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Two Poems

Howie Good
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The Last Fire Engine From Hell

1

Fire splashed up at us. What looked like snow or ashes were scraps of paper on which
good deeds had been recorded. The fireman remembered it as a turquoise building,
with its pants around its ankles. Someone had covered the holes isctieen with
electrical tape, but night still got in. We held each other. The fireman raised di$ax

amount of coaxing could get the canary lying on the bottom of the cage to sing.

2

As soon as | enter you, monarchies and condors, music for piecasodf Wherés only

one law, you say, the law of unintended consequences, but say it so softly | only
imagine | hear it. And then we untangle, and the migrants on the hill, who had paused
to watch a cloud shaped like Asia Minor, return to gathering windfgdles under

blind, embittered branches.
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The Reference Librarian Of Arcane Griefs

Who knows when

she went down

to the evening dimness
of the stacks,

but now she stands

with her flabby back to us,
slowly turning the pages
of a long treatise

on melancholy

and quietly weeping.
Anyone would think

it was she herself

who misshelved

the books we needed.

What about the burning curtains?

| want to ask her. And what

about the parking lot filled
with abandoned babies?
She doestt look up,

but if she did,

she mightsee planes

like silver crucifixes

and a few tiny, gray clouds
scattered like the debris

of some distant confusion.
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Three Poems

An Hour, Maybe Two

It's coming,

hurting things along the way.

It throttled Mrs Lanfords seltesteem,

and left her lodger, Nigel, with tortured thoughts.
Mr Kumats dreams suddenly turned sour

and he closed his shop.

Rumouris hés torched it but'Im too afraid to look.
My next door neighbour, Sharon, killed her cat;

my own stays out of reach.

They warned us, but whd have guessed at this?
Now the Helpline is no longer manned; the rddiwhite noise.

| wait, though waiing hurts.

Paul McDonald
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Over Here

Where have you been?

I've been over there.

You've been over there?
Yes,'ve been over there.

Have you come over here, now?
No.

Then why are you here?

I'm here to tell you'in there.

So you'restaying?

Yes.

Charlie' s Art

Charlie in elephant trunk trousers

swapping his left eye for a light bulb.

Charlie filming a c& shadow.

Charlie drinking ink, crying shapes onto a blotter.

Charlie with a se¢hrough skull and mashed potato brain,

the Mona Lisas smile where his sulk should be.
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Charlie has a surfboard tongue!
Pastoral Chas is green in a suit made of chlorophyll.

Is that Charlie in a burka?

Charlie buys an image in the mirror.

Charlie calls itCharlie Calling it Charlie
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Two Stories

Ladee Hubbard
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Flowers

When my mother took me home frothe hospital | sat inside my bedroom pulled my
chair up to the window pressed my face against the glass. | could feel the cold air rush
in push my cheeks like bones and | was leaning | was looking | was trying to find the
stars. You don't remember the ofdories or how | said them how | said them. And that
was when | met you you didn't know | sat and stared. When you called | put on make
up my cheeks wore rouge like painted bones and | would smile at you for hours when
we went out you drove me home. Youldiot know you said you said you did not

know. What | was like to be with or what | was like to live with or what | really wanted

when | want to be alone. And | loved you for it. You gave me

flowers on my dress like corsages and pressed against my Weishé ties that
bind. And the world sighed still | was ready to start and you didn't know | could not
love you this way. But | am trying to smile/ it is disjointed unity in connected union
where everything seems to fit. Even my body when | run out totgree it is small
enough it barely breathes it will love you forever it will cry for a long time in the
bedroom before the mirror or at the window where | feel myself and | feel bones. |

remember your flowers yes | remember your flowers yes | remember jowers

and how they made me feel.
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To Jenn

My roommate was pale and claimed she was the ghost of Edie Sedwick and at
nineteen | couldh sleep because | was afraid of the sound of angry flies coming from
her cleset. They were hiding in therdehind theshoe rack and hanging clothes, the

eye shadow and razor blades, the toe nail clippers and bottles of hair dye, the
newspaper cut outs and cardboard box filled with shivering, orphan rice. 't aaimd

her scars or the sound of her retching with one hamdting open a garbage bag and
two fingers of the other stuffed down her throat. | dihlmind her repeated invitation

to join her for fifteen minutes, to strip off my clothes and cross the floor in strapped on
go-go boots otherwise naked but for feignedperssions of despair. And when she

went home for the weekend, | didnmind the garbage she left behind for me to deal

with. It was the gathering of flies that kept me up at night.
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Two Stories

Dave Migman
Spume Law
Whole streets screaming drunk for the duration of the weekend. Taking it in turns to
vomit outside the pub. Kids smash empties on the road.

There is an air of abandon here.

Across the tracks the trash spills like lava down the embankment. The train
rumbles by and hally anyone glances out the carriage. They'theat it past their

own reflections. God you look so fucking good. Hot.

All the boarded up houses are burning. They no longer send out demolition
crews, the youtHI do it for free. To keep warm. Kicked dbe house along with the

dogs. They dangive a fuck what you do, where you go.

Across the rooftops, echoing along the avenues rival foot ball songs ingrained
into baptised flesh. Gets the blood up, sours a mood. Bottles will break tonight. Blades

with flash tonight.

Theyll be pavement blooms all across this town tomorrow. God, you look so

good.

Last night a storm moved around the city
We turned out the lights

Watched it strike out against us

With brilliant jolts, power hungry
Flashing and rumblan

Like a living thing that you feel in your veins.
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FugAZi

the heat clamps slippery vice flushing neck, swollen editching you watching telly
acurtain cloud draws across the growing shadow and the sun slips someelsere
tomorrow and the ribbons of flashing flickering lights dravhtey around the city,
squeezingrinserting more pressure, constricting the choking hacking cough of a
society in catharsis, a city stuttering with the brevity of an epileptic.

Such a nilgt as this would be cooler in the graveyard listening to the raucous
holler of jaykeys hidden in bushes or crawling through the rusting bars to fall into
whiskey dreams above the mouldering bones of long gone aristocratic merchants,
fitful slumbering withrats and demons clinging to the extremities of the subconscious
ripped up mind. Sleep man, sleep.

Old ghosts.

The graveyard, | can picture it; solid straifpaicked shadow slabs, silent not a
sound, not even a breeze, grey grass beneath the feet andwiedl of the city ocean
all around that bone filled hump of death, the graveyard hill in the sea of life.

In the cave we shivered all summer, our windows chipped and broken. We look
across the deserted school yard at the lights of other stoic tenemerftgsmen wide
rooms nineteenth century before the ghettos, and now, apparently, after.

Every day we follow roads that sparkle with fractured diamonds.
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