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HERE COMES THE SUN

Welcome to the Red Wolf Journal Spring 2015 Issue 5.
Life is full of strife. Not a bowl of roses. Yet it’s really about how you see, isn’t it?
Notes of green, yellow, orange. These balance out, dominate, crowd out the
shadows. The brown and the gray. Their presence fills the heart with song,
yelling: here comes the sun (yea, The Beatles). We’re sun-worshippers. The sun is
the center of your universe, as a lover is. Each day, when the sun goes up, is a
moment of rebirth. We’re born again. Art, in tandem, is about making it new. As a
trope in poetry, the sun is really about transcendence. Finding the sublime in the
mundane. Experiencing joie de vivre. As practicing poets, we like to think art helps
shine a light on the path.
One might also reframe this thing into an optimist/pessimist frame. Like Don
Quixote believes in windmills and Hamlet believes in the nunnery. Both minds
being tarred by the brush in which they paint. So maybe at the end of it all, you
can balance out the entire composition. You, the poet. But just as we could do
with a little sunshine, too much of it causes imbalance. Can we be blinded by the
sun? Icarus flew too near the fireball and got burned. Hubris–overstretching, or
too much belief in infallibility–seems to be a tragic flaw. We want to cling to the
belief that we’re somehow divine, special, unique. Will we be undone? Are we
saved? It all boils down to the consciousness that we each possess. We’re just
beings who desperately need to see the light.
Irene Toh and Tawnya Smith, editors
Red Wolf Journal
http://redwolfjournal.wordpress.com/
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There is a crack in everything, that's how the light gets in.
–Leonard Cohen
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Shadows
By Vivienne Blake
Big black spots appear–
patterned shadows
dropped by sunlight
blocked by thicker circles
on sheer curtains.
The room shimmers.
Vivienne Blake makes quilts and poems and stories in her small village home in
Normandy. Her slow and wobbly rambles often appear in the poetry. Finding the
sublime in the mundane is her aim.
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A Dozen Poppies
By Marilyn Braendeholm
Mum loved plastic flowers,
silk ones, too. She once made
a dozen oriental poppies from
red and orange crepe paper,
all twisty-turnie around black
pistils and stamen centres
the shade of a menacing thought.
Then she sprayed them with cologne.
Evening in Paris at first, later
Avon Skin So Soft because she
was saving toward Christmas gifts
from Avon. Those were the days
before loyalty cards, and no one
collected points. But Avon saw
the future, and offered vouchers
for money off your next purchase.
Mum sprayed Avon everywhere,
even on last summer’s dried
hydrangeas, and she had
the softest crepe paper poppies
a florist could ever hope to touch.

Marilyn ‘Misky’ Braendeholm lives in the UK surrounded by flowers, grapevines,
bubbling pots of sourdough starter, bottles of fermenting apple vinegar, Molly,
her Springer Spaniel, and a small camera that she keeps in her pocket. She never
buys clothing without pockets. Her work has found homes with Poetry Quarterly,
Curio Poetry, Mouse Tales Press, Four & Twenty, Sprout Magazine, Camel Saloon,
Jellyfish Whispers, inclusion in three international print anthologies,
Pyrokinection, B-Gina Review, and few more. She also co-edited the 2014-15
Winter Issue of Red Wolf Journal.
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Secrets You Know
By Bobbi Buchanan
The sun watches you on that long walk,
drapes light and love across your back.
You want to be the perfect companion
like sweet gum to the warbler.
Swallowtail on goldenrod.
White ash samaras falling to their destiny.
Every tiny little beauty tells you her secret.
What else for that lukewarm heart of yours?
Take that love and burn.

Bobbi Buchanan is the author of the essay chapbook Listen: Essays on Living the
Good Life, (Ginkgo Leaf Press, 2013) and founding editor of New Southerner, an ezine that focuses on self-sufficiency, environmental stewardship, and local
economies. Her essays and poems have been published in The New York
Times, Brain, Child Magazine, Sojourners, GreenPrints, Still: The Journal, Vine
Leaves Literary Journal, The Louisville Review, The James Dickey Review,
and Kudzu, among other publications. She is co-founder and host of the
Homegrown Art, Music & Spoken Word Show, an open-mic and arts exhibition
series held bimonthly in Shepherdsville, Ky.

7

Butterfly Kiss
By Alan Catlin
As if emerging from light,
some snowbound dream
she appears inside empty
bar room, brushing snow
from long knitted shawl
draping her head and wellbelow shoulders red hair.
Looks disheveled but
preternaturally calm
like some Pre-Raphaelite
angel that hadn’t been
painted yet, pale skin
flushed with the cold.
Barely able to speak,
she asks for something
hot to drink, words
formed no more than a
whisper, a draft through
the space between window
and sill. Looks into back
bar mirror for the reflection
that isn’t there.
Process note: The poem thinks Long Black Veil in a more ethereal context indoors
seeking warmth on a night like this one.
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Nocturne in Blue & Silver 1872-78 of James McNeill Whistler
By Alan Catlin
Dark foundering
landscape
where all
the rivers
of the mind
converge
in shadows;
a clock face
without
hands in last
discernible
light
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Views of Charing Cross Bridge after Claude Monet
By Alan Catlin
Evanescent
sunlight
on River
Thames –
Later a density
of fog
first blue-grey
then darker
still
no longer
visible:
Houses of Parliament
Charing Cross Bridge
men in skiffs
swept away
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Waterloo Bridge: Effect of Sunlight in the Fog 1903 after Claude Monet
By Alan Catlin

Dull blue
grey night
in the after
noon;
a blistering
ripple of water
colored
by sun;
in the mist,
human shadows
formed, remain
incomplete
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Diane Airbus Held
By Alan Catlin
a print of her
photograph
of a boy caught
in a candid
moment: geeky
smile, skinny
arms and legs,
bony knees,
suspender straps
sliding down his
no muscle arms,
short pants soon
to follow and
the hand grenade
held in his left
hand, an almost
incidental detail
that warm, bright,
summer day in
Central Park 1960
whatever, she sd.,
“For me the subject
of the picture is
always more important than the picture.
And more complicated.”
Words spoken a few
months before her suicide.
Alan Catlin has published dozens of chapbooks and full length books of prose and
poetry on a wide variety of subjects. His latest forthcoming chapbook of poetry is
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from Night Ballet Press, Beautiful Mutants. He is the poetry editor of the online
poetry journal Misfitmagazine.net.
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Ecstasy
By Amitabh Vikram Dwivedi
These apparels are mere adoration on our bodies.
Pure and naked, we bathe in each other’s pond.
Like true lovers, we are just born in one another’s lap.
There is no sign of dying and decay.
We do not know our religions even.
We shake, and clinch our fists,
With our eyes half open, and half closed in ecstasy.
We cry for light, and
Idle tears fall as we release, they do not knowThat we want to dissolve into each other’s love.

Amitabh Vikram Dwivedi is university faculty and assistant professor of linguistics
at Shri Mata Vaishno Devi University, India; and author of two books on lesser
known Indian languages: A Grammar of Hadoti and A Grammar of Bhadarwahi.
As a poet, he has published around fifty poems in different anthologies, journals,
and magazines worldwide. Until recently, his poem “Mother” has included as a
prologue to Motherhood and War: International Perspectives (Eds.), Palgrave
Macmillan Press, 2014.
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I May Not Be Much But I Am All I Think About
By Christopher Hileman
The sun will rise up.
It will devastate the dark
crannies of the night
with implacable light.
This always happens.
Spiders
spin their gossamer
dew lapped webs between
the tiny green fresh faced twigs.
I see that with my
eagle eyes as I
plummet to the mossy place,
(unerring this time
not like other times)
that place You made for us all.
I like to think You
made it just for me.
I shiver a bit knowing
that is not the truth.
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Running For My Life
By Christopher Hileman
A faithless king
dogs me, snuffling my sorrow
like rivers crashing
past rocks and I hide
my house below the cataract
in the darker mists
I found in your eyes.
That faithless king promised me
my own river shore.
Then he pulled the sun
down from my gathering sky.
Oh I’ve been so lost
without you, my love,
without your sweet blue cascade.
I’m a running man,
running for my life.
That faithless king has lost me
and in time will fade.
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With The Goddess
By Christopher Hileman
As you approach me
I find the edge of myself
tremble, then dissolve
as your sea takes me
into the orbit
of your lunar gravity.
There I find that I'm
overcome, must be
with you, conjunction of sun,
moon, total eclipse,
full corona, flares
on all sides of me as I
burn, nuclear fire.

18

That's When The Sun
By Christopher Hileman
I thought my joy gone,
taken from me as summer
takes spring and fall takes
summer, as drought takes
rain, I thought my joy dried up.
That's when the sun broke
my bones open wide,
light roaring out of my eyes,
when you said to me,
yes.

Christopher Hileman moved to Oregon in 1973. He had retired to live on the
volcanic bluff overlooking Willamette Falls in Oregon City, Oregon. He ascends the
stairs from his basement digs to improvise on his Yamaha keyboard or the house
Playel grand when the calico cat releases him from below. The part-Irish
Wolfhound here likes him.
Blogs at View From The Northern Wall.
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Arch Rock
By A.J. Huffman
Among the graying shoulders of a deserted beach
an altar sparkles twice as bright as the sun.
A beacon, desperate to preserve itself
in any eye of wandering
soul, searching for a levitated level
resembling home.

A.J. Huffman has published eleven solo chapbooks and one joint chapbook
through various small presses. Her new full-length poetry collection, Another
Blood Jet, is now available from Eldritch Press. She has another full-length poetry
collection, A Few Bullets Short of Home, scheduled for release in Summer 2015,
from mgv2>publishing. She is a Pushcart Prize nominee, and has published over
2000 poems in various national and international journals, including Labletter,
The James Dickey Review, Bone Orchard, EgoPHobia, and Kritya. She is also the
founding editor of Kind of a Hurricane Press. www.kindofahurricanepress.com
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Sundress
By Ron. Lavalette
She thinks about how she looks,
about how she looks in a sundress;
puts it on and steps on out
onto Main Street, pushes her stroller
down past the Creemee stand
where the hunks hang out,
admiring each other’s tattoos
and planning their romantic assaults
on the wide-eyed waitress at the Valley House,
making bets on who among them is
most likely to get to second base first.
She knows she doesn’t stand a chance
of catching their full attention
or holding it very long, but she’s
hoping there’s enough breeze
to flutter her sundress,
lure at least one of them
into a second look, hold his eyes long enough
so that her red hair and lipstick
sends him a green light, tempts him to
come on over and chat her up.
But the stroller’s working against all that.
Sundress or no, lipstick or not,
she knows she’s made her bed;
she just doesn’t want to lie in it alone.
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Chase
By Ron. Lavalette
The old man scoops another
thin scrape of riverbank, dips
the rim to drown the till,
swirls the pan. Part of the dig
slips over the edge with every
circle. The murky water clears.
Sandy granite. Schist. A glint
of mica. The man looks up.
The sun is gold in a blue sky.
The man sits still, resigned.
He sighs; scoops; swirls; spills.
He wills himself to wait.
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Whistler’s Annunciation
By Ron. Lavalette
Mister Whistler looms
down the gloomy street,
hoping to meet the morning
but limps himself back home
before dawn.
When the sun
comes scrambling up at last
over the staring and eggy town,
sleepy in its early kitchens,
all the yellow curtains
in all the yellow windows
burst into Sunday flames
and fall, burning the countertops
and leaving their feeble yellow ash
on Mister Whistler’s sad and
unswept morning floors.

Ron. Lavalette (Barton VT) has been widely published, both in print and online. A
reasonable sample of his published work can be found at Eggs Over Tokyo.
Blogs at Scrambled, Not Fried.
http://about.me/rlavalette
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Scale
By Alan Toltzis
In slow motion
small white patches
on the azalea stems
and under its leaves
are ravaging it.
*
Without a word,
our two white birches
instinctively offer
pages of curled blank bark.
*
What’s happening
to the roots
of our crape myrtle
in this killing cold?
*
When warmth feels impossible,
I remember
the pink phalanx of cherry trees
welcoming me back to a parking lot
in California.
Process Notes: “Scale” began after meditating on the idea of how a small change,
barely visible on the surface, can indicate something much more troubling
internally. That led me to the scale on my azaleas, the deep cold now, and my
optimism for spring soon.
Alan Toltzis lives and writes in Bucks County, PA where he is working on a book of
poems that are modern expressions of our relationship with God and the world
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around us. His poems have been published in print and online publications
including Focus Midwest, Burningword Literary Journal, The Jewish Literary
Journal, and the upcoming issue of Soul-Lit.
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Where Roads Darken During Daytime
By Martin Willitts Jr
A house is near a grove of trees full of solitude.
A piano on the grained porch has somber notes.
Its sheet music can be weighed by absence.
Like a tree has confessions, a piano dampens
sadness with tiny mallets of spring rain.
Someday the owner will return to the music
bringing the nearness of absence to each note.
There is an expectancy of the trees
tearing skin off the air with their teeth.
The piano wants the melody of lovers
absorbing every fiber of their distance.
From wonder and resolution, every object is waiting.
Birds, dark as castanets, leap out of the cabinet of air
like whirling dervishes.
Process note: "Where Roads Darken During Daytime" began with seeing a upright
piano, outside on a porch, with sheet music open, and it was raining enough to
dampen the piano and sheet music. I wondered, why anyone would destroy a
piano by putting outside where the strings inside would get out of tune?
Sometimes, the absence of light is both internal and external.
Martin Willitts Jr is a retired Librarian, and he is the winner of the 2014
International Dylan Thomas Poetry Award. He has over 20 chapbooks of poetry,
and he has 8 full-length collections including national ecological award winner
"Searching for What You Cannot See” (Hiraeth Press, 2013) and “Irises, the
Lightning Conductor For Van Gogh's Illness” (Aldrich Press, 2014). His forthcoming
books include "How to Be Silent" (FutureCycle Ptess) and "God Is Not Amused
With What You Are Doing In Her Name" (Aldrich Press).
Blogs at https://poeart2.wordpress.com/
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Love Is a Dream
By Barbara Young
She dreams and, clumsy as an axe,
drops her name on a looking glass,
shattering the sky with lightning.
Love is an immense gray cat,
spike-full of shocks. It crackles,
and rubs against the hills,
purring thunder,
threatening
to splinter her.
The sky will settle and rain.
The mirror will be whole again,
but love is frightening.
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To: Despair, In Mid-assembly, Watching
By Barbara Young
the directions–translated
from Ikean
by evil elves–
go blowing off.
Should you chase it? A sad, wild-armed
uninstructed,
pink, chaotic
ornithopter.
Bury your face and cry? Quick, hide
the evidence;
pretend you don’t–
just sometimes– hope.
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A Miser’s Life
By Barbara Young
The trees in the Art Center courtyard are small.
Elms–I think they are; I’ll call them elms–
with stiff leather oval-round leaves that turned
yellow overnight and fell the next night
onto the white gravel. And the wind heaped them
beside the walk; and I had just arrived
when the damn sun suddenly struck coins, right
before my eyes. I had to set my purse down,
had to bend and scoop a double handful.
If the leaves were nasty underneath with damp,
dead bugs and cigarette butts, it really
didn’t matter. They fell through my fingers,
and I was Scrooge McDuck, living large
in a top hat, my hands dripping gold.

Barbara Young is aging without grace in Middle Tennessee. She thinks she’d like
to be a poet if she grows up, but won’t bet on it. Her blogs went South for the
winter holidays, may now be in Cuba.

29

Why is it, they both think, that some days the sun
just seems to flash out as if someone had snatched
up its last light and smashed it to the ground?
–Stephen Dobyns, “Pony Express”
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