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Creativity and The Meaningfulness of Creating, Now

Pablo Picasso said, “To know what you want to draw, you have
to begin by drawing.” According to Picasso, to create any art an
artist must engage in the physical act of creating. This act is
important, but like Picasso’s phrase also implies, one must first
have the necessary drive to be creative—to pick up the pencil or
sit down to type. Because these processes depend so much on the
willingness of an individual to create, one might ask a question
inquiring what makes what is created good? Surely I can stretch a
line of oil paint over a cloth canvas, and the way I may feel about
what is done is that it is something of me. In that sense, creating
15 good. But the question here is not what is good or not good, the
question is rather, what makes what is created memorable?

What gives substance to all artistic genres is an energy to
create something “new” in the Ezra Pound sense. This means that
in order to move toward what can be “new,” a person must first
attempt to understand what has come before, and what is
happening up until the moment when s/he makes the important
decision to create.

The 2003-04 semesters mark the first time in which two
Manuscripts have been printed in one year. This is only possible
because of the dedicated members of the Manuscript Society,
advised by the wonderful Dr. Bedford, and the appreciation for all
types of art that exists within the Wilkes Community, including
students, faculty, alumni, and staff. This journal is significant
because a new tradition of what comes before is created in these
pages and the pages of other university literary and art journals
like Manuscript. Such publications call readers to question what is
“new” right now so that there can be conversation about the
current state of what is going on in the area where these ideas and
art forms are happening. Discussion about what is created is
important because only through the process of consideration, or
the willingness to be thoughtful, can that which is created be
remembered.

Helene T. Caprari
Editor-In-Chief




Manuscript: A Literary & Art Journal in the Making,
And Words of Advice to Next Year’s Rookies

Manuscript meetings are held once a week in Kirby Hall,
home of Manuscript, the Humanities Division, the English
Department, the James Jones First Novel Fellowship, the new
online creative writing M.A. program, and all things literary, in
Room 108, on Thursdays at noon. If you are late, Dr. Bedford
may fine you in the currency of donuts.

I would like to say a few words about our splendiferous
meeting place, whose grandeur none of us really deserve—Kirby
Hall was once a gracious riverfront mansion occupied by the
captains of industry in the Gilded Age. The building is still
furnished and decorated to suit the discriminating taste of a
lumber baron; our own meeting room is furnished in dark
paneling with chandeliers, a fireplace, and a bust of Lord Byron
upon the mantle—his pal Tennyson resides across the hall in
103. I think Milton is in the closet.

What You Should Bring To Meetings: Be prepared for
meetings by reading and bringing copies of the printouts of
submissions we’ll be discussing that day (which you should
have received from Signorina Caprari). I would also recommend
bringing coffee or some such equally sustaining libation—the
coffee can be Irish-style if you prefer. Also, don’t forget the
Valium, and bring along non-lethal concealed weapons (purely
for self-defense). This is in case the discussion gets incredibly
heated. Examples would include tazer shockers, shillelaghs,
billy-clubs, pepper spray—you know the sort of thing. Having
means of restraint in case of emergency is also advisable:
muzzles, straightjackets, etc. Also remember to bring your
sense-of-humour. This last is crucial.

The Pre-Meeting Ritual: Before each meeting commences we
will invoke the blessing of the Kirby ghost. Also, we will place
offerings of incense, paper money, liquid opium, fortune
cookies, Albanian food, and cognac on the mantle where Lord
Byron rests. Sadly, the university cannot condone the use of
peyote for religious purposes. After the offering we will pray to
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Poetry



ANonymous

VERCINGETORIX IN NEWPORT

Shucked of all, or most, of its limbs,
redeemed not at all
by a few small shoots,
a huge beech dies on Bellevue Ave.
The bark of beeches
is elephantine,
which is to say, smooth, grey, rugged,
with slight clefts and lips,
some like well-healed wounds.
All about this tree’s lower limbs,
a wire or cable
is loopingly tied,

recalling Vercingetorix,

who Ceasar brought to
Rome in thrall and shame.

The Autograph Beech still lives at Coole
and Yeats’s tower rears
yet at Ballyhee.
But condos thrive on Bellevue Ave.,
And this beech is now—
To take the poet’s line—
“a post the passing dogs defile.”




W

St. Anthony

Wash me clean, Spanish city

Let the bells ring for purity, '

for my life of absencehno’sewage

of smells, indelible images of limbs

I want them gone. My head could b.e clear

as a siren cutting through th :
over church bells and rihin. %Vrhn:alltlt ?rf::;ld swish of traffic

Someone to have sliced off my past with g ve
i(;r a smooth blade that cuts swiftly in the bar
Some soap commercial. So | can be clean

getable peeler

I’ll levitate with time,

Suburb of Babel

I’'m becoming less tolerant of people I know,
more of those I don’t like an old, old unpleasable
woman, skin faded and stretched with red dots for moles,
red dye for hair. Already I sit like my grandmother,
reading magazines and sucking my teeth. No reason
behind my anxieties, sources forgotten

for this vacuum enveloping my life.

When Grandfather died, we auctioned off
his tractors and sold his cows for meat.
The quiet dairy with hayless barns and fields
uncooled by corn rows creates no more creeks,

an era gone and no weeping,
absorbed into the cracked red clay. A clay skeleton,

southwest caricature, hangs mute on my wall.
West no longer wild.

And I remain with an uncanny dislike

for burnt orange carpet. I want to be on a farm

or in the city’s heart, not this in between,

this suburb of Babel. Either annihilation or frontier living,
not mediocrity with the complaints surrounding, eveloping,
finally flowing away with my life blood, this shell that’s left

only a negative.




Desire

I’'m like that lady in Magnolia, that cokehead who cries all
the time,

who can’t handle any but the most basic information—
this free-floating pain,

this loneliness like a knife to mark the days on the walls.

A trash truck lifts an alley dumpster and slams it again and
again against its open maw.

Obligations disgust me. Frayed rope of a life mending—
the way

fingertips touch you under a certain phase of the moon,

umbrella inside out, bones exposed.

Food spoils and books stack up, unread, on the shelves,

I'want to be killed instantly by a speeding thing.

I fantasize about standing on the tracks

two blocks from my place at twilight, on the bridge by the

danger sign so I can’t step to the side at the last minute.

I’m at my best when catatonic.
I sometimes can’t speak because I'm afraid others will notice
my raised voice, to compensate for the ones in my head.
I'keep thinking my new glasses are sunglasses, taking them
off
when I’'m indoors then wondering why [ can’t see.
I feel best when released from company, in those first few
seconds alone.
I want life, raw and beltless—braless and nursing way past
her time,
I want to suck the blood of true people, spoiled by tragedy
and wizened by suffering.
I want to be smashed between the grills of a head-on
collision.
I wish the potato I Just ate would kill me.
I'want to shove a streetlight down my throat.
I'want solitude and space like the lonely prairie of a town |
grew up from.
I imagine laughing as the train nears,

Helene T. Caprari

The Current State of Imagination
L

In this garden,
What 1s dead, grows.

Without willingness to col]ect.silhouettes
I'rom a summer’s brown evening glow,

I'here are only gray slate walks
On days without shade

And a deluge of night
When dark has everywhere to go.

| .caves abandon yellowed branches,
IF‘or a warmer, sinking earth

Because nature gives to nature
Compensates the dirt;

Buildings become mountains .
And streets take place of streams;

Although what is dead, grows
Brown returns to green.




IL

Within this garden,
What is dead, grows.

Bundled tufts of reaching
Not falling back
At the variety in an evening glow;

Not moving away from, but not with, not for,
And not alongside the leaves that Whitman sang

Or to the boughs that Stevens saw,
And “The nothing that is not there
And the nothing that js”

But moving to wheeling waters’ emotive waves
Moved by tides, without want of knowing shores

And without what came before, there is not forward
Away from, or through towards unknowingness

There are only rows upon rows of identical tufts,
Single strands assembling in order to exist apart.

Regret

Venom might the oxen.tries
to rush the rage within;

Stringent drone, an arsenic’ ache
Burns cold fingers into ribs.

i lain cup,
Rhythms drain the_: porce !
Puddles twist like Banyans;

Thin hooves tear through open wounds,
And what-ifs wrench the has-beens.

Venom might the oxen tries
And what for is not, when,

Limbs grow stiff and tapgled in
A bellowing infection.

Itymology

When | hear
Jesus, Mary, or Christ

It 1s not in that Mother or
Savior kind of way

But a tone that is departed,
Grown away from;
Not evolved
But changed
Through langua.g?
Ag language is alive too,
And authors are replaced
By the sounds of words.




is that ignorant ears are the bluntes§ —_—
way in which to slip between ﬂle conv tions.
of logocentrism and stark,_as in strong,

and a propane doused testicle

Joseph ( ortegerone

An Affront to Verisimilitude

this is the beginning of a

mn—wnhom—standing, pungent

(almost violent on the other

side of the street) protest

against the current state

of things i.e.

[if you weren't listening]

the (very often amateur) dominance of so-called
confessional poetry in this
our year of the postmodern age

Here is an example of it all:

In front of the long, awful orchids
I saw three lighted coffins

and so I named them .

according to height, width and
breadth of purposefulness

I'he long arm of the sunrise

rose to the foot of the third,

Natalie, was her name,

( and were
(he names of the other two),

Why pungent?
It’s because it’s a good word.,
Good in the sense that it
incites thought which is good—
good because “The world
is all that is the case.”
and “the totality of facts determines
what is the case, and also
whatever is not the case ”
and it is most certainly the case that | don’t have
to write about spilt milk
(“melk” as I’d prolly say it.)
or the horrible time i had
as a superfluous teenage-mother
or angst ridden socialite to do
a good thing by writing in
that a good thing is pragmatically
Utilitarian ez ceterq.

50 to provide an abundant

source of shade I founded N
instituti migral

an institution for the transmi . «

and bewilderment of the tiniest particle of du

On Irish Literature

r the silent winds of waves the
g:rdoner pressed round that coffin
full well knowing naught but that .
this gawky woman, Cassandra, ha
heard such silent things through
which dear Sappho fell to rising
ecstasy all-well-knowing anfi
all-too-well knowing sometimes
wave of wind and a woman

whom that un-holy man could but
set under stars in the mght as

she was lowered madly into the
abyss of unquenched love...

it is also the case that may regard myself
as a subscriber to Continental Thought
while at the same time understanding

the difference between of Grammatology
and Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus

11
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The Era of Long-winded,
Slow-brained Antagonism is gver

The confluence of words exponentially

compounded by the combination
of the traces of their companionsg
and the mutually exclusive, 3 priori
nature of creation
has forced
a hinge
between faith and reality
Incongruous with the discourse of now

Say the words slowly

read them without the stigma of
what’s-not—will-have—you

Sometimes the wind blows slight boughs
through greater associations

and the moon is present at noon

dormant in the sun-wedded sky

Meaning erupts out of the consolidated solidarities
of'the indivi

duated complexities of hidden moments

And somewhere 3 woman weeps for nothing other
than her most perfect instant

12

Joseph DeAngelis

Nonoxynol-9

I'here you lay in my c_lesk drgwer
Suffocating in your silver foil.

I'hey put a warning lgbel on y(;)u -
Along with the chemicals you breathe.

IHow would you like to tqke a ri;ie

On a place that’s ﬁ!led with sin?

You only get one ride . -
\"’:; it’s probably not going to be your lucky i

I close the shades
Drop my pants
Moisten up

['ake a breath

IPut you on

Giet to bed

Just insert gently
And thrust hard up and down .
And move in an in and out mo

; th me
| picture her benea _
Her delicious style and happy smile
We ride into the sunset
I'he blanket sure is lovely.

We go up and down, up and down,
In and out, in and out

So now it’s time to say goodbye my friend

' . . . d

It was nice while it laste _ 1
Too bad you couldn’t get into the dark tunne
Of a million smiles.




Judith A. Gardner

Untitled

Eyes shut tight,

Fists full of sheet,

The child, not yet asleep,
Enduring the shadow monsters—
Demons from the Underbed:

Until “I want some water” ,
Saves him “ti] she’s 8one again.

Rebecca V. Goodman

9:10 am

wake
rush
n
sssshhhh

QUIET

some of us are praying

our father who art in heaven
halance the checkbook

hallowed be thy name...

purple vestments conceal secrets

lead us not into temptation

or the altar boy

hut deliver us from evil

hear our prayer?
Imen




Chiristina Harowicz

Preparation For Prom

There is a gun on the dresser
and a gown lying on the bed—

[ stand
naked
at the
mirror.
I'have clipped
cut and
admired
you
in those magazine ads when
the light
hits
your skin
Just enough.
You illuminate.
I'm
not ready,
He’ll be here soon,
Have 10 dress,
have to
get pretty.
I will not
keep him
waiting.
My makeup is on the dresser
and a corsage resting on the bed—
The gown
satin perfection
graceful on
my body.

| have attempted
and endeavored

to be
like
you .
in those magazine ads.
How your stomach
concaves
above
your waist
in flawlessness. I'm

ready.
He'll be here soon.
I am dressed;
crimson
corsage
on my
white
bodice.

17




Bar of Soap

You little bar of soap,
The secrets You must know!
Di
Sim‘ng, Ity secrets,
worry-free
on the ledge of the bath tub.

What have you observed in your little world
on the ledge of the bath tub?

You little bar of soép,
You are good at keeping secrets,

I could ponder and
: provoke
But you wilj never talk. ==

You little bar of soap,
What contours and crevasses
You have searched!

You know too much fi
or
But I’'m not worried. o

The more information you gain
The smaller you become.

Eventually your knowl
_ ed
will be the end of you. *

Matthew Faraday Jones

Slip of the Tongue

Plague me now, be born again and give up, this is a Black
Mass hiding behind a Black Mask yet it produces the
strangest sensation of involvement, ho there don’t retread old
burnt pictures, this will provide sufficient nourishment and
encouragement, many an exile have been praised for their
latter day sins but who’s keeping track, right? Wax on green
illuminate this corner already, your skeletons have been borne
away by those possessing shattering insight and grotesquely
large wrist watches, place your faith in they and I, our whole
15 the greater good so stop staring at your feet and accept your
title because no one likes a quitter especially she who you
waltzed with in some chateau’s garden one hazy apocalypse
ago, you ignored the irksome insects hounding you and
shuffled even when the music stopped, so please don’t cry
now, I can’t stand sleepless eyes especially as they scan the
ceiling as if watching a girl change in her window, this isn’t a
mature state, your life already hit its stride weeks ago if you :
can remember, but I’'m sure you don’t because plaster holds |
all the answers, none of which I could provide and so we’re
poing to need some painting or framed map to stare at
because once it’s all a blur you’re already married to the sea




Written Under Duress

Day of reckoning on the horizon, see its razors of light
splaying from its base already

Gloom is dissipating yet sticks to the bones like a cancer
Suck the marrow dry and throw in another quarter—we’ve
got a live one on our hands, kicking and screaming into this
world for the twenty-second time already—you’d figure
they’d be used to it by now-hope swoops down out of the ink
like a third rate Dracula who has lain dormant for a century
ready to siphon the color from your eyes and crack a grin
afterwards, someone is definitely enjoying this—but it’s the
biggest in-joke from an in-crowd that this world has been
forced to see, believe it—you will be laughed at after your
shadow grows smaller so enjoy your enlarged state of mind
now, illumination isn’t going to last

Three shots or two depending on your constitutionally
protected rights to be exploited for the good person you hope
you are and for all of those you hold in such high regard shall
also be removed from the active list and cast down upon the
snowed ground to lie there until penance is paid by idolaters
who’ve lost their way because the newest of maps available
on the market have been censored to eliminate any
backwoods roads who are just trying to survive but they
aren’t as efficient as they think they should be so cast them
down as well because this is a live broadcast of your life and
the sponsors already want to pull out and on that day you
shall cry for good or ill but leg irons will be a memory

20
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Snow Effect

Puffs of heaven
Disappearing 1nto

Journey through time
that no one OWns.

{‘alling fast
{{volution O

I'he tone is relev
hands of time.

Drops from wet

And thus desperatio
controller.

er and faster within o
f an oncoming storm

ant to the maker whose choices gut

tongues trickle with
Its cause is unknown but not the pre-

cascade through the sky
the hard surface of reality

and space like strange bits of dreams

o boundaries
takes the stage

de the

slow malice
empted thought

n becomes the clock that becomes the




Matthew Koch
HatthewKoch ==~ =~

Candle

There is a lone candle lit

On the desk in my room

I’m lying, staring at it

This night lingers on

I remember | forgot

To play you your song

I’ve said it before

And I'll said it once more
This apartment is a tomb
Lock the chain, close the door
Collect all your things

And get out of here

Two stories up, six feet down
Light a little candle

Falling to the ground

Up from underground
Comes a feint echo
Mausoleum sound

Light a single candle

And get out of here

22

Morning Moon

On a cold October morn _
I'he moon stands its ground against

I'he passage of time

On a battlefield of blue
A solitary sentinel
I .eft behind

Does not heed the warqings
I'rom a cold October night
I3ut stands alone

Never wavering from sight
Or feeling the sun’s warmth
A challenge to the day

I'he sky clear - the moon at?laze
I'he sun must wonder why it stays
On a cold October morn




Ben Kushner

A recipe
A Recipe for destruction of the universe.

Preheat the oven to the fiery infernos of Hell (about 450
degrees).

Take:

3 cups flour

2 cups sugar

1 still beating heart of the nameless devourer of worlds

2 eggs
1 tsp. vanilla

Mix well with a whisk, taking care to stir in the shape of the
Sigil of Ishp: the namer of souls. Otherwise Ishp shall take
possession of your soul and all will be lost.

Once the heart stops beating, cover and let stand for one year
and one day. Stand constant vigil and remember to sacrifice a
small animal every four hours using the recipe found on page

33. It is best to prepare the animals in advance and have them

ready beforehand so you can simply sacrifice when needed.
Bake 20-30 minutes.

While baking, set your final affairs in order and take for the
icing:

6 egg whites

2 tsp. rum extract

75 pints of the blood of virgins
2 Ibs. of confectioner’s sugar

Mix until stiff and add grated bone of heretic to taste. Spread
over the cake and serve with vanilla ice cream. Sit back and
wait for the oceans to boil and the world to end.

For higher altitudes, add one egg to the cake mix.

24

{ntitled Poem

[t's happened be.zfore.
{11l happen again:
the slo}\j\?downfall of
a newly homeless
man as he
wanders the streets of
“this city”
IU's slclonlng:
A man is evic-
ted from his
homeona
M
O
nday

and
and
by
the next
Sun
day
day

day
day

he's talking to an imaginary

s--a--n--d—w--i--ch——h-h—-h.
(NO MAYO)
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Amber Lawson

Diagnosis

in a cold mechanical room
a great white coat

perches on a stool

like a pigeon on a wire
scribbling a script of pills

incoherence spills from his mouth
like marbles

dropping

one

by

one

onto the cold, grey floor

I hear nothing

and stare at his ankles
encased like great sausages
in navy blue socks

my eyes search frantically

for an answer

and meet only

with posters on the walls

lyme disease (no that’s not me)
how to perform a self-breast exam

if you have diabetes, take off your socks and shoes

all irrelevant

irrelevant

as my hands feel
to my face

as I am numb

I'he Farmer

He stands—a lone shadow
Pressing low and dark
Against the land

An answer

l'o the question

Of the moring sun

He reaches deeply
Into the soil

With hardened hands
l'o find himself




Hollow

He tastes like ash
His eyes are green

He says there is nothing wrong

I suck the flavor
From his mouth
And replace it
With optimism
He spits it out
And remains
Unworthy

He thinks love
Is like the earth
Full of bullshit
And wormholes

He once said
I was the only girl
He ever liked kissing

He is a lifetime
At seventeen

And his nose sometimes
Drips a trail of rosebuds
On my pillow

He says there is nothing wrong

I fill him
With dreams
But he is
Always

Empty

28

Ron Lieback

The Pretty Girl With the Boy’s First Name

Blonde, curly hair
waved freely in the
wind.
"How about a
light?"
she asked,
"Were you at a
St. Patrick’s day
parade
four years
apo?"
| was thinking,
as | was lighting
her
smoke,
fuck,
| can't even
remember yesterday.
But her
Icgs
were long,
and
robust.
"Yea, | remember
seeing you
there,"
I replied
in a hurry.
"l asked my
friend,
who is that
cute boy?"
she said.
Then she walked
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away.

Seductively

slow.

I put the

lighter

away.

The flame was out.

Typical September Night

Same style, early-afternoon nights, supper in hand with
twenty-dollar stays in Scranton old-dynamo-rooftop-glory,

I saw all of you, belt buckle, boxer in red, worn seven-day
jeans, tight-high-hair through thighs of webbed-white-string-
scar-petruding-through-loosened-bottom-in-savory-tasting-
and-tasted-pale-yellow-shirt fresh out of hamper,

Looking, smiling, gleamy-eyes and shining luminously
above a halo of sacred thought, doings, and all sorts of
lunatic-visor-shadow-in-attic-on-knees, two hands gracefully
flowing on top and in between a doorway letting not a single
shed of light in,

All of you, anxiously awaiting the next ink-pen-glorious-
starry-loaded-dance-hall-metro-wooden cracked floor with
set-up-stolen stage of a beautiful-orgasmic voice atop an out-
of-shape-old-and-beaten-frame, white and blue sink with no
urine-stained-waxy-floors,

Again anxious, now nervously, awaiting the memory that
will be in-bloom-discreetly woven throughout our history’s of
crazy-lunatic-style-week-night with heartbeats and breaths of
maniacal desire for the fire stowed innately in our young-
tender-souled-loosely-shavened-broken-bodys, feeding
endless-upon-endless-upon-endless robust erections,

All flow created then used-never-forgot-forgetting-blow-
to-the-madness-top-of-roof-glaze-shining-September-luster-
Sky.

Away!
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Sabrina A. McLaughlin

Market Street Square

Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania

I'hey are shadows.
I'hey must be.
liecause | am seeing them,
[3ut the passers-by
Are ignoring them.
50 they must be shadows.
Shadows in the street,
Shadows in the square.
I'he shadow of an old man
With a beard
I'hat grows down
I'o his knees,
| ike an unkempt patriarch,
Or Rip Van Winkle awakened.
| le wears an overcoat,
Over a raincoat,
(ver another overcoat—
I'hough it is July.
I'he elderly woman
On the park bench
At the center
Of the square
|.ooks forlorn.
No one pays
Any attention to her.
I:xcept the pigeons.
I'he pigeons she is feeding.
I'hey take the bread
FFrom her hand,
They surround her like
Worshipers at the
IFeet of a sage,
They flock around her
With their soothing
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Rustling of feathers
And their cooing.
S(_>me say pigeons are

Dirty, ugly, common birds.

But here is one

With iridescent wings.
There is another

That has

A pale shell-pink throat.
Here is a white one,
With patches of fawn
Splashed on its back.
They wheel and dance
In the sunlight overhead,
And their shadows
Follow them.
Winged silhouettes,
Shadows that fly

Over the square below.
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limigré Vignette

l'or my grandmother, and her stories

Wildest
Of the most beautiful
Three sisters—

Village flowers

Transplanted to

American shores.
They spread rumours

About her—

The jealous housewives,

The widows all in black,

Who gossiped with each other,
Roosting like guinea hens

On high front porches

That let them see

Up and down the street,

So they could

Observe everyone’s business.
They said it was because

Of some dark secret shame
That she didn’t follow

Her mother, brothers, and sisters
I'rom Civita (Calabria)

To Corona (Long Island).

But it was jealousy that spoke.
The truth was that instead

Of coming to New York

She married a man who took her
To far-away, exotic

Brazil, and Argentina—
Argentina, land of

Shining silver;

Argento, meaning

Silver in Italian—

They made a fortune;

Her husband became

A black-moustached
Padrone, a don,
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She, his lady,

Her Mediterranean face
Framed by a

Black lace mantilla,

She became an

Old Country Fairy Tale

In Italian, Spanish, and Portuguese
Evolving into a ’
South American adventure,
Something out of

A Marquez story.

She would be

Ensconced in a

Grand hacienda,
Yellow-brick courtyards,
Tinkling fountains,

Birds of paradise,

Toucans,

Red and blue macaws,
Guarded by

Young Indian men

With hunting rifles,
Looking like

Sicilian boys with luparas.
I pictured her

Against the backdrop

Of Brazilian jungles,
Coffee trees,

Distant snow-capped Andes,
Dusty plains,

Wilderness trains,

Black bulls thundering
Over the pampas,

Gauchos

Riding Paso Fino and
Andalusian horses,
Dappled gray,

Riding into the west,
Towards Chile.
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The Return of the Exiles

Cannot be forgotten.
Never needing to be told,

Or learned—
Written in the blood

like a prophecy
Even in these Abandoned

Children of Eve
who haven’t seen
the source of it
in them.

The memory is there.
Passed down
in blood and bone
Deep
inseparably interwoven
red-gold thread
within us
Cannot be removed.
In the blood knowing more blood
and tears
Long past,
Our past,
the good taken with the bad.
The famine stories, the coffin ships, the battles,
The spring-green fields—
endless shades of green—
Soaked red.
the ground blackened with ash and cinder,
hopes burned down to the level of the scorched earth,
turf enriched with blood and memories burning in peat fires.

And we cursed the land
and the lives
we loved
more than anything—

And still they could not break us,
They could not take our souls,

Our spirits.
Though so many tried.

We wouldn’t let them bury us,
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and then forget we walked here.
Some bones do not stay buried.

If you were starving,
They would give you soup.
And a pallet in a workhouse.
But you must deny your Fathers
and kiss the feet
of a very English God,
Who sits on a profane throne
watching children die
waiting for a race
to be snuffed out—
Not with accustomed more-violent implements:
with a genocide of slow attrition,
The genteel sly methods
Of starvation,
Degradation,
And the agents of despair—
Slavery in all but name,
taking words and bread from hungry mouths
while coffers filled with stolen coin
and saving grain moldered in fat merchants’ warehouses
behind locked doors,
Killing a language, a faith_ a people,
making them al] illegal.
A nation starved,
One million dead.
Those who lived,
fled in an Exodys—
another Tribe of Wandering Exiles,
driven from a Promised Land,
the lifeblood flowing out of a wounded country—
another million and a haif lost.
The American Wakes
for those who would cross the western ocean,
knowing they’d never again
in earthly life
take a glass
With old friends.
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But all is not forgotten,
All is not lost.
We believe g i
In the poetry, the history, _
would not be wiped out, '
TWh:r:ivso;}lsatllﬁguage that would not be forced into
A void of silence.
Spirits walk herc_z,
This place still lives,
The rivers,
The groves,
The hills,
The lakes,
The holy wells.
We believe in a people
Who refused to disappgar.
We believe in a resurrection
Of once-dying clans
And gone but not fo;gotten
Kings and chieftains.

| have never seen that land,
But to me,
And many,
That place is
Holy, '
The world we walked in .
Before we were born into this one.

It is said that when
The Exiles, .

And the Children of the Exiles

end their lives abroad,
Their spirits will fly ‘
Ona relzl wind that will sweep over the hills,
Or they will ride on the wings of swans,
Or shift shape into a flock of snowy geese
Returning home,
to their ancestral place.
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Sacred Harp

This is my hymn. A prayer.
So this is what has become
what is becoming
this is what has come about
Endlessly  but ecstatic
cycling of breaking healing
waxing and waning
as with the moon
talking to a personal
God
with silence
without words
outside knowing

ancient, older than
any construct of man,
gospel and true

the mystery

my ancestors
sought their wisdom
in the lapping of the waves
where the river waters
touch the shore,
they worshipped
in groves
and in the shining of the light
into the meeting on the mountain.
So say the Prayers of Amergin.

light my way; lead me through
I'have learned not to fear. ..

My litanies, my invocations,
are the names of rivers, mountains, trees.
This is my Faith.
This is my Religion.
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Michelle O’Brien

After-life

A raindrop’s
path

descending to the earth,

molding
1ns
fhgzht

to the gentlest mirth.

A golden beam

breaks through the clouds,

forming
a
prism

to disable its shrouds.

A
dispersed
spectrum

leaving the scent of clover

dangerously

close

(8}

the cliffs of Dover.

Strip-tease

music rises slowly

as she steps onto the stage,

just out of reach of the spot-light—
like a leopard in its cage.

Her dance is full of caution

and she plays up to the crowd,
betraying nothing of her feelings
as the bass is turned up loud,

to drown out her thundering heartbeat
and the pounding of her head

and to fill that place inside herself
she likes to think is dead.
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April Showers

a breath away
for all to see.

as my thundering heart
beats restlessly.

a brilliant high
comes crashing down.

when in a moment
you’re not around.

calling on a last
reserve,

for all I know
that I deserve.

the patience I lack
brings reverie—
and you—a breath away for all to see.

Josh Orloski

Rust

I've been beaten
down to the dust,
and broken

are these wings of rust.
When trying

only goes so far,

my surrender

will not leave a scar.
The hope

it's gone, so far away
these wings of rust
will not fly today.

Sandbox Rainbow

A sand box with a dump truck,
yellow paint peeling.

Falls and mixes with sand,

but no one notices,

aside from perhaps the fearsome
pincher bugs.

One grain, two grain—

a flake of yellow.

Scab from a knee or an elbow?
A child's rainbow in blood,

in paint,

in sand.




The Fighting L

A place dually known for
pleasure—
and pain.

Not spirits, but Liquor:
a jest?

A joke of the seedy past of these
streets.

Streets that have seen the
rise and fall of many men.

The place that fueled the bravery

of these men rising.

Only to blur their €yes,
right before the edge.

The joke falls on you now, IQUOR—
still standing.

The L- fighting like a morning drunk,
hugging the porcelain—
promising God.

In and out it blinks and blinks,
blessing and cursing the world
in morse code no one understands.

Chimes

glass chimes whisk all good souls to sleep

to pastel pink dreams of peace and tranquility.
blue, elephant shaped clouds soften the sun
and a soft hum haunts the background.

blue blotches, blue swirls ___ and the sound

of machines—stuttering, and shutting down.

Corey Pajka

The Depth Perception Test, Session #2

recalled and recollected

keep your wits about you, boy!
can’t be caught in such a state!

dried and drawn......metamorphosed in a
state  beyond matter

at once feeling again the weight of flesh
the sense of blood and bone.....the spaces between

muscle "
and tendons o

all again sensing breath and cucadla_n rhythms
beating of the heart.....motion of the lungs

aware and in connection with the harmony of being

tantly in motion.....never qeasing -
o iister now, above the sight of such devices and

capabilities
inhale.....exhale.....
don’t
lose
it
now




Frederick Seabrook

Just Another Day

Ssshhhh.

Up and down Over and over The same old same old
Guessing  Wondering Trying to figure out Chasing

your tail ~ Cant catch the shadow Why cant I get what is in
the box Cant scratch this itch Keep trying Feed me

Focus... have some coffee.
Life Measuring Sifting through thoughts  Attempting to
find the right combination
Sprinkling and peppering to taste Just the right amount
A touch of this A smidgen of that Bam
Focus... have some breakfast.
Toand fro Work in between Back and forth Load &
unload A couple times a day 50 this time 105 the next
165 if you go at night Just 2 more years
Focus... lunch... you’ll be lucky to have dinn