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StepherRatcliffe

from today
8.11

light grey whiteness of fog against still invisible ridge blue jay flapping up from
table next to fence

texture of later work light opalescent phases the person present blend of pictures
at first sight sense

breathing irbreathing out eyes opening shadowed bird slanting across window
beside yellow and blue bed

white edge of fog against top of shoulder of ridge line of pelicans gliding to the
right toward horizon
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Stephen Ratcliffe

from today
8.12

light greywhiteness of fog against invisible ridge blue jay landing next to seeds on
table below fence

rising sun subject the scene in detail pen and ink lines the shadow near the wall
among following first

breathing out eyes opening shadowed bird slanting tbrearches in window
next to yellow and blue bed

grey whiteness of fog still against top of shoulder of ridge waves breaking on sand
across from channel
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Stephen Ratcliffe

from today
8.13

blinding white edge of sun rising above shadowed rjggrows landing by
seeds on table below fence

language in foreground called upon to describe phenomena appears the evidence
motion human present view

breathing in breathing out eyes opening motionless green leaves on branch in
window yellow and blue bed

blinding white circle of sun coming up over shoulder of ridge wave breaking on
sand across from channel
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Stephen Ratcliffe

from today
8.14

light grey whiteness of fog against invisible ridge sparrows landing next to seeds on
table below fence

experience of the word order the earlier arrangement way of seeing three points
on a circle resemblance

breathing in breathing out eyes opening blue jay calling on branch in window
beside yellow and blue bed

grey whiteness of fog against top of shoafdilge lines of pelicans flapping
across toward channel
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Stephen Ratcliffe

from today
8.15

blinding white circle of sun coming up above ridge blue jay landing beside seeds
on table next to fence

time of standing in light after form of paintiegind appears in colors see second
relation to picture

breathing in eyes opening motion of sunlit green leaves on branches in window
above yellow and blue bed

blinding white sun next to cloud beside shoulder of ridge lines of waves breaking
into mouthof channel
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K. Anne Rickertsen

| SHOULD BE DEAD IN A DITCH
SOMEWHERE JUST OUTSIDE OF VACAVILLE
NEAR LEISURE TOWN ROAD.

selfportrait: (gooethrist):

I-myself reaend fishtailed
deadon-into ladyluck.

straighshot. bullsye.
(whymewhynow?) oddlyenough
samesaid ladyhere handeaver
catwhiskers neediandthread, dice.

hattrick: :ourlady coldcocked

deatht r a y@djackdwild pokerface.

0 a utped miogh td 6-sided daddy. n d
notso. ordewup: umbrelladrinks:
(something,anything). thishere lovehgal?
asphalta. the a-tnébw. amen.
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K. Anne Rickertsen

LONELINESS.

When | sink into that void | fall as far
as | want; no word or mercy can stop me. Between sorrow &
raw wonder it was only a little héwdvatch her go,
and if | were to paint it 16d use oran

Know this, she murmured: if ever hope had a reason,

you might be mine.
She said, this is singular, the dark comfort
of heartache; please give yoerr hand, she said,;
drew a word like need along faultlines in my palm; we were quiet with
each other and when we woke from it ho
remember the edges exactly, but | see a boat on a river, a wake
grazing the current; someonertat the helm, someone else
rapt beneath a blanket in the bottom of the hull; she looks up,-unrav
eling silence: mine moon kneel, resplendence, that all of we who
noontide know you, each, might give thanks.
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K. Anne Rickertsen

KNOTS.

Often, all that matters?: how
a face reflects light; move the shadows,
ruin subsides. The potbtank sun slides down,
its shadow slips in the opposite direction.

Belly churning, a spider

reaches for sky, ties a silver bow, drops. Her splendor?:

airbornknots: the silky web a pomegranate best taken

dewy seed by dazzling seed. Perched on air as if it were clay, she
lightens the meaning of falling. For astonished fools,

especially, get on a level with god. Fools fall for neat tricks. Tricks like
yankirg a shadow away (it does happen)(in an instant)(turn a corner).
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K. Anne Rickertsen

SOMETHING PARTICULAR

on her face; the par
i
c
u
I
a
way in which a particular
plea is spoken: language
s

a
accident of gravity. To
know doubt: be familiar
i
t
that voice: sorrow as
the root of gratitude.

n
d
e
e
words reveal by some
e
a
n

other than math & this is her
wish: send soehing precise.
a
k
the hard gnarled
trunk of a tree;
h
notch left
by it...on
h
fingers, especially.
And when the bone is
e
n
(the flesh a hinge, another
angular fitting of timbers)
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h
e
offer, with abandon
even the sma#tst
o]
u
r.
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K. Anne Rickertsen

IF THIS WERE A COLOR,
(IT MIGHT BE RED).

| wrote you a letter last night about need
because theildflowers are coming up in the grass,
because | have confused love with longing;
this room smells brittle.
Hyacinth,
o sorrow, calendula, o suffering,
out a window or awkward | look to daisies
as if these alone could lessen taim pf madness
and today the gray clouds look undone,
look forgotten like the drift of my life
against a slate sky that melts into ap
leaves the scent of small bursts of blossom behind
filling the air with humility, and | breathe it.
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The language of flowers is not a dead language.
| return over and over to the fabric, lace,
mystery they bring, not
ravished by these ladies, which | have,
but because these three days of no sun
demand devotedness, as if devotedness
were the thing behind our want
for quickening
desire and its delicate hand.
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What touch does not reveal
can be seen with each slip of petals,
and as when a poet

joins mercy to beauty
| do nothing much and am moved.
Anew, the petals casie
like gracenotes from a harp,
and | have not yet brought you
anything that matters. | have
not yet brought you my heart undone,
nor been naked beside you,
petalsoft as my daring,

that bewildering and crimson yes.
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Of late | learned amdividual is a dividual
which cannot be divided. How is that possible,
one undivided, when choices
part the waters of certainty
every time we wake?
A billion seconds
is 32 years, [220 million, 7];
yet the line is not our frame of reference,
we watch best from the edges. One need not
come to the end of 7 long years
waiting for the unforgetable star,
when one believes that 7 years of rare occasions
shine down. That these days come fast
upon the centrifugal pouring of moonlight
means not muchf anything, to our sun,
but almost everything to me;
to wait here, then, is a matter of luxury.
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Indeed, digging my fingers deep in loose dirt

presses all the planet into my palm, she

whispering, what is sheltered will wither;

| made you and | can clesou down.
Quiet, but quietly now, ask,

if one hand holds something beautiful,

must the other hold something else?

Impressive world, o horrible world,

bring light and unfurl the exact number

of violets that binds us, bringing to mind

these marve: silentnesses

that have swept my breath away.
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I dondét think of sound, I think of you
and how there are no buildings high enough here

to see you; how we are often

weaker than our devotion, weaker

than we mean to be;

rather,
imagine a breathless echo
for all its accelerating pageantry;
let it be no secret,
the hollow sound is mine.
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Jacob Schepers

from Vasectomajestic
1

Homesick, | think of being home

sick on another couch

outside this voyageds
interminable vessel. | ache

for the ease

of living then, listening

to the litany of Bob Barker

imploring the daytime audience

to have our pets

spayed and neutered and participate

in the ritual of it, the call,

the response, the dinette sets,

the trips to Hi, all things

Broyhill. O fatal flaw, O

poetic justice, my O

face my downfall, my cheap

thrill, my easy out, my pop fly,

my cherry pie. I 6m writing
with abandon, hope hanging

on, even outside these gates.

| dm writing on the fly, flying
through, doublig up on days,

day counting as |1 06m doing
anyways,

on the couch and killing

time, whittling

the long nights

down to size, soslick

but sticking

it out and putting

in the work, no shortcuts,

no going over, no

onedollar bids, no spoilers.
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Jacob Schepers

from Vasectomajestic
1

Muck about with me

in the SunkefrCost Fallacy

in the journey

toward home. No Nostradamus
but my homecoming,

that oldVosfossense, my homing
beacon, is my comely

draw toward

pheromones,

turning aside

from wanderlust

from bloodust

forsaking obsession

forgiving

forgoing

forever. To rewoo

my Penelope

not with hubris

not with guile

not with straighiip

bullshit

but with a wobble

of willful

and mortal

vulnerability. With victuals
meager as these

who woul dndét call
in reinforcementsPsubsist

on esperance,

finding deegdried
feathery bits at the bucket ds
bottom, the chicken bones
ominous as ever, threatening

to splinter in the eager throat

of the wayward dog. Speaking of,
is it wrong

to await my own Argos

to recognize me and see past
these beggar rags? Sheds wunder
exile herself after a trial

Word For/'Word: 20



by fleas
and while wef6re worki
on getting control

of that, sheds not mu c h

welcome. Still, one night
| left her

up out of the washroom
and she moseyed

her way

over to me

on my one true vessel,
the couch, and she nuzzled
her way

to me and | felt

seen

and wanted

for the first time

in at least

a few days, fleas

be damned, fleas

and all just

making the company
merrier. The couch

a hop, a skip, and a jump
years in the making
back to the bed

on the otheside

of the house,

back home

on the other side

of the world
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Claire Crowther

Roll On Bright Home

This morning | evicted my house.
| served it notice
through the kitchen door

and wandered away to the High Street.
A crystal shop shone
withbowls of bright gems.

If | had seen my grey cave lighten,
become a geode
prickling with rose quartz,

if | had thought bricks could radiate
gleams of tourmalin®
it wouldndét be homel ess.

Then juddering up the street, subjected,
tied to a lorry,
trembled my ekouse.

It passed me. Police cars screamed as | touched
my wall, my blind shell.
How it rocked, rocked, rocked.

Home is not groundet, | know that now.
It keeps me. | will
ride my home always,

my dull pale pebble enclosing
emerald mosagate
and obsidian

in its violet heart. It dances.

Home beyond boundary,
I will go with you.
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Claire Crowther

Iron Bed Invokes a Tired God

Arendt we custodians
unimportant things that nurture us,

my artyfriend asks. | say, why

bother so much. She says, they talk

in poetry, tercets indeed! and plays back
a recording of a bed, her gudstposer,
an ancient decorative custodian:

6Sl eeper, my patterns
surround you,
lie in me,

soften my edges,
sleepermy
down layers,

let them rerest you,
shivering.
Sl eep in me.3d

However old | am, her bed is older.

of

l'ts dust mi t-es eat me .

skinned, needs a sandblast
and a powder coat over its metal legs.

But what other bed has given anyone

half theholy fullode treatment
of her old bed, however old we are?
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Claire Crowther

baby orchard

cooking apples pears and plums are shaking-gnegped
fists /

grains of me abrade those gaudy knuckles of

furled

buds / outspoken ideas of fruit in unfurl like

wild

offspring who hurl themselves down that steel slide / swing and
whoop

to earth singingzatch me watch naad i do watch /
wave /

particles of me muons of my time wobbling /

why /

what tr udetected degpientlie thitch

holds

of watching / i06ve been considering go
home

as any newborn would when strangedom tastes of pill

grito

hard gulp but going on keeps me safe from being

gone /
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Jeff Harrison

Syllable Crypt

M i

throbbedsweeps, Mi

crushed sea, M between

phantom minutes

each had art particular, unshaven, & small

M fi could a little voice of them sink

this increased answering dream

have space to themselvesiiM

the fires once lapping M

now redgold sentinels speakingiVs honor,

where what's unsure is mirthfivls birdstruck

sun, Mf, given up again

old forthcoming M soon stirred,

so gloves with M & brick, M A, of firef

M f to sign bursts, informed & M do have enough
voice lads, Mi , to these lost gentlemen

cite them a number of afternoon length

M A uncombed, hours pass in elementary fashion
the sea Mi so admired crushed between

their phantom minutes, these minutes fretted sciences
like rhymes are riddled, ¥, with things almost stars
some avenues showed trary, Mfi, they showed

M A fretted by minutes with things nearlyiiM
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Darren Demaree

Emily aslo by Correggio

Her ass squishes,
just a little bit,
in concert

with the smoke
of the whole world
& she says she sees

my face
& my right hand
emerge fronthe darkness

every time.
The pottery is witness
as it always is

& | wonder about
a reality that forms
clay, only

to leave it there
where, surely,
when she leans back

with our full weight
we will crush
the piece,

we will scatter it
where before
we planted

& forgot about
a garden. Such
is our pleasure,

to show the roots
we are the only bloom
in this scene,

to wiggle more
than is expected
for each other
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Darren Demaree

Emily asWoman with Bent Lely Egon Schiele

Twice now, |l 6ve | ooked
atthe air, estranged
as | am with the distance

between my nerve endings
& her folded forward half
of my whole reality. | see

green only in a way that
gives in. | see both reds
& | have a history.

| see that all fabric is victim
to gravityllds indelicate pu
& for one moment, | love

a theory proven true,
more than | love her angles
& then | see my seeing

as not enough, as never enough,

as an art without imagination.
She could be bending me.
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Darren Demaree

Emily asCountess Hanssonvillg JearAugusteDominique Ingres

By the time | realize
itds the back of her neck
| covet most of all,

sheds already making
the noises of a forefinger
applied with knowing

& purpose. Itds a sin
to mangle beauty,
but I listen to her always,

evenwhes hed6s yelling
at me without words.
Language lacks a look,

but the sounds she makes

without syllables,
that is my marching song.
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Heller Levinson

DREDGE
DODGE z THWART
z z
fleet z impede
z unburden z
duck z redirect
z loosen z
subvert z challenge
lose
z
z
DROUGHT
z z z
insufficiency
ringed with tears
the tear that de
moralizes

surge denote catapult
saltatorial saunter pup strut
z
WHIMSY
z
a basis in shadow
a bias on saxophone
(John on the upswing
petroglyphs compete for propriety
0é & you said it contained no fore
rummage rut verbatim
triangulation reduction too eager expediency abort the @mysher

mushroom
clear the contingencies under
water panther bleak mainsail
pinch a little

confabulation for fun

scree

Y messiness forthcoming
(say it isnd6t so)

in the splay of rudimentary tantruénsong/
danced a thesis out

line

lubricity

such
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Heller Levinson

DESCEND
loll
i
gag
down
decline
drizzle

shroudwrapped, shouldering shadow,
shuddering from the shrapnel of unslung,totterilt
declivitous jerk
vertiginous wrack
hazardous gaggle
lop-
sided dangle, . ..
shred or amass?
how much gathers in the downslide?

Richard Serra describes in his installafoary Which Way

60l tds al ways there, not here. Even whe
you, é | ike [ bei kgryiWhichiVagercemyouts makeo f a]
countersteps, twists, & turns continuo

Does the plethora by édwawady (eévergefvhni
path?

Do Serrads vertical pl ates exert as mu
manifestation, are they as much about prairie as city?

to orient, toWayFinathrough the interstitial murk, to calibrate without compass
or tool, --hunchreliant, sukaqueous, cafbrth 6 to sough amorphous, ferret
fume in the unhitched fathom frigate spin of pure fetch

these

abyssal recitations froth forward to

sate

an irremediable

want
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Heller Levinson

Seep in Voluminous Descent
cascad windfall run-
away momentum

gravitous plunge

down deep
freshness

unorthodoxy
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Heller Levinson

where the path drives the void

grind wind wafind stir astir
whipup produce consistency
crossbend amulet alert sheavieuckY
teem
cruise titillate

breakage: first principle
prow: both beacon & premonition, a shiver sliver-bold
ing, breaking through
--rib flicker
--ruffle rouse
from breakup: releasement, crumble galoot, crust on trial, preening attendance,
this
punge i nto the/slepaaseisnadthat i sndt but
nots knotted in twists of abrogation, the
repudiation that repeals

contouring through emptiness, fueling from
fugitive frictions, shapes

oxygenate on the

nectar of

deletion
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Heller Levinson

Crossfall Séance

confectionery cleftrung carbonic
chimes along the dispel
tubing millometric
spruce suprdimensional in the pendulate swang dangle swag nutational bobble
bob

after hours
Pharoah Sanders
soufflé

*Crossfaldo Th e t r an gof &roaslveay tewaa thé shoulder or gutter on
either side. 6 Out pour isuspensiandimnaiphi s t er
threshold, meander, trespass, flaneur, rupture, rebeftirthe beaten track, the
roadway, the routedpassageway, trar@it initiation transformatio, more.
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Joel Chace
from Against Which

A quick wish adds up to
nothing, to which the impoverished king
can attestdnathema sitHis late
gueen, spared the shame of seeing,
calling him dunce Neither power, nor
light, nor eternity, nor timddaving
taken, all life long, too little
care.The children of God should
not have any other country here
below but the universe itséfow
this other fellow, once so amorous,
gropes from bench to shadow, eyes
aglitter, ongue aflame. Hovel to madness
to mud. Nor knowledge, nor truth,
nor kingship, nor wisdom, nor divinity,
nor goodnesslf there were a
mirror in which to gaze, o,
what awfugrief. Left with only

a poor, dead fool.
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Joel Chace
from Against Which

Intent, which doesndt al ways hit
mark./ t 6s a mot h who woul d
be king, a stupid slothful thing,
a foolish thing, who wants God.
Immedjately.Groom who paces, for days,
the hall 6Butnati de ai sl es.
this nervousness. /| tdés somet hing
magnanimous. [t must be a joy.
Every virtue must be vigorod®aces.
Plans. Summons. Helpmates arrive. Do those
legumes grow through, from, the walls?
Apples, grapes, peatcskes fill long
tables, shelvesShall I, a gnat
which dances in Thy ray, Dare
to be reverentBride awaiting the
nuptial yes: her eyes arrowed into
diamond points that piee layer after
layer of air, sorrow, recompensiere
/s all the holy frivolity of
those who have ceased to be
burdened with the seriousness of themselves,
finding that sphere of reverence, worship,
into one of laughter, dalliance.
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Joel Chace
from Against Which

Obsessed, rich with currencies of numbers,
shapes, and furniture. Whyx3i Why
trapezoid? Why cupboard7he world is
Godds [ anBiuwagredg¢ or elsent | es
tug. Through the barnds h
a bolt strikes one edge of
their metal feeding trough. Having recanted,
having been freed , he stamps his
foot. /t /s only from the
light that strean=nstantly from heaven
that a tree can derive energy
to strike its roots deep into
so,Because itds the mother of
numbers. Because it makes a door.
Because it stores regrets. Then mumbles
Galileo,Eppur si muoveA miracle --
having felt a slight tingling, one
live bossy at each |lineds end;
ten dead others. in betweeihat
tree is in fact rooted in
the sky.

S
igh roof
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Joel Chace
from AgainstWhich

Obsessed, hitched to horizontal rain slashing

across trestles, bridges this one, this,

this. There are only two things

that pierce the human heart. One

/s beautyThe other is affliction.

Velocity that bursts past future, then

reverses, then reverses, blurring presént.

/s only necessary to know that

love is a direction and not

a state of the souRain

that never falls but keeps slicing
membrane after membrane.
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Joel Chace
from Against Which

Against, which does exhaust. Consider witnesses.

The wind is blowing hard and

hot; the air is yellow with

adust and sandThat long slog

through unplowed snow, from town, up

and over the hill, home, to

pronouneé t hat dawWdusoulii sdeeds.

not be born at a better

time than the present, when we

have lost everythin@he speaks so

confidenly, humbly, and clearly- not a

one heed her, at all.When

the struggle is finished, it cannot

be possessed hose who withess for
the witnesses.
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Joel Chace
from Against Which

Oppressed, hitched to a spouse who
reckons curiously and frequently gestures toward
a window. Look down there! On
the graves, in the moonlight, squats
a wild spectral figurédn ape
it is! Hear how its howls
screech out into the sweet fragrance
of life! On the whole, they
sit idly, though not unhappily. For
at |l east once, timeds passing isnb:
tragedy. There stands a hurayurdy player;
with numb fingers he plays as
best he can. Barefoot on ice,
he totters to and fro; his
little plateremains emptyAnd there --
past ice and gravesthe sea,
a thousand wrecks on its bed.
The spouse bestows a nuptial kiss
before saying that all beyond their
window is beauty.
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Tim Shaner
Ekphrastic: RT for Free @ 303

oLife takes over,
commerce fades. 6 (Jerry Saltz)

This happened by the way
during Chris & Kristends
visit here for a reading @
the Institute of Loafing
| think Kristen
was downstairs
at the time
working on
her performance
in the den
in from Queens
to the woody suburb
of South Eugene
known as a hippy town
even now, at the curb of
yet another new year
0l sodogme | | ow, O
the customer said
at Jiffy Mart, upon her
return from Seattle
actually, itds Jiffy
Market
to be precise
just twenty minutes
from midtown
they are, via
the M train
takes us ten
by car here
one by one
privately public
we slowly go
with me, the host,
getting sick
six times sick
allinall
starting at two
of noon that day
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with finally

the last baff
obarf 6 here
in honor of
Dodie Bellamy

and Eileen Myles
B6s Barf Mani festo
and Mds barfing poem
the latter
from Sorry, Treé
probably in the middle
of their performance
around 7:45 or 8
for the record
a viral thing
going around
or was it the food
in the E. coli?
The night before
we had celebrated
Kristends birthday @
Mar ch®06s downt own
starting with oysters
from Willapa Bay
Washington,
the cleanest estuary
in the continental
USA
deciding to share
our dishes
for the main course
consisting of crab
cakes, mussels, and black
cod, respectively, with a
local Pinot Gris
from our own
Willamette valley
being locavores
round here, yet spending
like carnivores.
Earlier, that same day,
the day before
the vomiting/reading day
yet they not sick
somehowi
| told Chris of Rirkrit
Tiravanijabs show at 303
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titled oUntitled, 1992 (Free)bo
wherein Rirkrit
took all the stuff
in the gall eryds of fi
& storage space,
both of which were small
as the gallery space
itself,
and placed it in the gallery
space, so that
when the elevator doors
which opened directly into
the gallery space
opened
you were confronted
with all this stuff
piled high
in boxes, wooden
crates and such
in makeshift rows,
placing one off
guard, at firgt
am | in the wrong place
oh, theredre peopl e
back there
in the emptied out
office area
mingling, drinking
wine or beer
and eating Thai curry
Rirkrit was cooking
from cans and spices
on a propane burner
happily dishing it up
and smiling
the whole time.
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Tim Shaner

Notes for a Revi eleAvefHerr i st en Gal l aghe

Flat language, vernacular, repetliteo w it candt hel p
but be figurative, help but pop up.

The repetitive sense
of being lost, but togethelone.

The landscape behind words
when words are not descriptive.

Sometimes we are clued in to where a poem takes place
but apart from Central Parkew as readers dondt know
where we areor weamhat?

n

Even the maps dondt ground u
as theydre as much from other zones
as those present in the prose.

Occasionally we get street names, other times

itds just numbers, or colors on maps.

The blandnessf the text and its repetitions

make this a conceptual poem, yet the text

when read through does yield some pleasures

|l i ke O0there might be hippos. 6

Chris talking about how some of Gol ds mi

reports, whileDa)o s spmethihg to look at,
something to place on the table,
stack on shelf

(i.e. alldéds not wunreadabl e) .

The other aspect is the negotiation
back and forth between passengers
with the occasional bystander helping out,
hailed through car window,
most though igoring
their queries, atomized pedestrians
turning away.

The here inWe Are Here
is absent
historyiyet somehow the words
capture the moment.
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Restlessly moving from place

(close to home) to place
looking for locations and back
(looking forbeauty?) again.

The title can be read as an attempt
to persuade us of our presence
in history in time

in its place:

We are here! damn it!

Between words
in the telling
unfoldingi

oWedll figure it out right??%¢

The dependence on others
for directionswhich

turn out to be unreliabidike
GPS, a primitive tool.

Words: here, there, that
enough.

0oh so you think this is herebo

The future presently
too slow

to bother
happening

already over,
what ds next
being
for worse
or where?

The text works
throughits repetition and its duration
as specific it gets.

ounanchor ed beh a-ydginated, bende toitalde, rumeridally) s un

At first you think,Okay, / get this, but do | have to read every poem, every word?
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The flat prose adds to this relactéithe project seems so lite as to risk
insignificana@
what 0s ftydtas operéadstor?, the charm of the piece bleeds thsinigh,
in,
the sense of joining in on these walks, talking as one walks

and letting the words do
the reading too.

And, then, out of nowhere, the worldly creeps in:

0l t ds r e al byeahptrdsavauldibd augteat place fer a Halliburton
fracking projeictd (06so are we still 6)
0l dm thinking of a hills have eyes situa

Verbaltranscriptions, taped then typed then printed, instead of wititiragy
or cut & paste antics.

Note that even GPS requires negotiation: the Shuttle driver, for instance, following
Sirids instructions to Mom & Dthislds, her e
and my having to correct him, no, this is the street,
turn here, not there.

Note too the commentary in places, the break with procedure:

0so itdés just walmart world at this poin
Conversational |l angusag&bdl i(loe tdls aor eve i trd
Occasional sl apstick (owhat did she saybo
Lack of street names, except #s & the occasional exception

|l i ke 0achievement drived (O0there is no s

0and we needdéd no technol ogy
exceptthecadok, trued (Obk weddeé&) on the rig

KRISTEN'
GALLAGHER!
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Charles Wilkinson

from 6Psitticine & Silvero
a skeleton, pointing

in Poe
the lust for what lies underground:
dog digging: dream of the banarial,
pawscrape on earth, & always, for us,
the love of gold lifted, reawakened
by light to glow again.
how one tale nests
in another: islands hatching, story bred
from story; before birth we wait in warmth,
encircled by unbrokewaters, careless
of a future of coasts, their limits, yet
each bound book rests within the walls
of telling.
what warns is the dead sailor:
hands raised above his head like a diver;
taking the bearing from his rigid
fingers, he points to dled graved
two guineas left to glint in the ground.

& now what wealth is to be found
before the penny pieces, lids lacking
lustre, are placed proud over the eyes?
hidden in a cave are shadows of treasure:
clouded mirroring of the concealed prize.
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Charles Wilkinson

from 6Psitticine & Silveréd
the double voice of Captain Flint haunts the island

cloudcoloured woods gaunt pines
hot misttissue from the marsh

set against silence: the sea
rip, its whitescar roar
blasting
reverb drum
on rock
issuing spray

o
2]

parrot squawi

& clipped, the soundds
debased its q@ay
numbs, reechoingeights

*

graveman talkd
& an old song
stunning from the trees:
tremor
in the
notes
ravings on deat& rum

no spirit with an echo

*

from |l arger nightods
speckled flow
a dying stad
crucible of silver
last gift of the supernova

*

in the | esser dar thebarfsilvar&tbe abns stik s h o me |
/1 e é where ARNwalysbamhieedbseemke of what
from earth/ resting place of unlit treasure/ soiled & under/assets over
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Charles Wilkinson
from O6PSiitltivieeaibne &
silver, escaping

the art of the exi
to slip from the ship
& away to land; the maroon
rowed; Silver, no fool,
his craft that of knowing
how to kill, when to flee,
the plunder stowed plinking
within his sack, waiting
for forenoon to furbish
the glint on coinage,
a new life incognito
implicit in its weight
& gleam; yet his mulatto
wifed & the bird, jingling
its phrase from a pocket
beak, remain

now freed from the page
John reforms, speaking of/
for/from silver on the screen.
forever he icon of the island
chouses: the greédxed
cross noting the spot
arouses the desire for gain:
to dig down through the plot,
the strata under the ground,
& find the stark skeleton
of the text, bones of desire,
fleshstripped, & two pieces
left to be dund.

stay for

the credits: names rolling up
into the dark; first, there was
the wordd the splendour
of lexis & lux; soon the last reel:
the days about to be rewound
onto the spool, endtopped.
what lies behind the backdi®dp
the riddle marked with an X?
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Charles Wilkinson

from 6Psitticine & Silvero
Notes

The passages in italics are taken ffoeasure Islanthy R.L Stevenson (Penguin
Classics)

a skeleton, pointingluring the search for the treasure the pirates corogsaar
skeleton whose arms apparently indicate the direction in which the silver and gold
is to be found. On their arrival they discover an empty grave and two coins; in
fact, the treasure has already been removed to a cave on thdrelasure

Islandis more intertextual than has been sometimes been appreciated. The
opening lines of this poem referfthe Gold Bug a short story by Edgar Allan

Poe. In an essay, Stevenson admitted borrowing ideas from both Poe and Daniel
D e f dRebinson Crusoe

The double voice of Captain Flint haunts the isldndhe novel, Captain Flint is

both the name of the dead pirate whose treasure is buried on the island and the
name of John Silverof6s parrot. I't is be
althoudp this proves not to be the case

silver, escapinthe novel is somewhat unusual for its time in that the author

all owed his villain to escape. The com
props of hat, peg leg and parrot, may help to accountfioe pi r at eds e n¢
popularity with film makers
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Charles Wilkinson

Angel Murder

Arcanum, supposedly
secret: yet he claimed,
confirming the Kabbalah,
they are us & all gone souls
translated to heaven:

stars & tarry darkness
shaped as Th&rand Man,
fluid in manifestation:

what was first, the unknown
force, no longer occulted,
presenting a visible image,
multiplying from the source

& now they are killing
angelgn-waiting, shredding
the lineaments of god in them:

the starved, beheadedat;

the shrapnelent, clustebombed
raped & killed, howitzerit dead;

the air to surface, surface to air,

&, it 0s -oxywendted t he
(fully vacuumed), finessed further
than flame fougasse, the every bit

of thermabarbarieblasted dead:

fuel percentage perfected,
heat & pressuréfireball to murdemave,
the vampirizing of air, the ruptures:

end game of broken lungs

anti

Note. For more on the nature of angels and the theology behind the doctrine of
Homo Maximus or the Grand Man see the work of the eighteamtfury mystic

and theologian Emanuel Swedenborg. While it is hard to crediit this cosmology in
a more secular agBe author believes that such notions retain their interest and

suggestive resonance.
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Charles Wilkinson

Withy Bed Dance

thetreestall & suncaughin greenbaskets
of air, anintricate
leafweaverewickeringviththeb r e e z e 6 s
touch;abovethebroad
walk,anoverhangthe archessupple
tos u mm &ling s
gold,filled withwillowtalk, itswind-swishes:
d o rhantyourflowers
onmy branchfor fearthaty o wdtown atdusk.
youwill hearmy roots
whisperingvhen! raisemyselffrom earth,
murmuringwhatwords
asl followyouall of yourwayhome.
herelightleakssallow
sap,essencef theyearlyrings,record
of greentime, & then
out from thefernsthe boyswalk: p/easesee
our silvestedance
theysaytheirmovesdelicate wild: small
c r e a shinnypaw 0
on theground,yetthe unisonof feet
ishumanithought her ed s
no songno soundaswith headsdowntheyhear
the chordsfrom below,
playingthes o istbn@s& rock notated
onthes t r scor@ & s
& loyaltothedeepc o n d ubbeator 0 s
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Charles Wilkinson

The Missing

hat hanging on a peg
in a dark halforgets
its wearer, who dined
years ago & dashed

out the hour rain halted

the key to a door
found in the dust
of a deep drawer
catches a dull light
& opens nothing

the hour picks a young
man off the street:

a placard has his
words now protesting
in time without him

a plane vanishing,
plucked from an arc
over earth imagine
its tail plumed for wa
ter, a noselown death

no one watching

as he drove over

the bare hifl, heading
for unsure sunlight

long demolished
house, a memory
of a stairwell, no
steps locked in air

how marching mothers

wave their
in the harsh aaylight,
hold them to history

six hundred eyes
staring up at a dark
screen: the vertigo
of no arrivals
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Dario Roberto Dioli

Answaes in a droplet
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Dario Roberto Dioli

Fishing with a moon
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Dario Roberto Dioli

Quit drinking
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Dario Roberto Dioli

She Il oves me she doesnodt l ove me
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Dario Roberto Dioli

The fruits are ripe
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J.I. Kleinberg

Devices

icans
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J.I. Kleinberg

furiously weird
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J.I. Kleinberg

our anger

our anger

the real enemy

fortresses

Word For/'Word: 61



J.I. Kleinberg

to be human

* to be human

- stﬂl an idea.

in common
. somehow
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J.I. Kleinberg

we are warning

we are  warning

the sunlight
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Jasper Glen

Long Enough
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Jasper Glen

Symptoms Index
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Jasper Glen

Washed My Hands in the River
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Jasper Glen

Why | Want Back in the World
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