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Delia Springstubb

DEAR FRIEND,

I AM MR AMOS ZONGO, A BANKER WITH THE ABOVE 
MENTIONED BANK IN OUAGADOUGOU BURKINA FASO, he 
said, gripping me tight, and how it does my art good to see you: 
your eyes quicker than mine, your bright face clouded with 
carved fruit and �owers.
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Andrew Gorin 

DANSES GOTHIQUES

And then you come to me in a white dress

Satie playing in the background,
and the red sky,

and the rain in the background.

L�Oeuvre Pour Piano:
Danses Gothiques

And we go walking to see
the electric lamp lights wet in pavement,

to climb staircases
and peer down�

		  the red and yellow lights
		  �victrolla blooms, as if
		  Arthur Dove, phonometrograph,
		  mapping the city�

from high windows,
		  and beyond them

from rooftops.

(And beyond them.)

	 .	 .	 .

You �ip the record.

I loose the blinds over my bed.

2



Xue Sun
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Bob Weisz

A vacuum cleaner brainwashes a stovepipe near a particle 
accelerator, because the insurance agent is a big fan of the 
vacuum cleaner beyond a vacuum cleaner. An anomaly 
brainwashes a feline nation. A Eurasian avocado pit satiates 
the diskette of the line dancer. Furthermore, a cargo bay inside 
a grand piano feels nagging remorse, and a turkey around a 
bottle of beer operates a small fruit stand with an umbrella for a 
globule. When you see a cosmopolitan cowboy, it means that the 
diskette earns frequent �ier miles.

Our upgraded model now offers parallel digital options. You 
really can�t fail with 21st Century administrative options.
You really can�t fail with integrated management matrix 
approaches.
You really can�t fail with integrated management matrix 
approaches.

by Vander�andrew
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Evan Simko-Bednarski

THE BOLdNESS OF EPIgRaPH

I can see the ivy
  clinging to your window,
or the window of whoever�s
second-or-third story
     Greenwich Village
apartment that is,
as you write what
will ultimately amount to
your book.
Me, I�m left with
rhythms, ultimately
your rhythms, of an
IBM selectric or
you fucking whomever it is that you�re fucking
  and me?
     It�s a syncopated
         scratching
     more broken record
     than jazz
     more run in the pantyhose
     than the beautiful
         and promising young
poet.
     Eagerly awaiting
         your book,
       says me. 
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Jean Pockrus

LaPSE IN THE SUSTaINEd BEaUTY

lapse on the surface
gurgling
the effervescence
of a television set
snowing the screen black and white

varied on the surface
lapse in the sustained beauty
who was your box-of�ce man or woman?
is he or she yet to come?
the Lyceum business is the
article 

nobody writes me
sixteen letters
but no matter
think of nobody

well,itwasprettybad
went to meet my love
walls were colored at the dalliance
waiting on the elevator for the
as though between �oors we might
but the operator was much too stern
in a colorful, capacious interior hallway
attending. That was good. They
moved lips at kind intervals
me, sweet sir, and thank you
refreshing a drink after another
oddest inquiry posed
at worst the gleaming made it
white �ashing in laughter momentarily
raised in a tilt after the tittering fashion
spelled the words silently with her lips
crossed arms and strode past the
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to the conversation in question
once on the balcony spoke liberally
remains lodged in the memory

Am I to read or hear her
in the �esh. You are such a
somnambulist,
and I work too much
but we both are quite
resolved on
real-estate in France.
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Eric Weiskott

	 car
pool side
man power
up town
ship shape
shifter

	 ship
shape up
town car
pool side
man power
shifter

	 shape
up side
car power
pool town
ship man
shifter

	 power
town ship
car pool 
man shape
side up
shifter

	 man
pool up
shape car
ship town
power side
shifter
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Benedict Bernstein

THE SENSE OF THINgS

	 You at one end
		  Me at the other.

	 and it would be
		  hay foot
			   straw foot�

	 and say:  I do not say
		  (tra la la)
			   because (I love you!) is to say
	 and say:  you do not say
	 (I know)

			   You at one end.
		  Me at the other.
	 as if to say
	 (tra la la)

9



Gregory Silver
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Becca Worby

WHaT I WaNT

what i want 
my back against
a soft blanket spread
across the grass
under a bright moon 
and us, side by side
silently connecting
everything that shines
in new constellations. 

write about becoming in touch with femaleness?
smoke in hair? 
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Brooke Olaussen

OUT aNd IN

It�s lunch hour in downtown Chicago. My mother and I walk 

out of Water Tower Place onto Michigan Avenue. She�s wearing 

stilettos, so we can�t move quickly. We walk north towards the 

EL station and towards her house. I have to go to work in two 

hours. She puts her Dolce and Gabbana sunglasses on and tells 

me we have to talk quietly. There are people everywhere, people 

watching us, people listening to us, people waiting for us. It�s time, 

she says, for her to tell me what she�s learned. I am her daughter, 

and therefore I am at risk too. 

My mother is wearing a white silk leotard with lacy frills 

on the low neckline. The top half of her breasts is exposed and the 

white of her leotard makes the bottom half look larger. Her hair is 

wild. She has a thick, frizzy mane, black as hair can be, and when 

she wears it down, everyone remembers her. Her lipstick lies on 

her lips like velvet. When I was in preschool and grade school, 

my mother used to make my lips red like hers. As she walks, the 

waistband of her jeans that are already too small for me falls past 

her hips and hangs loosely on her ass. 

We get to Oak Street and my mother tells me we have to 

make a quick stop at the Drake Hotel. She has to tell me, she says, 

what she knows.  

As soon as I step off of the elevator onto the third �oor, I 

can smell my mother, in the kitchen of her apartment, browning 

ground chuck. She�s making her special Sloppy Joe meat. The 

recipe, she says, stays in the family.

The blinds are drawn so no one can see us. My mother 

is wearing a blue knit sweater, my Camp Marimeta sweatpants, 

and light pink �ip-�ops. Her hair is nonchalantly pulled up into 

a ponytail. She isn�t wearing her dark brown eye shadow, or her 

dark brown eyeliner, or her crimson lipstick. I can see the freckles 

on her cheekbones and on the tip of her nose. She has on her thick, 
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big, pink-rimmed, taped-in-the-middle glasses. 

We eat on the glass coffee table in the living room. We sit 

on the �oor. My mother�s �les are pushed over and piled on the 

left side and her orchid is leaning over in a stone pot in the far 

corner on the other side. The tomato and avocado slices are in 

concentric circles on a big plate. My mother says if we have simple 

dressing with our dinner, we will eat less, so she drips olive oil and 

vinegar on the tomatoes and avocados. Sometimes we have sweet 

Vidalia onion, but not tonight. We have Diet Cokes in mugs with 

ice cubes. My mother folds our paper towel napkins diagonally 

and puts out a knife, fork, and spoon � even though we never use 

our spoons � for my plate and for hers. I fork tomato and avocado 

onto my plate, my mother comes out of the kitchen with the pot 

saying �Hot! Hot! Hot!� and scoops me big spoonfuls of Sloppy 

Joe. My mother watches me take a bit of her meat, and tells me 

she knows I don�t like it. She�s joking. She asks me why I haven�t 

said anything about her orchid or her other �owers. I must hate 

them, she says. This is also one of her jokes. She stands next to 

me like a waiter and asks me, is there anything else I would like? 

My mother likes to make me dinner and make it nice because, she 

says, that�s what a mother should do. 

The Cape Cod room is where the people who still retire 

to smoke rooms with pipe tobacco dine. It�s dim and the staff 

is dressed in black jackets and white collared shirts. I follow 

my mother sheepishly past the host stand to the bar where the 

maître-de is standing. My mother tells Don, leaning over with her 

hand on his lapel and her lips close to his ear, that she hasn�t seen 

him in a while and would love to have drinks with him later, and 

have you met my daughter? 

They arrange to have cocktails at 6pm. My mother kisses him 

on the cheek. As we walk out, she explains to me how it�s important 

to arrange this meeting at 6pm in case something happens to 

her before then. If something happens, she whispers, you�re my 

witness. She calls this visit to the Drake an appearance. 

She wants to make another appearance, it won�t take very 
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long, but she wants me to see Lenny � do you remember Lenny? 

Lenny is one of the only friends my mother has left. He lives less 

than a block away from the Drake. 

We put the TV on during diner. The decrepit TV has a girth 

bigger than its screen, and it receives 9 channels. To get channel 

7, channel 3 and 5 need to be pressed together. Channel 9 and 2 

are their respective buttons, and channel 2 is channel 2 and 3. PBS 

is channel 5 and channel asterisks. The remote control doesn�t 

work, but it�s still sitting on the top of the TV, next to the post-

it note on which I wrote down all of the channel combinations 

for my mother. There are only certain TV shows my mother will 

watch. Gilmore Girls, House, The O.C., Laguna Beach, and Grey�s 

Anatomy are all acceptable. Who Wants To Be A Millionaire used 

to be her favorite, but now she�s �off of Regis.� She�s also off of 

Katie Couric and Matt Lauer. 

My mother always interrupts the TV show to tell me what�s 

on her mind. She tells me to walk away from any man in my life 

that doesn�t treat me right. I�m lucky, she says, that I have such a 

good father. She tells me that she doesn�t think she could be okay 

with me being gay, if I was gay. She tells me she doesn�t think she 

could be okay with me dating a black guy because, she thinks, he 

would only be dating me because I am a pretty white girl. She tells 

me I can do anything in life. Do you realize, she says, that she has 

given me everything? 

On the way to Lenny�s, my mother tells me she has done 

some research and found out the truth: she was adopted by her 

parents, she is Jewish and therefore she is now religious, and her 

father is Jimmy Hoffa � the notorious Chicago mobster and leader 

of the Teamsters who disappeared in 1975 and was never found. 

She tells me she remembers being in the car with him when he was 

killed. Afterward, she was taken in by her �parents�. My mother 

lets me know she has been making a stir recently with an oil case 

of hers that she wants to take public � �it�s about to blow,� she 

says � and this has led certain politicians to harass her with death 
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threats until she �at out drops the case. She tells me these things 

one after the other without pausing to look for any reaction on 

my part. She knows she�s right, she assures me, with every bone 

in her body. 

We are visiting Lenny, which is dangerous, she says, 

because Lenny is a German and a Nazi. She wants to visit him 

to show she is not afraid. The doorman of the building calls up 

Lenny and tells him a lady named Danni Haag and her daughter 

are here to see him. Lenny says, come up. My mother shouts, no, 

she doesn�t want to go up. She wants Lenny to come down and say 

hello to her daughter, but if he doesn�t want to come down, well 

then, well then we�ll just leave. She walks through the door as the 

doorman calls after us to wait. We�ve misunderstood, he says. 

It doesn�t matter whether she�s misunderstood or not 

because all that my mother really wants is to create a scene to be 

remembered in. She says she�s scared no one will notice when she 

dies. We walk back onto Michigan Avenue. My mother tells me she 

wants to go to the Chicago Sun Times building, report everything 

she knows, and have me be her witness. 

I want to leave her and go to work. She insists I walk her 

to the Sun Times building. When I say I won�t go, she offers me an 

ultimatum � either I go with her, or I walk away and never see her 

or hear from her again. I stop walking and stand in the middle of 

the sidewalk and let her walk away from me. 

When I believe her, it�s because she�s cunning and because 

she�s my mother. The stories all make sense to her. She can tell 

them well and link the incongruities so the parts all come together 

to create one distorted whole. 

She doesn�t walk away. My mother changes her mind when 

she sees that I won�t come with her. She says I can at least walk 

her to East Bank Club instead of leaving her alone in the street. 

I should have said no and left for work, but instead, I ask her 

how many blocks away East Bank Club is. She says it�s about four 

blocks away and I�m sel�sh for asking. 

As we walk � even slower now because she is getting tired 

� I stay silent, hoping I won�t provoke her. We pass other walkers, 
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valet men, people waiting in their parked cars. My mother 

says, �hello, how are you, nice to see you again� to them all. She 

acknowledges them because she believes they are all spies, and 

she wants them to know she knows. She asks a man with a kid 

on his shoulders, how old is your boy? The man says three as he 

walks by us. My mother turns back to him and says, �Oh, that�s 

nice. Is he glad to be alive?� After a couple of blocks of silence, my 

mother says to me she knows that I�ll probably be happy when she 

dies. She�s partly right. When she�s like this, when she makes me 

hate her for what she does, what she says, what she thinks, I tell 

myself she is already dead. 

We walk 18 blocks before we reach East Bank Club. I sit my 

mother at the bar on the second �oor and tell her I am going to be 

late for work. Take a cab, she says, and pulls out a 20-dollar bill. 

She tells me to ask the bartender to break the bill and take half for 

the cab, and also � as she hands me the bill � just so I know, this 

will be the last time I see or hear from her again. 

After dinner, my mother clears my plate and hers and 

settles on the �oor, to the right of the glass table, in front of the 

TV. She sits on one couch cushion and supports her back with two. 

She wraps her legs in her pink goose-down blanket. She brings 

out the Wheat Thins from the kitchen cabinet and snacks on 

them while asking me what�s going on in the TV show. She eats 

Wheat Thins because she has low blood pressure and needs the 

salt. I don�t like the taste of so much salt on a cracker, so when my 

mother�s not looking, I scrape off the salt granules on the top of 

the cracker using the edge of the glass table. 

My mother reads the Chicago Sun Times while I do my 

homework on the table. She calms her nerves, sprawled on the 

living room �oor, reading the newspaper so as not to think about 

other things. I don�t talk, but my presence helps her, I think. 

I don�t confront my mother anymore. I accept that she�ll 

always think big and seek excitement because these parts of her 

are rooted too deep to change now. Taped on the kitchen wall is a 
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newspaper article that says outwardly showing affection for your 

child is crucial for their growth as an individual. She cut it out in 

1988, when I was one year old. 

Three days after our walk downtown, my mother calls me 

and tells me she loves me and misses me. My mother always tells 

me she loves me, her beautiful baby girl. 
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Marc Arena	

FINaLLY

to let free from rhetoric
as those who cross senses
is like the �rst words
and when they kissed ends.

striding from ideals over
maxims to the �tting one
never locked the word out
except when silence sang.

wine to prove water once
was fulling each cup then
seems like libations until
it too spills, but stains.
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Samantha Sommers

PAY MORE ATTENTION

Life is so loud sometimes
I can hardly breathe
There�s something to be said about
misdirection,
	 end of convention,
		  smut of a new declension

I�m done.

It is perhaps a possibility
that I, in my non-meaning to, have
	 disappointed 
		  you

And I, from lack of options,
feel pain, not nothing at all
to know that I am
	 alive
And make bad judgments

Because, you must have a mind
	 if you can choose to
		  ignore it
And, you must have a heart
	 if you can feel
		  it breaking

Why can we not realize all this pre-destruction?
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Delia Springstubb	

Riot adds lots of laughs to life.
Immediately we began to revolutionize everything. 

I.
When a parking lot goes to sleep,
a statesmanlike eggplant laughs out loud. 
An inferiority complex trembles
and two girl scouts swingdance
with an alleged sheriff. 
Most people forget
that even a smelly cashier daydreams. 

II.
Somewhere a tattooed grizzly bear
admires a tattered tabloid. 
A treacherous dolphin makes a truce with the girl scout.
A skinny polar bear dances with a fruitcake behind the bar
and a twisted submarine gets stinking drunk
and sinks in the phony ocean.   
Somewhere a hypnotic football team rejoices,
and a briar patch starts reminiscing about lost glory. 
The magni�cent cowboy is a big fan of any asteroid!
A blood clot of the buzzard is what made America great! 
This is an unstable nation.   
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III.
The legendary vampire teaches the tornado
that any lover can share a shower
with a ripe tomato.
A tape recorder seeks a sandwich
while a mean-spirited jersey cow
eagerly trades baseball cards
with the briar patch.

When a tabloid is gentle
a satellite somewhere
doesn�t speak,
busy admiring an asteroid
inside the ocean.
How knowingly the turn signal beams with joy.  
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Kate Gavriel	

ORPHaNagE

comrades/brothers/mothers/fathers/fatherland/mothertongue 

We have been collected, stripped, and reassigned. 
The nation-state demands loyalty. 

We have offered up our metaphors
and vocabularies. 
We have discarded our histories, 
our myths. 
We have stopped considering our 
memories. 

We bear the badge of absolute surrender, 
but to what do we acquiesce? 
We have unpacked ourselves. 

The afternoon promises night, 
but beyond that there is no certainty. 
We do not sleep here; we do not sleep. 
We have folded up our bed sheets, unmade our beds. 

How brother? Whose mother? What womb? 

Having been abandoned, 
or abandoning, 
we have no loyalty to give. 

We break away from that demand.
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Brad Alexander
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Intisar Abioto

Dear Boy I now know, 

       sadness is a stone pebble or a clod of clay. is it brown or tan? 
don�t be ashamed. 
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Samantha Sommers

SUNdaY MORNINg, FORSaKEN

Head splits open and the contents
fall on the �oor like cast dice

There�s been a recall of weekends�
binges in bars with men and cracked jukeboxes
And now, it�s Sunday morning

At least the world has ceased spinning
long enough to make strong coffee and
�nd pills meant for last night

Trouble is, I just can�t
get this dress clean anymore

And they said, �take it all�
and tear it up.
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TOUcH IN FIVE PIEcES
Matt Valades
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Samantha Sherman

SaTURdaY MORNINg

The wind is cold
			   I said

Run through it
like a race
			 

she said

I laughed
in my pink ballet tights
		

We pushed
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Claire Greenwood

IdENTITY POLITIcS

Lynne Tillman says
they are outdated,
my boyfriend worries
about the State
of things, and God
hates fags. Well 
I can�t be pretty
all the time. I won�t
clean your dishes.
Sometimes we all need
breaks.  
You tell me
be a lotus �ower
in the mud
I tell you
I�m tired
of blossoming  

37



Jen Bunin

The most vital
sequence of moments
for us
involved you
swinging one leg
over water
the other
holding you stable
keeping you
grounded.
Your foot hovered
above
a stagnant
mirrored world.
Close enough
to touch it
to throw everything off
to disrupt
our perfect view
of the faultless re�ection
of the immaculate day.
As you teased
the static lake
I ran
and leapt
and sank
and thought
I hope everything
has changed. 
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Marc Arena

VOW OF SILENcE

don�t talk
and see what people need you to say.

the information
should be, if people know what they�re asking,

only the essential.
or maybe the super�uous will clog movement

from this place
to that. there will have to be some direction

but if proven
the will of the body, invisible mind, will win.
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John Beeson
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Destin Douglas

THE LaNd BRIdgE

Two twenty something people sit in A bus station, waiting.  
The cold air outside clouds the massive windows of the 
room as the exhaust of the bus rolls through the lot, 
hiding the white snow with white fumes.

Clare

Sure is cold out there.  A person would freeze 
to death on a night like this.

James

Your telling me.  I was waiting outside under 
a bridge for six and a half hours last night, 
but even then, I don’t think it was this bad.  
Hey, looks like we’re the only two catchin’ 
this one out, mind if I sit with you?

CLARE

Of course not.  (moves her bags under her 
feet)  Why were you outside last night?

JAMES

Oh no reason.  It really wasn’t that bad.

CLARE

Well your ýne now.  Waiting on the bus with 
some company in the warm air.
 

JAMES

Things are really looking up. I guess I should 
stay right here. (starts to read a thick, old 
book intently)

CLARE

(Gazes out the window impatiently for a small 



amount of time)

CLARE (CONT’D)

Did you ever see that movie...the one 
with Christian Slater....oh what was it 
called....

JAMES

Um.  Gleaming the cube?...

CLARE

Oh thatõs it.  And they have to make their way 
over all those icy, future landscapes...

JAMES

No this one is about skateboarders and dead 
Chinese step brothers.  You must be talking 
about something else.

CLARE

Damn it... Donõt you hate it when that 
happens...Well, you really remind me of 
someone from that movie, I just cant quite 
put my þnger on it.

JAMES

Ya.....well I wouldnõt know 
(reads his book again)
(either a short or long hour passes)

JAMES

I could go for a cigarette. You want to split 
one?

CLARE

I donõt really smoke...
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JAMES

Really? I just þgured, it being so cold and 
all...

CLARE

Well I guess thereõs a þrst time for 
everything.

JAMES

All right. Lets go.

The two of them huddle beneath the small outcrop over the 
front door of the station.  The fog of their breath mixes 
with the smoke of the cigarette to cloud the entire area.  
Outside the station is nothing but frozen train tracks and 
empty parking lots.

JAMES(CONTõD)

Do you ever wonder about those þrst people 
who came over to this continent, you know 
from Russia?

CLARE

I never have.  What made you think of that?

JAMES

I donõt know, I was just thinking.  Well those 
þrst people, they walked over from Russia.  
There used to be ground connecting the two 
and they just walked over you know.

CLARE

Wasnõt it cold?  
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JAMES

Fuck yeah, it was cold.  They must have had 
years of nights like this.

CLARE

I cant imagine a world like that.  What a 
shitty walk.

JAMES

Thatõs the thing, thatõs exactly my point.  
You know Eskimos, Alaskan Inuits, people like 
that?

CLARE

Yeah.

JAMES

Well thatõs what I canõt þgure out.  The 
people must have come over together.  But 
the great, great, great grandparents of those 
Inuits þfty generations back must have made 
it over that bridge and said òSounds good to 
me.  I think Iõm going to stay right here.ó 
And they did. They stayed in that barren 
tundra for ten thousand years.  Theyõre still 
waiting there. 

CLARE

I hadnõt thought of it that way.  Youõve got 
a funny perspective. You know that?

JAMES

I know.  You want the last puff? (offering 
the cigarette) 

CLARE

Thanks. (takes last drag) Itõs a good one 
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though.  Maybe itõll get you somewhere.

JAMES

Thanks. Got me here didnõt it? (gesturing to 

the frozen expanse in front of them)  You 
want to hear the funniest part of the story.

CLARE

ôCourse. Whatõs a joke without a punch line?

JAMES

Those other people that came over, the 
ancestors of the rest of the continent, they 
had a hunch.  They must have thought, òYou know 
what? There just might be something better 
than all of this ice and snow and fog.ó

CLARE

Ya so?

JAMES

They found southern California.  They kept 
walking and some of them ended up living easy 
on the beach in California.  God, what a wild 
story huh?

CLARE

Its a good one, and you tell it well.

JAMES

Only because its true.  There are Inuits up 
there and other people living in California 
so it has to be true.  Thatõs the best part 
of all of this.
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CLARE

Its true all right, now lets get back inside 
before I freeze.

JAMES

After you. (opening door)

CLARE

Thanks.

(Another long or short time passes)

JAMES

Can I ask you where your headed.

CLARE

Iõm going to my parents for the holiday.  
Just a few days, but its still nice to get 
out of this weather.

JAMES

Agreed

CLARE

What about you?

JAMES

Me? Where am I going? Well, Iõm not going 
back under that bridge again. Iõm not going 
anywhere. I donõt even have a ticket.

CLARE

Fuck that. Come stay at my parents for a few 
days.  I really like you.  Iõll say your a 
friend from school. You really donõt have 
anywhere to go?
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JAMES

No...No thanks.  Iõve been around, got that 
out of my system.

CLARE

Well, hereõs my bus.  You sure you donõt want 
to come?

JAMES

Iõm sure. Thanks a lot for the offer but Iõm 
þne, really.

CLARE

Well, I get back on Thursday.  Are you going 
to be around here.  Iõd like to see you 
again

JAMES

Sounds good to me.  I think Iõm going to stay 
right here.

Clare turns and walks to her bus.  She looks back at James, 
smiles, and waves just before the doors close behind 
her.
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Samantha Sommers		

RESTLESS

I sink into a half-baked delirium wondering
how my girlish dreams of happy endings
dissolved into a TV dinner romance?
Now, we sit in chairs,
balancing trays full of faded
processed meat and geometric desserts
�Are you going to eat your cobbler?�
he asks, eyes never straying
from our Technicolor company
And this is the most thoughtful thing
he�s done all night, or this week
Because, at least, this time he asked
before digging his fork into 
my canned-peach crumble and then,
still prodding, into my pregnant gut
While I sit and wonder at 
my hand-over-heart surrender to
a fried chicken, yellow corn
no dessert existence 
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Andrew Michael Perechocky

There�s a creature down the street.
It has scales and fangs and long blonde hair,
And eyes like slinking white worms,
And crass red �ngernails like my grandma.
It exudes nervous energy.

One day I�ll make an honest creature out of it.
And we�ll have lots of little creature babies,
And I�ll change their little creature diapers,
And give them baths in the kitchen sink.
What a pleasant family we�ll be!

But, alas, I can�t lure my creature outside. 
Perhaps it�s like a vampire,
And sunshine burns its scaly exterior.
But even at night it just sits there, 
Oblivious to my many maneuvers.
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Brad Alexander
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	 Kate Gavriel

POEM

It has erupted 
and will erupt 

What is our hesitation 

What is our hesitancy 
Where does it reside 

We are still moving through 
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Evan Simko-Bednarski

BROOKLYN

Brooklyn, you are silent. 
And you spring upon me 
two women, 
when I have never done anything to you. 
Just sitting on rooftops in manhattan, 
motionless. 

(reading Harvey Shapiro, 
         like Ginsberg 
             like G-d, 
                   each Bridge a harp 
   and each poet afraid) 
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Gregory Rothman
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JULIE’S BaTHROOM


