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isn't there just one 

who will suck 

the cold from my fingers 

when I grow blind looking for 

new buds in the snow 

who will not scratch black marks 

in a ledger heavier than death 

if I forget what pleases most 

or what name he answers to 

I've committed so many to memory 

and· if maps are smuggled him 

by those no longer loving me 

he will choose not to dig for old bones 

or fresh wounds 

one who has a feeling 

for where honey hides in winter 

will dip my unseeing fingers there 

guide them to my tongue 

--Marlis Manley Klein 

an inaginary lover 
keeps evading me 

a bluejay falls 
from branch to branch 
from tree to tree 

her flesh has become 
my hand touching 
my body 

among green leaves 
the bluejay 
rubs his feathers 

I cannot know her body 
in these hands 
does not reach for mine 

a quiet voice 
is nesting 
in a shaken mind 

I cannot stop the talking 

come wind 
and blow these leaves 
come sun 
and touch this bark 

uncover the roots of. my sleep 

--Michael Calvello 



HARMONICA PlAYER 

I can see you from the gas pump 
spread across the sofa, 
lean-legged jeans 

cold blue, your eyes 
watch for her tears 
to dampen your mouth 

games of chance in this Texas town 
razors and whiskey 
the brown lonely women 

her face blurs, then the room 
but not you, and I feel a need 
for the dust from the road 

in my teeth in my eyes in my hair 
with each breath total saturation 
and I'm far enough 

to look back at your pick-up 
and think 
of your legs spreading mine 

--Sandy Suttle 

Chrysalis Wing 

Chrysalis wing, 
pressed behind crystal 

of supposed to be, 
you are surprise. 
Gossamer dream, 
weave the repose 

that will give me motion. 
Wrapped in tomorrow, 

you quicken today. 
Light on my finger and 

my hand turns to 
hold things more dearly; 

cross my path and 
I am uncrossed. 

There is no shadow 
when you fly, 

or if there is 
I cannot detect it. 

There is no sound, 
and even the color 

of your wing 
folds gently back, 
back into chrysalis mind. 

--Paul J. Rajcok 



Caning to Wichita 

the brown-white ribbed shell 
taken all the way 
from the Maine coast 
to Wichita 

this curled, ridged shell 
hidden in the red suitcase 
during the long ride 
my son and I 
are travelling 
down the road of middle America--

rolling hills, 
widening plains, 
the far trees stand alone 
small and wind-blown 

the eye can see for miles in Kansas 
the brown-gold 
dusty wind 
the clouds are lost in 

a yellow haze 

but the shell is in my hand-
a light purple 
criss-cross of lines 
held in my hand, 
licked by my tongue 
a taste of salt 
inside my mouth 

in hot surrmer 
wind-burning sun of Wichita 

--Michael Calvello 

Fire in the North Mountains 

Fire in the north mountains, 
swollen, holding all the air 
the wind heaves it, 
gives this break into day, 
a great cracking laugh: 
in the valley we are sleeping. 
Cabins turning ash, 
the small coughs of a child, 
an old tree bursting 
with every sound it never made. 

Flames are doing a dance, 
giggling us to wake and look, 
look in the dawn's first motion 
we have been busy now over an hour 
we laugh 
we want you to see 
here on this great mountain 
teasing trees until they shout 
in air we want you to hear us 
we are biting dog's paws 
we are spitting 
and cloaking all the hillside 
orange we laugh wake up 

Trail of smoke to the south, 
warren weeping, and men 
throwing out hoses, 
stumped by the riddle. 

--Carla Coldiron 



California album 

1 

a photograph is all that's left 
not the one I remembered 
of me kissing you for the flash 
but a faded polaroid of you 
and tha.t spotted pony 
your father made you mount and 
mount again until the wind carried 
the strident pitch of your fear 
back up the hillside where 
I covered my ears with my hands 
and kept counting the openings 
in the cinder block wall 

2 

when we destroyed one another 
with soft black avocados 
in the grove behind your house 
you twisted your features 
like the roots and mocked me 
with curses that sounded like blind 
pellets and I knew then 
I too was a victim 

3 

I learned of your note in a note 
from your mother to my father 
and about the black days building 
like grenades rolled softly 
into a deaf man's sleeping face 
and I opened my window to the Kansas winter 
and kept watch with cold challenges 
to God for some sign in the sky 

) 

4 

in the aftermath I was sent for 
served like the food on the tray 
outside the door you would not open 
waiting to tell you I understood 
that everything was soft and rotting 
like the food and me 
outside your room 

5 

sunmer crept up from the orange groves 
and I pushed cactus needles 
through the skin between my fingers 
to pierce the silence 
but you kept turning away 
your cries engulfing my sleep 
like the thunder of waves 
and I arose and chased your voice 
down the hill to the ocean 
where all that remained was 
a probing in my ears like a thin tube 
stretching my mercury brain 
toward the gulls circling white caps 
beyond the deserted beach 



6 

on January blue sky days 
the scent of oil popping 
from the peel of an orange · . 
can topple me into eucalypt1:1s and brllle 
sand like warm hands welconung 
the shape of my body 
if I open my eyes to the sun 
I can see the wave beginning to break 
I tuck my head 
swim slowly into a twisted sea 
toward a face in a photograph 
of you smiling 

--Marlis Manley Klein 

Wind change 

The wind stumbles through rows 
of frame houses 
dogs nose their linked fences 

their cries are bent nails 
wrenching from ltUilber. 

My boots scrape the frost-split 
asphalt crumbling into last sunmer's weeds, 
the road dead-ending at trees. 

Up from the gulf, breath off piers 
eddies into my dark lungs. 
Terns, their veins still dark with fishbones, 
drift far inland. 
Bnerging leaves are a breaking canopy 
of light as 

the moon 
an incredibly brilliant gull 
tosses from cloud troughs. 

My hair breaks across the bleached slope 
of my shoulders 

my thighs turn on themselves-
waves pounding out their darkness 
the phosphorescent surge of my nerves 
settling into the pulse of the night. 

--gary wagoner 



Lockport, Ill. 

for Karl Elder 

In ritual celebration with a brown 
bag full of beer I make another run 
from Louie's Liquor Store into the sound 
of State Street's evening rush across the sun. 
I pass Scagnelli's cab, the laundromat, 
the artless window of the five and dime, 
the Roxy theater, a starving cat 
with kittens, and a watermelon rind. 
Alone, I climb my stairs above the Star 
TV Repair, and close and bolt my door. 
And as the sun descends behind Bert's bar 
the State Street people congregate once more 
and form a sidewalk crowd under the moon, 
the constellation of the greasy spoon. 

--Tom Sullivan 

THE HARNESS RACER 

Someone said, in other voices: 

"That horse broke down, 

Caved in on the curve, 

Poor old nag, her wind's gone." 

So the judgment is passed. 

There is no regard for the races run, 

The cantering-spring mornings, 

Her several foals, now trotting in stable silks. 

Between the shafts she ran - and died -

Blowing pink bubbles from the lung. 

--Andy Brown 



Abandoned Farms Are Not Forgotten 

Like childhood friendships, 

their faces blurred in photograph 

after photograph, always the wonder 

of how and what and perhaps who 

has married them to ripen 

the one apple tree in the grove 

over by the pasture of poor ground. 

--Chet Corey 

V O W S 

The farm ponds evaporate 

In a period of southwest wind. 

The plover and killdeer feed to fatness. 

A last pool, and each cow's print 

Becomes a killing pit. 

The great blue heron poses, one leg poised 

For a bullhead's resignation; 

While on rock fence posts 

A golden eagle, and an escort of crows 
' 

Wait to scavenge bloody droplets on the dry bed. 

--Andy Brown 



like a violent movie, I walk into the water 
and the waves break across my face my eyes 
are blood shot and the salt burns the cuts 
on my body leaving a thousand cicatrices as 
people follow people across intersections 
deciphering walk from do not walk carrying 
newspapers and wrapped in wools towering 
above them a man waits in steel and concrete 
peering out of a charcoal window as they 
flow beneath like sands moved by waves numbed 
from the pull of the moon 

--Sandy Suttle 
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