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of & dream | once hed



Dink

You draft houses in a comer room
everlooking a defunct greenhouse.
You keep & dead tree by your door
like a watch-dog.

Your second self, the better half, works - -
pushing brooms, rags, grass in the Fine Arls Building.

In a waltz, with heavy boots, you slide

in and out of cracks,

between tiles,

heaving dust and polishing numb lincleum
til it gleams with your mark - -

a stripe dashed across squares,

here, a geometric helix pattemed in paces,




around the coner, & neat angle - - sharp
as the dart of an insecure pawn.

Edges of the walls are bruised

from your persistant nudge.

When potters, painters, weavers

unlock their studios, your pre-masterpiece sketch
lies at their feet, invisible as melting snow,
every tile on the floor beams,

heaters hiss.

Cindy Mitchell
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A photograph curled at the comers
Whose Face? all brown with age.
for what reasons recorded, then lost

A path, plainly marked,

Still clear enough to travel

Leads to & place where nothing is
A secret pointed out and not told

Mancy Schuster



TO THE OLD ONE

Old ships in bottles - which one is yours?
There, carved from driftwood, they Foat on still waters,
know silent seas: the roar of a seashell.

There, behind glass, rainbow-distilled,
they are transfixed forever to share
with old books

and old friends

the second-hand travels

ol high-wave'd adventure,

the perfection perfected

in colors all hues

of a voyage on land.

Always in amber

you swept time under eaves
brushed sea-gulls with tea.
Sunk in gold pillows

you faded by fire.
Spotted in flame

you blustered the sagas
of sailors gone past.
Sailing the noon-time

you brought forth the sea
speckled in sun

till the pigeons themselves
circled their pleasure.
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flow fluid tones
Sherry Podk
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Soul’s Sonnet

Undane now - thz lace which tied madaens deep
they float naked acioss fresh slumber lands
gliding along moonlit fields . . . while You sleep
white bridges in a distance clasp hands

like moming trains rumbling through daybreak
You begin to moisten against my heart

beating herder  my impression awakes . . .
upon rising  my thoughts blurred yet tart

Like minstrel strings you pluck my swelling mind
When wet eyes kissed each other's dark glances
my blood in red tears fell for you to find . . .
on white sandy shores . . . your virgin dances
embaressed by her blood stained lips she weeps
Turning to nowhere ste finds him and sleeps

Claudia Stedelin



Master Class in Dance Improvisation




The struggle of trying to climb
you
is too steep

Above and below
| see the pale children

Un-surrendering

Climbing up from the sea

Sometimes they offer me advice
how to climb
what to look for
how to survive

Mostly they lesve me alone
llll:llulhdil&uu
making this climb,

Nancy Schuster



Sandy Pond Recalls Thoreau

She throws back her head

and chases it with snakish coils;

her hair changes color every season,

in daylight she covers her face with oils.

Wirinkles mark the corners of her eyes,
others tripping down her neck,

the oldest one entrenched

along her hairline.

It was the one he had smoothed,

taken its imprint into his own head,;

he said | was a lily pad whose veins
exposed themselves only once, and hid

Cindy Mitchell



Absence

At night, | slesp:
My hands cradle my belly, press the fat curve.
In my sleep, | dream swollen.

| am o discarded doll with yellow-eyed stare
Dull o5 dishes,

My belly like & deep wooden spoon

A huge misplaced nippleless breast

Slick with sweat.

1 am the spoon.

Nothing escapes my bowl.
Occasionally, | overflow,
Often, | wait empty.
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tired, out of place

untsnned, unshaven legs
unwashed haiz and clothing
isolated and institutionslized
i'm praying for death, but then
you have ajready killed me
you who left for alrica

to hunt wild beasts

as you once hunted me

i see & unicorn

its hom pierces me

guiding me in its dance of death

but now i am in africa

and you have pieiced me with your bullets

my blood stains the white tiles on the floos
and i stare in silence at the piece of glass
that has betrayed my inner turmoil
1esignation

‘g0 sheed! devour me as you always do!*
but even the unicorn has deser ed me

end i die alone

Ann Graham
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