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Borrowed Poetry 

 
 
Welcome to our Fall 2019 issue.  
 
Poems often are in dialogue with other artistic works. That makes us a collective. Things 
become interesting when there is a two-way street. As poets we read other poems, we 
consume movies, plays, music, various art forms. These things can be a springboard for 
our own thoughts and creativity. It’s something I do as well drawing inspiration from 
other experiential forms. 
 
Just for instance riffing off lines from another poem. 
 
We Are All Voyeurs 
“The world is ugly/And the people are sad.”—Wallace Stevens 
 
I read a couple of bleak poems that reeked of 
cheap perfume. Mostly amorous crap. 
Some guy who peeked through the wall saw 
a woman take off her clothes, then kissed 
her husband, then put her hand inside his 
pants. They engaged in coitus, I think. 
 
Me, I’m sitting by a bay window, looking at 
the spreading branches–morning had broken 
and the sunlight warmed my soles. 
I’m slowly coming out of my shell 
in the pine-scented air, portentous. 
I combed out my voluminous hair. 
 
The allure of woman, I think, lies in 
some mystery–butt cheeks shifting under 
maroon panties, for instance. She held up 
a white blouse, like a veil. I thought about 
God–where is he–nowhere here, not in 
this seedy low-life, not this pageant. 
 
Then I thought, tremulous, that search for 
light must begin in darkness. Swirling 
colors that begin to emerge into beauty. 
Who held the brush but the artist 
who is all body, and soul, when 
in service of something so ineffable. 
 
The lines in the first stanza references Mark Strand’s poem “The Way It Is.” The original 
Mark Strand poem reads: 
 
My neighbor’s wife comes home. 
She walks into the living room, 
takes off her clothes, her hair falls down her back. 



 4 

She seems to wade 
through long flat rivers of shade. 
The soles of her feet are black. 
She kisses her husband’s neck 
and puts her hands inside his pants. 
 
In this issue we’re looking for these two-way streets. We borrow ideas and lines from 
another. No artistic work is a closed shell. You crack open the shell and the egg oozes 
out. What does your eggy consumption feel like? That’s what I’m interested in. Do you 
fry it sunny side up or poach it or turn it into a fancy omelette with mushrooms and so 
on? What is your experience of it? 
 
In terms of borrowing ideas, you may also make your poem into some sort of response 
to another artistic source. This happens quite easily. For instance, after watching a 
movie, you may want to write about it. After listening to a piece of music, you may want 
to reference it. After viewing a piece of art or performance, you may want to tell the 
reader your perception of it in a poem. What are the things you’d highlight, that had 
struck you somehow? 
 
In terms of referencing, you could do it in a deep essential way or you could do it quite 
casually–a quotation or whatever. We can be stretchy when it comes to definition. Make 
your poem an aesthetic response of sort. If life is about experience, your poem would be 
an aesthetic response to what happens in another aesthetic portrayal of it. 
 
Good writing! 
 
 
 
Irene Toh 
Editor 
Fall 2019 
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All I can do is stand out here, 
the wretchedness of stars exploding. 

–Martin Willitts Jr 
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Starry Night Over The Rhone 
by Jonathan Beale 
 
The clock is now sleeping…. 
Time is absent here. That uninvited guest, is away. 
Socrates sits in silence, on a distant bank 
(Invisible to you and, I) unable to fathom. 
What or why is going on. 
his sophisticated words: now dumb. 
He can reason not the need. 
I paint in a joy from my window’s frame. 
As they experience their human pleasure of 
Touch, they feel each other mingled with the night. 
The city distant city: blind and far enough away – 
Those wedding guests who stay too long. 
Encapsulating a beauty of its own (hopper never pasted this way) 
As the light dances a demonic reel 
The bluest blueness projects the mood 
As only black can everywhere else. 
The sodden waters edge’s 
Handed over from the mornings 
Silver woven tidal cloth 
…of what, what are they doing, or have done. 
A quiet dyad under the stars – becoming…something enchanting. 
Momentarily awakening to this… 
strange trinity of which I’m an invisible fraction. 
the gentle ripple of the tide 
cradling the delicate dinghies 
time is absent there, but not here 
a moment grabbed before, before, before… 
they can feel, touch and be one, once more 
can I capture that moment of joy? 
time will awake again soon…. 
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After Goya 
by Jonathan Beale 
 
From still life: ‘Pieces of rib, loin, and a head of mutton.’ 
Francisco de Goya. Musée du Louvre. 
 
The once learnt: now gone. 
Deeds are done and form to dust – 
That “when” – when youth is too young 
Led easily by any anthems dream 
Ringing out a hollow heartless tune. 
Their always beating black hearts at work 
They live between the lines. 
Behind the actions dead weight: 
Now this deadweight leaving life for the few – 
Still steering freight for the butchers block. 
 
They find this tripartite game 
Impossible from field to abattoir to butcher 
As the weighted cleavers chops the blood and bone – 
The pure rain so easily washes this unholy mixture away. 
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After Nobody’s Wife  
by Jonathan Beale 
 
There is a golden allure 
gold allures all men of all creeds 
Somehow passed her by. 
 
There is glow of hope anticipation, 
In her face – she is what she is 
And still wants to be that half of something else. 
 
In love with love? 
Or just requiring the status? The role? 
As she looks back at you. 
 
Are you interested? Would you? Would you? 
as she is seeking something. 
Allow the window watchers in. 
 
The people watchers – to muse for a moment 
And find a seam of their desire 
This is neither right nor wrong. 
 
They lend, as do we, without reason 
Without consent. The allure draws us 
Still onward; still inward. 
 
Peeling back the layers – 
What is beneath? and who even cares, 
Unraveling the destination. 
 
I see her, on my wall, in a café; 
Every time a different bell is rung 
A different song is sung. 
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Chris Gollon, Nobody’s Wife 
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After The Man With The Blue Guitar 
by Jonathan Beale 
 
What enters in, still enters in 
The superfluous guitar of things exactly as they aren’t. 
 
The mind, the eye, the psyche, the… 
If we’re not author, then subject? 
 
Sat there in blind reflection. The beginning 
As nebulous as the clouds, and as free 
 
As you nail your thought across the door 
As I learnt, briefly to touch once more 
 
The mood – green? 
Music exceeds – surpassed 
 
Why everything is as it could 
Under the spell of a serenade 
 
The masses, the senses; the mass senses 
As all those whose DNA this has permeated 
 
Rebirth. New life. Another being 
Yet plays things as me must. 
 
Moments past in this eloquent game 
Everything different, everything the same. 
 
Just the last line remains the same 
The thread is picked. 
 
Leading on to green days 
Where we and them – play the same tune. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jonathan Beale has had his work published in over sixty journals including Danse 
Macabre, Bluepepper, Mad Swirl, Ygdrasil, Red Wolf Editions, Sheepshead Review, 
Poetry 24 et al. He is also published in two anthologies, Drowning and The Poet as 
Sociopath (Scar publications). And one to be published, Do not be afraid, a small 
anthology dedicated to Seamus Heaney. His first book of poetry The Destinations of 
Raxiera (Hammer and Anvil) in November 2015. 
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A Bedpan for Icarus 
by Gabriella Brand 
 
About suffering they were never wrong. 
The Old Masters. How well they understood 
its human position, how it takes place 
when someone else is just scarfing down a burrito, 
or adjusting their earbuds. 
When my mother lay dying, her heart skipping beats, 
her pulse losing rhythm, the nurses stood in the hallway, 
outside her room, chatting normally, 
taking bets on “Dancing With the Stars”, 
ordering Mexican food for dinner. 
Mother could have been Icarus, falling 
from the sky, Icarus needing a bedpan. 
I shook my fist at the nurses through the hospital curtain. 
And yet, I should have known, we all turn away, quite leisurely, 
from disaster, just as Breughel drew. 
We run our eyes down the screen, 
clicking even as the typhoon hits 
the mosque is bombed, the small child drowns in the Rio Grande. 
We hear the splash. We gulp and shake our heads, maybe 
mutter a prayer, And then, quite calmly, we move on. 
 

 
 
Note: My source is Musée des Beaux Arts by W.H.Auden. 
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Grounded: Seventh Day 
by Gabriella Brand 
 
Complacencies of the sweatpants, 
and a late latte, and those really good blood 
oranges from Trader Joe’s. 
Stretched out on the couch, pecking at the tablet 
like a cockatoo, in the holy hush 
of NPR, with the news shrunk and week-end withered, 
and then, later, after the laundry’s done, a few 
hours along the river, barely a jog, 
the day like wide water 
without sound, not even church bells or a call to prayer, 
disinterested in sacrifice or sepulcher, 
just grounded on the soft moist earth 
holding the entire bickering planet in the Light. 
 
 
Note: My source is “Sunday Morning” by Wallace Stevens.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Gabriella Brand’s writing has appeared in over fifty literary magazines. Her most recent 
work appears this spring in the Gyroscope Review and the Willawau Journal. She is a 
Pushcart Prize nominee. 
Gabriella divides her time between Connecticut, where she teaches foreign languages 
and Quebec, where she volunteers with Middle Eastern refugees, runs writing groups, 
and paddles her own canoe. 
Website: gabriellabrand.net 
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Ten 
by Misky Braendeholm 
 
All the sky and albino clouds, 
and pale constellations watch her 
like poetry. 
She’s a marigold bath 
on the beach, 
a honed curator 
of her own shining shore. 
A sunbathing iridescent. 
Like a sacrifice. Lain. 
Laid. Lying. Talking 
softly in your ear, softly, softly, 
so you must lean in to hear her 
golden pleasures, to hear her 
one perfect scoring ten. 
And the sun sinks behind her, 
sinks behind her sweeping eyelids, 
and she blooms. Adorns 
the sand like old charms. 
Shines gold and pearled 
as a firefly in July. 
Then she sighs like a surprise, 
and apologises for her beauty. 
 
 
(inspired by the movie Ten 1979) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Misky Braendeholm’s work is regularly published in monthly issues of Waterways Poetry 
in the Mainstream, and Ten Penny Players. 
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Woman Cursing the Coast 
by Kersten Christianson 
–After Miroslave Holub’s “Man Cursing the Sea” 
 
From the top of Harbor 
Mountain, woman shakes 
her fist at the outer coast. 
Ridiculous water, you carry 
the world’s sorrow from loud- 
mouthed sea, bawling in its loss, 
to arrogant sky. Between the both 
of you: mist, drizzle and rain, 
enough to drown the sugar 
sweetness of granulated sun, 
to drench the silken dress 
of Himalayan poppy blue. 
Ocean, you petulant child, 
scribbling each day new lines 
along coastline, markers 
on the wall, uncapped, 
left in disarray. 
And so she shakes her fist, 
while sky pewters and forest 
songbirds issue their last 
twitters for the day. 
And then she treks 
down the mountain, 
and returns home. 
 
Here is my poem in response to Miroslav Hold’s poem, “Man Cursing the Sea.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kersten Christianson is a raven-watching, moon-gazing Alaskan. She holds an MFA in 
Creative Writing (University of Alaska Anchorage), has authored two books of poetry 
– What Caught Raven’s Eye (Petroglyph Press, 2018) and Something Yet to Be Named 
(Aldrich Press, 2017) – and is the poetry editor of Alaska Women Speak. 
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Script 
        for a birthday card 
by William Conelly 
 
Another year-long trip’s begun 
encompassing the sun. 
Days—like jewels in a circlet— 
wait their being strung. 
 
Raise me a glass from fortune past 
to fortunes yet to come. 
Pledge me anew that gem-like days 
be common as the sun. 
 
 
 
In ‘Script’ I’ve tried to enhance the emotion of Hallmark’s typical birthday greetings with 
the realities of our solar system. I hold no grudge against Hallmark. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
After military service, William Conelly took two degrees in English from UC Santa 
Barbara. Unrelated research and writing work followed before he returned to academia 
in 2000. Since then he had served in both the US and the UK as an associate professor, 
tutor and seminar leader in English studies. Retired now, with dual citizenship, he 
resides with his wife in the West Midlands town of Warwick. In 2015 the Able Muse 
Press published an assortment of his verse dating back 40 years. It’s titled Uncontested 
Grounds and may be reviewed at their website or via Amazon. 
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Boys Together Clinging 
(After Walt Whitman & David Hockney) 
by Tim Dunne 
 
And so they gathered round for a selfie, 
boys together, thumbs up, grinning and clinging, 
an unexpected photo opportunity on this 
Wednesday Amsterdam shift. 
The shout to rescue a celeb or two, from a hotel lift, 
uncovered a famous artist with press pack in tow. 
David, 81, now sits centre on the stool so thoughtfully 
passed through the door’s forced gap, 
flat hatted and beaming. Not every day 
he gets rescued by such dashing knights. 
Not quite We Two Boys Together Clinging, 
but Walt I’m sure, would rejoice in the 
camaraderie so visibly on show here. 
Their ‘red badge of courage,’ never in question. 
Their enemy, fire and flame, 
a conflagration no less lethal 
than the smoke and shell of a Civil War battle. 
So David, incarceration ended, smiles serenely, 
while the boys around him cling together 
full satisfied in the knowledge, of a job well done. 
 
 

 
 
Sources: 
A copy of photo and BBC News article can be seen here: 
https://www.bbc.com/news/entertainment-arts-47401639 
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We Two Boys Together Clinging by Walt Whitman: 
https://www.bartleby.com/142/56.html 
 
We Two Boys Together Clinging by David Hockney: 
https://www.artscouncilcollection.org.uk/artwork/we-two-boys-together-clinging 
 
 
The poem was written in response to the BBC web article which describes how David 
Hockney got stuck in a lift in a hotel in Amsterdam and had to be rescued by a local Fire 
crew. From his smiling face, surrounded as he is by hunky Dutch firemen, he seemed to 
have enjoyed the experience! The way the men were gathered together reminded me of 
Hockney’s early painting We Two Boys Together Clinging, which is in itself an allusion to 
Walt Whitman’s poem of the same name and his experience as a medical orderly in the 
battlefields of the American Civil War. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tim Dunne has now taught English and Drama for more than 40 years. At first in the 
North West of England, then North Wales and for the past eight years abroad, first in 
Saudi Arabia and now in Azerbaijan. Home though, is up in the mountains of Snowdonia 
in the beautiful Croesor valley, where he lives with his wife, Bev, daughter Phoebe, six 
cats and one dog. Though now legally a pensioner, he has no intention of retiring just 
yet. 
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Horns Of The Landscape 
by Lisa Fleck Dondiego 
 
In the Garden of Wish Fulfillment 
        close to Gorky’s house in Armenia, 
                stood an enormous poplar with no leaves, 
 
bleached under the sun, the rain, the cold. 
        This was the Holy Tree. Villagers 
                tore strips of their clothing like signatures 
 
to hang on the tree, a parade of banners 
        in the wind. Often his mother and other 
                village women opened their bosoms, 
 
took out their soft breasts in their hands 
        to rub them on the blue rock 
                half buried in black earth. 
 
But when he allowed the genocide 
        inside him, the garden filled up 
                with shadows. His eye became 
 
a sentry, his visions not always holy. 
        Painting became the horns of the landscape, 
                like trying to wrestle the devil. 
 
He didn’t finish his paintings, stayed up 
        all night trying to grasp 
                the exact vanishing point. 
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Arshile Gorky, Horns of the Landscape 1944 
 
Note on Horns of the Landscape 
Gorky painted his Horns of the Landscape in 1944. I first saw the work in Vassar’s 
Frances Lehman Loeb Art Center several years ago. I have borrowed some of Gorky’s 
own words as well as those of outside sources on his theories of art – although certainly 
not word for word – and have used my own intuition and re-creation as to his state of 
mind and feelings surrounding the painting. The Armenian genocide which took place 
between 1915-1917 evidently finally took its toll on Gorky, and began affecting him in a 
more powerful way. In 1948, overcome by personal injury and tragedy, he hanged 
himself. His painting and life story were so compelling that I responded with my poem. 
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Joseph Cornell’s L’Égypte de Mlle Cléo de Mérode  
by Lisa Fleck Dondiego 
 
       You don’t make art, you find it. You accept everything as its material. 
       —Charles Simic 
 
On a layer of red sand beneath glass: 
 
broken piece of comb, 
frosted slivers 
for reflection. 
 
Porcelain doll’s arm, 
broken at elbow, 
for fitting her into his frame. 
 
Plastic rose petals 
for throwing at her feet, 
preserving her beauty. 
 
Three miniature tin spoons 
for measuring out sand grains 
in her hourglass. 
 
Twelve cork-stopped 
apothecary jars filled with spirits: 
 
crumpled tulle, blue 
celluloid, bone fragments, 
for curing all ailments. 
 
Metal chain, rhinestones, 
sequins, pearl beads, 
for seduction. 
 
He labels the jars: 
 
“Grasshoppers and locusts.” 
“An instrument to measure the Nile’s waters.” 
“Sphynx.” “L’emeraudes de Cléo de Mérode.” 
 
In one jar, Cleopatra’s needle is threaded. 
 
In another, his Queen’s entombed, 
dancing on yellow sand, 
a pinned butterfly 
that no one may touch. 
 



 24 

 
 
Joseph Cornell, L’Égypte de Mlle Cléo de Mérode cours élémentaire d’histoire naturelle, 
1940. 
 
 
Note on Joseph Cornell’s L’Égypte de Mlle Cléo de Mérode 
For this poem I scrutinized Cornell’s box of that name, and borrowed the materials he 
used in it, which he had gathered from his many scavenger trips to junk shops in New 
York City. I more or less “scavenged” these same materials from him, and in writing 
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about them, borrowed their arrangement as well. As a person who suffers from 
claustrophobia, I found an additional benefit – that I was able objectify and deal with my 
claustrophobic fears by exerting complete control over my materials, as Cornell had 
before me. 
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Horse’s Skull With White Rose 
by Lisa Fleck Dondiego 
 
Dress form, 
torso pinned by light, 
awaiting drape of satin, 
fitting shape for bodice 
of wedding gown— 
or classical bust of goddess 
smooth as alabaster, 
head knocked off by time or vandals, 
loss addressed by living rose, 
softening death, 
resurrection of elegant 
skull’s creature, long-dead, 
Easter bonnet perched, 
warm breath not yet fled. 
 
 

 
 
Georgia O’Keeffe, Horse’s Skull with White Rose 1931 
 
 
Notes on Horse’s Skull with White Rose 
This poem is a response to Georgia O’Keeffe’s painting of the same name. I have 
“borrowed” from O’Keeffe in the sense that I have tried to interpret her subject in the 
same spirit that she did, and set myself the same goal: for observers to see new life and 
beauty in a creature which hadn’t been alive for many years. 
 
Lisa Fleck Dondiego’s poems have appeared in The Westchester Review, Haibun 
Today, and in several anthologies, including Red Moon Press’s yearly anthology and in 
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the Contemporary Women Writers of the Hudson Valley’s A Slant of Light. She has 
taught for 9 years in the Learning to See workshop series at the Greenburgh Library in 
White Plains, NY. Her chapbook, A Sea Change, was published by Finishing Line Press 
in 2011. She lives in Ossining, NY, with her husband. 
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Small Love 
by Jo Angela Edwins 
 
Love and a cough 
cannot be concealed. 
Even a small cough. 
Even a small love. 
                                                  –Anne Sexton, “Small Wire” 
 
A small cough is easy enough 
to imagine, although even the very 
smallest is often voluntary, 
the sort people make in assembly halls, 
school-desk rows, or church pews, to catch 
a friend’s attention, or hide a rumbling 
belly. A small love 
is another thing entirely, 
less explicable, less exact. 
What makes love small? 
The size of the thing loved? 
You love your Cadillac 
more than your cup of tea. Maybe, 
but do you love your St. Bernard 
more than your newborn baby? 
Or is it the size of what does the loving? 
Do elephants love more intently than field mice, 
whales than goldfish, 
linebackers than jockeys? 
When gnats mate, do they create 
the smallest love of all? 
And what of love unprofessed? 
The timid lover, unsuspected, uncaressed, 
held hostage to his fevered dreams 
cannot rightly be called small. 
In fact, his love looms giant, 
cast like a shadow on a celestial screen 
of what could be, or what might have been 
had fate been more compliant. 
Still, there lies something almost holy 
in the thought of a small love 
when love by nature seems immense, 
essentially intense, 
in no way quiet or reserved. 
If love can be small, it becomes 
something everyone can aspire to, 
the sort of thing the humblest among us 
can somehow claim at some time to deserve. 
If it’s never too small to hear or see, 
it cannot be asking too much 
to taste, or touch, 
or hold lightly in our hands this fragrant seed. 
Feed it. It can do no less than grow. 
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“Small Love” was inspired by Anne Sexton’s poem “Small Wire.” The version I read was 
included in Anne Sexton: The Complete Poems. 
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Alien Hand Syndrome 
by Jo Angela Edwins 
 
“Alien Hand Syndrome sees woman attacked by her own hand.”—headline to story on 
BBC News Health website 
 
 
We may laugh at first, 
and as usual, our laughter 
disguises our horror. 
There is nothing funny about 
the woman’s bruised face, 
her mouth gaping in fatigue 
and confusion. This is 
both less and more than metaphor 
for the ways we damage ourselves, the ways 
we never learn our own minds. 
The brain, that mad hermit 
hidden in his house of bone, 
is no more than twins attached 
at the middle. They think alike, until 
some skillful surgeon cleaves them 
to remedy electric flares, until 
a stroke builds walls between them. 
Then the figurative turns literal: 
the left hand doesn’t know 
what the right one is doing, 
and worse yet, doesn’t care, 
might drop your credit card 
in the mailbox, might unbutton 
your blouse in the crowded lobby, 
might blindly slide itself across 
the blade of a butcher knife. 
Who can help but wonder why 
the wild one chooses cruelty 
over kindness, chooses chaos 
over calm? Or is it that 
bad hands get all the press? 
Perhaps somewhere, a quiet woman 
finds her left hand picking flowers 
for her table, sorting laundry, 
gently stroking a sleeping cat. 
Her right hand, stunned at first 
to stillness, cannot help 
but be changed by the stranger hand’s 
example. Soon enough, 
its own intentions may improve. 
It may learn to help the other 
in its tender, errant ways. 
All this is silly fantasy. 
There is true illness here. 
There is true suffering. 
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Nonetheless, fantasy— 
like laughter—is a thing 
we turn to when reality 
is too horrible to watch, 
hard slaps to battered cheeks, 
a grainy image gone permanent, 
too seared to us to be erased 
by the swipe of anyone’s hand. 
 
 
 
“Alien Hand Syndrome” was inspired by a story and headline appearing on BBC.com. 
Here is the link to the story: https://www.bbc.com/news/uk-12225163. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jo Angela Edwins has published poems in various venues including Calyx, New South, 
Naugatuck River Review, Zone 3, and other journals and anthologies. Her 
chapbook, Play, was published in 2016 by Finishing Line Press. She has received 
poetry awards from the SC Academy of Authors and Poetry Super Highway and is a 
Pushcart Prize, Forward Prize, and Bettering American Poetry nominee. She lives and 
teaches in Florence, SC. 
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Those Lusty Boys 
by Linda Goin 
 
I wonder if Wallace Stevens knew 
his poems, one day, would suffer 
inspection with pencil notes 
drawn between lines and in margins, 
especially around specific words 
to that cold ruler, the emperor 
of ice cream. According to faint 
impressions, this dirge speaks 
to death and dawdling demimondes 
and boys who court both bravely. 
 
I want to know why Wallace chose 
ice cream, rather than whipped cream. 
Along those edges, I would like to add 
memories about my grandma’s 
gingerbread cookies, my mother’s cakes, 
my first husband’s fried chicken 
that often wound up piecemeal 
on the ceiling. Also, my brother’s 
Boboli crust pizzas. All this food 
is temporary, transformative, turning. 
 
Yet, this poem is not about thirteen ways 
of looking at consumption, even though 
that word could mean a mortal disease 
as well as how we treat existence. 
Everything is temporary except love, 
and that condition continues only 
because we so desperately desire 
longevity, because we want more 
than those lusty boys bearing flowers 
wrapped in last month’s newspapers. 
 
 
Wallace Stevens is one of my favorite poets. This poem is based upon Stevens’ 
poem, “The Emperor of Ice Cream.” The references include the title as well as the 
flowers in last month’s newspapers. 
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An Old Me Remembers Young Ian Anderson 
by Linda Goin 
 
How I love YouTube, the ability to remember 
dead people and others barely alive 
performing back when I was in college, 
or younger. Your flute, your pot belly. 
I recollect you as slim as you wore a tartan 
and a purple tam, singing about being thick 
as a brick. Your red hair and beard, 
along with those boots and tight white pants 
drove the crazy in me thinking about accents 
and codpieces, but your affectations turned 
me off. Looking back, I understand now, 
and I am in awe over your lyrics and theatrics. 
I really don’t mind if I sit this one out. 
My god. Nothing is easy. 
 
 
 
 
This poem was taken literally from YouTube and my memories of Jethro Tull. The last 
two lines are taken from two of Anderson’s early songs. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The poetry of Virginia-born Linda Goin is informed by many locales, including 
Pennsylvania, Colorado, Australia, and Kentucky. Her poems have been published 
in Yankee Boy Review, Poets for Living Waters, Mentress Moon (Sundress 
Publications), and Mojave River Review. Her chapbook She-Oak is forthcoming from 
Musehick Publications. 
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Made to Order 
(Shadowing the great Raymond Carver’s poem, “My Boat.”) 
By Sue Mayfield Geiger 
 
Watching a rainstorm, drinking a dirty martini. 
 
Remembering dad’s 16-foot ski boat— 
the one he built in my granddad’s abandoned 
chicken coop from a set of plans he sent off 
for in Boat Builder’s Handbook. 
 
A plant worker, it took it him six months— 
going over there nightly and weekends. 
 
It was a beauty—all mahogany and teak 
with a fiberglass bottom—shiny and dreamy. 
 
Dad mentioned by name all his friends who would 
go out with him on his boat. Especially Edna, 
the love of his life. 
 
He made several sets of water skis and he’d teach anyone 
and everyone how to come up slowly, “don’t yank on 
the rope, let the moment capture your spirit, avoid wakes.” 
 
Food is important for a boat ride, so there would be 
sandwiches, potato salad, beer—lots of it—and watermelon. 
 
Fishing poles, laughter, music—dad wanted 
everyone to have a good time. 
 
While building his boat, Dad would say: “I can see us all 
on my boat—family, friends, anyone who wants a ride. 
I’ll take them out on the lake; pull them on skies, give them a thrill.” 
 
Later he’ll ask: “What can I fix you?” 
 
Everyone will eat with gusto, then share stories. 
Stuff made up and those that are real. 
 
“I want to hear them all,” dad would say. 
“They all matter to me and my boat.” 
 
 
 
After reading Carver’s poem, it struck me how much he had in common with my father. 
Kindred spirits, for sure. With every nail dad hammered into his boat, he was thinking of 
entertaining others. 
 
 
Sue Mayfield Geiger is a freelance writer living on the Texas Gulf Coast. Her literary 
work has appeared in Grayson Books, RiverLit, Dos Gatos Press, The Binnacle, Blue 
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Hour Press, Of Burgers and Barrooms (Main Street Rag) and others. Upcoming: 
2019 Waco WordFest Anthology. 
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Arrakis  
by Christopher Hileman 
 
My worm exhales spice 
In a tumble of gold sand 
And leaves me behind. 
I slide down the slope 
To the fold at the bottom, 
The crease of two dunes. 
 
I shall wait near here 
For you to come and lift me 
Off this hellish land, 
Hoping my water 
Recycles without hitches 
 
And that my brothers 
Will still lift my soul. 
 
 
Arrakis is the planet also known as Dune and is the creation of Frank Herbert, a first-rate 
science fiction novelist. Dune is the first in a sequence of novels and stories that takes 
place primarily on Arrakis but also on several other planets in the universe of the Dune 
stories. Other authors took over the production of the series as time went by. 
Dune was a work in a sociological vein, telling the story of a planet in jihad, or holy war, 
similar to the breakout of Islam after the rise of Mohammad in the middle of the first 
millennium AD. Other science fiction works created after the mid-nineteen sixties 
explored other religious traditions, such as the Christian, Hindu and Buddhist traditions 
but Dune and Islam was first and in the opinion of many, including me, the best of them. 
As Wikipedia notes: “1965’s Dune, is popularly considered one of the greatest science 
fiction novels of all time, and it is sometimes cited as the best-selling science fiction 
novel in history.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Christopher Hileman moved to Oregon in 1973. He has retired for some years and lives 
on the north bank of the McKenzie River in Vida, Oregon. He had moved recently from 
his basement digs in Oregon City, emerging into the riverine sunshine on the eastbound 
highway out of the Eugene/Springfield area of Oregon. 
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Yeats’ Diggers  
by Diane Jackman 
 
At night they disappear, 
starshine too weak 
to show their contours 
in the black envelope. 
In daylight they work, 
gouging out the ground, 
spitting gravel down chutes 
to clattering lorries 
rattling in country lanes, 
an orange assault 
through the budding hedgerows. 
But in the half-light, 
arrayed along the ridge 
like prehistoric beasts, 
their grey bulk looms 
menacing the landscape. 
Then fantasy conjures 
primeval shrieks and thundering 
bellows of pain as the monsters 
turn their strength upon each other 
in the re-fought twilight battle. 
 
Source: 
“Aedh Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven” by W B Yeats.  
 
Process: “Of night and light and the half-light”– These words referring to the cloths of 
heaven in the fourth line of Yeats’ poem, inspired me to write about a completely 
different subject, observed in the three phases of night and day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Diane Jackman’s poetry has appeared in Rialto, Spillway, optimum, snakeskin, small 
press magazines and anthologies. Starting out as a children’s writer with seven books 
and 100 published stories, she now concentrates on poetry. She has just had a 
microchap, On the frayed rope of my imagination published by Origami Poems. 
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Ginsberg’s Omelet 
by Ron. Lavalette 
 
This is the egg of the Void, ovoid, egg I have come to know these 20 years on frozen 
  flats, in dreams of egg gone mad, unreachable egg, egg unbeaten by Time, 
  unmapped in the flat gray clouded frypan of Imagination, egg unreal, uneaten 
  eggshell egg— 
This is the fork I choose to torture the egg, fork of my mother’s choosing, passing 
  through generations, immigrant fork that travels from Prussia, come to rest on 
  American Formica, Breakfast In America fork, Fork of Manhattan 2019, come to beat 
  the egg for real, to make the mad yellow omelet of Century XXI, feed the starving 
  mass of men standing and waiting to dig the secret bop-cabala of omelette breakfast 
  staring up from the ooky yolky plate with sizzled bacon beside— 
This is the milk of lost aspiration, squeezed from the unwilling tit, small milk, spilled, 
  useless milk propped up by demonic farm subsidies devised by Washington to keep 
  the dirty farmer poor, Milk of the Mother, pilfered mechanically, milk I remember 
  from sour nights on the Plains, drifting toward unrequited Denver, lights whiter 
  than mercury vapor under the odd sad laughing western omelet moon— 
O Omelet of my soul, sweet yellow comrade omelet, come to me now, I am starved for 
  your Grace, I await you now in early morning America 
 
Inspiration Source: Allen Ginsberg’s HOWL (and other poems) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ron. Lavalette is a very widely-published poet living on the Canadian border in 
Vermont’s Northeast Kingdom. His first chapbook, Fallen Away, is now available from 
Finishing Line Press and at all other standard outlets. His poetry and short prose has 
appeared extensively in journals, reviews, and anthologies ranging alphabetically 
from Able Muse and the Anthology of New England Poets through the World Haiku 
Review and Your One Phone Call. A reasonable sample of his published work can be 
viewed at EGGS OVER TOKYO: http://eggsovertokyo.blogspot.com 
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Let August Be On Woodrat Mountain Rd 
by Barbara A Meier 
 
Let the dust of a gravel road 
mask the reddest of red poison oak, 
Twining 
the Douglas fir, reaching for sun. 
 
Let the yellow jacket suck 
the juice of a rotting plum like a drunk 
nursing his bottle. Let August be. 
 
Let the chrysalis on the milkweed fall 
beneath the blade of the county tractor, 
the Monarch disappears. Let August be. 
 
Let the ghost of my dogs, pull me up 
the road, tangling their leashes, tongues lolling. 
Let August be. 
 
To the Bud can in the starthistle, to the buzz 
of the junction box, to the beat of a heart. 
Let August be. 
 
Let it be as it comes, as it will always be, 
life sliding down. Summer whining 
in the cicadas, so let August be. 
 
 
inspired by “Let Evening Come” by Jane Kenyan 
 
 
 
Process notes: I discovered Jane Kenyan about 2 years ago. Poetry was at a hiatus in 
my life for the past 40 years about. I started to write again at 58. I have 40 years of poets 
to catch with. One of the magazines I submitted to recommended reading Jane Kenyan. 
I knew I had to try her style. I’d been playing around with August a lot and not really 
finishing anything. August to me was a cruel month. My Dad died in August, summer is 
dying in the madrone trees shedding, and poison oak turning red and yes time to report 
back to work. (teacher) The greens are tired and dusty. It’s hot. It’s dying. 
 
It is what it is and I let it be on my walk up Woodrat Mountain Rd. 
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The Wrack 
by Barbara A Meier 
 
I came to dig through the wrack. 
The blades are the experiences. 
The stipes are life. 
I came to see what was salvageable 
and how many pneumatocysts are intact. 
I grip the shaft of my shovel, tense my muscles 
and scoop anticipating. 
This is the life I live for: 
the wrack and not the sand. 
Pieces of vegetation, not the ocean. 
 
The seaweed flies swarm upward toward my face, 
disturbed in their feeding, attracted by the rotten smell of kelp. 
Their maggots gorge on gelatinous fiber eating away at membranes 
of memories stored in gas-filled bladders. 
I spread the kelp on the dry sand shelf, nudging it, 
But the shovel is not enough– 
My hands need to feel 
The putrescence of life. 
it coats my hands 
as the flies invade the nose, 
the mouth, the ears. 
It makes a bed when spread to sea, 
a mattress to bear my weight 
green strands grow from my sides 
Medusa hair of kelp. 
It’s hard to see where my life 
begins or ends on the high tide line. 
The ocean nips at my ankles. 
Between the wrack and rock 
below, above the wave 
the harvest continues. 
The sand, the kelp, the shovel 
Begin again in a Book of Death 
where my name is written. 
 
 
inspired by “Diving Into The Wreck” by Adrienne Rich 
 
 
 
 
Process notes: Southwestern College, Winfield, KS, 1979. Mrs. AD Cope, one of my 
college professors, introduced me to Adrienne Rich. She became my favorite. 30 years 
later I picked up my pen and decided to write poetry again. At loss for where to start, I 
decided to use “Diving Into the Wreck” as my model. The subject matter–divorce and 
being alone. 
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Look Here Too, Pamela Alexander 
by Barbara A Meier 
 
Next time you post that fruity paper sculpture picture- 
you know matte white with golden phallic swirls 
your scalp all gleamy like candied apples, neanderthal ridge 
like a mounded fruit basket, 
next time you post across my page with your slender folding fingers 
reaching with hers in Warrior one on Coronado Heights 
wearing arty turtlenecks like fruit baskets wearing cellophane, 
I may just vomit a bit in my mouth, 
next time I see you in flowering lotus, origami creases, 
those spirals held in place with Elmer’s glue, 
you could answer the questions in my email sent 4 years ago. 
Your silence in the Cloud is as loud as your buddha sitting on your shelf. 
If you can’t at least give a reason for silence–like 
“I’m not interested in you anymore.” or “Long-distance relationships just don’t work.” 
don’t be trespassing on my facebook page with Down’s syndrome girls draped around 
your shoulders like a bouquet of grapes on your vine, 
or holding HER hand in “fruited plains” of sunflowers. 
I won’t seek you on the web–your flat dimensional imprint hiding in my hard drive – 
my life is 3 dimensional, fat and meaty. 
Time like fruit ripens 
becoming compost with fruit fly mists, 
soil to bury you in my dreams. 
 
 
inspired by “Look Here” by Pamela Alexander 
 
 
Process notes: “Hell hath no fury as a woman scorned”. I am at the Southern Oregon 
Writers Conference listening to Carolyn Miller talk. She gives us copies of Pamela 
Alexander’s poem “Look Here.” Wow. We analyzed the poem and I made a connection 
to my last experience with a relationship with an ex-boyfriend from Highschool. It felt 
good to rip and tear him up with words. I did not want the ending to have the hope 
implied at the end. I just want him to know I am just fine without him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Barbara A Meier has spent the last four years living on the Southern Oregon Coast. She 
retired from teaching this summer and hopes to find time to travel and write. She has a 
Micro Chapbook coming out this summer from Ghost City Press. She has been 
published in The Poeming Pigeon, TD; LR Catching Fire Anthology and The Fourth 
River. https://basicallybarbmeier.wordpress.com/ 
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Goodbye  
by Lisbeth L. McCarty 
 
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken. — Edgar 
Allen Poe, The Raven 
 
I told him 
that being in a relationship with him 
was like sitting in a car without an engine 
I can sit there all day long 
but the car is not going anywhere 
He replied immediately, 
“You can always get out of the car.” 
Namaste, but I won’t stay 
This relationship is 
nevermore 
 
The source is a line from The Raven by Edgar Allen Poe. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lisbeth L. McCarty has a B.A. in Journalism (Professional Writing) and a J.D. in Law. 
Her real job is as an appellate attorney, but in her free time, she lives her dream job of 
being a freelance writer. 
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Minerva and Arachne 
by Annie Morris 
 
(After a painting by René-Antoine Houasse 1645-1710) 
 
She was still holding her shuttle of hard Cytorian boxwood 
and used it to strike Arachne a number of times on the forehead. (Ovid, 6.132-133) 
 
Minerva first draws my eye; she dazzles in white 
          and Tyrian purple. Her right arm raised above 
her helmet, a wooden shuttle in her hand, held 
          like a dagger. Then Arachne, in arrogant yellow 
and insolent green, as she tries to flee the canvas. 
The basket of spindles, threaded with rainbows, 
          unused – the contest is done, Arachne won. 
Minerva treads on her trade-mark shield, her spear, 
          too, on the ground – no matter, the aegis guards her, 
it bears the head of a gorgon. 
Then I notice, how Arachne’s left arm, raised above 
          her head, open-handed to protect her face, is a mirror 
opposite of the Goddess; and how her right arm 
          stretches out at the same angle, as if to put her hand 
on someone’s shoulder, just as the Goddess’ rests 
          on hers. 
And their legs, the same – an opposite match, a strange 
          kind of synchronisation. But who mirrors 
who? 
I look closer at Minerva’s left hand; her little finger 
          almost caresses Arachne’s neck but at the same time 
points to where the Lydian girl will soon place a halter 
          to hang herself. 
I glance to the left of the scene, where her gallows wait. 
But even the Gods have mercy, there is an escape, 
          should Arachne withdraw her hubris, walk through 
the enlightened doorway behind her. 
No tapestries, no ordered Gods, no misdemeanours, 
          no transformation. 
I marvel at this chosen moment that possesses its past, 
          and holds its future – all is there to see. 
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René-Antoine Houasse, Minerva and Arachne, 1706 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Annie Morris lives in South West London and is in the final months of studying for an MA 
in Creative Writing with the Open University. As well as writing poetry she sings and 
writes her own songs. 
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Wake 
by Kevin Oberlin 
 
“Only one ship is seeking us, a black-/Sailed unfamiliar, towing at her back/A huge and 
birdless silence.” –Philip Larkin 
 
 
For us no black-sailed ship, whose tattered hull 
our final lighthouse passes, dull as hope. 
We are too proud perhaps to deny the myth 
of our children warmly wrapped like husks around us, 
our small and satisfactory legacies. 
They cry with well-educated grief, 
sweetly spoiling themselves on our remains, 
the beneficiaries of daffodils, 
the honest wage, the savings held in stocks. 
Perhaps we were confused by the abrupt 
foundering that left us heirless, mattress cold, 
shy cash, and short on instinct. We know 
there must have been some soft turning point 
that would have lifted the burden of our beliefs. 
We were not failed. No chance deserted us. 
No black-sailed ship when we expected white, 
but this raft, our arms against the current, 
the slick logs separating beneath. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kevin Oberlin is the author of one chapbook, Spotlit Girl (2008, Kent State UP). His 
poems have appeared recently in The London Reader, Ghost Proposal, Roanoke 
Review, and PacificREVIEW. He lives in Cincinnati without incident. 
 
 
 
 



 46 

In the Synagogue after Yizkor 
         In the manner of John Ash, “Memories of Italy” 
by Stephanie Pressman 
 
I feared the dark stairs of course 
and the way the old women 
whispered to each other in Yiddish. 
I feared the dark stairs leading to the balcony— 
the way the velvet carpet absorbed sound 
like a blanket or when you go too far (if this is not 
too phobic a way of putting it) into a walk-in 
closet hung with wool and fox, 
and the way the old women sat in the balcony 
wearing their best house dresses, faded plaid 
or polka-dot, dresses that hiked up to show 
their stockings rolled down their shins which reminded me 
of the curves on the balustrade in the balcony 
the weird lathed shapes of table legs 
their skin whiter than the anger of the woodworker 
who cannot proceed with the piecing: the spindles 
are piled waiting, their raw wood primed for the balcony 
where old women sit knees to chins like Baba-Yaga ready to lure 
any child wandering the secret path into a hut built on giant 
chicken legs to spin deeper into the forest, 
and I learn too late the fence is made of femurs, for they 
tell their secrets only to each other… 
And the woodworker knows he has to complete this balustrade, 
that the curves are not urns 
but another container to hold the shriveling bodies 
of the old women in the side section of the balcony 
and he knows the balustrade is sturdy, 
that it represents the chain link and barbed wire 
that held their nieces and nephews for whom the old women weep, 
and the balustrade circles the balcony 
and the old women rock back and forth behind it: 
their veiled faces shadowed by felt hats. 
 
 
* 
The following is still under Copyright. 
 
“Memories of Italy” 
by John Ash 
         for Pat Steir 
 
I loved the light of course 
and the way the young men 
flirted with each other. 
I loved the light,— 
the way if fell out of a sky like a painting, 
or perhaps like the ground (if this 
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is not too paradoxical a way of 
putting it) for a painting, 
and the way the young men stood in the station 
wearing jeans that were the colour of the sky 
or the sea in a painting, jeans that revealed 
the shapes of their legs which reminded me 
of the statues in the square outside the station 
where the light fell with such violence 
their shadows were blacker than the despair of the painter 
who cannot proceed with the painting: the canvas 
is before him, its ground blue and blank as the sky above the station 
where the young men loiter like the heroes in one of the lulls of 
         the Trojan War 
when lazy picnics were possible beside the calm sea, under the 
         smiling sky, 
and it half seems that the war will end forever, for surely they 
         must all soon fall in love with each other… 
And the painter knows his painting must be heroic, that the blue 
         is not the sky 
but a terrible sea a God has raised to drown the beauty of the 
young men in the marble battlefield of the station, 
and he knows the painting is finished, 
that it represents the envy the divine must feel 
towards the human as marble must envy the sea, 
and the painting is hung in the concourse of the station 
and the young men drift indifferently to and fro before it: 
their feet hardly seem to touch the blue marble ground. 
          

from Disbelief  
          reprinted in The Best American Poetry 1988 
 
Notes: 
I started out writing an “opposite poem” using John Ash’s poem because of its strong 
sense of memory and the use of repetition to add nuances to memory. When I got to the 
dark stairs and the old women, I was hooked into my own memories. Children were sent 
out of the synagogue during Yiskor (the memorial service) on Yom Kippur. When I 
returned, I noticed that my grandmother and other older women had been crying, 
although I did not know why. Many years later when I was in University I learned about 
The Holocaust: it was never spoken about in my presence as I was growing up (at least 
not in my conscious memory), nor did we study about it in Hebrew or Sunday School. I 
came across a book with graphic photos, and since then have been haunted by the idea 
that had my family not come to the US when they did, I might have been one of those 
murdered. Also when I was a child I had recurring dreams that witches were rounding up 
all the children in the neighborhood. 
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I Heard a Fly Buzz… 
           Cento composed of single lines and phrases from poems 
           in the Debut Collection of The Best American Poetry 1988 
by Stephanie Pressman 
 
I. 
Do you know that flies can distinguish color? 
If you ask them where they first find the edges 
of each other’s bodies, where everything 
has its limit, including sorrow, where hell gradually 
notches up toward paradise, where everyone I know 
is drowning trying to escape some island. and what 
were the family of four eating? what the cool 
tomato cubes forming a rosette around this central olive 
have to do with love and happiness? no one else will 
ever listen so well. 
 
What if I did not mention death to get started? 
What if I was mute wood? Now I am dead I sing 
that the blue is not the sky but a terrible sea 
surrounded by a house we can not wholly retain in memory, 
which doesn’t make sense to me—especially 
with stories. The room’s a cradle, or an ark; 
the simple contact with a wooden spoon, and the word 
slides through my life like dimes. I’m always scared. Aren’t 
I the one who held the box underwater, freeing 
the one who had been animal? I reject purple 
bathrooms with purple soap in them, sharp eyes 
and index-finger landing pads. The streets are filled 
with cryers crying to multitudes of kindled selves. 
 
Don’t you see how necessary it is to be around 
mute things as easy to pity as to fear, yet springing 
in cracks, placed in planes—mental wards scratching 
past the breaking point, muttered legless? Even 
from this distance, the chasm is widening, the room 
grows huge. I kiss your old and new wounds. 
The idea of hunger, never enough; the calculations 
of the engineers, to whom sunlight moves (a tiny 
winged fiery tongue through the green window) 
like rains on the other side of the heart: slash, 
slash in the woods, legs chilled. Shifts and splinters. 
Blood on the black brick. Mute, illicit girls cowering 
under eaves. 
 
II. 
I was asleep. And there I was, without an alibi, in the middle 
of the softened reflection of a truck in a bakery window. 
Suddenly I heard the car across the street call my name. 
 
Getting lost was once adventure, twinkles of something 
not normally shown, balancing books by lizard light, 
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grabbing an old man’s hat off. Brisk flesh. Beauty 
and age strutting and shuffling, swimming to the highest 
hunger. Mayonnaise in a refrigerator door, my cup 
being on top of the other cup. Now harps are cold 
and fingers numb, feet bandaged with the lint 
of old sheets, my elbow like a piece of macaroni. 
My parlor palm is dying, frond by yellowing frond. 
To finish my figure, today must be a blank. 
 
We must fix our compass, 
from which, in time, unthinkably we rose. 
I breathe to the immense stillness at my side; 
you can see me here; I’m covered from head to toe 
with deep root systems, darkness and lust, 
a slashed melody of small shrugs, all by myself 
to weep a tear of wood, the cold containment of the moon 
an expanse human-faced flies are trying to cross. 
 
Notes: 
A group I attend takes The Best American Poetry of the year, analyzes and uses poems 
to generate work. Early this year, because it was reprinted as an anniversary edition in 
2018, we used the 1988 edition. We were underlining our favorite lines from each poem, 
and I decided to create a cento using most of the lines I had culled. This poem is the 
result. The two lines about flies (opening and closing), found in different poems in the 
anthology, begged me to use Emily Dickenson’s line as a title. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Stephanie Pressman earned an MA in English from San Jose State University, taught 
writing at community college, and became a graphic artist and owner of her own design 
and publishing business, Frog on the Moon. An active member of Poetry Center San 
Jose since its founding, she served as co-editor and layout artist of cæsura. She also 
co-edited americas review. Her work has appeared in many journals including Bridges, 
cæsura, CQ/California State Poetry Quarterly, and Montserrat Review. Her long 
poem Lovebirdman appears in an illustrated volume published in June, 2018 (available 
on Amazon). 
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A Whiter Shade of Pale 
by Debi Swim 
 
Waiting for the end of day 
waiting for the dreams to come 
waiting for I don’t know what 
everything is going 
slowly going 
everything is going 
away 
And is this the way my world ends 
one losing at a time 
one giving up at a time 
one concession 
one desire 
one usefulness 
after another 
waiting for that 
whiter shade of pale 
Someone tell me 
what has it all been for 
the striving 
the trying 
the working 
the playing 
the cursing 
the praying… 
the opening of my eyes 
the closing at the end 
what was all that 
in between? 
 
 
Inspiration source: Procol Harum’s Whiter Shade of Pale 
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April Fool 
by Debi Swim 
 
I have a vivid recollection of it 
the night was comfortably cool 
the exhibitionist moon a jewel, 
the perfect setting, I admit. 
 
The night was comfortably cool 
as I recall, hand on fevered brow 
spring breeze tickling a bough 
and I, as I think of it, an April fool. 
 
The exhibitionist moon, a jewel 
mounted like a diamond solitaire 
seemed to be offered to me, I swear 
I never knew he could be that cruel. 
 
The perfect setting, I admit 
but I was just a naïve girl 
my head in a love sick whirl 
I couldn’t recognize counterfeit. 
 
I have a vivid recollection of it 
the night was comfortably cool 
the exhibitionist moon a jewel, 
the perfect setting, I admit. 
 
Process notes: 
Poem form: catena rondo 
First line from “I Have A Vivid Recollection of It” by Jimmy Roberts found in the poetry 
anthology, The Traveler’s Vade Mecum, edited by Helen Klein Ross. 
Written in response to Red Wolf Poems’ prompt 432. 
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Blue Sleeved Time 
by Debi Swim 
 
Later I caught him, Time hurrying by, by 
the blue sleeve, and I harangued him 
For his impertinence of rushing me along 
For letting me think there was a measure ahead 
not noticing the bulk was behind 
I berated his poor proffered gift 
that he shoved in my face on a golden 
platter. Memories of tender moments… 
and what good are they? I ranted 
Where is the touch, scent, substance? 
Nothing to grasp, to cling to, dust, 
it is all just fairy dust, all sparkle 
no heft. I scolded his second rate 
offering as cheap. A trinket. Carny trick. 
Time jerked the blue sleeve from my grip 
and whispered, what more do I owe you? 
You took every second I gave and if you 
didn’t understand the repercussions… 
He smoothed his cuff, smirked and said, 
well, do you want your money back? 
 
Source Note: 
Rhapsody, Mary Oliver 
“Later I caught him, Time hurrying by, by 
the blue sleeve, and I harangued him’ 
 
Written in response to Red Wolf Poems’ prompt 426. 
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The Electric Grandmother  
by Debi Swim 
 
She should have green eyes. No, blue. Why not brown? 
And her nose a button nose. No, Greek. No, aquiline. 
White hair caught in a bun. Salt and pepper! Mousy brown. 
Grandmothers come in varieties 
pick the one you want 
and so we did 
but eventually outgrew her 
and her usefulness. 
Then she sat alone with 
other grandmothers 
telling each other 
about their grandkids. 
 
Seems a bit of a waste 
of grandmothers though 
the real ones end up in a cemetery 
and ours, oh, ours, came back 
when we were old 
and combed our hair 
calmed our fusses 
and took care of us until 
we ended up in the cemetery. 
 
Oh, I wish I could have 
a forever grandmother, too. 
 
 
Process notes: My favorite movie of all time is a sweet, nostalgic one called The Electric 
Grandmother, TV movie, 1982, based on Ray Bradbury’s “I Sing the Body Electric”. A 
trio of children and their father, get a very special robot grandmother to assist them. 
Written in response to red wolf prompt 433. 
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Flat 
by Debi Swim 
 
I’ve lost a good portion 
of taste, of smell, the textures 
of life that rough up the edges 
like corduroy, like wool, 
that feels itchy, scratchy, 
a little bit dangerous. 
 
Blame it on aging but it began 
before I was old though maybe 
I got old early. Maybe it was 
the corduroy roads, bumpy, 
jarring, uneven pavement or the 
irritating scrape of wool emotions. 
 
But what has that to do 
with taste? With smell? 
I’ve lost the savory of life. 
The MSG additive, spice, 
that fifth sense, that enhances 
all the senses. 
 
I remember the savor of being 
when I was young. I think, then, 
it was the mystery of life 
all the things yet to be experienced. 
And now? What’s left except 
the mystery of death? 
 
I’ve loved, deeply, unwisely, wisely 
I’ve suffered bitter slings and arrows 
and the exquisite lightness, sweetness. 
The saltiness of sweat, labor, 
a sea of buoyance, near drowning 
in emotion, passion, fire, 
 
spirit and soul of life but maybe 
those neural pathways are singed, 
insensitive, used up, atrophied. 
Remembering isn’t enough. 
I want to feel again, see again, 
taste again, smell again, hear again… 
 
‘not fall into my grave like an old dog.’ 
 
 
 
“I don’t say he’s a great man. Willy Loman never made a lot of money. His name was 
never in the paper. He’s not the finest character that ever lived. But he’s a human being, 
and a terrible thing is happening to him. So attention must be paid. He’s not to be 
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allowed to fall into his grave like an old dog. Attention, attention must be finally paid to 
such a person.” Quote from The Death of a Salesman 
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To All the Dogs on the Bank 
by Debi Swim 
 
There’s a dog howling 
I walk through the house 
looking out windows 
trying to see where it is 
I can’t pin down its direction 
silence 
I relax 
then the howling begins again 
somewhere in the trees 
but the trees are all around 
and I can’t decide if it is 
from the housing development 
on the hill behind poplars 
or the house to the right 
hidden by maples and pines 
where a dog is kept tied up 
or behind the house 
where sometimes 
dogs chase after the deer 
through the trees and underbrush 
baying and howling 
like the hounds of hell 
then I remember 
the dogs 
buried on the hillside 
and across the road 
beloved little dogs 
life cut short by cars 
one by illness 
one by my permission 
eighteen years old 
with so many things wrong 
but all I can see are brown eyes 
that loved me, trusted me, 
and he lies in a favorite 
blanket, snug, turning 
back into dust 
maybe that was goodbye 
or a howl of outrage 
or a greeting to the other dogs 
that romp and run these woods 
on phantom paws 
and I wish I could be buried 
on a bank between the woods 
and howl my delight 
or outrage 
and run on phantom feet 
through the woods and underbrush. 
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Process notes: “A Dog Has Died”, By Pablo Neruda 
The last dog we will probably ever have died in Dec 2018. He, and other dogs we have 
loved, are buried on our property. I love that they are near. 
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Patina Means It’s Timeworn 
by Debi Swim 
 
Old age is a greened penny 
minted with a long ago date 
that then was bright shiny copper 
worth more then than now 
now it won’t be picked up from 
the hot asphalt of a parking lot 
 
but soon it will be polished up 
shine once again and placed 
upon satin in a box and people 
will come by and remember 
all that penny used to be worth 
then close the lid and bury it 
 
with only a label etched in stone 
what was will never be again. Amen 
 
 
Process notes 
My father-in-law is dying in quiet indignity at the age of 95. I came across the poem “To 
Waken an Old Lady” by William Carlos Williams and that led to this. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Debi Swim writes primarily to prompts. She is a wife, mother, grandmother and 
persistent WV poet. Blog: https://poetrybydebi.wordpress.com/ 
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The Dead Sing Brokedown Palace for Ken Kesey (May 8, 1984) 
by Alan Walowitz 
 
The last we ever saw the Chief— 
after he took good care of McMurphy, 
broke his neck a couple of places 
and broke out into the night— 
one hand was latched to the bumper of that chicken van 
the other hitched to a tree to keep the wrestling team inside 
from sliding off the cliff in the worst snowstorm 
the Cascades had seen since ’58. 
But by then the Big Injun was getting small again, 
worn down and laid waste by the high-talking hucksters, 
and pickpockets, and card-sharps, 
but along with it came this hard-won but unspeakable wisdom: 
Ain’t nothing we can do to make things right. 
 
Still, Kesey, he’s gotta live with the death of his wrestler-son, 
another twenty-one years, a sentence he could never do sober or sane– 
till one night in Eugene, Kesey sitting in a box over the stage 
with the smoke wafting off the rafters in waves 
the Dead turned to him–for all their shambling harmony, 
close as they ever got to as-one–and sang: 
   
         Fare you well, fare you well 
         I love you more than words can tell 
         Listen to the river sing sweet songs 
         to rock my soul 
 
The Deadheads were stone-silent as if there were ghosts in the bleachers 
and the silence enveloped Kesey like an embrace. 
Then–finally–he knew: Art needn’t be a fist to the face. 
In fact, maybe he’d been wrong about everything, 
and maybe, just maybe, and against his better judgment, 
he might begin some merry madness all over again. 
 
Process note: This story is legendary and, like most legends, I don’t know how true: How 
Ken Kesey, the author of One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, found some peace when 
the Grateful Dead played “Brokedown Palace” for him after the death of his son who had 
been a collegiate wrestler. I guess the reader can decide how true this sounds, though I 
like to believe it. 
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Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed, 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimmed: 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st, 
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st, 
       So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
       So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
 
 
Summer’s Lease  
by Alan Walowitz 
 
This is the summer we grow old. 
The grass overgrows 
out of all proportion. 
Grapes rot on the vine or fall 
before our best intentions. 
 
This is the summer 
your bones speak of rain, 
then fail to straighten 
in the sun. 
My head wearies of work 
I’ve left for last, 
and eyes in their sockets 
lead a life of their own. 
I doze and dream myself 
awake and young. 
 
This summer 
this house still over-run 
with photos and mirrors, 
finally useless to us; 
what was at odds with what we see– 
and the clock’s 
infernal ticking. 
 
This is the summer we grow old 
and the children– 
we tell ourselves– 
have gone before. 
Some things we have 
in this life for sure: 
one another, 
and knowing, at last, 
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we won’t know 
what we are. 
 
 
Process notes: The title is borrowed from Shakespeare, Sonnet 18, Shall I compare 
thee . . . , which I was assigned to memorize in junior high school– a good start, you’d 
think. The poem was written when I was very young–in my 20s. Now that I’m old, I don’t 
think much of the poem, but I’d like to think I got a few things right about aging. In fact, 
right about now, I think I need a nap. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Alan Walowitz (www.alanwalowitz.com) has been published various places on the web 
and off. He’s a Contributing Editor at Verse-Virtual, an Online Community Journal of 
Poetry. His chapbook, Exactly Like Love, is available from Osedax Press, and his full-
length book, The Story of the Milkman and other poems, is available from Truth Serum 
Press. 
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Mourning Song 
by Martin Willitts Jr 
           An aubade is a song from a door or window to a sleeping woman 
 
The night has such a sleepless longing. 
The heart-shaped moon peers through your window 
as tree branches tap on your window 
with nervous fingers. I cannot get enough of you 
and your dreams, the finality of church hour bells. 
 
Wake. Come to me like ecstatic music. 
My arms of absence need filling 
with the shape of morning doves murmuring 
their immense sadness, 
endless ocean waves drowning me in loss. 
 
Some say, the day is over, 
but not when two lovers embrace and cannot let go. 
Window shades should be opening. 
Traffic should be stopping and beeping 
as trumpets scattering the night 
into a thousand awakening eyes of love. 
 
But sleep has you calming lover, 
cooing doves in your ear, hushing you 
into a softness of music of silence. 
 
All I can do is stand out here, 
the wretchedness of stars exploding. 
 
Here is a process note: 
I am trying to capture the regretful language of Neruda and Lora. That overwhelming 
unfulfilled desire or extreme loss associated with seeing the end results of war. I am also 
thinking of Romeo and Juliet. An unrequited love staring at a window, A troubadour 
ready to sing to a woman in a room. To me, the best line of lamentation is from Lora’s 
play, Blood Wedding: “Ah! What glass splinters are on my tongue!” 
Written in response to Red Wolf Poems’ prompt 429. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Martin Willitts Jr has 24 chapbooks including the winner of the Turtle Island Quarterly 
Editor’s Choice Award, The Wire Fence Holding Back the World (Flowstone Press, 
2017), plus 11 full-length collections including The Uncertain Lover (Dos Madres Press, 
2018) and Coming Home Celebration (FutureCycle Press, 2019). 
 
 
 
 
 



 63 

 
 
 
 
 
 
The clock is now sleeping…. 
Time is absent here. 
 
 

–Jonathan Beale 


