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To ROMANTICISM ON BASTILLE DAY

BY JORDAN SANDERSON Let’s take the moon back
from these cocksuckets

in space boots and suits.

Forty yeats since it was trampled.

Let’s give it back to ponds, frogs,

and walks. Let’s prop it up

in 2 window, submerge it

in a bowl of noodle soup, give it

a bath and a new name.

Let’s leave it out

of reach, let it bobble

in the pines like a balloon
flown from the party

as the sun cattied the wishes
of wells into the underwotld
where they heave like seaweed
on the surface of a sea whose tides
the moon ties in knots,

Let’s clip the shuttles

that weave the moon

to the earth like needles.

When man walked on the moon,
he was invisible. We weren'’t

sure why we were applauding,

We needed 2 closer look.
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Her unflinching gaze fixed to the whirl of blackness
below; memories ride the wind lashing her back black.
Bloodied thighs, bruised arms, fingerprints ringing

their blue-purple touch around her throat—

Black Love begotten. Thumps beneath belly skin,

the yellow puke that sprang from virgin lips

leaving suicidal notes to sour on her tongue—

all of him unwanted. Three seasons consuming hate,
swelling in fleshy prisons, welcoming agony with delight.
Forced desires spewed between bloodied thighs.
Fingerprints ringing their blue-purple touch around
hushed cries, pleading eyes as memories die.

She surrenders Black Love to the river's embrace—

all of him unwanted.



RESONANCE

BY T. ANDREW HUDDLESTON

My voice is the bonnie death-rattle
of a wet cigarette.

You know:
all sizzle and flame.

My voice is winding streams
between knobby trees:

melting rocks through eternities
in stop-motion fragments.

My voice 1s cushioned silence
and coffee shop laughter.

It is piano string tightropes

and turpentine smiles. "THE TrANSFER" BY DENNY B. MARSHALL

PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED iMN TRED OwlL Magazine #5 {iﬁlf}lﬂ}l

My voice is jaundiced blues
and smoke-step raindrops.

My voice is your voice,
and it is deeper to me

than it is to you:

It has to do with resonance.



THE UNSPOKEN THOUGHT
IS THE LOUDEST
BY Howte Good 3

artwork b tehew Mead

Say something she says
Her heart twists as she waits

the Atlantic on one side
and the Gulf on the other

and paste-on numbers
on their apartment door

Laid end to end
the drowned would circle

the globe twice but like birds
with unfamiliar markings

words cannot
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ANOTHER PIECE OF
USELESS ADVICE
BY Howie Good

The same rain falling on us
with dreary sincerity

fell on the Great Dead, so-called \’5
despite there being nothing |

great about being dead.
Write every day, I was taught.

Better yet, the rain said,
emulate the garrulity of piped-in music.

Also the point of what two or more
exclamation points in a row is.

And when you browse the pawnshops
and the green spray of hills,

setting off various car alarms,
forget, if you can, the children

at the gates of the orphanage.



E She 1s blind 1n one eye
_) From an STD of her mother
She has only molats in her mouth

BY JOBY MERCHANT And full facial hair
We ate both 34

She manipulates to survive

She writes poems too

She spells “conscious” “conches”
She hutts all of the time

She never feels safe

She rejected my help endlessly
Probably because she didn’t know
How to take the help gracefully

~ w4 She used up countless blocks of my time
1 Which yielded no tesults that I could see
[t made me feel helpless

Just like she feels all of the time

[ have 70 other families to tend to

[ had to say goodbye

She catries a fold up white metal cane
With a chipped red tip

And a big metal ball of a handle

As she was escorted out of my life
She gave me a surprise patting gift
Hurled the cane at my face

My pain to match her pain

My neat and tidy life

Unraveling before her eyes

My tears to match her tears

‘UNTITLED" BY GAIL DENHAM Her face said that she wanted to see
If T would hurt like her

A blow for a blow

As I drove off

In a white Cadillac




She was up against a conctete wall _) B
Police all around her ( CO NT.)
Her gaze held my gaze

Until traffic cleated and I dtove away
To a place that is safe

Me in a blue hospital gown ; : :
Like the gown she will weat. ey {o: S ,_
When she gets to the ctisis #ﬂtﬂf ‘

She will be strapped down
Injected with sedatives ;
And released back on the si;c:t f
In a day ot two .w'f i
She will continue to be homeless T
Mentally ill and off her meds e (4
Developmentally disabled .
Spending het monthly check in a day
On crack for her and her friends

I know the next chapter by heart s
She will be exploited, raped, |
Assaulted, humiliated and rc]ected

=
b o

.

Again, over and over

Out tie is broken now

I will get assigned a new case /
To take her place

And she will exhaust another worker, &
Someone told me that now and tk oS
You run into a petson

With no redeeming qualities g8
Who is absolutely unluvablc i
There ate reasons why
Everyone else rejects her TR LT - AR S -
And I shouldn’t feel bad for giving up “amsterdam snmﬁday’ by andrew abbott
But I do and probably always will



GODLESS

BY PAavic McleaN

1 do not need god as a prosthetic conscience.
preassigned meanings are for the feeble

y dream their absences, the blind watchmaker
stopping to enjoy a cigarette and a few deaths.

t is better to be a conventional junkie instead.
it seems a more honest thing to me
_ pieces of flesh missing to the exacting sword
being, truth is religiosity sleeping

and a crow on time's shoulder.

humanity is made of care and hiatuses,
most of her is always absent and forgotten,
she knows best how to be homeless

e - she is always born and dies that way.
a child in time and night's free play.

“A MAN WITH UNCERTAINY"
BY DenNy B MArsHALL



MeN's CLu®
BY VAN JENSON

nothing worse
than a dive

without a dame
just

cigars

in ash trays
scowling

mugs drinking
mugs of beer
the grunt of football
on the flat screen
and not

even a busty
wailtress

in sight

a slow fan

twirls above
someone

swats 2

fly off their
shoulder
brooding

five o'clock shadows
and

the scent of
liquor the closest
thing to perfume
in the air

‘A MaN WiTH Fear”
BY PeEnny B, MAarsHALL

no not a single

set of

heels

clip clop

into the joint
you could
cut the lack
of tension
between

the sexes
with

a knife
women
maybe

you can't live
with ‘em

but it's

a shame

to drink
without ‘em



Years ago in Lindy’s Diner

we watched a woman pick lice Lice E ATERS
from her arms and eat them. Maybe

those lice were imaginary. But now BY Wituiam Doreskl
real ones have overtaken

the world. Everyone scratches,

shampoos, combs, shaves those regions

we’ve never learned to discuss.
Rimbaud’s sisters would find work
everywhere, peeting and plucking
and crushing with powerful nails
the tiny punctuations. Shower
twice a day with deadly chemicals
and we find ourselves louse-free
in a lousy world. Avoiding crowds,
avoiding public places like bars
and chutches, we retain our sterile
aura, but the general contagion
throbs like a pustule. The army
taught me to aggress against lice.
I recall the misery of men

in foxholes scratching desperately
while snipers zeroed on bobbing
and lice-riddled heads. Poison

and fine metal combs. Shampoos
reeking of kerosene. That woman
died two decades ago and willed
her lice to the world. Real or not,
they reproduced so vividly
everyone now enjoys them.
Shaven heads reflect the sunlight
in subtle prismatic colors. LA MK MATYE STRESE"
We’re all lice-eaters now, blood-thirst
so general many go mad and drink
that deadly chemical shampoo,

sute that the nits are brain cells,
signs of genius run amok.

BY DENNY E. MARSHALL

































