


Cindy Savett

beggar

she sweeps the courtyardear of voices
beggar in her throat

digging

to disturb the night

she mutinies to wipe the wind
from her sacrosanct eyes

cancels
the silent broadcast

she paints sunflower dust

across heblue lips



sea of nights

sea of nights on her tongue

mileposts to mark the sinkingraw notes
scrawled
on her wall

her piling footsteps

her unplanted grain
dissembling thevind

she conforms her hands
to chains

catches her breath
beginning with the water lie

her foot

falls

to the stool  and the unscratched lens
stalls on her forehead

restless
she slips

to the dirt



her season

onthe plank of desire
she surfaces again

accident of
compassion

her profane palmsher tongue
that pleases the wind

she is

the circus of time deafness on her severed
lips

her season

weeping out the morning

her arms
floating from her bridge

her sunflower dust

dripping
into her heathen eyes



compose

hanging night off her sleeve
she is covered with her

red

blanket

loosens
her skin

she is small
on the winds  and bleeds her wing
to silence

leaning against her thigh
her severed head composes the prayer

echo of eyes
amassed
for redemption: hide me

when | die



Brooklyn Copeland

Eros & Psyche

Our tongues: today, rotund.

Tomorrow, robust.
Tomorrow, our tongues:

salves melted over our lips

your peppermint sugars. My milk saps.

Hedone, slung shot,
is at some sober point

aborted again.



Riddle

Where any girl coul®,
for you, |
S

SO, my ghastlyMy favorite incisors,
blown-in like sign poles post
snowsquall.

SOcarnivore

when you can afford,

dealing in, among other
gravitationals,

casual sex andntiques Roadshow
SOwhat if | imagine

from scratch (like how some
in smelling taste,

how some irsleepingoff, revive)
your hand there, and miée

not holding, quite, but
withholding what?



When You Donot Answer

| candt help these odes.
Even knowing

| anguage on the page wonot
lure you,
| continue

to elaborate to no one, anddoe

loosened brick,
to one brittle nest, to one peeled limb

stroking a window thatos been

clamped shut,
letting no one in.



Mg Roberts

from "Brightly"”

1.

A spider unfolds out from the shape of her body.

Concepts of home becorteafy, its location coincidence. And she
contemplates if pineapples can grow at such high altitudes? Later
today, she will drive across town, as a passenger, seeking a way to
create us as outlines.

Occurring again she selects herself as the creek beddapsst
her curling toes. She watches as if by accident.



The spider crawls into your cupped hands and for a moment you
consider this location as whole, but it feels as if there isn't enough
air here, perhaps you should quit smoking.

As you watclthe worm furrow into the blue silk of a wedding sari
and disappear with the sunlight you think: next time | will be the
one who digs.



Dear Child,

There are things like history steepingaipress pot that | do
not yet know. Hot tea, water boilimgnd settling. Jasmine.
Born grammatically we are dinosaurs, formed and blurred
beyond shape.



The errors of how things can change, extinction pulls away |
am unlike myself. A gerund. Possessing the need to
accumulate sailing ships, | imagine history submerged in my
throat. Have | told you? There are things | have yet.



Marthe Reed

Armoury

After Di ords John Galliano

NTo believe one 6is a womanodé i s al most ¢
t hat one 6is a mano. o

~Julia Kristeva

discourse with war
a gown

a carefully scripted
plan of attack

an everyday
rose

in pale silk
ruching mark it

rosing a target
a silk tasset

armour binds
a waist

wastes it
metalled silk recoding

death as sex
a bared shoulder and a shoulder in pink

(ad)dress of war
helmed

there are no
orders to countermand this

night
a wild

death drawn over her



breast

an eveyday war
wears her

ruched tasset
rose silk

armoury in silk

you go to war with the Army you have



Eight Women in Black and White

After Ghada Amer

hall of mirrors
recursive

profile
knots her

leaksonto canvas
passionate

calligraphy
stitching a face

embroidered
woman

thread silhouettes
filamented women

recursive
guise

a face in rayon
a face in silk

in violet
a face

outlined in blue
sketching

in black
eight

women
light in loose

hair
threaded line

in tumbling hair
stitched

and subtle
women



entangled
hands grip

hips breasts
threaded women

threaded
bodies bared hips

bare  fingers
white

light of canvas
embrace

a blue and violet
contour

blackthreaded women
filamented

bodies
one

curved hip
passionate drift

thigh
loosed in fine thread

floss
tracery

gendering
gaze :: lost

shroud defiant

contour of sex

Pleasure Pillars



After Shazia Sikander

| Okeelp your shirt white,
Will wash and keep it unwrinkled.
If you come through my door,

A

I 61 | keep you as my guest.

Bayati, Azebaijani
contemporary oral song

myrtle tangles apricot, interleaves lotus, pomegranate. green assumes a guise of black,
propagateshadow. venus and devi, houri with spiraling horns. layered narratives form a
perpetual shade. shower of confetti, of rose petals or lfgfho ha mme d 6és bl oo
out of muskscentedearthA-1 06s | i ke peoni es. asky erading
sight, any heart will do. perilous embrace. shadow silhouettes a regime of repetition, the (
vanishes, even heaven retreats. machinery of violence takes root in the camouflage of du



Ti sci 6s a ticeofl Clowre fcoutlire 0 p e

champagne flute
flower

sideshow

*

an entire painstaking review

*

an
other

sex

-ed wedding cake

*

the new pastoral

*

corsage

phantasmal
bride

rake

*

discretion was advised

*

glistening
reptile

folded-paper

caress

*

the precise moment of pleasure

*



sexb6s absurd
confection
gate

fbel ovedo

*

confession of the flesh



Joshua Butts

Union Hill Road

Expanse: room here,
never so high,
near the low Serpeihill.

Interior: brother string lines,
quilt, sock,
quilt, sock, nightmare.

Expanse: arbor beltway,
ear pressure, wire weed train,
oak, smoke, oak.

Interior: television,
cable box,
dust on the wooden spoons.

Expanse: tire pressure, hum and wind,
a steepldénere somewhere,
a cellular vacuum.

Interior: chilly, pepper jelly,
couch, hutch, broom,
painting tiers.

Expanse: arbor beltway,
all creatures
fresh and nostalgic.

Interior: city, city, city
city, city,
city, city, city, city.

Expanse: top of the hillrie,
shades lighten
with distance and rain.

(Interior: collapsed,
restored to wind,
pre-nostalgic.)

Expanse, Expanse, Expanse



Chenoweth Fork Road

Take me down Chenoweth across Sunfish creek
and we could pan for gold, we could take off

our shoesand place our feet in the cold, cold.

We could help him cut that big field of grass

or give the dough faced child over there someone
to catch the ball and someone to throw it back.

Take me down Chenoweth and wedl |l hope t

hasnodét r i s endwewearmakdithe r oad

to the covered dishTake me down Chenoweth

and eventually wedoll get to Poplar
and then end up at Smoky Corners, Grooms, Arkoe,

or back over near Bacon Flat or Pine Gap,

or over to Duke, Hatch, Lad or Latham.

( Of ¢ o ur ssdhe Apeadedv tinnes 0

Grov

and wouldnoét really be I ost.) Or we cou
chase our way to Sinking Spring, trying to find

the water.We could go down Chenoweth

to the Pine Bank Boer Goat Farm

and check out the spotted breeding program.

They start kidding san, a few does for sale.

Take me down to the Pine Bank Boer Goat Farm

and weodll check out sires and dams: doe
War Chief & Cruel Girl, Rhubarb & Ruby Begonia,

Egg Ryals Magnum & Sasquatch, Shanghai Red & Pine Bank

Thelma, Algonquin & Bucld r 6 s Ro mi e,

Mason Dixon & Pine Bank Paint Spot, Bosque

Vall ey Sharif Demetrius & Wiltshire Far
BubblesTake me down Chenoweth, wedoll

run along the whole way, singing songs,

reciingpoemd8t r oubadours. Wedll saunter wup to
held in a garag® miles of casserole & grace

before we eatTake me down Chenoweih

we o1l | |l ook for a church and a graveyard
we could have our picnic.

You bring the wine. I 61 | bring the devi

Surely we can find a tree to camp under.

Take me down Chenowdithmaybe wecan locate
some high stakes bingo or a carryout

with video poker. Take me down Chenowdth
this guy | know out there deals in feathers.

Hebés got whole birds, three for a doll a

t

n



Cove Road

Cuddly in your sound branches make you over,
clayed ditches salamander

but this i1isndt a 4Hhdadedaidis. or trash party ¢
Those that know you are treacherous on their own

in the deepest, most natural woods.
Pick a driveway and the dead get up and go home.

There was a puddle near the batla property
where no fire would be lit until the pine settled

and once the fire was |it theyo6d talk of
the carbureted land and something about a lake,

a cove, beadndckeifadce,, 6006s bi g
moors where the letters spell o ME-R-I-C-A

like an adveiisement for that failed band, one
issued for Detroit, advertisirtgis one can sing!

and all along it shoulddéve been about Cc
the lonely brilliance on the terran

Cove Road, the way we avoid and attract him, her
and then itdés all over .



Marcia Arrieta

[second law of thermodynamic8 &

is the entropic pull
toward disorder

creation & recreation
struggle against that pulljnyth

absciss@l694p & the horizontal coordinate of a point in a plane;
cartesian coordinate stgm obtained by measuring
parallel to the xaxisd compare ORDINATE

apogeé 0 the farthest or highest point:
CULMINATION

the point farthest

from a planet or a satellite(as the moon)

reached by an object orbiting it

ar chi me d¥649 0 s devieewade of a tube bent spirally around
an axis of a broad threaded screw
encased by a cylinder & used to raise water

arrond 0 to indicate direction

aspergillund 6 a brush or small perforated cairter with a handle
that is used for sprinkling holy water

words: configure/unconfigure to an unknown identity where there is possibility beyond the
ordinary arranging of closets, cupboards, & garagiesnot forget deskstrying to make
everything fit. trying to organize.trying to contain.trying to define.trying to

relate. trying to undefine.



a pencil on a white page

contradictions.moonlight. darkness.

a void. a mountain.a flower.

closer to wild. inhibited. awhite cloud.
constant.inconsistent.i brought you gifts.
branches.ideals. the river & sculpture.

we slept in tents across the wilderness.

we slept in poems & philosophy.

beyond the green boartbeyond fractions & identities.
the howl is in the grocees. the howl is in the paper bag.
i do not speak to youi.walk in trees.

advance.retreat. giant steps.baby stepsno steps.
the streets of parighe farms of spain.

donodt listentomypzartread sophocles.

how many ways do you see?

transcend compliancehere is no form.



encounter/ invisible

savage.beautiful. tragic. the ghosts within our headsn & out

of doors. hidden. repressedrage. allure. the bottles.the keys.

the smoke.black & white. colors. seconds risks. perfection. chaos.
harmless.excessive.direct. spiral. tenuous.unbound.to transcend.
to express.shadows. light. dreams.theories. mysteries.paradoxes.
luminous. unconscious possibility.



Nicole Zdeb

Guerl ai n: Lé6Heur e Bl eue

A sanguine progression. I 61 1 dri ve
to the center and fall asunder.

From here, a corner. A crystal

slipper. Lost. Lost near the beginning, the

begging, near the fear of tracking

its own sootprint irthe blue dusk.

The surface is flat, smootiT.ouch

it. Go ahead, get your thumbs in it.
Depth is a visceral illusion.
Smooth and snarling.

Take a break. Take ten. Ten wrens

in a pared treeWren built the house
where Jack lived and Itsy Bitsy winters
in Summerville. A winter Texan

in a Texas too small for the imagination.

| homewrecked and landed on the shores
of Atlantis where women with blue hours
augur, they offer me a street

caped in billowing shadow, the sun
moved on and the stars yet unlit.

| seea figure touching her face, walking
down the street, looking
into windows.

Time suspends, then multiplies.
| watch this woman say my name;
it is wugly in her mouth, Iike Atrench. 0



The Engineer Who Coul dndét Buy a Second

Roof witness to@avenous

scrapings, and the wind

caught the disparity and

blew my clothes

off. Then the flight back, choppy
drafts that wreaked

havoc on my ability to think of effects.

There, a room with a low bed,

paint fresh, linen white, and a hawkish
delight in scang the field mice,

wee bits nibbling on nails in the moonish
dark, waiting for the holy star.

A letter from a dead friend came in the mail, her death preceding its arrival by two days. /
driver, pressure on the brain, braindead by midnight, ngansrin other bodies and a letter, |
a hand rising from a casket, opening in a huge darkness.

When | was a ways apart, a walk. Awalk and amanwhoyaNédat 6 s wr ong?
stop your crying or call me a sarf-a-bitch. Call me a seof-a-bitch!

We sang a song of
gay Paree, this son
of a bitch and me,
in a species of
harmony. Oh gay
Paree, gay

Paree, you are
one bumble

of a bee



Julius Kalamarz

Autumnal Campsites Break Everyone Easy

forested lee  drumming seated keepsakes
[Depth] dolly and the
Catholic fauceed breeze | tiered cantilevered ilk
felled our solace&arpeted spiels: that birds took no whistling to heed;

that empty soda cans attract bees. Simple Forest Conjectures.

We Are Delicious Seen

diseasdront allies teetered feedback, kind.

Lunge | Seize during bay at keeps did
dine among tractelore inhabitants [those field breeze machines]; did
fall supine amidst solidtate insurgents [those jacketed key rapinebfvbi
gueer the lungs, sided, distinct, in prefeadrdeem. Lush | Keep

we are delicious seen.

This Is Not a Lipogram

Constrainrtdeed lithographs accompanied Oulipo adjuncts.
Mush the mind [canon]; as creased formidable spins within mathematictapkadaisical].
rigor, then, fixedquest caulk bonnelsd  dizzy set propositional vigor [seated]

summed o6pataphysical rigging with a pate



Trina Burke

The O, Iseult, BoneDive Imperative

Iseult said always to her end day:
| used to be in love.

[l fated love favorite of Celts

lin love:

I

used love

to be

l.

Wait long

enough

by a golden hair
unaccountably found
It is unlove

to bein situ.

O tie Ideus
un-divine.

Misunderstanding rampant
Purpose full of miscommunicate
Black sail white saé what matter,
Breton wife, if | love you

not? Have we not

both benefited?

To be in love

is to be used.

Fie on life want
Fell heon knife

Late she

came.

Die indeed so

lone | be

otil di e | done

too soon



Clef

Who needs stars in this dumpster carpet

tabl eaux? Felt hat felt hat felt, itos
like one, allheadb a n g . I t 0s

handwoven by the women this carpet

forstandingl t 6s woven in clashing colors

of cotton fabrié 0 orange/blue/

red. A damper, a mat that sucks
vibration, cuts off, mutes before

it reaches the feet but those feet
have got that carpet licked.

They dao a the shudaets travel
a rhythmanda tempo linednd rutted

|l i ke a no mandés | and

Hebés | aying down the groove I|lifting

and stamping |i ke heds never done it
befor e, l i ke 1 tbos all hebéds ever done.

Why didnét those women weave birds?
Just lines and colodsd cerulean and taupe.
Why, when we weave, do we wearugs?
Amelod 0t hat 6s what .
Something more than rows, more than pattern.
Like melting a box of crayons together.

First: dump them out on the ground.

Then: Unwrap each oded aubergine,
tourmaline. Then mount them against

each other, like a fire pile

or a tepee. On the sidewalk.

In full sun. By dusk a puddle of hues.

A hunk of allatonceness.

Tuning 0 Getting closer but still

with waver, he writes, too. On

notation paper.

Cruising truebeliever. Blazing

ukulele. Classic frets. Pulse

blue light bue night lighthouse.

Webre talking about the buzz
of radiator in the corner. Heat

and buzz and concentric ripples

and obstacles. Meet obstadled

The bay horizon turned on

its side makes an elegahtY d

a wine glass full of cliff

covered pine.

The old pet is swarming 6 storm it.

The docks, bdroken planks ramshackle stack

ships throw out their hempen ropes, and miss.

A collision candét be avoided for | ong.



Synaesthesia and the Waiting

Firestorm over sea roo8sd
phreatic spine in the distance,

might overshoot the upturned mouth
of the sky and spill out

like paint in water, run back

down its disked ladder

in rivulets over the ocean canybr®
where sea pours by tens of tons,

a pendulum.

It might be the face of Jupiter,

its gaseous hues invemg

like fogblood.

One can mistake a still pocket

for land, another for sky

if 1 tdés a brown one
proximal to gray.

Water rarely makes

chords and there are no

characteristic anomalies

of sound. One

must be guided.

One canbot be trusted
with toxic heavy metals

that could deaden

the sepiaoned grottoes.

The spin upon descent

as the eye tours the virgin.

From below she is featureless,

a monolith, middle C

among the black keys, her breast
reaching to counsel

the adolescent birch.

Not longnow.



Riverbed Canzone

A canister of cartan
curses the alluvium of winter melt.
Can the 12th of the month be

worse? Canodt be ides, canoét
Deposit in the bark &

Can pebbles be prodigal sediment a

symmetry? Simple canal

drops forthe mouths of bottorAfieeding muscles.

Feeder creeks accrete to flow,

aspire to river volume, canbot

No small amount of matter.
Juggernauts of failure, creeks little matter.

Matted tresses of river
grass can mean a troll or merrow below bridge,
might mean wet fecundity

depending on the matterds disposition.

Beware, becursed without per

mi ssion to wal k, to matter i n
or to antimatter, as
one wi shes. The banks are fAVO

The banks hand out lollipops

to matterly custorers.

Non-nutritive feed for youthful baby teeth.
Feed rock candy addiction.

Feed Swedish fish, said sweetish fish, such sweet, kind
fish. Only a matter of shit

ing allegiances to feeding and flavor

or feeding and favorite

fish disposition. Canned swedte wine for our

river nigiri. Feed ruins the

dish altogether, feed ruins the raw fish.

Curses, the toil is ruined

again. Accursed too many chefs in

the river. Feed of bottom

speak, under breath, in bank

vaults, spending the bankersbo

Time banks to the left and rights

itself. Time feeds the baby and puts it down.
The bank serves a different god.

The bank serves rolls with meat or without, as
you wish. A matter of taste

only. The bank is an institutional

state apparatus. One banks to

fitin. Can you dig & 0 clams from shore muck?
Canned clams in juice from the store.

A bank is no place to dine at this time but

be

i deas.

ma |

eabl

uf

e



perhaps the curse will lift on
Tuesday, the cursorily overlooked day.

A curse for a hook to fish

for a lifetime got from the banknocredit.

A curse in the purse to pay

for lunch, a curse on a horse to save the day.
Feed on the negative

energy of curses in lieu of Pisces,

let the fish swim their cursive

rout es. I't doesndét matter, the rainy sec¢
has come and river matter

courses dowstream as we speak.

Spend your currency while you can, if you can.
Can you, will you? Yes you should.

Yes you can, you live in a

canyon of yes. Of course you can do what you wish.

As soon as youbve cleaned the bank
of junk, you may feed the fish.

You maydine fine on all that stink and matter.



Shelly Taylor

Lamb quarters

One minute you are a person, t heawdeactiony
given width, postreetop harmonyShrugged at the beginning of totality, standing before th:
ever moving swinging door markethiterwhere you might be left / homuch did | find my own
way / owtlike: who cooks for you, who cooks for me / on a rock in the middle of a field wt
onanew moonwithaseehr ough scarf your new | ov eYow
have to walk backwards to bet.n s t m giween broken planks, bodiesshould have known
better than a love spell manual, those bodies become dark Brdsss several streets she
dreams mine was the hand that led her out into a pogivan white square walls & what
surrounds the shot bis a ghost town.



Specter guide

not yet quite (quote) a blossom

you must oéve known she made herself a [
in a doorway: oh yes she spied
the road going iceless, the lights brushed lower than afiorty wattage.

She must have biked the convenient stores town wide, lost wider in

the cataloguing, raspberry slupbppying around the gas tanks: my lemonhead money,

an old book about ralib pocketed.

Bi kes the aisles a pair of pants, pink ¢
from the highwaisted longer than a femur wrangler ye®v she said | once was

0 0 & she wore them into the next decade when pink nor cowboy

boots didndt have a chance.

This is the best pompom parl ey for my wi
thing to break into. |l didndét know the |
in the thing, that the girl growing busty would. She sang sunshine

that regrets its leaving: the whole thjrypu are mine, the whole way through.

The part a child from a mother should not know: prophesy in a red dress.

She goesé

like a thrill gone, awoken.

[ how one instance youbre clinging to the

into
into

: remembrance of father chasing mothdéather wedding dress, father ring bearer, father
chopping block & a couple leather switches. In that guise the lost diamond canary sung it
to a finger & a finger thrusted another finger & another father said@day®h the rocks were
red & nutty you thought you must be, sky topple & the memory is as is; it is not so; but re:
skin, skin; & the horizon line turns orange then pink for the picturing us.



[Things worth considering before hitching your girl teaito the nearest
chickenbone:

one: he had fifteen horses stalled for the brushing. My legs on the horse bellies, my bare
The house corner leaving the ground, not a house, a projection of a house, but the thing
unbelievably detached.ikel sai d, the house corner, th

two: oh merry merry me, he invented a mothérg shoe machine. saved twoh o u s an d
lives at least by Christmas. Hark my remote closet shoe displayeedagd.

t hree: s ai d betiele imparanoid my sdaplibxih&rb, cheatin, lyin, swearin,
gunslingin, woulda married missus kitty in the hotel entrance under the bluest moon if he
mar shall; wondét hurt, | eave, scratch. wi

four: the soup, overflowing.



She said this is mine, pine street

Pigeons are flying eyelevel & white line the street & approaching. Pigeons can fly & miss

windshield. I f | 0 nerinde & theie arg pigednsethaebecorse aanotie
larch of feather$ike a tree. The tree | was back against was birded & so became a bird, m
pigeon. When I 6m treed | am a bird, angr
staves precisely & unlikethecatbrdd & i f shebs at t heameriTae o
kitchen windowbés open, the perpetual roce
said Christodos cross was made of, which
could fall out it. When she passes the treewillde, he 61 | drag it wit

yard into the forest.



Specter catena

Shame the warm county lin@ibrant currency truck pull mudboggin she
kneels before it
a man with a hose waterifngs lawn thanks be the man leg
foundered from hillsides trying

water trickles roundly a stem side into a magnolia bloom fossae
the mayor on his mower tickete dui

& praises white picket fence teethyou know the fence line dirtiedpush
wider the sills all fingers nails & knees

missus America come home

Blessthehousetabs body i s -downngwi se & book
the brook is outside purling she swam

she swims she swum a purple bathing suit
in the summer sun& the paperweight relics do over & capsize

| hada thought it circled around my business of throwing it in an open bag & not
thinking too much where to put the mercy & movenercy

in her shoes it my minutes
the bag a largass uhaul

When the cheerleader raises her
pleated skirt the crowd goess hame youdre wrong

watching the girl split leap switch motion & a sawaftishotgun this is a

nowhere shine

If there are trees they bend their heads sister delores
facedown on the church floor | remember

spirt come  rotten those trees that fell the grapeline
fly through us



this place & my feet zebraeeled

't 6s not somwetirbes tthe niost gem
high sometimes lower

than the bread me better hauled someplace nicer where | can handle you
when | want of you cheekbone in a photo sir tree

stump sir humbl&nees close
the circuits riper& let do

Shame then
that | donét k nsbame anyou my empgtiesa ny mor e

manpocket this raindown crashing taped boobs
& surefooted our faces will change

spirits coming over the cornfield we call moneyed ghosts



Susan Slavierc

Manifesto for Ghosts

What connects us is the mechanoid process, a feel for mathematica and puppetry.

Bio(r)evolution is a viscous spider.
We sicken & weave in our cocoons.

Mutant. Erotica. Terror. These pixels &@unted. We are riblocked in this circular citadel.
Some might say we are filaments, a spot on the macula, synaptic disruption.

[No virus was ever this pretty.]



Femmes Fatales Digitales

The contours of knees turned

inwards. Teledildonics + folklore + amino acids. Doppelganger

pop-art, nonhuman [?] projective fantasies
ofmenwearinggi r1 sé6 bodies, tethered
at the root, body = zero prostheses, a little cellular

[copy] born under
the sign of X.

Concave, convex. Urban
names

t hat donét figure
in your scissoblade psychoanalysis.
We are wearing this apparatus.
Cold-clones. Flatscreen
mystics.
(We promise you this ifhyper]reality.)

[ ] now in uncanny matrices.



Postcorporeal

Look, changeling.
No one would suspect

the monsterskin rustling
beneath your latex fleshtones.

The hiss of air
in your helmet when you mimic

thetici n a womands eye.
Rogue genes

are not the ash in your mechanical boots,
the schizophrenic scattering of light

from the side you canét touch.

Accidental kleptomaniac,

your magnetic fingers

wicked at the pulse of a mands

Now, the signal is set tobriate.
You are outmoded anatomy.

Look, prototype.
You are destined to survive

on hostile planets.
This ruin should be easy

as a saltwater catastrophe,
as red fruit crushed against

Your rutting mechanism.
Your surface etching.

Naked, you arall hello, holograph.
What prophetess sasvallow?

a

t hroat .

womanos



Matthew Klane

Friend Delighting the Eloquent

The space element is the basis for all
evolution and dissolution

> Dalai Lama (13911474/5)
> Dalai Lama (14751542)
> Dalai Lama (1543.588)
> Dalai Lama (15891617)
> Dalai Lama (16171682)
> Dalai Lama (1683.706)
> Dalai Lama (1708.757)
> Dalai Lama (1758.804)
> Dalai Lama (1805/4.815)
> Dalai Lama (18161837)
> Dalai Lama (1838.855/6)
> Dalai Lama (18561875)
> Dalai Lama (18761933)
> Dalai Lama (1935
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The Entire Vanquished Limiverse—ina Vass

myth immerse
mix w/ flour and barley referred by the word
serve to the birds “rcontent”
Qeantum Psychology
quasi con-com-i-fant
pome-gran-ate bits
Deesire Devours Self-Help
like a piranha on a penguin forthe benefit of all sentient beings
Ealanece Beams ITwantto attain

like a lion on a palanquin “ nirvana *



Birth-Story Sarong Mahamudra

four flowers fell to earth vourmom anddad
showered - her fleshvbud were made of mud
“soon a son will be born”™ maroon * vou " vellow * moon

Apalokiteshoaras
arms in the air-wave
high in the skv-wave

ionize " loving-kindness

As Your Hair Was Shaved Discourse to Imaginary Mulfifudes
like a sheep being shorn “deep awareness”

they covered vour skull w/ A~ DUDE
caramel juniper avocado “the wish-fulfilling jewel”

shampoo



Streaming Bodhimind fish —in vour mouth
fish — out vour nose
“sit” and “meander” fish —in vour fingers

combined fish —out vour toes

Lizard Shingles
a dozen different turquoise auras

zodiac the word

“auspicious”
The Third Hrih! twirling twinned electric eels
fires w/in the whirlwind
kindle quintessential inter- kaleidoscope

L)

sections Behind Yowr Wire Eyelids



Friend Delighting the Eloguent Tendril Soothsay

feel the threads looselips * tongue” tooth * gums
caress the crown of vour head sav the word “fo-fip-o-tent”
blooms * like an umbrella totallv unencumbered
Human Genome
sequence the goose-bumps

thatspell out vour skin's

AHUM A
Throat-ness The Coma Secret
atthe end of thought's “epiglotiis” asleep vou intuit shumyaia
a single " tingling seethe truth * now come to

pumpkin zvgote fruition



Textual Yoga Target Practics The Arfichoke Sufra
penetrate> spread = stretch and
turn inexact— 000" argues the gura

the opposite of “attack”™ “orgy invour lungs”

Topology of the Heart
concenirate on center area

En-e:'gies urgs in conceniric

Squares

unzip wellspring Pen Telekinesis
dipped-in chalk-pot bentlike a bow
draw theejaculate < drop < drip

FPiss Bliss back=<into the tip



A Tibetan Chatterbox

enters a france and channels

Raw Shock

when “chi” and “mitochondria”

disassociate

“1" get-so flabbergast

Many Emanations of “Me”

the ghost—
“talks nonstop™
Light from the Excluded Middle
ribbons dance
an the word “and”
Pondering
wet acoustic habitats

where "rabbit” and “frog”

Spawiu

beginning a new
lineage
toguide * vour line

through the page

fransm Dgri.t}rm}rmem ory—
expand and contract

likeelasticbands
Dalai Lama’s — Duminouws Drama

Inowing nothing

coincides

Form Empty Empiy Form

spider-webbing “numina”

“nebulae” in a nutshell

Temple Hippocampus
butterlamps aglow
glistening

amyvgdala * conundrum * big bang!

Ganglion Bells

r

cooring-alingaling!

gongs!

going!/kangaroo



Verfical Bardo
West ™ of Everest
East " of the heavens

lostin the city " of white

Garden-Variety Theravada

insert vour “body”

into the thorniest nexus

the widest possiblenet

Wheel of Words Ornament

rims around the written

jexistence) rims around

thereal

Let the Quiside-In
swords, spies, missionaries, disease
lavthe path-

then see what “vou” ensues

The Alchemical Hermaphrodite
he-she guv-gal
half-salamander

half-can of Sprite

Rainbow Ambrosia

Fgrasping
a whole host of gross emotions
wrath, resentment, spite, dismav

these enemies— teem like igers—

set them free
enl'}r_,r.s tal My Rose Mala
“tally vourrites of spirit”
wtears of

invisibleink

prisms aroma

blue/indigo / violet / pink

clear and distinct

Conduit —foa Deity
brainstem blossoms
like bubhbles in soda

pop " rhododendron

Lamb Clone Ligison

his/her dermis * doubles

as a rubber



Embrotder— “Rope Ladder” —onthe Void Negative Entropy
endsw/anegg
w/hemp, sandalwood, Dependent Arising

and a noodle the eve " reflects * the river * reflects * the sun

Palace of Empirical Infrospection

mirrored rooms open

unto mirrored rooms—
thereis no—verandah
The Digmond Mantra Insect Segue
“lam” buried on the sky- svllables flit- ft it fi
my powdered bones likelegs off a table
arethe clouds floating by " feet don't hit the floor
The Great Mammal Diagram Vehicle of the Middle Way
maps a galaxvofliving tissue one " tiny " melon * kavak
relativity * incarnates in a bowl of marmalade
Kissing Gelatin

a monkev and a snowladv

lockin liquid-
meltlike skeleton
Flash of Creation Fashion
camel catwalk elephant sashay,
gamma rav " zap! " “alligator” an owlin peacock pajamas,

“alligator” amalgamates a snake w/ dolphin fins



Sacred Cinders Japanese Thanksgiving

take ordinarv “dwindling” meditate on the words

and make it =tuna
“dwindle twilit” =miso
=edamame
Tandem Chants
“everythingis happening”
wiohindrance
win happenstance

the world-cvlinder’s
nifrogen diadem

correlates to a carrot

iwillbe a raft
when there is no raft
iwillbe

Meaningfil to Behold

Two Buddha-Fieclds

inbetween orangeand red

buddha-fields billionfold

Eating Lotus
theheat of the hot hells
the cold of the cold hells

kalf-life in vour potbellv

Reading for Depith (i)
vour scepter becomes a color
spectrum dot-ted by a seed

scat-ter-ing

-

Laughing Gas

rarefy the word

.'rl:a f T

The Years of the Seahorse

ra n:ingl:last

whereabouts hereafter



Trey Moody

Na dj a 0-Bke Eyesr n

You have eight, but eightds not a numb
to be counted. In terms of ferns
your body and your mind are one plant
and your eyes are always eyes: they open and close.

In the morning, numbers are numbers
thatcan be counted, but this is not morning.
Your body and your mind are one number
but this fact is questionable, like your open eyes.

Numbers are not plants and they are not eyes
which cannot be counted like bodies. Like ferns
your body érany,greyndmbers a g
and its version of sight is suspicious.

Eight is eight ones or four twos
which can be counted. And plants and bodies
and numbers donodét reflect color, even gr
Nadja, your eyes equal eight. They equal a number.



The Risk of Renting

Knowing somethingds been forgotten. Re me
Named Morgan.

The mirrors will have been cleaned,

Spotl ess, heodoll remember . Hi s rented hot

Cleared from window to window.
In a dream, he repeats everything
From t he bi rstitohed quilte aver.the mhiarors)
The windows with blue squares.

When he wakes soothed from his sweat,
Hedl | wal k i n the new bathroom,
SleepinMor ganés cage.



Everyone Should Cook a Meal

The boy tells him community. Thereds ne\
an easy answer. Who asks this kind of question?

| 6ve never realized that, no. One

out of every four. Wouldndt it be easier
if we all thought that way? Sonetes,

one doesndét know what to teldl onebdbs mott
Whenever youdre young, thatodés when you 1

to see the world. Gender stereotypes: an apple a day.

Tel |l me again, why doesndét God exist? TI
requires water. An exercise in seitlulgence.

Whereare we going? However many leave, there are more
to replace them. He likes ndiction. How boring is that,

anyway, studying ants? Everyone
should learn to play an instrument, cook a meal,

dance. People of all ages. Is that couch
reupholsteredT her e6s a puzzle the color of the



Debra Kaufman

After

The road to hell
iscurvy s hedd
some wild joke.

He carves

miniature watchdogs
in the breezeway
these dry nights
after having smoked

the last of her Luckies.

The morning sun
grills him,

bakes the granite
marker in the field.

How robust

her impatiens

still. Her red
sports car blazes;
her nightgown,
silken falderal,
dances on the line.

ai



Aboard

All the cars are full.
No one is moving:

talk talk.Let them wait,
saysthe queen.

Some leave and more get on.

| face the back window:

This has the most beautiful
resonance for néed

pastel fields, waterfalls, mountains.

| went magsomeone says,
while the others assembiid
pretentious people, rich.

A huge maaratess voi ce
scenery, one scene after,
being stunning visually.

Those | came with have disappeayed
to smoke in the smoking car,

dine in the diner?

Others rush abodt

musical chairs.

Who is thiswe,
and why are we here?
Some kind of excursion.

O window, oscenery,
what we see! Someone
has her own personal
America the Beautiful
experience, but we are all
running backwards,

| know. The panic!

Then the beauty hits.



Elizabeth Zuba

Flight of the brown-headed cowbird

The eafcup turns like a pause we
close our hands and shake on it
one hand says current

the other parabola triumph
like a lima bean bends the field

green and unearthly white
bone breakfast along side the moon

What arcs aloud almost covered in dirt?

Whatcovers the dirt and almosts from the arc?

Anyway the light
no light weight decides it
all byways

loose in a magnetic blowhole
something shudders
up in the tree

angling its mirrors to trick the brain
the way you relieve the gnaw of a phantthmb

and by seeing it again at last break the code

up up
in the tree a small egg no larger
than a grain of sand.



Expansion: running from one

Before the paperbloom, the dot
before the dot, the white
picture, before the white

picture, itsreflection in the donut
hole in the mirror we potted

for just such occasions

we scored eithér 0 piece® o

ord & small incongruous crystal figur@sd
never know I'm grateful until

I'm gone, mercury

on the potter's wheel

two hands to pull up the edge
is longingfrom the other side
sprung from the most ordinary
elements

in the sugar dish erupting
quietly, depth
because our skin is a surface that imagines

within. Like a root skein improvising, we
build a bird's nest with a window
in the middle, for motes

below the peeling walls
a tea house floor, marigold
orange churns the history of everything

rotating at an equal distance from nothing
was, a nasal exile
slid from two bowed strings

or my finger and thumb
rubbing loose the fragrant oils.



Poem withcomplimentary hair-pick

Soft quills comb over the airholes protect
small creatures
the folds of grass.
You're bound to see
one on a clear day
heave your puckered body with it's wings
press air to beak
part a perfect cast
the perfect
parted

light that lips
smiles of old photographs.

a: Field!

b: No, Night! I tell you, the threshold must capitulate.
a: Impossible! It is by nate, a merging.

b: You say, but any mean must be found by division.
a: Little matter to the toads!

b: Blink thistle a red leaning.

a: Out on one
back on the other!

An eye cupped to the trunk to see the treesgsealt.



Lassen

German for move with one hand high
and air purls

fingertip behind it a learfng curve
plied from miniature bee batting

gray slickers over their disappearing
miniature outlines

like convex words that make by echo:
plea

bow

fall

whorl of gas dust denser metal
blues: a being what they wanted to see
follow

hey another one

you planted your sticker tree where you can see
the open teeth sun
wheel the gears

all of a sudden now
| remember over butterfly
how you bent

your whole body over
soaring at the artifacts of unexpected water.



Francis Raven

Film Quality

Francis Raven




In anticipation for what is to come in this story, | found myself extremely
intrigued by Heidegger's introduction. He made me feel comfortable in my own
skin. The problem was that it often felt like someone else was wearing my skin
and | wasn't sure if that meant | should become friends with someone else or
become someone else altogether.




| remember reading it for the first time many many years ago and shaking my
head and throwing the book at the wall. This time, however, perhaps because |
had experienced my own tragedies of selfhood, | found myself completely bound
by the writing and concepts. | would just drink something, read through the hard
parts, and be compelled to make a difficult phone call.




For example, in the beginning of the chapter when Heidegger talks about how
Being has been trivialized by philosophers as they regard it as common
knowledge, | was struck by how true that was. That is so true.
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