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the rain is falling 
on a lake

Nothing on the surface
but a diminishing circle
where a bass
just missed a drop

that turned into
lake water. I think

of those fortunate
enough to watch

a child allowed
to walk
on bare feet
on wet sand.

Harold Fleming



Body Politik



Gabriel
Fiction, by Janet Kuypers

She had lived there, in her fourth floor apartment on the near north
side of the city, for nearly three years. It was an uneventful three years from
the outside; Gabriel liked it that way. She just wanted to live her life: go to
work, see her new friends, have a place to herself.

But looking a bit closer, it was easy to see what a wonderful life she
had. Her apartment was impeccable, with Greek statues and glass vases
lining the hallways, modern oil paintings lining her walls. She was work-
ing at her career for a little under two years and she had received two hefty
promotions. She served on the board of directors for the headquarters of
a national domestic abuse clinic and single-handedly managed to increase
annual donations in her city by 45%, as well as drastically increase the vol-
unteer base for their hotline numbers. She managed a boyfriend, a man
who was willing to put up with her running around, working overtime for
her job, visiting clinics. A man who loved and respected her for her drive.
Not bad for a woman almost twenty-five.

Yes, life seemed good for Gabriel, she would dine in fine restaurants,
visit the operas and musicals travelling through the city. And she had only
been in the city for three years. 

Eric would wonder what her past was like when he’d hit a nerve with
her and she would charge off to work, not talking to him for days. She had
only lived in the city for three years, and he knew nothing about her life
before then. In the back of his mind, he always thought she was hiding
something from him, keeping a little secret, and sometimes everything



Gabriel said made him believe this secret was real. She told him her par-
ents lived on the other side of the country, and even though they dated for
almost two years there never was talk about visiting them. She never
received calls from her old friends. There were no old photographs.

This would get to Eric sometimes; it would fester inside of him when he
sat down and thought about it, all alone, in his apartment, wondering
when she would be finished with work. And then he’d see her again, and
all of his problems would disappear, and he’d feel like he was in love.

One morning he was sitting at her breakfast table, reading her paper,
waiting so they could drive to work. “Hey, they finally got that mob-king
guy with some charges they think will stick.”

Gabriel minded her business, put her make-up on in the bathroom mir-
ror, hair-sprayed her short, curly brown hair.

“Hey, Gabriel, get a load of this quote,” Eric shouted down the hall-
way to her from his seat. He could just barely see her shadow through the
open door to the bathroom. “‘My client is totally innocent of any charges
against him. It is the defense’s opinion that Mr. Luccio was framed, given
to the police by the organized crime rings in this city as a decoy,’ said Jack
Huntington, defense lawyer for the case. ‘Furthermore, the evidence is cir-
cumstantial, and weak.’ What a joke. I hope this guy doesn’t get away
with all he’s done. You know, if I–”

Gabriel stopped hearing his voice when she heard that name. She had
heard Luccio over and over again in the news, but Jack. She didn’t expect
this. Not now. It had been so long since she heard that name. 

But not long enough. Her hands gripped the edge of the ceramic sink,
gripping tighter and tighter until she began to scratch the wood paneling
under the sink. Her head hung down, the ends of her hair falling around
her face. He lived outside of the city, nearly two hours. Now he was here,
maybe ten minutes away from her home, less than a mile away from where
she worked, where she was about to go to.

She couldn’t let go of the edge of the sink. Eric stopped reading aloud
and was already to the sports section, and in the back of her mind Gabriel
was wondering how she could hurt herself so she wouldn’t have to go to
work. She would be late already, she had been standing there for over ten
minutes.

Hurt herself? What was she thinking? And she began to regain her
senses. She finally picked her head up and looked in the mirror. She was-
n’t the woman from then, she had to say to herself as she sneered at her
reflection. But all she could see was long, blonde straight hair, a golden
glow from the sun, from the days where she didn’t work as often as she
did, when she had a different life.



She had to pull on her hair to remind herself that it was short. She
pulled it until she almost cried. Then she stopped, straightened her jacket,
took a deep breath and walked out the bathroom door.

Eric started to worry. As they car-pooled together to work, Gabriel sat
in the passenger seat, right hand clutching the door handle, left hand grab-
bing her briefcase, holding it with a fierce, ferocious grip. But it was a grip
that said she was scared, scared of losing that briefcase, or her favorite
teddy bear from the other kids at school, or her life from a robber in an
alley. If nothing else, Eric knew she felt fear. And he didn’t know why.

He tried to ask her. She said she was tired, but tense, an important
meeting and a pounding headache. He knew it was more. She almost
shook as she sat in that car, and she began to rock back and forth, for-
ward and back, ever so slightly, the way a mother rocks her child to calm
her down. It made Eric tense, too. And scared.

Work was a blur, a blur of nothingness. There was no meeting, the
workload was light for a Friday. But at least the headache was there, that
wasn’t a lie. She hated lying, especially to Eric. But she had no choice,
especially now, with Jack lurking somewhere in the streets out there, win-
ning his cases, wondering if his wife is dead or not.

She never wanted him to know the answer.
Eric called her a little after four. “Just wanted to check if we were still

going to dinner tonight. I made the reservations at the new Southwestern
place, you said you wanted to go there. Sound good?”

Gabriel mustered up the strength to respond, and only came up with,
“Sure.”

“Do you still have the headache, honey? Do you want to just rent a



movie or two and curl up on the couch tonight? Whatever you want to do
is fine, just let me know.”

She knew at this point he was doing all he could to make her feel bet-
ter. She didn’t want to put him through this. He shouldn’t have to deal with
her like this. She searches for her second wind. “No, Eric, dinner would
be fine. We can go straight from work to save the drive. Thanks, too. You
really have a knack for making my days better.”

Eric smiled at the end of the line. And Gabriel could feel it.
They got off the phone, she finished her work, turned off her comput-

er, started walking toward the elevator when it finally occurred to her: Jack
might be there. She can’t go. Even if he’s not there, she could see him on
the street, driving there. She just couldn’t go.

She pressed the button for the elevator. And he could just as easily see
me walking out of work, getting in Eric’s car, she thought. I have to stop
thinking like this. This is ludicrous. And he won’t be there, he won’t see me,
because, well, the chances are so thin, and Hell, it’s a big city. I have to
try to relax.

But she couldn’t. And there was no reason she should have.
At the restaurant, they sat on the upper level, near one of the large

Roman columns decorated with ivy. She kept looking around one of the
columns, because a man three tables away looked like Jack. It wasn’t, but
she still had to stare.

The meal was delicious, the presentation was impeccable. She was
finally starting to relax. The check arrived at the table right as the place
began to get crowded, so Gabriel went to the washroom to freshen up
before they left. She walked through the restaurant, feeling comfortable
and confident again. She even attracted a smile from a man at another
table. She walked with confidence and poise. And she loved life again.

She walked into the bathroom, straight to the mirror, checking her hair,
her lip stick. She looked strong, not how she looked when she was mar-
ried. She closed her purse, turned around and headed out the door.

That’s when she saw him.
There he was, Jack, standing right there, waiting for a table. He had

three other men with him, all in dark suits. She didn’t know if they were
mob members or firm associates. Or private eyes he hired to find her. Dear
God, she thought, what could she do now? She can’t get to the table, he’ll
see her for sure. She can’t stare at him, it’ll only draw attention to herself.

And then she thinks: “Wait. All I’ve seen is the back of him. It might
not even be him.” She took a breath. “It’s probably not even him,” she
thought, “and I’ve sat here worrying about it.”

Still, she couldn’t reassure herself. She took a few steps back and wait-



ed for him to turn around.
A minute passed, or was it a century?, and finally he started to turn,

just as they were about to be led to their table. She saw his profile, just a
glimpse of his face. It was him, it was Jack, it was the monster she knew
from all those years, the man who made her lose any ounce of innocence
or femininity she ever had. She saw how his chin sloped into his neck, the
curve of his nose, how he combed his hair back, and she knew it was him. 

By the washrooms, she stared at him while he took one step away from
her, closer to the dining room. Then she felt a strong, pulling hand grip her
shoulder. Her hair slapped her in the face as she turned around. Her eyes
were saucers.

“The check is paid for. Let’s go,” Eric said as he took her jacket from
her arm and held it up for her. She slid her arms through the sleeves, Eric
pulling the coat over her shoulders. She stared blankly. He guided her out
the doors.

She asked him if they could stop at a club on the way home and have
a drink or two. They found a little bar, and she instantly ordered drinks.
They sat for over an hour in the dark club listening to the jazz band. It
looked to Eric like she was trying to lose herself in the darkness, in the
anonymity of the crowded lounge. It worried him more. And still she did-
n’t relax.

And she drove on the expressway back from dinner, Eric in the seat
next to her. He had noticed she had been tense today, more than she had
ever been; whenever he asked her why she brushed her symptoms off as
nothing.

The radio blared in the car, the car soaring down the four lanes of
open, slick, raw power, and she heard the dee jay recap the evening
news. A man died in a car accident, he said, and it was the lawyer
defending the famed mob leader. And then the radio announced his name.

And she didn’t even have to hear it.
Time stopped for a moment when the name was spread, Jack, Jack

Huntington, like a disease, over the air waves. Jack, Jack the name crept
into her car, she couldn’t escape it, like contaminated water it infiltrated all
of her body and she instantly felt drugged. Time stood still in a horrific
silence for Gabriel. Hearing that midnight talk show host talk about the
tragedy of his death, she began to reduce speed, without intention. She
didn’t notice until brights were flashing in her rear view mirror, cars were
speeding around her, horns were honking. She was going 30 miles per
hour.

She quickly regained herself, turned off the radio, and threw her foot
on the accelerator. Eric sat silent. They had a long drive home ahead of



them from the club, and he knew if he only sat silent that she would even-
tually talk.

While still in the car, ten minutes later, she began to tell him about
Andrea.

“Three years ago, when I moved to the city, my name wasn’t Gabriel.
It was Andrea.

“Seven years ago, I was a different person. I was a lot more shy, inse-
cure, an eighteen year old in college, not knowing what I wanted to study.
I didn’t know what my future was, and I didn’t want to have to go through
my life alone. My freshman year I met a man in the law school program at
school. He asked me out as soon as he met me. I was thrilled.

“For the longest time I couldn’t believe that another man, especially
one who had the potential for being so successful, was actually interested
in me. He was older, he was charming. Everyone loved him. I followed him
around constantly, wherever he wanted me to go.

“He met my parents right away. They adored him, a man with a future,
he was so charming. They pushed the idea of marrying him. I didn’t see it
happening for a while, but I felt safe with him.

“And every once in a while, after a date, or a party, we’d get alone
and he’d start to yell at me, about the way I acted with him, or what I said
in public, or that the way I looked was wrong, or something. And every
once in a while he would hit me. And whenever it happened I thought that
I should have looked better, or I shouldn’t have acted the way I did. This
man was too good for me. And I had to do everything in my power to
make him happy.

“Less than eight months after we met, he asked me to marry him. I
accepted.

“We were married two years after we met; it was a beautiful ceremo-
ny, tons of flowers, tons of gifts–and I was turning a junior in college. My
future was set for me. I couldn’t believe it.

“And as soon as we were married, which was right when he started
at the firm, he got more and more violent. And instead of thinking that it
was my fault, I started thinking that it was because he was so stressed, that
he had so much work to do, that sometimes he just took it out on me. I was
no one’s fault. Besides, if he was going to climb to the top, he needed a
wife that was perfect for all of his appearances. I had to be perfect for him.
Take care of the house and go to school full time.

“Money wasn’t a problem for us, he had a trust fund from his parents
and made good money at the firm, so I could go to school. But he started
to hate the idea that I was going to college in marketing instead of being
his wife full time. But that was one thing I wasn’t going to do for him, stop



going to school.
“He’d get more and more angry about it the longer we were married.

After the first year he’d hit me at least once a week. I was physically sick
half of my life then, sick from being worried about how to make him not
hurt me, sick from trying to figure out how to cover up the bruises.

“I’d try to talk to him about it, but the few times I ever had the courage
to bring it up, he’d beat me. He’d just beat me, say a few words.
Apologize the next morning, think everything was better. I couldn’t take it.

“I threatened with divorce. When I did that I had to go to the hospital
with a broken arm. I had to tell the doctors that I fell down the stairs.

“A long flight of stairs.
“When it was approaching two years of marriage with this man, I said

to myself I couldn’t take it anymore. He told me over and over again that
he’d make me pay if I tried to leave him, I’d be sorry, it would be the worst
choice I could ever make. This man had power, too, he could hunt me
down if I ran away, he could emotionally and physically keep me trapped
in this marriage.

“So I did the only thing I thought I could do.
“I wrote a suicide note. ‘By the time you find my car, I’ll be dead.’ I

took a few essentials, nothing that could say who I was. I cut my hair–I
used to have long, long hair that I dyed blonde. I chopped it all off and
dyed it dark. Then I drove out to a quarry off the interstate 20 miles away
in the middle of the night, threw my driver’s license and credit cards into
the passenger’s seat, put a brick on the accelerator, got out of the car and
let it speed over the cliff. Everything was burned.

“So there I was, twenty-two years old, with no future, with no identity.
My family, my friends, would all think I was dead in the morning. And for
the first time in my life, I was so alone. God, I was so scared, but at the
same time, it was the best feeling in the world. It felt good to not have my
long hair brushing against my neck. It felt good to feel the cold of the three
a.m. air against my cheeks, on my ears. It felt good to have no where to
go, other than away. No one was telling me where to go, what to do. No
one was hurting me.

“I found my way two hours away to this city, came up with the name
Gabriel from a soap opera playing in a clinic I went to to get some cold
medication. I managed a job at the company I’m at now. Did volunteer
work, rented a hole for an apartment. Projected a few of the right ideas to
the right people in the company. I got lucky.”

She told him all of this before she told him that her husband’s name
was Jack Huntington.

She brought him home, sat on the couch while he made coffee for her.



He tried to sound calm, but the questions kept coming out of his mouth, one
after another. Gabriel’s answers suddenly streamed effortlessly from her
mouth, like a river, spilling over onto the floor, covering the living room
with inches of water within their half hour of talk.

She felt the cool water of her words sliding around her ankles. And she
felt relieved.

Gabriel, Andrea, was no longer Mrs. Jack Huntington.
Eric told her that she could have told him before. “I’d follow you any-

where. If I had to quit my job and run away with you I would.” It hurt him
that she kept this from him for so long, but he knew he was the only per-
son who knew her secret. He smiled.

There was a burden lifted, she felt, with Jack’s death, the burden that
she didn’t have to hide who she was anymore. She didn’t have to worry
about public places, cower when she felt his presence, following her,
haunting her. It’s over, she thought. She can walk out in the street now, and
scream, and run, and laugh, and no one will come walking around the cor-
ner to force her back to her old life, to that little private hell that was named
Andrea.

But sitting there, she knew there was still one thing she had to do.
She put down her coffee, got on her coat, told him this was something

she must do. Gabriel got into her car, started to head away from the city.
As she left, Eric asked where she was going. She knew she had done what
she could for the last three years of her own life to save herself; now it was
time to go back to the past, no matter what the consequences were.

He thought she was going back to her family. She was, in a way.
She drove into the town she had once known, saw the trees along the

streets and remembered the way they looked every fall when the leaves
turned colors. She remembered that one week every fall when the time was
just right and each tree’s leaves were different from the other trees. This is
how she wanted to remember it.

And she drove past her old town, over an hour and a half away from
the city, passing where her parents, her brother could still be living.  She
didn’t know if she would ever bother to find them. Right now all she could
do was drive to the next town, where her old friend used to live. Best
friends from the age of three, Sharon and Andrea were inseparable, even
though they fought to extremes. And as she drove toward Sharon’s house,
she knew she’d have to move quickly, if her husband was still there.

She double checked in a phone book at a nearby gas station. And she
turned two more corners and parked her car across the street. Would she
recognize her? Would she believe she was there? That she was alive?

Gabriel saw one car in the driveway, not two; she went to the window,



and looking in saw only Sharon. She stepped back. She took a long, deep
breath. She was a fugitive turning herself in. She was a fugitive, asking
people to run with her, running from something, yet running free. She
knocked on the door.

Through the drapes she saw the charcoal shadow come up to the door.
It creaked open. There they stood, looking at each other. For the first time
in three and a half years.

Sharon paused for what seemed a millennium. Her eyes turned to
glass, to a pond glistening with the first rays of the morning sun.

“Andrea.” She could see her through the brown curls wrapping her
face. Another long silence. Sharon’s voice started to break.

“You’re alive,” she said as she closed her eyes and started to smile.
And Gabriel reached through the doorway, and the door closed as they
held each other.

They sat down in the living room. In the joy, Sharon forgot about the
bruises on her shoulder. Gabriel noticed them immediately.

They talked only briefly before Gabriel asked her. “Is Paul here?”
“No, he’s out playing cards. Should be out all night.”
“Things are the same, aren’t they?”
“Andi, they’re fine. He’s just got his ways,” and Sharon turned her

head away, physically looking for something to change the subject. There
was so much to say, yet Sharon couldn’t even speak.

And then Gabriel’s speech came out, the one she had been rehears-
ing in her mind the entire car ride over. The speech she gave to herself for
the years before this very moment. “Look, Sharon, I know what it’s like, I
can see the signs. I know you, and I know you’ll sit through this marriage,
like I would have, this unending cycle of trying to cover the bruises on your
arms and make excuses–”

Sharon moved her arm over her shoulder. Her head started inching
downward. She knew Andrea knew her too well, and she wouldn’t be able
to fight her words, even after all these years.

“I went through this. When Jack told me I’d never be able to leave him,
that I’d be sorry if I did, that I’d pay for trying to divorce him, that’s when
I knew I couldn’t take it anymore. No man has a right to tell me–or
you–what you can and can’t do. It hasn’t gotten better, like you keep say-
ing, has it? No. I know it hasn’t. It never does.

“I know this sounds harsh, and it is. If I was willing to run away, run
away so convincingly that my own family thought I was dead, then it had
to be serious. Do you think I liked leaving you? My brother? Do you think
this was easy?”

Gabriel paused, tried to lean back, take a deep breath, relax.



“No. It wasn’t easy. But I had to do it, I had to get away from him, no
matter what it took. In spending my life with him I was losing myself. I need-
ed to find myself again.”

They sat there for a moment, a long moment, while they both tried to
recover.

“You don’t have to run away,” Gabriel said to her. “You don’t have to
run away like I had to. But he won’t change. You do have to leave here.
Let me help you.”

Within forty-five minutes Sharon had three bags of clothes packed and
stuffed into Gabriel’s trunk. As Sharon went to get her last things, Gabriel
thought of how Sharon called her “Andi” when she spoke. God, she had-
n’t heard that in so long. And for a moment she couldn’t unravel the mys-
tery and find out who she was.

Sharon came back to the car. Gabriel knew that Sharon would only
stay with her until the divorce papers were filed and she could move on
with her life. But for tonight they were together, the inseparable Sharon and
Andi, spending the night, playing house, creating their own world where
everything was exactly as they wanted.

And this was real life now, and they were still together, with a whole
new world to create. They were both free, and alive, more alive than either
of them had ever felt. 

“I want you to meet Eric. He’s a good man,” Gabriel said.
And as they drove off to nowhere, to a new life, on the expressway,

under the viaduct, passing the projects, the baseball stadium, heading their
way toward the traffic of downtown life, they remained silent, listened to
the hum of the engine. For Gabriel, it wasn’t the silence of enabling her
oppressor; it wasn’t the silence of hiding her past. It was her peace for hav-
ing finally accepted herself, along with all of the pain, and not feeling the
hurt.

Andrea. Gabriel.
The next morning, she didn’t know which name she’d use, but she

knew that someone died that night, not Jack, but someone inside of her.
But it was also a rebirth. And so she drove.
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In Bosnia

Guns are blasting,
Soldiers fall,
Bosnia is divided
And hungry refugees
Fade,
It’s a hell-hole,
What is wrong?
Why can’t men see
That the way to heaven
is through peace?

John Binns



Voracious Circle

So kissing close be ‘l’amour”
and the dreaded ‘morte.’

May be in love, one
dies awhile
and lives

for another.

Then, as all else, the ecstasy
passes on,

dew on
a lawn.

And once again one becomes
a self, single

alone, on
the shelf.

And awaits sonambulantly for
the next morte

or l’amour,
another
painted
door.

John Alan Douglas



Time Is
I stand at the window and watch
colorful leaves blown by the wind.

The silence
squeezes my ears.

I slowly raise my head
and squint my eyes

to keep the tears from falling.
But they burn my face.

At once,
a sustained echo of a clock striking

resounds
in my empty room.

I quickly open the window,
but the noise of the street

doesn’t cover
the stroke of time.

I smile at my thoughts:
you didn’t like me to be late
and always hid the anger,

trying not to offend me.

I remember
my reflection

in the dim windows of the train
slowly passing me

and your face with a usual smile.

A little red leaf slowly
falls down

on my window sill.
I will miss you.

Maria Frolova



COMING to terms,
termination. Face
to fusion back
to fission. More
fusion? Better next?
Deserved. At least:
One More Times.
A spatial justness,
ification.

Greg Evason

NEVER AGAIN the mere.
The myth one was
never the intention,
of coarse. But level
three, the aspired
mentation is here.
Could it be there?
Could there be meeting?
Acceptance? Sight beyond
surface? Bird through
Crawler?

Greg Evason



A f t e rwards it
Was

The closet her
mother couldn’t
pass, the floor
boards a burnt
sienna. Even
after a clean
up   the police
barricades, tape
flannel still in
the shape of her
body on the floor
where she waited,
the gun in her
lips, watched
light come up
two days after
she shot at the
woman she sold
her house to
leave for South
Carolina with
who left after
their 17 years
left Jane with
her back aching.
Morphine was
losing its punch.
She waited under
flannel as tv

blared “lesbian
shoots lover’s
friend,” in the
upstate town where
she was town historian
She cocked the gun,
heard footsteps
her finger on the
trigger as the light
lost its softness

Lyn Lifshin



i began a 
realationship with a pro-
fessional wrestler

I’d seen him on tv
growing up   he
was old enough to be
my father. I was so
alone. At first he was
nice to me. Then, he
came over with three
friends. I thought
this would be a party
and we were drinking
wine and beer. Then
the men started
taking off their
clothes.   It got
more scary. I couldn’t
leave. They were
blocking the door.

Then he came back
with two friends on
either side of the bed.
I got pregnant. My
daughter was mulatto.
These two men were black.
She’s lovely, I
didn’t tell her at first,
said her father died
in the navy. Then
I told her. She was
so enraged with me
a while. How could
I tell her I didn’t
even know their names
They’re in the
streets somewhere

Lyn Lifshin



beluga

a night at the theater an older monied crowd
we sat in the back on purpose to stretch our legs
& the seating was better than the play

across the isle sat the understudy & for some
strange reason the name beluga came to mind
maye it was her large forehead or her wide eyes

so i watched the play & i watched “beluga” knowing
how bad she wanted to be up there under those lights
her ego exposed center stage for the crowd to see

practicing her craft living the moment
the very reason she chose theater
instead of dental school or having kids

born to act from her first tiny foot
out or the womb & tonight she had to sit & watch

she was a second banana & i derived a strange pleasure
from the thought

when the end came the crowd applauded i looked at beluga
& wanted to say the applause is not for you beluga
like they had never been for me

& beluga’s face looking on in envy
brought a smile to my face

long after we’d left the theater & forgotten
what the play was eeven about.

Jay Marvin



A Catholic 8 PM

The singing of rosaries
out the mouths of knee-bent children
in a circle   without smiles
earnestly repeating “Our Fathers”
without any   at night
before the light of an unloving nursemaid.

What does Holy Mary receive
of their smallness
their cotton shifts
their deep eyes closed in prayer?

What left to give when in confession
when one is six
and sinless?

The Crucifix, the Crucifix
in these child-dirty palms.

Hobo



Coming Home 
from the Coal Mines
Jessup, PA 1926

over and over again
the water surged
stone-grey and stark white
on that bleak night
rushing over the bridge
cracking it
his bowed legs
against the cold rain
buckling under suddenly
for force pushing
him onto the water

never
letting him know
he would be
my grandfather

Hobo



Find Myself

I had my own ring
but on days I’d forget to wear it.
You had your own vows
but your memry seemed to fail you.
You were foreign to me:
a frightening foreign,
an exciting foreign.
Do I know your name?
Do I care?
Let me just take off my ring,
I thought,
and put it behind 
the frame on the dresser
where I cannot see it
tonight.
I was only resigned to the thought:
if I forgot myself with you,
if I was lost with you,
I would only remember again
and soon find myself.

Janet Kuypers

lost 
yourself

You came with ne ring
in the cloth of your glance
that wiped away warnings
left me naked
to the looks
that were your hands
slowly skimming my skin
with no abrupt break
of sensuality
by that metal’s restriction
from entering my zones
of passion
lust
revealed
in being lost
within your arms
now naked
roin not saying
no
oh, yes.

Paul Weinman



when he holds 
me fetal

feel his heart best
against my back and the
eminent domain of his probing
he smells the essentials
in my hair and the trails
he left with his tongue
and we sleep without a sound
under quilts and embryotic darkness

Cheryl Townsend



eye would lie cinched up in my breathing
like a coat against the rain     on my stomach

tendin’ to a drowned man
n under the spell

from the aroma of sleep in the almost dark
of an after lunch naptime     my six yar old

body buried alive
in brown buster browns n a lazy-eyed teacher

like a newspaper wound fish
Eye could smell the salt air of my sweat

my belly full of everything   satisfied nd nothing
my body spoke to me of hinger in a belly

eye had never fed

eye didn’t know if it had been a mouth or what it
might like to eat     it was almost

a silliness like the deep breathing
in the dentist’s office

as eye rubbed myself without distinction
tween myself & my sex gainst the rough grain

of the cot as if sanding away
an outer coat

the brightness within
lightning until it flared

so bright I thought
it might wake

the hard fruits
around me

Lee Whittier



love’s songs for a
queer nation

Get washed you blind handsome city.
Your skies plum-colored, your boats
carless bob in the marmalade waves.
That harbor with a stone in its mouth.
Winds tear, disarrange clouds; rain
sings at noon in a pacific grove, its
rainbow seeming both truth and art; a
wingless buzzing rises in grey fusion.
Spring winds sing a holocaust song, red
(rue, redwood, red root, rust, red rage)
–red like hope-ruby of working-class
love songs for a queer nation; yellow
roses for so many dying becoming blue
as slowly the wingless rises, oyster-
hued like old linoleum (littered, torn).
At night, your strange heart is music
learned in love the moonmilk of silence.
San Francisco, where are your rites?
At your feet like deep-pile garnet rug
are your children: broken bisque porcelain.
I write my autograph on your red blood cells.
Once calf-white, your promise is memory-
tongued, eggshell-thin, a doomed diadem; and
our love for healing is desperate geography.

Edward Mycue



indulgere irae

from the seven dealy sin
series: anger

Still fits you: that bear costume.  Roused from slum-
ber,
Convenient hibernation, lumbering
Towards me, no longer piqued by honey but
Stings, scores to settle, overheated that
Arch, your mouth, port of entry harboring
Twin engines of exchange, where poison
And air trade places in a growl, rage anvil
Hot toppling what stands in its way as
Things you once loved about me scorch your throat.
Alarming, disarming:  this wild orbit
Till day dims Ursa Major and light shows
Up  ragged seams, the useless claws, bi-polar
Amnesia already hungry for me.

Linda Ann Loschiavo



medicus amor

You took me to the root, you cut me to
The quick, that penetration one long vowel
Just floating– I, I, I –as chastity
Curls up like a sneer, spoken for, lovemaking
Is the smile you sew into my skin.

Linda Ann Loschaivo



sanity skids

ON ITS LAURELS, IS ALL COCK AND CANDYFLOSS. LIFE’S SACCHARIN
AND ROSES SMELL JUST MORE SOMETHING THAN NOTHING NOT SO SWEET.
Car thefts, make-up, cellular phones make the news; but beggars
are bone-thin, diseased; and phamtom hair itches where hair was
– like the amputated little finger, but not like the radio-phone
stolen from the Toyota–and all this time fate is sillily lurking
under the rose bush in the form of a bent, used hypodermic needle
wrapped in a newspaper like some piñata paper-balloon surrounding
a virus hand-grenade the way a thin paper crust surrounds a core
(an electronic interface you read the data on) –like phantom
memory patterns once stored in huge computer databanks now redcut
and reduced to one small chip, a grain, or phantom follicle of
HAIR. SO GET WASHED YOU BLIND, HANDSOME CITY. PREPARE FOR YOUR
TEMPLE SPRUNG UP FROM THE RUINS OF ANGER LESS ELOQUENT THAN SKIN.

Edward Mycue
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