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 Van Gogh’s Ear Inspired by Allen Ginsberg

“The idea for starting
an international anthology of prose, poetry and art from people of
all walks of life, everywhere in the world, began with Allen
Ginsberg. He said creativity is a great way to bring people
together. We discussed giving a chance to never-before-known
talents by publishing them alongside the famous. He said everyone’s
a genius. It’s just a matter of how one’s genius is expressed.
Since Allen was the inspiration for the anthology series, it seemed
only right to read through all of the contents of Allen
Ginsberg’s Collected Poems 1947-1980 for a title. When my eyes
landed on his poem ‘Death to Van Gogh’s Ear,’ I immediately knew.
The poem begins: ‘Poet is Priest / Money has reckoned the soul of
America.’ Those first two lines pretty much sum up what the poem is
about. And it was written in Paris, December 1957. I knew then that
Van Gogh’s Ear would be the anthology’s title.”

~ Ian Ayres, creator of the
original

Van Gogh’s Ear Anthology Series

 



The Original
Van Gogh’s Ear Anthology Collection

Critically acclaimed, each volume features
prose, poetry & art from all walks of life everywhere in the
world!

In 2002, Ian Ayres founded this international
anthology series that brings together the most innovative prose,
poetry and art by major talents and discovered prodigies from
around the globe. Based in Paris, France and published in
conjunction with Allen Ginsberg’s Committee on Poetry in New York,
Van Gogh’s Ear breaks new ground by introducing a community
of poets, novelists, artists, political activists, celebrity
legends, and never-before-heard voices from all walks of life whose
work stems from the traditional to the experimental, daring,
thought-provoking, and imaginative. Distributed and sold throughout
the United States, Canada, Europe, South Africa and Australia, this
internationally acclaimed seven-volume series has become an
affluent resource for universities, teachers, students and readers
alike. Include Van Gogh’s Ear in your collection today!
Volumes 1-7 appear in print(French Connection Press), all future
volumes will be available only in ebook format.

The print series features the works of: John
Ashbery, Amiri Baraka, Margaret Atwood, John Gilmore, Sonia
Sanchez, Billy Collins, Leonard Cohen, Quentin Crisp, Marilyn
Monroe, Charles Manson, James Dean, Joyce Carol Oates, Norman
Mailer, Yoko Ono, Paul Auster, Sapphire, John Updike, Susan Howe,
Edmund White, Tony Curtis, Taslima Nasreen, Xaviera Hollander,
Serge Gainsbourg, Gary Snyder, Antler, John Wieners, Maya Angelou,
Aram Saroyan, Felice Picano, Patricia Nell Warren, Quentin Crisp,
Ted Berrigan, Alice Notley, Robert Creeley, Lawrence Ferlinghetti,
Mamie Van Doren, Allen Ginsberg, Andrew Holleran, Dennis Cooper,
Tom Raworth, Thich Nhat Hanh, William S. Burroughs, and many
more!
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 Poem for Mary Shelley

By Joel Allegretti

Victor Frankenstein assembled his creature from pieces of
corpses. This poem is made up of pieces of works written before
1818, the year Mary Shelley published Frankenstein. The
cento is meant to reflect her title character’s point of
view.

Speak, hands, for me! [William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar,
Act III, Scene 1]

The
awful shadow of some unseen Power

Floats though unseen among us. [Percy Bysshe Shelley, Hymn
to Intellectual Beauty]

I
had a dream, which was not all a dream. [George Gordon, Lord Byron,
Darkness]

Man
is all symmetry,

Full
of proportions, one limb to another, [George Herbert,
Man]

A
brain of feathers, and a heart of lead. [Alexander Pope, The Dunciad, Book II]

O
misery of hell! [John Keats, Endymion]

A
little learning is a dangerous thing. [Alexander Pope, A Little
Learning Is a Dangerous Thing]

Fire
answers fire. [William
Shakespeare, Henry V, Act IV,
Prologue]

No
man chooses evil because it is evil,

He
only mistakes it for happiness. [Mary Wollstonecraft, A Vindication of the Rights of
Men]

Science without conscience is

But
the ruin of the soul. [François
Rabelais, Gargantua and Pantagruel, translated into English 1653-1694 by Sir
Thomas]
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Joel
Allegretti is the author of four collections, most recently,
Europa/Nippon/New York: Poems/Not-Poems (Poets Wear Prada,
2012). His second book, Father Silicon (The Poet’s Press),
was selected by The Kansas City Star as one of 100 Noteworthy Books
of 2006. Allegretti’s poetry has appeared in many national
journals, including Smartish Pace, The New York Quarterly,
Fulcrum and PANK. He wrote the texts for three song
cycles by Frank Ezra Levy, whose work is released on Naxos American
Classics. Allegretti is a member of the Academy of American Poets
and ASCAP.







 Inescapeable

By Pansy Maurer-Alvarez

I
have selected this edgeland because it is lucid still, despite its
troubles, its singing down of the human heart. Antony &
Cleopatra and all that. Here a design seducer oversteps souls,
voluptuous lips, eels and irises, dismisses the overriding
assessment of light bare feet. The horizontal manners of the
ribcage are self-induced and dependent on the weight of attributes
(such as a fiery color) to cure the opposite heart-shaped lily.
Fierce hairy leaves are aimed at masculine positions of age and
dress; the whole tumbling jungle gets thrown. A damaging Spanish
gardenia materializes and, for personal reasons, a curtsey flitters
open your kiss.

The
west wind turns delicate, elsewhere emotion intervenes with its
immobile grip and we face the intrusion with confidence and feudal
abruptness.

What
rhythmic splendor we borrowed from the cramped space of the
infuriated opera, its breath a perpetual restringing of untied
phrases. We rubbed the cherished prolific with serious insight. Our
static experience, veined and polished, now comes stuttering from
hips and nerves; meanwhile Venus, pliant, clothes antiquity with
insouciance.
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Pansy Maurer-Alvarez was born in Puerto Rico, grew up in
Pennsylvania and has lived in Europe since 1973. Her poems have
appeared in several anthologies and many magazines throughout
Europe and the States, including Van Gogh’s Ear: Volume 2.
Her collections are: Dolores: The Alpine Years and When
the Body Says It’s Leaving (both from Hanging Loose Press,
Brooklyn); Lovers Eternally Nearing (from Editions Thomas
Howeg, Zurich) and Ant Small and Amorous (from Corrupt
Press, Paris).







 Prison of Flesh

By Anonymous

I
suffer from an inability to connect with others. When I have to
deal with people, I force myself and tend to drink and/or take
drugs to get through it. I don’t understand how I ended up trapped
in this dread of future corpses. When I was a child, before my
parents split up and traumas trumped traumas, I spontaneously
connected with others. I loved everyone with pure joy in my heart.
Early on, my heart and spirit were crushed. Faith seemed like
clinging to a melting block of ice. Now I go through long spells of
isolation where just sending an email is impossible unless I’m
drunk. I am sober as I write this. For some reason, Tina, you have
not turned against me as most people do. Most people think I’m
rejecting them. Or they think that I think I’m better than them, or
they see me as an “icy creep.” Truth is, I just don’t know how to
feel close to anyone. It scares me when feelings of closeness
emerge. Yet, I do love. I love you for not giving up on me. Maybe
you understand whatever it is that keeps me trapped. People can be
so cruel. People kill each other. People scare the hell out of me.
The dilemma is that I’m a people, too. Guess I still haven’t
figured out how to deal with social stuff without letting anyone
rip me to pieces. As soon as I feel a certain closeness, I offer my
heart. That freaks people out as much as my keeping closed off.
People seem so impossible. How did I end up being a people, too?
The main thing I want to make clear is that I do love lots of
people. Although most people probably think I don’t give them a
second thought. They’d be surprised how much they matter to me. You
are among the very few that I’ve felt safe enough to open up to.
Guess it is cause we’ve only met in cyberspace. Still, you’re often
in my thoughts and always in my heart. I do love you. Always
will.







 Home Sweet Home

By Antler

A mouse in its nest inside a moose skull

looks up at miniature icicles

dangling from cracks in the bone

above her head,

Silver icicles inside a moose skull

as darkness falls

and the cold wind howls

while the mouse feels

safe and warm—

home, sweet home.

But one night she froze

and come spring

there was a mouse skull

inside a moose skull

and inside the mouse skull

A spider spun a web

and lived all spring—

home, sweet home,

and when it died

A tiny mite moved in

inside where the spider’s brain was

and lived all summer—

home, sweet home,

before it died,

So there was a skull in a skull in a skull
in a skull

causing a poet’s brain in its skull to
think

isn’t the Earth in the Sun’s skull

the way his poems

are in his head?

And the Sun in the Galaxy’s skull

and the Galaxy in the Universe’s skull

and the Universe in the Big Bang’s skull

and the Big Bang in Eternity’s skull

and Eternity in Infinity’s skull and…

Home, sweet home.
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Former poet laureate of Milwaukee, Antler, is author of
Factory (City Lights), Last Words (Ballantine),
Selected Poems (Soft Skull) and Exclamation Points ad
Infinitum! (Centennial Press). His poems also appear in the
anthologies Poets Against the War, Best Gay Poetry 2008, Working
Words, In the Spirit of T’ao Ch’ien and Comeback Wolves:
Welcoming the Wolf Home. When not wildernessing or traveling to
perform his poems, he lives in Milwaukee with his longtime
camerado, poet Jeff Poniewaz. For more info, photos, poems, check
out his website: www.antlerpoet.net.







 Dress Up

By Rae Armantrout

To be “dressed”

is to emit

“virtual particles.”

The spirit of “renormalization” is that

an electron

all by itself

can have infinite

mass and charge,

but, when it’s
“dressed”…

A toddler stares at us

til we look up.

“Flirtatious,” we call it.

She waits

until we get the joke

about being here,

being there.
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(Photo by Rosanne Olson)

Rae
Armantrout’s recent books are Money Shot and Versed,
both from Wesleyan University Press. Versed won the 2010
Pulitzer Prize for Poetry. A new collection, Just Saying, is
forthcoming from Wesleyan in Feb. 2013. Armantrout teaches writing
at UC San Diego.







 In Praise of Surf

By Elizabeth Ayres

At
Point Lookout, Maryland, earth turns into a sharp needle, stitching
St. Mary’s County into the Chesapeake Bay, and all along the beach,
a snaky filament of white cotton surf tries to thread itself back
into the needle’s eye.

These waves. Wind beating ocean’s drum skin thousands of
miles away, wind switching on ocean’s lamplight, thousands of miles
away, wind gifting itself to ocean’s embrace, thousands of miles
away and precisely now, the energy that was wind, precisely and
exactly here, the energy gifts itself onto the shore as waves of
water, tumbling, surging. As waves of sound, crashing, dashing. As
waves of light, throbbing, pulsing.

These waves. Even as they leave the bay for the beach, they
depart the beach to return to the bay. The simultaneity of them.
Not this coming then that going, but both together, coming and
going, arrival and departure, the boundary between this and that,
between then and now, blurring, in the swirling surf, blurring, in
the watching woman, blurring, the waves and the woman, two tines of
a tuning fork, struck, reverberating as one pure note. Call it
eternity, or infinity, or forever. Or call it love. On the way down
to the beach, I passed a family out for a stroll. Mother, father,
child. I asked the little girl, “Are you having a nice walk?” She
replied, “I love my Daddy.” I thought, Out of the mouths of babes!
Love is the answer to every question, a perpetuity of give and
take, the child offering to me what she received from her father,
the tumbling, surging surf offering to earth what it received from
air, giving back to water what it’s taking from land. A triune
transmutation of energy, endless in its duration, constant in its
changeableness.

Yes,
call it love, the surf, and hold fast to it through your days and
nights. As you wake, with salty dream-fingers still clutching the
pristine sand of your barely conscious mind. As you plod to the
bathroom to brush your teeth, each footfall a transmutation of
energy given to the floor from your body, from yesterday’s meals,
last month’s crops and critters, last year’s sunshine, all of that
now offered back to earth precisely and exactly here, in each
shuffling footstep that echoes – doesn’t it? – the sibilant
shuffling of waves on the shore.

In
all your hours, hold fast to it. In the crashing, dashing cycles of
grievance and forgiveness. In the throbbing, pulsing revolutions of
mistake and rectification. In the comings and goings and arrivals
and departures that crest, fold in on themselves, wash up onto your
experience then wash back down into your memory, the boundary
between this and that, blurring in the swirling surf, the boundary
between then and now blurring, in the watching soul, the surf and
the soul, two tines of a tuning fork, struck, reverberating as one
pure note called eternity or infinity or forever or love, until all
that surging, snaky filament threads itself back into the needle’s
eye.

(This
poem originally appeared in Invitation to Wonder: A
Journey Through The Seasons (2010 Veriditas
Books)
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Elizabeth Ayres, author of Invitation to Wonder, Know the
Way, Writing the Wave and two Sounds True audio albums,
is the founder of the Center for Creative Writing, now celebrating
its 22nd anniversary. Her award-winning newspaper column has been
delighting Maryland readers for over four years. Elizabeth lives
with two cats, and spends long hours pacing shell-strewn Chesapeake
Bay beaches, plucking words from the soft salt breeze. Her
spiritual autobiography, Home After Exile, is forthcoming
from Veriditas Books in 2013.







 Cleopatra, I Love
You

By
Ian Ayres

(Cleopatra, by Leonardo DaVinci, circa 1534)

Even
if you don’t like it (my penetrating your very core & soul) my
love knows no “No, no, no’s” & capitulates on planting your
womb with my seed . . . Seems an ellipsis is due (forget the
period). We are wordless & worldless. There is nothing but
temporary hanging onto illusions of unwrapped present. You & I
know we die & nothing changes a thing by asking why. Question
Mark? Fuck Mark. Before Mark, others punctuated you. Yet it’s all a
momentary orgasm not worth dying for — though we die, we die — you
die & I die & we all die within the too-fast blink of an
eye. So why not get naked among the gods; our flesh pulsating claws
of exclamation! Next comes you or me awaiting the other on the
other side. For eternity, Cleopatra, be my wife. Please. For I am
on my knees before you. & then, with the dawn, I am
gone.







 Relax

By
Ellen Bass

Bad things are going to
happen.

Your tomatoes will grow a
fungus

and your cat will get run
over.

Someone will leave the bag
with the ice cream

melting in the car and
throw

your blue cashmere sweater
in the dryer.

Your husband will
sleep

with a girl your
daughter’s age, her breasts spilling

out of her blouse. Or your
wife

will remember she’s a
lesbian

and leave you for the
woman next door. The other cat–

the one you never really
liked–will contract a disease

that requires you to pry
open its feverish mouth

every four hours. Your
parents will die.

No matter how many
vitamins you take,

how much Pilates, you’ll
lose your keys,

your hair and your memory.
If your daughter

doesn’t plug her
heart

into every live socket she
passes,

you’ll come home to find
your son has emptied

the refrigerator, dragged
it to the curb,

and called the used
appliance store for a pick up–drug money.

There’s a Buddhist story
of a woman chased by a tiger.

When she comes to a cliff,
she sees a sturdy vine

and climbs half way down.
But there’s also a tiger below.

And two mice–one white,
one black–scurry out

and begin to gnaw at the
vine. At this point

she notices a wild
strawberry growing from a crevice.

She looks up, down, at the
mice.

Then she eats the
strawberry.

So here’s the view, the
breeze, the pulse

in your throat. Your
wallet will be stolen, you’ll get fat,

slip on the bathroom tiles
of a foreign hotel

and crack your hip. You’ll
be lonely.

Oh taste how sweet and
tart

the red juice is, how the
tiny seeds

crunch between your
teeth.
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Ellen Bass’s most recent book of poems, The Human
Line, was published by Copper Canyon Press and was named a
Notable Book of 2007 by the San Francisco Chronicle. She
co-edited (with Florence Howe) the groundbreaking No More
Masks! An Anthology of Poems by Women (Doubleday), has
published several previous volumes of poetry, including Mules of
Love (BOA) which won the Lambda Literary Award.

Her
poems have appeared in hundreds of journals and anthologies. She
was awarded the Elliston Book Award for Poetry from the University
of Cincinnati, Nimrod/Hardman’s Pablo Neruda Prize, The Missouri
Review’s Larry Levis Award, the Greensboro Poetry Prize, the
New Letters Poetry Prize, the Chautauqua Poetry Prize, a Pushcart
Prize, and a Fellowship from the California Arts
Council.

Her
non-fiction books include Free Your Mind: The Book for
Gay, Lesbian and Bisexual Youth (HarperCollins), I Never
Told Anyone: Writings by Women Survivors of Child Sexual Abuse
(HarperCollins), and The Courage to Heal: A Guide for Women
Survivors of Child Sexual Abuse (Harper Collins), which has
sold over a million copies and has been translated into ten
languages.







 Summer
Impression

By
L.S. Bassen

If you were
Summer,

born so rich

your medians are
filled

with four kinds of
wildflowers:

blue sailors, Queen Anne’s
lace,

purple clover, yellow
toadflax

(wild snapdragons also
called Butter & Eggs),

then would you
need

a tattoo? Cut and
bleed

to heal in this humid
heat?

Born so rich

no one to
impress,

how you dress the
cynosure

of all seasons. The
others

are either putting on or
taking off,

Winter’s poverty naked for
all to see.
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L.S.
Bassen is a 2011 finalist for Flannery O’Connor Short Fiction
Award. She is also Fiction Editor for Prick of the Spindle
,(Poetry & Fiction) a reviewer for Horse Less Press, Small Beer
Press and winner of several awards. Over two decades her work has
been published/prize-winning (poetry/fiction) in many literary
magazines and zines (Kenyon Review, American Scholar,
Minnetonka, Persimmontree, etc.).







 The Empty
House

By
Jill Bauman

When entering the empty house of silent
noises,

Creaking floorboards set your nerves on
edge.

Chilled breezes brush through darkened
windows

Squinted eyes peer in
from an outside ledge.

Footsteps plod across the sloping
rooftop,

Shuffling slowly as if dragging weight,

Cicadas shrill their endless chatter,

Telling everyone that
it’s much too late.

Blackened vapors swarm and engulf the
dwelling.

In the basement cobwebbed fingers

Hug the corners with their twisted touch,

As puffs of ghostly
chalk dust lingers.

Shadows crawl across the planks and doors

Whispers fall from hidden places,

Scampering icy nails rip from above.

Groans, then moans drip
from cracks and spaces.

Long extinguished lights sit waiting
patiently,

A candle ignites, then expires.

Petrified drips suspended in space

Remains of the once
flickering fires.

Spirits of those who lived here once.

Sweep though each lonely hall and room,

Seeking what was so alive to them

Before they met their
doom.

The empty house will ever stand as it was
found,

Memories trapped by doors long sealed.

Unknown souls here wander undisturbed,

From our world they are
concealed.

(The Empty House
was originally published in The Horror Express
magazine/Issue #3 Winter 2004)







 Lines to Restore Van Gogh’s Ear

By James Bertolino

Somewhere near, a fruit bat is

grooming its flared

downy ear, while all the ears of corn in
Iowa

are boosting their
silky tufts skyward.

Hearing thunder

on a sunny afternoon, an insect

resembling a large ant, with orange fur

covering its abdomen and thorax,

makes a dash for the ditch

across the
asphalt.

Late at night, after their owners

are asleep, all the earrings

in La Honda, California dream

of Grizzly Ryder, who lost part of an
ear

when thirst drew him down

to Bear Gulch
Creek.

Like a tireless ear, the blue

canyon funnels a whistling gust

of wind, and again the
old desert nods.

In a sea of information, the sporting

dolphins may be thinking that a human
ear,

like a small pink leaf, might make

a loving keepsake,

or pet.

Tucked under the brains

of all living bipeds, there are

tiny paired drums, drumming,

drumming.

Amongst the touch-tone

phones in France, there persists

a rumor that one of their ancestors

touched the ear

of Vincent Van
Gogh.

(Originally published in Snail River: Poems,
1985-1993, Quarterly Review of Literature Award Series, Copyright
1995 by Quarterly Review of Literature. Reprinted by permission of
the author.)
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James Bertolino’s poetry has received recognition through the
Discovery Award, a National Endowment for the Arts fellowship, two
Quarterly Review of Literature book publication awards and, in
2007, the Jeanne Lohmann Poetry Prize for Washington State Poets.
His 24 poetry collections have been published by 18 presses in nine
states, and Every Wound Has A Rhythm is his eleventh full
volume. He has taught creative writing at Cornell University,
University of Cincinnati, Western Washington University, the North
Cascades Institute and, in 2006, retired from a position as
Writer-in-Residence at Willamette University in Oregon. 2012 is the
fourth year he has served as poetry judge for the American Book
Awards, sponsored by the Before Columbus Foundation in Berkeley. He
lives on five rural acres near Bellingham, Washington with his
talented wife Anita, a horse, a dog and two cats.







 La Tristesse Durera Toujours (the
sadness will last forever)

By Benjamin Blake

Lost in the swirls of a starry night

Blurring the edges of olive groves and
cypresses

The yellow moon hangs like a condemned
criminal

Spirit lamp
illuminating this virgin canvas

Pipe smoke clouds in the air

Foul smelling liquid poured over sugar cubes
and through silver spoons

Paint smears these tired hands

Dear Theo, I’m afraid
it is getting worse…

Stumble out into the field

Revolver clutched tight in pallid hand

Pull the hammer back and raise to hollow
chest

A new portrait done in
blood spatter

This bed is where a last breath will be
sighed

Sheets stained and pulled over this lifeless
face

Hand feels warm and vague

Brother, let me speak these last fatal
words
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Benjamin Blake was born in the July of 1985, and leads a
relatively reclusive life in the New Zealand countryside. His
fiction and poetry has been published online, and in print in
Australia, the UK, and the States. He is a contributor to the 2012
Horror Zine anthology –A Feast of Frights (introduced
by Ramsey Campbell). You can read more of his work (and view his
photography) at: www.benjaminblake.com.







 Ashes and Pause

By J.J Blickstein

Beckett was a
fraud.

No style.

Know nothing.

No nourishment.

No company. No tenants. No money.

No obligation. No art. No mention. No
hero.

No No.

No defense from shadow as an ally

By calling a bomb darkness or Blake

Or an impulse

Soot as imprint and blood

You shit on the floor

Because it takes your mumbling

Causeway to a cracked tooth

When you wander or sleep in an agenda

That door opening and closing in the
dark

Without fingers or wind

Again and again

Anger in light

Scratched record in the dance music

Old voice in acetate

Scratched dissolution

…A knife… A knife… A knife…

A butcher in the radius

An attack by a ghost whose entire body is
also a fraud

Can become anything it wants to

When its skin comes off

Written in the language of bread as if it
were a bed

Gathering evil as a
shimmer in the static—

You were upset long
before meeting Joyce.

Inappropriate laughter beneath the floor

A little tremor with a sailboat

And a clean wound

Read the history backwards

As an unfamiliar culture

Until it is interior in pieces

Back before embracing failure and sketch

To where Dublin was impervious

And could only be
attacked by its preservation.

Tripwire in the imaginary sand with
contempt

Breaking all those bones in a lion

As if it were a
metaphor inside ambition 

No hero. No woman could wait that long.

No way back. Say goodbye.

Perfect tits

Cannibal in a mirage in Braille

Erasing one bullet at time

As a prayer to a target

Ashes in what takes too long to escape a
mouth

Small coffin with big nails

It’s all mist longing
for magic
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J.J.
Blickstein is a poet and former editor/publisher of Hunger
Magazine & Press. He works as a freelance copy editor,
student and teacher of Chinese internal martial arts, and Tui Na
(Accupressure) practice. Does not miss being a stone mason, loves
good gin, gardening, herbal medicine, great music, art, film, a
warm fire and good eats. Books in print include Barefoot on a
Drawing of the Sun (Fish Drum Inc., 2006), a handmade artists’
book/CD collaboration with French painter, Jean-Claude Loubieres,
titled Signs/Signe (Paris, France, 2007), Vision of Salt
& Water (Bagatela Press, Mexico. 2002). In 2009, as part of a
literary contingent, Blickstein journeyed to Cassis, France on a
poet exchange and translation project sponsored by the Carmargo
Foundation. POEM: Poets on an exchange mission (Fish Drum,
Inc. 2009) is the resulting anthology. His work has appeared in
numerous journals and anthologies. A new book-length manuscript or
two awaits a home. He lives in Woodstock, NY.







 Animus

By Zachary Bos

If I did as I long to do,
and kept

my eyes only ever directed
upwards

to watch the lavender
birds in their flight,

Perhaps I’d stumble. You
might then end up

crushed beneath my
feckless foot. Oh, ha, and

who would sob, upon seeing
the helix

of your petty ego mashed
into paste

like a stepped-on snail,
and a noisy

gull swooping in to make a
snack of you.

I would not sob then; but
for now I shall

try to forgive your mean
unkindnesses

for I have seen the gulls
of Bonaparte

winging through the
cat-pelt yellow dawn fog,

have heard their cries,
and know you never will.

 



Zachary Bos and his
fiance are principals in a literary nonprofit, the Boston Poetry
Union, and they supervise the projects and staff of its imprint,
the Pen & Anvil Press. Bos splits his attention between
literary work and secular activism. He has had work published in
The Christian Science Monitor, Clarion, Bellevue Literary
Review, and Psychic Meatloaf, among others. As an
editor, he has worked for Fulcrum, News from the Republic of
Letters, Little Star, and a good number of other publications.
He did his MFA workshops with Robert Pinsky and Louise Gluck, and
studied translation with Rosanna Warren. His father was born in the
Netherlands, so when he reads “Van Gogh” he hears it in his mind’s
ear in the Dutch manner, to rhyme with “Fine Cough.”







 Tapping a Song Out with His Foot

By Tim J. Brennan

He lives in a trailer

on a gravel road

with a number

for a name;

he drives a semi-,

hauls things city folks

simply take for
granted

He don’t think much,

just knows things others don’t

know they need to know;

he slides hairy legs

into faded jeans; his woman

does loads of laundry

every Saturday

His top two buttons

are unbuttoned

before he comes home;

he sits in a Lazy Boy, drinks

American beer; he’s versatile;

he’d like to have his own theme

song, but life just won’t let him

so he just taps out a song

with his foot

Tim
J. Brennan writes from southern MN. His poems can be found in
Whispering Shade, Talking Stick, The Green Blade, and many
other nice places. Brennan’s short plays have included performances
in NYC, San Diego, and Bloomington, IL.







 The Children At The Funeral

By Pat Brien

Children

feel ashamed when laughing at death,

And try

to hide giggles from grown up ears,

Confusion

and guilt grow deeper when caught,

Adult

admonishment demanding tears.

What is

lost comes in memories and dreams,

What is

suppressed in wild
anger and fear.

But love

cracks its whip against adult grief,

Uses

phrases like Chin up and Be brave,

Has it

smile at clichéd consolation,

Shoving

it down the long path to the grave.

One more

freshly dug hole of remembrance,

For

broken lives that kind
words cannot save.

Forced

solemnity and awkward shuffling,

A child

watches a worm that will fall,

She

moves forward and carefully lifts it,

To spare

a loved one from something that crawls.

Some

adults look abashed, some start
coughing,

She studies

it and shows nothing
at all.
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Pat
Brien is British and has been published in various independent
national magazines in England, as well as having several literary
short-stories and a dramatic monologue broadcast on BBC radio. A
literary story One of the Boys appears in edition #22 of
R.P. Burnham’s annual US literary journal The Long Story;
one of his screenplays landed a semi-finalist position in Francis
Ford Coppola’s first Annual Zoetrope SP Contest.

A
poem Genetically Modified Food For Thought was published in
the fourth edition of Van Gogh’s Ear and he was Senior
Correspondent for Francophile Internet magazine Bonjour
Paris for one year, writing two full-length Paris based
articles each month. A credited Bonjour Paris guest article
written with Karen Fawcett (President) and Sarah Gilbert Fox
(Directeur Général) was published in the 3rd edition of the popular
guide-book Paris For Dummies.

His
BBC monologue was translated into Serbian by translator Djordje
Krivokapic and received a radio broadcast in Belgrade. He was
elected to full membership with the Society of Authors in 2010. In
late 2010 he published a fantasy/horror novel called Denied.
He works professionally as a copywriter and currently lives in
Dorset in the UK.







 Let’s Get Lost

By Michael
Brownstein

Global Positioning System says

We always know your coordinates

But better than that

We have no need to know where you are

Because you do the job for us

Inner surveillance

Self-tracking mechanism

Fail-safe and
worry-free

But I say

Let’s get lost

Drop our personas and disappear

For the longest lost weekend on record

Lasting the rest of our lives

Let’s say goodbye

To those tired old eyes in the mirror

Like a clueless guest

They’ve overstayed their welcome

Let’s say goodbye

To hustling back and forth

Between point A and point B

Believing we don’t deserve better

Let’s say goodbye

To same-as-yesterday jobs

Airtight families

Trance-inducing television

To the news we’ve all heard

A thousand times before

Let’s say goodbye

To cascading
boredom

Boredom which guarantees

That even if we get rowdy

Even if we get loaded

Even if we get high

And leap out of rockets

Onto the far side of the moon

Even if we change our names

And re-enter the game

Plastic surgery

A fake passport

It’s never enough

Instead, the best medicine

In fact, the only medicine

Drop the whole thing

Don’t look back

We’ll drown our wristwatches

Enter a virginal landscape

No idea what time it is

No idea where we’re headed

Cruising the blissful unknown

Safe in each other’s company

Not caring who we are

Like grown-up versions

Of the children we once were

The children who were stolen from us

 



Michael Brownstein is
the author of three novels, Country Cousins, Self-Reliance,
and The Touch, as well as nine volumes of poetry. His most
recent book is World on Fire, a take-down of corporate
globalization and impassioned call for consciousness
change.







 Judgment Day

By Angela Cain

The
Sun beamed rays of fire

As
every man on earth was deemed a liar.

The
sins in the world had become too much

As
the Earth began to lose its soft, loving touch.

Everything that was safe became a danger

As
if Jesus had just been stolen from his manger;

And
all the terrifying, taunting spirits arose,

 

Taking their prisoners to hell as the story goes.

Then
Angels came down bursting through the flames

Looking for heavenly souls they might claim.

They
found few, but took all they could find

Back
up to heaven where it was safe, beautiful, and divine.

The
Angels didn’t linger long for the fire grew and grew

As
Judgment Day was upon us as we now knew;

And
the world vanished in one great blast

As
the Maker looked down and said, “The sins of Earth are gone at
last.”
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Angela Cain is a graduate
student at Stephen F. Austin State University majoring in English.
She enjoys smelling the flowers as she quietly walks down the side
walk at your nearest park while observing nature’s beautiful
creations. These walks in the park give her the muse to write
poetry and fiction. In her downtime she likes to play with her
dogs, Molly and Shadow.







 Carin

By Gregory L.
Candela

Darwin and

Freud

and
Sartre:

a
most

unholy

three

turned us back

to
our rat

and
lizard

brains

into
igneous

rock

go to Lascaux

the great hall

of the bulls

breathe in

chauvet

among

cave
bear skulls

and
come

away

gasping:

a
brittle

asthmatic

stand above a

scraped hole

and
heap

stones

to
protect

the bones

and
dream

death and

resurrection

that
first, long

moment of

abstraction
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Gregory L. Candela has
traveled throughout Mexico since 1970 and has resided in New Mexico
since 1972. He holds a doctorate in American and African American
literature and is professor emeritus at University of New Mexico.
Candela has written a volume of poetry (Surfing New Mexico—2001), six
produced plays and edited 6 volumes of poetry and prose. Recent
publications include poems in the Harwood Anthology, Malpaís Review, Adobe Walls, Sin
Fronteras, and Italian Americana (forthcoming in Fall/Winter
2012).







 A Poet in Your Age

By
Mark Chandos

What
secret do you hide where others touch,

what
part of me do you grant at all hours,

how
much am I the flower in your flesh?

What
could I give or take without your gift,

how
much of you is given when I touch,

or
hands that touched before how much?

Away
from me what hands can touch,

who
enters now with arms or hands,

what
space in you is still untouched?

Cry
up tensions teased from flesh,

guard for me nothing that can’t be kept,

give
to me nothing but what I show,

summon meaning with your effort,

tell me nothing I have heard but know.







[image: tmp_b1b5d19c8726dd730f81b857da36f596_xluuS5_html_28364d88.jpg]

Mark
Chandos has spent his life in contemplation of poetry. His present
work is a result of a profound dissatisfaction with current poetic
trend. There is no market for modern poetry and there are no poets
known to the man on the street. There are no legitimate,
authoritative personalities in the Poetry of our time. Poetry, in
effect is invisible in the modern world.

Mark
Chandos has found the source of our alienation of language. Modern
men live under the shadow of a secret and superior language in our
culture: the secret language of occult science. By exposure of this
subversive language he discovers a means to overcome its
debilitating influence on the modern vernacular English. Further,
Chandos has identified that story is no longer a means to translate
our highest human concepts. The specialized Western sciences do not
contain human stories, they contain only specialized words that
chase their own tail. Consequently, he has written a philosophy to
correct the defective nature of modern Western perception: Story
Theory. Story Theory has identified all the alien themes of Western
literature – seldom recognized by Western society. The philosophy,
though a separate achievement, introduces each of his books of
poems. He has written a severe epic poem to unite all his concepts
in a story of value and importance, that once again, poses the
question: What is man?







 Wait

By Kanchan
Chatterjee

He
was

sitting there

alone, by the fire

draped in a

faded woolen rug,

smoking…

I
put my backpack down,

joined him

the
train was late

by 2
hours

We
sat

by
the fire

and
waited…

Kanchan Chatterjee is a 44 year old male executive, working
in the ministry of finance, government of India. Although he does
not have any literary background, he loves poetry and writes as and
when he feels the urge. Some of his works have been published in
various online and print journals e.g. Mad House, Decanto, Mad
Swirl, Eclectic eel, Jellyfish whisperer, Bare Hands Poetry
etc. He is one of the nominees of this year’s Pushcart
Award.

 



 The Corner of Desolation and Waste

By Tobi Cogswell

Rundown like the toothless gums

of
an apple doll left under a tree

last
Christmas and missed until

Easter, the Veteran’s Hall stands,

a
gray bunker of square brick, some

of
the windows blocked off, no sign

of
life and no cars outside…the men

who
come here to ruminate and

reminisce are the old ones; only

their baseball caps or the odd patch

on a
jacket gives you an idea of

what
they would talk about –

if
the words that populated their

nightmares would come forth to

the
living in daylight and heal them.

The
only time I saw my grandfather

without his walker was when he

hobbled his way to the counter

to
get coffee, probably made during

the
very same war he was in, with

powdered creamer that stayed stuck

to
the stick like unbrushed teeth.

He’d
smile and chat on the way,

methodically turn the black to

skin-colored beige with the focus

of a
neurosurgeon, then chat

on
the way back, to fall into

his
favorite chair, sip and think,

until I helped him home for supper.

I
came most days for a while to visit. My

grandfather was always in the same

chair. I never had to scan the sadness

or
smell that peculiar smell of old

for
very long. And when we’d go home

until tomorrow, we’d think without words

that
we both hoped the same men

would be there, because to think

any
other way would be so horrible,

you
might as well be back in the war.
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Tobi
Cogswell is a three-time Pushcart nominee and a Best of the Net
nominee. Credits include various journals in the US, UK, Sweden and
Australia. Her fifth and latest chapbook is Lit Up, (Kindred
Spirit Press). She is the co-editor of San Pedro River
Review.

 



 So You Want to be a Poet

By Garrett Cook

So
you want to be a poet and build sculptures in the sky,

Want
to feed the people beauty like some kitchen from on
high?

Want
to make them all hear music when there’s really not a
band,

Want
to offer them your words when you should give them your
hand?

Go
ahead.

So
you want to be a poet want to suffer, starve and die,

Want
to tell them all your stories? Well, I think that’s a
lie.

Are
you in it for the women, for the glory, for the art,

Are
you in it for the hunger and the pain that fills your
heart?

Answer me.

So
you want to be a poet, but not be glum like old Jack
Keats,

Want
to sing of lover’s loves and want to tell of heroes’
feats?

What
is it that you want then, what is it that you need?

Do
you want to be a hero? In words, friend or in deeds?

Good
for you.

So
you want to be a poet, want to make the people great,

Want
to take on extra burden and then take from them their
weight?

Want
to suffer for the masses ‘til you draw your final
breath,

Want
to heal the people’s souls just like that man from
Nazareth?

I
hope you do.

So
you want to be a poet, mr. Eliot manque,

Want
to show the Nihilists just why they don’t wake up each
day?

Keep
your metaphors quite deep, and keep your references
arcane,

And
just write for intellectuals, since the peasantry’s so
plain.

Sure, why not?

So
you want to be a poet, getting high and sniffing glue,

Just
make sure you don’t forget the fact that poets write things
too,

So
if Kerouac’s your idol, let your addled mind roam free,

Are
there Tic Tacs in your pocket? Sounds like a poem to me.

Applesauce.

So
you want to be a poet, ‘cause we all know chicks dig
scars

And
you want things to be easy but you can’t play the
guitar,

Do
you think that they’re all gasping at the lovely things you
say?

Do
you think that they’re all gawking at your fancy new
beret?

That
sounds right.

So
you want to be a poet and be Faust without the shame,

Want
to run through fields of razors when they’ll still forget your
name?

Want
to break the people’s shackles so you’ll lead them someplace
new?

Want
to elevate the earthbound? It’s the only thing to do.

So
do I.
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Garrett Cook is a small press novelist and poet in the
Bizarro movement. His latest book is Jimmy Plush, Teddy Bear
Detective from Eraserhead Press. When he is not writing
Bizarro, he can be found editing Imperial Youth Review, a
magazine from Dog Horn Publishing in the UK and singing in the band
Mayonnaise Jenkins and the Former Kings of the Delta Blues. He is
also author of Murderland part 1:h8, Murderland 2:Life During
Wartime, and Archelon Ranch. Find out more at :
http://thegarrettcook.blogspot.com.

 



 Kite

By Mick Corrigan

never apologized

never explained

take
me

or

leave me

I
said

my
head thrown back

arms
outstretched

spotlight haze

haloing me

in

cigarette smoke

and
bawdy

lecherous

laughter

many
of them

took
me

of course

they did

I

Was

A

Beautiful

Sexual

Charismatic

Free

Human

Animal

And

I
liberated them

Momentarily

from
their shit

joyless

lives.

I

sang

on
the stage

of
the

Kit
Kat Club

Koepenicker Strasse

gave
blowjobs

for
cash

in
the alley

behind it

don’t judge me

times were hard

men
were hard

I
did

what

I
had

to
do

until you’re

starving

you
don’t know

what
you’ll eat

I
watched

small betrayals

become

big
betrayals

fear

and

hatred

coalesced

in
to

those

dark
siblings

concensus

and

well
known

fact

It’s
the jews

they
said

it’s
the reds

they
said

the
foreigners

they
said

the
trade unionists

they
said

the
handicapped

they
said

the
gypsies

they
said

the
queers

they
said

and
I knew

I
was fucked

They
came for me

the
morning after Kristallnacht

pasty

pale

Aryans

grinning

like
hyenas

hunting

through

the
glittering glass

beat
me bloody

pinned

a
pink star

to
my breast

sent
me

to
the camp

planned by architects

designed by engineers

built by tradesmen

staffed

by

ordinary

decent

people

I
saw all that men are capable of

I
watched horror become

A
mundane

Daily thing

Coated grey

In
human ash

Organized

Institutionalized

Condoned

Official

I

am a
survivor

I

survived

The
Americans freed me

my
spirit barely attached

to
what was left

of
my body

but

I

was

still

human

and

I

did

not

die

I.Did.Not.Die

I

went
to live

in
the land

of
the well fed

and
nearly free

I
never sang again

the
music left me

and
did not return

but

one
evening

I
wandered

into

seedy Soho

and
watched

a
beautiful

young man

sing

arms
outstretched

head
thrown back

haloed

in
cigarette smoke

and
spotlight haze

the
basement room

thick

with
beery

lecherous

laughter

I
sat

in
the darkness

at
my solitary table

and
sobbed

quietly

for
life

and loss

Life

Goes

On

I
lived

until

the
day

I
died

stretched flat

on
the spring grass

my
heart

dark
blossoming

in
my chest

as
the light dimmed

I
saw

silhouetted against the evening sky

a
kite

ragged

beautiful

solitary

free.

Mick
Corrigan has been writing for several years and has been published
in a range of periodicals, magazines and on-line journals. He is in
his fifties (at least he thinks they’re his fifties, they could be
someone else’s), and lives in County Kildare, Ireland with Trish
his lifer, Molly the talking wonder dog, Ben the ever so cool
collie, and Bandit the gin drinking dowager cat. He likes a
well-made porkpie hat and regularly has ideas above his
station.

 



 Frozen Echoes

By Máire
Morrissey-Cummins

Hawthorn blossoms

pearled the hedgerows

as
birds rejoiced,

chiming the air

with
heartbeat rhythms,

a
leafy green spring

as
baby buds peeped in.

I
carried you,

felt
you

but
never got to hold you.

Another year has passed

and
I am still lost

in
the black cold of winter,

remembering the day

you
left me.

It
has been so long

and
we never said goodbye.

My
tears,

Echoes of songs

that
never were,

dreams that can never be.

Fog
blankets the fields.

The
sky expresses what I cannot.

I
hear the parting clouds,

I
speak to the sunrise

of
my love for you,

your
movement, your sound.

I
would speak of anything

to
bring you back,

but
there is only frost

and
winter dwells in my heart.

I
see the spring,

but
know

I
will never feel your warmth.

Máire Morrissey-Cummins is Irish, married with adult children
and since taking early retirement from the Financial Sector, has
found the beauty of poetry and art and is enjoying life to the
full. Máire has lived abroad for many years, in Holland and
presently lives between Ireland and Germany. Morrissey-Cummins is
well known in haiku circles and was recently named in the top 100
haiku writers in Europe.

 



 Chorus After Chorus

By Colin Dardis

There’s a reunion of the flesh, a handshake,

re-entry, a comfortable extension of eye contact

between two stations, both tuned into the same
beat,

broadcasting solely to each other. Blindfold off,

headphones on; surrounded by sound,

marooned together in an old fashion, happy to
repeat.

We
don’t want this song to end, adding codas,

sitting down to craft new verses to a melody

easily hummed; taking a pact to forever

bell
out the choruses. May every chorus surge

and
resurge the blood as our calling

to
revel in the days we own together.

for
we can never own time, but we can possess

the
echoes of energy spent passing time in union.







[image: tmp_b1b5d19c8726dd730f81b857da36f596_xluuS5_html_3d7375ed.jpg]

Colin Dardis resides in Northern Ireland, where he currently
edits the poetry journal FourXFour, and is the host of
Purely Poetry, a monthly open mic poetry night in the
Crescent Arts Centre, Belfast. He is also a member of the
performance group, Voica Versa.

Previously, Colin has been a coordinator of open mic night
Make Yourself Heard, editor of Speech Therapy zine, and has
worked as a Poet In Motion for the New Belfast Community Arts
Initiative. His poetry has been published extensively in journals,
anthologies and websites throughout the UK, Ireland and the US.
Check out Colin’s website at: http://lowlightsforlowlifes.weebly.com

 



 Time Is a Two-Way Equation

By Lea C. Deschenes

I.
Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow

All
will be washed downstream

in
time’s wake: our teeth,

my
calloused heels, the curve

of
your laughter hung in the air.

Our
names will fizzle like wet squibs

and
then poof! Out like a candle!

But
here is today’s newspaper crossword,

so
definite in its smudged ink. An old friend

remarks upon a small kindness, an act

you
can’t remember. The kiss we shared

as
you left on your way to work wraps a satin bow

around my mouth all day and tomatoes in the garden

have
just begun to ripen.

Look
at time like a farmer appraising river silt

after the flood: all this dirt awaiting seed.

Let
it flow. Leave mourning’s sound and fury

to
its place, which is not now.

II.
Après-moi le deluge

Every little emperor wants to believe

their end is the end of everything.

Louis XV shook a sceptered fist

full
of dire predictions for the future while

Mme.
de Pompadour smiled behind her fan.

Courtiers thought her impossibly common –

a
lamprey latched tight to the sweep of a shark.

Her
smile never wavered.

So I
come from fish guts and fat merchants:

I am
not any yesterday’s prisoner.

My
tongue’s a subtle soldier

on
sheets stretched wide as a general’s map,

one
ankle each in Spain and Austria.

This
is how I conquer on my back.

Ajourd’hui, l’État, c’est moi.

Demain…C’est une autre nation.

III.
Time flies like an arrow. Fruit flies like a banana.

There’s an old man who busks on the corner,

sings oh baby, baby, I got blues like you don’t
know

every day like the emperor of love gone wrong—runs

that
sad song through its abacus and ticks each bead —but
today

his
dedication to heartbreak plays off-key, a hurdy-gurdy

ringed with dancing monkeys. He smiles

when
they throw silver in his cup.

Tomorrow is another country

full
of strange language whose phonemes

stretch the tongue to form new syntax.

When
the flood comes,

don’t pile the shore with sandbags

all
around your sorrow—

let
time take it, if it will.

IV.
Valediction Forbidding Mourning

When
feet are set to floorboards, their imprint

is
fleeting. Even bootmarks on the moon

fill
one dust mote at a time, which makes it no less

amazing to have walked there.

There will be more embraces until there aren’t.

They
are no less warm for that. Without

the
closing door, how could we forget

everything for one frangible kiss?

Fuck
funerals. Throw my corpse a party.

When
else is merry-making needed more?

Laugh until your cheeks are white with salt.

I
will know nothing of what you do, so do it

for
yourself.

This
is how to conquer the flood:

today and today and today, floating

on
your back without struggle.

When
the waters recede, get off your ass

and
whistle while you build into new space,

grace sprouted from hard toil and fertile muck.

Off
to work, now. If you return

and
I’m still here, we’ll welcome

each
other home like no tomorrow.
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 How I Would Keep the Maybe One Eighth Choctaw
Part of Me Alive

By George Drew

“You better hope you never see angels on the
rez.”

~Natalie Diaz

Because you damn well know I’m no angel,

you
might think, to accomplish this minor mathematical feat,

I
would take up bow and spear and read the sign,

that
I would crouch in copse and shadow,

learn the way of the warrior, learn the way

of
crow and wily coyote; or that I’d bow

before the spirits of ancestors, learn the
language,

teach it to the youngsters, keep it on their
tongues;

or
most of all, that I would chant and dance

under the stars, around and around the campfire

dance until the moon collapsed and from

behind the mountains the sun rose up saying Stop!

And
you’re right, maybe I would do any or all of these,

but
I’d much rather take up herbs and rattles,

and
as a medicine man take my own advice

that
the best medicine is strong medicine and kick the hell
out

of
the seven-eighths white ass part of me.

 



[image: tmp_b1b5d19c8726dd730f81b857da36f596_xluuS5_html_m3ec85c2b.jpg]

George Drew was born in Mississippi and raised there and in
New York State, where he currently lives. He is the author of four
collections of poetry: Toads in a Poisoned Tank, from
Tamarack Editions, The Horse’s Name Was Physics, from
Turning Point Press; a third, American Cool, was released by
Tamarack in 2009; and a fourth, The Hand that Rounded Peter’s
Dome, by Turning Point in 2010. Drew was the winner of the 2003
Paumanok Poetry Prize, the 2007 Baltimore Review Poetry
Prize, the 2008 South Carolina Review Poetry Prize, and was
runner-up for the 2009 Chautauqua Literary Journal Poetry
Contest, which also nominated him for a Pushcart Prize. American
Cool won the 2009 Adirondack Literary Award for best poetry
book of the year. A fifth collection, The View from Jackass
Hill, is the 2010 winner of the X. J. Kennedy Poetry Prize,
Texas Review Press, 2011.

http://www.georgedrew.com/

 



 Moon and Sea

By Jessica
Fitzpatrick

At
end of

day
I make my way

To
the calm

and
quiet shore

I
stand and

stare at the moon so fair

Like
a

thousand times before

All
around

her
light shines down

Bathing me

in
silver tears

She
and the

sea
speak to me

Conspiring

to
take my years

Her
light

reflects those silver specks

I
hear her

Siren’s call

And
step

into
the midnight blue

This
will be

my
final fall

Now
the

stars can see my scars

As
the water

rises higher

I
still

stare at the moon so fair

Full
of pure

love
and desire

This
black

of
night will hold me tight

Nevermore to

welcome the sun

My
fate is

sealed, my life will yield

To
the

beauty that loved Endymion

The
moon

told
the sea where to lead me

The
sea is

now
my grave

Mourned by

mist
and finally kissed

By
the sweet

embrace of a wave
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 After Rimbaud

By Mark Fleury

Eyeless atmosphere’s lust to open, inhaled…

The
poem’s body.

And
soft as stairs whose steps extend to

Cover my words finally as flesh so sweet. Door:

Each
floor is a shaved bed and each piece of broken

Light on the crown, northern and left-brained,

Of
my shrinking, bright, and enslaved to fragile logic,

Porcelain head-

Shaped gate to the old heaven,

Smiles primordial steam

From
its swamps’ membranes, lidless pineal gland,

As
horseflies land, externally,

Onto
the wombs

Of
pencils from inside New Orleans morgues.

O
precious door dripping with the dew

Of
the view from my cave, why can’t you talk

As
you open?

Why
do poems moon from your womb?

So
many heaven-phallic virgin births under Muse’s wing!

As
she sits outside herself, huddled in the corner

Of
the shower floor,

Graves sky

Your
helpless lips,

Where vines

Of
veins guard your entrance

Where you are always a precious mouth,

Facing downward

To
surround the virgin world’s opening

Before your kamikaze dive

Hits
the face of the water. I wanted to be alone

Instead of just a part of your departure from
content.
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 The Night Is Thirsty With Sirens

By Michael C. Ford

“The mind is like a TV set – when it goes blank it’s a
good idea to turn off the sound.”

~Ernie Kovacs

I’m
drinking with somebody’s daughter

And
it’s the seacoast pull of alcohol

Again. A female singer {she’s somebody’s

Daughter too} is pulled by keyboard-cool

Sentimental magnets in this intimate club.

If a
lady in the Los Altos hills were here

With
her daughters, I know they’d want

To
soft shoe the carpet in opposition to all

Those whose feet feel more secure

Stomping in crowd-clotted concert halls

Where there is no music anymore.

But,
now, my business must involve these

Encounters with daughters: I believe it has

A
lot to do with ambitious working girls,

Also
vivified on San Francisco’s West side by

Camille’s baby daughter Tara {today, named

Thumbelina)}in highchair swatting muffins: her

Spoon charting the air like dark Chaucer. Not

That
her parents haven’t been without the

College English ivory tower blocks of opposition.

I
am, however, talking about Tara draining her

Eyes
with tantrum, turning into an immature

Replica of this Santa Monica secretary who’s

Dabbing mascara drips, now, from deeps of

Nagging nightclub blues.

All
this is remarkably receptive by my memorial

Radar: Tara’s mother filling sink with dishwater,

While the window on Page Street becomes this

Drunken pane of moonish light: and when the

Little girl klops her dessert into a cup and tries

To
drink a cookie, and failing, finally, offering it

To
me to fail, as I always do, too, the solid stuff

{Daughters and men have these moments in

Common} so much so that when Camille says:

“Did
You know it’s the Solstice?” I can’t tell if
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