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*words are not so important
as to be vaulted away, nor
are they worthless enough
to throw away, sO we give

them away"



Untame, still

Her eyes

are like young mares,

dashing wildly for some escape

to the chains her body has thrown round
tomorrow, tying it down

to this sad bed, these muted

walls.

It wasn't like this,
once.

There was a house with a garden
and a man who tended it.

He planted figs in the side yard
and brought home fried chicken for lunch on Sundays.
Together, they sat by the lake

and in the summer, the kids would

feed bits of stale bread to the ducks and turtles,
or string them on the old cane lines

to catch little sunfish.

There was no pain.

No drifting off into morphine clouds where
maybe, she still dreams of these things,
of painlessness.

Can she smell summer in her sleep?

Taste blackberries? See the walk

lined with purple flowers; hear

the wind over the water?

She scratches at the oxygen lines

as 1f at mosquito bites, moans.

Her eyes, underneath

pale lids, are like young mares
searching for some lost meadow.

By: Joanna Lee



Tokyo girls in science fiction: As if it never happened

Her lover, a boy with a history of kites and stuttering
is found dead under a train. Yugi decides she will live
car to car on the Tokyo Express, exacting revenge. What
killed her boyfriend was everyone else. What killed her
boyfriend was the round and the square of it. What
killed her boyfriend was futurists smelling of sub-city
dark, of men with skyscraper plans in their back pock-
ets and women who have caused a thousand casualties by
refusing to say No to terrorists with kind voices.

On the early morning train, Yugi shuffles car to car in
hot pants & black jacket stitched with the letters Emo
Is Dead. No one is nervy enough to look her in the
face. She walks up to businessmen & says “What’s up” in
her best gansta-rap manner as she wiggles, pouts &
grinds. She gets off on their blush, their stiff-knee
reflex. She does slam poetry then plants herself next
tO0 a woman portraying a secretary or a mistress. Yugi
tells this woman how & why her boyfriend was killed
underneath trains. Together they cry. After everyone
has gotten off, after the conductor has stated several
times from a distance of 10 commuter feet that Yugi
must get off, that this is the last stop, she stays
seated, removing her clothes, convincing herself that
her boyfriend, always a survival freak of skateboard
accidents, of cold fathers with lizard hands, will re-
turn.

She waits for his hands to break through the floor, to
pull her down.

By: Kyle Hemmings



Night: January 15th 2010

the cops pull me over.

the cops ask my name.

the cops take me out of my car.
the cops frisk me up and down.
the cops put me into their squad
the cops ask me questions.

they hand cuff me.

they take me to their jail.
they sit me down.

they say I have 3 phone calls.
I call my sister

my aunt

and my lawyer.

I walk out of jail

and into the cold night air.
with no car.

and 100 dollars in my pocket..

I ask a man,
"which way is Heaven?"

he says, "that way."

I head “that way” thinking,
"I have to change."

By: Mike Meraz

car.



There are always wings

fluttering quietly
unconsciously

a breeze whispers past
tickles the face

no windows are open

a peripheral motion
nothing is there

vet I'm not afraid

I feel safe & secure
watched over.. loved

By: Annie Brodrick






Quaint/quiet voice

quaint, gquiet voice

utters commands in 3 / 4 time
we are ready, oh so ready
alabaster statues sit

on podiums throughout

as the room stutters

windows to the soul
latched close

during the daytime

but fully open at night

heartwarm
heartbeat
heartfelt

no misunderstanding here
it sounds like it looks
and that’s all

we can ever ask

By: Mike Taylor

(This poem originally was published in Volume 6. In

remembrance of the friendship and support Mike gave to so
many, I saw it fitting to re-print his words.)



Blue

is the color
of blood

as 1t gasps
for air

in a

broken heart
that cries
for love



