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Somewhere near a crackling fire 

 

 No one cared about the metre 

     or the rhythm 

as long as he kept breathing 

simplicity from his harmonica 

pausing only to hum 

     or whistle 

          or string some words together 

about those things 

     he gave a shit about 

about those women 

     he loved and lost 

about those days 

     when that was all 

     that mattered 

 

- R L Raymond 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scrawled on the Walls of a Cubicle Prison 
  

The hours go by and we have nothing to show. 

The world has turned, and we just nod resigned. 

We shall go on trying to look busy, 

Racing chairs on rollers down the hall 

When the boss has gone to lunch, 

Smoking out of sight of the cameras, 

And giving the finger to the machinery, 

Both inanimate and human,  

That monitors and controls so much 

Of our limited tenure on this planet, 

Refusing, despite the memos and emails, 

To believe that this cubicle existence 

Is life, or any approximation there to.  

 

- Joseph Farley 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Nowhere Plans 

  

For Rome, tell them it is not all conquest, 

Slaves, gold, land, and honor to bring home 

A parade conveniently cleaned of its blood, 

Send them a messiah who will not fear 

Attachment to one of their wooden crosses. 

  

For America, tell them it is not all commodity, 

Markets do not have to be set up everywhere, 

There is no resurrection under all their heaps, 

What messiah can we send to reach them? 

His birth will become ripe for sales in the highest. 

  

  -    Benjamin E. Nardolilli  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

- Dustin Holland 



by the memory of their being 

 

it all starts with the maple trees 

colors draw the eye   as no other  

orange, yellow and red..   flaming 

they feed a need in their second life  

growing forth a short lived beauty  

mountains celebrate this rebirth with us 

compared to a second spring by one poet 

soon the trees they will drop their leaves  

all will go back into to the earth 

soil becoming enriched by their passing 

as we have been made richer 

by the memory of their being 

 

- Annie Brodrick 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Lesson 

 

on that day in September 

i learned a lesson 

as i sat 449 miles away 

from the ground we now call Zero 

 

this lesson was taught to me 

by the blacks and the whites 

the muslims and the the jews 

the republicans and the democrats 

the atheists and the believers 

the immigrants and the natives 

the disabled and the able bodied 

 

they helped each other  

down endless stairwells 

a commune of the assaulted 

the walls conspiring 

to asphyxiate  

each one 

 

they consoled each other  

in shattered corporate vestibules 

jet-fuel-fire pouring down  

like hate from the sky 

onto the skin 

of the beloved 

 

they held each other  

in ash covered streets 

all skins now one color 

equalized by impact 

each searing eye 

reflecting the same calamity 

 

as they ran toward each other 

brigades and companies 

sirens wailing like the souls 

who pushed themselves 

into the grip of gravity 

raining pain 

 

 

 

the ones who could still move 

moved 

past the imaginary borders of flags  

beyond the superficial doctrines of gods 

behind the flawed perceptions of races 

despite unproductive political 

allegiances 

 

wholly 

in the actions 

of those people 

on that day 

lies the hope 

for the evolution 

of our species 

 

there must be no 'them' 

in this family 

of human animals 

 

there must only  

ever be  

an us 

 

- Cornelius Bent  

 

 

 

 

 

 



For Scott Wannberg 

 

Death comes on like 

A hungry wolf in winter 

She is a jaguar with 

No time for dialogue 

And you a butterfly 

Danced the dance until 

The end of the line 

Love in your heart 

Poetry in your soul 

Lifting like a forklift 

The spirit of those around you 

Those fortunate enough 

To have brushed against your genius 

 

May they play be-bop Jazz at the grave 

No mournful melodies 

For “Mr. Mumps.” 

Maybe something by Louis Armstrong 

Those early jazzmen knew  

The beauty of life 

 

Let death have her dialogue with the dust 

As you ride the sky on the wings of a butterfly 

We are all the better for your having been here 

Even when you were bedridden 

You had more life in you than a thousand newborns 

Judge not a person by their supposed achievements 

Judge that person like you would judge a song 

Not by its words and melody 

But by the way it lifts the spirits and the soul 

 

- A.D. Winans 

 

 

 

 

 



Garcia Lorca 

 

- For M. Chadwick 

  

but I loved you 

before they filled you with stars 

before they took you on a moonless night 

  

but I loved you 

even with dignity and sadness 

and now longing nights free from hearts pang 

  

but I loved you 

in gypsy bars and back alleys 

before poets were villains, while harmless 

  

but I loved you 

even when we roamed the streets 

cracking fingers, drinking whiskey, before the dawn 

  

but I loved you 

I love you now, we sing you 

on porches, in backyards, in cities across the world 

- Jhon Baker 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Simple Man 

 

a simple man 

set forth 

to change 

the world 

 

in an empty space 

he filled the corners 

with colors 

rainbow harmonics 

shading 

off white truths 

to change 

the world 

 

a hand raised in hate 

striking him mute 

forced his hand 

the other one 

to hold the Love 

he carried 

to change 

the world 

 

 

 

to hold the Love 

he carried 

to change 

the world 

 

he knew too much 

shadowy glimpses 

pressed him to let go 

undone, he turned North 

higher roads calling 

for hopes sake 

to change 

the world 

 

full from the journey 

exploded colors 

gifted a voice 

held in sacred hands 

spilling the Love 

down from above 

for the world 

to change 

 

a complex man 

stepped back 

changed 

by the world 

 

 -David Parham

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



May 4 Memorial, Kent State University 
 

We mark the day with a square 

on the calendar grid 

and every year the tale is told 

of how tensions rose 

between the student body and 

the body politic; 

 

How the Governor ordered tanks and troops 

to take over the town 

and the students responded with 

flags and flowers, 

yet somehow the war of words became 

a battle of bullets. 

 

Sixty-seven rounds in just under 

thirteen seconds 

fired into the unshielded crowd 

by expert marksmen 

and when the smoke and dust were cleared 

four were dead in Kent, Ohio. 

 

Today we mark the spots where they fell 

with squares of lighted 

steel bollards around parking spaces 

and with a memorial garden. 

We walk up the hill to the sculpture, 

place a finger in a bullet hole. 

 

 

From "Streetlight Sonata,"  

 

-  J.R.Simons 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Confessions Of An American Outlaw #129 

(Transmissions For Jack Spicer #9) 

 

Time doesn't finish a Poem 

You said it 

You didn't finish the thought 

How time can kill a Poem 

The Poems come home overworked 

drained of energy 

It's life has become predictable 

Never really spontaneous 

Never just jumped off a cliff 

Into the icy sea of self doubt below 

 

- Michael Grover 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My last night in Hollywood 

She throws my bags out the door,  

down the stairs 

screams so the neighbors will hear. 

They come out 

to see what the commotion is. 

I hide my eyes 

and haul ass down the stairs 

shoulders tense 

in anticipation 

of something hitting 

the back of my head. 

 

Still I don't blame her- 

just pick up my clothes 

and walk down Fountain. 

If I had a soul left 

it would be a dandelion's 

last dance 

before the mower blade. 

The wolves silently 

howling in doorways 

can pick up on this. 

I can feel their eyes 

tracing my every move, 

luckily, my demons 

watch my back. 

 

I stop in front of  

Bukowski's old home on Delongpre 

sit on the curb 

stare at my shoes 

listen to the ghosts shuffle their feet 

and think of his legend 

and how  

when it was him 

who was  

getting thrown out by a woman 

it was a much more enjoyable read. 

- Jason Hardung 

 

 

 



Nice Guy 

 

knew a man  

         who thought  

he was  

      a martyr 

 

 kissed him, 

        put TNT 

in his mouth 

         then 

walked away 

 

 

boom like that 

 

- Lynne Hayes 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Verified Renditions 59 
  
  
  
proper diatribe  
  
reserved 
  
fundamental ideology (exam) 
ination 
                        recall that that of one’s influential subsequent speech 
  
thus 
                                                            renaming intention eradicates 
                        though self and self of another’s redistributed  
  
realized temperament   

 

- Felino  A. Soriano 
  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Poor, Poor Peddling Moor 

 

She keeps her Qur'an into a locked cabinet 

away from the hands of bazaar thieves. Her nose— 

passed down generations—sticks out like a naked bulb as 

her hair and ears are bound inside a buzzard black shawl. 

 

The sun never gets to pinch her skin. 

Her wares are under awnings, protecting commerce, 

consumers from flagitious elements, 

so passers, buyers, might enjoy 

 

the jewelry she markets, blown from Eastern sands, is 

glass as beautiful as Arabic algebra, but isn’t sought by anyone. 

She stands with hands behind her back, a servant, trying to sell 

earrings, trinket necklaces that she thinks are shaped like God’s grace 

 

on special, 2-for-1 at her kiosk in the outlet mall, that does not allow 

     her to lay out her prayer rug and thank God for a sell. 

 

- Tyler Malone 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In Between 

 
 

- Phillip G. DeLoach



In Between 
 

Do you see the things 

That come between the normal things? 

The little lights and movements 

Barely noticeable but there just the same. 

 

Do you hear the music that comes in  

Between the ordinary sounds of daily life? 

A sort of music that falls somewhere in 

between 

The notes in normal music. 

 

There are whole worlds, some like ours 

Some very different 

Hidden between the ordinary and the 

extraordinary 

If you are good enough at picking them out 

 

You find yourself in places unimaginable 

Impossible places that couldn't exist... 

But they do! 

 

These are sometimes the sounds and sights 

That are seen by people and the people 

Think they are crazy and lock them up 

Or drug them up. 

 

I Think there are some people who have 

Found a way to enter these "in between" 

worlds 

And not come back 

Maybe they prefer the other worlds 

 

Imagine living in a two dimensional world 

A freight train could be bearing down on 

you 

And all you would see is a thin line that is 

getting taller and taller 

Until you are squashed into your own thin 

line. 

 

Someone standing perpendicular to you  

Would see you and the train 

You would see them if they were  

Facing in the same direction as you. 

 

How would you feel if you stepped from the  

Two dimensional world into a ten 

dimensional world? 

I have no words to describe what that would 

be like. 

But they do exist.  

 

At least the scientists say they do. 

 

Maybe these in-between places or 

Extra-dimensional places are where the 

UFOs 

And the ETs come from and disappear back 

to? 

A place where inspiration lives? 

 

I have had glimpses of things I cannot 

explain in words. 

Words are not descriptive enough 

Words can only barely describe 

They cannot invoke the experience. 

 

Would you want to go? 

 

© 2010 Philip G. DeLoach 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Illumination 

 

The private sector 

hires the credible 

policy pirates for 

wage theft-some 

wear cuff links or 

senatorial columns 

in publicity pictures 

cutting worker pay,  

and positions hoping 

certain mass brain’s 

black out lamps won’t 

come on to organize 

 

- David S. Pointer 

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Thanks for reading. 

Please share this with your friends, enemies, casual acquaintances, and congressmen. Hell, share 

it with the nearest park bench. 

Sincerely, 

everyone at Guerilla Pamphlets and Take-It-To-The-Street-Poetry 

Visit our websites: 

takeittothestreetpoetry.com  

and 

guerillapamphlets.webs.com 

 

 


