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scales of a sidewalk

twin symmetrical vessels

carry me, but then defy me

at the first discontinuity or irregularity,
upraised bump or well-worn puddle
they jump ship

the world's surface gone lunar
inner ear askew, focusing on the nonlinear
five simultaneous futures five minutes from now

seeing myself in the expressions
of strangers
until they sail by

-Lesley Trites

Night Breathing
Bring the balloon of the mind
That bellies and drags in the wind
-W.B. Yeats

Geographic, hieroglyphic

Night pulled up its star-pierced blanket

over out eyes losing perspective

of the horizon’s soft border.

We heard a huge breathing,

a monody only passing trucks would syncopate.

Night had turned into a giant stomach
pulsing its obscure factory labor

out of the Roamer naval plant.

Alarmed by this rambling

on the side of our planet

someone called the cops,

a citizen outraged at having an untamed beast
panting in his backyard,

something out of the ordinary,

like in Amarcord a huge ox slowly heaves its lungs,
snouts haze over a foggy field.

Following the sound,

we walked to the top of the street,
half-sagged on the ground

an air balloon slowly uncrumpling.
All motionless for a few seconds
we looked at one another

and at the church parking lot
brimming with brilliant lights

over the squared tarmac.

Soon the big sphere lifted u P,

its growing volume dangling

like a limp Jurassic beast doddling its head

bulging a membrane of warm air,

the midget men in the gondola rearing up a blue flame
into the balloon's opening.

-lean-Mark Sens
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Sex in Terms of Solitude

You leave your window open when you bring someone home
to fuck

so I hear you moaning then coming then just breathing in deep
heaving gasps

and I want to thank you

for lifting the crushing quiet of my night

with the defiant joy of yours.

-Alan Reed

Distortion

David Reibetanz
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Poems from the Almost Famous Trailer Park Café

1.
There is a small company of ragged
winged angels
who spend their time in a rat-hole bar
heavy
with cigar smoke,
drinking endless margaritas and licking the salt from the
glasses.

After making love, satiated,
their halos-come-handcuffs flung over the bedposts,
they sit half-drunk and naked
legs crossed
and whisper to me.

They say that God loves me (they
stroke the breasts of the whore beside them
and whisper that God loves her too
and they’ll show her just
how
much).

They say there is a heaven

ard o baby it feels something like
0 yeah,

like Hhat

and that believing in Jesus
Jesus that was good

Will get me there after a while.

Crooked Tree

Graham Taylor

And then one of them reaches up grabs
my hand,

rearranges his wings as he

makes room on the bed and tells me

to give it all up to God.

~Rachel Bokhout
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