriety." I was enthused, even kind 
of excited.  
 
Well, the next day I checked in, fully expecting any number of praises for my brilliance 
and good humor, even maybe an invitation from KSM himself that I become a card-
carrying member of the Flarf fraternity/sorority, something I have yearned for since he'd 
been interviewed by the BBC about the movement's sub rosa mysteries. Imagine my 
surprise and dismay to find, then, nothing but a handful of lividly outraged comments, 
including a long one by KSM himself, accusing me of hijacking his blog, of being a 
"parasite" and a "homeless wretch," who used his comment boxes "in unrelenting waves" 
for no other motive than to get out of the rain in a rainy city, or something to that 
somewhat mixed metaphorical effect.  
 
Not only that, though, for KSM went on to declare, in rhetoric redolent of some Weather 
Underground communiqué, my immediate, decisive excommunication from his 
comments boxes. And then, as if this weren't enough punishment upon a homeless person 
trying to curl his poor, lumpen body into a small, dry space, he proclaimed his intent to 
erase forever every single comment I had ever posted to Lime Tree! With a grace period 
of 24 hours! I was to copy everything I'd ever written, and at end of the generous 
allotment being granted to vacate my smelly belongings (not a second more), the Delete 
Bomb was to go boom.  
 
Well, I sat there for a few minutes, my eyes getting hot with hot tears, and I sent KSM a 
couple of desperate, honestly bemused emails, more or less asking if he could possibly be 
serious. (1) What, after all, had I really done or said that was so awful? He promptly 



posted these on his blog, with a comment (referring to me now, rather coolly, as "Mr. 
Johnson") that he most assuredly was serious.  
 
I sat there some more, smoked half a pack of American Spirit , maybe three quarters of a 
pack, and decided to go back and review in the archives all comment boxes at Lime Tree 
for the current year, beginning the first day of January, 2007, Anno Domini, to see if 
there might be something to "Mr. Mohammad's" claim that I had become an unrelenting, 
annoying parasite, sucking all the juice, as it were, from the limes upon his fair tree. 
Could it be that I'd been much more of an inappropriate pain in the ass than I recalled?  
 
Forsooth, what I found surprised even me. For I counted, with exception of my last four 
wunderkammern bricolages, a mere *25 comments* over the past seven full months, a 
good number of these grouped in a couple of quite interesting, collegial, and well-
populated discussions relating to issues of "Poetic Competence" and the writings of the 
Stalinist/Maoist post-avant poster-boy-of-moment, Alan Badiou. In fact, I noticed that 
numerous poets, during this time, were even responding in some earnest to me , as if they 
felt (perhaps they were mistaken, but this seems hardly the point) that my contributions 
were mildly relevant and interesting, even sometimes funny!  
 
I set out to type a brief remark to this effect at Lime Tree (i.e., that Hey, 28 posts in seven 
months isn't such a horrible thing, lots have posted more, etc.), but stopped in mid- 
sentence, realizing, oops and duh, that it was too late, for I had already been proscribed 
from "Mr. Mohammad's" blog... And there, not a moment wasted in wake of my brusque 
banishment, how convenient and in keeping, was an extended, truly bizarre and 
disturbing screed by his girlfriend (this is how "Mr. Mohammad" refers to her), Anne 
Boyer, describing how clear it is that I secretly hold a kind of perverted psychosexual 
fascination for her boyfriend, see him as my dominatrix, clearly want to be "on the 
bottom," with him on top, dominating me, me showing my passive, pleading bottom to 
him, that I darkly enjoy this, and so on... Well, in the memorable words of Marv Albert, 
"No comment."  
 
Now, I realize all this is in many ways a tempest in a tiny subculture's teapot, and only a 
few people inside the tiny teapot really give a hoot anyway, so I don't want to go on for 
too long... But I think it's fair to observe that "Mr. Mohammad's" (and Ms. Boyer's) 
reasons for banning me from his blog, along with his announcement of the impending 
disappearance of all record of my ever having been there, (2) have (given the empirical 
evidence I cite above) not a whit or whip to do with the claims. No, for the transparent 
fact of the matter is that "Mr. Mohammad" (sorry for all these scare quotes, you can take 
them however you wish) and his Flarfist chums greatly dislike me for what I write, not 
for how much I write. And part of what they don't like, part of what they can't abide (here 
goes my famous narcissism), is that I have often and most candidly (but always 
eloquently and politely) critiqued some of the hilariously sophomoric and ethically 
suspect aspects of their high-schoolish clique behavior and aesthetic. Which is to say that 
they like to be improper with and make fun of whomever they please (especially all those 
dumb-shit, subaltern types in chat-rooms), but oh my, when someone gets slightly 
"improper" with them, tries to kick-start some public exchange on certain touchy issues 



growing numbers of people are wondering about, well, their underpants get all bunched 
in a bundle...  
 
Yes, indeed:   If the old war-horse game of ultra-low frequency silence doesn't dissuade 
troublesome leeches, well, then just laser beam the parasites and air-brush all their 
commentary from the public record. Presto! Kein Problem, ärgerlicher Blutegel! Hail 
Badiou, the Cultural Revolution, and so forth.  
 
Seriously, though--and with all good acknowledgment to "Mr. Mohammad's cultural 
private property--we've seen this kind of censoring disposition in our "open-minded" 
avant poetry world before, haven't we? No need to elaborate at all, I think (Hey, Charles, 
wassup?)... Yes, Some traits in the body politic of the post-avant get passed down, it 
seems, like bacterial genes in a bathtub of twenty-year old standing water.  
 
But so it goes and life goes on. All in all, it's rather laughable, the matter. And soon, 
anyway, we will all be dead! In the meantime, avoid the bathwater, young poets, I say.  
 
[Here, a brief and impressively funny paragraph was accidentally deleted, and I can't 
remember now what I'd said, except for the carefully crafted phrase, "the new 
dispensation."]  
 
So, here, with a few small revisions, is the poem that seems to have thrown some folks 
into such a snit. It is for the reader to decide if such light, innocuous satire and self-
deflating parody is reasonable grounds for "Mr. Mohammad's" meltdown into theatrical, 
delete-buttoned angst.  
 
As for me, I'm about to start a really good letter to Reverend Al Sharpton.  
 
Thank you, and let us continue to undermine the bourgeoisie.  
 
Kent Johnson  
 
1  I'd mentioned in one of these emails to "Mr. Mohammad" that if he disappeared all of 
my comments, I would heroically set forth to write the "best little essay of my life." Well, 
so we all fail, from time to time...  
 
 
2  After a few other people began to write in and state, for example--with reference to the 
blog's animated-kitten logo--that they were going to "take out the cat" * (in response to 
which "Mr. Mohammad" shrilly declared that he was being "threatened with physical 
violence"), "Mr. Mohammad" wrote on his blog that he'd decided not to delete my posts 
after all, for to do so would be too technically complicated. And then he publicly asked 
me to do it myself.  
 
 



* As stated in a zinger of a comment by John Latta, expressing contempt for the 
pusillanimous comportment of "Mr. Mohammad."  
 
 
 
[Nota bene: Shortly after finishing this little memoir, I clicked back, longingly (for the 
seventieth time, or so), to view the dry, warm rooms of my favorite squatter's abode, and 
discovered that "Mr. Mohammad" had now erased ALL of the commentary surrounding 
my banishment from his property, including the above mentioned post by John Latta, 
numerous remarks by others, the letters of inquiry I had sent to "Mr. Mohammad," and all 
the priceless remarks about my homelessness and sexual perversion. Click....]  
         
 
***  
 
I AM INTERESTED  
 
                            --for Kasey Silem Mohammad, who wrote,  
 
                                        "I am interested in melancholy as a mode of negativity or 
refusal"  
 
I am interested in Monopoly as a mode of allegory for position-taking in the post-avant 
field.  
 
I am interested in mushrooms and all their mysterious ways.  
 
I am interested in games that poets play, pretending, as they do, that they aren't playing 
them.  
 
I am interested in essays that speak authoritatively about Charles Reznikoff, where the 
author of the essay misspells the name throughout as Reznikov.  
 
I am interested in the work of Farid Matuk, fantastic.  
 
I am interested in Charles Bernstein, I mean, wait, Baudelaire.  
 
I am interested in exclusionary listservs devoted to Poetic Humor.  
 
I am interested to see if my list of interests makes it past the censor.  
 
I am interested in India, a very interesting country, with an astonishing variety of wildlife 
and cuisine.  
 
I am interested in the pantoum, a form that bears unrecognized homology, as it unfolds in 
composition, with the life cycle of the caddis fly.  



 
I am interested in my first wife (I've had four, three female, one male), for I was glum 
and brutish to her in my young poet's melancholy, and in her, tender sadness and 
happiness blinked on and off in rapid sequence, like airplane lights.  
 
I am interested in anyone who expresses interest in me; even more, I am interested in 
them when their interest is dissimulated as indifference, and such an attitude is good for 
the soul, you see, for one can believe, in this way, that almost everyone is interested in 
one's self.  
 
I am interested to see what people are going to think of my soon-to-appear essay on satire 
(fingers' crossed!).  
 
I am interested in fish; there is even a kind of poem called the "Piscatorial."  
 
I am interested in knowing what became of my 9mm. Browning, the apple of my eye, lost 
in a game of Bridge.  
 
I am interested in the future of "experimental" poetry, things aren't looking so good.  
 
I am interested in antiques.  
 
I am interested in Joe Brainard, I even wrote a book inspired by him, so ambitious, 
almost completely ignored--my book, I mean.  
 
I am interested, at the very moment, in the urge to urinate, I should have done so before I 
started, I'll be right back.  
 
I am interested in the notion of "Foucault's head."  
 
I am interested in lassitude and ennui as jet fuel for ecstatic, sleek-shaped vehicles of the 
psyche.  
 
I am interested in the fact that almost no feature films have ever been made about a poet; 
name two.  
 
I am interested in my social anxiety at poetry events, how it can grip me without warning, 
swell my presence to the size of a dirigible with a swastika on its tail, and how the great 
ship slowly rolls over on its side and suddenly combusts, incinerating the whole room 
and its innocent humanity.  
 
I am interested in the early films of this guy Renoir, which is interesting to me, since I've 
never seen them.  
 
I am interested in my sitting here, writing I am interested in my sitting here, O, if only I 
could solidify that conceptual epiphany for the art market.  



 
I am interested in the notion of Dasein , does this mean I have hidden fascist tendencies.  
 
I am interested in the history of beer.  
 
I am interested in the consciousness of a bee, the second or third one I've seen this 
summer; I wonder what you are and where you are going, bee.  
 
I am interested in the fact that Ron Silliman is unable to take on the work of Alan 
Sondheim, the Joyce of our time, splayed in the ten thousand directions right in front of 
our dumb, gaping faces.  
 
I am interested in the sociological similarities between poetry cliques and high school 
cliques.  
 
I am interested in how epistemology and ontology could never exist one without the 
other, how the former is like a penis, and the latter like a vagina.  
 
I am interested in how I have neglected the lawn; the grass is so high, I could mow my 
name deep into it, sign my habitus, as it were.  
 
I am interested in my fear of sky diving; I've been in a couple of fire fights, but I have a 
serious fright of heights.  
 
I am interested in my death, just like you, here it comes.  
 
I am intereseted in my second wife, who was a pilot for Braniff , back when they had 
differently colored airplanes; she flew to Hong Kong once and never came back.  
 
I am interested in medieval philosophy, its goldleafed, concentric circles of angels and 
saints, surrounding a dark center that is everywhere.  
 
I am interested in how a poet who writes prolifically about his butt can also write finger-
wagging essays about poetic narcissism.  
 
I am interested in my third wife, a brilliant, former beauty queen, whose hobbies were 
welding and turkey hunting; she left one day, for Austria, and became a man.  
 
I am interested in my narcissism, the dark center that is everywhere.  
 
I am interested in this strange sensation I have in my chest right now, like there is a 
hippopotamus (sp?) burrowing into me, could I be having a heart attack?  
 
I am interested in the notion that high officials of the Bush Administration knew 
something was going to happen, maybe not exactly the terrible way it happened, but that 
they knew something was going down, and they let it happen.  



 
I am interested in how Dada is so attractive to most adolescent poets, even those in 
middle age.  
 
I am interested in astronomy and the mysteries of cosmology, even though I know next to 
nothing of mathematics.  
 
I am interested in the poetry of the young, spectacular British poet Peter Manson.  
 
I am interested in birds; I have four feeders in my back yard: a riot of orioles, wrens, and 
grosbeaks, surrounded by all the boring, ubiquitous types.  
 
I am interested in travel; I do everything I can to get myself invited abroad.  
 
I am interested in the fact that I have gained 140 lbs. over the past five or six months.  
 
I am interested in the debate between Lukacs and Brecht, both of them scoundrels.  
 
I am interested in how an unrepentant Stalinist/Maoist like Badiou has become the latest 
name of fashion for the "most advanced sector" (as Lenin would put it) of the younger 
post-avant.  
 
I am interested in how I seem to be more "famous" on other continents than my own.  
 
I am interested in global warming, the fate of Bolivia's only and vanishing ski run.  
 
I am interested in the fact that there is almost *no* frank eroticism in U.S. "avant-garde" 
poetry, as if everyone were wearing bronze chastity belts of theory.  
 
I am interested in writing down my interests over the next few years, maybe longer; it's of 
interest to me, at least.  
 
I am interested in a recent poll where over 75% of Icelandic poets admit they believe 
elves and fairies are real.  
 
I am interested in fly fishing, how could I have forgotten, it's my passion, and you might 
be impressed by how good I am on the stream.  
 
I am interested in baseball, still hold my high school's record for most times hit by a pitch 
in a season.  
 
I am interested in how I catch so few fish, despite having such pride in my abilities as a 
fly fisher.  
 
I am interested in Wittgenstein, though mainly his biography, which is heartbreaking.  
 



I am interested in this heart-attack feeling I'm having, I'm serious, someone call 911.  
 
I am interested in my EKG; I am holding it now, a few hours later, and it's supposedly 
"OK."  
 
I am interested in my cigarettes, my companions on this journey.  
 
I am interested in the New Criticism, in the sense of its deflected rebirth in the current 
"New Poetries."  
 
I am interested in the thought of Mariategui and Lechin, true working class revolutionary 
heroes, yet unknown in U.S. circles; they make Badiou look like the Sorbonne pot-head 
he is.  
 
I am interested in translation, its scandalously marginal status among so-called 
experimental poets of my country.  
 
I am interested in super volcanoes and asteroids, the thought that suddenly poetry would 
mean nothing, forever and forever.  
 
I am interested in how commonplace are spite and vilification in the poetry field, how 
generalized envy and distrust have come to be, in how funny this is, in context of truly 
superior people in superior fields doing meaningful things, like building bridges, or 
telescopes, or deep-sea mini-submarines.  
 
I am interested in the widespread experience of alien abduction and its relationship to au 
courant poetic theory.  
 
I am interested in the notion that poets of Classical Rome went at each other in verses 
with a vengeance, a time of poetic glory.  
 
I am interested in Jack Spicer, asshole that he was.  
 
I am interested in whales.  
 
I am interested in the distinct possibility that Frank O'Hara never wrote "A True Account 
of Talking to the Sun at Fire Island."  
 
I am interested in how I was air-brushed out of the book Leningrad, though that was 
before the fall of the Wall, and lots has changed since then.  
 
I am interested in how I have a decent salary and the bank account is always down to 
nothing.  
 
I am interested in buying a houseboat, fat chance.  
 



I am interested in the dynamics of blog comment boxes, how poignant and funny the 
sublimated aggression can be.  
 
I am interested how all literary theory, however disinterested it may seem, is driven by 
the sex-drive, tell me honestly it's not.  
 
I am interested in Anthony Bourdain (have you seen his show on Vietnam? Borat, close 
up shop!).  
 
I am interested in the reason people get erotic pleasure from peeling off their skin after a 
sunburn.  
 
I am interested in Fernando Pessoa, the great poet of the 20th century; wake up Flarf, 
caught in sticky webs of   convention.  
 
I am interested in haiku, especially that of Seisensui's Layered Clouds group; fashionable 
"minimalist" poetry today is hilariously lame in its light.  
 
I am interested in the poetics of Deaf Poetry, much more complex and exciting than any 
"prosody" heard on PENN Sound.  
 
I am interested in how some astrophysicists are beginning to question the dogma of the 
Big Bang, when will astrophysics get it right.  
 
I am interested in whether you are interested, bored, contemptuous, or angered by my 
interests; whatever the case, I am interested that there be some understanding between us.  
 
I am interested in the melancholy of my younger son, his beautiful compassion, his 
secrets and his yearning.  
 
I am interested in the fact that science is at a loss in face of the "hard question" of 
consciousness... that you are reading, right now, this interest of mine.  
 
I am interested in the people of Darfur; I'm driven silly by my powerlessness and 
righteous rage, which is periodic, whenever I don't have other things to be pissed off 
about.  
 
I am interested in the price of gasoline.  
 
I am interested in Iraq, like everyone else; I have written some poems about this interest, 
so what.  
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Aleah Sato 
 
 

 
 
Retirement Party 
 
  
She has many girls. 
Count them : 
one full of gravy; 
one with four eyelids; 
another licks its lips as autism 
tries to speak. 
Here she calls upon 
the beak-bearer. 
This one can sing. 
The rest are all ordinary. 
She told me she wanted 
to be placed in a story 
about Versailles. 
She spoke 
to me in French and 
when her French disappeared, 
another woman 
took notes. She was the oldest 
employee in our office — even 
the boss wasn't sure 
when she started or how 
she came to imagine us, 
cluttered around her 
like so much inertia. 
 
 



 
 
 
Palm Sunday 
 
 
the zipper has plans. 
to undo what has begun 
takes a careful seamstress, 
a weaver of stars, 
a diorama. 
tonight the ties talk, 
exchange numbers. 
the stockings inch close - 
caress the whalebone stitch. 
the breasts, hidden 
under palms, 
long for diamonds. 
legs part posies, 
slick skinned 
weasels under wire. 
the mouth 
forms an "o" - 
escape for 
feathered prey 
like mistake or 
"we should not.” 
the cuff links 
stay forgotten 
beside the bed. 
the sofa, a gilded swan, 
glides with us, 
posed as we are, 
like mannequins 
of so many beautiful things. 



 
 
 
7 days spent dreaming 
 
 
"If a little dreaming is dangerous…" 
-- Marcel Proust 
 
 
day 1 
you appear in the sugar bowl 
you extend a feather 
that is the terrible veil 
of snow 
it consumes us 
 
day 2 
my eyes stay glued 
on the ceiling 
something is crawling 
over the floorboards 
imagined vampires 
 
day 3 
the world 
is a rolling ball 
of string 
and me 
black cat messing about 
 
day 4 
the sky opened up 
when she struck the man 
his flushed jaw started a fire 
and in the fire 
the uncontrolled darkness 
also opened 
 
day 5 
a knife 
flashing in the sun 
feels like the moon 
on an August evening 
going in 
 



 
 
day 6 
I'm on a train 
I'm forgetting the skin 
I wore before leaving 
 
day 7 
I imagine your arms 
like rock pigeons 
extending over Berlin 
while I stay dreaming 
of the phoenix 
 
 



 
 
 
Companion 
 
 
You would not recognize me 
possessed by half-formed images. 
These mysteries you know 
but will not gaze upon. 
So we put them between 
us like rivers, draw in 
our eyes — look upward 
to heaven, as if either of us 
could believe in heaven. 
When the blind enter the kingdom, 
when the camel walks 
like thread through the eye, 
our story will be written. 
You would color the gardens 
with the opaque hues 
of the dead. Even your skin, 
stretched as canvas 
across that melody, 
cannot undo the history 
of what is to come. 
Look closely, you, 
who could be the 
only one to know me 
as I deserve to be known. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Aleah Sato is a marketing manager and co-owner of Ricksticks Inc, a visual communications firm in Toronto. 
She is the author of the recently released book Badlands and the forthcoming Stillborn Wilderness (Pooka Press 
2007). Her work has appeared in Nthposition, Adirondack Review, juked, Just West of Athens, Blue Fifth 
Review, and Eclectica. She can be reached at www.aleahsato.com <http://www.aleahsato.com> . 



BlazeVOX 2k7 an online journal of voice      Fall 
2007 

 
 
 

Alyson Greenfield 
 
 

 
Green Ribbon Girl 
 
 
 The girl, the woman, whatever she is or was, 17 I think, so in 
between, had a head that was only connected to her body by a green ribbon 
tied around her neck.  I looked forward to seeing this girl every year in 
elementary school when my class went to the book fair.  I remember liking 
this girl's hair and this girl's dress.  I remember especially liking her ribbon.  
I was so attracted to this girl, but I couldn't ask my mother to actually buy 
her book for me because then the girl would haunt me all the time.  She 
would remind me all too often of what it was I really feared-- that one day, I 
too, for an unknown reason, would need a ribbon so that my head would stay 
upon my neck.  



  
 
 
Birth 
 
 
 It's weird, because I remember coming out of you.  I remember it 
being cold.  I remember not wanting to open my eyes. I remember your 
breasts hanging down to my mouth.  I remember wanting to suck on them.  I 
remember wanting to be close to them and warmed by them and your arms.  I 
remember how the lights were shining down on me in the hospital, and I 
remember that I was crying.  I remember.  
 
  



 
 
 
All I wanted to do 
 
 
All I really wanted to do was write. 
 
All over my body. 
The body of language. 
The body politic. 
 
All bodies combined. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Alyson Greenfield currently teaches creative writing and composition at The University of Alabama where she is 
an MFA candidate in creative writing.  She is also a touring singer/songwriter whose songs can be heard on 
radio and TV.  You can find out more about her music and creative works at 
www.myspace.com/alysongreenfield. 
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Clay Matthews 
 
 
 
 

Elegy for a Light Going Out 
 
 
 

 
And just like that a big star fell out of the sky  
 

and went streaking down the outer globe  
 
of the visible world. A giant ball of gas  
 

can only be understood as a giant ball of gas. 
 
I put the nozzle into my car and stand  
 

with my hands in my pockets and wait  
 
for all the other people to notice me  
 

because I am, because people I need love  
 
and I need you all to recognize that I am  
 

standing here pumping fuel just like you  
 
and that last night the sky changed forever  
 

and didn’t even make a sound.  
 
But there is the sound not heard 
 

because there is speed and light and echo 
 
and distance to travel and miles to go  
 

before I sleep and miles to go and it has  
 
to make you feel amazing and ancient  
 

to see a star die, because stars live  
 
forever in human years, and in dogs years  
 

even longer than that. Witness 
 



and wonder. Wonder and wander. I move across 
 
 the earth by foot and with various sorts of wheels 
 
and have lived to see the death of something 
 
 older than the seed that spawned my family 
 
tree. Come hither and for this we will drink together. 
 
 Even this land is older than any accurate conception 
 
of it. Because a million years is a million years 
 
 it makes absolutely no sense. Take that to mean 
 
what you will. Take that and run with it. 
 
 And run high and run far and run hard but friend 
 
there is no out-running the run. We’re here 
 
 to be beautiful and then to die. And to die 
 
beautifully is the best thing of all. 
 
 Like we would put on a show for all the little creatures 
 
that crawl across the world, for one member 
 
 of a generation of spiders or ants or flies 
 
that we hadn’t wiped off the face of the earth 
 
 with the stroke of a hand. We are dew and we are  
 
new. We are bold and old and told  
 

of one-thousand things in the world we should not 
 
touch. But we represent the we in our reaching, 
 

in our touch. We represent the current moment of being 
 
in a long, long history of beings. 
 

And so a light goes out and another story begins. 
 
And I take my hands out of my pockets as if  
 

pulling something fresh from the ground. 
 
And shake the dirt off, and clap them together,  
 

and begin a song about everything I love to sing. 
 

 
 
 



 
 
Linger 
 
 
From across America tonight and I hold 
you tight. The days go on, whatever I have 
to say about them. And past Wichita the trees 
leave and the grass goes green and fields 
of cattle and hills upon hills, water 
and beauty and truth and a good classic 
rock station coming out of the city. It follows 
me as I go along, first north, then south, 
then eighty miles per hour. Every year 
I get older and Supertramp gets better, 
more accurate, as I learn again the lyrics. 
18th and Vine in KC, MO, and I proceed 
through life with the accompaniment of light 
jazz. And history, and all the homeless 
just a few blocks away, lined up for soup, 
some sugar for a sweet tooth and a bed 
and a pillow to hide that tooth away. 
Away, away. Far and away. Maps, and the real  
wears through. And it wears boots, and buckles,  
and feeds its horses one at a time, in the trailer,  
at a gas station just outside Topeka. Coming 
or going, I wonder watching them eat,  
and also the point of destination or departure.  
A rodeo, no doubt, somewhere in America.  
And Kansas City a part of America, too. And I-35,  
campers, cattle, and road kill, or calling out a name 
into the divide of air and land: America, America, 
America. This is not a poem on themes 
but the theme itself. I hold a cup and drink 
my coffee while it’s warm. I hold and I hold everything 
against the wind that threatens to take it, or hands, 
or memory, or slow progression of time  
from one note to the next, the first  
being held to the point of frustration,  
as it keeps going on, and on, and on. 
 
 
 



 
 
Hounds Begin to Howl 
 
 
A fried chicken joint and the buffet, steaming. 
There is a narrative theory of making your plate, 
but it depends on whether you let the potatoes 
run into the green beans, the green beans into 
the corn, or keep the food apart from smashing 
against each other, from loving thy neighbor 
and gravy and touch. I could say I have eaten here 
before. I’ll eat here again, etc. I make little promises 
like this because it keeps the motor in gear, drives 
me toward another day, another meal, another 
vicious bite into hot, crispy breaded flesh. I should 
not say flesh so much it sounds too metaphorical. 
Like calling people meat. Meat, meat, meat. 
It’s a might, might, might and I don’t know. Might 
come the end. Might come a rain. Might come another 
woman with a biscuit and baby on her arm. 
Outside there is an enormous white chicken on wheels 
for parades and general advertisement. Inside I am 
the little red rooster, too lazy to crow for days. 
I’ve got the blues, and we’ve got the blues. If you’ve 
got the blues, then sing, child. A return to the line, 
a return for one more, a little extra coleslaw, okra. 
A return for the cobbler and ice cream and coffee. 
The world, and a-one, and a-two, and a-three. Chords 
and choruses, verses and refrains, meals and prayers 
and cars filling the parking lot. Waiting patiently 
as good cars do, for the next stop, or home, or highway. 
Waiting as we all are waiting, and biting and chewing 
and swallowing one mouthful at a time. Learning 
moderation once as a child, learning the hell  
with moderation again as an adult. Belts and silverware, 
napkins and faces, everyone returns for another helping. 
Through the blinds I see a man I know leaving, 
and the sun, that strange ball of light in the sky, 
shining down while he sticks a long arm out the window 
and waves, to all of us still here, to what remains. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Clay Matthews' work is published (or will be) in Black Warrior Review, Gulf Coast, Court Green, LIT, Forklift, 
Ohio, No Tell Motel, H_NGM_N, and elsewhere. His chapbook, Muffler, is recently out from H_NGM_N B_ 
_KS. 
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David Mclean 
 
 
 
mood’s modi  
 
i manage the indicative 
obliquely at best, 
God's obloquy, 
his subtle suzerainty 
our sovran fate retained 
creation, sodomy detained 
the taint, 
i may have foetus on my breath 
i may have death 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
  
sward’s cloture 
 
 
a sworded sward this clôture 
greening leaves this oblivion 
a text rapt thus 
death (enwrapped) 
  
  



 
 
pro patribus 
  
 
o journeyers, where do you sojourn now? 
your punishment that reflects us this 
nothing, stasis that bites like acid 
night, kind of ratified, wakefulness 
sleeps in us as we cry ourselves 
to heaven again. and you await there 
your paternities recorded, us, procreators, 
your generative blessings this morning call 
the love you wore away, a rinsed graffito 
the gramme you lived for, the gramme after 
that is written, love's definition you've 
written this bliss. the saddest eyes wear 
dawn again as night's tattered abortion 
this torsion, God's worst tort his 
oblivion, severed heaven some 
haven, i said, already dead 
 



 
 
and the sun 
  
 
and the sun exhorts us now, implementing 
its impassioned violence that wrought 
the genes that live us meaning, it would 
that we believe in something i've forgotten 
long ago, that never lay itself but in the animal 
but turns still here twisting its passion, compassionate 
death distracted we forget a while the thanatic 
telos, nothing. words love has written listen 
to the carapace they decorate, evolved graffiti 
on this insect me, rude love's crude tattoo, saying you, 
beetle on his voluntary back no way to get up, 
or want to, from passion's pusillanimous headlock 
round this turkey neck, cramping dispassion 
the empathy i never wanted, fuck-love nothingness 
Jesus the locked dock where galleys and dingy dinghies 
are watered again after this dryness and pained 
decay, dissipated days away we recorded 
the blackest waters where the sun not belong 
in song and yet. and the lone soldier records 
his sexless cross across my eyes nights that belief 
recedes through, decadent compensation 
tracing more refined compassion defined 
by the Jews who wrote it and composed, 
camel-clothed nomads, their desert truth 
that telos pulls us up, history goals its tomorrow 
and every dream Hitler housed a Jew already knew, 
like this black sun we live in - rented from the Jews 
whose advantageous smartness shew them this, 
missing, but they never said straight out 
where Sheol is, under this dustless sun, 
though when I was born I already knew. 
and so do you. 
  



 
 
common law 
 
again across your scorching fields 
Historian, when your pounding night came 
and poured days as wine to God's 
deposit, our portion of night's liberation 
your impotent libation, OB PECUNIAE SCARSITATEM 
like ours, 
he lettered as that literate Adams, detained 
his own madness to adjudge, 
adjudicated that Italianate treason, with sticks 
bundled against the predestined decline Spengler 
prognosticated, and we his egregious casus omissus common 
as law, love and coleslaw that Elizabeth's writ 
does not run to this timely island 
where treason is writ on your wrist 
tattooed oblivion chinking in 
non razionale ma che si sente dicho 
our passivity of passions piled against 
night, still raging wreckless against something, 
perhaps some renascent sun's nothingness 
of light, 
perhaps just life. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
David McLean was born in Wales though he has lived in Sweden since 1987. As of August 2007, he has poems in 
about ninety issues of 78 magazines and e-zines. In September 2007 he is supposed to be "poet in residence" at 
Poet's Letter <http://www.poetsletter.com>  and in August 2008 will certainly be "centre stage poet" in Decanto 
<http://myweb.tiscali.co.uk/masquepublishing/>. More information about David is online on MySpace 
<http://www.myspace.com/david_mclean>  and at the Hecale <http://www.hecale.com/words.htm>  portal. 
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eddie kilowatt  
 
 
 
 

it was surreal 
 
 
 
the teller at the bank 
 
who I've never seen before 
 
asks me "What's new?" 
 
and there's nothing compare to 
 
so I throw up a Hail Mary  
 
and tell her I knocked up the girl 
 
I wasn't ready to call a girlfriend 
 
 
 
she looks down at the money she's counting 
 
and mumbles "that's nice." 
 
 
 
I ask her what's new with her 
 
and she says "Nothing," 
 
then she looks up at my face 
 
"Never anything new." 
 
 
 
I shake my head up and down because 
 
what else? 
 
 
 



 
and as I turn to walk away 
 
she says 
 
"Enjoy your life." 
 
 
 
then I open the front door 
 
and walk out into the sunlight 
 
blinded by her suggestion 
 



 
 
 
nothing to be said 
 
 
 
couples out for dinner 
 
a young woman walks past the table 
 
in a skirt 
 
and the men look up 
 
 
 
then the women look up 
 
and the men look down 
 
 
 
then the women look at their men 
 
and the men look at their plates, and  
 
 
 
everybody reaches for something  
 
 
 



 
 
 
calling it 
 
 
 
I was standing with my boss 
 
in his fourth floor office 
 
hands in our pockets 
 
looking out the tinted window  
 
at the fire code pond below 
 
with all its  
 
well placed large rocks and 
 
green landscaping, and while 
 
looking out the window 
 
with far away eyes 
 
he said, 
 
"You know, Ed, 
 
I bet a lot of people 
 
look out there 
 
at those geese and ducks 
 
or whatever they are 
 
birds always down there 
 
swimming and eating and 
 
flying around. 
 
I bet they look down there 
 
and think, "Well, that's real pretty." 
 
 
 
You know what I think? 
 
 
 



 
I look out there and I think,  
 
"That must be a lot of shit." 
 
 
 
That's what I think, Ed. 
 
There's a lot of shit in that water." 
 
 
 
then he turned to look at me 
 
he looked me in the eyes 
 
 
 
"You're a smart guy- 
 
you see what I'm getting at, right?" 
 
 
 
I turned my eyes toward the pond again 
 
shaking my head slow with my hands in my pockets,  
 
waiting for any of it  
to sound wise 
 
 
 
"Yeah- Yes! 
 
Right. 
 
I see what you mean." 
 
 
 
 
 
some people's glasses are half full. 
 
some half empty. 
 
some are only 
 
filled with bird shit 
 



 
 
 
explanation  
 
 
it's not that 
 
I don't have  
 
an interest 
 
in getting to know  
 
you,  
 
        rather 
 
I have greater interest 
 
in knowing 
 
myself 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Eddie Kilowatt prefers summer to winter but still lives in Milwaukee, Wisconsin.  His first book, Manifest 
Density, was released in spring 2006 and is followed in fall 2007 by Carrying a Knife in to the Gunfight.  Both 
have been released under his own press, Full Contact Publishing.  Eddie currently rides a 1973 BMW R75/5 and 
works as a doorman. 
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Michael Ogletree 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Tête-à-Tête 
 
 
The cigarette keeps repeating 
itself to me in that same old 
raspy voice, and the streetlamps 
are nodding, beginning to agree: 
 
You are not coming home. 
 
The coffee cups are curdling 
their cream, the beaches have 
declared a shortage of sand.   
In the first house I never lived in, 
a woman weeps and sings my name 
over and over, “Spillian, Spillian....” 
 
On my evening walk, I was mugged 
by a pinball stuck in the bumpers. 
He spoke to me like a kaliedoscope, 
and I was paradigmatically thrilled. 
He knew you, knew that no one does. 
 
Your brittle feet on hardwood floors 
pull me away from caressing demons 
and give my sleepy ears cavities. 
 
Knowing my appetite, you have 
set the table for a courseless meal. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Trap 
 
 
Up until the last bus arrives 
I will be sitting on this bench 
faithful as pollen to bees 
with my head up and mouth wide 
swallowing stars 
knowing perfectly well 
they are shards of glass 
but when that bus comes 
baby oh honey oh baby 
with its hazmat showers 
and grinning morticians 
and all-you-can-eat knuckle sandwiches 
and wall-eyed beauty queens 
cheerfully sneering their lives away 
and when it comes oh baby 
like a fish 
like a goddamn dagger 
and thickens the air with breath 
the bile sweet in your throat 
keep the razor under your tongue 
and kiss like there’s no tomorrow 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
A Letter From the Flagpole 
 
 
I am south and it is Tuesday, 
concave above me propping 
me up.  All-day planes excrete 
sedatives in bubblegum-toothed 
mouthfulls.  Late afternoon 
is a lexicon of free-form jazz 
and malice.  Look under your tombstone- 
a sparrow’s nest!  We cannot compete 
with that technology.  As I mentioned, 
the new money is omniscient, spending itself 
into surplus.  Ten years ago, we’d have 
all been dead from laughing.  Tell 
your bicycle to stock up on breadcrumbs; 
it’s gonna be hills of night 
before the market opens. 
 
Oh my little barricade, 
I’ll be your trashcan.  Parade 
the barbed-wire through 
the newly renovated district 
of gentrification and it’ll charm 
their pants off.  If you were in here, 
there’d be no question of who 
to arrest.  The path of least resistance 
is behind the bullets–you’re well 
overdue to refinance.  Pull the bark 
of your skin off like petals and make 
a wish.  Tomorrow’s already out of style. 
You’d better take an aspirin.  They’re coming 
up on “pleased to meet you” and all that blather. 
Well, skip to my loo and fuck you, too; 
the alphabet plans to revolt. 
Screech if you want, but those flames 
are gonna fall like faeries on heroin. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

On Blood and Other Consummate Mythologies 
 
 
which caress your veins as you sleep 
nude through the afternoon.  Lost prophets 
of air-conditioned apartments, didactic 
spewings more Barbary Coast than brimstone... 
As I fizzled like a square in your ashtray, 
I thought of the sage at his microscope, 
his piety heartless, efficient, iconoclastic. 
It’s all smoke and semaphore until the weight 
hits the bottom.  If there is no river, 
why build a bridge?  My daydreams are gazelles 
hunted by smokestacks, and you are a valley 
of benedictions, penicillin, and apple pie. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Michael Ogletree is the poetry editor for SUB-LIT Literary Journal. He just wrapped up a ten-year stint as an 
undergraduate. Michael is leaving these United States to study literature and write poems in Germany with a 
graduate fellowship at the University of Mainz. His new work appeared or is forthcoming in Lily, Right Hand 
Pointing, and Death Metal Poetry, among others. His mother says his poems sound pretty, but she doesn't 
always know what they mean. 
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ek rzepka 
 
 
 

-- 
 

laminated distress in the shaky 
yet aberrant 
laminate sheets which reiterate 
and 
the disturbed mannequin whose 
implements 
and succinct concolatory 
 
the shaky, yet aberrant 
    excellence lightly disturbed through 
preservation impunity 
the layering of body on 
the reassumed 
 
laminated sheets, disparingly 
 
plastic model 
for a building 
 
which reiterate 
succinct implements 
excellence and impune layers 
    of corpse and insertion 
    of demotics and the abrupt infusion 
    of lips and cavities 
 
succinct:  what stenography evokes 
    mistakes and hoist erase 
    bring back to life far more scintillating 
    and shortened 
 
disparagingly, the implement caresses the consolatory 
 

            afterglow erasure;  dulcet wit 
 
 



 
 
-- 
 
             the quilted dusk 
 
                        and 
 
                                passbook vagabonds 
 
 
                                    the edited 
 
and foliate 
                        hemorrhage synergy of the nonfunctional and your  
clothespun kisses 
    the censed and nuanced 
            disfigured and gorgeous 
 
                                                            a recessive  
ethylates gesture 
                squarely outpaged 
 
        woesome, scanning 
 
    buzz, link, scanning 
 
                    plenipotentiary eschewal 
 
                                            while the inviolate and tern is  
transmate 
 
            terse 
            hip 
 
                        as an edit and flunk foreswears 
        and entreats your liquescence 
 
                            inviolate heap and titter 
 
                    restrained;    the censed microclimate 
 
 



 
-- 
 
 
facilidad 
            that persuasively           holds 
 
                capsized 
 
                        the synchrotron, love yolky emendation 
and 
awoke 
in the grass     with perplex 
                            perplex vision overawe 
raw                 bandage 
                                                        reused 
                                                                    improper 
 
                        tangled, the smartly unwilling ream clone onerous  
and furcula 
which has breeze snapped 
            and respect though diaphoretic 
 
                                oh how incorporated 
                                            devastated 
                                                            this wonderous  
spindle, insatiate ream, intwisted     and    wink 
 
            formulated 
                        through night stares 
                                        and lignified    pressing 
                next 
                        to     mislie 
 
                                                                your 
 
                                appall beauty  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

e k rzepka is a no/umian system /interne.art.po/ based in vancouver bc. interests surface in the form of utna, 
ajanan, zukalei, hermia, xisuthren  and other joint mesin'til.  some multimedia projects are occurring at  
fluxishare, remix, editorial collecting at coupremine and various works at otoliths, w, skicka & unlikely stories, 
among other places. 
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Forrest Roth 
 
 

 
Pleasant on the Side 
 
 
 
An amazing sight, that huge sunflower she guards out by the sidewalk. 
Roofers pulling up next to it in their pickup truck with fastened ladders don’t 
know which way to sneeze. 
 
 
Last opportunity the kids had strolling this close to noblesse oblige was the 
wallet under a dead wino’s fingertips. Felt good to get it out of the way, they 
brag. 
 
 
Who would have guessed random patrols can put an end to vagrancy. 
Temporary as it is. Private escorts to la tienda will balloon anyhow, float away 
on their own, following penile bones of lesser swimming mammals. 
 
 
There are kind hints far and wide having one lucid quality not apparent to 
even the most famished diamond miner–yet nowhere, screams my infrequent 
neighbor, is a cape of some device his waking moors itself to, that miniscule, 
deep-breathing reiteration of drafty windowpanes which I try caulking over. 
 
 
When watching rain, it will leisure 
 
 
as the street turns dark in patches. A saunter shades its coral hue, this 
tranquil, objective midnight. The bottom of bushes finally begin to 
understand. Then meal-tickets get caution in their voices, tremble. Does 
kneeling also mean this little to butter lambs? Otherwise, the sheriff’s last-
minute warrants expire rather premature below tumbling drizzle of my 
grafted acacia branches. A good joke played, I am used to thinking 
 
 



 
 
 
because touchy care calls for primroses as well. My servings were spoonwise, 
thickets removed, by a gentle lady from São Paulo. Sold her spaghetti strap to 
me on a boxless mattress. Only me. Jealous, those other boys. They scribbled 
brilliant rhymes; her make-believe pudenda thence posted tree trunks over 
No Parking notices right after Sunday service. Forswearing a restraining order 
I won their most prized caged pigeon by rolling dice. Had it coo chivalry 
softly–my silent bidding–up until her deathly request for release: Ah. 
 
 
There seldom are investigations as the body changes its mind about coming 
home for dinner 
 
 
and unless I forget these crepuscular how-nows, I’ve been counselled, they 
can’t legally be mine. For the justice needed is on ice for the time being, or 
the justice avoided couldn’t have come at a worse time–though the siders 
and I, we do enjoy deliberating our garden variety snuggledowns so. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Forrest Roth is the author of Line and Pause (BlazeVox, 2007), edits a Flash Fiction page for Artvoice, and 
curates the COMMUNIQUE reading series for the Just Buffalo Literary Center of Buffalo, New York. His work 
has appeared in various print and on-line journals, including NOON, Quick Fiction, Sleepingfish, Snow 
Monkey, Double Room, Word Riot, 5_Trope, Elimae, and Locus Novus. He teaches English at Canisius College 
and Niagara University. 
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Cherian George Pulinthitta 
 

LAVENDER BLUE 

 

She knows it is trouble from the moment she steps off the sagging entry tube and 

onto the tiny aircraft. Every one of the half-dozen seats in First Class is already occupied.  

“Sorry Madam,” says the flight attendant, a tiny creature with an improbably big 

behind, “there must have been some mistake.”  

Yes, you idiot, she wants to reply, but feels sorry for the girl. Behind her, another 

attendant is being yelled at by a man with a mustache alarmingly like a writhing caterpillar 

and a crew cut of silvery bristles because she cannot find a place for his golf clubs in the 

"Emergency First Aid" closet. 

 “Do you know how much these cost!” he sputters. The attendant cringes as the man 

rants on about the people he knows in the airline’s management and her own breathing 

tightens. She doesn’t want to witness this violence sparking the air like electricity before a 

storm.  

“No, no, it's not a problem,” she tells the fretful girl, and lets herself be led, docile 

and agreeable, to a seat in the middle of the coach section. The girl looks so grateful she 

might cry. 



 

Around her, it’s like a cattle-car. Filled with mostly youngish men, all milling about 

and stuffing bags into the overhead bins, clambering one over the other, squeezing, pushing, 

twisting sinuously around sweat-stained torsos, but sort of gleefully. Like boisterous kids 

romping around the bus that’s about to take them away to the freedom of summer camp. 

She waits patiently while her seat mate is done before wedging her own carryon into 

the overhead baggage bin and squeezing past him into her seat.   

Well, at least it is a window seat, thank god. Could have been worse; for a minute there, 

she’d thought the caterpillar mustache was going to hit the girl. She looks away from the 

clamor around her and peers through the shiny window, scanning the terminal for a glimpse 

of the shocking pink or lemon yellow dresses of Kamu and Bhagi, but can't see past the 

blazing mirror of the morning sun.  

So considerate, and sweet, for her nieces to come all the way from Coorg just to see 

her off. she still can’t believe it. Just the other day they were little tots, hanging on her every 

word and gesture; who would've thought. And where did all those brains come from? One a 

mechanical engineer, the other a second-year law student. Their father was an estate clerk 

who barely knew to fix the slipping lazy chain on his bicycle.  

She wonders how the two of them would have turned out if they’d been raised in 

America. Would each have turned into corporate chief, Supreme Court counsel? No, that was 

just wishful thinking, not everyone was like her. They were sweet kids, but would have 

probably lost their spark like most women, just got caught up in the idiotic race to be like 

the Joneses. 

A boyish captain’s voice comes on saying that they are finally cleared for departure. 

The aircraft shudders and begins its erratic run. With the man beside her twisting and 

turning under his seatbelt like a convict trying to slip off his shackles, she drops her eyelids 

and drifts off into a reverie as the plane lurches for the last time and lifts off.     

 

She comes awake with a start. The overhead luggage compartment is rattling loudly. 

She looks up to see the lid come unfastened, and a second later, her carryon tumbling out. It 

falls with a thump on her lap before she can move a muscle. 



It has also caught a glancing blow en route on the knee of the man in the next seat. 

He winces and makes a pinched face but doesn’t complain. She notices how painfully thin he 

is.  

“Sorry!” he says instead, his features tight now with a servile shit-eating grin and her 

heart softens for a moment. Only in India would someone apologize for having something 

heavy dumped on his bones. 

She stands and with some difficulty stuffs the bag back into the overflowing bin and 

slams the lid shut, sits down with a sigh and pins up her braids in a makeshift chignon, 

feeling less like a schoolgirl and more like the successful scientist once again. What kind of 

polymer had they used in making this stupid lid on the overhead luggage bin? Some cheap 

crap concocted by the lowest bidder, no doubt. One of these days the insides of a plane would 

just melt and drip down on the passengers like vile smelling lava. 

She'd make damn sure she is back in First Class after the next stop. Or it's going to 

be someone’s stupid head.  

  

“Ye like dance, eh!” the man says after the seatbelt sign has gone off, indicating the 

open picture book on her lap. Still feeling a bit contrite about the bag she responds with a 

murmur that she hopes will be taken to mean an appreciation of his good taste. 

It has been a rough two months at the Kathakalli Kala Nilayam, the training center 

where she has been learning the ancient moves. The Ashans, traditional tutors of the dance, 

had taken a special pleasure, it seemed, in putting her through the paces. Her flesh still feels 

like its been ripped from the tendons and restrung on a tournament tennis racket and the 

bones recast in a new version of high-grade synthetic rubber. 

She has to admit: the overall effect is one of delicious physical abandon, as if she is on 

the outside looking in, a passerby momentarily stunned by the pleasure of a new apparition in 

the shop window. 

 

They did not want to let her in at first. For centuries, Kathakalli roles have been 

performed solely by men. The medium is a famously closed male preserve, her friends had 



assured her, there wasn’t a chance on earth they would let that change. No matter what fine 

sounding words she meant to use in flattering them into relenting. 

They don’t care much for America-domiciled single women either, her friend Sheila 

had warned, don’t go flashing your NRI status on them okay?  

Well, she hadn’t gotten to where she had by slinking away, discouraged by the first 

refusal thrown at her. She thought about it for a few days and made the all-male bastion of 

the Kala Nilayam an offer: she would give them a donation of two hundred thousand rupees, 

enough to renovate their aging practice hall, if they would let her just observe their routines; 

she would practice them on her own and safely out of sight in the privacy of her hotel room.     

The head of the center agreed with such force and immediacy that she later thought 

she could have got away with offering less. 

She took great pride in the fact that she was not only the first woman allowed on the 

premises during the program but also did as well as the best male novices. After admittance, 

she would follow the same rigorous regimen as the others. Took a rented house close by, was 

up at four, walked the mile and a half to the Nilayam — just like everyone else — and did not 

stray a hair-breadth from the strict routine. Towards the end she was enjoying it, especially 

reveling in the grueling rehearsals for the all-night performance that capped their training.  

At her departure, the Ashans as a group bowed deep and said she could come back 

anytime she wished. 

She flips the picture book she purchased at the last moment from the airport 

bookstore, and smiles at the contorted poses struck by the masked and costumed dancers. By 

the end of the two months of training she had sworn she had had enough, but now she's not 

so sure. Perhaps a refresher course next year.  The nostalgia makes it feel like seconds at a 

feast now, not the sinew-tearing torture she had undergone. 

 

“Very difficult training!” It is the man at her side. His eyes bulge to emphasize his 

admiration for the pictures in her lap. “It takes many, many years, you know!” 

She smiles, lowers her eyes demurely. Indeed, she had been amazed at the 

concentration it demanded. But it was a pointless exercise, ultimately, an expensive 

indulgence, a capricious show of dollar power. What in the world was she going to do with 



it, show off little demos of the home culture along with her diagrams and charts? Provide a 

little comic relief when the colorful Power-Point presentations threatened to put her clients 

to sleep?  

It was just a notion that had grabbed her on the flight over this time, coming from 

whither she knew not, this idea of exploring some activity instead of just doing the tired-old 

tourist thing: why not use the time gainfully, learn something, do something different than 

just sitting around answering the same old questions. 

She had been making these annual three-month visits home since the Y-2K scare in 

‘Ninety-Nine. It had frightened her, suddenly seeing very vividly how she was going to die: 

alone in a hotel room and discovered the next day by condescending chambermaids, packed 

off by an irritated hotel management to the first available address they could offload the 

corpse to. She would lie for weeks in a morgue while bored clerks looked for someone to 

inform, pass off the buck. She didn’t even want to think about the problem of who would 

decide the means of disposal.   

Would there be a Hindu priest readily available? Were there actually any such ritual 

cremations in North America? 

Of the three pillars of life, God, Family, and Money, you need at least one to survive 

this existence. In her fifteen years in America she had amassed more money than she could 

ever spend in a lifetime, so the lack of either God or family had never been a real issue. Not 

until then. 

She still had no God, but the thought of dying without reconnecting with her family 

became a nagging problem.  

That was when she hit on the idea of spending some time every year with them. At 

the beginning of each summer for the past three years she wound up her business obligations 

and took a Lufthansa flight out of New York City, First Class, on a liberating journey that 

would eventually deposit her in the bright hued, monsoon drenched rain forest of home in 

Kerala.  

She spent most of the time traveling around the tri-state area, lazing away the time 

with relatives near and far, with a carefree happiness she had not known since she was a little 

tyke in pigtails. People in Mavelikara and Kottayam in Kerala, Mysore and Mercara in 



Karnataka, Coimbatore and Mettupalayam in Tamil Nadu. They were so flattered it was all 

she could do to keep them from treating her like visiting royalty.  

A last stop in Trivandrum to say goodbye to her old grandaunt rounded out what 

became the standard itinerary each year, more or less. 

 

The flight attendant is leaning over the man to dangle a delicately manicured 

fragrant hand over her head. 

“Sorry about the seating problem, Madam,” she says, apologizing for the mix-up for 

the third time since takeoff, “I’ve called ahead and confirmed, you are all clear on both flights 

after Riyadh. Would you care for something to drink?” 

She declines the conciliatory offer with a smiling shake of the head, mouthing a silent 

No Thanks. She does not want to do anything that might necessitate the use of the bathroom 

on this flight. It has been years since she flew Coach but still remembers the claustrophobia 

that the stench and lack of hygiene used to bring on in those suffocating closets. She would 

hold on until they reached Riyadh, no matter what.   

It is surprised by how accommodating she has become in recent months. Another 

time, she would have chewed the girl’s head off. You didn’t pay First Class out of your own 

pocket to ride in Coach. But the stuffed-to-the-gills space she is clamped in today actually 

makes her feel calm, its ethos of nervous energy vaguely comforting. 

The thin man takes this drink offer to include him and pipes up that he would like a 

beer. The attendant frowns sharply but returns with the beverage. He slurps the frothy liquid 

directly from the can and gives her a sheepish sideways look. 

A beer, at ten in the morning! 

The man removes a gold chain from his neck that has a heavy-looking cross dangling 

from it and secretes it inside a clutch stuffed with documents and some Arabian currency. 

“Saudi Police, you know?” he says, noting her gaze. 

 

She has no jewelry herself. Not a ring, not a set of the simplest earrings. She had 

inherited a few pieces from her mother, worn old gold, some rubies, things she was told 

would one day make up part of her dowry. She gave it all away to various aunts and nieces on 



the eve of her departure to America. Ah, that time, way back when. Talk about Golden 

Handcuffs! 

The safe deposit box she keeps in the Manhattan bank holds the only “valuable” she 

has ever cared for, the only reminder of the past she will ever need. Her dad’s Tissot 

wristwatch. An ancient contraption, faded gilt plating, yellowed and brown-stained face, 

mottled hands pointing the time it stopped fifteen years ago, the day after he died. 

She had never thought of winding it up to see if it still worked. 

 

“Your English, it is really First Class, no!”  

It is the man again. She notes his slightly cross-eyed look, the wetly contemptuous 

down-turned lips. One more drink and he’d be asking her rapacious personal questions. Or 

hazarding a sneaky grope. She leans away from him and into the window bay, wondering if 

she should head it off at the pass with a gently curt reply. 

Her father’s watch was blackboard where she first learned that English. Seven o’clock, 

time for school. Three o’clock, time to go visit Amma at the hospital. Nine o’clock, time for 

the Priest to begin the funeral rite. Ten-thirty, end of the inauspicious Raghu Kallam, okay 

to proceed to the cremation ground. 

And thirty-four seconds exactly, the time she learned to hold her breath for, whenever 

she felt the old panic coming on.     

     

Like now. The man is leaning closer, breath fuming with beer. 

“You are having own house in USA?” He grimaces. She smiles back a Yes at him and 

he rolls his eyes in an exaggerated show of appreciation. 

Well, she does have a home of sorts. A standing reservation anytime she needs it in 

eleven different hotels. Eight in America and three in Europe. It is part of her annual contract 

with the half-dozen companies she assists as their product development strategist. Chemicals, 

plastics, cutting edge synthetics.   

It had begun with her winging around the country to help one firm after another. It 

was after a couple of years of practically never sleeping in her own bed that she realized the 

futility and plain silliness — of maintaining a full-facility house for just one very absent 



person. She paid off the lease on the place and moved into a hotel. And lived out her suitcase 

ever since. Her first summer visit home was the first time in eleven years she laid her head on 

a pillow without first removing pair of miniature chocolates left by room service. 

She grew into the skin of the Permanent Wanderer, accepted what she knew other 

people saw in the reflection. A professional female, forty-something, not stunningly 

attractive, not un-sexy either, someone who looked like she would give back exactly what she 

got, good or bad, pretty or ugly, the vermilion dab on forehead and throat notwithstanding.  

And most of all, that fiery rush of energy, quietly seething, just beneath that elegant, 

world-traveled veneer. She was never at a loss for company, or an interesting experience.  

Most of each year was spent hopping between three-star hotels, with time off in 

holiday resorts, the occasional jaunt to Europe. And everything paid for by admiring 

employers. What was not to love in this home she'd built out of chemical formulas and 

dreams of complex compounds? 

Her romance life had evolved in a natural progression of denial to become a sort of 

split-level affair. A cool, asexual, take-no-prisoners persona displayed on the upper floor 

balcony, the vulnerable raging adolescent prudently banished to the basement. 

The guest-room gossip and family dramas she encounters on these summer visits are 

her main source of entertainment nowadays anyway. And her challenge. To stay just that step 

ahead of getting actually involved — which would mean going from connoisseur to victim, 

she is certain of that. 

Kamu and Bhagi for example. Kamu would like to come study in the States, and that 

would be no problem, she could herself finance the kid's whole stay including her tuition. 

Easily. But this would only create an invisible but very tangible rift in their world. And she 

would find herself plumb in the middle of another family feud.  

Leave it be. 

 

The exhilaration of shedding encumbrance was a drug. She doesn't own anything, not 

a single item of durable goods. Everything she uses is either rented or leased. 

Her safe deposit box contains the financial records, stock certificates, a copy of her 

Will. The defunct old savings passbook in there is an anomaly, an ancient artifact she keeps 



to remind her of the days when she counted pennies as a graduate student, worried she might 

have to give up the struggle for want of funds and return home in shame. Her periodic 

payments, health insurance and cell phone basically, are done automatically out of her 

checking account.  

“Look Ma, no hands!” as Sam likes to tease her. 

Sam’s videotape is in the safe deposit box too. The one titled “Lavender Blue.” The 

first lesbian porn tape she ever saw, and naturally, the one that tipped her over into a love 

affair with a woman. 

Not because of its intriguing image but the title. “Lavender blue, dilly dilly, lavender 

green,” she learned to sing, the first day in the costly kindergarten her father took her to, 

“Lavender blue, dilly dilly, lavender’s green, when I am king, you shall be queen!” She thinks 

wistfully to that conference in San Antonio where it had happened. She was in the hotel bar 

after a long day of debating a new top-secret amalgam for use by the Department of Defense 

when she saw this woman with a man’s haircut and a security guard’s uniform at the other 

end of the bar. The woman looked up from her drink and gave her a wry half-smile.  

She had always thought, at least when it came to women of a certain age, that 

attachment was the equivalent of death. You spend your life building up your fortifications 

and it’s all gone in an instant.   

  

“USA - better for you, no?” the man is saying, looking into his empty beer can with a 

morose expression. He turns to blow more acidic fumes at her throat. “Saudi Police, very 

strict about women!” He mumbles something about how he’d never take his wife there, even 

if he were able to marry someday.  

Wife. It was what Sam called her when she got overly frisky or affectionate, or 

introduced her to her bosom bar pals. She wonders if Sam has passed her FBI entrance exam 

this time. The first failure, something about her having dropped out of West Point years ago, 

had made her doubly determined to get in. She had written saying she’d enlisted in a rock-

climbing class in Utah to prepare for the physicals.  

Sam would, if anyone could. She had that intangible something which spelled 

success, no matter the field or endeavor, whatever the obstacle. The thing (drive, 



determination, tenacity; “balls” as Sam put it simply), which she discovered to her shock and 

surprise she herself possessed.  

“Animals,” the man blurts, abruptly ending his painful discourse on the nature of 

Arabian law enforcement. 

It was that very quality which was spectacularly absent in these people, these over-

sentimental boys from the beautiful land of her birth. Not even the aggressive ones had it, or 

even the brashest, like the people who kept pushing their resumes and documents on her at 

the end of these visits. 

 

The overhead rack comes open and her bag tumbles down once again, this time 

directly into her lap, thank god. The man proffers his pitifully thin arms in aid to hoist it up 

again but she demurs, saying she’ll just hold on to it until they land. 

In a half-hour or less they would be touching down. She’s never been in Riyadh, but 

sees it precisely in her mind’s eye. Another sparkling new airport complex, architecturally 

bombastic, filled with bright mosaic and marble, like the ones she had seen on all these 

standard oil-country stops, Abu Dhabi, Dubai, Sharjah.   

She is looking forward to it. 

As she does on each return leg, she will get a can of Pepsi, take it to the Women’s 

Room, spike it half-full of brandy from the flask in her purse, feel the joyful fire of the first 

alcohol in her blood in three months spread up her torso and into her grateful brain. Her 

welcome home Soma. “Theertham,” her dad used to call it, whatever that meant. Sweet 

meaningless Sanskrit. 

She had run into an Indian once in such an airport facility, as she stumbled out of the 

toilet stall, head aflame with the shock of the booze. The woman stared at her for a moment, 

slack-jawed, before gathering the sash of her Salwar Kameez close about her belly and 

carrying on with her listless work of swabbing the spotless marble with a wet mop. She had 

felt a sharp pang in her gut then, and a fleeting image of the woman, her work done, 

lounging in some congested and cluttered hovel, a swarm of filthy kids clambering over her 

in adoration. 



She shrugs off the memory and visualizes the task that’s coming up. She’d find a quiet 

spot in the transit lounge, away from the glittering thoroughfare and open the carryon. Her 

only piece of luggage.  

“Less Luggage, More Comfort — Make Travel A Pleasure,” as the signs on her 

childhood train trips had cheerily proclaimed. 

Once again, she would sort through the hundred or so packets of information. A 

hundred-odd lives summarized, more than a hundred dreams cast to the winds of fate like so 

many messages in a bottle. Almost none of whom would stand a fighting chance in America. 

She would skim the names and addresses one last time (just in case someone wrote or 

called). And that would be it. More than that, she wouldn’t know to handle. Once she 

touched down on American soil her life was not her own. One by one she would chuck them 

in the waste disposal. Then squeeze in this cheap plastic carryon after the lot. 

When she boards the flight bound for Frankfurt and on to New York she would as 

usual have nothing on her except the shoulder purse with one change of underwear and her 

passport. 

 

A male attendant with a harassed brow passes out disembarkation cards for them to 

fill out. 

“Can you please help me?” the man next to her asks, holding out his documents and 

an ink-smeared Bic. She nods, takes out her own sterling silver Mont Blanc and starts filling 

in the data, first his and then her own.  

Nothing to declare. 

She was in the habit of bringing one memento back from these trips. A Ganesh 

bronze from Chennai, a ceremonial dagger from Mercara, a sandstone Nandi bull from 

Mysore. She'd keep it for a week or two and then gave it away to the first one person who 

remarked on its beauty. Never to Sam. Miss Samantha did not like presents. “You are my 

gift,” Sam said, the first time she tried, “I don’t want anything to take away from that.”  

This year, it was an elaborate Kathakalli mask that the Ashans had specially made up 

for her graduation. She was thrilled with it, but decided at the last minute that it was just too 



big and too fragile to lug on her person all the way to New York. Less Luggage, More 

Comfort.  

She hands back the card and the dog-eared sheaf of papers to the man, sees his brow 

furrowed deep in anticipation of the upcoming exile in the wilderness and touches his arm in 

reassurance. He starts like he has been scalded, then turns away squirming, fidgets with his 

pants crotch. 

She recalls train trips, big men pushing, grabbing, groping, their eyes as sad as those 

starving kids in the adopt-a-child-for-five-dollars-a-day commercials. 

Maybe it was a genetic thing. Hadn’t her cousins been the same, cornering her in the 

woodshed, laughing as if it was the biggest joke in the world while forcing themselves on 

her?     

A thought comes. She smiles broadly. She cannot wait to see the look on the Customs 

guy’s face when she gets home. When she tells him once again that she’s come more than ten 

thousand miles across the globe carrying zero luggage. 

As ever, it would be the high point of summer.    
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IMMORTALITY  
 
 
 
                     
 
 
 
 
                                 LE SANGE DE POET 
OFF with another (Henry VIII) 
head                                
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
               ICE-AGES                    BOILING-AGES 
 
      
                           no ages at all 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
THE DAY AFTER TOMORROW 
 
 
 
 
10, 
100, 
1000, 
10,000, 
100,000 
 
 
               MM 
               LES ETATS UNIS  
               BUSH  
               BUFY ST. MARIE 
               AUDREY HEPBURN]                     
               VCR’S TO DVD’S 
               TOI ET MOI  
               THE BATTLE OF THE 
               (HIROSHIMA MON AMOUR) 
               BULGE 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
AVANT 
 
 
                              AVANT 
                              tornado watch  
                              Quixote 
                         le premier corsage  
                                du Printemps  
                              Holmes  
                            never-get-old-legs  
                              eyes-ambitions  
                                   Dracula  
                          corn they never harvest  
                                  OZ 
                         les premieres larmes 
                              de l’automne 
                              GUARD 
                               
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
MOZARTIAN LIFE SPANS  
 
      
You are the most 
                    what? 
on the surface of 
                    where? 
 
And your work will  
never be 
                    why? 
 
This balcony  
those petite  
ankles              N 
grapes and some  O 
 
Chardonnet before we 
go down to the river 
and -- le lac de cygnes* -- 
watch the swans   W 
 
 
____ 
* swan lake 
 



 
 
 
     MYSTERY  
 
 
As the non-sun can’t go down 
into the alone-snow  
ignoreable-ness  
that papers the new-born  
alone-night  
over and over again,  
knowing it will come  
anyhow, the paleolithic  
cave-door opens  
and I sleep-step my way  
forever  
inside.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
(corrected) 
 
 
 
                    HERE 
 
 
Here --Mela Lenca -- Paper-Barb trees,  
 
Here -- Hydrangeas,  
 
Here -- Fig trees,  
 
Here -- Cedars and Camphors, Holly, Apricots,  
 
L’Histoire huma/les nuages qui disparaît 
dans le moment vert qui cuchote/ Human history 
the clouds that disappear in the whispering green 
moment. 
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Him to she  
he should gingerly  
who he of heaps 
will worry you has him  
we're very to their jointly 
to him ever will wolfs undulent in the hiss of the maze 
who them him downpour 
ever very little personally* winter 
who I feel every feeling fat that 
way they to you use afoliated 
in and out of something which bothers nerds 
one you how you strings 
you lead you mean the glum limness in the balcony 
to let germs behave 
should you to him as you straighten rings** 
show him have hand tassle transplants***. 
Yes of course broadleaf across 
or will cloned bonehead 
who is urged to you doo-dah immediacy 
well it will doggie bag in 
whom to do the taking 
wouldn't move to one locked 
or another. There is naturally 
something varied very not naturally. 

 

 *approaches who grin the person’s ebb  
into the sun full of bbs from 
 
**everything i(in and out)s a stuffed animal  
with whom the insides and hooves removed  
boyishly copied until granularly indistinguishable 
from buoys on oceans of doggie bags**** 
 
***venusly sleeving this file C:\Documents and 
Settings\Owner\My Documents\James Stuff\bernadette 
mayer 
 
****I just love the lotion you got tacking me 
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American Traditions 
 
 
 
He was deeply in love. When she spoke, he thought he heard bells. As if she were a garbage 

truck backing up 
her face was a perfect oval. Like a circle that had its two sides gently compressed by a Thigh 

Master. 
He wants deeply in when she (he) parked red balls as if she were a garbage truck bucking 

gulps. 
 
Her face was an oval like a circle that its designs gently compressed my time after 
his thoughts tumbled in his head, making and breaking alliances like underpants in a dryer 

without Cling Free 
or a vase washed in ovals. Lightless curls that had its two sides, designs gently doomed: I’m 

tile afternoon. 
 
is not stumbled. In his The Times(mic underpins into night without thing three. 
He spoke with the wisdom that can only come from experience, like a guy who went blind 

because he looked at a solar eclipse without one of those boxes with a pinhole in it and 
now goes around the country speaking at high schools about the dangers of looking at a 
solar eclipse without one of those boxes with a pinhole in it 

taking and drinking lines, is liked. Underjune who cling free 
 
off away in the hear. What I feel that does not in a low noun country gains you in a delay in 

and 
she grew on him like she was a colony of E. coli, and he was room-temperature Canadian beef. 
What he used him to become (from the reasons I kinda went blind because you ensure it) 

who moved around the country speaking an eye to the dangers of looking a shoulder to 
welt off the action in with a pinhole, 

 
she took him. Like she was A to view the room temperature 80  
she had a deep, throaty, genuine laugh, like that sound a dog makes just before it throws up. 
In time in my life, how we a one and two a name to them. 
 
She happened in to share the     and I counted on a care the story goes,  
her vocabulary was as bad as, like, whatever. 
She had ID, wrote a gently land, like that sound a dollar makes just before it throws up. 
 
Her vocabulary fattened as like wide firs which   
he was as tall as a six foot, three inch tree. 
Vocabulary wants as bad as like whatever  
 
she was. Will six with three intriguing  
the revelation that his marriage of 30 years had disintegrated because of his wife's infidelity 

came as a rude shock, like a surcharge at a formerly surcharge-free ATM machine. 
He wants as tall as the six which read in street. 
 
Right. Will whose urgent two years had disintegrated because of election become a room like 

to surge or before her research? Is really to she 
the little boat gently drifted across the pond exactly the way a bowling ball wouldn't? 
The red wings him in to live the right to write to utterly sides.  We seems. 
 
You will it of the Tivoli and what if 
the bride fell 12 stories, hitting the pavement like a hefty bag filled with vegetable soup 
who gently drifted. Show and exactly who will you believe wouldn't 
 



write home story, you who pavement like to with vegetables to 
from the attic came an unearthly howl. The whole scene had an eerie, surreal quality, like 

when you're on vacation in another city and Jeopardy  comes on at 7:00 PM, instead of 
7:30. 

The bride found wound story in the evening the demand with vegetable to 
 
I mean any to lead how it will. We are why we like when you make ancient inning others to 

haven't been instead. To any 
her hair glistened in the rain, like a nose hair after a sneeze 
from the attic came to the howl.  The whole scene and honey sharia quality like when he 

makes ancient in another city and Jeopardy comes on at 7 feet. Instead on 7:30 
 
her hair to in the rain. I know there in the ease 
the hailstones leaped from the pavement, just like maggots when you fry them in hot grease. 
Her hair, who in the ring I can know you’re after she. 
 
The hailstones wept from the pavement, just like baggage in who the hot reach 
long separated by cruel fate. The star-crossed lovers raced across the grassy field toward each 

other like two freight trains, one having left Cleveland at 6:36 PM traveling at 55 
mph, the other from Topeka at 4:19 PM at a speed of 35 mph. 

Changed to Hu the chef, and I will write you over  
 
on three. Goodbye. Will very star-crossed lovers race across to field toward each other like to 

be games having left Cleveland (that should be 6 p.m. traveling a 55 mph the other to 
become for 19 p.m. speed of 35 mph)? 

They lived in a typical suburban neighborhood with picket fences that resembled Nancy 
Kerrigan's teeth 

long for a night of it. And I think it to intend he had family defined her in the right, what 
that he and I her 

 
16 million and to the neighborhood with a present to carry the gene 
John and Mary had never met. They were like two hummingbirds that had also never met. 
Could the typical suburban neighborhood with the tensions resume incurred? 
 
They were like two hummingbirds and also never. 
He fell for her like his heart were a mob informant, and she was the East River. 
A jar toward a warlike and also never 
 
out for her like a highway lighting, for, she wants to there.  
Even in his last years, Granddad had a mind like a steel trap, only one that had been left out 

so long, it had rusted shut 
to fill for her like his heart were lobbying for. And she was the East River 
 
even whose last years that mind light steals, only one out of and in shall long it had rusted 

shut. 
Shots rang out, as shots are wont to do. 
To lean to write of right a termed in asked. 
 
Sure out. Sure, I want to do. 
The plan was simple, like my brother-in-law, Phil. But unlike Phil, this plan just might 

work. 
Shots rang out as you are white in 
 
that friend was whittled. Toledo two, and I hailed the         and just might would 

 . 
The young fighter had a hungry look, the kind you get from not eating for a while. 
The     was shameful.  Like my brother-in-law to them like just might work. 
 
Young head used your reload, and you get from not eating for a while 



as lame as a duck, and not the proverbial lame duck, either, but a real duck that was actually 
lame, maybe from stepping on a land mine or something. 

And I care time here and trying to get for a lime 
 
to the effect I eat a we. Actually the name that I'm and of a team 
the ballerina rose gracefully in en Pointe and extended one slender leg behind her, like a dog 

at a fire hydrant. 
She was in to review a dealer in a real actually lame, should be, to go home the mind or 

something 
 
or read rules gray movie, that one slender behind her like you don't have the fire of. 
It was an American tradition, like fathers chasing kids around with power tools. 
And however Ralph green of wind hands the one slender land behind her like dotted i (I), 
 
it was an American tradition on the changing and to rituals: 
he was deeply in love. When she spoke, he thought he heard bells, as if she were a garbage 

truck backing up 
that wanted American tradition, like fathers greasing kids around with our jewels. 
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In dim light, he hallucinates in silence. An eight-foot woman and a white 

gown, a six-foot woman underneath a golden robe sit on the opposite couch, 

wanting something, sexual he thinks, waiting for the sign from him, but he 
doesn't know the sign. He wants to know what they want so he can 

participate, but mabye it's his own desire and not theirs. Sometimes, out 

the sliding glass door that overlooks the parking lot, he sees men in his 

car, calling to the women, taking them away. And sometimes, when I am with 

him, my father sees another me, the son that might have been but never 

materialized. Until now. 

 
"You look good," he tells this son. "Fit." 

 

He also tells this son his secrets. "I've not had sex in thirty years. 

Imagine that. No. Who would want to?" 

 

And others. "I knew your mother was fucking that Joe Ward. I read the notes. 

I listened to the phone calls. Still. I didn't believe." 
 

I wish this other son could talk. I wish he could ask this father, "What 

would it have meant if you believed?" My father cannot see me in the dim 

light of the apartment. Even with shades and curtains open, no light seems 

to find him. It's the end of his life, and shades as in some ancient epic 

visit him. He searches for the hidden truth only the formless know. 

 
"You have to understand something." He leans forward in the Lazy Boy to 

speak to the hallucinated son. It takes all his effort. He might fall back 

dead afterwards. "I don't know where they came from, why they're here. Their 

purpose." 

 



 

I think of Orson Welles whispering "Rosebud," of Richard Dreyfus searching 

for the image of Devil's Tower in his shaving cream, mashed potatoes, 

railroad clay. Signs without signifiers, images separated from their 
meanings. When Dreyfus glimpses the tower, he finds God. "It's real," he 

whispers. "It's real." 

 

"I want to know what it means," my father says. 

 

That "it," indeterminate, so little light. The "it" refers to what?–his 

life, the visions, the women, the men in the car, the fit son he can tell 
things to. Sitting in a room for thirty years, almost never venturing out, 

waiting for a wife to return the love she abandoned. 

 

The stiffness of his limbs turn his life into slow motion, each movement 

infinite, tentative. He walks like an infant, like Frankenstein. He crosses 

the endless expanse between chair and couch, sits between the visions. 

 
"Oh no. Did you see that? Did you? Every time. Poof!" 

 

This statue of a father might cry. I crawl over and hold him. He doesn't 

react at first then looks down. 

 

"You," he says. 

 
"I'm so sorry, Dad." 

 

"Where have you been?" 

 

Nothing. That's all there is. It's lightless–and forms move in and out. I'm 

inside my father's final thoughts. They flicker but that's all I can see. 

 
"I want them to be real." 

 

So do I. I cannot fathom the meaninglessness in this dim life. My father 

falls into sleep as if by a switch. On. Off. 

 

 

 
 



 

 

I sit in the spot where his eyes found my Other, the son that can take it 

here, the one not overwhelmed by the despair, that one that won't feel, when 
my father dies, even the tiniest bit of relief. I wait for my father to 

awake. I'll convince him I'm real, that I'm not going anywhere. I'll tell 

him what it all means. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Randall Brown teaches writing at Saint Joseph's University. He is a Pushcart nominee and holds an MFA in 
Fiction Writing from Vermont College and a BA from Tufts University. His stories, poems, and essays have been 
published widely, with recent work appearing or forthcoming in Hunger Mountain, Connecticut Review, The 
Saint Ann's Review, Dalhousie Review, Clackamas Literary Review, Vestal Review, Cairn, King's English, 
and others. He’s recently finished a collection of (very) short fiction, Mad To Live. 
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rob mclennan 

 
 
five short essays 
 
  the beauty of waterfalls 
  turned over. 
   — Matthew Holmes, Hitch 
 
 
  The page is a slice of geological time. 
   — Jessica Smith, "Manifest" 
 
 
 
 
1. short essay on intent 
 
 
the black dog barking mute behind 
the kitchen window 
 
I stagger statement stain 
the pounding sun 
 
blood vessels pump & lift the line 
tween index, thumb 
 
I was well enough to get the water 
from her blackened fridge 
 
I have a package  
 
I am the engineer 
 



 
 
2. brief ghazal on acuity 
 
 
what the darkness must resemble, 
a murder of crows 
 
I wait for her w/ anxious dread 
at construction corner 
 
why would all my recent lines 
be so dedicated 
 
an otherwise occupied, 
but would release myself 
 
today is painful marking 
in the trees 
 
 



 
 
3. short essay on the escape artist 
 
 
forgets nothing, & admits as much; pretends 
he is both larger & smaller than he is 
 
sleep a shady country, w/ shifting maps; would 
you never ask a question, he asks? 
 
the longest form of touch has not yet been recorded 
 
the world is wrought w/ endings & beginnings 
that never arrive so nearly fast enough 
 
handcuffs are far easier than feeling,  
doing taxes; it all begins with just a little key 
 
it all begins with realizing that the key is not the only 
 
the past is a poor muscle & the heart 
a foreign country 
 
a hard man forgets himself 
 



 
 
4. short essay on birds 
(for jessica smith 
 
window s ill s lowly wing ing wing 
prevacate ; the s ound of bird wing feeder 
father fill s ound ing s parrow rob in read 
b reast is colour ed wheel s pun hard right 
re turn a tree p articu late s leep ethereal s ong 
of familiar un familiar bird s ong wind ow open 
w al k in the t all gr ass g listen s 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
5. short essay on literature 
 
 
bendable; mind over matter straws or spoons 
a texture daily lazy, self-blaming, root 
of human anything; another and control, no longer 
, comes alive; the taste of error, posing 
privilege & demands; the page goes 
longer, further; knows not 
 
where the spelling out; an outcry naked, covered 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
rob mclennan lives in Ottawa, Canada's glorious capital city, even though he was born there. The author of over a 
dozen collections of poetry, fiction and non-fiction, he is spending the 2007-8 academic year in Edmonton, 
Alberta as writer-in-residence at the University of Alberta. He often posts reviews, essays and rants at 
robmclennan.blogspot.com 
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Michele F Sweeney  
 
 
 
The Statue of Libido 
 
 
At the stroke of a stormy midnight 
Floodlit in musky candlelight 
A gleaming dagger lay on crushed velvet 
 
A jagged slit in the left wrist 
Spilled a potent amount of red wine 
A primordial thirst for desiring menace 
 
The penetration of his lively manhood 
Urged her body to catapult over rivers of raspberry ecstasy 
For she always would cum in colour 
 
Her animal-like moans reverberated 
Through the tunnels of moist soil 
Reaching the United States of Love 
 
Where, in God-like honour they erected her statue 
In blue, to depict her rapturous blood loss 
Her immensity, to celebrate orgiastic freedom. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Miss Drama is a Sydney based poet, dramatist, teacher & mother. She has many of her poems published since 
pushing images through her pen in the 1990s. 
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Kate Schapira 
 
 
From Sixty Saints for Boys 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The Saint of Mice (I) 
 
 
 
So they took George and Killed him very slowly, and it was 
horrible and hurt frightfully.  Silence, not singing, is the 
essence of hiding.  Behind the crock-pot, the Product 
409, paper towels, knife block and imponderables, it’s 
a boy’s job to set traps tonight for tomorrow.    Small 
teeth threaten the purity of food and sleep.  By every 
container they menace, they’re protected.  “Are you 
sad about it?”  “I assume I’ll be disposing of the 
bodies,” the boy said. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
The Saint of Handling Stairs 
 
 
 
practices his golf swing with his cane.  The younger 
generation removes itself to an upper room where 
darkness is.  Each saint has his precinct, his day.  
Having handled as far as the jerry-rigged shower, in 
the basement the former boy is caroling.  Ritual, 
curtailed for him, opens for him also.  Women hold 
doors–“My macho’s been injured,” he says.  So they 
thought of a worse thing to do and this was the Worse 
Thing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
The Saint of the Electric Park 
 
 
 
set the wires so that a constant pace will power his 
isolation.  Crossed rackets over the nipple proclaim 
he’s home from school.  Yellow-gray for pavement, 
yellow-green for grass, starch knocked out of it, wires 
stringing overhead.  As if encouraging him to 
disregard the horizon.  Home is a place to come back 
to and shave.  “Would you please tell me something to say, 
quick, so that I needn’t stop singing your song?” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
The Saint of Compartments 
 
 
 
drives along the Gold Coast mourning the cold.  
Boyhood exposed to the wind off the lake, big, 
beautiful, remembered, drafty house.  Driving around 
a rosary of pollutants, making a boy’s way, elegy rides 
in the passenger seat with convenience.  Silence 
chooses where to buy coffee as well as what to lament.  
And they could even choose what coloured water they would 
live in: some blue; some gray; some green; and some brown 
like Francis’s clothes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
The Saint of Giving and Giving Away 
 
 
 
…But do we ever give them anything that we Want?  Feed 
the hungry and the not hungry.  Grandma Rita left 
the bags on the front porch for the veterans, strange 
boys.  “My dad was one of the thirty who came down,” 
synonyms for boys who don’t truly survive.  Fear 
makes distinct:  the practically dead, the almost 
martyrs.  So many ways to fail, save, render, offer up.  
Take what you give–no, I mean what you’re given–
I mean, do what you’re told. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kate Schapira lives in Providence, where she curates the Publicly Complex Reading Series, and teaches all over 
Rhode Island. She's the author of a chapbook, Phoenix Memory (horse less press, 2007) and she recently had 
work accepted to Denver Quarterly, Aufgabe, Practice and Flim Forum Press, among other places.   
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Jason Visconti 
 
 
 
 
 

FOR THE MAN WHO CANNOT DREAM 
 
 
I wonder what you do 
when you lie flat on your back 
searching for that miserable light 
that escapes you. You knock once. 
It isn’t there. In the pure black sky 
the night’s stripped you clean. The bluebird 
lands on your window-sill as if 
it’s the beginning of a long long story 
but the plot won’t unravel, the bluebird won’t sing. 
Maybe you’re fortunate after all without 
all that clutter-- a thousand symbols in one mind. 
The subconscious always looking for that deep joke. 
And the dead? They don’t come back. 
You should have known better! 
What are you missing?  
If it was there, it’s already gone. 
 
 
I slip into my bed 
 
 
I slip into my bed 
A leaf turning in my 
mind--weathered, almost lost 
 
the weight of sounds and sights 
an avalanche, a dream. 
Its story spins and spins. 
 
And there are others not 
included in the plot-- 
though some plots do make graves. 
 
There is motion, without  
much motion--life and death. 
 
I scream. I wake. It starts. 



 
 
RIDING THE TRAINS ALL NIGHT 
 
 
Each stop another family 
another cameo. The man with the 
sunglasses evaporates to the man  
with the patch. Three seats to the right 
the woman slopping on her makeup 
is replaced by the lady with good manners. 
Excuse me, you say, but the woman with  
the curves is gone, replaced by Bruno or Mac 
who is replaced by a goddess, sexy, let’s say, 
sexier than the woman with the curves, 
who is replaced by the teacher with a stick 
that doubles as a cane, but if you look close--  
nothing’s really changed. As the lights black out  
you come to see you’re not the person you were before. 
It’s you that’s changed. 
               
 
 



 
 
A GOOD THING NEVER DISAPPEARS 
 
 
The sun dirties  
and muddies these  
perfectly made  
 
snowballs--icy 
blue garbage--think--  
 
these won’t bounce, no, 
so you’ll see them 
later, smitten  
 
with rubbish on 
the sewer gate-- 
not quite melted. 
  
 
 



 
 
SCOLDED 
 
 
As if the teacher loved me eleven years 
she lifted her hand, and, like a mother’s slap, 
leveled it to the table. Her rage was not over, 
we slipped into a discussion of my favorite toys, how 
they’d be backed up toward a wall 
and severed of their spindles, prods, and wheels, 
and stripped of their sparks sucked straight out like lightening, 
until their fuse opened in my eyes. And I grew darker with listening: 
was there anything but my skin left for me to hide? 
 
 
She turned her back to the chalkboard 
and spoke up through the far window 
into the open shade: 
 
 
“If anyone wants to be beneath the trees 
during recess, you mustn’t behave like Jason,” she explained. 
And the boys and girls quietly listened.  
 
 
But I was still sobbing while children heard 
the sounds of leaves brush against the window-panes. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jason Visconti has been writing poetry and fiction since he was 15 years old. Now 33 years old and attending 
writing workshops, he still enjoys creating unique imagery in his work. He has been published in various internet 
and print journals for both his poetry and short stories and has a poetry book published called: “The Death of 
Equal Handshakes”. 
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Jeanpaul Ferro 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Election day (Between midnight and dawn) 
 
 
The frozen forest floor, 
you and I midnight to dawn, 
wave-particles in the duality of light and matter: 
/  
 
Electron in hydrogen atom, 
two centrical figures, 
two sides, and I’m not on either one: 

|B> = b1|A1> + b2|A2>  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The elementary particles 
 
 

Joe loved the big bombs,   
he loved them like he loved the dark forests, 
loved August 29th, 1949 the best of them all, 
better than all other days, 
everyday in his heart after that, 
loved the wind of the big ol’ days, 

loved it like he loved big women, 
their curvy bodies, ashen hips ripe like melons, 
mouths wet and red as they stood agape staring  
at the release of all his energy: 

 
all the black space of air, 

south of the valley of the Irtysh River, 
456 explosions in 40 years, 

every flavor known to mankind 
 

       
Orange          Pink 
 

    Magenta    Olive 
   Beige  

Gray 
                              Purple    

Green    
  Blue 

Yellow 
        Red   Brown  
 

Black 
 
Men dying … over the dirt of the ground. 
 
 
 

the elementary particles 

d  u   d  u 
2  2               -2               2 

 
u   u                d   d 
2   2        -2  -2 



COB today 
 
 
Falling 

  a 
     s   

in     ANTIDOTE 
 
we give ourselves: everything/nothing 
 
birth   pain   dying    birth  pain  
 
eyes blinking in half expectation, 
 
you― 
an almost fallen object everyday 
 
Berlin: music 
Paris: light 
NYC: Shakespeare on a bad night 
 
All of us 
our blood pulp on the inside, 
 
the backward arc of every day, 
quantum in the colors: red, blue, green, 
mother, father, sister, 
 
what is time? 
—a day where so-and-so died: 
every day is the same;  
 
in La Boca near the cantinas 
tango and bossa nova ‘til midnight  
 
A last brush of air as it coldly 
rushes by;  
 
shhhh! this is the last 
second in which we are 
 
   … alive/together,  
but we don’t know it. 
 
 



 
The Romantics Were Prompted 
 
 
You said: Only rebels don’t have tattoos now; 
 
My reply was to say: You know, I only want to go to Greece, 
and then I want to visit the world’s top twenty beaches, 
 
I could see the cheeseburgers in your eyes even though 
you were going on your eighth year as a vegan, 
 
when we went out for dinner that night in Cote d’Azur   
you asked for a small bite of my hamburger, 
 
in between the columns were all the unnecessary details  
of every man’s life, 
 
you asked me not to tell anyone; but you already knew that  
it was only you and I. 



 
Space oddity at Ground Zero 
 
 
We slip out into the seven worlds 
to listen to flamingo guitar the day  
before the war begins,  
 
wait for the sound of the gulls that come out at dawn, 
a white brood hovering and bending over every  
ship going out of port, 
 
your beautiful brown eyes are caught  
all night like this in a sort of hypnotic trance, 
going up to Brooklyn in a blink of an eye, 
you, dancing all around our apartment  
when you think no one else is looking, 
 
taking your bra and shirt off and waving them  
around over your head like a cowgirl, 
this demure smile on your face that no one gets 
to see but me, 
 
and outside the door bays are opening and the red lights 
are being turned on and the abhorrent sounds of a million 
years of silence are brought about over the airwaves  
and into the ground,  
 
where everyone lies asleep in space sounds. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
S&M 
 
 
She followed the scent of him through the parade  
grounds along the darkened Bois de Vincennes, 
 
her deep blue eyes asleep while dreaming, the Daumesnil  
coming alive in a million bronze hands forming/rising, 
 
she heard him whispering to her from a dark corner in a  
blackened room on this one particular day right after the war: 
 
toute la nuit désirent ardemment! toute la nuit désirent  
ardemment! je vous aimerai toujours, 
 
the subpixels blurring him from her, the many years  
of distortion in these burrows where these things go to hide, 
 
she returned home into a box where she laid out the yellow flowers 
and feed the cats and the dog like it was the whole day, 
 
later, she returned to the red glow of the 3rd bedroom, the one  
that always reminded her of Moscow right after the purge, 
 
she tried to tie the rope around her wrists, the final cuts on the bed 
bleeding out like a wet rose in snow all along the bed sheets,  
 
frappez-moi à plusieurs reprises faites-moi me connaître suis vivant!  
she whispered in every minute that she lie there— 
 
dying/bleeding/relieved from every day: the ideas/the bombs/ 
all of modern life that we have protected into our homes for us 
every moment that we are alive/and then dead. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jéanpaul Ferro is a 4-time Pushcart Prize nominee.  His short fiction and poetry has appeared in Cortland 
Review, Arts & Understanding Magazine, Portland Monthly, Identity Theory, Hawaii Review, Southern Cross 
Review, Review Americana, and others.  His poetry has been featured on WBAR radio in New York City and his 
short fiction has appeared in The Plaza’s Masterpiece Series.  He currently lives in Providence, Rhode Island.  E-
mail: jeanpaulferro@netzero.net 
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Jeremy Hight 

 
If all words were blown away which would remain? 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Architectural drawing of a narrative 
 
 
 
Jeremy Hight created locative spatial narrative in the first gps driven site specific narrative project "34 north 
118 west".  He has worked with text driven by earthquake sensor data, live weather, code and manipulated error 
messages, landscapes made of typography from old typewriters. He is shortlisted to run a project that triggers texts 
above the earth on the international space station as it orbits the earth over cities. 
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Chuck Richardson 
 
 
 

4. Digressions On A Recurring Dream 
6,898 words, 4 percent passive, 71 percent reading ease. 
 

 

It is blistering elsewhere, yet not here as two-dozen friends gather poolside.  A 

hazy skyline shimmering a mirage fogs via remote control dreams of glassy, urban 

sophistication. The illusion resonates pulp, swimming the couple’s trust in a cultivated 

hereafter. 

Do you Jonah, take this woman, Linda, to be your lawful wedded wife? 

A family court judge and ace trombonist is presiding. He’s sixty and serious, 

calmly leading the couple through the ritual, just as they’d rehearsed it, with the about-to-

be newlyweds standing nude on the diving board, hovering over the deep end. Neither 

can swim, but their naked friends have rehearsed saving them. 

I do. 

And do you, Linda, take this man, Jonah, to be your lawful wedded husband? If 

so, answer I do. 

She looks over Jonah, realizing she’s given up hope for someone sexier. 

Expectations duly lowered, she imagines the one who ditched her standing in Jonah’s 

place. He, for his part, cannot fathom his good fortune. Linda’s much younger than he, 



more attractive, even sexy once you get to know her. She’s also mysterious. He feels, 

much to his obvious excitement, that she’s reading him like a book, her eyes perusing 

every fold, every gray hair, each blemish and scar—from the inside-out through his eyes. 

Eye-to-eye exposure is plainly titillating him. 

I do, she answers, at last, having finished the run-on sentence fragment of material 

phenomena called fiancé, now husband. 

I now pronounce you legal mates. Let the screwing begin, the judge declares, 

raising his trombone to his lips for a sonorous, sliding blow. 

As practiced, Jonah and Linda wrap their arms and a leg around each other and 

jump into the water—a two-person cannonball setting a pool splash record. 

They sink to the bottom, choking on the rush of water overcoming their kiss. The 

impact of two-dozen naked bodies cannon-balling into the pool reduces their panic, as 

they know damned well they’re about to be rescued. 

At least that’s the way it’s been rehearsed. 

She’s standing about twenty feet away on the other side of the serving table, 

bathed in blue twilight, beautiful: Blonde, tall, slim with a sweet bubble butt; young and 

nubile, musky with a quivering athletic body soft to touch. Arriving together on their first 

date, they separated to make their rounds—he to tell his friends how hot she is for him, 

her to tell hers how sensitive and even smart he is.  

The news surprises each set of associates, who begin eyeing each other in 

preparation for the natural pairing up. Such is the philosophical activism of the adolescent 

mind—ruled by hormones musk tricks it into perceiving everything in a warm, bruised 

haze, alienating it from the cross of its upbringing. 



Being gainfully employed at Arby’s, where he’s unallowed to make decisions at 

his minimal wage and experience, his parents feed him lots of flesh (beefening, they 

imagine, his football future), while praying he’ll perform as desired. 

   If you’re allergic to cows, how can you eat so many hamburgers? she’s asking 

him in study hall. He’s eating his third Big Mac, smuggled in via his voluminous 

sweatshirt pockets. His nickname is Beefshit, and he’s proud of it. 

They find themselves back where it started, at the high school, under the stars by 

the tennis courts. 

I’m saving myself for college. If I were to stop doing that, the guy would have to 

be really special. 

He hands her a sheet of folded up paper.  

I wrote this for you. 

She unwraps it and reads Tomorrow’s Such A Long Time. 

She recognizes the lyrics: her parents’ favorite love song. Leaning forward, she 

kisses him on the cheek. Turning his head, their lips meet, then their tongues. His hand 

finds her breast, a sweet cupful, and they begin writhing about on the ground, limbs 

entwined, echoes From Here to Eternity sans ocean and war, vibrating under the stars.  

His other hand goes for the button of her jeans, but she brushes it 

away…seaweed. 

 

An image appears above and behind each student as she or he speaks, implying 

his or her life in the present. Part crystal, part flame, suggesting unyielding interior 

anxiety despite the apparent stability of their superficial forms, the yin-yang of these 



images seem to be offering their associate pupils with crude alternatives, defined and 

acted upon by each student’s mind, language being their only means of grappling with 

the friction of reality. Since words are their only tool, they view problems as enabling 

semantic obstacles that thwart mutual understanding. Through precise communication, 

however, and looking at language as a whole within specific cultural contexts, they 

imagine themselves the architects of a meaningful, intertextual future for America’s 

numerous cultures. They are, after all, about to become middle- and high school 

American English teachers; and being young and longing to work with children, they 

worship mainstream progressive ideals with all their hearts. Except for two, anyway, 

whose souls are older and hearts younger than the rest, who alone see these images from 

opposite sides of their sunlit, encircled classroom.  

They’re discussing Bruno Bettelheim’s The Uses of Enchantment, led by their 

professor, a sexy Piaget protégé, who’s holding the attention of the room’s heterosexual 

males and ambitious, closeted lesbians, while somewhat alienating her younger—but no 

less attractive—competition. The professor, wearing a snug, knee-length denim skirt, is 

sitting cross-legged on her desk in front of the blackboard. With a deep breath, she 

swings her light brown hair so it brushes over each of her pink cardigan shoulders; her 

posture, erect, softens as she luxuriates in a thrilling, thoughtful hmmmm before 

responding to each remark. 

Are you sure? she asks, seeing a potential philosopher in each undergraduate who, 

according to their test scores, is deemed capable of educating themselves and others for 

the rest of their lives. The professor, like most of her students, is also an optimist.  



I mean, we can’t forget that Bettelheim hurt children and committed suicide. If 

your work doesn’t make you stronger, and doesn’t consider the developmental stage of 

your middle student, how efficacious is it? Bobby? 

A young, dark-haired woman dressed in black—who’s a bit heavy and wearing a 

brush cut, hoping to land a job in a West Virginia parochial school because they need her 

down there—looks hungrily at her professor while groping for the right words. A white 

hare, meanwhile, is chasing a freaked-out black bull around a high noon corral with nuns 

and cowboys whooping it up and laughing on the rails around the translucent bubble’s 

perimeter, which is spinning above and behind her head. Three Chinese railroad workers 

in tattered clothes occupy the center of the ring. Their eyes are round with terror. 

I think Bettelheim’s problem was that he failed to teach to the middle and didn’t 

take children’s individual needs into consideration. For instance, not every little girl, 

especially the normal ones, will see themselves in the role of Little Red Riding Hood the 

way Bettelheim does. They won’t see the wolf as their sexy father, a shape-shifting 

transvestite who’s lusting after his mother, their grandmother. They don’t feel the least 

bit jealous of grandma. If the folk tale was really Freudian, wouldn’t she be going home 

to her parents? This is all nonsense. Why are you making us talk about it? I mean, this 

has nothing to do with any of the children I’ve ever known. For instance, when I was 

little, I loved my mother way more than my dad. I was jealous of the attention she gave to 

him. That’s the opposite of what Freud’s talking about, right? And besides, nowhere in 

the text does it suggest that Little Red Riding Hood has any animus toward her 

grandmother. In fact, she loves her grandmother. Bettelheim sees what he wants to see 



and loses focus of the text itself. I don’t see where this is at all useful. We’d get hung if we 

taught any of this stuff to a minor, especially in West Virginia where I’m needed. 

Hmmmm, the professor responds. I see your point. Anyone care to comment? 

I think it’s all about supremacy. The wolf represents masculine puissance and the 

protagonist feminine authority. I think the wolf is a seducer, much like Satan in the 

Garden, or Milton’s Comus. His mythical role is to seduce and dominate…consume…the 

feminine power of the universe, said a young black man, who is always conservatively 

dressed, perfectly groomed. His classmates refer to him as The Preacher.  

Above his head float two faces—one, presumably his mother’s, the other a white 

man’s. Both of them are speaking angrily, abusively. A ring of ever-wilting red and white 

roses is spinning around the talking heads in a counterclockwise rotation, leaving an acid-

like trail forming a pink swastika as it’s being sucked to the center. The interstice binding 

the black and white faces, upon closer inspection, is a squiggling line of marching red 

ants, the leader pursuing an ever-lengthening trail of honey into the unknown. 

Little Red Riding Hood is really a tale about the black man, and how the black 

man ain’t gonna take it anymore. He’s not only bigger and badder, but he’s trickier too, 

he says. The wolf, O.J., is the protagonist. The Juice is loose. 

Some snickering from the two other black students in the class. 

So you see it as racist that we typically paint the wolf as the antagonist, and the 

little white girl the protagonist? asks the professor, leaning forward to reveal some 

cleavage to The Preacher. Remember, this is a white folk tradition. There weren’t many 

black people in Germany in those days…Hmmm? Was race an issue then, and if it 

wasn’t, is it appropriate for us to project contemporary meanings on traditional tales? 



Of course it is. You said it yourself, “a white folk tradition.”  That’s exactly what 

I’m going to teach my students. That the white man’s stories aren’t our stories. That 

racism is inbred in the white… 

The Preacher drifts off, then mumbles: Jesus was a black man. They lynched him. 

Jesus was a Jew, contends a young Palestinian woman, whose mandala contains 

two gardens—one green, the other blue—spinning leftward, like The Preacher’s, about 

its Maypole axis, strung together by spitting red flames discharging from its center, 

scorching the earth of each plot before being overrun by the verdant libido of the anti-

soul it’s attempting to consume.  

The wolf is the oppressed Jew out to reclaim his homeland from its Roman 

conquerors. Except this time, he defeats them, or at least their women. It’s sweet revenge 

and seems to me, metaphorically speaking, a lot like the second coming in the Book of 

Revelations. In the modern context, of course, the wolf is the Palestinian man, the suicide 

bomber. He kills himself, like Christ, to free his people. We all know too well that the 

wolf will not, and cannot, live happily ever after. He is a martyr. He will be hunted down 

and killed for being nothing more, nothing less, than a wolf. Preacher, you’re right, the 

wolf is also the black man, the threatening mandingo out for the white man’s woman. I 

see Little Red Riding Hood as an inspirational story with tragic implications… 

 

Down by the creek, in the woods, projecting crescent moons, they spoon, naked, 

in the mosquito hum. 

I need a break. Just a few minutes and I’ll be ready for more, he pants into her 

ear. 



No problem. Don’t worry about it, she whispers. Cradled in his muscular arms, 

she feels his cock, raw, moistened, resting in her butt crack. His scrotum, pressed flat 

against the base of his dick, is exposing his perineum, allowing it to rest gently, touching 

her soft ass as he regains his energy. 

You feel good. 

Thank-you, she says, swatting a mosquito on her thigh. 

In the bar, she’s behaving haughtily, drinking shots and talking about the married 

men she’s fucked. The wives she’s stared down. The one who beat her up. How that 

wouldn’t stop her. She is unafraid. 

His friend buys them another drink. 

What are you doing Saturday? 

Going with him and his friend to the Drive-In, she says, nodding at the man, his 

boyhood chum, now married, who’s just bought them drinks. 

You fucking traitor! You knew I was going to ask her out!  

He throws him against the wall. 

Now, down by the creek, he’s regaining his strength and begins fucking her again, 

doggy style, slapping bugs off her back as they buck. 

His knees are bleeding with pebbles sticking in the wounds. He grinds on, 

however, believing someday he’ll get what he wants… 

 

I think you’re all nuts, she’s saying, grabbing the other old soul’s interest from 

across the room. The class is silent. 



Children that age don’t think politically, nor do they view their parents sexually. 

The wolf is death. It comes in many forms. It takes the young and old. Your parents can’t 

protect you from it. In fact, her parents, being absent from the fairy tale, are already 

dead. Children must learn to overcome their fear of death if they are to mature properly, 

become responsible adults. It’s not the morals that speak to children, but the natural 

laws. Bettelheim understood something very controversial, that terror—when properly 

contained by folk tales—has a role in turning children into adults. Those who never learn 

to cope with their gravest fears become self-destructive, either directly or indirectly, 

because of their undiagnosed phobias. The grim fact is children must become equipped to 

deal with the real world, which is full of wolves. The lesson is, for children, you can’t 

trust someone just because they look like grandma. It is a cautionary tale about child 

predators. Pedophilia and other forms of child abuse didn’t start yesterday. It’s been 

around as long as we have… 

Over her head, he sees a grown man inappropriately fondling an infant whose 

diaper he’s changing. Superimposed on this image is an angel, flipping the world the bird 

with a big smile on her face. She also has an erection poking through her robes.  

He can’t help but laugh. The class, startled that someone could respond to her 

critique this way, is staring at him. He rises from his seat, naked, and strolls across the 

classroom to the beautiful girl, the smiling impudent angel, and disappears into thin 

space, passing through the other visionary, who joins him, genitally, heading elsewhere… 

 

Bye-bye baby bunting, Daddy’s gone a hunting, for a little rabbit skin, to wrap his 

baby Raybie in. The infant is struggling for each breath, wheezing through constricted 



bronchial tubes while his mother, awake at 3 a.m., is singing and rocking him, keeping 

her boy composed enough to breathe.  

You’re my chosen one…my little baby Jesus, she’s cooing in his ear, squeezing 

her struggling son cradled in her arms. The smell of her sweater, the calm way she’s 

speaking, the warmth of her loving body allows him to relax. The attack eventually 

subsides, and he drifts off to a fitful sleep… 

Clutching the red transparent cliff—a wall of limpid, breathing flesh—he hears 

the under machine milling, its stainless steel gears teething a visceral hum. Even asleep, 

he must cling to the life that’s his for all it is worth. But he is slipping, traction in this 

world is not yet his… 

Your mother and father were college students. Their parents were teachers. They 

were poor and loved you so much that they gave you up for adoption. They knew we 

could give you a better life. We were older and had more money, but they picked us as 

like to like. We were educated Lutherans and they knew you’d be brought up in a home 

just like theirs. 

So when can I meet them? You’re not my real mommy? 

I’m your real mommy. I love you more than other mothers love their children 

because I really wanted you. And I chose you out of all the other babies. A real mommy is 

the woman who raises the baby. Not the one who had sex and couldn’t take responsibility 

for it. You’re my baby. 

Doesn’t she want to see me? Didn’t she love me? 

A long silence. The boy, three years old, is dressed like Marshall Matt Dillon. He 

also has a soldier’s outfit and an official Superman’s cape, which he wears in regular 



intervals, depending on which show he’s most recently seen. Bowling for Dollars, a local 

TV game show, blares with the sound of crashing pins in the background. The woman, in 

her late thirties, her hair gooped up with Dippity Doo and her face covered with cream, 

searches for the right words to tell the child, fondling Dr. Spock with nervous fingers, 

anxious to find the explanation for the one she loves more than life itself. 

I’m sure she would want to see you, honey, but she’s dead. She died in a car 

accident with your father shortly after you were born. I’m the only mommy you’ve got. 

But yes, she did love you. She loved you so much she was willing to give you up so you 

could live a better life. You were a much loved baby Moses, set adrift by your mother 

knowing a life with her was worse than death itself. So she gave you up. She loved her 

son so much she gave him up for adoption. And I chose you. 

The boy, now haunted, quietly goes outside to shoot his air rifle at imaginary 

Indians who would rape and kill his wife and mother and steal his three kids if he let 

them. The afternoon will be spent seeking revenge in the weeds, consumed by the field 

behind his country home. 

 

Mrs. Brady sits behind the wheel wearing a moustache and man’s dark business 

suit. She is arguing with Shirley Partridge, who’s riding shotgun and wearing that 

Partridge family outfit with the ruffled white blouse, black suede vest and snug fitting 

velvet short shorts. Sitting in the back seat, he listens with aroused interest as his parents 

argue about which way to go. The 1969 Buick Sportwagon is packed to the gills with 

camping gear, yet hasn’t left the city. 



Why don’t you ask someone how to get to the Thruway? asks mama Partridge, 

wide-eyed and innocent. 

Shut up, be-otch. You were supposed to be reading the map. One more word out 

of you and you’ll get the back of my hand. 

Mrs. Brady fumbles in her left breast pocket for cigarettes. Withdrawing one, she 

ignites it with her Zippo then snaps the cover shut and quickly replaces it in her right side 

pocket. 

How much longer before we get there? he innocently asks from the back seat. I’m 

hungry and I have to go to the bathroom. 

The parents fall silent for a moment. Mrs. Brady snatches the map from Shirley 

Partridge’s lap, revealing the thighs that made Mr. Kincaid stand at attention. 

Take him over there and let him piss in the weeds, says Mrs. Brady. 

But I have to poop, the boy says. 

Reaching across the front seat to Shirley Partridge, Mrs. Brady tears the white 

ruffle from her blouse, exposing her beautiful breasts, the ones Danny too often ogled, 

enhanced by a black lace Victoria’s Secret bra. 

Wipe your ass with this, says Mrs. Brady, tossing it into the back seat. Shirley 

Partridge, tears welling up in her tender eyes, gets out of the car and leads Raymond to 

the weeds at the far end of the urban parking lot. 

 

It was his want of inciting a catfight for his affection between the paternal twin 

sisters that, once exposed by the weaker party—his now ex-girlfriend—that had perverted 

their relationship, bringing it now to this poisonous brink teetering on her doorstep.  



The first thing he notices is that she’s put on a couple pounds in the ass. And he 

likes it. 

What are you doing here? 

I came to say I’m sorry. I’m fucked up. My head’s all messed up over this 

adoption thing. I think one way and feel another, then when I start feeling the way I was 

thinking, I start thinking differently, then I feel different, and my thinking has to catch up. 

I don’t know what I’m doing here, but I am here, so... 

She steps aside and he enters her one room apartment.  

I just started working at the bank. My goal is to get out of here and leave all this 

shit behind, she says. 

He notices her strength. It wasn’t there before. He reaches out to it. 

I need you. Wherever you are I feel at home. 

She recoils, feeling occupied. 

Well, I don’t need you. 

It is his turn to cringe. She uses his disengagement as a chance to gain ground, 

throwing herself at him, wrapping her arms around his neck stiffened by anxiety and 

desire. She kisses him deeply as he probes the newfound folds of her tighter fitting jeans. 

They cease osculating and, shoving him through the door, she whispers, Good-bye… 

 

Putting down his favorite book, Curious George, he looks up and spies her 

approach over the lawn. A large truck transporting mysterious substances rumbles by 

vibrating the bay window separating him from the outside world. She’s wearing her 

favorite Monkees t-shirt, the one with the boys silly walking arm-in-arm down the beach. 



He’s got a real hard-on for his babysitter. Mom’s going to go get her hair done, and 

Curious George will play the adorable little Monkee to the loving fat girl, doing his best 

Davey Jones. A beetle, crossing the windowsill, meets its demise under his thumb. The 

crunching sound, the feeling of dominion, entices him to sing: 

Hey, hey we’re the Monkees, and we like to monkey around. 

She knocks on the door and he listens to his mother’s thunderous steps. 

Hello, dear. Come on in. I’ll only be gone a little while. I’m not getting it colored 

today. 

Mother leaves and he attacks her, grinding and humping her plump pubescent 

thigh, an innocent puppy not yet fixed. 

 

Unnerved by the light’s unshakable extraction, his slide toward self-reliant 

bondage and a liberating death begins. Fighting every millimeter of the way, he’s nine 

pounds of rage rebelling against this sudden upheaval, this suction toward the machinery 

and light—which is cold. 

The machines are too real to imagine ripping at his flesh, removing what remains 

of his prior world with industrial efficiency, cleansing him of everything he’s ever 

known. 

Thus aborted and assigned his number, he falls into an anxious sleep in a new 

reality, dreaming of the elsewhere that’s rejected him.  

A blonde and two brunettes, occupying separate spaces in time, each inhabiting a 

unique situation—in his mind—are accosting him in intervals to varying degrees; each 

addressing peculiarities only known to their victim. 



I saw you picking your nose. 

Everybody does that. 

What? Watch you pick your nose? 

No. Pick their nose. 

And eat it? Like you? 

He says nothing. 

I watched you. So don’t act so big. 

Noticing they’re on the school playground, he feels the derisive presence of 

invisible classmates, mocking him with fingers up their noses… 

Free skate Friday night, the pubescent boy is asking the second brunette if she’d 

like to skate with him. He’s been fantasizing all week. I Believe in Miracles (You Sexy 

Thing) by Hot Chocolate, is their song the lad believes. Unfortunately, the way he hears it 

is somewhat different from prevailing interpretation.  

I’d love to skate with you Ray, she says, batting her eyes at him and taking his 

hand. They make their way awkwardly on their skates onto the ice in the indoor arena, 

cluttered with kids of all ages skating in counterclockwise circles to the local Top 40 

radio station. 

He’s not a strong skater, but plays a bit of hockey and can get buy well enough to 

lead her around the rink. Of course, she’s skating worse than usual, depending on him. 

She stumbles a bit, and he catches her. The young teens find themselves embracing each 

other as their friends skate by, singing Raybie and Katie, sittin’ in a tree… 

Their song comes on, and Raybie, elated by the timing, feeling himself the man 

he hopes to become, begins singing along. 



I believe in milk call, you sexy thing, you sexy thing you. 

Katie straightens herself and pushes him away. Regaining his balance, he slides 

forward, hands outstretched before him, still singing, and she socks him in the jaw with a 

Jerry Korab right cross, staggering him.  

Things are going terribly wrong. 

What did I do? he whines, their peers skating back against the grain to encircle 

them, obstructing the path of the ice monitor by grabbing hold of each other’s jerseys, 

slowing the official who just happens to be the high school hockey coach, a man who 

Raybie longs to impress. Attempting to straighten himself, he can’t help sliding toward 

Katie, again, who immediately grabs his Sabres hockey jersey and pulls it over his head. 

The next thing he knows he’s being pounded repeatedly on his left temple with wicked 

right hooks. He can hear the others roaring their approval. The beating seems to not be 

slowing in any manner when, suddenly, he’s released and allowed to crumple to a heap in 

a puddle of his own freezing blood. As he regains his sight, he discovers his savior is an 

older retarded boy, Clyde Strong, whom he’s be-friended on the school bus. 

Raybie, beaten up by a girl and saved by a retard! You’re a fuckin winner, dude!  

 

He’s not sure who said it, all he knows is the hockey coach heard it as he helped 

him to his feet… 

After several strenuous “dates” and insane e-mails, she’s finally invited him to 

dinner, making it seem as if he’s now endured enough and should somehow be rewarded 

with greater intimacy. He, on the other hand, is lonely, maturing, and at a strange point 

where women his own age make him feel old. They seem to be aging faster than he, even 



if their health is much better. So Raybie often finds himself situated with a much younger 

woman he’s trying to woo. Of course, being strange, mainstream chicks are out of the 

question. He thinks he wants, in the words of Leo Kottke, a hippy chick. Not that he’s a 

hippy, nor an anti-hippy, it’s just that he finds their laid backness much easier to deal 

with. He believes they tend to be less bitchy. What he’s discovering, however, is that they 

tend to be strange, that birds of a feather flock together, and all that. At least he’s no 

longer dining with fat chicks. 

Schizophrenia’s difficult to deal with. Medications only last so long and then 

you’ve got to switch them. Each has their own side effects. 

They’re dining on linguine and clams smothered in extra virgin olive oil. It tastes 

disgusting, but he’s pretending it’s really good. Without warning, she farts and bounces 

in her seat. 

Ooh, shit. Diarrhea’s one of those side effects, she announces, giggling. I’ve got 

to go change my pants. 

She leaps from her chair and skips away down the hallway, not caring that the 

dark wet spot is easily viewed by her watchful dinner date, whose bowels begin gurgling, 

perhaps triggered by the foul aroma, and the memory of pert, liberated breasts with large 

nipples pressing against the thin cotton fabric of her favorite t-shirt evaporated from 

memory. Gulping the oily clam he had in his mouth, he gingerly makes his way to his 

car, heading for a nearby bowling alley to take a dump of his own… 

 

He’d asked her to go see Jaws during their confirmation class’ field trip to a 

professional basketball game. They sat next to each other the entire time, rubbing knees 



and touching fingers, whether in the stands or on the bus. She was new, beautiful, and 

affectionate. She hadn’t heard of his ice-time humiliation, and besides, since then he’d 

become something of a hulk. His first victim was Katie’s big brother. It was intended to 

send the message of what I’d do to you now, be-otch. It worked, they’d become friends, 

but Raybie maintained his superior tone, often citing her father—a dainty, alcoholic 

chemist—as next. He still believes the words to the song are I believe in milk call. No 

one dares argue with him these days. Especially Katie. 

Arriving at his Sunday School seat, he’s greeted by a sheet of paper with Emily 

loves Raybie written all over it. Feeling confused, he takes his seat, turning the sheet 

over. On the other side is a nude self-portrait of the artist as a young girl. Now he’s 

scared and crumples the sheet of paper as she enters the classroom, proudly swinging her 

hips and taking long strides in his direction. Reaching his side, she embraces him and 

rubs her nose on his ear lobe. Now he can’t stand up. If he were wearing jeans, it would 

have been feasible. But not in his Sunday suit. Miss Pritchett has yet to arrive when 

Emily yanks him to his feet and leads him out of the room, down the hall, swiftly passing 

other parishioners, and into the broom closet, where she opens the door, shoves him into 

the darkened interior, follows him, closing the door and pulling the light string hanging 

from the ceiling. 

Emily throws her arms around Raybie’s neck and kisses him. Her tongue darts out 

of her mouth and meets his teeth, licking them and the inside of his lips. Repulsed, he 

shoves her away and she falls into a stack of boxes, making a commotion. The door 

swings open and it’s the reverend and Miss Pritchett, surrounded by their classmates 

who’ve led them to the broom closet. 



He was raping me! screams Emily, inciting the religious mob—which now 

includes his mother—gawking at Raybie’s boner. 

 

Objects for which he had yet to acquire referent symbols, known here as trees, are 

moving by at high velocity. Whether or not it’s he who’s actually moving doesn’t occur 

to him until he stops, and feels a jolt of karma agitate his tender, newborn system. His 

caretaker, a woman, is taking him somewhere, a new island perhaps, another 

consciousness, elsewhere.  

Awareness fading, he drifts off… 

All alone am I ever since your goodbye/All alone with just the beat of my 

heart/People all around but I don't hear a sound/Just the lonely beat of my heart… 

 

After calling her house numerous times, insulting her father, being short with her 

sister, accusing her mother of lying, all because they wouldn’t get her to come to the 

phone, he’s now sitting in his car down the street from her house. It’s 3 a.m. and she’s yet 

to return. Parked under a tree, his car being dark, it’s difficult to notice he’s even there. 

He’s toying with the .45 caliber automatic pistol in his lap, the one he’s borrowed for 

self-protection since the murder of his friend. He doesn’t know what he’ll do when she 

comes home, how he’ll respond if she’s been with another guy. 

A car passes, slowing, then moves on. He fidgets with the weapon, loading and 

unloading the cartridge stocked with 10 rounds—in and out of the pistol’s butt. A car 

turns the corner up ahead, its headlights, luckily for him, go out during the turn. It parks 

several doors away from her house, and nothing happens. No one gets out. He slams the 



cartridge into the butt for the last time and releases the safety. As he’s reaching for the 

door handle, the occupants of the other car get out. It’s her and she’s with a guy. A large 

man dressed like a Republican. They walk arm-in-arm across the street, and as they enter 

the light cone emanating from the dim street lamp, he can make out that look on her face, 

the one she’d worn on their first few dates, when the sex was still good for her. The pair, 

acting goofy, does a funny walk, reminiscent of the Monkees, while they traverse the 

light cone. Upon reaching the shadows, he lowers his hand and slides it into the back 

pocket of her tight fitting jeans.  

He opens his car door and takes a knee, using the wedge between the door and the 

windshield frame as a brace, he steadies his aim and begins to regulate his breathing, 

softly closing his left eye to give the right one full influence over targeting. 

His prey move up the steps, now her hand is in his back pocket too, causing a 

momentary shudder in his steady grip. She puts her arms around his neck as he embraces 

her around the waste. They engage in their goodnight kiss, and he begins slowly 

squeezing the trigger. The porch light, however, goes on, and her father yells at her for 

being out so late, tells her the man stalking her in the shadows has been calling 

incessantly, that he’s worried and a decent young man. 

You should treat people better, he says, then, looking at the young man, You 

should be careful getting involved with a woman who treats men badly, unless that’s 

what you want. I did. Look what it got me.  

Grabbing her arm, the father pulls his daughter inside, slamming the door behind 

them. The porch light goes out and the hulking figure descends the porch steps. He has a 

beat on him, but as he enters the light cone from the street lamp, he breaks into a jog as 



Raybie squeezes off a round in his direction. The shot rings through the night. Her date 

stops in the center of the light, looking around for the source of the sound. The porch 

light comes back on, and the girl’s father comes out onto the porch. 

What was that? the young man says, calling from the middle of the street as more 

lights ignite the windows of neighboring houses.  

For chrissake boy, that was a gunshot. Gitchyer ass in here. Jesus. 

The young man, sprinting to the house and bounding up the now darkened steps, 

disappears into the house. 

Fortunately, a side street provides a dark exit. Raybie climbs back into his car, 

puts it in neutral, pushes it down the conveniently shadow-ridden alley, and hears a 

distant siren as he starts the motor, pulling away into the night. 

 

He loves visiting his elderly neighbors, Professor Carlos and Consuella Bardaxa, 

who are none too popular in these parts. Folks say they’re devil worshiping black 

magickteers. Yet, whenever he can, Raybie sneaks away—as now—to visit them. 

Dressed like Daniel Boone with a plastic knife in his teeth, he’s crawling toward 

them, slithering on his belly through the weeds. The professor is wearing a gypsy’s dress 

and bandana, with make up on his face. Carlos, appearing thus a woman before the young 

Dan’l, somewhat stokes his sympathy. Senora Bardaxa, on the other hand, is wearing a 

Pancho Villa costume. She’s speaking brazenly to The Professor, who’s down on all 

fours in the garden, puffing on a corn cob pipe, making him an even more masculine 

woman. Pancho Villa, however, being soft and beautiful, is still a bit rough around the 



edges but nonetheless more feminine than the pipe-smoking indigenous bi-spirit on the 

ground before him/her. Young Dan’l, of course, is totally confused.  

Being deeply disturbed by what he’s seeing, he creeps closer, plotting how to 

bring these deviant strangers into line. He’ll have to be careful, for if the young braves 

nearby detect his presence, he won’t be able to reach these medicine folk, whom he needs 

to persuade to use the white man’s medicine to treat and save their people. 

¡No planto remolachas! ¡Y esto es final! shouts Professor Carlos, clenching his 

pipe between his dentures and digging his freshly manicured nails into the stubborn, clay-

ridden soil of their backyard garden. It hasn’t rained for months.  

Si hay un cielo, déjeme ponerse allí, sighs Consuella Villa, staring upward into 

the midday sun. Roaring crickets are drowning out all other sounds, becoming the true 

force consuming the awareness of anything else. Young Dan’l, sweaty, is undeterred. 

He’s reached the edge of the field. The pair of bi-spirits are glowing cocoons of 

awareness inhabiting a universe consisting of the seminal trace of locusts everywhere. 

The dream is a moving bi-spirit system producing weed, mushrooms, peyote…all of 

which Master Boone has imbibed, imitating the elderly medicine folk…his dream 

shifting shapes as it passes through a wormhole, bypassing the church of freedom as an 

unnecessary stop on the road to bliss. The four spirits confront young Dan’l, striving to 

maliciously entrap him.  

For the moment, there’s a ray of hope, as he’s not yet close to being caught… 

 

Before making his morning cancellation, he gets out of his car and enters town, 

walking as slowly as he can. It isn’t his drifting toward the mouth of a narrow vein 



mainlined to the core, but his loss of the wrong place for the woman to mother him as a 

child. 

As the sun rises, he forgets those marginalized items lurking in the shadows of the 

ever-present ditch. He’s imagining his mother there, spewing guilt on deaf ears, opaque 

as ever, vanishing into impossibility as everything cums at once… 

 

Moonlight never mixed so well on human skin as it is now. Imagining he’s with a 

Juggs girl, a centerfold for sure, Raybie’s thwarted by his inability to unbutton her jeans. 

She agrees to remove her fuchia blouse. He reaches out to touch one of the breasts, and 

she pushes his hand away, going instead for his belt buckle, which she expertly undoes. 

Popping open the button, she unzips his jeans and drops them with his skivvies, shoving 

him back onto the bed. With athletic agility, she dives on him, baffling his virgin cock 

between her humongous pubescent ta-tas. He ejaculates instantly, and before he can even 

begin thrusting, his dick begins shrinking from the task. Giggling, she swirls his jism 

around her nipples.  

Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone, she says, smiling. 

Raybie thinks that’s odd, as his intentions are to tell everyone. He didn’t even 

have to lay a hand on her. 

He begins swelling with pride as they leave the upstairs bedroom and return to the 

party. Grabbing a beer he tells the first person he sees. 

I titty fucked her, he says, nodding in her direction. Her tits may be big, but my 

cock was still big enough for her to blow me as my head poked through the other side. 



Raybie’s got his index and forefinger pressed together, as the forefinger of his 

right hand slides between them, its tip poking through beyond the base knuckles. 

Grace O’Reilly, a tall, Rubinesque, strawberry blonde cheerleader overheard the 

star outfielder’s claim and joined the two varsity players. 

You like sophomores? she asks, accusing Raybie of robbing the cradle. Fifteen’ll 

getchya twenty, she says, smirking at him. You big enough to try on a real woman? 

He can’t believe his good fortune, and neither can his friend. Grace is one of the 

most sought after, and thus feared, girls in high school. She’s not particularly beautiful, 

but much has been made about her lust for wild boys, especially among the wild boys. 

She’s taller than every kid in school with the sole exception of her stepbrother, who’s 

fond of telling locker room tales of crawling into bed with her. 

Chain chain chai-een, a chain of foo-ools. 

The cheerleaders have chosen Aretha to dance to, and the jocks are leaning back 

against the counter in the kitchen, watching their gyrations. Grace takes Raybie by the 

hand and leads him outside to her car.  They dive into the back seat, begin wrestling for 

space and position. A 1975 Grand Prix offers little freedom. She kicks the passenger side 

door open, her leg draped over the front seat, and they spill from the car onto the lawn. 

She rises to her feet and hoists Raybie with her, nearly carrying him as they jog half-

naked to the vacant lot across the street. In the darkest corner furthest from the road, she 

lays down, spreading wide her well-worn teenage legs. Raybie falls onto her, humping 

away for a full fifteen seconds—longer than it takes him to run a hundred yard dash.  

Proudly ejaculating for the third time tonight, and the second time ever with a girl, 

he jumps to his feet, pulling his pants up with one motion. 



Thanks, he says, leaving Grace for the party. 

His friends are never going to believe it: I’m Fred Garvin, male prostitute. I’m 

Rock Quarry, do you want my auto-graph? Baa-baa-baa, baa-baa-baa, Baarb-a-rino, 

Vin-nie Bar-ba-rino! 

The other boys marvel at Raybie’s hopeful grin as the girls knowingly giggle at 

his return. The future, for some, is plain to see. 

 

He feels her breath, damp in his ear, and is uncertain about what he’s done. 

Confused, the sound of smacking lips and a brief snort stir him from the foot of his bed. 

His erection, meanwhile, is compelling him to grope his way into consciousness, grinding 

his compliant mate until their eyes open.  

She’s exquisite. They’re married. And this is wrong. 

But who cares?  

Why? 
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Trust Me 
Fiction by Chuck Richardson 
 

 

She wants you. No doubt about it, dude. She’s all over you. Ain’t no denyin it. 

Take this shit. It’s 10:15 at 10:30 you’ll be done. Then you’ll go. She needs a carton of 

cigarettes. And paper. Reams of it. That’ll take an hour. I hate it when this shit doesn’t 

crumble. It don’t burn well that way. At 11:30 you’ll be there and wake her up. She’s 

hard waking up. Writing all night. Stoned. You’ll need gas, too. So make it 11:45. What 

the hell, smoke a bowl and add 15 minutes. She’s not on a real schedule anyway. You’ll 

wake her at noon. More likely 12:15. That means she’ll be out of bed at 12:30. After you 

shake her you’ll make the coffee. By 12:30 the last drops should be dripping into the pot. 

She’ll take some, turn on CNN and smoke a cigarette. When the coffee’s gone she’ll go 

take a crap and you’ll hear her grunting as she pushes it out. You’ll turn on the computer 

then and check for updates, then run a virus scan, adware scan, clear the cookies and 

files, run a disc scan for errors, defrag the hard drive and restart. By then she’ll be 

smoking the joint you just rolled. It’s 10:28 and time to wipe. It should be about 1:00 

then. 

So what if she’s older than you. She’s your boss. You’re getting paid. You do 

what’s necessary to keep her writing. Who cares who signs the check. What’s that got to 

do with anything. By 1:30 you’ll be arguing with her about some triviality. Often it’s 



about the way you clean the coffee pot. She wants it crystal clear and squeaking from the 

rinse then hand dried before you put it back. You’ll deconstruct her which will make her 

deconstruct you and she’ll win because she’s the boss and that’s your job. Getting her all 

fired up. At 2:30 she’ll hand you a list of things to do and a hardcopy of what she wrote 

last night, as well as tell you what she wants for dinner which she wants served at 7 

sharp. At 8 friends are dropping by so you’ll have to clean up quick and leave. At 

midnight you’ll return and make sure her friends get out. She’ll be all worked up so 

you’ll strap your dick on and fuck her. That’ll settle the old broad down so she can pound 

out more words all night. At 2 you’ll leave her to her witchcraft. Go to Denny’s and go to 

bed at 3. Time to get her cigarettes. 

You know how many trees it takes to publish one of her books. You can’t deny 

that her logorrhea’s a form of ecocide, that her imagination is killing the planet, depriving 

us of oxygen and CO2. What the hell, she’s got a tight cunt for 43 and it pays well. She’s 

got lots of experience but she’s lazy or too distracted most of the time. It always serves 

some purpose in her mind or to alleviate some urge of her body. Shit that had to be done 

to clear the airwaves for the old writing. Your dick does it for her. You should be proud. 

You dress well, you’re well-educated with rough edges. You’re a goddamned handsome 

man for 35. You could be in better shape but shit she’s 43.  

I’ll take a carton of Lumberjack non-filter. Hard pack. 

You’ll take the change and forget to think for yourself. You’ll let her think for 

you. When I was a kid it was a dollar ninety five. 

Twenty-three dollars. 



Yup, she’ll pay it. She gave you the money from her cookie jar when you left last 

night. Its 11:00. The paper’s heavy, three 500 sheet packs. She don’t care about your 

back and don’t forget the gas. The Dakota needs gas. Her nipples get hard when you 

drive her to book café. The windows are tinted so you can lick her off before she goes 

inside. It clears her head. You’ll pick her up later. You’ll drive around the city for two 

hours listening to Bob Seger smoking cigarettes trying to get that taste of her clitoris off 

your tongue, that unique flavor that’s but a memory to the tip but a long-term bath at the 

base of your mouth. Your smoking will only make it ranker, but you won’t listen. 

Sixty bucks, she’s gonna like this. You’ll have to get 10 from her. You’ll have to 

start shaking her down when you shake her awake. By the time you leave early tomorrow 

morning you’ll have to ask her one last time. She’ll give you the money, complain about 

the price of gas and return to work on her masterpiece. It’s 11:15. You can smoke a joint 

and go eat lunch. Or you could eat first and then get high. No you’ll get high, eat and get 

high again. You’ll listen to Freebird, search through the channels, grow disgusted that the 

only options are static, xylophone jazz and O’Reilly. You’ll use the automatic wash on 

the windshield like that will somehow make things clearer for you. It won’t and it will be 

noon, but it’s 11:19 right now. 

I’ll have an extra large bacon double cheeseburger combo meal. You forgot to 

hide the bowl at the window and she saw it. Go down the road to another lot and eat. 

Keep your eyes open. It’ll be past 12 by the time you light the bowl. And you’ll have to 

drive around the outskirts of town where folks ain’t likely to see you. As if they could 

behind tinted windows but you’ll be stoned stupid and paranoid. Guaranteed. You won’t 

get to her house until 1 o’clock. You won’t wake her until 1:15 an hour late and she’ll be 



pissed. Nothin worse than a pissed off old lady. They make you feel small, don’t they. 

You shrivel up inside as if her eyes carry some contagion. Finish the cheeseburger and 

get out of here. The cops are across the road. 

You drive around for two hours procrastinating the bitch-out, happy to find 

Zeppelin. Commercial breaks line up with Dylan and Lou Reed on other stations before 

you’ll resume getting your Led out and you’ll feel the universe in sync with the groove 

you feel you’re digging. It’s true. Admit it. It’s happening right now and you know it. 

Life’s too short to be a wage slave she says. Usually when she’s drunk and talking about 

the bad old days of temp jobs and no sleep and depression and pills and dope of various 

types, some legal as church that she grew in her garden. The guys she sucked off in 

parking lots for 20 bucks a pop to keep the lights on her computer going and writing. 

Only when she became more famous than her work could she afford you. A personal 

assistant is the dream of every writer and you’re it. The great one’s dream. So why aren’t 

you happy. She can do things for you. Advance your career. She said she liked the 

Daredevils of Niagara Falls, that it only needed a tweak here and there and it would be a 

very good book. She said she envisions it on coffee tables all across America then hugged 

and kissed you warmly like a big sister. It was a rare moment for you wasn’t it. Basking 

in her. That was three years ago and you’re still feeding from it. Why what’s wrong with 

you. Forget it now you’re there. 12:50. Not bad. You’ll wake her right away and say 

you’ve been trying since noon. You were ready to call the ambulance. You really were. If 

she’s asleep. You’ll see. 

I was wrong. Why can’t you wake her up. Call 911 then administer first aid as 

needed. 



911. 

You’ll need to send someone to 37 Berkshire right away. Miss Emily Stone is 

unconscious. Well done. Enough said. You’re remarkably calm. One cool cat. So why 

won’t she wake up. Look around the room. Someone kill her. No she’s breathing. No 

electrical cords or pills. That’s good. Now check her breathing. Shit. What about her 

heart. Calm down. You remember how to check a pulse. Right under the jaw there. She’s 

cold. It’s 12:55 and you were the last one to see her alive. You’ve been alone since then. 

There was the drive thru, but that was a little while ago and she saw the bowl. Are those 

sirens. Where’s her sternum. You’ve got to get busy. They’ll only be more suspicious if 

you’re just standing around like some cool bystander. You better be sweating boy. Muster 

up some tears. That’s it. One two three four and breathe. Again you son of a bitch, you 

bastard. One two three four breathe. Those are sirens. Don’t stop crying you pussy. You 

wanna get busted. Check for a pulse. Is that her manuscript on the nightstand. It looks 

like it. She said she was close to finishing. She even said she might try to finish it last 

night. She’s still not breathing and you better not be happy about it. You’ve got to get 

through this clean. Grab the manuscript. The main thing is that you’re working on her 

and seem tired when the medics burst in. It’s 12:57. Where are you going to put her 

manuscript. In the truck. Go put it in the Dakota, quick. Running will make you seem 

tired. It will work up the necessary sweat and panic. Go. The sirens are loud. They’re 

almost at the end of the driveway. Shit. You’re not going to make it. No sound is funny in 

the hills. Doppler’s all fucked up. Just keep running. Done. 12:58. 

Go to her son. Run. One two three four breathe. Now they’re here. Why the fuck 

are they ringing the door bell. In here. Come on. One two three four. The one looks 



familiar. Is that Joe. Haven’t seen you since high school. They’ll be gone in 10 minutes. 

Small world isn’t it. You’re not a relative. You’re her assistant and you’ll follow them in 

the Dakota. I told you so. You’ll be on your own with that manuscript by 4 at the latest. 

Good thing for you she was coy, keeping her work close and not talking about it, except 

with you. No agent or editor has no idea that she’s got an 800 page novel. So what if it 

sucks. You’ll be in possession of it and that’ll be worth something. I guarantee it. 1:15 

and the hospital’s in sight. Forty-five minutes ago you thought you’d be waking her up 

about now. Funny isn’t it. And you’re baked you fucker. Don’t forget to not take your 

bowl inside. Leave it in the truck. It’s time to act sad. Think about it, you’ll never fuck 

her again. Get rid of that taste in your mouth. 1:16 and it’s time to park. 

Wait a minute. How can she be waving at you. She was dead. How could they do 

that. Now you’ve done it. That’s gonna cost her a bundle. Bitch deserves it. Leave the 

Emily Stone business card under the wiper blade and be done with it. No forge her 

signature on it and say you’ve been admitted to the hospital. Shit how many times has 

Ms. Emily had you pay the bills and sign her name. She couldn’t handle those 

distractions and you just took care of them. This won’t be any different. Plus you’re upset 

and in a hurry and overjoyed that they revived her en route. Now get in there. It’s 1:18 

already. If she’s OK there’ll be no cops or press and you’ll get out quicker. You’ll go put 

the manuscript back where it was and hit the Holiday Inn for the lunch buffet. Pig out 

until happy hour, get drunk and forget about it. 

Who are you. 

Her assistant. 



She suffers from sleep apnea. Her snoring got her rhythms out of whack. If you 

had been late today she would have died. 

She was late. 

No I wasn’t. I was there at noon.  

Don’t tell her that you fucking ass.  

You were there at noon. What time did you call 911. 

No, you’re right Ms. Emily, I was late. I knew you planned to work late and 

wanted you to get some sleep. You push yourself too hard and this proves it.  

Atta boy. Now you’re talking. 

Did you finish the manuscript. 

Now you’ve done it. You’ve crossed the line now. Only she is allowed to breach 

the subject of litrachure, especially hers. It’s your job to be quiet and estranged from 

that. Hands off. 

I’m just asking because if you did I could store and secure it for you until you’re 

out of here.  

Good recovery. It’s 1:23 no 24. 

Yes dear I finished it and it’s on my nightstand. You can bind it and put it in my 

left desk drawer. You’re a sweetheart. 

If you hadn’t performed CPR she would have been a vegetable most likely. Good 

job, honey. You preserved Ms. Emily Stone for her millions of fans around the world. 

You’re a heroine. 



Bullshit. Even I don’t have to tell you to ignore an asinine doctor. You’re out of 

here. Fried chicken and mashed potatoes will wipe this taste from your mouth. Wash it 

down with long necks for three hours and the toilet will be flushed many times over. 

Burn a fatty. Trust me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chuck Richardson is a life-long resident of Western New York. His nonfiction has appeared on more than fifty 
web sites, including Dissident Voice, The Beast, Z-Net, Smirking Chimp, Uruknet, Jihad Unspun, Alternative 
Press Review, Selves & Others, Buffalo Report and Countercurrents. His essay, A Devil Who Writes to Be Lived: 
Creative Perception as Existential Endurance, has been included in Mauro Nevi's The Kafka Project 
<http://www.kafka.org/index.php?id=199,305,0,0,1,0> . Selections of his work are posted at 
www.wherestheomelet.com <http://www.wherestheomelet.com/>  
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Ashok Niyogi 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
NOW 
 
In this instant there is reckoning. 
 
Millions of suns are born and burn white hot, 
space stretches tentacles and draws juice  
from primal sound across barriers that draw apart 
with the speed of light, 
and black holes are brightly intense 
sucking in matter like puppets on a string. 
 
And yet I woke up this morning, once again, 
and found myself in alignment with yesterday’s 
ceiling, 
in the same progression between sleep and awakening, 
as time unwound once more from order to chaos, 
and exhaustion took over from the urge to get things 
done. 
 
This is how the universe expands and galactic wars are 
won. 
 
And newspaper columns get written, high energy 
breakfasts get eaten, 
and love forms puddles on an overworked music score. 
So many compromises made, so that we can jointly own 
a crooked house on a San Francisco sea shore. 
 
I walk down Manhattan and look over my shoulder  
at galaxies I am leaving behind, in this instant of 
reckoning. 
 
 



 
 
SOMEONE ELSE 
 
 
To step inside and tell myself 
that this pulsing, bloody, seething mess 
is not me, but someone else. 
 
All the scars, all the wars, 
I began but could not end, 
all the hurting white hot stars 
that life does send, 
all the leaves of fall 
golden and red, 
like death. 
 
In Tarot cards I see 
lilacs from Eliot’s spring 
merge into a summer evening, 
when corpses rot on blocks of ice 
melting into nothing. 
 
I step inside and tell myself 
that this obstinate chant and unseemly want 
is not me, but someone else. 
 



 
 
FALLEN 
 
 
In this lately found state of bliss 
words are what I most miss. 
 
As I do, the propensity 
to be indecently intense 
about the past  
and in the future tense. 
 
In the barter of chartered souls, 
there was this language of wholes, 
and fractions hid in dark alleys, 
hardly hoping to be counted as goals. 
 
And despite the gloom of mixed metaphors 
I found that in the psalms I sing, 
words are what I most miss, 
not your ring that I once did kiss. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ashok Niyogi is an Economics graduate from Presidency College, Calcutta. He made a career as an 
International Trader and has lived and worked in the Soviet Union, Europe and South East Asia in the ‘80s and 
‘90s.  At 52, he has been retired for some years and has been cashew farming, writing and traveling. He divides 
time between California, where his daughters live, Delhi and the Indian Himalayas. He is increasingly involved 
in his personal spiritual quest and has undertaken serious study of scripture. He has published a book of poems, 
TENTATIVELY, [iUniverse, Lincoln, NE – 1995] and has been extensively published in magazines in the USA, 
UK, Australia and Canada. Ashok writes about life. 
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andrew lundwall 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
THE WORLD IS A TOUCH 
 
one was acting like a clown 
sunny sunny today that perhaps 
just maybe a dime chorus 
to keep up double cheeseburgers 
that's why we went to see 
in the rain red jumpsuit 
 
the world is a touch 
way down the jazz album 
in slow motion yea 
i mean green freaky clowns 
how to draw my pillow 
when will she learn that 
 
 
 
 
A GLASS OF FREAK SHOW 
 
clown down rain a long 
very inconvenient boondox 
 
she good freaky but of 'nother school 
delirious rebirthing a little too happy 
 
she tripped out on 28 may 2007 
a crazy clown  when will he learn 
 
in pouring rain could hear download 
cinematic rain cool came out insane 
 
a glass of freak show 
a backpack a no-no 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
UR PUSSY 
 
look there's no way to really tell what stations 
actually shut down every night a guy standing 
on a human freaky grabbed hold of sexuvalleys 
 
if i were to be as purple rain 
gimme head puffy legs doing 
that almighty slicked avenue 
 
at a loss for words 
ur pussy cause you know 
that's well you are throwing 
 
 
 
 
THE ONE YOU SENT TO RAIN 
 
real name is erik but my homies 
call me the one you sent to rain 
 
i had a smile but not angie 
her videotape quite freaky 
 
domesticate me 
double cheeseburgers that's why 
 
get my goodness clown stare out 
i'm afraid pitbull reggae radio 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
andrew lundwall is a poet based in so. wisconsin. he makes 'funtime' with philly poet adam fieled here: 
http://andrewlundwall.blogspot.com 
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Tammy Ho Lai-ming 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WHY SHE LOST HER BOYFRIEND 
AT AGE TWENTY FIVE 
 
 
 
 
 
Mysteries she couldn't stand. That woman 
used to be his subordinate co-worker 
but not anymore. Why then was she still 
 
writing him bland e-mails and closing them, 
one after another, with 'Love'? And who 
was this friend of his? She toured Thai 
 
beaches every other month and came back 
with such boasting tales like ornaments 
on a tall hat. Distances she couldn't 
 
stand. The space between one phone call and 
the next must not exceed sixty minutes. Intimacy, 
if too little, she couldn't stand. 
 
She needed to feel his gently snoring throat 
or bulging chest when they slept on the same 
bed. He preferred being galaxies away. 
 



 
 
WEAK HE 
 
 
 
He wanted a pair of strong arms. 
Any time I came close to him, 
he claimed, he would hold me 
tight, but not suffocatingly so, 
and that would make him feel strong. 
 
My fragile man, my Sam. 
I let him hold my hand and bag 
instead of body. I mistook pity 
as passion. That conquering strength 
he looked for with a pair of burning 
eyes as well as arms. 
He refused to hold my bag. 
 
He said only womanisers hold 
women's bags. 
 
If he were strong, would he only 
have me in his arms, hoping that 
it's enough. When my coffee went cold 
he drank it. Creamless, sugarless, 
bitter taste left on the tip 
of his tongue but he did not complain. 
 
He would keep his weakness. Mental 
and physical. I let him live 
like a coward, as if I don't care. 
But if I don't, who does? 
 
 



 
 
ONE IN A DECADE 
 
 
 
Let me write a poem, line on line! 
Calligraphy along your spine.... 
Future is uncertain, present is fun; 
Compose a poem for my lovely one. 
 
My pen is a wet tongue on the page, 
A passionate actor on a stage; 
Words on paper mark my muse, 
Flow in metre, light my fuse. 
 
Pen's gunpowder, you're the spark. 
Words exploding from the dark-- 
A poem that rhymes, mimes our love 
Fourteen lines is quite enough-- 
 
This is the poem, never fail or fade. 
This is the poem, one in a decade! 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tammy Ho Lai-ming is the editor of HKU WRITING: AN ANTHOLOGY (March, 2006). My own works 
have been anthologized in Hong Kong and Britain. Other poems, book reviews, short stories, dialogues and 
images appear or are forthcoming in Hong Kong, Taiwan, the Philippines, New Zealand, Thailand, India, 
Macao, Australia, USA, and Great Britain. 
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Ray Succre 
 
 
 

 
  
  
  
Calls from the Database 
  
  
Rupture of a doll face, “Answer the phone.” 
Pop presence has the statement, the phone, 
“Hello?”   
“Hello.”   
Voice marinated in electric sucrose,  
madeira on medallion steak like 
chest-sweat on St. Christopher in the sprig hairs. 
“Hello?” 
“Hello.” 
Hang it.  Ring.  The morning is copulated. 
Fall from table. 
The moment is taped up 
then ripped again by wolf-headed ringing. 
The marketing harp seal brays into the phone, 
then guts it with numerals gay for obligation. 
  
The phone is tackled, 
eaten, and shat out, 
hanging down on its cord between the calves. 
  
It continues ringing. 
  



  
 
Where the Kids have Always Gone 
  
  
An ugly bit of nature, 
out there, Cape Arago Drive along 
sand, surf, woods, bad neighborhoods. 
  
Walking these areas finds 
the Earth’s olfactory camera, 
all the smells that direct one to hiding spots, 
the residual mixed smells of sweat and rusty car, 
of underwear and beach, 
the smell of privates and damp woods, 
of beer cans and a moist trail, 
the smell of kissing and rotted shed, 
of abandoned factory and urine, 
the scent of a wet magazine in the brush,  
of puddles and mildew near moss on a mattress. 
  
Years of them sneaking off  
to hump and lick it all, 
out there, Cape Arago Drive, 
an ugly bit of nature. 
  
 



 
  
Could They Hear Me I Would Tell Them 
  
  
Don’t bother with me;  I never thought about papers. 
Through the harbor where I thread in watery trestles, 
I have no history but monolithic silt. 
  
Have I entered your home beneath the doors  
and taken up your chairs and opened your cupboards? 
The bar wavered.  Yes, I took your floors for mud. 
I heard a low worm move deep, and so I waited out 
a certain tide, and then rose up and over, flooding,  
and now I have your house in my gut. 
  
Leave the papers;  I can do nothing with them but soak  
and eat.  Don’t bother with my appetite;  through each  
minute of the turning Earth, I’ve never thought to stay. 
  



 
  
Kale 
  
  
Kale, like my thanks roll down the rein, is a bundle where  
few hands reach.   From the worry of a bite and my vulgar  
tribulations, kale, like ever extinguished, rigid dreams,  
is a manhood so volatile it wears a globe of contagious birth  
and spat hard resufferance. 
  
I am in the kale known difficult to uproot, or stifle  
by any means of civil, weak-titted frost. 
The kale has a bloodflow that braces through life, a sod  
on which so few have bled openly. 
  
I swam down into the kale like a fall from brine-sky rungs. 
I am flourishing and stubborn, a kale mind and kale fingers 
shot atop where tomorrow’s horny grass can only drift and eat. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ray Succre currently lives on the southern Oregon coast with his wife and baby son.  He has been published in 
Raunchland, Laika, and ART:MAG, as well as in numerous others across as many countries.  He tries hard. 
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Jonathan Snider 
 
 
 
 
The repetitive stop-start traffic at the intersection below does nothing to lighten the load that 

bears down on my eyelids.  There's something to be heard right now, something I should 

write down, something transcendental, something irrelevant, something written by a 

constipated compulsive in the eighteenth century.  But the fuzzy analog tape loop of my 

thoughts is droning me to sleep and my eyes are locked in a meandering stare, hypnotized by 

the cancerous mechanical cells pumping through atrophied asphalt 

streets…pumping…pumping… 
I let my eyes shut and can feel gravity's seductive drag on my head. Tires on wet pavement 

begin to sound like the ocean, or at least the ocean on one of those subliminal relaxation 

tapes.  

  

I remember.  Eight years old, listening to waves breaking on sand, seagulls, and the calls of 

whales, straining to discern messages buried by far away studio psychologists who 

inexplicably think highly of me.  I tried to sound excited, not repulsed by the idea, "So, 
there's somebody talking to me, I just can't hear them, and what they say will make me 

happy?" 

"Yes," she said with a warm, sad smile as if she knew better but refused to admit it to either 

of us, "think of it as encouragement."  Her eyes were large, brown, glossy, fixed in eternal 

welling, just short of spilling over.  She was beautiful. 

"And I listen to it when I'm asleep?" 

"Right." 
"Do you like it?" 

"It's very relaxing," having a go at sounding hopeful now. 

She was still young, but her hair was thinning and streaked with gray, her scalp visible when 

she ran her fingers through it.  She had lines at the corner of her eyes and her fingernails had 

all been bitten off.  "So whaddayu think? Wanna give it a try?" 

I'd watched her move her children 800 miles across country, watched her leave for work at 

5:30 and come home dead at 7:00 for a few weeks now, watched her decide between 
telephone bill and electric bill, watched her apply for Food Stamps and Medicaid.  I think I 

understood intuitively the strain on her.  I wanted her to be right about the tape and I 



wanted her to listen to it every night. 

"Yeah, it sounds good," doing what I could to ease her mind. 

"Well, I've got to get up early." 

"Are you going to listen to one too?" 
"Yeah. Goodnight, and don't forget to say your prayers." 

But I didn't say a word.  Even at eight years old I was a skeptic. 

  

Skeptic. Skepticism.  The Refutation of Idealism.  Notes I think I'm taking, but I can't be 

sure.  I should open my eyes.  Lids part deliberately.  My hand moves of its own volition, 

regurgitating dedication to Newtonian mechanics, Euclidean geometry, mind dependent 

universe, grammatical structure of thought.  Things are still wet and gray out the window.  I 
can feel all endurance leaving me; everything goes hazy as I let the whales sing me to sleep. 

             

Once I'm shaken successfully out of the trance I'm headed down Park Avenue; the wind 

dashing droplets of water, so small they seem to penetrate pores, against my unprotected 

skin.  Sparse, mud-suffocated grass is stretched thinly across the ground. The concrete is 

stained with the shapes of long decomposed leaves. A man with broken glasses asks for 

change.  A drunk vomits heavily.  Whales and waves still sing over encoded words and the 
exhaust left by the music makers leaves a sick taste on my tongue. 

The tape loops. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jonathan Snider stays in Portland, Oregon, USA. He studies creative writing at Portland State University, 
awaiting the return of his prodigal circadian rhythm. 
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Jeffrey Gunderson 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Supplanted by coarse ministries, 
a land of cumber and predicate. 

Coronas of big game pare a swept vision. 
Injured and larch tree moves scudded sound 
In drifted hair a cockle of red and barberry 

effuse with dye. 
Aswift another in slow dawn  

errored and cowered the lighting of color  
and singing and shifting moment.  

Denuded in the term of lawns and the mesh of nets on water  
the working of fabric closer and weaved  

in together.  
Rapt drones brigade sifted days. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
With a crest of rising drugs. 

The cormorant spire. 
A simple, bereft and wrested 

from the hair of a horse, 
splayed upon voices all lifted and craft. 

A partition external, 
a half shiver meted to hear. 

Listed curls of smoke in hours well up, 
idiom sags ovate and vice-warded.  

and expressions 
and quixotic sisters in pink bedrooms. 

A created frieze of decorative strength against the headlights.   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The small plastic shell held doings. 
Empty herd 
called streets 

dressed you in flawless vines, 
while over the vague swell of formed birds 

the stupid dawn came. 
Looked vistas, 

read your books 
and made remarks like the cusp of brome. 

In the road, 
in the mind of roads 

you create drinking in the warm night. 
I saw TVs, 

they were all on, 
they were filled with rarified abuse, 

filled like they knew god. 
And dire were the couches and the furniture. 

Terse and equivalent. 
Socially responsible, 

hiding hatred and carving the wide ground. 
I talked to the fog and spoke a lot about myself. 

I wanted to be interesting, 
to sculpt my life precisely and spherish. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
The personation of trees are a new tone for you. 

On the broad day the leaves are numerous 
and maybe are thousands. 

The fenceline holds grass in a granite crease there on the couteau face. 
The specter is night flown and trash has been its hair. 

A faunal glimpse of vivid air 
and the taste of color and metal. 

The caryopsis. 
The brunt of rain on the skins of weathered soil. 

Structures that of hands growing, 
long fingers casting wicker tides. 

Halos and brevity are the fever you got. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
Time is lent to garnished fools  

with cacophony and a pleasant ruse.  
A small cat of brain is us  

in favor of gin, 
 graphing various friendly verbs.  

Remittance closet, the vibes cloistered there with strategy.  
Qualifying structures  

like the inside of a flowering plant  
giving all of those wonderful cells  

assembled in the capacity for exchange.  
Bring missiles and plug them with missiles.  

Disease maybe and slats.  
Slats are for building the grief you’ve given to roses.  

Use pressure and apply it usefully with salves.  
And grasses thick with rain.  

False Shepard’s purse you deceive the lord. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

There were so many types of plastic, 
I was in awe. 

Oblong and whisper and gown were there 
and I saw no end to them. 

Only speaking could set the sun, 
and it did 

with a wreath to fall on the door scathing breath and hands. 
Swarming pedants with logic relivened 

the wind as full of a rash. 
It was gross and we couldn’t go outside 

but they sang to us in tongue. 
Several tongues at once 

and it was frigid babble. 
What was until a crop.  

Drought scored. 
Tasks made irreverent and best  
viewed as catalysis were foggy, 

ceasing when slept along. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
The people have swam in like subtle hosts of a small warmth. 

Skilled but useless. 
America, your trucks disown you, 

swallowing an expansive sward of cowardice. 
And killing is emergence; 

the gathered animal crawls deeply in tense of quotidian men. 
And we hate our friends and those alone despise. 

Comfort is the shuttered room, 
with the sedentary rift of sky fighting 

and the edges of thrones in the middle of the country 
a broad sketch, 

a prosaic steel hawk. 
Art redundant and explained by our teachers  

in clean places with scant remorse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
The austere sleep spread many an utter of words. 

Spoke with sticks in the mouth 
and fissured lips. 

Grew from the husk of a slim seed. 
Papery and thin, 

stored with various repose and letters. 
A whole alphabet foreign to man was hidden, 

an interesting composition of helices and basics. 
The wide spell of the opening eye 

at the foot of a scrub oak. 
Jagged skins of aspen edge crowding 

the places between here and the orchard, 
a trend 

greeting perpetual lawns in reading light, 
flocked with remnants of wasped life 

in scarred and bothered fields. 
Leading forces into the ground 

and glazed 
with causes and jobs. 

A trauma-claw to generate pressed on grief like stickers 
through music of leaves. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
That one day buildings were going up and swelling like the side of god. 

they were a burst of nails 
and forced the world out there out of themselves. 

Measured cast and teething of textiles and fabrics like a prayer flag, 
a disguise of shape 

illusion of an ellipse. 
Something that holds small reniform leaves and cares a lot, 

but doesn’t breathe like a scam. 
you delineate the smoke and spend money. 

I miss your references and wish you’d leave for Nebraska again. 
The prairie will be folded up and put away. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
The way to give things to movement is a hint. 

The dormant angle guides wind of face 
a frayed limit, 

and we claim the spoke of being.  
It’s so nice and now thoroughly travelled. 

Limn arteries, discontempt 
 when you drove over I didn’t do anything 

except enunciate. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
Over the weaving waves like Jesus, 
a scout for torture was the horse. 

That is not in that bible but it may be true, 
or it may be a new color. 

A color so gilded with light, 
so fragrant it’s hopeless and sad. 

So stricken with perfection and gauzy parades that it stays inside all day. 
But you would see it and sew it up into something smart, 

and bold, 
and even more becoming. 

Something everyone enjoys when they come home from work. 
Something they can drink, eat, fuck or breathe, 

then pick up a good book. 
This is all on the street in front of me. 

At 8 pm in the city in the spidery summer. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
Varied hues crowded heir 

and drew pellucid hands about like scaly gourds. 
Corona volition to pores of the earth  

a lapidary missive to exgenerate skill sets.  
The slow years generating faxes, 
and a vacation out of the carpet. 

A vacation that spelled poorly and mangled 
the myriad of words as fleeting as tremors. 

The leaching of vision lay its hands soporifically, 
the hues were small and lofty now- 

gray and unfun. 
A cave grew from surfacers and poked the world. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

The you was intelligible, 
infrared swords and swarm. 

A Caspian sea was alone in the basement 
and you made it. 

Flashes was heard, 
a manifestation cowed by myth and shade. 

Like a forest with the beak of weather 
and a damp and thorough quiet. 

Conjure life and rapture all in the waiting. 
While we sit at the table and discuss formless us. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Patterns of clotted limbs are making foolish history. 
a parka, 

“oh, you are?” 
“Oh I am. I will tomorrow.” 

And thrown away. 
Wrists are in the kitchen with the animal brain 

while a broad snow is poised and lurching, 
once old once wealthy with lovely carpets. 

The hairs of seeing extremely grounded in traditional forms, 
the crux of shade you briefly see above  

circumambient. 
The shore drew a finger along 

and a grid of sea birds rose above, 
hidden at corners and spaces. 

A trend of various reeds. 
A trajectory separate from learning. 
It weaves things closely and tightly, 

our performances made and made with celerity. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jeffrey Gunderson grew to a rather conspicuous height in the corn fields surrounding Minneapolis, MN. He has 
become friendly with various locales, including Colorado and Saskatchewan, where he did his graduate work in 
plant-mycorrhiza symbioses in stressed environments. He temporarily resides in North Dakota, where his work is 
basically concerned with attempting to convince people to tread lightly on the land. Jeff has self-published two 
chapbooks of his poetry and his poems have appeared in the ezine Unlikely Stories. 
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Burt Kimmelman 
 
 
 
Check-Up 
  
  
The band of cloth across 
my arm cinched tightly with 
velcro, thermometer 
in my closed mouth beeping 
normalcy, electrodes 
  
pasted to my legs and 
chest, the machine’s cursor 
scratching the on and off  
switches of my pulsing 
heart — then the stethoscope, 
  
I breathe in and out. A  
needle is inserted 
into a vein, and the 
red blood surges into 
a glass tube with a white 
  
label, then a second.  
Finally, standing by 
myself, leaning over 
the toilet, I hold my 
limp penis into a 
  
plastic cup and piss — that  
most natural of acts —  
yellow liquid rising  
to the brim. And I am 
grateful for this soft touch. 
  
  



 
  
Tuft of Lavender 
                                    Leeds, England 11.7.06 
 
 
  
The tuft of Lavender 
and little bees in the 
sun, as if they were all — 
  
how odd that somewhere there 
might be another one, 
the flowering of the 
  
day, this sun, some other 
place where we might sit for 
awhile, or never move. 
 
  
  



 
  
 Summer’s End 
  
  
A squawk in the  
bushes then a 
red flitting from  
  
branch to branch, the 
cardinal in 
the cool sun, days 
  
ago the light 
bright and hot, now 
no doubt what will 
  
come — a squirrel 
skitters along 
the fence and leaps  
  
into a tree. 
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
  
  
  

 
Burt Kimmelman has published five collections of poetry -- Musaics (1992), First Life (2000), The Pond at 
Cape May Point (2002), a collaboration with the painter Fred Caruso, Somehow (2005), and There Are 
Words (2007). For over a decade, he was Senior Editor of Poetry New York: A Journal of Poetry and 
Translation. He is a professor of English at New Jersey Institute of Technology and the author of two book-length 
literary studies: The "Winter Mind": William Bronk and American Letters (1998); and, The Poetics of 
Authorship in the Later Middle Ages: The Emergence of the Modern Literary Persona (1996, paperback 
1999). He also edited The Facts on File Companion to 20th-Century American Poetry (2005). 
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James Davies 
 
 
 
 
The Eiffel Tower 
 
 
It fell to the floor stubbing Iris’ toe 



The Eiffel Tower1 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                
1 night day 
 sun wind rain snow 
 summer winter autumn spring 
 with not with 
 wearing and not wearing 
 why why not  
 posycard posycase posyweight 



 
                              The Eiffel Tower 

 
 
Two fat boys  



The Eiffel Tower 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

YOU FILL IN THIS BIT 



 
Similes and Metaphors 
 
 
 
Anna Christina is Q Hunt 
 
Sound compared to sound 
 
Keats has written is like 
 
Language is very childish 
 
RPM = Marco 
 
Cuckoos are like RPM 
 
Therefore Marco is cuckoo 
 
The word is like a bell 
 
Ruth Pitman is wrong 
 
Table is Green D.P. 
 
Wooden c. as heavy as h. 
 
Leaves like wo. r. 
 
Wittenstein is basically Wittgenstein 
 
Cake could be harsh or crass 
 
Now she done for 
 
System as true as false 
 
Keats was a child 
 
Quiet/Mouse 
 
B.S.C. Garner is like B.S.P. Garner only male 
 
B.S.P. Garner is like Fred Smith only from a different family in all 
likelihood 
 
 



 
 
Est is a non-conforming rebel 
 
Est is er…? 
 
Goat’s milk almost like beauty 
 
Whitebells: like the thought 
 
Religion’s in a bosom 
 
Religion’s in a kiss 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
James Davies’ latest recent poems online are at Greatworks http://www.greatworks.org.uk/poems/jd1.html>  
and Openned <http://www.openned.com/issue/> . He is editor of Matchbox <http://www.matchbox.org.uk/> . 
M(M(mx)) will start publishing books in Spring/Summer 2008 with the first full book publication by Tom 
Jenks. Alongside this will be if p then q; a print journal of poetry. Both don’t have websites yet but will do. Look out. 
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Kristen Howe 
 
 

Fennel 
 
 

Thin threadlike hairs tickle with leaflets on stem, 
 From a hand, a touch of a feathery texture by the leaves, 
Large flat influorescence of many greenish-yellow petals, 
Wrapped around the stem at the center in light green. 
 
Resembling dill, stems are solid, 
This tall plant flowers all summer long, 
It can also be in bronze, and eaten as food, 
Garnish your foods or displayed in a vase. 
 
Strength is shown when you think of relationships, 
A praise of worthiness to share with nature lovers, 
The yellow flowers combines well with its green foilage, 
Its appeal and contrast is something remarkable by the look. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Kristen Howe’s poetry has appeared in journals in the U.S. and U.K. for 2005-present: Fullosia Press, The Funny 
Paper, Pink Chameleon Online, Poetic Hours, Languageandculture.net, Illogical Muse, The Shepherd, 
Westward Quarterly, Purple Dream, Sage of Consciousness,  Down in the Dirt, Love's Chance, Associated 
Content,  Silver Wings, Wanderings, Ribbons, Long Story Short, Mid-America Poetry Review, Women of the 
Cross,  Redbridge Review, Victory News, Stellar Showcase Journal (twice), Ceremony,  Soul Fountain, Poet's 
Pen, Remark, The Oak. 
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Michael Sikkema 
 
 
 
 
Momentum Remedy 
 
 

Queen Anne’s Lace, goldenrod,  

 

  no forest, a tampon ad 

 

 

  The gas station squints–––angry teeth 

 

 

 Mind the tanks buried in the flower garden 

 

 

Floating torsos wheel on stage 

 

 

No machine more simple, humans are the smallest insects 

 

 

Spray painted on the floorboards: 

 



  

   a country song: “Brandy Has a Meth Lab” 

 

 

The people in my family portrait replaced 

 

 

    By Hitler, Disney, and Ford 

 

 

People are going into that building to view landscapes 

 

 

The sky is no color July 4th 

 

 

   Drunk men take off their shirts 

 

 

    to make things explode 

 

 

The bleachers fill with laser pointers  

 

 

   Bent wire in high fashion 

 

 

Headline: the first composition has been restored,  

 

 



 boxed, and is about to be wheeled on stage 

 

 

   The lights go up and the gears  

 

 

for the doll factory work  

 

  

  well in the planetarium 

 

 

In the back of the atrium,  

 

 

    a false door named Poisoned-By-Music,  

 

 

but she’s alive enough until the code alters until 

 

 

    O digital sky backlit in surveillance photographs  

 

 

Time leans into attack and elegy 

 

 

  Your window doesn’t empty light 

 

 

So happily choked  



 

 

 with victories  

 

 

on the capsule ride 

 

 

     The children string plastic beads 

   The window man pisses  

 

 

    through his nylons 

 

 

  As the whole note swells  

 

  

    to faces she fists through 

 

 

Chests loosen around staccato brake lights 

 

 

In the audience cattle  

 

 

   prods and cat calls  

 

 

   Wind wants no outside 



 

 

At least no one sees 

 

 

    At least a species limps free of itself 

 

 

A major chord shifts a mouth over a leg 

 

 

   or a back and ceiling 

 

 

 The map warns of map danger 

 

 

   The audience throbs heart-shaped in red and blue 

 

 

A tall flat man smiling above the word VIAGRA 

 

 

One bullet spatters the battery acid 

 

 

 “Well, I’m not my favorite form of cattle” 

 

 

Glazed meat rotates like polls shape the fire 

 



 

  Flagpole syllables unravel dawn 

 

 

Motion is one map navigating another  

 

 

    three or four swallows’ acrobatic  

 

 hunger in bug-shaped light 

 

 

    Buildings approach all angles to spin 

 

 

His headset pinches into antennae––––motherboard 

 

 

  The night guards lube up the horses while the sergeant 

 

 

counts nipple clamps, starlings big as rats 

 

 

    big as people 

 

 

Pain and so and pain, the lights go up 

 

 

 At least in a cartoon hat a legless man 



 

 

stretches smiling in the grass 

 

 

 The boy walks between bicycle-powered saw blades 

 

 

   One answer to the garden is floating torsos  

 

 

  and a pig forest 

 

 

 Men harness cattle to the Trans Am 

 

 

   On each door, nailed meat, steel wool 

 

 

The conjugal trees blossom in the doll factory 

 

 

   in the bottle gentians in heart-shaped pills 

 

 

 

    Half-number, half-ant-static, he never gets 

 

 

the letter that says “Look” or 



 

 

 the first simple flower hardwired to eat 

 

 

insects and songbirds 

 

 

Hands stream to play a six-sided joy, too bright 

 

 

  too large to carry 

 

 

String light on police state 

 

 

String light on barbeque 

 

 

   Girl property muddied hems 

 

 

  String light grafted to the mouse’s back 

 

 

   Your feet move in a little circle 

 

 

In the season of eating from our sores 

 



 
Michael Sikkema was born in rural Northern Michigan and lives in Buffalo, NY.  His work has appeared or is 
forthcoming in New American Writing, Bombay Gin, Fourteen Hills, Xantippe, Mirage #4 Period(ical), 
Parthenon West Review, Word For Word, BlazeVOX, Zafusy, Cannibal, Seconds, Horse Less Review, The 
Tiny, and Shampoo.  His chapbook Code Over Code came out from Lame House Press not so long ago. 
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Megan A. Volpert 
 
 

 
 
 
an accidental conspiracy 
 
 
in the spring of a suspicion that there was discontent among the rebels 
new york came out of the closet as london 
and london was a bloodbath 
 
cucumbers were rapidly beginning to resemble piano wire 
even at room temperature 
 
one headlining dry martini recorded her conversation with a cockroach 
until it was rumored at the height of this hullabaloo 
there was a safe deposit box 
 
a magnetic ribbon on several minivans assured that eyes had been poked out 
we tried so hard to remain we 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
ape shit 
 
we are all in the same swift boat 
everybody wants onto somebody else's list 
everybody gets knocked up the list 
 
there's a certain expectation in there 
we say white 
you fill it in 
you fill it in with house 
white house 
or white picket fence 
white privilege 
or even white elephant 
 
we say white mongoose 
you like the sound of mongoose 
you think of albino mongoose 
you realize that you don't really know 
what a mongoose looks like 
disappointment 
frustration 
anger and if you are lucky 
some small lashing out 
inner fascist happy dance 
 
narrator and inner fascist 
playing the same instrument 
cranial harp 
this is why we heart the narrator 
why we always agree 
with simon cowell 
 
fascist loves his closet 
it is good for business 
we prefer not to divulge his opinion 
not even to acknowledge his location 
all his dates are blind 
 
the painstaking dream of otherness 
never sending a postcard 
never leaving a forwarding address 
 
 



 
the classic libidinal object fake out 
pertaining to the positions  
of the alveolar fricative 
and the labiodental fricative 
hereafter referred to as s and f 
s and f swap and flip 
fwap and slip and rhyme 
 
the universal signified 
in a reversal rather dignified 
said to the nearest signifier 
dearest you’re a liar 
 
they slept together anyway 
everybody was talking about it 
nonsense tearing down fences 
defense tearing down senses 
in the post hullabaloo pile of scat 
the inner fascist jumping up and down 
life depending on expectations met 
life of the mind happy dance 
the bone of contention 
the but then 
the white mongoose 
derrida versus zizek 
celebrity grudge match 
 
same seat again and scene the same 
we’ve seen this scene 
we’ve seen this scene before 
but now plus surplus 
the avant garde gives birth 
to the dreadmachine 
an equal opposite 
white baggage 
mongoose disaster surrealissimo 
happy bone of contention dance 
closet sweet closet 
six thick walls and a fire going 
 
but then bring us our egg tooth 
we've seen your scene before 
 
 
 



 
 
a student of bourdieu's cultural competency 
 
 
obvious was born a captain and died a captain 
between bouts of careerism that led nowhere 
and schizophrenic episodes full of adventure 
he managed to discern exactly a dozen things 
which became principles he ruthlessly applied 
 
chief among these epistemological gemstones 
was a conviction about leave taking gestures 
that we cannot help but make them all poorly 
in spite of whatever intention lies in our heart 
so obvious then never did goodbye to anything 
 
also among his major intellectual influences 
were three ideas about the import of bananas 
one that the peels were not in fact at all slippery 
two fruit is always to be found when it's needed 
three the sex pistols were a great idea at the time 
 
he also had something to say about faces of pigs 
that the best swine had paint where dirt should be 
and never tell a lie in a coffee house before dark 
unless it's a matter of saving someone else's ass 
but even then the ass will most likely grow back 
 
of the twelve commandments captain lived by 
these are the only six he would divulge for us 
and even these were got by too little tonic water 
so there is simply no denying about dear obvious 
he gave his inner fascist full support to the end 
 
perhaps this was the thing about captain obvious 
which he wanted most to impress upon our kind 
the importance of knowing a sought after secret 
and the sort of character it takes not to reveal it 
leaving it up to us a ghost the narrator to define 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
love sick 
 
holy grail orange julius 
bat flavor in swedish 
red-eye faux-hawk blister 
 
multiplied by itself to the smurf power 
the tentacles beep beeping 
a way of being 
 
hysterical 
provoked by paranoia schizophrenia et cetera 
also 
given to violent expensive ironics or literalism 
previously 
having a dysfunctional uterus 
and a project for another day 
 
your obvious and your fascist heart this 
recognition this in a crowded cafeteria 
hysterical is the straight shooter 
in a room full of bubble blowers 
waltz in the age of disco 
remember dismembering 
 
you treat words instead of letters don't you 
let's get miniscule 
denial is hysterical 
admission is hysterical 
if these are your options you think you are 
you are citing a perceived major difference 
between the aurality of kabuki and bukkake 
something about homonyms or heterophones 
well take two and don't call us 
we don't have any defense 
a letter from richard foreman 
 



 
 
on the origin of species by means of natural selection 
 
 
rugby then christ church at oxford lewis carroll eventually turns sixty 
this is twenty seven years after alice and through the looking glass is twenty one 
yeats would be thirty three just then 
the age at which jesus was convicted 
the age at which lewis finished alice 
this is more than thirty years before the second coming and sailing to byzantium 
so eight years before the twentieth century the morbid tea party commences 
 
y a pleasure to meet you sir 
c sit down sit down likewise and all that such formalities at this age with your sir 
 
the third person is a disembodied voice you recognize 

sweater on backwards and inside out 
you think to yourself how appropriate 

 
c read your letter what do you want 
y the jabberwocky strange dreams of it 
c not the first not the last not the best not in the habit of inviting them all over 
 
you laugh at the voice from nowhere 

don't want to dissect everything today 
don't mean to pick you apart 
you see but can't help it 

 
y dream caught in the gyre of slithy toves history is one long procession of toves 
the jabberwock beheaded bird and bandersnatch remain an antichrist at every turn 
c the most well reasoned terror to date you read too many books too deeply 
the line by line letter by letter is for children 
y are we not as terrified as children 
 
you begin to see the purpose of the voice 

all we really want is some patience 
a way to calm the angry voice 
all we really want is deliverance 

 
c only the aged are terrified children are too new to fear 
y are we ancient then 
c modernist so busy fleeing terror behind can't see the one right in front 
y can't understand 
 
you begin to resent the location of the voice 



do we wear you out 
we are relentless and all strung out 
consumed by the chill of solitary 

 
c running with the head turned backward is never a good idea 
better to write stories for children 
y shouldn't art console 
deflect the disorder of human events a structure answer poems of youth 
 
the voice begins to resent you right back 

frustrated by your apathy 
frightened by the corrupted ways of this land 

 
c poems with answers for fools some children are fools 
but fools are never children 
y beg your pardon 
c of course you do 
look here the life of the child unexpected excitement unanswered 
only old fools are afraid of the happy mess and such a man is a paltry thing indeed 
y are we not symbol making animals are answers not what we do 
 
you wish the voice would intervene and explain 

let's talk about you for a minute 
enough about you let's talk about life for awhile 
the conflicts the craziness 
the sound of pretenses falling all around 

 
c we concoct questions and the jabberwocky has no answers 
this obsession is not good news and art can't reason us out of the unreasonable 
y this is impossible the creative never dies immortal art escapes unreasoning reality 
c the most irrational of all constructs art as permanent orderly rational congratulations 
y somewhere is a country where art never dies 
 
the voice is trying to provoke you 

why are you so petrified of silence 
here can you handle this 

 
c that is a country for old men art that never dies is only the kind that never lives 
y are the modernists afraid to realize that we are not forever young and poems die 
 
the voice is hoping for a dialogue now 

all we need now is intellectual intercourse 
a soul to dig the hole much deeper 

 
c chaos our world is filled with rough beasts but the jabberwock does not simply slouch 
y it's all just a big adventure to you 



 
the voice is praying you are onboard now 

we have no concept of time other than it is flying 
if only we could kill the killer 

 
y do you miss the forest for the trees 
c how you miss the trees for the forest 
 
the voice has sort of given up but not on you 

all we really want is some peace man 
a place to find a common ground 

but then who is narrating the thoughts of the voice 
 
c the mome raths outgrabe you know 
y you said that was all nonsense 
c nonsense is good advice for a fool 
 
the irishman and the englishman never walk into the same bar 
carroll lives to be sixty six yeats lives to be seventy four 
seventy six years after carroll thirty five years after yeats 
alanis morissette is born 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Megan A. Volpert is a performance poet from Chicago who has settled in Atlanta.  She holds an MFA in 
Creative Writing from Louisiana State University, and currently teaches High School English.  From 2002-
2006, she performed largely under the pseudonym dr. madelyn hatter, and featured at over fifty venues in more 
than a dozen states promoting her spoken word CD, no morning after.  This self-proclaimed love child of Joan 
Jett and Tina Fey has shared her witty left-wing banter and moderately obnoxious shenanigans on stage with a 
wide range of poets: from Bitch, Buddy Wakefield and Collin Kelley, to Laura Mullen, Christian Bök and Andrei 
Codrescu.  Volpert has been in competition at the National Poetry Slam, and is a board member of Poetry 
Atlanta.  She published two collections in 2007: face blindness with BlazeVOX Books and a chapbook, domestic 
transmission, with MetroMania Press.  Her other publications credits include columbia poetry review, coconut 
and MiPOesias Magazine.  Rooted in confessionalism and surrealism, her work has a strong interest in the 
performative and is also influenced by second-generation New York School poetry. 
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The goal of this section is to bring a feel for the many poetic voices that occur in and around 
Buffalo, New York. It is also a wonderful way for me present the work of dear friends.  I have 
met with Christina over poetry for years now. She entrusted me with her poems in my first 
publishing venture at Daemen College. I have learned a great many things from her, especially 
the many ways in which one can approach an idea in poetry. 
 
Combining narratives, images, movement, and sounds is both impacting and captivating in 
an unusual reconstructed tale of family relationships, culture, memory and history in her long 
poem inspired by the teller of the Arabian Nights.   
 

Come!  Dance with me forever  
in dreams of each other 

 
 
It is my honor to present the work of Buffalo poet, Christina Woś Donnelly.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 

Christina  Woś  Donnelly 

Buffalo//FOCUS      
   

 



 
 
 
 

Poems:  
 
 
The Largely Unexpurgated History of Scheherazade 
 
Draft: haiku with thesaurus 
 
Why I Stayed With Adam/Eve 
 
Hotmail®: You Have 69 New Messages in Your Inbox 
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The Largely Unexpurgated History of Scheherazade 
 
 
 
 
In a long-ago time, 
in a faraway land, 
there lived a rich and powerful king, 
a magnificent king, 
who discovered  
in the twentieth year of his peaceable reign,  
his favorite wife  
in the act of adultery.   
This he witnessed with his own eyes, saw her  
give herself most lewdly 
to a monstrous slave,  
and, likewise, ten of his concubines 
betraying him with their mamelukes,  
And his brother, too,  
the Shah Zaman, 
king of barbarous Samarcan, 
found his own wife asleep  
in the greasy arms of his fat cook. 
So, in rage and disgust,  
he cleaved the two into four  
with one blow of his scimitar.   
 
Now King Sharyar 
was sovereign of all the kings  
of the Banu Sasan,  
and he and his brother, the Shah,  
had both reigned  
with such justice and such equity  
that all of their subjects  
were devoted and happy.   
Even their own women 
they treated with liberality, 
thus it was with shock and dismay 
they learned of their wives’ perfidy 
and their own cuckoldry.   
And so, dishonored and downcast,  
the two disguised themselves  
and set out to search the world  
for another such unfortunate  
as themselves. 
 
One day on their travels,  
the two brothers happened upon  
a jinee, a huge, barrel-chested brute 
sleeping soundly ‘neath a tree 
with his head in the lap 
of a lovely woman.  This fine-boned, 
well-born lady, they learned,  
he had kidnapped on her wedding night, 
a virgin bride, and forced her to wife. 
Thereafter, he had kept her  
imprisoned in an ivory casket  



sealed with seven padlocks  
and stored in a crystal chest,   
which he carried with him  
always and everywhere.   
Now spying the two,  
this lady gently lifted  
the giant’s head from her lap  
and, approaching them, boasted 
that she avenged these wrongs  
by having carnal relations  
with every man she encountered.   
Then, to prove the truth of her assertion,  
she showed them a knotted string  
with one thousand men’s signet rings.   
So, having done with her preamble,  
the woman demanded  
both men mount her on the spot,  
saying coyly,  
“Show me how prettily 
you can ride on my saddle.”  
and threatening that,  
if they did not,  
she would wake her snoring husband  
with cries and accusations  
that they had made move 
to ravish her.  And so, the King  
and his brother the Shah,  
fearing the jinee, complied,  
and when each had left his issue 
in her womb and his token  
in her palm, the two brothers turned  
their faces homeward  
and, shaking their heads, marveled: 
“How stunning is the malice 
and cunning of women!   
This lady does not fear  
the anger of an ifrit,  
beside whose might  
our own is as nothing.  
How then can we assure  
the virtue of our own women 
and the purity of our lines?” 
And together they concluded 
that there breathed no woman 
incapable of treachery  
and that neither ought stay married  
long enough to be betrayed.   
 
“And yet,” King Sharyar 
bethought himself, “it is not mete 
that I should live as a eunuch, 
and have I not power 
over life and death  
in my own kingdom?”   
So, returning, he decreed  
that his faithless wife should be  
executed for her adultery  
in accordance with the law. 
Then, taking up a sword  



with his own hand, he flew  
to the seraglio and there slew  
all his wives  
and all his concubines,  
and all their servants  
and all their paramours,  
and then he swore a mighty oath,  
a sacred vow,  
that no woman should live 
and be his wife.   
Henceforward, 
he would take a virgin bride  
each day and break her 
maidenhead that selfsame night 
and, in the morning, he would have her 
beheaded pre-emptively.   
Only thus could he ever be 
sure of his honor and her chastity. 
And so it was.   
For three years, the Grand Vizier  
procured daily for his lord  
a fresh, new bride  
beginning with the most beautiful girls 
from the most prominent families, 
and, in the morning,  
dragged each one from her bridal couch  
to the executioner’s block. 
And thus were the King’s honor 
and his lust both satisfied. 
 
But, alas, his people were not.   
They decried this wanton slaughter.   
Maidens trembled  
against the honor of their king’s favor. 
Parents cringed and dissembled, 
spirited away daughters at peril  
of their own lives.  And in time, 
the King’s capitol emptied 
and not a single virgin  
could ‘ere be found. 
On that day, the Vizier turned sadly  
home from his fruitless search  
knowing that, by his failure,  
his own life was forfeit.   
Now this minister was  
a kind and goodly man at heart,  
a devoted father, 
who had raised tenderly 
two daughters, by name  
Scheherazade and Dunazade.   
These King Sharyar had exempted  
in consideration  
of his servant’s steadfast fealty.   
Now, both girls were praiseworthy, 
but Scheherazade, the elder, 
was courteous and affable,  
droll and sagacious, 
both well-read and well-bred.   
She had studied  



the arts and the sciences,   
was learned in philosophy  
and accomplished at poetry.   
She had read all the annals and legends  
of bygone kings, 
the adventures and misadventures 
of famous persons.   
Indeed, it was reputed  
she had collected a thousand books,   
all histories of ancient peoples.   
And she was a fond and dutiful daughter besides, 
most sensible this day of her parent’s distress. 
“My father,” she ventured,  
“you seem oppressed. 
What troubles you thus gravely?”   
Hearing the kind words of his beloved child,  
the man told his daughter all 
that had come to pass —  
the king’s vow, his own complicity,  
and, finally, his now impending destiny. 
On learning this for the first time  
(for, sheltered in the women’s quarters, 
the two girls had been kept  
innocent of all), she cried out,  
“By Allah!   
How much longer must this  
carnage of women abide?   
My father,  
if will you grant me leave to speak,  
I have a notion how to stop  
this senseless slaughter.   
I would have you give me  
in wedlock to the King.   
If I live, I shall be ransom  
for the blameless daughters of Islam.” 
Her father was aghast.   
He reasoned and raved,  
scolded and fumed,  
cajoled and attempted to instruct  
his obdurate daughter,  
but Scheherazade remained unmoved.   
“Have you abandoned your wits, girl,  
or think you have I   
that I would permit you  
to place yourself in such peril?”  
“But, father, come what may, I must.   
Someone need rescue them  
from his hand, and yours.   
Enough speech now!   
I am resolved.   
If you will not offer me to King Sharyar,  
I shall present myself alone to him  
and say, ‘I begged my father’s consent 
to be your wife, but he refused  
begrudging you a maiden such as I.’” 
So, vanquished and chastened,  
the Vizier heaved a weighty sigh  
and asked, “My child,  
must it truly be thus?”   



“Indeed, father.  It must. 
I see no other way.”   
“Then, as you will,” he replied. 
  
And so, flushed with anticipation 
and victory, Scheherazade  
hastened to adorn herself  
with unguents, and perfumes,  
and all manner of finery 
in preparation for her nuptial night.   
Meanwhile, her sister she drew close  
to her side and instructed the girl  
in a plan she had contrived. 
When all was in readiness,  
the bride left her father’s house 
and was presented to the King. 
Now King Sharyar was full astonished. 
“How so, my faithful servant?”  
he enquired.  “I have given my word 
that your daughters are exempt  
from this decree, but surely  
you realize if I take your girl tonight,  
there can be no clemency 
on the morrow?” 
The Vizier nodded and sadly agreed,  
“It is her own will, Majesty.”   
At which the King rejoiced 
with fullness of flattered pride  
and delight to have, for once,  
so willing a sacrifice. 
   
So, when her father had withdrawn,  
the king took Scheherazade,  
without further ceremony 
or ritual, to his bed  
and there began gently  
to speak to her,  
and caress her,  
and toy with her, but,  
just as he was about to penetrate her, 
the maiden commenced  
a soft and piteous weeping.   
Now King Sharyar was accustomed to tears  
and pleas for mercy in the mornings 
and even in the night  
when the passions were spent,  
yet never had he heard  
of a woman weeping  
while aroused.   
So, again astonished, he cried,  
“Why whatever  
is the matter with you, girl?   
Have I abused you? 
Is anyone hurting you yet?   
“No, sire, oh no!’  
she hastened to reply.  
“You are all kindness  
to this unworthy slave.   
It is only that I have a younger sister  



whom I love as I love the light.   
This night of joy, my only night,  
is marred with pining thoughts  
that never shall I look again upon her face,  
Sire, I beg you,  
let me take my leave of her tonight.”   
Hearkening to this, the King  
sent straightaway for Dunazade 
who expeditiously arrived,  
and when she had made obeisance  
before him, was permitted to take a seat  
near the foot of their bed.   
Then finally the king arose  
and abated manfully 
his bride’s maidenhead, and,  
when it was done, all three  
slept soundlessly. 
 
At midnight, 
Scheherazade awoke and, 
by design, 
roused Dunazade, who 
as she’d been instructed, cried 
“Oh, sweet sister!   
How I shall miss you 
and all your marvelous stories. 
Won’t you recount 
for one last time 
some wondrous tale 
to amuse and delight us 
and divert our minds 
from what must too quickly come?” 
Scheherazade looked to the King, 
who had awakened at the cry, 
and nodded now his consent. 
“Aye, proceed,” he added,  
“if you wish  
for it may help me back to sleep. 
I rest but fitfully of late.” 
And so his bride began 
a convoluted yarn, a tale  
within a tale 
within a tale, 
each one filled with fierce jinn 
and innocent, unresisting victims, 
a yarn so enthralling, so Byzantine 
that the king could not relapse into sleep  
but followed each thread, 
hung on every well-selected word 
that issued from the girl’s sweet mouth 
until, at last, at dawn, she remarked, 
“Why, sire, ‘tis very nearly light! 
What a pity there won’t be time  
to finish what I’ve begun.” 
“Nay, nay.” indulgently 
the King replied. 
“Tomorrow! 
Tomorrow is time ‘enow. 
I am well-pleased with you, child, 



and, surely, one more day 
can do no lasting harm. 
You may have  
my gracious stay 
until you’ve done.” 
And, so, all three 
fell back to sleep again 
and reposed a few hours more 
quite peacefully. 
Then the King arose to his usual duties: 
judged, appointed and deposed, 
forbidding this, permitting that.  
Meanwhile Dunazade returned, 
relieved and rejoicing, 
to their father’s house. 
 
Who can say  
how Scheherazade  
passed her day, a woman alone 
in a sultan’s spacious harim? 
(On this point, the chronicle is mute.) 
One may suppose the pious girl 
devoted herself to thanks and praise  
to Allah the Compassionate, 
who bestows his mercy on us all,  
as well as to further reading and study, 
as was her daily wont. 
Nevertheless, 
at the approach of night, 
the King returned to his bridal bed 
and all went as it had  
the previous night: 
the groom’s preliminaries, 
the bride’s tears, 
the sister’s arrival, 
the man’s enjoyment of his conjugal rights 
and, when he’d had his will of her, 
Scheherazade’s resumption 
of her story, another tale 
swallowing its own tail, 
a fascination suspended 
by the coming dawn, 
and then another stay 
and a third day. 
And so each night and day thereafter, 
night following day, 
day upon night 
stay after stay, 
yarn twisted into yarn, 
until the new bride was with child 
and could not be executed, 
or even put aside, 
as proscribed  by law. 
And so accustomed had the King grown 
to drinking of this new wife’s words  
and sleeping so soundly  
in the crook of her arm each night, 
that very soon the fertile, young woman 
was again with child 



and yet again. 
 
And, so, Scheherazade contrived 
to extend her life  
for a thousand days and a thousand nights 
feeding her husband  
the milk of her abounding mind: 
suspended stories,  
fabulous tales 
of magicians and paupers,  
flying carpets and magic lamps, 
of seamonsters and sailors, 
caliphs and criminals, 
merchants and bandits, 
Christians, Copts, 
Hindus, Jews and Moors, 
as well as the most common of men: 
fisherfolk and hunchbacks,  
wicked women and wise ones, 
and simple husbands and wives: 
tales of every manner of person 
from every walk and station of life  
in the King’s vast territories.   
Among these she included  
morality tales, 
each entertaining and instructive 
of justice and mercy 
and all the virtues of manhood 
and kingship, 
each one gradually recalling  
the King to himself, 
to the man and monarch 
he’d  been before his misfortunes. 
This change was first remarked  
by the shrewd eye  
and sensitive flesh of the woman, 
then by his servants 
and soon his subjects, 
who returned, in time, 
to their homes and their former lives  
until, once again,  
the entire kingdom 
was peaceable and happy. 
 
On the thousand-and-first night,  
Scheherazade rose as usual 
from her bath,  
dressed most beguilingly 
and proceeded to the King’s bedchamber, 
where all went as it had always done, 
except this night 
she contrived to end her story 
well before daylight. 
Then, prostrating herself before her master, 
the lady made bold 
to ask the favor of a boon. 
When she had been granted  
leave to speak, Scheherazade  
called first for her children, 



and he his steward, 
then drawing her pretty babes about her,  
began thus: 
“My lord and husband, 
consider well: 
Have I not given you pleasure 
these thousand nights 
in my words 
and in your bed? 
Have I not given you children 
of the mind  
and the body? 
Have I not restored you 
to the peaceful slumber 
of one who has this day  
shed no innocent blood? 
Would you be the murderer 
of your sons’ mother 
and your own happiness?…” 
 
Before she could conclude  
her argument,  
the Sultan silenced her 
with a gesture and,  
drawing himself up  
to a most imposing height, 
answered thus: 
“Woman, you have cut me 
to the spleen, stung me 
to the point of tears! 
How could you not know 
that, long ago, 
I issued your pardon 
in my heart, 
for I found you to be 
pure and chaste, 
pious and ingenuous? 
Allah bless you 
and both your parents! 
And all their root 
and all their branch 
for, in all the world,  
there is no other marvel like you. 
Beloved above all, you are 
the vision in my reveries, my cloud 
of unknowing, a phantom 
scent like violets in winter, a reed flute  
trembling in the night.  You 
are my mirth, and all 
the silken mysteries 
unveiling, my garden 
of constant delight.   
Come!  Dance with me forever  
in dreams of each other 
and be my lawful wife.” 
 
Then taking her hands 
in both of his, the King ordered  
all that was right and proper 



for a royal wedding: 
the drawing of a marriage contract, 
the presentation of lavish gifts, 
and a splendid wedding feast 
fit to welcome and honor 
his new queen  
and his people’s savior. 
And to this feast, he commanded, 
that all his kingdom must be invited, 
the high and the low, 
the great and the small, 
as a token of reconciliation 
between himself and his subjects. 
 
Upon hearing all that he had ordered, 
Scheherazade’s heart soared 
and, giving thanks and praise  
to Allah, his prophet and her husband, 
she arose to him, and so it was 
they both survived. 
 
 
 
 
   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Grateful acknowledgements to Sir Richard F. Burton and Jack Zipes for their prose translations of the source 
material, A Thousand and One Nights 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Draft: haiku with thesaurus 
 
 
   concealed 
obscured by 
           gone in fog and mist 
        hidden 
         occult 
 
                              locate 
avian mating          place 
    (only) bird cries mark the Niagara 
 
       rest 
the trees I take on faith 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
From: Eve@paradiso_perduto.com 
Subject: Why I stayed with Adam 
 
 
Well, you see, I loved him. 
And he said he loved me 
and was so sorry  
he cried — 
cried and cried like a baby 
(although neither one of us knew 
what a baby was back then) — 
and begged me not to leave him, 
and admitted everything: 
how he put that rotten, shitbag snake  
up to it, just so he could watch. 
 
And he solemnly vowed 
never, ever to do anything 
like that ever again and 
‘fessed up to every sleazy,  
no-good, underhanded, 
son-of-a-bitch-bastard 
thing he’d ever pulled 
behind my back,  
and held me like a baby, 
while I cried and cried,  
and promised,  
as The Marriage Counselor advised,  
to “avoid even the appearance 
of untrustworthiness  
for at least the next 2 years.” 
 
And, besides, I loved him. 
 
That and 
who else was there? 
 



 
 
 
From: Adam@paradiso_perduto.com 
Subject: Why I stayed with Eve 
 
 
I couldn’t train the chimp 
not to use her teeth.  
 
 



 
Hotmail®: You Have 69 New Messages in Your Inbox 
A spam poem  
 
 
Attract the Opposite Sex! 
Find your Mate! 
True love 
Online dating service 
If you like sex — check out this site! 
Mature content — No Minors 
Very Mature — NO minors 
Order adult DVDs from home 
You’ve never been to movies like this! 
Shower Cams & Chat Rooms 
Adult live action — with choices 
Cum See These Guys Get Sex Every Way Possible 
XXX HARDCORE SMUT 
The opportunity you’ve been waiting for 
Did you see this? 
Incest porn! 
Let’s Look at This Family! 
Sisters! 
Watch My Sisters Sleep Over Live 
WATCH YOUNG TEEN DO HER SISTER 
Mothers and Sons 
FURRY NAKED BARNYARD FRIENDS!!!!!!! 
Animal Love 
FUN ON THE FARM!!!! 
My mom caught me having sex!!! 
MY DAD JUST BOUGHT ME A WEBCAM 
THE YOUNGEST TEEN SITE ALLOWED ONLINE 
I’M HOME ALONE MASTURBATING!! 
WATCH ME MASTURBATE!!! 
WATCH ME PLAY WITH MY GIRLFRIENDS LIVE!! 
MY DILDO AND MY WEB CAM LIVE!!! 
Super Sluts!   
Sexy coeds! 
Brazen Teenage Hussies 
Real teens from your hometown 
Cum See Hot teens with big Natural Boobs! 
Get’m While They’re Hot!! 
HOT, YOUNG & NASTY! 
I AM A SLUT 
TREAT ME LIKE A SLUT 
FUCK ME LIKE A SLUT 
HOW YOUNG DO YOU LIKE YOUR SLUTS? 
YOUNG SLUTS WHO SUCK COCK 
Young girls swallow 
I LOVE TO EAT CUM 
I LIKE TO EAT LOTS OF GOOEY CUM 
Get it ALL OVER her FACE! 
HE SHOT IT IN MY FACE 
Is she satisfied? 
She can’t get enough of it 
Pamela Anderson’s new video!!! 
Pam’s ORGY!!  PICS INSIDE! 
BRITNEY SPEARS HARDCORE 
Britney Spears ULTRA HARDCORE 



 
Britney Spears gang bang 
Britney Spears FUCKED HARD!! 
Viagra Online 
GET A HUGE FAT COCK 
Super Size! 
MAKE HER MOAN ALL NIGHT! 
Pill to increase your ejaculation by 581% 
The Blue Pecker 
adamsinpain@msn.com   
Psst……Hey Baby 
Online girls waiting for You 
We’ll Keep You Smilin’ :) 
I’m waiting for you 
I’m waiting 
I found your wallet 
 
 
 



 
All-American 
 
 
Give me liberty 
or give me chicken 
pot pie, apple 
a la mode  
and the boys of summer,  
big-bellied as a woman 
eight months gone, 
covering all the bases 
with their spit. 
 
Give me popcorn, 
and peanuts  
and polka dots  
pasted all over  
my Marilyn Monroe butt,  
and a flag to wave 
as I sashay  
in stiletto pumps 
down Main Street  
to visit Mom. 
 
Give me a big stick  
to beat off 
all the mashers 
(whether foreign or domestic) 
and a kittenish voice  
to place my order: Cruise 
Missile, Stealth  
Bomber, Lockheed Martin 
Joint Strike Fighter, IC- 
BM. 
 
 



 
 
Crime Drama 
 
 
…and quicker than a hooker 
drops her panties,  
the Lady Scientist snaps,  
“You’ll never work 
in this morgue again!”   
And, damn! 
you know this time  
she’s not kidding. 
 
….then He says, “Abby,  
knives aren’t for kids.” 
 
…and then The Other He  
says to a 3rd He, “Yo! 
It’s my car, dude. 
Somebody hit my ride, man!” 
 
…and Domino’s says, “Now that’s  
pizza empowerment!” 
 
…then the 2nd He is back 
and says to a 4th He, “Looks like 
you’re out-manned here, homey.   
You gonna take us all out 
with that one, little capgun?” 
 
...then The Scientist Lady comes back 
and says, “Why the hell 
didn’t you call me?” 
 

 
...and the 1st He (who is 50,  
at least) gets this standing-in-the-corner  
kind of expression and tells her,  
“You sent me home. 
I didn’t wanna get in trouble.” 
 
…then the 4th He, who is also 
the last He, says to The Scientist Lady,  
“I don’t want to be  
your rebound guy.  What is it  
you think we’re doing here?” 
 
…and The Lady Scientist, who always  
has an answer for everything 
(except a personal question) 
is mum. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
…then The English Guy makes strawberry yogurt. 
…and The Father pours out his whiskey. 
...and The Daughter agrees to go to rehab. 
…and The 2nd Bereaved Mother gives the 1st  
a single, red rose,  
and this time she doesn’t  
throw it back in her face. 
 
…and everybody touches,  
or smiles,   
or hugs. 
…and almost everybody cries. 
 
…and nobody pukes, 
although almost everybody  
threatened to 
just an hour before. 
 
The End 
[cut to commercial] 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
CA’s Lt. Governor Bustamante Weighs In Weekly on Channel 2 
 
 
aspires to be 
“half the man he was” 
 
claims  
even his head 
is shrinking 
 



 
 
Remains 
 
 
Pack the head in ice 
and the charred body  
scorched by words  
hot enough to freeze the blood.  
Compresses ineffectual here,  
no balm or ointment  
potent enough to soothe  
such blistering.  Delicate tissue 
cannot withstand  
intentional application  
of open flame. 
All warranties and promises 
hereby null and void. 
  
 
    
  



       
 
 
Black Death 
 
 

"…no bells tolled…and nobody wept no matter what his loss…And people 
said and believed, 'This is the end of the world.’ "   

– Barbara W. Tuchman, A Distant Mirror:  
    The Calamitous 14th Century 

 
 
 
The end of the world will not come 
with a whimper or a bang 
but the bitter echo of a slamming door,  
a whiff of rose attar:  
the ghost of bridal petals  
crushed underfoot.    
 
Hemorrhaging resentments blacken the blood. 
Recriminations foul the breath, 
poison the air, spread contagion. 
The plague lays waste to both their houses  
awaiting the decree, and a poet is silenced  
biting off his own tongue, not even a woman  
to hear his confession.   
 
No remission of sin is forthcoming,  
no soul left to tend the fields or gather the harvest  
once so rich with promise.   
The bell does not toll.  
Not even their children dare to weep.  
 
Ashes, ashes.   
They all fall down.   
 
 
 



 
 
Untitled 
 
 
laundering new linen 
used once, I make space 
for unsuspecting bliss, 
fold myself and wait 
for faith 
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