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  LICENSE NOTES


  This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to the vendor of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


  


  DISCOVER CROSSROAD PRESS


  Visit us online


  Check out our blog and


  Subscribe to our Newsletter for the latest Crossroad Press News


  Find and follow us on Facebook


  Join our group at Goodreads


  
    
      [image: ]
    

  


  We hope you enjoy this eBook and will seek out other books published by Crossroad Press. We strive to make our eBooks as free of errors as possible, but on occasion some make it into the final product. If you spot any problems, please contact us at publisher@crossroadpress.com and notify us of what you found. We’ll make the necessary corrections and republish the book. We’ll also ensure you get the updated version of the eBook.


  If you’d like to be notified of new Crossroad Press titles when they are published, please send an email to publisher@crossroadpress.com and ask to be added to our mailing list.


  If you have a moment, the author would appreciate you taking the time to leave a review for this book at whatever retailer’s site you purchased it from.


  Thank you for your assistance and your support of the authors published by Crossroad Press.
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  The Not-Here


  By Joel Allegretti


  I.


  The attic windows whispered to the steamer trunk.


  I heard it. I heard it.


  “Not-here. Not-here.”


  Aunt Fortuna’s camelhair coat nudged


  The bald, legless mannequin. “Not-here.”


  The basement boiler told the washing machine,


  Which told the dryer, which told the laundry sink.


  The letters spurted from the tap in 12-point


  Times New Roman.


  N-O-T-H-E-R-E.


  “By whom shall the Knower be known?


  The self is described as not this, not that.”


  The Upanishads


  II.


  The attending physician informed the head nurse,


  Who conveyed the data to the needle.


  The analgesic was an effective dose of not-here.


  A heart beats like the clock on the corridor wall,


  The heart—his heart—reconsidered as analogue.


  “Hour gone,” says the clock on the wall.


  “Follow me,” the flatline says, “to the not-here,


  Not the not-there, which is the now-here,


  But the not-here … the not-here … the not-”


  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.


  


  A Soul's Quiet Reflection


  By Frances Ayres


  Poised along the waters deep


  Beneath the darkened sky


  Silent thoughts though once asleep


  Appear to wakened eyes


  Reflections of a time not lost


  Of sorrows, joy, and pain


  The lifelong lessons and the cost


  And loved ones that remain


  Kind words spoken years ago


  Like diamonds in the night


  Gives pause to the searching soul


  Awaiting dawning light


  


  It Didn't Happen


  By Ian Ayres
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  Carnie Dad of Ian Ayres


  Never happened


  No, the ones you love


  Stay forever


  Yes, love is


  Forever


  Even when you think


  Even when you forget


  How much you love


  Someone


  You believe


  They’ll stay


  Forever


  Then they’re gone


  No, it didn’t happen


  Yes, you are


  Forever


  Because love is


  Forever


  And you visit


  So vivid


  In dreams


  Where we try


  To say


  It didn’t happen


  You didn’t


  Die


  Because we didn’t


  Know


  How much we


  Love you


  We love you


  We miss you


  We want you


  To stay


  To be


  Yet


  In dreams


  You visit


  And I know


  Words


  You spoke


  Words


  You wrote


  Words


  So alive


  In my mind


  Unable


  To awake


  To your wake


  To your —


  Gone


  No


  Wait for me


  Missing


  You


  I believe


  You’ll be there


  Dad


  I didn’t know


  How much


  I love you


  Now


  It’s a struggle


  Doing time


  Until


  The until


  Beyond


  Our limited


  Perceptions


  


  Cave Dwellers


  By Lytton Bell


  Give it all to me:


  white light, intense fear of whatever slumbers in the dark


  Give me the wet cavern of your flooded mouth


  opening always to places much bigger, darker, wetter, and less tame


  We are inhabited by unseen


  forms of life that squeal and squirm and leave


  trails of slime behind them as they move


  Here, hidden deep within the bowels of earth


  Moan for me, your satisfaction


  lifting like bats to fly — startled,


  majestic, blind — deep into the soul


  of a hollow, abandoned poet


  Cum my love, chalky minerals drip


  from tips of stalactite syllables


  Crystallizing here, in the echo


  and footprints and tufts of fur — our hibernation


  Plunging me into the near future


  I am waking up; give it to me


  Give it all to me: hunger, claws, teeth


  Meeting me here will be the only truth you will ever need


  Not every lost has a found


  Lytton Bell has published five books, won seven poetry contests, and has been the featured reader at many California literary venues. Her work has appeared in over three dozen publications. As a teenager, Lytton won a scholarship to the Pennsylvania Governor’s School for the Arts, where she studied with Deb and the late Len Roberts. Lytton graduated magna cum laude from Bryn Mawr College. She is a civil servant by day.


  


  The Other Man in the Room


  By Brenton Booth


  The old man is with me tonight:


  haggard face, blue eyes, sitting


  on the sofa across the room, he


  can’t see me, deep in contemplation


  of some secret only he needs to know,


  allowing Vivaldi to massage his


  overworked feet and taut muscles,


  with slender hands that were once


  beautiful and knowledge beyond


  his education, lonely but proud,


  ambitious but afraid, good


  hearted but wounded, a beautiful


  smile forms on his lips, I move across


  the room to embrace him as his child,


  with naked admiration and large tears


  grown from years apart, though I am


  unable to—the man who once lived


  and was my father: is now me.


  Brenton Booth resides in Sydney, Australia. His writings have appeared in many publications, most recently 3:AM Magazine, Scissors & Spackle, Thunder Sandwich, Red Fez, Boyslut, Pyrokinection, Dead Snakes, Clockwise Cat, and Yellow Mama.


  


  


  Where Tess Died


  By Tim J. Brennan


  There is a tiny door


  of light by the fence


  between the pickets


  and the posts


  near where Tess died


  Mind you,


  this was not


  a sudden event;


  it took a lifetime


  to evolve


  Death does not


  have dimensions,


  yet, we struggle


  to invent words


  to measure it


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


  


  In the Secret of Night


  By Boots Bryant


  in the secret of night


  in a room as black as pitch


  fireworks ignite


  roaming head to toe


  until our souls twitch


  in the secret of night


  bodies gasp for air


  hands clutch sheets


  two strangers in search of something to make them complete


  no names


  no games


  no attachments


  no hurry


  no strings


  no rings


  no inhibitions


  no worry


  I savor the taste


  as I bite down on the pillow


  in the secret of night


  when our bodies connect


  I know you not


  I owe you nothing


  but I still let you collect


  in the secret of night


  we know it isn’t love


  and we know we know better


  than to let that stop us


  but for a few moments


  I feel love


  from someone I’ve never met before


  I live life without regret


  and even the score


  no strings


  no rings


  no inhibitions


  no worry


  no names


  no games


  no attachments


  no hurry


  in the secret of night


  


  My Mother Ceridwen


  By Helene Cardona


  The light on the icon,


  the way I see her in my dreams,


  the core of her at the edge of darkness


  in a magic cauldron always full,


  never exhausted,


  that brings her back to life


  guarded by a golden serpent


  coiled in the shape of an egg,


  the world snake marshaling


  inner reserves,


  the seed of a new journey,


  a glimpse of the mysterious and elusive,


  a woman in a wreath made of morning glories.


  This is how she lands on the page,


  slanted, looking out in space,


  integrated within me


  save the blue sky across her face.


  From Life in Suspension, forthcoming from Tupelo Press.


  Hélène Cardona is a poet, linguist, and actor. She is the author of Dreaming My Animal Selves (Salmon Poetry, 2013), The Astonished Universe (Red Hen Press, 2006), and Life in Suspension, forthcoming from Tupelo Press. She attended Hamilton College, where she also taught French and Spanish, the University of Cantabria, Spain, and the Sorbonne, where she earned a Master's in American Literature. She is widely published in numerous journals and anthologies and has received fellowships from the Goethe Institut and the Universidad Internacional de Andalucía. Acting credits include Chocolat, Mumford, The Muppets, Red 2, and Happy Feet 2. For Serendipity she co-wrote with director Peter Chelsom and composer Alan Silvestri, the song Lucienne, which she also sang.


  


  The Anthropology of Memory


  By Dane Cervine


  Death swallows all. The existentialists, particularly the French, understand. Still, there are the small rebellions. There is memory. Digging for the forgotten. Holding fragments in hand, lifting them into light.


  So after Paris, I buy a used book cheap to remember the French existentialist Henri Michaux, who in turn remembers an Ecuadorian poet named Gangotena who was possessed of genius and ill luck—who died young, along with his poems, most of them unpublished, burnt up in a plane crash.


  No internet search will find them. No Library of Congress hold them. Even then, the great library at Alexandria burned, and some future viral plague may yet take every word now saved in the world’s great memory banks with it into oblivion. Of course, there’s always our own Sun’s eventual solar demise, against which all human arrogance, and every poem, will fail. Unless that beautiful arrogance find us, somehow, a home on another world, a younger world, where Henri and I may yet reside side by side in gold or titanium memory chips, or even subtler clouds of data. But the Ecuadorian poet’s poems are, despite all arrogance, despite love, forever lost. Except his name, Gangotena.


  That he was a genius. That he had bad luck. That someone remembers.


  Dane Cervine’s new book is entitled How Therapists Dance, from Plain View Press (2013), which also published his previous book The Jeweled Net of Indra. His poems have been chosen by Adrienne Rich, Tony Hoagland, The Atlanta Review, and Caesura for acknowledgement and have appeared in a wide variety of journals including The SUN Magazine, The Hudson Review, Catamaran, Red Wheelbarrow, anthologies, newspapers, video, and animation. Visit his website at:www.DaneCervine.typepad.com Dane is a local therapist and serves as Chief of Children’s Mental Health for Santa Cruz County in California.


  


  A Beautiful Disease


  By Miles Chaney


  A beautiful disease. Left here to abandon. Dumb, deaf, and blind. The only thing is beauty. The beauty of the sun, the stars, and the pale gloom of the moon. The damned walk with us only because we are us. Happiness is an entity long out lived. A mystical creature that rarely shows its face. Put here to torment. Put here to smile with false comings. Nevertheless, we are born to believe. Born to pursue. Set up for failure with our first breath. Only to open our eyes to deceit. Death will follow. But like everything, it can only be longed for when you need it the most.


  Life isn’t about being happy. Life is about being proud of what you have accomplished through you own blood, sweat, and tears. Life is no fairy tale. If you let it, it will take hold and watch you sink to the very depths of your own apathy.


  


  Vincent


  By Sue Clennell
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  Prayer by Vincent Van Gogh


  Vincent had the yellows,


  pulled sunflowers from


  behind his ears.


  A storm in a dyke,


  Vincent scooped the sky out


  with teaspoons,


  had a policy of stun and run.


  Star stuck, he


  put his hand in Jesus’ wound


  to see how sweet pain was,


  plummeted to earth with wax wings.


  Previously published in Poetry NZ.


  Sue Clennell is an Australian poet who has also been published in New Zealand and the U.S. Her short play The Unknown was performed in Sydney’s Short & Sweet Summer Festival 2012. She currently has a poetry CD out The Van Gogh Cafe– 2 poems which may be viewed on YouTube.


  


  The Book Eater's Haiku


  By Virginie Colline


  helter-skelter notes


  a poem long forgotten


  on her mental shelf


  he’s sitting nearby


  his maroon leather bookmark


  the tongue of a snake


  dusty yellow book


  the evaporating scent


  of a sepia dream


  Virginie Colline lives and writes in Paris. Her poems have appeared in The Scrambler, Notes from the Gean, Prune Juice, The Mainichi, Frostwriting, Prick of the Spindle, Mouse Tales Press, StepAway Magazine, BRICKrhetoric, Overpass Books, Dagda Publishing, Silver Birch Press, and, Yes, Poetry, among others.


  


  Whale's Fall


  By Cassandra Dallett


  Have a good day at work honey, sorry for my deadness


  Hush


  It’s dark down here and oh so cold


  Zombie Worms chew me blindly


  Hag Fish and Sea Snails live off the white brick of my bone


  Sad Eyes you look at me with hunger


  you and the dogs would eat the fat of me


  But I’m tired


  let me settle


  under the ice


  the withering glaciers


  to survive the depths one must carry a tiny fire inside


  one must light their own way


  In this pickle jar


  I am still


  under swell under salt


  my vertebrae scattered


  my building blocks


  your stepping stones


  I once swam fast made rich milk for my son


  Now I’m all clammed up


  the beast at the bottom


  I lay for centuries


  Ice cubes in your deep freeze


  I will still be here


  when you are all gone.


  Cassandra Dallett occupies Oakland, CA. Cassandra writes of a counter culture childhood in Vermont and her ongoing adolescence in the San Francisco Bay Area. She has published in Slip Stream, Sparkle and Blink, Hip Mama, Bleed Me A River, Criminal Class Review, and Enizagam, among many others. Look for links and chapbooks on cassandradallett.com


  


  Black Book Black/Vincent van Gogh


  By Olivier Deprez & Miles O’Shea
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  You can find him at fourteen


  in a provincial town’s public library.


  The days have been grey.


  In the reference section


  surrounded by yesterday’s papers


  are sleeping men in overcoats


  who have come in


  from the rain and the cold.


  But he is not sleeping.


  He is looking at a book and


  at the same moment he is aware


  that this book is altering


  the course of his life and


  the gathering dark.


  This has never happened before.


  He turns the pages of the book and


  it has hundreds of colour illustrations


  that are incredibly beautiful and


  the title of the book is


  The Life and Art of Vincent van Gogh
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  These two woodcuts originally appeared in the book Black Book Black I by Olivier Deprez & Miles O’Shea (Fremok Editions).


  Olivier Deprez is a founding member of the influential avant-garde comic collective of Fremok. His books include Le Chateau and Lenin Kino. He has exhibited his work from Cuba to China and all points in between. A collection of his wood engravings has been acquired by Yale University. He lives in the South of France.


  Miles O’Shea’s work, notably with Oliver Deprez and Pieter De Buysser, has been seen throughout Europe. A performance piece with artist Orla Barry was recently shown at Tate Modern UK and The Museum of Modern Art in Dublin. His debut novel is to be published in Spring 2014. He lives in Bruxelles, Belgium.


  The two have worked together since 2006 in English and French and sometimes in neither. There is a Black Book Black retrospective to be held in 2014 at the Centre de la Gravure et de l’Image imprimée in Belgium.


  For more information on the project please see: http://www.blackbookblack.net/


  


  Commemoration


  By Lisa Doral


  I. CHRISTMAS PAGEANT


  At twelve, I played Mary


  in a community Christmas pageant.


  I saw you at the service, people said.


  I saw you with your baby,


  riding your donkey. A real donkey,


  led by some boy. Older boy.


  Fourteen at least. I don’t remember


  his name or if I even knew it


  at the time. Just that I couldn’t look at him.


  Couldn’t look straight at him without


  blushing and lowering my eyes.


  Everyone said I made a great Mary.


  That I did a great job being


  the one God descended upon. No,


  not descended upon. Entered.


  That I did a great job being the one


  God entered. And who


  afterwards called it holy.


  II .CHRISTMAS PAGEANT REVISITED


  The boy is important, the visiting poet said.


  Immensely important. The center of the poem,


  he said. Her desire for him is the center of the poem,


  the dramatic center. Her desire for him is


  what this poem is about. This much is clear: She desires him.


  The girl riding a donkey desires him,


  the boy, the dramatic center. You need to build him up more,


  he continued. Give him a name, good looks, maybe a touch of acne.


  Help us to see him, to see the real center of this poem.


  To see into the center; to see inside her


  desire. Help us to get inside –


  inside the blushing and the lowering.


  Tell us how blue his eyes are, how dark his hair,


  how straight and perfect his


  nose. We need to see him. The center of her desire.


  Unless, of course, you are striving


  (striving!) to create an aura of mystery – an illusion of mystery –


  like you would if you were talking about, say, God.


  Unless, of course, you want the boy to be mysterious


  in the same way a deity is. Maybe even the girl.


  He said this last part parenthetically. (Really, he did.)


  Unless of course…


  Unless of course you, you, just don’t get it.


  That there is nothing mysterious here. Nothing of the


  element of religious deity in the story of


  a god who descended upon, entered, a woman, a girl,


  and with this, the world. Entered and created a world filled


  with immensely important boys


  who would grow up to be immensely important men,


  who would grow up to be the dramatic center of every girl’s life,


  grow up to be the desire of every girl who would become every woman,


  who would become, be becoming to, every man,


  who would become, yes, become, come, come not out of choice,


  not out of desire, but fear. Fear and trembling.


  Unless, of course, you call that love.


  This poem first appeared in the Journal of Feminist Studies in Religion, p. 121, V. 26, N. 1, Spring, 2010.


  Lisa Dordal holds a Master of Divinity and a Master of Fine Arts in poetry, both from Vanderbilt University, and currently teaches part-time in the English Department at Vanderbilt. Dordal’s poetry has appeared in a variety of journals and anthologies, and her chapbook, Commemoration, is currently available from Finishing Line Press. She lives in Nashville, Tennessee with her partner, Laurie. For more information, please visit her website at http://lisadordal.com.


  


  Thirty-two


  By John Fitzgerald


  What beauty imparted was more than skin deep.


  Truth hung upon her every word.


  Once he described her as misunderstood, she raised the bottom line.


  Truth claims this didn’t begin as nine lines, it was the mind.


  He always says believe me, as if no one ever does.


  Nobody’s convinced he’s dead, and from the grave, he says so be it.


  Truth was usually so lost in thought,


  he couldn’t recall what he came in for.


  Many times, he’d have to close his eyes to remember.


  From The Mind (Salmon Poetry, 2011).


  John FitzGerald is the author of The Mind (Salmon Poetry, 2011), the novel in verse Spring Water (Turning Point Books prize 2005), and Telling Time by the Shadows (Turning Point Books, 2008). His fourth collection, Favorite Bedtime Stories, is forthcoming from Salmon Poetry in 2014. He has contributed to the anthologies From the Four Chambered Heart: In Tribute to Anais Nin (Sybaritic Press, 2013), Poetry: Reading it, Writing it, Publishing it(Salmon Poetry 2009), and Dogs Singing: A Tribute Anthology (Salmon Poetry 2011) as well as to many literary magazines. He is a dual citizen of the United States and Ireland.


  


  A Flick of the Grail


  By Mark Fleury


  And God’s green birth, seeded,


  Falls from the apple tree of the sun;


  The yellowing edges of the Holy Book


  Shades windows from the outside


  As they brighten its pages from within.


  The ink is drying the tears in your eyes.


  This green seed Earth, buried


  Beneath layers of sound, vibrates


  In between its separateness from the sun


  And the shadow of the moon. In the heart


  Of this sound thicket,


  The green seed is seen by the spacious


  Sun through the window


  Where, in the star-dusted haze,


  A rising solar ship’s mercurial antenna


  Takes time into the past.


  Mark Fleury is a poet and stay-at-home Dad in St. Paul Minnesota. His poems have recently appeared in Transcendent Visions, The Storyteller, Ruah, Ceremony, Poet’s Haven, and Down In The Dirt. He also has a chapbook entitled Spirit Light Naming Sound published through Scars Publications and Design. Fleury also published three poetry books through Scars, In Your Heart, the Apostrophe’s Teardrops of God (2010), Angel’s Syllable is Good Boss of Devil’s Spine(2011),and The 4D Window (2012). Mark considers his poems to be surreal, projective verse.


  


  The Lesson


  By Karen Foster


  Someday my mother will not awaken from her sleep. I will not be there to hear her cough through the night and pass judgment upon this world with a curse of breath. I will be asleep in my own bed, dreaming of her and me and the days in the garden that once was. I will be struck dumb of heart when she dies. I will turn to my side and shudder in the darkness. My daughter will attend the funeral and be there in her black dress when the grave receives her grandmother. She will monitor my response, judging this passing of grief for future reference. She will observe and memorize this transference, questioning its significance. I will not be able to see her through me. I will be the old one who will cough in the night and reach for flattened sheets while my daughter lies in her bed dreaming.


  Published in Hurricane Alice, republished in Kaleidoscope.


  Karen Foster’s poems been published in Fireweed, Rocky Mountain Review of Language and Literature, Redneck Review, New York Quarterly, Classifieds, Hurricane Alice, and others. Recently one of her poems, Nitroglycerin, won third place in High Plains Writers’ Contest. Her short stories have been published in Briar Cliff Review, Big Ugly Review, and others. A story, The Dog, won third place in a contest held by The Reader, an Omaha arts magazine. Stained Glass, one of her plays, has been performed at the Lincoln Community Playhouse, Lincoln, NE. She is currently Associate Professor of English at Dickinson State University, Dickinson, ND.


  


  Apocalypso


  By Howie Good


  I wasn’t born with issues. I acquired them the way fish acquired limbs in order to walk on land. You didn’t know me back then. There were many laws, but few arrests. The news always seemed to be showing funerals. Blue was a different color. Prospective employers shook their heads when I told them I was self-taught. The motions of time got harder and harder to understand, like babushkas who drank a fifth a day. Perhaps I didn’t need friends. Perhaps what I needed were accomplices. A man I had just met offered me an unsolicited piece of advice: “Go fuck yourself.” I hurried off as if eager to try.


  Howie Good, a journalism professor at SUNY New Paltz, is the author of the forthcoming poetry collection The Middle of Nowhere(Olivia Eden Publishing) and the forthcoming poetry chapbooks The Complete Absence of Twilight (Mad Hat Press), Echo’s Bones, Danger Falling Debris (Red Bird Chapbooks), and An Armed Man Lurks in Ambush (unbound CONTENT)


  


  Typewriter Series #544


  By Tyler Knott Gregson
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  ASH


  By Mary Ann Honaker


  She’s by the fireside. Beyond,


  darkness deep and cool as well water.


  Thick log in hand, she coaxes fire


  out of white ashes, amber coals.


  She says, Of course I still love him


  but. Young mother, engaged to marry


  next summer, speaking of


  her former lover–


  I’ve got a mug I brought from home.


  Bitter thick brown ale


  by the keg. She turns her back


  to the flames, the only light here,


  and her face is dark when she says, but, but.


  You don’t understand what he’s like.


  She’s right, I don’t, but I do


  understand it shouldn’t take


  so damn much explaining.


  She gives up, sighs, stares


  into the rustling night. Later


  my lover is apologetic


  for bringing up the old flame.


  We stand under porchlight


  beside the keg, swat mosquitoes,


  whisper. She shouldn’t get married,


  I say. It’s too much for a person


  split in two. He hops from foot


  to foot, clutching his nervous beer.


  When I glance up to meet his eyes


  they are, like mine, damp with pity.


  I imagine the former lovers’


  chance meeting by the dry fountain,


  filled with the papery music of autumn leaves.


  He, the poet, clutching a tattered bag


  of songs written for her.


  She, the mother, holding another’s


  baby son upon her hip.


  I can’t hear what they say.


  I don’t know if she should or shouldn’t.


  I only know you can’t build a fire


  when your kindling is already ash.


  Mary Ann Honaker holds a B.A. in philosophy from West Virginia University, a Masters of Theological Studies from Harvard Divinity School, and a Paralegal Certificate from North Shore Community College. She has previously published poetry in Harvard’s The Dudley Review, Crawlspace, Gold Dust, Dappled Things, Hoi Polloi, The Foliate Oak, The Gloom Cupboard, Euphony, Caveat Lector, Dark Sky Magazine, The Pennon, Spark, Off the Coast, and Zig Zag Folios. She currently lives in Salem, Massachusetts.


  


  Ambien


  By Claire Ibarra


  If you had a car, you would drive to 7-Eleven and eat burritos with a construction worker named José. Instead you take another pill and drink a bottle of wine. Slip, sliding away to Paul Simon. Shave your head, just the sideburns. Then you let your wife find the razor and the empty bottle and the pink elephants dancing in tutus around the room singing, After Midnight to Clapton’s electric guitar. Light white candles and pray Hail Mary on your knees, slip sliding away and cursing your wife for an imagined infidelity. Face paint, hair clogging the bathroom sink, paella dumped on the kitchen floor, a cut that needs stitches, long distance calls, ants marching through cracks in the walls. Your wife calls the doctor to send for help, you dream that they haul you off to the loony bin.


  Here you find peace, here you find redemption, here you find God. Here you see your father who died, your brother who died, your sister who died, and they speak to you in tongues and you understand the meaning. Here is where you are, here is where you are lost, here is where you disconnect from your physical self and become an empty self, who no one understands, as if you’re speaking in tongues, the language of death, the language of a very deep sleep.


  Claire’s poetry and photography have appeared in numerous journals and magazines. You can find her poetry in Thrush Poetry Journal, Blue Fifth Review, and Poetic Pinup Revue. Her photos can be found in Blue Print Review, Microw, Pirene’s Fountain, and Thumbnail Magazine, among others. She is also a contributor to the poetry anthology Point Mass by Kind of a Hurricane Press and the forthcoming Lummox 2.


  


  The Son Was No Longer Dangerous


  By Donald Illich


  His parents watched him pick up leaves,


  paint their house, lift it up by


  its foundation to clean under it.


  The neighbors were jealous.


  Their children shot heroin with the dogs,


  hunted for birds with their cats,


  planted bombs in petunias and daisies.


  They’d give anything for the kids


  who didn’t beat them up daily,


  stealing their lunch money,


  hocking their computer drives.


  The son used to do those things.


  But he caught a glimpse of the future


  when he fell on his head, dreaming


  about his folks diving into graves,


  waving goodbye forever as they sank.


  He realized he never had a chance


  for thank yous outside his anger,


  which had consumed everything.


  So, now he kissed them on the cheeks,


  hugged them tightly, as if that could


  press them to the earth, magnetizing


  them to the porch, so heaven couldn’t


  raise them, adorn them with halos,


  make them forget him with songs.


  Donald Illich has been published in LIT, Cream City Review, The Iowa Review, and other journals. He has been nominated three times for the Pushcart Prize. Donald lives in Rockville, Maryland.


  


  Naked Chardonnay


  By Alexandra Isacson


  Before she slips off her silk


  kimono, with paint-stained hands


  he holds a wintered Russian sable


  brush & slowly strokes her cheek


  down to her throat.


  Her body tenses & softens into


  a winged opera of evening light.


  His touch was like the supple brush


  of a mink a lover had warmed her


  with during a snow flurried walk


  from The Lincoln Center to catch


  a cab for dinner, drinks, & a hotel.


  Now, sharing chardonnay,


  she kisses his mouth & dark


  stippled face. Casting off herself,


  she disappears into canvases


  charcoaled & crayoned in winter’s


  dusk & other subdued nudes.


  Naked Chardonnay was published in deconstructed forms & under the titles of No. 4: (The Elixir of Balance) in New World Writing (formerly The Mississippi Review) edited by Frederick Barthelme, and Manhattan in Blink-Ink edited by Doug Mattewson.


  Alexandra Isacson is an Arizona State graduate who lives and teaches in the Phoenix area. She is the author of the poetry chapbook written to honor the visual arts and humanities, Poetic Anthropologies (Medulla Publishing, 2011). She is a Pushcart (2012, 2010) and Best of the Net Anthology (2009) nominee. Please Visit her at alexandraisacson.com


  


  My Darling Rodin


  By Clarissa Jakobsons
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  Camille Claudel


  The beech trees


  sprout a single leaf.


  It has been so long,


  I torment over


  the feather


  that cannot fly


  locked inside


  my sculpture, “Sakountala, the Kiss”.


  You dangle the key.


  Speak! I grow mad.


  This poem is from Jakobsons’ forthcoming chapbook, Camille Claudel; Montdevergue Asylum. Camille was Rodin’s student, model, lover, and an accomplished artist of her own right. Her brother, Paul Claudel, the famous French poet and diplomat, and her mother, confined her at Montdevergue Asylum for thirty years, until death.


  Jackobson is an artist, poet, and instructor, twice featured poet at the Shakespeare and Co. Bookstore, in Paris, and first place winner at the Akron Art Museum 2005 New Words Competition. Sample publications include: Glint Literary Journal, Hawaii Pacific Review, Ruminate, Qarrtsiluni, and The Yale Journal for Humanities in Medicine. Her paintings and one-of-a kind artistic books are nationally exhibited including at the Cleveland Museum of Art Ingalls Library. Don’t be surprised to see her inner artist kicking sandcastles, climbing Mount Diablo, painting Provincetown dunes, or walking under an Ohio crescent moon.


  


  Identification Please


  By Bob James


  And then the moment arrives.


  And it is really only the moment of realization,


  that the slow, ongoing process of erosion,


  has truly worn away everything that I believed I was,


  Everything that I had come to believe defined who and what I am.


  All that I had chosen to embrace, all that gave me form and substance.


  All that I couldn’t imagine my life and identity without,


  all gone now, lost, to the extent that even my memories,


  disable me from touching.


  So who and what am I now? All that remains is a shell.


  I wish I knew, if only so that I could get on with the self loathing,


  That the inability to love myself, has reduced to an empty gesture.


  


  And Flight Will Be As Normal As Walking


  By Alex S. Johnson


  the blood that shoots forth


  shower of angels in a blast of gold


  opening the seal of sobriety


  a bottle of black stallions


  ink jet gods whistling soul music


  the numb struts fall apart


  laughter jets from the careful chamber


  where teas are a solemn symphony


  the rites of spring impaled on hot steel


  boundaries snagged in balloon of sky


  the spirit is a spiral beast


  magnified the eyes of the ordained


  kole smudges, dress of vapors


  armada of burning souls


  chanting for more


  than stacks of biblical death


  dressed for desire not your


  mystery funeral of the flesh


  outside in the ruins


  angels assemble


  their permanent wings


  and flight will be normal as walking.


  Alex S. Johnson resides in Northern California, where he teaches college composition. His books include The Death Jazz, Black Tongues of the Illuminati, Doctor Flesh, and The Doom Hippies. He also publishes and edits The Shwibly magazine.
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