er 2010
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Waiting

by Hall Jameson

Editorial Note

Our spring months were spent reading viewing, and collecting an incredible
batch of poetry, fiction, and photography. We would like to thank all of our

wonderful contributors for their stunning work and their patience and
understanding as we carefully produced this issue.We would also like to
thank you, our readers, for your continued support. We hope you will spend a
breezy summer day reading these pages.
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Paula Brancato
The Shortest Night of the Year

| left the summersolstice party early.
You were born in Prague. You

play the piano. You like
to run your fingers over the keys.

| ran a red light and a stop sign because
| was still making love to you. Maybe

now | am in danger.
As light dies,
your fingers move ovethe keyboard.
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Steven Wingate
QUESTIONS ABOUT BURIED CITIES

Where does all this soil come from
that covers up our cities
one layer after the next
one age after the next?

Point to a field.

Beneath that soil may be

a buried city, now or tomorrow. Whyloes time
bury cities and not burn them? Where

will the dust come from

that covers our own cities in their deaths?

The moment a city begins to die

the dirt descends

a cloudvulture

inviting other bits of stranded earth

to converge on what once bustled
what once fueled human dreams

what once constrained human dreams.

It gathers with full selfknowledge

taking bets with itself

over which monolith it can blanket fastest.
It hovers in wait for the final death
spreading fine dust for us to sweep away
evely morning, like the oletimers do

from the front of their shops

the front of their houses.

You thought they swept

to keep appearances, to impress customers. But now
having read this poem

you know the truth

and | must run

before the wind punishes me

for attempting to betray its secret

and for failing.
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Margaret Walther

Trails/ Flails

Candt believe 1it. Nearly midnight, I 6m stumbl

in a cow pasture. My son tells meop get good star pictures
there must be no lightell him, Ifabulls hows up, youdd better

be ready to grab that cam&hee next day he develops
the pictures | help mount on poster board. How graceful theyiare

the geometry of the sky, Bach on paper. White lines
scrape across black, delicate as damselfligght spills from

our bodi es, t oo. Wh at kind of trail woul d a b

Part of the etching, from stars now dead. Comforting, such

tenacity. Wedre alll i n these |l ines somewhere.

more patient.Damn ifi howma ny ftubes dogoup i ¢

have to take? | have to go to work tomdérrovc. oul dndét er ase
the words. Must have looked chagrined. My son just turned to me

and laughed We humans, like cows, piss in our trails.
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Margaret Walther
The Leaving

| n t h ebed, the refiigérator looms above the rest, a pinioned
owl. Chairs huddle like sheep. Table, turned sideways, legs

useless in the air. Stiff as the man who owns these items, farmer

who lifted his tractor front a year ago, contorted, crumpled

to the ground. In the cracks of the house, relinquished memories wait

for the wind to blow them out. The marriage bed has been yanked up

by its roots. Iron stove needs no wood. Pump handle will learn
hibernation. Windows whisper to each other. Of thermndrunk on

painkillers, screaming at his reflections in the night. Walls recall
a back, a thigh encased in plaster. Pounding fists. The sheep dog circles

and barks. Twin sisters watch, too young to help. Tar paper roof mirrors
the indifferent sun.Screen door has been shut. From the south

the creek sings, its notes no longer benedictions. Blue spills
everywher e. A womands hand touches pansies.

attached to a cottonwood is silent. A hoe in the truck bed dreams
of roots andasseled silk. The brother and father enter the front

of the pickup. Their lips, furrowed by restraint. Key turmsngine

spits. When the truck clambers through ruts in the dirt driveway

the hoe leaps up toward sky; its blade juts over the tailgas if it
wants to fall out, to delve once more into the sweet dark earth.
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Wendilea
Life is an Onion

An orb of thin skinned parchment,
a velum of belief
which coats our past.

Peeling the first layer exposes
the white lined flesh,

layers of thicknes

like the dendrochronology

of trees...

somewhere in the undoing
of rings is a core,

where tears were never
meant to be shed.
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Austin Stream
by Anthony Nicaj
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