


poetry by John Grey
Love Poem To the Number Seven

It's always been lucky for me:
seventh heaven, seven on the die,
seven seas, seven days in a week.
Well lucky for someone, that is.

And I've been looking for a situation
where life is pure calculation.

Twice something really is twice as good.
Three's a crowd

when only a crowd will do.

I'm alone, as always,
but what beginsas a 1
soon bends its back,
elongates into a number
the Christian sacraments
would recognize,
likewise the sorrows

and the Catholic feasts.

I could live forever

counting dwarfs,

priests and trumpets

at Jericho’s walls,

moon cycles,

angels, plagues and thunders.
I'd even give those sins

a run for their evil money.

My seven is a prime number,

isolated and virgin.

It's the day of my withdrawal from the world.
Alone with my seven,

it's comforting to know that, at least one of us,
vibrates to the inner rhythms of the universe.
And it's on a page.

I'm the only one who’s trembling here.
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poetry by Pete Miller

BOLLYWOOD DATE
for CTM

Whenever

sweetly together

to the cinema’s sugar-wincing flicker,
they buy

those priciest

tickets,

far back,

under slow fans,

squint
through sticky eyelids at
each other on the screen as a dancing light

spilling across the spectrum’s
repression-
warped desire to kiss

the rotten tooth back into place,
into that darkness where a chorus
readies to burst mango syrup-
swollen hearts

into these tart

synthesizers.
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poetry by K J Hays

Bites

my nervy head bobs on the
chilly water that serenades
every furrow in my fallow
brow with creaming, pale,
inclement, bluish wavelets.

each tiny breaker veils one
leering, bloodshot fish-eye
lens fixed on my soft skull
that suspects the watchers
know my precise thoughts.

do they know i've gorged my
purple brain with frosted text,
schooled my pink tongue on
love dirges from the afterlife,
& polished my willowy lashes
on fulsome, odalisque breasts?

they must! & yet catches slosh by
as though i rest in a clean bowlful
of daft goldfish, wishing one would
swim closer to my putrescent lure
& nibble me gently until devoured.
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poetry by James Adams

Beaten Shadows

At the duck pond of

the Jardins du Luxembourg
busts of the great philosophers were set
in a neat row.

The crowds crowded by

on their way to lunch their

way home their work to play with their
children in the boulevards with

the color clad

clowns.

Unthinking and noisily their feet kicked
the shadows of Socrates, Plato,
Marcus Aurelius, Augustine,
Erasmus,
Descartes, Rousseau.
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poetry by Luis Cuauhtemoc Berriozabal

The Great River in The Sky
Originally appeared in the chapbook, Garden of Rocks, published by Kendra Steiner Editions

The great river in the sky,
where the smiling fish swim,
is heavy with souls

who give themselves away

for the beat of a heart heard
far and wide, long and loud
enough to shatter

the souls as they catch fire.

The trees fall out of the sky
into the great river,
crushing boats, leaving

the smiling fish frowning.

The days are harsh where the river
in the sky takes the blows

of the sun and moon,

and the falling stars which

dive into the infinite

arms of the great river

in the sky. The stars

break like glass, making small

ripples in the murmuring
waters, gold like the sun,
barely making a

sound as they disappear.



poetry by Robert Laughlin

Yellow Dwarf

Seen from a distance, it's not much
To look at in the lightless void.

Our yellow dwarf is just a speck
Beside the luminosity

Of giant stars like Deneb and
Canopus, less than that compared

To Rigel, Gemini, the Seven
Sisters—groups of major stars

All tethered by their gravity.

When seen up close, those stars would be
An even more majestic sight...

If there were anyone to see.

The giants burn their fuel and burn out
Long before the first of any

Planets can condense and cool.

A planet has but little chance

To hold an orbit round the pulls

Of rival stars, and if it could,

The fluctuating heat it gets

Would turn its medium of life

To steam and ice and steam again.
Our unimposing little star

Has kept a gentle, steady fire

For upwards of four billion years.

Its mass is just enough to pull in
Comets, bearers of the stuff

That life is made from, without pulling
Them into its blazing core;

Its glow enough to liquefy

Life’'s medium and spur the change
Inside evolving cells and make
Awareness of the many things

That are within and wait beyond

This right little, tight little solar system.

The Houston Literary Review
October Poetry Issue

9









poetry by Grant Loveys

Salt

You sunk a pinch of salt
in your coffee
and I'd never seen someone do that before

Makes it better

you said

richer

full force in the mouth

looking down

at the cup

on the copper saucer

I thought of your tinroof eyes
and the pupils coffee black

I said alright
put the sugar down
gave it a shot

just a small pinch

a few grains

a labyrinth of edges and angles
whispered

into the dark

a few grains made

the difference

bitter like cut glass

burned on the tongue

which I later cooled

on the slopes of your body
when the salt began to leach
out of your creamed skin
and onto mine
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poetry by Brandon S. Roy

Sleeping it off
The birds are drunk again -

The wine finally got to their heads
they try to flutter around

but can only flap one wing

they lost their coordination

One of them tried to soar
but crashed into the ground

Another stuck out his chest
to fight the wind
He lost

Finally their friend threw up
a green and yellow concoction
he was no good to anyone

The next day

they perched around a large cup of coffee
trying to piece the past night together
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poetry by Sandy Benitez

The Bicycle

The metallic blue Schwinn bicycle

lingered in the middle of the garage
for days without moving; a wedding
anniversary gift. An answered wish.

It had been 29 years and some change
since I rode a bike. Felt the speed
beneath my body, the hard unisex
seat that punched my butte cheeks

upon each encounter with a piece

of gravel. But the bike was a beauty.
Slender and shiny as a newly painted
lamppost arching its body as pedestrians

walked by. Hands itching to touch,

feel something untainted by city grime.
But I was the only one who would become
acquainted as we explored hills, dirt

roads, and a bike trail leading me to
my childhood; a girl giggling with every
push of the pedals. Every rotation of
tires treading into the past.
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