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Miranda Barnes 
 

WRUNG HANDS  
 

 
It sounds like the words are underwater: 
a conversation between two girls behind 

about the passing of an uncle, a flight 
to Detroit, announcements of place— 
its not my stop for ten more stops, and the wind  

doesn't carry the same rain as this morning,  
in fact it doesn't carry rain at all. 

 
What kind of travel will my feet make? 
Away from last week's shattered car window, 

toward a newer song (the chimes of doors closing 
sound in time with music under headphones), 

there may be no chorus, but this  
refrain — let's not carry rain at all, 
let's not carry rain, just let it fall. 
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Dan Nowak 
 
BACKSEAT DELIRIUM 
 

 
I am your dead lover 
tonight, lit candles burning 

in your old Cadillac. Saturdays 
were never this much fun. 
 

Remember my body, my skin – 
it hasn’t missed you. It’s missed 

us, our leather and our need 
to burn ourselves at the feathers. 
 

We aren’t blue jays, just flightless 
angels stuck. I’m on my knees behind 

the driver’s seat and your love. 
Please make me work for it – 
 

my wings still need a down payment. 
Tonight we are more than ourselves,  
than our pasts. We are satellites 

carrying our galaxies in our mouths. 
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Dan Nowak 
 
CONFESSIONS OF A FORMER METALHEAD 
 

I gave up on listening to people 
scream because they hate their parents 
and think filtering every emotion 

through black is sympathy. 
I never wore white or blue or orange 
until college; colors couldn’t understand 

my angst. Why? I forget. 
Old trench coats and big baggy pants – 

clothes were exterior emotions. 
I smiled too much. I was disbarred 
from my friends, ostracized from the religion 

of Iron Maiden – I refused to own an album. 
I shaved this black hair into a Mohawk 

and crashed the Clash. I forgot my friends 
and their dyed black devil-locks, I am 
a traitor to my past. Sometimes I put 

my old Deftones records on and scream 
the seven words I remember. 
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Lisa Izzi 
 
LET'S BE HONEST 
 

 
When a gymnast says, I dance 
in my bra and panties, 

let's be honest, be real 
the bra's not necessary  

which is scary. 
 I'll give you an idea. 
 Imagine two 

small flour tortillas  
on a wood cutting board 
with half olives 

in the center. 
  

See what I mean? 
  
I'm not the norm. 

Because in high school  
full breasts 

abound in numbers.  
But at the gym I fit in— 
we're all flat. 

  
 Well, mostly. 
 

You've heard I'm sure 
of the Itty-Bitty-Titty Committee? 

Guess what. 
I'm CEO. 
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John Dorsey 
 
O HARLEM REVISITED 
 

 
o harlem  why do 
confederate sons  carry gangster 

guns into  the french 
quarter?  the dreams 
of ignatius j.  reilly are 

referred to  as ghost 
stories o  harlem jack 

micheline was  the jewish 
prizefighter that  prayed for 
this hurricane  to be 

strong like  ahab's resolve 
cuz america  needs a 

white whale  was he 
right to  believe in 
spirits? are we all 

just dead  indians like 
ghandi and  charles olson? 
o harlem  dorothy left 

her dancing  shoes in 
kansas cuz   the wiz 

said she   was beat 
praying to   spirts wrapped 
up in   the heart 

of the   wichita vortex 
charlie plymell  what did 
you see?  a reason 

to start  fresh o 
harlem america  stole our 

language and  called her 
wisdom voodoo  when is 
a blessing  a blessing? 

when is  a curse 
a curse?  o harlem 

if you  have to ask 
why bob   kaufman was 
sad  you just 

don't get  it if 
you have   to ask 
why claude  mckay was 
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John Dorsey 
 

angry your  revolution was 
just dumb  luck o 

harlem haven't  we paid 
enough for  our name 
brand revolution?  o harlem 

can you  hear us? 
seagulls weeping  on the 
sands of  the modern 

age the  ghost of 
roy orbison   is crying 

sou lfully crying  o harlem 
the birth  of a 
nation has  murdered our 

renaissance portrait   of sunlight 
o harlem   your blues 

have simply  become bad 
juju  souring   the vine 
with your  strange fruit 

cut that   soulful shit 
out o  harlem sweet 
innocent child  like 

harlem didn't  anyone tell 
you there's  just  no room 

for your  naive brand 
of experience?  o harlem 
do you  know any 

good war  stories that 
would fit   into a 
ninety second   sound bite? 

cuz i'm   getting bored 
with your  american dreams 
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Jae Newman 
 
TWO THOUSAND LILACS 
 

1. 
Spiraling toward the sound of water, I could not lead 
or understand the park map.  Among the budding lilacs, 

I found myself climbing gentle slopes, 
                                       trying to understand 
what is common to us, what brought thousands 

to walk these paved paths immersed in lilac.  Moving 
                                               in rhythm 

with your hand enclosed in mine, you told me 
there was a top to this hill, a place to look and see 
the city 

                                       in which we live. 
I could not lead, and you had no idea 

where we were at least once or twice that afternoon. 
Lost 
among pine trees, you unbuttoned your denim shirt 

then removed it 
               revealing your shoulders 
against the sun for the first time all summer.  Lilac 

salts 
clung to your collarbone.  I collected them later 

                                               that evening 
as thirst idled, as we whispered old songs, 
our shadows taut in aching prayer. 

 
 
2. 

Kissing in the shadow of your spine, I trail a few 
steps behind, 

admiring you, 
a flower, the only one I touch. 
Kissing in the shadow of your spine, I was conscious 

of my mind absorbed in scenery— 
heaven, anonymity, 

a comfort for lovers like us.  I don’t know how this 
happened, or 
why I envisioned entering heaven as something like 

spiraling that hill, 
but I found myself memorizing everything— 
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Jae Newman  
 

a bird’s song, tiny birthmarks, 
constellations on your shoulders, 

the sound of water. 
Later, as my lips traveled up vertebrae, 
I pictured you walking ahead 

reaching your hand back to me as we ascended the final 
set of stairs. 
Later, my lips worked up your back, 

                       beneath your clothes, beneath your name. 
 

 
3. 
Holding you as we lay to sleep, purple and pink petals 

 
                                               remain in my nose and mind.  It is dark 

and I can’t see anything but the shadow 
of your body.  I inch there, pinching petals with open 
palms, 

refusing to end the day. 
Drifting back a week, I think of your mother’s mother 
                                                       walking 

the paths we did, her steps recorded on eight mm film. 
 Silent, black and white, 

the images unfold: her smile breaking through bushes 
and trees, the way 
your grandfather loved 

                       to be in the way of the camera. 
Wandering back to Highland Park, my mind 
                       thinks its found a way to preserve this day: 

delay night. 
 

 
4. 
How many times did we see that little barefoot boy? 

His dark skin, a fire, 
       a voice, an angel?  Running through the paths, I 

thought 
he was an orphan 
               without knowledge of his mother.  We know 

each other, we who were never breastfed. 
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Jae Newman  
 

5. 
Returning to the darkness of our bedroom, I turn away 

from you 
so I can sleep.  I can’t face you and forgive myself 
for ending a day 

so sweet as today.  Not touching you, I wander past a 
pantheon of faces 
                                                       only to break their hearts. 

I break their hearts 
               only to show you 

                               that you are my country, my Seoul, 
                       my wreckage. 
  I remember the way I felt when your shoulders crushed 

the sun— 
how your lemonade was sour for lacking water, 

how that little barefoot boy looked at us, 
how wonderful it felt to be lost 
in this city, its tiny buildings rumbling in the 

distance. 
 
 

6. 
In this darkroom, I hang pictures for you. 

  I am sorry 
       that I cannot lead us to heaven—you will have to do 
that, but 

                               I will remember 
napping under trees, 
                       walking through a park holding hands, 

holding centuries of pain 
between palms 

                       as we kissed on bridges whose structures could 
never hold 
                                       the wildness of our love. 

  I don’t know why 
               this lifetime 

is made of molecules of suffering. 
I don’t know why I handed you the lyre, and 
can’t say why I ask you to put bandages over all my 

cuts, those snakebites. 
A snake-bitten bride, I carried you 
                               and your song 
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Jae Newman  
 

                                             over the gaze of disbelievers 
  who could not understand how we were tapped by clouds, 

                                               draped with affections we neither knew of 
                               or could deal without, 
                       with affections so deep 

that I am sure enough I am a man alive 
                               2000 years after The Way was made, 2000 lilacs 

enough 
to need nothing 
but your body over mine. 
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Marcus Jackson 
 
VISITING MY GREAT AUNTIE; CHESTER, GA 
 

 
In a car for fifteen hours from Ohio,  
I forget my stiffening knees  

when the ground begins  
spilling red at the road edges.  
First time more south than Tennessee  

as I pull up to her low roofed house,  
set in front of woods whose denseness 

is increased by a slight mist. 
Our stolen elders died here,  
their stomachs ashen fists;  

our meal today is grilled pig ribs,  
biscuits, baked squash  

and peaches soft-edged as dusk sun. 
Sitting with Auntie on wooden 
porch chairs, I stare at her arm, 

brown skin so many summers thicker 
than the shallow yellow of mine.  
High grass in the distance 

jostles with a breeze  
and the day creeps away  

as crickets, the black shine  
of their song, call close 
a cobalt-faced night.  

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 



12 

 

Sherris Schwind 
 
FUR SEASON 
 

 
In the short days of winter 
I watched from outside the shed window 

shadowed and careful to be quiet on cracking ice 
as you flayed fur from foxes 
or muskrat, drank beer, and 

sang along with the tinny AM transistor 
for hours and days and years. 

Blood and guts glued your thick fingers 
in a sweet sticky steam 
that stuck in the back of my throat. 

Animal insides warmly wrapped 
your hands like my wishes never would 

all the times you raised them 
like spooked snakes 
to strike one of us— 

swinging bodies respond to 
your expert slices. 
Small mammals so much more mute, 

yielding and forgiving 
than a wife and kids. 
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Aimee Mackovic 
 
ENCOUNTER WITH PRISCILLA 
—Priscilla Johnson, a painting by Alice Neel 

 

 

She asked to bum a cigarette. 
For the nerves, she said, 
smooth as a sheet of sandpaper. 

 
I had no cigarettes (I don't smoke),  

But offered her in return  
the waiting room copy of Popular Science. 
 

Petty consolation. Her stringy, emaciated 
fingers paused in the air, pondering, then 
returned to attending her yellow teeth.  

 
Been here before? she asked, eyes 

playing with the second hand  of the clock. 
No, I said, I'm with a friend. 
 

She gave a nod which seemed to say 
You're lucky. She smoothed an imaginary  
wrinkle out of her short, emerald dress. 

 
I've been here once before, she said. 

It wasn't so bad. I was only seventeen 
and it seemed the easy way out. 
 

Was my ear was intruding or not?  
My lips teetered on the edge of response 

when a woman, crisp and scrubbed, 
  
interrupted. Priscilla, she said, we're ready. 

The ground gave her a gentle shove upwards, 
her feet started a slow march for  her.  
 

Whatever you do, Priscilla said as she 
glided by in profile, don't let her name it, 

and slipped forever 
through the swinging double doors. 

 



14 

 

Brien James Dawson 
 
THESE SMALL TRAGEDIES 
 

 
1. 
 

I want to challenge 
the cost of carelessness, 
 

send away sordid sentiment 
of anniversaries, and 

 
calculate the space between sorrow and regret. 
 

I close my eyes 
and attempt to eat fire. 

 
This is how you must have been, 
eyes closed, legs slowly spreading, 

smell of sterilized instruments and cotton. 
 
How could you lay so still? 

 
2. 

 
My thoughts are maps now 
I scan each continent, 

looking for forgiveness; 
I am absent minded, 
I get side tracked somewhere 

around Antarctica, I slip 
into the mathematics of memories, 

the geometry of bodies, 
the algebra of longing, 
 

All subjects I failed in school. 
 

3. 
 
I have a mission to trade shoes with you. 

I envision the doctor, her warm latex hands 
and her exactness, her soporific voice. 
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Brien James Dawson  
 
She is telling me to relax. 
She is telling me to relax. 
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