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THE POEM IS IMPORTANT, THE POET IS NOT  
– Octavio Paz

This issue is dedicated to the POEM and to those who write them. I learned the hard way that 
separating the poet from the poem is easier said than done. I lost the friendship of the proponent 
of this ideal last year over a silly misunderstanding. I cannot believe that this happened, but it 
did. So I dedicate this issue to poets everywhere; to poets and their frail egos…may we all gain 
some measure of insight and tolerance for each other’s foibles.

So, let’s update the motto to this:

INGENIUM NON CELEBRITAS – GAME NOT FAME

LUMMOX #2 PATRONS

LUMMOX has to thank the following people for helping other poets get into this issue 
by donating more than the requested $10. They are Mike Adams, Carly Bryson, Peter 
Carroll, Tim Hunt, Ed Jamieson, Jr., Frank Kearns, Victoria Locke, Angela Mankiewicz, 
Terry McCarty, Edward Nudelman, Michael Paul, Zaida Ramos, Paul Shafer, Nancy 
Shiffrin, Jared Smith, Clifton Snider, HL Thomas, Jeff Walt, Mel Weisburd, Lavonne 
Westbrooks and Rebecca Yancy. 

Very special thanks to the following for their donations to support this project and 
your editor who was somewhat damaged by fate during its creation: Linda Albertano, 
Dr. Thomas Brod, Hank Beukema, Harry Calhoun, Georgia Cox, Frank Dvoracek, Ryan 
Guth, Gerald Locklin, Daniel McGinn, and Apryl Skies.

Finally, lest we forget those who serve in the trenches, quietly doing the heavy lifting: 
Chris Yeseta (layout and art direction) and Alisha Attella (advertising ideas and general 
moral support)…I’d be lost without your help!  

RD Armstrong
Editor-in-chief
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INTRODUCTION
“Life’s journey is not to arrive safely at the Grave in a well preserved body, but 
rather to skid in sideways totally worn out shouting Holy Shit .... What a Ride!!! 

—Sent by a friend

WHEN I STARTED WORKING ON THIS 
year’s LUMMOX, I had no idea what an 
adventure I was in for. It was really more of a 
plot with a sub-plot, one that would eventually 
hijack the main plot. A race of sorts, where plot 
and sub-plot would trade places at will, like 
two runners vying for the lead. The main plot 
would be the process of pulling together all the 
parts to make this next issue of LUMMOX…
the reading of hundreds of submissions and 
selecting the best poetry, essays and interviews 
(the reviews were a no brainer). There were a 
few glitches along the way, misunderstandings 
mostly, with some out-of-control egotism, but 
then, we are talking about artists and artists 
are notorious for their single-mindedness (and 
need to be right!) 

As editor/publisher of this tiny operation I 
have endeavored to finance each issue, nay 
more widely, each book I have ever published, 
out of my own pocket and/or with the help of a 
few dedicated souls who believe in what I do 
or want to do. There is no special funding for 
LUMMOX, nor is there a family member or 
spouse or inheritance that I rely on. LUMMOX 
Press is about as close to a 
labor of love as you can get 
without it being a hobby (oh 
how I hate that term…“labor 
of love”— it doesn’t even 
come close to describing the 
sustained passion required 
for this sort of operation). 
I guess you could call it an 
obsession. And as such, 
you can succumb to tunnel 
vision; in my case it was the 
belief that I had to ignore the 
sub-plot as long as possible, 
because I had a job to do.

The sub-plot was a medical condition that 
eventually would lead to the loss of the pinkie 
toe and part of my right foot. It began two 
weeks into the reading period. As a Diabetic, 
one of the things that is most common and can 
be the most devastating, is an injury to the foot. 
A simple blister can become an ulcer…or a 
small hole can become an ulcer, and ulcers get 
big and dangerous very quickly. By the third 
week, I had an infection that was totally out of 
control. I entered the emergency room at Long 
Beach Memorial around noon and by five I 
was in a room on the fourth floor awaiting a 
decision as to whether they could save my foot 
or not. It was May 20th, the same day as that 
tornado hit Moore, OK. I remember thinking 
as I watched hour upon hour of raw video, as I 
tried to settle into my latest reality, I thought, 
things could be worse…I could have checked 
into that hospital in Moore, the one that was 
nearly flattened.

So sub-plot became plot and plot became 
sub-plot. During the next seven days there was 
only the hospital and the things that hospitals 
are famous for… crummy food, crummy 

Inhospitable Dawg
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operations, crummy boredom, and crummy 
egotistical bastards. I was cut-off from my 
world of submissions and my friends, as well. 
Sure, I could use my phone, but experience 
told me I would burn through my minutes 
pretty quickly (last time this happened I 
ended up with a $500 phone bill). But once I 
figured out how to access the hospital’s WiFi, 
I was saved! There were only two things that 
really took my mind off of my predicament: 
visitors and reading poetry submissions. I 
wrote a few poems while I was in there too. 
My days were spent watching TV, staring out 
the window at the intersection of Spring and 
Atlantic and watching the cars go by, watching 
the clouds go by, watching the people go by…
pretty much being an observer, dispassionate 
and disconnected from the world. In short, a 
stranger in a very strange land. And when I left 
the hospital, the only thing that changed was that 
there were no nurses constantly fussing over me 
and the food got better. I was still staring out a 
window watching the world go by. 

Now I don’t know how it is in prison, but 
trying to keep your head on straight in a 
hospital for fifteen days seems like an almost 
insurmountable task. The boredom, the night 
terrors, the crappy food, the lack of privacy, 
the lack of bathing, the unrelenting fear that is 
with you 24/7…fear of being ripped off while 
out of your room, fear of being forgotten about 
in your room, fear of being lost in the corridors,  
or the fear of being forgotten by your friends 
and/or family (out of sight, out of mind). At least 
part of the poetry community wouldn’t forget 
about me because they needed me. As long as I 
was needed, I knew I might make it out of this 
in one piece…well, almost one piece.

So on and on I persevered. All summer 
long, I lay in bed at home and worked on this 
issue…typing with one finger while lying on 
my left side with my right foot elevated. It’s 
been a lot of things, but thankfully, it hasn’t 
been so boring as to be suicidal. There were 

moments, but those passed quickly. Then it 
was back to the tolerable wasting of the days, 
watching the world go by your window; June, 
July, August and now September, a whole 
season, gone. But not forgotten. To that end, 
I must thank the following for keeping me 
interested: John Donahue and Tippi, Alisha 
Attella, Mike Depaolo, Joe Gardner and his 
wife Jennifer, Alex Frankel, Raundi Moore-
Kondo, Mike Meloan, G. Murray Thomas, 
Marianne Stewart, Jackie Joice, Vickie Locke, 
Gil Hagen-Hill, Chris Yeseta and family, 
Stephanie Serna, Dr. Jim Dohn, Carol Kearns, 
Lee Adams, Frank Dvoracek, Wally Pereira 
and my ex, Georgia Cox, most of whom came 
to visit me in my convalescence. If I have 
left anyone out, please forgive me…my CRS 
(Can’t Remember Stuff) has been really bad 
of late. Also a big THANK YOU to Sarah for 
your mad nursing skills, without your help, I 
don’t think I could have healed up so nicely. 
And a thank you to Luke Hiller for loaning me 
the “knee roller” that I used to get around for 
about a month and a half.

Now I am walking, well limping, but it’s a 
jaunty limp most days. I have my cane, my 
poetry and my mission. What’s my mission? 
Why, I’m providing a forum for poets who have 
nowhere else to send their best work. Now, if I 
could only figure out what my mission is…my 
doctors seem to think that it’s to get better; my 
counselor seems to think it’s to get my head on 
straight; my pals seem to think it’s to grow up; 
my enemies think it’s to finally die…I’ll sure 
be glad when I figure it all out. Meantime…

*   *   *
In this issue, aside from a lot of kick-ass 

poetry, more on that in a bit, there are a number 
of essays on writing, because writers aren’t 
writers if they don’t write and as anyone who has 
ever suffered from writer’s block knows, writing 
can be a bitch! There’s an essay on how to write 
badly by Joe Chandler; Dan Fante shares his 
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thoughts on the difference between writing and 
typing, while Laura Munoz-Larbig reveals 
how she approaches the task. There’s a brief 
excerpt from Broken Lines by Judith Skillman 
on Writer’s Block. Simon Perchik writes 
about the use of imagery and one on the use of 
metaphor by Daniel McGinn, himself a slayer of 
the metaphorical dragon. Artist Norman Olson 
muses about the nature of art; and, finally, Phil 
Woods muses about poet Lew Welch, a beat 
legend that never came in from the cold.

Kevin P. Sullivan is the main interview. Kevin 
is the co-founder of the San Luis Obispo Poetry 
Festival which celebrates its 30th anniversary 
this year! He has had an amazing career as a 
poet on California’s Central Coast, as you will 
see. Also interviewed, are Judith Skillman (on 
why she wrote Broken Lines, published this year 
by LUMMOX Press); former US Poet Laureate 
Mark Doty (conducted by Grace Cavalieri) 
and Anne MacNaughton and the late, Peter 
Rabbit, cofounders of the Taos Poetry Circus 
(conducted by G. Murray Thomas).

Rounding things out, there are reviews of 
the following: The Non Herein by Michael 
Mc Aloran (Christopher Barnes); Looking For 
Bora, Bora by Ryki Zuckerman and Niagara 
Lost and Found: New and Selected Poems 
by E.R. Baxter III (2 reviews by Michael 
Basinski); Magician’s Hat by William 
Tremblay (Norman Olson); Below Zero by 
Eduardo del Valle (Jared Smith); The Gloria 
Poems by Mel Weisburd (Alvaro Cardona-
Hine); A Life of Windows & Mirrors: 
Selected Poems 1948-2005 by Mel Weisburd 
(Nancy Shiffrin). And contrary to popular 
belief, I do not spend my waking hours reading 
poetry books (or too many other kinds of books 
for that matter), but I have included some 
short reviews, suggestions really, regarding 
some books I liked that came across my desk 
in the last year or so. These include Fante – 
A Memoir by Dan Fante, 8th and Agony by 
Rich Ferguson, Coffee House Confessions by 

Ellaraine Lockie, Redneck Yoga by Tim Hunt 
and The Salvador-Dali-Lama Express by 
Mark Terrill, among others.

Now, getting back to the poetry, I have to 
say that I am really happy with the quality of 
submissions for this year’s theme. When I came 
up with the idea of PLACE, I thought I would 
get a lot of geographic related poems, which I 
did. But I was pleased to see that many of the 
poets were willing to explore other possibilities 
of a more, shall I say, esoteric nature? Place as 
an emotion, as nostalgia, as a metaphor? Yes, 
all these possibilities are represented here.

A friend of mine by the name of Carter 
Monroe, whom I have the utmost respect for, 
has told me, often, that if you want to learn how 
to write poetry, you have to read it! So, I hope 
you will find LUMMOX 2 as enjoyable and 
educational as #1; and if you missed the first, you 
can still buy it from www.lummoxpress.com. 
In fact, I would suggest that you subscribe to 
it…save yourself $10 and get two years worth! 

Next year’s theme will be two-fold— DESIRE 
and ROAD KILL…

*   *   *
PASSAGES

Jayne Lynn Stahl, died in late March after a 
long battle with cancer. Poet, essayist, teacher, 
playwright, member of PEN, blogger for 
The Huffington Post; she courageously 
dedicated her life to her art. I learned of her 
death after I selected the poem for this issue, 
but it is strangely appropriate. You will find it 
on page 148.

Another poet lost in transit last year while 
the first issue of LUMMOX was in the works 
was Peter Rabbit, who G. Murray Thomas and 
I visited in Taos back in 2011. Peter was co-
founder, along with Anne MacNaughton, of the 
Taos Poetry Circus which ran for 23 glorious 
years. He came to Taos back in the 50s where he 
had lived ever since. He lived a good, long life 
and died in his eighties.  

And this from our Boston correspondent, 
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Doug Holder: “It is funny. I never was a Slam 
Poet, and rarely attended any of their readings. 
But in the course of my literary journalism 
and my literary activism I have interviewed 
and hosted a number of them. One of the most 
prominent members of this group of artists was 
Jack McCarthy. I never met McCarthy in the 
flesh—but his name came up all the time in 
the grapevine of the Boston Poetry Scene. He 
was a native of South Boston and wrote a lot 
of straight-no-chaser pieces about his native 
grounds. So I was surprised to get a note from 
him shortly before his death in Jan. 2013 from 
lung cancer. He told me how grateful he was for 
an online book review of his work we posted 
on the Boston Area Small Press and Poetry 
Scene, and how he admired how I promoted 
many of the poets from his niche over the years. 
A real mensch, people of my tribe would say.”

In April of this year, Norbert Blei, departed 
this world. He was a writer “of gritty, urban and 
urbane [stories], filled with humanity and lively 
characters ranking with the best ever published 
about Chicago.” Norbert Blei spent the last four 
decades in the relative peace and calm of Door 
County, Wisconsin, teaching, painting and 
writing. His much acclaimed “Poetry Dispatch 
and other Notes from the Underground” was 
a constant source of inspiration to countless 
fans. Norbert was 78 years old.

Ben Pleasants died in April of a heart attack. 
He was 72. Though he was a poet, he is better 
known for his reviews (reviewed for the L.A. 
Times for 20 years) and his articles, essays 
and books on literary figures such as Charles 
Bukowski. He was also behind the rediscovery 
of John Fante and subsequent republication by 
Black Sparrow Press of his entire collection of 
novels, including Ask The Dust and Wait Until 
Spring Bandini. Ben also was gracious enough to 
allow a little press called LUMMOX to include 
one of his essays in the publication of LAST 
CALL – the Legacy of Bukowski Continues.

Ray Manzarek died after a bout with cancer. 

Though he wasn’t really a poet, he helped a lot 
of poets with his friendship and support. Aside 
from being in a band called The Doors, Ray 
maintained his skills as a keyboardist, composer 
and producer. He worked with Michael C Ford 
and Yvonne de la Vega (two of L.A.’s poetry 
elite). He will be sorely missed. Ray was 74.

Kurt Brown was born in Brooklyn in 1944.  
He was a poet and memoirist who, in 1976 
founded the organization that would become 
the Aspen Writers’ Foundation. He lived in 
Aspen, CO over a decade. Last year, Brown 
published the memoir “Lost Sheep: Aspen’s 
Counterculture in the 1970s,” a vivid portrait of 
the town and its characters during its drop-out 
heyday. Brown had 7 books of poetry including 
Return of the Prodigals, More Things in 
Heaven and Earth,Time-Bound, and A 
Thousand Kim. He was 69.

Seamus Heaney, the great Irish poet died 
in late August. He was 74. His poetry painted 
a very clear, no-nonsense portrait of the lives 
of his neighbors and of the grim realities of 
growing up Irish. He was given the Nobel Prize 
for Literature in 1995, but he has received a 
number of other awards for his poetry and his 
translations, most recently The Griffin Trust 
for Excellence in Poetry Lifetime Recognition 
Award in 2012. 

Frank Moore was born in 1946 and 
died of pneumonia on Oct. 14, 2013. He 
was a performance artist, a poet, a critical 
essayist, a painter, a champion for the 
rights of the disabled and an inspiration to 
all whose lives he touched. Frank suffered 
from Cerebral Palsy, but he refused to 
let the disease run his life. He worked 
tirelessly championing causes that he 
believed in and inspired many lives with 
his authenticity and, often, outrageous 
behavior. Frank was 67 years young.

And lastly, on Sept. 26th Mike Adams lost 
his battle with cancer. Michael Adams grew up 
in a steel town near Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 
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Mike Adams
1949 – 2013

the wobbly hobo monk
avatar of Broken Hand Peak

blessed be to know thee
blessed memories

—Art Goodtimes

We are the ones
who are gone.
You remain,

constant
to Blue Mountains,

constantly walking, there.

—Judyth Hill
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He had a Bachelor’s degree in Anthropology 
and a Master’s degree in planning, both from 
the University of Pittsburgh. He attended the 
Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied Poetics 
at Naropa University in 1988. His book Steel 
Valley was published by LUMMOX Press in 
2010.  He is the author of five earlier books 
of poetry and essays. Whistleblowers and 
Underground are collaborations with the poets 
James Taylor III and Phil Woods.  These three 
poets perform together as the Free Radical 
Railroad. Mike lived in Lafayette, CO with his 
wife, Claire. He was one of my best friends. I, 
for one, will miss him greatly.

*   *   *
Not exactly last year, but someone suggested 

francEyE, known originally as Frances Smith, 
who was the mother of Marina Bukowski…
the daughter of Charles Bukowski. Though she 
and old CB never married, they lived together 
for several years. francEyE wrote poetry well 
into her eighties. She lived in Ocean Park, CA, 
simply and with dignity avoiding the limelight. 
She was a classy lady. francEyE passed away 
in June of 2009. 

R.L. Greenfield passed away in March of 
2011 leaving behind a quixotic legacy. Born in 
Wisconsin in the late thirties, he came to Los 
Angeles to earn a degree in English, which he 
taught for many years. In his thirties, he became 
a prolific writer of poetry after discovering 
marijuana, which stimulated his imagination 
to such a degree that, years later, he would 
end up in the L.A. County jail for 18 months 
for ignoring a restraining order. Some would 
come away from this experience with a bitter 
attitude, but Robert emerged with an even 
stronger resolve to devote himself to living the 
poet’s life. He moved north to Goleta, CA and 
began producing “The Greenfield Code” for 
public access TV. It was a one hour show that 
featured poets reading their work and talking 
about their lives and inspirations. Robert 
interviewed hundreds of poets during the 

show’s 20 year run. He ended his days, back 
in Los Angeles, living on the west side of town 
where many a poet hangs out. At the time of 
his death, Robert had published over 100 of his 
poems in magazines and journals. 

And this, from Winnie Lee Star: in memory 
of Stephen Morse, who passed away on 
Jan.16, 2010… For more on Stephen, go to 
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stephen-S-
Morse/475431335825688

Morse Man

Morse man
Died 1/16/10
At 65 years, 2 days
Legend in his own right
Beat poet
Husband, father, grandfather, 

teacher, mentor, friend
May Morse man
Rest in Everlasting Peace

Winnie Star 
in memory of Stephen Morse

Erica Erdman was born in 1954 and died in 
2010 of an accidental overdose of prescription 
medicine. Erica was a poet and illustrator (The 
Ellyn Maybe Coloring Book) and the author 
of one full-length collection of poems (The 
Apocalyptic Kid). I met her in 1994 and last 
talked to her 4 days before her untimely death. 
Erica was erudite, intuitive and listened, all 
virtues in a poet. Above all she had a voice 
that came off the page and stayed with you. 
Thanks to Richard Modiano of Beyond 
Baroque for this.

*   *   *
These poets have joined the pantheon of 

literature that makes up the canon of the small 
press. They are the past. On the following 
pages, you will find the present and the future. 
God save the small press!
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POETRY I

South Dakota Odyssey

James and I roll across the South Dakota prairie under a low gray sky, roll west, past the 
Wall Drug signs, the pies and bright faces of the couples on the Little America signs, 
signs for the Corn Palace, signs for the three-headed calves.  We roll west from Saint 
Francis, from the Indian School, from the shacks and garbage, rib-gaunt dogs of the 
Rosebud, west past the invisible nations of the lost Americans who will never smile 
from highway billboards, west to the Badlands, to Sage Creek, the old  ’86 Jeep Grand 
Cherokee cruisin’ smooth at 70 miles an hour, a few renegade snow flakes swirling past 
the windshield, Lucinda Williams singing of concrete and barbed wire, that kind of love 
we’ve both known, wrapping yourself in pain, your own damned fault, singing in that 
smoke and whiskey voice that makes it all, not okay but not as low and mean as it was at 
the time. 

We roll through the lost America, the ghosts of buffalo and feather-lanced warriors, roll 
through the ragged end of the good times.  Two middle-aged friends, losing the fight with 
gravity, easy marks for high lonesome lyrics, steel guitars, hard soil and the sketched 
lines of a woman’s smile.

We head out one more time to where the buffalo still roam, where there’s nothing but
grass, sky and wind and what more could anybody want?  It’s not the last time but maybe
it’s close - -war and ruin, poverty and monstrous excess and the oil all running out on this
great flaming fireball of an age.  Shine, perishing republic! Shine!  

We roll on, across the November high plains, keeping our distance from the center
of the dying beast, as far from the rot and stink at the heart of it as we can get, disciples
of Thoreau and Abbey, Basho and Saint Francis, border dwellers, we roll for love with
the songs of the road, of  the hard-luck, hard-times cowboy trailer-trash, love and
dreams, the real fuel that keeps us going, the fuel that’ll outlast fossilized sunlight, that’s
always burned in the hearts of men and women and will be burning strong when sage and 
juniper are growing from the hulk of the old Grand Cherokee, and our grandchildren’s 
children come to marvel at the ancient beast and the pale ghosts that hover around it,
all that will remain of a bygone age. 

And so we roll, we two old warriors, with the wind across the high, hard plains.

Michael Adams
Lafayette, CO

Previously published in Underground (Long Hand Press, 2007)
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Birth

I am an animal, raw and wounded 
I am a leaking, dripping piece of meat 
I seep blood and yellow fluid
I flood water across my bathroom floor.

I am gone now, deep into my own place 
I limp back inside myself
if there were a hedgerow I would creep under it 
and alone and quiet, I would roll and moan and low. 

They told me, you will be a warrior
you will go down and deep

but the washing, rolling pain
that breaks my back, seizes at my stomach

and then the terror of the pain. 

Why didn’t you tell me? 
I said it was no Sunday walk in the park. I said that. 

But there’s no stopping it 
the slow and steady progress of the child
downwards 

(In this – as in everything  – I have failed to measure up.)

I know the secret now
the pert women pushing their buggies
woke to also find they lay in sheets of blood, dripping from the uterus
or felt the cut of the knife and the slow stitch up afterwards

And I’m back on my feet, back in my jeans 
-except for the scar
-except for the tear
-except for the pain

I remember it. 

And now I keep the secret too. 

Rachel Andrews 
Montenotte, Cork, Ireland
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What Unites Us

The need to feel like
You are a human being
Is universal
Whether you are trying
To make ends meet
In Baghdad 
Tehran
Haifa
Basra
Tripoli
Paris
Belfast
Detroit
South Central
Birmingham
West Oakland
Riverside
Or even Long Beach

That is what unites us
This longing to be treated
As if our lives matter

RD Armstrong
Long Beach, CA

Previously published in Big Hammer.

Virgin Mother

The doctor called me 
and advised I visit my mother 
after she told him 
she was having Jesus’ baby.

When I got there, 
she stood with her back towards me 
clenching something 
in front of her hospital gown.

I asker her about it only once 
(as you do with schizophrenics) 
and she smirked.

I heard a crinkle.

She kept her pitch-black eyes on me.

A crumpled piece of paper 
fell out and onto 
the floor.

I picked it up 
and in her scrawl 
it read – 
Jesus.

Anna Badua
Long Beach, CA

From the chapbook Life Forms 
(Bank Heavy Press, 2013)
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Vientiane 
to Grand Junction

in the temple of Lao 
a socialist Buddhist nation

one rarely gets upset or loud
neither happy nor sad

but on this wild Colorado ride
I prefer the flow’s careening 

up & downs to some enlightened 
golden mean

Captain Barefoot
Norwood, CO

Previously published in the Broadside Union of Street 
Poets, Vincent St. John Local / Colorado Plateau / 
Aztlán;  Kuksu Brigade (Ret.) / San Francisco 
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San Francisco: Day

White as snow that shuns you, gleaming, fog for a hat,
bridges for arms, ferryboats nuzzling your skirts,
cable cars tickling your belly,
you recline sensually on your hills,
stretched out for all to see. The sun was made to ride above you,
redefining

what light can do to lift the spirits and make us think as some god might:
watch me combine sky, water, land and human design in ways so
perfect as to make these doubting mortals believe in
Me again. Yet your fatal flaw moves me more: you
loll, sleep and dream while all the while tectonic stresses
ramp

up like tightening screws beneath you. The earth is not your friend,
and, as it has done before, one day will slide and grate like a bad
machine, bringing you down in dust and fire. And
 that’s why I love you: your wiles and charms poised
stubbornly above disaster. Your blithe courage and magnificent
denial.

David Beckman
Santa Rosa, CA
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Quotas

How can I trust this corporation? Men get mangled, go insane. Women 
addicted to crank and coke get humped on loading docks. This company 
uses slashed down trees from Amazon jungles and North American 
mountainsides. Machines build towers of soapboxes fifty-feet high, make 
plastic-wrapped towers in warehouses filled with machine echoes and 
screaming operators—one night shift away from production quotas. Kim 
accelerates production on her machine; George turns up his machine too. 
So does Louis and Al. Pulleys and glue wheels all move faster and faster. 
Paperboard hums. Vacuums suck in paperboard angels, spin into glue 
blue cosmos. Folded wings adhere to sides of feathery angels. Reused. 
Stuck together, are they guarding the quotas of heavenly production 
lines? Talk to me, machines. Talk to me, talk to me, talk to me. You’re all 
I can hear. You liars. You’re all I can hear.

Nick Belardes
Bakersfield, CA

From Songs of the Glue Machines (Lummox Press, 2013)

Peter Leiss
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Allegiance 
& Verdict

Many’s the time
the moon
came up on
the wrong
side of
the bed &
the stars
came crashing 
down like
lanterns of
blue light
& the
top sheet
caught fire
while the
bottom sheet
turned to
ice &
all this 
impacted his
dreams &
gave a
twist to his
short-lived
future
even as his
fingers 
went numb
& he
lit cigarette #
3 million &
4 &
spurned all
allegiance &
verdict.

John Bennett
Ellensburg, WA

Untitled 

Here in this town of winding roads, 
tall oaks, is there anything for you? 
You planted a garden for the rabbits, 
but no rabbits have come yet. You put 
out peanuts for the birds, but there 
were hidden markings on the jar: 
partially hydrogenated vegetable oil, salt. 
Not many birds ever came, 
except in winter. 
The earth is still beautiful. 
The cardinals have faith in you 
and come again and again, patient 
and true as the colors of their breasts. 
The tall oaks are just dropping fronds, 
and the air is cold and fuzzy, 
as you like to think of yourself 
as clear and fuzzy, 
not knowing if it’s better 
to be sturdy and strong as a stone, 
or frail and transparent as the seed crowns 
of dandelions you blew in the other 
house when you were five.

Linda Benninghoff
Lloyd Harbor, NY
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Fat Girl on Winter Beach
 
Empty beach, out-of-season,
not a sunbather, not a bikini. 
I want someone to be with me,
but am only comfortable alone. 
No one to touch the morning fog with.
Tired of touching myself, but I never want
a man to touch me. 
He might not like the cushion, or creativity
it takes to get legs over head. 
Foamy caps circle at my feet like bath water
swirling to the drain, and it’s been five years
since I’ve been in water other than the tub. 
The waves get rougher, harder
when approaching my thighs,
when I need to be in ecstasy, not thinking
of what is being seen: the bathing suit terror
of breasts not in place, cold nipples hard
but pointing down.  Waves can’t crash loud
enough, fast enough. 
My weight is a darting mosquito buzzing
at my ear, impossible to ignore. 
Soon the arrival of skinny swimmers, tanned muscles. 
I want the sun.  That hard candy ball. 
I want it to melt me into the gritty sand. 
I will see what it is to forget.  I want time
to think.  I want to find beauty in a body
so full of critiques.

Jennifer Jackson Berry
Pittsburgh, PA

SORBONNE

A café of students
delivered from lectures,
the February tourists
searching for Richelieu’s tomb.
The infectious laughter of a girl
sitting by the window,
a genuine smile
in a room
busy with speech,
the tested leaves
as books lean on stained tables.
Yellow lights,
your shadow
fragrant before me,
the promise like a corner
yet to be turned.

Byron Beynon
Swansea, Wales
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Half Staff Forever

With my body here in Florida
Short sleeves and pants cut off
With my mind there in Connecticut
Distant feeling cut off
I yearn to be able to make snow angels
In Mother’s front yard.

Meanwhile teen age rage explodes
Making real angels
Out of innocent children 
In the school yard of Sandy Hook.

Granted,
I had my share of scrapes at school
A broken collar bone and blows to the head
But my parents never got a phone call
To say that their son had been shot dead.

Innocence
Snuffed out like a bedside candle
Makes no sense
How much heart ache do you expect us to handle?

The president wants the flag
To fly at half-staff until Tuesday
Why don’t we just fly it that way,
Forever?

It seems I have been lowering the flag
Every month or so for a day or two
Half-staff forever
In memory of my Connecticut memories of snow angels
In memory of the twenty-six Sandy Hook angels
In memory of the death of home town innocence.

Chris Bodor
St. Augustine, FL
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On a Bridge above the Los Angeles River

She’s dreaming the long thoughts of youth when
the water first tendrils down through the dry
creek bed below her, and somehow her mind
flits to the boy last year who jumped in
while the river raged during a winter
storm. She knew the boy by sight, and they said
he’d been crying before. They’d found him dead
somewhere near the ocean. It all makes her
wonder what it was like, what it would be
like, the crashing, the chaos, the smooth water
warming itself inside of her. She climbs on
the fence almost up to the top. She
spreads her arms, closes her eyes -- breeze brushes her
face. She wonders if that boy’s fears are all gone. 

John Brantingham
Seal Beach, CA 

Wolf Point, Montana

The browning field slaps the white belly
of the sky. Crows huddle from the heat
over the sagging, plastic roofs. A sad man,
his long hair sticking to his neck, sips from
his brown paper bag.

They gather in the dirt, feet worn and dry,
to bury their dead beneath a billboard.

I pray like wind over their tired heads.
I pray like the wind.
   
It is not impossible
to feel a stranger’s grief
when the paper bag is leaking,
empty.

April Michelle Bratten
Minot, ND

Mark Hartenbach
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Summer Chicken House Flea Market                       

Tommy smokes Marlboro Reds between his pig stub fingers and
on a hot day like this, the smoke hangs heavy. He sells model cars: Richard
Petty, Awesome Bill from Dawsonville, etc…anywhere from 5-350 bucks. He’s almost
got all his teeth; the ones left look like brown rice. Lynard Skynard all day
on his radio. His breath smells like oiled steel.

Davis spits tobacco juice into a styrofoam cup he used for coffee this morning. 
He sells rock and roll tapes and music videos: Pink Floyd, Poison, Metallica. 
He’s got alarm clocks, too, and masks for cell phones in David Lee Roth stripes and colors. 
His mouth is as big as a clock when he laughs.

Ed is quiet. He sells electrical supplies and hardware: 
halogen floodlights, hole saws, crimping tools, voltage testers.  
He buys more than he sells, fixes the things he has. 
He doesn’t look at you when he talks, 
but when he does for that one second his eyes look like broken plates.

Karl sells coke bottles, shami pads, a maddock, shovels, and
some kitchen knives. He’s got some stuffed squirrels and a stuffed dog. 
He has Christmas lights hanging from his booth: a couple blink and have fizzled out but
the rest of the tulip bulbs are in full bloom: reds, yellows, greens, blues. 
When you shake his hand, his skin feels like corn husk… like his voice.

They all work every weekend here at the Chicken House Flea Market. 
Dirty gold carpet is thread-bare, comes apart in clumps when you trip. 
It covers the dirt and probably some feathers: some dead chicks from long ago
buried under there.  
The oil stains won’t go away, the gum turns black thins out and hardens into a mystery. 
The carpet just rots away and nothing moves.

Three weekends in a row just rummaging around,
I watch my dad sell electrical supplies, watch him try to fix what’s
broken. 
I wonder if people really choose what they sell
what they remember 
or can even find a reason to.

John Bush
Cumming, GA
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500 Miles

Death is a highway in the Trans-Pecos
where painted white road perforations
blur into single lines.

At night, prehistoric things fly into the windshield
until the wipers have smeared it so badly
you have to pull over somewhere
in the five hundred miles
between nothing and nowhere.

There are no carwashes in Hell,
just a two pump gas station
stuck so far back in time
you can’t fill your own tank
and forget about a credit card slot.

You want to order a sandwich inside
but the cat perched atop the counter
suddenly turns your stomach
at the thought of barbeque and fur balls.

Dawn begins creeping over the low mesas
and you stand outside your car
as the wind blows dirt into your mouth.
The kind of grit only a cold cerveza will wash away
but you can’t buy it until noon
so you grab a lukewarm soda from the back seat
where it’s nestled between a tote bag
and a half eaten bag of Doritos.

Just a half day left of Chihuahuan desert.

Carly Bryson
Houston, TX

500 Miles is from the book “Bandana Wasteland”  (NeoPoiesis Press)
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Cantaloupe Island

February 22, 1985
On New York mean streets 
Nouveau homeless mourn Ronald Reagan’s 
“Morning in America”

Modal Jazzers 
Congregate at Town Hall for 
Historic concert celebrating the relaunch of 
Blue Note Records

Herbie Hancock
Dapper dressed in shark blue suit and tie ascends in 
Funk mode on Steinway stairs to stars dancing over 
Cantaloupe Island

Freddy Hubbard 
Double breasted, barrel chested trumpeter 
Puffs post-bop fanfare to shoreline sorcery surrounding
Cantaloupe Island 

Joe Henderson
With salt and pepper bearded lips around tenor sax blows better
Vision to sojourners longing to locate longitude and latitude of
Cantaloupe Island 

Ron Carter
Plucks throbbing strings up and down length of 
Double bass on heartbeat pace of pilgrim cruise to
Cantaloupe Island 

Tony Williams
Sweating in blue tee shirt while drumming deep within 
Afro-Euro-Asian ancestry, brings us to heartland of
Cantaloupe Island

Blue Note
Quintet invites Reunion Concert congregation for 
Bop apocalyptic funkfest which occurs everyday at
Cantaloupe Island

Calokie
Pasadena, CA
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THOUGHT I SAW FOUR DOGS ON MY DRIVE

1) GARFIELD & OAK

rubber on asphalt
glance over to right
wisp of wind
blows gray fluffy
fur of roadkill

2) GARFIELD & MONTEREY

to the left on sidewalk
ponytailed woman tries
to keep pace with
large curly white
poodle on her leash

3) GREVALIA & STRATFORD

man with shorts and his
tethered brown bulldog
stand behind
low park chainlink
watch people

4) 110 FREEWAY

wheels on concrete
in slow lane
black plastic bag rolls
run over by passing car
keeps rolling

Don Kingfisher Campbell
Alhambra, CA



32 •  Number Two / 2013

Bamboo and Oak

It was meant one day as his coffin,
this box of hewn oak, sanded and oiled
’til it gleamed like the moon sailing high
off a black satin ocean.

He liked to plan ahead--
liked the feel of wood, smooth as a woman’s
body would feel under his someday,
he once told me.

An odd one, this teen friend of mine,
his room jammed with time lines and lists
neatly writ on yellow lined paper:
marry at age 22
baby at age 24
house at age 26
company president by age 35

He never did come back from Vietnam.
A POW, one witness said.
His time lines drifted by, mark
by mark while I safe-kept
the box.

Nights when I sense his ghost stalks my room,
I open the lid, climb in,
press cool wood against sweaty back,
imagine him, lying the same, under green,
skin taut across bone, skeleton
scratching ‘death’ on his bamboo timeline.

Pris Campbell
Lake Worth, FL

Originally published in a slightly different 
form in Fireweed Journal Fall 2006
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Finding Red Bird
 
He flinches when I say the name,
though he’s never gone in. 
Be careful. It’s all black. 
Don’t ask for directions. 
 
Off the main road a turnoff 
breaks through brush, gravel kicking 
columns of red dust. Behind jungles 
of weed, houses tip, roofs sink. 
 
A rusty, bullet-scarred marker 
doesn’t exactly mean 
WELCOME TO RED BIRD. 
 
Freshly lettered street signs cross 
South Main. East Hartford. 
No road bisects the spot. 
He’d warned me 
Be out of town by sundown. 
 
White-washed, the Baptist church 
is shuttered. Nearby I glimpse 
yellow, purple flowers, first sign 
of life, wreathes upon a grave. 
 
The sun broils, dust polishes 
my shoes. I follow tombstones: 
The Walkers living to 90, 
buried 1946. In sandstone:  
Gert May Harris died 1916. 
S B Bradley, Asleep in Jesus. 
 
I come up behind a man limping 
on a cane, shapeless fedora shading 
jet skin. I don’t ask for directions. 
 

Peter Neil Carroll
Belmont, CA

p.m.
 
the night you 
gurgled yourself dead
your breaths sounded like
bubbles blown through a straw
 
as if the milk of you were being drunk
by a greedy child somewhere
with no manners
 
and then at last the straw hit
the bottom of the glass
because the bubbles stopped
 
and you
glass that you were
looked no different
empty
than you had
full

Doritt Carroll
Bethesda, MD
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Waiting for the Bus Plus Under the Amtrak Overpass,
           Schenectady, N.Y.
 
Children have many uses when rented
by the day or by the hour for begging
ventures, the more careworn and hungry
looking, the better. Other kids useful
as props, distractions, covers for shoplifting,
breaking and entering, especially when tight,
small places are involved. Others make
excellent scouts, spies, always on the alert
for rival gangs, cops, later, graduating to
delivery boy status once they have reached 
a certain trustworthy, but, inconspicuous, age. 
However, this child seems like the real
deal, an actual offspring most useful as 
potential cover story, always in place,
just in case, for emergencies, contingencies,
an explanation offered for bus stop trips
they went on several times a day without 
actually alighting for a ride. Her young,
hot, mom staring boldly at some man waiting
for the Bus Plus, catching his eye, maybe some
small talk after, before a business proposition
is broached, an arrangements made, a place 
nearby agreed to for a brief meeting, an hour,
maybe two. What does the child do all that
time they are inside? What does she think? 

Alan Catlin
Schenectady, NY
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At Home

Within the house there is a window, within the glass there spreads a light 
Within the light there shines a fire, and in the heat there melts the iron 
Within the iron there glows a spell and in the gleam the sky reflected 
And in the sky there flies a vision, within the vision there is a threshold 
Within the cloud a kind of street, in the street there walks a woman 
A stride like a young boy, oh winter is over,  
Within the cold, a warmth detected, and beyond the bearing a fullness of love
Within the feeling a pollen of wanting, and in the dream a poet stands waiting
And in her head a chaos of sounds, within the murmurs a passion contained
And almost unbearable the heart stretches in her, and he will listen 
Until he can hear, and he will feed her acacia in blossom
And he will bring her the pinkness of flowers, and from the bloom there flies a bird
And next the sun lights all that’s flying, and within the watching all things fly
And within the house there is a window, within the glass the sunlight splinters
From the window are walls of stone, and walls reach down to hold brick floors
And  timbers hold fast her walls, Within this room the dream recalled
the closer she clutches it, the faster it goes.

Grace Cavalieri
Annapolis, MD

Victoria Locke
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Here

Here is a window cut in half by an accordion shade and the bare branches 
of trees I cannot name against a sky lit with a sun I cannot see, out of frame, 
and the window box in frame, a long rectangle of brown topped with green, a zen 
of a flower bed, there is warmth in the wood, and a certain sheen like the green 
of spring grass that quickens the heart, even the memory brings an ache, longing 
forever fixed as longing, that sheen of sun on a swath of grass at an estancia 
by the sea, the evenings when I walked past feeling the full red breadth of my 
heart, the ventricles, even,  and that green - gauzy sunlit sodden swimming but 
not drowned – no, I was the one drowning in this love of green, the moment as 
tender as a ripe wound so I walked away from it gingerly, mourning that my back 
was to it, but what do? Sooner or later you have to walk away and later I walked 
away, turned my back to the sodden green, and walked towards the sea.

Shebana Coelho
Tesuque, NM

Phantom Creatures
 

How do we dwell where
Mother lived, sleeping in her bed
whistling our tuneless songs,
listening to floors that creak
as though ghost cats prowl
when the house is quiet? 

 
How do we feed ourselves
while we chip away
old cracked plaster
down to bare adobe bricks,
mend broken bonding beams,
find a door lintel made from
an oxen yoke? How do we find
our space between the joists?

 

As I clean out her desk
covered in a fine layer of dust,
mouse tracks across the top,
Mother’s words, tangible,
esoteric on scraps of paper,
on the back of checkbooks,
even in a nearby Acoma pot,
her jottings, but where
can I find my words?

Blair Cooper
Santa Fe, NM
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FEARING THE TREES

My parents build a house on a wooded lot

saving as many trees as they can.
A limb falls on a corner of the roof

damaging fascia and shingles.
They selectively remove trees and

limbs that threaten the house.
A falling tree narrowly misses my father

as he stands in the driveway.

They remove any trees that might fall
in the driveway or yard.

My parents are from Oklahoma.

Like frontier people, they seek to control 

their environment.

They are recreating the Plains.
 

I remember my claustrophobia

upon moving to New England.
The ache I felt for the missing sky,
The absence of horizon,
The tunnel each road seemed to be.
But I loved the trees—
           green and scarlet, towering and thick,
           stalwart, living, ancient ones.
Yet, I too, fear them when
           riptides of wind descend
           to wrest their branches
           and gravity pulls down at them
           and I must drive a gauntlet to work.
 
Then I remember not to chastise my parents

           who fear the trees they love 

For there is death under every fallen trunk.

Karen Coody Cooper
Tahlequah, OK

First published in 1992 in the Lawton (OK) 
Arts and Entertainment magazine.



38 •  Number Two / 2013

Freight Train

Reno Road
saber-sliced
roared by
roared by
cattle boxes
Mazda flats
empty cars
eastering
to Omaha
hoofs and moos
bound-up clank
grinding eastward from Japan
west to California
from a farther East
and
eastward to New York murk
from rail yards western type.

 

Reno Road
someone waits on foot
to cross this roaring endless freight
Atchison, Topeka, Southern Pacific
Santa Fe and Union Pacific
ramming their way
through hotels casinos
Sands,  Fitzgerald’s and
The National Bowling Stadium.
 
Reno Road
a few blocks south
diesel lugging
shuttling mass
east across
Truckee River
scurrying from
development,
river’s sound
subdued roar
drowned below
profane ascension
rumbling freight train’s
ever-droning
horn.

Ed Coletti
Santa Rosa, CA
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elegy for ‘king cotton’

there’s a hole in the sky
down by riverside
where the cotton mill
once blocked the sun
smokestack shattered
red bricks scattered like war
along a stagnant pond

the relentless clatter
of iron looms
lately replaced
by an alien silence
that has settled
across the mill village
like a sheet
tossed over a deathbed

dixie pickers
doffers & weavers
once fetched
by a screaming whistle
to stream
through revolving
metal gates
three shifts a day
six days a week—all gone
white bones in the ground

a requiem for “king cotton”
echoes against the spinning wind
dissonant american symphony
sounded by wrecking-ball & crane

there’s a hole in the sky
down by riverside

DB Cox
Laurens, SC
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Dagwood at the Diner

The French want you to go more than halfway. 
They will point to eau chaud rather than say
en anglais, Enjoy your green tea, madame.
They will leave The Journal de Montreal
at your hotel door even when they know
you don’t speak an effing word of French.
They’ll expect you to believe that Dagwood
of the comics talks this lyric lingo 
and asks, Quel est ton special du jour?

Ann Curran
Pittsburgh, PA

GEORGIAN COLONIAL

His father built our house 
the British way, 
five windows aligned 
over a paneled door, 
parallel parlors flanking 
center stairs.

For our wedding, 
his father constructed
chimney twins 
with pointed bricks, careful corners.
Dentils perfect as baby teeth
admired the symmetry.

His father bestowed us 
a balanced home
with fluted pilasters
and furrowed fields,
measured rooms, 
proportioned days.

As far as we could see,
his father gave to us.
Then I gazed through bubbled glass
(nine squares in every sash)
and saw barefoot soldiers, 
rebel fires.

His father gave us
an ordered house 
with louvered shutters
and iron latches.
I hid insurgent voices
like a chamber pot—
ready beneath my bed. 

Jackie Craven
Schenectady, NY
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MAN RETURNS iPAD BECAUSE HE MISSED BEING BORED
 —Associated Press headline

He found himself writing e-mails
to people he’d only met once. He began
writing articles about the price of legumes,
checking the traffic in Ontario, the weather 
in Lesotho. He watched endless episodes 
of ‘Weeds’ and life was easy again, without 
useless pontification or in-between time. 
Effort dissipated into the New York summer, 
so small and thin and light, and he could not
lift even the smallest bottle to signal
water to his lips. Because if he did,
he could not put it down. He realized
he hadn’t had an idea in two weeks,
and nothing was unbearable anymore,
not the subways or the cabs to JFK,
just his eight-year-old daughter’s
bedtime pleas that were too anxious
for sleep.  Now, blissfully disconnected,
he talks to her for hours, curious once more,
while wispy curtains blow aside 
to reveal all the galaxies, 
all those shimmering stars.

Christine DeSimone
San Francisco, CA

From her first book of poetry, 
How Long the Night Is  
(LUMMOX Press, 2013)
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The Writers’ Archives

Egomaniacal writers,
those ghost riders
in the sky,
want their words
(their deeds) to
live on after
they die. Reams
of paper, internet
bytes, dramatic recordings
of their musings
archived at 
some elitist
institutions of higher
(counterfeit)
learning. Oh, spare me,
please, enough
of their 
putrid
self-serving
horseshit!

Tell them to 
shut up and
be brave and
take it like good
old soldiers,
who don’t ever die, but
just fucking fade
away.

Doug Draime
Medford, OR

First published in Yellow Mama.

Being Music

On a blue guitar, she is
difficult andante picked
under gray-white sky
with double rainbow,

notes seeded into
evening light. Slanted
echoes of lost family,
harmonies clinging,
unafraid of distant percussion--
July thunder or gunfire.

Chain of memories, shackles,
on the walk forward into fall. 
And so grief begins and ends.

Karen Douglass
Broomfield, CO
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Cliff Notes

Up to the redwall sandstone,
past random springs and crimson snapdragon vines,
our tribe climbs the fourth day.

The guide knows unmapped paths,
leads us by sunset over a shrubbed ravine
to a cliff’s mouth whose lips barely accept

our dozen sleep sacks set side by side.
Fetching the evening’s water,
we squat on the ledge, and share out fuel and food,

then sink in our niche’s darkness.
The black sky funnels stars through widening eyes.
Harmonicas shiver song.

Night hears tales pitched undertone,
lifts our tempered bodies,
swallows our limpid souls.

Janet Eigner
Santa Fe, NM 

Published in New Mexico Poetry Review, Spring 2011
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6-13-13
 
I walk by the ocean in Venice for exercise 
because I got me a young wife who’s never called me 
fatty
and I don’t want to hear her start that shit now
 
I walk to clear my head too -
because swimming in its depths are the spawn of the evilest 
internal poisons of all: 
my unforgivess 
and my pettiness 
and my intolerance 
and my grandiosity 
and my rage
and my entire fucking lack of God
 
These walks are a small price to pay
in fact
they’ve saved me  
because – some days – it’s the walks 
or 
the sweetness
of 
a
bullet

Dan Fante
Los Angeles, CA
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The Places Between

They are the spaces without words,
the warm snow underneath the cold
that stops the winterkill of roots,
the faint presence of burning
that hangs in the air before the fire
or the sound of birds whose songs
have been captured by wind.
They are the touch of no hand
when love has gone
or age has overtaken you,
the sight of a landscape
not yet seen, the length of rail 
the train has not yet travelled.
They are the before and after,
the in-between, the last lilt
of the marketplace at dusk
when the vendors have rolled up
their squeaking awnings
in Haymarket Square and Antonio
has shut himself behind his green door.
Because of the absent moments, 
you will always be waiting 
for something to arrive-- 
like Antonio 
fresh from sleep, holding out 
a round of goat’s cheese 
and a market-bag of yesterday’s 
overripe peaches and plums.

Patricia Fargnoli
Walpole, NH

“The Places Between” from Then, Something, 
published by Tupelo Press, copyright 2009 
Patricia Fargnoli. Used with permission.

Downtown Oakland
 
A white mannequin
On Harrison and 15th

One arm on the ground. 
 
Hair in a short bob
Posing in those little pumps
Where did she come from?
 
“She looked real at night”
Said the tall working girl
Making her way home
 
*
 
Next Morning
 
The mannequin’s gone
All that’s left is graffiti,
These empty store fronts
 

Adelle Foley
Oakland, CA
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NYC: WALKING ACROSS BROOKLYN BRIDGE

for Gregory Vincent St. Thomasino

As we walked across the Bridge,
 I thought of Hart Crane
 (poor suicidal poet)
  & of Joseph Stella
whose paintings are like chords struck
      on the harp strings
 of this amazing edifice
                 Crane saw The Waste Land
as a condemnation
      of modern industrial society
    (“so negative”)
                  His answer was
      this marvel
 of spidery, delicate cables
        which swoop us into skies
of unspeakable beauty
“sleepless as the river under thee”
(Eliot: “Fear death by water”)
Our guide, Gregory,
      quietly told us stories,
raged against the sometimes reckless bikers,
      & watched our wonder
 as we walked
 across this passageway
 from busy life to busy life—
        this “between”
 suspended over water—
        that took us
 into the sky
& home to Brooklyn

Jack Foley
Oakland, CA
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A TRUCK BREAKS DOWN IN TURLOCK 
AND THE DRIVER DREAMS

If this map moves him into romantic renegade 
oppositions, like a gangster-occupied gambling
town, where luck is betting on a bad marriage, 
then the road between Tracy and Stockton is only 
a rash on skin already stricken with a cancer  

called Livermore: and all dumps South. Now the 
North Central Valley chips fall, while news media  
entities predict the demise of the nuclear family; 
although, as you know, bumpy radio signals going 

across the green carpet of 120 corridor ground: and 
sounds along a jungle siren wail within the confines 
of  Delta latitude’s a distinct possibility. Getting back 
to this broke-down load: even if  divorce wasn’t really
dangerous (no insurance that there be some threat to 

sociological fatigue, not to mention bowling league  
status would deflate). he, still, feels his freedom to be, 
too easily compared to a pack of  Ibizan hounds snarling 
behind barbed wire. The closer his thoughts travel on

towards Bakersfield, the more strained they are by the 
juices of anxiety. You know how does lie noir cowboy
ecstasy, yet, a darker myth of Western anthropology is 
evident. He always, knew he’d be better off without 
travel, And you remember, once, what the trucker said: 

“Hey Ah wanna git marr’d to a gal singer in a border
town juke bar near Fargo (symbolically along the 
Great Divide)  then honeymoon around Buffalo Gap,
then, maybe, move on over to Phosphate, Montana.”  

After the truck is repaired, you have a dire need to say:
“Oh, for God’s sake, keep movin’, keep movin’!”  

Michael C Ford
Los Angeles, CA



48 •  Number Two / 2013

Home of the Bottomless Cup of Coffee

“Oh, I feel so…” – Tears For Fears

There’s a conversation that begins
“My name is Steve, but it really isn’t.”
And in continues. “Oh. And I thought 
you were a cowboy who didn’t like me.”
“No, you’re okay. You’re cool.”
“Well, then, it must be the boots.”

This conversation begins in 1980
and sees the parties through
false alarms, stylish matriculation,
practical jokes involving a can
of shaving cream and phenomenology.
It’s that kind of conversation.
It will bet on one heart breaking
and the other racing far too fast
and the medicine for the problem
won’t arrive until well after
the conversation has ended abruptly in 1987.

But it’s alright. It’s alright because
in heaven, there’s a wedding reception
where you can get strawberries on
a small china plate,
strawberries and chocolate darker
than moonless midnight
arranged in a friendly, edible circle.
In heaven, where your friends get married
and you get fed, there are places to perch
that overlook the lazy, vast cerulean.
There are sweet things to pass between your 
lips.
There are sweet words that never will. 
But in heaven, it’s all unspoken.

In heaven, also, there’s a dance floor
where the conversation continues
and we’re clinging to each other
as if the fate of every horse on earth
depends on the outcome of this clinch.
We haven’t spoken in 17 years, but I just
just wanted to tell you that in heaven,
there’s a 24-hour diner with a 10-cent cup
of the best coffee you’ve ever had.

Amélie Frank
Lake Balboa, CA

Previously published online at  
Poetic Diversity, 2004 & 2006
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The Great Adventure
 
We’ve lived out here on the coast
forever.
I think I’m the fourth generation
there’s two more after me
and another not far behind.
 
As Agnes liked to say,
“We’ve worked its mines, railroads,
shipyards and automobile plants.
We’ve fought its wars.
We’ve lived its great adventures.
This place is ours...”
 
It’s probably been 30 years,
may be 35 now.
She gave it to me
wrapped in a lavender scented
hankie.
A gift from her oldest boy
Steve, my uncle.
Said he gave it to her in ’42.
Told her, if the Japs make Alameda
load it.
If they make East 14th

start shooting.
 

Steve died in ’46,
a plane wreck
up on the edge of Oregon.
Agnes, ’84,
just grew old.
 
Not long before leaving she told me,
“He was my favorite, 
your uncle Steve.
You,
you remind me of him –
always on a great adventure.
That hankie I gave you,
it’s our secret –
just 
the three of us.
And remember,
always,
your people
are buried here.”

Bill Gainer
Grass Valley, CA
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You Remind Me of Philadelphia

All I ever think of
is the morning after
my first night in that city,
when I woke up
and found out
the car had been
broken into.

I think of
standing in the hotel parking lot,
passenger window shattered,
stereo stolen,
audio cables hanging limp
like dead snakes
from the hole in the dash.

I think of
the dead eyes
of the hotel clerk
when I reported the break-in.

I think of
the shrugging policeman,
his mumbled
“There’s not much
we can do.”

I think of
the wind whipping through
that broken window,
howling
and relentless
and deafening,
the whole drive back home.

Matt Galletta
Delmar, NY

Retronaut
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HOME

Monday morning driving
K-Day mixing it up in my speakers
Tattoo and CC taking me
Down Carson 
Left on Los Coyotes Diagonal
Driving with my knee
Loading another bowl
Pull the toke
Load lungs with the smoke
Before I run the traffic circle
Roll right onto PCH cross past Atlantic
Long Beach Blvd coming up
Train stops everybody looking
Strollers walking the street
Players and gangsters 
Broke ass bums 
Dirty faced children
Pay day loan 

Bring in your title
Get your paper 

Moving on over the river
Left on Santa Fe
Deep in industrial park

Harbor big trucks  containers everywhere
Cruise back to 710
Loop around  fight across to the far left
Head for 405 to 605
Dropping onto Carson
Long Beach to my left
Hawaiian Gardens on my right
Fall up to Norwalk
Chase the memory of Artesia High –Cutting-School
To Palms Park
Smoking cigarettes 
And small twisted joints 
Sipping half pints
A lifetime ago
A generation ago
Left onto Del Amo Blvd
Remembering when everyone had to front
Everyone wanting to be down and hard
Left back on Pioneer
Heading home
Forever East Lakewood
East Lakewood Forever

Joe Gardner
Lakewood, CA
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HOME BOUND

straw of summer flowers
held immobile, upright in snow

dirt tracks a frozen river of mud
refreeze in ruts half a foot deep

blue berries weight juniper trees
lean fence posts pull wire
shadows across iced fields

white-whiskered crane alone
in morning stillness
long feathers amidst brittle stems
eyes sweep cloud-struck sky
one path home

Susan Gardner
Santa Fe, NM

From To Inhabit the Felt World (Red Mountain Press, May 2013)

Linda Lerner



 number Two / 2013 • 53

In Dakota They Wait for Weather

California June gloom, the prosaic term
about the dampness, suckers my senses 
into believing I’ve woken 
on a darkened day in winter.
Dreariness discourages desire to ramble 
through Chaparral or glide 
an ocean side bicycle path.

Gray thickness drowns me like dejection,
like a dreadful recollection of blunders 
 and malapropisms.
It keeps me under morning covers too long
without the advantage of a Sunday Abaude.

A midmorning drive, it could be dawn,   
wiper blades smear mist across the windshield.
I consider a frightening drive through the lightning storms
 of South Dakota, 
mystic sizzles and flashes on the dashboard of my SUV,
electric white spirituality
and rain pellets drum my roof.

In that region weather makes a statement,
unlike the weighty layer of atmosphere
 that clouds my home

in Los Angeles, I hope for a quick wind to purge
soggy air from this summer morning.

Hills will smell musty 
like weeds and dirt.
Short pant hikers
will drink from plastic bottles,
slap at mosquitoes
and fatigue from the stretch.

Heated winds would blow
along chalky streets
and blaze my skin like reddened 
charcoal.  

Then I would pray to be
in the turbulent thundershower
of a South Dakota Squall line, 
a fresh breath of supernatural power
and perhaps, resurrection.

Jerry Garcia
Studio City, CA   
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A POETRY MINI-FEATURE
Excerpts from What the Wind Says by Taylor Graham

The Dog Drawer

Leashes of webbing and leather; 
long-lines braided or woven, frayed 
by dogs pulling me over rocks, curbs, 
broken branches in the woods.

Collars – all sizes, puppy to old-dog. Purple 
for Piper; Cody’s was green, but it’s with her 
in the grave, as token we’re together. 

Knobby orange bumper for tugging; 
and dumbbells for teaching retrieve. Whistles 
and clickers (a praise-voice is better). 

Flat combs and curry combs, brushes imbued 
with the scent of four decades of dogs. 

Weather-proof pad for field-notes on searches:
a hiker Sardy’d have found if only
she had wings; Cody’s trail that clued 
a mystery; Roxy’s pipe-walk over the abyss – 

all duly recorded 
in binders I never will open, they’re all 
in my mind – 

those missions now over. New
puppies trying to fit into leashes
and collars. Old dogs who find me in dream, 
running joyous without bother of collar 
or leash; 

dogs who will never stay put 
in a drawer.

Accidental Puppy
 for Loki

Born blind into the 
puppy-dark. First to escape 
the whelping-box. 

Her littermates moved on to new 
homes; she was passed over. 
Learning life by teeth and bark. 

She was sold, bought, and soon 
returned. Too much, 
too smart, too hard. How 

did we chance to find her, 
or she us?
Sheer accident. 

This morning she pulls me 
at the end of a leash 
down steps of an unknown 

city, into April springlight. 
Up 13th Street, startling 
at her own reflection in glass; 

showing me 
the scent of white begonias; 
adventuring sidewalk, 

as strangers debark from sighing 
buses. Bark. Greeting? 
Accident creating our new world.
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Haunted

A thin, neon-green ghost floats, dog-level, through moonless October woods – darting, 
pausing, moving faster as it weaves between trees. My dog following her nose. Since 
nightfall we’ve been searching for a child. 

The green wand – Cyalume light-stick on my dog’s collar – disappears again into dark. I 
remember other forests full of spirits. Deer, snake, rabbit. Hermit who hiked tangled 
trails, quite at home. Small girl in search of elves. Old man hanging from an oak tree.  
Scent of deadfall, years of leaf-decay. 

My dog ranges ahead. I watch for green shimmer, then shine my flashlight on the ground. 
Step over a log. What lies on the other side? Memory of an old woman caught fast in 
bramble vines; a murdered child. The boy we’re looking for. My dog will tell me.

twig-snap in the dark
gnarled roots reach out to grasp
a light through trees

Quiet Space

What used to be third floor before earthquake: 
skiff of concrete dust like morning snow. It’s 
quiet except street-noise through shattered
window – hammers, hacksaws cutting rebar,
backhoe, sirens. Someone yells ¡Silencio! and 
everyone stops to listen. Sound of life? Inside
this room, my dog sniffs edges. Masticated
building tossed with chair-legs, a shoe, blue
floral print. My dog has had enough of death;
she crawls under a chunk of ceiling, or is it 
wall? She comes back with that look in her eye. 
Has she found an inch of silence, space small 
as before breath for a prayer to seep between 
gray slabs – someone alive? From the parapet, 
a pigeon extends its wings and flies.

Taylor Graham
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Shared Breathing

His dog led the way into the woods, 
showing him snapped-off twigs, 

proof of someone passing. 
Can’t you smell it? the dog would ask. 

Dogs know forest-stories. 
If the man glimpsed flicks of yellow plumage 

in the brush, fragments of flight, 
his dog knew the bird and where it nested; 

the journeys of air: where each wind 
came from and all its histories. 

Following his dog, he found what he was 
looking for, or something different. 

His dog’s alert would set him listening 
for the soft tread of cougar, 

tribal memory. A man has no words
for its shadow behind his eyes.

In Their Language
 for Cody

Last night in dream you spoke to me 
in English – so unlike a dog, but that’s how 
dreams are. 

You reminded me of all those trips 
we took together: 

in the bow of a john-boat, wind
in our face, an eastwind to bring you scent
draining off the mountains, or rising
from underwater, all of August to a search-
dog’s nose. 
On April hardpan, footprints dissolving
as you unraveled sun from shadow, the truth
of disappearances.
 Dogs and places superimposed
upon each other in sleep, as if I could peel away
layers to get at the stories: 

the man who drowned; 
the woman who became rock-fall. 

You reminded me: that last trip
to the vet, I took your leash with me home. 
Even in dream, dogs don’t complain.

Maybe it wasn’t English, after all,
but the common language
of leaving.

Taylor & Hatch (her husband) have 
worked with Search & Rescue dogs for 
nearly 40 years. What the Wind Says is 
available from LUMMOX Press.

Excerpts from What the Wind Says by Taylor Graham
(continued)

Taylor Graham
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The Blue Sea
 
is far away from humankind
the headlines in the daily papers
the Blue Sea remains calm
as the human race heads for the shopping mall
the Blue Sea stirs up ink
when she smiles
The Blue Sea is impervious to human clamor
she stretches her skin & listens to the sky
boys & girls jump rope at the beach
men & women lift their cups to their lips
the earth is curving about in air
a boat on the wing cutting time & space
like a doctor operating in the blind
on an invisible patient made of nothing
save dreams & clouds & the color blue
the blue, blue impeccable sea.

RL Greenfield
Heaven?

Dead Letter Office Hollywood
 
Schizophrenic flick
Warm soda and no sun
Peter Paul Rubens’ lady
Wearing Ray-Bans
 
In the faraway classroom
I took the chalk from the teacher
I wrote you a letter from summer camp
I forgot to steal an eraser
 
The film finished
There was an uproar
The Motion Picture Academy smiled
That was out on the West Coast
 
I outlined the hero on the sidewalk
He seemed to be perfect for you
The teacher didn’t have an envelope
She smacked me across the head
 
That was the end of cinema
The theater was burned to the ground
It was a pity
It was an Art Deco masterpiece

John Greiner
Astoria, NY
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Summer ‘65

Summer nights when I know
I have to get out of the house
and go where my thumb takes me
even  when approaching headlights
become bugged-out eyes
searching for what might be beyond
the highway’s edge. 

I stick out a thumb to catch lifts 
from elderly  church goers
patting each other’s hands,
their age spots like browned
lily pads on ponds of amber.

from men in uniform just back from war
who barely utter a word.

from seductive young women
driving their Daddys’ Mustangs,
chattering dirty while shifting gears,
gabbing about naughty party games 
I understand just enough to arouse me.

and young men with too much Palmolive
In their hair asking if I’d like them 
to touch me, acting hurt when I say no.

I’m dropped off at Ferndale Park
or the Strip or near the Ferris Wheel
at the Pike

When last stars dampen I drop 
my thumb and hurry along
just a young teenage kid
shuffling down a long road
to 48 years later
on an unmade bed
in an unkempt room

where I wistfully curve an arm,
lift a thumb, hopeful some
dream motorist will pull up 
and rolling down
the window ask,
“Where ya headed?”

Steve Gross
Downey, CA 
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Five Views of the Sandia Mountains

Who is this that arises from the desert…? 
-- “Matins for La Virgen de Guadalupe”

From ten or twelve miles west
in the noon sun-haze, 
those dark blue granite ridges
drift like clouds
above the dust
of Her own foothills.

*
Behind the city’s
broiling afternoon rooftops,
water-tanks and billboards,
glimpses of olive, 
umber, ivory:
sage       forest       rock       snow

*
Along Tramway Boulevard,
in the hour before sunset,
I watched the mountain’s colors 
vanish for a moment, leaving
pencil-scribbles of juniper and wrinkled cliff
on a smooth white page of sky.

*
Twilight’s yellow-green 
stains the canyon floor beneath your feet,
thin shadows 
stretching from each stalk and pebble
as dark, as razor-edged,
as shadows on the airless moon.

*
And in the after-glow,
a trillion dwindling facets glitter
amethyst, then ruby, then
rich garnet. Then, all black,
Her turtle-shape’s a silhouette
against the slowly wheeling stars.

Albuquerque, New Mexico

Ryan Guth
Jackson, TN
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We Were Twenty Then…

Up the street a patrol car’s 
lights flash fixing 
the hot summer
night air red…another night…
another flashing red light…
forty years ago in a café in a different city 
you asked me why I was so nervous  
seemed so pensive - I told you…
“I’m leaving… I don’t know if I’m coming back…”
“Oh” you said leaning forward your 
dark hair falling across your face… 
forty years are gone but 
I’m not sure if either of us 
ever left that place…up the street a siren’s quick blare… 
a glass bottle breaks- the thought passes
we were twenty then… I was trying to be a mystery…
you were just trying to be present.
“Stay with me one more night”…you said…
then it will be time for you to go…”

Gil Hagen-Hill
Southern California

Raindog
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She Who Opens the Doors of the Earth

They say her husband is the center of the earth
who penetrates the shifting crust at will.
On windy days she rises in the pre-dawn hours
and leaves him, called by cries of women, men,
and sounds of crumbing towns.
As she walks through the shadowy streets
with memory of the earth beneath the sprawling town,
she sends her blessings in fierce hisses of fertile air.
Her footsteps pass as weeds push up through sidewalk-cracks
and gather strength to reach the sun.
The lovers in their sleep now prod for mossy parts.
Fallen crumpled leaves rise up in her hot breath,
to find their way out of the city streets and towns,
out to the fields and mountains where like loving twins
life and death begin and end, in moist, sunlight touched soil.
Now she is keeper of things green, of watery ways,
of crusting minerals, and layered stone.
As she leaves town prolific worms are born
in her soft footprints. Buildings shake in their will to survive.
The trees with red and orange leaves are covered now
with dew of longing. She returns to home and husband,
to resume their fiery furnace making love
in the raw burning core, within the heart of earth.

Vijali Hamilton
Santa Fe, NM
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Charles Street
 
Speed camera poles
stand taller, straighter than the
the elms they replaced.
 

Apartment Buildings Whose Names Start With “The”
 
Louvered doors march down
cabbage halls to a vanishing 
point marked Fire Exit.

Clarinda Harriss
Baltimore, MD 

roaming skeletal remains of rust belt ghost town        
 
unfasten bones with a deliberate twist
with a swiftness i didn’t think possible
 
shifting from left leg to right
to ease the pain of standing my ground
 
until glory be healing hand sends hallelujahs
shivering down my spine miraculously realigned
 
years lost in daze of special effects
emanating from saints be with us
 
blocks from where i’m tapping out missives
to possibly their religious partners in crime
 
holed up in only building downtown not crumbling
sandblasted clean on a consistent basis
 
even large stoned city hall seems to be leaning
toward a resolution that doesn’t include us 
 
a megaphone blocks away cries out to come 
announcing who they’re stringing up today 
 
from ancient exposed plumbing badly duct-taped 
insulation that runs through entire building
 
though i’ve done nothing to warrant punishment
i stiffen up each time i hear sirens

Mark Hartenbach
East Liverpool, OH
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excerpt from her

baptism was required
in order for me to ever become 
woman

woman
which would mean a hurting
unless I broke the name
and the category

woman
which would mean Anne Sexton’s 
sorrow
the decaying birds of paradise
on the chipped armoire

woman
which would mean 
always limited 
soma
and so many core colors
lost to 
patriarchal 
disguises

j/j hastain
Lafayette, CO

From HER  
(LUMMOX Press, 2013)
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THE HIGH LINE: New York City: May 2013.
 An elevated train line in NYC turned into a walkway--an urban park.
 
A statue of Pan
His large penis
Draping down
From the coiled
Hairs of his crotch
Looking like he
Was ready for
A quick one
In the bushes.
 
I sat 
With a group
of Finnish tourists
as a hidden monitor
droned out the
words of automated naturalist:
“Rats, Lice, Maggots,”
 The plagues of Egypt.
 

The Hudson casually stalked
This elevated path
The urban garden’s vines
Seemed to rise
From the fertilizer
Of the Meat Packing District.
The sun
Continued
To flirt with me
Bright winks
Through the scrim
Of clouds.
 
An art teacher
Her students
Crowded around
An installation
A cabal
Learning to really
See for the first time
Their earphones
Falling off their ears
Unplugged
Time enough for
Texting
When we go
Off the path
Once again.

Doug Holder
Somerville, MA



 number Two / 2013 • 65

Trailer Park Mazes Have No Exits

You entered the trailer park with a swell under your skirt. The quick
ceremony under your daddy’s watchful eye and your momma’s
averted face was the welcome mat you stepped across to the threshold
of slamming screen doors, the sharp retort of a backhand across
a woman’s face, the endless wailing of a dirty, runny-nosed toddler,
and the leaning towers of stacked beer cans, monuments
to what one night in the backseat of a car can crush.

Crickets sing promises at dusk when the light turns blue and lonely and
the dust settles, worn out from the heat, but in morning stale cigarette
smoke trails the walls and carpet like ants searching for sugar. Honey
catches more flies than vinegar, but vinegar cleans. Honey coats 
their fragile wings, holds them down until they tire of the struggle, 
and embalms them in the heaviness of summer.

Trailer parks only have one road in; no one ever really leaves. The pounding
of rain on the aluminum siding always beats in the inner ear, and the taste of 
rice and beans lingers on the tongue like a fading bruise on skin. The smell
of tar and whiskey, asphalt and diapers, sweat and packed dirt clings
like dresses see-through thin from too many washings.

Leann Hunt
Irvine, CA
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Reunion

My mother offers me a cup of tea, 
red zinger swirls, turning 
steamy water a vibrant pink.  

It took me ten years to find her. 
In the silence between us, wind chimes
clang like we’re in a cathedral.

I drum my fingers on the Formica table,  
a dream catcher hangs from the ceiling fan, 
my eyes follow its circular motion.

She scoots to the kitchenette, places the 
kettle back on the hot plate.  I look out a
a tiny window at the empty landscape. 

Her trailer sits at the edge of Death Valley. 

She tells me it’s her sanctuary, soothing 
sand dunes, cactus blooming twice a year.
Jack rabbits come around by day, coyotes
howl at night, one bit the tip of her dog’s tail. 

My mother musters the will to tell her stories,
of tea with Jesus on a space ship,
her lover, Irene, the one she left with,
about Uncle Ray and his slithering ways.

When it’s time for me to leave, she grabs the 
King James from an easy chair.  The dog is 
at my side, wagging his stubby tail.

The setting sun turns the sand dunes golden, 
the sky a shade of purple.  I watch my step to the car, 
coyotes get mean when searching for a meal.

Claire Ibarra
Key Biscayne, FL

Here and There
 
Place can be anywhere,
But is always
Somewhere and never
Simply what is
There. It has something
To do with how it was
At some odd moment.
 
This is why place is never public,
Never shared, though it seems
It should be. This is why
Place is always imagined when
We are somewhere else, in
Time, in terrain, among
Different people and things.
 
Place happens
When we are still
Able to imagine that the
World we are learning is
And will wait for us.
 
Perhaps place can happen
Again when we have
Come to know
This isn’t so.
 

Place is not real, though
Of course it is.
Let me draw you a map.
 
Here, this dot was once
Place.

Tim Hunt
Normal, IL
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Taking Off
               
1.Tonight someone will learn to fly. 2. No one knows exactly when lift off will
occur; yet everyone will feel something cut short when they reach to touch 
the powdery outline left on the lampshade. 3. No one will speak of the wings’
phantom weight, but everyone will carry it on their narrow shoulder
blades. 4. The moon’s cool surface. Who survives there? 5.Everyone knows
what happened last time. In the corridor between sun and moon, someone fell 
off the roof. 6. No wind for hours. 7. It’s hard sitting here on this weathervane,
suited up in goggles and goose feathers, waiting for the first draft. 8.Where is the story?
9.Someone is running with a flashlight. No one recognizes who it is; yet watch
the flashlight’s beam bounce from the ground into air.10. Everyone feels the pull.
They stare blankly at each other. Imagination is such a killer.   
 

M.J. Iuppa
Hamlin, NY                               

First published in Lark!
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She Carries

She considers putting down the light, 
pulling a blanket of bark over her face 
easing into that good night 
but she carries on. To carry means to live. 
A million eggs she carried in her tiny womb purse, 
above her womb, a leather bag of heart she fills, carries. 

She lifts with her back, she lifts with her legs, she carries
sums and subtractions. She lifts them to the light
until need and doubt shape and purse
her lips, bag her eyes, and rope the muscles in her face.
Knots on knots to untie, iron, square this life
into the orange-blue sunset on tap for such nights.

Luka Fisher
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She carries the man asleep on the sofa into the night.
She learned young to haul and pull, tote and carry.
It’s what women do, bring others to life,
seek darkness to poke holes where light
finds a way so all know which way to face 
for the most sun and what to pack in each day’s purse.

One purse carries every-occasion tools, another purse
tissues of grief. For blood-red styles on cool nights,
she chooses wine with kangaroo bodies and kangaroo faces,
and in her pouch’s darkest caves she carries
White Clay, Nebraska passed out in the light
and Juarez, Mexico’s tiny hands begging to live.

Some days she longs to carry nothing, to live
without the weight of a raindrop on her purse
to live without a purse, carry only a headlight
used to spill a stream of light in the blackest night
but no matter, she would find a snail to carry,
to nurture, to ask if too much light shone in its little face.

If carrying one’s home on the back strains the face,
if a knowing hook for your coat doesn’t make a life,
she considers dropping house and all she carries
taking only what she pours into her purse
sliding away with a small light into the night 
leaving all that scurry in her lightbeam.
 Her heavy purse spills into the laps of life 
  bits of living-collages reflect her face, she lowers the light 
   and  draws into the night owning all she carries.

Mary Strong Jackson
Santa Fe, NM



70 •  Number Two / 2013

life machinery

Hope is possible but difficult,
she said
and we being with each other
as it usually occurs
isn’t really so much
compared to what we want/wanted
before

Love is possible but problematic,
she said
Let me think about it

I will forget the day my father died
& many things about it-- the details,
forget pain of all sorts
and certain failures of imagination and vocabulary,
Love and Despair
And how totally fucked
I felt

Be honest,
she lied
eye to eye. open
entangled though they may as well
close
though together in mutual gallows
though together in mild darkness
though hid clattering like a black diamond
in the baby black 2:00 Buick of my heart
in the signboard apogee of eccentric midnight

Love is not enough,
she said
my heart did not move at this
It did not sleep or dream or seek shadows

Love is an action,
she said
meaning we were both fucked up

She tells everyone to masturbate
“it’s just something I tell everyone”,
she says

Gary Jacobelly
San Pedro, CA
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Roller Derby

Kansas City Bomber, starring Raquel Welch is on the screen, Friday night 
Dad’s drunk, again. Me and mom and sister in car 
Parked at the drive-in
Raquel is skating around the rink in her tight white number eleven shirt and tights

Dad took me to a T-Birds game downtown Los Angeles at the Olympic Auditorium: 
Smoke stale room, adults drinking smoking
The skaters moved slower, the crowd was smaller.
It looked more real on TV.
Dad would leave me alone. I need to go to the restroom, he would say. He went to
The restroom a lot that day. He always came back with beer on his breath.
Nobody looked like Raquel.

Mom’s crying and sister’s upset (she’s not with her friends)
My hand in popcorn and my mouth full of popcorn
Enjoying Raquel skating around in her four-wheel skates,
She wins the elimination race to stay on the team.
A victorious Raquel is what a twelve-year-old boy wants to see.
Next Friday we’ll be back. 
And that’s the end.

Edward Jamieson, Jr.
Irvine, CA

C
la

ir
e 

Ib
ar

ra



72 •  Number Two / 2013

No Shortcuts
 
Whether if we’re walking, running, or hiding to avoid
a familiar face
We as women cannot duck into alleys
to observe the narrowness of walkways
or the beauty of flower pots that grace
balconies and steps or window panes
Alleys just don’t equate women
Because at the blink of an eye
The strike of a match
or the click of a street light
we can become history
between the pages of local newspapers
and the rings of our cell phones
go unanswered
then they’re checked for the last call dialed.
We don’t have the luxuries of
Shortcuts or saving time
That wasn’t in our contract
Because at the blink of an eye
The strike of a match
or the click of a street light
Our loved ones will look at
their watches and say she
was supposed to be here
And they will never guess the
Unthinkable
because we don’t have the luxuries of
shortcuts or saving time
That wasn’t in our contract
So maybe in another lifetime
We can stroll through alleys during
Sunny afternoons without constantly
looking over our shoulders
or tensing our muscles at the sound
of a stray dog rumbling through trash cans
So maybe in another life time
We don’t have to walk swiftly
Through alleys on sunny afternoons
but stroll with ease and take shortcuts if we want to.
 

Jackie Joice
Long Beach, CA
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Border Fence 

a dark line marches
across the Sonora desert sand
it stands there dull and silent
in this stretch of baking earth

earlier       south of Campo’s dusty streets
nothing was visible over the wall
except the bright sky high above
it felt like the end 
of the measured world 

Walking to Winchell’s, December 2, 2010

Frigid, glorious morning on Glendale Boulevard:
only the most intrepid birds are awake –
two towhees, a phoebe, a V of gulls–
commuting from lake to river.
But, energy in numbers, the eucalyptus is alive
with a hundred chittering, shitting English sparrows.

They cannot wake the gender-neutral creature
curled in its blanket at the backdoor of KFC,
waiting for warm air to slide out over the sill
and the blessed Jim Morrison Memorial L.A. Sun,
that first flash of Eden in its rheumy eyes.

Lalo Kikiriki
Los Angeles. CA

now         west of Yuma 
where the ancient sand of Lake Cahuilla
glows in the midday heat
truck tracks weave across the wash
why would anyone be here

not to tend the desert scorpions
or watch the plumes stream 
off the crests of graceful dunes
not to tend this long dark line
where nothing moves
where the map
of America
stops

Frank  Kearns
Downey, CA 
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A Kind of Haunting
 
The lake gobbled up the center of town—
 
the buoy, bending and bobbing, could be 
a girl, bending
to touch her knee, the waves,
 
the place where, after cholera,
the poor bodies were tossed,
 
bending down in the center of town.
 
The buoy is the ghost of a girl
before Lake Erie gobbled up the square,
before cholera led the bodies to the water,
then to the shore—
 

She wades to her knees in water over he head,
washing her arms in the center of town—
tall windows of the Piety Hill castles,
shadows of Williams Street.
 
The Old Plat is left, the hungry lake’s left it alone,
gurgling gravel, warm August tide that can’t freeze
but does—then creaks and moans till spring
and the buoys wiggle free again.
 
She only bends, never dives, only dips
her hair, only wets again her wet breast,
this ghost at the center of town—
 
this dusky sand as the night comes up,
and she could be me,
she could be you—
a girl ghost in the center of town—
before the square, sidewalk, gazebo, carriage,
pedestrians all at the bottom—
twenty-four feet down and halfway to Canada—
 
She holds a mirror in the west basin—
holds it and turns it, a different lens—

The sun comes and she’s still there—she’ll turn
   
and wave    and wave    
and wave
 
from the center of town.

Jen Kindbom
Wooster, OH

First appeared in Connotation PressYa
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A FAMOUS TREE IN NEBRASKA

It’s been a hard three weeks for the Osage Orange
the city planted with a plaque, the tight buds
breaking out at the base of each thorn, a point
of pain at every growth, air pierced by a little history.

And a hard time too for Lewis and Clark
during that slow ascension of the country
from which they sent to Jefferson cuttings
from which, ten years ago, seeds were gathered,

one growing to this tree which is a freak,
crushed three years ago by an early ice storm
and sawed off flush so five small trunks grew up,
children of damage. Beauty isn’t pretty.

The first I saw was a row behind the first
homestead in Nebraska, its fruit the wrinkled ball
of a monster’s brain, inedible, its sap
a milk that could cause dermatitis.

Pioneers used it as a prickly fence.
What a mistake we make to say we’re home
with where we are. And how idle I felt
by that busy field, although it was now a park.

A week later, still a dry spring, but here
it comes, wet in the stem, leaves beginning,
unfolding, erupting in a green spray.
Un-pruned, it can grow to sixty feet. But not

this one. The next week it’s been sawed off again,
five wounds like a little naked star, its name
still on the plaque. Next week the plaque is gone,
no need to announce what’s missing. This town is

their northern boundary, the project dubious
from the start. Still, that space of settlement remains
where they grow, thorny and stout, tough
like the frontier, another dangerous old home.

Robert King
Greeley, CO
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Empty

There’s a place in my soul
where there once was you
 
On soft days
it is lined with silky rose petals
pink and orange
like the blooms that cascade
over the neighbor’s fence
 
Other times
in the cold
I fill it with fuzzy things
but they are blue
and don’t keep me warm
 
It is precious
that place
though sometimes
it becomes paper thin and wrinkly
like fading flowers in the fall
 
I wish
you could come home

Mina Kirby
Altadena, CA

My Mother’s House
(for Diva)
 
You can tell it is a house
where someone forgets
by the way it is kept.
 
The way the dust piles up
to traverse the sunlight.
The way the paint crumbles then fades.
 
The way the letters go unanswered,
get mixed up with old bills
crammed into drawers.
 
My mother’s house disappeared
before she left it.
It vanished in stages
 
gradually as the vines
overgrew the walls,
tore apart the foundation.
 

Retronaut
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Full of Eyes

Give your eyes to yesterday,
another blind way down—
loose earth
will let you sink, a kind of water you must
tread, breathing as you go,
a loose earth
you might not recognize as what you touch,
what runs, grainy and gray through
fingers of salt, another kind of vision for the dark,
another way of seeing, cheek against  blazing cold,
air sharpened to a knife blade against barren trees.

Steve Klepetar
Saint Cloud, MN

She left a house untended,
disheveled as her memories
falling down the well of dementia.
 
Can a vacant house forget its owner?
Forget as she forgot how to sign her name?
Forget as she forgot how to speak mine?
 
Her last recognition of me before she died
was voiced in Portuguese. “Agua” she said,
but couldn’t swallow it. Neither could I.
 
How does one turn the house over
to strangers who will water their new lawn
while my own tears continue to flow?
 
How does a daughter dust off
a photograph of someone she loved
so much and call it enough?

Diane Klammer
Boulder, CO
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Museum of Science & Industry

Most of us who worked there came in slightly hung over.
It helped as we sorted through the shabby uniforms we had 
to wear, an enterprise tantamount to turning the pages 
of the only novel in the world.

And then it was upstairs, through the quiet halls, under 
the photos of the famous, pas the resting turbines and looms 
to make sure no one touched the Van de Graff generator 
or interrupted the life cycle of the salmon.

At eleven sharp, hundreds of school children poured off 
of busses along with their teachers, their soft purses bulging 
with Saltines and Kleenex.

Sometimes I thought about sleeping with these young women, 
taking off the wraparound skirt and modest shoes, then later 
listening to them talk about their students, last names first.

Often, though, I imagined merely dancing with them.
Not in a club but right there in the Museum of Science & Industry, 
stunning the entire first grade class as I waltzed her around the room.
Above us Madame Curie scowled down but Descartes, 
who had written “Passions of the Soul,” smiled benevolently.

Ron Koertge 
S. Pasadena, CA

From The Ogre’s Wife (Red Hen Press, 2013)
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IN A YEAR OF DROUGHT

In a rocking chair hewn from Ponderosa pine, 
on the back porch of a Victorian, black walnut trees 
planted by a lover along the fence line, I watch 
a birdbath half-way across the narrow 37-foot lot.
Wildfires cloud mountains surrounding this steel town, 
mill owned by Rockefeller during the massacre at Ludlow
of striking miners that dug the coal to feed the furnaces. 
Blackbirds’ sheen in the hazy sun reflects like shine 
off slag still dumped down hills around the mill in 1976, 
slag ground up to fill places hard to water in a town 
called town—Pueblo, where the boom and bust cycles 
of weather matched the fortunes of steel workers.  
Some years there were nothing but double shifts 
followed by beer in taverns as numerous as 
the denominations of churches from those 
who came to sweat beside furnaces.  
Bessemer was a neighborhood of claw foot tubs 
set upright in front yards, painted virgin blue, 
and inside Madonnas stood,
the Guadalupe version brought up from a hillside 
in Mexico where roses bloomed white in winter.
The workers worshipped her and brought home 
union wages that Rockefeller with his Colorado Militia 
never ultimately put down.
Saturday nights we’d drive to watch as slag was dumped 
and glowed into the night, a drive-in movie without fee
like the stream of robins, blackbirds, finches & sparrows,
and finally one grey-taupe-sand mourning dove 
in a year of drought made holy by a terra cotta bath.

Kyle Laws
Pueblo, CO
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A Moment In The Uintas
 
standing on
the edge
of day
as it slumps
into a corner
of evening
out there
by the north
fork of the
duchesne river
a quarter moon
that hung around
most of the morning’s
silently slipped
outa sight
but is due yet again
any time now.....
    i take her
hand
we walk towards
the cabin
our presence
evaluated by a
noisy stellar’s jay
high in a lodge pole-
we’ve beef stew
and biscuits
for supper
then we’ll wait
it out for morning
to return
another day
here
to write about.
 

Brent Leake
Midvale, UT

Not a Fairy Tale Ending

His voice and hands were magic
when he cradled the borrowed Gibson,
and sat cross-legged and lanky on the wooden
floor of the old Boulder rental. His lit 
Marlboro cigarette, poised upright
between the guitar’s string and tuning peg,
rolled out wisps of smoke.  His hair 

was a lion’s dirty halo and with a frog-prince 
face, it seemed that his transformation
was never completed.  She was eighteen
and believed their child 
within her was a sealed promise 
of a perfect future.  But later, 

he washed dishes, drove a truck,
ended up in the coal mine, and drank
Budweiser at their wooden kitchen table
after his graveyard shift, smoked 
a pack-and-a-half a day, never
picked up his guitar. In mid-winter

1976, on the way to the Laundromat
in their ’69 Volkswagen, she took off 
her silver wedding band, put it 
in the glove box.  It rolled around 
for weeks until he found it with the empty
gum wrappers, bits of tobacco, 
loose change, and lint. He left her

a widow at twenty-two.
When the county sheriff phoned 
she only heard overdose.  It was June
before she held the official 
cause of death unknown typed 
on a pale brown form.

Julie Lemay
Palmer, AK
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Notes on a Looming Milestone
 
On this regional highway midway 
through Vermont where you 
came to die. Granite walls in place 
of shoulder, ancient rock blasted, 
merciless, to make way for us— 
July 4th revelers who will never 
 
reach our goal. On this 
small road where I came 
to be reborn, rocky passage,
paramedics gripped the flesh
around my armpits, pulled
until skin parted way, ruptured,
from metal. Later, I will look 
at x-rays, MRIs, see slivers 
of bone embed, pillowed, 
in thick muscle, remains 
of a meal eaten hours before.
 
My half-life approaches, 
the before, the long after. Still 
I return—to flashlight consciousness, 
your head hanging sideways, 
crooked, between the seats, screams 
I can’t remember, gravel rasp 
at the sides of my throat. She gives 
and takes in equal measure, 
our grave mother. Nature 
will prevail—ours to die, 
rock’s to persist. 

Michal Lemberger
Los Angeles, CA

THIRTY MILES WEST OF CHICAGO
 
paint chips slowly.
It’s so still you
can almost hear it
pull from a porch.
 
Cold grass claws
like fingers in a
wolf moon. A man
stands in corn bristles
 
listening, watching
as if something
could grow from
putting a dead child
 
in the ground

Lyn Lifshin
Vienna, VA
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Choreography of a Garden

She unfolds a bee in the bedclothes,
in a cup carries it outside,
watches sturdy yucca fray
in pale curlicues
along the edges of its spears.

She gazes into lily freckles,
pulls with pollen-stained fingers, long-rooted weeds.
She thinks of a Mormon child
who is her own grandmother,             
and shudders.

Deer prints deep in earth. 
The calico walks toes-first like a ballerina.

She eavesdrops on conversation in the trees
among finches, cowbirds, grosbeaks,
writes their luminous syllables backwards.
Voices of surf and bird rise in her.
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THE EMERGENCY ROOM
for Mom

the starlight took her away
one word at a time
when she got out past Pluto
I waved
But she didn’t wave back

All the clichés about
Tunnels and wings
Seemed shallow and untrue

What else could I do
But wait by her bedside
With a glass of water
And love in my eyes

5/8/13

Victoria Locke
Lawndale, CA

She tastes iambs on her lips.
Sheaves of words gleam on the threshing floor.

Reefs of words slowly coral,
those which stain her, she weaves into a poem—
gnome nouns, giant verbs, poison-apple adjectives.

She and Lizard meet each other’s eyes
before he slithers into leafy dreams.
She lies down in yellow—fallen petals of wild rose.
Wind riffles petals, feathers, fur,
inscribes its name on birdbath water.

She knows one day she’ll no longer be bound
to the beauty of this earth.
But until then,
pledges herself to ruffled peach and dark purple iris,
the elements,

wild luminous eyes that touch silence.

Jane Lipman
Tesuque, NM

Published in On the Back Porch  
of the Moon, Jane Lipman,  
(Black Swan Editions, 2012)
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History Talks in a Boneyard 

It began as Boot Hill
Separated by the town from Protestant 
and Catholic cemeteries
From their public-park-like preservation

Here heathens and the impoverished 
lie eternally under wild grasses 
weeds, sagebrush and gopher holes 
Corralled by a barbed wire fence
whose missing links create a gate

A few cement block headstones 
as decomposed as the bodies beneath 
whisper identities in broken English 
kanji and hiragana
But the list at the library speaks 
loud and clear enough to be heard over
three generations of neglect

With names of Chang, Tanisaki
Cloudy Buffalo, Fugimoto, Mutoo
Nakamoto, Flying Man, Jones, O’Neal
Kirschweng, McGrew and Monteath
Labels of Chinaman, Japanese, Indian 
Poor House, Breed, Half-breed, White, Negro 
French, Irish, German, Scotch and American 

Listed causes of death as direct as the crows
that fly above the burial ground
As socially unsheltered as Montana cowboys
Suicide, alcoholism, gunshot wounds
murder, horse and railroad accidents
amputation, scalding, spasms
exhaustion and unknown

The name became Mt. Hope
A plea answered four times a year
when a Hill County worker
mows the gophers’ pasture
The boneyard guarded by an occasional 
Chinese zodiac animal gravestone
guillotined by vandals and time

Ellaraine Lockie
Sunnyvale, CA 

Raindog
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The Museum of Fine Arts, Boston

It does not own as many famous paintings
As the Art Institute of Chicago,
The Met, MOMA, the National Gallery, or even, perhaps,
The Los Angeles County Museum of Art,

But I’m impressed to find so many a-typical 
Yet striking works by world-class artists.

Take “Carmeline,” for instance: 
Now this is not what springs to mind 
When I think Henri Matisse: 
No pastels, no window onto Nature, 
No soft lines, gaiety, chinoiserie.

The woman’s face is mannish,
And her flesh angry, defiant.
She holds a cloth against her cunt,
Almost stuffs it — in urban savagery — into herself.
The catalogue lies that the reds and blues
Are “vibrant,” the earth tones “warm.”
The former are, in fact, overwhelmed
By the latter, which are sepulchral.

Don’t get me wrong:
I’m taken by this painting, intrigued.
It’s like Gauguin repatriated to a
Bare-bones Paris. It’s what Modigliani
Might have turned into, had he lived
Out of passion into disenchantment.
It’s on the verge of Lucian Freud.
And yet this young Matisse grew into visual ecstasy.

Go figure.

I’m reminded of Bob Dylan’s classic line, 
with which in certain moods 
I too identify:

“But I was so much older then; 
I’m younger then than now.”

(And a footnote to my students:
Please observe Bob’s seven classic ballad iambs.)

Gerald Locklin
Long Beach, CA
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Q: What was the impetus for starting the San 
Luis Obispo Poetry Festival in the first place?

The very first poetry reading that I went to 
was in San Luis Obispo in 1982, at a place called 
The Dark Room (it does not exist anymore). I 
had just self-published my first chapbook, Bits 
and Pieces of Black on White. It was a big open 
reading…I put my name on the list and waited 
to be called and waited and waited until they 
were thanking everyone for coming out and 
saying good night…where upon I raised my 
voice and said wait just a minute; I had signed 
that list to read, now what was up with that? 
They apologized and I read my set while they 
were leaving. Just because I did not know 
anybody, they ignored me and  I thought right 
there; “I’m going to run a reading and that kind 
of shit won’t happen…”

Q: I think every fledgling poet has been in 
this situation…in fact I still find myself, even 
today, in that situation sometimes. Was there 
much of a poetry scene in SLO in 1984? 

Not really, there were no regularly scheduled 
readings but between 1982 and 1984, Karl 
Kempton and myself had organized a series 
of readings called ALIVE IN THE LIGHT. 
These readings featured Elwood Decker an 
old Dunite,  the Dunites were artists and poets 
who lived out in the Oceano Dunes mainly in 
the 1920s and 1930s, Norman Hammond who 
was writing a history of the Dunites, Karl 
Kempton and myself. We had three readings, 
one in San Luis Obispo, one in Morro Bay 
and one in Halcyon. There also was a reading 
featuring  Michael Hannon, Kevin Hull, Karl 
Kempton and myself in Morro Bay and Glenna 
Luschei would bring in somebody big like 
Robert Bly one year and William Stafford the 
next. Basically that was it. 

Q: How did the idea come about, then?
Over the next couple of years I did put 

on some readings and got to know some of 
the poets who had read that night like Karl 
Kempton; but was still relatively unknown 
throughout the local community. So, when 
the County Arts Council in 1984 put out a 
call for FRINGE EVENTS (Art events to be 
held around town during the Annual Mozart 
Festival) I used a friend’s name, Karl Kempton 
(who was well know in the local community) as 
a Co-Founder and sent out invitations through 
the media to the local poets asking them to 
read at the 1st ANNUAL SAN LUIS OBISPO 
POETRY FESTIVAL…but only if they agreed 
to these two conditions: 1) EQUAL TIME & 2) 
Random Time Slots. The response was enough 
to get Karl excited and he came on board as a 
true collaborator. The first Festival was held on 
July 28th and 29th 1984, at Linnaea’s Café with 
18 poets reading 10 minutes each with 1 puppet 
master performing on Saturday night and 1 

INTERVIEWS
An Interview with Kevin PatricK Sullivan by RD Armstrong
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musician offering musical breaks every 3 poets 
on both nights.

Q: What was your goal then and has it 
changed?

In the beginning, the goals were equality 
and mingling of the cliques, whether different 
styles of poetry, groups of friends, critique 
groups, university poets or city poets. Thus, the 
ideas of equal time and random slots…names 
pulled out of a hat for the actual schedule of 
the lineup...worked fine and the festival was a 
huge success. [Soon it was] expanded to a three 
night event. The festival grew every year and 
continued to be held at Linnaea’s Café until 
the 9th [year] when it was held on Garden St. 
out in front of Linnaea’s with 54 poets  from 
Los Angeles to San Francisco and everywhere 
in between reading their poems on the closed 
down city street.

Like I said earlier the County Arts Council, 
put out a call for events but what I did not 
say is that Linnaea’s Café, San Luis Obispo’s 
first coffee house, opened up in May of 1984. 
The response to our first festival in July, 
was overwhelming. Linnaea asked Karl and 
myself to run a monthly reading series which 
we agreed to do creating the Corners of the 
Mouth, held every third Sunday of the month at 
Linnaea’s Café since 1984.  We were running 
the monthly and the annual; Karl stayed with 
the monthly for 2 years and continued on with 
the annual for 10 years. So it has been a long, 
sometimes difficult haul for me but I’ve enjoyed 
the ride and enriched my life beyond measure. 
Truly Unbelievable.  

During the first nine years we started to see 
we could not always stay true to our random 
scheduling as we wanted to include poets from 
out of the area (wanting to make it easy for their 
travel) and Karl and myself would debate the 
idea of featured poets. The debate ranged from 
government supported funding to pay these 
acclaimed poets to the prospect of keeping our 

festival local and unfunded other than out of 
our own pockets. Well, I approached the city 
council of San Luis Obispo and they were 
receptive to my idea of making some funding 
available to the ANNUAL SAN LUIS OBISPO 
POETRY FESTIVAL for the 10th festival, if I 
could get under an existing 501c(3) non-profit 
corporation (you had to have a 501c(3) to receive 
funds from the Promotional Coordinating 
Committee). So, I came up with the idea to 
team up with the SLO Literacy Council and 
they were happy to oblige, as they were to 
receive all the profits. I also moved the festival 
to November…into the school year at Cal Poly 
University where we teamed up with Cal Poly’s 
WriterSpeak and were able access funding and 
facilities along with the understanding that a 
nationally recognized poet would read during 
the festival. I accessed Poets & Writers through 
their California’s Readers and Workshops 
program for their matching grants and just like 
that, we were in business! 

After five years of turning over about a $1,000 
a year to the Literacy Council, we became an 
affiliate of the County Arts Council to help us 
receive our own non-profit status and started 
accessing funds from the California Arts 
Council besides the previous listed sources. 
In 2001, we received our own Tax ID. # and 
our 501c(3) Non-profit Corp. Annual San 
Luis Obispo Poetry Festival / Corners of the 
Mouth was formed.

Q: Organizing this festival sounds like a 
full time job. But you must have a regular 
9-5 gig right? When do you find the time to 
do it? Plus you run a reading or two, right? 
It sounds like a very full plate. How do you 
make it work?

It is a lot of work to organize the festival…
of course I have had help over the years. Karl 
Kempton worked on the festival for the first 10 
years. I had help from other poets working in 
committee, [in fact] I met my wife, the artist 
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and poet Patti Sullivan at the 15th annual and 
she has helped ever since; as well as on the 
Board of Directors since 2001. If I could pay 
myself I would, but working under nonprofit 
umbrellas and then having our own nonprofit 
I still could not pull that off…all the grants I 
was able to access paid for promotional stuff 
(ads, posters & flyers including graphic arts) or 
poet honorariums. But  nada for the organizers; 
though we paid the SLO County Arts Council 
thousands of dollars over the course of our 
tenure there to be an affiliate (fees to manage 
our monies and write the checks, much like we 
gave the Literacy Council all the profits the first 
five years). Anyway, I do have a regular 40hr a 
week job at a school district (which I started 
in 1990) – in fact when I started the Festival 
in 1984 I had a job at another school district 
which I quit in 1985 – to spend more time on 
my writing and organizing poetry.

Q: Talk about the SLO Poetry Festival…it’s 
been 30 years, right? 

Yes, the ANNUAL SAN LUIS OBISPO 
POETRY FESTIVAL is celebrating 30 years 
this November. The festival itself has always 
been centered on readings. The voice of the 
poet, the audience leaning in to the word. The 
true art form and its integrity in its simplest 
format. This year we are bringing in Jerome 
Rothenberg and of course a whole slate of 
poets to help us celebrate. I would also like 
to kick the festival off with a tribute film to 
Kenneth Rexroth, “The SIGNATURE OF ALL 
THINGS”, Celebrating the 100th Anniversary 
of his birth on December 5th, 2005. Filmed 
at Beyond Baroque on that day, curated and 
hosted by Michael C Ford, the film features 
a scad of poets with wry reminiscences and 
wild recitations, family members and former 
students who knew him best.

Q: What are some of the highlights over the 
past 30 years?

Right off the top of my head is the 15th 
Annual SLO Poetry Festival where I met my 
wife Patti.  The 15th Festival was a 2 week affair 
with a reading happening every night and Patti 
made it to a whole bunch of the readings, more 
than I did as I was working afternoons as a 
custodian back then. I did make it to 7 events 
and noticed Patti at all of them. I was hosting 
the last three nights and started talking to her 
during breaks and from the mic. Anyway after 
the last poet read I asked her if she was a poet, 
since she had been there so often and if she 
was what was her story? She told me, no she 
was not a poet, more of an artist and that she 
had recently moved here from Seattle. I told 
her she deserved a booby prize for her efforts 
so how would she like to go out with me? She 
asked me if that was the booby prize and I said 
what do you think and she said yes, I think that 
would be a lovely prize and the rest as they say 
is history.  

The Ninth Annual SLO poetry festival, the 
one where we closed down Garden St., between 
Higuera and Marsh, that whole festival was 
special and extra fun. Reading out on a street 
like that at night, the wildness of an urban 
landscape, the bar with the Rock and Roll 
bands down the street, the Christian Reading 
Room across from the stage doubling at night 
as a AA meeting room. AH! the humanity and 
the poets, over fifty poets spread out over the 
three nights. I met Jackson Wheeler, Benjamin 
Saltman, Ricardo Means-Ybrra, Kate Gale, 
Terry Kennedy, Maia, Laurel Ann Bogen and 
Merilene M. Murphy for the first time. I was 
still living at the ocean then in Shell Beach, and 
the before and after reading parties were just 
marvelous. In fact, Laurel Ann and Merilene 
spent the night, oh did I have fantasies for 
weeks before they arrived. HAHAHA!!! It was 
a hell of a festival! 

I think it was the 12th Festival and Carol 
Muskie Dukes was one of the big names and 
she read the poem, Applause, and it was so 
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perfect of a delivery. I was so thankful and 
humbled that I had a hand in making that 
happen.  Several festivals later Peter Gizzi 
read an unbelievable poem, I can’t think of its 
title right now but I remember thinking this is 
one of the best American long poems I have 
heard. Over the years there have been so many 
wonderful poets and performances like, Eavan 
Boland, Edward Field, Naomi Lazard, David St. 
John, Al Young, Denis Johnson and of course 
from friends like Glenna Luschei, Ray Clark 
Dickson, Jackson Wheeler, David Oliveira, and 
Merilene M. Murphy. Last year Sam Hamill 
knocked it out of the park.  

Q: Briefly highlight some of the poets you’ve 
invited over the years.

Over the 21 years since we started featuring 
poets the festival has featured such notables 
as: Sam Hamill, Glenna Luschei, Ray Clark 
Dickson, Carol Muske Dukes, Evan Boland,  
Lorna Dee Cervantes, Al Young, Edward 
Field, Amy Uyematsu, David St. John, Denise 
Duhamel, Jaki Shelton Green, Clayton 
Eshleman, Eleanor Lerman, Donald Revell, 
Kate Gail, Landis Everson, Naomi Lazard, 
Denis Johnson, Francis Mayes, Cecile Pineda, 
Peter Gizzi, Sharon Doubiago, Viola Weinberg, 
Rodney Jones, Joyce Jenkins, Nellie Wong, 
Benjamin Saltman, C. G. Hanzlick, Angie 
Estes, Carolyn Kizer, Will Inman,  Merilene 
M. Murphy, Kathy Fagan, Lance Lee, Joan 
M Raymond, Roger Aplon, Steve Kowit, Paul 
Zimmer, Suzanne Lummis, Gary Young, 
Trinidad Sanchez Jr., Jon Veinberg, Gabriel 
Spera, Linda Bierds, Sandra M. Gilbert, Pat 
Payne, Adrianne Marcus, Ken Waldman, 
Dorothy Barresi, Peter Everwine, Michael 
Datcher, Dan Gerber, Michael C Ford, Sarah 
Murphy, Lee McCarthy, Dixie Salazar and 
many others.

Q: For anyone who’d like to attend this year’s 
events, what are the dates, locations etc?

The 30th ANNUAL SAN LUIS OBISPO 
POETRY FESTIVAL starts: November 
2nd  with the film screening - November 3rd at the 
Steynberg Gallery, Featured and Open Reading 
– Nov.8th, 9th, and 10th at the San Luis Obispo 
Museum of Art, November 15th at Cal Poly 
Phillips Recital Hall with Jerome Rothenberg 
and ? – 16th at the Steynberg Gallery and the 
17th at Linnaea’s Café with Featured and the 
Open Reading Closure Party. All events are at 
7:00pm unless otherwise noted.  Tickets are $8 
General and $6 Student and Seniors that you 
purchase at the door. There are any number of 
hotels or motels  in the area on Monterey St. 
like the Apple Farm in SLO or there are places 
like the Madonna Inn, or Motel 6 on the 101, or 
Pismo Beach to the south or Morro Bay to the 
north. There are accommodations for whatever 
your budget is.

Q: So much for the organizer, let’s look at 
the poet…What prompted you to start writing 
poetry in the first place?

In October of 1974 I got laid off from 
Ford Motors Rawsonville Parts Plant in 
Rawsonville, Michigan where I had worked 
building carburetors. After spending the 
winter down in Florida, I moved to California 
in the spring, to Pismo Beach…to 5 acres of 
ocean front property, [to] a little shack of a 
house but the rent was right! I mean I paid 
$27.50 a month living with my sister who 
also paid $27.50 for the grand total of $55.00 
per month which included water and trash. 
At the time, the 5 acres was in the middle 
of nothing…everything was undeveloped. 
I mean almost, there was a small bluff top 
house two fields south and there was an old 
dog kennel on the south side of that that was 
the home of a local artist. Oh yeah, and the old 
barn sitting up on the corner of Shell Beach 
Rd. and our driveway on the property to the 
north owned by my landlady’s brother who 
lived kitty corner from us on the other side 
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of Shell Beach Rd. It was paradise…I mean 
everybody in the world would stop and paint 
that barn. So, it was the land, the ocean, the 
Milky Way you could still see overhead, the 
out-in-the-sticks feeling it provided; the space 
for a true dialogue with myself and then of 
course there was a breakup with a woman. 
So, that is what started me writing…creating 
a paper trail. Before that it was all just spoken 
words…quick and be done with; nothing more 
than the solidity of speech. 

Q: Was this an influence?  
Of course this place where I was living was 

an influence – it became my muse – my other 
self, where I was connected to the whole world. 
It is such a powerful presence, the ocean, the 
edge of the world, of the universe right in my 
yard. So, this landscape, to this very day, is 
central to my work…the way I reach out and in 
with such few words, at least in my poetry, that 
is what I strive for. Like in my poem:

BLUE SKY

There is something big as the sky inside you
a blue cloudless sky
an ocean inside you
 
Have you heard it move
along the lines of your eyes
felt it run the heart’s valley
crest its snowy peaks
 
Have you dreamed inside your waking
that sound so silent
you know you’re not alone
 
There is something big as the sky inside you
a blue cloudless sky, an ocean
inside you are the dreams
I look for in my waking
inside you I know
I will meet myself *

Q: What were some of the others? 
The other influences were the beats. I had been 

reading all of Jack Kerouac and had just reread 
On the Road and Junkie and Naked Lunch from 
William Burroughs. Of course I was reading 
Ginsberg and Ferlinghetti  as well. I figured 
if they could do it, why not me? So, in 1980 I 
started  taking my writing more seriously after 
another breakup with another woman…we had 
lived together for several years and I figured 
I better do something creative (I just did not 
want to hang out and get drunk and stoned all 
the time. I had been there and done that enough 
already). So, I came up with the idea to make a 
book (I had held books in my hands my whole 
life) so I figured I could make one. With the 
help of a couple of friends, I put together a little 
chapbook titled Bits and Pieces of Black on 
White and eventually went to that first poetry 
reading I talked about earlier…but the idea was 
to go to the reading with a book in hand and say 
I was a poet. 

Q: According to your bio, you have been 
invited to read in various parts of Europe. 
How does a simple, unassuming poet 
from Shell Beach end up reading in the 
Bristol International Poetry Festival or in 
Barcelona, Spain? 

Well because I was doing the Annual SLO 
Poetry Fest and the monthly, Corners of the 
Mouth, I got involved with several of the poetry 
host groups that were forming on line through 
the internet very early on and listed the Annual 
SLO festival and the Corners of the Mouth on 
any email list or web sites that started listing 
such events. Tim Gibbard of Bristol, England, 
posted that he was coming to America and 
would be in California on such dates and 
would appreciate it, if anyone could offer him 
a booking. I contacted him and told him of my 
monthly, the Corners of the Mouth, on the third 
Sunday of the month. I scheduled him. A few 
years later he was asked to help organize the 
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AMERICAN CONNECTION, for the Bristol 
International Poetry Festival and he contacted 
me because, as he told me he had a great time 
in SLO and it was one of the highlights of his 
American tour.  I ended up reading in London at 
the 1st Paddington International Poetry Festival 
and on the BBC . 

Now in Barcelona, Spain, my wife and I were 
planning a trip to Italy, to Tuscany. I figured 
what the hell, I’ll see if I can set up a reading 
so I contacted my friends in Europe, to see if 
they knew of anyone in Florence, or someone 
in the Tuscany region that could schedule me 
for a reading. This one young woman who 
was living in Barcelona, teaching English as a 
second language, who grew up in SLO going to 
the Corners of the Mouth and the Annual SLO 
Poetry Festival, emailed me. She told me she 
did not know anyone over there in Italy, but she 
could offer me a reading at her school where 
she was a part owner there in Barcelona, Spain. 
We tacked it on to the end of our trip to Italy. 
It was marvelous, I read on a Friday night and 
was flying home on Saturday morning. It was 
perfect.  

Q: What have been your coolest 
achievements in your career as a poet?

That is such a good question because 
there are several instances right up there, 
like meeting my wife, receiving the ARTS 
RECOGNITION AWARD from the San Luis 
Obispo County Arts Council for my work with 
poets and poetry, being recognized by the San 
Luis Obispo City Council as a Cultural asset 
to the city of SLO, being awarded $2,000 from 
the County Arts Council for an Individual 
Artist Grant, being unanimously nominated 
and voted as Poet Laureate for the city of San 
Luis Obispo, seeing my name in the hard copy 
of books in print up at City Lights Bookstore 
in San Francisco, reading in the reading room 
upstairs at the old Cody’s Books in Berkeley, 
being named a Cultural Volunteer of the 

year by the New Times in San Luis Obispo, 
having two poems turned into choral pieces , 
BLUE SKY, turned into SOMETHING BIG AS 
THE SKY by John Biggs, and I OFFER MY 
VOICE,  with the same title by Barbara Hoff. 
Both were performed locally and in Europe. 
At the local performances I got to read the 
poem before the choir sang them. But the 
one that is the coolest happened because of 
my job with the school district.  In an article 
written in the New Times, March 29th, 2001 
by Anne Quinn, documenting the real cost 
of school layoffs where every adult can make 
a difference, Anne wrote “Kevin Patrick 
Sullivan, founder of the SLO Poetry Festival 
and a program of monthly poetry readings at 
Linnaea’s Café, is an employee in the SLOHS 
custodial department-- a department being cut 
by 4o percent. This year a student Sullivan 
barely knows, Daniel Kim, wrote this essay 
about him”: “I admire many people at San Luis 
High. The teachers and the administrators are 
so kind with their work,  I cannot help but 
favor them all. However, there is one man 
who helps me see how to live life. His name is 
Kevin and he is a custodian… “It is amazing 
how much actions speak compared to words. 
I have never even talked to him in depth, but I 
know he is a very sincere and earnest person 
by his joyful expression and persistence at his 
job. Although Kevin is no big famous figure 
and just makes his living working in this 
small area of San Luis Obispo, he takes pride 
in his work and serves his duty with a passion. 
I think that is something that deserves much 
respect and adoration.” 

Persistence, and hard work, now what can I 
say but how cool is that!

*BLUE SKY was first published in my book 
“First Sight” from Millie Grazie Press in 
1990 and then was turned into a choral by the 
composer John Biggs in 1995 and was also 
published in ArtLife.



92 •  Number Two / 2013

Q: How long have you been writing poetry? 
I’ve been writing poems since second 

grade, so it’s more than a bit embarrassing to 
give the number of  years. Writing under the 
auspices of the term “poetry”, however, is more 
manageable: about thirty years. 

Q: Were you formally trained? Where?
I entered the University of Maryland as a 

graduate in the early eighties. U of MD doesn’t 
have an MFA program, so I went for an MA in 
English Literature with an emphasis in Creative 
Writing. Professors Reed Whittemore, Rod 
Jellema, and Ann Darr read and commented on 
my work; it was up close and personal.

We moved to Washington State in 1982, 
and from 1983-1990 I took courses in Verse 
Writing through University of Washington’s 
extension program, taught by Beth Bentley. I 
credit Beth for teaching her students how the 
associative process works, and how to access 
the subconscious. This book is dedicated to 
Beth. In addition, Professor Nelson Bentley’s 
Castalia Series taught me that reading poems 
out loud is both serious business and great fun. 
He was encouraging and high-spirited.

Q: Who were some of your influences?
Latin American magical realism writers 

such as Gabriel Marquez and Jorges Luis 
Borges inspired my early poetry. I read 
Lyn Lifshin, Diane Wakoski. I was lucky to 
hear Daniel Berrigan, who read at Western 
Maryland College. University of Maryland’s 
reading series sponsored Galway Kinnell, Tess 
Gallagher, Stanley Kunitz, and others. 

I’ve loved reading Char, Celan, 
Tranströmer, Amichai, Sjogren, Vallejo 

and others in 
translation. Phillip 
Levine and Jack 
Gilbert make me 
want to write; 
likewise Edith 
Södergran and 
Lynn Emanuel. And, from the Northwest, 
Madeline DeFrees, William Stafford, 
Richard Hugo, Theodore Roethke, and of 
course our star, David Wagoner.

In addition, I have benefited from Richard 
Hugo’s Triggering Town, William Stafford’s 
Writing the Australian Crawl, Phillip  Levine’s 
Don’t Ask, and numerous other books on how 
to write poetry. 

Q: What prompted you to write Broken 
Lines? What do you hope to accomplish?

I began writing Broken Lines because I wanted 
to give back to the Northwest community that 
has nurtured my work. I’ve been fortunate to 
have excellent teachers, colleagues, comrades, 
and students. I’d written a few essays and 
wanted to consolidate them, and, in particular, 
to address writer’s block, which runs rampant 
among poets. 

Q: How do you think this book will help the 
practicing poet?

This book is geared towards various stages of 
poetic development. It moves between essays, 
exercises, poems, and specific directions for 
assembling a manuscript and giving a reading. 
In writing this book my goal was to assist 
the rote beginner in the ongoing journey of 
becoming a “makeris”—the Greek word for 
“creator.” Certainly an established writer will 

Interview with Judith SKillman
The author of Broken Lines: the Art & Craft of Poetry (LUMMOX 
Press, 2013) speaks her mind about her influences, what prompted 
her to write the book and what she hopes to accomplish with it. 

Photo by Thea Billing



 number Two / 2013 • 93

find some new tricks, grist for the mill, as well 
as, I’m certain, much to disagree with.

Some poets understandably keep their work 
close to their chest. They don’t trust their poems 
and prefer not to send them out into the world. 
If and when they do, a rejection can set them 
back. Broken Lines encourages both beginning 
and established writers to view poetry as a 
stream. Words feed into streams, creeks empty 
into rivers; it all ends up in the ocean. Without 
oceans, the earth would not be alive. At the 
most basic level, words are nourishing. 

This text can be used by a poet on his or her 
own, or it can become a tool in the classroom. 
BL contains chapters on theory and practice. 
Whether one is a beginning writer, has been 
writing for years and never taken a class, or has 
published work in journal and/or book form, 
Broken Lines includes content to propel the 
writing life forward.

It’s my hope that Broken Lines—the Art & 
Craft of Poetry will contribute to those who are 
courageous enough to write their own poetry. It 
should also prove to be a practical tool for those 
who teach creative writing. While the book is 
not a textbook in the traditional sense, it includes 
a section titled “Jump Start”—exercises used 
successfully by students at the Richard Hugo 
House to generate new material. The section 
titled “Revising Your  Manuscript for Theme” 
was mentioned in a review of Women on Poetry 
(McFarland Press):

“Skillman’s advice and exercises will 
be helpful to poets wondering how to 
arrange disparate poems into a coherent 
manuscript for submission to a first book 
contest or publisher” (Rattle).

The goal of this book is to enable poets at 
all stages of development to move from their 
current stage or plateau on to the next level in 
cultivating a unique voice and poetic music. 
This book encourages the student of poetry 

to entertain a kind of Zen consciousness, a 
“Beginner’s Mind”—for that is the only way 
to continue serenely in the business of writing 
poems. The work is cognizant of the fact that 
most often, if you ask a person why they write 
poetry, the answer will be “Because I have no 
choice.”

About the Author
Judith Skillman’s latest collection is The 

Phoenix: New & Selected Poems 2007 – 2013, 
from Dream Horse Press. The recipient of an 
award from the Academy of American Poets for 
her book Storm (Blue Begonia Press), she has 
also received a King County Arts Commission 
(KCAC) Publication Prize, Public Arts Grant, 
and Washington State Arts Commission 
Writer’s Fellowship. Two of her books were 
finalists for the Washington State Book Award 
(Red Town and Prisoner of the Swifts.) She holds 
a Masters in English Literature and has taught 
at University of Phoenix, Richard Hugo House, 
City University, Yellow Wood Academy, and 
elsewhere.

Skillman’s poems and collaborative 
translations have appeared in Poetry, FIELD, 
The Southern Review, The Iowa Review, 
Midwest Quarterly Review, Prairie Schooner, 
Seneca Review, and other journals and 
anthologies. She has been a Writer in Residence 
at the Centrum Foundation in Port Townsend, 
Washington, and The Hedgebrook Foundation. 
At the Center for French Translation in Seneffe, 
Belgium, she translated French-Belgian poet 
Anne-Marie Derése.

A Jack Straw Writer in 2008 and 2013, 
Skillman’s work has been nominated for 
Pushcart Prizes, the UK Kit Award, Best of 
the Web, and is included in Best Indie Verse 
of New England. For more information, please 
visit www.judithskillman.com

Ms. Skillman is available for manuscript 
consultations through her website or www.
lumoxpress.com
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Mark Doty is one of America’s most beloved 
poets. He’s written 12 books of poetry, 3 
memoirs, among other writings. He holds the 
National Book Critics Award, the LA Times 
Award, Britain’s T S Eliot Prize, The Lambda 
Literary Award, Bingham Poetry Prize, 
Whiting Writers Prize, NEA and Guggenheim 
fellowships. He was finalist for the National 
Book Award plus other honors. Mark’s recent 
book is FIRE TO FIRE: New and Selected 
Poems (HarperCollins, 2008.)

Q: More than any other poet, you shine 
a light on the things of this world vividly, 
brilliantly. How do use material objects - 
furniture, houses, oysters, lemons – serve 
you, to convey what you want to say?

Thank you, I’m honored. I’ve tried to write 
about this phenomena, how material things 
serve as the vessels for feeling and thinking, 
how we invest them with ourselves, in my book 
on Dutch still life painting, STLL LIFE WITH 
OYSTERS AND LEMON. And I’m working 
on a little book now for Graywolf Press called 
THE ART OF DESCRIPTION, which also 
tries to answer this question. The short answer 
is that the world of sensory perception is a 
vocabulary for us; it’s the lexicon we have to 
use if we want to convey embodied experience 
and not just ideas.

Q: A forthcoming book from the Univ. of 
Iowa Press features your essay on “Memoir.” 
How do you see a writer’s personal memoir 
as being able to take readers back to their 
own experiences? 

That’s what the reader is always doing, finding 
his or her life mirrored in the text. The more a 
memoir evokes the world of sense perception, 

the more it tries to come close to how it feels to 
be alive, the more readers will see themselves 
there. When you write a memoir, as with a 
poem, you usually begin in self-expression, 
but by the time you’ve come to the end, it’s 
something more of a gift for the reader than it 
is a vessel for the writer’s feeling.

Q: We all know your dogs’ aches, pains, 
trials and tribulations as well as our own. 
Why don’t your cats get much PR? (This 
question was provided by my cat) 

Ha! I’ve had many cats in my life, beginning 
in childhood, and then as an adult there were 
two who were with me for years, Portia and 
Thisbe. They are the cats who remain nameless 
in DOG YEARS. I think cats like to lurk in the 
background, or hang out on top of the furniture 
watching the action, so that’s where they are in 
my memoir. Seriously, I think cats may be less 
narrative by nature.

Q: Prometheus stole fire from the Gods and 
brought it to earth but paid a price. What 
does this myth mean to you as a poet? 

Any making has its price, doesn’t it? It strikes 
me as odd, though, that it’s the gods who punish 
Prometheus, when it fact we know he’s going to 
burn himself with the fire. Possessing fire is a 
gift, but it’s a great danger, too. Human artistry, 

THE POET AND THE POEM
An Interview with marK doty  
by Grace Cavalieri

Photo by Star Black
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human inventiveness, is always two-sided; the 
knife that we use to carve an altarpiece can also 
be used to maim an enemy. Creation nearly 
always carries the potential for destructive 
use. Fortunately poems are not particularly 
destructive objects, not in the usual sense, 
though they may contain ferocity and fire, and 
might go off in a life like an explosive. 

Q: You have won a cachet of top literary 
prizes. How long to do you feel good after the 
news and what does it mean to you to receive 
an award?

Your question implies that you already know 
the answer -- not long! It’s wonderful to be 
recognized, and to have one’s work singled 
out so that more readers will find it. But it isn’t 
in itself sustaining, just as publication isn’t 
either. Those are fleeting pleasures -- though I 
understand that it’s hard to say this to someone 
who would like to win an award or publish 
a book -- and the real sustenance seems to 
come from doing your work, being involved in 
making something new. 

Q: Not since W. C. Williams’ Pictures from 
Brueghel has a poet been so renowned for 
featuring paintings in poetry and prose. How 
many ways do you look at a painting? 

These questions make a guy feel good, 
thanks. I love looking at paintings, surely in 
part because I am a person who dwells so much 
in language, working both as a writer and a 
teacher. The immediacy of painting is thrilling 
to me, the sudden complete experience of a 
color, or the way a canvas opens up to you as 
you keep looking. I guess I would want to think 
about seeing in the same way I’d think about 
the composing process -- to keep returning to 
the image, asking questions, walking around 
it, letting the eye (and mind) wander, allowing 
oneself to be educated by perception.

Q: What was the last film you saw and tell us 

your thoughts about it?
Robert Altman’s lyrical 70s western, McCabe 

and Mrs. Miller, which I hadn’t seen since it 
first came out. I’ve been watching a lot of his 
movies again lately, some of them for the first 
time. He was a masterful director and there’s an 
amazing way his early work channels the spirit 
of his day; McCabe is like the visual equivalent 
of one of those Dylan songs in which larger-
than-life characters out of American myth 
enact their pursuits of love and satisfaction. 
It’s also a movie that cares about landscape and 
local incident more than it does about plot in 
the usual sense, and I really like that immersion 
in the particular. 

Q: When you wrote Murano, how did it 
make its way to become a book length piece? 

The first drafts of the poem were written 
in Venice. I’d been at an artists’ colony in 
northern Italy for a month and I decided to end 
that trip by spending a week in Venice, very 
early in the spring. I’d never been there before 
and I was overwhelmed by the sensory world 
of it, and I soon realized that the person I most 
wanted to tell about what I was seeing was 
my friend Lynda Hull, who had died in a car 
accident the year before. I began writing these 
notes to her, and the poem metamorphosed 
from a celebration of Venice to a meditation 
on the allure of artifice, the dangerous appeal 
of the toxic, and the dual nature of making. 
(See question 4!) After the poem was finished, 
a curator from the Getty Museum contacted 
me because she saw in my work an interest in 
surfaces, and in what are called the “decorative 
arts” -- stuff like glass-making or ceramics or 
fabrics , and a term that has a certain dismissive 
character to it. Her feeling was that my work 
entered into thinking about such surfaces in a 
different way, and that’s how we began to make 
a couple of little books together . Books that are 
in themselves very handsome objects I think! 
The Getty press does beautiful work.
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Q: In light of your love for the visual arts, 
what do you see on the scene now that you 
want to write about? 

Well, I have written a bit about Lucien Freud, 
a heroic painter, and about Sam Taylor-Wood. 
I like Bill Viola’s video work a great deal, and 
Jenny Holzer’s words made of light. I never 
know when I will want to write about visual 
art, though, because sometimes I have a very 
complete experience with it, and have nothing 
to say, as if it just doesn’t require talking about. 
And other times, works of art lend themselves 
to what I’m thinking/worrying/wondering 
about already, and then they find their way into 
the poems and prose.

Q: In teaching poetry, what is one thing you 
realized that had not occurred to you before?

This semester I am a guest at Cornell, where 
I’ve been teaching a workshop for advanced 
undergrads. We read a group of poetic sequences 
-- ranging from Hart Crane to Terrance Hayes -- 

and then work shopped a poem by each person 
with an eye toward how it could be expanded 
into a sequence. Then they went off and worked 
on it, and came back with a long poem, or a 
poem in parts, or several related poems. It’s been 
amazing; it turns out that what developing poets 
really need to do is practice extending their 
thinking, complicating their ideas, reaching 
further into feeling. And that’s what writing a 
sequence asks you to do. So I feel I’ve stumbled 
on something useful, and now my students are 
all trying their hands at writing long poems. 
It doesn’t matter if they keep writing in longer 
forms or not; the important part is the practice at 
complicating the picture. 

If you are interested in reading some of 
Mark’s poetry, go to www.markdoty.org 

Grace Cavalieri is a poet, and producer/host 
of “The Poet and the Poem from the Library 
of Congress” for Public Radio.

A little background info:   
Anne MacNaughton and Peter Rabbit 
founded the TAOS POETRY CIRCUS in 
1982, and ran it for the next 22 years. The 
Circus was a weeklong poetry festival, which 
included featured readings, workshops, and a 
daily open reading. It culminated in the World 
Heavyweight Championship Poetry Bout, 
in which two poets faced off for ten rounds 
of poetry, scored boxing style. Champions 
included Quincy Troupe, Jimmy Santiago 
Baca, and Sherman Alexie.
    
Peter Rabbit passed away on Oct. 27, 2012.

Whatever you want in a poetry festival, 
chances are you’ll find it in the Taos Poetry 
Circus. Intensive workshops, relaxed open 
readings, powerhouse featured poets of 
both local and national acclaim, plus a little 
competition to create excitement and draw 
crowds “ it’s all there. Add in friendly locals, 
a gathering of poets from across the country, 
and clear mountain air, and what else could you 
want?

“We always had in mind living up to the 
concept of the Circus,” says Director Anne 
MacNaughton, “by presenting poetry in all 
its variety.” MacNaughton and Peter Rabbit 

BEHIND THE TAOS POETRY CIRCUS
A Conversation with anne macnaughton and Peter rabbit by G. Murray Thomas

Originally published in the book News Clips & Ego Trips, (Write Bloody Press, 2012)
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started the Circus in 1982, and have directed it 
ever since. Its tone and evolution are the direct 
result of their vision.

The centerpiece of the Circus is the World 
Heavyweight Championship Poetry Bout, 
a ten round, head-to-head, poem-to-poem 
competition between two of the world’s top 
poets. This year, two-time Champion Jimmy 
Santiago Baca will go up against Sherman 
Alexie. As with slams, the point of the 
competition is not to determine who is the best 
poet, but to attract a non-poet audience.

Rabbit emphasizes this point. “This is a 
poetry reading. This is two of the best poets 
we can find, whose work will work together, 
or be such a contrast as to be interesting. The 
competition aspect is just to drag these huge, 
raging crowds in. The only way you get 1000 
people is to put on a competition. We push [the 
competition aspect to the poets], so that they 

will give the performance of their lives.”
“I’ve always seen the Circus as a way to bring 

poetry to the non-poetry community,” echoes 
MacNaughton. “Every time we do this, there 
are these average Americans who stumble out, 
grab me by the elbow and go, `Oh! I didn’t 
know it could be like this!’”

Of course, competition creates controversy, 
especially in the world of poetry. Last year’s 
Bout, between Baca and four-time National 
Slam Champion Patricia Smith, ended in a 
tie, with Baca retaining his title, despite the 
fact much of the audience thought Smith had 
won. “Controversy is not new to the Bout,” 
notes Rabbit. “There has only been one or two 
which didn’t have some kind of controversy 
surrounding them.”

Still, controversy has its advantages. Rabbit 
continues, “People are still talking to me, in 
the check-out line at the supermarket, in the 

Anne MacNaughton and G. Murray Thomas Peter Rabbit
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post office, or on the street, they’re still talking 
about poetry. As far as I’m concerned, we’ve 
done our job.”

Another goal has been to create a situation 
in which poets get paid for their work. They 
emphasize that all of their headliners get paid. 
Much of this is because they are able to draw 
in an audience of the general public. To do this, 
they try to keep prices low, under $6 for most 
events. “We’re competing with the price of a 
movie ticket,” says Rabbit. “Poetry is good 
cheap entertainment.” With the emphasis on 
“good.”

As with all poetry events, funding has been 
a problem. Rabbit and MacNaughton credit the 
Peter and Madeleine Martin Foundation for the 
Arts with providing the funding which enabled 
the Circus to succeed.

Also important is the formation of a 
community of poets. They see this happening in 
repeat visitors to the Circus and the connections 
they make there. Many of these connections 
are made in the Poet’s Living Room, the round-
robin style open reading which takes place 
every afternoon.

But they want more than just poets meeting 
their contemporaries, they must learn from 
them. “The continuous poetry conversation 
is really important,” says Rabbit. “One of 
the things which gets missed in this time of 
computers and TV is the plain study of the art, 
which takes a lifetime. And then, mostly, we 
still don’t get it.”

“I’m afraid there’s a lot of looping going on, 
people saying the same shit over and over, over 
again. There’s still much to be said, but you’ve 
got to find out what’s already been said first.”

Much of this teaching takes place in Mexican 
Bob’s Poetics and Performance Camp, a ten-day 
workshop seminar held every morning of the 
Circus. “What we wanted was a way of passing 
on this information,” explains MacNaughton. 
“Contemporary poetics doesn’t come from 
academic training, it comes from a long line 

of primarily 20th Century Americans. It’s valid 
information which needs to go from poet to 
poet, from Master to student.”

MacNaughton also sees another tradition 
being upheld in the Circus. “The Circus has 
always come from an understanding that poetry 
is essentially an oral art form. Writing it down 
afterwards…  that’s your script.”

Still, she has reservations about some of 
today’s performance poetry. “There is a certain 
kind of performance occurring which is much 
more stand-up than it is poetry. If you’re doing 
stand-up, you’re going to be spending a lot 
of time on temporal stuff. You’ll get a great 
audience, for a month or two.”

“Poetry deals with universalism. After a lot 
of working on just contemporary events, you 
should be able to pick out a universalism in 
that. If you want your work to last, it has to be 
understandable to people who haven’t seen the 
latest version of some movie.”

“Word art is the culture speaking to itself. As 
we all do in our private lives, the first thing we 
talk about is all the little temporary things that 
occurred to us today. Eventually we get around 
to `What a wonderful sunset.’ Poetry needs to 
do that…get beyond the tax collector and on to 
the sunset.”

When asked which carries the Bout, the 
words or the delivery, she emphasizes the 
amateur status of the judges. “The judges 
frequently protest that they don’t have any 
technical knowledge. We go, `Good. You’re 
supposed to choose what you like.’ [Therefore] 
I think performance holds a lot of weight.”

One final mission of the Circus is to 
prove that poetry can be fun. If the blend of 
serious poetry, raucous competition and an 
occasionally uncomprehending public seems 
rather contradictory, MacNaughton has a ready 
explanation. “Irony is the heart of poetry.” 
Rabbit concurs, and takes it a step farther. 
“The problem with poetry has always been, not 
enough jokes.”
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THE PPTWP
The Pongo Publishing Teen Writing 

Project is a volunteer, nonprofit effort with 
Seattle teens that are in jail, on the streets, or 
in other ways leading difficult lives. We help 
these young people express themselves through 
poetry and other forms of writing. In our work 
we ask the teens to speak from the heart about 
who they are as people, and the teens often 
respond by writing about traumatic losses that 
occurred when they were little children, losses 
such as the death of a parent, abandonment, 
neglect, abuse, and a parent’s addiction. These 
traumas from their childhood have left the teens 
feeling depressed, confused, angry, and prone 
to substance abuse and destructive acting-out. 
But the writing process makes a difference. 

While the poems that the teens produce 
are often terribly sad, the act of expressing 
themselves is often a relief, even joyful, and 
helps these young people to better understand 
and cope with their powerful emotions. They 
may cry as they write, but they feel happy 
afterward. Also, they are proud of their creative 
accomplishments, including the possibility of 
publication. Helping distressed teens through 
self-expression is the first of Pongo’s goals.

In addition to working directly with the 
teens, Pongo publishes annual anthologies of 
the young people’s work. Three-quarters of 
the books we publish are given away to teens 
in difficult circumstances and to charities and 
individuals that help these teens. One-quarter 
of the books we publish are sold to the public, 
mostly at several Seattle book fairs. Our book 
distribution and sales enable us to reach out to 
the wider community, to help more teens and 
promote better understanding of kids. The 

money we receive from book sales covers a 
fraction of the publishing costs. Additional 
expenses are paid through grants and personal 
donations.

An important aspect of the Pongo Publishing 
Teen Writing Project is that we use teaching 
techniques such as structured activities and 
dictation to support and encourage creativity 
by people who aren’t used to expressing 
themselves, even people who have very limited 
skills. And of course we actively support 
writing by teens who are enthusiastic and 
prolific writers. 

Mtssion Statement: 
Pongo Publishing (The Pongo Teen Writing 

Project) teaches and mentors personal poetry 
by distressed teens, especially those who 
have a hard time expressing themselves. To 
accomplish our goals, we run writing projects 
inside juvenile detention centers, homeless 
shelters, psychiatric hospitals, and other sites. 
The consistent theme in our authors’ poetry is 
childhood trauma, such as abuse, neglect, and 
exposure to violence. Our primary pur pose is 
to help our authors understand their feelings, 
build self-esteem, and take better con trol of 
their lives. 

In addition, through the Pongo web site, we 
provide therapeutic writing opportunities for 
English-speaking youth all over the world. We 
also train counselors and teachers in our unique 
teaching methods, with workshops and on our 
web site. At community festivals, speaking 
engagements, and media opportunities, we 
speak to the community about the emotional, 
familial, and social conditions that affect 
distressed youth. Finally, to benefit youth, 

POETRY OUTFITS OF NOTE
Some programs that I think should be brought to your attention 
by RD Armstrong
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professionals, and the community, Pongo 
publishes and shares poignant and insightful 
teen writing in books and online. We are 
advocates for the healing power of poetry in 
addressing trauma.

A Few Benefits of the Teen Writing Project:
• Teens learn to see themselves as people 
who have had difficult experiences - gaining 
a perspective beyond the hurt, depression, 
and sense of responsibility they feel
• Teens feel listened to
• Teens feel proud of their work and of the 
possibility of publication
• Teens enjoy the writing process even when 
they write about sad and traumatic events
• Teens exercise insight and sensitivityTeens 
understand, support, and are respectful 
of the mission to foster community 
understanding of teens
• Teens learn and use language skills and 
editorial judgment 

A Few Featuresof the Teen Writing Project:
• A welcoming and appreciative attitude 
toward teens’ writing, choosing appropriate 
times and individuals for critique
• A clear statement that teens are 
encouraged to write from the heart about 
who they are, and that a purpose of the 
writing project is to foster understanding 
within the community toward teens
• A flexible approach that welcomes 
independent effort but that provides ideas, 
interviews, and collaborative input as 
necessary to facilitate the creative process
• A willingness to take dictation often, 
converting spoken words to written content
• An emphasis on honesty and a de-
emphasis of spelling, grammar, censorship

Richard Gold founded the Pongo Publishing 
Teen Writing Project in 1992. 

PUNK HOSTAGE PRESS
There’s a new press in town, with a set of ideals 

that I find admirable and an eye for elevating 
“the word.” Punk Hostage Press combines 
the experience that both writers, Iris Berry 
and A.Razor, have garnered from years of 
“marginal living, punk rock music scenes, 
D.I.Y. publishing, editing underground lit/art 
zines, doing spoken word performances in 
local settings as well as on the road, even going 
homeless for the craft when the demand was 
too much over the years.” 

A non-profit press, the goal of PHP is to 
seek out and publish the gems of the literary 
underground, to bring the works of these authors 
to those who need most to hear/see them…
the imprisoned, the disenfranchised, in other 
words, those people from the lower 98%. This 
from the PHP website: “One of the important 
goals that is vital to the core of what Iris and 
Razor have planned, includes the creation of 
a non-profit organization that sends literature 
and conducts groups inside institutions such 
as prisons, jails, shelters, treatment programs 
and gives something substantial back to those 
who also have struggled and have survived, in 
order to maybe be an aid to those whose voice 
still needs to heard above the sounds of the 
impending chaotic doom in this world.” 

That organization is called Words As 
Works. Again, from their mission statement, 
“we hope to coordinate with other publishers, 
authors, editors, promoters, journalists and 
further our efforts to build a community with 
those who are also doing similar works. We 
also want to connect with more programs in 
schools, juvenile literacy programs, inpatient 
treatment centers, mental health facilities, 
detoxification units, homeless/housing shelters 
& programs, women’s shelters, social service 
providers, city and county jails, state and federal 
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prisons, halfway houses, outpatient programs, 
librarians, teachers, counselors, case managers, 
curriculum builders, creative writing programs 
for at risk youth or adult services.

A future goal would be to conduct creative 
writing groups and hopefully allow participants 
to empower themselves into self-expression 
and learning their own creative process that is 
supported by their peers. Also, to encourage 
publishing opportunities for the works of these 
participants in chapbooks, anthologies and even 
support the beginning of publishing concerns 
that would become the participants’ own 
within these programs or outside of the support 
structure provided by Words As Works.

If you are a publisher or writer and are 
interested in donating books, time or just learning 
more about our proposed mission, please contact 
either Iris Berry (iris@punkhostagepress.com) 
or A. Razor (a.razor@punkhostagepress.com) 
and we will begin the conversation that will lead 
to a hopeful partnership in supporting literary 
arts for the less fortunate.”

THE YOWLING CREATOR’S WAY
Lisa Sandoval came up with this idea. The 
following is from her website yowling.com:

The Yowling Creator’s WayTM is the natural 
process our brain uses to birth our passion 
with joy and satisfaction, whether our journey 
is poetic, professional, or for some other 
practical purpose. Based on the six fluid stages 
in the Genesis creation story, the Yowling 
Creator’s WayTM is a holistic understanding 
of what happens in the brain emotionally, 
psychologically, spiritually, and scientifically.

Discovered and investigated by Lisa Marie 
Sandoval since 1999, the Yowling Creator’s 
WayTM has been used internationally with 
thousands of students and professionals in poetry 
workshops, academic writing courses, and one-
on-one consulting in both English and Spanish.

The Yowling Creator’s WayTM sprang from 

Sandoval’s work as a performance poet with 
TheYowling.com—a three-pronged poetry 
project that took shape as a print publication, 
theatrical show, and congressionally awarded 
inner-city youth program whose purpose was 
“to connect the cries of every hurting soul.” 
With her work spanning the spectrum from 
business to the arts to academia, Sandoval says, 
“I began to notice that the junior high student, 
CEO, pastor, PhD candidate, and grassroots 
artist all faced the same brain-busting hurdles. 
Despite culture, age, personality type, gender, 
or education. I watched them self-criticize or 
surrender in despair and realized that the one 
thing we all have in common is our humanity, 
the condition that stems from it, and our hunger 
to create.”

So Sandoval started YowlingCreator.com, an 
interactive blogging forum for people to receive 
ongoing encouragement, connect with others, 
and swap advice. A community of diverse 
creators, says Sandoval, “it’s like having a 
friend to count on 24/7.”

Peace,
Lisa Marie Sandoval
lisamarie@yowlingcreator.com

I have not failed. I have successfully 
discovered twelve hundred ideas that  

don’t work —Thomas Edison
It can be in the arenas of art, business, 

professional dreams, non-profits, scientific 
experiments, or something for school. The 
Yowling Creator is a place where you and I can 
give and receive help, hope, encouragement, and 
community in those lonely or yowling moments 
that only a fellow creator can understand–where 
we can view our creation process like Thomas 
Edison viewed his.

*   *   *
Editor’s Note: I have often referred to the 
LUMMOX Press as one of my greatest failures, 
nay, my most magnificent failure (aside from 
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my life as a whole)…like the Edison quote 
above I have discovered hundreds of ideas that 
didn’t work! But still I progress and evolve…
it’s not like I have any other choice.

That said, if you think that what these three 
groups are doing is important enough to support 
in some way (you can work that out), I suggest 
you contact them. —RD 

One more thing…
One more item of interest is a book which has 

been out for a few years. It’s called The Shroud. 
It is the near future, and a genetic research team 
from the NIH has been tasked by the Vatican 
to use the latest findings of the Human Genome 
Project to shed new light on the authenticity 
of the Shroud of Turin. The lead researcher, 
Robert Strickland M.D., is an agnostic with 
spiritual leanings. But as the inquiry proceeds, it 
appears that this is indeed the burial cloth of the 
historical Jesus—and the vestment’s bloodstains 

open up the possibility of cloning. The ensuing 
investigative journey—from Washington D.C., 
to Israel, to Belize—has global repercussions, 
and transforms the lives of all involved.

“The Shroud is a full throttle ride through 
the culture war between science and religion. 
Geneticists battle Christian fundamentalists 
over the most important cloning experiment 
imaginable; the battle unfolds in a circle 
of desire, reason, and choice centered on a 
sincere search for the truth.

Written with the authority of genuine 
biologists in a style that mixes Harlan 
Coben suspense with a dash of Dan Brown in 
the style of Dean Koontz, and characters 
you want to argue with in a bar while your 
motorcycles are parked outside.”

Ransom Stephens, Ph.D.,  
author of “The God Patent”

Available at www.TheShroud.net
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Sweatshirt
 
It accompanied me on numerous camping 
trips, held me close in awkward 
pubescent moments in Junior High. 
 
In high school it hung in hibernation 
waiting for me to get over being kool
waiting for the next Indie adventure
waiting for the warm rinse cycle.
 
College brought new rips, frays,
alcohol, mud stains, marshmallow drunk
chunks stuck to sleeves and hood. Finally
it had hung itself into the important parts of life. 
 
Tattered to the point thumb holes line the inside
of sleeves, look purposeful. It’s aged like cheese 
complementing the red wine
I drink at bonfires, while it inhales 
smoke into every cotton pore, holding 
the heat close to my body. Remembering.

Zachary Lopiccolo
Long Beach, CA

Red light

At a red light a man sat in his car
punching his wife in the face
again, and again…

When the light changed
he put the car in gear and
he drove.

At the next red light the
wife pulled out
a pistol and shot
her husband in the face
again, and again…

She would have shot him more,
and the gun ran out of bullets.

Then she sat looking at
the rearview mirror,
ignoring the cars honking
their horns.

Father Luke
Santa Cruz, CA

POETRY II
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Da Vinci Invented Everything 
written in Amboise, France at Leonardo Da Vinci’s last residence

Machines of war
for the movement of water
air and the idea of love
vegetarianism
vegetation
secret tunnels
the helicopter
wings

Da Vinci invented the kings of France
chocolate bread
castles and drawings
human anatomy
sachets for tea and sugar

Da Vinci invented bumble bees
gave them the idea for honey
He came up with fresh macaroons
napkins that don’t come ‘til the end of your meal

automatic soap dispensers, hand dryers
the river that goes through your town
Da Vinci invented that

The alleyway
the old church and the clock tower
Looking out over the town from a high place
All his ideas

Da Vinci invented quiche and omelets
pigeons and their eggs.
the places where pigeons live
the messages they carry from
castle to castle

Da Vinci invented caves
the idea of eating meals in them
rental cars with automatic mirrors
exposed beams
the renaissance
Da Vinci invented it all

His own death
The very idea of death and
what you should do before it happens
Da Vinci invented all of this 

so the cat sleeping in his bed
at Clos de Luce
told me.

Rick Lupert
Van Nuys, CA
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My Soul

My soul is stiller
Than a wounded bird’s wings

More polluted
Than three mile island
When it began

It screams through empty lungs

It flies like a tank
And kills because
It wants to

All rain
No dawn

Feathers of a crocodile

My soul does not debate
It cancels school

It does not open
But closes like a lamb’s brain
After the bullet

No children
Convicts eat lunch on doormats
Made of lice

Mothers abort fetuses
Because they can

Fathers kill potential
In the darkness of day

And in the end 
Giving is the ultimate vulnerability

An open palm
A fist to the face

My soul has been ravaged                                       
Even raped
                                      
And midnight is still better
Than the frozen boulevard
Of purgatory

Radomir Luza
Los Angeles, CA
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tracking the words
 
 this evening
night hit the ground running,
there were star fields
         of questions
no echo answered,
just this solitude    this
exercise
in virtues of consciousness.
For you, Neruda
it was the white hot killers
of angry Spain
and the Chilean blood of
deserts,
for me, maybe
it is this old stone house
first made of air,
the Rio Grande running broad
and full, a jungle
of a bosque,
the low brow humor
of coyote;
in the whisper of a shooting
star parched from a million
mile crawl across
the universe.
 
Or does it come from 
The rain that often struck your words
filling them with holes and birds?
 
Some nights I am at a loss for them,
when I should be soused with them or
at least tracking them through
the night, across the moon or
down desert rivers to their source.

John Macker
Las Vegas, NM
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Returning To A Mountain Cabin In March

I’ve been the topic of conversation here
for days among the birds. When I walk
a deer path, the hillside robins say—
But, you’re not a deer.
When I sit on the rock, ravens surround
me, saying ‘out, out’—
Scrub jays grumble among themselves
about how pinche I am
when I don’t put out more seed.
Solitaires, in groups, stare at me.
Magpies keep up a squeaking gossip
and white-eyed nuthatches peer
around the cedar trunk.
Only the juncos, head down in the duff
are indifferent.

3.16.10

Anne MacNaughton
Taos, NM

Victoria Locke
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Anniversary - Sunday Night - February - Downtown L.A.

How to hold on to this sense – this Sunday becoming night – walking down 7th 
from Grand to Hill – I can’t stop myself – it was getting very dark, very quickly, 
and chilly, but I had to go – I had to get there,  I had to look in at 742 South, where
we got started – had to see it up close, touch it – I had the time – you were resting,
in our boutique hotel room, a few blocks away – Go.

I  hurried by what was, maybe one or two still are - landmarks I didn’t have time
to remember – not now.  I turned the corner at Hill, my hands stuck in my jacket 
pockets - slowed at the driveway into the shallow parking lot – still there, the chain 
still down – We could be spotted, even on a Saturday night, late -  It will be ok, you 
said - We won’t get caught - Meet Me. 

I stopped at the crosswalk - just beyond the driveway – middle of the block – and 
peered at my shoes,  sneaking a look across the street.– pushed the “walk” button.
*
The lobby was lit - fake pink marble walls - fake? pink? - and so small for such a momentous place.  
A dowdy coffee stand in the front left  corner with portable shelves   of cellophaned danish, fat 
cookies, and plastic condiments - when did that happen?  And only 2 – maybe 3 – elevators – I can’t 
tell.  And the floor to ceiling doors to Union Bank on the right are boarded up somehow.  Another 
door  too - straight back - to where? 

I  glance up the street - a pre-Disney Times Square-looking street now, though it was hardly 
Madison Avenue then: the street people are street people now, not office people; they notice me, don’t 
stare, maybe figure I’ve got as much business there as they, maybe not.  I turn back to the lobby,  
look past a grid of bars through windowed doors that must be the same – those bars - when did they 
put up those bars?   I want to pull closer, press my face to the metal - empty beer cans, the smells of 
piss and fast food wrappers make me leery but how else to see my 25 yearold self standing there, at 
the elevators – 8:45am - a little late, as usual - anxious to get up to the 4th floor - high-heeling to my 
tiny cubicle in the corner, to be there, when you walk by on your way to your office, barely giving 
me a glance, sometimes deliberately not.  Proverbial knots swell again in my stomach, the glories 
of adulterous lust, an all-star array of sensation culminating in this Sunday Night victory over white 
ribbons.  

Tensions tease me - I can’t tell one from the other tonight, this Sunday Night, peering through my 
own time machine, holding onto this luscious tension in my heart, in my head, in my mouth just a 
few minutes longer - even if I’ll have to run all the way back, back to the hotel, not be late, not this 
time - I have a celebration to create tonight, another proof for remembering, luxuriating in, later, our 
sure, pure, only-and-forever past plus a day - run - back to our hotel room - away from the tension 
that blocks the recall that you’re resting, that you must rest, that nothing lasts forever.

Angela C. Mankiewicz
Los Angeles, CA



 number Two / 2013 • 109

Holy Land

It’s a scene like this that the Assembly orders
A fence erected onto peasant lands, securing
Borders for Gush Emunim Jews: bulldozer-tanks
          Grind over dirt and red clay, razing groves
          Farmed for generations.  Settlers scorch leftover shacks.
 
 
It’s a scene like this that a red-keffiyehed man
Nail-bombs a crowded market:  Fruits and meats,
Singed carts, moans, sirens amidst reddish haze.
          And later, others vow more in God’s name:
          To rid oppressors from this land.
 
 
It’s a scene like this that belongs to America:
A cloudless, humid sunset where red smoothes into earth
And daylight falls into haze, and no one bothers
          To notice loss as the holy land— over there—
          Ingests fiery dawn like a psalm of praise.

Robert Manaster
Champaign, IL
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Igor’s  

Igor’s is the World’s coolest laundromat
Amber light and amber beer, a little neon, 
Old dark wood, rococo chocolate ceiling tin
Pool tables crowd the dryers in the back
(A short stick enables those tricky shots)
Smells of soap and sizzling burgers,
The cook in a paper hat asks
“You want cheese with that?”
Cajun style, a little cayenne
“When’s Ayala comin’ in?” a regular asks.
“Now” the cook says, and the new bartender
Saunters in, break your heart beautiful,
Gives the regulars a gorgeous grin,
Shining eyes and coffee skin,
As she ties her apron behind her back,
Outside the trolly rolls down the track
“Ding, ding, clatter, clatter
Along its iron and live oak path.
Upstairs, the lady’s room doors embrace
A long existential poem,

Some woman hung her heart out in here.
Above flood-line, along the stair 
Frames of pictures, Igor’s history, all the gang
Many no longer here. But a little mold 
Won’t ruin the memory of those good times.
Igor’s is back, if not all of its customers.
I feel the cemetery, one block down
On Lafayette, the white tomb’s dignity,
Mardi Gras beads along the graves,
Festivity, even in death.
The washers hum, the pool balls clack,
Up front, from the bar, a great big laugh
Light filters in from the Southern front,
Out on St. Charles, where the World goes past.
Clean clothes are the least of Igor’s charms.
Bring $10, one for the wash, one for the dryer,
Two for a couple of racks, the rest
For that Cajun burger with fries 
And a cold amber in good company,
Both the living and the dead.

Georgia Santa Maria
Belen, NM

Previously Published in Lichen Kisses,2013 
and Duke City Fix, Sunday Poem, 2011
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i can only imagine the windows and the paintings,
the dishes and the books.
will it look like a treehouse
will it look like an igloo
will it look like a memory salad
splashed with wishbones and croutons.
will there be a basketball hoop from decades past
will there be a picture album humming future
will there be a victrola dog lapping up sunlight
what time will the laughter be served
what time will the train whistle blow
what time will the sky open all its presents
what should i bring?

Ellyn Maybe
Marina Del Rey, CA

MISSING TOWER RECORDS
 
met Leo Kottke
at the flagship store
on Sunset Boulevard
the very same place
where I saw Leif Garrett
and Justine Bateman shopping
and I knew to leave them alone
giving them the chance
to pretend to be ordinary people
 
the yellow-and-red
bagged and tagged
Tower experience
won’t ever come back,
though I love the big Amoeba store
near the Cinerama Dome

 

to engage in the dwindling
record chain-store experience
I have to drive to the South Bay
and patronize what used to be
Wherehouse and Sam Goody stores
it’s harder to motivate myself
to travel so far for just that purpose
 
with iTunes and Spotify
and all the streaming audio/radio
we never knew we’d need--
it’s amazing how the recession
and corporate mismanagement
turned the pleasure of going somewhere
to buy music to own for a lifetime
into the same kind of
arcane, endangered, inessential activity
as buying physical books
or tickets to theaters
that still show movies on film

Terry McCarty
Woodland Hills, CA
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Wave Goodbye

He is packing a bag, bringing in clothes from the dresser 
Water does what the moon tells it to do
The dog watches him go back and forth, already feeling lonesome
Water cupped like a hand, opens like a yawn 
He tries not to forget, his razor, his pills, his pillow, his toothbrush
Water leans forward and rushes toward him
He opens the trunk and slides in a suitcase
The sound a wave makes when water breaks makes seagulls cry
I love you, she says, and they kiss beside the car 
Pulled back into the ocean, water swirls around his ankles

Daniel McGuinn
Whittier, CA

Norman J. Olson
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Freedom Village

The harshly lit lobby of Freedom Village was filled with white-haired men and 
women in slow motion with quad-canes, walkers and wheel chairs. Some sat on 
couches staring pleasantly into space. After consulting a wall map, I navigated the 
serpentine hallways. A pine branch was attached to the door, partially obscuring 
the nameplate. I pulled it back and knocked softly. No answer. Again. The door was 
unlocked—silence within, except for a faint mechanical burbling sound. I walked 
slowly down the hallway and stopped next to an oxygen pump on the floor outside 
the rear bedroom. My eyes followed a clear neoprene tube from the machine to the 
bed. He was lying on his side, fully dressed—pale blue polyester trousers, plaid shirt, 
white socks, no shoes. The bony contours of his hip and shoulder blade were clearly 
visible through the fabric. His thin gray hair was tousled, with basal cell surgery 
scabs dotting his scalp. I realized suddenly that there was no movement of breath. A 
wave of adrenaline surged as I stared at his torso. Finally his ribcage heaved, almost 
imperceptibly. I sat down in a chair next to the bed. 

For some reason, the memory of a time when he wore a weathered brown leather 
jacket came to mind. We had just moved to Los Angeles from the mid-west. I was 
ten years old. On Saturday mornings, he took me to a sprawling dirt field, where we 
flew a delicate balsa wood framed airplane covered with painted tissue paper. I built 
it from a kit. On the first flight, he watched as I fired up the tiny gasoline engine and 
tuned it to screaming velocity. We gazed up at the heavens as the purple free-flight 
“Zephyr” made a fast ascending helix into a cloudless blue sky. Then he handed 
me his Carl Zeiss binoculars and we jumped into the car. As he drove around the 
neighborhood, I directed him to the spot where I thought it was likely to touch down. 
After we retrieved the plane, he put his arm around my shoulder and said that he 
could never have built something so complex when he was my age. I felt proud.

My mind was finally empty. I sat and stared at him, unable to move. The ever-present 
sound of the oxygen pump filled the room. I watched him breathe.

Michael Meloan
Los Angeles, CA
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Museum of Tolerance

The shirtless man by the ticket counter
 has already broken the gloom here, his crowd 
   of two boys and the cashier with the Star of David
     gathered around and mouthing astonishment

as he tells the tale behind every scar.
 Yes, this one on the side was from the camp—
   he tells them not to be shy to ask—
     when he tripped into the ditch

on the run after stealing cigarettes,
 the one on the knuckle from punching the soldier
   in the bar, brave with whiskey, a decade after.
     Touch it, he snarls, jutting out his fist.

That split a real Nazi’s lip.
 In the rooms behind him, the voices lay low
   but touch is the rule, the extended families
     passing in fours and fives as tight

as at church or the carnival. Are they
 all survivors here, dazed and exhilarated
   by the fate that dropped them so far from blight?
     A father heads the line, shirt fat with muscles

and a single proud thumb pushing the stroller;
 the woman and girl hug sideways, then again,
   tight as dancers in a row. At each display,
     the time lines and the whispered assurances

reiterate that what is done is done.
 Pol Pot is dead, the children of Kampuchea
   reading again to go to college; Rwanda
     has forgiven itself and opened supermarkets;

the ghettos are demolished, the Cold War won.
 Sudan, they skip. For now, the beasts are gone.
   They face the new life, the one after the mending,
     after the last mistakes were made.

Michael Miller
Irvine, CA
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Sunday School 
Yellowstone Meditation #4 
 
As a second grader, I wanted prayer to be based 
on faith, and for it to behave like Noah’s dove. 
 
Which God eventually gave a twig 
in answer to Noah’s petition. 
 
As a man it is as hard to believe Noah’s story as it is 
to believe our souls change into fish to enter the afterlife. 
 
Perhaps, this is why my prayers seem to scratch 
for seeds in the grass between the seedlings. 
 
Maybe, that’s why it’s easy to forget the night prayers 
as I watch water drain through the grainy soil. 
 
When the geyser blows, her streams of boiling 
liquid build a mound of pebbles. 
 
The nun said pray correctly and as God sent 
Noah a twig, He would send us wisdom. 
 
As I listen to the ranger talk about the Blackfoot, 
I remember the nun’s thin rimmed glasses. 
 
The ranger said the tribes using Yellowstone cooked 
their fish in these boiling pools. The tribe believed the fish 
 
came willingly to the eater. The eater thanked the gods 
for their gift before becoming a gift of food for lesser game.

Joseph D. Milosch 
Poway, CA 
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ALL MESSED UP

yeah, things sure took a bad turn there in a hurry, said kell,
right now i’m just trying to figure out how to survive the
winter here. things just kept falling apart so i got me a ride
out here to folsom, new mexico and i’m in this adobe shack
on a hill. no car. have to walk half a mile to get water. no
electricity. maybe i’ll write a book. coyote got away one
more time. a friend in california sent me 25 but it was a
check. i had to send it back. the bank is already after me
for bounced checks.

in the beginning was nothing and out of nothing came
everything. in the dust of a country road the voice becomes
a saxophone for the wind and water and earth and crows.
i went a little crazy when betsy kicked another hole in
my heart he said. and i think of the old rockabilly classic
by jess hooper, “all messed up”, summing up the state of 
his world with three words. kell was all messed up 
but this is a hell of a lot better than some damned 
roach ridden homeless shelter in a big city. i have a real 
fear of that. i’ve lived there before- know what that’s like.

kell just needs to raise enough money to make one
trip to town and buy a bunch of supplies to last a month
or so, like:   batteries

coleman fuel for stove
candles (lots of them)
kerosene
tobacco (a can or two)
food (canned stuff, some pasta, potatoes,
beans, etc.)
paper plates (hard to wash dishes when you
haul water.)

if i can get all that together, chop a lot of wood and haul
a lot of water- i’ll make it up here. come out of it with a
good book.

coyote rides the low road. sings at night. hides in
the daylight. dreams of mountains.
tonight the wind is howling. candles flicker around me.

Tony Moffeit
Pueblo, CO
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Some Enchanted Evening
 
“Merci beau coups!”
the denied refrain from a catalyst 
bound for glory in a tumult.
“Raconteur” was the appropriate charge
when the bouncers came running
to quell the disturbance. 
 
“I was lying through my teeth
and y’all couldn’t figure it out.
Just goes to show that 
drinkin’ ain’t a hobby.”
 
There was a Bible in the back room
with three stacks of LP’s and a jar of sorghum.
It was where God rested when on vacation.
Where He hid from those who stopped 
when they got to The Ten Commandments.
 
“Thunder and lightning were always distractions”
He said. 
“A highlight that was necessary when corruption
was having its way. 
I’m just like you.
Can’t be stoned in perpetuity.”
 
There was a hobbyist from Montana
who came with three whores
two henchmen
a dealer
and an ad man working for Time Magazine.
 
They made too much noise,
but were easily tuned out by Himself.
“This place is deader than a fucking doornail,” 
the ad man screamed.
 
It was because of times like these
that The Man stayed away.
After all, he had Mary Magdalene stashed
along with all the Loudan Wainwright records. 
 

Carter Monroe 
Mount Olive, NC 



118 •  Number Two / 2013

Coming of Age

My father and I
talk about the future
less than we once did

His horizons are nearer
and coming nearer still
even as he ossifies, brittle and sedentary

Will it be cancer, or heart disease?
Will Alzheimer’s come to call?
Will “natural causes” settle the question overnight?

We confine ourselves to here and now—
his golf game, today’s headlines,
this wretched, unreasonable cold snap

We lean on the tried and true,
relying on abstractions:
What’s wrong with the Middle East? Is the stock market a sham?

This is a man’s reality;
I want to be that boy
ensconced in his father’s arms,

ensconced by whispered dreams:
When you are older… When you grow up…
drifting into timeless sleep

Gregory Moore
Long Beach, CA

Raindog
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Space Station Distress Signals 

I broke orbit. Now, I am alien.
An invader from an unknown world.
Out here, I am considered dangerous until dead.
Not worthy of mercy. Doubled over with loneliness, 
I’d die to be remembered and live only to avoid death.

My want of you is not enough.
I am only a doorstop in a forgotten rear exit.
You are an escape hatch for the stars.

This is not tantric. This is a bread and water suicide pact.
This is not the study of love or the practice of making it.
This is a self-tied straightjacket.
A dirty-needle Hail Mary—Oh, God. 
Amen.

I make a mental note of what still glistens in the ever-present night. 
Daylight is a memory I am still learning to forget. 
I am learning not to miss and learning to live without, and make do. 

Climaxing under artificial light feels clinical and over-calculated. 
It is rushed choreography sorted out in obscene silence. 
In the end we all finish alone— 
No matter how many faces we conjure when our eyes are closed, 
Like tight slot machine spin downs with curved pay-lines.
Round and round the faces go. Until mercifully you trip my lights fantastic.

Winner, winner
Finger licking dinner.
My touch isn’t enough for either of us.

God, bring to me the tentacles of beasts. 
The tendrils of monsters hiding in the deep.
If not, I will drown in the sea of space. 
There must be something out there with serrated teeth, 
locking jaws and talon feet. 

Let it smell my hunger and taste my cravings. 
Let it gravitate into my forgotten nightmares 
of chained limbs and severed skin. 

Bring to me certainty. Make it as final as death.
There is no point in holding onto a breath. 
There is no surface to rise to, only infinity to fall into. 

Raundi K Moore-Kondo
Rancho Santa Margarita, CA
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hive

amber honey-colored light
out of the strong came forth sweetness
cum grano salis

 
Rust Belt sculptors

this here has a name the explicators say
æsthetically speaking
oxidation
this here is a patina and a natural process
on the steel

Christopher Mulrooney 
Los Angeles, CA
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In Greg’s RV

In Memoriam: Gregory L. Pecenka, Major USAF, Retired - 2/3/44 – 4/9/13

We are homeless
living in an RV built for leisure,
for recreational trips.
The road is our endless journey.

We have nowhere to travel
except a safe place to sleep tonight.
Our final destination is wherever
we can be safe from police intrusion
at 3 or 4 AM, chased away
from one parking lot to another.

We live like turtles inside our mobile home,
a safe shell where we can hide.
We park our house-on-wheels
wherever we can hide it.
Sometimes, store managers
avert their eyes to our RV
sitting on their business property.
For a while, we were lucky to live undisturbed
behind a bar’s parking lot,
behind an auto-parts store,
and beside the fast food joint next door. We do errands with no schedule to keep,

except for seasonal, minimum-wage jobs.
Between boredom, chores, and work,
we pass time passing a bottle of booze.

During our dead hours, we park
facing the busy avenue, 
staring at passing cars.
We mark time’s passing
with each classic car we see,
the crisscross of aircraft contrails,
and every police helicopter overhead, watching us.

Tomorrow, each homeless minute will float by
like the endless stream of cars sailing down our avenue.

Laura Muñoz-Larbig
Anaheim, CA
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why’n hell’s name pick Yerington Nevada

(for Gene Bloom & Arthur Winfield Knight & Pat Hickerson)

Gene--
had ugly sloppy junkie bruises 
all around the catheter needle in his arm
His nursing home help looked Haitian
His mind was consumed with a roll call of visitors
He asked about people who hadn’t come to see him off
Surprised by some who did
Thought maybe she’d come too but no luck there

I took him to the track a last time before all this came down and
He gave me horses that are still out there
But he laughed through his pain
He laughed hard like he did at the last open mic we did around his hospital bed

Arthur--
in Yerington Nevada
(Why’n hell’s name did Arthur and Kit move to that
dusty two casino high plains nowhere town
halfway between a somewhere
and an anywhere else) 
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Arthur looked tired of fighting it
but wouldn’t let any doctor near him
so a woman doctor Arthur maybe thought was a nurse was used
Our last visit Kit said he wouldn’t talk to us face to face
talk to him from the hallway
The only other way we got to talk to him
We said we were leaving
but we double backed to catch him out on the living room couch

When the call comes you say the expected things
because you expected to be saying them

Pat--
Pat Hickerson fooled me
She was productive all the way
No tell in her eyes, no tell in her voice
Some people knew--
we didn’t
We should have
but we didn’t

Geography of the dying outlaw--
is all of this--the sum is, contains,
such places as Yerington Nevada
dusty waystop on those stretched out high plains
prone to snow they’re not supposed to have 
A cold dry place meaning excellent for storage
--which in the end explains why’n hell Yerington Nevada

Evan Myquest 
Rancho Murieta, CA 
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summer was

Marysville, Kansas in the 50’s

listening to the
KFAB Livestock Report
at noon
on Gram’s Philco

eating bologna
sandwiches
with horseradish mustard

in the cool 
north room

then hot afternoons 
in the front porch swing
sitting
toe-rocking

shelling green peas
thumbing
them 
out
down the pods

air full of lilacs
thick and sweet
as sorghum syrup

brooding calls 
of nesting
turtledoves
floating easy
through the mulberry trees

holy spirits of summer

Sheryl L. Nelms
Clyde, TX

An Outsider Looks at Profitt’s Old Place
 
In a town so small that one stoplight’s
one too many, there’s a house
hemmed in by overgrowth
that seems unconscious:
windows x’ed with boards.
 
The porch collapsed some fifteen
years ago, but looking through
the stained-glass panels in the door,
I see a staircase, one
full flight, forking at the top.
 
Everything here is moon cold,
covered with sheets.
The white Baby Grand,
wallpaper flocked with stars.
 
We have heard of the bedrooms,
their tight-pulled quilts, silk
slippers furred with dust, bibles
open on the brocade chairs.
 
I know of other treasures too.
Spread in the farthest room, a dress
of the sort you don’t see anymore,
blue gone grey as air.
 
On the quiet street, stoplights
change and change for phantom cars,
chrome and scarlet plush. A silver
ghost glides, silent, to the gate.

Robbi Nester
Lake Forest, CA
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we appreciate your input
 
I sent them a poem regarding
their placement
of
Bukowski
 
way up high
near
the 
ceiling. And how this spot is bad for his readers as we’re usually 
 
too fucked up 
to 
climb the ladder and/or negotiate such heights. 
 
They responded with prose,
explaining 
that
they put him up there to discourage theft
as
his
books attract such riff raff 
and
they want to make it as difficult as possible. 
 
Not that they consider me riff raff 
they 
don’t 
know me
but appreciate my input and poem
 
they photocopied and disseminated at their last staff meeting;
usually a boring affair—
A little less so
 
thanks to me, 
a bic lighter
and 
eight flaming sheets of poesy. 

Ben Newell
Jackson, MS
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RETURNING FROM WAR

Rubble on country roads
with an indifferent air,
and sleepless disappearance
you wander for miles
where birds are holed
in green branches
your thirst even now
in hunger’s memory
and hunted images
from your tired eyes,
in the abyss,
there is no easy departure.

BZ Niditch
Brookline, MA

Sweet Potato Biscuits

The day is taking on a nice shine;
sweet potato biscuits for breakfast,
home-made by someone’s grandma
over in Fort Payne, Alabama.

I bought ‘em in the freezer aisle
at the local grocery store just down the road,
and I burned ‘em in my very own kitchen.

Unsealed, in a simple looking sack,
they were no doubt bagged by hand. I suppose
if I lived someplace else, I might worry
that someone had tampered with them.
But, this is the South.

People just don’t go around messing with
other people’s biscuits in the South,
not even in this day in age of turmoil
and moral-lacking. Some things are still respected.

And burnt biscuit bottoms
don’t ruin a person’s day, either.
No, not in the South.

Rachel Nix
Double Springs, AL

Retronaut
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Crossroads
for Bob Kaufman - - -

We met in Tompkins Sq
Late ‘63 early ‘64 soon after
J, Kennedy was shot. He followed
Me back to my 5 bucka wk room
Over the Bowery luggage shop where
We could dig Pharoah Sanders
Miles
The horns of R. Kirk
Night after night
Caddycorner over at the 5 Spot.
I had some morphine syringes
Bob had some speed
We sat across the bed shooting drugs
For 2 wks
Jazz pulsating our brains
We wrote
We tore up our poems
We never spoke

Silent screams raging thru
The perpetually undulating factories
Of the mind
Winter cat scratching at the
Steaming windows
War tickling the throats of 2
Continents.
Without a word
We both left the room over the
Luggage shop
We went our separate ways
2 boxes of torn paper
Left at the crossroads
Marked our spot.

nov/10

normal
Saugerties, NY

From normal’s first full length 
poetry collection I See Hunger’s 
Children – Selected Poems 1962-
2012 (LUMMOX Press, 2013).
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NIGHT

WAL-Mart remains closed 
but the tiny churches are open so late this evening.
I must go and find a place 
where I can mumble my prayers in private.
Sophocles writes of a king 
who had killed his father 
and married his mother.

Oh Club-Foot.*

I cannot sleep 
as the night grows darker and darker.

*Oedipus is Greek for “Club-Foot”

Terrance Oberst
Lincoln, NE

Lizard Status

In this shifting habitat, I am released of bad thoughts 
and all wild and creeping things accompanying gloom.
I’m not worried about incipient outcomes. I’m not worried 
about grown apes and mature predators calling at my mind’s 
doorstep. On dry sand perfectly unveiled, skewered by every 
rod of blessing, here am I. Unbridled brine and these lofty 
thoughts of the grandiose, notwithstanding. Incline to me,
wizards of thin air, carrier gulls with your glamour news 
and harbinger signs. Three nights and three days in desert
nictitating between each verse under the unbarred sun. 
Here am I, coming to rest on linen. A pear. A cleanly 
manicured sardine sandwich. And all the blistering 
this world can afford. Yes, bring on blisters, inalienable
rights, hot silica. Oh gutting pain, the heat of exhalation.

Edward Nudelman
Seattle, WA
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Laundromat
 
High summer and the parking lot
of Garden Isle Cleaners and Tanning
shimmers under the morning sun.
In my car, waiting for the wash
to finish its mindless spinning,
I try to sort my day, my life.
In an old Camry beside me,
a black woman reads the Wall Street Journal,
listens to Pink Floyd on the radio.
What do you think of the Monte Carlo?
Her call through the open window jolts.
She’s gestures with a flick of the newspaper
to a convertible, black with cream interior,
parked to her other side. It looks, I say,
like something we should be cruising
down the coast in—and then I wonder
what makes me think this, or even
propose such Thelma-and-Louise larceny
to a perfect stranger in a laundromat parking lot—
but she laughs, ruffles out the financial page,
shakes her head. Bet it uses too much gas.

Anne Britting Oleson 
Dixmont, ME

Dark Chocolate

She smells like herself again,
all of me washed (I hope reluctantly) 
away.  We embrace with a hint
of the military, though who’s
the soldier, I couldn’t say.
Slow missile, I aim my car toward
the dark reaches of another state, 
and calculate my ETA—

absently lick my too-dry lips,
the last remnant 
of shared dark chocolate—sweet 
and sharp on the tip of my tongue
which, avoiding collision—
I bite hard enough to bleed.

April Ossmann
Post Mills, VT

(first published in From the Fishouse 
http://www.fishousepoems.org/archives/
april_ossmann/dark_chocolate.shtml)
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bog queen

every wild-flower hunter can find trillium   
wake-robin they used to call them   
spreading their green coverlet under the hardwoods 

but when we finally discovered our bog queens
they were standing deep in marsh mire   leaf-sheltered 
rubies rising in the cool damps of the willow seeps

elegant northern orchid   Lady’s Slipper
the heel just big enough to contain one bubble of champagne
we said  a fete for a gnat in a Paris garret

eccentric jewel   but doomed to die out
when the pine barrens take over eventually
from the old growth forests

I left Michigan
immense years ago
we have never written

but when I heard that Crystal Lake had silted in
I knew you must be dead
you would never have let that happen

Lorine Parks
Downey, CA

Henry River Poems 33

The bridge was a wooden structure,
Planks for side rails, spaces between
The floor ties big enough for a horse
To put his hoof through.
The river gorge wavered below
Just before the bend and the mill dam.
Thirty-five houses then, frame duplexes
For the mill families, their hard, plain faces
Reveal the effect of 12 hour shifts,
Gardening, keeping stock, playing ball
Or drinking shine on the weekend,
Church in the upstairs of the co. store,
The fire station, a garage when folks
Started to get some cars and Rastas
Rudisill rebuilt the bridge, highest
In the state then, the only one that
Survived the flood of ’16,
Nothing but a picture now
Beamed to this magical screen
Like a whole disintegrated town
That we are not brave enough
To save.

Tim Peeler
Hickory, NC
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CALIFORNIA SUNSET/BACKYARD
 
I am sifting through a shimmer of fruit,
darning a sock of sweet papayas, drinking
a soulful slurp of sun just setting,
burping the horizon of bright orange,
waiting for the garden hose to mist me in this
hot, dry California backyard where the desert
itches with its thorns and hardy, dry, yellow blooms
 
This is another way to smell earth, dust settling,
dog barking in the next yard, cat digging holes
to find some trace of gopher, squirrels waiting
for their next chance to scamper in and nibble
the unfortunate morning glory
 
This is another way to wish for rain, the rain that
never comes, but promises with a distant cloud,
doors slamming, neighbors jabbering over beer,
the children locked inside, watching cartoons,
air conditioner droning, 
the counterpoint of dishwasher and their big brother’s
4 wheeler pulling up in the driveway,
music they will remember
 
Somewhere out in the wash, a horse and rider plodding through,
the man in a straw hat breathes the acrid air, joy in his eyes,
old weathered face wrinkled in thought, 
making something new out of the sunset, 
something he can carry home

Alice Pero
La Canada, CA
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Rainy Days in Los Angeles

I had the chance to buy my nephews shoes today 
it was raining, cold, and the most pleasant time i have had in years 
they bickered, they taught each other how to tell jokes 
both differing on style, and payoff 
 
I lectured them about taking care of their mother 
by not letting anyone disrespect her 
I told them … they had to respect her 
they were serious, big-eyed youth 
smirking because they had just seen the word “teet”  
on a bus bench 
snickering under their breath 
then, the ten-year-old said  
“teet” and busted out with a giggle that was contagious 
sending its vibration to his 13-year-old brother 
 
a giggle 
that washed away the serious overtones of 
my adult lecture, concern, whatever 
he said “teet” and began putting the word in 
absurd sentences, and giggling more 
 
we drove in the rain with the 
laughter 
with the giggles the bad jokes 
created by a spay painted word on a bus bench 
in the wet streets of our city 
shopping to the giggles 
trying on shoes to comments like 
“ I think the Converse have a new model.. teets! 
“Sir... the teets are on sale” 
it was funny  
it was annoying 
it was silly 
it was splendid 
it was … a whole lot of love 
just like the song 
only better 
so much better

BC Petrakos
Santa Monica, CA
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Register of Historic Places

Anywhere my old man would take me

Stockyards circa late ‘50s
truckful of cows offloaded
sold and sentenced, their fright
drying on our coveralls

Stink and sound of meat on the hoof

The truckers’ restaurant,
cigarette smoke perfuming the air,
loud, soiled men, plates heaping

My old man and me forking in
steaming roast beef sandwiches
mounded with potatoes and gravy
reddened with gouts of ketchup

How’s that sandwich? he asks,
gravy flecking his chin

So good, I remember–
a pilgrim to his humble grave–
so good we split our last bread roll
to clean every blush of gravy
from our plates, then leaned back
full in our chairs and grinned.

Darrell Petska
Middleton, WI 

To Balance The Scales  (A New York Poem)

there should be
un-crime scenes
to balance
the terribly
tipping scales

perhaps a perimeter
of inviting pink ribbon
on which is printed
over & over:
YES! PLEASE CROSS!

& at the center
a single violet
that caused
someone to pause
& greatly admire
its blueness

Rob Plath
Medford, NY
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A Poem for Robert

The grandson loves light
& cannot sleep without it.
The wife loves dark,
the bowl of night sky.

I’ve explored utopia
from Gethsemene to Drop City.
It gets a C-
maybe a D.

“If you want to 
understand Indians
stare into a fire
for 5000 years.”

I ask the grandson,
“Can you make it work?”
He sighs, looks at me
with a twinkle
& makes it work.

I was thinking about Robert
stuck in Yonkers
with that beautiful woman.
He’s always with a beautiful woman.

It’s ok t’git old, Robert.
Be a moldy fig, Robert.
You & I know too much
of all the wrong things.

Ve haf machines for dat.
Ve haf pills for dat.
Anything else of significance
can be found online.

rabbit
Taos, NM 

February

she loved him

he loved her back
especially the way 
it moved
under her raincoat
as she walked
to her car
still idling
in the driveway

he didn’t wave

RL Raymond
NY, NY

Raindog
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War In Silent Places 

my empty 
& growling stomach
is the only 
real feeling 
i need

to remind 
myself

about war 
in silent
places. 

Frank Reardon
Minot, ND

In the Company of Shakespeare
 for George Whitman

stuck & broke down
inside the city of lights
waiting on some hustle
slow in coming to me
down the road from
Amsterdam
I don’t feel much
like a writer
but after 2 nights
sleeping in the humble
accommodations
of these hallowed
halls of books
& liberation
I keep quiet
I keep the front up
no one can see into
a smuggler’s eyes
when they glance
into mine
& when then a hustle comes back
just in the nick of time
it suddenly seems too soon
& I leave there
saying farewell to the books
saying farewell to the ghosts
feeling more like a writer
than I ever had before

A.Razor 
Richmond, CA
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A FAMILY JOKE
 
My grandmother never had time to read magazines.
She was too busy dropping babies
baking big fat biscuits
hoeing in the garden...
One year she canned
147 qts of green beans
and due to a slight miscalculation
they exploded. There were green beans
all over the cellar.
My grandfather laughed
and went to town.
 
Thirty years later
he still laughed
when he told the story
and my grandmother
was still ashamed
of that one mistake.
 
When he died
she broke up
into little pieces
but held up
for the funeral.
 
Everyone wondered why
instead of flowers
there in the coffin
he clutched
one qt. of green beans.

Kell Robertson
Heaven or ?

even lovers
own nothing
but the moment

Judith R. Robinson
Pittsburgh PA

Originally published 
online at Issa’s Hut, 
Wednesday Haiku,  
Don Wentworth Editor
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One Last Cruise Around the Plaza 
   
      this morning I decided 
to throw one more cruise 
through the plaza

en memoria de primo Bill
y de los resolaneros de aquellos tiempos

those men who had found their circle 
come together 
in the presence of 
each other

like everything else around here
it seems all is become memory

some Saturday mornings
my father would make the 20 mile trip
into town

we’d park at the Cantu Furniture 
parking lot that sits atop 
the old 7-11 building
off Paseo del Pueblo Sur

it was exciting for me then
as a small boy
to know that our car
was moving across the roof 
of the store below

and now, I still find it amusing,
how did that sort of engineering feat 
arrive in Taos?

the other evening 
I pulled into that same parking lot
and for a brief moment
contemplated leaving my truck there,
but for the sign that read 

Levi Romero
Albuquerque, NM

The Applegate’s Lake Memorial Irrigation Ditch

when i was a kid
it was a beautiful beach
full of families
& half naked
hippies

then they destroyed a forest
to build a shopping mall,
then another forest
& another mall

& the run-off
from the roadways
raped Applegate’s
Lake

worse than the plaque
that hangs on the wall
of a McDonald’s in Passaic
where the historic
Capitol Theater
once stood

what a nation
of fools
we have become

4/4/12

David Roskos
Island Heights, NJ
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The Soil

As I dug the soil
with these black and yellow gloves on my hands,
my hands in those gloves in which you once slipped your paws,
these hard, tough and thick hands
I loved as much as I dreaded.

The soil was dry, the grass was abundant,
the many roots were hard to pull,
that’s why I had to dig into this concrete-like plot
even my many tears could not have softened it.

Mother was watching over me
so were the cat
and the fairy hiding in the rhubarb.

The plum tree is blooming
the pear tree is waiting for more sun to flourish totally.
I dug and I thought about you
under the stone, inside this grave,
between these men I hardly knew and who are now your only neighbours.

The soil keeps many secrets;
the one you sowed decades ago
in the remote place of your soul
has been kept as you wished
but the fairy overheard me
talking to some lady bug next to me.

Walter Ruhlmann
France
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Marriage on a March Morning

I saw two finches making love
atop a tree, full of lush leaves,
green and moist, fresh with the March morning.
The perfect bed for budding red breasts
and a romantic roll through the tree branches.

The two I saw sat atop a tree
under the sun, soaking in the mist.
The female, fertile and calm, beneath the male.
He fluttered freely above her gray-feathered form,
then swept to the side, trilling and winging and warbling,
swooping down to titillate her again and again. 

Atop a willow, I spotted two finches, nestled and out of breath.
They picked up and soared to more abundant branches
next to the next house on the street next to mine
to lay their eggs there, to raise their college-nested chicks
far from gangs of crows or grown-up dropouts.
They dine on sweet berries now and perch on the white house.

But even fat cats find their way into the best nests.
Squirrels scamper up the safest trunk to steal the smallest egg.
And a sexy, fluffy, goldfinch can move in on a mate,
circling and thronging her sweet song round and round and round.

Lisa Sandoval
Azusa, CA
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Yangtze passage

For days it seems the mists obscure the sun.
By night my husband serenades with snores
Much louder than the passing hydrofoils.
The river water’s gone from green to dun.
I look out past the beer the waitress pours
To terraced slopes where farmers toil.
Below them, on the rocks, some children fish.
Near houses, fruit trees flower pink and white.
They’re serving ‘round the beef and cabbage dish.
It seems we should pass from left to right. 
“to spicy,” says a woman, pushing hers aside/
“nonsense,” says her husband. “Take it all in stride.”
There are watermelon slices for desert again,
That simple sensuality on which we depend.

Patricia L. Scruggs
Chino, CA

HARVESTING PINE KNOTS

In summer afternoons, my father
left the bright shore to enter
the woods behind the cottage.
He went in search of pine knots,

amber-hard, jutting up along
a fallen trunk like spines,
the last part of the pine to rot.
My father dug them out.

I imagine him alone in the dark
woods. While we lounged by 
the lake like gregarious seals
in the sun, he reached into

the pines’ fibrous flesh, grasping
those nodes, those joints, once
attached to a pine’s trunk, directing
the sap flowing out to its tips.

Back at the cottage, he stashed
the harvested pine knots, so that
years later, they still warm us,
blazing sunrise orange and blue.

Elizabeth Schultz
Lawrence, KS
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Lovers on Pūlehu Road, Between the Sugar Mill and the Maui County Dump
 

           His beat-up green pickup faces Haleakalā, her thrashed
Celica toward K-Mart, on the shoulder of Pūlehu Road. The lovers
                                                           stand in roadside mud, arms encircling
 
each other, gazing over a field of sugar cane at two boiling columns
of smoke rising from the mill. They stand too close to be casual,
 
                                   toes dirtied where they hang over the slipper’s edge.
The afternoon reveals they should not be here, should not be
                                               together, that only half their hearts attempt
 
to conceal their meeting. I drive past, but they do not look over,
                                   knowing everyone on the island knows everyone else.
 
Not wanting to see themselves seen, their heads remain turned away.
My windows are down, and the stink of the dump rattles
                                               white plastic bags tangled in kiawe trees.
 
I’m glad they let me pass without a glance. I don’t want to know
                                               whose wife she is or who his children are
 
or recognize a Safeway cashier or a meter-reader for Maui Electric.
                                               My mirror shows unmoved lovers embracing
           beneath ragged, windy limbs as trash cartwheels across the road.
 
                       They know the road to the dump is far too public
           for a lover’s lane, and they have not forgotten their families
 
and their friends drive this red-stained, two-lane blacktop
                       to throw away what they no longer want, what they have used
                                   beyond use, and all the many things they have broken

Eric Paul Shaffer
Kailua, HI 
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THE ROUGH SURF

the rough surf close to land
calls to the Beachcomber
hair knotted from wind
gathering pieces of broken beer bottle
knocks Her down
sand churns up from the bottom
belches up kelp and driftwood
She opens her eyes to foamy greenness
salt stings

a face appears in the water
a hand reaches out
the Sister/Friend with auburn curls
long dead
Who wishes to help and cannot?
where has She come from?
why is Her dog barking?
why can’t She stay and bake bread?

the boat
the Beachcomber can no longer see
sails toward a shifting horizon
is the Beloved on the boat?
the One who
pried open the stuck lid of the honey jar?
when will He complete His journey?

the Beachcomber clenches
a piece of royal-blue glass
weathered to gem-like perfection
weeps for the elegies She cannot write
battered by the churning current
knowing better than to swim in this maelstrom
She curls up and is thrust out
into mud and glaring sunlight

Nancy Shiffrin 
Santa Monica, CA

First published in The San Gabriel Valley Poetry Quarterly
The Vast Unknowing, Infinity Publishing bbotw.com
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Fields
 
The flowering corn stalks flap like flags of surrender.
Bees helicopter, hovering above as the hours bristle
toward midday heat.
 
Siren songs call me into the hidden passages of corn.
I enter the rows of plants smelling the upturned dirt,
running my fingers along the waxy leaves.
 
The idea of native lovers bending down to hide 
and to run laughing among the stalks where they steal 
veiled kisses tickles my imagination.
 
Flopping to my knees, I close my eyes so that I can hear
the whispers of life. I want to blend into this place,
blend into this moment.
 
An overpowering longing to feel the cool, shadowed
ground against my bare skin takes hold of my willpower.
and I yield to nature.
 
I slip my trousers down and sit naked butt on the soft
soil thrilled by the sensation of the smooth-cool-earth
against my cheeks.
 
Lying back, there is a hole above me revealing blue sky.
I relax and watch a single bird as it circles upward
into forever.
 
I am the bluest-blue-sky
I am the bird circling above.
I am the golden ears of corn.
I am the cool mother earth.
 
I am the witness. 

Linda Singer
Redondo Beach, CA
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Legacy

Hometown feels like a battlefield
wounded soldiers of circumstance
Jimmy raises a right hand,
survives two bullets, 
then goes down in flame.
 
Conflict stretches East to West
broken minds, unfinished dreaming
Forrest raises his hand 
but holds the bottle higher,
selling his soul to numb the guilt
 
Time is never measured in sorrow
nor defined by odds against 
a tired flow of statistic, 
the dark shadow of regret
failure to overcome--
 
Edward never made it 
to the war zone, 
an unadorned stone marks a life breached 
by a breaking shore and a broken sky
 
Sometimes survival 
is only the beginning of the end
existence a gold emblem
embroidered into life’s tapestry
shock or awe, armor or intention.
 
A legacy of bones.

Apryl Skies
Sherman Oaks, CA

Canary

On a perch in a cage
outside the shop, hanging
against a white-washed wall,
where a man who has seen
everything happen seven times
in one life
sits in a cheap chair
watching himself watching.
He will not call me Senorita
like the others, nor try
to sell me heavy necklaces
or articles of wood.
He will not sell the canary—
it preens and is well kept
enough to make its captivity
no more oppressive
than seven more lives
lived consecutively
beneath the same sun
that tans the earth
and makes every bucket
of water heavier
and more precious
when it spills with the sound
of a little, unpretentious song.

Judith Skillman
Renton, WA
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As I climb 
(Above Moffat Tunnel, outside Denver)

As I climb, I try
To hear my heaving 
Breath, chorusing
With the wild rush
Of the river just
Over the ridge

A mile up the trail
Burst into a cut clearing, 
Assaulted by the loneliness
Of a broken down cabin,

These homesteads everywhere
In Colorado, on cattle trails
And windblown farms,
In dusty arroyos and wild
Flower mountains 9,000 feet up.

They lived … here, and why?
To make a living two miles high.

I reach down among 
The shaved timbers
Lying like broken dreams
And pick up a rusty nail.

I roll it in my hands
Squeeze it 
For life, for memory
Pocket it, this once

The sting of settler’s luck
Burning against my skin.

Jerry Smaldone
Denver, CO

Midwest Dirt Roads

Fall ushers leaves scurrying
straight and in whirlpools
till stopped by weeds,
move again when the wind’s right

Winter brings roads white--
the boiling lava moving underneath
on a planet orbiting the Sun:
snow drifts, melts, turns to ice

Spring brings puddles reflecting sky,
silver mirrors changing to mud
or rivulets down inclines
that ripples in sun

Summer rain brings ruts,
a parade of dandelion,
wild carrot, tracks of
deer and other things

Carol Smallwood
Mt. Pleasant, MI

First published online on 
Northern Cardinal Review 
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It Happens Right Here in Loveland, Colorado 
at The G&W Sugar  Beet Field Processing Plant   

There is something sweet and hard in all men
and it is drawn out in our industry from the hard dry ground,
It is drawn out and distilled from our sorrows and our struggles
from working together with our minds and our backs and our hands.
It is something at the center of our being, of our reality.

I think of it this time of year, walking knee-deep in the harvest fields
as the days grow shorter and the temperature begins to fall.  We gather,
we neighbors who oversee the farmland, and the migrants, and the scientists too,
and the engineers who build factories and railroads and boxcars filled with night—
all looking for something sweet and meaningful at the center of our being.

We work together as we move through life,
and some of us walk out into the field as I do, and swing knives and tools
to shred the dark earth tubers that lie beneath us having drawn life
from the sand and water that lie along the banks of the Big Thompson,
within Loveland, we walk the fields rooting out rock hard fruits of labor
row upon row of men and women walking the fields in autumn
ripping these beets from the earth, collecting them in piles by the roads,
gathering them for processing and refinement, beating down these rock  hard
  stones that no man might have thought to eat
but are the transition zone between desert and mountain, arid and water,
where we learn to turn our sorrow into the sweet crystals of man’s soul.

We do this every year.  We pull the tubers from the soil.
We haul them off the field.  We cut off the leaves that bring them sun,
and we shake the earth from them.  We haul these gray slabs across the furrows
of the earth and pile them up for cars built in Detroit and trains built in Pennsylvania,
and we all work together having come from Russia and England and New York
and having worked the fields in Mexico and foundries in Chicago,
we come together in this rush of autumn humanity searching for something
that will enrich and sweeten the heart of our days in Loveland, Colorado.
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We haul these gray tubers away into the dark bins of our days, but we
work with them, we refine them, we cut deeply into what they grew from,
we lay them out, grate them down, distill their juices.  We do this together:
laborers, scientists, financial wizards who build steel and concrete monuments,
sweating together to find something clear and sweet within the darkest earth.
And here we see it, in this vacuum pan chamber where everything distills
         like poetry
we see that crystal clear nugget that is at the core of every child’s dream,
something sweet to hang the dreams of a lifetime on where something sweet
comes from the hardest work that every kind of man and woman can do
working together in the seeding, planting, growing, and harvesting of seasons.

Jared Smith
Lafayette, CO

This poem was commissioned by and is in the permanent collection of  
The Loveland Museum/Gallery in Loveland, Colorado.

Old Man In Exile
(apologies to baudelaire)

The sun sweetened your yellow hair
and before your decorated shoulders,
the people froze
in the position of prayer.
You are an old man now;
the wings of madness brush close
at your neck.

The time was April.
Flags slipped in and out of the wind
like the faces of your dictators.
You were young then,
you believed each in turn.
From within the thickness of your brocade,
questions of balance arose
like wild northern geese
and left you
light as air.

Only now do you follow yourself
down to the coast where you sit
and watch Argentina grow pale.
The cold moon is edging
across the Southern sky
in a revolution
you can count on.

Rick Smith
Rancho Cucamonga, CA

Previously published in  
Exit 13 and Box 749.
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PLACES OF WORSHIP

I spend the holy Sabbath in two places.
In the morning I attend services in St. Cross Church.
We sing Amazing Grace to the chords of a magnificent
organ.
Sunday afternoon I sit at the bar in the Lighthouse Jazz
joint with a virgin Bloody Mary sans vodka.
I swing and sway to a sexy sax and keyboard.
My blues singing poet friend refers to St. Cross church
as Saint Cranky.
I do not agree.
I believe the Saints in heaven will not see the places
of worship I choose are such a dichotomy.
Heaven save me from Intellectual places that preach.
Something called spiritual jazz has entered the realm
on notes of Miles Davis all blue. 
Give me a good beat and lyric, not anything too esoteric
I will cross the bridge over troubled waters and join
Billy Holiday, God Bless the Child.
The universe is full of places of worship.
It may be under a tree, in a song, in a lover’s eyes, 
swinging on a star, In church, at a jazzy bar 
or in the backseat of a car.

Wanda VanHoy Smith 
Hermosa Beach, CA

Waving, Not Drowning

Glasses removed, I find myself
in the warm Mediterranean, 
struggling to follow my French friend
to a distant buoy.

In daylight I saw it.  I know it’s there.
Now all is a wet blur.  
I pivot to touch a bottom
I can not reach.

My panic meter rises: numbers
zoom to danger levels.
My body will not float;
it bobs like a dinghy.

My heart hurts.
I am waving, 
not drowning, not yet.

I stroke to city lights--
the nearest boulders
cut feet & palms.

I press my toes into sand,
into lumpy, lovely sand.
  
--July 2006 Toulon, France

Clifton Snider
Long Beach, CA
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Diary:  September 3, 1928

“Leonard gave me the blue glass jug today.”
And your eyes the same blue.  Did the salt drop that glistened
fall to Leonard’s sharp cheek when you kissed him?
Did you know his muscles underlay
the flesh of you, mad and thus this wonder,
pouring now jumbled Greek, now these brave
songs of the realest world, wave and wave
crashing with an ocean’s force to thunder
in epiphany?  You’d browsed at Brighton
in the shop (where ocean music played).
Did Leonard feel your clamping fingers tighten?
Did you nearly drop the jug as blue light rayed
in hazy filaments, like sunlight in
waves?  Did you shriek with the crashing sound it nearly made?

Laurie Soriano
Palos Verdes, CA

the circus train
 
here’s another field
harboring the railroad track
  
stitched like a scar 
between the city and the desert
 
*
 
tonight we’ll vanish again
and the field will turn back
 
into coyote and jack rabbit
flashing in the headlights
of dusty cars
 

*
 
the clacking sound of the train
is inside of me 
 
I can hear it in the cicadas 
in the juniper
and in the tumbleweed
 
*
 
home is an invisible rope
stretched tight
 
from one field to another 

Michael Spring
O’Brien, OR
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Dancing Shoes

Tell the Devil to

put on his

dancing shoes.

I’m about to

give him a

run for

his

money.

Jayne Lynn Stahl
Heaven or ?

The Alone Factor Place

Outside, a yard with weeds
Strangling the life out of real flowers
And my attempts at revision

But I side track...

Under the sheets wet with hot flashes
I live in a dream place
Changing nightmares
To night visions of sea waves
Tumbling me over and over to a new place
And I recognize the fresh me in such dream

Upon awakening I look at my flesh
See the old wearied me
And realize the alone factor
That got me to the place I am
In the first place

Winnie Star
Oakland, CA
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Where Is Mr. Islam?

Mr. Islam rode off in a rickshaw to go to a wedding.
No one’s seen him for two days. 

Once you could find this small bearded man sewing for Nike,
find him in the huge Bangladesh crowd when
thousands poured out of concrete sewing factories. 

Once you could find him at Shasha Denim standing up to the boss.
find him in court where he took his case,
where he won back his salary of $30 a month and lost his job.

Once you could find him studying at the Solidarity Center in Dhaka.
find him in Ashulia, among the factories in his tiny office crowded
with workers who cried of unpaid wages, bosses who groped women.
You can find him fearless fighting for them.

Once you could find him with the cop who warned him to stop.
find him in a cell tortured by thugs. The police pressured him to sign a paper
incriminate his co-workers. They threatened to kill his family.
They threatened to kill him when he escaped.

Once you could find in February forty days walking in the villages
talking to the villagers how to be better Muslims.
find him in March when twelve cops took him away, let him go,
find him in April riding off on his rickshaw.
Two days later in his home a villager found him in the newspaper
in the photo of a dead man dumped 40 miles from Dakha.
His family rushed to Tangil, found his corpse dumped in a pauper’s grave,
the corpse they dug up,
found his knees were smashed, his toes broken.
Now you can find him in grave
in the small dirt backyard behind his home. 

Julia Stein
Los Angeles, CA
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We Can Be Quiet

I press record
And he plays is guitar
We have to start over
A couple of times
And when we hear ourselves
We hear a gigantic hiss on the track
Feedback
Because I forgot to bring headphones
We decide to start again
And do it anyway
Just because.
Only this time, while he strums
I imagine that the hiss is
The sounds the walls make.
Not just the sounds of the room,
Cars driving by the window,
But the sound

Of air, and
Of electricity, and
Our hearts beating.
And while I sing
I think
Please.
Capture this.
This
Is the sound
Of
I love you.

Marianne Stewart
Long Beach, CA

From her chapbook, Turn Around, 
Don’t Drown (Bank Heavy Press, 2013)

UNDER SUCH BRILLIANCE

Maybe it’s impossible to write down this past adventure 
Through all the oil bubbling – gushing up  -  washing ashore
From the BP Deepwater Horizon oil rig explosion
On April 20th – 2010
What could possibly be next for the Gulf Coast
And the Gulf of Mexico
First one thing like Katrina then another as Shiva
Dances on and off the stage
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My wife and I fly to Florence on May 13th our first trip to Italy
We chose the Tuscan sun to move under such brilliance but today
We accept the rain and cold wind buying umbrellas from a street vendor
We shoulder along the river Arno 
From the Ponte Alla Carraia towards the old (gold) Ponte Vecchio
Passing a procession of the faithful celebrating the Lady of Lourdes
The virgin mother of Christ a healer of wounds and deformities 
Really all manners of ailments
I say a prayer for the Gulf environment

At the gold bridge we turn towards the Duomo and
There between the Cathedral of Santa Maria Del Fiore
And the Baptistery we stumble into
A spontaneous recitation of Canto XXXIII (can there be a wind in hell
Or perhaps a current interpretation a spill in the ocean)
From Dante Alighieri  his - Divine Comedy
Of course this was a staged spontaneous event
Complete with script and starting time

Still the oil gushes on like time itself  
Riding the currents and chemical dispersants
That BP is using to break up the oil  
As it heads for the Florida Gulf Coast
Mucking Louisiana - Mississippi and Alabama
All the marshlands – the beaches the fish and fowl along the way – 

There is nothing funny or divine about this
As we slip into the Baptistery and light candles
Praying for all of God’s creatures to the community of saints
Please Leonardo –Michelangelo – Galileo- Holy Mary mother of God 
Intercede for us
While BP plans their next move.

Kevin Patrick Sullivan
San Luis Obispo, CA

Previously published in the chapbook entitled UNDER SUCH BRILLIANCE  
(Word Palace Press. 2012)



154 •  Number Two / 2013

Outside Rainelle City

Coyote call
at fall of dark
their far breath
warm against the tent
over me
like your tears
taken away
to make us ghost.
Arisen in difference
to strange labors
of the mountain moon
we wade

the quiet
cross miracle
touch of trust,
a feather river.
All shattered
like the moon
and the river in
dew jewel ember
this time
to bury before
our skeleton
gnawed by dogs
like singing.

John Swain
Louisville, KY

Buffalo Point, Arkansas

morning fog lifting
repeating sounds of river
high in the cliff tops
a faint polyphony
pervasive chant of the ancestors

I close my eyes and see them
stony faces sunlit and beautiful
standing there
shoulder to shoulder
at the top of the rim

Deborah Tayloe
Jackson, TN

Jerry G
arcia
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APRIL NUMBERS

At 10,000 feet
I am not part of the 99%ers
or the onesies
as I wonder what it would be like to be one
with South Willow Creek Lake,
or two,
back together with you.

But I’m too scattered for contemplation –

anticipating next weekend’s
hike through Keyhole Canyon
200 easterly miles away
and knowing damn well that exercise won’t help
diminish the torment
over the easily lost
terrain of love.

April weather
fools all of us,
but mostly the unprepared.

North and south the fourteeners are dry
portending contagious summer wild
fires—
today, tonight, tomorrow it could snow
and awaken the Spanish Peaks with an angelic
glow of moisture.

Yesterday wearing shorts and sandals
riding my bicycle I was caught
in a thunderous hail storm
unprepared for the fallout
of cold love.

At 10,000 feet
it’s not man against nature
it’s man
against his own 
nature
and me
I’m still 99% sure
about love.

James Taylor III
Somewhere in CO
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Note to Self at 44

If you want whatever’s left
of your life
you’re going to have to take it,
they’re not just going to hand it
over with a smile;
they think they’ve got
a right to it
and they’ll keep it simply
as a matter of tradition
and spite.

When it’s gone it will be replaced
without ceremony.

It might be none of my
business,
and maybe you’re beyond
caring,
I’m just saying there may not
be many more chances
and if I were you
the next time they’re
not looking I’d just
take it and run, you sad
fucker, run.

William Taylor, Jr.
San Francisco, CA

NEVADA

Screaming across Nevada
cranked up on LSD and kicked down by no sleep
eating up miles of desert and cold pizza
(the pizza disappears much faster).
The landscape stretches out ugly on all sides
sagebrush and low hills and rock that looks like plaster
so much nothing that it becomes full and beautiful.
Our destination fades into the future
until there is nothing left but this driving
driving, driving, the motion is all
and it is so unchanging that it becomes standing still.
Winnemucca is refueling: coffee, gas and Budweiser
the car’s getting forty miles to the gallon
but we get far less per beer
we are no longer in control, the road drives us
drags us, rules us, runs us, runs us over.
Racing into a blast furnace sunset
which melts the desert and the road ahead
into a pool of molten gold 
and the stereo blasts “Venus in Furs”.
We taste the whip of tractor trailers
and the splash of gravel, screech to shoulder
until the light fades and we can see again.
We arrive in the dark, always in the dark
we never see where we are
until we look in the rear view mirror
and there’s nothing there but emptiness.

G. Murray Thomas
Long Beach, CA
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IX Unnamed 

So tell me why when dark clouds know my name and the crows know my name
That with each wind and crackling loud ka kaw! 
I am not comforted I am not calm. Call my name!
Shadows press into the window, up against the wall,
Shadows even know my name,
Yeah, marching straight Time around wet and hilly streets, 
Marching so I can find me, find me a maze to circle in and around,
Go down by the water in the gulley by my house,
Go down like Moses to the slow and sludgy ripples, go down and dig the bones,
Dig under the stones, dig under the fallen leaves, 
Dig at the base of dogwood and maple; dig ‘til you can tell me 
I’ve dug down far enough, dig until the answers stand taller than the sun.
And then, then tell me that the crows don’t know,
That the crows and thunderbirds have forgotten who I am, I have.
I have given up the hunt, handed over desire, 
I want to know so I can be calm so I can sleep.
So who will comfort when the herd stampedes and all you can see is dust and sun?
Will the rains really do this, will the rains wash away or just push, 
Push the trash Deeper in? I want a bucket to throw up in. 
I want a Western saddle and a gun. I want to ride.     
    GO!

H. Lamar Thomas
Athens, GA
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Summer Drunk
 
it’s the heat, it reeks of his smell
the place under the collar of his shirt
and edges of his long sleeves
 
how the air was too thick for sleeping
how I was constantly intoxicated
with the hum of his voice
 
I laid in the green sun reading
his books, breathing his fingerprints
heart beats between text replies
 
the blue sky kissed my shoulders
and thighs, grass ceilings always
bracing my body from ascension 
 
how I existed in the space before
you with me and without was
sleepwalking and summer drunk
 
the heat hung like a red cloud
on my back, on my heels and
here the earth comes back 
 
to this place around the sun
to break my sobriety
again and again

Sarah Thursday
Lakewood, CA

Jacaranda Tree Bar

As daylight begins 
to fade
My father is
torn between his
responsibility
to my mother,
his minimum wage
job as a roust-about
in the oil field 
and the pull he feels
toward jacaranda tree
bar at the corner
from our house.
It’s nearly dusk
Darkness surrounds
a perfect sunset
all the men are
coming home 
wives run out to
meet them.
It’s a clear 
clean night.
Everything that
he wants waits
for him in
a magic circle
within the best bar
in town.

Tim Tipton
San Luis Obispo, CA
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Rendezvous

In the crowded parking lot – two cars.
I’m guessing the woman in her
gray pencil skirt and soft
cardigan directs a program
for gifted child musicians.  
The man wears a business suit.
They stand apart having just
stepped out of their respective
vehicles.  She drives a silver Lexus.
He drives a blue Mercedes. Their
eyes are locked in conversation
barely blinking, never looking down
at keys or wristwatch.  She nods.
He slides into the driver’s seat,
leans over to open the passenger
door. She tosses her shoulder length
blond hair and looks around,
catches my eye before getting in.

Mary Torregrossa
Baldwin Park, CA

FROM VENICE TO LIDO

The boat with its engine vibrates
like a self-reflecting gaze
and in its own droning leaves the Grand Canal,
the lagoon opens in front
in the swarm of dots of morning haze,
the sun spreads spring
like a loud lance and lace
through the boat’s droning face
and in the lapping call of the water’s lull.
The haze fills the line of the roofs,
whispers the whistle of its long silhouette
while the droning underfoot fills the sky
and the water lull calls for an airy sleep.
“It’s where I was born” I think,
“and it’s through all this that I’ll seep”.
While an egret takes off from a pole,
white and light, a kerchief waving in the haze,
cruising into the unseen like a soul.

Davide Trame
Venice, Italy

Untitled

I’ve been towed away
I parked my heart at your place
Without a permit.

Doris Vernon
Camarillo, CA

Raindog
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LIVING IN THE SACRAMENTO VALLEY

Out here we can see the rice fields
Burning.  They look as if a war
Was birthing itself, piles of smoke,
Red kernels, the heart of fire
Scattered at its roots.

The fine rituals of Summer:
The tinkling of bells caught upon the afternoon
As it wraps itself into the heat.  From
Here, silence, husks of sound roll
Through the sky.  The are mistaken for clouds,
Old raiments of dreams, no longer
Joined and planed and dovetailed.
They jostle one moment into the next.

The trees on the horizon are less
Than one inch tall.  The sky is as wide
As our arms outstretched.  Fountains
Of breeze blow up the river, through
The delta, across our skin.

D.R. Wagner
Elk Grove, CA

Retronaut
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Birthday 
 
Little assassins attack my nap while I sway
in the shaded hammock: yelling, stalking up 
on each other, crawling on their stomachs.
 
Each loud voice shoots across, the lawn echoes, 
they’ve invaded each tree and shrub, and suddenly
 
Geronimo! they dive 
from a porch banister, Burger King crowns 
 
crushed, grass-scraped knees. One boy presses 
a plastic gun to another temple; some swing 
 
cardboard swords, cut off each other’s heads.
Flies scavenge plates of chicken bones, 
half-eaten burgers and melted ice cream. I try to rest. 
But can’t take my eyes 
from the slumped, the half-eaten cake,
 
boys with grins stabbing at it,
animal they’ve hunted and taken down. 

Jeff Walt
San Diego, CA
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TO THE HAIRBALL THAT STOLE A SHADOWBOX FROM HAND-MADE
GALLERIES    

Because, when she saw the empty space in her booth, she felt glad,
 Hairball, that the box had sold . . . 
Because she felt sad, too, as if the box were her daughter who’d moved 
 into a mansion, a fabulous life, but whom she’d never see again . . .
Because a piece of art is like a child; you build it with your blood, flesh,
 bones . . . 

Because a piece of art is closer to you than a child; you don’t share its
 DNA with anyone . . . 
Because kids mob her like a truck that trumpets FREE ICE CREAM; 
 it’s hard to find the time for art . . .
Because a poem or novel, song or symphony can live forever on YouTube
 or DVD, but when a painting, sculpture, shadowbox leaves, it’s like 
 the last speaker of Chumash, paddling out to die at sea; the last 
 pteranodon, dropping through a gray and purple sky . . . 

Because I used to think that “shadowbox” meant boxers beating the 
 particulates out of thin air.  I never knew sailors made shadowboxes
 for their shadows when they left a ship, it being terrible bad luck for
     a sailor’s shadow to touch land before he does . . . 
Because it’s one thing, Hairball, if you saw the shadowbox, and loved it 
 so much you had to own it, but your whole salary goes to treat your 
 mom’s Alzheimer’s and your son’s leukemia—if you’d have left a 
 “Sorry” with an IOU, but were afraid of jail (who’d care, then, for 
 your family?)—if, though, you move from flophouse to slophouse, 
 the box would always have a place of honor: first thing you see in
 the morning, last thing you see at night, like the lover your burn-scars 
 make it hard to find . . . but no, you likely stole it to get crack . . . 
Because, with her kind heart, she would forgive even a heaved-up fur- 
 mucus-and-Friskies glop like you, I say:
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May the box become a boxing kangaroo that kicks you cold, and uses
 your mouth for a bidet.
May its shadows form a Grand Inquisitor who “questions” you each 
 night, fraying your nerves and ligaments like cowboy fringe.
May the box’s outraged aura gives you hemorrhoids, herpes, and canker 
 sores that sting like scorpions;

May your pets run off to better homes, and everyone you love ambush
 you on Jerry Springer, and bare your sickening sexual secrets to
 the world.  
May your car break twice a day, scabies colonize your face, and the IRS
 interest itself in you.  
And if you ever, by some miracle, make something you’re proud of, may
     some scumbag steal it, and leave gangrene-of-every-member in its place. 

Charles Harper Webb
Glendale, CA

Victoria Locke
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EGRET IN MY BACKYARD

A tectonic nudge awakens me.
Through a window blue lagoons float
between archipelagoes of clouds as 
tresses of late rain dangle from their undersides.
The orbit of the earth feels unsteady.
Something is very different today

A pure white bird stands still as a statue 
in the shade  of my Birds of Paradise.
Agate eyes are embedded in her small head
with orange bill  Her long neck bends like
a sleeved arm.  She takes a stroll
on thin black stalks, like a woman 
inspecting one rose after another.  
Still as a statue I watch her for an hour.

In my sleep that night I see webbing, 
at the bottom of a sea where my nerve endings 
blindly grope for any connection.  
My grandmother is smiling at me,
She pours tea from a brass samovar
into tall glasses with strawberries 
which she stirs with a spoon. 

Next morning I see the white bird in the shade
and step outside to watch more closely. 
Her eyes are near each other, cross-eyed  
made of dark jade specked with tiny crystals
capable of far sighted survey. 

The downy swirl of her neck retracts 
beneath the elbows of her wings, 
her demure eyes at court
shyly hidden under fan.
I spend the morning wondering how 
to lead her into the house. Finally, I plead:
“Please, please be my wife!”

As if in answer, she lifts her long white wings
to fly and casts a swath of black shadow
that darkens my house. 

That night I dream her graceful neck 
is the arm of my wife reaching for me
just before she never returns. 

Mel Weisburd 
Los Angeles, CA
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FOR THE CRUCIFIX BEARER

old syringe
hand
stilled
w/ wood
to raise
the mahogany
dyed
black rose
of new petals
and lifts
in permanent
light
of exits
out the back

save testaments
unseen
of never needing
just the move
just the lifting
of itself

the acts
of hope
the strength
of nothing
more

Lawrence Welsh
El Paso, TX

Haiku

You say you’re lost
but look – see
Mister ant
knows
the
way

Don Wentworth
Pittsburgh, PA

Forthcoming in Yield to the Willow 
(Six Gallery Press, 2013)

Diane Klammer
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Upon discovering a broken gravestone

We walk toward the end of the field, 
where a hedge wall separates 
the manicured graves from 
older, wilder times. 
We pause at mama and daddy’s place. 
They’re sharing a rose bush now, 
just as they shared every penny, 
every scrap of anything they had 
all through World War II. 
There is his grandfather, with both wives, 
and even further in, is his two month old uncle 
who died of typhoid. Then some cousins. 
We know they are cousins but we just don’t know whose.

Yazoota
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At the hedge, we sit down for a rest. 
Have you ever been behind the hedge? I ask him. 
Yeah, once with a girl. Wanna go now? 
He smiles and gives me a peck. 
I push myself up with the cane. 
Come on I say. Let’s explore.  
We find a place to push through and the world changes.  
The trees block out sunlight.  
Leaf litter instead of grass; 
there are graves with stones that are melting away
and stones that are broken.  Some so pock-marked 
that the names and dates cannot be read.  
There are stones that face oak trees. Funny, 
until we realize that acorns 
fell on hand-dug graves, 
grew into the oaks of today.
There are birds in the wood.  
I see a pileated woodpecker; its mate calls. 
Stepping over a rusty wire fence, 
I catch a glimpse of a red, white, and blue flag 
and a new brass marker - someone has not forgotten 
this one civil war soldier.  
Bird foot violets scatter themselves 
across this graveyard cum forest.  
There is a grave with our name!  
And another with grandmama’s maiden name!  

I begin to cry.  Bury me here, I say. I don’t want to be 
down there in that field, under the hot sun,
sealed in a vault to stew in my own juices for eternity.

Lavonne Westbrooks
Suwanee, GA

8911 Santa Monica Blvd
 For James Deisch

A straight woman
Is nothing more than a hag
Amongst the gorgeous gays
But a $15 cape cod
Makes a woman a Goddess.
The men smell of beach sun,
Cosmopolitans and love.
The kind of love 
That is only found on a dance floor
Through electronic beats
That force hips to gyrate
Hands to flail from air to chest
Elbows to find their target
At the center of the back
And sweat to tangle hair 
The way a lover’s fingers should.
They know how to romance
Hold your hand as they pull
You through the limbs of night
Kiss the guy that accidentally spilled
Vodka on them while you watch.
Just before 1:45am
They will kiss your cheek,
Whisper you are beautiful
And beneath the neon lights
Of West Hollywood
That blurs your reason,
With 90% proof,
Nothing could be truer.

Denise Weuve
Long Beach, CA
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REGION/AMBIANCE

Only a rock
in the sea of
well-worn universe,
a bubble traveling
the broken sky,
salt patterns
on the foam of sleep

The teeth of money
and luminous time,
flu water
and river foam,
my unread face
only a copy
of the dark stars

A dream of trees
beneath blue black night,
the bright lie
of unlimited shine,
light leaving
our tiny corner
messy, heaving and red

Terry Wolverton
Los Angeles, CA

MIKE ADAMS, AMERICAN POET

He’s still standing.
His hair is short
& thinning. He looks thinner,
But he’s still standing.
He’s in love
With the music of words.
He’s a word weaver
Making a sensuous tapestry
Out of the land, the pain,
& the beauty of America.
He’s not blind to any of it,
But like Whitman
Still celebrates a democratic vista.
Like Snyder on a mt. top
He sees backwards & forwards
   In time
Like TuFu
He celebrates farewells 
  & the gift of frindship
Like Bill Monroe
The white soul
Of the high lonesome sound.
Like Otis Redding at Monterey
He says try a little tenderness.

How does a man 
Come out of Homestead, PA
& evolve like this?
Shed redneck masculinity
For something finer
  & much deeper
I don’t know;
I just tap my foot along
With his cadences.
Feel joy in my bones
When my friend blows
          fine American song
          into the ether
                of a summer night.

Long may he sing!

Phil Woods
Denver, CO
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a man can die from anything, can’t he?

tequila,
icy roads,
even boredom.
for the fortunate few,
it comes down to a matter
of preference.

in your own bed, on a cold day,
under clean, warm sheets
can be a gift
from god.

the trick of it is
not to think
of it,

and not to
hope
or

plan.

serendipity
is more than just
a five syllable word.

John Yamrus
Sinking Spring, PA

Kentucky Voices

His voice took the shape 
of fields in sunlight 
wet from a morning shower,       
trees dusted with the yellow 
smudge of pollen, rows of corn 
circling the dark, rich hillside.  

In the resonance of his words 
you could almost hear
the calling of cows for milking,
the snuffling of pigs at trough,
the whine of tractors struggling
to turn up the cool smell of earth.

Words flowed from his mouth 
so slow and easy, like a stream 
meandering through sycamores
and deep, still pools.

Rebecca Yancy
Jackson, TN
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1. never name your characters

Let the reader wonder, always the essential 
element in inscrutability. “The boy,” “the 
youth,” “the doe-eyed girl,” “He Who Walks 
Without Hope” will suffice, although the last 
is cutting it dangerously close. When other are 
talking to the protagonist the direct address 
should be “bud,” “pal,” “sister,” “scrot,” and for 
a bit of that Irish charm, “old son.”

2. utilize foreign languages

Avoid French and Spanish, as too many people 
are fluent in these and might possibly translate. 
Any of the Cyrillic tongues are a safe bet, and 
you cannot go wrong with African tribal patois. 

Leaving out context will further safeguard 
against sense, and dialogue exchanges should 
be non-sequiturs. Nothing throws them off the 
trail like exchanges similar to the following, 
here translated from the Nepalese:

“My chickens are the dregs!”
“It’s the foreign exchange market. You’ll 

never get back your seed money.”

3. Pronouns without referent

Here is where you can really go on and on. 
A well-placed “he” that could vaguely refer 
to any of a roomful of men can carry on 
for pages, and you can take “him” through 
litanies of experiential escapades, a slippery 
slidey kind of balancing, you as trapeze artist! 
When complaints are lodged here you work 
the mumbled word “Faulknerian” into your 
response.

4. aberrant caPitalization and 
Punctuation

This one’s a must. You’ll be fucked if you’ll 
use quote marks around dialogue, stupid 
asshole philistines. If you are feeling especially 
arrogant because you’ve gotten away with 
the Faulknerian bullshit, you ask “Emily 
Dickinson?” as a rhetorical question and shrug. 
Just the slightest shrug.

5. throw grammar out the window

Slows you down. Bumps in the road. Flattened 
and moving on.

6. dreams

This gets very close to the heart of the matter. 
It’s by now passe to incorporate dreams into 

HOW TO MAKE YOUR WRITING INCOMPREHENSIBLE,  
ENSURING FEW WILL READ YOU WHILE YOU ARE ALIVE  

BUT POSSIBLY GUARANTEEING POSTHUMOUS FAME
By Joe Chandler

ESSAYS
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narrative, but, hey, what a chance to put the 
subconscious on display. Meaning? Meaning 
this very question becomes the wrong response. 
If you can’t figure it out, how can anyone else 
even hope to?

The two common types of dreaming are 
each serviceable in your writing. You can 
choose from the clatter of the day--the face 
from a lunch crowd, an ancient-ago classmate 
marginally known, someone you definitely 
knew but whose face you could not see--from 
these grow flashes vivid but also brief and 
effervescent. Random and arbitrary go with 
the territory.

And then there is recurrence, the use of which 
leaves all manner of haunting dreamscape to 
hang in the reader--that curve of a river in a 
late afternoon trout stream, a place you never 
fished because you had never seen it but waded 
the waters over and over in your after-midnight 
mind. The endless struggle to put on some 
piece of football equipment. A look in her eyes 
you hoped never to see.

7. a narrative only from odd sources, 
seemingly not your own.

Pastiche has so much going for it, but apart 
from the baffling jumps in time and space, 
there’s an absolution of responsibility--this is 
as I found it. This being grilling instructions 
from charcoal smoker manuals, the Serenity 
Prayer, samizdat, golf score cards, the outline 
of a rock.

8. no time references.
This is more a kind of technical bluff than 

anything else: an invisible element noteworthy 
for its absence.

Automatically universal. And granting read-
ers an important freedom if they need your 
hot afternoon to be a Los Angeles Hollywood 
Boulevard Wednesday in their own minds.

9. the ambiguous word

It’s a crucial moment in the story; well, it’s 
the crucial moment in the story. All depends 
on his reply to her. But first he is “bemused.” 
The reader may fumble for a second and then 
assure herself that he is “amused.” What is he 
amused by, she will wonder. He has no reason 
at all to be amused, in her estimate. A quick 
check in the handy Funk & Wagnall’s really 
complicates the issue, however. To be bemused 
means “stupefied, dazed.” Or even “engrossed, 
deep in thought.” You’ve muddied the water so 
much the bottom will never be seen. It’s a high-
powered tool that can be used repeatedly when 
obscurity is at stake.

10. allusions

By now this one should be obvious: they can’t 
be. Not only must your allusions be almost 
beyond detection, but they should hint at some 
sort of allusive pattern, though one of course 
that can never be pinned down:

“The magician tried by their secret arts to 
bring forth gnats, but they could not.”

Certainly there will have to be an easy one 
early on to get things rolling.

“Autumn already!--But why regret an eternal 
sun, if we are committed to the discovery of 
divine light.”

Though if you really wanted to be a pretentious 
asshole you would use the original French.

“The two kids’ best find, however, came from 
another carton in a lower layer of the past.”

There. That’s enough to keep a grad student 
occupied for maybe half a semester.
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“THAT’S NOT WRITING –  
THAT’S TYPING”

By Dan Fante

The most difficult barrier for anyone begin-
ning their first novel is, of course, their negative 
and corrosive thinking. There’s no substitute 
for the torture of self-doubt. It will cripple the 
new writer and render him immobilized. Self-
doubt is the darkest Dantean circle of Hell.  

The next snarling troll waiting under the new 
novelist’s desk is the need for inspiration. A 
substitute word for inspiration is self-sabotage. 
When I began to consider writing my first novel 
I realized that my mind had somehow acquired 
the notion that I must be inspired before I began 
typing. It was my noggin’s perfect placebo for 
inaction and failure. 

My inspiration affliction first struck me when 
I finished reading, The Old Man And The Sea, 
by Hemingway. The simplicity and beauty of 
that novel left me profoundly affected. I had an 
almost desperate desire to write and I began 
having fantasies about leaving the banality of 
my secure sales job and fleeing to the Sierras, 
to a cabin where I knew that if I could only 
be alone, absent all distractions, I would most 
certainly become inspired to begin my opus. 
My deviant filibustering brain had created 
a baseless formula: Inspiration, it informed 
me, would be a bi-product of solitude and 
intense concentration. If I just had the right 
circumstances – if I could get the planets to 
line up the way I needed them to – I’d be on 
my way.  

Before I began my first novel I took a course 
that required a written assignment to pass, a 
short autobiography. A couple of the guidelines 
for completing the thing were interesting: “Do 
not look back at what you have written. Write 
for ten consecutive days, one hour per day. No 
less – no more.”  

After completing that paper I had an ah-ha 
moment. It was simple yet profound: Novels 

are written page by page, one page at a time. 
Up until then I had considered the thought of 
writing a four hundred page book to be daunting 
– unnerving, but writing one page a day was 
a suddenly manageable concept. I have kept 
to that formula for the last twenty-five years. 
Some days I write five pages, some days three, 
but most days there is just one, or a good part 
of it. I do it six days a week. For me successful 
writing is a bi-product of me separating my 
fearfulness and doubt from my own tactile 
ability to move my fingers on a keyboard. And 
long ago I stopped waiting for the phantom of 
inspiration. That fickle imp visits writers all 
too rarely.

All an author needs is one good idea and fifty 
cents worth of discipline. My ideas for novels 
invariably evolve from reading other writers. 
Reading good writers gets my juices flowing. 

So here is Suggestion #1: Write like the writer 
you most admire. Before beginning your novel 
spend some time dipping into the books that 
turn you on, the ones that made you consider 
writing in the first place. Then, as you begin 
typing, emulate that writer’s style. Imitate how 
he or she writes. 

Is this hubris and plagiarism? Not at all. When 
I started what became my first novel I emulated 
Hemingway. The guy had been a newspaper 
writer. His style had no frills and moved in 
short, punchy sentences. That approach had 
great appeal for me so I wrote the way I thought 
Hemingway would write. 

Then, in writing like Hemingway, a powerful 
secret was revealed: It is impossible to imitate 
another writer. You can only write like yourself! 
My own style emerged. And surprisingly, the 
first page of my first novel did not sound like 
Ernest Hemingway. It sounded like me. And of 
course my subject matter was completely my 
own.

Suggestion #2: Start now! If you have been 
considering writing a novel you almost surely 
have a notion of your main character in your 
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mind. Start today. Eliminate all distractions and 
begin by writing something about your main 
character is doing, some action that will jump-
start your story. It’s absolutely okay to not have 
the story line cemented in your imagination. 
Having it is helpful but not necessary. That will 
come as you write. Just start with your main 
character. 

Several times I’ve begun a story with my 
guy in a cumbersome situation like waking 
up in darkness and not knowing where 
he is. By putting my main character in 
challenging circumstances my imagination 
begins to discover ways to get him out of 
those circumstances. More writing follows 
naturally.

All writers evolve their own process but first 
and foremost that process involves doing. 

My father, the Los Angeles novelist and 
screenwriter John Fante, eventually came upon 
a very unusual way of writing his novels. As a 
young man he would use the same technique 
that I described above – the one that I use today. 
He would begin with a strong main character 
and a vague (or sometimes strong) overall 
concept for his novel. But then, over time, my 
dad’s process changed. After his fourth or fifth 
novel he began working the entire book out in 
his head – word for word – before putting it 
down on paper. 

I do not recommend this. I call it the John Fante, 
You-Should-Be-Institutionalized, method. 

It would take my father three or four months 
to accomplish his task. He would not write a 
word but suddenly become uncommunicative 
and withdrawn. When asked what was wrong 
he most always would snarl and say he was 
thinking, and demand to be left alone. That was 
the beginning and it would go on for weeks. We 
would see him staring out his office window by 
the hour or walking around our yard kicking 
rocks, muttering to himself. Soon enough our 
family would identify these symptoms and 
begin to distance ourselves from Mr. Hyde. His 

friends stopped calling. His favorite dog would 
detour when he saw pop come up the front 
walkway to our house.  

But then, much like a painful breached birth, 
in a flurry of mad angst and energy, John Fante 
would sit down and spill his novel out on paper, 
usually in about two weeks. Word for word - 
like a mental photo copy. 

Late in his life, after he had gone blind, my 
father dictated his final novel, Dreams From 
Bunker Hill, to my mother who transcribed it, 
text perfect, commas and all, just this way.                          

Suggestion #3: It’s okay to write badly. I 
make a lot of mistakes when I begin a novel. 
Invariably, when I start out, I am also a terrible 
typist. I’m not sure why this is but I assume it 
is because I want to spit my ideas out on paper 
before I forget them. And I usually discover 
that I’ve forgotten how to punctuate too. 

In writing my first or second novel I would 
often pause and think to myself: “Christ, that’s 
just awful! You ought to be back parking cars 
or driving a cab!” I’d sit there at my desk staring 
at what I had written and try to talk myself out 
of taking sixty Ambien. 

Anyway, there you have it. That’s the 
approximate process for most successful writers 
I know. Eventually we all had to discover that 
one vital secret: To just keep going. Failure – 
not living up to my own lofty literary standards 
– is inevitable. So what! I just do it anyway.

Now here’s the payoff: On this journey 
there will come times when you achieve 
something magical. It will be completely 
unexpected and impossible to replicate. There 
will be days when diamonds by-the-dozen 
tumble from your fingers and dance in a 
grand ballet across your page. You will feel a 
unity of mind and spirit and you will become 
aware that you are a channel for something 
inside and outside yourself. I warn you now. 
Prepare yourself. On those days you will be 
the happiest person alive. 
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MY THOUGHTS ON METAPHOR 
by Daniel McGinn

“They are handles on the door of what we 
know and what we can imagine.”

—Jane Hirshfield, speaking about metaphors.

I asked Emma, my 10 year old granddaughter, 
“What’s a metaphor?” Without a pause she 
replied, “It’s not a simile.” So I asked her, 
“What’s the difference?” She replied, “A simile 
is when my little brother is acting like a monkey. 
A metaphor is when he is a monkey.”

When I was in school I was taught that a simile 
isn’t a metaphor. I was given the impression that 
they were opposites, but they’re not. Metaphors 
(I am including similes) make a comparison 
that bypasses the intellect. It can happen very 
quickly, faster than a reader can think. A line 
like “Your eyes are so blue they leak” (from 
Jeffrey McDaniel’s poem “Jerk”) does not need 
to be reasoned out. A metaphor can bypass 
the intellect, the comparison between the 
words eyes, blue and leak is instantaneous. My 
reaction to this metaphor the first time I heard it 
was immediate— hearing and seeing happened 
simultaneously— I understood exactly what he 
meant.

I was different than other children. I saw 
metaphors everywhere. It started when I began 
listening to the way people explained things. 
Once I started hearing metaphors I couldn’t 
stop. I still hear and see them all the time. They 
are wandering city streets and country roads. 
They attach themselves to people. People keep 
personal metaphors secreted away in hats 
and shoes and stockings and undergarments. 
I see them in seeds in birds and flowers. 
Metaphors really do grow on trees. I looked 
at church steeples and lighthouses and saw the 
metaphors in our architecture. Symbols pop 
up in conversations, similes shape-shift like 
clouds, metaphors are alive in our coins that are 
shaped and colored like the sun and the moon. 

Time is money, isn’t it? Words and images 
twist themselves into at least two meanings. I 
am often confused by this duplicity but I am 
glad that the tools at my disposal are malleable. 
If I find meaning in the body language of 
mannequins, can I find it in the arrangement 
of lines on this blank page? I can stare at a 
blank page until those lines look like prison 
bars, a fourth wall I cannot break through. If 
I am ready to write, if I am an inspired writer, 
everything begins to look, sound and feel like 
a metaphor. 

I had the good fortune to be involved in 
a poet’s workshop last summer, led by Mary 
Ruefle and Ralph Angel. One of the participants 
in the workshop suggested the author of a 
poem we were discussing, should remove the 
word “like.” “Then,” this participant asserted, 
“instead of using a simile, the image would be 
a metaphor, which is better.” Mary Ruefle said, 
“That’s interesting.” She turned to Ralph Angel 
and asked him, “When does something become 
a metaphor?” Ralph looked at the ceiling for a 
few moments and then he said to the ceiling, 
“When consciousness deems it so.” 

Sometimes, when I am waiting in line or 
folding my laundry, I will stop what I am doing 
and think about what Ralph said. One part of 
my brain understands it and another part of my 
brain keeps trying to figure it out:

Imagine me, sitting in a chair, writing with a 
pen, in a notebook. 

Now forget about me and think about: Chair, 
pen, notebook. 

3 nouns = 3 objects. 
Each of these nouns should bring a picture to 

mind. My brain and your brain will not create 
identical pictures to associate with these words 
but a picture should come to mind. If I am 
using words, does that make them metaphors? 
Is that when it happens? Do nouns always 
equal pictures? Do some of us process words in 
different ways or are we all seeing pictures? Are 
the pictures we associate with words based on 
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our experiences with the objects we associate 
with these 3 words, or do our associations 
run deeper than that? I suspect they do. Do 
all rivers lead to the sea? I suspect they don’t. 
Some rivers dry up before they reach the sea, 
don’t they? Has a word ever become an object? 
Yes, because products have names. When does 
an object become a metaphor? Why so many 
questions? Why am I staring at the ceiling? 
Why is my mind unaware of what my hands are 
doing? Wouldn’t it be meaningful to actually 
do something, other than imagining? Shouldn’t 
I be folding the tee shirt that dangles lifeless, 
from my hands? The laundry isn’t going to fold 
itself, is it?

I am still sitting in the chair you imagined 
earlier. I am using the pen you imagined to write 
in my composition book. My dog (imagine 
a mixed breed poodle) has hopped up on my 
lap. She does this a lot. I held the composition 
book awkwardly, at chest level and continued 
to write. Without looking up, I said to my 

dog, “I know you are going to sit here until I 
stand up. You never tire of sitting on me; it’s 
like a staring contest that you always win.” I 
always talk to my dog in similes or metaphors. 
I don’t normally think about how I talk to dogs 
or people, although every once in a while a 
“normal” person will stare at me in disbelief 
and ask me the rhetorical question, “Who talks 
like that?” When I entered the workforce as 
a blue collar worker I tried to learn how to 
talk like a normal person. I just couldn’t do it. 
Eventually I learned to not talk very much. I 
always brought a book to read at every coffee 
break and during every lunch hour. 

Tony Hoagland says I have a gift because I 
think in metaphors and metaphorical thinking 
cannot be taught. That’s too bad. I would like 
someone to teach me how to make metaphors 
like Jeffrey McDaniel. The last time I saw 
Jeffrey I told him how much I admire his skill 
at writing metaphors. I told him that Tony 
Hoagland says you cannot teach a skill like that. 
McDaniel told me that writing a good metaphor 
matters a great deal to him. He said that he takes 
the time to look at each one of his metaphors 
and he obsessively practices rewriting them. 
He said the key to writing good metaphors is 
to write lots and lots of terrible metaphors, 
thousands of them. You have to practice and 
you have to search for that one comparison that 
works if you want to write good metaphors. 
The ability to write a good metaphor may be a 
gift, but perfecting the craft takes desire, time 
and effort.

Back in the 90’s I was talking to this guy in 
a parking lot after a poetry reading. He was 
dressed in black but he was not wearing a beret. 
He was trying to convince me that metaphor, 
at least in poetry, is dead. “Is it deader than 
a doornail?” I asked him. I was fishing but 
he wasn’t going to bite. He was not amused 
by anything. He didn’t seem to have a sense 
of humor, none at all. I still remember that 
conversation. I tried to understand what he was 
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saying and I thought about it a lot. I should have 
asked him to recite one of his poems. I cannot 
imagine poetry existing without the use of 
metaphors. I don’t think I’m capable of writing 
a poem without including at least one accidental 
metaphor. If I accomplished that task— writing 
without using a single metaphor— would what 
I created be a poem?

We often don’t know how much we are 
revealing when we speak in metaphors. We 
are not always aware of the metaphorical 
nature of a poem. Extended metaphors can 
appear in our work without the author being 
aware of their existence. That’s a good thing. 
A writer doesn’t always need to know what 
a poem is doing. Who are we to interfere 
with the poem’s process? Isn’t it a wonderful 
moment when a poem begins to write itself, 
especially in the draft stage? If we are lucky, a 
moment like that can go on for hours. Writing, 
as opposed to reading, has provided me with 
an extreme route of escape. I disappear into 
the life of a poem. I let the process carry me. 
I stop correcting myself. When I am alive in a 
creative act, I relinquish control and allow the 
process to happen. I become unaware of the 
passage of time. When a poem is finished with 
me, it has a life of its own. I never know what 
a reader might see, or read into what I have 
written down. Once I release the creation into 
the world it doesn’t belong to me. It never did, 
it just felt like it did. Every object of art has a 
life of its own. 

Tony Hoagland uses magic as his metaphor 
to describe metaphors, “It’s the mystery hand 
going into a black mystery box. The head says, 
“Fetch me a metaphor, hand,” and the hand 
disappears under a cloth. A moment later the 
hand reappears, metaphor on its extended 
palm. But, despite the spontaneity and ease of 
this event, we only have a vague idea of where 
the image came from. In fact, we don’t know. 
And neither does the hand.” I like the way he 
did that. He didn’t explain anything, did he? 

Yet, I totally agree with what he’s saying. It is 
easier for me to hold on to an illustration than 
listen to an explanation.

When I was four years old, Auntie Alice 
came to visit our family; she stayed for less than 
a week. When she noticed that I was always 
looking at picture books she started to teach me 
about basic phonics. I imagine her saying:

“C” is this sound, although it can be another 
sound. 

“A” can have a soft sound but it can also 
have a hard sound. 

“T” sounds like this. 
Put these three letters together and you have 

sounded out the word, “CAT.” 
If I think about it, learning to read becomes 

really complicated. I’m glad I was too young 
to think about how I was processing that 
information. Letters symbolize sounds. 
Letters strung together symbolize words. It 
seems miraculous to me, that at the age of 
four, I could understand these things. When 
Auntie Alice went back to New Mexico my 
mother noticed that— almost immediately— 
I had begun to read. I never stopped. My 
head was full of stories from that day on. I 
am an avid reader. I was one of those kids 
that always carried a book. When I became 
bored with plot, at a very young age, I began 
looking for a story behind the story. I felt a 
need to know what a story “meant.” It wasn’t 
long before I began thinking of a good book 
as an illustration of something else. It was 
inevitable that I would abandon stories and 
begin to favor poetry over all other forms of 
communication. I feel like this love for poetry 
is an inborn thing. I have to wonder, have I 
always thought in metaphors? And if I have 
always thought in metaphors, why do I feel 
like I don’t understand them, at least not well 
enough to explain how they come about or 
what we use them for? They are part of my 
consciousness. They exist. I cannot help but 
see them.
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Mario: How do you become a poet?
Neruda: (on reflection) Walk around the bay 

slowly and look around you...
Mario: And will they come to me... these 

metaphors?
Neruda: Certainly.

—from the film Il Postino,  
written by Tad Dibbern

If we learn, at an early age, that letters equal 
words, and words equal images, is it surprising 
that people who are predisposed to read 
constantly assume that “this”, as a general rule, 
will always equal something else? For every 
“this” there should be a “that.” A “that” which 
illustrates what “this” literally is? Once we 
begin to view the “this” as a symbol, doesn’t 
context make that object represent something 
other (or beyond?) what it literally is. Once we 
accept the premise, that “this” will equal “that,” 
isn’t everything we encounter in literature, and 
all manifestations of art, a metaphor, even if 
the artist (like that poet in the parking lot) does 
not intend for such a comparison to exist? 

During a Q & A of a lecture on erasure 
poetry someone asked Mary Ruefle if— in the 
process of making an erasure poem from an 
existing text— she was unearthing words or 
burying them. This question would make no 
rational sense to someone who doesn’t think 
in metaphors. When poets create erasures they 
(generally speaking) are dealing with words, 
white out and ink. Upon hearing this question, 
I pictured references to “unearthing” and 
“burying” as references to someone working 
in a garden.  Mary Ruefle heard and pictured 
the metaphor more accurately and took it 
very seriously. She saw “unearthing” and 
“burying” as terms you apply to working in a 
cemetery. Mary thought about this gravedigger 
metaphor for a long time before she came 
up with an answer. “You cannot dig a grave 
without covering up the grass right next to it. 
Whenever you unearth, you bury.” These words 

are symbols that are married to each other 
and— as the Sinatra song says— “you can’t 
have one without the other.” I was delighted 
that she answered the metaphorical question 
with a metaphorical answer. It was a perfect 
illustration. I didn’t need to think about it. I 
could picture a grave being dug and a mound 
of loose dirt building up on the grass right next 
to it.

I went to my local bookstore to find some old 
books to use at the erasure workshop. When 
I bought them I was told by the clerk that the 
books I was buying came from two different 
estates. Mary searches thrift stores for books 
to use for her erasure poetry. She has collected 
over three hundred books that no one really 
wanted. I assume clerks have also told her that 
the original owners, of the books she is buying, 
are dead. Then I imagine her seeing these 
unwanted books as adopted children. I make 
that association based on a comment she made 
to a student who had submitted a poem to be 
workshopped. She asked the student what the 
title of the poem was. The student said it was an 
untitled poem. Mary replied with a metaphoric 
question, “You gave birth to this poem but you 
didn’t give it a name?” 

Poets can’t stop speaking in metaphors. Poets 
regard metaphor as a matter of life and death. 
Forgive the cliché but I mean this literally. A 
metaphor is alive because, as Ralph Angel says, 
consciousness has deemed it so. Our brains 
create the connection between this and that. A 
reader, or writer, or listener, upon encountering 
a metaphor, involuntarily reasons past the logic 
and simultaneously makes an association. It 
happens in a flash, and it sticks with us. It lives 
outside of its original context and it has a pulse. 
I listened to Mary Ruefle’s lecture on erasure 
poetry and have unfortunately forgotten a lot 
of what she said. The gravedigger metaphor is 
still alive to me. I am speaking metaphorically; 
of course, I do that when I express my thoughts. 
I think in metaphors. 
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THE ART OF WRITING
By Laura Muñoz-Larbig

A friend once commented that writing is 
“semantic excreta” from an author’s mind.  
This statement implies that writing is an 
empty exercise done for the author’s personal 
amusement, a mental masturbation of sorts.  
If that were true, no one would enjoy another 
person’s writing, nor would anyone ever want 
to read.

What makes a piece of writing interesting?  
What makes any writing a work of art in 
its genre?  A well-crafted style with words 
carefully chosen to bring a story to life is 
difficult; turning that craft into art is a skill 
learned after years of writing.

A writer’s main concern is, “how do I 
write?”  One of my writing mentors told me 
that no matter what the genre, all writing is 
storytelling.  Even if the intent of a poem, for 
example, is to convey emotion, it is a story, 
a series of events that will illustrate how the 
emotion was born, why it was important, and 
what were the unique elements of that story.  
The only difference between the genres, my 
professor said, was that the lines of prose go to 
the extreme right edge of the page.  There are 
exceptions, such as in prose poetry, but what 
the professor said is generally true: All writing 
tells a story, in every genre.  Therefore, “how 
do I write about this topic” becomes a question 
of, “how can I write this experience into an 
interesting story?”

The perspective that all writing is story 
telling changed my process of writing.  After 
that advice, I did not simply write to express 
emotion or to convince others of a point of 
view.  Instead, I wrote to illustrate how an 
emotion or a new revelation about an issue was 
the result of an experience or a meaningful 
set of events I observed.  The craft of writing 
involved describing those meaningful events 
and the emotions surrounding them.  The art of 

writing evolved as my carefully chosen words 
revealed the story, and showed how that event 
spawned new emotions or a new point of view.

Along with the above advice, professors 
also said that in any piece of writing, “SHOW, 
DON’T TELL” whatever events you describe.  
(Tattoo that on your foreheads, writers!)  It is 
the first rule of writing and is a standard rule for 
all writing.  The only exception is journalism, 
where the “Who, What, When, Where, and 
Why” rules (the Five W’s) apply.  In journalism, 
Associated Press (AP) is the required format, 
and these rules say that a journalist must 
describe the story with the details of the Five 
W’s, events that actually occurred.  Otherwise, 
who will care what happened?  An adjunct to the 
above maxim is that all writers must show the 
event(s) or illustrate the emotional experience 
with concrete examples, scenes, dialogue—
whatever that scene entailed.  Vague, emotional 
diatribes do not tell the story of the why of the 
event, what made that experience emotionally 
relevant.  This latter applies for AP journalism, 
as well.

All my teachers and mentors shared the 
above piece of advice: “show, don’t tell.”  It 
is the difference between “semantic excreta” 
and the “art of writing”—not that a professor 
would say that!  The craft of writing is in the 
mechanics of style, whether of poetry or prose.  
The art of writing is in how the emotional 
context of an event is illustrated with the choice 
of words, and how those events are described 
into a meaningful story or a small vignette 
painted with words.

Another professor shared that some poems 
he wrote were meant only for himself.  He 
read them a few times, and later, he burned 
them.  For a student, it was shocking to hear 
an accomplished poet and teacher say such a 
thing.  The lesson I learned is, not every piece 
of writing is sacred; nor should everything a 
person writes be shared (luckily, I do not).

In the poetry genre, it is especially important 
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to craft poems with words grounded in concrete 
imagery.  That is only because usually, imagery 
is the language of poetry, no matter what 
technique or style is used to express the poem’s 
meaning.  If a reader cannot visualize the 
scene, feel, hear, and emphasize with the events 
described or the thoughts expressed, then the 
meaning of that poem will not be conveyed.  
However, being a crafty writer may be good 
enough to publish.  A writer who crafts a good 
poem might win awards, but those who craft 
their writing into art become universal writers 
whose writing passes the test of time.  These 
writers are enduring because their writing has 
universal appeal; they are not flash-in-the-
pan crafters who are mainly appreciated in 
their own time period—they are great, but not 
universally enduring.

Artists in any genre are not always appreciated 
in their time.  Many become famous after their 
deaths.  In poetry, Emily Dickinson is a good 
example.  While Dickinson lived, her poetry 
was pitifully seldom published.  Dickinson’s 
small poems were “word art,” well crafted with 
the fewest of words, but it was not until after 
her era that the reading public appreciated her 
poetry.  Emily Dickinson is an example for all 
writers that if they are ever to be “writers,” then 
they must always write.  Never give up writing, 
or else you are not a writer!  In order to have 
the “test of time,” we must have some writing 
left behind us to judge whether our craft truly 
was “Art.”

In all genres, turning the craft of writing 
into art is done by a careful process of choice, 
where the writer writes, re-writes, and edits 
until words he or she chooses clearly illustrate 
one thought, one emotional experience, or one 
meaningful slice of life to which a reader can 
relate.

Each genre has different rules for its style 
format.  Word choice must work with the style 
a writer wants to use.  Many times, I am torn 
between poetry and prose: Which is the best 

style for expressing what I want to say?  There 
were times when I realized I could express the 
same thought in more than one genre or art form.  
This set of choices also included art collages or 
drawings.  Did I want a verbal expression or a 
visual one?  If I could write music, that would 
be another choice.

My personal process of writing begins after I 
determine what genre and which style best fits 
my topic.  Writing does not start with words, 
but with thinking.  The physical process begins 
with a story, a series of events that changed me 
somehow, an experience that gave me a new 
insight into life.  Next, I must craft a piece of 
writing that others will want to read.  I might 
not create high art (time judges that), but I can 
craft a good piece of memorable writing.

How does a writer craft a memorable piece 
of writing?  First, a writer must write from 
the heart.  They must mean what they write, 
otherwise, readers will be repelled by an 
insincere writer.  Second, a writer must work 
at writing by creating a good rough draft, 
rewriting it, and polishing it with edits that 
make its imagery come alive.  At least, the 
writing must keep readers interested enough 
to read until the end.  Third, the topic a writer 
explores should have universal appeal, written 
so people can emotionally relate to the subject 
or to the series of events described.  These 
elements can turn a work of writing into an 
unforgettable composition.  With soul in the 
meaning and heart in the writing, these pieces 
can epitomize the craft of writing.

In the end, it is the reader who judges a piece 
of writing.  Whether it is meaningful depends 
upon a reader’s experiences.  Whether it is worth 
reading is a matter of a reader’s taste, level of 
education, and ability to understand.  For a 
reader to call any literature a “work of art” is 
a matter of opinion.  Ultimately, literature that 
survives the test of time becomes an archetype 
of the craft of writing, and embodies the art of 
writing.
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musings about art 
by Norman J. Olson

Norman’s artwork decorates this issue. I 
have used his artwork over the years to the 
point that he has become a mainstay here at 
LUMMOX. In 2014 I hope to finally return 
the favor by publishing Pleasure in a Stained 
Universe which will feature both poetry and 
artwork, all by Norman J. Olson. —Editor

many years ago, I concluded that the art 
world would never really have a place for my 
artwork and that much as I hated to admit it, 
I would never be a professional artist, never 
make a living from art… never even earn any 
money from art… so, I got a full time job in a 
factory, worked their for 20 years, and did art 
evenings and weekends… later I worked for 
20 years at a civil service job… I really don’t 
understand why I kept doing it… by “it” I 
mean drawing and painting…

the world does not need more art… there 
really does not seem to me to be anything 
noble or important about doing art… any more 
so than any other, more useful profession... 
and most artists that I have met, which 
admittedly is not that many… seem to be 
doing art mostly for the “rock star” vibe… 
an ego trip to somehow be cooler… to matter 
more than this plain old mortal existence… to 
impress other people… (often their students)… 
and it is truly strange to see a well paid college 
professor truly delighted to make a few bucks 
from selling a painting or a poetry book…

most artists go through life with a William 
Blake complex, thinking that someday the 
world will see what a genius the artist is and 
the artist will be “discovered”… and move 
into a true rock star life… become Jasper 
Johns or Jullian Schnabel, have lunch with 

super models and wear a $500 beret at a café 
in Greenwich Village.. I know that I used 
to think that… think that if only a wealthy 
collector could see the amazing art that I am 
doing, they would realize what shit they were 
collecting and fight to put one of my paintings 
on the wall of their mansion… but of course, 
that did not happen and does not happen… 
people who are successful in art have to go to 
New York and have work that appeals to the 
currently acceptable aesthetic, which mostly 
seems to be either so called “conceptual art” 
or if traditional art (drawing and painting) an 
art that finds a novel way to use the medium… 
but mostly, it is about the schmooze and being 
able to sell… once one enters the market via a 
big name gallery, the art immediately becomes 
an investment instead of an art work and 
depends on the artist’s name and the market 
for that name and what is actually on the wall 
is as totally ignored as the art at a New York 
Gallery opening….

well, I think the art selling world is entirely 
corrupt and artistically bankrupt… still, that 
opinion must be taken as tainted as it comes 
from one who tried and failed to enter the 
world of successful artists… and so I am 
admittedly jealous of those who are successful 
in that world and still, with an artists myopia, 
think my work is more interesting than 
what most of the “art establishment” artists 
are doing (in their obsession with formal 
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experimentation which they mistakenly call 
“freedom”)…

but still, it is hard for me to, even at this late 
date, come to terms with the fact that my art 
is not of the first rank… that my work will 
never be on the walls of a museum of art… 
and that when the history of my era is written, 
if it is written, Damian Hirst and Jasper Johns 
will be remembered at the Michelangelos and 
I will be totally forgotten, my work rotting in 
a dump someplace buried with the Teflon and 
plastic bags of 20th Century detritus… I have 
sent disc’s with images of my work to the art 
museums, so they have seen my work and 
have affirmed their lack of interest in it… the 
work has been judged by the powers that be 
and found wanting…

so this long preamble leads me directly to 
the questions that seem to be coming up in my 
mind these days… 

1) have I wasted my life by devoting it so 
much to making art… hmmm… well, I seem 
to have had a compulsion to make the art, and 
still keep making it, so I guess that question is 
moot because I am like a gay guy, born to do 
this and never did have any choice… 

2) does art without an audience have any 
value… okay, this question leads to a bunch 
of semantic self arguments, like what is an 
“audience” and what is “value…” if one 
person or ten people or a hundred people is 
an audience, well, then I have an audience 
due to the fact that my works have all been 
published in the small press and seem by the 
people who edit, read and submit to those 
poetry journals… which is, I guess a few 
hundred people… a small audience, but my 
rationalization is that, in the grand cosmic 
scheme of things… with a sun that will 
supernova in a few billion years, the markings 

that one moderately intelligent ape makes on a 
surface are not all that important to start with, 
even if that ape is Leonardo Da Vinci… and 
whether those marks are seen by a hundred 
people, a hundred million people or nobody… 
the people, the marks, the planet they live 
on and all they have ever known will one 
day be just so much stardust… so, in a larger 
sense, fame is a futile as mortality… and one 
may wonder with Wilfred Owen “what made 
fatuous sunbeams toil / to break Earth’s sleep 
at all…” 

 
3) should I be doing more to try and find a 

wider audience for my art… well considering 
the above, what’s the point… but personally, 
I love it when people tell me that they find 
my art interesting… and in some of my 
submissions to big shot museum people, they 
have written friendly and encouraging words 
about my work… so, I guess that maybe I do 
the art because it somehow satisfies some basic 
ancestral need to make things with my hands 
that externalize the internal… and for me 
that is 98% of the art experience… a private 
communion with a work I am making… the 
other 2% is ego stroking, getting the work 
to an audience, and while that is important 
because without at least a potential audience, 
art work is by definition not art work… (and 
I am convinced that what I do is art work, as 
I understand the term from my long study of 
and love for pre 20th Century art…) the ego 
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part is very small and as it has been pretty 
well satisfied by my very small scale success, 
easily satisfied… also, by modern standards, 
as my art is not a formal experimentation, it 
does probably not really count as art and I 
think (hope) that is why it is so unacceptable 
to the art world people… when a few people 
(all outside the art world) really dig my 
work and find it interesting, exciting, and by 
definition “art” as the lay person understands 
that term… and are willing to print, post or 
publish it… well, I am gratified by that but 
also a little frightened and unnerved… so, 
maybe it is better that my art is not more widely 
published… for the personal well being of my 
somewhat fragile psyche… 

not to long ago, I heard a college professor 
say that now was a very exciting time to be 
an artist because “anything goes…” I was 
very annoyed to hear that because obviously, 
what I am doing is part of “anything” and to 
most art people, what I am doing does not 
“go…” there is a contemporary aesthetic that 
governs the fine arts establishment and in 
spite of all of the isms, that have been seen as 
new schools or ways of doing art in the last 
50 years, the underlying aesthetic is a set of 
rules about “what goes” and the set of rules 
changed radically shortly after the beginning 
of the 20th Century but has not really changed 
much since… but what my friend was calling 
“anything goes” is really just one of the rules of 

the contemporary aesthetic that art must have 
“novelty of form” and while this seems like 
great freedom to some, to me it is no more than 
being free to play a violin without tuning it… 

anyway… I call what I do “art” because 
I think it is, in pre 20th Century terms even 
though it probably is not in contemporary 
terms as the contemporary aesthetic defines 
“art…” the Museums of Modern Art are, 
by the way, the arbiters of the rules of the 
Contemporary Aesthetic and to actually find 
out “what goes” one merely has to spend 
time at those places… which is why my art 
teaching friend is so fond of those places… 
they reinforce the validity of his work and 
the truth that he is part of the megalithic art 
establishment… and together the voices of 
this establishment discuss their “freedom” 
even as they are polishing their chains… but 
I suppose it is reassuring to be part of such 
a large and dominant establishment… an 
establishment which demands, by the way, 
that the “artist” be rebellious, not against 
the art establishment, but against the larger 
society which pretty much ignores both the art 
establishment and the rebellious artists… 

 
so, I guess I will continue to make drawings 

and paintings until I get too old and feeble to 
do it anymore or until I lose the need to do 
it anymore… I am grateful for the people in 
the small press who have supported my work 
and as a person with real self esteem/self 
image problems from my lousy childhood… 
the applause, such as it is, has helped me to 
become a stronger, more confident person and 
to feel that what I do, call it “art” or whatever 
does finally have some smidgen of value for 
somebody outside of my skin… and maybe for 
a few tiny moments, in this vast universe of 
space and time, my fingers have performed a 
little magic… and while the universe may not 
need art, it can use magic for sure
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MAGIC, ILLUSION AND  
OTHER REALITIES

A Writer’s Primer  
by Simon Perchik

Where do writers get their ideas? Well, if they 
are writing prose, their ideas evolve one way. 
If, on the other hand, they are writing poetry, 
their ideas evolve another way. Perhaps some 
distinctions are in order. Distinguishing the 
difference between prose and poetry may not 
be all that simple; there are many definitions, 
all of which may be correct. For the purpose 
of this essay allow me to set forth one of the 
many:

It seems to me that there is available to 
writers a spectrum along which to proceed. At 
one end is prose, appropriate for essays, news, 
weather reports and the like. At the other end is 
poetry. Writers move back and forth along this 
spectrum when writing fiction.

Thus, prose is defined by its precise 
meaning that excludes ambiguity, surmise 
and misunderstanding. It never troubles the 
reader.  To define it another way, prose is faulty 
if it lacks a coherent thrust guided by rules of 
logic, grammar and syntax. It will not tolerate 
contradiction.  Poetry, on the other hand, is 
defined by its resistance to such rules. Poetry 
is ignited, brought to life by haunting, evasive, 
ambiguous, contradictory propositions.

This is not to say poetry is more or less 
useful than prose. Rather, they are two separate 
and distinct tools, much the same as a hammer 
and a saw. They are different tools designed 
for different jobs. If an essay is called for, the 
reader wants certainty; exactly what the words 
you are now reading are intended to give. If, on 
the other hand, consolation for some great loss 
is called for, the reader needs more: a text that 
lights up fields of reference nowhere alluded to 
on the page. This calls for magic, for illusion, 
not lecture. Thus, one of the many definitions 
of poetry might be: Poetry: words that inform 

the reader of that which cannot be articulated. 
The reader needs to be informed of what 
cannot be articulated. To be made whole the 
reader needs to undergo an improved change 
in mood, a change made more effective if the 
reader doesn’t know why he or she feels better. 
Exactly like music. That’s where poetry gets its 
power to repair; an invisible touch, ghost-like 
but as real as anything on earth. A reading of the 
masters, Neruda, Aleixandre, Celan...confirms 
that a text  need  not always have a meaning the 
reader can explicate. To that extent, it informs , 
as does music,  without  what we call meaning.  
It’s just that it takes prose to tell you this.

This is because prose is a telling of what the 
writers already know. They have a preconceived 
idea of what to write about. With poetry it’s the 
opposite. The writers have no preconceived idea 
with which to begin a poem. They need to first 
force the idea out of the brain, to bring the idea 
to the surface, to consciousness. With poetry 
the writer needs a method to find that hidden 
idea. If the originating idea wasn’t hidden and 
unknown it isn’t likely to be an important one. 
Let’s face it: any idea that is easily accessible 
has already been picked over. It’s all but certain 
to be a cliché.

To uncover this hidden idea for a poem the 
writers each have their own unique method. 
As for me, the idea for the poem evolves 
when an idea from a photograph is confronted 
with an obviously unrelated idea from a text 
(mythology or science) till the two conflicting 
ideas are reconciled as a totally new, surprising 
and workable idea. This method was easy for 
me to come by. As an attorney I was trained to 
reconcile conflicting views, to do exactly what 
a metaphor does for a living. It’s not a mystery 
that so many practicing lawyers write poetry. 
See, Off the Record, An Anthology of Poetry by 
Lawyers, edited by James R. Elkins, Professor 
of Law, University of West Virginia. 

The efficacy of this method for getting ideas 
is documented at length by Wayne Barker, MD. 
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who, in his Brain Storms, A Study of Human 
Spontaneity, on page 15 writes:

If we can endure confrontation with the 
unthinkable, we may be able to fit together 
new patterns of awareness and action. We 
might, that is, have a fit of insight, inspiration, 
invention, or creation. The propensity for 
finding the answer, the lure of creating or 
discovering the new, no doubt  has much 
to do with some people’s ability to endure 
tension until something new emerges from 
the contradictory and ambiguous situation.

Likewise, Douglas R. Hofstadter, in his 
Godel, Escher, Bach: An Eternal Golden Braid  
writes on page 26:

One of the major purposes of this book is 
to urge each reader to confront the apparent 
contradiction head on, to savor it, to turn it 
over, to take it apart, to wallow in it, so that 
in the end the reader might emerge with new 
insights into the seemingly unbreachable 
gulf between the formal and the informal, 
the animate and the inanimate, the flexible 
and the inflexible.

Moreover, the self-induced fit is standard 
operating procedure in the laboratory. Allow 
me to quote Lewis Thomas, who, in his The 
Lives of a  Cell , on page 138. describes the 
difference between applied science and basic 

research. After pointing out how applied 
science deals only with the precise application 
of known  facts, he writes:

In basic research, everything is just the 
opposite. What you need at the outset is a high 
degree of uncertainty; otherwise it isn’t likely 
to be an important problem. You start with an 
incomplete roster of facts, characterized  by 
their ambiguity; often the problem consists 
of discovering the connections  between 
unrelated pieces of information. You must 
plan experiments  on the basis of probability, 
even bare possibility, rather than certainty.  If 
an experiment turns out precisely as predicted, 
this can be very nice, but it is only a great event 
if at the same time it is a surprise. You can 
measure the quality of the work by the intensity 
of astonishment. The surprise can be because 
it did turn out as predicted (in some lines 
of research, 1 per cent is accepted as a high 
yield), or it can be a confoundment because 
the prediction was wrong and something 
totally unexpected turned up, changing the 
look of the problem and requiring a new kind 
of protocol. Either way, you win...

Isn’t it reasonable to conclude that the defining 
distinction between applied science and basic 
research is the same as  that between prose and  
poetry? Isn’t it likewise reasonable to conclude 
that the making of basic science is very much 
the same as the making of poetry?
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In a real way I, too, work in a laboratory. 
Every day at 9 am I arrive at a table in the 
local coffee shop, open a dog-eared book of 
photographs, open a text, and begin mixing all 
my materials together to find something new.

For the famous Walker Evans photograph 
depicting a migrant’s wife, I began:

Walker Evans     Farmer’s wife
Tough life, mouth closed, no teeth?  Sorrow?
Not too bad looking. Plain dress

This description went on and on till I felt 
I had drained the photograph of all its ideas. 
I then read the chapter entitled On Various 
Words  from The Lives of a  Cell. Photograph 
still in view, I then  wrote down ideas from Dr. 
Thomas’s  text. I began:

Words --bricks and mortar
Writing is an art, compulsively adding to,
building the ant hill,
not sure if each ant knows what it will look 

like when finished
it’s too big. Like can’t tell what Earth looks 

like if you’re on it.

This too goes on and on with whatever comes 
to mind while I’m reading. But all the time, 
inside my brain, I’m trying to reconcile what 
a migrant’s wife has to do with the obviously 
unrelated ideas on biology suggested by Dr. 
Thomas. I try to solve the very problem I 
created. Of course my brain is stymied and 
jams, creating a self-induced fit similar to the 
epilepsy studied by the above mentioned Dr. 
Barker, M.D. But that was my intention from 
the beginning.

Sooner or later an idea from the photograph 
and an idea from the text will be resolved  into 
a new idea and the poem takes hold.

No one is more surprised than I. Or exhausted. 
The conditions under which I write are brutal. 
My brain is deliberately jammed by conflicting 

impulses. Its neurons are overloaded, on the 
verge of shutting down. I can barely think. My 
eyes blur. The only thing that keeps me working 
is that sooner or later will come the rapture of 
discovery; that the differences once thought 
impossible to reconcile, become resolved; so 
and so, once thought  impossible of having 
anything to do with so and so, suddenly and 
surprisingly, has everything in the world to do 
with it. Or has nothing to do with it but can be 
reconciled with something else it triggered: one 
flash fire after another in the lightening storm 
taking place in my brain.

Getting the idea is one thing but the finished 
poem is a long way off. And to get there I 
abstract. Abstraction and music are soul mates 
and poetry is nothing if not music. For each 
poem its opening phrase is stolen shamelessly 
from Beethoven. He’s the master at breaking 
open bones and I might as well use him early on 
in the poem. Then I  steal from Mahler whose 
music does its work where I want my poetry to 
do its  work: the marrow.

Perhaps marrow is what it’s all about. 
Abstraction, since it contradicts the real world, 
is a striking form of confrontation which jams 
the brain till it shuts down confused. It befits the 
marrow to then do the work the reader’s brain 
cells would ordinarily do. And though what the 
marrow cells put together is nothing more than 
a “gut feeling”, with no rational footing, it is 
enough to refresh the human condition, to make 
marriages, restore great loses, rally careers.

Of course abstraction is just one of the ways 
writers arrive at the poem with their idea. But 
however they come they all leave for the reader 
poetry’s trademark: illusion. It is that illusion 
that builds for the over-burdened reader a way 
out.

Perhaps, as you may have already suspected, 
a poem, unlike a newspaper, is not a tool for 
everyday use by everyone; it’s just for those 
who need it, when they need it.. 

www.simonperchik.com 
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THE PRESSURE TO WRITE:  
CAn AnGST BeCOMe A POeM?  

Excerpted from Broken Lines—The Art  
& Craft of Poetry by Judith Skillman

Sometimes it is our own, particular reasons 
for writing that can teach us the most about 
why we feel pressured to write poems. To put 
it another way, if we choose to write about why 
we write, we may not only get an answer and/
or relief to the struggle, we may break through 
the constraints inherent in this art form. And, 
if we write about why we write in the form of 
a poem, the result will be the “ars poetica,” 
which basically means “the art of poetry.” The 
definition of this term in contemporary poetics 
extends to varioius techniques of rhetoric, 
including but not limited to: writing about 
writing, singing about singing, thinking about 
thinking, etc. 

Not surprisingly, then, an “ars poetica” 
poem can be thought of as that piece of a 
particular poet’s canon that best defines 
the author’s personal theory of writing, as 
well as encompassing his or her ideals. The 
“ars poetica” form may be regarded as the 
quintessential poem, in that it distills and 
exemplifies essential qualities found in a poet’s 
canon, and therefore lends transparency to an 
author’s signature—his or her style, voice, and 
choice of formal or informal verse. 

Reading and writing ars poetica poems can 
become a generative force for poetry as well as 
other creative mediums. The ars poetica poem is 
to poetry what the ekphrastic poem is to art—
that is one comparison, except that in each case 
the medium is poetry. The point is, when we use 
one art to praise another, or, in this case, when we 
use our writing skills to examine the motivation 
behind why we are driven to write and what we 
are doing when we write, important information 
comes out of the process. Sometimes even 
enlightenment, or an ‘aha’. 

At the very least, these exercises should 

assist you in writing more often, and writing 
in a more condensed and/or associative and/or 
experimental fashion: the choice is up to you. 
You may opt for formal verse, as structure 
can and does provide inspiration for many 
contemporary poets.

As you write about why you want to write, 
continue to view this work as a process. What 
we strive for is an illumination—that by 
holding a mirror up to ourselves we might not 
‘drown’ as Narcissus did, but, rather, we might 
begin to swim. And that is the point. There is 
so much imagination within each individual. 
Each poet has a unique set of experiences, 
language facility, and childhood. So when we 
begin to draw on these and reflect on the act 
of writing, it sometimes happens that a voice 
emerges. You might find yourself wanting 
to use certain forms or devices. Likewise, or 
otherwise, you may find you prefer to write in 
long lines and almost use prose, or the prose 
poem. Whatever the vehicle may be—that is 
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not the most important thing. What is critical 
to the process of finding your own voice is to 
continue peeling back layers of the onion until 
you get to the heart of the matter, and discover 
your own unique sensibility and obsessions.  
You may find a bit of this discovery—your own 
hidden territory—rubs off on other pieces.

Once you get the hang of it, the ars poetica 
poem is everywhere, in every poet’s canon. 
Wallace Stevens has written a whole book of 
them, if you peruse his collected works, The 
Palm at the End of the Mind.

The benefit of discovering a poet’s particular 
philosophy (granted, there may be more than 
one, but generally one stands out), is not only 
that a reader can perceive a distillation, or 
essential ‘theory of poetics’ there, but one 
may use the poem as a basis for comparison 
with other poets. Neruda, for example, is 
quite clear that the poet’s “art” is more than 
a mere personal endeavor; it encapsulates the 
“obligation” of an artist to society, and does 
so in the first person. His poem is not playful. 
While it does not include the whimsical, specific 
images of Moore’s vision, Neruda’s poem is not 
dismissive of poetry’s necessary derivatives, 
which, for him, become intelligible precisely 
because they speak in natural voices.

Although there are many passive attitudes 
in this poem, which is taken from one of the 
poet’s own personal favorite collections, “Fully 
Empowered,” and written during a particularly 
fruitful time in the writer’s life, the overall 

sense is one of great activity and depth. The 
poet as vessel for the sea--”a breaking up of 
foam and quicksand” (l. 26 ) responds as one 
who may pass through normal boundaries of 
self, cell, prison, building, and window, much 
as water can flood. The person who receives 
the gift of ‘freedom’, however, is almost a 
communal persona--”...and, hearing me, eyes 
may lift themselves” (l. 22).

This oblique distancing mechanism has the 
effect of making the “poet’s obligation” not 
one of egoism and personal power, but rather, 
a sincere marriage to natural forces. Reading 
other of Neruda’s poems, one experiences the 
same subtle distancing of the writer’s persona 
from the writer himself. It is this unique ability 
that contributed to Neruda’s profound influence 
and breadth.

While admiring poets of this ilk, and reading 
work that attracts and invites us to create, the 
occupational hazard of writing poetry is not 
being able to write poetry.  Everyone experiences 
the dreaded “Writer’s Block” at some point. 
Whether the feeling of not being able to do 
one’s work becomes a habit is, however, up to 
the writer.  The trick is to distract yourself from 
the “not-being-able-to” feelings by turning your 
attention toward accomplishing a small piece of 
work.  As William Stafford said, “Can’t write? 
Lower your standards.” 

Broken Lines – The Art & Craft of Poetry is 
available at www.lummoxpress.com
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THOUGHTS ON LEW WELCH 
by Phil Woods

“‘See, I work. Like Bobby Burns worked. I 
am trying to get the poem back into the bar.’”

“Po-Chui, the great Chinese bard . . . his 
poetry was memorized by all the harlots in 
China, and was sung by all the whores and 
pimps. . . I believe if a poem is really well 
made, it can be strong enough to stand inside 
the general din of the speaking world.” 

—Lew Welch, summer, 1969

I came back from Europe in December 1978. 
I had a hard time with being back. It bugged me 
to be in the same laundromat as though I had 
never left. The car fell into all the old patterns. 
Go down this street to go through drive-
through bank window to get some cash. I felt 
constricted in a kind of psychic straight jacket. 
I felt so alive traveling, novelty, new, intense 
encounters with both places and people. I didn’t 
want to lose that aliveness. A friend living in 
Santa Barbara—really the student area in Isla 
Vista—said come out and visit. I still had some 
of my Post Office retirement money, so I did.

I’m thinking I was already reading Zen and the 
Art of Motorcycle Maintenance and that I had it 
on the plane flying out. My buddy Hugo Barnes 
was a philosopher; he’d already read it and it’s 
possible he gave me his copy. We had good talks 
about it which I, now, don’t remember. Hugo 
also loved Lew Welch. Once in Colorado at a 
nonworking ranch owned by three doctors at the 
edge of Black Forest we’d dropped blotter acid 
and walked around the gently rolling land with 
Pikes Peak way off in the distance.

Hugo walked along kicking dried cow pies 
while reading Lew Welch poems to us from his 
opened copy of Ring of Bone.

BOTANNY
Consider the Passion Flower:
Who’d ever think a plant would go to

so much trouble
just to get fucked
by a Bee.

God we laughed and laughed. Not enough 
has been said about the therapeutic boon such 
childlike laughter can be. As adults we get 
weighed down; we have little weak giggles, 
short he-he’s. But roll on the floor belly laughs 
that stretch on and on that kids know so well 
become rare occurrences for most stressed-out 
grownups.

The weather was perfect. It was March, but 
pleasantly warm. A light breeze made no need 
for anything but a thick shirt or a light jacket.

So, what does this have to do with the 
philosophical content of Lew Welch’s poetry?

Two things. One, Lew can be and often is in 
his poems very, very funny. It’s a humor with a 
deep kinship to the belly laugh-restorative-kid-
like laughter on psychedelics. Secondly, one 
can see how Lew imbibed deeply the smart-
ass Zen who gives a rat’s ass attitude of Han 
Shan and Ikkyu, as well as the sardonic irony 
of many other Chinese and Japanese masters.

Why, for example, are there so many farewell 
friendship poems in the Chinese cannon? A lot 
of the brass, including the emperor (but more 
often, the power hungry eunuchs who actually 
governed) just didn’t go for sardonic pot shots 
from drunk poet tax collectors and customs 
clerks. Digs at the emperor for wasting tax 
money on futile wars and not maintaining the 
dikes and canals was not the way to advance 
your career. These guys were always being sent 
into some distant exile some place.

Let me quote Arthur Sze’s succinct take on 
three celebrated Chinese poets:

SU TUNG-P’O (1036-1101) was a 
distinguished calligrapher and painter as well 
as a poet. He served as an administrator but 
fell into disfavor when he wrote the emperor 
a letter describing hardship his policies were 
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causing. He was later imprisoned, released 
and banished. (p. 87)

TU FU (712-770) wrote brilliant poems 
in the lii-shih (regulated verse) form. These 
poems are amazing for their incised language 
and tonal counterpoint. For many years he 
struggled without success to pass through the 
official examination system. He experienced 
imprisonment, exile and dire poverty. (pgs. 
85-86)

LI PO (701-762) was a free spirit who was 
once called ‘an immortal banished to earth.’ 
His poems reveal a strong Taoist influence 
and are remarkable for their lyric flow, 
spontaneity, and emotional power. According 
to legend, one night he leaned out of a boat to 
embrace the moon on the Yangtze River and 
fell in and drowned. (p. 85) 

The Silk Dragon as Gary Snyder has noted, 
“the heart” of Ring of Bone “is the ‘Hermit 
Poems’ and ‘Way Back’ sections—poems 
evoking , covering the time spent in retreat and 
practice at a cabin in the mountains of coast 
north California deep up rivers still Yurok 
land. In those works Lew achieved the meeting 
of an ancient sage tradition and the ‘shack 
simple’ post frontier back country of out of 
work workingman’s style, and then the (elite) 
rebel modernism of art.” So, when Welch wrote 
his hermit poems living in a funky cabin on the 
Salmon River it wasn’t hard for him to identify 
with the Chinese tradition. But he did more 
than just identify with it. He wrote his own 
witty, savvy poems which are often critiqued 
in a kind of one hand slap by his alter ego, The 
Red Monk. It is a stunning achievement.

The Red Monk used to say:
Find yourself at some ridiculous task,
say, urinating in the hostess’s flower bed,
the party raging on, above,

and imagine all your life, and past lives,
till you see them vividly. Then,
So,
it has come to this?

To understand a sensibility like Welch’s you 
have grasp what the post-war zeitgeist was like. 
An anti-authoritarian, natural-born anarchist 
like Lewy had endured the less than brilliant 
military hierarchy. They had seen sheer insanity 
of a civilization so proud of its technological 
prowess descend into mass murder on industrial 
level of efficiency, not once, but twice, in less 
than fifty years.

HISTORY
Every 30 years or so, Elders arm Children
with expensive weapons and send them away
to kill other children similarly armed.
Some do not return. Some return
maimed or terrified into madness.
Many come back brutal.
Nothing else changes.
Mr. Krupp got the whole works back
by producing a single document
from his briefcase.

The underrated Beat outlier John Clellon 
Holmes, in a 1965 essay, astutely contrasted 
Beats and Hippy/radicals: “Nonviolence, 
pacifism and reverence for life are mostly 
means for social action to young people today, 
whereas, to us, they were ends in themselves: 
you were nonviolent not because it was one way 
of changing institutions, but because it was the 
only way of remaining human.” (Nothing More 
to Declare, p. 139) 

They’d (the Beats) seen their Japanese 
American neighbors rounded up and put in 
glorified concentration camps for no good 
reason other than economic success and skin 
color. After learning in short order about the 
twin catastrophe’s of the Nazi Death Camps 
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and the dropping of the two atomic bombs on 
Japanese cities a way to remain human was a 
great need for those with the most sensitive 
antennea. How to retain a shred of hope?

COURSE COLLEGE GRADUATION 
ADDRESS
(1) Freak out.
(2) Come back.
(3) Bandage the wounded and feed
     however many you can.
(4) Never cheat.

In the summer of 1980 I back-packed with 
three friends into the good fishing lakes in the 
Flattops Wilderness area. I had one book with me 
D. T. Suzuki’s Zen Buddhism: Selected Writings, 
Edited by William Barrett. Barrett was the author 
of the popular introduction to Existentialism, 
Irrational Man. In his Introduction “Zen for 
the West” I found a crisp way to understand 
my impressions from five and half months in 
Europe, the wisdom I’d found in Persig’s Zen 
and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance and 
what Welch was trying to get at his his response 
to Plato’s The Cave. This poem is called: “HOW 
TO GIVE YOURSELF AWAY.” It was delivered 
at Glide Memorial Church, February 25, 1967 
as “THE SERMON OF GLADNESS.” (Keep 
in mind this is just before the so-called Summer 
of Love when hippies and wan-a-bee’s flocked 
to the Bay area. Glide is still there; still serving 
down and out, free floating bohos, and passers-
by, but its renown minister and civil-rights  
and peace activist Rev. Cecil Williams has 
stepped down.)

William Barrett basically said Western 
Civilization drives many of its most sensitive 
and creative citizens bat-shit crazy because 
its twin foundations are bat-shit crazy as the 
twin disasters of the Death Camps and the 
atomic bomb, not to mention the sheer numbers 
obliterated or maimed in the two World War’s 
killing fields, illustrate is also bat-shit crazy.

Of course Mr. Barrett is far more elegant in 
his formulation than my gonzo translation. Let 
us, now, let the man speak for himself:

“What we call the Western tradition is 
formed by two major influences, Hebraic 
and Greek, and both these influences are 
profoundly dualistic in spirit. That is, they 
divide up reality into two parts and set one 
part off against the other. The Hebrew makes 
his division on religious and moral grounds: 
God absolutely transcends the world, is 
absolutely separate from it; hence there 
follows dualisms of God and creature, the 
Law and the erring members, spirit and flesh. 
The Greek, on the other hand, divides reality 
along intellectual lines. Plato, who virtually 
founded Western philosophy single handed 
--Whitehead has remarked that 2500 years of 
Western philosophy is but a series of footnotes 
to Plato—absolutely cleaves reality into the 
world of the intellect and the world of the 
senses. The great achievement of the Greeks 
was to define the ideal of rationality for man; 
but in doing so, Plato and Aristotle not only 
made reason the highest and most valued 
function , they went so far as to make it the very 
center of our personal identity. The Orientals 
never succumbed to this latter error; favoring 
intuition over reason, they grasped intuitively 
a center of the personality which held in unity 
the warring opposites of reason and unreason, 
intellect and senses, morality and nature. So far 
as we as Westerners, we inherit these dualisms, 
that are part of us: an irrationally nagging 
conscience from the Hebrews, an excessively 
dividing rational mind from the Greeks. Yet 
the experience of modern culture, in the 
most diverse fields, makes them less and less 
acceptable.” p. ix

To this bad ju-ju craziness Welch echoed 
Thoreau and John Muir: “THE WAY OUT IS 
OUT.”
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In the summer of 1969 Welch observed 
to his good friend David Meltzer that direct 
apprehension of the staggering gift to live on 
Gaia and in relation to the life processes of Gaia 
was the source of his reverence for life. He put 
it this way: “In my life I have never found a 
need to wonder about whether or not there is 
a god, let alone believe in it. . . . I have always 
worshiped the planet. . . . It is this earth that I 
stand on, these trees, this sweet air, the lovely 
water I drink, the fish that swim in it . . . all of 
this is an endless wonder. But it is the see-er in 
us who as Stein put it, can ‘know themselves 
knowing it. We are the poets . . . .”

A culture that is too damned dumb to 
worship the ground it stands on and all the life 
processes of this integrated web of life, is likely 
to destroy its home, whether fast with nukes or 
slower with eco-cide. Either way it’s going to 
be a bummer, with too much thinking, hair-
splitting head-tripping, working all-the-time 
and illness produced by guilt about love and 
play. “THE WAY OUT IS OUT”

Last Word:
Welch’s poetic practice does not fall in the 

“deep image” school, but what might be called 
the deep clarity school. Drawing from what 
he learned from the Asians, William Carlos 
Williams and his intense study of Gertrude 
Stein Welch condensed it down to this: “I try 
to write accurately from the poise of mind 
which lets you see that things are exactly what 
they seem. I never worry about beauty, if it is 
accurate there is always beauty. I never worry 
about form, if it is accurate there is always 
form.” (p. 249. Big Sky Mind: Buddhism and 
the Beat Generation, Carole Tonkinson, ed.)

Responding to snide dismissal of West 
Coast free spirit, Asia oriented poets Rexroth 
once joked that they were the bear shit in 
the woods school of poetry and said it was 
probably true that there was very little if 
any bear shit in Morning Side Heights (i.e. 

Columbia University), but rather than this 
being a negative, Big Daddy Ken thought it 
was a virtue to go where bears live to take in 
all the smells. 

“THE WAY OUT IS OUT.”
In honor of Welch I hang with a crew that 

takes its name from his great poem “HE 
THANKS HIS WOODPILE, the Ancient order 
of Fire Gigglers. I often perform with a two 
poets and a guitar player from Gigglers. We 
call ourselves The Free Radical Railroad. 
In every audience there’s a ghostly presence 
cheering us on. He always says: THE WAY 
OUT IS OUT.

[The first two quotations and the later one 
responding to a question from David Meltzer 
are from The San Francisco Poets. (p. 208. p. 
209, p. 223). This interview is now available 
in an expanded and retitled book edited by 
David Meltzer called The San Francisco Beat, 
City Lights, 2001]
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SHORT REVIEWS by RD Armstrong

I rarely solicit books for reviews because 
I’m too damned slow a reader. Seriously, 
I think that’s why I write poetry…it’s short 
and (bitter) sweet. But poets send me copies 
of their books, or we trade, tho I don’t think 
anyone who has traded a copy of theirs for 
a copy of mine has ever written a review. 
But that doesn’t stop me from taking my 
one finger to their work…so here’s a few 
thoughts about a few books that I have read. 
I think you can find any of these books if  
you really want to.

8th & agony by rich ferguson

Two things I know for sure about Rich 
Ferguson: in the 15 years I’ve known him 
his outward appearance hasn’t changed much 
at all; and his performance of his poetry is 
still as heartfelt and emotional as ever. Rich 
is an excellent performer, which makes him 
an excellent Slam poet. So, imagine my 
surprise when I read this collection from 
Punk Hostage Press…Rich writes as well 
as he performs! See, in my experience, most 
performance driven poetry doesn’t read well 
off of the page; mostly I suspect because it 
isn’t designed to be read by anyone but the 
performer. This kind of poetry is designed 
to be oral, to be memorized…the written 
version of it looks more like a script, than 
a poem. But not Mr. Ferguson’s work. It 
reads as easily as it can be heard. I strongly 
recommend that you track down this book 
and, for that matter, if given the opportunity, 
go see him perform…you will be delighted 
on both counts!

And while I’m on the subject of this newcomer 
press, Punk Hostage, I’d also recommend 
tomorrow, yvonne by yvonne de la vega. 
Even though I haven’t seen the finished product, 
I did work as an editor, briefly, on the project 
and have some knowledge of both the poet and 

her work. So, I feel I can recommend her work 
without hesitation.

Fante – a memoir by dan fante

Over ten years ago, I interviewed Mr. Fante 
for my little magazine, the LUMMOX Journal 
(the precursor to this annual monster you hold 
in your hands). One of the questions I asked 
Dan at the time was what was it like living in 
the shadow of a great writer like his dad, John 
Fante? Dan told me that someday he would write 
about his dad and let the world know all about 
him. Well, world, consider yourself told. I had 
thought it would be about John’s life, which it 
is. But it also goes into Dan’s life as well. This 
is a no holds barred look into both of their lives, 
and it is chock full of anecdotes about John’s 
life as a scriptwriter in Hollywood and Dan’s 
days as a hustler out at P.O.P., an amusement 
park on the beach near Santa Monica; among 
other adventures.

It’s well-written and moves along at a good 
clip. I recommend it to anyone with a sense of 
Hollywood history and a curiosity about the 
man who wrote Wait Until Spring, Bandini.

below Zero by eduardo del valle

I was approached by Mr. del Valle to 
publish this collection of haibun and haiku 
about the rebuilding of the site of the twin 
towers. There is a much better review of it 
on page 197 by Jared Smith. I just want to 
throw in my two cents worth. I passed up 
publishing this book, not because I didn’t 
think it was good, but because I wasn’t sure 
I could give it the widest audience possible. I 
think it is both great and deserving of as big 
an audience as possible! 

Below Zero is about the progress of 
construction in the footprint of the World 
Trade Center towers in NYC next door to the 
architectural firm where Mr. de Valle works as 
an architect. Each day, as construction began 
on the rebuilding project, he would write a little 

REVIEWS
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piece on what he saw from his window, which 
looked down into the hole left by the WTC 
collapse.

While I have no stake in this project, nor any 
real connection to NYC, I was deeply moved by 
the events of 9/11 (get a copy of my epic poem 
RoadKill to understand my feelings). I wish I had 
published this manuscript. But more importantly, 
I wish Mr. del Valle all the best with it!

turn around don’t drown by marianne 
stewart / liFe FormS by anna badua

This is a fun little double sided book. The 
folks at Bank Heavy Press put these things 
together…I never could master the layout 
for such a book, being more of a self-taught 
traditionalist. Bank Heavy enjoys a popularity 
that LUMMOX has never had locally. And 
both Marianne and Anna are popular, in part 
because they are attractive young women. 
But they can write too. Hopefully, they will 
continue to write well and will write their way 

into the literary history of whatever town they 
end up in. Right now, they are elbowing up to 
the bar here in Long Beach. 

the Salvador-dali-lama exPreSS  
by mark terrill

Mark Terrill is no Johnnie-come-lately to 
the small press party. This ex-pat, living in 
Germany, continues to produce fine poetry and 
has been widely published. This slim volume 
is no exception to the rule. Published by Main 
Street Rag (another press doing a great job of 
standing out amid the hundreds of little outfits 
vying for your attention) in 2009, The Salvador-
Dali-Lama Express contains a wealth of ideas 
that Mark adroitly slips into your mind whilst 
your attention is elsewhere.

rednecK yoga by tim hunt

You might be a redneck/ if your idea of yoga/ 
is Downward Facing Log/…

Thus starts another feel good, tongue in 
cheek look at life through a poets eyes. Hunt 
plays with the colloquialisms of southern 
dialect, with obsessions like Twitter and other 
pop culture references in this chapbook from 
Finishingline Press. These are the light-hearted 
poems that some of my exes wish I’d write, 
instead of the dreary, observational crap that 
I focus on. I’m not a good ole boy…it’s good I 
don’t live in the south, I reckon! 

riot act by carl miller daniels

I published the author last year and he sent 
me this slim book of poems about dicks. No, 
not guys named Richard or private detectives, 
but penises. It’s really about obsession, 
something that I know all too well. It’s also 
about being queer in the very straight world 
of the south and how hard, er, difficult that is. 
Once you get past the “dick-fest” aspect of this 
book, you might gain some insight about what 
it’s like to ‘walk on the wild side’…if that’s 
what you are into.
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the hillS are alive – the mammary 
chronicleS by raundi kai moore-kondo  
& deanne brown

Yes, it’s a commentary about breasts and the 
people who love them. But it’s also about breast 
cancer and breast cancer awareness and how 
the proceeds from this book go towards cancer 
research. Apparently, aside from the fact that 
you can’t spell titillation without the word tit, 
mentioning breasts gets most men and more 
than a few women salivating like a Pavlovian 
dog. So, if you love them (or the women who 
have them) you can make a contribution to help 
preserve them and buy this chapbook.

80 grit by stePhen macomb

I heard this guy read in an open mic last 
spring I think it was. I really liked his work 
and wanted to get him into this LUMMOX but 
he slipped out the door before I could get to 
him. So this is all I can recommend. I like this 
chapbook. The poems are easy to read. It’s real 
meat and potatoes fair and a welcome change 
from all the fancy nouveaux cuisine out there.

FluoreScent StiltS For your uncle  
edited by wolf carstens

Up in Canada in the murky twilight of the 
great white north, sits a guy named Wolfgang 
Carstens. He runs a small press called Epic 
Rites. I helped him get started. I do that, 
sometimes. I’m a helpful SOB. Wolf returns 
the favor by attempting to keep me in the public 

eye by publishing my poetry. In this zine, he 
has published many of my favorite poets as 
well. It’s nice to be included in such a heady 
mix of poets: Rob Plath, Al Winans, Larry 
Gladeview, John Yamrus, David McLean, John 
Macker and Misti Rainwater-Lites. Wolf makes 
an appearance as well. It’s a veritable asylum of 
mixed nuts.

coFFee houSe conFeSSionS  
by ellaraine lockie

This is her tenth book of poems (published 
by Silver Birch Press), drawn from years of 
sitting in coffeehouses, observing while others 
live; doing what Ellaraine does best: watching, 
taking notes, some would say bearing silent 
witness while others might think, invading 
private space. The hallowed ground of the 
coffeehouse isn’t much different than that of a 
diner except that, like a library, it’s acceptable 
to spend hours reading or working on a 
computer, all the while sipping on a hot cup of 
joe. This is something that has become second 
nature to Ellaraine. She’s won awards for it! 
Wherever there is coffee and WiFi, there you 
will eventually find her. Go there now, she is 
waiting…try to be interesting, maybe she’ll 
write about you. 

the mermaid by christoPher mulrooney

This whimsical, tiny chapbook brings us 
a few wistful lines about mermaids along 
with some cute drawings by Heather Lowe. 
As a contribution to the canon of poetry, this 
collection is but a punctuation mark. But it 
is significant in my mind because it brings 
Johnnie B. Baker’s Budget Press back onto 
my radar. Like my own series, the Little Red 
Books, Budget Press’s books are quarter sheet 
sized little gems, micro-slices of literature 
from the small press of the late 20th and early 
21st century. I think of them as artifacts, and 
as such, worth tracking down. I’m sure Mr. 
Mulrooney and Mr. Baker would agree. 
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A REVIEW by Christopher Barnes

the non herein by michael mc aloran

Belfast Lapwing Press, £10 
This is an ambitious group of poems of 

considerable formal dexterity. An avant-garde 
tract of angst, night terrors, the quest for 
renewal and ultimate loss. The poems churn 
upon themselves in echoes. Half and distorted 
repetitions create unity across all of the poems 
which keeps the rhythm moving.

“Tracing the night’s
Parchment”.

And “Of the traces of –“are good examples. 
The language and grammatical units disconnect 
and are often left uncompleted which de-
familiarises our expectations of what words 
normally do.

“Absent…we’ll
…laughter till the lungs bleed dry of 

corrugated flowerings”. This enacts these poem’s 
themes concretely. Crafted into the dissonance of 
the physical language, is a sense of breathlessness 
and even fear. This is a series of poems of torture, 
mayhem, death and the realities of the body. The 
careful honing of lines and verses and the tense 
economy used create a shape that brings to my 
mind the genre New Music. Line endings and 
rhythms also create a sense of controlled and 
well-tested soundscapes.

“Choke
Of dust and of the
Parched sun
Of bled”.

These are difficult poems, ordinary 
perceptions are de-habituated. We are in a 
place broken which is a frightening at-the-edge 
experience. Though the end is a passing out,

“Fading wishful fading ever knowing 
none of it”.

It does not feel like the end because of the 
circularity of these poem’s psychological and 
visual cat’s cradles. The conscious voice in the 
set of poems could wake up at the beginning 

and start over.
The collection’s title holds within it its 

opposite ‘the herein’. The dichotomy between 
the internal/external seems to suggest a 
constant search to find meaning, connecting 
the persona’s internal life to the world in an 
Existential vacuum, a voice in the wilderness,

“And the brutal fist
Of the herein”, the poet adds, as well as 

the tension and confusion of verses like,
“Head non vast
Non herein
Scattered speeches of”, the central failed 

quest being to unite the two.
The first line “Into Echoing –“springs into 

action as ‘a shall we begin’, with the promise 
of the half-repetitions and turnings back that 
sustain these poem’s themes and obsessions. The 
line endings are quite brilliant. Look at how,

“Till severed
Knocking upon the
Bone chimes
Hollow” creates a psychological gap or 

gasp, a vertigo hangs on the use of the world 
“the”. There are instances of synaesthesia 
which show that we can’t trust the subject 
matter to stay stable, nor the senses,

“Breathless the eye”.
There is a mention of opiates and the 

experience is like a bad trip of the soul which 
can be used as a device to explain the unfamiliar. 
There is also the occasional suggestion of a 
struggle for faith.
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“(Bring out your dead)” seems apocalyptic, an
“The lightning
Of the upturned
Eyes”, could subtly reference religion, 

though the poems seem Nietzschen. There isn’t 
an ‘I’ in these poems, the closest we get to an 
identifiable persona is that some things are

“(Asked of)”. That in itself is a very 
radical challenge, there is only witnessing. The 
hinted at persona is

“Next to none
And nothing next”.

The poems haunt with lines like,
“Or a locket of
Shadow”, not quite sentimental, or 

entirely romantic in these contexts of visceral 
imagery and the poetry of the bodily real,

“Doused by final piss”.
There is great skill in the lines,

“Split skyline of
Heaving silences”, suggesting chasms 

that want to be alive and personified but lack 
the ability to connect their herein with their non 
herein. And the weight of the word “black” in,

“Breathing of the black pulse” is tonally 
(musically) disturbing as it fights with the “ck” 
“lse” glooping sounds.

The poem’s imagery is bleak, fragmentary 
and sometimes deadly,

“Ah bone wither”, but notice how 
carefully, how artfully the poet controls the 
havoc by means of fine articulation,

“Skull
Droplets of rampage
The dead eyes wastage of it”, even the 

chaos has style.
Meanings jump to their opposites,

“Ballast heart” implies the hope of 
safety, the heart as stable but later…

“Spew of the heart’s cancer”. There is a 
line where the gaps between words stretch into 
two spaces, a void for something to slip into 
that never comes, a visual representation of it. 
We are

“Lingering on the dice of loss”, chance 
has brought us here not self-making, which 
must therefore hold an absence of guilt.

“Echo
(None)
Echo
(None)” is a ghostly chorus of lack, 

deceptively simple but profound.
“Breath (Till Knock) -
Breath
The knock of absence” has dramatic 

urgency; with terror embedded but the knock is 
also a chasm, a vertigo. And like many quests, 
in the end there is nothing to find, nothing to 
know,

“Knowing of the which or when of 
naught” leaves mere disappointment.

The line
“Head of sand” is brilliantly Surrealist 

but as important as it is as an image, just as 
striking is its economy. But all things fall into 
each other,

“Smear of night
Till flesh smeared” is closer to 

Impressionism in its blurriness.
And the norms of narrative are skewed to be 

only potential narratives,
“Further back in till forage laughter” is 

merely a hint.
Some echoes are very subtle,

“Bone orchid” becomes
“Orchid

Orchid)” so we can’t read the “Orchid” 
without thinking of bones. And the line

“All along the walls the fathom refusing to 
scream of it” shouldn’t work. There is no 
natural caesura; the line has a magnet in it 
pulling us past the scream. Throughout these 
poems there is a need to grasp language in 
its meanings which forever change and are 
elusive. And whether language is decorative or 
destitute, making language unexpected is at the 
core of Michael Mc Aloran’s talent.
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TWO BOOKS REVIEWED 
by Michael Basinski

looKing For bora bora by ryki zuckerman

2013, 90 pages, Saddle Road Press.   
http://saddlerpadpress.com

In this place, in Buffalo, New York (not 
on the campuses or near them), in the city of 
Buffalo with streets and fire-hydrants, and 
chicken wings, there is absolutely no one 
who has manifested more spots for poets 
to present, hosted and created more poetry 
reading series for poets to spew the word of 
their work than the grand angel of poetry: 
ryki zuckerman.  For 35 years she had made 
it possible for the realm of the poem to reside 
in Buffalo.  She is one of the great culture 
workers of our state of the poem. She has 
made a place for poetry, a home.  Thank the 
gods of the poem that now we have this real 
poetry, a new book to hold and read: Looking 
for Bora Bora.  Each poem is polished and 

mature and this is most even and comfortable 
collection of poems. The perceptive economy 
makes this poetry piercingly precise.  Place, 
sure, Buffalo is it with the poet driving on our 
I-90 superhighway city loop of expressways.  
She imagines existing on Vulcan Street, 
Vulcan that mythological male, and what to 
find there, which is here in the poems, new 
sights, experiences, insights! It is always the 
poetic imagination making each minute the 
place of the poem.  Or the poet voyeuristically 
watching a young couple intertwined while 
pumping gas on the corner at the corner gas 
station. The poet is intertwined with the lovers 
in the place and places all about her and that 
link is made by the poet’s imagination stitching 
each word to the local locale of the everyday 
and everyplace. And each moment is place.  
A great book. Bora Bora is the imagination 
found. Look no more.  

niagara loSt and Found: new and Selected 
PoemS by e.r. baxter iii

2013, 223 pages, Abyss Publications.   
Write abysspublications@gmail.com  
or Abyss Publications, 32 Bray Farm Road North, 
Yarmouthport, MA 02675-1550. 

E.R. Baxter III is of that d.r. wagner and d.a. 
levy generation and his home base is Niagara 
Falls, New York. Niagara Falls is center to that 
“S” on that map with the Toronto of bpNichol at 
the top and the Cleveland of d.a. levy at the end.  
It is and they are the mimeo generation crowd. 
In the middle is Niagara F. Therefore, these 
poems are right there with information on the 
life, and life, and the living of it, and living it 
up in life. It is good information that the poems 
here -New and Selected- deliver. You can learn, 
good reader, which is to say from poetry comes 
how to and in what fashion to engage life. So 
being in the presence of Bob Baxter is being 
in literary history.  See him with cup of coffee: 
http://www.erbaxteriii.com/  And in this book 
of poems is a picture of him getting a haircut, 
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which is the most poetic of events. You are in 
one spot in a life altering experience.  But on to 
the poems, as if poems can be without a person 
who lives in a place, and the place is Niagara 
Falls, New York. These poems of Niagara Falls 
dominate part of Baxter’s mind with barrels of 
dare devils and Nik Wallenda. And the history 
of a place, lots of history of Niagara F. maybe all 
of it and its presence when being in someplace 
is the poetry.  It is great to have a poet be in 
one place in the world of too much moving from 
place to place.  Too much relocation. Place is the 
only poetry. To have place is a form of matured 
poetry, a culmination of art complex and refined, 
vintage. Roots are composition. And so are all 
those people drawn to the Falls are part of the 
landscape of these poems, rocking and roaring 
in parts, rapids rapiding of words. Ancient 
and history bursting and abandoned streets 
with saxophone musicians and Laundromats 
of postindustrial city.  And always the poet 
thinking and always the poet with the art of 
the word and imagination in composition. The 
river, the falls itself is form both changing and 
repeating. So there is the river and falls and 
here are the poems. Easy to get to and read 
with no guard rail. Falling in is a good thing. 
My favorite is “Mist” where the mist from the 
Niagara gorge envelopes the city 
and the city- well- then it is gone 
in the morning. The city and the 
fog! That simple: we are here, it 
is here, and then that place and 
us – disappear.  Place, I think 
that is what E.R. Baxter has to 
insist: it all moves along from 
one place to another. Of course, 
no one is just the place they are 
unless it is in mind and then the 
poet is pioneer explorer and a 
good hunk of this Baxter book is 
a poem called “God.”  It -God- 
is concept and what is explored 
via Baxter’s questioning mind. I 

have read over these years poems about Niagara 
Falls and some poems about history also and 
a few about other towns in New Jersey and 
Massachusetts, as I recall. But who might be 
the poet of my place of disinherited western 
New York and time and what does the poet 
of my place and time present as the occasion 
of poetry?  In this old industrial part of USA 
and other spots of pondering people saying: 
What gives?  It is Bob Baxter,  E.R.. Baxter III. 
Niagara Lost and Found is all of us.

*   *   *
REVIEW by Norman J. Olson

magician’S hat by william tremblay

Lynx House Press of Spokane, Washington at 
cnhowell@ewu.edu 

I have now finished reading through 
Magician’s Hat a couple times.... it is truly a 
fine, fine book... I am not much of a reviewer 
but, if I were to review it, I would give it five 
out of five stars... first: I love the fact that it 
is poetry about something besides the poets 
own ego... so much contemporary poetry is so 
excruciatingly confessional that it is painful to 
read... the biography as you bring it to the reader 
is an amazing and fascinating look, not only 

at an interesting historical / or 
art / historical personage, but at 
an interesting time and place... 
well, if properly written about, 
maybe all times and places are 
interesting... but the point is, the 
characters and their world come 
to life...

you get to know and care 
about the artist and the people 
around him and I feel some 
understanding of the conflicts 
in a patriot/hero... who has 
certainly feet of clay... I mean 
that all people have the capacity 
for great good and evil... but 
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the equation changes when machine guns and 
bombs are introduced... it is easy for me to 
babble on about the plight of the workers... I can 
do it with the authority of 20 factory years... but, 
yes, I know those fuckers too and the perfection 
- selflessness - even plain old decency one would 
hope for in an uncorrupted proletariat is often 
enough in short supply....

well, I come away thinking that for me, and 
yes the ego always has the last word... politics 
is something I must turn my back on... I am not 
willing, at least not now at age 65, to determine 
who is to live and who is to die... and that is 
a determination one makes by picking up 
the machine pistol... or being anything other 
than a pacifist... if the bombs had gone off 
and killed Trotsky... what then... he died soon 
enough anyway... and a revolutionary, even 
a reactionary one, must be ready for that... 
well, wrestling with the social system... with 
the creaking machinery of Catholic morality 
and political and Catholic amorality... there is 
bound to be a struggle and I think you bring 
that struggle strongly to life... without providing 
easy answers... well, I say bravo for raising 
these tough unanswerable questions...

Secondly... the writing is superb... in a true 
narrative poem... as in a novel or screenplay, 
the writing must become invisible and let the 
story bloom like a flower in the reader’s mind... 
these poems do that with masterful lines and 
images... the great fiend in the cathedral, for 
example... yes, I know the image from the 

painting, but see it in your poem through the 
painter/revolutionary/mortal protagonist’s 
watering eyes... artistically embryonic... or 
more accurately, not yet realized... spectral, 
haunting... scary.... in the jail, in the padded 
back seat of the 1950s sedan with armed thugs... 
in the politician or gangster’s office... dancing 
in New York drawing rooms...

well, all I can say is thanks for writing this... 
it is a fine piece of writing and a magnificent 
biographical excursion... from battlefield to the 
barrio to the cathedral, and back again...

*   *   *
THE TOWERS AT MIDNIGHT  

IN DECEMBER— 
REVIEW by Jared Smith

below Zero by eduardo del valle

Dialogos Books, an Imprint of Lavender Ink
Dialogos.com
Print ISBN: 978-1-935084-25-9; 2013; 98 pp., 
paper, $15
Ebook ISBN: 978-1-935084-26-6

Wars and the kind of tragedies that shake 
nations cannot be written of without the passage 
of sufficient time. For those who participate in 
such events or the rebuilding that follows them, 
a sort of post traumatic stress takes the words 
away for a decade or more before the images of 
that time begin to find a vocabulary. The first 
poems that emerged as major literature from 
the Vietnam period were probably those of 
Yusef Komunyakaa. The first poems to emerge 
as literature from the falling of the World 
Trade Towers and their rebuilding are those of 
Eduardo del Valle in Below Zero.

Mr. del Valle is a well-trained observer and 
student of poetry, but as a practicing architect 
as well, found himself drawn into the design 
and construction of the memorial tower that 
just this year had its spire raised above New 
York. From the deepest pits of the bedrock 
upon which that memorial to 9/11 now stands 
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to the stale offices where plans were laid out 
on paper, to the intricacies of its steel and wire 
and human infrastructure, he worked each 
day for six years on the building and paced its 
corridors with cockroaches and ghosts each 
evening. This is a masterful work.

As he recounts to his wife after his first day 
on the job, “I cannot possibly, not in any 
version of honesty/ fathom what it must’ve 
been like for them, what it is,/ forever will be 
like for the ones dearest left here,/ friends…
Their collapsed image…” And she told him 
to write, and so he did in order to find for 
himself and help us find for ourselves what 
had been lost and what was being built in its 
place and its memory. His characters are the 
living, the crowds on the street, the swaggering 
construction workers, the vendors and lovers 
who hold our society together—each one 
distinctly imaged and then lost as

by a nail
white clouds
framed…
faces collapsed

The whole is witnessed without hyperbole 
by an ageless newsvendor working from her 
stand  year by year, seeing everything through 
the same kind of blank eyeglasses Dr. T.J. 
Eckleburg’s poster lent to The Great Gatsby—
stoned non-judgmental through the ferocity of 
our nation’s progress.

The pencils, the file folders, and coffee 
machines are all laid out on the carpet as our 
monument begins to unfold, like the DNA of 
our species. The structure of the building as 
it rises has a “helix of piping” like the double 
helix of man’s structure, and is

silica laced
dust soup ripples
 off my boots.

The concrete is liquid stone that rises around 
Mr. del Valle as a co-worker finds him writing 

the beginnings of a poem while sitting at the 
drafting table in his office. The poem grows 
outward, as does the planning office, into the 
structure that rises day by day and year by year 
until all three become one.

The pain. The anger. The Shame. The 
latency of inhumanity. It’s all there…

Laid out yesterday between two ¼’ 
thick copper earthing plates, the first 
bare 500

MCM CU wire strands day’s first titian 
sunbeams…

All one burning mural of the American 
landscape in its most minute and massive 
architectural detail, built up from the primal 
rocks and crust of the earth, double-helixing in 
time so that the ghosts and voices and pasts of 
the old Twin Towers in their inferno co-exist 
within the new drive for purity.

I have never come across writing quite like 
this. The haiku/haibun mix is very effective, 
where the feelings spoken of are so intense and 
so far outside the written or spoken language 
we are familiar with that they fall between 
the grammatical structures or our commerce 
with insights flickering as fireflies or welding 
sparks, the spaces where meaning occurs 
rapidly dropping away beneath them into a 
nonlinear verbal seine net meant to catch what 
can be caught.

dragonfly lights
on a diamond
 in the mesh

or
high on a girder
arcs fusing steel
 swarms of fireflies

Not enough can be said. This is a book that 
should be read as we try to understand our time 
and the depth and sacred nature of language as 
new glass mirrors, corridors, and cubicles are 
put in place about us.
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TWO BOOKS BY MEL WEISBURD  

REVIEW by Alvaro Cardona-Hine
the gloria PoemS (a Short memoir oF a  
50-year marriage) by mel meisburd

Conflux Press, Prescott , Arizona, 2009
I must begin by mentioning the friendship 

between Mel and me that spans its own fifty-
some years.  We met in L.A. as young poets, 
editors, fathers with newly hatched children, 
employed in industries that had nothing to do 
with poetry.  We persevered, and here we are 
in our eighties, still sneaking a peek under the 
skirts of the imagination.

Gloria was a handsomely-chosen wife.  
Her photo on the cover of the book is posed, 
vibrant, beautiful, so young that one pauses 
over the image to wonder how it could be that 
she is no longer with us. But she is gone, and to 
deal with that loss, this little book comes to do 
her homage:

So easy is her face that I’m neither 
humbled nor enslaved
by her beauty and so full
is the short time, familiar, that soon
we find ourselves lying
on the lawns of the rest of our lives.

I must also say that Mel has led a difficult 
life, a life balanced not just on one razor’s edge 
but on two, for his work was in the field of 
environmental law enforcement, health research 
and education. There is no other way to say 
this: we, his friends, were privileged to witness 
his anguish over a burning desire to express 
himself, to be a poet.  Privileged because we 
saw him succeed brilliantly, all life-long doubts 
to the contrary. Praised be his courage!

The Gloria Poems begins chronologically. 
The first poem takes us back to 1955, when L.A. 
was the labyrinth he had to scan “for smoke 
and fumes from factories, a taste of corrosion 
and acid in my mouth...” and he meets her, who 

“shines like Manet’s painting/ Luncheon on the 
Grass...”

These poems have their formality in lines 
that say something, that don’t wander off 
into fantasies; the life he is describing, and 
the marriage that ensued, are real.  In his 
third poem he describes love-making with it 
awkward, blissful details:

So free making love
above the tree line
in the attic under the moon.

We gather loose ends of our lives
like driftwood washed ashore..

Our bodies have no borders
ankles on back of heels
fingers across army creases
wrists buried in hips
breast falling into hand
the endless shrubs of our ribs.

Mel describes marriage, friends, making a 
baby, life in Chicago, the tumor in her right 
breast “the scar of Chicago on her body,” 
described so tellingly in the poem “Preparing 
for Bed:”

Undressing in the lamplight
she is briefly naked...

The remaining breast turns shyly
to the side of the quartered man-side,
surprisingly fresh and coquettish.
The missing breast carves a crescent 
from us both and drifts somewhere
like a moon of lost gravity ...

Other poems detail trips, the return to L.A., 
the handsome house they bought in Brentwood, 
the love affair confessed to, the approaching 
grief, her death.  The poems lapse into no 
more than a human amount of self pity, they 
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describe conditions from a zone of fire endured 
with great courage, with visibility, with sorrow 
rinsed in the waters of resignation.

The book ends with a last section in prose that 
is a wonderful surprise.  It is called Dating Again 
and yes, he consults the dead Gloria about the 
possibilities of this or that woman. The answers 
come from the Gloria within him:

So that you don’t foul up on your return to 
square one, I will accompany you on your 
dates and advise who is worthy.  Because 
I’m within you, I can’t let you destroy us.

One’s hands tremble when putting this book 
down.

REVIEW by Nancy Shiffrin
what the smog insPector knows— a liFe 
oF windowS & mirrorS: Selected PoemS 
1948-2005 by mel weisburd

Conflu:x Press, 2005.  80 pages.  $15.00.
In this powerful retrospective selection of 

poems, Mel Weisburd dissolves his debts. 
He owes nothing to inquirers, inquistors and 
informers.  His “Kol Nidre” is testimony to a 
great secular Jewish tradition in the American 
Language. Weisburd was born in St. Paul 
Minnesota in 1927 and moved to Los Angeles 
in 1948.  He graduated from UCLA with a 
degree in English and became an Air Quality 
Control Engineer.  He wishes to “remain in the 
diaspora, to be free of all compromise and 
corruption of language, to have faith only in 
independent witness and relativity… When 
was the world stolen?” he asks. Weisburd 
writes on the border of art and science.  He 
looks outward for content and inward for 
meaning.  His crystalline lines and rhythms 
reclaim authenticity from the murk that passes 
for social discourse. 

Weisburd honors the great poet and teacher 
Thom McGrath without being worshipful.  In 
“Image Hill”, McGrath takes his class to Griffith 

Park to find material for poems. Eucalyptus, 
castor bean, manzanita do not interest Weisburd 
as much as the “the view of  Los Angeles 
hazed over below”.  Weisburd credits McGrath 
for encouraging him to look outward, to write 
clearly and courageously without “bullshititis”. 
Weisburd’s mother was “certified” for trying 
to kill him.  He has no evidence of her, not a 
sentence. He was raised by his laborer father.  
Most of the people in McGrath’s classes came 
from some kind of family dysfunction.  They 
were not asked to deny their experience, only to 
move beyond the limitations of the confessional. 
“In the beginning was the world, not the 
word”, Weisburd quotes McGrath in a prose 
afterward which will eventually become a 
memoir. Weisburd’s world includes the family 
he loves, his wife and best friend, Gloria, his 
daughter Stefi.  His poem, ”To Gloria, My 
Wife”, is an amazing paean to mature sensuality 
and attentive fatherhood, miraculous given his 
family history.  
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I lay in a paddy of her stomach
steeping in her
and fall into deep sleep 
while she is stretched over the gravity
that held us together, the universe
suddenly reorganized.

Later, in the same poem Weisburd describes 
“a sunlit daughter born to handle/the 
division in art and science/better than I.”

Weisburd uses his art to interrogate 
science. “Report From an Early L.A. Smog 
Inspector” is numbered sequence of fifteen 
poems which capture the sinister quality of 
L.A.’s romance with the auto, with oil, with 
the trappings of “progress”.   The date on these 
poems is 1956.  The voice here is prophetic 
though the poet does not berate or exhort.   He 
invites the reader to a state of awe and inquiry.  
When will we learn what The Smog Inspector 
knows, that “every state of matter enters 
the air…like puffs released from cannons 
like light off.”   He asks, “In a million years 
who will drill /for the oil of our rendered 
remains?  Quantity will far/exceed those 
of the dinosaurs, but for what use?/ What 
quality will it be?”

 
Order from Mel Weisburd westcoastbard@
yahoo.com.   Reach Nancy Shiffrin at
nshiffrin@earthlink.net

R
ai

nd
og



204 •  Number Two / 2013

Michael Adams, aka Crazy Cloud, was 
driving west from Pittsburgh when he hit the 
Rocky Mountains and his car gave out.  Thirty 
years later, and he’s still there, on the short 
grass prairie where the creeks run slow and the 
blizzards howl.  He’s the author of a bunch of 
books, mostly out of print.  His most recent books 
are Steel Valley (LUMMOX Press, 2010), and 
If You Can Still Dance With It (Turkey Buzzard 
Press 2012), both still in print.  Michael is an 
accomplished banjo player and a member of the 
poetry and music performance group, The Free 
Radical Railroad.  He lives with his wife Claire 
and their dog Terra in Lafayette, CO. (Mike 
passed away on September 26 —Ed)

Rachel Andrews works as a writer, critic, 
journalist, and lecturer based in Cork city, 
Ireland. Her writing has been published in 
literary journals including The Dublin Review 
(Ireland), and Earthlines (UK). Her essay, A 
New Wilderness at the Maze, which documented 
the destruction and the ruins of the infamous 
Maze prison in Northern Ireland, was recently 
announced winner of the inaugural Essay Prize 
at the Centre for Documentary Studies, Duke 
University, NC. She has an MA in Creative 
Writing (Non Fiction: Travel and Nature) with 
Bath Spa University in the UK. She lectures 
in journalism and literature at Griffith College 
Cork and other venues. 

RD Armstrong aka Raindog began his most 
recent incarnation as a poet in the early 90s.  
He has 18 chapbooks and 9 books to his name 
and has been published in over 300 poetry 
magazines, anthologies, blogs and e-zines.  
He also operates the LUMMOX Press which 
published the LUMMOX Journal for 11 years; 
the Little Red Book series (60 titles) and the new 
RESPECT series of perfect bound collections 
of poetry (34 titles and counting). Since 1995, 
Raindog has labored to serve the world of small 
press poetry and continues to do so to this day. 
LUMMOX is one of his newest projects. Visit 
the website at www.lummoxpress.com

Anna Badua has been published in several 
journals and magazines including Pearl, Chiron 
Review and the San Pedro River Review. She 
lives in Long Beach, CA.

Captain Barefoot is an unrepentant hippie 
living in the wilds of western Colorado attending 
Rainbow Gatherings, occasional Burning Man 
gatherings, and marching to the beat of a peace 
drum in a nation perpetually at war.

Christopher Barnes’ first collection 
LOVEBITES is published by Chanticleer. 
Each year he reads at Poetry Scotland’s 
Callender Poetry Weekend. He also writes art 
criticism which has been published in Peel and 
Combustus magazines. He has had over 2000 
poems published in many literary magazines 
including Symmetry Pebbles, Message In 
A Bottle, In-Stereo Press and New Linear 
Perspectives.

Michael Basinski is the Curator of the 
Poetry Collection of the University Libraries, 
University at Buffalo. He performs his work as 
a solo poet and in ensemble with BuffFluxus. 
Among his recent books of poetry are Piglittuce 
(Propolis Press - 2013), Learning Poem About 
Learning About Being A Poet (Press Board 
Press - 2012) and Trailers (BlazeVox - 2011).  
His poems and other works have appeared 
in many magazines including Dandelion, 
BoxKite, Antennae, Open Letter, Deluxe 
Rubber Chicken, First Offense, Terrible Work, 
Kenning, Lungfull, Tinfish, Score, Unarmed, 
Rampike, House Organ, Ferrum Wheel, End 
Note, Ur Vox, Damn the Caesars, Pilot, 1913, 
Filling Station, fhole, Public Illumination, 
Eccolinguist, Western Humanities Review, 
Big Bridge, Mimeo Mimeo, Nerve Lantern, 
Vanitas, Talisman, Yellow Field, and Poetry.

David Beckman’s chapbook, Language 
Factory of the Mind, was published by Finishing 
Line Press in 2012.  His poems have appeared 
in a number of journals and anthologies 
including Ambush Review, Spillway, and the 
Marin Poetry Anthologies for 2011 and ‘12. He 

BIOS
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is a two-time Pushcart Poetry Prize nominee.
Nick Belardes is illustrator of New York Times 

best selling novel West of Here (2011), author of 
Letters From Vegas (memoir: 2013), Random 
Obsessions (nonfiction: 2009), Lords (2004), 
and the first Twitter Lit, Small Places (2008). 
Nick currently teaches for Memoir Journal’s The 
(In)visible Memoirs Project, where he and his 
students have been featured in Memoir Journal’s 
anthology: I Speak From My Palms (2013). He 
has performed at the Beat Museum, MTV’s 
Rock N’ Read, art galleries, coffeehouses, pizza 
houses, bookstores, and more.

John Bennett’s latest three books from 
Hcolom Press http://www.hcolompress.com/
Books.html are: The Book of Shards; Born 
into Water; Short Jabs. His novel Children 
of the Sun & Earth will be released in Czech 
translation in the summer of 2013 from Mata 
Publishers, Prague.

Linda Benninghoff has published most 
recently in Spirits, The Vermillion Literary 
Project and Mipoesias. She has an MA in 
English with an emphasis on creative writing 
from Stony Brook.

Jennifer Jackson Berry lives in Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania. Recent poems have appeared 
or are forthcoming in Harpur Palate, Stone 
Highway Review, 5AM, Main Street Rag, Jet 
Fuel Review, Amethyst Arsenic, and Mead, 
among others.  She is the author of the 
chapbooks When I Was a Girl (Sundress 
Publications, forthcoming in 2013) and Nothing 
But Candy (Liquid Paper Press, 2003).

Byron Beynon lives in Swansea, Wales. 
His work has appeared in several publications, 
including Agenda, London Magazine, San 
Pedro River Review and Poetry Ireland Review. 
His most recent collection is Human Shores 
(Lapwing Publications, Belfast).

Chris Bodor has been pumping out poems 
since he began his first post college fulltime job 
in 1993. His words have been translated into 
French and over the years he has published 7 

anthologies under his own imprint Poet Plant 
Press. Chris and his wife Mary Beth have 
resided in St. Augustine, Florida since 2003. 

John Brantingham has been featured on 
Garrison Keillor’s Writer’s Almanac and has 
had hundreds of poems published in magazines 
in the United States and England. His books 
include the short story collection, Let Us All 
Pray Now to Our Own Strange Gods (World 
Parade Books, 2012) and the crime novel Mann 
of War (Oak Tree Press).

April Michelle Bratten currently lives in 
Minot, North Dakota, where she co-edits Up 
the Staircase Quarterly. Her first full length 
collection, It Broke Anyway, was released from 
NeoPoiesis Press in 2012.

John Bush is the former director of the Words 
Work Network,  former Associate Editor 
for Critique Magazine’s Writers on Writing and 
has been Chairperson for the Georgia Writer’s 
Association’s Writing in the Schools and Young 
Georgia Writers. He has had work appear in The 
Comstock Review, 2River View, Del Sol Review, 
Story South, among others, and in a couple 
anthologies: O’Georgia and Shout Them From 
the Mountain Tops. He’s also served as judge 
for several state poetry contests. His interviews 
with Peter Elbow, Lee Odell, and Billy Collins 
appear in Critique Magazine. 

Carly Bryson grew up in the deserts of west 
Texas and now lives in Houston. She writes 
poetry and prose and is the author of the poetry 
collection “Bandana Wasteland”. Her work 
has been published in numerous journals and 
several anthologies.

Calokie is a retired LAUSD teacher. He was 
born during the depression in Oklahoma and 
came to California in 1959 and has lived here 
ever since. His pen name was inspired by the 
Joads’ struggle for survival in The Grapes 
of Wrath and the songs and life of Woody 
Gutherie…His poems have been published in 
Blue Collar Review, Pearl, Prism and also in the 
anthologies, AN EYE FOR AN EYE MAKES 
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THE WHOLE WORLD BLIND and In the 
Arms of Words: Poems for Tsunami Relief.

Don Kingfisher Campbell is a long-time 
instructor for the Los Angeles Unified School 
District and the Upward Bound Program at 
Occidental College, host of Saturday Afternoon 
Poetry in Pasadena, editor of the San Gabriel 
Valley Poetry Quarterly and organizer of the 
San Gabriel Valley Poetry Festival. Currently 
completing an MFA Degree in Poetry at 
Antioch University, Los Angeles.

Pris Campbell’s poetry has appeared in 
numerous journals such as PoetsArtists, Wild 
Goose Review, The Dead Mule, Boxcar Poetry 
Review and LUMMOX Press. She has received 
three Pushcart Nominations, other honors and 
has published seven collections of poems. The 
most recent is Shadows Trail Me Home, in 
collaboration with Scott Owens, published by 
Clemson University Digital Dress. Two of her 
books, Sea Trails and Hesitant Commitments, 
are still available through LUMMOX Press 
online. Raised in a small town in South 
Carolina, she worked as a clinical psychologist 
in the Midwest, Hawaii, New England and 
Florida before sidelined by ME/CFS in 1990. 
She currently makes her home in West Palm 
Beach, FL with her husband. She is a member 
of the American Society of Poets.

Doritt Carroll is (unfortunately) a lawyer 
and (fortunately) the mother of two daughters. 
She received her undergraduate and law degrees 
from Georgetown University. Her collection In 
Caves was published in 2010 by Brickhouse 
Books. Her poems have appeared in Coal City 
Review, Poet Lore, Nimrod, Slipstream, Rattle, 
Plainsongs, Poetry Depth Quarterly, Maryland 
Poetry Review, Explorations, Negative 
Capability, Poet’s Canvas, Illuminations, The 
Baltimore Review, Journal of Formal Poetry, 
and Harlequin Creature. Her poem motherlove 
appeared in the Fuck Poems anthology by 
Lavender Ink.

Peter Carroll is the author of a new collection 

of poetry, A Child Turns Back to Wave: Poetry 
of Lost Places, which won the 2012 Prize 
Americana from the Institute for American 
Popular Culture and was published last year 
by Press Americana. His poems have appeared 
recently in Sand Hill Review, PoetryBay, 
American Atheneum, Written Rivers: A 
Journal of Eco-Poetics, Long Island Quarterly, 
and New Mexico Poetry Review. 

Alvaro Cardona-Hine is a painter, 
composer and poet. He was born in 1926 in 
Costa Rica, but moved to L.A. at the age of 13. 
He has published numerous books of poetry, 
translations and criticisms, including Thirteen 
Tangos for Stravinsky, a memoir, A Garden of 
Sound, poetry, and Phantom Buddha, a novel. 
He lives in New Mexico.   

Alan Catlin has been publishing since the 
70’s; from mimeos to the Internet. He has 
published over sixty chapbooks and full length 
books of prose and poetry, the most recent 
being the full length book of poetry combining 
four, thematically related chapbooks, is “Alien 
Nation.” Among is many awards, his work was 
named, twice,The Most Neglected Book of the 
Year” by legendary small press editor, Marvin 
Malone of Wormwood Review. He is currently 
the poetry editor of the online poetry journal 
misfitmagazine.net.

Grace Cavalieri was awarded the George 
Garret Award, 2013 from The Associated 
Writing Programs. Other honors include The 
Bordighera Prize, Pen Fiction, Columbia 
Award, Allan Ginsberg Award and Paterson 
Award for  Excellence. She produces and hosts 
“The Poet and the Poem from the Library of 
Congress” for public radio.

Joe Chandler was born in the South and has 
lived in various parts of it for most of his life, 
with brief detours to New Mexico, Colorado 
and the Adirondacks. He previously published 
poetry and prose poetry in Eclectic, The Cranes 
of Ibycus and The Clay Tablet, and was a 
journalist in two daily metropolitan newspapers. 
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He is a public school English teacher and lives in 
Dawson County, Georgia, in the foothills of the 
Appalachians.  He earned a Masters of English 
Lit. Degree from Georgia State.

Ed Coletti recently has had work 
in  ZYZZYVA and  Spillway.  Internet presence 
includes ″No Money In  Poetry.”   When Hearts 
Outlive Minds, was released June 2011. Germs, 
Viruses, and Catechisms is being published 
by Before The Wheel Press (San Francisco) 
during August 2013. He lives in Santa Rosa, 
CA.

Jackie Craven has published her writing in 
The Berkeley Fiction Review, Existere, The 
Fourth River, Pearl, and many other journals. 
She is the author of two books on interior 
design and writes the architecture pages for 
About.com. Visit her at JackieCraven.com  

I am Shebana Coelho, a writer and filmmaker. 
My work has been published in Chronogram 
magazine, Word Riot, the anthology, Beyond 
Forgetting: Poetry and Prose about Alzheimer’s 

Disease (Kent University Press, foreword 
Tess Gallagher), NPR’s On Being blog, 
Albuquerque’s The Rag, Sin Fronteras Journal, 
Time Out Mumbai and The O&P Edge. I 
received a 2004 Fiction Fellowship from the 
New York Foundation for the Arts (NYFA), 
a 2005 Jerome Foundation Emerging Artist’s 
Fellowship and a 2007 Fulbright Research 
grant to experience and record everyday life 
in nomadic communities in Mongolia.  My 
website is www.shebanacoelho.com

Blair Cooper is a native New Mexican, 
growing up in Santa Fe and living many years in 
Las Cruces where she was an English instructor 
at New Mexico State University. Returning to 
Santa Fe, she lives in the old adobe family home 
and enjoys the wonderful community of poets 
and the natural environment, frequently hiking 
with her husband in the mountains. She is 
currently working on a poetry collection.  Her 
poems have appeared in El Ojito, Sin Fronteras, 
New Mexico Poetry Review, Adobe Walls, 
LUMMOX.

Tulsa-born, Karen Cooper worked for 
the Smithsonian’s National Museum of the 
American Indian and museums in Connecticut, 
Maryland, and Oklahoma. She has a Master 
of Liberal Studies from the University of 
Oklahoma. Published works include Fault Line 
(Oklahoma Writers Federation 2010 Best Book 
of Poetry), Spirited Encounters (AltaMira 
Press), and a co-edited Cherokee anthology.

DB Cox is a writer/musician from South 
Carolina. He is liked, but not well-liked by 
most of the tenants of the Octagon House 
Apartments. He has been selected as the Best 
Blues Guitarist on Woodrow Street for three 
years running.

Ann Curran is author of the chapbook 
Placement Test (Main Street Rag) and the 
forthcoming Me First from LUMMOX Press. 
Her poetry has appeared in Rosebud Magazine, 
U.S. 1 Worksheets, The Main Street Rag, Off 
the Coast, Blueline, Third Wednesday, Ireland 
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of the Welcomes, Commonweal Magazine and 
others, as well as in a number of anthologies. 
She holds degrees from Duquesne University. 
She taught at Duquesne and the Community 
College of Allegheny County and was a staff 
writer for the Pittsburgh PostGazette and 
Pittsburgh Catholic, and longtime editor of the 
award-winning Carnegie Mellon Magazine.

Christine DeSimone was born in Hollywood, 
California in 1977. She is a fourth-generation 
Angeleno. She earned a B.A., magna cum laude, 
in Political Science from Chapman University, 
and a J.D. from the University of California, 
Hastings College of Law. She has lived in San 
Francisco since 1998. When not practicing law, 
she spends her time traveling and has been to 
26 countries and four continents so far. 

Karen Douglass is a Colorado writer. This is 
her second appearance in LUMMOX. She has 
published several short fiction pieces, many 
poems, a collection of short fiction, Bones 
in the Chimney, and five books of poetry. 
The most recent is Two-Gun Lil. She has an 
MA in English Lit and an MFA in Creative 
Writing (Vermont College). She is a member of 
Lighthouse Writers’ Workshop and Colorado 
Independent Publishers Association. You can 
visit her blog and publication list at www.
kvdbooks.com.

Doug Draime’s most recent full-length 
collection is More Than The Alley (Interior 
Noise Press). Also, available are 4 chapbooks: 
Dusk With Carol (Kendra Steiner Editions), 
Rock ‘n Roll Jizz (Propaganda Press), Los 
Angeles Terminal: Poems 1971-1980 (Covert 
Press), and an online chap, Speed of Light 
(Right Hand Pointing Press). 

Janet Eigner’s most recent book is What 
Lasts is the Breath, (Black Swan Editions). Her 
poems have appeared in Adobe Walls, Blue Mesa 
Review, Earthships, Echoes, Hawaii Review, 
Manzanita, Mudfish, Natural Bridge, NM Poetry 
Review, Poets Against the War, Sagarin Review, 
Santa Fe Literary Review, The Daily Bleed. 

Dan Fante is the author of 11 published books 
including poetry, short stories and plays. Of his 
most recent novel, Point Doom, Publisher’s 
weekly said, “A hard-edged he-man action 
novel. Readers on the lookout for the unusual 
have got their summer read.”

Patricia Fargnoli, a former New Hampshire 
Poet Laureate, has published three award-
winning collections of poetry and three 
chapbooks. Her latest book is Then, Something, 
Tupelo Press 2009. Her new book, Winter, will 
be published by Hobblebush Books in fall, 
2013. She’s received a Macdowell Fellowship 
and an honorary B.F.A. from The New 
Hampshire Institute of Art. Over 300 of her 
poems have been published in such journals as: 
Ploughshares, Massachusetts Review, Alaska 
Quarterly, Image, Poetry.

Luka Fisher is a Los Angeles based visual 
artist known for his frequent collaborations, 
use of mixed media and design work for bands 
(Feral Kizzy, The Sixth Son and others). His 
work has been published in numerous art and 
literary magazines including Nat Brut and 
has been shown at the Arizona Museum of 
Youth. Luka began drawing and painting while 
studying Russian literature in St. Petersburg 
and Kazan and considers himself an American-
Russian artist. Follow his exploits at---http://
lukafisher.tumblr.com

Michael C Ford’s last five volumes are out of 
the ION DRIVE PUBLISHING catalogue: The 
Marilyn Monroe Concerto, To Kiss The Blood 
Off Our Hands, The Demented Chauffeur, Las 
Vegas Quartet and San Joaquin County Solutions: 
this last title being a collaborative effort between 
the author and Sacramento Delta prize-winning 
photojournalist Rose Albano Risso. Atonal Riffs 
to a Tone-Deaf Borderguard was published in 
2012. The 2013 entry is a compilation of his 
American street poetry entitled Crosswalk 
Casserole. Both of these more recent titles are 
published as part of the Lawn Gnome Books 
catalog in Phoenix, Arizona.
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Adelle Foley is a retirement administrator, an 
arts activist, and a writer of haiku. She is on the 
board of Poetry Flash. Her column, “High Street 
Neighborhood News,” appears monthly in The 
MacArthur Metro. Her poems have appeared 
in various magazines, in the textbooks, An 
Introduction to Poetry and Literature: An 
Introduction to Fiction, Poetry, and Drama, 
and in Columbia University Press’s internet 
database, the Columbia Granger’s World of 
Poetry. Along the Bloodline is her first book-
length collection. Beat poet Michael McClure 
has said that “Adelle Foley’s haikus show us 
humanity. Their vitality and imagination shine 
from her compassion; from seeing things as 
they truly are.”

Jack Foley’s radio show, Cover to Cover 
is heard on KPFA every Wednesday at 3; his 
column, “Foley’s Books,” appears in the online 
magazine Alsop Review. He has published 
12 books of poetry, 5 books of criticism, a 
chronoencyclopedia of California poetry from 
1940 to 2005, and a book of translations of 
work by the French singer /songwriter, Georges 
Brassens. With his wife Adelle he performs his 
work frequently in the San Francisco Bay Area 
and elsewhere. With Clara Hsu he co-edits the 
new poetry press, Poetry Hotel Press: www.
poetryhotelpress.com. EYES, Foley’s Selected 
Poems, is forthcoming from Poetry Hotel Press. 
www.jack-adellefoley.com/ 

Llyn Foulkes was born in Yakima, WA 
in 1934. He lives in Los Angeles. Went to 

school at Central Washington State College in 
Ellensburg, WA and studied art at Washington 
State and at Chouinard Art Institute. He is a 
widely recognized artist in the Pop Art school 
and has had numerous exhibitions beginning in 
the mid-sixties. Mr. Foulkes was kind enough 
to allow LUMMOX to use this painting.

Amélie Frank, third-generation daughter 
of Los Angeles and New Deal dreams, is 
the author of five poetry chapbooks. She has 
been honored by the City of Los Angeles and 
received the Beyond Baroque Distinguished 
Service Award for her work in the Southern 
CA poetry community. Her publishing credits 
include, Sparring with Beatnik Ghosts, 
RedDanceFloor, 51%, The Moment, Sabado 
Gigante, The Rug, LUMMOX Journal, Beyond 
Baroque Magazine and Poetic Diversity.

Bill Gainer contributes to the literary scene 
as a writer, editor, promoter, publicist and 
poet. He has read and worked with a wide 
range of poets and writers, from the emerging 
to the nationally known. Gainer has won the 
San Francisco Beat Museum’s Poetry Contest 
and the Sacramento News and Review’s Flash 
Fiction Contest. He currently edits for the 
Penn Award winning R.L. Crow Publications 
and hosts Poetry with Legs in Sacramento, 
California. His latest book is The Fine Art of 
Poisoning. Visit him at billgainer.com

Matt Galletta lives in upstate NY. He 
brews his own beer so he never has to leave 
the house. Find him at www.mattgalletta.com. 
Jerry Garcia is a poet, photographer and 
filmmaker from Los Angeles, California who 
earns his living as a producer of television 
commercials and motion picture previews.  
Jerry has been a co-director of the Valley 
Contemporary Poets and served as a member 
of Beyond Baroque’s Board of Trustees.  His 
poetry and photography have been seen in 
various journals including The San Pedro 
River Review, Chaparral, The Chiron Review, 
Askew, Palabra Magazine, Dead Flowers: A 
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Poetry Rag and KCET’s Departures: Poetry 
L.A. Style.

Joe Gardner was born in June of ’74, in San 
Bernardino, CA.  At the age of two he moved to 
Modesto, CA. At 13 he moved to L.A. County, 
to East Lakewood, CA. There he graduated 
from Artesia High School in ’92. From ’93 to 
’96 he was a paratrooper in the United States 
Army. From ’96 to present he has walked the 
blue collar roads of America.  Joe has previously 
been published in ModernDrunkard Magazine, 
The San Gabriel Valley Poetry Quarterly, and 
LUMMOX Number One.

Susan Gardner is a poet, painter, 
photographer and literary editor. Her first 
poetry was written in Japanese calligraphy, 
later followed by works in English and Spanish. 
She lives in Santa Fe, New Mexico. Her fifth 
book, To Inhabit the Felt World, was awarded 
the 2013 Eric Hoffer Book Award, honorable 
mention for poetry and is a finalist for the Da 
Vinci Eye Prize. The citation reads in part,” 
these poems make us want to believe in the 
human project—the words breathe and beat 
with music and electricity.”

Taylor Graham has been a volunteer search-
and-rescue dog handler for over 35 years, 
training her German Shepherds to find missing 
people - lost hunters and hikers, victims of 
earthquake, drowning, and homicide. Her 
poetry appears widely in small press, and 
she’s included in the anthologies Villanelles 
and California Poetry: From the Gold Rush to 
the Present (Santa Clara University). Her book 
The Downstairs Dance Floor was awarded the 
Robert Phillips Poetry Chapbook Prize.

Robert Greenfield, like many L.A. poets, 
led a checkered life. Born of strict Calvinist 
parents in Waupun, WI at the beginning of 
WWII, Robert eventually made his way to Los 
Angeles where he began a teaching career. In 
his thirties he began to write poetry, due to 
discovering the joys (and sorrows) of Marijuana. 
This delusional state led him to run afoul of the 

law and he spent 18 months in county jail. In 
his later years, he produced “The Greenfield 
Code”, a 1 hour public access TV show that 
featured 100s of poets. He had over 100 poems 
published in print and online.

John Greiner’s fiction and poetry have 
appeared in numerous magazines.  His 
collections of short stories include Shooting 
Side Glances (ISMs Press, Manchester, UK) 
and Relics From a Hell’s Kitchen Pawn Shop 
(Ronin Press, London, UK).  

Steve Gross has survived atom bomb 
parties in the Nevada desert, radioactive seeds 
to shrink a tumor, the threat of atomic warfare 
during combat along the Suez Canal, and a 
life-long affair with literature, particularly 
poetry. This, among other mishaps in life, has 
left him with insufferable heartache and a type 
of chronic ecstasy leading to nearly incurable 
hiccups. To support his poor choices, he 
works as a grant writer and lives in Downey, 
CA with a chimeric Curandera and a shape 
shifting step-dog.

Ryan K. Guth teaches English at the 
University of Memphis Lambuth campus in 
Jackson, Tennessee. His first full-length poetry 
collection, Home Truths, was published in 2006 
by the Alsop Review Press, and he has recently 
completed his second book, Body and Soul, a 
novel in verse set partly in New Mexico. Poems 
of his have previously appeared in LUMMOX, 
Iron Horse, Bryant Literary Review, and other 
journals. He lives in Jackson with his wife 
Elizabeth and his son Spencer.

Vijali Hamilton has dedicated her life as a 
peacemaker. She collaborates with diversified 
communities and utilizes her skills as a 
sculptor, filmmaker, poet, musician, and author 
to further this mission. Vijali started her World 
Wheel Project in 1986 circling the planet as 
she works with the arts in her quest for world 
peace.

Clarinda Harriss is a Professor Emeritus 
of English at Towson University.  She is the 
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author of 5 poetry collections and 2 academic 
books.  For 40 years she has directed BrickHouse 
bks inc and worked with prison writers.

Mark Hartenbach’s latest book is Bring Me 
the Head of Marko X from Oneiroes Press. His 
drawings have appeared all over the net and in 
small press journals and chapbooks for over a 
decade. 

j/j hastain’s writing has most recently 
appeared in Caketrain, Trickhouse, The 
Collagist, Housefire, Bombay Gin, Aufgabe 
and Tarpaulin Sky. j/j has been a guest lecturer 
at Naropa University, University of Colorado 
and University of Denver.

Gil Hagen - Hill is a poet and an actor. He 
is a long time LUMMOX Press friend and was 
published numerous times in the LUMMOX 
Journal in its monthly incarnation. He has 
appeared in LUMMOX press’ on line “Dufus”. 
He and Rain Dog have read together many 
times at many venues. He is currently working 
with RD on collection of poetry tentatively 
titled “Circle Of Bones”. He has been published 
in anthologies and Journals including Hazemat 
Literary Review, Verses, Schuylkill Valley 
Arts, Last Call: Legacy of Bukowski.

Doug Holder’s work has appeared in Rattle, 
Main Street Rag, Endicott Review, the new 
renaissance, The Boston Globe Magazine 
and elsewhere. He teaches writing at Endicott 
College in Beverly, Mass. and Bunker Hill 
Community College in Boston. He founded the 
Ibbetson Street Press in 1998.

When Tim Hunt was a boy in Calistoga 
and Sebastopol, they were much farther 
from San Francisco than they are now. His 
publications include the collection Fault Lines, 
the forthcoming The Tao of Twang, and the 
chapbooks Lake County Diamond, Redneck 
Yoga, and Thirteen Ways of Talking to a Black 
Bird. Central Illinois, where he lives these days, 
offers stunning vistas of corn.

Leanne Hunt fakes a chemistry degree 
during the day and adulthood in front of her 

daughter. She is published in Don’t Blame the 
Ugly Mug from Tebot Bach and was a Poet of 
the Month for Moon Tide Press.

Claire Ibara’s poetry has appeared in Thrush 
Poetry Journal, Blue Fifth Review, and Poetic 
Pinup Revue. She is also a contributor to the 
anthology Point Mass by Kind of a Hurricane 
Press. She is currently in the MFA Creative 
Writing Program at Florida International 
University.

M. J. Iuppa lives on a small farm near the 
shores of Lake Ontario. Her most recent poems 
have appeared in Poetry East, The Chariton 
Review, Tar River Poetry, Blueline, The Prose 
Poem Project, and  The Centrifugal Eye, 
among others. Recent chapbook is As the 
Crows Flies (Foothills Publishing, 2008) and 
second full length collection, Within Reach, 
(Cherry Grove Collections, 2010); Forthcoming 
prose chapbook Between Worlds (Foothills 
Publishing) She is Writer-in-Residence and 
Director of the Visual and Performing Arts 
Minor program at St. John Fisher College, 
Rochester, NY.

Mary Strong Jackson lives in Santa Fe, NM 
where she practices poetry, and is employed at 
a psycho-social rehabilitation facility for adults 
with chronic mental illness and/or drug and 
alcohol recovery. Her work has been published 
in England and the United States in anthologies 
and various small presses.

Gary Jacobelly uplink-lock 
filename garyajacobelly:format begin: 
//#36873configure:bio mode:
Gary Jacobelly is stored in the basement of a 
windowless office building in the south bay. He 
is quite beautiful:/awaiting new protocol 

Perseverance furthers
My name is Edward Jamieson, Jr. I was the 

poetry editor for the old LUMMOX Journal for 
three years. I’ve been a poet for many years 
and have been published in many magazines 
including the old LUMMOX Journal.

Jackie Joice is the author of two books 
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Kanika’s Burdens and Green Grapes Black 
Hands.

Frank Kearns was raised in New England. 
He was transformed into a Southern Californian 
by time in Venice, years at the Bethlehem 
Steel mill in Vernon, and a long career in the 
aerospace industry. He lives and writes in 
Downey, California.

The elusive tejano poet Lalo Kikiriki was 
born in Oklahoma and grew up in Texas, 
winning prizes in painting and poetry at College 
of Idaho in the 60’s. After eight years at Pacifica 
Radio in Houston, producing the popular 
Mandy in the Morning drivetime show, lalo 
moved to L.A., was a member of the Barnsdall 
and Bardic Poetry Circles, and has performed 
at venues all over Southern California. lalo is 
the author of two self-published chapbooks, Old 
Movies/Other Visions (with Pam Palmer, 1979) 
and New Stuff (1981, revised 1993) and earned 
a Masters Degree in Humanities at California 
State University in 2007.

Robert King has published 5 chapbooks 
and two full-length books–Old Man Laughing 
(Ghost Road Press, 2007) and Some of These 
Days (Conundrum Press, 2013). He lives in 
Greeley, Colorado, where he directs the website 
www.ColoradoPoetsCenter.org. His website is 
http://robertkingpoet.com

Jen Kindbom is the author of A Note on the 
Door from Finishing Line Press and Cadabra, 
which is pending from Cascadia Publishing 
House. Her poems have appeared in Connotation 
Press, Perigee, Literary Mama, and others. She 
served as the editor of Floorboard Review, and 
currently resides in Wooster, Ohio.

Mina Kirby is a retired mathematics 
professor. She has survived a broken washing 
machine, a broken back and a broken heart, 
all of which provide rich material for writing. 
Plagued with health problems in recent years, 
her writing is part of coming back to life. She 
lives in Altadena with her husband, daughter, 
two cats, a pet rat, and too many spiders.

Diane Klammer from California, now lives 
in Boulder. She is married with two grown 
children. Diane taught Biology before becoming 
a Counseling Psychologist. She currently does 
both, teaching in the field for Boulder County 
Open Space and as a Senior Peer Counselor for 
Mental health partners. Her first love is writing. 
New work is in Rattle, LUMMOX and recently 
published anthology, IN New Light from NISA 
in Canada. Her book of poems, Shooting the 
Moon, is available from Monkey Puzzle Press.

Steve Klepetar teaches literature and 
creative writing at Saint Cloud State University 
in Minnesota.  His work has appeared widely in 
the U.S. and other countries around the world. 
His latest book is Speaking to the Field Mice, 
from Sweatshoppe Publications.

Ron Koertge writes poetry for everyone and 
fiction for teenagers.  His latest book of poems 
from Red Hen Press is “The Ogre’s Wife.”  His 
latest from Candlewick Press is re-visited fairy 
tales: “Lies, Knives, and girls in Red Dresses.”

Brent Leake lives in Salt Lake City, Utah. 
He works for the County of Salt Lake trying 
like hell to keep folks out of jail and out of the 
criminal justice system. When that’s not going 
well, he’s hooked on graphic novels.

Laura Muñoz-Larbig received a Bachelor’s 
Degree in English with an emphasis in Creative 
Writing and an Adult Education Preliminary 
Credential in English, both from CSULB. Her 
writing degree fulfilled a life-long passion with 
the writing craft that began when she was eleven 
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years old. Some of her poetry was published in 
college anthologies the late ‘70s; poetry, a short 
story, and prose for The Eye (freebie arts & 
entertainment newspaper in Long Beach) in the 
‘80s and a poem for the Bolsa Chica anthology 
to benefit the wetlands in 2000. When the 
economy fell apart, Laura became homeless 
and lived in her car for several years.  She 
has written several poems about her homeless 
experiences.

Kyle Laws’ poems, stories, and essays 
have appeared in magazines for thirty years, 
with four nominations for a Pushcart Prize.  
Chapbooks include George Sand’s Haiti (co-
winner of Poetry West’s 2012 award), Storm 
Inside the Walls (little books press), Going into 
Exile (Abbey Chapbooks), Tango (Kings Estate 
Press), and Apricot Wounds Straddling the Sky 
(Poetry Motel’s Suburban Wilderness Press).  
She is editor of Casa de Cinco Hermanas Press.  
A full-length poetry collection titled Wildwood 
is forthcoming from LUMMOX Press.  www.
kylelaws.com

Julie Hungiville LeMay was born in Buffalo, 
New York and moved to Alaska’s Matanuska 
Valley where she has lived since 1978.  Her work 
has been published online and in a number of 
literary journals including Passager, Bluestem, 
Pilgrimage, and Sugar Mule. She is currently 
an MFA candidate at Antioch University, Los 
Angeles, CA.

Michal Lemberger is a journalist, poet, 
and editor. Her poetry has appeared in The 
Rattling Wall, Chaparral, Red Poppy Review, 
and the Journal for Textual Reasoning. She 
teaches literature and poetry at universities 
around Los Angeles, where she still can’t 
believe a born-and-bred New Yorker has lived 
for so many years.

Lyn Lifshin’s most recent books are: 
Ballroom, All the Poets (Mostly) Who 
Have Touched me, Living and Dead. All 
True, Especially the Lies and, Knife Edge 
& Absinthe: The Tango Poems. In Fall 2013, 

NYQ books will publish A Girl Goes into The 
Woods. Also just out: For the Roses poems 
after Joni Mitchell. Just published, Hitchcock 
Hotel. Also forthcoming: Malala, Secretariat: 
The Red Freak, the Miracle, The Tangled 
Alphabet: Istanbul Poems and Luminous 
Women: Eneduhanna, Sheherazade, Nefertiti 
web site is www.lynlifshin.com

Jane Lipman’s first full-length poetry 
collection, On the Back Porch of the Moon, 
Black Swan Editions, 2012, won a 2013 NM 
Press Women’s Award. Her chapbooks, The 
Rapture of Tulips and White Crow’s Secret Life, 
were finalists for NM Book Awards in Poetry 
in 2009 and 2010, respectively. She was the 
Santa Fe Guest Editor for the inaugural issue 
of LUMMOX Magazine. She has published 
widely in journals and anthologies.

Victoria Locke lives in a wonderful old 
house in Southern California with her family 
of cats. She does whatever she wants. 

Ellaraine Lockie is a widely published and 
awarded poet, nonfiction book author and 
essayist. Her recent work has been awarded 
the 2013 Women’s National Book Association’s 
Poetry Prize, Best Individual Collection from 
Purple Patch magazine in England for Stroking 
David’s Leg, winner of the San Gabriel Poetry 
Festival Chapbook Contest for Red for the 
Funeral and The Aurorean’s 2012 Chapbook 
Spring Pick for Wild as in Familiar. Her tenth 
chapbook, Coffee House Confessions, has just 
been released from Silver Birch Press. Ellaraine 
also teaches poetry workshops and serves 
as Poetry Editor for the lifestyles magazine, 
Lilipoh.

Gerald Locklin is a professor emeritus of 
English at California State University, Long 
Beach, where he taught full-time from 1965-
2007, retains his office and contact information, 
and still teaches an occasional class as needed. 
Recent books include a fiction e-Book, The 
Sun Also Rises in the Desert, from Mendicant 
Bookworks; a collection of poems, Deep 
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Meanings: Selected Poems, 2008-2013, from 
PRESA Press; three simultaneously released 
novellas from Spout Press; a new edition of 
Volume One of the Complete Coagula Poems; 
a new edition of New and Selected Poems, 
1967-2008  from Silver Birch Press; and a 
well-reviewed French collection of his short 
stories and Bukowski memoirs, Le Dernier 
des Damnes, from 13eNoteEditions,Paris. 
www.geraldlocklin.org    www.facebook.com/
geraldlocklin   

Zack Nelson-Lopiccolo has a B.A from 
CSULB, is a founding/managing editor of 
Bank-Heavy Press as well as Insomniatic 
Umbrella Press. His work can be found in print 
and online from such fine publications as The 
Mas Tequila Review, LUMMOX, Tears in the 
Fence (UK), Red Fez,, Crack the Spine, and 
Carnival among others or in his recent chapbook 
Dancing with Scissors. He resides aboard a 
sailboat in Long Beach, CA pretending to be 
a pirate and currently works as a drywall taper 
(in refuse to teaching Creative Writing).

Rick Lupert has been involved with L.A. 
poetry since 1990. He created a the Poetry Super 
Highway ( http://poetrysuperhighway.com ) 
and has hosted the weekly Cobalt Cafe reading 
since 1994. He’s authored 15 collections of 
poetry, including “Nothing in New England is 
New” and “I’m a Jew, Are You?”, and edited the 
anthologies “Ekphrastia Gone Wild”, “A Poet’s 
Haggadah” and the Noir anthology “The Night 
Goes on All Night. He is regularly featured at 
venues throughout Southern California.

Radomir Luza is currently the Poet 
Laureate of North Hollywood.  In December of 
2012, a poem of his, “The Second John Paul,” 
from the Anthology, “Meditations On Divine 
Names” (Moonrise Press), was nominated for 
a Pushcart Prize.  Luza is the author of 24 
books, 14 of which are collections of poetry. 
His work has appeared in numerous literary 
journals, websites and newspapers. Radomir 
has also organized, co-organized or hosted 13 

readings nationwide including UNBUCKLED: 
NoHo POETRY and Bob’s Espresso Bar, both 
of which he co-organizes and co-hosts in North 
Hollywood. 

John Macker latest book is The Royal Road: 
Impressions of El Camino Real w/woodcut art 
by Leon Loughridge. Lives in No. New Mexico. 
Previous publications include Adventures in 
the Gun Trade, Underground Sky (part of the 
disassembled badlands trilogy), Wyoming 
arcane, Las Montanas de Santa Fe and 
Burroughs at Santo Domingo. Has won some 
awards for his work. Will Travel.

Anne MacNaughton is adjunct professor 
of English, Communication and Journalism 
at the University of New Mexico – Taos. She 
was co-director of the Taos Poetry Circus. Her 
work has been published in numerous journals 
and anthologies, including In Company, the 
anthology of New Mexico Poets after 1960. 

Robert Manaster’s poetry has appeared 
in many journals including Many Mountains 
Moving, Rosebud, Image, International 
Poetry Review and The Literary Review.  His 
co-translations of poems have appeared in 
various journals, such as Virginia Quarterly 
Review, Zoland Poetry and Hayden’s Ferry 
Review.  

Angela Consolo Mankiewicz has 4 
chapbooks out, including AS IF, a LUMMOX 
Little Red Book. She’s become a regular 
reviewer for Small Press/Magazine Review the 
last couple of years and is currently working on 
setting some of her more metrical poems to her 
own music.

Georgia Santa Maria has been an artist, 
photographer, and writer most of her life, and has 
been published in many anthologies and other 
publications.  In 2012 she was a Guest Editor 
for LUMMOX Magazine, Issue I. Her book 
of poetry and photographs, Lichen Kisses was 
published in April, 2013. She divides her time 
between Belen and Anton Chico, NM, where 
she lives in her great-grandmother’s house.
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Ellyn Maybe has been included in many 
anthologies and has had quite a few books 
published. Her work has garnered high praise 
from Greil Marcus, Henry Rollins and Jackson 
Browne. www.ellynmaybe.com She has toured 
internationally as a solo artist and with her 
band. Her latest musical project is a duet called 
Ellyn and Robbie.   www.ellynandrobbie.com

Terry McCarty has written poetry in, around 
and sometimes about Southern California since 
1997. He has featured at various venues in 
California and Nevada; in 2012, Terry was part 
of SPARRING WITH BEATNIK GHOSTS at 
The Last Bookstore

Michael D. Meloan’s fiction has appeared 
in WIRED, BUZZ, Larry Flynt’s Chic, LA 
Weekly, SuicideGirls, on Joe Frank’s NPR 
program, and in a number of anthologies. He 
is coauthor of the novel The Shroud, and also a 
Huffington Post blogger. In addition, he was an 
interview subject in the documentary Bukowski: 
Born into This.

Daniel McGinn has written about poetry 
for Next Magazine and The OC Weekly. His 
poems have appeared in many publications, 
including Spillway, Pearl, Donut Touch Me, 
Tide Pools, Don’t Blame the Mug and Aim for 
the Head (an anthology of zombie poetry.) He’s 
had several chapbooks published as part of the 
Laguna Poets chapbook series. Daniel’s first full 
length book of poems, 1000 Black Umbrellas, 
was recently released by Write Bloody. He is 
currently pursuing a master’s degree in poetry 
at Vermont College of Fine Arts.

Joe Milosch graduated in 1995 with his 
MFA from San Diego State University. His first 
book The Lost Pilgrimage Poems published 
by Poetic Matrix, and he has been nominated 
twice for the Pushcart. 

Michael Miller is the publisher of Moon 
Tide Press and the organizer of the poetry 
series at the Muckenthaler Cultural Center in 
Fullerton. He works by day as a features editor 
for Los Angeles Times Community News and 

has served as a judge for Poetry Out Loud and 
the San Diego Book Awards. His second book, 
The First Thing Mastered, is due from Tebot 
Bach this year.

Tony Moffeit’s latest book of poetry, Born 
To Be Blue, from LUMMOX Press was a 
finalist for the 2012 Colorado Book Award in 
Poetry. Along with Todd Moore, Moffeit co-
founded the Outlaw Poetry Movement. Tony 
lives, writes, and sings the blues in Pueblo, 
Colorado. 

Gregory Moore resides in Long Beach, 
where he has done various things with words, 
including for the Los Angeles Times, the OC 
Weekly, The District Weekly, Daily Kos, L.A. 
Record, the Gazette newspapers, Random 
Lengths News, the Long Beach Post, and 
GreaterLongBeach.com, along with a number 
of literary and film journals, Websites, etc.. 
Plus there’s his novel, The Use of Regret. For 
more info: greggorymoore.com.

Raundi Moore-Kondo is convinced that the 
Zombie Apocalypse is just another metaphor 
for poetry. Which explains her strange 
compulsion to infect everyone. To that end 
she founded For The Love of Words offering 
poetry and creative writing workshops.  She’s 
been previously published in Don’t Blame the 
Ugly Mug (Tebot Bach), Aim For The Head 
(Write Bloody Press), LUMMOX Vol. 1., and 
has self-published The Mammary Chronicles: 
The Hills Are Alive to benefit breast cancer 
research. www.theloveofwords.com
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Carter Monroe lives and writes in The 
Provinces of Eastern North Carolina. He is the 
author of a novel, a collection of short stories 
and essays, and five books of poetry, the most 
recent of which is The New Lost Blues: Selected 
Poems 1999-2005 (Thunder Sandwich Press, 
2005). He has received both Pushcart and “Best 
of the Web” nominations. He founded Rank 
Stranger Press in 2001 and has since published 
over 20 books including poetry, short stories, 
and novels for poets and authors across the 
country from Wilson, NC to Los Angeles CA. 

Christopher Mulrooney has written poems 
in Pacific Review, Or, Pomona Valley Review, 
Tulane Review, The Cannon’s Mouth, Orbis, 
Weyfarers, and Kaffeeklatsch.

Evan Myquest lives near Sacramento with 
his wife, Eva, and has had poetry published 
in many online and hardcopy books 
including little M press, LUMMOX #1, WTF, 
Soheyl Dahi’s One Good Poem, Poems-for-
All, and several e-books on ISSUU.com 
under creative commons. He attends poetry 
readings but avoids the stage himself. He also 
has a penchant for writing horror as sampled 
in his studio made CD on CD-Baby and 
SoundCloud tracks.

Sheryl L. Nelms is from Marysville, 
Kansas.  She graduated from South Dakota 
State University. She has had over 5,000 
articles, stories and poems published, 
including fourteen individual collections of 
her poems*.  She is the fiction/nonfiction editor 
of The Pen Woman Magazine, the National 
League of American Pen Women publication, 
a contributing editor for Time Of Singing, A 
Magazine Of Christian Poetry and a recent 
Pushcart Prize nominee.

Robbi Nester is the author of a chapbook, 
Balance (White Violet 2012) and two as-yet 
unpublished collections of poems. She is an 
editor on Slippage, a journal of science and the 
arts, and is also editing an anthology of poems 
and artwork inspired by NPR and PBS stories, 

shows, etc., to be called The Liberal Media 
Made Me Do It! 

Ben Newell pays the rent by clerking at 
the Millsaps College Library in Jackson, 
Mississippi.  His poems have appeared or 
are forthcoming in Carcinogenic Poetry, My 
Favorite Bullet, Nerve Cowboy, Trajectory and 
Zygote in My Coffee.   

B.Z. Niditch is a poet, playwright, fiction 
writer and teacher. His work is widely published 
in journals and magazines throughout the world, 
including: Columbia: A Magazine of Poetry and 
Art; The Literary Review; Denver Quarterly; 
Hawaii Review; Le Guepard (France); Kadmos 
(France); Prism International; Jejune (Czech 
Republic); Leopold Bloom (Budapest);  Antioch 
Review; and Prairie Schooner, among others.  

Rachel Nix grew up in North Alabama, 
still residing a stone’s throw away from her 
childhood stomping grounds. Despite an 
irrational fear of frogs, she’s declared herself 
content with living in the boonies. She does, 
however, like taking road trips, seeing what 
hasn’t found the South just yet. More of her 
poetry can be found at: chasingthegrey.com

normal was raised in post war, Passaic NJ. He 
received his sophomore high school education 
at the city library & Times Square. He cut his 
teeth wailing poesy in Greenwich Village circa 
1962-64 at the legendary Rafio Café. He claims 
his writing sensibilities significantly enhanced 
by the likes of the beats, Henry Miller, 
Vallejo, Vonnegut & ee cummings. In 1992 
he began sending his work out & from ‘92-
2001 published btwn 450-500 pieces, mostly 
in underground rags with 2 LRBs, Blood On 
The Floor & American Child from LUMMOX 
Press. normal lives in Saugerties, NY. 

Ed Nudelman’s poems have recently appeared 
in Cortland Review, Valparaiso Review, Chiron 
Review, Evergreen Review, OCHO, Poets and 
Artists, and dozens more. “What Looks Like 
an Elephant” (2011, LUMMOX Press) was 
runnerup for the Indie Lit Awards Book of the 
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Year. “Night Fires,” (Pudding House Press, 
2009), was semifinalist for the Journal Award 
(OSU Press). Nudelman is a well-know cancer 
research biologist. He lives with his wife in 
Seattle.

Terrance Oberst has published numerous 
poems in various magazines, journals and 
anthologies. This is his second appearance 
in LUMMOX. He has four books of poetry 
including Kinship Patterns (Author House, 
2005) and Sun (Pygmy Forrest Press, 2008).

Anne Britting Oleson has been published 
widely in North America, Europe and Asia.  She 
earned her MFA at the Stonecoast program of 
USM.  She has published two chapbooks, The 
Church of St. Materiana (2007) and The Beauty 
of It (2010). 

Norman Olson was born in rural Wisconsin 
in 1948. He is a poet and artist and has 
published hundreds of poems and artworks in 
print and on line. A google search of his name 
will turn up a number of publications. He lives 
in Maplewood, Minnesota and has always 
been a noncommercial artist. He is currently 
looking for a collector or museum which would 
be interested in acquiring his collection of 
originals which is his life’s work and consists 
of some 400 drawings and paintings. 
email: normanjolson@hotmail.com 
website: www.normanjolson.com. 

April Ossmann is the author of Anxious 
Music (Four Way Books, 2007), and recipient of 
a 2013 Vermont Arts Council Creation Grant. 
She has published her poems widely, and is 
an editing and publishing consultant (www.
aprilossmann.com), and a faculty member of 
the low-residency MFA in Creative Writing 
Program at Sierra Nevada College at Lake 
Tahoe. She was executive director of Alice 
James Books from 2000 – 2008, and lives in 
Post Mills, VT.

Lorine Parks has trekked around the globe 
as a travel consultant, but now calls Downey CA 
home. She curates Poetry Matters, a monthly 

poetry series for the Downey Arts Coalition 
and is the author of a poem sequence, Catalina 
Eddy.

Tim Peeler’s most recent book is Easter 
Monday Baseball: North Carolina State and 
Wake Forest on the Diamond. He lives with his 
wife on a small farm in the foothills of Western 
North Carolina. 

Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems 
have appeared in Partisan Review, The Nation, 
The New Yorker, and elsewhere. For more 
information, including free e-books, his essay 
titled “Magic, Illusion and Other Realities” and 
a complete bibliography, please visit his website 
at www.simonperchik.com

Alice Pero’s first book of poetry, Thawed 
Stars, was hailed by Kenneth Koch as having 
“clarity and surprises.” She has won two 
prizes from the National League of American 
Pen Women as well as an award from the 
California State Poetry Society. Pero has 
taught poetry to grade school children in 
private and public schools for 22 years. Her 
poetry reading series, Moonday, ( www.
moondaypoetry.com), takes place monthly in 
Pacific Palisades& La Cañada, CA. Pero is 
also an accomplished flutist.

BC Petrakos is a writer/performer whose 
work has been published in various journals,  
including: poeticdiversity, Falling Star 
Magazine, Red Fez, Duke University Press, 
Huston Literary Review, and, others. She has 
performed in the U.S., U.K., Scotland  and 
Spain, and, she also writes stuff for Hollywood 
but thinks very little of it.

Darrell Petska’s poetry has appeared 
in Bolts of Silk, Scissors and Spackle, San 
Pedro River Review, Red Fez and elsewhere. 
He writes about the everyday lives of people 
around him and of those whose love and work 
have enriched his life.

Rob Plath is a 43 year old poet from New 
York.  Two of his most noted poetry collections 
are Tapping Ashes in the Dark  (LUMMOX 
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Press 2007) and A Bellyful of Anarchy ( epic 
rites press 2009 ).  His novel Swallowtude (epic 
rites press) will be out by the end of 2013.  Check 
out www.robplath.com for more information. 

Rabbit aka Peter Douthit – born October 
8, 1936, in Bradford, PA, and graduated from 
Owensboro High School in KY. He attended 
several colleges (Black Mountain, where he 
studied with Charles Olson, was useful, he 
would say). He wrote and performed poetry 
from  his teens and was at least three times, 
bohemian, beatnik, hippy. He performed and 
lectured at colleges, universities, museums, 
jazz clubs, bars, supermarkets, strip clubs, 
festivals, etc., all over the U.S. & Canada. He 
has six books (poetry and prose) to his credit 
and was a founding member of The Luminous 
Animal, a jazz/poetry ensemble.

Rabbit first lived in Taos in 1954 along with 
local poets of that time, Judson Crews, Richard 
Duerden and Max Finstein. He was a founding 
light of the commune movement in the mid 
60s and his memoir Drop City, published 
by Olympia Press in 1971, is considered an 
underground classic. He was founder of Libre, 
an artists’ commune that recently had its 45th 
anniversary. He was founder-director with 
his wife Anne MacNaughton of Taos Poetry 
Circus, 1982-2003. He lectured and published 
extensively on alternate lifestyles, appropriate 
technology and architecture, and expanded 
states of consciousness.

Rabbit passed away from this earth on 
October 27, 2012.

RL Raymond lives and writes in London, 
Ontario, Canada. He holds a Master’s Degree 
in English Literature from the University 
of Western Ontario. With poetry, fiction, 
photography, and painting, Raymond just 
tells stories. Read his narratives in three 
poetry collections, and in dozens of literary 
publications around the world. For more 
information: www.RLRaymond.ca 

A.Razor was born in 1963. He was raised 

with a strong desire to read and write, but an 
even greater desire to survive his circumstances, 
which has aided his experience and longevity so 
far. He began writing poetry in 1980 and was 
soon being published regularly by Drew Blood 
Press, Ltd. His writing has always explored the 
world that he has sought to be a part of and to 
rebel against at the same paradoxical moment. 
He has traveled extensively, seeking and 
enduring everything from homelessness and 
imprisonment to serenity and peace. In 2012 
he teamed up with Iris Berry to launch Punk 
Hostage Press. His books include Better Than 
A Gun In A Knife Fight (Punk Hostage Press, 
2012), Small Catastrophes in a Big World (PHP, 
2012) and Half-Century Status (PHP, 2013).

Frank Reardon was born in 1974 in Boston, 
Massachusetts and spent his first 28 years 
living there. Since then, he has lived all over 
the country, in places such as Alabama, Kansas 
City and Rhode Island. He currently lives in 
the Badlands of North Dakota, still looking for 
a way to get out. Frank has been published in 
various reviews, journals and online zines. His 
first book, Interstate Chokehold, was published 
by NeoPoiesis Press in 2009 as well as his 
second collection of poetry Nirvana Haymaker 
2012. Frank has completed his third poetry 
collection Blood Music and it is due out late 
summer from Punk Hostage Press.

Kell Robertson was born in Codell, Kansas 
in 1930. He died on November 11, 2011 on the 
outskirts of Santa Fe, New Mexico, on the 
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property he had lived on for around fifteen 
years. Kell’s life as a poet, songwriter, and 
country and western singer was inspired as 
a youth by seeing Hank Williams perform in 
Louisiana.

Judith R. Robinson is author of 3 poetry 
collections: The Blue Heart (Finishing Line 
Press, 2013), Orange Fire (Main Street Rag , 
2012) and Dinner Date (Finishing Line Press, 
2009). She has edited or co-edited several 
magazines, including Signatures, Living 
inland, and Along These Rivers. She is also the 
author of The Beautiful Wife and other stories 
(Aegina Press, 1996). She teaches poetry for 
Osher at Carnegie Mellon University, and this 
summer, 2013, for the University of Pittsburgh/
Osher.

Levi Romero, New Mexico Centennial 
Poet Laureate, is the author of A Poetry of  
Remembrance: New and Rejected Works, In 
the Gathering of Silence, and the forthcoming, 
“SAGRADO: a Photopoetics Across the 
Chicano Homeland. Levi is from the Embudo 
Valley. He is a bilingual poet whose language 
is immersed in the manito dialect of northern 
New Mexico. His work has been published 
throughout the U.S., Mexico, Spain, and Cuba. 
A winner of numerous awards, he teaches in the 
Chicana/o Studies program at the University of 
New Mexico.

Dave Roskos is the editor of Big Hammer 
magazine & Iniquity Press/Vendetta Books.

He lives in his home state of New Jersey 
where he works as a Life Skills Specialist in the 
Mental Health field. His most recent chapbook, 
INTENSIVE CARE, was published by Black 
Rabbit Press in 2010.

Walter Ruhlmann works as an English 
teacher, edits mgversion2>datura and runs 
mgv2>publishing. Walter is the author of several 
poetry chapbooks and e-books in French and 
English and has published poetry, fiction and 
non-fiction in various printed and electronic 
publications world wide. Nominated for 

Pushcart Prize once. His latest collections are 
“Maore” published by Lapwing Publications, 
Belfast, 2013 and “Carmine Carnival” 
published by Lazarus Media, USA, 2013. 
His blog http://thenightorchid.blogspot.fr/

Lisa Marie Sandoval is a nationally published 
performance artist and two-time City of L.A. 
Artist-in-Residence, best known for The Yowling 
& Other Sounds from Highland Park: a poetry 
collection (tcCreativePress), one-woman show, 
and congressionally awarded urban youth project. 
Her work has been published in The Southern 
California Anthology, The Christian Century, 
Texas Poetry Review, among others. She founded 
Yowling Creator, an interactive blog to help 
people birth their passion, which is also a how-to 
book being marketed by her agent. She presently 
teaches for the University of La Verne and Azusa 
Pacific University. For more info: YowlingCreator.
com and TheYowling.com.

Following retirement from the English Dept. 
of the University of Kansas, Elizabeth Schultz 
remains committed to writing about the people 
and places she loves in academic essays, nature 
essays, and poems. She has published several 
books, and her scholarly and creative work 
appears in numerous journals and reviews.

Patricia L. Scruggs is a Southern Californian 
by way of Colorado and Alberta, Canada. 
A retired high school art teacher, her work 
has appeared in Cultural Weekly, CALYX, 
ONTHEBUS, Spillway, RATTLE, and 
Qarrtsiluni, as well as the anthologies 13 los 
Angeles Poets, Deliver Me, News From Inside 
and So Luminous the Wildflowers.

Eric Paul Shaffer is author of Lāhaina Noon 
(2005) and Portable Planet (2000). His poems 
appear in Slate, North American Review, 
Ploughshares, Poetry East, Rattle, The Hollins 
Critic, The Sun Magazine, and reviews in 
Australia, Canada, England, Ireland, Japan, 
New Zealand, Scotland, and Wales. His first 
novel Burn & Learn was published in 2009. He 
teaches at Honolulu Community College.
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Nancy Shiffrin is the author of two 
collections of poems: The Vast Unknowing; 
Infinity Publishing, bbotw.com and Game 
With Variations, unibook.com. Reach Nancy at 
nshiffrin@earthlink.net

Apryl Skies is a 2012 Pushcart nominee 
and award-winning author of A Song Beneath 
Silence (Readers Favorite 2012), Skye the 
Troll & Other Fairy Tales (Best Poetry book 
of 2010 by Muses Review) and was honored 
by the American Pixel Academy with the 2010 
Gold Pixie Award for her animated feature film 
Polyphony. Skies exhibits natural talent with 
poetry, photography, and canvas. Her devotion 
to written & spoken word is expressed with 
a quiet intensity. Apryl’s musings have been 
published in print & online internationally, 
and she has been featured by some of the most 
prominent venues throughout Los Angeles.

Linda Singer has published poetry in several 
Journals and has sold a script to the television 
series, “Evening Shade”. She also won play 
writing contests in Dallas and had two one 
act plays produced there. She had an anecdote 
published in “Reader’s Digest” as well. 
Currently, Linda teaches special education in 
the Middle School setting.

Judith Skillman’s latest is Broken Lines—
The Art & Craft of Poetry (LUMMOX 
Press 2013). Her poems and collaborative 
translations have appeared in Poetry, Cimarron 
Review, FIELD, Ezra, Seneca Review, The 
Iowa Review, and numerous other journals and 
anthologies. Recipient of an award from the 
Academy of American Poets for Storm (Blue 
Begonia Press), and the author of thirteen 
books of poetry, two of her collections have 
been finalists for the Washington State Book 
Award. Visit www.judithskillman.com

Jerry Smaldone deviated from his humor 
only bio rule in the last LUMMOX and allowed 
a friend to pedestalize him. He’s actually a bi-
dimensional poet, writing from North Denver 
and Sector 6 on the themes of excessive 

tattooing (subjective, really) and overage 
drinking. The face in the mirror is nearly as 
scary as the untyped masterpieces in their 
dusty boxes. Check out turkeybuzzardpress.
com to see if there is such a thing.

Carol Smallwood’s books include Women 
on Poetry: Writing, Revising, Publishing 
and Teaching, foreword by Molly Peacock 
(McFarland, 2012) on Poets & Writers 
Magazine list of Best Books for Writers; Divining 
the Prime Meridian (WordTech Editions, 
2014); Bringing the Arts into the 
Library (American Library Association, 2014). 
Carol has founded, supports humane societies. 

Jared Smith is the author of ten volumes of 
poetry, two spoken word CDs, and two multi-
media stage productions in New York and 
Chicago. He is Poetry Editor of Turtle Island 
Quarterly, and on the Advisory Board of The 
New York Quarterly Literary Foundation. His 
poems, essays, and literary commentary have 
appeared in hundreds of journals in the U.S., 
Europe, and China. He has hosted reading 
venues in New York’s Greenwich Village and 
Chicago, as well as serving on the editorial 
boards of The New York Quarterly, Home 
Planet News, The Pedestal Magazine, and 
Colorado’s Trail & Timberline Magazine.

Rick Smith makes music and poems. Check 
out Hard Landing and Whispering In A Mad 
Dog’s Ear, both from LUMMOX Press and go 
hear The Mescal Sheiks and Music Formula 
when either band is in your town. He is also 
a clinical psychologist specializing in domestic 
violence, brain damage and posttraumatic 
stress disorder. He lives with his wife and son 
in Rancho Cucamonga, CA.

Wanda Vanhoy Smith came to Hollywood 
from Oregon on a greyhound bus to discover 
life. Her path led to a hardcover book for 
young readers published by Scribner’s Sons 
now offered on Amazon. She learned from 
Ray Bradbury that our books are our children. 
Wanda’s passion in recent years is poetry. Her 
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work appears in California anthologies like 
Poeticdiversity. Recently she is in Free Love, 
San Gabriel Valley Poetry Calendar and The 
Night Goes on all Night. Much of her poetry can 
be found in e-books like My Poem Rocks and 
Van Gos ear. She reads poetry with the Richard 
Leach jazz trio in venues like San Pedro library 
and Alva’s showroom.

Clifton Snider, faculty emeritus at Cal State 
University Long Beach, is the internationally 
celebrated author of ten books of poetry. A 
career retrospective of his work, Moonman: 
New and Selected Poems, was published to 
great acclaim by World Parade Books (2012). 
He has published three novels: Loud Whisper 
(2000), Bare Roots (2001), andWrestling 
with Angels: A Tale of Two Brothers (2001).  
Forthcoming from Spout Hill Press is his 
historical novel, The Plymouth Papers.  His 
work has been translated into French, Spanish, 
and Russian. Among his honors are residence 
fellowships to Yaddo (Saratoga Springs, NY), 
the Karolyi Foundation (Vence, France), and 
the Helene Wurlitzer Foundation of New 
Mexico (Taos, NM).

Laurie Soriano is a poet and music attorney 
based in the Los Angeles area. Her first book of 
poetry, Catalina, was published by LUMMOX 
Press in 2011 and was named the best book of 
poetry of 2011 by the Independent Literary 
Awards. In 2012, she was nominated for a 
Pushcart Prize.

Michael Spring is the author of three poetry 
books. His most recent, Root of Lightning 
(Pygmy Forest Press, 2011) was awarded an 
honorable mention for the 2012 Eric Hoffer 
Book Award. His poems have appeared in 
numerous publications; including: Atlanta 
Review, Chiron Review, Flyway, Midwest 
Quarterly, NEO,  Raintown Review, and Turtle 
Island Quarterly. Michael lives in O’Brien, OR; 
on a permaculture farm called Treesong.

Jayne Lynn Stahl died in March of this 
year at the age of 63 of cancer. She was a 

widely published poet, playwright, essayist, 
and screenwriter.  She was a member of PEN 
American Center, and a book of her poems, 
“Riding with Destiny,” is available from 
NYQ Books, a subsidy of The New York 
Quarterly.   http://www.nyqbooks.org/title/
ridingwithdestiny  

Winnie Star lives in California, glad to 
have been transplanted from New York (a long 
time ago). In her straight life prior to recent 
retirement, she held out as a nurse practitioner 
and principal co-author of several award-
winning textbooks in women’s health. Creative 
writing of poems and short stories started a 
few years back when she discovered the other 
side of herself. Her poetry has been published 
in The Permanente Journal; Mystery Island 
Magazine; LUMMOX Favorite Poems issue; 
and Zero Percent Magazine.  Her work has also 
appeared in several ezines: Juice; Warm Angel 
Whiskey; Deuce Coupe; and Rusty Truck.

Julia Stein’s fifth book of poetry, What 
Were They Like?, was published March 
2013.   She edited and published two books 
of labor poetry: Every Day is an Act of 
Resistance:  Selected Poems of Carol 
Tarlen (2012) by the brilliant S.F. poet Carol 
Tarlen who died in 2004 and . Walking Through 
a River of Fire: 100 Years of Triangle fire Poetry 
(2011). She is the 2011 Joe Hill Poetry Award 
winner. 

Marianne Stewart is an English and dance 
teacher in a quiet suburban town. She earned her 
Master’s in teaching from UCI and was voted 
Teacher of the Year. At night she transforms into 
a punk singer for Jail Weddings, White Murder 
and Witch Language. She has work pending 
in Pearl Magazine, World Parade Books and 
Bank Heavy.

Kevin Patrick Sullivan has published 
two collections of poetry, as well as several 
chapbooks including, Under Such Brilliance, 
from Word Palace Press, 2012. He’s a past Poet 
Laureate of the City of San Luis Obispo and 
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a recipient of an Art Inspires Individual Artist 
Grant from the SLO Arts Council. Kevin is the 
Co-founder/Curator of the Annual San Luis 
Obispo Poetry Festival/Corners of the Mouth 
since 1984.

John Swain lives in Louisville, Kentucky. 
Crisis Chronicles Press published his most 
recent chapbook, White Vases. 

Debra (Higbie) Tayloe is a visual artist as 
well as a poet.  She was born in California, 
grew up in the farmlands of Ohio and has lived 
her adult life in Tennessee. Debra is a naturalist 
and conservationist who loves photography, 
hiking, reading and music.  

William Taylor Jr. currently lives and 
writes in the Tenderloin neighborhood of San 
Francisco. His books of poetry include Words 
for Songs Never Written and The Hunger 
Season. An Age of Monsters is his first book of 
fiction. His latest book of poetry, Broken When 
We Got Here, is available from Epic Rites Press. 
He is the recipient of a 2013 Acker Award.

James Taylor III writes occasionally and 
has just completed his Resignation Poem 
announcing his permanent departure from 
teaching high school Language Arts.  We 
are not sure he will be any more prolific, but 
we’re hoping he’s not such a curmudgeon.  He 
is the author of a few short books including 
Fresh Leather: The Buffalo Poems and Forty 
Years and Twenty Paces. He is also a founding 
member of Family Breakdown and The Free 
Radical Railroad.

G. Murray Thomas has been an active part 
of the SoCal poetry scene for over 20 years. 
He has performed throughout the L.A. area 
and beyond. His most recent book of poetry is 
My Kidney Just Arrived, published by Tebot 
Bach in 2011. More information can be found 
at http://gmurraythomas.com

H. Lamar Thomas has over 300 poems 
published in independent, underground and 
university literary magazines/journals, i.e. 
Wisconsin Review, American Writing, Barbaric 

Yawp, Parnassus, LUMMOX, Rockford 
Review, anthology American Diaspora, Last 
Call, LUMMOX #1, and on. One cookbook, 
Ginger, Lily & Sweet Fire (LUMMOX Press) 
and one book of poetry, Coyote (out of print). 
Pablo Neruda (Nimrod Magazine) and Catbird 
Seat Awards in Poetry. 

Sarah Thursday was mostly raised in 
Long Beach, California. She teaches 4th and 
5th grade, is obsessed with music, and has 
only recently dove into poetry again. She has 
forthcoming or has been published in Stylus 
Magazine, The Long Beach Union (CSULB), 
The Atticus Review, Eunoia Review, East 
Jasmine Review, Yonic South, and a project 
called Please Judge: Short Stories Based on the 
Songs of Roky Erickson. She has also made 
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raise money for the Michael J. Fox Research 
Foundation for Parkinson’s Disease and for 
Hillsides, a Foster Care center. Her poems have 
been published in Juan Felipe Herrera’s project 
“Poems for Unity,” and selected by Writers At 
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won the Whittier Writers Club Poetry Prize 
2013.  She is married and the parent of two 
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Publications, Belfast.
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during The Depression. She worked at Oakridge 
during WW2. She migrated to California after 
the War looking for Jim Vernon-found him at 
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D.R. Wagner has been publishing poetry 
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Falls, NY, his home town. His latest book is 
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Press, 2013).
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Lavonne Westbrooks is an editor at the 
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Denise Weuve’s work appears or is 
forthcoming in Carnival Literary Magazine, 
Eunoia Review, Gutter Eloquence, RipRap, 
Red River Review, San Pedro River 
Review and South Coast Poetry Journal. 
She teaches English and Creative Writing in 
Cerritos. Contact her at Inkdamage@gmail.
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