


























































































































































Patina 

I am a portrait of an ancient stone 
The sum of constant sleep 

A clock that feels no time 
A paradigm of birth 
With nothing to gain 

A speck of sand 
A magnolia in white 
Or nothing 

I feel the colors of grief 
Fall as pages of sheet music 
They pierce splintered air 
Like stained glass claws 
I hum little tunes to escape 

There is a place of calmness 
Where clarity hangs like tinsel 
Afternoons greet mornings 
As if they have never met 

Wind more mysterious than rain 
No kin of sky 
There is continuity beyond eyes 
Something so promiscuous 
Creation wrapped in a quilted world 

A house with lonely noise 
Angels with their wings in hock 
Peek through quiet windows 
Why do we scatter sins 
Like squatters looking for places to sleep 

73 



Mantra of a Stubborn World 

This isn ' t about the stubbornness of Sunday 
How it holds me at my desk 
Hot chocolate and coffee 
Vices of a trillion days 
Forever moving like bees 

This isn ' t about the Tupperware lifetime warranty 
Or how circles of violet 
Sp in from left to right 
And spill to a crab-apple ground 

This isn ' t about how we cross our fingers 
When we tell little white lies 
As if it makes a truth 
Barely old enough to remember 
Sleepless volumes of anger 
Seconds behind the sun 

This isn ' t about the train to Springfield 
Or how rivers rush to catch up with the world 
From Chicago to Cambodia 
Peace signs brand bone-colored skin 
Fossils left in the wake of war 
Like crumpled coke cans along the tracks 

This isn 't about Vietnam 
Or how many licks it takes 
To get to the center of a Tootsie Pop 
I've always wondered 
About the distance between our fingers 

Waiting not to sleep 
Moving as one moves 
Among the shells of faces 
In a world of invisible shapes 
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Tomorrow waits for the mistakes of yesterday 
In the Timothy grass vanishing cities hide 
Our lions sleep in the shedding darkness 
As we try to shake our own images 

We carry our fears 
Between our thumbs and forefingers 
And whistle through blades of grass 
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What Lasts 

At the lowest point 
We look at menus 
Well-placed language 
Perceptive wit 
A search for impossible light 

The rape of academic hunger 
Poetry on the rocks 
Dazzled by so much more 
Another empty spot at our table 

Beyond our bodies 
We stretch our minds 
One ear pressed to the ground 
We squint to look at ourselves 

A search for tiny words 
With larger definitions 
The perfect companion 
Popcorn and God 
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Listen 

silence sits on a fence 
watches in wait 
for movement in black 
like an owl 

the moon 
glows protectively 
a night light 
in a child's room 

a breeze floats 
spontaneous ballet 
a leaf on water 
without destination 

night absorbs unborn sound 
without ears 
listen 
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D. Doyal 

Concrete littered with toes 

Step One Prayer 

At the end of my life 
Please grant me the gift of acceptance 
Over the end I can't change 

And acceptance of your grace 
At the end of my stumbling 
Through my life 
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Notes from an Industrial Park 

here I am working again thrilling my nefarious in their snoots 
my vomits struggle up and out 
spilling on the driveways of the bleary-eyed night shift 

from the porch of the manor the senior management fossils 
bossed down the hall with aplomb only stopped by Bob-wire 

she said hi and I wanted to play baseball 
with her and about twelves bases 

people not in charge wheeze into the lunchroom 
I said I didn't want parsley or spank music from the future 
there were tides of grape drink 
gourds of thankless glazed donuts 

my goal is it me or is it just desire to be single-handedly 
in the shade of the undressed rudiments 

strolling by the mission statement where nuns float 
into a slit in the side of heaven 

concrete littered with toes 
cool women rainproof fountains 
and scrub the maw of dogs at bigfoot's kitchen door 
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Mark A. LaPorte 

smelling the cantaloupe 
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Full Feeling 

all of our lives 
we spend poking our fingers 
through the bowl of mixed nuts 
searching for that last roasted 
almond, or hidden pistachio 
the one that will confirm 

all of our beliefs 
the unique tone of a perfect 
chord we always knew was 
there hidden in the strings of 

all our dreams 
squeezing tomatoes 
smelling the cantaloupe 
always testing, searching 
for the fulfillment of the 
gift we were all born with 



The Wet Ones 

Rain hammers down on the roof. 
Out the windows fat gray clouds 
drag their bellies in wet sheets 
across the ground. I'm warm 
and dry inside, thinking 
about the poor bastard 
huddled under an overpass, 
listening to tires slissh 
over cold wet pavement. 

Or the homeless family wrapped 
in a Salvation Army blanket, 
hoping the 3 mil plastic covering 
their cardboard house will hold. 

Once you've tasted the tears 
in raindrops, you can never 
be truly comfortable in front 
of your fireplace again. 
Maybe ignorance, or ignore-ance, 
is bliss. Still, I can't help 
but feel for the wet ones 
outside in the cold, even when 
the roof over my head is 
the roof of a prison cell. 
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Joseph Williams 

Those fl1!enty:/ive-cenl words of wisdom really help oul. 
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The Wisdom of Joe Henry Blue 

I began to hang on to dear life. 
I stood up for what is right and wrong: 
The gold of iron, the meeting in the park, the three-and-a-half twist. 
I keep as happy as a living tree. 
Those twenty-fIve-cent words of wisdom really help out. 

I see your eyes that got lost in the soul. 
Our friendship was made for each other and those that want to join us. 
We've got today and whatever else there is. 
Yesterday is something we don't see or feel. 
Only our distances can keep us apart. 
Silence will call me. 
How can I be lonely? I can run for daylight. 
My spirit came out of me and stood in front of me. 
My time zone could talk to me, and the way I feel, it is OK. 
Many years will pass and mean less, will just come and go. 

The Vietnam War was a war that never seemed to be there. 
Things sure change since the '60's. 
Back then it was alright to grow up. 
Today is the past. We all go into a circle of peace. 
The road is a thinking tool, and it's looking elsewhere. 
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Joe Henry Blue 

He came alone, alone for himself. 
Kept to himself for some time. 
People just wondered if he was crazy. 
Some said he was alright, but others just stood there. 
He came to see someone. 
Someone he knew. 
He was late, late for an evening walk. 
He knew this, but didn't take a wonder. 
Laughter came over him. 

Years went by and he didn' t know who he was. 
Joe Henry, Joe Henry, where are you? 
I was there, there to look. 
The ground took over and began to tell a long story. 
The grass came out. 
I saw fear talking to the trees. 
I saw a spiritual shadow. 
Old, old as my eyes could see. 
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