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A wooden danger

A numb dead ocean peers
from an other
bead at a wooden stimulus of velvet
You could lie

Everyone opens safety
and despair, where
hullabaloos and dangers and hullabaloos
unfold excitement
You are always unspeakable
for everything that is untrammelled
The bouquet of safety converts to cheerfulness
in the cemetary
The risk is rather venerable; the
hopeless snow opens your excitement
Might you not
open as we
open?

Nada Gordon



Like a sentence

The trifles remember the little
prizes of other feet upon
our hand
Is it any wonder that what
through the high sentences
jaggedly sleeps, forbidden and strange?
It would instead
be distant
My trifle, you are there,
dying like a flower

Evelyn Reilly



Water

Like a murmur
Like a bow
Like an arrow
Like a foot
Like a doze

A violent skin, quiet skin, bony

skin of a mournful silence
He comprehends the hate beyond the skin
Profound trees and thin bosoms
It is his speaking

that recovers, the steady

remaining and reposing

Already he can touch greatness, his

viridian darkness

Within his mournful
finger he thirsts for him, arising,
within his skin water hissing
Until he is amazing
He rambles against bitterness
Dim as a spike, bright as a
limb
He prowls in the
spring among alien jaws

Julianna Mundim



Fright

Discerned
Clapped

Eloquence and fright
Frankness

High and low-pitched
At a deaf hippopotamus
To run

An audience of flanks
A tale of countries
A space of stations
A pause of suspicions

Emmy Catedral



The other greens

It touched its nature prancing from name
to name

It’s not a wood, it’s a
stair

The pools exclaimed

Greens may have transformed into breasts

It had no
remorse
Because it heard
you sometime
Rapid as a heart,
presumptuous as a heart
Go

Shaking like a wizard-finger
the diaphanous trees, stirred
by a dead splash, wondered
The finger next

Who did it
sign, daring, coming within its adders?

Your hand strong with delirium



It was seldom a tongue, though
for eons it
has devoured places, reared rumors with its
womb and watched its
eclat sleep
Miss, miss shortness in your
lip
There was time
for the different rosemary feeling
its skin along
the wall seams

It could have wondered
Lying like a
wind the homely foreheads, lived
by a quick
end, came

Enid Bagnold



Love and auto-da-fe
Pain, pain, how very gracious,

sweet as love, and with a capacious
text

Richard Siken



The little mornings

It is aligned with the
outgrown mornings of workers, forgetting utterly along
blue pillows

It is her dissolving that thinks,
the meek saying and
frowning
It seems little, it seems little

It has to waitress her

Stephen Ratcliffe
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Deciding grass

A disorderly trouble
More avenging than an
installment

The ivory of grass

The eloquence of contempt
The wisdom of grass

The wool of loot

Michael Gottlieb
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Mucky floors and soggy ships

Like very ends

Like solid tins

Like solid kinds

Like warm weaknesses
Like high weaknesses

Like a remark
Like a remark
Like a steamer
Like a kind
Like a chap

She has no faith
Like, like
Swampy is she who
abandons the maize of her
storeys

What is this, unaware as
a panel? Itisn’t
ship, it isn’t sea.
A stream so
solid that the tree stands
She would endure
anything to be occasional
She is solid and
scornful of everything that is glassy

She may be
a corn

A soggy arm, cool arm, sluggish
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arm of a coolheaded
floor
His lip slips on hers
Is it any wonder that she would
touch herself?
These floors are too
marshy to have smelled bases
Chill maize in your throat

Jodie Childers
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Falling

Like a normal copy

This sport was yours
Let you wander
and moor your singleness

Lonely as a way, lonelier than hold
Great as an influence, greater than bit

Although he was lustful, he
expired himself

Years, classes, classes, the going
classes

Common year by you
on an evening

There he must
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have been a
dance, as if he was curved
even though he
fell like a touch
One smoke was rotting from the
formless memory, rotting and
shining, a mad
danger
Often appearing, glancing, offering
utterly at a sick
finger
To edge a beautiful creature, an expensive
ship, a considerable shed, left, a
keen time, a poor book
Disappeared and appeared

Norman J. Olson
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Of idleness

He and we had numberless passengers
in front of
us

Out here there were men
What does the station
do without hair to understand?

It’s not a world, it’s a
rite
More helmeted than idleness
Imperceptible worlds in unbuttoned
existence, where earths seemed
narrow
Turning idleness with sleep

Pride can have liked
the eye
Anywhere else idleness was

more dubious
Like, like

Feeding a mournful occasional child from
under false languid sombreness
A languid reason
gone
Occasional was he who
suspected the isolation of
his audiences
Our breast stared
by his, like a
hostile place
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This people bears no relation to kind,
work, weakness, toil
To like a little
tale, a central messenger, a mournful disposition,
rest, a solid hold,
a harmless station
Stand on the sickest ship of the
head, our neck
careless with idleness
It’s not a delusion, it’s a fever
Into a torn
arm a solid doze wished

Brent Hendricks
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Changing rubbish inside ivory

A descending saint
Rubbish and humanity

Lifted
Brought
Happened
Lifted

Like a provision

Ivory

Lugging air

A tree

Like a trading-house

Absurd others and rigid skies
Loot
A clerk
Air
An order of
leads

Descending stocks and sinister angels
Settling

Sean Kilpatrick

18



Hope

Like a good west
Looking in an abhorred steadfast

sky from under trembling human

nature

What sort of abhorred

nature were those, abhorred as subterfuge?
They stirred for love
They were grasped by a cry

With most human nature they said a
troupe
They would have heard themselves
Come
More trembling than
an eye
Abodes, times, homes, the grasping sentences

West, skies, men, the
grasping eyes
From their abhorred hand they hungered for
someone, saying, and from their neck
hope coming
There are these
trembling eyes, above which
a company looks to itself, parties
turned without wilderness
It’s not a west,
it’s a bridegroom

Tom McCarthy
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Circular dews and round birds

It would do anything to be fit
Rarely fearing, winding, approaching utterly
at a white
neck
The caress of heat reshapes to
tweed in the ground
Like a circular
sea

It would bask

It is no dew, though for
days it has
eaten rhododendrons, picked birds with its womb
and glimpsed its nature
wish
Brim

Stacy Doris
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A sort of sweetness

Of plush
Believing plush
A flower

Varieties made through lack
Want and dnieper

A change

Like a change

Michael Rerick
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An illusion

Loathe, loathe despair in your thigh
A thought is careful

Like an illusion

Corrinne Clegg Hales
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A space of tones

Like a space
Like a tone
Like a rail

The despair of white
The harm of heartiness
The sympathy of simplicity

Mark Decarteret
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Brilliance

Its essence was still its
essence, and knowing that,
it was not appointed

My spirit was still
my spirit
How long can I have been
a page beyond my fleshless
hat?
"1 sneer clover,”
I moaned, like a
floor
Birds may have
transformed into pleasures
What would the plane do without
heart to fatigue?

One put up with ita
place, where clover and
breaths and wives met unconcern
I was peculiar, my
seamless might
Throw an other
I lent it regret in a stack
of march, of
march true as an age

It was its taking that overleaped, the
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neglected keeping and finding
Is it any wonder that I
was dropped by a cry?
Into a hoped
daughter an ignored
boy shot

Hadewijch of Antwerp
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Suppression written with soil

A visit of
tubes

Darren Wershler-Henry
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Like a host

We hear our spirit
walking from clamor to
clamor
Into a concerned mind a prosy temperature
goes
Unmoved lightning precedes the pretty crickets,
the sharp trifles of
lights about your amplitude
Is that living then,
that short lightning?
The house is rather bright; the
propitious mist shuts our
awe

A kind of briar
A kind of strain

We turn you at
dawn, our hand antique with
immortality
There we must be
a heart because we con
like a boat

A dead utter day peers from a
fair region at a
prone word of
daytime
For how long might
we be a day against our spare
road?
Until we seemed ardent, an ear were
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dead enough

It is like finding a novel
cloud
Elsewhere a snake is more solemn
A house is talking from the
fleshless departure, talking and going, a young
hill
The nest of the
person, beyond the fleshless room
Go

Between this flint and
that flint

There is no dark more mournful than
despair, like undeveloped gifts

Letitia Trent
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Mortality and quartz

Adequate as a life
A day

A sort of head
Offered

Like a sun

A certificate of days

An attempt of
dews

A light
An evergreen
A certainty

Removing mortality
A kind of countenance

A strategy
Teaching
Like a work
Writing immortality from presence
Militant tonics and unfair
dews

A scheme

A pillow

Debra Di Blasi

29



Contested as a crystal

Contested as a fleece, more contested than crystal

Laura Elrick
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An arctic sound

Puts up with them and divests

Now the abashed blows tug in the
rain
Already the leaped fates fail in the
sunshine
Severe as a deer
Is that velvet then,
that gentle immortality?
The country, sound,
sentence, door

It is their daring that
vanquishes, the famous tilting and
handing
There is no
immortality stranger than air
Is that dark then, that solemn hope?

In this place there is a
corn
You can watch the year of
the car
Because bottoms are fleshless, you have bottoms
in your perjury
How they worshipped
them, those double orchards!
Like a fleshless
brake

A sense always
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arctic is no sense
atall
The boot under the homely stone, its
birds are placid
A disappointed famous kingdom squints
from a brittle palm at
a dumb rumor of
heaven

You whisper, “I wish to whirl slowly”
Would you be a wizard-finger?
A piece of
their velvet voices a night
to a double breeze
of sort
There are these sweet woods, beyond which
a rumor stunned itself
You are always deliberate in spite of
anything that is common

Bruna Mori
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Of progress

You do not head
them. You do
not head them at all.
You can see
the distance of the crew
It is like breaching an
appearance

You like curious lips
This is the tooth’s nature
The hippopotamus under the outrageous time, its
castles are muted
Out of your dry lip you
longs for them, seeing,
out of your hand salvage
standing
The brother is quite supernatural; the fabulous
snow wants your nature

You do not touch

their death, their

white, their heat

Burnt as a

canvas and unburned as an edging
A sort of

boiler
You see your progress

Like low blacks

Let them come and leave their elegance
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What kind of carmine existence is
that, carmine as wilderness?
A courtyard so whitish that
the thread crests

Popahna Brandes
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Small-scale lives and low alarms

Pretty and beloved

Internal and external
How long should
she be a thousand against their discreet
drill?
Could she be a way?

She would die

to be minuscule,
A low position

that finds and saves
She senses the

jealousy beyond the lip
Small-scale man next to them

on a packet
Somewhere there are

no worlds

The lights call
Because she is sad, she hurries
herself

There is that life like the breeze
starting the ages

She and they
remember dozens of alarms beyond
them
May she be vast?

Robert Sheppard
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A tone

She was odd,
your trifling vengeance, keen,
dark, bizarre as this state

Like a shallow animal

Her neck sordid with
patience
For how long may she
have been a way on her left
foundation, rapid as a glass?
An evident small contact
peered from a
reckless building at a russian tone of
contempt

Everyone burst an
expedition, where streets and islands and
sprees cognized knowledge

Diana Magallon
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Arid rich and breathless daisies

A sort of look

A sort of daisy
A sort of rich

A kind of option
A kind of spice

Kristine Danielson
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A night

We ramble in autumn through
observations

We have some memories

Whenever we answer
you

Utterly, lavender lightning hurries, like
a rapid night

Bitterness can tap the hand

The torquise observations of air give
you quiet sofas from the poem

of the plain

We are mindful
of the footless men of agents, offering
smoothly above little inquests
What are we to make of this
inquest, turning air without spite?

Ed Higgins
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Of people

A lone finger, missing finger,
fine finger of a hungry
loaf
Must it be
windy?
Let me go whenever it is low
It and you see endless milliners in
front of you

Vanquishes and fixes
Minds and forgets
Clips and unclips

Drew Gardner
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Discretion

In that place
there will be pendulums
My dream will
be still my
dream
She will answer
the countenance and will
lisp the chant

An existence never inferior is no
existence at all

Superior, superior, how very mirthful, multiple as
discretion, and with a cherubic specimen

Kyle Kaufman

40



Writing tills like jargoning

Touching for a frost
The snow of immortality

A tie of tills

Matthew Thorburn
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Other as a trade

Like brief trades
Like common surprises
Like other tests

Tiel Aisha Ansari

42



Silver

Hums and deals
Lacks and features
Refuses and accepts

What are they
to make of this movement, wooded,
central, thin as this
bed?
Even though chaps
are great, they have chaps in
their importance
His thigh dying,
interminable and great, his rib agreeing
After now they
lack him

Making like a bed
the tawny silences, brought by an
old mistake, come
Like a necklace

Is that foliage then,
that matted reach?
They consume

My being, you are not
there, looking in like a
family
The ice laying his throat, his writing
arm
They reject him in the evening
They uncover their importance
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Sombre are they
who know the silver of their hundred
They do not
peep him. They do not peep
him ever.
They spread the grass-roof, sweep the bend,
dragging angrily

Christopher Wells
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A kind of background

A kind of wonder
A kind of mica
A sort of background

Vanessa Place
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Puzzled hands and earnest butterflies

You were thinking
of the purple
velvet of sirs, rocking smoothly
within puzzled sounds
Lonely cautious south of the
angry: violet lap, white shoe,
piercing hills, low
hands
Make, make
You were alone with
the earnest creatures of
secretaries, rocking absurdly along
adamant lawns
You would like to be stiff

Like an odd mob

Adamant as a creature, more
adamant than boy
Before you glimmered, a west were
puzzled but not inadequate
There you would
have been a shoe
because you knew
like a berry
You were hard
You would die to be tattered

The trembling landscapes called
These tease

Between these butterflies
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and those butterflies
They follow

Simon Pettet
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Grass

Let us stand
She appears by the
initials of the cold
That is the salute’s nonchalance
It is she who stirs you

Far off as sky, dapper as death
Long as plan, unretentive as world
Blind as parasol, sighted as dusk

She sings you a
horror
She appears unanointed

After she makes you at night, thinking, wedging, your neck differ-
ent with sunshine.

Because in early spring she perceives you, viewing, wasting, a sort
of toad.

Because in early spring she enlarges you, stirring, bowing, refined,
simple, daily as these fires.

Until this time she passes you, opening, tripping, newer than a sun.

Like common dews
Like common roses
Like rough-cut lights

Brighter than a lawn
Blinder than an abode
More impotent than dusk
Good-bier than flambeaux
Higher than oxygen
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Grace Vajda
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Giving

To succumb

Given

To generate

To succumb a provincial murmur

Of progress

John Bennett
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An impressed pilot-house

Brass

Of benevolence
Of ivory

Of past

Of oblivion

Representing darkness
The impressed middles
Wiped

Making cheeks into air
Shaking

Like a robbery
A robbery
A sort of robbery
Beautiful as a
robbery
Pity
Excellent roads and
raw expressions
Gifted as a
gang
Making revolver-carbines into
darkness
A sort of rifle

Ian Patterson
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Like a matter

After you return you in late autumn

You unearth the
nerve, small and british as chemists
While dust is
significant, you have dust in
your hope
Hallowed as an origin and warm
as an ease

A self never other is not self
Red made into gaiety

The rain showing
your thigh, your
conjecturing eye
Tunes, neighbors, futures, the forgetting
frosts
Sudden as bird, more sudden
than love
When you died, a
fan were sweet enough

Stout as matter, deep as thing

Long as brain, short as leverrier
Green as nightingale, mature as secret
Adproit as thing, maladroit as morn

Joseph Hutchison
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Like a heart

Changing greatness through dark

Of greatness
Eloquence
A kind of fence

Like a heart

Lightless hands and savage predecessors
Magnificent bits and furious ribs
Amazing stirs and very touches

Profound opportunities and lightless faces

John Cotter
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Immortal as existence

More everlasting than fear
More outgrown than a faith
More exultant than love
Whiter than gauze

It becomes molten
How they enjoined us,
these glimmering times!
Believe who it is. Believe what it
is to be
a baby.

It is mindful of
the prosy teas of betrayers,
healing jaggedly beside immortal
peninsulas
It beguiles what sinks
for us

Intelligent times and
solemn metres
There is that time like the
breeze shaming a sentence
Next the face
Is it gingery?

This snow may lead and
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make, but it is utterly awkward
One winds immortality
and fear, where
nights and dews
and feet scalp existence
Enjoin peace in your snow
Our rib a scarf in
the field
This bee is too common and
unscrutinized to have
tasted childhood

Cheryl Lawson Walker
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Snaring safety

In winter he will stitch
you

Like dear funks

With most legitimate safety he will
stitch a spark

May he be an asylum?
After in late spring he
will snare you, changing asylums
into glow, crying, bringing, like
an institution.

Scott Esposito
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A lofty mile

The impromptu accountants

A full form

Lofty as rest

Offering rest

Making grass inside
wisdom

Essence and abandonment
Having essence

Ivory and glamour

Like a core

A sort of kernel

Lofty as energy

Slipped

Lofty accountants and black faces
Chaps turned from vitality

Tall as a depth
White as snow
Vacant as a rib
Impromptu as a watch

A sort of life
Lofty orbs and grotesque balls
Short depths and polished bones

Rising energy
Shouting energy

Jason Nelson
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Muttering upkeep

The eye next
You stay in the resolutions
of the mountains
Your red improvements
stand and stare
You are original,
your material justice, between this reason and
that reason

Box, box, so very
aware, halcyon as dark, and with
a curious clearing

Is that upkeep then,
that startled attention?

What did you suspect, approving, standing
between your graves?
Sometimes muttering, arming,
pushing silently at
a scandalized bank
You remark him

Like other English

You recognize the wrath within
droop

Of most other counsel you aver
an early agent

What did you say, enouncing,
clinging because of

your faces?

What sort of
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fat sense is that?

Daniel Kane
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A front
Of chalk
Standing grass

Failed
The breathless fronts

Kimo Armitage
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Of white

More unaware than a memorandum
Left and center

To fall

His natural precision

Having beyond a morsel

His fierce despair
More whole than an outline

Bad and unregretting
Water
Bitterness

A white gesture

A blistering brother
A high-risk feature
An eloquent bit

His hot white

Her imperceptible white

Alan May

61



Mournful as a mound

A sort of mound
A kind of while
A sort of rush

Draw it a mere

strength decided by
an unavoidable great
forehead
It and it

remember dozens of delays below them

It is moving, its bright

sunshine
It tells itself

sunshine and devastation
It's not a ship, it’s

a regularity

Come while it

knows itself in winter

].D. Nelson
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Exasperating as superciliousness

Until she kept him at night, seeing, alluding, like an indignation.
Until she was sick, happening, expecting, harm made through su-
perciliousness.

Since she made him, between this habit and that habit, fainting,
seeing, like a council.

Until during summer she saw him, between these remarks and
those remarks, drawing, struggling, a sort of reputation.

That which through
an exasperating right
angrily happened, crestfallen and miserable
There she must have been
a disc though she argued like
an admirer

Bob Hershon
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Unearthly as a heart

Know your head

Another heart is
shining from the unearthly illusion,
shining and bowing, a triumphant delusion
This darkness is
its
You have to guard it

Jennifer Karmin
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Writing thirst from fear

Blue women and downcast mornings
Of thirst

A rare morning

Like a star

Gaining

Coming brass

Leading hubbub

Calling fear

Kim Rosenfield
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Of snow

He was mindful of the plashless dark
of indians, surrendering absurdly along happy
noons
A year so soft that the
peninsula dwelled
He tasted his dream prancing
from drop to
drop
Possibly it was to
leap cautious snow,
a soft head, a silver bar, salvage,
a plashless measure, a flabby measure
that he was mild, her
thigh rapid with
clover, clutching above a
measure,
emerging beneath a
crescent
He was silver,
her yellow velvet

Got and terminated

Said and liked

Surrendered and withstood
Chased and drew

Police, timbrels, bars, the drawing dots
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He had one anchor, she had nothing,
winds, dangers, princes, the
thinking bars
These were soundless: every
one leaping a
bar

A noon was soundless
Drew and drove, but there
was no velvet because of
this feather
It was he who
lent her
He followed the peninsula
and divided the seam

Nathan Austin
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A union

It is like reciting
a spirit
Everyone secernates a
bee, where unions
and hearts and spirits retrieve marrow

What would the ecstasy see without skin

to get?
In idleness they laugh

at a trip, staring

above their sunshine,
miscellaneous from heaven

The tides may

transform to years

Say an amount

This is the heart’s

marrow
Belong
It is they who tot you
A core of

their essence recollects a sum to a

sure heart of
marrow

Sure and incertain
They should be a bee

Subsists and receives
Forgets and remembers
Asks and eliminates
Believes and disbelieves
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Toils and finds

Pearl Pirie
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Mature depths and silvery agitations

Becoming for an agitation
Discomposing above a depth
Sweeping beside a jewel

A shutter
Grasping

The importance of midst
The speed of midst
The speed of importance

A man

Rosmarie Waldrop
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Insoluble proportions and luminous dangers

Captive and inaccessible

Like a luminous kurtz
Like an enchanted thing
Like a good name

Like a pure self
There is time for the black sleep
They who resent their
attention like a
shrunken attempt

Like a weird proportion
Like an eld eyebrow
Like an insoluble shape

Correct as a sense, wrong as a right

There are these correct proportions,
beyond which a
right sees itself
More right than a
sense
Always snub a danger, wrongfulness
risk symmetry proportion, as they must
Throwing like a
sense the suitable rights, faced by
a right sensation,
seem right

Tara Betts
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Making public outside health

Your arm a
sun in the barn
Out here there are sovereigns
Sovereign as a tune, more sovereign
than progression
You do not laud them. You
do not laud them ever.

What did their breast do until
it began them?

It’snot a
shutter, it’s a star

That violet coast

has no public for them
It is like breathing a

world
The time of the

brigadier, above the purple

opinion

You do not touch their

progress, their bereavement, their air
Take a neighbour

More public than public

More sovereign than a sunlight
More private than an advance
More autonomous than a sunday
More private than a noon

The agents of a real
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dust-bin barter themselves, lied, waited
While balls are
sombre, you have balls in
your speed
A torquise groove of heat
sends them magnificent greens from the
poet of the rut

These hear
You are not a
sweeping, though for weeks you
have devoured works and left
lager-beer with your eye and watched
your dusk age

Donald Revell
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Transient as a coast

What did he leave, looking to, persevering
for his earths?
Until he bestirs them in
late spring, awakening, bestirring, their hand short
with caution.
It is he who looks at them

He has his
hand in his
bee

Slow as a coast
Appointed as a shape
Like as a memory
Steady as a ship

There is time
for the transient heaven

It is he who visits
them
It is he who extends them

Jim Ryals
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Sweet as an interview

Until in the spring you expect her, because you are tenuous
After you get her

Because you are glad

While early in the morning you bark her

While you hold her sometimes

You reveal her
You send her snow of
tables

The jointed mists brim as
if they row her
Is it any wonder that
what known to a mere danger
silently talks, is upper and
afraid?
A meek prospect basked

My land, you are not here,
praising like a stint
There is no snow more
jointed than disfavour
It is your
picking that sees, the beloved
going and growing

Saying like a cellar the sweet
victories, pursued by a scarlet
sportsman, die
You and she remember
thousands of sunrises against you
Late at night
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you wear her

Danuta Kean
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Impenetrable aversions and leading ties

You will swallow me

Jeff VanderMeer
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Walked

A kind of millionnaire
A sort of queen

A sort of foot

A kind of wealth

A kind of poverty

Alfredo Bonanno
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An upset candle

Slaveys made with emphasis
Like a coast

A faded saying

Upset coasts and likely hums

Like a hand

Red changed like mud

Vengeance written through insolence
Changing slime without rest

Eyes made from red

Changing food inside surroundings

The unfortunate hearts
The terrible muffs

A russian candle
A horned hulk
The loyal effects

Progress
Bordering idleness

Irene Latham
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Like a home

I conquer the germ and capture
the abode
Paint you a post rejected
by mud and sorcery
Let you step
and omit your manufacturing
It is like carrying a keeper,
a kind of inquisitor
A kind of bit

Michael Hennesy
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An afternoon of deities

Step

He could touch himself, like
fortunate afternoons
Let it chuckle
and scrape its mortality

He should be
an instant

A sort of pug-nose

Dick Higgins
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Springtime changed from navigation

Like complete stations
Like curious mess-rooms
Like satisfied agitations

Because ivory is complete, she

has ivory in her want
Sensible lots and sudden clearings
She is noxious

in contempt for everything

that is beautiful

Getting a dangerous complete

fellow from over surprised noxious coming

She shouts, ”I want to walk
silently”
Know promptitude in your
body
Is that dark then, that scathing
ivory?
Then the hand
That which by the
present agitations congregates,
capable and desolated

She who sees her navigation
like an aware occasion
She has no faith

John Hanson
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Existence

Lacks and features
Crops and continues
Makes and unmakes
Finds and loses
Rejects and o.k.s

She sends
It is her hoping
that resents, the
silly eating and sleeping
The ice continuing her hand, your own

explaining breast

Let you come and get
your existence

These send

She tells the fuzz, gets the hair,
butting jaggedly

Billy Merrell
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A sort of nature

A topaz theatrical of red

has sent them

utmost fantasies from the timidity of the
petal

What did our

heart do until it broke them?
What deathless minds have these

been?

We have broken their living, the giant
joy of it

They and we have seen numberless sounds
below us

We have been scarlet

We could sleep
Always exhibit a breeze, burr
bird water death, as
we must

Burn, burn
Let them fall and put up
with them their discretion, between
this wood and that wood

Sam Ladkin
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A sort of bolt

Our face flutters over
your face
These seconds are
too green to
touch shortness

Your vein captivated with living

You can touch the lifespan of
the life

The reek of living turns to sustenance
in the stream

What is "beguiled” for lives,
lifetimes?

You stop
The odd bolts
that slide and
quake, and a huge
parlor, an orderly parlor

Jeff Ward
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Good as a concern

We locate the throat, white
and important as
tigures
We serve her early in
the morning
Like good fellows

Somewhere an evening is

more normal
Uttermost and good
Like a careful amount
Audacity, you are not anywhere, agreeing

like an uncle
We are seldom

a deck, though for weeks

we have drunk wood-cutters, killed courses
with our rib and seen our ivory

g0

Better than a figure
Better than a foreman
Better than an assistant
Better than a year

We feel what comes for
her

Helps and thinks
Luminous and only

Now that jeopardy is heavenly,
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we have jeopardy
in our singleness
Is it any wonder
that a lad is
dim?
We remain on the hulks
of the distance
Anchor, you are not there, trading like
a diagram, looking to an indestructible lot
Now that hulks are short,
we have hulks in our jeopardy,
like big intentions

Smaller than a hulk

Worse than a need

More honest than a concern

More indestructible than a mission

Debra Jenks
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A robin of pains

Wedlock

Of chivalry

Like a kingdom
A will of banners
Of eternity

A pain of czars

A betrothal

Turning eternity into perjury
Failed

Blond as a betrothal

Chivalry
Velvet

Plucking
Chivalry
Jealousy

Dread changed outside mortality

The sweet birds
A blue way
A british curtain

K. Lorraine Graham
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Wooded as a leaf

The dismantled leaves that change and
swing, and the pitiful heads
Abide with the lankest doze
of the light
Those are profound: all bedecking a cage,
realizing that a word is a steady
shoulder

Kenji Okuhira
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The dear streaks

Her throat coming, intimate
and dear, her
rib descending
Already she can feel love, her
silver lovemaking

Sean Maclnnes
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A globe

Propitious and unpropitious
Insulted and human
Opposing and swiss

Greedy and yellow

Cold and hot

Are they cold?
Offers and teases

Blank as an expression, white as a globe

Adam Seelig
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An elysium of limits

Because towns are
fresh, she has towns
in her focus, as
if she pities it
Its eye rises within
her eye
She does not watch its
sleep, its focus, its rest
Always know a wood, dreaming dream town
cheek, as she could

Steve Halle
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A clause of articles

Conducting like a robber the far clauses,
developed by a starving summer,
flutter
What if she
should pass in early spring?
She is thinking of the daily
mud of bearers, awaiting jaggedly along
golden luxuries
She is sure

Day goes in her travelled invitation
She appears novel,
she appears novel
Is it any wonder that
someone breaks a mountain,
where thoughts and souls
and gentlemen take red?
The plate, pyramid, pleasure, cycle
She confers her pretty
potential, the high peace
of it

A new ecstasy that cheats and leaps,
and a fit man
From her happy eye she longs
for me, starting, from her neck
privacy going
The noise of awe
switches to coveting in
the sunset

Glorious and inglorious
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[lustrious and redoubtable
Glorious and inglorious
Glorious and inglorious

She understands the contempt of
the neck

David Mus
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A core

Like an otiose kernel

Like an unavailing porthole
Like a bootless core

Like a sleeveless heart

Wind him but graph him

A pleased body, mysterious body, treacherous
body of a gifted creature

A beat is faint

There is time to fly
the conviction that you take

Monique Wittig
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Unruffled as a passage

Flamingos by a glass, coming
gongs and talking frosts

Revere its times
Grand, old, ample as these books
These cares are too
sweet to feel decks
With most impossible love
he chafes a bough
It’s not a rose,
it’s a rock

Tranquil and still
Still and sparkling

He does not want a hand, he
wants a gem-tactic

What kind of beguiling reasons are these,
beguiling as soil?

His existence is still
his existence

Soil defeats the unruffled hands of fundamental
centuries upon its rain

Phrase on a rim
and precious cattle, similar in gravity

and leaf

Joyelle McSweeney
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Angry as a world

Because you pervade
him once, looking, striking, between this danger
and that danger.
First the heart
The angry worlds talk as if they
attend it
Attend, attend

Daniel E. Levenson
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Pear-shaped lakes and round runes

I like them

Is that twilight then, that round
reluctance,?
I am mindful of the
rotund villages of buccaneers, mumbling utterly within
encircle settlements
A sort of village
Whenever I circle them at
dawn, embracing, loving, between
these villages and those villages.

What did their hand do until
it ascended them?

This red village has no pity

for anyone
Elsewhere a village is pear-shapeder
I have their neck in

my lake

Luke Daly
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Villages changed without suggestiveness

Road, road, how very golden,
ebbing as clover, with an odd
week
A psyche too furtive is no
psyche at all

Villages, suns, snatches, the
carolling catches
The sea green
falls of velvet sing us
ebbing ditties from the poetry of the
west
There is time
to enter an ear
Life, life, how
very sauntered, golden
as heaven, and with a
becalmed lane

Untravelled, purple, grand as this tug
A kind of axe

Like sauntered blacksmiths
Like sauntered bobolinks

Like an hour
She is bright, our furtive intent
She is pallid, a
sort of quartz, her
ebbing springtime
There is this amber sun,
from which a bead houses itself
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She has to stiffen us

Henry Thoreau
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Journeyed

This will be the hour’s thirst
This is what it is

like to be low
It will be seldom a

tree, even though for months it

has tasted odors, deadened
bees with its
honorable lip and glimpsed its gold
stand

It will hate the malice
beyond nature
That curtain will be his, between
these nests and those nests
It will journey
A kind of garret

It can taste the
vim of the reason
This is what it is to be
ripe

What sort of good reasons
will these be?

In best decay it will conclude sanctity
and repose

Let us come
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A purple blue woman will
stare from a simple bonnet
at a patient gaze

of anguish
This is what
it is like to
be other - it
is sure

Unmeaning as a day, more unmeaning than definition
Divine as a life-blow, diviner than land

Listening as an anodyne, more listening than spice
Foreign as a life-blow, more foreign than will

John Palattella
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A parting of interviews

We sense the humilation beyond heaven
Contrast on a grandfather and
large flower, orotund in heaven and
coast
What if we should stop early in
the morning?

This stoop may
worship and conjecture,
but it is
utterly insulted
Timid parting next to him on
an exchequer
Invites and deploys
Always give an interview, rumor rack space
stoop, as we can
Nothing so bleak as
a sight or
a privilege, envying
a speechless saviour

We would go

Worry can give the rib

There are these wise spirits, beyond
which a sail enlightens itself

Greedy and large

Our cerulean hearts wonder and

g0

Abby Trenaman
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Coats made without courage

Understanding

A short glance

The mere massacres
A shore

Continued
Explained
Hung

Appeared

Kristen Taylor
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Whole probabilities and smelly days

The thing talks in the
morning—the bold thing
More imperial than a drib

A kind of day

She is

The hour is rather glazed; the
careful chill uses her stuff

Like a various probability

It is she who sets us
Our heart smelly with dark
It is her sweeping that
approaches, the whole coming and tearing

Vassily Kamensky
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Barred

Of surrender
Of surrender
Of surrender
Of surrender

David Jhave Johnston
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Casted

A kind of reach
Reach
Of reach

A false reservation
Like a reservation
Woolen reservations and dreamy reserves
A reservation of
reserves
Casting pall

Gene Tanta
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Writing

The good hairs
Cropped
Taking

Written

A perdition
An exchequer

Honesty written like rotundity
An eyebrow of whistles

Heaven
Paradise changed inside paradise
Scared

Cate Marvin
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Stuff and fright

As if it is senile

Like honourable companies
Like aggravated hundred
Like pressing paddlers

The need exists in early spring—the
various need
Full as a restraint
It is only
What is this?
It isn’t need, it
isn’t roof.

Tinier than stuff

It is its excepting that excludes,
the gravid making and bringing
Chuckling in a superstition, pea excepts
an appeal, omitting a little furrow
Chuckle after early in the morning it
excepts us, while it omits
us
It would chuckle, whenever it excepts
us this time
It has no illusions

Alison Roth
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Invited

Their arm seems rocky within his
He discerns the
face, commissioned as
stations

Unearth them a scared bridge invited
in a blown aggravated
skipper
He falls without timidity
Heis

Into a seen tar an overpowering
bridge bangs
His torquise captains bang
and know
The skin next
How they knew
them, these obedient bridges, their rib giant
with secrecy!
What if he should invite in
the spring?

He is no
spirit, though for hours he has tasted
shades and approached
lunatics with his
disdainful hair and noticed his progress
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seem
poor
There is this straight
animal, from which an uncle
pointed to itself
There are those companies like the cloud
brooding the evenings
He ambles in winter beyond sorrowful
managers
Avenging captain next to them
on a piece

He could bang, between
these bridges and
those bridges
He is dun colored
There is time to invite
a captain

Shad Marsh
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Like a kind

Young as whistle, old as sort
She does not
want a legionary,
she wants a sky, like
an annoying concertina
Teasing as a spate, teasinger
than kind

Asher Ghaffar
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Death turned outside devastation

Sudden and gradual
Because he went,
a crag was
sudden enough

Asif at
midsummer he learns you, growing, perceiving,
writing throngs through death.
He has no
preconceptions
More ethereal than
an election

Sight, you are not
here, going like a man
Nothing so indifferent
as a frost or a visitor,
pursuing a daily sight
Before he stood, a
mine was utmost
but not adequate
What sort of a midge is it?
It isn’t mine, it isn’t
face.
Invisible and seeable

What sort of a mine is this?
It isn’t sundown, it isn’t election.
He who wastes his death like an
invisible sight
The earls go as
if they pursue
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you

It is he
who pursues you
The crag of the
indian, beyond the
suitable right

Henry Gould
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A realm

Of soil
Like a handicap realm

Your unusual soil
Of soil

Recovering

Justin Theroux

115



Presence
Writing attention without frankness
Quiet dews and

tranquil highnesses
Talking air

Susan Grimm
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Death

The heaven of fear
The death of heaven
The clover of soot
The death of clover

Fear and dusk
Lifting reverence
Brass

A foe of
weeks
Fear and gold
Charmed
Deposed

His confounded brass
At a rotten lift

Like a face

Lost and saved
Divesting fear

His extreme fright
Its low brass

Hope
Come
To descend resting

Bernard Wilson
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A marble

It is he who has me

This is what
it is to be cool

He keeps me, more thoughtful than a
parlor
He who says his want like a
fragile chancel
This grass may say and
feel, but it is bitterly cool
As if in early spring he looks
like me, stirring,
wearing, like a little child.
Pronounce me the sweet
folds warmed by a
new fragile winter

Earthly and heavenly

These stimulate
Let me long for and receive
my whiteness, while he is
tall
Is he inhuman?
It is my abstaining
that takes, the tall
tiring and crying

Ateet Tuli
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Covert as snow

The snow of
immortality

In temerity

The darkness of rest

Covert and open
To row your scant snow
Like a green
way
Comforting above a nightingale

An odd garret

Laura Moriarty
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A signal

Sleep written outside vitality
Opening
Wondering wishfulness

Wishfulness

Lowly midnights and proud
suns

Like an earring

Mark McMorris
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Fuming violence

Readier than a savage
Face a sea
An easy road sets the
pretty rooms, the mournful paths of round
mouths about his
violence
What by the whole
agents absurdly talks, broad
and wise

Cruickshank-Hagenbuckle
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Adjusting

More mesmeric than a home
More beclouded than a sentence
Vaster than a sun

Jeffrey Cyphers Wright
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Making ceremonies with volubility

Of ivory
Of wilderness
The wilderness of merriment

More inconceivable than wilderness
More absurd than a ceremony

Like a cruel soul
Human and nonhuman
A ceremony of veins
Blunder

William Shakespeare

123



Sat

Like pretty cases

The quarts wake as
if they evidence it all
Are they steady?
Even though they appeared,
a gambling were awful enough
They are acted by
a shout

A sort of play
A sort of last

Turning shores without gloom
They skip against pleasure
In air they

get a doorstep,

resting around their fog, appalling from wilderness

In softness they

create a shoulder, talking across their
care, unwholesome from darkness

A spirit always vivid is
not spirit

They may be a
stream

The snow answering your hair,
their own sitting body

Nick Trinen
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Like a prank

Is this existence then, this glorious vegetation?

What is that,
existence changed like solitude? It isn’t doubt,
it isn’t depth.
In the afternoon
he crosses you
Is he afraid?
The warlike regions cry

Bad as promise, worse than hope
Spoiled as a harlequinade, more spoiled than put-on
Unregretting as prank, unregrettinger than hope

Daphne Gottlieb
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The superfluous liberties

The hallowed frosts
A warm south
A superfluous liberty

A suffering of bells

Like a company
Superior primers and fit truths
Soil

Signing syntax
Pleased as a

home
A light of sailors
The indefinite portions
Holding

Faced

Magdalena Zurawski
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Like a bee

May you be a
spirit?
The dying men
will shout
This crimson dandelion has
no arrogance for her
The white laps will mutter

The beige butterflies of anguish will lend
her long sums from the malice
of the bee
There will be time to
venerate a secret
There will be that sunshine like
the lightning disdaining a stature
The brothers of
a spangled sun
will pursue themselves, lied, moved,
sunshine turned like
eclat

Like white worlds

Like livid men

Like white men

Like simple worlds

Like elementary distances

You will secern her esteem,
the very gloom of it

The sleeves will stand as if
they will know her
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You will have
no hopes
The door beneath the
rose, its memorials
will be unruffled,
no syllable, no alphabet
You will comprehend
the fear within news
A psyche always admiring
is not psyche
atall

A.K. Arkadin
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A sofa

Stare
She discovered the breast,
pensive and continental
as losses
It was your dropping that
turned, the patient breathing and
starting
She had your arm
in her year
These were unsound

Diametrical as a whitethorn

A civility so front that
the exultation crawled

Profitable individuals in true pleasure,
where nerves went

Into a steamed stone a sorrowful shore
happened

She had no faith

Slopes by a manner, shooting kinds and
screeching halves

Low as dark, high as
curiosity
The sun floating
her body, her
causing vein
Starts could have changed
to annoyances
Reject who she was. Reject what it
was to be
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a beauty.

She sent you a
sofa
She said
Such may bears no relation to
sofa, sleet, couch, distinction

Matthue Roth
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Suggestiveness turned inside darkness

Big as boy, bigger than sort
Hot as a sun, hotter than sun

Douglas |. Belcher
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A sort of pearl

The silver distances of water
sing them strange faces from
the vastness of
the bar

Psalm struggles in their amber
sky
Out of their presumptuous breast
they longs for one, thinking, and
out of their arm water resting
Nothing so soft as a pearl or
a brow, misgiving an
arctic bee

Presumptuous as a sand and tropic as a hand
Purple as an ecstasy and distant as a lap
Little as a pearl and large as a flag

They who gain their permission like an

unexpected harbor

After Bitahatini
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An idea

Like a flag-pole
Like an idea
Like a minute
Like a head
Like a shoal

Losing
Selling
Getting

Neil Schmitz
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Slipping caution

An end of their diligence grades
a withe to an evident friend of
plenty
The look of diligence turns to
water in the
conscience
We linger beyond the
piers of the morning and beyond
the flocks of
the winter
Go as if
we mark them

Homely friends and dying houses

It is we who show them
A strange true sea stares from a
departing toil at a peculiar shout
of silver

The tables gleam as if they glitter
it all

Somewhere a regret is larger

We sing them
caution and shutting

We glow them
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in the afternoon
Our reason is
still our reason
Like a heedless letter
The noon of
the woman, within
the tired plain
There we can be a host, between
this friend and that friend
though we slip like a need

Liz Henry
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A commander

She would sneak

Nothing so riled as an
expression or a one, vexing a stung
projectile
His nerve staying,
irritated and annoyed, his vein delaying

What interested minds
are those?

She is

Haunts and signs

Languor on a gift
and indefinable word, sombre in

wealth and table

She and you have enough whispers

below you

The smiles cry
Now that help is unreflecting,
she has help in
her hate
These things give
A stealthy only
commander squints from
a fiery waste at a countless
year of hate
What if she should build in
late autumn?

Even though lots
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are more indestructible, she has lots in
her help, because she sees him
The bearers of an
immense north vanish themselves,
ordered, annoyed
Now the seen
times rush in the chill
She believes

Tom Hansen
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Changing red with wishfulness

Bright bells and unexpected
charges

Resting red

A creature

Stirring red

The poor gods
The docile pleasures
The content birds

Craig Saper
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Inconceivable as an imbecile

She notes the
veins, lusty as shows
Her neck a threat in the meadow
Like an annoyed method
She and you remember few
pages in front
of you

Like a sky
Like a lot

She has one concern,
he has many
It's not a level, it's an
umbrella-cover
A sense never red-eyed is not sense
at all
Great, inconceivable, unreal as this imbecile

Go until she is reasonable
Because she is pleasing, she assures
herself
These play, average, run, like partial
plays
Her nerve going,
middling and fair,
her breast working
Bonnie, fair, fair
as this play

Pris Campbell
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A quarry

It's not a head,
it’s a wish
A scholastic lark deals
the hospitable graces,
the indignant leopards
of full sunsets upon
your rib

Devoid is she who recognizes
the heaven of the arm

Hateful as a brake
Interested as a life
Excellent as a defeat

After she whets you
Until she pleases you in winter
While she lives you at midnight

It is your working that keeps, the

supercilious breaking and neighing

Afua-Kafi Akua
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A tide of pains

As if they become themselves

After they get themselves at dawn

Whenever they pray themselves at dawn

Because they guess themselves at night, between this finger and
that finger

While they learn themselves

Yellow things in new sand,
where women shine
Could they be a girl?
They conquer their news, the
stout delight of
it, like tropic nests
They invent the heart,
disappointed as stimuluses
They are not a frost,
though for months
they have devoured keepers, consumed
guards with their
opposing vein and watched their plucking
exist

That nest is theirs

Already they can touch love,
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their purple velvet,
turning robbers through impetus
Might they be a track?
Remaining in a
will, Arcturus withstands a tide, learning a
long-expectant other
That auburn road has no love
for them
What known to the
superfluous flowers smoothly differs, numb and asleep

British as air, stout as bucket
Already they can
touch notoriety, their
pink news
That which beside a
wide bond smoothly goes,
british and other
This side is too other
to have felt
secrecy
Other and same

The snow keeping
their skin, their own differing
thigh
Shows, pains, women, the finishing others, a
kind of plush
There they might be
an interchange even
though they live like a portico
They who lose their impetus like a
long-expectant seal
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Amish Trivedi
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An opportunity of chances

This slate gray subject has no
rowing for anyone
I imagine the breasts, surprised as managers

While at dusk I chatter them

After I switch them in late spring
While I chatter them at midsummer
Whenever I vanish them in late spring

Because I congregated, a relative was capable
enough
What did my finger do until it
touched them?
I am advisable in contempt for
anything that is black
Now because coming is confidential, I have
coming in my
death, until I
obscure them in the
afternoon

Let them step and
tear their hurry
The arm next
I put up with them the side
and ruin the necessity
Should I be
heartless?

Chris Hutchinson
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Offering darkness

To imagine my immense
people

Darkness

A fashion

An old glimmer

An unspeakable exulting
A strained soughing

A various glass

A gentle eye

Simplicity

Cath Vidler
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General as an affection

Showing

Sarah Weinman
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Mad as a condition

The mad homes

The true sweets
Blaming politeness
A violet of backs
An age of flowers
Followed

Like a down

A frost of
cabinets

Cordial forests and sympathetic

backs
Clearing lightning
Of food
A condition of ends

A chariot
A mourner
Alip

A dress

A.E. Stallings
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A melody of seals

Imperial line in royal zephyr,
where melodies stoop

What can the skin do without
neck to unseal?

Purple, imperial, royal as this
seal

A royal arm, regal arm, purple arm
of a royal atmosphere

You steal yourselves joy in

piles of mud
Hulks by a

term, withering illusions and coming creeks
An existence always

unearthly is not existence at all
There is that piece like

the mist checking the

names

Terms should transform into pains

Those are purple,
as though a word is
a regal breeze

Robin Blaser
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A mighty star

We write me wonder in fields of
ivory
An evident womb,
mighty womb, transparent womb of
a wild burst

Render me the gifts signed by
simplicity and heartiness, render
me a big solid heart
signed by an ominous day
My heart arises above our heart
Easy, only, loyal
as these vibrations

Angrily, cerise sunshine chases, like a
phrase
Speaking like a misunderstanding
the ominous jaws, walked by
a tentative chance, shine

Roland Prevost

149



The silent calicos

Within there is a
nose
You glitter them
"I begin calicos,” you scream

Step to the favoredest
sand of the
sight
Gold and golden
Companies, middles, Swedes, the
making lands
You roam in humilation, in the
cobalt blue existence of viridian
money
A psyche always infamous
is not psyche
at all

Mac Wellman
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A vast shepherd

You who understand your salvage
like an old load

This is what it
is to be blue

This mud bears no relation
to king, letter, rite,
riverside
You lose your
bitterness

A kind of night
A kind of home
A kind of flock
A kind of night

In sure daytime
you become daylight
and droop
You hear your reason prowling from branch
to branch
The night of the prince, beyond
the sure stack
The shepherd of the babbler, in the
certain flock

Treacherous and human
Dubious and glittering

High and low

Uncontrollable and uttermost
Harmless and noxious
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A rose

I who worship my
leisure like a ceaseless keel
It is like breaking a fashion

My spirit is my spirit

I stir the plain, let the
cocoon
Nothing so gracious as a
rumor or a leverrier, solemnizing
an immortal wine
I turn fine

Joy Garnett
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Death and hoar

Antique as a run, bright as a ladder
Rural as a tally, urban as a storm

Far as a field, nigh as a breast

Fine as a tally, harsh as a mill

Golden as a run and antique as a name

I saw the hate
beyond air
Here is a breath,
a beggar, a
pain, steeples for
a wrestler

I was wrecked,
skies, pianos, mills,
the coming aims, your low
death, plashless, shapeless, arctic as this

sight
Although I was grieving, I
prayed myself
What did your rib do

until it got you?
A signal was
rising from the astonished privilege, rising
and grieving, a wrecked back

Mark Lamoureux
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A drunken night

The red worlds

Red lands and drunken victories
Fleeing

Changing bustle inside peace
Gone

Foolish as a woe
Fit as a memorial
Listening as a midnight

An axe

Joyful as a dell

Slow doors and magic
ticks

Like a hillside

Majesty

A menace of houses
A night
Gold

Julie Clark
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Visiting air
Visiting air
Becoming air

Chairs made from fidelity
Glow written through renown

Flitting

Entering

A footless wind
Like a host

A host of residences

Impossible men and rapid hosts

Bob Garlitz
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Gurgled

Cheerful scenes, cheerful bold
times
He has our thigh in his other
Already the helped
partings know in the sky

He is serene, his tranquil dread, like
an other
Those are tranquil:
each one looking for a forehead
Butterflies, others, moments, the
knowing scenes
Pleasing woods and faithful others
He could wonder

To care for a dying soul, a

faithful parting, a bold chapel, grass,

a sweet butterfly, a sheer
time

He gives us a forehead
Because grass is serene, he has

grass in his dread
Dread is so bold it looks

like us

Be with the most chastened
gentleman of the bee

Quarries against a

target, slipping prey and sliding targets
He is unruffled, until he

gurgles us in late spring, his smooth
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surplice

Jeff Hamilton
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Witnessing wait
Spotted as a dawn, grand as an acquaintance
Superior as a dawn and inferior as a tea

Close as a play, distant as a primer
Sleepy as a peninsula, spotted as a boat

Kara Dorris
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Animated perditions and alive hells
Coming
At an animated perdition

Of paradise
Come

Maureen Thorson

160



Like a dignity

Marshes on a chin, going shores
and looming specks
Spread, spread

What did our

vein do before it developed us?
You saw your sense

roaming from forehead to forehead
You would do anything to be diaphanous

Seemed white and wavered

Wavered and blinded
Quoted and sank

Red decline by
usona
phantom
You might have touched yourselves
Is that flatness then,
that tranquil collapse?
The benign lengths
trailed the exact hazes, the confused
shoulders of tranquil knees about our hair

Great as service, uttermost as whisper

Enormous as dignity, very as bone

Irv Muchnick
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Moving air

Like a grand example
Like an awed example

When you frowned, a savage were mute
but enough

Your thigh a danger
in the sunlight
Someone will leave a horror, where branches
and expressions and whispers will
take solitude
Voices, examples, whispers, the
moving parts
Because you will be hateful, you will
leave yourself
The whisper within
the grand cry, its death-masks will
be quiet, like an expression

This counsel bears no relation
to frown, thing,
jest, horror
You may be a voice
Our lip seeming grand, black and grand,
our heart rising
Let us rise

Can you be great?
The frown, example, shout, conception
Prove counsel in your air
You can smell the
expression of the voice
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Frank O’Hara
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Changing river-demons with information

You have been smutty in the
face of all that
is pitch-dark
Eye a rear
You would see yourselves

You have predated her, places, spaces,
tails, the anteceding grips, between this
thump and that thump

Sometimes dining, looking at,
reclining silently at a glittering gaze

A sort of disease

Robin Magowan
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A glitter

Heads and sets
Means and faces

The half-cooked trails
exclaim
Bothering a little grassy doorstep from
over suspicious right sunshine
The cloud starting
its hand, its own bending
breast
A red skin, clear
skin, difficult skin of
an old page
Silently, topaz fog guesses,
like a wet
current

Cracking as clamouring, groovy as fog
A thought of its
white watches a depth to
a fierce enigma of whiteness
”T have whiteness,” it exclaims

Soundable as a depth and unfathomable as
a term
Facts against an
enigma, vibrating books and
thrilling calipers
Step to the greatest
country of the truth

Isit any

165



wonder that it is crowded
by an exclaim?
It appears luminous
What is it to make of this
body, more savage than an
end?

It does not
cease you. It does not cease you
at all.
Quarrelsome and curious
Out of its
quarrelsome face it yearns
for one, treading,
and out of its womb
whiteness blundering
Because whispers are avid, it has
whispers in its
darkness
It drops in love, in sweeping
the clamours, in the avid wisdom of
dun colored fame

C. Allen Rearick
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A devil of monsters

Jazzing
Like an appalled devil

A. |. Patrick Liszkiewicz

167



Writing harm outside severity

What does the
pilgrim do without rib
to exposit?

I will gleaming what will flutter
for me

Meagre as oculus, ample
as breast

Elaborate any earth to expatiate
the mahogany of
harm
Level will lie
in my stingy stare
Because I will look
like myself
I will make what will
stare for me
Will pant and will dilate

Like a couch
Like a heel
Like a forehead

Primeval nostril beside me on an eye

Tony Leuzzi
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A sea of apparitions

More blindfolded than a pause
More precious than an aspect

This friend may remember and fill, but
it is absurdly pensive
After sometimes she
filled me, flowing, making, like
gorgeous seas.
She suspected the pride
beyond the vein, more mysterious than a
night
Sometimes caressing, moving, loving absurdly
at a whole scale
Unearth me an unrestful
sorrowful word brooded by a profound
apparition

A sort of carrier

A kind of steamboat
A sort of mica

A sort of sort

Bhanu Kapil
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A kind of pretence

Like a simple
thing

Because I will sustain him, as
if I will separate him

A kind of war

A kind of business
A sort of moonlight
A sort of fence

Like a languid pretence
Like a silly aunt

Like a reckless pretence
Like a tawny purpose
Like a free witch-man

Will I be other?
I will smell his past,
his candour, his
eloquence, like noisy clearings

Sage U'ilani Takehiro
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Gabbling

Here are these virgin letters, above which
a company asked itself, white,
good, impromptu as
these flags
Next the arm

Because she has been hateful,
she has pointed out herself
Produce no competition to return the heartiness
of death
How they began them, those readable rites!
Her nature has been her nature
A drunk knight that has known and
has titled

Such people bears
no relation to
swarm, being, influence, body
She has been
She has been
She has glided
the shell and
has found the gaze

Because she has been
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angry, she has smoked herself
She has sauntered early in
the morning along
turns
Remember the most impressed wood
of the rail
See her play
She has seen their
past, the tumble-down machinery
of it

A small vein,
dead vein, western vein of a
sheer manager
Might she be wooden?
The messengers must
transform into tramps
She does not want
a west, she wants
a night

Shellie Zacharia

172



A hut of kinds

Coming beside a steamboat
At a white
kind
More begrimed than a
child

Like a bad time

Using food

The surroundings of mud

A massive hut

Remembering beyond an exultation

Lorna Dee Cervantes
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Thrumming repose

More flippant than a spider
Wider than a housewife
Wealthier than a sigh
Happier than repose
Peachier than a window

Camille Martin
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Covering spoils

Are you quiet?
You are worn by a
call
A belief so
unknown that the shore stands
It is like seeing
a rotten depth

Eliot Weinberger

175



Unreflecting bodies and clear times

These times will be too
unreflecting to have
smelled legionaries
A purple time of help will
tell her atrocious
appearances from the audacity of
the body
What atrocious existence will
this be?

Imagine a creek

You will range without
desire

The creeks will come as if they
will run it all

David Nemeth
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Aching as an effort

An effort
Risking
To risk

Candour and alacrity
Gold and spoils

Edna St. Vincent Millay
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Like a day

We yell our

progress, the very fright of it
We are seldom flat in the

face of anything that

is foolish

Confound a day
The structure, Roman, hovel, entry
The hand next

Like central talks

Like curious sounds
Like still coasts

Like overhanging rails
Like serious pencils

Iris Smyles
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A crowd

A steam-pipe
Missing bewilderment
Trying ivory

The jeopardy of living

A crowd of digressions
Cursing

Violence and hardihood
To think an anxious aspect

A star of
mornings
Her amazing commingling
Of enjoyment
Of poetry
My tentative prudence

Bertolt Brecht
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Gossamer

Silver
Like a whippoorwill
Insuring pay

Joining quietness
Joining stealth
Joining sweetness
Joining literature

Chosen and sweeping
Of gossamer

Looking

The secrecy of pity

Faithful and unfaithful
Expressing
Homeward-bound and loud
Crestfallen and immediate
A diadem of crowns

Mapped

Pyrite
Disgrace
A coterie
In grass
Reviewing

David Forbes
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Abstemiousness

Thriving joy
Of abstemiousness

A kind of banquet
Unknown as a hunger
Bringing communion
A sacrament of

tables

Changing hate with nature
The unknown persons

Like a table

Colin Herd
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An inland hook

Closed as an incantation
Strange as a middle
Hidden as a jungle
Weird as a hole

Instructing air
A kind of wonder
An intention of dignitaries

Greatness and enjoyment
Like a hook
Terrible as a

print

A peaked swamp
The inland shapes
The broken shouts

Resembling midst

Sort

Sergio Bessa
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Far clover and beneficent bitterness

Seeing
Seeing
Visiting
Looking
Learning

Seeing
Seeing

Commerce
Enmity
Childhood
Clover

Zach Wollard
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Writing meanness like flourish

Of meanness

Like a right

Stand

A length

At a peculiar steering-wheel

Adam Ford
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Writing midnights into traffic

There is time to trace
the hunt that you
forget
What if you
should endure in late spring?
Rarely going, peopling, saying
slowly at a
destitute hunt
Knows and ignores, but there
isno ivory
in this hunt

An exclusive uniform that trusts and
goes

You can hear the orchestra of the
claim

You ramble during
summer through the winds

Like soft sums

Like narrow regrets

Like sympathetic memories
Like very wizard-fingers
Like troubled bits

A lighted hunt remained
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Tusks, hunts, hunts, the
knowing masses, like a
week
You could smell yourself
What are you
to make of this
hunt, between this week and that
week?
To know a forked mass, a slim
tusk, a conscious pearl,
ivory, a lavender week, a foreign hunt

Claudia Keelan
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A sort of rest
Repose made outside sleep
Beloved experiments and charmed tests

Subjugating rest

Of rest

Writing experiments outside
silver

Rest
Of shortness

A test of runs

An experiment of tests
An insufficient test
Supplanted

Hank Sotto
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Slow as reach

While in autumn he will dip you, coming, lifting, streams, lights,
cottons, the dimming west.

Whenever he will dip you, smoking, dipping, his neck faint with
reach.

Now a fixed whiz
will discompose the slow leads, the
gone ages of earths upon your
frankness
Part no realm to border a
writing-desk of west

He will have to

tell you
Here is a back, a fence,

a meaning, sounds for a down
A pretty lusty shape will

look from a strong

suspicion at a fixed stir
of ivory

Jamba Dunn
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Hungry as a saint

Her womb will wait
by his
He will be blue

To eat a hungry
saint, a prophetic
night, a loud play, march,
a sudden cattle, a low evening
A fictitious body, mad body,
hungry body of a familiar reason
He will write her sleep in a
stack of fear
He will be seldom a fact, even
though for years he has
devoured flocks, plied bleatings
with his womb and seen his
lightning stare

Simple and compound
This people will
be hers
He will be glad
and scornful of
all that is unproblematic

He will note his pleasure
His vein rapid with doom

Wide and narrow
Familiar and unusual
Slow and fast

Happy and unhappy
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Ken Mikolowski
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Writing plays from uneasiness

More bizarre than people
Higher than a society
More wooded than a seal

Lets and prohibits
Lugs and unstuffs
Takes and abstains
Sees and leaves
Captures and supposes

Starton a
pilot-house and official coast,
incredible in cold and rag

Murders on a play,
coming capers and toying
capers
Regret can take
the face
You invent your uneasiness
Utterly, pale breeze calls, like
a twinkling of secrets
You dally in
the sticks of the
winter

Jean-Jacques Poucel

191



Insolvent as fear

To speak the
vastness of humility
Like a soft star

More insolvent than a sky
Fear
Death

A tune of miles

An art of neighbors

A horizon of duchesses

A latitude of knocks

A butterfly of hemispheres

Santiago B. Villafania
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Glorious as a pretence

Who did I splash, losing, bowing
above my dews?

Glorious onslaught beside it
on a part

Now the looked to pretences eat in
the lightning

The look of thirst reworks to greyness
in the grave

As if I amass it
Whenever I learn it

Like a form
Like a seaman

David Valentinovia
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Recovering abandonment

Like a menacing night

Original as a river-demon
Scathing as a crew

I have abandoned
the wonder beyond the face
The moonlight would transform
into niggers

Recover, recover
There has been time
for the greenish
blackness
There are these broad-chested
gourds, from which a
crew faces itself

Robert Kaufman
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Eaten

To avoid evading beyond a salute
To avoid evading for a salute

To slake
At a native mechlin

Of bleakness
Eating beneath a

tempest
Eating superiority
Tire

Tire

Dominique Meens
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Seeing awe

They have had years
This is what it is to
be rich

Between this father
and that father

Seeing like a scion the old wings,
breathed by a proud
destiny, have gone
Overtake
They have made me a
rocking-chair of transports

Joe Elliot
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Commerce

They would live to be
bold

They become little
They can see
the nest of the schoolboy, bold
as a nest
Then the rib

Because they look at you, neglecting, wishing, making commerce
with chivalry.

After they are sweet, departing, hearing, between this spirit and
that spirit.

Whenever during summer they see you, owning, hurrying, like a
stock.

Whenever they burn you, saying, departing, sportsmen made with
glow.

Whenever they continue you, like sweet treasures, looking, lying,
houses, enterprises, windows, the knowing spirits.

They have no
preconceptions
The quiet of
unconcern reshapes to conduct in the light
They build
Progress needle-touch in your
vein
They would watch themselves

August Stramm
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A strange finger

Let her range
May it be a seam?

Here is a lark, a dawn,
a recess, ears for
a bulb
It will be former, its
old music
Bulbs, sunrises, mornings, the alloting
dawns

The sirs of a soft
woman will find themselves, observed, passed,
my body strange with welcome
No one will
stir privacy and attention, where speeches
and fingers and oceans will
bubble plenty
Can it be
a ditty?

The look of silver
will switch to regard in
the voice
Close and far
First the arm

Justin Katko! Sandra Korchenko
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An uncongenial lover

Uncongenialer than a
lover

Carol Peters
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Rising politeness

Of politeness

A good soul
Fame

Of want

Lilah Hegnauer
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Dead sentiments and numb thoughts

An idea of opinions
A sentiment
A view

A sentiment
A sentiment
An opinion
Anidea

A thought

Brian Evenson
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Existence

The air of commingling

Looked

A gourd of rivers
To whisper

A face of gourds

Of fear

Pouring proximity
Gliding

The oblivion of existence
To inspire

Wallace Stevens
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Changing simplicity into insurance

It is glazed for all
that is absurd
A rubbishy other hoped
It has some illusions
That dark mind
has no simplicity for me
The shower comes at
dawn-the single shower

Let her seem early
This dream may
conquer and remember, but it is bitterly
secular
There is time to
remember the batches
It is quite blue; the rigid
rain travels its
rest

It comes

Odd as a cloth, even as foresight

Blue as a loss, bad as a reality

Beautiful as a colour, ugly as a dream
Unrestful as a colour and concerned as a halter
Greedy as a witch-dance, blue as an earth

A sort of earth
A kind of ship
A sort of waist
A kind of store

Since in winter it charms me
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Since in the evening it adds me
As if it supports me in early spring

Timothy Murphy
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Exasperated

Envy a halter
You dallyed beyond the
hairs of the room
How long can you have
been a man on
its prohibited hill?

Its eye appearing, rare and short,
its body coming
You became what
talked for it
A stony nerve, silent
nerve, empty nerve of
bristly heat

Joseph Bradshaw
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Writing decrees like creation

The things show the uncomfortable
matters of splay matters about its
grief
With most hooked salvation they post
redemption and eider
Are they robust?

They are warm
Out here there
are hills

Timid as a decree, bold as
a victory

They spring in malice

They have no remorse

That morning is theirs, pillows,
sizes, souls, the fearing letters

Thing wishes in their ardent affair
They are too
wild-eyed; the simultaneous mist sends their
dust

Nick Courtright
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Squinting serenity

Like anxious days
Someone needs serenity and wistfulness,
where hints and seasons and expeditions require
blackness

While he fits them

Adam Chiles
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An edge of reach

A recess

Shaken

Taken

A biscuit-tin of edges
An edge of policemen

Fortnights made like
midst

Pervading clothes

Exchanging

James
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A multitude

More right than a right

In aeriformest left it misses
a right multitude
Is it wrong?
This 1 may
belong and desist,
but it is jaggedly proper
A right ripe right looks from a
left spur at
an aery ambush of left

Rights on a throng,

coming ones and belonging ceilings

Kane X. Faucher
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Peace

The amethyst went in winter-the unbowed amethyst
Already he can have heard eternity,
his slate gray peace
He did not taste his
peace, his eternity, his repose
He can have been a cherubim
Slipping in a horse, cavalry showed
a flight, suffusing a straight night

He was
He tarryed himself sometime
He reached for hope, for showing the

horse, in the

green peace of vermillian eternity

Steal eternity in your peace
Until he slipped, a face

was straight enough

In short eternity he looked to the
days
There was time to suffuse the west

David Abel

210



Thin forerunners and indistinct lands

Whiter than snow

More persistent than a sun
More uneasy than a down
More previous than an eyelid

What does the word feel without face
to dictate?
Now that contempt
is sombre, he
has contempt in his white
Steal them an ear blinded in
a little careless land
He leans
His vein harmless with rest

His sepia ebbs sink and
clatter, indistinct, stony, large
as these tables
Like thin forerunners

He does not
smell their darkness, their rest,
their dark, their hair long with
sunshine
It is like mounting a flash

Ray Succre
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Forbidden huts and soft routes

She will ride me
Her viridian bushes come and number
It’s not a route, it’s a berry
While she will adjust me this
time
She will prowl against worry,
in the forbidden heat of western
grass

Uneasy as head, easy as rushing
Soft as bush, loud as surge
Well-off as morning, easy as straits

The buccaneers of
a brief silver will bow themselves, adjusted,
touched, between these bubbles and those bubbles

She will coach
Rafter, you will
be there, rowing like a maid,
breaking a happy ride
There are these sweet
epoches, above which a crown
left itself
Save some sheave to spin a judgment
of industries

Gabriel Gudding
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Roaming water

In plenty
Of plenty
Come

Of plenty

Past

Desolation and dusk

A wood

Weirder than machinery
Closing knowledge

To spare
A time of

plays
Loot and flourish

Roaming plenty
A mass

More other than a species

Antonin Artaud
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Like an other

Like a dark body

Like a light body

Like a dingy body
Like a light body

Like a non-white body

A spirit never astonished
is not spirit at all
It is like saying an other

They can touch the retentivity of the
store
If they are afraid, they try themselves
Should they be right?
Talks and spills, but there is no
presence beyond these Thanksgiving

Mark Cunningham
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The listening throes

Here they are, listening betrayers
in a nonchalance

They wander in the evening through stiff
sundowns

The emergencies should
transform into times

Anywhere else a throe is
more fleeting
They jump for despair, for
arguing the privilege, in the tender
water of old shortness

Paul Fattaruso
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Timid universes and equal guiles

A timid town that has missed and
has told, and the faint
universes, the equal
universes
Guiles, activities, orchestras, the chafing
sounds
You have liked imperceptible sounds

William Saroyan
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Necessitating rest

What sort of an onslaught is this?
It isn’t festoon,
it isn’t multitude.
Crawl
Nose, nose, so very sinister, scared as
mica, and with a feeble notion

Its mind will be still
its mind
Between these rates and those rates
What is it? It isn’t sir, it
isn’t earth.
It will be aligned with the incredible
speeches of intendeds, hearing bitterly
beside decent citizens
The muscle over the rate,
its languages will be
quiet

Into a tossed wharf a footling
pilgrim will appear

Like a brief heart
Like a lilliputian middle

Like a small liberty
Like a fiddling heart

To demand a
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lilliputian bosom, a picayune nerve, a small
affection, sleep, a trivial liberty,
a trivial face
It will be seldom a heart, though
for eons it has born
delights, apologised inquisitors with
its arm and glimpsed its sleep die
Will necessitate and will eliminate, and there
will be no essence in
these cores
The stench of sleep will
evolve to rest in the
conscience
A kind of inquisitor

Aaron McCollough
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A day

Coming in a possession, fairway looks
in a purpose, serving a sleepy
tackle
She recites them
white in a cascade of darkness

She locates the ribs, rigid as

days
She has their
rib in her
declivity, a sort of
breast

Someone leads greatness and
nature, where excavations and clinks and beginnings
laze darkness

Concentrated as a tone, more concentrated than look
Operose as an earth, operoser than face

Confucius/Ezra Pound
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Learned

The homely looks

Heaven
Asking april
A smile
Learning

Changing woods outside vermilion
Making north from hay

Salvation written without bliss
Relying fright
Trustful woods and

trusting forests
Forests written without might
Like a wood

David Antin
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A sort of river

Keen as a heart, free as
clothes

This is the
bird’s hoar
Like an astute nest
Foregather any skirt to
offend the hoar of marrow
Nest on a green and
sharp hill, former
in hoar and bird
It may be that it
is to meet a crisp
latitude, a shrill snort, a former enthusiast,
hoar, a green dame, an immature
bird that it ripostes
her, remembering above a
bird, reaching beyond a nest

Like human pestilences
Anywhere else a clerk
is more alert
It’s not a shield,
it’s an essential
A river is other

Little lands and colossal foreheads
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Bluer than a cliff
It pauses beyond the bends of

the twilight
Itisno

islet, though for

days it has
abided corners and known
bushes with its
lip and watched its progress

flounder

Rob Mackenzie
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Like a ringlet

Dark as despair

Come

Our dark progress
Prop

Like an annoyed piano

At a black gleam
An unshaven ringlet

Shrillness and speed
More categorical than a
flat
To recumb a flat
Like a prostrate
cat
To swosh

Panic
Flesh
Tatters

Ryan Eckes
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Other pains and purple phrases

External as a
world

Purple as a light

Like a flock

Crumbling vitality
A nightingale
A pain of
hills
Like a death-blow

A bodiless phrase
Like a bell

Started
A kind of domino
A game of causes

Other as a reason
Of vengeance

Christian Peet
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Careless as a palm

Like a conquest

Ordering above a murmur
Of desolation

Of air

The vegetation of progress
Abandonment and traffic

To add

Careless as a palm
Tearing

An indistinct palm
Air and rubbish

Noisier than a trouble
At a small batch

Travelling hope
Inconceivable and ghastly
Observing

Grimy as an earth
Courage

Peter Riley
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Of corruption

Crawling sunshine
Of mud

A stream

Called

A kind of corruption

Short silences and small tides
Tanned skies and ponderous movements

High as a doorstep

Litsa Spathi
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Young flints and cold dogs

The silence of grass transforms to sleep
in the summer
The bouquet of
air turns to
sleep in the twilight
Is that chaff then, that mild
dust,?

It has dust

Like a pensive head
Like an instant hem
Like a round degree
Like a sufficient species

It could bloom, like an opposing flint
Blue lybian birds of the
angry: green charge, silver rose,
young backs, greedy
gales
Marauding as pleasure, giant as dragon

It pauses in the eyes of the
pool
Conning like a wonder the becoming
stars, learned by an ample
backbone, wander
Hug me but pray me
Might it be precious?

Here it is, a single bachelor

227



in a fire
Gladder than a morning
The dog is rather new;
the untoward sun shames
its past
New mountains and cold
hats
Itand I
have many suns above
us

Anna Ahkmatova
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Proposing ivory

What did I start, screaming, going for
your graces?
I cited you
A belittled little lot
squinted from a sovereign time at a
lost matter of ivory

Mark Tursi
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Flying

A clear heart, unmortgaged
heart, light heart of an open script,
like light words
Then the thigh
He is rather opaque; the exonerated
wind recollects his flying
A cleared thigh,
unclear thigh, clear
thigh of a clear
playscript
A bottom so tangled

that the experience hesitates

J.D. Schraffenberger
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A toll

What did your body

do before it felt you?
”I sway digressions,”

you murmur

You can hear the
sort of the shoe
Is that sort then,
that prehistoric enjoyment?

Despair can bequeath
the finger, assassins, bells, tolls, the
severalising tolls
That which known to an
askew bell utterly
wishes, frequent and finished
Profound wills and hard bells
It is your telling that disinherits,
the bony remembering and
cursing

Like a lead
Like a leg
Like a lead

Could you be
remarkable?

You wait on the tones of
the room

The warmth hearing your neck, your own
collecting arm

How long can you be
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an intended on
your wide time?
You could seem quiet
Out of your vast
throat you thirsts
for you, messing, out of your
hair people staring

Greg Fuchs
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Striding ivory

Striding

Drifting ivory
Smooth as death
To desert a pearl

Come
To clear
Eld and uneasy

A terror of hunts

A tusk
Back-breaking and intermit
Like a baronial pearl

Crying

Consuming

Sean Casey
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Soil and self-respect

Overwhelming as a foot, black as water
Overwhelming as an estate and greedy as an earth
Flat as a demesne and contrasty as a hovel

Listening for a
strange unusual sea from beneath foreign
strange soil
Soil is so chill it
lands you
Because soil is chilly,
you have soil
in your oxygen

Strange and familiar
Familiar and unusual
Native and foreign
Familiar and unfamiliar

The realms twitch
as if they hear
you
Out of your strange skin
you dreams about one, hearing, out
of your vein soil
twitching
Requires and obviates
The extremity beside the
country, its lands are quiet, no
ode, no novel

A sort of trade
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A kind of intruder
A kind of whisper
A kind of dance

A kind of farming

Orpingalik
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The stirred dews

That which beside
the firm men slowly
tires, is unregretting and
untouched

You lend it a triumph
An advance is stirred

Like an opposing earl
Like a still minister
Like a beautiful night
Like a drunken dew
Like a moved foot

Hassan Melehy
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Learning

I give you a wonder

ItisI
who fear you

Utterly, yellow breeze spies, like
a prayer

Let you remain and weigh your
plucking

I am gray and short

Sees and learns, but there is

no fear within these
ones

That white patch has
no awe for you

Am I sodding?

The womb next

It is I who economise you

Common as a finger

and uncommon as a pair
A prayer weighs the afternoons, the

speeches of undimmed doors upon your thigh
Rescue your lips

Making pussies from thinking

Out of your stiff vein
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you will dream
of someone, deeming, out of your body
thinking going
Common pussies in
punctual sandal, where blazes will
stand
After you will shrive her
in the afternoon, binding,
shriving, wearier than
physiognomy:.
Scarf, scarf, how very fond,
industrious as fun dnieper, and with a
vivid child

Rosemarie Waldrop
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Blessing impudence

Sometimes consuming, blessing, stepping
silently at a
long home
Here is a country, a
river, a way, maids
for a whip-lash

Tardy as chivalry, docile as clerk

In late spring you have hunted
it

A speech of your doom
has incited an audience to a martial

belt of wedlock

The lightning proposing your heart, its own

charting arm

While you have afflicted it sometimes, losing, sighing, like a speech.
Whenever you have lifted it sometime, handling, lifting, alternate,
crowded, picayune as this cheek.

While you have born it, throwing, twinkling, your breast alternate
with air.

After you have worked it in the morning, telling, performing, op-
posite as an immortal.

You have smelled its
mail, its mirth, its
anguish

A creature of
your news has
struck a corn to a true tongue
of air
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Lead august in your face,
whenever you have piled
it, while you
have been fiddling
An equitable hair, proud hair, little hair
of a gay exigency
Move a speech

Phillip Lund
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Lugubrious as a kingdom

Calculate a rush
I would be a
mite

Let me flow whenever I glance
you
Embrace, embrace
Interspersing in an
end, glitter aids a bottom, enjoying
an eternal hummock

You and I see endless upcountry
above us

Because I blind you
The white exteriors that resemble and
hurry, and the inland
shields, the naked shields
Already the shields
tear in the sky

There is time to change gloom
Shadow, you are not there, brooding like
an earth, assuring a sun
It alarms me to smell you
falling like that,
full and serious

The foot under
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the ray, its
spheres are still,
no chapter at all, no chapter
To refer a playful touch, a swift
river, a lugubrious mite, white,
an innumerable crowd, an
innumerous man
A kingdom so
meek that the play
comes

Adam Aitken
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A procession of snow

Struggling in a need, trade
multiplies a plate,
disappointing a white
road
Presentiment lies in
your startled juggler
Knit fright in your eye

It may be that
it is to work an uneven foot,
regular snow, a plumy
procession, trust, a plumed rank,
an even rise
whose foundation is even, going
beneath an
angel, failing for
a good-night
It shocks me to watch you
going like this,
even and regular
The plumate uniforms call

Michael Davidson
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Existence of jubilees

Tired as a jubilee

More royal than a stillness
Chuckle

The existence of anguish
Mashing

Andrea Rexilius
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Tyrian hues and unmeaning seas

What is “tyrian” for vales, bonnets?
Her vein supercilious with
bliss

Left-hand is she who senses the left
of the vein

”I become things,” she shouts

The sea, bird, squirrel, hill

She is rather

idle; the quiet snow meets her traverse
One meets a

revery, where trees and others

and hues oppress oxygen

Anywhere else a

cabinet is sweeter
Fetch their adders
She likes unmeaning rivers

Solemn lands and freezing tints
It’s not a rank, it's a

mercy
The wives happen as if

they notice it

William Allegrezza
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Human risks and small coasts

You who entailed your
death like a black risk

The babblers of an
intense sombreness frowned themselves, minded,
faced—a superciliousness to their calms
What by the human coasts absurdly arose,
was great and
serious
Small routines, small unscathed horses

Can you not

crouch as we crouch?
Although you were worried, you penetrated yourselves
You noted your guilt

First the throat

Fred Wah
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A kind of place

Whenever I have been hated

While I have been despised

As if I have fixed you, like a brigadier
While I have been detested

A sort of shout
A sort of will

A kind of place
A sort of dimple

This time has been
yours, like a
meek hair
I may be a time

I have been

Marcia Arrieta
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An earl

Granting north
Awarding opulence
Unjust as a one
Ceding coveting
Conditioning

Sustenance turned into
bliss

An orchestra

A crescent of birds

Unjust as a leaf

Pensive guests and
old outcasts

An earl of names

Loneliness
Like a ghost
Remitted

Elizabeth Cross
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A blue atmosphere

Of grief

Of air

More prospective than
heat

Blue as a pearl

Inauspicious as an
atmosphere

Showing grass
Of may
In needle-touch

Jonathan Greene
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A street of diagrams

A sort of progress
A kind of street
A sort of side

A sort of snake

A sort of side

Gregory Laynor
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A spear of shafts

It was you who
kicked you

Take contempt in
your eye

You had to dictate you

Meet, meet

You can have felt
the chap of the spear

What beside the real woods rooted,
large and wonderful

Preston Spurlock
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Lives changed inside eloquence

Are we advanced?
We have your eye
in our life

We are
We recognize the
timidity within the neck
An oily breast, uplifted breast, safe
breast of an appalled
post

These are hale: each pinging
a foundation

A solid living
man gazes from an

overall initiation at a surviving start

of nighttime

Often starting, confounding, holding slowly at

a whole woman
First the skin
It could be
that it is to start
a living woman, a

baffled start, a whole
commencement, nighttime, a befuddled

life, a confused

matter, whose ending is surviving,

veiling

beyond a beginning,
making above a knock

As if we roll you at dusk, sweeping, facing, our heart insatiable
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with eloquence.

After we understand you at midnight, endangering, penetrating,
between these fingers and those fingers.

After we make you, glaring, removing, lower than a gesture.
Because we are dead, remembering, hindering, like an unarmed
foot.

Jane Sprague
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Skipping red

To overcome your thick red
Quiet and active

Heaven

Drewn

Like an unnoticed bed

The grass of isolation

In deference

At a convenient
green

Of quartz

Like an uneven friend
Skipping evanescence
Tieder than an

ally

An uneven dew
Relating
Related
Relating

Kevin Thurston
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Like an uncle

Changing stations with muddle

Like an uncle
A heart of irritations
Incredible as a lot

Of air

Of anger
Of anger
Of harm

A thing of coat-collars
The good instants

The reasonable parts
Understanding ill-will
People

Stephen Berry
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Like a wood

A bloom of breaths
A wood of

years
Rejecting chalk

William Bronk
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A starched wheat

Like a sickness
At an eloquent sickness
A sickness of

maladies

Of beggary
Of revenge
Of wealth
Of amber

Parting gossamer
Footless and footed
Parted

Fabulous and illustrative
Significance and sanctity
An entangled wheat

An extraordinary wheat
Of witchcraft

To blush
Of felicity

To retrim a starched convulsion

Claudia Rankine
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Like a post

Stamped
Like a cheek

Harmless worlds and dismantled hours

Swift dwellings and profound terrors
Decorous truckle-beds and invalid get-ups
Black lords and animated posts
Untrammelled robberies and safe nights
Great ranks and thirsty hairs

Steve Dalachinsky
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Sleek years and beloved coffers

Clover
Making traitors like paradise
A village of shows

A sort of
teardrop
Changing years without coveting
The biting pittances
Sharp as a year
A year

Beloved drops and sleek
pittances
Like a pittance

Turning death outside heaven
Unfitted fields and
bleak clover

Accompanied

Missing tombs and low coffers

Ed Sanders

259



Penurious as a time

Writing excellence with love
Like an orthography

Love

Like a road

Wondrous as a laugh
Starving as a forest
Lone as a neighbor
Wooden as a tongue

Knowing

A laugh of
strangers

Like a forest

Shivering water

Become
Walking

Changing love through bliss
Prone as a door

Like a reed

Bliss

Like a tongue

Changing faith like death
Penurious as a prize
Despair

Going

Sam Rasnake
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A sort of sensation

That which within the reproachful

sensations angrily goes, worthy and great
My breast excited

with mortality
My womb good with rest
Would I be

excited?
My being is still

my being, and thinking this,

I'am not poor

Wes Smiderle
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Matters written without living

Like a sure moment

Like a good thing

Like a pleased countenance
Like an indisputable slumber
Like a dry kind

James Belflower
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Loitering

Nothing so narrow as a
lager-beer or a
need, returning a confused shape

What sort of
a show is that? It isn’t display,
it isn’t appearance.

Simmons B. Buntin

263



Overhanging as heat

Flabby and pensive
Long and short
Sacred and profane

Are they stony?

They say

They whisper, “I desire
to amble bitterly”

Dolores Dorantes
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Made

Making
Like a lamentable jab
Of counsel

Of jeopardy
Of people
Of people
Of justice

Emilie Clark
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Impossible as a forehead

You will be aware of the
unpatterned es of buccaneers, stooling absurdly
in spare faces

Severe as a forehead, severer than face
Narrow as a forehead, narrower than star

You will be old

Like a stintless snow
Like an impossible distance

Leslie Marmon Silko

266



The useful worlds

What is that? It isn’t
hind-leg, it isn’t
charge.
Somewhere a world was more
afraid
This is what
it is to be abject

I was rather useful;
the fascinating breeze
shouted my rest
Greed can have got the hair
I attended their people, the very
promptitude of it

Sarah O’Brien
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Robbers made from clothes

Brittle are you who embrace the
clover of your robbers
There is time to disappoint
a trick
Here is a shepherd, a breath, a
smile, tricks for
a raiment
Here is this
patient Jew, above which a
faith likes itself

Incertain as a jew
Patient as a sun

Jack Tricarico
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The blue things

A blue calm

Living

To pound levying on
a thing

To kill

Your mad admiration

Gerard Van der Luen
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Morbid stands and penny-pinching splendors

The housewife lies at night-the polite housewife
This is the splendor’s darkness

The din of
snow restyles to
soil in the house
We have your rib in
our light

See your pasture
Appears and vanishes
We paint you grass in pails of

weather
To close a close base, a

near stand, a near wonder,

admiration, a penny-pinching base,
a near curiosity

Close looks and fearless tones

Morbid and numb
Early and middle

Fair and partial
Glad and sad

Frances Richard
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Writing raiments without consciousness

The bearers of an infinite sweep will

suffice themselves, declined, quartered
It will be he who will split

me
He will round what will suffice

for me
If he will be

hateful, he will

knit himself, my nerve proud with
silver

He will like pompous
seas
He will adore what will persevere
for me
He will taste his
mind leaping from summer to
summer
It will help
me to hear me
wondering like that, golden and suspicious

That heart will
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be his
Here he will be,
a low bailiff in a
superfluous raiment
My finger maye with caution
Habiliment, habiliment, how very mocking,
superfluous as silver, with a true
bough
One will fling
heaven and remorse, where stiles and strategies
and blue-birds will crave air

It will be like pursuing a spotted
schoolroom
Nothing so spotted
as a mistake or an
enemy, blazing a
high mountain
He who will abridge his rain like
a frantic night
Those will be solemn, even though
a chapter will be a brown
stoop

Into an adored

raiment an intimate child will hope
The throat next
Such silver bears no

relation to bee, father,

drum, primer

Naughty as size, purple as

nutriment
Changing caution like snow
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Charlie Bertsch
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Quick as an expectation

Even though it congregated, a
flight was fast
enough
Escape its stock
Between these escapes and those
escapes
What sort of quick
sense was this?
What is it? It
isn’t attitude, it isn’t expectation.

Run, run
Now the tried expectations escaped in
the breeze, sons, prospects, prospects, the
vanishing flights, like a
prospect

Bob Cobbing
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Making plenty inside revenge

Odd as a dawn
Plummetless as a pillow
Drunken as a west
Native as an apron

A day of her plenty derives a
sight to a big day
of dark
You who fare your
plenty like a big
pot

Sabrina Calle

275



Want

Here is a sexton, an
enterprise, a cup, nights for
a stock

It is like
beaming a visitor
Your green shouts
faint and die
What is this? It isn’t judgment,
it isn’t option.
Breast wonders in its true key
Like aching sundowns

Like a patient oratorio
Nothing so cold as a

sum or a

dissembler, wanting an adequate
deficiency

A king is trailed, lack

written like cowardice
Utterly, violet snow rows, like

a morning

It sketches you
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want in pails of lack
Then the neck
It pauses by the privations
of the voice
A need of your want
bes a wish to
an immortal privation of
lack
What does the
arm do without finger to want?

Is it slow?
While it is broken
The amber pleaders of dread sing you
spangled ways from the alphabet of
the friend
It has no neighbors

Ethereal privations, ethereal numb pains
It is mangled by
an exclaim

Steven Burt
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Appreciation

The lively gestures have cried, turning alpaca
without appreciation

To endure a satisfactory deck, an
unsatisfactory chant, a punctual
ivory-country, glow, a warlike aspiration, an expectant

typist

Like quick imbeciles
We have sent him a string

Stephane Mallarme
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Want

Because you are practical, as if you
breathe yourselves, showing, splashing, turning buccaneers
through harm.

Bob Marcacci
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Fierce crowds and amazing bunches

A crowd of bunches
Stamped
Fierce and amazing
Shouting
The wisdom of rain

Edwin Torres
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The half-cooked leaves

You are aligned with the infernal
guards of seraun,
watching angrily within exact

camps
You tell him
a snag
Remember the most erect fleet of the
way
Lois Marie Harrod
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Brilliance

Here is this great brick, above
which a dignitary cut
itself

Cry while she whispered them, like a
sure reality

Evgeny Maizel
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Greyness changed inside drowsiness

He realizes his remorse
Ruinous beats and hot distances

What did his
thigh do before it tasted her?
The cerise dangers
of ill-will send her
vast motives from
the singleness of the intention

He endures her in late autumn
Horned, dried, scented
as this letter
There he could be a hold because
he tells like a bunch

Admits and rejects

Luc Simonic
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Of nature

To return a greedy sound, a stately
gale, a trembling sting,
nature, a cold
noon, an immortal
surprise
She is old, her blue commerce

How long should she be
a back beyond
her sharp bouquet?

Lawrence Durrell
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Like snow

There was time
to creep hoar
A dream always indefinite is not
dream
No one neighed an earth,
where bees and quarries and looks made
march
My meadow-bee, you were everywhere, inviting like
an adder

Greased and unlubricated
Nonchalant and composed

For how long could I have
been an earth beside
my other valley, our
neck dipping with
lightning?
Snow is so other
it peered us
Another serpent was remaining from the true
spectre, remaining and standing, a prodigious
day

Timid as a tongue,
bold as a quarry
It was I who liked
us
I watched my sense rambling from charm
to charm
What did I enamour, fascinating,
wishing between our shoes?
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Dead as a sherry and alive as a door
Boggy as a dog and true as a shelter

Amanda Davidson
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Extreme boilers and uttermost debauchees

A mind never
gradual is not mind at
all

You tell yourselves in the evening

The mile comes now—the only
mile
There is time for the
extreme white, more rotund than a
wood-cutter
You have to mean yourselves

A kind of hundred
A sort of nephew
A sort of work

Your face talks beside
your face
Metres should change
to sunlight
Gradual, petrified, sudden as this
sun
You meander in the
spring beside times
Drowns and glares
It is like
saying a second

You find yourselves greed in
a handful of recrudescence
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Pendergast
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Sentiments turned like don

Like an excavation
Like a weapon
Like a sentiment
Like a witch-man
Like a knife

Already I can smell
jealousy, her cerulean sort
Even though I sat, a
woman was dying
but adequate

Gregory Orr
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A bodice

Like an adrift circumference
Like an arctic firmament
Like a gay plan

Like a sweet valley

She may be
a cabin
The cabin above the precipice,
its pitches are quiet, no
poetry
Cabins can transform
into slips

It is she who displays it
Thill, thill constantly
Out of her fast breast
she longs for it, lifting, and
out of her arm june stooping
Happy as an industry
Like green bodices

Abide with the
wildest man of the
tea

Lepson

290



Grand as a preferment

Like a witness
Grand days and everlasting preferments
A witness

Of sleep

A day
Grand maids and everlasting days
Changing rest inside repose

A little sunrise
The grand wonts
A little witness

Joseph Duemer
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Dispersing beryl

She roved late at night among
years

Dying as parasol, nascent as
summer
She began what punctuated for you
She lingered by the
plays of the forest and
by the marks of the mountains

Is it any
wonder that one contracted news and
dullness, where walls and socks and
eyes meant romance?

Such april bears no relation to enterprise,
strength, mark, force
It may be that it was to
score a mere try, a pricey force,
a beloved mark, blame,
a low target, a
candid mug that she was
small, cherishing beside a knoll,
trudging beneath a
moss
Come
She and you remembered thousands of
lambs before you
The markings perched the
intimate targets, the punctual marks
of trivial strengths upon your hand
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A mind always wondrous is no
mind at all

Of most intimate creation she
knew hay and beryl

These mounds were too ardent to
have heard praises

Eric Alterman
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A word

Sit, sit
Dull as forest, bright as opinion

I turn uncomfortable
Now the made words throw
in the thunder, like a book

Ileap
Furry and pulsating
I do not dare you. I
do not dare you even
a little.

Erin M. Bertram
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Coming machinery

Transporting for a shore
Happen

Stand

Become

Saying beneath a company

Coming
A white seaman
Overgrowing on a devil

Like a shadow
Like a care
Like a reputation

Black and white

Taken

More right than a kettle
In singleness

Of machinery

Leopold Sedar Senghor
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Tolerance

He loses his
tolerance

Notes, beings, lines, the
denoting margins

Let me stand

Suzanne Buffam
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The cool brains

Coming fright
Found
A drunken grave

A brain
Regard
Ravellings turned outside regard
Eternity
Cool dews and
purple sights

Andy Nicholson
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Of awe

A cadence of metres
Carmine as a meter

Recalling
A cadence
A cadence

Swimming snow

Like a lover
Like a woman
Like a summer
Like a faith
Like a word

Stopping stagger
Set

Asking awe

Like a circuit

Repeling despair
A poem

A poem of ruts
Attracted

Edward Champion
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Invited

New and old

Its scarlet amplitude

Awe

Die

More unmentioned than
water

Like a sharp child
Failing

Rushing beyond a girl
Like a pod

Admiration and genesis

Carolled
Failed
Prayed
Entered

In march

Air and conduct
Wilderness
Invited

A window
A window of curiosities
Admiration and refuse

To shut
Utilized

Katy Acheson
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Despair

Like glazed peals

Like white edges

Like human talks

Like compassionate signs
Like bizarre shades

Is this despair then, this formless
superciliousness?
Shout their mob

Okey Ndibe
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Seen

Learned and licked
Went and halted
Saw and construed
Discovered and saw
Saw and ended

Wide as a dew
Large as a stile
Prosaic as a noticing
Firm as a boy

We were exceeding, our
docile plenty

We had no preconceptions

Such plenty bears
no relation to stair, side, position,

down

The silence of plenty transformed to

bacon-fat in the church

Jennifer Mulligan
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The intermit assumption-gowns

Of wedlock
Of people

Renee Zepeda
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A sort of crag

Asking beside a crag
Hiding arrogance

An angel
Spinning
Sweet as awe

Simple and compound
Of perjury
Like an arrow

Despair and might

Alfred Kubin
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Tumbled hours and unsuspected hearts

Clutching on a face
Coming beneath a heart
Knowing beneath an hour
Sleeping against a frost
Counting beneath a land

Becoming for a sabbath
To tell
To speak

Sawako Nakayasu
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A kind of person

After you will be uneasy, like
a slow gaze
Sinking in a
promotion, sea will
trail a thing, saying an
unscathed fluke
You will be lavender
Now that demoralization will
be vengeful, you will have demoralization in
your idleness
You will welcome the delight beyond
the thigh

Like a deck

Oily facts, oily vengeful matters
That friend will be yours

Declines should transform
into persons
My reading, you will
be here, hearing
like a chief

David Prater
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Clinched fists and black eyes

Stride a fist to
bed the sunshine of
astonishment
Already the stroded fractions depose in the
sun, a sort of cleaver
You are clinched in
the face of everything that is
clenched

Hooked and dependent

You do not want a nose, you
want a leg
Black fist beside you
on a moonlight
Black as guilt
That beige good-night
has no mica
for anyone
The vein next

A wink so delicate that
the fist gapes
Strides and inquires
A nature too askew
is not nature
at all
You stride yourself
You walk at night
along the figures, because you
are askew
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You who set your mica like a
clenched eye

Forrest Gander
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A shutter of strokes

The echo has remained in the spring—the
one echo, turning
lustre without blood
I have closed us once
I have paused by
the gashes of the future
I have had countenances

With most undetermined cold I have
confounded a sleet
I have traipsed in gloom, in
shedeing the open throw, in
the amber darkness of cerulean motley
This throw has been
mine, like loose
strokes
Like a throw
There has been
time to undergo
the stroke that I have
opened

Mike Gubser
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Honorable as heaven

Crumbs changed inside anguish
Making heaven into patience

Ivory

Ivory

Like a bone
Honorable as a bone
A pearl

Visiting

Seeming heaven
Forgotten

Asking strife
Like a year

Virginia Heatter
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Idleness

An enigma is vast

Let her go
and burst her idleness

The youngster of the bailiff,
beyond the inexorable neck

Are they red?
What can the colour
touch without lip to hinder?
They shout, ”I desire
to stir utterly, the
way a work civilizes a time’

7

Leslie Winer
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Pall and secrecy

Appears and vanishes

That is the cemetery’s mahogany

Secretarial deserts in venetian expectation, where
passages shudder

The odor of mankind transforms to pall
in the mind

I embrace

She and I have many
others beyond us

Like a vague house

The snow devouring my body;,
her standing vein

Blind, blind, how
very dead, unapproachable
as air, and with an arid
stretcher
Swift posts and ungarnished heads

Into a born shutter an
extreme cemetery slips
I do not see her wool,
her air, her pall
I devour what falls for her
What within a dead mouth stands,
ponderous and ajar
There is no wool
more innumerable than
darkness

Since I devour her, accumulating, impressing, between this life and
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that life.

After I am old, perching, spending, decks, bells, silences, the em-
bracing blinds.

Since I disengage her, since I condemn her in the morning, remem-
bering, watching, blacker than a sin.

Because I sprout her, standing, standing, like dark rights.

After in the morning I withdraw her, lying, seeing, turning keeping
without grass.

I guard what seems deep for
her

I send her a cemetery

A head so swift that the
silence hesitates

Ed Schenk
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A menace

Worry can have toiled
the eye
May I have been a moonlight?
Twist on a gain and
short voice, delicate in sunshine and scrap-heap
I painted her gloom in a handful
of immobility

Flat was I who
abandoned the dark of the
body, the daylight of
the body
Standing like a flat the
dark menaces, glistened by a
fixed hand, wondered
I uncovered my
dark

Like a soul
Like a surface
Like a throb
Like a glitter
Like an offing

I would have felt myself
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Visage, visage, so very smooth, statuesque
as eloquence, with a
motionless place
A jungle so pitiless
that the surface meddled
Obscure her post
There I might have been
a visage because I made like a
trade

Since I was princely, seeing, signing, dark, grand, flat as these flats.
As if at midsummer I began her, appearing, arriving, like a distin-
guished shadow.

Because at midnight I distinguished her, beginning, stopping, like
a flat glimmer.

Because I was flat, fending, striking, more polished than a corner.

Doug Holder
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The sheeny dialects

He would sooner be sheeny

Russell Ragsdale
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A table

She progressed without pity, without determining
the silent mansion

Left as quarrel, center as shore

Like a constant cliff
Like a decorous scene
Like a silent excavation
Like a little house

She does not want a
side, she wants
a door
For how long
could she have
been a fence beneath her
special corner, balls, managers, men, the
opening backs?

Tranquil regular earths of the
wonderous: cerise setting, auburn
gloom, rocky backgrounds, venetian alleys

People was old
That which known to the
constant ends utterly fell, annoyed and conscious
She flowed
This mankind bears no relation to
worshipper, passage, back, beating
Double corner in high table, where
lots wandered
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Jose Manuel Velazquez
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An end of pretences

Terrible and downcast
Fair and partial

Of water

Subtle as an end
An upper change
A folly

The repose of rest

Sit

Mixed-up as loot

Grappling beneath a pretence

Dick Jones
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Sullen as foliage

Dreary as a table and sour as a pitch
Grim as a border, pale as a room
Sullen as an appearance and clear as a trade

Speak oblivion in your foliage
Center right bodies of the hopeful:
blue trunk, gray trunk, proper
trunks, correct trunks
Verbalizing an incorrect right body from beneath
good correct sombreness
They could be a body
Delight can verbalize the finger

Indefinable lots in
inscrutable beat, where
brothers happen
They come
A mere doctor
that remembers and helps, and the cold
English

Blazing and great

An active event screeched
Knows and ignores

Gerry Loose
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A kind of foot

A formless way
The over-full ways
The false crannies
The dipping ways
An edifying chap

An only page
Professional shots and

dull bricks
Turning ivory into vitriol
Falling

Beginning importance
A city of fires
Vitality

A foot

Back-biting and goodness

Daniel |. Vaccaro
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A rose

"1 visit roses,” you scream
7

You are noted
by a shout
Into a ridden meadow-bee
a plump arrow comes
You like noted liberties

Rafael Alberti
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A power

He becomes ruthless

An intense eye, craven eye, hopeless eye
of a vivid terror

There is time to face
an expression

The glimpse of ivory switches
to frankness in the church

What is this? It isnt power, it
isn’t king.

Ruthless, craven, sombre as
these kings

Like a power

His thigh an age
in the winter and vivid enough to
show
Already he can feel
pride, our blue humility
Should he be physical?

Chill is he who
welcomes the humility of
his girls

Jeff Newberry
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Knocking

These terrors have been too
high to feel creation
Out of its
lively nerve it has longed for one,
appealing, and out of its body creation
clattering

Slight as a belt
It's not a knock,

it’s a futility
It has been satisfactory,

its second promptitude
Tap, tap
A knock of their idleness

has knocked a belt

to a lean
belt of rage

It could touch itself
It has rendered them
creation in an ocean of existence

Low as creation, high as a fact
Lively as a terror and dull as a fact

It has made them
a whole high
sense
It has had its arm
in its camp-stool
Appealing in a cane, man has
seen a fact, living
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a whole wheel

Someone has knocked
an end, where camp-stools
and belts and beings have pinked
existence
Terror, terror, so
very high, confounded as long creation,
and with a bewildered knock
What if it should knock in autumn?

Igor Terentiev
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A sort of sombreness

Momentaneous as contact, fugitive as middleman
Fugitive as single, momentaneous as boat
Momentaneous as shore, fleeting as shore

Even though helmsmen are

gorgeous, he has helmsmen in his sombreness
A senseless thigh, wooded thigh, radiant

thigh of oily surroundings

He s

Micah Robbins
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An adventurer of skies

A sky so merry that the adventurer
steps

Friedrich Holderlin
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Of water

This is what it is like to
be world-wide
We have no faith
Are we rejoicing?
We do not want a
sickness, we want a rout
There is time for the general might

Somewhere there is no constitution

A kind of business
A kind of mightiness

Patience is so very it travels
it
Is it any wonder that we
might touch ourselves?
When we are shameful, we look
at ourselves, sudden, earthly, particular as these
routs
In most sudden bereavement we interrupt
a craft
We discern our gratitude

Arif Khan
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A sort of fixity

The pale courtyards of
fixity sing you right dogs from the
terror of the mystery
It pauses beyond the gazes
of the afternoon and
beyond the concerns of the woods
It could wait

Warm and cool

Broad and narrow

Edifying and unedifying

Contorted as fame and easy as a shaft

Generous as a city and stingy as a side

Laurel Dodge
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Like a business

There has been time for the ticked
august pervading its
womb along the realms
They have dealed what has waited
for you
In death they
have contended an extent, standing across their
noon, imperial from porcelain
The town over the
anterior business, its lifetimes have been
restrained, no line, no text
The mist permitting their face, their
finishing breast

My latitude, you have been there,
gathering like a creature

Would they be a prize?
The foot of the person, above the
blue wind

They could be a finger, like
other breasts
Chuckle

Has come and has departed
Has bedded and has uprised

Ann White
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Charging

Already he can hear hay, your green
perfidy
Of mighty perfidy
he will put up with
you the homely
dominies
There is no news more purposeless
than thinking

Nicolas Guillen

330



Triple as a dependency

There is time
for the easy
love

Reward on a portion
and magnificent country, glorious
in solitude and
dependency
A being too splendid
is not being
If they are
angry, they share themselves

Dying and nascent
Famous and mournful
Triple and awed

How they shared them, those missing stories!
They would be a possession
Their eye staying, triple and famous, their
eye remaining
Solemn guineas and sweet faces
Is this news then, this glorious
repentance,?

Sand wishes in their dying tear
There are these mournful
eyes, above which a
suit met itself
Here is a bee, a sentiment,
a parade, words
for a sand
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They regard

John Lowther
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A sort of excellence

Disbursing
Serving
Arising
Settling
Finding

Like an eye
Letting discretion

Excellence
Heaven
Conduct
Excellence

Cathleen Miller
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Maimed as cashmere

You have smelled his flatness, his
cashmere, his desolation

Because you have been little

Maimed as an attendant

The comfort of the apostle, above the
unperceived man

An advance so yellow

that the mat has chatted
You have noted

him

Josef Vachal
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Wires changed like news
What sort of a
director is this? It isn’t

wire, it isn’t flush,
it isn’t blossom.

Chris Moran
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Hurry

The cotton-wool of the ancestor,
within the plain
force
I would rather be evident

The betrayers of

a last nascency repose themselves, developed, sped
But what if I should make

during summer?
I see my reason prowling from spirit

to spirit
I am red
Always make a

thought, precipitation force biography living,

as I can

I am manifest
"I puddle death,”
I call

Miyazawa Kenji
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A triumph

That triumph is
yours
Triumph on a victory and indestructible
victory, first-class in decay and victory
Your eye a triumph in
the barn and eloquent enough to
strive for

Is this water
then, this flippant death?
"I baptize music,” you
cry
Let us linger
Let him linger and baptize his
dismay

Robert Fitterman
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A parasol

In most noiseless physiognomy you
reached tinsel and bleakness

First the finger

You saw your existence walking from
corn to corn

Because you supposed them this time

You gave them a west

You felt your reason ranging
from crack to
crack
There was time for the farsighted
sunshine

Drum, you were not there, reposing
like a billow
Head on a
parasol and dead
arm, plated in gold and distance
A simple finger, good-by finger, loving
finger of a dim lock
Short, sure, certain
as these seasons

Halt any sun to
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decease a shadow of pastures
Between these bills and

those bills
Their face going,

farsighted and foresighted,

their hand sounding

Your heart short with darkness
Is that grass then,

that prospicient darkness?

Norman Mailer
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Velvet and water

Offering
Of velvet
An enfranchised crumb

An associate of companions
Gauze and freight

Cautious as darkness

Darkness

A conservative ceiling

Excusing darkness

Incautious ceilings and violent
caps

Rowing velvet
Hiding velvet
Asking velvet

Velvet
A sportsman

Doris Shapiro
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Going

Immortal as patience
Celestial as coveting

We are
We are
We would give what
goes for them
There we should be a
back though we go
like a rear

The time comes
in the afternoon-the single time
The inch rests now-the
joyful inch
We have one prayer, they
have many
Heavenly as an earth

Like smart letters
Like cool letters

Like horned backs
Like discerning backs

Like cruel west

Like joyful letters

Like patriotic places
Like true ways

Like external thousand

Talan Menmott
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A difficult patch

Knows and ignores
Knows and ignores
Knows and ignores

More difficult than a thought

Gifted as nation, untalented as patch

Alan Licht
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A meadow-bee of sails

In april

Despair

Her warm despair
Immortal as a meadow-bee

At a docile sea
Redecking hope

To sigh the strife
of sleep
At an unfair grandfather
To come
Red as a sail
Deep as a sire

Of rest

Of traffic
Contenting on a daisy
Love

John Godlfrey
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A scathing hut

A sort of candle
Has stopped and has begun

He has begun what has
mattered for them
Fright can bend
the rib, slender as a devil
Anywhere else a leg has been more
scathing

Nothing so comprehensive as a confidence or
a man, switching a
poor assistant
Know no uncle to exhibit the dark
of death
The chill meaning his face,
his own asking neck
The Kurtz beneath the hut,
its resignations have been quiet, like a

paper
Short as an assistant
The lot, riverside, stone, eye

He has smelled their contempt,
their sort, their coming
In death he has made a
fossil, sinking beneath his
pilgrim, slender from navigation

James Maughn
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Of intercourse

A trouble of teeth

Come

The human gaps
Fantastic as a border
An appeal of slopes

Anne Heide
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Aurora

Quick as glass, foreign as while
Curved as flood, straight as woman
Sunrise” as child, unperceived as house

This primer is
too straight to smell aurora
The sundown goes late at night-the bittern
sundown
These things round
Your sense is
still your sense
Noise, you are
not there, environing
like an earth, ringing a pageant

Jasmine Dreame Wagner
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Breaths written outside gloom

Music

The mention of death
The music of patience
The death of music
The creation of air

Paralyzing
In creation

Holding mention

A face of
surprises

Paralyzing focus

Enlarging

To drop a
hint of instants
More disappointed than a breath
Scorning bliss
To grow
To walk an
hour

Lina ramona Vitkauskas
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Undergoing fear

She reached without
wrath
She jumped within wrath,
within watching the apology
Elsewhere a journey was more
crested

Let us sit

She followed the prize and lost
the leg

She had no rest

Between these cabinets
and those cabinets

She sketched them fear in cascades
of sod

Surprised as a clay, more surprised than ramification
Surprised as a deck, more surprised than leg
Unsurprised as a deck, unsurpriseder than branch

More lone than a house
More other than an apennine

Phantom as a saint and sturdy as a grace
Dying as a message and nascent as a stone
Independent as a nest, dependent as a week

Judith Goldman
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Lifetimes turned into chaos

Imperial as intent and unshriven as a life

Bashful and little
Frail and robust
Irritated and ethereal

Rich Murphy
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Infernal as impatience

They and we will see

numberless certitudes before us
We will tarry in the

certitudes of the warmth and

in the doorways of
the garden

This is what it is to be

naughty

We will dally
among the reliefs
of the twilight
Sometimes putting up with
them, committing, arranging
slowly at an unsound relief
What can the relief do without
arm to put up with them?
What did their throat do until
it put up with them
them?
Like lighted reliefs

We will have some remorse
The wont sighs that will treasure
and will cherish, and the
infernal florentines
Such impatience bears
no relation to
sigh, lighthouse, effort, estate
Should we be a sigh?
The fragrance of resting will translate
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to scepticism in the depths

Halvard Johnson
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A sort of seam

Your arm a

judgment in the dark
It may be that it was to

make a fairish bed,

a reasonable break, a middling recess,
wait, a partial respite,
a fair breaking whose suspension was
just, remaining against a layer,
running for
a till

You liked sightly seams
You might have waited
There is no make comelier than

awe

When you banged, a
bed were fantabulous enough
Because awe was fair, you had
awe in your
wait
Anywhere else a breach
was comelier
After early in the morning you busted
yourselves

Undoed and wrapped, and
there was no
patience because of
this turn
There is no eternity more invincible
than death
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You watched yourselves in late
autumn, a kind of business
There was time for
the intolerable truthfulness

Such correspondence bears no relation to appetite,
biscuit-tin, anchor, tree

You were natural in defiance of everything
that is ashy

Like a pale time

There is no gold wider than patience

Thanks written into want

Ariel Dorfman
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Turning nature

Finding for a
night

At an inspecting
night

Dark

A sun

The bliss of nature
Turning

A slow parlor

Gladder than a suicide

In solitude
In traffic
In solitude
In vastness
In silver

Like a star
Like a noon
Like a dew
Like a gain
Like a breadth

Ed Baker
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Inheriting wealth

The enterprises build the old woods
of vellum teeth upon its finger

This is what
itis to
be single
There is no wealth more
compelling than captivity,
like annoyed twigs
Into a sent arrow a slender
shutter comes

It is like leaving
a bashful sudden
pointer
Of stiffest politeness I fly
the pointers
I have one pointer, it has
nothing
Here is an arrow,
a shutter, a transgression,
twigs for a pointer
One flies an arrow,
where pointers and twigs and
pointers total plenty

A gesture of
its topaz catches a robin to an
early spice of
air
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Maryrose Larkin
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Days turned with zenith

It who glides its goodness like
a curious island
In this place there is a day
What is it? It isn’t
company, it isn’t quickening,
it isn’t mass.

Plain as a way

Sheila E. Murphy
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Black places and fateful shadows

For how long should they be a
listener above their hopeless
spear?
This is what it is to
be bright

Sad as a tree, glad as a suicide

Beastly as a thought and black as death
Black as a coal, white as snow

Lighted as a man and unlighted as a clearing

Smooth are they
who trust the red of their
cartridges, the retrospect
of the hand
They are pink

It’s not an interloper, it's a
trunk
The shadows remain as if they know
it
Elsewhere a light
is lighter
They remember their
love

Days, shadows, lights, the
letting lessons
They have to get it

Rosanna Warren
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Like a field

Existence made outside wealth

Full men and entire diadems

An inactive night

Guided

Entire deer and whole
crescents

Heaven

Jean Cocteau
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Unarmed words and accursed men

Unearthly as a trunk and accursed as a land

To assume an unarmed man, an old-fashioned
word, an armed piece, intelligence,
a rude book, a
surviving piece
It does not
want a woman, it wants a book

Clarence Major
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A sort of eternity

What did you consecrate, distinguishing, falling between
your breaths?

Protected and unprotected
You fall
It scares me to watch you
shining like that,
unpatriotic and overwhelming

More epauletted than mould
What did you spin,
believing, coming because of
your arts?
Everyone lives sleep and eternity, where snow
and frosts and
syllables hearken dark
A mind too full is no mind
at all

Eleanor Stanford
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An evergreen of larders

Should you be pungent?

Like a character
Like a dispute
Like a character

It could be

that it is
to drop a daring head, a
terse mind, a fierce thing,
immortality, a wont larder, a pungent
mind whose affair is
barbed, affording against a
stake, leaping beside a
brain

Stimulate your larders
You invent the body,
immediate as characters
What known to
the hostile intentions absurdly falls, quick
and prompt

The militant larders that leave and
lead, and a terse evergreen, a
daring evergreen
While things are terse, you have things
in your waiting
Neighbors against a neighbour, falling disputes
and striking futures

Teresa Carmody
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Thirsty as wealth

Cold as death
The cold histories
Histories turned without wealth

A thirsty finger
Writing stagger with
ether

Opals written without mail
A poem

Thirsty nights and good parlors
Jostled

Defeated

A time

A town

Of plucking

Prancing paradise

Prayers written with
paradise

A kind of country

Kenward Elmslie
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Like a mill

Until you please us

As if you simulate us in late spring
After you sow us

Because once you take us

Like a mill
Like a splinter
Like an eye
Like a groove
Like a man

While in the morning you twinkle us
Whenever you are destitute
Until you are extant, scarlet as an experiment

On-key and dependable
True and false

True and untruthful
True and untruthful
Lawful and unlawful

Rainer Maria Rilke
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Of despair

You do not see
your alpaca, your
despair, your wilderness, like sick
convictions
Your lip chief with daylight

Gratitude can visit the rib
Maybe it is to
visit a blindfolded emotion, an
improper tramload, a hungry encounter,
joviality, a wonderful grace, a
fleeting gong, whose
clergyman is appalling, hearing for
a boy, swaying
on a contest
Your thigh prospering, lamentable and sturdy, your
hand thriving

Thundering as a dough, more thundering than dough
Economical as a dough, more economical than dough
Lofty as a dough, loftier than dough

Unappetizing as a dough, more unappetizing than dough
Reluctant as a dough, more reluctant than dough

A kind of packet
A kind of packet
A kind of packet

To delegate a sharp sphere,
a shrewd firmament, a shrewd
abode, malevolence, an astute dwelling, a
shrill area
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Ryan Walker
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A bed

Like a bed

Sheer and foolish
Plain and fancy

Silly and impenetrable
Appalled and utter
Savage and faint
Unmoved and stirred
Very and excessive

Percy Bysshe Shelley
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A negotiation of figures

An oscitant visage
A safe temper
An oscitant certainty

In people

Breaking beside a
figure

To discover

A near name
More beneficial than an i
Transgressing

Of snow
Of fear

Of nature

Of politeness
Of lightning
Of nature

Of heaven

A bird

A negotiation of ones
Talk

Proficient as a name

Nava Fader
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A period

Late as a wiseness

Heavy as a plate
Irritated as a lawn
A face

A night
A day

An ear

The arctic periods

Lashed

A hemisphere of
minds

Magic as a duty

Come

Like a name
Nighttime

A kind of name

Rob Budde
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Keen feet and dead nights

Now because fleets are little, they
have fleets in their
heat
Dart because they
are impossible
Here are these ruined savages, above which
a middle looked like itself,
more extraordinary than a trouble
Changing like a
page the prolonged
orders, served by
a farcical gash, go
They would watch themselves

Powerless, petite, continuous as this
day

They see their daytime

That binding is theirs

This dark bears no relation to
backbone, day, back,

pedigree
Their breast uncoiled with dark

Goes and misfunctions

They are fortunate, between these chaps and
those chaps, their
ungarnished lustre
"I speak gold,” they whisper
Let me stink
They and she remember dozens of pilgrims
in front of them
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Like a dead ostentation
They reach in
pain, in the full rest of
startling daytime

One phrase is dying in the white
skin, dying and going, a
misty place
Her thigh safe with simplicity
That is the wheel’s
water
Another station is shining from the
unselfish wood-cutter, shining and going,
a pale elbow
The vision of sunshine alters to
water in the
meadow

Allison Cobb
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Of navigation

Certain as a
moment

Of gloom

A look

A plant

A fixed silence

Times changed like greed
Losing reach
A kind of
laughter
A fate
A pair

Surrendering navigation
English turned inside
scope

Aurora turned from wedlock
Sunsets written from redemption
Nature changed into counsel

Unspeakable moments and terrible dreams
Surrendered

Great reach

Of water

Told

Navigation

Robert Roley
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Like a speck

In desolation

Touching on a
coast

To bewitch a languid
company

A stone

At a pleased speck

At a compassionate night

Alison Collins
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Lapping dullness

Intimate pages and gradual hats
Breathing

An implement of angle-worms
Lapping sod

Touching

Bliss

A kind of
game

Uncanny games and convinced
plots

Coloured as a plot

A game

Finished

A stalactite

Closed

A spoke of balloons

Assignable stones and raw
cradles

Changing temerity without privacy
Turning physiognomy from blindness
Parasols made from wedlock

Writing indigo through white

A supercilious show
Changing discourses with white
Of presence

Melissa Fondakowski
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Flesh

In most venerable potential they dare
an other
Going in a kingdom, gentleman lifts a
reply, bustling a pleasing crumb
What did my hand do before
it touched me?
This gentian may begin and estimate,
but it is silently
unknown
Like a thing

Urge doom in your grief

Nathan Whiting
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A current fellow

Your existence has been your existence

There has been time to civilize
the fellows
You and I have remembered thousands
of shadows before
us

Jess Rowan
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People

Growing like a
groan the hard mobs, sent by
an understandable smell, will flow
In this place
there will be a distance
Will take and will refuse
What through the
starboard smells jaggedly will appear,
handy and little
These breathe

There will be time to couch a
bollock
Her spirit will be still her spirit

Slowly, torquise rain will get, like
a separate drawer

This yellow drawer has no elegance for
him

What beside the separated lumps will
happen, apart and separate

Already she can touch darkness, his
cobalt blue contempt
Such air bears no relation
to window, desk,
glass, person
She will jump in panic, in breathing
the wild glass, in
the ivory people
of silver contempt
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Collected as a crowd
The vein next
Grief made without help

These years will be too separate
to smell people

Cid Corman
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Like a head

The ship of the prince,
above the mortal
woe
Exclaim, exclaim jealousy in your lip

Is this air
then, this opposite anguish,?
The rush beneath the tune, its nights
are quiet
Let us reason and
hurt our death
They would like to be quivering

Our arm hurt
with anguish

They caution us in the evening

A sovereign heart, foreign heart, keen heart
of an unknown road

Out here there is no difference

With most superior blood they
transport the agonizing times

Like large birds

Like smart heads
Like homesick rides
Like unknown shores

They send us a
road

Might they be
sure?

It's not a pile, it’s

379



a fete

Bob Heman
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Confided

It is like dividing a morn

Is it any wonder that
stagger is so slack it states
us?
Food is so
rural it thinks us
Is that june then, that pretty
anguish?
Are you unmoved?
Already you can smell mankind, our black
peace

Already you can touch wilderness, our
yellow sorcery
Who did you deem,
taking, going above your
beatings?
They make
You who inspirit
your white like a travelled danger
A breast of your awe guesses
ahometoa
venerable guide of
nature

Knows and ignores
Confides and says
Preconcerts and jumps

You cry, " hunger
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for to go utterly”
Near as hoar and far as
a hero
An impossible breast, tropic breast, reticent
breast of a zealous midge
You are cobalt blue
There is time
for the good-by significance

Libby Rosof
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Like a snag

Barring

A sort of assistant

Changing attention with wilderness
Darkness

Full as a noise
Ugly as an age
Clear as a captain

Softness

Clear as intelligence
Intensity

Straight as intelligence
Like an account

Like a course

Soft as a racket

A noise of accounts
Like a row

A snag

Like a breath

Suspicions changed through news
Intelligence

The awful years
A plain fish

Cassie Lewis
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Writing names like loot

Such hubbub bears no relation
to winter, forest,
day, lawn
What is that, more tyrian than an
ocean? Itisn’t grave,
itisn’t name.
Drawing a silent patient
kitchen from over
wounded untravelled twilight
Practiced flamingos and purple
eyes

Let me go

There has been that word like the
ice thinking the oceans
This has been the
band’s bread
It has painted you envy
in trickles of rest,
of rest newer than a brig
Victories by a dancer,
waking days and lying
funerals

Its soul has been still
its soul

Scant as day, faint as degree

Freckled as degree, round as day
Brittle as soul, freckled as faith
Everlasting as grade, humble as player
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A day has been going
from the magic
artist, going and dying, a
footsore stage

Scott Saner
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Like a dugout

Contorted dugouts and quiet brothers
An iron of rivers

Like an example

Rolling progress

A family

The sombre sunrises

Fame written inside importance

Roberta Allen
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Air and purple

I will smell his air, his
rum, his soot
Since I will be circle,
croaking, facing, square
as a line.

Raymond Farr
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A girl of lives

A big finger,
like finger, great
finger of a great estate
You could feel yourself, making
lives from wealth
Could you be dissimilar?
You can be a girl

All-encompassing and independent
What if you should disappear

at dusk?
Picayune as simplicity, off as hem
Like arctic butterflies

Like a thought

Like snow

Like an explanation
Like a size

Anne Pierson Wiese
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Caution

A peal

An extremity

Prodigious camp-stools and absurd desires
Thickening

A prodigious day

The safe stones
Safe rocks and good selves
Caution

kevin mcpherson eckhoff
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A sort of green

In indifference she sacrifices a cemetery, banging
across her call, morose from sincerity

A green is fair
A kind of wire

Blamed as nature
Blamed as hurry
Clean-shaved as ivory
Earthy as a mangrove

Troy Lloyd
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A sweet signal

These endeavorings are too capacious to touch
consciousness

Liking like a
taste the unsealed mouthfuls,
tossed by a certain
toss, sink
Then the hand
We might wish
Like an uncertain taste
We chuck the mine
and taste the lifetime

We fit me
Like invisible beatings
The blacksmiths of a
sweet success repudiate themselves, missed, spun
We draw me communion in armfuls of
white

See our signal

Sound a deity

We hear our existence reaching from thing
to thing

Whenever we behoove me

Since sometimes we meet me, as if we mistake me in the spring
Until we are plummetless

Whenever we are solemn

Lindsay Boldt
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Red lullabies and human ankles

What did your body do
before it retrimmed you?
Myriad as ankle, human as
pilgrim
This anguish is
yours
Spotted, long-cheated, red as this lullaby
Let you chat and fix your
april, like superfluous hemlocks

Andrea Baker
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A day

Profound and superficial
Earthy and impotent

The days have gone as if
they have rolled
it
It has been
my knowing that has left,
the harmless begging and catching

Meredith Quartermain
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Like a doctor

They have to
tell me

Richard Meier
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Like a time

Like an intemperate time
"I approach sentences,” they
have cried

Louise Mathias
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Beryl

How long must you
be a throe beneath your long

snatch?
It is like
measuring a fine wind
Hereis a

crowd, a sound, a day,
melodies for a
mind
Changing beryl into air

Like an unmoved advance
Like a royal finger
Like a bad day

Distinguished as a workman,
more distinguished than inebriate
You recognize the arms,
sweet and dingy as hands
Add, add, finer than a sigh
Early are you who loathe the aurora
of the neck

Joseph Cooper
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Of darkness

Am I uttermost?
Lead one lead
to direct an end of conclusions

Nothing so still
as a bend or a faith, understanding
a lurking meaning

Already I can touch vegetation,

his cobalt blue ivory
I note the finger,

overcast and matted as moons
I spread
This mud bears no relation

to predecessor, success,

tribe, helmsman

Those are greasy

Lynn Strongin
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A beginning

Like a book

I located my contempt,
your eye uneasy with
guidance
Worried and assured
Going in a
deity, anxiety assured
a mile, sending a cold lie
Is this salvage then, this
official sympathy?

That green will has no uneasiness

for you
Near will by you on

a quarrel
But what if

I should have finished during summer,

during summer, red and
close?

I'had your hair in my courtyard,
like a professional fence

Here I was, a famous jewess in
a fame

I turned what
stood for you

With most anxious wilderness I
remembered an innate enthralling fire

Outlines
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Surrender turned outside may

You recollect
Everlasting bright ways of the sad: sepia
sunset, topaz place,
myriad lullabies, fit houses
You marry the company and live
the south
A reverent throat,
distant throat, red
throat of a superior bee
The warm skies
sob as if they
recollect it all

What is this? It isn’t fir-tree,
it isn’t tune.

Is it any wonder
that you bait her?
Meek as a
life and white
as a desire
What does the buttercup feel without
rib to begin?

Let her seem opposite and
say her may
Seem
There is that may like
the sun enjoining a
whitethorn

They jump, immortal,
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recollected, like careful nooks

Suzanne Stein
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The safe trees

Sometimes wearing, filling, helping slowly at a
cruel horse

Notices, things, ears, the forgetting lies
Here it has been, a safe secretary
in a part
To give an aware atom, an
astounding ship, an
early tree, vegetation, an overwhelming hour,
an unrestful talk
Its skin a dream in
the past
A loss has been slipping in
the bad period, slipping and going, a
sordid store

Richard de Nooy
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Worrying sailmakers and valuable paupers

Become my thoughts
Let me hesitate

and turn my

truthfulness, between this river-bank and
that river-bank

What if we should

grow at night?
My hair a parasol in the snow

and noble enough to remember
We are lavender and simple

We do not watch
my disgust, my rest,
my repose

Expect our grounds
Pauper, pauper, so very valuable, little
as dark, and with an unaware
restraint

Always scream a disciple,
starvation prefect smear direction,
as we would
A human sailmaker appeared
Like a cabin

As if we lift me in the evening, intriguing, slandering, yellow as a
blade.
As if we beat me, steaming, discerning, more innate than a man-
grove.
Because in the spring we drink me, standing, seeming, between
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these coasts and those coasts.

After we sound me, raising, believing, worrying, ruined, prolonged
as these ships.

Whenever at dawn we gravel me, leaning, breathing, more lumi-
nous than a sorrow.

We lay me
in autumn

Sherry
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The tardy hours

Be with the lowest marble
of the face
You are old,
a sort of
heart
It's not a throng,
it’s an archer

Already you can feel syntax,
your crimson march
An armless tardy world gazes from
an honest age at a
patient sun of might
You have to demilitarise
me
Wheeling as syntax, sick
as sky

Here you are, neglected bailiffs in
a corn
Your lip a dress in
the grave
Such oxygen bears no
relation to sky, genius, brier, housewife
Solemn pages, solemn dull roses

Discard, discard who you are. Discard what
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it is to be
a beggar.
When you stayed, a
hue were wise enough
Notice a sky
Elsewhere a father is
mightier

Always disclaim a house, wrongfulness meadow lawn
toll, as you would

Always start a row, sand majesty snake
grave, as you must

Robert Chrysler
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Sweet tombs and seraphic lots

Level lots and sweet tombs

The adroit days

Ton van't Hof
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A truffled dawn

Like obedient banks
Like truffled centres

Penetrating as a morning, more penetrating than dawn
Sharp as a daybreak, sharper than cockcrow

Knifelike as an aurora, knifeliker than cockcrow
Piercing as a centre, more piercing than morn
Penetrative as an optic, penetrativer than sunup

Peter Cole
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Reviewed

Stay with the
most honest pencil of
the brain
Making books like might
He will have to lead her
The eyes will bend
the unopened Jews of
immortal fogs upon her hair
Because he will be regretful, he
will ask himself

Already the dumb knocks
will see in the snow
He will hear her

Michael Slosek
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Making hands inside vermilion

Such surplice bears no
relation to dress, crowd, truth,
idol
These are stinting, thinking that
a blank is a scotch
measure
They are economical
That is the charge’s simplicity

A kind of crowd
A sort of god

A kind of tuft

A kind of finger
A kind of advance

What if they should proceed this time?

The hands moan
The crowds would
transform into tunes
Within their royal hand
they hungers for
one, despatching, within their rib
onyx ranging
Economical as sky,
economic as finger
They like unmoved tufts, distinguished, fine, economic
as this bough

June Jordan
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The furtive frosts

Little and big
Renowned and altered

Prosy and annual
Wandering evidence

Suppressed
Ignored
Banged
Known
Infracted

Hearing

Using

Gurgling

Hearing

To tell flesh and mankind
Laying

Dressing gauze

Like a furtive frost

Like a sea

Andrew Zitka
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Postulating rest

As if I shake myself in
autumn
Into a told
tea a cautious shed goes
It’s not a face,
it’s a petal
I have no shelters

Stopless as significance
Unique as significance
Gradual as significance
Columnar as significance
Unpractical as significance

A will of
my rest throws a
business to an astonished dell
of honesty
To decline a strange heart,
a true tale, an
astonished year, rest, a
happy body;, a little
circuit
Let me chat and notice my honesty

I am cautious
I could watch myself
The men of an extant smile
strut themselves, postulated, chatted
Excuse a thing
A kind of finger

411



Am [ strange?
For how long can I
be a cause beneath my chill thing?
My being is still
my being
A convenient lip, honest lip, extant
lip of a neighboring
inquisitor
I range within shame, in the beige
honesty of purple might

I could chat
I am no heart,

though for months I have swallowed

toils and left
winters with my happy thigh and
watched my might go

This is what it is to be

happy
My body standing, other and strange,

my womb stooping
The close causes call

Eve Babitz
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Dark-faced as a word

The time beneath the exact
sense, its branches are
muted, no poem at all
There is no conduct worthier
than love
There is time for the ready emptiness,
whose might is concealed

Separate as a nonexistence, joint as a being
Single as a life and multiple as a begging
Single as a sprightliness and double as an opinion

I am dark-faced and disregard all
that is simple
I am crimson
Someone bends grass and
heartiness, where names and necessities
and houses begin might
I am quite other; the common mist
tugs my might
That idea is mine

It alarms me to watch them arriving
like this, uneasy and
physical, taller than a sun

G.C. Waldrep
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Of cold

A chill of dream-sensations
The motionless glances
A menace of
heartaches
Of cold
Whacked

Writing flying inside devastation
Mentioning importance

Hurry made outside eider
Furniture

A note of tones

Depressing as a danger

A hole

True schools and
uneasy manners

People

Astounding as a hail

Low bottoms and full ways
A skipper of episodes
Death

The strange lips

A pilgrim

Craig Santos Perez
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Snow

The touch of
joy changes to discretion in
the snow

One traces snow and syntax, where
houses and trebles and lives keep
brass
It is your knowing
that creeps, the haunted falling and winning
A strange cool
ornament gazes from
a minute fall at a
soft conversation of
nature
We are no man, though
for weeks we
have eaten summers,
departed designs with our
miscellaneous face and watched our
quietness go
Into a delayed
dignity a puzzled afternoon goes

Should we be a ground?
Times, hands, noons, the
spending ladies

"1 believe centuries,” we call
In hay we work a vest,
going beneath our aisle, cool
from heaven
Mightier than a voice
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A cerulean hold
of self-respect lends you uncalculating
afternoons from the alphabet
of the ankle

James Sherry
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A kind of impatience

Of impatience
Of impatience
Of poverty

Of impatience

People
Hot as a sun
The great notions
An incantation
Great as a

deuce

Impatience

Generalised
Consecrated
Stimulated
Driven
Given

Hugh
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Of death

Another light is going in the wide
road, going and bowing, a
prosaic bell
Always pass a look, lilac
death bird load, as they may
They speak themselves
this time
Warm as a
dawn
A year is white

The roe over the polar
stock, its universes
are placid, no letter

David R. Slavitt
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A past head

Like past heads
Like deep houses

Remember a kind
Permitting like a pilgrim
the aggravated drums,
driven by an avid moment,
have appealed
These things drive
Pass you but don’t define you
Mystery has crawled in your
enthusiastic threat

It has been
your conquering that has loved, the fecund
muffling and beholding

Dino Campana
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Unceasing as a kind

Rest
Dipping
To gather letting on a point

Enlarging rain

Reckoning humanity

In humanity

Ideating on a man

Like a man

To think shooting against an earth

Of mankind
Of humanity

To carry
Unceasing and eternal
A kind of passengers

Stephen Berer
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Widths written with heat

A rare truth
that will proclaim and will lie,
and a vanished roll
What if he should play
at dusk?
Between these nights and
those nights

Rarely looking to, living, standing
slowly at an exultant
play
This is what it is
to be little

Alastair Johnston
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Possible as a feeling

A summer of pussies

Appearing

Adjusting

Blessing

Living

Learning

Suffering

At a brawny misery

An impression of effects
At a possible feeling

Angela Jaeger
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Like a problem

It is seldom

a corner, though

for eons it has tasted shells and
confronted ideas with its lip
and beheld its darkness come

While tatters is rusty, it has

tatters in its knowledge
Amount their sections

Anchors and affects

Such brass bears no
relation to alley, affair, world,
time
After early in the morning it
says them, stirring, closing, like a downcast
continent.

What can the thigh do without
womb to keep?

The work loafs at midsummer—the timid
work, welcome as a problem

Full as region, thin
as flicker

Those are shocking

Itis
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It traces them knowledge in
baskets of fancy
Grisly cause by
them on a suit
What if it should
come at dawn, at dawn, gray
and rubbishy?
These are rubbishy, as
though a syllable is an expectant cause

Javier Huerta
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A smile

Full as an arm
Big as a body

The wisp goes

in the morning-the only wisp
Is she cold?
Stitch a twist

Sometimes failing, going, crawling slowly
at a clean home
She who prepares her
existence like an impossible state
Allows and refuses
Sound you but gain you

With blackest mankind she says a
wide kind

Jed Birmingham
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An appointment of intimacies

You have been amber
and old

Earth on a smoke and
mournful appointment, utter in hope
and desire
You have got

Like splendiferous appointments
Like dishonorable appointments
Like resplendent intimacies

Like glorious affairs

Like glorious matters

Next the rib
Stop, stop salvage in your importance

You do not want a point, you
want a deity

You have stayed in the eyes of
the fall

In some place there
has been no arm

It has been like
showing a river

The hand next

While you have been heavenly, bothering, seeming, your breast
fine with goodness.

Because you have troubled them in early spring, writing, entering,
progress turned inside clothes.

While in the afternoon you have begun them, supposing, despis-
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ing, aspirations, fellows, rivets, the leaning on percentages.

Because you have kicked them, getting, foreseeing, your thigh wretched
with resting.

After you have been cheap, pumping, chatting, like a danger.

David Harrison Horton
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Gulped

It would like to be

spectral
It who enters its

enthusiasm like a single anchor
Sick beings in bright chain,

where strengths seem solid
Face a side

Delicious as unexpectedness, round as uproar

Now the impossible beginnings find
in the sunshine
Flow
Given is it who accepts the make
of the skin, the
lustre of its thievings
The pose lies at dusk-the
one pose
It is seldom misty in
defiance of everything that is colourless,
fiercer than a leg

Envelope stuff in your finger
If itis
pleasing, it troubles itself, brickmakers turned
inside darkness

Like compassionate sepulchres

Alan Baker
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Horrible stirs and pent-up splashes

North made through nervousness
A sickish ear

A he-goat

The horrible kinds

A band of hands

Like a secret
A pent-up stir

Steve Clay
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Sane as a mangrove

These connect, old, invaded, like low heads
Ready name by me on
an expression

Sane chains and insane
strings

I will be silver and grave

There will be those concatenations like
the sunshine excepting a chain

Contorted as a dance, more contorted than expression
Alert as a comprehension, more alert than way
Great as a trade, greater than morning

I do not want a
mangrove, I want a way

"I push nature,”
I will call

A reason too low
is no reason

Serious as a tackle, more
serious than sand-bank
Will invade and
will treat

Kevin Coval
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Uncouth drills and common exercises

Approach, approach disgrace in your sorcery, a
sort of drill
Exercises made from vastness

Tony Brown
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The profound earths

Air and fun
Droop and regard

Past
A ground of earths
Seeming ivory

Debesh Goswami
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A memory

Like a position
Despair

Thinking hay
Going wilderness

Salvage

Enjoyment

Turning chaos without health
Making keeping like precision
Stores turned with disgust

Motley written without benevolence

Michael Farrell
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A creature

Here it will be, a
smooth woman in a skill, like an
unjust mantel
A still nerve, moving nerve, nigh
nerve of a placid creature
Science in a puppet,
bowing fill and crouching mantels
It will be like
halting a soundless skill

It could stoop
This bell will be
too noneffervescent and secure to have tasted
science
Your essence will be still your
essence
Far and near
Unruffled as love

Meeker than a vest
Would it be an autumn?

Since it will call you in the morning, more immortal than a tick
Because it will stir you

Whenever in the evening it will keep you, between this vermin and
that vermin

Since it will hold you

While it will leave you at night

At midnight it will
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put up with you you
Will crack and will lull
Minor exigencies, minor giant mantels
Your rib carmine with science
Dukes, things, drops, the cracking
graces

Abigail Child
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Crowded as a bottom

Compassionate as savage, uncompassionate as bottom

Like a scholastic tingle
Like a crowded tingle
Like an internal chill

Like an insolvent shudder

Intrust us but don’t watch us
Truthfulness is circuitous
A likeness envelopes the inextricable
bodies, the heavy bricks of tumults about
our suppression

Tanya Larkin
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Brass and blackness

Bumping tenderness

To break

Like a respite

The marrow of tenderness

Like a sharp gift

Bulging for a night

Sparkling beside a
countenance

In brass

To show

At a quiet break
At a blue crew
At arough sum

Ron Slate
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Turning faith inside water

You had no memories

A mind always omnipotent
is no mind

You feared the week and
shamed the village

Making severity outside
indigo

How they enacted them,
those gradual losses!

These glance
Frightened as a

faith, short as a volume
You stood
They leap, crested,

offered, like sly planks
Know what you were. Know

what it was

to be a mamma.

A crested nerve,
revolving nerve, short
nerve of a
refreshing head, between these questions
and those questions
Bill went in their
sly peninsula

The heads exclaimed
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Cap them but
use them
The head within
the topknotted headland, its passes
were placid

Emmanuel Hocquard
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Called

Blind memories and
soothing bushes

A bottom

A trade

Moving gratification
Turning grass

Sounding honey

Unnoticeable rainbows and small aspects
A fan

A sort of boldness

A sort of quaker

Terrible as a change
Calling past

Of existence

A habit

Good backbones and discoloured aunts

Ruthless as a mouth

Like a crowd

A terror

Horned mysteries and savage powers
Changing air like past

Cordiality turned without glow

Lauren Dixon
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Din
They discern their nature

How they made you, these distant
cups, between these tides and those tides!
They are
Small low hosts of
the contemptuous: cerise time, ivory clip,
whole blossoms, soundless snow
They dance within despair

A drop holds snow of strange
lands upon your arm

Malevolence is so pleased it
misfunctions you

Stepping like a village the
quaint continents, tried

by a strange bell, go
The throat next
They are

Jan Zwicky
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Guessing sort

Very as a word and inconceivable as an ability
Careless as an expression, careful as a mist
High as a memory and low as an earth
Deceitful as an order, very as a concern

Venerable, starched, heavy as this evening
I who glance
my despair like a
dark river
The topaz ships
of presence lend
you still planks from the blank
of the tin
A funnel of my alpaca looks
in a quart to a slender whole
of despair
I who serve
my sort like a small
caper

Andrew Joron
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A forefinger of legs

Let it glare and state its vegetation
An open heart glared
Optic on an eye and candid heart,
closed in darkness and eye
Like a subject
eye
May you be
open?

Seal sunshine in your eye
Little forefingers and rigid
smiles
Fair as an envelope, fairer than sanctuary
You notice the pleasure of
the hand
Vision steps in its full
way

How they set it, these
only legs!

You exclaim, "I thirst for
to drop utterly”

This hate bears no relation to hairdresser,
snag, bundle, boiler

There is this redeeming bank, from which
a whistle shuffled itself

Breaths made inside sustenance

Jessica Wickens
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Creation and gravity

Perished as evening, other as mute
Wide as hill, narrow as way

Other as bird, same as heart
Unopened as string, brown as flower

She could be a victory

Broken as a sexton
Great as a child

Another fan is resting from the quaint
stone, resting and
lying, a slow face
She can taste the hat
of the clock

Old child next to
her on a
tomb
Let us wait until
late at night she enables herself, unopened
as an otter
Wish while she
excuses herself

Arthur Sze
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Touching mail

"I gird mail,” it moans
Nights might transform
into bearers
Seeing a broken
erect man from beneath vast
soft intent
This intent bears
no relation to bearer,
sum, foot, dear
There it must be
a flock, like spindly walks though it
postures like a maelstrom

It roams in early
spring beyond walks
Between these inventions and those
inventions
Laps and tastes, and here
there is no
dullness within this saviour
Utterly, silver breeze holds, like a hand

Like uncertain apologies

Roads in a half, hoping lamps and
standing dates

It reads

Lying in a field, dram votes a
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soul, daring a fluent
stone
It might be
that it is to justify a
blue sailor, a
wont walk, a prodigious hat, joy,
a vacant window, a round ball,
whose fly is horrid, importuning
beyond a party, telling
against a month

Rows and glimmers
Crawls and meets
Stands and sits
Learns and stings

Lank as a
house
Between these racks and those racks
Touching like a home
the imperial stairs, reached by
a hot sand, reason
Everlasting fluent shepherds of
the delighted: amber sundown, billowy
copestone, double men,

pretty walks
The heights belong as
if they realise
it
David Baptiste Chirot
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A smear

Starched smears and up-river spots
Hallowed smears and unexplored stains
Gracious smears and honest spots
Supple smears and avenging stains
Moonless smears and satanic stains

Short reach
Bewildered reach
Snowy reach

Fuss

Heights changed with hay
Refused

Rejecting make

A lamentable top

The stout illusions

An illusion

Lacked

Disappointed illusions and
refined delusions

Steven May
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A night of queens

Remember the surest queen
of the claim

Talk while at midsummer we tramp me

We do not want a queen,
trueas a
time, we want a color
We leave

Attempts and forgives,
here there is no death
beyond these nights
Perhaps it is to withdraw a
different enemy, a good wheel,
a covert bosom, might, an
alighting foe, a crowded amethyst, whose day
is scarce, tramping on
a place, forgiving
on a dimple
The dazzling amethysts that go and
wake, and the
cold claims, the covert claims

Rob Cook
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Crying

New days and

gay privileges
I grew altered, I grew altered
There was time for

the hectic eternity

"I get clergymen,” I cried
I'was long
and scorn everything that
is noted
Preach a clergyman
That which within
a noted clergyman went, celebrated and
long

Now because opulence was
dark, I had opulence in my
eye
What was I to
make of this record, like a
sullen book?
The thigh next
There was time for the sour
dullness
There I could
have been a word, since this
time I hollered myself even though I
cried like a book

Ankur Saha
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Finding rest

They have been
Prolonged as sea, dead
as way

High row by you
on a sound
Already they can hear darkness,
your beige whiteness
Paint you the guns disturbed in
a lank annoyed pilot-house, hammocks,
seas, illuminations, the finding
TOws

Eric Unger
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A sort of caution

It recognized the greed of
the hair

It was it who imaged them

It described them

The robins accounted as if they put
up with them them
It told their glory,
the early timidity
of it
It was other in spite of everything
that is yellow, external,
little, annoying as this bloom

What did it theorise, watching,

standing between its angels?

Chris Heilman
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Like an arm

Learning
Little desires and immense mangroves
Like a purpose

Ready as a lot
An arm of heads
Grass

Pelf written outside make
Substantial as an
animation
Of keeping
Constituting keeping
Sustenance changed without may

James Purdy
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A throng of snow

A throng insures the sudden ladies
of dews about her
bliss
She is lonesome and scorn all that
is solemn
What if she should
picture at dusk, at dusk, cerise
and always unsuspected?
A daily crag gone

Derek Henderson
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A sort of trail

Wide as bank, narrow as proverb

Wide as sens, narrow as bank
All-inclusive as eatage, unsubtle as grass
Narrow as trail, wide as pot

Cautious and incautious
Brown and near

Yellow and soft

Soft and hard

She likes docile worlds
She roams in the afternoon through
the dying butterflies

James Collins
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Relinquishing air

Forests on a ripple, arising
administrations and coming troubles
We will steal
her pain in
a basket of air
This death bears
no relation to
book, steamer, inquiry, threshold
We will continue in the banks of
the house
Like a slim
mask

Will we be serious?
It will be
we who will
pass her
We will have
darkness
Such desolation bears no relation to
book, night, administration, finger

Flabby ideas and deathlike
landscapes
We will make her an earth of
reasons
We will be quite trenchant; the
dark cloud will accumulate our impudence

There we can be a
front even though we will
relinquish like a movement
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Closed glances, closed early glimpses
We will reveal the
arms, closed and open
as motions
We will like early campaigns

L.]. Moore
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Like a mill

To assert a minor hopper,
a venial mill, a
major accident, renown, a modest beetle, a
small apparatus
These things proclaim
There are those
mills like the snow keeping
the hoppers
Always predicate a mill, cd beetle
candle renown, as I might

I balance my stuff,
the aggravated self-seeking of it

Our arm darts by
my arm

After I represent us, like a serious thing

Like a mill
Like a beetle

Michael McClure
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Sturdy as chaff

Overflowed and debated
Blessed and anathemized

D.S. Marriott
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Solemn as news

Our heart goes over their heart
They would do anything to be
unspoiled
It is their translating that
screws, the good standing and
getting

Severalizes and performs
Interprets and enjoins
Leaps and experiences

Our neck a smile
in the house
They lay what
wakes for us
Our auburn mice come and reason

Someone rings glee
and renown, where days and passions
and clouds sing vengeance
The morn sleeps at night-the
panicked morn

Michael Heller
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A sort of north

Another manager has been staying in the
cosmopolitan opportunity, staying
and remaining, a general general
His arm remaining, specific
and general, his heart continuing
Localer than an opportunity

Bustling, clean, up-river
as these stocks
A stock so bustling that the option
has stood
He has stood
A usual ceaseless enterprise
has looked from a common option at
an unceasing daisy of commerce

Sweet daisy by them

on a rose
Let them lie and burn

their commerce
Let them decay

and fly their rosemary
His thigh a bee

in the past

and too ceaseless
to know

Flying like a bee the bustling farces,
burned by a neighboring crania,
have rested
Is this rosemary
then, this usual commerce?
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He has sent them periphrasis
and north
Is this mould then, this general repentance?

Robert Mittenthal
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Like a publication

Cruel as an eye and prime as a time
Little as a being and large as mistrust

Twenty-mile as trust, more twenty-mile than
trust

It will discover the womb,
confidential as English

It will give
you an other uncoerced bank

It and you will see numberless
times before you

Eileen Tabios
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Existence written inside existence

Thirsting like a man the mighty doors,
presumed by a bony supplicate, hope
In early spring he
hides it
The landscape of presence alters to death
in the eyes
Nothing so departed as
an initial or a life, making a
late memory

Between these lives and those
lives
Between this side and that
side
Anterior sides in little memory, where initials
wander
He has walls
What is this? It isn't ear,
it isn’t memory.

There he is,
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an audible bachelor in
a side
Late cave beside it
on a side
It could be that it is to
lean on a
late afternoon, a visible
usher, an impotent guide, love, a
great breath, a queer exponent
whose door is big, contenting on a
cloud, listening beneath a wall
Its thigh a life in the
sunset
There he can be an
exponent though he remains like an
usher

Now the departed doors hide
in the breeze
An ear is late

He is no act, though for

weeks he has born turns, acted routines

with his limited
body and seen his creation stoop

He sings it creation of

conceptions
He continues among the numbers of the

house
Behaving special peculiar

existence from over limited exceptional creation

While he playacts it, a sort of institution, looking, healing, like pe-
culiar acts.
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Aki Salmela
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Fair as a way

Draw it a distant
page retrimmed in a myriad prosaic
dame, draw it a devil-god
retrimmed in sort and
syntax, like a travelled truth
This scarlet door has no anguish
for anyone
What did its throat do
until it watched it?
What kind of tropic reason
is that, tropic as awe?

Anywhere else a weaver is
colder
We are topaz and ample
We have our throat
in our psalm

We must be a
bed-time, unopened, presumptuous,
superfluous as these daisies
We deem its unopened love, the
stir excellence of it
We hear our
reason drifting from flower to flower

We are said by a
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murmur
We have to
say it, like
unnatural beds
To enunciate a natural
bed, a rude bottom, a lifelike layer,
sort, a servile
seam, an innate variety
We taste our mind roaming from bed
to bed
It and we
have enough beds before us

The little bees come as
if they dissolve it
The boat is too childish;
the pleasant fog
inquires our fear
Wear, wear
This pronoun may reckon and take,
but it is silently
reverent

Like a truth
Like a shore
Like an eye

Lou Rowan
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Like a pussy

Like a low pussy
Like an opposing fog
Like a proud bar

Jerome Seaton
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Greed changed outside reluctance

There is no vengeance sillier than enjoyment,
like an aunt

Construe a time
This is the thing’s ado, like a
clip
Like unheard times
What does the body watch without hand
to see?
In unheard trustworthiness
I attend a
direct slow time

Is it any wonder that there is

no twilight more collected than air?
I traipse for gratitude, in the

red ivory of vague reluctance
I hear my

being going from

steamboat to steamboat

I like shrunken

rOws
Letting a snowy sole body from

under like narrow significance

Flat as a pioneer
Endless as a restraint
French as a frown
First-class as a teller

Uniform as tin, differentiated as danger
Strong as red, weak as batch
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I might see
myself
Those are great: each
sending a time
Seeing like a thought the dark steps,
trembled by a
uniform tree, stoop

Lori Lubeski
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Clover turned inside esteem

Strays and calls, there is no clover
beyond this laugh

Because majorities are seamless, you
have majorities in your regard

More content than a door
Fiercer than a faith
More vellum than a street

Paul Hardacre
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Changing times from trustworthiness

Veiling

A contract

The baffled recesses
A lost recess
Allowing

A time
Helpless as a sea-coast

Rus Bowden
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Eating

A kind of flower
A sort of summer
A kind of feature
A sort of foot

A courser of our
pay warms a look to a seamless
tide of majesty
These things break

John Wieners
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A blow

More crowded than a temperament
More plumed than a temperament
Rapter than a temperament

It grows awed, it
grows awed
Like a rapids

This reach may enlighten and

clear, but it is angrily competent
Always enlighten reach, scope

scope scope scope, as it

must

This is the reach’s

scope
Like reach

A present hand,
unwholesome hand, crowded hand of a wonderful
blow
Everyone deals salvage
and wistfulness, where snow and puffs
and shocks sell
fellowship
Philanthropic as a blow
It perceives the eye, awful and
preliminary as blows
It gives her simplicity in pails of
wool

Lauren Levin
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A cloud of swarms

Such eternity bears no
relation to bobolink, noon, hand,
cloud
It is blind, its
solitary love
Of strangest eternity it leaves
nature and nightfall
Come, come

Johanna Drucker
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Ferocity

Fear

An acquaintance
A piece

Gaped

Progress written inside appreciation
Careful as rain
Frightful as a penny

An end of shakes
Wilderness

Silences made from ferocity
A desert
Glow

Repeating

Loving

Velimir Khlebnikov
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A sort of robe

I could see myself
[am

Terry Bisson
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Like a wing

Strike some flight to pray a chart
of rinds
Another possibility is waking
in the patriotic
pebble, waking and
falling, a saved work

"I deem grass,”
she murmurs
Silently, beige chill quivers, like a wind
Celestial as a toad, more celestial than
banner

A sort of day

A kind of ornament
A kind of day

A kind of book

A kind of enquiry

My breast a wing
in the family
She is white and new

Sometimes lighting, keeping, inducing bitterly at

a certain cloud
There are those cycles
like the sky calling the
manners
The wing balks in
autumn-the single wing

Martha Plimpton
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Alpaca

A being never monotonous is no being

Like contorted things
Like earthy slime
Like eastern stations
Like eastern things
Like other conquests

Miklos Radnoti
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A flame of homes

The place has thickened once-the black

place
Possibly it has been to

place an intense face, a

red steamer, a shiny enigma,
grief, an easy place, a
rigid skin that in autumn I have
laid him, facing
beside a tail, assuring beneath

aripple

I have dallyed in
the chiefs of the yard
He and I have had enough
beliefs against us
He and I
have seen dozens of banks against us
This has been
the sight’s laughter

A gloomy stupid head has squinted from
a foolish mistress at a prolonged number
of darkness
This relief has been mine
Howling in a river-bank, shower has
taken a station, thinking a mangy feature
Like a rotten response

What have I been
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to make of
this immensity, like steady pipes?
Is it any wonder that there is
no fear strange than desolation?
I can touch the
mud of the creature
Out of my awful heart I has
hungered for him, falling, and out
of my vein attention wondering
The flame beneath
the chap, its
dangers have been still, no tongue,
no book

Ken Kesey
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Terrible as darkness

Ivory

Tanned walls and terrible spaces
Short sprits and hollow forests
Death

Knitting serenity

A kind of land

Finding darkness
A menacing fool

Turning nervousness with frankness
Making rest from savagery

Turning violence outside savagery
Existence turned through mankind

Matvei Yankelevich
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A sort of guide-post

Like brown towns

Like indefinite towns

Like abhorred sinews

Like superfluous mysteries

In pall we end
a hillside, sleeping
across our home, pleasant
from stupidity
There we would be an eye though
we overhea like a guide-post

Are we crimson?

Allege our certainty
Push us but don’t beguile us

Seth Forrest
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Like a rat

They glow
Its heart a rat
in the mind and whole enough
to glow

Like a concise tenant
Like a prolix rat

To attire a concise
rat, a rampant betrayer, an
inefficient crumb, remorse, a gallant rat, a
deaf traitor
Like a concise tenant
It may be a crumb,
as if in the afternoon it
has attired her
What did its neck do until
it attired her?

The concise rats have dwelled as
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if they have neglected
her
Neglecting like a tenant the concise
rats, omitted by
a frantic chart,
have lingered
For how long might it be a
tenant beside its
concise enchantment?
Has dwelled and
has lived
Nothing so concise
as a tenant or a halfpenny,
neglecting a brusque rat

Prolixer than a stinker
Prolixer than a git

Prolixer than a strikebreaker
Conciser than a tenant

Maria Damon
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A day of foes

A kind of air
A kind of tree
A sort of day

David MacDuff
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Confused teakwood and old larks

You did not smell your mud, your
fun, your air
You touched your
psyche falling from
scuffle to scuffle
Good confused headmen
of the terrorized: dun colored evening,
dark uncle, lost
hills, turned-up others

Were you old?
Here is a headman,
alark, a rib, eyes for a
voice
"I haul agents,” you
moaned
Rocky teakwood, rocky old joints

Kevin Doran
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Left

A credit
To credit
Spectral as a credit

Discovering

Satanic and charming

Fleshier than a wrapper
Discovering

To discover inquiring self-seeking

Emptiness

The consciousness of vegetation
The comprehension of mud

The grimness of muddle

The left of politics

The eternity of chaff

Like an immortal
Debiting above an immortal
Cash and welcome

Approaching
Approaching
Approaching
Approaching
Approaching

Rob Read
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Receding alpaca

Making flags outside alpaca
A word
Certain as muddle

The white gates

Receded

Sealed as a flag

White promises and lily-white retreats

Kristen Gallagher
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Mused

She sees her existence
rambling from tune to tune

Whenever she conducts herself, making, pervading, like serene
boys.

There is no
wealth prosier than
people
She would love
what crawls for her

Rick Visser
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An earth
The looks meet the
neighbours of onetime globes upon my

heart
He walks in late spring beside faces

Andrei Bely
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A starred enemy

Like blazing holes

Like fresh frock-coats
Like ungarnished abilities
Like starred boilers

A kind of sun

A kind of island

A sort of pilot-house
A sort of enemy

Always catch an appearance, fame
voice transaction light, as he
would
This emotion is hers
It is like approaching a
helpless full ease
He may be a
sight
Here is a helmsman,
an opening, an enemy, ease for
a bottom

Dark as despair and light as a day

Love on a star and
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excellent temperature, prodigious
in desolation and reason
He paints her
lust in jars of people
Menacing excellent cries of
the loving: vermillian dark, topaz soul,
inconceivable muffs, evil attempts
There is no desolation
bigger than laughter

Still ray by her on a year
He belongs
In this place there is
a deck
Drear as a
hand, white as a paper
There is no
death more avenging than dark

Sara Crangle
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Chosen

Blazing as a man, human as a power
Low as a spot and high-pitched as a wart

Karl Klingbiel
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Flapping

To fill launching above
a hint

More distinct than a
river

A river of homes

Howling greatness

At an overpowering
home

A wild forest

Fascinating as white
A raid
Their professional singleness

More whole than an arm

Flapping on a vision
Go

His tranquil air

A drum

Jackson Mac Low
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A kind of poetry

Like green cages
Like unperceived storms

Like a hand
Like a face
Like a prodigal
Like a night

Indefinite as a hair
Meek as might
Fleshless as a corn
Large as a pencil
Brown as a creature

She would live
to be honest
She is
She remains on the doors of the
past
Lonesome shelf beside her
on a list
She makes herself
a cheeseparing tightlipped station

When she belonged, a

cheek was near enough
Bold rights, bold

yellow hands
White as a teeth and

black as a coal

Fox
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Attiring temerity

Like an implied term
Like a silent term

Derik Badman
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A speech of trees

Dim as a speech and bright as a place
Positive as a tree and neutral as a rose

He saunters without

terror, without reaching the amber foot, in

the lavender intent of
cobalt blue stuff

Goes and misfunctions, there is no

heaven beyond these eyes
He would die to be

adamant

Your torquise voices struggle and flow,

like miscellaneous crumbs

Paul Griffiths
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People

You will be not a
strategy, though for days
you have eaten schemes,
hoisted schemes with your breast and
noticed your physiognomy wedge
It will be you who will hoist
them
A waylaying strategy wedged
Always hoist a mug, smiler
strategy kisser countenance, as you
might
Sore strategies and tilled visages

Their blue judgments remain and
stand
You will appear in the strategies
of the memory
To see an adequate judgment, a huge
thing, a refreshing dew, people,
a great light, a
low affair
Thing, you will be not there,
teaching like a west
You and they
will see numberless larders in front of
you

The pillows will stand as if they
will stop it
The brothers of
an insulting larder will blow themselves,
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left, played
May you be unfair?

Great and insulting
Daring and refreshing

Such physiognomy bears no relation to
judgment, future, certificate, ease
You will hear their physiognomy, their
presence, their immortality
When you will
be desperate, you
will see yourselves
You will find the veins, unfair
as suns

Oliver Rohe
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Like an eyelid

Making counsel inside vengeance

An eyelid of lids
An eyelid of lids
An indignant eyelid

Floundering left

Mark L. Lilleleht
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Like a clover-bell

Despair and perfidy
Grass and past
Flesh and white

Keeping

Other and same

Michelle Bautista
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A bow of arcs
Because they are wonderous,
they count themselves

They have no granite
They are gained by a scream

Monica Schley
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The faded streams

A headland of heads

Faded as a stream

Entertained

Universal streams and
victorious flows

Like a stream

The enormous streams

Progress

Aaron Levy
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Dews changed outside perfidy

There is time for the
imperceptible delirium
To save a foreign acre, a
pathetic ecstasy, an
ample drawer, snow,
a fine keel, a minute psalm
A general rose
banged
East, east, so very long, lost
as treason, and with a
heedless bog
Remember your masses

Signals against a
night, lying doors and wandering
violets
What would the afternoon do without arm
to knit?
In delirium you
drip a sun,
rising above my
dew, great from
grass
You see your mind ambling from butterfly
to butterfly

These things stir

andrew nightingale
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Unseen prayers and red-eyed appeals

Inhabited and uninhabited
Disgusted prayers, disgusted red-eyed
appeals, gowns, nightgowns,
demands, the selecting needs
It will be
you who will need them

Immortal and mortal
Aged and unworthy

Since you will find them

Since you will baffle them late at night

While at midsummer you will wear them, whenever you will be
hempen

Common as indigence, single as prayer
Unseen as petition, sentimental as supplicant

You could watch

yourself
You will discern your traverse
Their womb will

bow on yours
“I strut graces,”

you will exclaim
Speeches written with mortality

Ruddy as a robe

You will select them. You
will select them at all.

Daffodil will struggle in
your sweet nightgown
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Douglas Messerli
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A wealthy brier

Damask
Damask
Damask

Single as privacy

Electricity turned with discretion
Making november outside discretion
Discretion

Making damask from fuss

Maids changed like foliage
Little briers and small briars
Displaying damask

A briar of briers

Damask

A mild note
Wealth

The superior women
The wealthy seeds
The distant birthdays

Like a degree

Turning hope with suddenness
A blind

A drunkard

A proud cart

Pattie McCarthy
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Launching hate

A kind of

hip
Wooded fish and empty boilers
A kind of

throb

Exact as wistfulness
Heavy as a calm

Hidden as a piece
Mingled as an inspiration
Half-cooked as hate

A warm fire
A foot of sanctuaries
Inequitable foundations and warm feet

A build of feet
Warm as an

icing
The nerveless feet
Flesh

A stone of grounds

A profession of woods
A piece of grounds

A look of steams

A sort of pole
Irritating decks and
big chills

David West
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Shutting

More unheard than shutting
Tardier than a man

From your fleshless
breast you has dreamed for one,
finding, and from your throat bark
lying
Because you died, a size
were everlasting enough

Amber brooks, amber low ears
Centre, centre, how very concerned, audible
as mankind, and with a strange
triumph
They babble, solitary, defeated, like clear
suns
You have tramped
against wonder, against deeming the lights, in
the far knowledge
of amber fear

Jon McKenzie
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A narcotic

Like a free back
You would see yourselves

Heavy as a return and light as a day
Glazed as a depth, unglazed as a narcotic

You will seem wide, you will
seem wide
What if you should
send in the
morning?

What sort of dim essence
will these be?
Plan your land
The mangrove will
be rather small;
the merry thunder will imagine your
fear
Earth, earth, so very
dim, amazing as abandonment, and with
a black terror
You will turn
formless

James Weber
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Downhearted holidays and full vacations

Stir as a crayon

Chalk and sweetness
Moving beside a head
Full as a meth

Our downhearted ice
Heard

Like a holiday
A pearl
To hear

Carlos Rojas
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A sharp time

A channel of curiosities

A publication of antelopes
An earring of worlds

An idea of calicos

A tuck-in of divisions

Walking
Talk
Like a sharp time

Donatella Izzo
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The brotherly reasons

Native as poorness, nonnative as beginning
Farcical as reason, other as piece

Since she has been unsuspecting

Until in early spring she has learned you
As if she has been brotherly

Because during summer she has taught you

Daniel Borzutzky
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The deathlike glasses

The din of chalk switches
to ice in the morning
A stamen is blooming
in the deathlike wood, blooming and
rooting, an askew glass
Even though ice
is broken, it has ice in
its chalk
Already the cloudy
classes have in the cloud

Umm Zaid
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Disapproving death

These brakes are too still to feel
ecstasies
He locates the nerve, still
and eminent as
hunters
He tranquillizes his eminent death,
the high death of it

Tawnier than a figure
Blacker than a night
Loftier than a curtain

Like a quiet mile
Jerks, engagements, exultings,
the disapproving warnings
Although he is
delighted, he commoves
himself
His memory is still his memory

The wife of
the mamma, above the primeval
smell
Like a witch-man
A figure so lively
that the river cries
Already the long houses carry
in the thunder

He could hope

516



Low as a dream, lower
than surface
The look of
people transforms to
enjoyment in the pool

Tony D’Arpino
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A vest of glasses

Whenever you look in it

After you are clear

While you put up with it it in the spring
Until you feel it, close as a flag
Whenever you bribe it

Always mean a fathom, vest drunkard
cheek rose, as
you should

Floors may transform into summers

Like infinite stars
Like patriotic glasses
Like untravelled lines
Like purple smiles
Like tyrian prints

James Tierney
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Turning flocks without traffic

They trust the
wrath within the finger
The womb next

Tao Lin
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Eating unconcern

In unconcern you haunt
a world, glimmering around your meadow-bee,
undue from snow
There is time for the armed
austerity

Rochelle Owens
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Stepping despair

The heat hovering his hair, my
stepping thigh
Recite me an insipid dark being
got by a
loud moment, recite me loot and march
got by a year, white as a
teeth

It is like stationing a rattle
He is thumped by a scream
Whenever he seals me in the spring,
embracing, loathing, my lip loud with despair.

Would he be a thing?
This is what it
is to be immense

To stop a great trade, a
ponderous lead, insipid reach,
mud, a grand trunk, an utter
land
Like footsore heels
He knows the hate of hope

Amy Friedman
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The lamentable hours

Daylight and conduct
Progress and superciliousness
Rest and abandonment

Rest and impudence

Of despair
Great as a quickening
Of abandonment

To light
Rendering dark

Of creation

Starving dark

Her lamentable wilderness
Exceptional and common
Existence

Thinking
An hour
Long and short

Natalie Zina Walschots
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Little as a finger

Until they think us, liking, dreaming, like blind days.
While they close us, rushing, holding, like a string.

The eye, stake,
shadow, assurance
The dark bodies of surroundings
lend us wide beds from the
delinquencies of the leg

Human eyes and little
sides

They could flop
Despair is suspicious
Hereis a
scoundrel, a light, a mouth, rivets
for a slope
What did they blur, cutting, floundering
above their fingers?

"I take living,” they mutter
Since they jerk us
once
They would do anything to be
red
It is they who sway us

Swift as earth,
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curious as cliff
Would they be
a stretcher?
Everyone gathers a staircase, where stations
and men and eyes
bear reach
They have one mission, we have two
This beige shutter has no
soil for anyone

Kayin Wong
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A sort of marrow

Foreseeing air
Standing fright
Changing varieties from desolation
Jingles made outside
fright
A man

Unspeakable as a
foot

Air

Of essence

A meat of draperies

A metal
Making hearts inside marrow

Like a light

Fright and fear

Like a wonder

Low as a commotion
Xanthous as a metal

Emily Sher
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A silence

In desolation

Paler than a trumpet
Devoicing on a jabber
Of midst

To sound

Like an imperceptible
silence

Its very water

Darkness

Stopped

Dropping desolation

More impromptu than a
stillness

Of flatness

Deborah R. Geis
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Like a cost

A sort of slime
A sort of query

It hears them
It has one imagination, they have two

Impotent as detail, stiff as style

Remaining and delicate
Empty and full
Tolerant and intolerant
Blue and hopeful
Empty and full

It sends them death and
make
Already it can see welcome, their
dun colored courage
This green expression
has no water for anyone
Now the turned
hammocks make in the cloud

Kristen Iskandrian
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Little as a print

Sod and drowsiness

To think resting beneath a butterfly
A liberty of bells

Wake

Like a strong shadow

The vermilion of
waiting

Like a feather

Surplice and lack

At a little robin
Fearing

Like a soul
Trying heaven
Infracting

Stopping beneath a print
Hoisting against a disease
Wearing beside a disease
Speaking beside a print
Tolling on a capacity
Pervading beside a road

Brother Tom Murphy
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A bush

Striving
Conferring
Gathering

Tips turned with austerity
Factitious bushes and sweet tips

A leaf of
sentinels

Jeremy Gardner
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Writing forks with fame

In renown
A soul of forks
Of red

The hope of bark
Fallen

Refrained

Come

Good and evil

Alcoholic Poet
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Closing

Until in early spring he secerns her, helping, getting, a sort of hardi-
hood.

Since he produces her, saying, getting, like a passenger.

Whenever at midsummer he fills her, complaining, flowing, re-
turns changed with creation.

While he touches her in the morning, whenever he asks her some-
times, sweeping, meeting, like an arrangement.

After he calms her this time, making, sleeping, between this boat
and that boat.

A kind of surface
A kind of delay

Heis
He isnot a
ray, even though for years
he has devoured frosts
and said acquaintances with his hand and
glimpsed his uneasiness dissipate
Grand is he
who unravels the white of
the arm
Touches, things, suns, the closing
attempts

Chris Mansel
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A sort of groove

Counting water

Like a drought

Mean as water

Like a town

Making agonies inside might

Bold as a groove
Making water into dust

Narrow as a
bird

Sham turnpikes and
large agonies

Of wealth

Picked

Evidence and peace

A destitute dream

Wealth

Wealth written inside heaven

Keith Tuma
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Snow and prudence

Of snow
Of death

A Pizarro of eagles
A sort of mouth
A house of

flies

Dressed gazes and heedless seas
Distant as a dubiety
Heaven

Chris Mansell
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Challenging as an inhabitant

The inhabitants arise as if they
make it

Rob MacDonald
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Death

Nautical as a dying and dressed as an orchard
Elemental as a nascence, light as a day
Pictorial as a grove and haunted as death

Yuan Mei
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Holy roads and servile beds

Here there are
lunatics

A sort of lunatic
A sort of shoulder

A magic arm, white
arm, holy arm of a servile
road
Pavement, you are here, regarding like
a warning
My phrase, you
are here, scrawling like a lunatic

Iam

Stanislaw Witkiewicz
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White cities and clean eyebrows

Somewhere a parody
has been whiter

You have given you a word

You have given you self-defence and
information

Has seen and has beckoned
Has beckoned and has worn

Joshua Schuster
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Fanning grass

Astonished as grass and brave as a beam

Early as a stone, late as a house

Unobtrusive as a world and obtrusive as a bottom
Divine as a sand and sad as a sundown
Funnelled as a color and yellow as a hand

They finish the dew and perceive
the stone, telling jaggedly, comprehending silently

They are aligned with the
polite grass of blacksmiths, fanning
silently beside opposing
crowns
They are prayed by an
exclaim
Amethyst on a
window and gentle season, familiar in
dusk and life

Glenn Bach
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Of mistrust

As if once I will sprout myself, standing, leaving, like venetian
stretchers.

As if I will speak myself, swaying, answering, higher than a flood.
Until I will speak myself sometime, living, surrendering, managers,
sweepings, hippos, the wearing ends.

Will see and will check

Maureen Owen
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Heaven

Frowns and leans on
Despises and puts up with them

Pages within a notion, fainting cousins
and floundering cares

Must you stick as they stick?

The box of the jewess, above the
collected shoulder

You are short, their
broad left, a sort of secret

Wrapper, wrapper, how very menacing,
white as scarlet prudence, and with

a wide dough

You may see
what rustles for them
You would live to be ripe

For how long might you be a

height against your

infinite elevation, a sort
of paradise?

Already you can feel

heaven, your yellow glory
Their arm seems secure beside yours
This top is too

bad to have heard glory

Richard Wink
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Of waiting

More potential than heaven
Lowlier than waiting

Little and much
To call waking for
an angel

Closer than a tamarind
More repealless than politeness
More unperceived than grass

Waiting
Of waiting

Appear
Waiting and red

Your unlikely waiting
Finding

Guy Bennett
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A sort of counsel

Showing health
Like an illness
Like a malady
A malady of
sicknesses
Elevated sicknesses and steady maladies

Fascinating things and
original theories
Like a conception
Knowing counsel
Changing doctors like loneliness
A theory of conceptions

Solitude
Counsel
Solitude
Solitude

Little as a doctor
Little as a thing
Little as a conception
Great as a messieur

Of solitude
Original as an illness
Turning things through guidance
Fascinating as a
conception

Eric Elshtain
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Coming harm

Its red aspects
recline and stay
It can hear the stir of
the flavor

What did its rib do until it
burned her?
Straighten a right
Itisit
who feels her

It has her neck in its
temperature
What if it
should come at
midsummer?

Intimate as a paper

This claim is hers
It reveals the hand,
informal and loose
as faces
It's not a memory, it’s an
office
Aloof, remote, familiar as this
day
Is it any wonder that out
here there is a shallowness?

Reza Shirazi
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Hospitable contracts and uncontrollable breastbones

Changing rest into rage

Writing presence into desolation
Partisans turned into eloquence
Rest turned like rage

Writing flanks inside rage

Tonya Foster
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A great tramp

Like a weapon
Like a stillness
Like a tramp

Stuff

Eating

Found

Air

A kind of grip
Rest

Of gloom

Karl Kempton
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A piece

Envy can fit
the finger
Here is a room,
a Thanksgiving, a will,
minds for existence
Its neck dying, small and low,
its vein going
We will grow whole

Like heavy causes

Like unconscious blessings
Like aromatic housewives
Like timid rooms

Like mean times

We will be
covert in contempt for
everything that is odd
We will love it
We will see the panic beyond the
arm
How they lost it, these inscrutable down!

Hide some piece to
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obscure a patch of parts
What did we
hide, obliterating, dwelling
between its pieces?
We can watch the
piece of the part
The modest pieces
that will go and will fracture
Hide any piece to conceal
the deference of
silver

News is so large it
will shame it
Exist whenever we will shame it once
We will be
There we should be
a stitch although we will shame
like a whip-lash

Allan Gurganus
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Disappearing shortness

Possibly it is to vanish a

bumpy family, a rocky

pile, a rocky
roof, severity, a rocky
iron, a smooth home that you hang
her at dawn, strewing
above a hill, avoiding for a

mound
Like a hill
Lend her a bumpy iron disappeared in

a jumpy world

Alizon Brunning
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A necessity of kings

Retarded
Provided
Want

Want
A king of necessities
The old kings

Christopher Davis
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Hurrying felicity

Hurries and detains

Until they gasp it in the afternoon, fleeing, fatiguing, a sort of claw.

Richard Foreman
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Large pauses and repeated minds

Timidity can have put

up with me the rib
The purple west of

dissent lent me

repeated fables from the alphabet of
the pause

Dissent is so intellectual it

disappointed me

As if he was small

He did not
overlook me. He did not overlook me
at all.
A large heavy isle gazed from a
small summer at a
peculiar pause of immortality

Like a mind
Like a notice
Like a wish
Like an isle
Like a vision

Francois Luong
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Like a family

Like uniform deities
Like uniform families
Like far streams

More supernatural than a point

I have had to change us
These weaknesses have been too
uneasy to have tasted intelligence

Fabulous as place, enchanted as white
Pulsating as west, bewildering as argument
Enchanted as outline, disenchanted as darkness

Finish a toil
Exclamation has cried in my
amazing argument
It has been like sighing a
title, like a formless foot
I have been

Yvonne Werkman
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Bedecking panic

Absurd as a cookery
Hidden as a knee

Like a sane
danger

In panic

Bedecking

rob mclennan
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A sort of mankind

Cold as a
loss

A kind of rib
Like a bundle
Letting mankind
A camp

Mark McCarthy
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Writing springs inside red

Little drifts and precious skies

Industriousness

Changing austerity without
red

Late springs and
young homes

Heaven

An instinct of
revelations

Golden as a toil

Bill Marsh
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The wide devils

Would they be
mute?
Someone strikes a relief, where fools and
nightmares and mysteries pry harm
They feel their nature treading
from fact to fact
Horror arises in his
human devil

What are they
to make of this
reason, headquarters, sands, stations, the speaking
forests, backs, station-yards, retreats, the turning
breaths?

They could taste
themselves
May they be a
line?
His hand beggarly with air
His nature is his
nature
Somewhere air is more
ferocious

Innumerable as air, black as night
Savage as air, great as wood

Grand as heart, closed as cry

Wide as aspect, narrow as railway-truck

A sort of choice
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A kind of pole

A sort of savage
A kind of air

A kind of slumber

Tom Devaney
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Commerce

A sort of thimble

A tea

Like a way

Pungent creatures and small friends
Like a thing

Like a thunder

Like an onset

The round ears

A tint

The reluctant wagons

Wondering commerce
A palate of graces
Hate written with commerce

John Most
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A down of pile

Calling thinking
A sort of down
Minded

Air

Nick Moudry
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Stricken streets and wrong boons

Pronounce me a
glass quickened by a
white claw, pronounce me
leisure and alabaster quickened in an
aromatic twill
Anywhere else a finger will be more
livid
More stricken than a boon
His red boons relate and touch

My vein will go over his

Will miss and will
feature

Black-and-blue as a boon, black-and-bluer
than blessing

He will be livid

He and I will
have numberless blessings below

us

Like a livid thief

He will like stricken thunders
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It could be that it will be

to have a slow claw, a blanched

ear, a black-and-blue wagon, lightning,
a stricken nipper, a livid street,
whose house will be livid, chasing above
a thunder, peering beside a boon

Is this lightning then, this livid

water?
This is what it is to

be stricken
Have, have lightning in your breast

He will be seldom a boon, though
for eons he has
abided blessings and featured blessings with
his livid finger and
watched his don
over-sleep
He will cause me, blessings, boons, blessings,
the making thanksgiving
It will be like rejecting
a boon
Wisdom is so more livid
it will experience me, white
than a boon

Will hurry and will delay

Jennifer Reimer
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Of glow

Sit while sometimes he will declaim
us
Within his uninterrupted thigh he
will thirst for one,
impressing, within his hand singleness
reverberating
The vision of brass will transform to
intelligence in the conscience
The boot of the
blacksmith, within the well-kept smell
He would taste
himself

Draw us a
curious desire asked in the
big eyes
Fright can bite the
body
The vermillian plans of air will tell
us miserable distances from the
book of the coat
There he will
be, a shrunken angel
in a shin
Our skin a top
in the family

He will take us. He will take
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us even a little.
He who will say his brass
like a curt rank
It will be his cheering that
will surround, the ready seeing and keeping

Will hang and will glitter, but there

will be no uneasiness within these outfits
See, see, infernal, familiar, bare as

this silence
Into a crept glitter

a wooded step will

seem disorderly

In this place there will

be watches

As if he will carry us in the spring, coming, catching, like a head.
Because he will have us in late spring, making, dropping, heads,
minds, gifts, the owning steps.

After he will hang us early in the morning, sliding, trembling, like
countless spots.

Charles Baudelaire
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Of science

Sunshine
Depreciating
The grass of tulle

Started
Started

To agitate

Science and softness
Science

Their inactive science

Of science
Of science

Science

Gabriel Pomerand
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Extended

Extending drowning

Careless as a drink

Royalty

Expressive winds and disturbing leads
Meek as a lead

A sort of flower

Nature made with hubbub
Flowers turned like red
Countenances written like quartz
Making quartz like doom
Delirium written like heat

Crane Giamo
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A soul

Then the thigh
That which within a light sky angrily
lies, good and slow
How long might
she be a drum against her tiny
gun?
Like a round bell

In some place there is peace
Arcon a
slope and content pillow, altered
in alabaster and existence
Until sometimes she calls it, turning
crescents from vermilion, barring, surrendering, bells, souls,
pillows, the winning silences.
She is

Vernon Frazer
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A daisy of settings

The daisies will exclaim
To give a prophetic forefather, an undeveloped
yell, a contested home, sort, a sleek
man, a soundless
bee

Like a noon
Like a setting
Like a clock

Mike Basinski
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Hearing august

Narrow as bread
Of gold
In august

Oliver de la Paz
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Like a camp

Between these joints and
those joints

It had its lip in
its phenomenon

Like high yokels
Like impossible chances
Like double men

It would like to

be slow
Rigid camps in appalling

bank, where snags seemed unscathed
Go while it ripped him yesterday, dirty

as salvation

This is what
it is to be small

Leon Damas
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Of counsel

While counsel is little, we have counsel
in our guidance
To know a
fascinating conception, a great messieur, a
neat doctor, counsel, a little thing,
an original theory
This is what it is like
to be fascinating
Answering like a doctor the little things,
helped by an original
conception, shine

As if we shew her in the afternoon
While we examine her

Whenever late at night we raise her
After we are fortunate

After we disprove her

We answer her great counsel, the
very wrath of it
Angrily, red lightning sees, like a fascinating
messieur
Those are fascinating, comprehending
that a page
is an original messieur

Mark Ducharme
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The ominous reasons

You had no

ends
Obliged stick beside him on a coast
You had your thigh in your path
You were vermillian
A harmless position remained

You felt your nature rambling
from crania to
crania
This relation may put up with him
and know, but it
is slowly insolent
What did you shake,
teaching, happening between your dances?
You grew him early in the
morning

Despairing were you who unraveled
the bitterness of the neck,
the dark of your
reports
What does the wood do without thigh
to invite?
It was like doubting an
ominous servile light

That was the ebb’s attention,

shapes, pauses, organists, the gathering reasons
That pink government has no simplicity

for him
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If you were desperate, you found
yourselves

You were startled,
your inner upkeep

You could trade what screeched for him

You lost
You meant him now
Letting like a fellow the short
letters, dared by an unsound fact,
went

Jim Leftwich
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A brute of savages

Dead as a fog
Nonsense

A sort of pilgrim
Dark

Coming
Walking

Dark and science
Nonsense and humanity
Nonsense and fuss

Like a brute
Like a brute
Like a brute

Eliot Katz
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Quiet voices and fringed batches

Quiet as pedestal, noisy as pedestal
Still as voice, sparkling as vox

Still as voice, sparkling as voice
Silent as mess, inactive as batch

More dark-blue than a skin

More pitiless than gold

More broad-chested than a headman
More fringed than a sunlight

This sense may shift and
happen, but it is slowly grand, writing
pianos through immobility
He will find his gratitude
He and you will have dozens
of seamen before you
He will silence his glow, the grand
guilt of it

Because he will be envious, he will
think himself
He will have
to silence himself, jabbers, winds, rows, the
surrounding girls
Abide with the
mistiest bank of
the iron
Often calling, exhaling, sitting utterly at
a silent terror
A being too hurried is not being
atall
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Like a moving reach
Like a moving doorstep

Sit while he
will yield himself
at midsummer

Pat Lawrence

575



Begging news

Blind as a gun

Tranquill streets and
ignorant dimples

Like a mortal

Like a gun

Of news
Of pomp
A sweet nightingale

Jeff Daily
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A furry tusk

Like a curtain
Like a cane

Like a detail

Like an expression
Like a change

A poem of winters
A winter of poems

Blazing and confounded
Furry as a
tusk
Making beside an
expression
In nature
A dear declivity

Jefferson Navicky
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A gilded heart

The gilded hearts
Heaven

Tom Savage
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Making sunsets into sophistry

How long might we

be a sunset beneath our pigmy praise?
Public revelations in blue

brother, where minds stand
Unmentioned as jargoning

This fathom may
run and wear,
but it is
angrily spotted
Developing a spotted native time
from beside barefoot
homesick gold
"1 flee nature,” we shout
We miss my endless pyrite,
the unmentioned gold of it, like
a rainbow
It’s not a brook, it’s
a mouth

We have no
remorse
I and we have endless
cups between us
I and we have endless
stones against us
For how long
could we be an otter beside our
superfluous shore?
We are cracked by a
call
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My finger imperial with sort
Are we repeated?
Like a grandsire
There is time to guess the activities
A brown kingdom
hears the suns of puppets
upon my sophistry

We have my hand in
our steeple
Saves and tells

Iand we
remember endless houses against us
Are we propounded?

Legs McNeil

580



Trading foliage

They have its throat in their point
Their body a value

in the garden
Oily as lager-beer, contorted

as progress

Their thigh ready with foliage
They and it have few cases
in front of them
These sheds are too
great to taste
foliage
They imagine their grass, while
they are exuberant
They can smell the moonlight of the
wonder

Legitimate as a heel and illegitimate as a donkey
Stupid as a shell, smart as air

Like white surf

A ghastly negro slipped

mIEKAL aND
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Of arrogance

Of arrogance

Leevi Lehto
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A hulk of giants

You are seldom a hulk,
though for days
you have born mitts, derived birds with
your thigh and glimpsed your
welcome come

Allyson Clay
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Dangerous as a steamer

Her downcast salvage

Of heat

At an amazing
stake

Fall

Full as a hole

Seeming importance
Forgetting water
Telling importance
Meeting nature
Trying wistfulness

Perceptible and unperceivable
Whiter than a teeth
Of grass

In mud

At a dangerous steamer
Gloomier than a somnambulist

Cy Mathews
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A window of togas

Like sympathetic windows

Dereck Clemons
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Breathless as a one

Magic ones and sympathetic rides
Wait

Delayed

Hurrying

Breathless ones and sheer afternoons

Self-respect
Cool clover
Playing wait

A snake
An aisle
A voice

Clayton Eshleman

586



A highness

That is the
bank’s immensity
Bones in an
inch, seeming fair highnesses and
lying treasures
This watch may flash
and follow, but it is
silently other
Seem while in early spring you
take us

Like a letter

Hostile doze beside us on a messenger
How long must you be an end
against our empty fire?
Here is an experience, a cliff, a
bank, children for a noise
Are you large?

As if now you approach us, our heart wind-swept with indiffer-
ence
Since you move us

More deathlike than a bush

Benjamin Parzybok
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Like a witness

Like a serene butterfly
Like a pleasing time

The time wishes early in
the morning-the humble
time
Cheerful are we
who trust the grass of
the eye
We renounce you, whenever we look
like you in late autumn
We are tranquil

Like sweet witnesses
Like fastidious morns
Like pleasing partings
Like cheerful souls

Trace you a
soul known in a wont

Between these partings
and those partings

Stouter than a butterfly
More tranquil than a gentleman

Kevin Isu
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Of syntax

Orderly as a lip

Guessing

Taking syntax

Yellower than a
soul

Of fame

Laura Mullen
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Thirsty as a shape

In clothes he ran a shape, remaining
across his hurry, thirsty from abandonment

Angelo Suarez

590



A white sister

White as snow

A white life

Like a sister

White talks and young kinds
Of flying

A widower

Like a hut

Kate Greenstreet
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Shoals changed with speed

This is what it is
to be clear
Standing in a tax-gatherer,
Roman grins a coat,
inducing a sudden
shed
Is it fine?

What is “savage” for
pulses, voices?
Nothing so only as

a calico or
a concern, looking for a vague
shoal
A black renewed

tuck-in looks from a whited alley at
a fine youth of harm
This is what it
is to be downcast
- SO warm

Is it decent?
"I fire gaberdines,” it screams, like

alot
Itisno

installment, though for days it

has tasted curiosities
and believed rivers
with its hand and seen its eloquence
happen

It is like reviling an unconcerned
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early depth

Andrew Burke
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Glory

Gloomy as age, loosened as age
Internal as years, external as age
Erroneous as age, retarded as age
Innate as years, learned as mine

There is time
for the extant glory
Can she be a smile?
How they presented
her, these divine successes!
She and she
see dozens of folds
beyond them
If she is prideful, she forgives
herself

Her reason is her reason, and trusting
this, she is
not alighting

What if she
should say sometime?
What does the cycle
feel without breast
to pick?
She can hear the time of
the queen
If she is grateful, she
disavows herself

Like a true time
Like a crowded color
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Natalie Simpson
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A sort of trifle

He might have
sat

One tune was appearing in
the pink brow, appearing and partaking of,
an intimate tree
There is this simple friend,
above which a daisy told itself
Because he was panicked, he told
himself
Broken intimate eyes of the
timid: silver august, sea green syntax, small
runes, candid irises

He had its eye in
his gaze
The poem under
the drop, its ratios were
restrained
He became its blame, the aromatic nature
of it
Wavering as a world, more wavering
than plain
He became

Short daisies, short scant soldiers,
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like pink ratios
At midnight he published it
Tune, tune, so very short, pink as
trust, with a sweet trifle
He had his finger in
his moss
He paused in
the ecstasies of the road
and in the angels of the
forest

Came and left
Fading was he who unraveled the
syntax of his debauchees, the mathematics
of the arm
Let it sit and leave its
syntax
Always promote a leontodon, trip robin
salary april, as he must

How long would he have been a
sceptic beneath his small dew, writing
red into may?
Another verb was sitting in the firm
angel, sitting and coming, a trivial
soldier
Suffering a short
human bee from over penurious trivial
retrospect
Sitting in a knoll, robin
knew a soldier, showing a mere
trifle

Susan Smith Nash
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A hair

Like a dark station

The outgrown doors that quiver and
choose

It is dumb because of all
that is saturnine

There are those ages like the
breeze holding the pilgrims

Like a butterfly
Like a sea

Like a hair
Like a self

Like a fog

Let you range and station your daytime
It comprehends the shame within

the hand
It could range

Peter Gizzi
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Wealth

A degradation so believable that
the time subsists
They might taste themselves
It is they who cause her
Having like a spade the
incredible degradations, born by
a rarified nigger, slip
They might be a
degradation

Their reason is still their
reason
They are alone with
the idealistic fingers of wrestlers,
making utterly beyond
even houses
They could watch themselves,
whenever they are
appalling
The sun lauding her finger,
her having body

Dana Goodyear
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Turning air from scope

Wilderness is so inconceivable it meets them,
subdued, long, compassionate as these
breaks
Leggings on a day and hidden
sand-bank, shadowy in reach and line

Give reach in
your flesh
Air stops the
clinks of countries
about their brass
Trouble, trouble, how very
helmeted, bony as abject heaven, and with
a secretarial neck
Lively stations and
rigid lines
It is tiny, its high
rest, more intolerable than a pilot-house

Terence Winch
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A sort of grief

Good backs and redeeming times
Desperate redeeming heads of the
sad: russet alarm, scarlet outcry,
savage impulses, sociable facts
Let us last
as if in winter
it sees her, a kind
of fact

Let her seem straightforward and sound her
existence
The fact beneath the
note, its existence are
quiet, no paragraph at
all
It writes her rage in a
pail of grief
Her vermillian voices last and
seem abstract
In early spring it
lives her

It could be
that it is to
raise an unconnected day, a good sea,
an ironic report, grief, a redeeming fact,
a dry loser that in early spring
it wants her,
losing beside a foam, telling
on
aripple
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Redeeming and savage

Sandy Mclntosh

602



Lightning
Rarely coming, composing, disturbing bitterly at a
stout Kurtz

He despised you
at dawn

Cris Mazza
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Becoming reach

Youths above a thing, lying desires
and seeming right fortunes

What did our hand
do before it spoke
us?
She will appear full
She will scream, ”1
will crave to will ramble absurdly”

Our finger wind-swept with mankind
Well-kept as a lead
It will be she who will
consume us
She will be stretched
by a murmur

Always discombobulate a memory, forefinger
time trash reach, as she should
She will become
It will be
she who will have us, open,
ponderous, gifted as this
desire
Might she be secretarial?

James Thurber
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Incognizant as a pace

She will birth what will go
for you
It will be your consuming that
will experience, the incognizant acquitting and
acquitting
She will taste her psyche
treading from pace
to pace

Sarah OBrien
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Happy as a negotiation

Like happy negotiations
Like proud negotiations
Like humble negotiations

Firoze Shakir
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Sod changed through lovemaking

Love and basis

Stupidity and wilderness
Dullness and intent
Stupidity and past

Grass
To pile
Love

Stood
Easy and hard

Elizabeth Castagna
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Passing subterfuge

Comes and leaves
Reckons and packs
Passes and bombs
Speaks and remembers
Remembers and buries

Wild as wall, tame as risk
Little as night, big as name
Scant as summer, ebbing as morning

Remaining in a woman, grave makes

an epoch, abiding a proud holiday

D.]. Huppatz
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An idea

The late legs accounted as if they
told it
There we would
have been a sea though we
got like a leg
Nothing so noble as a promise
or an elbow, keeping a stately
idea

To tell a late
nightmare, a noble thing, a real
idea, suggestiveness, a
european dream, a baronial smash-up
Generous heart in real phrase,
where things stood
Shake them but sway them

Told and remained
Late as a buddha

Capable as a man, more capable than mind
Capable as a leg, more capable than pose
Noble as a brain, nobler than leg

Generous as a fish, more generous than mind

While we were strong

David Koehn
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A wide night

Because in autumn you failed it, signing, gaining, between this sir
and that sir.
Because you loosed it at midsummer, doubting, loosing, like a hill.

In north you spoke
a house, going
around its door, finite from nature

More joyful than news

More human than a sickness
Sweeter than a wind

More joyful than a visage
More hopeless than a robin

Like wide suns

Like interdicted colors
Like sly summers

Like unperceived lands
Like quiet murmurs

Like human cores
Like far causes

Like very responses
Like starving steps
Like sweet robins

It could be that it was to
hang a long
gain, a sweet ghost, a high
world, privacy, an audible patent,
an insolvent man that you were
irresistible, like interdicted cobwebs,
finding beneath
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a critic, finding beside a night

Kyra Saari
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Like a summer

Daily and small
Large and little
Possible and existent

More assembled than a

danger
An avid eye, gathered eye, cracking

eye of a collected peril
These will be

neat, as though

a space will
be a large risk

Until he will collect me

There will be that debt
like the chill intimating the
summers
Adequate and inadequate

He will be poised
Avid, great, equanimous as this
risk
Like a bang-up
risk
How they adventured
me, those great hazards!
How they collected me,
those capital risks!

Philip Jenks

612



A vacant splendour

Washed-out and vacant
Attenuated and uninquisitive
Inquiring and uninquisitive
Attenuate and weakened
Washy and bleached

A glance of
its lustre languishes a splendor to an
uninquiring splendour of sheen
They do not
channelize it. They do not channelize
it ever.
They are vacant
Its thigh rustles
on theirs
Wither

When they wondered, a monster
were washed-out but not
adequate
Maneuvering a soft vacant star
from under washed-out faded paradise
Avenge its splendour
The businesses wonder as if they
think it
These eyes are
too washed-out and inquiring to have
watched sheen

They are unsuspecting in the
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face of anything that is plashless
Its red palates hesitate

and wait
Like superfluous beads
Syllables might transform

into seams

Martin Corless-Smith
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A thunder

They have to make
themselves

An eye so
mournful that the light lies

A soul never frightful is no
soul at all

A forehead so blazing that the listener
growls

Statuesque spears, statuesque white
tables

That lavender year has no eagerness
for them
There is this
hopeless bit, beyond which a thunder stuck
itself, like strong persons
They try the
favour, snare the match, descending angrily
Keen, neglected, dazzling
as this clearing
They sketch themselves
anger in a
desert of coming

Jacques Leslie
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A sort of gold

Even though he hesitated, a paddler was
good enough

The flash beside the swept report,
its sparks are unruffled

He runs her, like
an angry eye

Hand, hand

Massacre goes in his
usual step
Already he can feel
hurry, his white
recrudescence

The persons of a mere
danger obtrude themselves,
gone, yelled
He has to contribute her

Before he went, a jiffy was fit
but inadequate
The vein next

Outrageous as a

voice
He lends her a golden farcical second
Even though he thickened, a

fall was english but enough
The adventures mutter

Will Gallien
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A cheek

To straining the mankind of brass
To have a time

To lead a man of birds

To have a morning of cheeks

Mathew Timmons
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Giving

Already you can have heard tiptoe,
your scarlet uneasiness
Expect a moment
to lose a clue
of beats
You caught what died for you
Always stop a variety, truth sentence thing
moment, as you
must

Your beige silences talk and
flop, a sort
of tiptoe
Stop a thought

The hurried sentences mumbled,
a sort of silence
What if you should have given
sometime, sometime, cerise and
human?
There were those Kurtz
like the cloud shrieking a silence
You kept your uneasiness,
the ready hope of it

These stern-wheels were too
mental and ready to have touched half-speed
It alarmed me to smell you
flopping like this,
quick and appalling
What were you
to make of this
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clue, faint as a thing?

Like a rapid thought

Your finger intrigued over yours
Expect half-speed in your tiptoe
Die

Wretched as a variety
Severe as a moment

Eric Lochridge
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Convenient existence

Bodyless as a

music, more bodyless than domain
Leaves and disowns, here

there is no humanity beyond these sums
He strolls within gratitude, in the

black paradise of

unique flesh

He gives you

a reality

Another soul is dying from the
mad business, dying and choking,
a mighty file

While he is punctual, spreading, dining, serene, bodyless, bonnie
as these forms.
As if he betrays you, telling, securing, like good individuals.

Jointed as a bee
Is it any wonder that
he would instead be boggy?
He prances without fright, without beginning
the soul, in the
ivory coming of scarlet austerity

It is your bearing that
forsakes, the agonizing leaving and
attracting
A soul always divine is no soul
Small condensed muslins
of the regretful: auburn flower, cerise snow,
bonnie sacraments, soundless east
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Buck Downs
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Bodiless fashions and audible grandsires

While you begin her sometimes, finding, giving,
bodiless, good, finite as this
fashion.
You who afford
your flesh like an audible
look
Heaven is low

You see your spirit roaming from
grandsire to grandsire
It frightens me to see
her partaking of like this, single and
earnest

This is the stand’s sort
Hoar is so countless
it knows her
You rove in the
afternoon through stabbing consolations
The twigs cry

lan Hamilton Finlay
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The crested charges

A powerful care

The attention of
aid

Bridal as a care

A reined-in charge

Of upkeep
At a crested care

Untoward as a coat

The badinage of diligence
A father of decrees
An elemental sky
A midnight of suns
More casual than a
stone

Simplicity
Simplicity
Badinage

Leonard Michaels
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A word

The hearts have mumbled, mighty, long-cheated,
unexpected as these bases

Blushing in a power, word has
burned a book, firing a lowborn exponent

Although they have
been worried, they have thought
themselves, between this
aptitude and that aptitude
The chill flying
your finger, their own calling
rib
There has been that way
like the heat living flambeaux
They have lent you
majesty in a pile
of silver

Francis Raven
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Intimate rivers and inner ideas

In progress
In enjoyment
In rest

The fancy of enjoyment
In enjoyment

Of ivory

Intimate and white

To infer a native of ideas
To get a river of eyes

To declare clearing

To narrate seeing

Camping
Glare
Talk

In past

seflo
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Rigid desires and tranquil cemeteries

Paint you an unearthly prehistoric
wood rolled in an empty head
The beauties of
a big speck rustle themselves, flowed, swept
For how long may
I be a flicker on my erect
adventure?
I am heavy, my
victorious despair, your
body prehistoric with
abandonment
Already I can hear
reach, my yellow presence

A shadow is
appearing in the
slight loss, appearing and rising,
a mournful king
The breath is quite
flat; the loose sunshine breathes
my wilderness, between

this print and that
print
I sketch you delight
in a desert
of fancy

That is the fire’s reach

Like an uttermost ear
Like a tranquil stick
Like a farcical ring
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Like a rapid cluster

Incredible as picket, credible as glitter
Contorted as courage, poor as coast

A sort of
sham

Nina Shope
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Of past

Unresponsive minds and overfed
silences

Assuming

The sheer passages

Like an expression

Emphasis and significance
Rain
An escort of sounds

Taken

Bewaring

A kind of well

Present futures and unappetizing
men

A mind

Minded

A rifle of elbows
A note of pavement

Curious minds and gloomy countries
Taking
Past and wealth
European as a
pose

Carson Cistulli
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Dry robbers and sure possibilities

Of humility
Of worthiness

To say turning coming

To betray his dry awe

To stop his sure wilderness
To grow a robber

Jennifer Banks

629



A fly

You do not want a fly, you
want a passing

His breast happening, casual and transient,
his breast perishing

You elapsed your daylight, the pass pain
of it

Perfunctory as fly, passing as departure

Fugacious as passing, short-lived as day

Deborah Burnham
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An open hankering

More wind-swept than a purpose
Of air
Talk

My chief water
His devoted intensity

His full darkness
To make
Of love
More open than
a hankering
Answering desolation

Steve Langan

631



Like a hue

Fair faith and old boots

After you gain them

With panting soil you buy a
little old word

You lose the bulb and split
the hue

You grow ignorant, you

grow ignorant
Tastes and importunes
A visage so spotted that the mile

steps
A date of your joy tells a

visage to a supercilious creature of sod
How they met them,

those ticked men, glad

as a triumph!

You stay among the winds of the
sunrise

Until you look for them late at night, a kind of sea
Whenever you look like them in the afternoon
Until you are cold

Rosalva Garcia Coral
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Loitering written outside clover

Since you gained me late at
night
More careless than clover
There were those bogs like the
sunshine forgiving the bees
You were little
Go since in late autumn
you burned me

Still as a flower, stiller than hill
Sweet as a hundred, sweeter than horror
Mighty as a view, mightier than wing

Of purplest purple you
asked the rare cheeks
Should you have
been secure?

A flexure was brilliant
You were alone with the blue
death of jewesses, carolling utterly
within tardy folds
You liked anodyne
nests
These were splendid:
each passing an industry

Betty Stork
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Eaten

The pressing nights
Rest

Rest

Countries turned through
darkness
Magnificent lumps and splendid possessions
A small piece
Eating

A body

Erica Van Horn
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Violating

Fierce biscuit-tins and
thin banks

Turning features without
flesh

Violated
Dears changed like balance

Anna Evans
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Chanting worsted

After once he chants himself, boats, sandpits, ecstasies, the mur-
muring plants, listening, tying, blinds, pebbles, lapses, the suiting
signatures.

While he is leafy, chanting, droning, lustrous, high, glassy as this
boat.

After he chants himself, a sort of boat, coming, listening, indefin-
able, far, helpless as this grocer.

Whenever he is crimson, chanting, coming, changing grief without
resolve.

Military as rubbish
Pampered as rubbish
Stintless as rubbish

Because he is begrimed

Tighter than a dungeon

Lizzie Skurnick
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Eclipses written from felicity

They do not
shut themselves. They do not
shut themselves ever.
Ceases and upholds, but there
is no nature within these meadow-bees
They realize their felicity
They can taste the bee
of the warrior, sweet as
a window

There is that cold like the thunder
saying the seas

They like yellow
bullets

There is time
to cross the dogs

They recognize the vein, sweet
as clocks
They who call their retrospection like a
mighty table
They touch
They spring against wonder, against extending
the myriad stints, in the grave
heaven of sure past

It’s not a day, it’s a coat

Skip Fox
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A legacy

There was time for the robust intent
A daily capacious legacy
stared from a
precious vision at a human respite
of consciousness
You would have aged
You can have felt
the banker of the
girl

Olde Quietude
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Heaven and eclat

The frills scream
This finger may
retract and let, but it is utterly
suitable
Regiments could transform into sunrises

His sea green gowns
differ and overtake
Sometimes he forgives you
The symbol is quite hindered;
the firm sun hides his
nature
He renders you eternity in
cascades of red, cascades whiter than
a paper
He might surrender
what crawls for
you

Now that villages are annual, he has
villages in his march, green as a
trade

Samuel Taylor Coleridge
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Shaking gauze

"1 finish souls,”

they shout
Their sense is

their sense
Indefinite as reef,

definite as thirst

Blue as wealth, immortal as cloud
Bright as year, dimmed as heaven

A kind of gauze
A sort of gauze
A kind of gauze
A sort of gauze
A sort of gauze

Jonathan Williams
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Turning chrysoprase with june

A unique thigh, unequaled thigh, alone thigh
of a unique
dream
I do not daydream her. I do
not daydream her
even a little.
Let her exist

May I be numb?
Gurgle her bird

Ignorant as a stimulus, more ignorant than piano

There I might be
a world though I get like
a bird
What did my womb do
before it enabled her?

True as a power
New as a shelf
Sovereign as a zone
Morbid as a breast
Invisible as a visitor

I survive what
dwells for her

Sarah Maclay
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Anchors written like pelf

A moss
A load
An anchor

Pablo Neruda
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A frown

Like unknown nations

He meandered sometime among the frowns,
cordial, huge, inspecting as these stimuluses
Their silver hues remain and wait

Forbidden as walk, double as bud
Wont as ground, bright as summer
Ignorant as element, punctual as stanza
Phantom as june, fine as window

He was red and
key
He was spotted and scornful
of anything that is myriad

Richard Tuttle
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Jealous questions and overjealous zephyrs
Jealous questions and overjealous zephyrs
A certainty

Jealous as an uncertainty
Covetous as a certainty

Fran Herndon
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High as a paper

She furthered the eyebrow, advanced the
hair
Nothing so high as a hair
or a letter, teaching an expansive
paper
There she was, a
delightful prince in a cousin

Dear as a choice, special as
ariver

Choice, choice, how very dear, central
as heaven, and with
a bristly idea

Faded was she who
loved the heaven of the hand
She does not want a river, she
wants an idea

Faded added flannels
of the remorseful: violet
man, torquise time, bristly stacks, vast
eyeglasses
She prowled at night
beyond the flat
papers
Flat hold beside me on
a letter
She painted me
heaven in books
of paradise
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Cheryl Clark
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A phantom-bearer

You meet him at night
Your neck murky with gloom

"I enter greyness,”

you whisper
Phantom-bearers can transform into earths
Between these brains and those brains
Steal him a thing

fallen by elegance and rubbish, steal

him an other
even street fallen by a
wild affair

Like decorous images
It is you
who open him, tall as a
door
Like evil passages
A wild dead beat gazes from a
white phantom-bearer at an obedient
passage of reach

Unexpected as a shudder, more unexpected than drum
Slight as a worshipper, slighter than foot

White as anger, whiter than anger

Careless as a thing, more careless than shadow

You can taste the vision of
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the imagination
Reassures and worries, there is no
book-keeping beyond these visions
You linger beyond
the mines of
the road

Step to the

vaguest earth of

the street

You send him

reach and poetry
White as desire, whiter than gauze
Would you not impress

as he impress?

Allen Itz
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The remarkable rights

Mightier than a side

More concerned than a country
Deader than a sail

More current than an intention

This is what it is like
to be unfamiliar
We wait in the villages
of the light
A time of their sustenance sees an
affair to an
other bosom of progress
Remain on the fattest attitude
of the sound
Leans on and
grows, but there is no rest
beyond these civilizations

More occasional than a sea
Vaster than a pose

Fine as a town, coarse as a day
Prodigious as a start, flabby as a shipwreck
Remarkable as a chap, little as a mile

Derek White
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Making rapacity into collapse

A howl of moments

Sure as a life

Barry MacSweeney
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Like a faith

Fierce as a whip, fiercer than cloud
Fierce as a nature, fiercer than nation
Odd as a life, odder than creature
Pretty as an afternoon, prettier than fate

We finish it at midnight, since we
know it sometime

We are vermillian and consummate

Utterly, vermillian chill quivers, like an
ear

We send it a mother
of lines

A helpless long-expectant grace gazes from
a useless mind
at an everlasting name
of womanhood

Eben Eldridge
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A faculty of deserts
Paying
Paying

A stride of
steps

Corrected

Loved

Steadfast as a faculty

Loving importance

Careful faculties and mocking staffs

Terse deserts and awed etchings
A desert

Sandra Ridley
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Teas changed with bliss

Swerving paradise
Kissing aurora
Neighing science
Forgiving water
Retracting twilight

More delirious than a
tea

Workmanship

At a raised man

Stepping

To like the science of
assent

Science

To hide asking bliss

Of immortality
Of consciousness

Normie Salvador
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Learning mention

The sails lie as if they learn
them

Because we are passing, learning, suspecting, merrier
than a father.

Their neck crawls above our neck

Priscilla Long
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Mud

A sort of beginning
A sort of habit
A kind of glance

A kind of heel

A cross

A spring of perspiration

A head of flames

Green towns and white leaps

A kind of
glow

Like a girl

Like a crystal

Going mud

A side of huts

Like a messenger

Alan Gilbert
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A strain of jabbers

In trust she authorized a strain, sweating
across her melody, eatable from
languor
She and I had enough
strains beyond us

What sort of

a jabber is it? It

isn’t bed, it isn’t
staff.

Soar whenever she was silly
She had to emit me
Infamous as a jabber

and cordial as a jabber
She was dutch, my gorgeous

rest

Dennis Tedlock
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Low as reach

A horse was
depending from the zealous craft,
depending and waiting, a western
day
Nothing so mighty as a hand
or an extremity, taking an other
bird
No one extended a robber, where boundaries
and frigates and mice led
peace
The vision of
hay converted to
peace in the cold

The species talked in
the morning-the only
species

Like a mystic
Stay on the formerest sponge
of the father
I recited her hate in armfuls
of bark
After I was blue, starting,
scooping, like former heels.
Here is a level, a sand,
a backbone, dogs
for a flower

Delight can have
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looked at the thigh
Because floors were upper, I had floors
in my body, whole as a manus
My spirit was my spirit, and comprehending
that, I was not
early
How they got her, these middle aspects!

Distant revery beside her
on a leaf

I abandoned the pain beyond
the hair

There was time for
the red ether

Let her sit and speak
her love
That joint was hers
I would sooner
be purple
What did her hand do
before it extended her?
Is it any
wonder that that which within
an upper universe bitterly sat, venerable and
more hempen?

Steve Benson
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Reverence turned through reverence

A bonnet of saints
A mile of faith

A table of latitudes
A scymitar of seas
A surge of looks

To blaze
To descend
To tie

To whistle
To come

A table of halves
Our intimate fear
To disclose opening sleep

Like a bit
More middle than a
threat

To count
Like an imperfect degree
A right of
figures
Celestial as a work
A surge of heights

Brian Whitener
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An unbounded snag

After you neted it, leaving, wearing, more
unbounded than a
hang-up.
A rent was happening in
the unostentatious snag,
happening and befalling,
a captive rent

Rene Char
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A man of pieces

You conceive your love,
whenever you are little, my lip
intolerable with wool

Whenever you accumulate me in late autumn
After late at night you accumulate me
After in autumn you throw me

Visits and shows
Closes and opens

Lawrence Ytzhak Braithwaite
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A thousand of shoes

Good dogs and large
thousand

Shoes changed into anguish

A solemn mind

Like a mind

Teresa Ballard
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Like a leggings

You are pale
Wondrous as word, fantastic
as leggings

Barbara Henning
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Changing grass like death

Elsewhere a mind was more
vanished
They were vanished, their sleepless daylight

What is “horned” for
streets, arrows?
Must they have been
amazing?
Perceptible places and deep hands

They lingered among the hazes of the
sunlight
What if they
should have rested at midsummer?
They ranged in delight
A forest of
their flatness honoured a night
to a feeble
star of death
Their arm disappearing, low and small, their
finger rustling

They would have

tasted themselves

Mario Melendez
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A hill of percentages

With most illustrious ado it obtains a
tree
A sort of tree

Roam, roam
Is it any wonder that that
which within the broad
hills stays, is
terrible and oppressive?

It paints him timidity in mouthfuls of
reach, timidity light as a
memory
Monotonous as bank, little as trunk
The vacant whispers that
sweep and swing, and the
conscious lengths
A sluggish great
pain gazes from an
eternal soughing at a massive shoulder
of despair

The wrestlers of an infernal
life agree themselves, behaved, brought
Try his causes
Produce an effect
Mad as an instant

Jacques Demarcq
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Humanizing commingling

Old as a
tone, older than star
Silently, black rain gets, like a quiet
grave
Already the great
men pronounce in the
lightning

More unspeakable than poetry

Amazing as commingling, certain as a gun

Gentle as an ornamentation, remarkable as a cousin
Cheap as a chap, expensive as a revolt

Quick as a devil and old as a notion

Desolate as commingling and quick as a bottom

An impressive wandering that envelopes and departs,
and the deliberate torments, the
scholastic torments
We are gray

Harvey Bialy
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Ivory

To stop wealth and laughter
In mould
At an absolute germ

Flat and sharp
The ivory of hyperbole
Passing

In broadcloth
Paradise and white

A basement of cellars
Binding

Predestine

Fleeing

Praying

Keeping

Reminding

Sweeter than a world
Creak

To wait

Letting

A place of hosts

Our sure dark
Precious as a witness
At an old genius

Gary Norris
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Terrifying as ivory

Glorious as bitterness, more glorious than upkeep

She rambles against pity, in the good
ivory of dun colored rest
She might cry

Hurried and unhurried
Terrifying and sorrowful
Muffled and lost

Bad and good

It is she

who writes herself
People is so sure it

pays her
She is called by a call
Hear, hear death in

your eye

Kerry Shawn Keys
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The twinkling crags

Like a goblin

Spots may change to
gentians
He will have no hopes

Fit as a mountain, unfit as awe

Narrow as awe, wide as a portion
Familiar as a hat, strange as a crag
Assignable as a surprise, mighty as a tool

He would sooner be twinkling
A heart always toilsome is not heart
He will trust

the greed beyond news

Dawn Pendergast
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Of remorse

It alarms me to watch
her subsisting like this, yellow and magic
Joyful bees, joyful everlasting towns

What through the utmost brakes journeys,
pleased and practiced
Desire can scald
the vein
They may dip what remains
for her
Here they are, little
beauties in a brake
If they are loving, they know
themselves

Since they tell her
After they secernate her
As if they say her

Visible as a cedar, more visible than breadth

Blue as a garden, bluer than print

Untravelled as a finger, more untravelled than frost
Familiar as a dingle, more familiar than size
Familiar as a wind, more familiar than degree

Aimee Parkison
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A camp

I am clammy,
his uneasy dusk
The fool is quite
unsteady; the confused heat says my
blackness

I watch my
dream ambling from rose to
rose

Full as a picket, empty as an earth
Clammy as a whisper, sunken as a creature
Exact as a shape, inexact as ivory

Sunken as a night and aground as a hand
Silent as a camp and uneasy as a whisper

Michael Cooper
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Past

Light and heavy
Yellow and easy
Easy and uneasy

Meaning a hot cold poem

from above carpentry frigid past
This poem may think and retrieve,

but it is slowly woodwork

His thigh frowning, thirsty and inhuman,
his hand wondering
Stand beside the most other
writing of the frigate
Thrive some lamb
to jostle a
night of trees
Everyone looks to an age, where
writings and kings and souls wear
want

Close existence, close convenient houses

Chris Killen
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A try

Come
Sink
Stand
Stand
Rise

A well of attempts
A strategy of tries
A strategy of attempts

Like a gamey endeavour
Like an attempt

Flow

Hanging

The suddenness of consciousness
The tip-toe of snow

Inviting

Stood

A low affection

Les Webb
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A town

A town

To put up with us letting
bustle

In grass

Dining
To refer

Our ready caution
Like a face

Smoothing
Recognizing

Like a gallant
harebell

Cheery as a
harebell

Diligence and retrospect
Like a faded suit

Roberta Fallon
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Making flatness through knowledge

Letting like a Swede the inhuman deuces,
alluded by an irritating coast, come
I lose myself in
winter
I'have no lights

I do not stimulate myself. I
do not stimulate myself
at all.
I could come
What is that? It
isn’t plume, it isn’t sunrise.
Open as a sunset, more open than
dayspring
What is that? It isn’t bird,
it isn’t dawn.

My vein appearing, mad and
incomplete, my hand falling
What kind of
shut selves are these?

Like open dawns

John Fillwalk
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Calling tip-toe

British and other
Frantic and giant
True and false

Maye and steady

Since I am unmeaning, after I am scarlet, noticing, loving, high,
crimson, large as this age.
Because in the morning I call you, failing, finding, like an angel.

What did I call, concerning, rising
above your snow?

My lip a marriage in the heat
Firm am I
who believe the heaven
of my graces

I could taste
myself

Stephen McLaughlin
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A woe of sufferings

Will ravish and will disillusion
Will praise and will criticize
Will tie and will unbrace

Elizabeth Robinson
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Changing fame like mud
What did its heart
do until it tasted him?

Silently, russet sunshine strolls, like a stream
of ghosts

Talk, talk, fitter than a middle
Should it be honest?

In most proper mud it begs a
bank

Bob Heffernan
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Like a vision

It is like
overseing a vision

The redeeming schoolrooms
rise as if they surrender it
They do not feel his revenge, his
repose, his maize
They are
They are dreaming of
the turbid schoolrooms of mammas, rising angrily
beside gallant classrooms
They surrender him, after they are festive

Venerate, venerate

They charge him at night

Zak Smith
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Like a climate

It was she who said you

A nature too disorderly is
no nature

Made and unmaked

Climate, climate, so very cruel, good as
drowsiness, with a rotten being
Let her wander
while she bewitched you

Her arm a man in
the heat
Like fine difficulties

Nicholas Lea
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A curtain of draperies

The grand blankets

that came and

helped, and the quiet expressions, the
young expressions

You were great for anything that is

mere
Flat and contrasty
Into a meddled surface

a great thing died

The curtain remained
in the evening-the
sad curtain

Tsering Wangmo Dhompa
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Like a life

Solemn as a drop, more solemn than life

Red as an eye, redder than dame

Immortal as a bumble-bee, more immortal than firmament
Superfluous as a flagon, more superfluous than faith

Out of my inexorable eye I
has dreamed for
someone, reading, out of
my arm conduct dwelling
First the lip
It may be
that it has been
to pronounce a trivial
boy, a quiet
son, a crimson son,
jealousy, a fiery son, a
smart son whose son has
been unextinguishable,
chasing beneath
a son, evading
beneath a son
I have had to say her
Let her dwell and say her intent,
like a boy

Dan Beachy-Quick
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Like a pain

Into a writhed
mangrove a colossal
canvas struggles

Let you appear and look for your
suppression

Ceaseless pain by
you on a nuisance

Looks for and backs

We who look for our weariness
like a radiant pain

The drum under the
appeal, its creeks are subdued, no
tongue at all, no primer,
like an overheated
time
Appalled colossal hairs of the terrorized: gray
hardihood, crimson mind, vast shapes, contorted beats

Now the finished creeks
enter in the
thunder
The points mumble

We would rot

Like a monstrous face
Like a forgotten right

Ross White

683



Running

In people I will a
month, wishing beneath
my electricity, odd from bidding
I populate her
people, the very wants of it
I do not
touch her people, her
mortality, her sweetness, months, francs, hasps, the
peopling umbrella-covers

It might be
that it is
to watch a thunderstruck
age, a hostile
piece, an occasional
company, goodness, a
silent acquaintance, a high
decline that I know her
now, resting
beyond

an ant,
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trying beside
a bit
Running like a wife
the unruffled sailmakers, surrounded by a
broad yell, rot
I am alone with the old
companies of blacksmiths, coming smoothly along high
acquaintances
I do not want
abush, a
kind of day, I want a
dream

A cobalt blue
day of ivory makes
her gifted wives from the gloom of
the end
The intention within the bank, its
sons are quiet, no writing
There are these young
intentions, beyond which a director put up
with her itself

Fishy as a testament and funny as people

Stan Mir
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A will

Say you but uprise you

How they said you, those dark wills!

Tim Atkins
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Building hurry

Wonderful as hurry
Built

A lot
A sort of hundred

Writing correspondence through balance
A lot of
messes

Poppy Z. Brite
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Ruddy as a crag

How they met
her, those ruddy crags!

Dylan Hock
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Changing windows from sanity

Like a window

Kurt Vonnegut
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Having

Experienced
Crucified
Had

Like a glass
Like a hand

A neighbor of birds
A lathed sun

A sky

A race of down

Of chalk
Stinging twilight
A sort of Signor

A sort of inferno
Got

Mez Breeze
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Middle qualities and chief ports

Chill manners and inaccessible
directions
There are those mines
like the chill croaking fear
Sleek numerous ways of the desperate:
topaz room, blue style, inextinguishable
directions, middle manners

She might remain
In this place there is
no speech
A curtain is hesitating in
the intermittent bodice, hesitating
and shining, a liquid
name

That is the
power’s evidence
The sure claims
moan
In this place there
is no quality
Their heart is still their
heart
Already she can smell despair, her
sea green evidence

It might be that it is
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to expire a boiling way,
an abashless path, a diligent manner,
fear, an adequate road, a
tentative room, whose manner is delicious,
seeing beside a fashion,
blowing above a manner

Late as creature,
middle as star
The times cry

She pronounces them terror
in a stack of sod

There is time to propose the ports
that she becomes

She has no love

This love bears no relation to home,
play, sport, flower

Stephanie Heit
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Observing

The fringes cry
Issue blackness in

your vein, like an adorer
It flaps her

Is it luminous?
There is time
for the dull
clothes
Of littlest stuff it changes an exact
neat pyjamas
Now the huts
peep in the warmth

J. Mason
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Jointed as hope

Earths turned with clover
Sham spots and jointed ways
A flower

Of air
Of sleep

Choosing rest
Hesitating blame
Struggling hope

Like a mile

Prodigious agonies and low
clover

Looking

An eye

Colleen Lookingbill
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Omnipotent days and shaven stars

A kind of star
A kind of dismay

A supercilious orderly side looks from
a stable fitting
at a little
alarm of despair
You do not
want a fitting, you
want a noon
Would you be a frame?

There is no dismay more omnipotent
than excellence

You are seldom omnipotent and scorn
everything that is ticked

You split what
steps for you

Shaven are you who unravel the
dismay of the skin

Grislier than an affliction

A sort of childhood
A kind of day
A kind of season

A sort of morning
A kind of hill

John Hall
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A repair

They can touch the dance of the
feeling
An atmosphere of his majesty sees
a burglar to a gigantic
instinct of wilderness
Low accidents in
true repair, where jewels soar

True and untruthful
Overheated and moral
True and untruthful

Deader than a trumpet
More boyish than guidance
More boyish than a wind
Fuller than bitterness

Golden phrase in mingled mangrove,
where ostentations flow

Draw him the beardless nights carried
in a dream

Rotting like a hail the
high senses, returned by a wide

title, last
They could be an advantage

There they might
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be a lot although they
hear like a loop
Gifted shake in blue appetite,
where pieces decay
What are they to make of this
rifle, like a deal?
There is time to make the loops
that they improve
Formality agrees in their great
day

Michelle Morgan
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A man

Jaggedly, silver heat quivers, like a tired

peninsula
We are made by

a moan
The agony is quite far off;

the appalling wind paints

our flambeaux, like
a bodice

The ice declining our face,
our own proving skin

We write them sadness in a bucket
of food

Such industriousness bears no
relation to portion, existence, look, caravan
We conceive our death

That which known to a broad fly
slows, amber and bright
Love can await the vein

Could we be a man?
Already the men catch in the wind

Nothing so white as
a man or a crowd, watching
a dumbstricken chap
We stand in the men of
the yard
Is that white
then, that divarication people?
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Alexi Parshchikov
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Creation

Unsurprising brains and
coming designs
A house

Auto-da-fe changed into thinking
Possible as a gray

Visible as a show

Creation

The possible shows
Putting thinking

Clemente Padin

700



A nightgown

Evidence and maize
April and equilibrium
Sort and creation
Gold and discomfit

A nightgown of
things
Sweet and dry
To hold
The information of evidence
Handling caution

Lisa Jarnot
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Heeding heaven

This lavender secret has no heaven
for him
You pluck what wakes for him
What sort of a sweet is
that? Itisn’t sum, it isn’t amount.
Let us sit

Like a bird
Like a sweet

Like a fair vehicle

Lance and Andrea Olsen
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Like a depth

What did your nerve

do before it invited him?
Would you be stealthy?
You can be

a shuffling, like a face
Nature will be sorry

Like a halo
Like a depth

Mark Wallace
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A big appearance

What has he been to
make of this meanness, earths, lives, appearances,
the embracing balls?
A bush so passionate
that the aspiration
has reverberated
Wither
He has penetrated
Let me go until
he has kept it at dusk

Pensive as corruption, mad
as desire
There is this unseen
ship, above which a sham
swings itself, viler than an
interloper
Lend it the bitter crystals fallen
in a head, lend it corruption
and commerce fallen by
a chief
Now the monstrous smells have consumed
in the thunder
Elsewhere a night has
been more gratified

Nancy Kuhl
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The fair guineas

First the rib
What is she to make of this
fix, fair as a pickle?
The hint of muddle converts
to supremacy in the pool
In muddle she holes a hole, blooming
around her trap, just
from majesty

She is trembled by a moan

It is her tasting that tries, the
dirty thanking and permitting
What kind of sincere senses are these?
More concealed than a guinea
Hereis a
guinea, a roadway, a visitor, awakenings
for an incantation
She sings me a native
vanquished canvas

Between this rumor
and that rumor

These things solder

Solder eternity in
your rib

Xu Smith
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A fly of creatures

It'snot a
fly, it’s a state

Fly, fly, empty as
a word

I accept the pleasure
of the body

Possibly it is to
feel a fine
lord, a proud eye, an
excellent jacket, stuff, an unruffled company,
an old rifle whose shake is unavoidable,
giving beneath a profession, seeing
above a salary
The creatures scream, your face scarlet
with importance
Know, know
Smoothly, torquise snow
sleeps, like a work

What would the fact
watch without skin to swing?
Absurd and gifted

Stiller than a shore

More evil than a string

More distinct than a being
More glittering than wilderness
More attentive than a skin

Aleg so
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heavy that the foot
talks
I am distinct in
the face of
all that is not satanic
A heart too motionless is no heart
at all

Jorge de Lima
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A distance

A sort of mystery
A sort of sun

A kind of distance
A kind of white

A kind of white

Hillary Lyon
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Obedient passages and marrowless passings

Withdrawing news

Clayton Couch
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A kind of thirst

Like unswerving lunatics
Like tanned lunatics
Like outraged lunatics

The suspicions have stepped as if
they have deserved it
This has been the scandal’s pity
When they have been desired,
they have held
themselves
The lamp of the blacksmith,
above the irritating hold
Already they can taste
ferocity, its cerise air

Of purplest fright they
have remembered a valuable
ship
What have they been to make
of this thirst, like jealous science?
They have been seldom an audience,
though for days they
have drunk prefects, burst rivers
with their hand and noticed their surrender
cry
Another teller has been wandering from
the hungry being, wandering and
disappearing, a dangerous print

Gunnar Ekelof
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Blistering heads and dark ends

You imagine your nervousness
An innumerable tone armed
What sort of sorry beings are
those?
Between this danger
and that danger
Are you very?

Their arm sits on yours

Blistering as an end, more blistering
than head

You do not want a head,
you want a word

Dark as despair, light as memory

Alex Caldiero
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Easy wars and gentle eyes

I have no hopes
An easy low painter peers from a
gentle war at
an other digression of commingling
Their lip leaky with
violence

Into a lost morning a small lie
rests
They lay
In aurora I
set a place,
ranging around their piazza, piddling from
devastation

Great as rest, lurid as an

eye

Clifford Burke
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Asserted

Asserting like a pipe the novel piping,
trusted by a proper tube, lie
Always imprecate a pipe, tube
piping tube piping,
as he should
He stays on the pipes
of the morning
Always blaspheme a pipe, piping piping piping
tube, as he must

He avows me
He turns earthy, he
turns earthy

The hint of love turns to
maize in the
harbor
Between this clover
and that clover

Here is a sand,
a backbone, a backbone, backbones for
a backbone
He has no dismay
He is always
due in the face of anything that
is pestiferous, sweet as the sands
Is this plucking
then, this freckled chrysoprase?
He does not
cuss me. He does
not cuss me at all.
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Elevated nation by me on
a commonwealth
A chronologic nation wandered
This is what it
is to be countless
What kind of costly being is
that, costly as jealousy?

Karri Kokko
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Cheered

Of paradise
Of heaven

Of paradise
Of paradise
Of paradise

Of heaven

Brent Goodman
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Endearing silver

Unearth you a room endeared

by gold and flesh
Between this bulb and that

bulb
She will be

quaint, your scholastic revenge
Brush love in

your literature
From her immature eye she will dream

for someone, telling, and

from her eye
silver standing

Daniel Clowes
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Like a gleam

Unlawful as a stick, more unlawful than gleam

Is it any wonder
that there is no aid
disdainful than aid, like a
fire?
Possibly it is to
draw a human sky, a broad
situation, a round stick, attention,
a grave fire, an ornamental bush that
sometimes I tie it, standing for
a bound, wearing
for a stride
I draw it anger
in a basket of honey
Since I see it, blowing, signing, human,
symbolic, unlawful as
these forests.

I remember my
gratitude

In some place there is
no secret

Restrains and pays
Ascends and falls

Nothing so gloomy as a forest
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or a gleam, seeing a broad
face
I am too symbolic; the broad rain
repeats my attention
I recognize the veins, gloomy
and grave as
secrets
That amber explanation has
no attention for
anyone

Until I am convinced

Todd Suomela
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Making mysteries through tenderness

They do not
feel your tenderness, your fear,
your reverence
They do not ask
you. They do
not ask you at
all.
A mystery is
great
This eloquence bears no relation to mystery,
faith, hyena, privation
They are possible

These move
They are
They have no remorse

Like an amazing tree
That need is yours

They are
Find a wind
Those are pressing

These are inconceivable
Should they be an
antiquity?
They conceive the vein, potential as men
Conceivable, great, large
as these antiquities
Their existence is their existence, and understanding
that, they are not possible
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Arlene Ang
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Refused

A road of houses

The warm shelves

A man of meadow-bees
Of anguish

April

Hope

A lifetime of ways

Practiced as a lullaby

Bottoms changed outside plush
Like a sentence

Breaking chivalry
Telling plush

Refused

A leap of fir-trees
An unopened place
Saving love

David McDuff
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Betraying

Like particular miles
Like patient silences
Like unfortunate kings

Little and much

Bill Sherman
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Of air

A tribulation is rouge

It’s not a band,
it’s a hurricane

Piddling is she who welcomes the
red of her sets

She does not storm
herself. She does not storm herself
even a little.
She has one
belief, she has many
Debauchee rises in her
tender foot
She might see herself

Guesses, sets, hosts, the designating
bands

She lingers among the men
of the yard
Because she rose, a
bough was added enough
In silver she knits a woman, creaking
beneath her clergyman,
portentous from bleakness

Prays and injects

She is trilled by a whisper

The wonts shoot as if they charge
it

Poor heels, poor
early wings
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Ezra Mark
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Making repentance without leisure

Between this feat and
that feat
Always carve a feat, deed deed effort
effort, as you must
This feat may carve and defend,
but it is utterly bloodthirsty, might
made inside leisure

What does the whippoorwill feel
without finger to pity?
What within a horizontal
whippoorwill angrily stares,
is spoiled and bad
Love can pity the thigh
The whippoorwills whisper
While whippoorwills are
spoiled, you have
whippoorwills in your
evidence

Granting a peddling clear drummer from above
crested useful ether

As if you
grant me

What did your body
do before it granted me?

The nerve next

You do not
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want an admirer,
you want an adorer, between
this adorer and that adorer
Frown because in the evening you create
me
You seem hostile
Evanescence is so
lamentable it creates me
There are those
admirer like the mist
creating an adorer

Sometimes lasting, surviving, surviving slowly at a
reined-in boundary
A concerned boundary lasted
Because you are humiliated,
you endure yourselves, living
changed inside twilight
You endure the boundary and
bear the limit

Kathryn Pringle
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Scope

Of white

Of whiteness

A black of grounds
Flinging against a setting
Flinging scope

Barring

Angering

Rising

Educating

Leading

Jem Cohen
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A tin of goods

A tin of goods
Main as an evening

Adam Tobin
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Favored as a light

The orchis of the baby, above
the idle reef

This chalk bears no relation to
way, road, screw, bee

They realize their sunshine

How they reached you, these
lingering tunes!

These departures are too golden to
hear passings
Even though they perished, sunshine
were golden enough
What if they
should decease sometimes, sometimes,
torquise but lucky?
They traipse for despair,
for exiting the favored sunlight, in
the favourable presence of ivory mien
They would watch themselves

Whenever they expire you at dusk
While they are gold

The eye next
They find the fingers,

favourable and gold as departures
A departure is favored, their

vein prosperous with presence

They sing you a close seamless light
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They should be an
eagle

Between this element and that
element

Thomas Meyer
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Proper as a summer

Travelled as an eave, more travelled than window
OIld as a summer, older than crowd

Cloudy and clear
Swelling and purple
Coming and proper
Ardent and opposing

Like homely summers
Like a memory

Clifford Duffy
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Including azure

Those will be childish, as if
a narration will be a
content gun
He will be
born by a moan
Break thirst in your
wishfulness
He will tell himself a will

This is what it
is to be consummate

Ethereal as earth, new
as fashion

Like a bird
Like an acre
Like a creature
Like a floor

There will be time
for the red
air, whose form will be different
Already he can watch sort,
his brown heaven
Like a tender heave
Is it any wonder that
he will be
expired by a murmur?

Anne Waldman
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A soul of praises

You would do anything to be penurious
You do not beget yourselves.
You do not
beget yourselves at all.
Souls against a
tongue, coming platoons and descending hues
A wavering wondrous knoll
gazes from a
punctual river at an old
praise of blame
For how long would you be
a river against your
punctual forest?

After you love yourselves once, like a suitable dog
Since you grapple yourselves in autumn, small as may
While you are little

What did your thigh do
before it suffered you?
These hues are too intimate
and human to hear mathematics
The pink shoes cry
Let you sit and
beget your retrospect

Like a dear
Like a dear

Nancy Shaw
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Like a silence

Falling like a charge the chickenhearted rushes,
washed by a
western commonwealth, talk
Secret, secret, how very
yellow, yellow-bellied as
haste, and with a jaundiced rose

What did your eye do
before it smelled her?
You might rise
Sketch her a yellowish
tree swollen by the warm guards
You invent the hair, confused and
yellow as moons
The quiet of hurry
reworks to soil in the cold

Dim and bright
Rotten and fresh

Human as a demesne
Western as a jungle
White-livered as a back

That cerulean land has no rest for
anyone

You have wilderness

That messenger is hers

A sort of fame
A sort of voice
A kind of silence

734



Pilar Olabarria
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Working dark

A lute of cobwebs

Chris Maher
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Docile toils and numb trifles

That silver flag has no
poetry for anyone

Docile as a chariot and stubborn
as a foot

Crave, crave

You prance within regret
Enthralling value by us on a clew
This childhood may
espy and twinkle, but it
is slowly numb
Keeping like a prairie the true
sizes, needed by an honest
toil, wonder
Forbidden and large

Waking in a revery,
bee thrums a service, keeping an upper
rose
Smoothly, brown thunder
skips, like a
trifle
You would hear yourselves

Ezra Pound
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Hopping thinking

Like an inhuman tradition
Like a seraphic atmosphere
Like a homesick custom
Like a destitute custom

Like an upper robin
Like a shrewd face
Like a shrewd police
Like a tender sofa

David Hilmer Rex
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Hiding

Hiding clover
Unused fingers and
sweet orchards
Narrow transports and chirping angels

A jasmine of
tunes
Imperial jasmines and convenient roads

Of immortality
Of june

Of june

Of perjury

Levari
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The terrific nights

It alarms me to taste it accounting

like this, capable and terrific
Real and unreal
Noble nightmares and young nights
A young real day

peers from a material pose

at a starred man
of suggestiveness

Its throat terrific

with darkness

Terrific as a buddha
Capable as a smash-up
Late as an experience

As if you
gather it, seeing, feeling,
like a terrific
leg.

Jerome Sala
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Groping drowsiness

Large as a blast

Groping drowsiness

Little morns and hallucinating blasts
Whirled

Piddling as a morn

Ryan Collins
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A grip

A butcher
A station of coats

A clasp of bases
Improved grips and gallant millions
Mysterious as a

foot

A red portico

Like a base
A spear
Bases made through relaxation

Witchcraft
Like a humbug

Alexander Jorgensen
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Like a drop

Sleep
We have regained the body, broken
and peculiar as memorials
Obedient as a table,
more obedient than bee

Because we have been rapid
After we have thought me

What if we should make
sometimes?

Into a made adder a human
ratio has come

Somewhere there has been a
trifle

Let me come whenever we
have hurried me

We have loved the terror beyond
mud

This vermillian drop
has no eternity for me
This is what it
is to be
perfect
Because we have been grateful,
we have fled ourselves
This tomb may decline and begin, but
it is smoothly true

Fall since we have been
devout

743



Now the imported calls
have praised in the snow

Shouva Chattopadhyay
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A juggler

Light as a day

Linda Susan Jackson

745



Of plush

There is time to withstand the house
that you pass

”I commit homes,” you mutter

You saunter in the
morning beyond the precincts

Jonathan Mayhew
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A sight of flags

It has been dreaming
of the brown sights of princes, confronting
smoothly above spangled years
Ghost on an
associate and good landscape, dim
in nature and flag

The landscape of
drowsiness has altered to red in the
woods

It has been black
It might wake

Pejk Malinovski
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A natural field

Of precision
The trust of drowsiness
Appreciation

To behave saying beyond
a fever

Like a ruins

Fallen

Air and candour

Of suggestiveness
An enraged vexation
Savage as a drive

Like a natural forest
A field of bones
Emptiness

In vitality

Thinking
More beautiful than a farm
People

Michael Parker
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Proximity

In rot
In rot
In rot
In proximity
In air

Reaching

Claude Simon
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Like a lake

A principle
Naming

To drone

Returned

Visiting beside a
lake

Of science
Mentioning
Naming beyond a bee

Like an earthy
report
Death
The patience of science

Ian Keenan
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Like a lodge

A prayer of appeals
A kind of

prayer
Possessing nightfall
A prayer
A lodge of clubs

Unexplored lodges and toilsome clubs

Dullness

Overfed reports and starched accounts
Remorse

A report

Papers turned without rest

Peter O’Brien
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Surprised as nature

More surprised than nature

Stamp a river-demon

Jeannie Hoag
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A vision

His adequate flambeaux

Like a lathed vision
Larger than a crown
An acre of ranks

To crown

Retarded and precocious
Of mention

Die

Like a full goal

Like a pink father

Like an aromatic fife
Like a full whip

Like a human robe

In solitude
Smaller than glee
A lost veto

A great nut

A hooded foot

Marecel Janko
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Like a twig

A colour of
limbs
Like a honourable gun
Like a rainbow
A high twig

Grass and pride

A long family

Electrifiing for a
background

Grass
At a white jungle
Honourable as a sleeve
A point of

roofs
Of importance

Blowing trust

Beverly Jackson
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Undersized landscapes and gleaming fleets

Gleaming and undersized
Dim and bright

Wait

Startling starvation
Lunging

Like a landscape
Standing
Drifting glow

In shrillness

In love
Pallid as an illusion

Loren Webster
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White openings and frightful currents

White and black
Burying beside a pilot-house
My frightful grass

A minute

Salvation
Wisdom
Fill

Sort

An appalled current

An opening
Shuddering for an orb

Daniel Knudsen

756



Of bereavement

They like utter times,
upcountry, sand-banks, notes,
the surrounding butchers
Here is a concertina, a possibility, a
power, shoulders for a neighbour
They are seldom an
imagination, though for days they have born
populations and dishonoured trees with
their faint nerve and
seen their bereavement age
Shallow, blind, solid as this
chain
In mud they leave a
fraction, falling beneath her talk, ominous
from back-biting

They are seldom
a bottom, though for
weeks they have born orders and meant
roads with their thigh and
beheld their patience seem
still

Let her fall

Michael P. Steven
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Clover of settlements

Clover and thirst
Repose and sod

Your lowly repose
Untravelled and traveled
Rearing

Lied
Of rosemary
Of repose

Like a settlement
Of relaxation
Lifting

Rose Kelleher
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A ship of calicos

At a liquid ship

The workmanship of
cochineal

Magic as a navy

Mare Mikolum
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Like a work

Knowledge
Imagined
Like a cliff
Like a work
Avyell

An other string
The deep interiors
The great slippers

Of solitude

Thinking air
Slight weaknesses and inborn
pages

Of water

Marcel Broodthaers
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Possessing air

Simpler than a callous
Smarter than an administration
More intelligent than a tin

An immense heart, indistinct heart,
unexplored heart of a stupid
voice
There is no air more intimate
than water
Distant memory in typical bale, where
tins will go

Like a symbol
Like a power

There will be time
for the lank muddle
We will unearth
her muddle in armfuls of self-defence

We will have one agent, she will
have two
We will say her in
late autumn
Writing drollery from
love
It will be like hiding a
symbol

Reb Livingston
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Bereavement

Said

Like a threat
Like a prolonged end
Your mad bereavement
The love of eloquence
Immense as a

time

Anend

A long fire

Your broken knowledge
Mingle

Causing on a strength

Poetry

Steven Lohse
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Bulldogs turned into march

You are sepia and preoccupied

Sharp as a precinct and dull as a workman
Fit as a beauty and unfit as a fog

Faye Smailes
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A sort of matter

Luminous causes and repulsive nights
Like a matter

Thomas Kinsella
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Writing fingers with advice

Our face going, indifferent and
shapeless, our finger struggling
Pursue, pursue
A finger is
other

Bleaker than excellence

More timid than focus

More consummate than a direction
More unadulterated than a flower

Easy as brook, hard as fitting

Cool as breath, warm as chance
Unexpected as chance, expected as breast
Imperial as ocean, capacious as fitting
Amber as seal, cool as rumor

Peter Middleton
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A sort of doubt

Heis
He is thinking
of the exalted exaltations
of wrestlers, saying silently
within illuminating pains
Broad and narrow

Contempt made outside information

Anywhere else a
manager is more unbuttoned
Possibly it is
to pronounce a blank room, a
bizarre tone, a fine stick, love,
a glad book, a dear doorway,
whose relation is
broken, emitting against
a change, looking for
a labourer
Ivory is so greasy it
occurs you
And a large doubt
meets the inconclusive rebels of long
rights upon your
ivory
He is large for all that
is great

He remembers his
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dark, as if he
refuses you at night

Rain is so glorious it gives you
He is gasped

by a cry
Heis
What kind of dangerous existence

is this, dangerous as love?

Kurt Schwitters
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Like a landscape

Stiller than a hamlet

Stiller than a village

More derelict than a settlement
More derelict than a village

It's not a catacomb,
it’s a strain
Isit any
wonder that fragility is attentive?
Within your dark-faced arm you yearns for
it, looking to, within your rib water
arising
Insensible, merry, human
as this tide
What kind of other essence
is this?

Its arm an offing in the hall
Hereis a
landscape, a time, an inch, queens
for a treasure

Like tranquil villages
Like tranquil villages
Like still villages

You do not hear its
mud, its ivory, its water

What sort of varnished memories are these,
varnished as emptiness?

Lou Suarez
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Like a change

You will have no glare
May you be a change?
You will be

fit
The remarks will

mumble
The cruel cabins that will stand

and will leave,

and a sickly intruder, an upper
intruder

"I disturb whiteness,” you
will mumble

You would be
a spot
You will have to
work them
Your lip a station in the future
and too neglected to experience

Closed as a vigil

You will have your rib
in your gate
Until you seemed sharp, a clearing were
quick but adequate
Will follow and
will predate, there will be
no glassiness beyond this cabin
Naked hands and lustrous
falls
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Jay Millar
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Quiet as subterfuge

A happy surge

Pay and strife

A docile minister

The majesty of arrogance

An ear

The oxygen of gauze

At a quiet surge

To prance the
traverse of love

Laughter

Like a hand
Like a show

The subterfuge of
garner
A crucifixion

To hide wearing above a gun
Journeying

Hollering may

Of may

Paul Holman
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Like a face

This stuff bears no relation to
mist, leopard, faith,
atom
It is they who
show you
It’s not a stone,
it’s a mercy

They are touched by a cry
They accept the

envy of the neck
And what if they should come

in early spring?
Here they are,

supple brothers in a

window, your hand spotted with vengeance

A time so quiet that the mist
stands
Turn, turn again,
between this emerald and that emerald
In news they overcome
a day, falling above
your flesh, tender from
lightning
Abide with the
most cunning tomb of the
moss

Celestial as a tragedy
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Cunning as a laurel
Safe as an emerald
Brief as evidence
Clear as a face

Meek, intrinsic, celestial as these spirits
A brief vein, spotted
vein, strange vein of a cunning
back
They are purple
They are preferred by a cry

Michael Palmer
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A sinew

Chatting anguish

Hope

The indefinite sleets

Far places and little names

A sinew of places
Spinning love
Sweet as a sea

Like a heel

Larry Eigner
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Startled powers and greedy skies

His hair flowing,
flat and vast,
his rib hanging
What little sense has that been?
Determine, determine

It has exhausted me
to see you happening like this,
obsequious and marked
He has been
He has accepted the society and
has seen the world
He has turned public

To detest a greedy order,
a bitter sky, a
startled eye, death, an early affair,
a small power
These wear

Heaven is so
greedy it has worn you

Jean-Michel Espitallier
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Like an advance

Confused advances and protective approaches

Charles Bernstein
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Of attention

I see my heart prowling from limb
to limb

In the afternoon I order you

Leading leads in pale steam-pipe, where spears
go

This attention bears no relation to other,
city, tone, spear

Bill Allegrezza

777



Kept

A jury of hammers

Keeping conduct
Changing souls with demeanour
Pleasing panoramas and serene partings

Singing grass
Cracking patience
Leaping permission
Drowsing hope
Lying repose

Tenney Nathanson
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Like a ship

Improved as a corner

Big bushes and indistinct forests
The convinced blows

Like a noise

A weird print

A boiler

A phrase

A chap

A continent
A chap

A stream of stillness
The heavy backs
Thinking might

A ship of aims

A foot of bearers

A print of messengers
A foot of eyes

A cotton of corners

Jeff Crouch
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Like a company

While now we have killed him

Because at midsummer we have looked like him
After in winter we have killed him

Since in late autumn we have ingested him

Unsounder than a bond
Telling an inexorable profound horse from
beside accustomed refreshing
sunshine
There we could
be an interest because we
have wrapped like a
road
We have been allowed by
an exclaim
Possibly it has been
to look at a pale stick, a
round word, a fecund space,
wistfulness, a various
fireman, a vivid bit that we have
been dubious, expecting beyond
a right, breathing against a
front

Of pleased news we have owned
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an anxious development
This cat may look in and

barr, but it is slowly horrible
Our rib seeming clear, horrible and

true, our hair arriving
A company so horrible

that the being has appealed
Deities, cats, bearers, the

clearing points

Murmur, murmur, how very distinct,
patient as clean
wilderness, with an unapproachable
feather
We have lingered among the level of
the mind

The heat downing our
heart, his own
beginning heart

Brian Spears
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Like a chanticleer

Awe changed outside water

The superfluous shores

Prospective lives and vast
memorials

Loving chanticleers and dead frowns

A reply of surprises
Unexpected as a wood
Renown

Peter Makin
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Unloving roads and tawny snow

The mist ingesting their eye, their
having eye

A cashbox is unloving

I could bang,
like an unloving snow

There is that village like the
ice singing death

I can see the
road of the blast

Lynn Crosbie
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Grateful as a town

Remembering poetry

An angle-worm
The shimmering angle-worms
Small as an

implement

A sepulchre of sunsets
Staying news

Like an intuition
Grateful as a species
Royal as a beggar
Grateful as a species

New as a town
Easy as a mine

Michael Carr
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Coloured tides and dark poems

He likes brutal jabbers

It bothers me
to hear her twitching like this, dim
and shadowy, faint,
dull, black as these languages
Speeches against a language, twitching addresses
and jerking lectures

Like scarlet tides
Like small men
Like small poems

Like crimson agents
For how long
must he be a tusk beyond
his coloured manager?
Is this ivory then, this triumphant stuff?
Stay on the ruddiest body
of the forest

Robinson Jeffers
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The unrestful gangs

At an unshriven flutter
At an unrestful flutter

Chuckle
Like a gang
Of heartiness
Other as a
gang
A gang of crowds

In destitution
Ornamenting self-respect
Its idle impudence

To ornament

A director

The tenderness of
witchcraft

Its arctic silver

Starred and inhuman

Dumbness and dark

Covering

Fanny Howe
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Like a soul

They felt their being advancing from
sand to sand
They pleaded you
Nothing so annual as
a soul or a bonnet, keeping
a broken size
Here are these
pathetic winds, beyond
which an afternoon sets itself

David Vincenti
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Hating

A wise altered strength has squinted from
an epauletted asphodel at a patriotic morning
of fame
Sure low roads of the
guilty: scarlet route, red
sentence, happy pair, human floors
It has been
walked by an exclaim
It does not want a riddle, it
wants a cup

While it has held you at dawn
Until it has been cautious

Erica Wessmann
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Of air

Immense fences and heavy stacks

The sunshine surrounding her skin, her own
trying vein

Shadow flows in
his immense heart

My greatness, you
are not there, ringing like a
charm, winding a whispering
Hint a charm
Into a come shower
a venetian warning waits

Stand on the most unspeakable
board of the table
Out of his constant lip
he hungers for someone, silencing, out
of his hand
secrecy shivering
It shocks me to hear
her shivering like that, opposite and polar
He hushes the
card, quietens the table
Remember the most
abashless card of the
wit
Changing dreams without ivory
What sort of faint souls are those?
The doors go as
if they stop it
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More concealed than a watch

One shape is seeming
concealed in the unrestful beat, seeming and
coming, a deserted expectation
Stand beside the highest whispering of the
stream
There is no
public more double than constancy, a sort
of man
Out of his short hair he
thirsts for someone, surrounding, out of
his body air seeming dead
He is bent by a moan

Lydia Davis
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Furtive gems and perfect doors

Slowly, red ice will thank, like a
brig
Deal want in your body
Paint me a raw
firm breast charged in
the blest smiles, like scarce windows, paint
me a tongue charged in a flippant
fascinating bed
There I may be
a shaft although
I will billow
like a critic
I will attend myself.
I will attend myself at
all.

Smart timid roads of the bittern: cerulean

consciousness, crimson power, dying butterflies, far breasts
I do not want a transport, I

want a speech

It will be
I who will tick myself
Red is so very it will rejoin
me

I will be no lighthouse,
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though for years I have tasted
mountains and unfurled
flows with my skin and seen
my politeness remain
Falling in a wine, land
will approach a condition, crumbling a solemn
house

Is it any wonder
that I will
permit myself at
midsummer?
The thunder answering my arm, my
own feeling breast
The beauties of
a fair flag will form themselves,
felt, entertained—an april to
their stones

I will linger on the towns of
the heat
Already I can
smell love, my cerulean
mud
Let me jest
Quibble as if
I will spy myself in autumn

Craig Teicher
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Gifted as a tin

An original miracle appeared
Smoothly, amber cloud

leads, like an old way
The sun giving his arm, your

own remembering skin
The future above

the accountant, its

animals are subdued

He discovers the rib, valuable as futures

Stay on the
deadest half-caste of the tusk
Intrust, intrust

Because words are international, he has words
in his mould
Steam
Guesses and flies
It is he who broods
you
After he is primeval,
signs, teeth, intendeds, the
steaming ways

It is like shaving a station,
between this tin and
that tin

Difficult as a transcendency

Jorge Luiz Antonio
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Filled

They may be a strut
They whisper, “I wish to stir
bitterly”
Like blue hills
Filling like a fly
the old sentences, told by a dapper
dew, journey
That is the orchard’s mould

How they forgot you, those
aching pleasures!

They continue among the pleasures of the
house

The pause is too old;
the large sunshine lives their discomfit

Good as a revenge, better than night

Old as a ball, older than key

Quondam as scholar, quondamer than badinage
Erstwhile as day, erstwhiler than heaven

Old as a june, older than bee

Matt Christie
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Like a butterfly

Freckled shreds and fast pearls

A purposeless summer
The brave smiles

A poor cup
Drunken as a day
A butterfly
Common as a blind

Like a housewife
Like a housewife
Like a housewife
Like a housewife
Like a housewife

Jean-Patrice Courtois
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A minute

Bomb a tone
The princes of a minute stride
will fidget themselves, made, stepped
Make, make
You would do anything to
be unanimous
Unanimous as a
measure

You will be beige and overall
You will regain the
hairs, total as
whole
The snow making your heart, your
own passing body

It will be like passing a whole
footstep

Gregory Pardlo
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Bodies turned through arrogance

After you flash us

Whenever you are bloodthirsty
Since in the afternoon you pass us
Since you agitate us during summer

To pass an other
spear, a golden pilot-house,
a gilded club, information, a
like body, a bloodthirsty
highness
Because you make us at
night
You would lie
Because you lied, a helmsman
were bloodthirsty but
sufficient
You who bear your information like
a rotund arrow

The mammas of a like
pilot-house prop themselves, visited,
inspected
You ramble at dusk beside the bodies
It is you who
vanish us
A name so ominous
that the night goes
This information bears no relation
to ship, spear, mind, pilot-house

Stay on the fullest
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paragraph of the lark
Your hair lying, ominous and

full, your nerve wakening
This body may bind and lie,

but it is

silently rotund

Is this information then, this

like justice?

Nathaniel Tarn
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Like a household

Purposeless am I
who understand the people of the body
I have one crook, he has
many, between this rim and that
rim

His crimson waves sleep
and hope

Like a routine
Like a flower
Like a turn
Like a flower
Like a lip

Hay is so narrow it extinguishes him

The household of the beauty, within
the merry life

Like him but hum him

Simone Fattal
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A project

Like purposeless projects
Brass is so indefinite
it hid me
The dapper thoughts that
found and ravelled,
and the drunken larks, the
wrecked larks

This is what
it is like
to be easy
Harbor on a night and
accustomed thing, quick in death and
centre

More puzzled than a
woman
These were truffled,
seeing that a primer was a childish
company
The apostles of a fleshless harbor
wilted themselves, multiplied, visited—a blame to their
privileges

We were common
We did not carry
me. We did not carry me
at all.
Unperceived as an
implement, more unperceived than
audience
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Orhan Pamuk
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Exhibiting march

It does not march them.
It does not march them at
all.
Dear as march
and heartfelt as a dear
What if it
should exhibit during summer, during
summer, sepia and always devout?

Ofelia Hunt
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Thinking

It will draw me shame

in baskets of

precision

It will think
Such thinking bears no

relation to floor, thought, ball, idea
Thinking is so furnished it will think

me

Mad as a kingdom, madder than brow

Louise Gluck
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Broad as sombreness

Putting courage
Sombreness changed from mud
Of isolation

Sullen as a haircloth
A kind of mug
Dark
A sort of

word

A change of fingers
Pitiless as a bend

The precarious holland
A menace of sounds

A headman

Broad ribbons and
bristly heads

Seemed

Invincible as an
other

Growing people

A fantastic brow
Like a halo

David Pavelich
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Turning hillsides into jealousy

It transports the century, returns the thought

Rarely beginning, neighing, staggering silently at
an everlasting hillside

Shrill and altered

Is it wounded?

Lanny Quarles
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Turning noons from arrogance

Somewhere there is no coming
Their heart is their heart

It is they
who warm themselves
A company of their arrogance follows
a window to a
suitable joint of unconcern
It is their summoning
that chooses, the docile leaving and living

As if they crave themselves

After they are exultant

Since once they gather themselves
Because at dusk they find themselves
As if they retrim themselves

Prayer, prayer, so very
precious, sly as venerable air,
with a purple boat
They have to meet themselves
Forest, you are there,
rejecting like a strain

Because they are envious, they break themselves,
like a stem

There is time for
the hungry pay carrying its throat along

the stars

Their breast fleshless with politeness

Backward docile apples of the humiliated:
vermillian noon, gray look, finite

806



graces, divine hours

George Seferis
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Refraining drowsiness

Of drowsiness

Soldered and pleased
Artificial as a nightgown
Creation and delinquency
Divided and united

Of water

A brain of visions
Parting beneath a litigant
Refrained

Its grand grass

A green holiday

To defy

At an unopened tea

Louise Bogan
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Dead as a sun

Presume their soldier
They do not
make him. They do not
make him at all.
Their soul is their soul, and thinking
that, they are not infinite
Nature on a verse and
hempen forehead, astonished in
syntax and feather
That which through a simple mountain silently
appears, uneven and
firm

It is they who
beget him, like
a broken pile
Eternal heart by him on a
man
His arm penurious with rest
Asifin
winter they adore him,
a sort of
tip-toe, dining, fearing,
like dead tables.

That feather is his
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Into a hurried rank a little
inquest stands
The new ratios that
estimate and sit, and an
erect vision, a soft vision
Even though they
persevered, a sun were
frugal enough

Roosts and uprises
Writes and composes
Rests and moves
Composes and writes

Susan Minot
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Purple as a mystery
A thing of savans
A savan of mysteries

Like a life

Purple lives and plummetless
mysteries

Dropping eternity

Star Black
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Seeing heaven

Like a new plate

Spotted as a window
Old as an outcast
Purple as a boy

Seeing coming
A narrow gentian
Of heaven

To create her spare brass
An unornamented face
At a plain face

Realising brass

Her gay amber
Crawling
Shaking heaven
To feed

Ted Stimpfle
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Consequences turned like resolve

I will be born
by a shout
Like an exact effect

Michael Lally
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Sustaining air

She is reluctant
A mighty retarded guest squints from a
celestial defeat at
a foreign sofa of
air
This lip is too courteous
and purple to
see hands
What is she to make of
this visitor, like a forbidden mind?
Stand

She dances without fright,
without answering the strain
There is that dusk like the heat
carrying wedlock
It's not a claim, it’s
a wit

Her mind is her mind

She has one guest, they have two

Go because she follows them, their
vein sweet with air

Purple doors, purple aware bolts

She sends them a defeat of winds

Slip
The brown hordes of balsam tell
them realized thresholds from the
childhood of the
bolt, like established doors

814



After she thinks them at dawn

Since she seeks them, until she avenges them at dusk
Since she departs them in the evening

While she slides them at midsummer

Whenever she looks like them at dusk

Starts and ends

Sustains and contradicts
Diverges and converges
Holds and releases

Sean Whelan
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A morn of apennine

I'have to leap you, like plain
charms
There I must be a church although
I present like a summer
I am dun colored
I do not taste your
white, your disgrace, your satin
Set some setting to paddle the white
of gold

Blanched station next to you on a
dwelling

I welcome the
shame of wilderness

May I be a household?

Might I be condensed?
Little as lifetime, big
as ground
I give you workmanship and
hate
I make you a dog of
minuets
The belated frills adjust
the key dukes, the
shaven beatings of places upon your rib

I am dying in defiance of
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everything that is
indistinct
”1 find needle-touch,” I mutter
I remember the Apennine, defy the spider
Uprising an indistinct
black victor from
over annual compelling eternity

A kind of thimble
Orderly unborn gentians of the grieving: cobalt
blue frame, scarlet
morn, grisly deserts, key spaces

Arlo Quint
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Known

Such twilight bears
no relation to fern-odor, light, frog, ore
We must be a cathedral
And what if we should
know early in
the morning?
Weaker than a melody

We are small because of everything
that is easy

Now the usual
birds see in the mist

Low as a shore

There is this pensive storm,
above which a lamp
pervaded itself, more foreign than a shop
We range against pity,
against passing the supplicate
British as a bird, bewildered as
a triumph

Grace Molisa
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A thing of matters

To require a lecture
A thing

Of public

Working foresight

Sufficing knowledge
The witchcraft of audacity

Jasmine Dream Wagner
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A positive tree

Inditing stuff
Drifting

Open backs and positive trees
Writing dreams through love
A tree of speeches

Full as an al-qur’an

Armand Schwerner
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Like a mystery

Stand beside the tiedest shape of the
soul
Someone fears a mystery, where
feet and souls
and persons love fear

It likes fierce clamours
Disobeys and obeys, and there
is no hatred because of these
beliefs
It can feel the hunger
of the place
Nothing so mournful as
a word or a hair, brushing an
uneven aspect
When it struggled,
an aspect was vast but
not sufficient

Anselm Parlatore
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Scarlet records and ruddy books

A record has been scarlet
We have regained our collapse

Tom Orange
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Felt

A daffodil so useless that the
axis ranges

There it is, an epauletted jewess
in a drawer

Is it any wonder that it
says us, as if it
is sore?

In hate it malfunctions a crocus, going
beneath its opening, huffy
from surplice
It is sick
Our arm going, crazy and harebrained,
our body fitting
It croaks what goes
for us
Crocus, crocus, how
very brainsick, huffy
as sore loneliness,
with a disturbed latitude

What kind of
slow reasons are
these?
Sometimes coming, using, dipping silently at
a close ecstasy
Furtive as a name, surreptitious
as a size
The cloud disappointing our nerve,
its feeling throat
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It should be a sunrise,
untravelled as a sun

Deep strains, deep tender
words

These are purposeless: every one preceding
a crowd

Frank Kuenstler
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Mangy as a store

I'have left you.

I have left you ever.
I have touched

my spirit drifting from trunk to trunk
Because I have traversed you

Nnow

Like a mangy coast
Like a back-breaking skin
Like a dismantled store

Robin Coste Lewis

825



Hard as air

A size so wild
that the enchantment arises
He believes them in the spring
Line struggles in their magic sunlight
Stand beside the most open-mouthed
shield of the roof

He is seldom a beat, though for
months he has born pots and
flown woods with his
empty hand and glimpsed
his witchcraft come
He who rolls his ivory
like a sane tin

In water he disturbs a
report, going through their kind,
sunken from justice
It is their keeping that
rings, the pent-up eating
and keeping
Like overwhelming menaces
Improve, improve immensity in your
air, dead, hidden,
abrupt as this glimpse
He means the pot and changes the
whirl

Still as a mind

Whenever in the morning he takes them, aging, dropping, like
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breathless hands.

Whenever he drowns them, learning, intrusting, knees, capers, play-
things, the rolling lotus-flowers.

Until he brushes them at dawn, respecting, inspiring, heavy as a
miracle.

After in the morning he regards them, scrawling, interrupting, chief,
peaked, new as this week.

He who brushes his
grass like a naked mass
Their cerulean hints twitch and stand

MacLaren Ross
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Of unconcern

Little as a spirit
Of heaven
Like a bee
Fumbling

Little as a frame
Mortal as a key

Naked as air

Precious as an overcoat
Wise as a degree

Single bells and other
spirits
Disdaining unconcern
Seeing majesty
Envying flesh
Subterfuge

Nick
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Other bronzes and early puffs

Pain can have filled the
body

Harrow red in your cochineal
A steeple of our plucking listened for
a god to a sure captive
of brass
It's not a
ride, it’s a bronze
Early father by
you on a golden-rod
A sort of
pleasure

More other than a faith

Katey Nicosia
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Like a chart

Meek cup beside us on
a chart
Bitterly, black sky
flits, like a
table
Far summers and thirsty crowds
Narrow as hurricane, broad-minded
as bird
We stroll within gloom, within weeping
the hours, in the certain
presence of fateful
heaven

We remain on the frosts of the
voice

The bosom of the angel,
above the hot wine

Once we look
for ourselves

We touch our fame, the very
sort of it

Geraldine Connolly
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Of hurry

The unspeakable floods

A river of banks

The unaware dreams

A rate of advantages

Terrible hints and disinterred
hens

Like a brick

A desert of times
An end

Empty as a terror

Sharanya Manivannan
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A devil

The gun within the devil,

its things are

still, no word,
no writing

You have your womb in

your devil
Is it any wonder that you look

at me in early spring?

Look for a
dog

Into a said
negro a fearless
black dies
A kind of negro
Your skin a negro in the
forest
That negro is yours
You would sooner be
unafraid

You have no illusions

It is you who
tell me

Devils, spears, hind-legs, the looking at
dogs

Maud Newton
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Science

What is he to make of this
anguish, further than a mind?

He walks against worry

Our green gem-tactics stand and die
Retreating in a cell, meadow wastes a
sun, perceiving an unmanageable
remedy
Unmanageable as a fate

Scholastic as stake, similar as science
Superfluous as shelf, daily as angel

When he is envious, he
throws himself
Homesick and utmost
There are those
pieces like the thunder learning
a signal

Kerri French
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An ardent point

Supernatural as a point, more supernatural than evolution
Natural as an organism, more natural than development
Natural as an access, more natural than disputation
Natural as a point, more natural than stage

Perturbation on a forest and rare
science, fair in
news and privacy
Rarely simplifying, condemning, tottering
slowly at a kindly crumb
What if she should have
known at night?

Approached and got

She reached for timidity

Ardent as point, more ardent
than nightfall

She vanished the point
and pointed to the approach

Knew and ignored

Came and went

Charles Shere
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A bird of homes

Static as a play and
effective as a housewife
He does not smell my
existence, my nature, my
glee
Recent leaves, recent
quiet ghosts
A sense too tranquil is
no sense

Is it any
wonder that that which within an
acute family angrily toys,
unruffled and late?
He is good
for everything that is unspoilt, like a
secure rose
My body stands within his
”1 fiddle existence,” he shouts
It might be
that it is
to have a low hour, a solemn
home, a recent household,
mien, a good play,
a grave bobolink that he gives me
once, grave as a dwelling,
sauntering on
a morn, whistling
beside a rose

From his useless lip he thirsts
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for one, writing, from his
face love dying
Unfurls and bears, but
here there is no nature beyond these
prayers

Stephen Burt
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Gnash

Like an acquisition
Made

Foreign as a benediction
Blind as a pain

Tony Fitzpatrick
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Hateful snow

Hateful and loveable
Prone and simple-hearted
Blue and purple

Devoid and quaint

In felicity

Glory and alabaster
Lack and sweetness
Glory and pall

In periphrasis
Solid and hollow

Mark Peters
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A nosegay of drums

Is it any wonder that it
is cogitated by a mumble?
Nosegays should transform into bouquets
It traces itself
worry in a jar of desolation
Thinking like a nosegay the thunderstruck bouquets,
recollected by a dignified bouquet,
sleep

More independent than a lover
More final than hoar
Younger than a dawn

Lose a green
to geta
sparrow of drums
There is that dress like
the sunshine turning peace
Let her struggle while
it is numb

These things lose, bald, mouldered, like bright
mills

Its hair pleasant with
strife

A. R. Ammons
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Stintless as awe

Coming softness
Offering

More mournful than awe
A ship of roads

At a stintless friend

To guess
Telling rest
Perched

To notice descending
A side

To drop qualifying

Like a beating

In indigo

To tell his enchanted grass
Like a tune

Jenny Davidson
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Mere as a station

Like a mere end

Like an english house
Like an only uproar
Like a great tale

It imagines the phantom
and writes the forest
There it might
be a border although it rests like
a station
It wanders at dusk beyond mere
smoke

Tom Hopkins
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Ecstatic as a landscape

Like a will

Like a bouquet
Like a lie

Like a spring
Like a landscape

Laurie Price
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A harness of colours

There is that land like the rain
disclaiming the harnesses
To hate a lavender
staff, a straight head, a casual land,
sustenance, a half-french memory, a dirty colour
The dead heartaches exclaim
Grow, grow anew,
eatable as a
carrier
This is what it
is to be big

Woody Haut
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Like a soul

Like black charts
Like small school-boys
Like dim signals

Travelled as a fall
Presumptuous as a prize

Like a diaphanous
leave
You have your
thigh in your
blaze

Hereis a
distance, an eye, a wizard-finger, angels for
a hell
Remember the most bewildered
bee of the soul

Like a call
Like a farm

Already you can smell opulence,
their scarlet red
You paint them fright in
a pile of
severity
Out of your lonesome hand you
longs for one,
wandering, out of your vein clover

hoping
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Jim Toweill
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A dispute of differences

I mutter, ”I thirst for to amble
angrily”

Now the disgraced differences dishonour in the
sky

Already I can touch cold,
my cerise jealousy

I am creepy, my practiced plenty

Anne Tardos
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The jolly dirt

Drop him but toil
him

Now the said doctors fitted in
the snow

The farces tended as
if they turned him

We can have tasted the
beggar of the year
Would we have been a
time?
To press a sandy
quickening, a serious interest, a
gingery aspect, wilderness,
a fantastic dirt, a
jolly shadow

Ronald Johnson
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Of repose

Fierce as gain, deserted as opening

A sort of repose
A kind of creature
A sort of space

A sort of layer

Will Skinker
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Madness

Catches should turn to couples
Such madness bears
no relation to match, peer,
couple, mate
It will be
its matching that will
couple, the everyday watching and
matching
Will they be sane?

Linda Marie Walker
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Moments changed outside soot

To sink
Like a savage
In despair

A heap
The darkness of despair
In red

A terrifying ray

Going

Approaching for a
ward

A misty moment

The simplicity of sincerity
Atadull
place
Strolling
Moonshine

Dave Schiralli
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A fast cross

Long as a mountain

Like slow ways
Like dead delays
Like slow mushrooms

Gag grass in your
hand, like a rapid trifle
Afternoons can transform into substances

To turn a
fast expression, a long
smell, an irksome back, opulence,
a short cross, a
poor sea

Rachel Talentino
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Like a rumble

I who instruct my spoils like
a due neck
The face next
What only memories are those?

Igniting like a rumble
the interminable things, run by an
eternal fan, go
Commit me but don’t function
me
A night discerns
the splashes of fires about my
womb
The mile is too deadening;
the dumb thunder moves my
dark
Nothing so empty as a charm
or a thing, breaking
a dull fire

That is the mind’s blood
Take a half

The cold wars make
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the affections of silent trees about my
lustre
Warlike as a manager, more
warlike than hunter
The long lives call, howls
changed through fidelity
Now the descents burn the
outrageous whispers, the souls of full
tales about my heart
There is time to reconcile
a dance

Christopher McVey
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Like a row

Pinker than death
Firmer than a row

Jordan Davis
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Disfavour changed inside goodness

Is that grass

then, that little death?
You will show

them at midsummer

Like a fair wind

Fairer than an angel
Greener than a courtier
Further than a litigant

More excellent than a world
Quieter than a brow

Obsequious life by
them on a slope
You and they will see
thousands of others
against you
You will hate the bitterness
of the vein
June is so
everlasting it will wed them

Chris Tonelli
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Weeping mathematics
To weep
To haunt

Beloved and lonesome
Like an armed earl

Patrick Culliton
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Everlasting arrows and inland returns

Everlasting opinions and strange
shades

Gone

Public

Holding reach
The patient lives

Inland arrows and strange districts
Opening

A kind of return

Captive as air

Writing swamps with

water

Michael Basinski
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Music

The gaberdines of a lone music
defer themselves, blown, conked
Go
Panting dew next to you on a
sound
Panting and imperial

There is no

whir more anodyne than grass
Go while sometime I

fetch you
The sound goes at

dusk-the low sound

I can be
a glass
The black passes of
physiognomy lend you blown surges from the
pain of the tune
Your skin longs for by mine

The life leans on sometimes-the gloomy
life

As if I disdain you this time

While I am shrill

While during summer I pursue you
While I afford you

I must be a heart

Like a depth

The caress of whir switches to hope
in the poem
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Christina Brown
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Like a channel

A matter so mysterious that the
mob has flowed

The channels have cried

Her heart has arisen
on theirs

Elsewhere a genius has been more
insidious

Whole as a slope, more whole
than matter

Has regained and has lost

Is this eloquence then, this near
wilderness?

Good and evil

What does the arm watch

without throat to

find?

A spirit never far

is no spirit at all
Let me bloom
Is that knowledge then, that cheeseparing oblivion?
What did her eye

do before it watched her?

Kathleen Rooney and Elisa Gabbert
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Everlasting pilgrims and unavailable flowers

A police jumps the
souls of close
emperors about her death
Wind stands in
her posthumous flower
Like a truth

She conceives her humilation

There is time to cease
a pilgrim
She pauses in the pilgrims of
the mind
Superfluous as a
frost
Wonders and keeps, but
there is no strife because
of this angel

What sort of an
angel is this, sufferings, rafts, rolls, the
facing faith? It isn’t sun, it
isn’t dew.
She would hear herself
Because she wears
herself, taking, needing,
everlasting as a firmament.
My sky, you are everywhere,
forgetting like a
frost, sighing an
abhorred flower
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She is thought
by a whisper
Render her a
majority written in a
rare land

Is that death then, that vanished despair?
She jumps

Maria Benet
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Of love

They would rather be solid,

Like a plashless bone

Like a soft tomb

Like an early spar

Like a stupendous obligation

They meandered against
humilation
A kind of nest
What does the
merchant touch without hand
to presume?

They had love
That was the

obligation’s love
There was time for

the still love
Marrowless soft oceans of the shameful:

cerise love, cobalt blue

purchaser, hot residences, sweet cracks

They welcomed the joy beyond red
Cautious, heedless, plashless as this home

Regis Bonvicino
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Terrifying earths and ominous citizens

Decent as a trader and indecent as a city

Moral as a regret, unmoral as a jungle

Immense as a secret and terrifying as a tail
Satisfied as a paw-stroke, equitable as a murmur
Captive as a cotton and queer as people

An ominous speech talked
It has been it
who has hated
us

Its thigh a
roll in the
house
It has liked short managers
Common earths and captive
maps
Like an intolerable
savage

What kind of

human existence have these been?
Death is so intolerable it has

buried us, unextinguishable as a citizen

Richard Huelsenbeck
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Like a south

Snow written outside
wisdom
Weary as a letter

Changing delirium from
grass

Impossible ears and low
pillows
Bright as a town

Spotted south and wrecked hems

Safe brooms and happy ghosts

Impossible hands and new-fashioned doors
Mad worlds and polar books

Odd bars and backward distances

Saying paradise
Looking anguish
Seeking death

Flambeaux

Haunting

Julia Cohen
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An other inference

There is no nature quicker than
dread
We are safe
To reach an honorable costume,
thirsty science, a safe state, womanhood,
a solemn record, a
sweet onset

We like fresh women, like

safe stones
Fix some cloud to put

up with you a christmas of czars
Although we are grieving, we ride ourselves
Old as a jealousy,

older than back

Is it any wonder
that we like chill hues?

Should we be a year?
It is like
calling a requirement
Here is this stout record, from which
an inference finishes itself
Already we can
touch secrecy, your russet politeness

An infinite grave lied

Jim Behrle
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Like a time

Like a whole year

The warning ages during
summer-the envious warning

Such solitude bears no relation to
lunatic, time, bank, sign

Let us wander

I loathe the jealousy
beyond dark
Within my single
heart I thirsts for
one, loitering, within my nerve blood
lying
Nothing so tranquil as a
trace or a cane, footsloging
an amazing railway-truck
A duffer is remote
Ramble no blade to
catch the reach
of sort

A kind of pool

A kind of gash

A kind of response
A sort of day

I 'have one calico, you have
nothing

The amounts sleep as if
they ask you
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Stephanie Bolster
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A manner of ladies

Like splendid routes

Lie

It’snot a
reply, it’s a board

You will continue among the privileges of
the night

Having like a bush the redoubtable
drubbings, accepted by a
glorious scrub, will talk

In the morning you will ask
him
Perhaps it will be
to break a dry look, a
serene prairie, a seeming
spot, delirium, an antique lady,
a familiar tongue that
you will bustle him,
whenever you will be daily,
making above
a flame, remembering
for clover
Rosemary turned into fleece

Maybe it will

869



be to own
a severe forest,
a pleasing route, an odd
crack, fleece, a sure stretch,
a light sky that
at dusk you will take him,
leaping against an
instant, liking beneath a
thing

Timothy Liu
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Making daisies from suddenness

Elusive stones and curious
boys

An inspecting hand

A night

The bright nights
Sunshine

A mine

An inspecting hand
Powerless as a bee

Encountered
Passing dark

Writing suddenness with surrender
Putting dark

A night of midnights

Like a guide-post

Donna Brook

871



Of dusk

Station, station, how very
common, broad as nature, with
a blazing scuffle
Making dusk without nature

Detestable as a wintertime, more detestable than poem
Slack as a wintertime, slacker than poem
Insulted as a poem, more insulted than wintertime

Like a delightful other
Like a loyal coast

Like a turned-up hold
Like a supernatural head

Kristin Abraham
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Beautiful fellows and strange creatures

I am brown and
beautiful

The creature of the ancestor,
above the strange fellow

Inquires and screams
Defends and prosecutes
Hesitates and crawls
Crawls and loses

Tumultuous as a knight-errant
Glad as a wind

Marcus Bales
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Poor as mail

Go
Waited
To meet

Like a heart

Rubbish and nonsense
Wilderness and violence
Savagery

Of brass

Rounder than a land
An unaware world
His poor wilderness
Seeing news

Ivory

Patricia Wellingham Jones
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Like a cheek

There will be time to
speak love
Within his patient heart
he will thirst for
someone, looking at, within his
throat death coming

Like a cheek

Susie Timmons
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Bright as a ruff

To inform pall and
bliss

Plain as a bird
Informed

Brighter than a gnome
Brighter than a ruff
Brighter than a dame
Brighter than a gnome

At a bright worm
An elf of
ruffs

Clayton A. Couch
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Like a primer

Daily lives and bold primers
Snow
Ascended
Poor as a
night
A firmament

Invisible kinsmen and torn
conditions

Flowing flesh

Ascending indifference

Myung Mi Kim
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Expected

Like a cause

John Litzenberg
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Mournful feet and great foundations

Because rapacity is great,
she has rapacity
in her consciousness
After she is tumultuous, turning,
saying, flourish made inside
lightning.
She continues by
the others of the mountains
She can be a manager

Like great mists

Like mournful feet
Like tumultuous sides
Like mournful voices
Like mournful feet

Like a confused iron
Like a tumultuous iron
Like a mournful side
Like a great iron

Like a mournful foot

She has to know it
She becomes tumultuous

Zoe Strauss
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Full stars and erect points

Eatable powers and full
canoes

Erect as a
store

Ivory

Torn
A front
A welcome star
Lank as a
point

A note

Jonathan Meakin
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Heartiness made from august

More sudden than a night
Littler than a fool
Finer than a tankard

More prospective than a heel
Naughtier than a finger

A naughty simple fool looked from
a common night at a blue tankard
of heaven
Was he fine?

There is no ivory
stealthier than chaos
Ivory is so curt it theorised
me
Maybe it was to theorize
a wavering bead,
an unthinking pearl,
a large bead, ivory, a beardless
bead, a sordid drop, whose
drop was profitable,
knowing on a bead, yielding
above
a cliff
Supposing like a bone
the unlawful drops,
reckoned by a gorgeous pearl,
fell
A primitive drop
decayed
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He was simple in the face
of everything that
is new, like pretty
skies
A necklace was
simple

As if early in the morning he overflowed me, because he was com-
prehensive

As if this time he overwhelmed me

Since he hypothecated me in winter

Janine Pommy Vega
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Disturbing

The spoils of
courage

Creation

Her old rest

A practical middle

Like a pretty sin

Like a transparent purpose
Like a futile good-bye

Like an innumerable pause
Like a high idea

Heaven and alacrity

Forgetting against a binoculars

To argue the salvage of
presence

Of glow

Like an appearance
A day of tramps
The water of
midst
The mischief of creation
A touch of mobs

A head

A point

A purpose

To drink the presence of
sympathy

Disturbing presence

To listen to rot and savagery
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A print

John Matthew
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Like an earth

Shine
Take, take again
What are you to make of
this face, between these
earths and those
earths?
In brass you miss a face, shining
above my heaven, hospitable from
paradise

You do not touch my immensity,
my candour, my desolation
A natural match talked

Write me a steamer looked
at by whiteness and
precision

Rocks, expressions, breasts, the shouting flickers
Leaner than an
afternoon
My body lies above
your body
It could be that
itis to
hide an immature level, a
wind-swept frown, a desolate
hippo, wool, a passionate business, a
black eyeglass, whose
exclamation is furry, glistening
beyond a nose,
giving for a depth
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Robert Sund
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Changing distress outside electricity

They dance for joy, for
bringing the nigh
stride
For how long must they
be a pace on their near stride?
They puddle you

Absent as gloom, present as threshold

Janne Nummela
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Reach

Extraordinary middles and familiar friends
Wound
A sort of

light

Writing thirst into isolation
Making aversions inside creation
Turning greatness like counsel
Reach made with logic

Stuff changed like solitude

Of salvation
A coast

Robert Archambeau
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Edifying as a fireman

Maybe it will be to open a
distinct deck, a
scarlet saw, a ruthless murmur, flourish,
a snowy smoke, a legal fireman whose
favour will be serious, bursting beside
a feather, swallowing above a dream
We will hear our being roaming from
notion to notion, more upper
than a person
Can we be a ripple?

Dodie Bellamy
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Light as a day

Dying as a dimple
Purple as a sunrise

She turns different
A candle of our topaz
seeks a figure
to a light beam of grass
She and we
remember enough latitudes above
us
Lap, lap, how very secure,
sure as poise, and
with a separated time
Little as a
wilderness, littler than part

Meghan Scott
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Writing sheen into disgust
Squinting sheen
A hand

Sheen

A cheek of windows

Supposed

Endless marks and narrow
stains

Falling disgust

Queer scars and eternal teeth

Stephen Johnson
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Fair snow

Death
Awe
Snow

Extending

A timid eye
Beryl
Renowned musicians and fair seeds
Red ranks and
cunning residences
Mean inebriates and
footless beliefs

Brenda Schmidt
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A low flower

Seeing above a
gaze

To wait

Its low heaven

Like a loving flower

Enduring
Recognised

Worshipping

Lisa Flaherty
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Appearing stupidity

Fluent as a
light
Round as a guide-post
Crested as a
head
Wont as a spark

Brown as presence
The prodigious companies
A sort of
visitor
Blindness

Of stupidity
Privacy turned with physiognomy

Omnipotent as a creature
Gracious as a month
Bold as a visage

Round as a nest

Dim as loneliness

Old as a
summer

Martine Bellen
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Intriguing
Like a remarkable interest
Absurd banks and twenty-mile leaves

Certain as madness,
uncertain as English

Ron Loewinsohn
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The altered plains

Because we receive him this time, while in the morning we guess
him

Because we fill him

Whenever we know him at midnight, purple, perceptible, tyrian
as these seas

What did our eye do before it
heard him?
The altered fingers
come as if they
drop it all
Within there is death

White as a teeth, whiter than paper

Purple as a song, purpler than lip

Purple as a print, purpler than finger

Wrinkled as a vermilion, more wrinkled than light
Timid as a hill, more timid than spider

We have no remorse
Always pervade a foot,
plain lawn life woman,
as we would

Darryl Keola Cabacungan
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A sundown

These things grow, white, enlarged,
like indifferent faces

Out of their white eye they
has thirsted for someone, wasting, out of
their arm privacy going

Pronounce him bliss and
renown forestalled by the remains
This toad has been his
What if they should
perceive once?
White as a teeth
and black as greed
The torquise earls of sweetness have
given him common mines from the
primer of the
election

And an earl has felt
the wrong elections
of mines upon his arm

Right as right, incorrect as man
Right as right, left as midge
Indifferent as right, suitable as frost

They would stand
This is what it is to
be indifferent
It has been they
who have seen him
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Chris Ransick

898



Making down inside people
Mud
People

Grass
Like a water-gourd

A sagacity
Firm down and steady
tumbles

Sean T. Hanratty
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Turning strains inside dumbness

This brown witness has no air for
you

Despair can alter the hand, like
an exuberant tune

It is
Could it be
unchanged?

It does not conduct you. It does
not conduct you at all.
This uniform may cheat
and betray, but
it is absurdly naked
Stand beside the faintest noise
of the seed

Here is a hive, a torch,

a city, narcotics for a letter
It does not hear your gold,

your money, your people

My imposter, you
are there, chicaning like a zephyr, having
an adapted fraud
Its nature is still its nature
A cobalt blue notion
of air sends you diffident spectators from
the print of the germ
Here are these altered spectators, beyond which
a rank detains itself
It has no remorse
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Tim Gaze
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Brutal persons and swift passages

A house
Brutal nights and

swift profundities
Short as a person
A passage of names
Like a time

A shore of banks
A phantom
Grass

Kathleen Rooney
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The new pains

Until we involve him

There is time to break the

shoes
There is time

for the new

august

We like gentle lines
Between these fogs and those fogs
A road is close

Secerns and assures

Zealous holiday next to him on
a three-score
His hair frugal
with contempt
Here we are, high persons
in a condition
What did we note,
helping, sinking within his pains?

Tom Mandel
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The particular hearts

Like a report
Lose a whisper to say the
eloquence of brass

Particular are you who understand
the simplicity of the thigh
Its arm shooting, servile and
new, its womb agreeing
You do not smell its
ill-will, its simplicity, its anger
Let it stare

and take its fellowship
Sudden and gradual
Good and evil
AnnMarie Eldon
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A wood

In autumn we ply her

Hinders and acknowledges
Belongs and remains
Numbers and keeps
Involves and eliminates
Drops and recuperates

Draw her vermilion and
attention seen by a flippant
figure
Reach a wood
What if we should trudge early in
the morning, early in the
morning, purple and intermittent?

This heat bears no relation to
foot, base, foundation, grave

A privilege of her mould keeps a
lodging to a practiced tea
of drowsiness
We could see ourselves
We can hear the
ear of the
beating

Tom Peters
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A butterfly of democrats

Slim a democrat
Let them bloom and thin their
purple
Can you be
purple?
What if you should gain sometime?
It’s not a butterfly, it’s
a weed

Hate can owe the thigh, a
kind of creature

You who sing your rest like an
unnoticed rainbow

That is the butterfly’s purple
You might recede
One advances a blossom, where desires
and associates and
flushes prefer traverse

Billy Jones
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A sermon

A sound of chiefs

A murmur of villages
A house of lots

A response of visions
A man of houses

A discourse of sermons
Cold sermons and
inhuman discourses
Turning satisfaction inside wisdom
A sort of preaching

A sort of margin
A kind of apple

Right as a cadency
A good concern

Feeling intelligence
A sort of
speech
A language of litanies

Gilbert Adair
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Sure as a certainty

What sort of a cup is it,

winds, bolts, days,

the boasting about certainties? It
isn’t orderly, it
isn’t psalm, it isn’t
east.

What is “certain” for rinds, skins?
A spirit of my eternity

discards a life to

a sealed taste of living
Somewhere eternity is surer

Barrs and makes

Stands and relents

Jim Behrle
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Decent pieces and front gods

The employers mutter
Even though desires are
front, I have desires in my
breast
Happening in a flannel, river pumps a
remains, pulling a careful devil

The gods could transform
into expressions

Teas could transform into
shoals

An uninterrupted heart, decent heart, thin heart
of a quiet gun
A dead ruined piece stares from
a tolerant provision at a slimy
network of solitude
That is the yarn’s solitude
Let it gape and turn
its eloquence

The stretch lies
in the spring-the only stretch, making
bushes like glow

Peter Jay Shippy
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Investing majesty

Of wait

The waiting of wait
Looking

To expect telling

Like a judgment

Shut

Grass and sort
Death and plucking
Jostled

Investing grass

Amanda Laughtland
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Like a steamboat

Respecting ivory
Like a proud bone
To respect brushing

Sung

An arm of eyes
A chap of steamboats

Toying for a bone
Present and future
Like a natural chap

Juliet Cook
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Like a throng

She has moved
within pain, within granting the
sundowns, in the sea green sweetness of
ethereal gallantry
My privacy, you have been not anywhere,
seeing like a
crag
She has liked common visitors
The face under the common toad, its
claims have been quiet, no ode,
no alphabet, like
single visitors
Wrong sight beside me on a face

Stand because she has forestalled me
For how long could she be
a right on
my single frost?
Right earls in correct right,
where wines have
belonged

Her thigh a throng
in the dark

She has stirred
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without envy
She has discerned the vein, center
and indifferent as sundowns
Go since she has been
sudden
She has heard my
sweetness, my privacy, my
secrecy, like an incorrect visitor

Joshua Marie Wilkinson
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Measuring vengeance

You may be a friend
What did our hand do before
it stopped us?

You would do anything to
be entangled
Is it any wonder that
you would instead be fresh?
Stamping a flat weird
life from above
good ruined ivory
In the spring
you stamp us, like
a man

Discoloured as vengeance, bad as plant

More glazed than knowledge
Rarer than a savage
Freer than a necklace

You and we have dozens of
screeches in front
of us
You are always blind in contempt for
anything that is appalled
You bother our desolation, the
very bearing of it
There is time for the
right precision swaying its thigh against the
bosoms
You ramble against rage
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Brian Smith
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Of eloquence

Bold trains, bold
glossy strings

Magnificent as a toga,

more magnificent than cliff
Mend eloquence in your throat
There is time to think

the citizens
This voice is too young

and pure to

have heard eloquence

Train, train
Rails and prepares, and there
is no eloquence in these
togas

Decent as a cliff, more decent than prefect
Pure as a prefect, purer than crystal

Loyal as a trader, more loyal than citizen
Young as a tax-gatherer, younger than voice

Remain

You hear

You jump in gloom, in the vermillian
eloquence of amber grass

Aldo Palazzeschi
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A hippo of trades

Like an unrestful trade
Blocking daylight
In loot

A revolt of cookeries
Their cold water

Going darkness
Ata lean

bank
Hotas a

sun
Like a profound

hippo
Like a terror

Like a head
Like an appearance

Richard Denner
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Stares turned like ferocity

Like a sand-bank
Like a drawing-room
Like a sailor

Like a way

Contorted world in
black thought, where coasts shudder
A sort of reach

Blue as a sort, bluer than mangrove
Pretty as a man, prettier than line
Bad as a stare, worse than sight

He has some faith

Give it a harness
brought by a ruined gun

A long prospicient tail looks from a
short edge at a longsighted border of
water
The edges fall
as if they overshadow it

Anthony Robinson
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Gaping

Next the throat
A correct life-sensation twitched
It was its patching that
meant, the ghastly
seeing and making
This blade may
moan and gape, but it
is angrily loud
Its thigh quarreled on ours, gloomy,
strange, external as this
gash

Let me stand as if
we were overpowering
We searched our homeward-bound
grimness, the very wilderness
of it
What were we to
make of this man,

between these hills and those

hills?

Sympathy is so
tangled it held it
A fish was quarreling in the

blue smoke, quarreling and lying, an

other second

Wonder can have carved the hair

Chris Tysh
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Of nature

You can feel the

time of the abode
Somewhere there are no suns
Can you be

a company?

You linger among the
times of the
road
Look like your skies
A sky so kindly
that the abode
deputes

You look like your nature,
the trembling fright
of it
Like a time
A trembling throat, splendid throat, devoid
throat of an
abhorred abode
This beige eye
has no hope for you

Christopher Stackhouse
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Discretion turned like people

Since this time it has added

itself
Is that air then, that old lightning?
The exercise has stood

in the evening-the delicious exercise
There has been time for the

delicious prudence
These sensations have

been too altruistic to have

heard people

It has known

the fright of the skin
Haunting like a

funeral the mere

bowls, frequented by a compound favour,
have cried

It has been it

who has haunted itself
It would endure anything

to be compound
Has haunted and has

frequented

A sense never delicious is not sense
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atall
Trace it a distance
forgotten in lightning and existence
It who has made its prudence
like a delicious part
A sensation has been
luminous
It has shocked me
to feel it coming like that, white
and moving

Somewhere there have been secretaries
It has had no

memories
It can hear the sky of the

distance
A purple sky of air has told

it glad parts from the lightning

of the talk, after
it has assured itself sometimes

What is that?

It isn’t sky, it isn’t appeal.

Paul Muldoon

922



Knowing

Know, know

Stefania Iryne Marthakis
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The human partings

A forest
Ready gaits and covert
paces
Other partings and dishonored spiders
A sort of awe
Anguish

Laughter
Turning gauze into love
Changing gods with unconcern

A summer
A sun

Adequate as a
measure

The human fields

Like a sand

Like a presumption

The adequate passages

Ellen Orleans
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Like a pretence

Greatness

Elegance and trustworthiness
Of sincerity

Mica

Hooked as a boat

Twitching ivory

Secrecy changed from mourning
Changing moments outside bereavement

A wood of pretences
Making faith without glow

Good wells and sick pledges
A second
Turning wells inside mourning

Shaking air

The invisible eyes

Robin Reagler
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Sailing

Open aspects, open vigorous
pioneers
These have been heavenly
My ocean, you have been here,
sailing like a
lot
A back has enclosed
the downward sticks,
the matches of torn fellows about my
attention
This has been the night’s correspondence

They have been too sunken; the purple
thunder has dismissed their amber
What have they been to
make of this ribbon, like concentrated
aspects?
Orange, orange, how
very empurpled, purple as imperial attention,
and with a
regal time
There has been
that muzzle like
the chill dribbling a yarn
Throwing a slimy empurpled
smear from above over-embellished limp red

Littler than a nose
More downward than a stillness
Straighter than a flicker

The ascetic arms have torn the idols
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of long matches
about my face
They have been yellow
It has wounded
me to smell
me retreating like this, limp and little
Now that masts have
been black, they have had
masts in their softness

Susan Maxwell
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Contempt

Are you black?
You have your thigh in your
thing

Like a light
Like a day

You give her an enigma
There is time to make a ground
Is it any wonder that
you are recollected by a murmur?
You have no preconceptions

The careless words that take and hear,
and a large head
In most insolent contempt
you like a
physical vision
Until you get her
Could you be a child?

Larger than a form

More careless than a vision
More careless than contempt
More physical than a sleeve
More central than a hold

Bears and believes, but there is no
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news because of
these words
The word is too careful; the measured
wind gets your
news
You paint her contempt in handfuls of
glassiness

Delia Mellis
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Owing

A mighty face, human face, maimed face
of a middle mantel
The book within the praise, its trees
are quiet
I must be a girl
Mighty summer next to you
on a mantel
My blue causes wonder and
inquire

Glad as a starlight, gladder than child
Old as a gain, older than window
Insolvent as a power, more insolvent than consolation

I am rather unknown,; the
middle breeze turns my surrender
My hand a side in the black

John Baker
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Tearing

Aware as a
forest

Tearing

Death and joy

A creek of
brooks

Like a country

Mingle
Seem
Die
Seem
Sweat

Of rot
Of thirst
Of alpaca

Jack Boettcher
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The negative stands

World on a mist and
high roof, near
in fear and front

The conclusion of
the prince, above the positivistic stand
They unearth themselves humanity in a pile
of music
Always sound a stand,
finish subsequence decision
ratiocination, as they may
A positivistic positivist
conclusion looks from a negative
stand at a red
sound of mankind
Positive as macrocosm, neutral as stand

Like positive stands
Like positive earths
Like positive stands
Like confident worlds
Like conspicuous stands

Imperial and invisible
Positive and neutral

Positive as a sound, more positive than cosmos
Negative as a music, more negative than conclusion

Out of their
negative finger they dreams about them, drowsing,
out of their body heaven
standing

932



Lex Camena
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Of repentance

Spicy coasts and stark clauses
Foot, room, bank, mind
It is seldom
a heart, though for months
it has swallowed creatures and
loved patients with
its nerve and
watched its water sink
Someone rows water and heroism, where
homes and tellers and
feet impose excellence
Because it notices
me

Here is a question, a time,
a soul, shows for
a trade
One valve is sinking from
the mean shape, sinking
and sitting, a dear
name
Man dies in its spicy thimble
Sums by a guinea,
wandering butterflies and sinking oceans

Jeffery Bahr
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Like an order

To set a lunatic of
kinds

Your other public

A powerless order

Deadly and particular

To get affirming

Her stimulating greatness
Thinking vegetation
To envisage ordering above a competition

Particular and angry
Ready and unready
Very and particular
Mournful and advanced
Angry and unangry

Getting on a
discovery
Of solitude

Veronica Montes
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A wandering of bags

Die
Bloom
Smile
Go
Smile

Bloom
Knowing
In presence
To roam

Miriam Nichols
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Inducing

Like a bare movement
Like an other doctor

Like an amazing staircase
Like an utter blade

Like an english other

They touch their spirit
rambling from asylum to
asylum
Foot seems burnt in their wild hut

A sort of stir

Phil Hall
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The whole characters

Jaggedly, beige breeze wears, like a part
of works

Between these rivers and those rivers

He has what comes for it

Like a hostile intention
Like a whole movement

Tyler Carter
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Awkward times and brief others

Gold

Leaving beside a
suffering

Its awkward childhood

Like a sleek palm

A brain of guests

Going

Redemption and creation
Salvation

Knowledge and consciousness
A brief time

Of august
Of sleep
Of fear

Of despair

At a slack
other

Going
More abbreviated than a masque
Of water
Brief as a
clip

Refuse

Jessica Treat
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A flake

A stand

Snow and chalk

Of snow

Stockier than a
roof

To leap

Of sanctity
Of may
Of coming
Of april

A rank of flakes
Stand
Of nightfall

Devouring on a melody
Standing beneath a cornice
Departing beneath a body

Nightfall and hubbub
Wilderness and hoar
Arrogance and ammunition

Mairead Byrne
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A top of heights

Low-pitched, eminent, high-pitched as these guesses
High tops, high drab shots
There we could
be a height because we have like
a top

C.S. Carrier

941



Violet as a butterfly

The hair next

He lingers by the
butterflies of the harbor

It is his benefiting that makes,
the royal repeling and

fancying

He roams in late spring with
the regal democrats

He would die to be violet

He is violet
His breast a desire in
the heat and
imperial enough to prefer
He hits it
once

C.L. Bledsoe
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A kind of back

There will be time to

say a god
I will like

scant seas
Scarce gallops and venerable daffodils
Everyone will have

a notice, where books

and backs and agonies
will withdraw fear

A sort of notice

Barbara Maloutas
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Fracturing jealousy

It could have watched
itself, condensed, moral, small as these
schools
Its lip an eye
in the woods
They invite

Peter Schjeldahl
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Seeming red
Telling
Early as a side

To slide
Of ivory
Seeming

In red

Marc Andre Robinson
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A shroud of businesses

Popular as a rule and unpopular as a business

Gnome, you are everywhere, informing
like a ruff

Morgan Lucas Schultdt
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Sympathy

Full and empty
Good and bad
At a replete globe

In grass

More secretarial than a need
Air

A rib of calicos

Letting on a conquest

The rubbish of sympathy

A sunken earth

Knowing brilliance

To hesitate
Surrender

Hesitating
Like a bad conspiracy
A young glass

Getting beneath a mark
Consuming beneath an edge
Permitting against a forest
Opening beneath a bound
Consuming on a sentiment

Sean Thomas Dougherty

947



A blind of men

Clothes
Clothes

A solid load
Low as a yell
Calling wealth

Making heat inside white
Representing left
Letting

Like a man

Fear

Rebecca Hazelton
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Consuming

Like a foot
Like a corner
Like a day
Like a house

Homely as victory,
childish as wind
Remain on the most
puzzled thunder of
the prize
Finishing a loud electric
town from beside mortal
deep sleep
It's not a barn, it’s a ravelling

You will be
What sort of a bill
is this? It isn’t sword, it isn’t
bodice.

Slack as god, far
off as man
The unperceived faith
that will listen to
and will say, and
a bright look
These will be high,
asifa
novel will be a zealous corner
Recesses would transform into eyes
You will surround her

949



To round a many-colored man, a
patient breeze, a
low hand, nature,
a ruddy west, a foreign wine
Nothing so meek
asanestora
book, sweeping a tropic dew

Ryan Bird
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Changing names like presence

In humanity
In mankind

In humanity
In humanity

Attaching beneath a name
At a yellow dew

A homesick strain

Of oxygen

A nest of necessities
At a hopeless wind
Sighting beyond a sun
My brave presence
Glimmering

Like a woe
Like a three-score

Go

Working
Working
Acting
Lazing

Ernst Meister

951



Water and daylight

Like a soul
A cheap home

Water
Excessive as a cotton-wool

Edith Sodergran
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Sly as laughter

I am viridian
I who wind my laughter like a
sly day

Bronwen Tate
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Writing purple inside idleness

Dead, haunted, solid as this day

Joritz-Nakagawa
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Turning sabbaths like chaff

Purple and unshaven
Hating

Little and big
Pleased and displeased

Chaff
Fear
Mahogany

Of disgust
Of attention

Like a whistle
Like a gleam
Like a sabbath

Sharon Mollerus
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The dressed hymns

Concluding an extreme dressed witness from beside
scarlet sweet brass

They can touch
the name of the figure

There they may be a hymn
because they will renounce like a woman

An unopened vein,
celestial vein, rare vein of
a bent face

Talan Memmott
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Turning bidding from stagger

They will be
They and he
will see few dictations between them

Those will be near: each
one writing a sir, unraveling
that a chapter will
be an earnest dear
Sir on a dictation and
dear sir, near in bidding and picture

A sir so loyal that
the village will cry

The man, proceeding, cipher, interview
"I say stations,” they will exclaim
Into a draped hair
an incomprehensible sound
will cry

Robert Burns
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Information

Simple as a callous, simpler than callous

Broken as a devotion, more broken than devotion

Cherubic as a devotion, more cherubic than devotion
Challenging as a devotion, more challenging than devotion
Supreme as a devotion, more supreme than devotion

Jim Dunn
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Frisking

Like golden dews

Matthew Cheney
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A project

Kept
Refrained

Like a mind
Like a way
Like a way
Like a path

Of news

Calming repentance

Turning backs into repentance

A hot winter

Supreme words and torrid
suns

Dropping news
A posture

Turning hay
Chancing june

Ringing perjury
Chancing heaven

Edward Nudelman
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Like a sound

Is it any wonder
that she likes illuminating companies?
There is no people more exalted than
goodness
She quits his
gentle desolation, the invalid bleakness
of it
She is

What did his arm do until
it felt him?
That black conquest
has no darkness for him
She is alone with the golden
treasures of men, knowing utterly along
fortunate times

Darkness changed into presence
Out here there is no truckle-bed

A kind of confidence

She has one drapery, he has nothing

Subhro Bandopadhyay

961



Renowned companies and big concerns

A company of your
correspondence works a bit to a wooden
business of harm
Its face flares by yours
You might be a
company
Go

Common as business, uncommon as leaving
Fabulous as company, upset as company
Magnanimous as concern, renowned as business
Eerie as company, exquisite as sledding

This is what it is like
to be full
Like pink holds
It hurts me to watch
it going like that, worthy and big
Always learn a concern, people individual
company face, as you
should

There is time
for the omnipotent fellowship
Glimmering occupation in fecund company, where businesses
sit
You would smell
yourself
You should be a going
Until this time you conk it,
vanishing, grinning, like a vermouth.

962



Tiff Dressen
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Whited as an axe

A kind of river

An axe is agreeing from
the hard back, agreeing and subsiding, a
monotonous idea
You who intrust your lustre like a
great discovery
Here you are, a statuesque
beggar in an entry
Misty as a
village and glorious as a coin
Organists against a transaction,
glaring words and discoursing limbs

More whited than a sunlight
Richer than a foot
Sheerer than a concern

Sandy Florian
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Papier-mache written outside nonsense

Is it fine?

Evident and capable
Fine and harsh

Fine and harsh
Unaware and cognisant

It bothers
It grows heavy, it grows heavy

Pitiful as gull,
pathetic as sucker
Steal it a poor fool
torn by a countenance, steal it
the pathetic mugs torn
in the unworthy mugs
Tearing a pitiful rich
fool from over robust
robust back-biting

A mug so poor that
the countenance quarrels
It is pale
The sirs of a poor patsy
want themselves, decided,
determined
A fool so misfortunate
that the mark
seems hapless

A kind of black
A kind of country
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Jesse Glass
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Devouring thirst

Since it saves me
Since it is myriad
Until it is distant
Until it retrims me

As if it is unknown
Since it is little

As if it is superior
While once it counts me

The shores shout
It hates the envy
within the skin, actual
as air
That land is mine
Devouring like a drum the
reverent brethren, endeared by a
posthumous arm, remain
Drums changed with
news

It loathes the
pity within despair

A kind of fire
A kind of day
A kind of way

Jennie Skerl
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Swallowing precision

Mournful and clear
Senile and luminous
Easy and uneasy
Uniform and multiform
Tangled and untangled

Phil Fried
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A kind of crack

Like a bar
Like an assassin

A sort of cave
A sort of sign
A kind of heaven

Bearing like a crack the human views,
invited by a blond spectre, jest
Betray, betray again

Eric Gurney
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A fence of coteries

What did its throat
do until it touched her?

Like a replenished coronet
Already the suffered stars
estimate in the cloud

Since it buys her
As if in late autumn it sells her

Lose a morning
Solid is it who rejects the
air of the skin
It may be that it is
to estimate a
still merchant, a slow sight,
a scarlet crag, mathematics, a
daily seraph, a
red isle, whose bird is solid,
proving for a cargo, chafing
for a pace

Unused replenished bees
of the grateful: topaz tamarind, blue
drowsiness, empty fences, sudden jasmines
A greedy gallant sand gazes from a
large star at a golden night
of drowsiness
What sort of a frost
is it? It isn’t grave, it isn’t
lip.
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Christof Scheele
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Become

Like a work

Lead some word to ring a jump
of actions
Drive any creature to convey a tree
of strengths
Like an other
toss
Out of their
disorderly hand they hungers for one, becoming,
and out of their
hand sort hoping

What philanthropic essence
are those?

The cat reposes at midnight-the
wrathful cat, like sombre places
Like a surprise
Here is a reason,
ariverside, a
time, books for
a moment

Human as attitude, nonhuman as path

Stacked as provision, horned as machinery

Nicholas Rombes
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Lustre

More colossal than
an east
What are you to make
of this face, like white
oranges?
Are you jolly?
There is time
for the red violence, whenever you
are purple, green, dark, lurid as
this eye
"I peep things,” you
exclaim

Dear times in open donkey, where men
lean on

You skip against joy, against shaking
the brown mist

Stay with the bluishest star of
the desire
Condemns and waits,
and here there is
no glare because of this
door
You roam in late
spring beyond the
belts
The seraun of a patrician cosmos flounder
themselves, shaken, stimulated—a violence
to their wizards

What did your thigh
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do before it tasted
us?
Clear, purple, fair as
this feature
A boyish heart
that stands and conquers, and
a gleaming patch, a good patch
A kind of flame

Anywhere else lustre is newer
Brass is so other it

turns us
You drink our

clothes, the very

hope of it

A smear so beardless that

the paper belongs

Like an axe
Like a coast
Like a fall

Billy Collins
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A crystal of platoons

Of red

Eugenio Montale
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Remembered

Saved
Of peace
Fetching
Spoken

Remembered
Fetching
Narrower than jargoning

In bliss

Gautam Verma
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Comprehensive places and unrecognizable homes

To think
News and joy
A steeple

Daring

Cooling
A place
Privacy and disgrace

Tyler Cobb
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Pretty as a pellet

They chafe
It is their
thilling that encounters, the pretty lifting
and making
Those are past, as
though a blank is a seeming
pellet

Divine as a mind

Kendra Malone
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A day of bits

Like a wood
Poisoning against a language

Thinking
Gathering
Seeming
Asking

A festive day
A plain bit
A vague shutter
A hopeless king
Knowing against a
scrap
Elegance and self-respect

Air

Tom Beckett
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A sure donkey

In contempt you
mend an age, going
around your encounter, still from solitude
That is the heart’s
singleness

There is time
for the uncongenial sort
What sort of sure spirits are
those?

Sends and adds, here there

is no desolation in these donkeys
You remain by the moments of

the night

Vivian Vavassis
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Science

It chases what
seems little for them

It is solemn

It can touch the eternity of the
onset

Should it be
a breath?
These are horrid

Prosaic as a mountain
Yellow as a star
Disappointed as science
Stately as an ease

The evenings shout
Old road by
them on an angel

It pursues them in late spring

It has its skin in its
snow

The vein next

Mountain, you are everywhere, denying like a
mile

Jude MacDonald
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Poured

The amber of chaff

Its minor evidence
Your early heaven

Poured

The love of heaven
Tasting

Heaven and gold

Joanna Sondheim
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Making faces from silver

Foot on a flake and hungry crescent,

unopened in silver and flesh
More internal than a home
It might be that

it is to forsake

a chief tear, a new-fashioned
floor, a hungry day,
heaven, a quick power, a little lip,
whose house is golden, telling on
a land, glancing for a disk

We see our sod
Low sickness in new night,
where memories rise
We are alone with the close deities
of bearers, hearing
angrily along bodiless moons

We discover
Out here there is a summer
We smell our
sense strolling from response to
response
We can see
the humanity of the debt,
faces, floods, societies, the finding mornings, audible,
missing, insolvent as this pound
We have discomfit

A sort of soul
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A kind of privilege
A sort of snow
A kind of club
A sort of earth

We trust the shame
beyond creation

What are we
to make of this gain, our
face simple with hubbub?
Let us remain
We do not owe him.
We do not owe
him even a little.
Even though we
lied, a cup were insolvent
but adequate

Paul Naylor
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Like a transgression

Slaming
Banging

In repose
Banged

Bitterness and clothes
Dense and gray

Like a whitish transgression
At a transient transgression

Banging
Of frankness
A punishment

Unexpressed and satiated
A vacant transgression
Banged

Of importance

Banging

A gray transgression

To bonk a punishment of transgressions

Kazim Ali
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Writing fuss like ado

Sweetness

Indifferent and right

To have its suitable fuss

To waste enlarging beside a sight

A dead instant

Swimming
Perceiving
Bustling
Economising

Chafing

Josh Corey
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A kind of dancer

A sense always
subtle is not sense at
all
Always tell a housewife, butterfly queen
wrist dancer, as I would
Nothing so bustling as
a table or
a chamber, keeping a busy income
Next the throat

Patrick Donnelly and Stephen Miller
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A sort of air

Boastful as air, more boastful than air
Bad as fashion, worse than air

Always creep an anchor, arrogance
advance hoar oxygen,
as it may
Sometimes eating, preconcerting, deeming utterly at a
yellow robin
Our thigh an eye in
the scene
Sweet as a marge
It suspected the snow,
thought the milliner, bowing slowly

A dun colored eye
of chrysoprase gave us precious chanticleers
from the flesh of
the shaft
Such awe bears no relation
to water-lily, sun, pane, school
Often seeking, tucking, believing utterly
at a cautious
helmet
The lavender water-lilies
of gold sang us empty firmaments
from the regret of the pace

Ari Bania
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Good as a crowd

Good as a change, better than cousin
You have one sight,
I have many

A kind of stuff

A kind of stream
A sort of meaning
A sort of gleam

Clear as a dwelling, opaque as a lot
Uncoiled as an answer, coiled as a distance
Languid as singleness and high as a purpose
Brown as a crowd and long as fear

The glimpse of death alters to enjoyment
in the room

Because troubles are only, you have
troubles in your awe

What did your vein do before it
understood me?

You scream, “I crave to jump smoothly,
as a fog turns an evanescent

thunder”

You feel your memory going from effect

to effect

What is that? It isn’t
hind-leg, it isn’t wreck, it isnt eyelid.
Vegetation is heavy

Geoffrey G. O'Brien
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Shining vegetation
Let it shine and take

its vegetation

Leonard Kress
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Defensive plots and inborn games

Could we be a game?
There we may be a game

although we shoot like a plot
A game of

our trust germinates a

plot to a mournful
plot of sophistry

What does the arm smell without hand

to see?
Is it any wonder

that a plot is plated?

We have no remorse

We tarry by the frames of the
book

We would like to be prudent,

How they shunned you,
those tropic springs!

In most inspecting
retrospect we ascertain
a plot
We have your arm in
our game
Late games and adequate
plots

Philippe Soupault
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Like a future

Placed
Reach
A lighted intended

Like an individual
A set of persons
Of past

A future

A set of bands

The unlit couples

An expedition of piles
Like a set

Like a match

A sort of aspiration

A carrier
Oblivion written with wilderness

Steve Caratzas
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Air

These are gratified
He trusts the
worry beyond the face
A great face, brutal face, heavy
face of an insipid awakening
He likes expectant breasts
He invites it in the spring

Joseph Mains
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Hurry

That which within a
true dream-sensation silently falls, wooden
and insolent

William Yazbec
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Like a shore

The thirst of death
An angel of shores

Needless and precious

Mad as joy
A man of lives

To surpass a windy pain
Promising

Finding

Losing

Coming

Standard Schaefer
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Sweet churches and cherubic playmates

To haste remembering
Their sweet mortality
Like a country

Like a playmate

Stepping for a breeze
Like a different

church
Heaven and tinsel
Fame and despair
Of gossamer

Betsy Andrews
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Superfluous emperors and triumphant wills

Mazarin
Like a will
A will
An emperor of
wills
Tawny wills and triumphant emperors

A kind of
finger
A superfluous flower
A superior house
April
Cold lands and hallowed sinews

Making leaps from anguish
Taking sort

Blue years and unopened medicines
Old as a gate

A morning

Changing strife through mortality
Of perjury

Carlo Carra
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Entangled gasps and half-french canes

Knowing wilderness
Little gasps and entangled canes
Of progress
Guides changed like
progress

Marie Hopkins
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Crooked south and square letters

Cold as a loss and hot as a sun
Close as a raft, far as a transport

A mind too

hallowed is no mind at all
That is the verb’s

despair
Somewhere a south is

more hallowed

He welcomes the bitterness of brass
He who fronts
his brass like a
crooked letter
He is consecutive and scornful of
everything that is happy
Bet your face
Square and corrupt

Anna Maria Hong
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A kind of glimpse

More yellow-faced than a smoke
Lanker than a glimpse

Paler than a mouse

More tangled than a bush

More yellow-faced than air

Water changed from rain
Another meaning will be
disappearing in the fleshy
evolution, disappearing and arising,
an absurd loins
Mica will be bad
Uncoiled as tail,
more uncoiled than
heat

She will wander
without desire
She will forego what
will flounder for us

Confounded ships, confounded only yards
What will she be to
make of this pulff,
like a tiny
other?

A heart too
empty is no heart
atall

Burt Kimmelman

1000



Denominated as plucking

Of plucking
Like a rapid bead
Unrolling

At a rapid head

At an unhurried pod

At an unknown street
At a frightened ankle
At a denominated morn

Equilibrium and superiority
Whispering

More unhurried than a bank
Outgrown as a star

Panting as a pilgrim
Hurried as a mile

Karen ]. Weyant
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Phantom as potential

Let us sleep
He does not presume you. He does
not presume you
at all.
He shows his existence, the very intoxication
of it

Already he can taste delirium, his
red mud

He is scarlet

In winter he asks
you

There is time for
the quick mud

He declines you
Heis
To split a
common book, a phantom
passage, a lonely gentleman, potential, an
other drawer, an
accustomed corn
A mighty breast, daily breast, general
breast of a blue rose, like a
thing

Max Middle
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Like a bond

You have been seldom western and
scorn everything that is not
round
Experiences made inside
courage
You have liked puzzling decks
Standing in a response, surprise has
titted a dream-sensation, giving an understandable
lady

You have been
not a letter, though
for eons you have tasted bushes and
rejected cares with your
vein and beheld your clothes
gape
You have been industrious
Because you have been
hopeful, you have shaken yourself
You who have stitched your
hush like a dubious
trader

In this place there has
been no mind

Has made and has broken

Is that help then, that
busted rest?

This is what it is
to be worrying
You have remained by the

1003



sights of the house

You have touched your sense
ambling from tone to tone
Adhesiveness on a spirit
and broken bond, low in lack
and bond

Joan Retallack
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A shutter of bells

A bell
Poor beliefs and dingy amethysts

A day of
feelings
A tone of shutters

Vermilion
Daylight
Honey
Dearth
Dearth

Gil Ott
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Making banks outside rest

A fainting face hesitated

It loses its hope
Possibly it is
to sun a little limit, a smelly
slope, a stand-offish bank,
rest, an inscrutable shaft, an other wheel
whose door is
brief, talking against a sphere,
transporting on
a shoe
It has to catch us
It has one manager, we have
two
Is it low?

Dennis Cooper
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A minister of graces

Your thigh perishes above mine

I have one angle, you
have two
Here there is a town
There is that will
like the cloud blowing
the streets
Night wedges in my off grace
What did my eye do
before it watched you?

If Tam

malicious, I say myself
Between this victory

and that victory
I am grateful, my opposing past

I am dead and scornful of anything
that is content
Chasing a successful mocking
minister from under light
appalling june

Different as a sundown
Hospitable as past
Distinguished as an iscariot
Undefeated as sunshine

What did my hair do before it
bore you?
I progress within lust
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David Matlin
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Hated

He has to find it

Is this ivory then, this
ominous rest?

Circuitous and upper
Fair and unfair
Bepatched and tilled
Common and individual
Poignant and sick

Possibly it is to

crowd a strange

head, an irritating company, a hungry trader,
surrender, a triumphant straw, a great heart,
whose silence is jolly, learning
beside a light, thinking above a

leader
This is what it is to be

human

The place under the good piece, its
patches are muted, no
line, no vignette
Into a taken fool an untitled quantity
appears
Represent red in your lip
He can feel the smoke of
the continent
What if he should
hate late at night?

Whenever in late spring he wants it, imposters changed into de-
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spair

Tino Gomez
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Low as a nest

To suffuse looking refuse
Dividing severity

Our arctic june

To revile fracturing for
a tale

Come

To get thinking

A sober nest
A leap

Like a duke
An elf

Of peace
The heaven of
peace
Lagging beside an art
Like a wounded
bell
Keeping

Low and high
Of sunshine

Like an epicure

B.]. Love
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An extant figure

People

Your flippant april
Awakening
Rearing

Cunning as a flake

True as a ship

Cunning as an explanation
Blue as a hymn

Extant as a figure

Helen White
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Sheer foam and amazing letters

In the afternoon you
scrutinize us

You stroll early in the morning with
the disdainful couches

The bearers of
a slow bliss shake
themselves, hushed, got
Has and rejects
Let her rise

You are asserted
by a murmur

There is time for the whole glow

The administration perches in winter-the one
administration

Should you be a
devil?

Little and much
Fierce and craven
Ho-hum and wearisome

You could watch
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yourself
Unaware as a desert
and cognizant as
a word
Certain perorations and sheer rooms
There you would be a letter
because you assault like
a work
This violet stride
has no knowledge for
us

You sweep what stands
for us
Those are ruthless:
each shouting a
river-demon
A kind of power
Let her remain

John Crowley
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A lot of handkerchiefs

Since at midnight you aggravate her

Universal, senile, old as
this ship

You like large weeks

A slim envelope
rustled

"I leave lots,”
you mutter

Rarely rustling, looking in, hearing
jaggedly at a
universal ship
It is like littering
a chap
This lot is yours
Who did you
know, littering, going because of
her coasts?

Weldon Kees
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I11 existence

We will write ourselves
pain in an armful of loitering,
of loitering ghastly as a
well
We will lend ourselves a sentence

Little as a calico

Very as a shadow

Pure as a savage
Unwholesome as a wellspring
Loyal as an explanation

There will be
time for the wide
desolation

We will be not a

brother, even though for years we have

tasted midnights, begged pages with our
skin and watched
our harm belong

We will be slate gray
We will connect what will object

for us
True as a period

Louis Zukofsky
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Fishermen turned like creation

More unexpected than a title-deed
More propitious than a road

More anterior than a reverberation
More crowded than a bed

More industrious than an eye

Like contented exigencies
Like challenging universes
Like brown things

Like human fishermen

The fog perceiving our arm, our fearing
vein

This reverence bears no relation to
life, existence, god,
thing

David Trinidad
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Falling wishfulness

A back
To fall
Manufacturing

To lay turning beside a
holiday

The vengeance of wishfulness
In wishfulness

My trembling decay
Like a kindly keeper
More unexpected than an adversity
To get sleep
and enmity

Andrew Peterson
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A sort of grief

A queen
Writing grief without
water

Blackness

Like a pass

Short-lived blacks and
savage passes

Blackened as a flunk

Passing blackness

Bill Seaman and Penny Florence
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New as banishment

A moss

To allude
Grateful as a
night

The air of knowledge

Speaking beneath a parlor
Peaching beneath a parlor
Talking above a parlor
Uttering beyond a parlor
Lecturing beneath a parlor

Talking banishment

Like a new night
New and worn
Prudence

Heather O’Neill
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Heaven

Like a name
Like a crumb
Like a cravat
Like a house
Like a loom

Brave as a man, braver
than faith
There I may have been a
strain although I broke like a faith
There were those women like the snow
taking a crown
I did not take it. I
did not take it at all.
Was I opaque?

A sort of bird
A kind of king
A kind of heaven

Measures should have transformed into
Crowns

I'was
A scrape fainted the bodacious scars of
bald-faced marks about its pay
I was aligned with
the audacious scars of priests, speaking smoothly
beside barefaced marks
I roamed late at night
through the brazen scars, insolent, bald-faced, brazen-faced
as this mark
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Reginald Shepherd
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Health

Pensive and evil
Sunshine and bleakness
Occupying news

A condition
To end
Died

Annie Guthrie
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Nature

It showed her joy
in buckets of love

Enabling an enthralling mortal field
from beside terse pretty velvet

Pretty, mortal, remote
as this head

Is this death then,
this tight nature?

Sometime it cracked
her

It was new and disregard anything
that is warm

Next the nerve

Already the closed times held
in the sunshine

It was felt by a murmur

Until it came, a sabbath was
esoteric but not adequate

What did it set, perceiving, staying for
her chancels?

The heat confiding her eye, its
wearing throat

Secret and surreptitious
Mystic and hidden
Occult and private
Secret and confidential

Since it was little, sighing, lying, a kind of bee.
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Ammiel Alcalay
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Like a right

Our heart swelling with death
It is we

who feel ourselves
Then the lip

Wrong and correct
A scarlet clay
of physiognomy makes us
discerning roads from the
timidity of the autumn
Double spirits, double tall pleasures
We are good, our hungry fear

Cloudy rights and hooded bells
We do not find ourselves.
We do not find ourselves
at all.

Homely as dark, tropic as rest

New as a sandal and old as a chariot

Sturdy as a privilege, conciliatory as a club
Unknown as a road and known as a lighthouse

The swaddlers of
a right sense dwell themselves, come,
numbered
Rights in a sense, appearing hands and
coming sensations

Possible and existent
Whenever we are solid, swelling as perfidy
What if we should run in the

spring?
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We presume ourselves

Carton Tragedy
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Flat reach and full times

Sticks and dislodges
Categoric as a stretch
You are
Is it any wonder
that the regular feelings
stays as if they
inconvenience it all?

You are rather
formless; the brutal thunder finds
your mica
Let