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Three Poems


Kerrie O'Brien
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Blurring


 


"Blurring"
was previously published in The Cathach


 


Take off your coat.


Let it fall from you.


I want to watch you do that.


I've been thinking of you too much.


Now, I want to make you real.


Do that and come here,


Take off yourself and hang it on me.


Fall from yourself and don't think.


Stop talking.


To name this moment


Is to sap it of itself.


Stop looking.


Don't ask love,


It's beyond me.


Leave before I wake, will you?


It's kinder that way.


Morning, and your searchlight eyes,


Shining, trapping, blinding.


Who can bear that?


I'm sorry I talked


To everyone but you tonight


But I find I'm like that.


Please accept it all, or go.


It's all the same to me, these days.


Now I know I'm saying


None of this out loud,


But I'm hoping you'll hear it in me


This time, 


If you're listening.


 


*


 


Escape


 


"Escape"
was previously published in Crannóg Magazine


 


the day has ached


and you must walk tonight


 


with the wind sighing 


through your skin


 


walk it out of you


 


think-- of anything but him.


 


it burns to be still


 


stand 


and the roads


will engulf, pull


 


but tonight 


the world is yours.


 


you will move


untouched


light as smoke--


whole


 


move through each life


dancing on coals


 


your body on earth 


is a gift 


in rough hands


 


*


 


Every Morning


 


"Every
Morning" was previously published in Minus Squared


 


you wonder how you got here


how it's come to this


 


idle hands


like broken bells


 


life


off the pedestal


 


nothing looks


like you thought it would


like it should


 


someone else sits


in the mirror


 


they look like you


but thinner, worn through


 


with eyes that won't meet yours


 


so you sit 


and sadly stare on


 


until they disappear


 


and you can't see where you're going


 


every morning


and the mornings after


 


awaking in such states


 


not knowing dawn from fire
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The Climbing Accident


 


Tragic.


The way she dug into him hard with her crampons, her ice
pick,


working her little cleat to numbness against some 


pointed part of his anatomy: rise & fall, rise &
fall, rise &


fall, as deep in that dark room from which old children


had once emerged, she felt only the T-bar of pharmaceutical 


barrenness pressing against her walls, her mind tallying up


this budget of flesh, when, from the distant valley


she kept slipping to, she heard, vaguely, as from some


underground source, his collapse into wetness. 


 


*


 


The Autopsy Report


 


The deceased was found in his flying machine, slumped


by the side of the fairgrounds at approximately 8:34 a.m.


He was cold as anyone is in this climate, but for him 


the temperature had stabilized at minus 13 degrees and the
snow


on his skin would no longer melt. 


The morning sun, touching here on his cheekbones, there on
the tip


of his nose, gilded him prettily but produced no waking
effect.


Thus we bundled him into our carriage and proceeded to
convey


him post-haste to the Hall of Turning Inside Out.


The deceased was a slender fellow with integuments fine


as handkerchiefs so that in one swift Shnitt the
chest 


was opened like a letter, the entire cache of treasures
bared.


Everything was there, I must reassure you, and more too
besides,


for in trying to determine the time & cause of his
flight, our delicate


instruments located a smouldering fire, a nest of bright
feathers,


several violins, a grocery list with almost every item
crossed off,


photos of a dog and one lock of night-dark hair.


It is not usual, I should tell you, to find such items at
all,


never mind intact, a fact you might rejoice in despite your
sorrow,


and beneath them was his heart, the cause of death, yes,
when


at 5:42 the previous evening the organ overfilled itself
with memories,


predominantly happy ones, but a few we've marked as regrets,



until the point a rupture was inevitable, bursting a hallway


between the chambers down which the deceased man quickly 


walked, not looking back.
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Me, You And
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Me, You And Everything Else


 


I. Me


The radio holds no sway over me as I gently wash the shell I
live in, blinding nights and charcoal days blending into the uniform grey of
what generally constitutes a normal life. Bleach is never successful in the
kitchen, trading the liquid of freshly chopped tomatoes for torrid water and
fibres off the sponge, placing a hand in the dampness and leaving four blank
circles when I pull back, fingerprints long since burned away by chemicals and
empty weekends. No one comes home. I sometimes take respite in my stone-cold
bed, and when I wake up from the dream, the world is on fire.


 


II. You


At parties, you always liked to spend the night pointing out
the differences between them and us while I would say the only difference I
could see was that they were on the other side of the room. You'd swat away my
interruption and take a sip of brandy as an interlude to your discourse, then
begin again. My favourite part was when you'd go to the bathroom and upon your
return I'd be standing with the others, your lips twitching with unsaid words
while I mouthed that I had become one of them.


 


III. Everything Else


Nothing ever happens uninvited, the most beautiful and
painful experiences welcomed in through an open window, honing in on a
gift-wrapped psyche, dinner on the table for you both. The boring lives belong
to those who are perpetually ignored by a universe that only spends its
precious time on the keen and the ready, the masochists, the upbeat and
placidly downtrodden. Life is a riot if you ask for a challenge and only the
boring are ever bored. Please consider me an option.
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Three Poems


Patrick Gabbard
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The Pines Of Bucharest


 


1.


Evening, it is always evening--


Lately the game has been to drain the rum quick, 


Turn the ice slow in the dark facets of the tumbler, 


Then break those hollow cylinders in his teeth one, 


Two at a time. 


 


2.


She laughs when he tells her she looks good, 


Standing in the middle of his living room


In her underwear. 


 


In the bedroom she mounts him like a storm


And they toss the sheets like twigs,


Speak straw to the curtains. 


 


3.


The dry world he knew had long since moved on and become
young, 


And in that younger world grief had become a wolf in the
heat of the afternoon, 


A proud, sable bitch bedded down in the ferns to flick the
cicadas away with


One black ear. 


 


4.


The pink air from her throat brings the flash, the whisper 


Of the life that isn't his--


 


A thin, sallow woman makes her way up a side street in Bucharest



 


She has one shopping bag in each hand, 


Plums and tea on the left, 


Envelopes and ball point pens on the right.


 


5.


Between his thumb and forefinger her nipple--


 


She laughs again, louder this time before she collapses on
his chest 


And he thinks   I am a warm dead galleon.


 


6.


Through the bedroom window he can see the alley below, 


An overfed calico walks the length of a rain-grey fence.


 


On the far side of the block there is an old pine


Looming over the steep pitch of the roof closest to it


And he tastes that old beast on the back of his tongue--


 


Bread in milk, his. 


 


*


 


Poem For A Friend's Cat


 


This is for the fifteen minutes I spent standing at the
kitchen counter,


 


Devouring slices of cheddar cheese without even bothering to
close the door to the fridge.


 


Tossing the thin squares of wax paper aside 


And always taking a moment to study the ragged trauma 


Of the first cold bite taken from the corner.


 


The yellow crescents sing like a line of chorus girls,


Tell me that my right front tooth is crooked. 


 


The day wasn't a total loss--


 


Against all odds I still managed to water the plants, 


And mop the living room floor. 


 


One long arc at a time I watched those tiles darken, 


Pushed those false pines into the air so the hour retreated,



Returned a little less sure of itself. 


 


Because honestly, what else should I have done? 


 


Looking down summer's twin barrels I'm still 


At my desk trying to capture Palestine's chalky soil, 


 


Thinking it would be nice to walk across the front lawn 


And shoot the neighbours. 


 


*


 


Diocletian, Calm Among His Ghosts


 


I carry my new suit up the stairs, 


Past the crowded tables near the brewery 


Where a woman yells into her phone--


 


It's over as far as I'm concerned.


 


And I am clean, so clean,


The barbershop and then the dentist


And finally that blonde Russian with the measuring tape--


 


Thirty-seven waist.


 


Today I've been scraped and blasted with every solvent
imaginable:


Blue winter syrup, shaving foam, lemon hair cream,


Thin half-milk from the dentist's wand--


 


You have got to quit smoking.


 


The bookstore is a sheet cake 


With tempered glass and marble toilets


Where I stop to fondle the travel magazines--


 


The land of the spotted dogs.


 


Diocletian is calm among his ghosts, 


Sliding the polished beads of the abacus 


To the far side of the frame--


 


Split (a cab), Split (an ice cream cone) Split (a year)
Split (your life apart)


 


There's a Thai girl in a red sundress down the aisle, 


Fresh from the shower in the green heat of the afternoon, 


For a moment I think of telling her she is perfect 


But I am afraid she will tell me that I am wrong. 
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Two Stories


Kirby Wright
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Ticking Clock


 


Why did I walk through that door?  I think you know.  I came
to see you.  I forget how it ended last night.  I remember wine and laughing. 
We examined paintings by Dali.  Then came news of the ticking clock, more of a
lecture really.  Did you go to bed happy?  Sad?  If it was sad don't say a
word--it probably has something to do with the baby.  I like how you don't look
up from your book, the way you flip pages as I shuffle by.  I've always admired
your powers of concentration.


 


*


 


Green Fruit


 


He loved her but she married another man and moved to
another island. He often drove to the cliffs and stared out at the hump across
the channel. He ran into her on her island. She'd been married two months and
worked at the car rental. When she passed him his keys, their hands touched and
there was a moment where anything was possible. Then she told him she was
expecting a baby. He asked for directions to his hotel. The highway skirted a
pineapple field that stretched to the horizon. He was tempted to stop but the
fruit was too small and green. As he drove east, he prayed the baby would never
be born.
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An Ending
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An Ending


 


I finally told Allison I loved her yesterday after they told
us the world was going to end. I meant it. She told me she loved me too, but I
think she just told me that because they told us the world was going to end.
She hesitated a second too long between the syllables. I don't really mind
though. 


 


I'm with her and Matt and this young girl from the diner on
I-99 and we're cruising as the sun sets, sweat seeping out our pores, music
blaring. The young girl won't tell us her name for some reason. She says it
doesn't matter. Matt calls her Clover because of this little tattoo on the back
of her neck that he saw when she leaned over to take off her shoes. She seems
to like it. I don't really see a point in calling her anything, but I can see
why he might. It's sad and cute to watch. He's lost everything before it's even
started. We all have. I hear them talking in the back and it seems like they
have a lot in common, but soon they just stop, I think, because they realise it's
too late to start anything and to do anything else is just to kid themselves.  


 


We drive until the sky is the colour of a blood orange and
it gets hard to see. We're running out of gas anyway. I pull over at the top of
a cliff where we can't quite see the highway anymore, and it really feels like
we're all alone now. We crank down the top and I pull off my shirt and Matt and
the girl from the diner start talking again. He whispers something in her ear
and her blush compliments the sky. Allison won't say anything to me now, but I
catch her eye and she puts her hand on top of mine as she tries to smile. I
turn off the music and we listen to the wind. I wonder how long the sunset will
last and if we'll ever get to see another one. 


 


We sit there for a few more minutes in silence before Matt
and the girl from the diner decide they're going to go for a walk. I'm pretty
sure they're going off to fuck in the tall grass and we might never see them
again. Matt leaves a bottle of Absinthe and eight grams of top-grade marijuana
with us, so it's all right. I think he mutters something to me when he gets out
and I ask what it is, but he doesn't repeat himself, and they wander off
together. 


 


It's just me and her now. 


 


When Matt and the girl from the diner have been gone for a
little while, we roll a massive blunt and pass it back and forth. She starts it
off with a massive hit and has a coughing fit. She laughs though, and I do too.
I get so high, I swear I can hear her heartbeat as it quickens. It matches up
with mine. I want to feel her pulse to see if it's true, but I can't bring
myself to ask. Instead, I ask her what she's going to miss. 


 


Clouds, she says. Dreams. Sunlight. Catchy music and long,
lazy afternoons. She says she didn't think she'd miss anything, but she guesses
that's not true now. She says she doesn't think she'll miss the people though.
She thinks they're all sort of the same in the end. All sort of disappointing
in their own ways. I try to disagree with her, but I guess I can't. I tell her
I have a few people I'll miss, but mostly I'll just miss this. The moment. I
tell her I wish we'd had more moments like this, but I'm not sure she really
agrees, even though she says she does. She kisses me because she thinks it's
the right thing to do. I love her more for it.


 


I barely have to convince her to let me fuck her, and we do
it, clumsily, in the back of the car. The sky is black now. I'm starting to
lose my buzz when I realise she's crying. I stop fucking her and she tells me
that Matt doesn't actually believe in any of this. That it's just some hoax.
That we're going to laugh about this in a week or so over a pitcher of cheap
beer. I tell her he doesn't really think that it's a hoax; he just wants it to
be. This seems to comfort her. She tells me she's secretly happy it's going to
be over soon, and I tell her I agree. I mean it. 


 


I think it would be beautiful if it ended like this. 






[bookmark: sloboda] 

Three Poems


Noel Sloboda
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After The Buyout


 


Our last week was devoted to changing


clocks. As we shuffled between


empty rooms, swapped 


 


swinging hands cased in steel 


for digital displays, we did not 


waste breath. But on break,


 


we buzzed about our plans 


for the weeks ahead, unpacking 


daydreams and peanut butter crackers. 


 


Perched on the edges 


of cold metal chairs, 


we hectored one another


 


about how best to employ the time: 


rip apart rotting decks, tear off asphalt shingles, 


or fell dying trees behind our homes?


 


The volume increased as we rehearsed 


upcoming acts of demolition--


yet we were careful to keep 


 


our faces angled toward our laps, 


reluctant to see what might be 


stuck between our teeth.


 


Hives


After Hurricane Frances rattled 


branch to root, some of the fallen  


would remain whole a little while longer--


 


until a starving raccoon split them open,   


or a mower crushed them 


under its black rubber wheels: 


 


paper rounds dotting the lawn, 


swirling grey as durable as dreams. 


I waded through the wreckage 


 


of bark and acorns, of leaves and limbs. 


My unscathed roof made me bold 


enough to prod one sphere with a toe, 


 


risk an attack from diamond-backed lancers. 


The fallen nation disgorged only its queen. 


With stately slowness, she dragged 


 


herself across the debris, not quite ready 


to ascend; to begin again to build   


a home that might forever hang in air. 


 


*


 


Another Furlough


 


Lunch made out of habit rests 


on the kitchen countertop beside 


a flip-toy dog who never lands 


on his feet, no matter how many times 


his windup is cranked.


Even sprung on the living room carpet, 


he must feel the impact 


as he crashes down


on head or haunch. Before you return


to bed, you can't help but think


about the breaking of bones--


even if they were removed long ago, 


so small children would not 


swallow them when they spilled 


out of the inevitable cracks.
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Last


 


I cracked an egg into the skillet.  You blushed. You claimed


it was possible we'd scared the world away


with our happiness.  I was afraid of what you said.  It'd
been so long


since we'd seen a meter maid writing one of us a love
letter.


"The whole place to ourselves," you offered in
swallowed sound.


 


There was no line at the carousel, no attendant either.  The
aquarium was worse.


The grouper opened and closed his massive fish jaw like a
treasure chest


spitting bubbles. There were too many eels knotted and
writhing in one window.


The penguins huddled together in a far corner.  I tapped on
glass only once.


The lobster beyond it snapped a rueful claw at me.


 


There was no one in the park.  Shopping carts


roamed the lot at the supermarket like drowsy cows.


I shredded the day's paper and dropped it


over a railing into the harbour.


 


The rain drove us into the lobby of a tall downtown hotel.


The concierge was away or asleep on the floor behind the
front desk.


We headed for the bank of sleek elevators, also sleeping.


The buttons bore no arrows or numbers, so we guessed.


The floor we chose had a suite with a door left ajar:


the maid had gone in a hurry or been careless. 


 


Starched white linen, miniature soaps.


The closet, hungry. Every detail, a sharp-cornered


wonder. I paused in the doorway, wanting


the noise of other guests.  An argument.


A television.  A sign of life.


 


The pillows had dimples,


in each dimple, a thumbnail-sized chocolate.


You couldn't bear to break that sweet


smile, so you sat me on the desk


and pushed my skirt up around my hips.


I watched us in the mirror


and remembered breakfast.


 


*


 


Before The Elegy


 


I wanted him gone


hard and bright.  The kind death


afforded by steel. A car crash or bullet


in lieu of that coward needle.


 


When the heart is weak, it goes to war


with itself. I fuck hoping


pleasure will push the grief


from my body, let me sleep easy.


But the dreams set me walking:


my father, a silent film, now mute


of his stories. The last man


who gave me flowers will never meet


the first. I run a length of tiled hallway


to find the machines choking them both,


my love strangled by efforts to save it.


My eyes fall out of my head. I turn over.


We collect crabs from the tide line


and my father says, "Don't stay." I turn over.


I collapse at my own wedding. I find six wax-white mummies


beneath the pear trees, one for each death's visitation.


I cut off a finger and bury it at sea.


 


I wake up alone, every time. Draw a bath of warpaint.


I want an accident, instant.  This slow


swell feels nothing like dignity.
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Kerrie O'Brien's poetry has been published in various
Irish and UK literary journals including Southword, Orbis, two
issues of Crannog, Revival, Icarus, The Cathach, College
Green, Ropes, Daydreamer, Wordlegs, Minus 9 Squared
and Boyne Berries. She will also have poems appearing in forthcoming
editions of The Poetry Bus and Outburst.


 


Catherine Owen is a Canadian writer from Vancouver
who has published nine books, won several awards including the Alberta Book
Prize and been translated into Korean, Italian and Turkish. She works as an
editor and plays bass in metal bands.


 


Danica Green is a UK-based writer whose work has
appeared at 3AM Magazine and PANK, and is forthcoming in Eclectic
Flash Magazine, Smokelong Quarterly and Short, Fast and Deadly.


 


Patrick Gabbard was born and raised in the Pacific
Northwest. In 2011 he received an MFA from Arizona State University. He lives
in New York City. He has over 2100 Metallica songs on his IPod. He enjoys
pineapple soda.


 


Kirby Wright is the 2011 Artist in Residence at
Milkwood International, Czech Republic. He would like you to meet him at the
Aloha Club in Old Town Prague, where he will buy you a Hawaiian Volcano.


 


Alanna Belak, originally from Calgary, is a recent
writing graduate from Vancouver Film School. She has written or co-written
several produced short films. She is currently based in London working as a
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Noel Sloboda serves as dramaturg for the Harrisburg
Shakespeare Company and teaches at Penn State York. He is the author of the
poetry collection Shell Games (2008) as well as three chapbooks. He has
also published a book about Edith Wharton and Gertrude Stein.


 


Emily O'Neill tells loud stories in her inside voice
because she wants you to come closer. Her work has previously appeared in The
Pedestal Magazine and Phantom Kangaroo; it is forthcoming in PANK,
Side B Magazine, and Breadcrumb Scabs. She has a degree in the
synaesthesia of storytelling from Hampshire College and hangs her many hats in
Providence, RI. 


image007.jpg





image008.jpg





image005.jpg





image006.jpg





image003.jpg





image001.jpg





image004.jpg





image002.jpg





image009.jpg
e\





cover.jpeg





