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ñand I asked what metaphor was and she threw 
open her mouth and swallowed my spineò 
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Fortunately / M.E. Gallucci 

You told me    

I couldnôt. 

I told you 

I could. 

You didnôt stop me 

so I 

walked away 

like you told me 

I couldnôt 

and like I told you 

I could. 

Gospel from me #4 / Vanane Borian 
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Anthem after a Married Lover / Rachael Z. Ikins 

i'm strokin' it  

i'm struttin' it,  

iôm shootin' from the hip 

 

wrist-SNAP-pin' it  

laughin' it, 

shootin' off my lip. 

 

jiggle-tit & waggly-ass 

bring-you-to-your-knees, 

toe-tappin' it, arm pumpin' it 

(all DONE with it) 

U R nothin' but a tease. 

 

Shakin' it 

bakin' it 

getting great big air! 

I'm one with it,  

Top-Dog no shit-- 

Watch me, girl, I dare 

 

Pride in me, not hidinô ME 

share it with the world, 

Show me off & brag on me 

Tell it, i'm your girl. 

 

shine me up, your Loving Cup 

iôll be your sweetest dream 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

i will be your hand-in-glove 

gonna make u scream. 

 

i'm stumpin' it, 

i'm humpin' it 

i'll be your boonie rat. 

 

jivin' it,  

(muff) divin' it  

great pink cowgirl HAT 

 

high-fivin' it,  

strivin' it  

kiss-U big old smack. 

 

backin' up, shackin' up 

comin' up FOR AIR (where?) 

real women know reverse, 

gonna bring you there! 

 

bendin' it 

sendin' it 

takin' my sweet TIME. 

 

whatchoo doin'? 

fuck-you foolin' 

made my poetry RHYME. 
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LILY N THE STREET QUEENS / Anastasia Walker 
New York City, July 1969 
 
queenie u just know ull live 4ever 
cuz u know each days ur last 
summer nites in the park cuttin ur girls 
bitch ainôt no paint 2 cover up 
all that ugly whod ur mama fuck 
9 months b4 u born? 
ur tongues an artists brush in a blade 
cuz theres beauty in the way u 
slice up all that pain tho u 
scratch em with the claw of a broken bottle top 
when they cut u back then 
kiss n makeup cuz thats love n love 
is a waltz of cats in july n cats live 
9 times isnt that like 
4ever? october 
comes n the green world is painted 
like u the yellows n reds 
turn the color of shit n u 
see all the shit ur tongue talks 
shimmering silver under the streetlights but 
decembers so cruel cuz 
the bitches all want what u want n 
nothing comes free from 
the santas on christopher street n 
maybe u see april 
n maybe u dont but it dont 
matter cuz queenie ur living 4ever 
with 2day n the next ur last 

 
 
 
but not 2nite 
2nites a good night 2 die cuz 
its hot like the airs on fire n 
ur so fuckin done with Lilys shit 
Lily who look at u like ur daddy used 2 
Lily with her love stick wanna crack 
u a cunt on the top of ur skull 
n watch her cum ooze gray n red 
thats the love Lily do 
but not 2nite cuz 
2nite Queenie is urs 
2nite ur a guerilla chorus line 
rubbin ur shit in Lilys popeyes n 
talkin ur shit in Lilys red ears cuz 
who talks sense when 
2nites so fuckin hot n lilys not 
ur master cuz its ur last? 
turn n kick n 
we r the Stonewall Grrls 
when u wanna show em ur puckered pussy n say 
here we r u macho fucks u wanna 
piece of THIS? 
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arcs/apertures/interstices and the trick of the true name / Julie Jordan Avritt 

 

for my spouse person 

 

between protean and whimsical neither part nor particle there are a thousand 
words for breasts but Iôll never touch yours bound as you are snug beyond 
binary beneath synthetic threads tree trunk legs shoved into raw denim and 
redwings under ten tons of asphalt dust and the face you wear to visit your family  
which is a gravity a double helix a hydrogen balloon on fire like the burning in the  
glances of eighty thousand subway strangers who wonder what you are though only  
children are guileless or brave enough to offer the pale-yellow light of center stage  
where you can claim reverently or shamefully or however the thread passes through  
on the occasion that you are everything and nothing or a bleeding of one thing into  
the next which is ash on the tongue whisper in the temple glaze on the eyeglass signpost  
to pilgrims beware the trick of identity beware the trickster gods of liminal spaces  
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The wood that separates us from the wind / Sarah Bigham 
 

In the home I share with a spouse and a trio of felines, tiny notches are unevenly 
scattered across the upper portion of the solid wood door that came with the house.  

 
We removed the rusting screen door, but kept the sturdy, impenetrable one that always 

protects us from weather  and wanderers.  
 

The notches pre-date our arrival, and I often wonder how they got there and why they 
remained  in a household full of fix-it equipment and sandpaper  organized in the 

carefully built-in basement workshop. 
 

In the house where I grew up (another antique but with several decades on my current 
abode) there is also a thick, imposing front door with old-fashioned knobs and bolts.  

 
My parents still live in this house, the same  place they drove me 1.3 miles from the 

hospital after I was born.  
 

I have answered and opened and closed this door for well over 40 years and I love the 
robustness of a door that welcomes new friends (the old ones park out back) and provides 

access to the mailbox on a wide front porch filled with window boxes overflowing with 

flower mixtures created by my father in a whirlwind of color.  
 

This door lacks notches, but features one long, scarring crack--the product of an epic 
adolescent door slamming.  

 
One can easily see the crack, and imagine the power and anger that created it. But I do 
not worry about the crack, or the door, or the person who created it, or the people who 

heard the wood split that day. All is well. 
 

It is the notches--made with less power, but perhaps no less feeling--that leave me in 
doubt.  

 
Was it desperation? Loneliness? Fear?  

 
I pray for the notch-maker, and those who watched her scratch. 
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ƳŀƳŀΣ ƛΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ Ƴȅ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ κ Sofía Anastasia 
 

 

i  
 
everyone forgets how to dance in the rain eventually 
 

 
 
 
 
 

ii  
 

i tethered butterflies to my 
fingertips. 
you cut them 
loose. 
 
did they ever thank you? 

 
    
 
 
 
 

i ii   
 

if butterflies danced in the rain, they would drown with soggy wings 
i wonder if they do it anyway 

 
 
 
 

iv 
 

would you? 
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v 
 

ñthis is the house that jack builtò 
(jack should have built a home) 
 

 
 
 

vi 
 

every man jack among us knows the price of falling in love 
 

(donôt) 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

vii  
 
i dreamt, or saw, the moon in your tears 
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At Beavertail Point / Karina Lutz 
 

I find  
all nature erotic, 
you said. 

 
Even rocks. 
 
It was the waves 
that whispered in our ears 

all day long, 
the sun 
that pressed, 
warm,  
then hot. 
Breezes  

tickled the down  
at the back  
of your neck, 
 
but rocks? 
 

Yes:  
pale orange cliffs  
sheltered us from wind, 
cupped winter sun, 
made it easy  
to lounge, 

to kiss till 
the tide came in. 
 
Below us, unseen 
because we could not  
unlock eyes from each other, 

rocks made pools  
to hold anemones 
and protected them from the waves 
for those languid hoursð 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
anemones  
who would have sucked our fingers 

into themselves 
at the slightest touch. 
 
Bobbing seals sent sidelong glances 
from deep, wet eyes. 
 

Above the cliffs, 
the wind would make  
our nipples erect. 
But down below, the rocks surrounded 
us and poured us their cup of sunlight,  
our sustenance. 

 
All good qualities in a lover. 
 
But all that 
anthropomorphizing 
dropped away 

as will happen 
with enough simple being 
 
ðthe rocks have time, 
know stillnessð 
 

All nature,  
all being, erotic: 
 
an invitation  
to connect, 
 

an invitation 
to enjoy. 
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Sacred Bone / Anne Lévesque 
 
She was talking on her mobile  
Against the dune 
In her nest of towels and bags and coolers  
Geez lady, I thought, youôre at the beach 
And set my head, 
Still reeling from hot and cold   

The blueblind thrum of under 
Back onto the hot sand   
 
One by one they returned    
 
The boy  

Thereôs a sandbar 
Yeah, and did you see the schooner?  
Nettie called; theyôre still in New Glasgow!  

Her laughter, his, 
So much affection in her voice  
(Nothing heôll remember later)  

 
The girl  
Is there anything to eat?  

Yes; pretzels and granny smiths 
But have a granny smith first 

Daddy, daddy, come in the water! 
 
The man 
His mute wet weight on the blue canvas chair 
 
How she walked to the sea with the girl      
Her flat buttocks flowing hips the trodden  

Sand of her thighs swill of her breasts 
Skin of the black swimsuit stretched  
Over the resplendent triangle 
Of her sacrum: 
A big woman, 
Big enough to carry it all:  

The marriage 
The family 
The happiness of her children 
On their summer vacation 
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About Hera Shoat / Grace Epstein 
 
Hera Shoat emerges in the wake of human bodies like a motorboat on the water when I call her name. Glistening with sweat, sheôs a 

large woman, whose body tugs fitfully at its clothing. She follows me to the interview room, eyes glazed over as people lurch around us, 

glaring their disapproval. Embarrassed by their stares, I first imagine the bulge in her shirt as a stash of cold soda, the only feasible 

relief to the pot we are stewing in. Offering her a seat at an interview carrel, I first eye the .22-caliber barrel protruding between the 

third and fifth button of her shirt.  

 This unseasonably hot October day in 1975, our clients squeeze into the basement of a former shoe factory, filling every 

available crevice, and bleeding out onto the sidewalk. Usually the coolest spot in the building, the basement is a pressure cooker today 

because a glitch in the distribution of public assistance checks failed to reach their intended targets. Reissued warrants, we learn, will 

take days, if not weeks, to redistribute. Even without the glitch, the first days of any month bring out a flood of recipients whose 

subsistence depends on the state. In the Bermuda Triangle of state paperwork, before computers and e-networks, a rejected form takes 

months to return while clients grow more unpopular with their landlords. 

 In addition, Keith Cunninghamôs clients, which includes Ms. Shoat, is an especially distressed community. So behind in 

paperwork, Keith has surrendered all hope of catching up along with any pretense of civility. Last week, he yelled into the phone at a 

client, "Just kill yourself, why donôt you?" before slamming the receiver into its cradle.  

 Our manager, Molly Mervin, snorted approval, then, threatened to fire Keith if he didnôt behave. Nobody took the threat 

seriously. The attrition rate in our positions is high, and the agency canôt afford to lose Keith, who, despite incompetence, is better than 

no one at all. Predictably, on the first of each month, he takes a hiatus, so I must see his clients as well as my own.  
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 Pinned in Heraôs sights, I remember Keithôs story about this client who is so stout she is unable to leave her third-story 

apartment building, confining her permanently to her substandard unit. Yet here she stands, a Saturday night special at the ready.  

 While the room becomes as distant as a transatlantic phone call, I watch myself from somewhere above the florescent lighting. 

Someone behind me notices the weapon and coughs out, ñGun.ò The room belches abruptly and empties.  

I picture Hera locked in her apartment for however many years, unable to leave, stranded, awaiting a check or visitors who 

might drop by. 

 "You, my caseworker, now?" she whispers. 

 I attempt to shake my head. 

 Her left eyelid closes tremulously. The vein along the side of her head pulsing, reminds me of a deer that collided with our 

sedan when I was ten.   

 Hera addresses me, "What am I supposed to do?ò   

She bends forward, bringing the gun closer to me, as I tilt ever so slightly onto my heels. A tiny bead of moisture rolls from her 

left eye, spilling into the furrow of her nose.   

 Three security guards gather behind her. Their movements and hand signals remind me of the three stooges. One, a dead-ringer 

for Mo, lif ts his gun from his hip like a Western hero. Now two guns point in my direction and my breathing becomes uneven. One 

guard upends a box of staples on his way across the room. Neither Hera nor I move. I imagine the drop and roll maneuver from grade 

school fire drills to take me out of the sights of both barrels. I am frozen, frightened about setting off a firing squad. 

 "Mr. Cunningham's never in,ò Hera chokes, ñand I never get my check.ò 
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 Why didnôt I faint? I wondered.  

 ñYou know whatôs the matter with that boy?" 

 The weight of her question hits me. What is the matter with Cunningham? Whatôs the matter with me?  

 Then, suddenly, I hear my mother speaking. A soothing tone she always uses on me, "It's alright, Ms. Shoat? It will take some 

time, but it will be fine." Had I been able to move my head, I would have looked for her. Her hand even stretches out in front of me, 

grazing the hairs on Heraôs arm. Hera, of course, wonôt be fine. Can't be now, especially now, pointing a gun in a government building 

at a government employee. Still, Mother continues to soothe her.   

 Heraôs left lid closes again, snug, like a candy wrapper, spilling another drop down her nose. A distant siren screeches and 

Hera stiffens, producing a cry, deep and plaintive, or, is it me, who is howling? Who can tell? The stooges jump her and scramble for 

the gun, juggling it into the air, then, volleying it to the wall. It skirts along the floor across the room, resting beside the In-take 

supervisorôs desk. Falling onto the carrel particleboard behind me, I thud, like the weapon to the floor and slide back. 

 Our clients run from the reception room out into the street, tripping over one another, while Clumsy retrieves the gun, lifting it 

like a football in the end zone. Even I believe he might kill us all. The other two guards put their guns to Heraôs head in synchronized 

movements. They handcuff and push her down the hallway.  

 From a window, I watch the police stuff Hera into a cruiser, pressing her one way, then another. She barely moves at all. Her 

moment of potency passed. The police pull away from the curb and disappear down the avenue, sirens blaring. 

My body shakes in terror or relief. I canôt tell. Clumsy approaches, grinning as if heôs swallowed the canary, ñIt wasnôt even 

loaded,ò he sniggers, putting the gun in my face, as though this is all there is to say about Hera Shoat.  
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In a Bunker, After / Jade Ramsey 
 

I.  
 
And then the dark place lost the gasses  
and the smell evaporated. We  
were left to the sound of our blood  
slithering in our arms. God  
can you tell your cells to stop  
screaming? Cancer sounds like milk  
boiling over, hitting methane flames.  
The synapses misfiring in our sister's brain  
forces even we to rip our eyelashes out.  
No amount of breathing relieves  
us of the rhythm sweating skin drums.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
II.  
 
Weôre comparing ourselves  
to flowers as banal as that  
sounds you say you will die  
as stoic as a snotty rose  
the girl over there is turning  
brown sticky lilies caught  
in a gas grate and we all  
know who would croak dramaôs  
tulip but we donôt want to  
see her reenact Hollywood  
debris swooning down the stairs  
so we agree we should disappear  
like dandelions in concrete  
cracks simple silent forgotten 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
III.  
 
We judge one another now on voice  
alone the glottal stops versus the perfect  
tôs the high pitched ones of us are shaken  
to learn so and we who were never  
able to keep our faces from exposing 
emotion can now lie so we practice  
our lies and velvet our throats  
and lick the thick darkness how we fall  
silent when all the insults are emptied  
from our lungs there is no awake no sleep  
either all same all heavy the weight  
of this dark muffles our sobs 
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Gaze / Katrina Greco 
(inspired by Ex Machina) 
 
She holds art, abstraction 
displays inspiration 
He isnôt seen 
He isnôt seen, is 
asking questions 
She is unsure 
 The idea of creation is antithetical. All of our matter 
 recycling the same 
 ---: souls :--- atoms 
She, radically new, must be 
hourglass figure, doll face  
He is 
He is more 
smug than charming 
Heôs charmed 
 The idea of ambiance is antithetical. All of our reactions 
 recycling the same       
 ---: tropes :--- figures 
She is soft hair, gamine 
florals, a fantasy of a fantasy 
He is watching her 
He is watching her shed 
humanity, her nakedness 
His metaphor 
ñWhere would you go, if you could go outside?ò 
 ---: tense :--- ambiance 
ñTraffic intersection.ò 
 ---: watching : --- creation
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²Ƙȅ L 5ƻƴΩǘ ²ǊƛǘŜ [ƻǾŜ tƻŜƳǎ κ 
Colleen Donnelly  
A cliché delivered by an idiot: 
ñI love you.ò 
 
Seductive blood-red bud, 
Feigned apology, 
Maudlin scripted greeting card, 
Clandestine note word-weary, 
Semiotic aerobics. 
Full of sound and fury. 
 
Tracing wordlessly upon my thigh, 
Spilling your body unspoken into mine, 
Quill immersed, 
Sheets wet, 
Spent, 
Signifying nothing. 

 
 

 

 
  

Love Note to Vuorwro / Ron Riekki 
My mother would wander into my room 
at night with ghost stories.  She was filled 
with haunting.  Iôd be thirsty for her horror. 
  
With just moonlight, sheôd tell me S§mi 
tales, saying our tradition was oral, meaning 
you just needed ears and tongues, that words 
  
are bodily, and in her tales girls and boys 
would be ripped apart in the end.  Sheôd turn 
off a light that was already off and creak up 
 
the punished stairs.  Her favorite: Vuorwro, 
a spirit who would wander the night, entering 
rooms where there was no water.  Sheôd eat 
  
everyone in the room, turning throats to straws 
where she would suck down stomachs and 
leave just specks of gnawed bones behind. 
 
My mother told me that Vuorwro was a hero, 
that the worst thing to do was to stay in one 
place forever, that we were born nomads 
 
and we had to search for the blood that would 
keep us alive.  I asked her if she meant that 
I should kill people too.  And she said, Vuoi! 
 
Of course not.  She said that it was metaphor 
and I asked what metaphor was and she threw 
open her mouth and swallowed my spine. 
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       Gospel from me #3 / Vanane Borian 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

your mother / Elisabeth Blair 
 
teaches you   to swim  
 
to pull your hands   
toward you in arcs as though   
youôre scraping the sides of a giant bowl  
of batter 
 
she teaches you to be   
  
engaged 
received 
 
what to do when caught between the male  
 
teeth 
 
 
and the dial wonôt move 
(you did try)  from  
mallsð 
  mimicryð 
ravens:  
 
put your hand in  
the black feathery  down 
hold the belly to your  
 cheek   look 
mom   itôs me 
 
half delayed        half breached 
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archaeology of abortion / Elisabeth Blair 
 

I am not bewildered    

 

   you shook out my    

teeth 

 

 

into a bag    

scraps      still  

if you donôt have 

 

theyôre something 

 

 

I am   

stasis:  

a pistol     incubating 

 

 drag me out in front of everyone 

        make me a celebrity 

 

but I am not bewildered 

 

dogôs paws on me   on the ground  my 

palms   padded 

 with curved talons 

 

 

Bastard 

 

 


























































