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Love Hunger

Gary Every

I breathe,

in and out, in and out,

while my heart beats;

boom, boom, boom and boom

This life takes fuel

to get out of bed in the morning;

fuel for the heart,

food for the soul.

Boom and boom,

boom, boom.

My eyes search the street,

looking for an embrace

with no one to hug.

I look so hard,

gazing hungrily,

that my eyes begin to burn;

desire leaving an ache

in my belly like starvation.

And boom, and boom, boom, and boom.

Then I see you; perfect and beautiful.

I covet your smile,

your hips, your nose,

the back of your ear.

My heart beats wildly,

boom, boom, boom, boom.

Even if all my angry lust is satiated

will it really feed my soul

or am I just another dude

settling of fast food drive thru

instead of a good meal.

Beaten and battered,

a survivor of previous love diasters;

I attempt to break my fast;

weak and eager for a taste,

a sip,

or even perhaps

just a pleasant odor in morning,

breakfast cooking in the kitchen.

Our hearts beat together as we cuddle,

boom, boom, boom and boom and…


El Arbol de los Calzones

Gary Every

The migrants climb the steep slopes of the mountain.

The desert is hot,

the trek is tough,

they sweat profusely

and must stop to drink.

They sit beneath the shade of a tree

and sip from plastic water jugs.

All their belongings are on their backs

and all of their dreams

are in their weary feet.

They drink judiciously,

there are still miles to go

and an international border to cross,

then miles more to walk

before they can begin a new life.

The landscape is covered with desert

and the water must not be wasted.

To be without water

means certain death.

Still there are greater dangers.

These illegal Mexican migrants,

dreaming of joining friends and family

in the safe haven

of the city of angels.

They sip their water cautiously

watching for bandits.

In these rugged mountains

the desperadoes hide in ambush

without fear of reprisal.

They strip their quarry,

searching their garments

for hidden pockets

which hold entire life savings.

They even steal underwear,

searching for hidden linings and seams.

The young girls and mothers stand naked and ashamed;

fearful—

but the bandits have raped so many women

they are bored.

They do not have time

to rape any more

and besides there are so many victims

to rob today.

When they are done,

the thieves toss the underwear

into the highest branches of the nearest tree;

El arbol de los calzones.

The migrants are left alone

to resume long journeys

with nowhere to go

for who has the courage

to enter a new nation

destitute, naked, and illegal?


Twilight, Late August

B.Z. Niditch

An empty glass trembles

next to the water pitcher

as you read quietly

on an ivied balcony

undisturbed by nature’s

procession of human heat

and the prognosticator’s forecast,

even the sun becomes tired by dusk

as you spy lightning’s glare

above the two evergreens,

and in the quiet distance

a gossamer butterfly rests

in a yellow jacket field

as the enfolding night

offers a delirium’s anonymity


Marketplace

B.Z. Niditch

It is noon Thursday

feeling remote

while getting vegetables

at the outside market

the horns of huge cars

with jumbled muzak

gives no breathing space

at the stalls

with an undecipherable sigh

your hands touch the jam jars

stained radishes

honey bottles

and fresh-grained breads

it starts to rain

causing you to buy no time

for the disembodied hour.


Nine Tails

B.Z. Niditch

Banal December windows

a twilight kaleidoscope

on the gray and sleet

luminous shaped

moonlight

in a sudsy glance

a cat milk’s odor

prowls for its wildness

tangles and moves on

noiselessly by the sill

frozen on geraniums

not bothering to bathe

in its own corner

stepping out

of legwork’s unbuttoned shoes

from highways of landfalls

carrying its embrace

of heartless whitewash favor.


The Blackbird Sang

B.Z. Niditch

Refusing to wear any ring

your poet sleeps

on a dreaming asterix

of the thinning moon

both warm and white

in an appraisal of night

with letters out of windows

which drew you into that affair

when the blackbird sang

every morning to remind you

of an equation of roses

we sent from cityscape

on a day rain sweeps the sky

and time alters all feeling

every intention is temporal

when hands are cold

an evasion of fear

hovers over the jawbones

and ten fingers halt

the yellow book of answers.


Navy Barbie

Lyn Lifshin

wants to see the world,

she does get a little

sea sick but likes

the white uniform tho

the skirt is a little

too loose and long for

her taste. Still, it might

be a change she can go

with. Actually, the sequins

dug into her shoulders,

the ballerina tulle

scratched and tho it was

kept secret, fun fur

made her sneeze. And

forget the Parisian

Bonjour look: that was

the worst, a cameo

choker, size of a plum

or a small coconut

wedged against her larynx

so she says when I try

to say yes or not it

scraped and the lace

under my arms — talk

about sand paper. But

the worst was those fish

net hose, rough and the

garter, Jesus, grating,

my toes burned from that

pattern, crammed into

high heeled platform

open toes and the hair

piece with the feathers. At

least in the Navy they’ve

actually, she smiles

given me something to

read. My hair is natural.

I’m authentic, First

Class Petty Officer.

I finally am more than

just pretty: I rank


Do You Ever Talk to Your Demons?

Lyn Lifshin

the ones always there like those

microscopic mites they say cling

to pillows and mattresses? More

than you ever want to know but

at least they leave you alone. The

demons, I don’t always dream

them. Sometimes when I’m in a

ball room or ballet class, a stranger

says he likes my smile and they

retreat. But they hang on, worse

between 3 and 5. Even the cat’s

warm body on my body doesn’t

soothe enough, blur enough. Or

the lover’s arm wrapped around me,

a spoon of heat you’d think would

make me feel safe. The demons

are louder, bigger. I think of the

lucky dead, of Sylvia with more

lovers now than when alive. At

Jim Morrison’s grave I saw lovers

toast him and then kiss, there for

hours, then leave scotch and poems

on his grave lilies and roses.

Do you ever talk to your demons?

The daughter you don’t have? The

treacherous sister? Your body?

Sometime your friend but too

often threatening to sabotage,

betray. Can you talk to what you

can’t see in the blackness, dark as

crows or ravens in a film that

lets you know even tho you do

already what’s on its way


Turks and Caicos Islands

Michael Estabrook

There’s a coconut tree,

several of them, right outside our room,

clusters of large green orbs hanging

in the breezeless morning,

I can hear the ocean whispering

in the background beyond the pool

and cabana bar, light-blue wavelets

slapping, gurgling in to shore,

beckoning, beckoning

for us to come down and bake

the infernal civilization

out of our weary bones in the heat

of the ever-simmering sun.

No traffic or banks,

no bills or broken cars,

no ringing phones or leaves to rake,

only the pure clean sand and languid ocean,

and the ever-simmering sun

(and hopefully a Mermaid or two)

in Turks and Caicos grand, magnificent

islands 90 miles off Hispaniola

and I had never even heard of them ever

until our son’s best friend

invited us to his destination wedding there.


Christina and I

John Binns

All over town

They will know us,

For Christina and I

Will give the

World a buzz.


Warning

John Binns

They are all at me

Oh how it do so on, and on,

But, is it not complimentary

It seems that it cannot

Exists without me

But it is wary

When my brain

Which at times

Feels just a little wise.


I Make Time

John Binns

Ordeals by

Fives,

Came to me

And by depress

I went under,

And I did appear

To blunder

Act of the time,

But now

I

Have my

lives,

And I make time

In that way,

And I really have

Plenty to say.


Parallel Universe

Michael Estabrook

This vacation resort with its coconut palm trees

swaying in the warm tropical

island breezes, while majestic white herons fly

like albino horses, like Pegasus,

from tree top to tree top,

and gecko lizards leap like tiny green monkeys

across paths in and out of mangrove green shrubbery;

this island with its warm waves and sand,

sailboats, catamarans, giant sea turtles

and conch shells, pink as babies ears,

is simply a mirage, I know it,

a Caribbean mirage. Too bad I couldn’t

take this mirage with me tomorrow morning

when I fly 6 and a half hours back

to civilization with its incessant traffic

and online banking, doctors appointments

and the room that needs wallpapering,

with its 8-to-5 grind and autumn leaves

filling the yard. Seems I’m

in the wrong parallel

of a parallel universe and can’t get out.


The Baobab Tree

Margaret Boles

The baobab tree buries his nose

In African’s dirt, and wriggles his toes

At a crisp sharp moon,

His cars must stick out, he hears the tune

Of toads and hyenas and crickets!


Shrimp, Soy Sauce, Raisin Bread, and Popcorn

Michael Estabrook

“Honey, can you come out of the kitchen

so I can see you?”

“What!”

“Yup, it’s you.”

“What do you mean, yup, it’s you?”

“Wanted to be sure it’s you

my wife of 30-odd years,

after all that time you’re still asking me

if I want raisin bread!”

She laughs, rubs her hands over her face

like she does when she’s nervous

or (as in this case) irritated.

“I know, I know, you don’t like raisin bread.”

“Or soy sauce,” I continue, “or popcorn

or shrimp or shrimp toast. In fact,

just a point of fact, in my whole life

I have never even had soy sauce.

Try to remember I don’t like this stuff, OK,

Honey, just like I remember

that you don’t like strawberries

or lamb or liverwurst.”

She mutters and slips back into the kitchen,

no doubt trying to recall where

in the hell she put

that little bottle of arsenic.


Re-Invention

Margaret Boles

New Hope, new Life,

Fading, evaporating

In a puff of Christmas smoke

I reach out, trying to grasp

My dream, realise

I have to be determined

Not to let this dream

Waft away on a wisp

Of whimsy.


I Keep a Piece of Paper

Margaret Boles

I keep a piece of paper

With her handwriting on it.

It’s of no earthly use to me

But something stays my hand

Were I to put it in the bin.

Her hand was so consistent,

It’s style, of her time—

It’s etched in memories

Of long ago, before every

Individual would have

Had a phone, and so

She would write to me,

I keep a piece of paper

With her handwriting on it,

Shopping list, reminder note,

I cannot throw it out!


Looking at a Stranger

Margaret Boles

I looked at your almost crying face

To you, sitting there

Alone in the Café — I didn’t know

Your problems, and I’m sure

You — wouldn’t have wanted me to;

But I recognised the gulp,

The over-full eyes, the stern expression

The wobby lower lip and the

Inability to smile.

You travel in a land I know

Travel bravely —

I’ve arrived!


Happisburgh (North Norfolk Coast)

Geoff Stevens

Away from the landmark of St. Mary’s church

where wild men interestingly covort

in a carving on the church font

people sit in their cars

at the pay-as-you-stay carpark

and stare at a scrapyard

with its heap of battered cars

slowly rusting away

while nearby the cliff paths are falling

due to erosion from the tides

that they have watched come in day after day

and a steel staircase

down to the miles of glorious firm sand

goes unused

A lighthouse in a field warns them

but they ignore the danger

allowing their brains to be eroded

by the continuous viewing of unexciting things

without making any attempt at defence


Hearts Are Not Found

Mather Schneider

poems

they are not staged

clips

sometimes hearts

are so close

as to seem

the only working part

in the universe

and other times

hearts are whole

worlds

lost

to

us.


New Uses for Old Memories

Geoff Stevens

Behind the wall and the steel doors of exclusion

hammers fell like heavy sunshine on my scalp

machinery whirred like grasshoppers in my brain

light glared from the windows in my head

cowslips grew amongst the weeks within my hair

and a kestrel hovered like an halo.

Walking along the canal was heaven

with pylons soaring like cathedrals without flesh

skylarks singing their prayers

and fish baptising themselves in Telford’s font.

It was a pilgrimage to the past

a bare-footed homage in the shores of childhood

as I put industry back into the deserted factory

grew back the wildflowers in the shale towpath

put the birds back into the sky

the fish into the starved canal

a faith in the future.

And it was all because the sun was shining

and I wanted desperately for it to be a happy day.


Call Again

Geoff Stevens

Your hair has them

and so do your eyes have memories

Your lips are covered in them.

Theirs are memories on slim shoulders

that weigh you down

Hundreds of them adorn your breasts

Some memories hold you by the wrists

and insist you make them yours

while gentler memories languish in some recess

A few squeeze your knees

and stroke the inner silkiness of thighs.

Other records your sighs of ecstasy.

Touch is the word

that recollection has no need to spell

It aches like hell

and nothing turns you on

like memories.


Freeze Warning

Mather Schneider

An old lady across the street

lays a blanket over a mound of dirt.


Happy Valley

Mather Schneider

Worst camping trip we ever took.


Half Drunk in the Afternoon

Mather Schneider

I’m sitting on the patio

of my neighborhood bar

when a paramedic truck roars up.

The story rushes by on the breeze:

the heat has caused

a woman to collapse

somewhere down the trail

that runs along the dry river bed.

People have stopped

and are pointing from the bridge

into the glare.


Fed to the Machines

Tom Baker

Last night in my sleep:

I expired in dreams:

I was fed to machines.

I was marched past the pools

Of crystalline tears,

Where spinning spikes render

Flesh into shreds…

This is the planet:

Of last minute wishes

Of thin blue-lipped kisses,

Of heroin wishes;

Of sex-maddened dreams,

Of bloody eyed tears,

And torturous screams.

And the planet’s a phantom:

And the man is a ghost,

And he spits out the body

And feeds on the host.

A symbiosis gained,

By the gristles of flesh

That dissolve into mist,

When the morning dawns fresh

(The beauty of stitches,

The erotic old scar:

To palpate the flesh

Of the corpse in the car.)

I see geometries widen

The gulf in your eyes

In your shit, in your blood

In the curve of your thighs

To blood and to piss and to shit we return;

To the grave we belong,

Just more food for the worms.

Just a pile of ash,

Just a razor blade treat;

Just a victim to torture,

Just a child to beat.

And this is the Universe

(Long may it rot!)

In eternal putrescence,

As death is our lot.

And time is the enemy,

Decay is the way:

And bones all that rattle

At the end of the day.


winter celebration

t. kilgore splake

blinding blizzard

blowing across steppes

long white blanket

drifting against low sills

dacha beyond varykino

votice candles flickering

ghostly shadow dancing

frosty window etchings

embroidered wall tapestries

tiaga forest scenes

fading portraits past

serious mustachioed men

tightly trussed women

huge garlic braids

hanging from ceiling rafters

yuri and lara

arriving late

shedding parkas

fur-lined boots

slivowitz filled goblets

platter of smoked pork

visitors moving closer

fireside warming edge

opening ancient leather volume

reading akhmatova

late night embers

early morning darkness

until quiet


Magic

Mather Schneider

Our love is a rope trick,

it must always be done at night.

Plenty can happen when you

blink, and when the whiskey is hurled

onto the fire. The bikini assistant

could lure your attention away

from a scroll of your own fate,

and ultimately she is the reason

the heavy fiber stands up

parallel with the big elm tree.

Some people say the artist is a liar

because he ties his rungless ladder

to a brank, claims he’s climbing

to heaven, and because he slips down to hide

in a trunk more cramped than a coffin.

But, truthfully, I don’t know a liar

from an illusionist. All I know is we fall

for it every time, and when the smoke

finally clears, there’s never a soul

to give us our money back.


Saying Good-bye

Edward Lee

The two of us talked that night.

All night.

Our conversation never drying up.

Even though you were nought

but ashes,

lost in the darkness of an urn.

We talked of the past.

we talked of the future.

We spoke of friends

and old lovers.

We talked until the sun

highlighted the dirt on the window,

even though you were nought

but ashes,

lost in the darkness of an urn.

I scattered your remains

across Inismhor,

as you requested,

and have not had a conversation

so good since.


Sunglasses

Dwayne Sapling

I have never really been a big fan of sunglasses. They were never a part of my life long enough for me to develop much affection for them. They were lost or broken way too soon.

I once received a gift of an expensive pair. Nearly everyone who saw them commented on their beauty and worth. I was reluctant though to develop any attachment to them. I knew they wouldn’t be around very long.

These sunglasses accompanied me on a journey with my good friend, Gary, deep into the Tohono O’Odham nation. To the Scared Ventana Cave.

For ten thousand years, people have use Ventana cave for shelter and water, for both body and soul. This place is a receptacle for countless memories.

I climbed up into the cool shade of the cave, and took the sunglasses off, never to put them on again. I left the Dave and left them there.

I had unintentionally regifted the sunglasses to the Cave, and did not realize this until I had returned home and found them missing.

I would like to believe that the Cave regifted the sunglasses again, perhaps to an old O’Odham shaman who came after me to commune with the Cave.

I like to entertain a pleasant image in my mind. It is an image of an O’Odham elder sitting on his porch, in the shade of the veranda, gazing on the sunset, a smile on his lips and a pair of hundred dollar sunglasses on his face.


Vultures and Swallows

Dwayne Sapling

The Mountain is steep. I take my time.

A great shadow passes over me. Ed Abbey’s vulture says hello.

A symbol of death? Perhaps, but then also a symbol of life!

The line between the two is blurred — two sides of the same coin.

There is never one without the other. The eternal dance of being.

These are aspects of myself that must die to allow for the birth of the new.

I have grown too large for the skin I wear. Time to shed so I can grow more.

Now small shadows pass over me accompanied with much trilling and chatter.

I am surrounded by Swifts and Swallows. One phrase comes to mind — joyful abandon.

Their airborne singing carries a message for me, a message repeated by the whispering grass.

Abandon the burdens of your past. Why harbor the useless?

Only when emptied can you be filled!!!!


Indian Summer Twilight

Barbara Ingle

Immobile quietude at twilight time,

the sleepy creek silences its ripples;

the water-strider’s quick dash is silent,

at Indian Summer twilight time.

Not an acorn tingles the air,

pings a river rock,

at twilight time.

The monarch butterfly’s gentle last wing beats

do not echo, goldfinches never sing

at Indian Summer twilight time.

Watching the immaculate silence,

Maestro Indian Summer Sun conducts

trumpets of thrashing orange sounds,

piccolos of arrow, red-enflamed loudness,

overture to the quietude of winter twilight snowflakes.
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Choices They Made for You

Jonathan S. Burnworth


The people who run industry & government in the past and present have made many choices for you. They have decided that the water that runs in this country’s streams and rivers will be undrinkable. They’ve decided that you will have chemicals in your body. They’ve put junk in your air, water and food. There is no escape. In the time of the Indians, the water running in the rivers, streams and brooks was so clean you could actually drink it. Today, you can’t choose to be free of pollution. These people have decided that you won’t have bison, or wolves or bears or passenger pigeons, or Indians or ancient forests where you live. They have decided that you will live in a world threatened by nuclear weapons. You can’t decide to live in a world without nuclear weapons.

Yet is someone asked them to stop, they would say, “Hey, it’s a free country.” Feel ripped-off yet?

The chemical companies have decided what’s to be in our breast milk and stupid consumers paid them to do it. These same companies say they never intended for these chemicals to contaminate the earth and our bodies. This is a fraud. Unintended consequences have been the rule rather than the exception for almost every technological “advancement” ever brought forth. This is like saying that civilian deaths in wars are unintended. The perpetrators of these wars and technologies may not purposely intend to poison and kill citizens, but they know damn well by now that is will be the result. What is the difference between seeking to kill civilians and seeking to do something one knows will result in killing civilians? Not much difference at all, really. These people are murderers.




College

Jonathan S. Burnworth

There was a young woman. The woman was in college. She was being taught all the latest mainstream stuff about life and science and industry and art. She wasn’t really all that interested. She began questioning things she was being taught. There was some truth in them, but she could tell it was mostly a type of learning far removed from the real world. Far removed from any holistic, uncompartmentalized thinking which sees the larger pictures of where it’s all leading. The people studying and learning at these colleges were there so they could get the knowledge and calling cards to have a “successful career” and earn lots of money. Very few people if any were there to learn anything for its own sake. No one there really wanted to get their hands dirty and do the hard, everyday work of making the world better. They didn’t do their learning in the street, or in the forest. The college was mostly a stopover where middle and upper class kids could play and entertain themselves for four years before becoming true “adults.” It was a place where they could obtain the necessary credentials so they could look good on paper and after four years get on with their lives of getting a “good job,” starting a family and living an insulated affluent secure life projecting the same middle-class cliché onwards into the future. The college was simply an adjunct to this life. It was a plush cocoon insulated from where reality really happens, and if the world’s problems couldn’t be solved sitting in an ergonomic chair in front of a computer screen, no one at the college was interested. The woman realized that most of higher education amounted to middle class charm school. She realized that college is mostly fake. She told her parents to save their money and left school.
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Secret Societies—Myth or Reality

Ali Noel Vyain


Recently I saw the DaVinci Code and was impressed by the well-written and rather plausible story line that also included excellent acting and graphic images that were stunning and appropriate to the story line. Then it occurred to me how secret societies have to work to remain secret and hide from the general public’s view. Of course it wouldn’t be good to stumble upon one of them, especially if they don’t want you to survive after learning anything.

Well, then what good are such societies, if they are willing to kill people to hide themselves?

One of the main problems with a secret society is that you have to deny its existence, even if it’s real. It doesn’t matter if you know about it or not. Even proof of a secret society may not be enough. The evidence that may prove the existence of a secret society has to be scrutinized to death to ensure the evidence is not falsified information. It gets worse when the members will stop at nothing to erase all traces of their existence. When they leave a trail of bodies, everyone can become suspicious overnight. Some may even fear for their lives.

If a secret society is necessary, perhaps it’s best to keep it low key and don’t leave a trail of bodies for others to find. Police don’t take kindly to dead bodies piling up for seemingly no reason and without any witnesses.

Here’s some tips for anyone who wants to have a secret society:

1. Keep it low key—don’t brag or act superior. Act as if you’re not important and don’t know anything important—then no one will suspect you of anything.

2. Don’t threaten or harm anyone in any way if they stumble across any information about your secret society or even your involvement in a secret society. Instead try to tactfully mislead the people with another plausible explanation for any details. Do emphasize the harmlessness of the actions and ideas of the society and yourself to help reassure the other person about any questionable activities.

3. Never admit to anything, even under extreme torture.

4. Don’t rat out anyone else involved in the secret society. Death is a much better alternative.

5. Never acknowledge in public other members of the secret society. If necessary, act as strangers in the presence of others who don’t know anything about the society.

6. Never sell any information for any price or barter information for any reason.

7. Don’t act paranoid even though you may have to watch your back.

With these tips in mind, I’m sure anyone can keep a secret society safe and secure without anyone stumbling onto it and causing irrevocable harm to yourself, the society, or anyone else who may or may not be involved.




Thou Shall Not Kill

Ali Noel Vyain

Is anyone sick of the Iraq war? Wondering why the United States is over there? Is there a contradiction between war and Christianity? Perhaps we need to check, just as a reminder, before things keep going and getting worse.

One of the ten commandments, which is a part of Christianity, states, “Thou shall not kill.” We do know, from his own insistence, That President George W. Bush is a Christian. So why would he send people out to a little country know as Iraq to kill other human beings? I’m not sure either. Except that he must not be a true Christian at heart for asking others to do what is obviously considered a sin in his religion. He’s guilty for asking others to commit this sin—probably even more so than the soldiers themselves.

The irony continues far beyond breaking a commandment of religion. When soldiers are trained and sent to war, they are under brutal conditions that can scar anyone for the rest of their lives. Some people are okay with such situations, while others suffer severe trauma and spend the rest of their lives trying to cope and recover with those memories. Is it no surprise that those are the people who have the most trouble readjusting to life back in this country, where many civilians have no idea what war is really like?

Yet, this society, as a whole, does not show any sympathy or understanding for those soldiers who have risked their lives to protect its value and sheer veneer of lies and deception. These soldiers, and there are plenty still around and more coming home, who cannot work and support themselves in this society. It’s not that they’re lazy, it’s just hard to cope with their co-workers dying beside them when unseen bombs go off where no one ever expects them. Nor does it help when they don’t know who or where the enemy is.

This whole Iraq war looks like a repeat of Vietnam with just about everyone disgruntled and upset with the government. It doesn’t look like we did any good in Iraq or Vietnam. the people of those countries hate us and wish we would just leave them alone. Of course this time, the president isn’t so smart and keeps repeating the same things and won’t change his strategy despite the fact that his plan hasn’t made any difference.

Now what? I don’t know, but this society as a whole will have to make some changes or else this problem will keep continuing. Perhaps we need to question the point of war when it costs lives, money, and psychological distress for anyone who is involved rather closely to a war. Still social change takes generations before the changes in attitudes and mindsets can be observed. Someday, we won’t have these problems.

Someday we’ll have different problems.
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