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Love Poem 

The kite moving up 
against the clouds 
comic colored paper 
above the sun and 
feet planted wide 
for balance string 
singing out between 
our hands the kite 
in the sky like my 
father's kites on 
cool afternoons and 
father folding paper 
beside the power tools 

my father's hands his 
rough knuckles the way 
he laughed into the wind 
and now your small kite 
beside the trees rising 
birds wheeling past our 
winging kite in clear day 
winging a single bright bird 
sweet in the long afternoon 

like laughter 

--Sydney Martin 

BIRTH RITE 

I have been out on the cold roads too long 
have I invented a vision of peace 
and now the simple shadow of the dawn 
enters my eyes and my hands 
perform their birth rite 
sucked from the bone 
like on echo 
like desire 

I turn my back to the clock 

Black starlings flow 
like a river of wings in the wind 
I offer myself 

I will not worship the wound 
the sleepless turning hour of reason 
memorizing my trespasses 
leaving my fingerprints 
on the shriveled seeds of the rosary 

My battle is with my . dream of the family dissolving 
the currents of my voice are not yours 

--Michael Moos 



THE WINTER SKY 

Home at three 
after drinking all night 
at the Great Bear Bar 
we head straight for bed, 

Lights out 
our heads nearly settled 
into their pillows 
and the cat tromps across 
your sleepy body 
wanting to be petted. 

With her cold tiny feet 
she presses hollows into your breasts. 
You scratch her ears 
the sides of her face. 
Thousands of sparks 
begin folding through her black fur 

and suddenly she is a dark meadow 
alive with fireflies 
in the prairie night. 

Her soft light 
streams across your body 
lighting its plains and ridges 
its swells and crevices; 

her pale shape 
lights the entire landscape. 

You can see it now 
low on the southern horizon-
the shimmering outline 
of the head, the pointed ears, 
the long curving tail--

Constellation "The Cat" 
bright in the winter sky. 

--A.G. Sobin 



Unmailed Letter to My Arthritic Biology Teacher 

On signalled time you came out of 

your desked-in pose 

and stiff-kneed the distance to pull 

the door. 

a left hand wrapped around a supine eraser 

and rigid right phalanges produced 

silver-sheathed chalk from 

the bug pin drawer. 

Lecturing that precision is important 

in dissection, 

frogs leaped from the chalk just 

kneaded by your hand, 

your splotched-on gentian 

peep-hole lab coat 

affected the smell of formaldehyde 

and idleness among us spurred 

with jerking legs, oozing eggs. 

in wax-bed cake pans 

scalpels notched 

four-letter verbs. 

Then they passed me the baby pig 

now a halted squeal. 

that's when I gagged, 

my hair flattened by my palm, 

I looked up, your 

mouth respirating nothing but foreboding 

if pins were found in dummy Myrtle's 

mammary glands, 

--Mary Stavropoulos 



FERTILITY IN SOLITUDE 

The way to ascend to God is 
to descend into oneself. 

If I shut my eyes I can see 

inside my mouth: lagoons, cliffs, three 

tied boats. There are too many. 

I move down past harps hung on willows 

down past the park of green feathers 

bushes full, humid. And still 

farther to the split 

of sand, I am getting there: 

shimmers of heat and the smell 

of honey and lions. I am som~where 

close to my knees. 

--Jeanine Hathaway 

) 
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There is a high correlation between 
being filled with the Spirit and 
being filled with the flesh. 

Sleep carries her through the wall 

to a further cave, darker, inaccessible 

except through bathing, through fasting, 

through rituals of introversion. 

She turns on her mat. 

This is a heavy comfort, 

this kind of privacy. 

She is filling with a new life, not hers, 

a life that belongs to itself, a flight, 

a dive, a suspension, It pushes her out 

through her own skin, manufacturing distance 

in its helpless excitement. 

--Jeanine Hathaway 



Phantom Canyon, County Highway 67 

dehydrated elephant trunks 

and branches droop to early snow 

while trees rooted motionless in rock 

live on mounds of crust ready to slide 

no sparrows 

no worms 

I want to rip a handful of the heavy cold 

from the air 

throw it against the dash 

knowing it will splatter 

seats 

ceiling 

and coat 

with help from body heat 

the finger-smeared windshield 

I will allow the chill 

to clothe my car if I should 

lose control 

tear through solid haze to 

settle in the depths 

the ground 

covered by dead growth. 

--Mary Stavropoulos 



The Conclusion: Everything Medically Possible 

after the operation they wagged their heads at us, 
led us, 

as the mindless require, 
through the delirium of doorways~ . 
through polished overh~ng~ of mach7nery throbbing 
with their cycles of liquids and air 

led us 
to Phillip, in haste we had named him--

yes, 
here is Phillip, he is here, 
has escaped the plastic shell of incubation 
and at last found mama's breast; 
delicate sparrow wing hands 
crumpled into fists, 
into . weak purple rage. 
we choke on the mechanisms 
forced into our throats, 
give the numb chrome touch of death 
to the dead, now dead. 
we clutch our folded arms 
drift into the fluid night. 

--John Maple 

spring equinox 

aligned today 
with parades 
of daffodils green shoots 

from rust earth 
and jay birds 
cussing a siamese cat 
sunning in the backyard 

Mrs. McMurphy 
shifts her plump hips 

her white shapeless tits 
hanging in her orchid halter 
like the fresh laundry 
she pins on sagging lines 

the moon 
takes its place 

when daffodils fold 
jaybirds rest 

and Mrs. McMurphy 
blushed rose from the sun 
greets her husband 
to an evening 
of the locust song 

--barb bihlmaier 



Mama Minnie 

sits in her tangerine-colored chair 
her white hair parted 
with strands of age, 
rolls of fat 
counting years 
her husband has been gone. 

Paneled walls hold 
a home-made picture 
hanging crooked, 
bare floors fail to reach side boards, 
cold air whistles through. 

A box gas heater throbs 
to make a difference 
only catching up 
when the sun filters through 
dirty paned windows, 

Mama Minnie 
rises before her rooster crows 
& wakes her guest 
with sounds of coffee brewing, 
bacon fat snapping 
from cast iron skillet 
& stainless steel forks clinking 
next to unmatched plates. 

Remembering, 
mama minnie directs 
her guest into a 
once warmed chair 
and wonders what the 
mailman will leave, 

--barb bihlmaier 



Field Of The Seven White Cranes 

black lightning in the rice-

shadow of jet 
scattering wings 

sound of air 
screaming 

sight of cranes 
flocking 

circling 

landing--

dark cloud crawling 
covers all. 

--Karl Elder 

Oyama 
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