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UsunTicen

rushing

like water

but to the stars
beyond

leaving unnoticed

those that ask
fade
as voices

bitter with

he black and white
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Tue PAéT 15 Oua EcuPse

It crept in, tender as a missed greeting,
slowing to pace when we turned,
making a play

for our affections.

So easily taken in

we can’t be trusted

with the objects

that pronounce our future.

The past is our eclipse,
predicted by the experts
with maps and photos

and proof of ancient denials.
The past uses what it needs
and when we try

to speak,

to defend ourselves,

it takes our voice.

o
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Iy Tue BELLY
o Tue Cup

meditations

The razors hang from rusted wire limbs
dancing in a ballet
of glinting blades.

ruminations

The forest is dark.
The forest is seething,
an engine grinds in the belly of the end.

reflections

How many memories
can the river

bury in the sile?
lamentations

Too many miracles

that never come to pass.
Too many leaves left on the trees.

o
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Tue Qu«a‘r

The quiet floated by
like giant balloons
on Thanksgiving Day,
bobbing and weaving
in the air,
recognizable,

but distorted.

I wanted it

to surround us

so we could talk

just you and me,
revealing some truth
that explained

the look in your eyes.
It evaded me

no matter how many
chances I took,

while you

never moved.

Chaos danced

around you

in a ballroom dress
and you took its hand
for a spin

leaving behind a trail
of blue-eyed stares
and half smiles

that I could track

to find you again.

—

[ started to follow
but caught some peace
and had

a conversation
with myself.

And I stopped
chasing after you
like a dog

that finally realizes
the futility

of its twirling tail.

Two worlds collided
and the chaos won
because it had you
and I had

the quiet

to remind me

of the distance.
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Lice Ao Suaxe

Thieves came.

My tongue moved like a snake
as | mouthed

my open wounds

into air I had already breathed
from the morning on.

My mouth formed

words

and the thieves came,

night fevers

razing the mercy in their eyes.
They destroyed

and I lay still,

they violated

and I continued my silence.

I couldn’t see their faces
behind their hoods,

they couldn’t hear my words
as [ wouldn’t speak aloud,
but we watched.

Movements like a ballet,

they coordinated their crimes,
tokens turned to icons

until they believed themselves
to be sacrists

kneeling

at my bedside.

They heard without my voice.
Thieves came

and my tongue struck them
like a viper.

Thieves came
through the unlocked door.



The Silence Brushes My Cheek Like Glass
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When he spoke
the light became
a dream

that overtook us;
the air, perfume
that insisted

on a response.

I took the mystery

and required too much of it,
then put it down

and ignored it.

He talked of living,

he spoke of need

and yearning,

aphrodisiacs to a rapt audience
who never left home.

When he spoke,
the light dreamt
of becoming

and smelled of

oily perfume.
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Trance-like movements
bring distractions of woe,

grinding the meat
with a turn of the crank.

Shouts of beauty
still loading in our ears

try to drag us
from our stupor.

Night holds a meeting
with the firing neurons

not spoken for
among the reluctant crowd.

Speeches are made
and shouted down,

women swoon under heated talk,
men pound fists into their hands.

No monsters
emerge from the lair,

no answers
play the peacock.

Distractions hold in the air,
a breath to be taken slowly.
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Can you dream

while the lovely lovelies
shout profanity

outside your door?

Can you sleep through
the reading

of the tome they wrote
in abstract prose,

a collection of footnotes
and misplaced prepositions?
Can you dream

while the world talks

at the foot of your bed,
making plans to
re-arrange the furniture?
Open your eyes

before the church bells ring,
wake up

before the dances

are stolen from your feet.
You can dream

while the lovelies

break down your door
but put the sword

to their throat

when they

cross the threshold.
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Passed
between us
the laurels of folly and fortune

Differences
arise
from the center of the island

Dissidents
purchase
the only viable currency

and they tore the mission down
before we could say goodbye.
Affluent memories

cuckolded to

theories of revolution

1

martyr yourself

2

bring friends along

3

throw a party to be seen
4

recant previous beliefs

5

feel the love

Differences
become
love to the desperate

Passed
between us
the laurels of conscience and heartfelt gifts

i



The Silence Brushes My Cheek Like Glass

Tue ‘)nuauce Bauéueé

My CueeK Luce Grass

They can’t see me, now.

The silence brushes my cheek like glass,
leaving behind cool innuendo.

I don’t react,

confusion becomes their testament.
Hear the prayers whispered with a voice
sliding from my mouth

in silken essence,

so soft

they can’t imprint.

They’re dying, but remain insistent.

My hands show no marks,

place no wagers on their return.

I won’t take credit,

only my share of the pain

and wishes

for an encomium.

The waiting turns my heart to velvet.

The waiting burns

in blue arc light from the temple windows.

It’s over.

The stained glass loomed over us
in the shadows,

protectorates formed

in the candied glass.
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If it were that easy

we would all risk it,
taking chances

on a high wire

made of textured yarn,
our mothers trailing along
behind, knitting our bridge
into a warm sweater.

The audience

would howl

with indifference,

booing until

the houselights came up
and your father gave
everyone a refund

and a sincere apology.
Friends would

speak to the press

about the pressure you were under
and how worried

they were about

your self-medicating.

The word ‘trainwreck’
would be bandied about
while you were issuing denials
from the back

of your limo.

If it were that easy,

we would all get a show
and bask

in the artificial light,
clapping for ourselves
while everyone else

was busy.

If it were that easy,

no one would be afraid.

I
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Turn it off.

Flip that switch

and it’s an easy reverie,

a Texas two step

on an empty dance floor,

blank spaces

where your puzzler used to be.

If you could turn it off,

you wouldn’t think of him
SO many times

when it wasn’t convenient.
You wouldn’t wonder
what love meant to him
or when he had

the last of the cigarettes
that were killing him.

Shut it down.

Then she wouldn’t appear,
smiling for the camera

but leaving no impression
on the film.

The whole documentary
wouldn’t run

at the Theatre du Memoire,
morning, afternoon

and evening show times.

Turn if off.

But then I think,

I paid for my ticket,
[ should stay

until the end.
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The door closes
but the lock

doesn’t click.

The star explodes
into a ball of light
and we blink.

The wine has
turned to vinegar
in your glass.

Stories of glowing tributes
bore the gathered crowd
who want realism.

Clouds hold lightning,
starving animals
searching for meat.

I open the door
covered in blood,

and blinded by the flash.

People stare
but don’t try to stop me.
They don’t really care.

It can and will end,
maybe in a cloud
or conversing with the boatman.

Raise a glass and
toast the happy couple
using words you can’t pronounce.
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I wore the halo
until it singed my hair
and it was removed.

The texture of mortar
soaked in rain

kneaded my back muscles I wore the halo

under a hood

and the hood

as I waited
under the eaves

for my message.
y & under the stars

and the stars

I wore the halo under the nebulae

when I was young

and infinite )
’ that hid my unease.

When it burned,

when the bells rang out my skin blistered

and I gathered the peels

for myself.
and new stars
Lured were born
ured one wa )
ok in the halo.

coaxed another,
a third road cut down the middle

into a nest
of the sullied and forceful,

bored in temperament,

left for the future;
following means one thing,
followers another.
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VAYBREAK

patterns in the glass
rivulets

beads

turning points
patterns in the glass
seen by eyes

that are lost
patterns in the glass
redemption
salvation

decisions

patterns in the glass
light streaming
diffracting
changing

patterns in the glass
seen

and missed
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The moon cast down light
to dance in,

light to make sure

of our intentions

on the road to Hana.

The moon rose high above
to be our beacon,

our raison d’etre,

to check our glances

for more than we planned
to reveal.

The sky sins against us
with no open transom
and footprints to follow.
The suffocating expanse
rises in shadow,

rises for the death

it drags behind,

for the harvest of women and children
it expects to feast upon.

It rises over the moon,

our moon,

who casts down light

to dance in.

s
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The train whistles
a haunted greeting
from a mile away
while we wait

on the dock

for its arrival.

We answer the greeting
in our own ways,
with impatience,

gratitude, longing or The tracks clatter and shake
resignation at its as the behemoth
inevitability. rolls on,

controlled by ordinary men
The woman in blue but capable of wrath.
will get aboard
because it’'s what The train whistles
she must do a haunted greeting as it approaches.
while the man The pack answers
in the funeral suit with their collective eyes
needs to get on on its belly.

before the suit

becomes his skin.

The family at the front
can’t wait to start

their adventure

but the man

next to them

with the wild eyes

hates them for their joy.



The Silence Brushes My Cheek Like Glass

UiunTicen IZeDux

Do you see the foam

layering around

the balance of my desert?

I¢’s time for

all of us to leave,

bounding down the frequent stairs,

slipping on the oils

left behind

by the rest of the dead.
The result

will take us beyond,
traveling at speed,
chasing the silence
that left unnoticed.



Tue ‘)meuce Bauéueé

My CHEEK Luce Guass

CHR!GTOPHER L‘NUER
‘)cAné mol LY2114n A

Editor@scars.tv http://scars.tv

witings Copyright © 2011 Christopher Hivner
cover image of glossware Copyright © 2011 Janet Kuypers
Design Copyright © 2011 Scars Publications and Design

other publications from Scars:
Magaz ines: (hildren, Churches and Daddies (cc&d magazine), founded June 1993; Down in the Dirt, conceived 1994, founded 2000

Books: Hope Chest in the Attic, the Window, Close Cover Before Striking, (Woman.), Autumn Reason, Contents Under Pressure, the Average Guy'’s
Guide (to Feminism), Changing Gears, the Key to Believing, Domestic Blisters, Etc., Ocuvre, Exaro Versus, L'arte, The Other Side, The Boss Lady’s Editorials,
The Boss Lady’s Editorials (2005 Expanded Edition), Duality, Seeing Things Differently, Change/Rearrange, Death Comes in Threes, Moving Performances,
Six Eleven, Life ot Cafe Aloha, Creams, Rough Mixes, The Entropy Project, The Other Side (2006 Edition), Stop., Sing Your Life, The Beauty and the
Destruction, cc&d v167.5 (Writing to Honour & Cherish, editor edition), Blister & Burn (the Kuypers edition), S&M, cc&d v170.5 Distinguished Writings editor edition,
Living in Chaos, Silent Screams, Taking It All In, It All Comes Down, Rising to the Surface, Galapagos, Chapter 38 (v1, v2 & v3), Finally, Literature for the Snotty and
Elite (v1, v2 & part 1), a Wake-Up Call From Tradition, (recovery), Dark Matter: the Mind of Janet Kuypers, Evolution, (tweet), Get Your Buzz On, Janet & Jean
Together, po-em, Taking Poetry to the Streets, the Cana-Dixie Chi-town Union, the Written Word, Dual, Prepare Her for This, Uncorrect, Living in a Big
World, Pulled the Trigger, Venture to the Unknown, Junet Kuypers: Enriched, She’s an Open Book, “40”, Sexism and Other Stories, the Stories of Women,
Sulphur & Sawdust, Slate & Marrow, Blister & Burn, Rinse & Repeat, Survive & Thrive, (not so) Warm & Fuzzy, Torture & Triumph, Oh., the Elements,
Side A/Side B, Balance, Chaos Theory, Writing To Honour & Cherish, Distinguished Writings, Breaking Silences, Unlocking the Mysteries, the Book of Scars, We The
Poets, Life on the Edge, Revealing all your Dirty Little Secrets, Decrepit Remains, Charred Remnants, Hope & Creation, Bending the Curve, Layers of Creation, Dark Matter,
Survival of the Fittest, Crawling Through the Dirt, Laying the Groundwork, Weathered, echo, Ink in my Blood, (bound) (4 editions), Enriched Poetry, cc&d Enriched
Prose, Enriched with Dirt, An Open Book, Literary Town Hall (2 editions),

Give What You Can, Down in the Virt v084, Come Fly With Me, Clearing the Debris, Sectioned & Sequestered, Six Six Six, Skeletal Remains, Out of
the Web, Don’t Tread on Me, Lines of Intensity, Entering the Ice Age, When the World Settles, Into the White, Along the Surface, Life... from Nothing,
the Line to Power, Fear the Forsaken, Down In It, Falling Into Place, Wake Up and Smell the Flowers, Unknown, Looking Beyond,

Infamous in our Prime, Anais Nin: an Understanding of her Art, the Electronic Windmill, Changing Woman, the Swan Road, the Significance of
the Frontier, The Svetasvatara Upanishad, Harvest of Gems, the Little Monk, Death in Malaga, Momento Mori, In the Palace of Creation, R.LP., Bob
the Bumble Bee, Remnants and Shadows, | Saw This, the Drive, Thomas at Tea, Crashing Down Nineteenth, Blue Collar Ballet, nopoem, In Your Heart the Apostrophe’s
Teardrops of God, the Adventures of the Key to Believing Bear, Anais Nin: an Understanding of her Art (second printing), Deckard Kinder / Charlie Newman, 12 Times 12
Equals Gross, a Marble Nude Pauline Borchese with a Marble Apple in her Marble Hand, Challenge of Night and Day and Chicago Poems, Lighten Up, Not
Far From Here, Watershed, You Have Finally Won, Avenue C, Suburban Rhythms, Down Syndrome, the Dark Side of Love, The pill is a man’s best Friend,
Angel’s Syllable Is Good Boss of Devil's Spine, Poems and Stories from The Blue Collar Book of the Dead, Cat People, Death of an Angel

Compuci DisEs: Hon' Favarite Vasethe demo tapes, Kuypersthe final (MFV Inclusive), Weeds and Flowers the beauty & the desolation, The Second Axing
Something is Sweating, The Second Axing Live in Alaska, Peftus & Kuypers Live at Cafe Aloha, Pointless Orchestra Rough Mixes, Kuypers Seeing Things Differently, 50/ Tick
Tock, Kuypers Change Rearrange, Order From Chaos The Entropy Project, Kuypers Six One One, Kuypers Stop., Kuypers Masterful Performances mp3 (0, Kuypers Death Comes in
Threes, Kuypers Changing Gears, Kuypers Dreams, Kuypers How Do | Get There?, Kuypers Contact  Conflict  Control, the DM/ Art Connection the DMJ Art Connection, Kuypers
Questions in a World Without Answers, Kuypers SIN, Kuypers WZRD Radio (2 (D set), Mom’s Favorite Vase and The Second Axing These Truths, assorfed arfists String Theory, Oh
(audio (D), Life At The Cafe (3 (D set), the DMJ Art Connection Indian Flux, the DM) Art Connection Manic Depressive or Something, Chaofic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #1, Chaotic
Radio Chaotic Radio Week #2, Chaofic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #3, Chaofic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #4, Chaotic Radio Chaotic Radio Week #5, Chaotic Radio the Chaofic
Collection Collection #01-05 (5 (D sef) etc. (audio (D, 2 CD set), Chaofic Elements (2 (D set), Chaos in Motion (6 CD set), 5D/5D Screeching to a Halt (EP), PB&J Two for the Price
of One (EP), Kikj Jake and Haystack An American Portrait, Kuypers/the Bastard Trio/Paul Baker/the JoAnne Powlers Trio Fusion (4 (D set), pdcasts the Evolution of Performance
Art (13 CD set), Kuypers Live (14 (D set), the DMJ Art Connection the Things They Did to You (2 (D set), Kuypers Seeing a Psychiatrist (3 (D set), Kuypers St. Paul's (3 CD sef),
Kuypers the 2009 Poetry Game Show (3 (D set), Kuypers and the HAlman of South Africa Burn Through Me (2 CD set)



