Madeline Artenberg: One Poem

Hitching to an Interview, Dallas, 1974

The female half of a bouffant and crew cut,

country-club-couple

rolls down the flag-decaled, passenger window.

Five minutes past her “Get in,”

she moves to the driver’s seat,

he hops in the back, next to me,

covers my mouth,

thumbs a ride

up my mini-skirt.

He does not hear me say,

“I’m your roadside Jew-girl, fresh

from Coney Island’s fun house.

Marvel at my horns, if you dare,

but when you come up behind me,

watch out, I’ll swat

your beastly face

with my tail.”

Melissa Smock:  One Poem

Hook, Line, and Sink Her 

 

I’ll treat you like shit

And you’ll love me.

I’ll love you so much—

That I’ll treat you like shit.

I’ll close doors in your face.

Pull your seat back too far.

Watch you fall deeper and deeper—

In love with me.

I’ll slam the car door and

Catch your fingers in between

Hear you scream and confess

Your undying love for me.

I won’t send you flowers.

I’ll make you road kill stew

And you’ll ask me where I went to cooking school

While checking the pot for seconds.

After dinner, I’ll fall asleep between your legs

And you’ll say I’m your best fuck yet,

Pressing your lips around a glass of wine,

Bragging to your friends how you’ve found the one.

When I take you out,

I’ll make sure never to tell you—

How pretty you are.

Instead, I’ll tell you how fat that dress makes you look.

I won’t change for you—

You’ll change for me,

And tell me how you’d die without me,

And I’ll let you.

L. Ward Abel: 2 poems

Chaco Canyon

 

She built rooms

hundreds of rooms

without windows

or wind.  dark.

but she traced the sun

with exquisite lines.

 

lines of revelation

on the shortest day

in december.  and

since lines always

point to something

 

morning comes.

 

I found myself

beaten down from years

of erosion.  no longer

concerned with 

presentation.  bare

white skin is  

solitary shelter.

 

what use is armor?

why the bluster?

because

bones are all

we leave.

 

Harbor, Shoreless

 

He is quiet, his way

barely exceeds sustenance.  The chapel

on Tuesday morning where no one prays

receives his mind from across town,

sunlight streams in through depictions,

coloring the room.  Empty.  Walled-off

from several billion voices, a small

compartment.

The reach of thought is limitless,

instantaneous.  He thinks about this place.

He is there.

 

Ed Higgins: 2 poems

sifted particles

 

when I take the time

now to remember

 

you have become

a thousand page

 

memory book

sifted into particles

 

that tie & untie

cords of absence

 

tighter than old lusts

or other familiar delights

 

only hinted at

in these photographs

 

of the sea’s peculiarity

on a grey clouded day

 

with an immense sun

opening heavily upon you

 

a white O’Keeffe rose

sensuous and blooming

 

as perishable as skin itself

or undoubted truth

 

disposable as loneliness

and all such light pleasures.

so

 

he grumps

she’s uppity

both barbed as the sharp wire

but after lunch

and the smell of one another

for several tense hours

they think

whattahell, we love

each other don’t we?

so they playfully goose

one another

fooling around

on the posturepedic,

knowing how and when

to reconcile.

