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*Denny Marshall's titles were omitted from the final edit due to space and information overflow.

Thetitles are as follows in the order they appear:

Work #1 " Space #16"

Work #2 " Space #13"

Work #3 " Space #2" 1st Published in Pablo Lennis April 1998
Work #4 " Space #15"

"Retrieved From Wiki Commons. US Government Photography Part of the Public Domain.
"Retrieved From Wiki Commons Painted For The (USDA) Part of the Public Domain.
"Retrieved From Wiki Commons Picture Released By Author Part of the Public Domain
" Retrieved From Wiki Commons Copyright Expired and Now Part of the Public Domain

All other artwork and design is the artwork and design of the editor.






NoTes For A Poem ThHaT WiLL Never Be WRrRITTEN
By Howie Goon

The moment
you look away,

everything becomes
something else,

Swedish ball
bearings,

the opulence
of large puddles,

a quiet,
elderly couple

captured
by the posse

and hanged
from a broken tree.




ON THE AFTERMATH OF A DRIVE-BY SHOOTING

BY CHRIS ALLEN

Outside,
the diamonds
ainlink fence,

children dart
rough veins.

On the court,
chalk outline,
small, fits neatly
in the dotted semi-circle.



No one’s ever heard of Middleburg,
Virginia MiLe Marker 31
unless you live there
but you may have been through it
once or twice ‘cause it’s not - _ L' -
that far from the Capitol, thqﬁ ) v
Monument and Abe Lincoln’s =
giant marble feet. She was _
blonde and tall and easy on th
eyes (as southern girls seemy "'_
be) and she played the hurs |
circuit of old money Virgi
until one day she disappear
from the scene. No one kne
what happened (they never dp)
and her list of lovers was
long. Maybe there was
a fight or two or an _
argument or jealousy. Just _'
below this small ‘burb of &
mansions and horse farms | i
on a road near the Interstate '*‘l“ - TSRS S 1o
they found her black Jeep | = . . decayeds arn and
and her purse intact. the water wheel that used
to churn at the river’s
side. They turned the woods
upside down and never found
her making everything as it
was before this blonde fury
walked into this ancient
grand old town.

BY LB SenLacexk




THE GAMBLER
BY BARBARA LOVENHEIM

“CHOorRING" BY SHELBY DENHAM

The gambler in his tight vest
bets everything on black
as flashes of red drip his losses

through the blood, he is forced
on a train with one bag filled
with history, clothes of power

Rilke for a cloudless afternoon
Heine as the evening turns bright
nothing for a rock quarry in heat

his leg is wet from the cold crust of hatred
turning the veins from red to black
like the madness of a roulette wheel

spun by the shiny toe of a jackboot.



Grt Whro Hipes CoCcAINE IN THE BATHROOM

BY ALlisoN WILKINS

Winter cold leaves
covered the porch.

Giant wood roaches,
flippant in mulch.

Her first hardwood floors.

Happy mor@‘u ik

2-shower
3-getmr

4-leave

Poems flow, s
snorting, asl
tip-tapping amc
keys patting, pnems
Up her nose, random

boys beds, always cold.
Months. Months. Months.
And then one morning:
Her face, her pillow

her thick, black blood.



LoNELINESS MoOTEL
BY MicHAEL KESHIGIAN

His little hole in the Boston skyline,
one window lined with soot
facing Fenway Park.

In the room overhead,
there was a clarinet

that stalked Stravinsky’s Three
every evening. 4
During the day it was mostly qf ty
the crowd on the sidewalks | =" |
resembled the spiders in the rao
preying with thick overcoats [
to catch the unsuspecting

in a web woven with smog
dimly illuminated with the littl
that penetrated the building :
so dark, he could only shave
with a lamp in his face.
Every morning at 7:30 A.M.,
students clamored on the staircase,
rushing en route to classes

at the universities

and colleges around the corner,

the clarinet player would flush the toilet
then turn on the shower.

Once in a while, a bird

chirped or tweeted, like a bell chime,

so close to his door,

for a moment, he believed

he had a visitor.




UNsoLvED
BY ALISON LUTERMAN

BIRTHING” BY SHAREEN KNIGHT



she was a girl who

needed a home and I

was four walls and a roof and a door and

she was seventeen and had been beat up

by life harder than a white woman

can imagine and I had looked over

my shoulder and seen forty passing by and fifty
zooming up fast and she

was a cell phone that talked all night

and I was call waiting

patiently on hold never giving up and she

was a bad debt and I was a checkbook

she was an open womb and it was

closing time at my bar I

was a stop sign and she rolled through me

she was being spit out of the centrifuge into the furnace
and I was being vacuumed into the void like dust

by that same inexorable wave

how can I tell you the story

magpie mockingbird cuckaberry sits in his old nut tree...
even now

her creditors keep calling

thinking they’re going to get something, but she
is a hurricane of broken promises

and I am a warning:

look how your crooked tree

bears its crooked fruit



MAaNDOLIN O1L
BY Jimmy NieTo

vase filled with icons in broken glass
black invisible water
heated to be cold

swimming in blood
i drink from

angel with folded wings
opens in my veins

angel holding me
in a glass tornado

my madness sane
watching eyes looking into

sun in a closed window
in sand the normal flow

my breath — - -
in a dark light Tears OF AN ANGEL" BY GrRANT PALMER



Two IN THE MORNING

Well, it’s two in the morning on a Saturday E’YJ ASON E’YE ERG
and the Union Pacific is just now slidin’ in

off the long, black tail-fin of another
“just-another-Friday night,”

and a faint, red breaklight of a star

is idling Far-off on the horizon

and the wind is rolling around the streets, =
kickin’ up newspapers and leaves, 1"' LTt
lookin’ for some blow and maybe a little lnve s, '-'.
(or somethin’ almost like it). s/

ALL ARTWORK
By Penny BE. MarshHALL

As the cars line up along the loading dockds
the brakes begin to screech and hiss
and bells and lights are firin’ off .
up and down the line, oy 1 |
and then the driver blows out i
a high-lonesome moan. |
And from chasms and caverns and 2 M ]
sub-basements deep beneath the state of Kansas

a prehistoric thunder roils and rumbles .
and roars up, pouring out over this steep, e .
craggy embankment made of the broken concrete slahs ; .

and abandoned appliances of better days.

The lone light in the depot glows XY
a ghostly fluorescent glow- S 2y -
a pale-blue halo, hovering _
like a radioactive cloud over the boxcars | \
as they barrel through the broken downtown heart oA ; J \ A
of this once-proud little city-state of the plains- Aedlt
stirring up the deep, sedimentary layers ‘. >
of its sleep, a little, maybe, with dreams 7 ”~r

of universal, unconditional love
(or something very nearly like it). -



CONT.

And here we sit, across the river,
on the slope of the bank; hidden under
an over-hanging tree’s wild latticework

of layered leaves and gnarled cathedral arches;
passing a half-pint of Presedente and a quart
of Mickey’s, back and forth,

talking trash and holding court

under the blind eye of a somewhat bi-polar,

if not exactly, wrathful god.

And there, mingled somewhere

in our meandering little river

of wine and words, specially imported

by the Union Pacific Railroad Co.

(or, merely flown in on some

impending weather front)- the distant twang
and grit of fine red dust

from the fabled train yards of Tulsa.

5 3 /)
= : o Vintt Well, the wind makes way for the rain
r ol fﬁ; i to get down and the news of the world
‘,-;Z#f#gﬁ' ,Mffffétreams by like stock-market prices; secret codes
, "ﬂ 4;’:"??”? ﬂszf spray-painted and scrawled all along the line
A 7 for the eyes of official train-watchers only.
7 /% ,,9;; _ ? B 1 = Good news, bmt.hers and siste}'s, good ncws,.,
ey JI'J"' so get it straight and take it to the street;
: ;,J / “A.S. LOVES S.H., M.K.+ L.B.=TLA,

SCHOOL SUCKS!” and “AC/DC RULES!!!”
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