poetry by Dodie Meeks

Letter To An Old Friend

Eighty-Four. Yeah. Still alive.

A goofy old gay hag.

Older by far

than grandmere when she shot herself.
Gnarled in her chair.

The bones in her legs gone loose at the knee.
Older than Uncle George ever got to be..

But he pretty much stayed drunk

toward the last, there, with that wimp of a son
didn’t get his teeth fixed until fifty-one.

Back then that was old.

Older than my husbands.

Even old Brad.

Insisting he’d gotten older than sin.
However old that is.

But yeah. HereI am.

Right where I've been, Dear.

And you?
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poetry by Kyle Hemmings

How Hannibal Crossed the Alps

It wasn't how the Ocades dies
bleating for their mothers,
those whiny whores or how
the young boys at Carpetani
fell like stones at the Han
man's feet as if he were

some pagan god demanding
torch and incestuous leanings.
It wasn't Africanus Major

who the Han thought was

as dizzy as a virgin

at a porgy orgy.

But rather, it was a slave girl
from Marsilla, who enjoyed
his short sword foreplay,
who-in-handing

the Han man a flower,

caused him to carry an
elephantine love on his back,
made him carry the moon
while he waited amidst the
moans of Numidian cavalrymen,
that made him grow small

as the child he once saw
reflected in his father's

eyes along the banks of Zama.
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poetry by Michael Lee Johnson

Gingerbread Lady

Gingerbread lady,

No sugar or cinnamon spice;

years ago arthritis and senility took their toll.

Crippled mind moves in then out, like an old sexual adventure
blurred in an imagination of fingertip thoughts.

Who in hell remembers the characters?

There was George, her lover, near the bridge at the Chicago River:
she missed his funeral; her friends were there.

She always made feather-light of people dwelling on death,

but black and white she remembers well.

The past is the present; the present is forgotten.

Who remembers Gingerbread Lady?

Sometimes lazy-time tea with a twist of lime,

sometimes drunken-time screwdriver twist with clarity.

She walks in scandals; sometimes she walks in soft night shoes.

Her live-in maid smirks as Gingerbread Lady gums her food,
false teeth forgotten in a custom-imprinted cup

with water, vinegar, and ginger.

Th maid died. Gingerbread Lady looks for a new maid.
Years ago, arthritis and senility took their toll.

Yesterday, a new maid walked into the nursing home.
Ginger forgot to rise out of bed;

Nno sugar, or cinnamon toast.






poetry by Melanie Browne

Tilting

some tilt

the whiskey bottle,
slowly

clawing their

way towards home

Some

‘tilt at windmills’
quiet rage
blooming

behind
rain-soaked masks

but some

tilt towards the albatross,
they lean in towards

the sea, they toss

a pearl behind their
backs, a feather

in the breeze
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poetry by S J Brooks

Grand Slam

Grand slam.

Bottom of the sixth.

You'll never know what it's like to

crush the ball with the wood, to

send it out toward someone's smiling head at ninety miles an hour.

What a poor bastard

you've almost let yourself become
someone you can't believe,

who can only see

the truth in lies and elegies.

The moving tape is packed.
The road is waiting.
The grand slam is complete.






























poetry by Felino Soriano

Painters’ Exhalations 411
—after Sam Nejati’s Fallen

Moon-kissed
tissue-
faint

wraparound the

falling

child of branch’s priorly green
hands.

Its fingers handle feminine
air
caressing the body figurine

landing

death’s permission overwhelming
night's mellow weep, heard
in the spinning echoes
reaching toward absence.
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poetry by Jody Bickett

Hot & Cold

Texas is hot
People buy ice to put in their swimming pools.
I walk outside and feel like I'm standing next to the dryer vent

Decades ago, in a cooler climate, face pressed to it picking out pieces of gray blue
lint

Barefoot in real grass trying to gather enough for a baby bed

So soft, maybe this is like swaddling clothes

I miss the smell of snow
Vinyl gloves drying on the heat vent
Wet Moon Boots standing by the back door

I miss the sound of snow
Softening your footsteps when fresh and crunching when old
Cars slosh by through gray Icees that gather at the corners

And in late winter between days of frost and thaw I miss the way it retreats
Leaving tentacles of ice hovering over brown matted grass

Slowly loosing its grip as the days grows longer and we’re no longer watching
Electric Company in the dark.

Texas is hot
I wore shorts at Christmas last year















poetry by Adam Hughes

Variations on a Theme by Gregory Nazianzen
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"I know we are as though making a great voyage on a raft,
or hastening towards the starry sky upon small wings" --- Gregory Nazianzen

I.
In the obsidian ocean
depths, we waited

for salvation. Instead we found lots
of zooplankton. Above, Jasconius

waited like a giant
warm-blooded taxi

and so we floated

to the surface like so many
pieces of cork - bouyant
and full of holes.

II.

This oar is getting heavy.

And still no one has asked me
what it is I'm

carrying. Damned

danceless ghouls pulling at
this inland mariner.

III.

I wonder what happened
to Henry Hudson. Drifting
rowboat-bound adrift in
fly-boat wake,

what good is a name-
sake if it becomes

a tomb?

IV.

Today my daughter

smiled at me while drinking
her mother's milk. She
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