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Exchange Rates 

Alex Yuschik 

With each scrub, we peddle life with Death, 

write a kingfisherôs ransom in blue bubbles. 

Our plastic gloves clasp a bird neck gently, 

antiquing the curved flask. Death, we see,  

is a slick costumer, charges more for each 

oiled wingti p, keeps our market flooded 

with birds that have lost their shape, sullen  

unable to shake the moisture on their wings. 

Our coin is the soap spheres we place on the tongues  

of crows and sandpipers, buying passage  

from one scum-soaked world into the next.  

This is a murky afterlife, where late at night  

our hands parched pink and sudsy, stinging 

we watch Death from our windowsill, his plumed fedora  

swaying in the current, his black fingers stroking the coast 

trawling the wilted shoreline, the choked squawks 

of dark birds he plucks from darker waters startled  

and wide-eyed, as he prepares tomorrowôs offering. 
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Taking in the Begonias 
Maggie  Koger 
  
 A tiny yard of late-summer fertile flowers  
and weeds left long in compost neglect. 
The round-spread arms of a centered 
tree shade the rain drinking grass. 
High in slippery limbs my childôs 
black clothing ravenôs a cry of dark 
future nights, days of weakening sun.  
Loose leaves settle in sodden piles  
while Paul and I (our frigid hands stiff  
in wet-gloved armor) grasp hold of 
frost -bitten blossoms. We dig muddy 
root bundles and clump them into  
improvised planters weôll carry home. 
  
Inside you wraith around the house 
insatiable soil has drawn to ground 
all that was left of your sweet child. 
Your little windowpanes  turn inward  
lacy curtains pretend to a previous life 
porcelain teacups steam ruddy vapors. 
Outside the ivy clings, curling closed  
the doors, sinewy tendons locking 
the latches.  I cut my hands on razor- 
sharp tin and bleed into my covenant 
                                                with Paul.  
  
You are trapped insideðhurry now  
light fire to the houseðand run. 
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Riding  
Christina Murphy  
 

I.  
 
 Steamboat on the ocean, misfit to time. Love me like no other, baby, there is no 
interlude. Believe me, I know our anachronistic past, and I understand how love can 
drop you from the passenger list just like that.  
 All aboard before the steam runs out, the pressure fades, and the current 
dissipates. All aboard, baby for one last rideðharbor to river to ocean above and beyond 
the silver horizon.  
 Misfit baby, we fit we know that. Time and space are a space-time of lost and 
found dreams. 
 All aboard, baby, hear that whistle sound, hear that whistle sound. 
 

II.  
 

 Amtrak to carry us to work and back. Ah, the simplicity  of the wheels in silver and 
the sound of us in sync with our timeðrhythm of the rails, hum of the motion, no place 
to go but in a long line from A to B, which is our life, baby. The A to B of morning and 
night, work and time off, love and indifference. He re we are, baby, Amtraking our way 
into and out of the day as time goes by faster than the wheels on the rails and the sun 
going down, down, down. 
 

III.  
 

 Keep the faith, baby. What else is there to hang on to? What else defines usðthe 
stars, the blue sky, the dark night? What, babyðtell me now. We have it all, they say. 
The house is impressiveðlarge and brick and cold, cold, cold. Anyone who sees it thinks 
it is a home. But we know, donôt we, baby? We know. Itôs much too quiet here when the 
evening sun goes down. What is there to say? Hold on, babyðthis is not the best or the 
worst of it. It just is ðplain, simple, unvarnished, simple -dimple like a cherry pie. Isnôt 
that what love is, baby? The sweetness that is promised ótil death do us part? Sweet 
enough to eatðyou betcha. But things changeðjust look around you. See the ravages of 
time? Time is a subtle thief, and you and I have been robbed blind, havenôt we, baby? 
Now time takes its leave of us, and time leaves usðseparate but equally lonely lives 
wonderin g where did it all go. Like a carnival, baby? The lights are on, the calliope plays, 
but the rides donôt work. What do we do with the tickets now? The tickets grow cold in 
our hands as we wait, wait, and wait some more. Thatôs faith, baby, that the rides will 
start again and the ticket booth will never close. 
 

IV.  
 

 A big gold SUV, the vacation we have promised ourselves. We are packed upðred 
Samsonites almost blocking our rear view. We have a cooler, too, with Cokes and Diet 
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Dr. Pepper and all the deviled eggs you can eat on a four-hour ride through the autumn 
country side. Tell me you love me, baby, and hand me a chicken wing. I made those 
special for you with the chipotle sauce you likeðhot, hot, spicy hotðjust for you, baby. 
When youôre done with the wings, give me a kiss and make my lips burn with all that 
pepper sauce. You know I love you, baby. I keep the faith. Iôve got my ticket. Thereôs 
more to hope for in loving you than to regret. You know that, donôt you, baby? Ah, baby, 
donôt look so sad. 
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Urban Love Song 
Ariana D. Den Bleyker  
 
  "This city is an animal, fierce and complicated.  
  To understand it, I read its droppings, its scents,  
  the movement of its parasites."  -Rorscarch 
 
I missed the bus. This city has no busses. 
No streets. No sidewalks. Just alleyways 
laid out like a warren of shadowed secrets littered 
with dumpsters and pale homeless men 
with heavy feet like a sluggish, sullen tide  
scavenging for smiles, 
their hunger boiling over. We speak silent, 
searching for the right words and stru cture, 
confessing a universal childish desire to draw a finger 
through the wet cement between us, 
plotting out lines of perspective,  
telling the truth insofar as the sun can impale  
itself on the building tops, drip onto the alleyways  
beneath all the windows that are  
internally, indefinitely, infinitely,  
openingéopeningéopeningé 
as the words fall like snow from their lips.  
 
What it must be like to be locked away inside 
like that, frozen and untouched, with the starkness 
of having nothing to live down, not enough to burn,  
to put as much faith in believing as not believing 
and pressing that faith to your breast for a quick fit,  
feeling it's flawed texture absorb into  
you through the warmth of your skin  
as if there's no difficulty. As if it  
can all be explained 
in something small and overlooked, 
the pain of it confined only to what is visible.  
Yet, somehow everything is always smaller, 
allowing the city for a moment to appear huge 
and unfathomable as it sits upon an edge 
unlike any other edges. There is no panorama, 
only a perfected close-up 
as it should appear to be: contained 
and painting itself in explosive fragments  
into the sunset.  
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Even in the darkness there are still worn buildings  
(historic monuments of how high our hopes  
have reached in stone), the bright metallic city  
colors bleeding their shadows into one another, 
trees bending against the grid of electric lines, 
coming together with the stars the way they should, 
stretching out toward the heat so inextricably so. 
 
Drink deep the blur of rain rising from the hot,  
rain -slicked concrete, the sound of empty shoes 
scuffing manhole covers while walking 
the hard ground of urban decay, 
their echo a constant reminder of how we all carry 
the same tune, a unique harmony with the same strangeness 
like we're all wrapped together from the waist down,  
or maybe suspended, vague and quiet, 
in the dark spread out between us. 
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Chasing the Train 
Paul David Adkins  
 
Nightly, 9:15 we knew 
the northbound freight  
was approaching by its distant horn. 
 
We raced the darkened road 
through puddle after puddle  
of streetlight  
towards the tracks 
 
not to watch 
the rumbling diesel thunder,  
flatcars, tankers  
clatter past -- 
 
not to hear  
wheels singing to the rails, 
warning bells clanging off -rhythm  
down the line. 
 
But to catch 
a single headlight  
swirling like a white finger  
for the last of the jam. 
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Dust 
Devon Miller -Duggan  
 
  Look! Look! If you look really hard at things  
   You'll forget you're going to die.  
    - Montgomery Clift  
 
The light catches the dust or 
the dust catches the light.  
The necessity of deciding  
reminds you not to spend too much 
counting dancers on the heads of pins. 
Some gods would have made the damned  
dance on pinheads. 
 
The light catches the dust, 
most of which consists  
of shards of skin we shed. 
Will we, ni l we, light catches what we drop. 
Light drops.  
The light catches the dust 
turning the ordinary  
into the inside of a snowball  
your look caused to shake as surely  
as your lover's gaze 
will make you fall.  
Or the dust catches the light 
in the act of shedding itself  
on us, or catches at the light 
hoping for attention  
before it's grounded, 
or catches up with the light at last, 
or catches light the way you catch a cold 
or a bridesmaid catches flowers. 
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When Being Cute Has to End 
James W. Hritz  

 
Around here, we used to enjoy telling strangers that we measured liquid in units 

of trout. ñAt least three trout to boil a lobster,ò for example. A trout equaling half a 
gallon. The community prank even got mention on our Wikipedia pageðof course, my 
neighbor added that entry. But we donôt play that game anymore. The ruse ended 
incrementally after the mayorôs teenage son drowned in the river on New Yearôs Eve.  

Some townspeople dropped it directly following the tragedy. Others tried to 
claim it was tradition a nd continued stubbornly. One coffee shop started offering java by 
the trout. Within my circle of friends, the expression was nixed after my ex -boyfriend 
responded crudely to a joke his brother was trying to coin. 

We were having drinks at a downtown cocktail lounge, not too far from the river. 
And, as is common for most that drink as a social activity, we were talking about 
intoxicated behavior.  

ñHow do you know when youôve had too much to drink?ò my exôs brother asked. 
The punch line being: ñWhen you have trout coming out your eyes.ò 

It wasnôt the best joke ever, but we knew it was a work-in-progress. Then my ex-
boyfriend made us sympathetically revert back to gallons, pints, and cups. 

ñYou mean like the mayorôs son?ò 
I turned and walked away immediately. As I paid my check, I heard his brother 

tearing into him, asking why he always got so mean when drunk. 
 
The mayor herself did not publicly grieve. Her press statement asked for 

kindness and privacy, which we respected. Many nights, for many weeks, however, she 
was seen standing near the riverôs edge sobbing silently, unresponsive to weather 
patterns or concerned citizens. 

What finally stirred her was an idea, a plan that would bring her name to 
nationwide attention ðalthough she wasnôt seeking such notoriety. 

During her trial, the mayor testified that after dozens of hours staring into our 
townôs river, dreaming of the hours she had spent with her son, she realized how odd it 
was that sheôd never once seen a trout in the river, despite herself embracing the ruse for 
most of her life. 

It was the early spring, just around mating season, when she had two hundred 
trout deposited into the river. The owner of the supplying hatchery said in court that the 
mayor had told him the fish were going to be used to help feed the poor in our town. He 
even lowered his price to help the cause. 

Although the new riparian residents seemed to be thriving, the EPA ultimately 
forced a fine of $50,000 for potentially endangering the ecosystem. From what Iôve 
heard, the mayor paid the fine by emptying her sonôs college fund. 

What ended the ruse for the most of the town, however, was the only remark the 
mayor would ever make regarding her son. ñI would rather look into the blank, sucking 
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faces of two hundred trout than keep on seeing the ghost of my son in that river,ò she 
explained in testimony.  

The rest of the town could no longer separate the colloquialism from our mayorôs 
tragedy thereafter. Harmless fun should, it was generally agreed, almost always be 
sacrificed for the good of the suffering. But it wasnôt only courtesy that finally finished 
the joke. After the trial, everyone in town could admit to seeing the face of the mayorôs 
son imposed upon a trout, at least onceðparticularly when the fish swam against the 
current, suspended above the riverbed of obsidian, granite, and shale like they were 
weighted down from below. 
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How Far Can Entropy Take Us? 
William Doresk i 
 
Rust cankers splotch my car. Soon 
theyôll spread to me. Rain fosters 
rot and depression. Rivers swell 
and slop into back yards and basements. 
Potholes pit the streets. You fuss 
 
over the book you hope will sell 
your academic career to Yale 
or maybe Columbia. No one 
will publish it, not on paper,  
anyway. The digital world  
 
threatens to replace your intellect 
with a swarm of nanobots shaped 
like gnats. Outside in the rain  
I shiver but feel clean enough 
to hope the future never comes. 
 
You work so hard your computer 
overheats and you lose access 
to your files. Access. Unlovely 
but necessary word. The rain 
beats that trochee over and over, 
 
measured against a low-slung sky. 
Iôm stacking wood and hoping 
eventually the sun will dry it  
so I can tarp it against the snow 
that surely will arrive in time  
 
to stop the mildew from claiming  
those body parts we rarely use. 
The rust saddens me. One more year 
of monthly payments to go, 
and already this car is dreaming 
 
of the junkyard. The rain shimmers  
on my glasses. I swim in the view. 
rain and sweat mingling, while you  
weep at your desk, believing still 
your mind alone can save you. 
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St. Rat 
Jenny Catlin  
 
There has been a rat corpse on St. Andrews Place 

for days. 

Iôm trying not to read too much into it 

weigh it heavier than it deserves. 

I wish it would have the decency to decay already 

Itôs obscene, itôs perfectly intact headless body 

tail cur led and soft pink. 

Little rat spine poking through the hole  

where its head was. 

Only a few small gnats buzz about  

The curious lack of gore and my morbid inner child  

want to poke it with sticks.  

Roll it around and get to the bottom of things.  

This alien black body 

so free of blood, that it couldnôt be a dog. 

Could it? 

Such a surgical line, surely a dog would have made a mess. 

Too big for a cat, I think.  

Even these monstrous Korea Town strays. 

Probably a neighbor, 

must have snapped itôs little rat neck. 

Or worse? 

I had a roommate, who used to crush mice with his boot, 

like a surprising spider.  

Itôs disturbing, the dead rat that no one bothers to move. 

That stubbornly refuses to rot.  

I hope we donôt get rats in my building, 

what kind of creature could that tu rn me into? 
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I have enough trouble with my karma, now  

that I smash cockroaches with my fist and the dish sponge. 

A big one snuck up on me this morning, 

while I pretended to type, at the table I pretend is a desk. 

I squished it with a dish towel, and threw i t on the floor.  

Hoping that I would remember to move the towel later  

at some point. 
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Itôs the Devil I Love 
Jenny Ortiz  
 

Hanging around across the street from Calôs apartment, I wait for him to come 
home after last call. I spend the time sitting on the hood of my pick up smoking a 
cigarette; the grenade is in the pocket of my jean jacket and the echo of my fatherôs voice 
is hovering over me: hold on, hold on. You canôt throw a grenade with your hand 
shaking from the nerves. You have to pretend youôre Death, with a steady hand as she 
collects souls. A soldier in no real war, but a military man nonetheless, with stories of 
big busted women from all over America or about the snow on German sidewalks or the 
steps on how to clean a gun or how to throw a grenade. Everything with speed, calm, 
and using my brain. Heôd be disappointed at the way I acted in the end with Cal. Cried 
so damn hard my chest hurt for days after; couldnôt make my hands into fists; smoked 
more than I ate; thought it was real love, even though I knew what I was: the other 
woman, the in between girl, nothing more than a receptacle for empty promises and his 
empty load. I can still hear Calôs voice, like an echo now, calling my name in the dark; 
those rare nights he could slip away and spend the night with me. Echoes spook and 
grenadiers arenôt supposed to be spooked as my dad always told me. Despite the 
seriousness of the situation, I laugh out loud. Iôm not grenadier; just an American girl 
with a broken heart and one hell of an arm, taking revenge for all those half baked 
dreams about Barbie with her pink convertible and true love. I light another cigarette. 
Letôs face it, I was never Barbie, I was Teresa and she never got Ken, just the skimpiest 
outfit and a bad haircut from some nine year old.  Thinking back, I shouldôve been a 
normal little girl with pink dresses and tea parties. Had mom stayed, I wouldnôt have sat 
on the couch watching dad load and unload his handgun. Had I been taught about men, 
I wouldnôt have fell for Calôs false prophecies of white picket fences and brown eyed 
babies Had I never left that party at three in the morning, Iôd never have met Cal, with 
his dark honey skin, and Iôd never spent the next couple months sharing my bed with 
him, and I sure as hell wouldnôt be sitting here waiting for fragments of my grenade to 
find its way through him. Another cigarette butt on the  street, and another echo: what 
you going to do after you throw it? Run for cover, of course. But dad always asked me 
that; said he needed to drill it in my head; I couldnôt, not for a second, hesitate. Hesitate 
and? Youôre joining your enemies for dinner at the Lordôs table. Again I laugh wondering 
if, after all commandments  Iôve broken,  Iôll even go as near the pearly gates. Not the 
time to be thinking about that little girl. Cause Iôm still dadôs little girl. I was Calôs good 
girl. Maybe after this Iôll become a woman. About time, no? Cal doesnôt notice me; heôs 
too drunk to look around. Pretty lousy soldier, if you ask me. No one did dad. It takes 
Cal about seven minutes to find his keys and stumble through the front door. Yeah, and 
Iôm still a sucker for him. No matter. Kicking off the hood, I walk across the street. Dadôs 
echo: Cooking off? Nah, no need. He wonôt have time to run for cover. I take a deep 
breath; let it out; observe and grow calm. Bay window, one lamp on, drapes still open, a 
snoring Cal on the couch, aim. Hands steady. Cock my arm and throw. 
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The Pond 
Kim King  
 
She stirred the gravy, shiny and unctuous, 
slick ribbons of drippings scraped 
from the pan, deglazed with wine 
and thickened with flour.  
 
The spoon swirled figure eights 
on a distant frozen pond 
where wobbly ankles in borrowed 
skates rocked on rickety edges. 
 
Her daddyôs leather-gloved-hands 
pulled her around the rink  
across snow-covered ruts.   
He skated backward, gently tugging 
her mittened fingers. Eyes closed, 
head back, she smiled toward the lights, 
silver cones jutting from the black.  
 
Stumbling on numb toes, she lurched 
into his itchy Woolrich plaid jacket.  
He hugged her through three layers. 
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In Taormina  
Michelle Reale 

 
He said that in this town mini errands were run by the undesirables.   We held our 
gloved hands to our gaping mouths. Everyone became suspect to us.  Fear became our 
new friend.  The small bus careened, like a tin sardine can on two wheels around the 
rising whorls of the mountain.    
 
We clutched at one another.  I let him be brave as he held me tight.  The tour guide was 
an amateur volcanologist, a poet.  He had ways of describing Mt. Etna.  One was like a 
lover; that made us sweat under our damp wool coats.   
 
Imagine bodies locked in embrace, he said.  We did , but we summoned none of the 
horror, instead only the thrill of animal closeness under threat, breath coming in short , 
fast breaths, hot and urgent. 
 
 Molten ash, he said, looked down for effect, then up again.  An example of the 
generations, but what good could it possibly be?  Mother nature obeys only herself.  
There is a price to pay for obsession. 
 
He urged us to look into the crater, see with the eyes in our head.  He cooed to the deep 
cavern, whispered an incantation, while we shifted and stamped our feet to keep warm. 
There was so much we wanted to know, but there were limitations here that a blind man 
could see.   
 
A spark or two flew, this way and that, but there was no reason to hold one another 
anymore.  
 
Back on the bus, we sat in different seats.  I saw his eyes focused on the craggy rocks.  
Mine were on the steep incline going down.  The tour guide wiped the corner of his eyes, 
blew his nose.  Said goodbye so low and tender it sounded like a love song. 
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Remains 
Peter Schireson 
 
The light is waiting  
outside your window,  
and your tabby is on the piano  
purring in the tiny language of cats. 
All your pictures are taken down, 
leaving your walls as defenseless  
as an old manôs bare legs. 
Even though you have died, 
Iôm standing in your apartment 
waiting for you.  
The air in your living room  
is still full  
of your perfume and your vocabulary 
and the light and the cat 
and the walls 
and the fragrance 
and the words 
are points along  
the long line we bent  
into a circle 
to stand in  
together. 
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Wild Horses 
Ariana D. Den Bleyker  
 
We sit in a café. 
 
It's eleven o'clock and there is no sign of breakfast. 
 
The waiter walks slowly toward us like a wave but passes. 
 
I'm wearing turquoise and diamonds  
and a straw hat that doesn't suit me. 
 
You sit like a giant panda on ice. 
 
I stretch myself around the Sunday paper 
looking for myself in the classifieds-- 
my fingernails biting me because I have no teeth. 
 
I feel the sounds in my head, a chatter-like litany  
of attic treasures sitting face-up like an open book-- 
its sentences scattered like toys, words shouting 
obscenities across my frontal lobe--a hot, purple flaring  
execution gone bad because it's warm in here. 
 
The man across the room with the burning mustache 
reminds me of you and me on the front steps, 
hand in hand, summer crashing through the screen door 
behind us, dressing us sticky with its paralyzing 
absurdity, forcing us to jump into a glacier bathtub  
lined with marshmallows where we bathed 
in the dirty water, waded through fiction,  
the faux pas secrets, splashed through our failures. 
 
Only a washcloth can wipe away that kind of filth.  
 
You look at me and our silence drowns 
out the sound of flatware clinki ng against plates, 
of dry lips sipping mimosas.  
 
No one mentions the word  'divorce' or how our love 
has become as messy as the smudged painting 
on the wall, its thick brush strokes whispering the elegance 
of wild horses racing across the plain, straight up 
the mountain and into the sun.  
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We're running out of ways to carry 
the weight of the runaway horses. 
 
Chase them across the plain, dear, chase them all. 
 
Burn the hat.  
Break the ice. 
Swallow the light.  
 
Eat first and give me the leftovers.  
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The First Painting  
Tom Holmes 
 
I had no urge except to sleep 
with her in the cave, but I felt  
sympathy. I cared. I sensed 
intelligence in a crevice. I saw 
 
life. I saw a bisonôs back 
in a crack. I saw 
the whole world, the whole sky, 
all of night. The night 
 
was alive, here, underground 
with the bisons, the horses, and rhinos 
before me, before my eyes ï I saw 
a backdrop with all the beasts. 
 
I saw blood on my finger. 
The arc of a bisonôs back 
appeared with one stroke. 
The second urge arrived. 
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The Tall Brown-Haired Lady 
Ruth Holzer  
  
How we loved you, even when 
you sang your last hard songs, 
your voice broken by the weight 
of rain and cemetery roses. 
 
You knew the childôs enduring wound 
and our grand mistaken passions, those  
dawn departures that donôt quite kill. 
Your black piano notes and smoke-hoarse 
 
words, enough to give us Paris back, 
return the Venice of our vanished friends. 
Insomnia and solitude our familiars,  
and you still, the voyager who was Barbara. 
 
 
      (1930-1997) 
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Strangers 
Len Kuntz 
 
 A stranger is kissing me.   

His lips are warm and pasty, but itôs a nice pasty, like lilac-scented lotion thatôs 
seen just a tad of sunshine.  And the stranger wants things from me, yes, he does, thatôs 
what his urgent maneuvers are suggesting, yet heôs not rough or demanding, itôs just 
yearning and urges.  He says, ñI know youôve had other lovers, but none have been as 
good as I will be.ò  He tells me his is the panacea. 
 I have never kissed a stranger before.  His lips now feel like gummy worms.  I am 
sucking the green-lime flavor from them and he goes, ñHmmm.  Hmmm.ò 
 If Iôd known strangers could be so sweet I would have tried this sooner. I might 
have made a cardboard sign to hang off my neck with invitations for strangers to come 
up and lay some sugar on me. 
 This man tells me I taste of chlorine.  He claims I am a clean girl.  She says all my 
sins have been ransomed, donôt I already know that? 
 We are kissing on a commuter train and Iôve just realized people surround us and 
there are gawkers in the crowd.  That one by the holding pole is sort of biting her lip.  
Sheôs a jealous calico and that makes me kiss the stranger deeper until Iôm rooting 
around inside the well of his throat and then I must bite him because his mouth is 
slurpy and iron -tasting.  When he says, ñWhoa!ò it echoes. 
 I come up for air.  The Asian man in charcoal pinstripes wants a piece of this 
action but itôs too late for him.  I am in love with a stranger, this one, and I blurt it out.  
ñIf you leave me now, I will throw myself under these train tracks.ò 
 He laughs.  My father had laughter, too.  He laughed at strange things, horrible 
incidents and mistakes he should never have made. 
 ñWho are you anyway?ò I ask. 
 ñIôm just a stranger on a train.ò 
 ñThatôs so unfair.ò 
 ñWell, you would hate me if you knew the truth.ò 
 We kiss some more, our tongues blue boats and flexible acrobats.  I know I 
shouldnôt sell myself short like this, but Iôm a believer in love songs.  Yes, yes, thatôs it: I 
am not myself and I am not that damaged little girl any longer.  I am beautiful because 
the stranger tells me so. 
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The Electrician 
Alex Yuschik 

You shake the bulb like a dead bird, listening for bones 

and hearing them. Your wife wants light for reading  

you, wary of this frightening disconnect, rattle the burnt -out 

light bulb, demand it tell you what you missed.  

Once you plotted out her nerves on hot copper wire,  

the path from spark to photon a curving, bright arch  

you traced along the incandescent whiteness of her thigh. 

It must have been a slow flickering, one you never noticed ótil 

the spring fell out, the light got lost in the black and white  

bathroom floor. You never wanted this, sterility, but resistance  

will do anything in and to that shaker of fresh bulbs,  

Entropy, you are just one more network of tightropes   

wearing out, wire-thin capillaries threatening to come loose 

burst at the slimmest upset into burnt glass and dark filament.  

The wattage is all wrong, the light will have to be dimmer  

but you canôt tell her, not after years of turning off her bedside  

light when she forgets. You walk a balancing act back to her, 

electrical, letting the dead bulb chase the counterôs edge 

as you crawl into her cold embrace and, knowing it, shatter.  
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Cowboys of the Apocalypse 

Caitlin Thomson  
 

The whole earth is yellowed, 

pages flipping comic book style to progress.  

 

The cloud of gas growing, 

seeping in through nose holes and paper cuts. 

 

Bodies breached and turned to bone.  

The narrator miles away, 

 

in a bird sized body watching.  

Around him there are a hundred cowboys, 

 

calmed by their guns. Waiting for the horizon  

to catch up with them.  
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