











Luminesce o romo
Nancy L. Davis

In a deep-blue corner

of morning where

25" Street meets Stewart,

the hill rises like a church spire
to the neighboring heavens
above.

The swing sets ready fo rock;
crisp laundered sheets snap
to aftention, hang

with the precision and grace
of one who knows the

value of a job well done,

the mourning dove’s urging to
forget me not.

The blood-red green of a
rhubarb leaf—

succulent and bitter—

turns toward the sun

splashing gold on the modest
acreage below:

lawn edges cropped and tidy,
vegetable plots bordered with bricks,
sidewalks glistening in white.
And out the window facing east
day widens with '

the lavender hues of sun up.
Dishes in the sink, yellow kettle
on the stove, the whistlin

of sustenance dipped in ﬁoney
and rising like the slow hum

of trains passing by—

pear frees bearing blossoms

in the yard where

forget-me-nots

steal stories from May glories

[peonies fiush with pretty, perfumed in Baroque),
tﬁeir periwinkle blues pulling

up, breaking through, forging roots in
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the inhospitable —blanched earth, caved concrete —but clinging

to life; living on air and light and water
only the faithful know.

Love the eager blooms

in noontime illumination,

transcending time and space and cultivation

and who sing— /look at me—petulant beauties too
modest to fuss.

Forget not the love:

Listen as its florescence rustles
in tall grasses, glows amid
moonlit branches, rises awash
each dew-dawn day

like @ newborn flush

with gratitude.
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Untitled

Marie Chapman

My love is like a faucet

Not starting with a drip, drip drip.

Behind it, you'll find a clumsy woman

Who holds the wrench.

Unwittingly.

The floodgates opened
The flower is blooming
The Russians are coming

The Russians are coming
Slowly-
Regaining composure,

It conforms to a drip drip drip.

| write her lefters.

| make her flowers and a vase to hold them.

Finding water is never a problem.
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Packing

Meghan O’Toole

Listening to the sound of you moving
behind the closed bathroom door,

| felt guilt packing in my chest

like wet, heavy sandcastle sand,
like the clothes | stuff in my luggage.

Your movements are robotic
automatic, missing the spark | knew.
Nothing is left of the humming music
I once heard rising from your lungs.
| place my ear against the seashell
of you and hear echoes.

The grey light bathes our bedroom

and my eyes circle dusty photographs.

Bedcovers, rumpled, splash across
the bed like high tide

across the two patiently worn
scoops in the mattress.

| remember the promise in the deep
of your eyes

the day | said yes. | remember

the moment we broke it

as | pack | can see the seconds
added up, my puzzle-edges changing
inconstant as the seq, so | pack

all our problems behind zippers.

| pack and | leave '

a note on your pillow

as my heart hears the rhythm

of your toothbrush grating your gums
I pack up our failures

and slip away

like sand on the shore.
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Weddings.

Georgianna Palmer

Scribbled between stolen newspaper columns
Sitting neatly over chicken-scratch lines

Was a picture of Mr. and Mrs. Douchebag
To be.

Flames of kissing and memories of
Rattling bedposts

Rocketed through my brain

Behind my eyelids.

“Look at them”

| thought.

With her dainty ass

Merely perched on her bicycle
Flaunting her front-yard shrubbery
That once was mine.

Envy began fo trickle down my veins.
| wanted her gone.

Shoved in a dank little box,

Where no one would find her.

And | would be Queen
To his “sceptre” once again.

But then | remembered his arrogance
And sloth.

His sweaty armpits, and hairy knuckles,
His long second toe,

And his inability to tip correctly.

And finally it hit me,

“All | miss is the sex and it wasn’t even that good.”
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Unearthing
Meghan O'Toole

You can rediscover yourself

in the small murmurs

of walking down an empty trail
where only strangers have stepped
and seeing the dead tree branches
black dendritic veins against

the flesh of grey clouds.

Make sounds less than you make silence
kept by the sound of your feet
discovering new twigs and old dips

on the mapped out path.

Lose yourself in the cold
and become something small.
It will be easier to see yourself, then.

And when you stumble
with no outsider’s eyes as a witness

there is also no one to caich you.

Catch yourself.
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Eggs
Andrea Clausen

| was kneeling on a bar stool, deeply concentrated
on the rocking of a Chinese cleaver in my hands. | rocked
it gently back and forth over a pile of half-smashed garlic
cloves and a smattering of coarse salt. The natural oils
were soaking info the wood of the cutting board with
each pass of the knife. A strong aroma filled my nostrils,
but it wasn't from the garlic. My eyes bugged as | laid the
knife down and hopped off the stool.

"You're burning your mushrooms,” said my mother,
brushing a lock of hair off her forehead before deftly
licking her thumb and turning the page of her magazine.

“I know,” | squeaked, as | hurriedly grabbed a
spoon from the large crock that set adjacent the stove.
| stirred the mushrooms frantically, a few escaping the
pan and landing on the stovetop, in an attempt o ease
their suffering. They had stopped looking so rubbery and
the side that had been facing the heat was now a deep,
blistered, caramel brown. | lowered the heat on the pan.

| said, “I didn't even burn them. They're just really
caramelized.”

| was seven years old and my mother had decided
that | was ready to undertake a meal on my own. A
daunting task to many, | felt, at that tender age, that
| was ready for it. After all, | stood in the kitchen most
nights helping my mother with the prep of dinner. Hell,
I'd even help with breakfast and lunch when those meals
were taken at home, seated with many around our
expansive fable.

My mother’s kitchen was small and dim: dark
cabinets stained ebony and patinaed by what my mother
jokingly referred to as “the grease of a thousand dinners
past and a million dinners future”. There was only one
window, which was obscured by all things living. A
dozen or so potted herbs littered the sills, ducking and
bobbing past each other, greedily drinking up what light
they could. The ceiling above the cabinets held what | felt
like were a million small blue and white plates portraying
Danish children in different states of play, in different
winter scenes.

I moved away from the mushrooms and climbed back
atop my perch. | resumed my work at rocking the cleaver
back and forth until the garlic and salt had become a fine

paste. |t almost cozed when scraped onto the side of the
knife. | clambered back down and scraped it into the

pan of mushrooms. Sliding my finger across the cold steel
of the knife to get every last bit, | was careful not to slice
myself. | knew the blade was razor sharp. | had used it

to slice through carrots in the past, it slid thru them like
butter. My fingers were much softer than that and | always
worried | would hurt myself.

The garlic became fragrant as | stirred it around the
pan. It clung to every mushroom, melting into the caps like
butter into a piece of toast. The smell was intoxicating,
the meaty scent of garlic and mushroom:s filling both the
house and me with hunger.

“Have you beat your eggs yet?” my mother asked.

“Yes, but | can’t get them as fluffy as you do. Will you
do ite”

“Sure, give ‘em here,” she said, putting her copy of
Time down and reaching across the counter. | handed her
the bowl. Four eggs meagerly swirled with a handful of
chopped green onions sloshed inside.

“May | have a fork2” she asked. | handed her a fork
and then watched in amazement as she moved at expert
speed, turning the yolks and whites into one homogenous
mass of light yellow. The fork, never hitting the side of the
bowl, pulled the eggs up all at once. There was a gentle
whipping sound as the eggs frothed up to easily twice
their size. She stopped, placed the bowl on the counter
and pushed it towards me (and without saying a word},
picked up her magazine and resumed her reading.

“Thanks,” | mumbled. | stabbed at a mushroom with
the spoon, trying to waste as much time as possible
before | reached my most dreaded task, cranking the
heat and pouring the eggs. | was making us a mushroom
and Swiss cheese omelet: a meal that my mother craved
constantly during her pregnancy with me, one that |
completely adored. | liked to hack off giant bites of the
soft egg and smash it onto a piece of butter-saturated
toast, adding an extra bit of crunch salt on top, and then
mow down on it-the toast cracking under my teeth and
the tender eggs melting into a creamy nothingness on my
tongue. My mother would always laugh at me
when | did this, preferring, herself, to eat her eggs
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Gridlock

Diana Nys

[ soar on winds

you pluck my feathers
| sing my songs

you break my records
| change my tune
you're gone forever

2014

Point of View



























Fling

Gordy Stevic

Forgotten,

Bored,

Dusty scarf hangs over my bedroom door.

Another impulse buy-

Wrong color-

A Pepto-Bismol stain in my closet
Failed cure for ulcerate boredom.

With style

Bored with seasons

Tired of muted shades,

Too old for carnal reds,

Latino limes,

Yours-forever blue like indigo oceans,
Father grays

| wanted something new,

A scarf, fast as pink

That was the fling!

Of course it did not last!

Pink and Gordy,

What a queer notion!

The cheeky hue easily lost
Against olive face and
My bitter, Balkan lore.

Forgotten,

Scarf is fraying over my bedroom door.
Color gone-lazy slug devoured by
bright ambers-

rising with the autumn sun.
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When | Saw A Bearded Man
Play at the Beat Kitchen

Ray Espiritu

| could hear the alcohol-coated strains in your voice
From years of travelling with your brother

You yelped—

Screamed until your throats were hoarse

Coarse, like gritty sandpaper

But now you sing alone for a dark bar

The stage is empty,

All but the stool, you,

And the old Martin guitar

Your children thought was a canvas

And you've given up frying to fight the not-so-
Quiet,

Drunk hecklers in the back of the room.

You're 36 and removed

From your suit-wearing father, the bartender

Now you are a father

Of two

They are at home,

Alone, the wife sleeps

Yet you play as if everyone has tucked themselves
Out of sight

Absorbed in their plastic cups

Filled with the foamy nostalgia of you and your brother
Wailing away in Champaign

The memory of this becomes increasingly

Hazy,

You're getting too old for this,

You tell yourself

But the pleasure of telling this story

Never ages with you
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Rise and Recover
Meghan O'Toole

Step one, you bring your hands to your face,

drown your eyes in liquid salt.

Let your lashes grow info wings

and become a feathered and scaled beast.
Welcome those with pikes and fire,

let the flame fester in your throat.
Compose your songs

of smoke and ice.

This is the first step of recovery.

Step two, you breathe out

so far your voice escapes.

When you fall,

do not ask for help.

Using the charcoal of burnt bones
you begin to sketch out

the would-have-beens of your past.
Gorge on what you missed out on.

Somehow, you forgot step three.

You skipped dipping your fingers in honey
and soaking your hair in cinnamon,
washing tears with rosewater.

You didn’t bury your toes in fine grains
of bright quartzite sand,

paint the space behind your lips

with the whitest milk

or listen for the sound of bells
heralding your ascension

back to the surface of what

we deem “life is good.”

Only then could you taste the flesh

of your charred throat,

but you skipped this step.
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JUST TRY NOT TO SPILL

Georgianna Palmer

there was a jar

where i kept my

whispers.

they smelled of

lavender

and sounded like

snow petals.

they seemed sweet,

and innocent, those whispers.
But when the lip

of the lid

was crackEd just a smidge
violin crescendos and
lightning bolts

would Crawl out.

they felt red.

passion and Aggression

and suppression, obliteRation.
the whispers would tip—toE
over Fingers

laced with shivers

info back rooms filled with the
cold scent of nUmbers.

so one must keep

the lip of the Lid

sealed.

because dark, angry whispers
that contort the air

and imprint the skin

are not for the eyes to hear
or the lips to smell

or the ears to see.

they deceive, those whispers.
like pretty little things

with sharp razor blades
hidden under their tongues.
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