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    Having been backlogged with one poetic project or another over the last month or so, I apologise 
for the slight delay in the publication of this issue. It has, though, allowed me one day of actual  
November to contribute to a 'November' issue of Symmetry Pebbles. 
    Last night, November 1st, I went to my local performance space to see Dizraeli, a highly 
acclaimed spoken word artist, admittedly of a strong hip hop influence – something that in terms of 
pure spoken poetry, without music, is something I am still warming to. I am not about to review 
Dizraeli, he was good, very good, and very fast, and very slick, and very quick witted and very 
politically inclined (okay, maybe a slight review of sorts). What I really wanted to say is that I 
decided to go down to the gig late as I had had a busy day and when I got there, the promoter and 
(other) support act: 'Rich, where were you, man? I was calling for you up there...'. It turns out that I 
was meant to be performing too, though no one thought to tell me about this and I looked around at 
a large, lively, positive and youthful crowd and became gutted about a missed opportunity. 
    My point is this: isn't it ridiculous that bits of life can be missed so easily? That one promoter 
failed to confirm me for a gig denied me of a possibility from which countless other possibilities 
could have occurred. 'Don't rely on others' we say to ourselves. But in some instances without 
others things are not possible. I think though, that there has to be something good to come from 
these missed opportunities which are due to being left in other people's hands. What other people's 
hands fail to feed you, and what you have therefore missed out on can surely be turned around and 
utilised as a source of inspiration to create, whether to fill the void of disappointment or to comment 
on your experience of seeing but not feeling, hearing but not speaking, and generally not knowing. 
For me situations like this are often what inspire me to create something – creating something out of 
nothing you could say, the old cliché. If something isn't given to me then I will go out and get it, by 
making it. This is an ongoing cycle of inspiration that we live in, you just have to choose to see and 
live it that way. This issue is another notch in that continuous cycle. I have selected poems that have 
inspired me in some way, whether that is to go on to produce something creatively or just think of 
something in a new and different light. These poems are now being placed in your hands, for you to 
take what you want from them, and go on to do whatever you want having experienced them. It's up 
to you, the poets whom these poems belong and I to continue the cycle and then for others to follow 
on from whatever we create and so on. 
    Issue 3 will be published in January 2012 with the theme of 'The New'. Can you create something 
new from the potential inspiration that lays before you? Interpret the theme in whatever way you 
like, directly or indirectly. Should you choose to submit a poem that has bounced off one of the 
poems in this issue, then let me know which poem 'inspired' you in your submission.
   Enjoy Issue 2.
   Regards,
   Richard Thomas - Editor
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Rant

Death to tyrants,
man the barricades,
come my people
long oppressed and pillaged,
turn labor’s hands to weapons.
Let the eaters of your flesh
hear your wrath and tremble.
You are mighty, good people,
so seize what is yours by right
and let the….
Wow, look at those legs….
Why am I standing here ranting?
Hey, baby….

Separation
 
I ache with unending sorrow
for the love I lost,
and still the squirrel leaps
happily from limb to limb
in his comforting tree,
and the little children
play on the see-saw,
and the pigeons hop and flutter,
intent on saving their lives
from desperate homicides on bicycles
riding the last enactment.
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The Great Wall
 

A chain link fence may stand decades of boys
leaping over with a glancing foothold.
They make decent ramparts for snowball fights.
 
Generations of squirrels learned to exploit
these mysterious sub-canopy pathways,
keeping an eye out for cats on either side.
 
Terriers occasionally dig their way out
when honeysuckle gives privacy in spring
and owners take obedience for granted.
 
They began as “knitted” or “woven” wire,
and evolved with no single inventor
though some name Charles Barnard.  They are one thing
 
unchanged in ubiquity or importance
from my earliest days, unless you count
Number Two pencils and mortality.

A Quiet Evening, Mostly
 
Perhaps an owl – the mourning dove twittered
after a disturbance in the cypress.
The moon hadn’t risen; the only light
 
the overflow from the neighbours’ windows,
overheads, computers, big screen TVs.
(Had someone entered the room or a scene?)
 
A few mornings ago feathers covered
a fresh pile of mulch.  The top had been smoothed,
as if for a dance.  Just feathers, no flesh.
 
There ought to have been a cry from the tree,
not a mere twitter, but morning will tell,

~5~



should we look for what we don’t want to see. 
 
 

 
Stout Cortez

Stout Cortez stood silent on a peak in Darien.
He’d climbed the steep and wooded track
and needed time to get his breathing back.
The view was hidden by a seafret
and, anyway, he might have waited for some Aztec
who could have told him what there was to see.

Terra Ferment

In this new millenium
explorers from America

have led expeditions into new worlds
seeking ways to discredit
this one’s settled forms,

looking for places where words have
changed their meanings, phrases lost

their form, sentences have been
abandoned and paragraphs destroyed

whilst punctuation lies neglected
in the corner.

They’ve conversed with those from
ethereal space, discussing ways
in which sense can be distorted
and confusion made king. New

realms must be constructed where
naked emperors can reign, where

every claim accepted and
nonsense made the lingua franca

of those who hide their shapelessness
under deconstructed garments
embroidered with insanity’s

magic hieroglyphs.
And anyone who notices
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the emperor’s nakedness is 
exposed in laughing stocks

and pilloried for faulty vision.
But all this activity has not

deprived audiences of choice
and they are expressing it by

deserting publications, virtual or real,
in favour of the normality
of Oprah’s morning show.

Bye Now
 
We are not on 
the same page.
 
We are not even
on the same planet.
 
The best we can do
is walk
 
in opposite directions,
never looking back,
 
or turn at twenty paces
and draw.
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Ye Clowns
 
Clowns wear no make-up
In the circus of life.
Watch them!
Dancing, prancing
And spewing nonsense,
Dancing, prancing, spewing.
Oh!
Ye clowns.

Onesilus of Salamis, 498 BCE

Onesilus united all of Cyprus against the Persians,
except the city of Amathus.
So with the combined armies of the island,
he laid siege to that city.
Later, when he lay dead on the battlefield 
killed by the Persians, the people of Amathus 
severed the head of Onesilus, their dead enemy, 
and hung it above the gates 
to avenge his devastating siege to their city.
Long after the flesh and brains
had been eaten by maggots and crows,
a swarm of bees constructed a hive 
in the empty skull of Onesilus 
and filled it with a honeycomb.
Bees flew in and out of the skull’s eyeholes
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in search of nectar for their sweet art.

The Presented Duality of Franz

Each joy-fulfilling object and each person chokes the duality of life down my throat. The radio 
emits either sound or silence, the light shines light or shines shadow, and even lasting paper and 
books will degrade over time. We put our faith in computers that brake sooner than paper fades, and 
we trust flash-drives which will be useless when nature takes back what the internet has stolen.

My knuckles burn
My skin freezes
My Eyes itch
And I'm still awake

If I could burn my house to the sky I would. Each book and magazine has a cover and pages, each 
electronic gadget has hardware and software, and all my clothes have an inside-out and an outside-
in. For all the contempt my surroundings bring, it is their sentimental value which allow them to 
continue standing. I cannot think to add another duality into the world by believing in good or evil. 
I wish equality could actually exist, but because equality temporarily works that proves that 
inequality must exist. This makes equality and inequality a paradox. 

My knuckles burn
My skin freezes
My eyes itch
And I'm still awake

I saw a man's eyes wide as he had his hands on my shirt. I said, "Punch me! Punch me!" Survival of 
the fittest dictates that one of us should have died. My vote was pretty clear. With one more person 
gone goes their duality. Waste oil, waste nature, waste, waste, waste. Save objects, save heirlooms, 
save sentimental possessions all the while hurting the world as a whole. Black and white blinds my 
eyes, as police stop crime they're taking tips to leave it alone. The local con-man relieves his guilty-
conscience by giving to nuns and brothers.

My knuckles burn
My skin freezes
My eyes itch
And I'm still awake

Love wouldn't exist if there wasn't hate, both of which span to the absurd. Love is another word for 
passion and lust, as for hate, hate is the twin-brother of rage. My goals must be worthy of 
presidential praise if I am to move through this foggy life. My bookshelf is light of my reading and 
but heavy with things to read. My television is heavy with my watching and light with things I 
haven't watched. My brain is wasted, but I fail every time I try to save it. My clothes itch with 
frustration. It is my fifth wash and they're still not as comfortable as the first time. 
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My knuckles burn
My skin freezes
My eyes itch
And I'm still awake

Night and day are the same if Night-Owls and Morning-Doves are compared. The Owls wake up 
early in the night and the Doves wake up early in the day. Once I went out and met some other 
Owls. 

They said, "Let's be friends
meet us here, meet us then."

I said, "Be there mam and man,"
and I left after I shook his hand.
Elapse

Time elapse
The night came as dark nights do come. This friendly duo revealed their unfriendly duality by not 
being there that night. Eventually because I am neither Owl nor Dove (even though I prefer being 
labeled as an Owl) an image started coming to me on a regular schedule. She claimed she was my 
heart.

Red hair and ponytails
White skin with freckled details
Ever changing eyes
A mouth that never lies

My heart gave me reason to wade through the fog. What bothered me was her duality. There was no 
uncaring part, no faithlessness in me. This only concludes she does not exist. My heart still visited, 
even when I told her, “You don’t exist! You don’t exist!”

She would say, “I do, in your heart.”
I would say, “You can’t.”
She would respond, “I do.”

 Elapse
Time elapse

Even now as I wash my clothing, even now as the world chokes me, she sits on the dryer and says, 
“I do.” She hardly understands existence if she thinks she’s real. She almost drove me crazy or at 
least made me appear to be. 

Red hair and ponytails
White skin with freckled details
Ever changing eyes
A mouth that never lies

My heart was talking to me as I was driving my car. She was yapping away as I stopped at a gas 
station. I went there for a drink not gas. Gas station only portrays one side of the place’s duality. I 
walked on into the station and my heart was still yapping away. 

I snapped, “Shut-up, you don’t exist!”
The cashier asked, “Are you alright? Sir,” which I would have found as an awkward 
question if my heart had actually existed.

Elapse
Time elapse

I try to read more often, but without realizing until it is too late most of my time gets swallowed by 
television. My heart enjoys reminding me about my worst issue. Words and pictures, another duo 
trapped in my mind. Each one fighting for top spot in the world, but they can’t be without each 
other. A most pointless competition. 

Red hair and ponytails
White skin with freckled details

~10~



Ever changing eyes
A mouth that never lies

My heart often seems restless, but she seems to have good intentions. I swear I don’t ever think 
she’ll leave me be. I don’t think these clothes will ever feel comfortable. 

The Gallons

Who planned the edge—
a Niagara council or fearless engineers?
And of all the lookouts, 
how come, how came to be,
that spot—the nearest of close-ups?
An arm’s length, finger-dipping distance, 
from the gargantuan spillway?
The topaz of the escarpment’s rock—
shallow, beneath the clear gush;
212,000 cubes per second, 
feet away, at the moment of drop.
How can bodies register such enormity—
none too different from the diatoms?
We, but a balustrade 
from Ongniaahra’s thunder.
What does a barreler do on the chosen day—
convinced, since fish make it.
And in the picture-takers minds—
sitting on the handrail, falls as backdrop—
vertigo or one gust from the plunge pool. 
What too of the wedders—
why marriage in this mist;
does roar and calcium foam spell romance? 
Is no one else tempted to touch, even a toe?
Just a fence, a railing,
between us and all the gallons.
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Proposal

The call of death is a call of love – Herman Hesse

he threw over me a shower
of buttery tears smelling sweeter than the
incense weaving into my hair.
softer than the weathered
lapels of his dusty, velvet black coat.
brighter than the long-fingered
elegance of his bony hand reaching out 
& casting more cempasuchils in my path.
a trail of love I follow;
a bride I can’t help but be.
pursuing this spoor of sunshine
into the shadows of the ofrendahe
raises the veil of my flesh:
my smile revealed for the first
& last time.
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Spinning Fire
 
With a pliable diaphragm I sing the thought of you:
Meditating in Darmsalla
Taking your notebook out of your inside coat pocket
on a train in Brooklyn
Practicing a Mauri dance in Christchurch
Feet dipping into clouds and causing rain to fall
Arching yourself over the ground
becoming bigger than the sky of Egypt
Your great raven sliding in
between the nature channel and a poem
in the common-law marriage of heaven and Earth
The sun shine over the Savannah
and the mystery of an Elephant's grief.

The Patterns Petalline

Those petal peels from memory ,
On them is still the dew ;
The texture silken satin smooth
And oh how warm emanates each hue!

How swift straight from antiquity...
To me comes clear each cue
And when it all evaporates
There’s still the residue.
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My Cat Matisse

Matisse creeps into his day,
with eyes open, ready 
for new encounters.
He sees something in the leaves,
something turning brittle  
like the wings of a dead bee.
He quickly turns away,
as if from a disease.

He suffers small misfortunes
among the rocks and trees. 
And when the wind
weaves efortlessly
through bare branches,
he’s suddenly amazed
by the falling leaves.

Is ignorance bliss? No-
one can tell him 
there are no guarantees.
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Galapagos Tortoise 

Out the back window I see, resting there
next to the mulch bin, topped
with light green watermelon rinds
and pale yellow corn husks
and shrunken orange pumpkins, a giant
Galapagos Tortoise, not moving or eating,
but simply resting, steady and sure
as the harvest moon, its two front legs
stretching out straight before it,
wizened, hoary head peeking up at me
from beneath its dark carapace.

But I know it cannot be a Galapagos Tortoise
because this is winter in New England,
a light layer of snow beginning to cover
everything, the yard and trees
and the mulch bin, too.

I rub my eyes, look out again see it’s only
the large rock at the end of the path
resting there sure and steady as Mars
shining fiery red in the winter sky,
and not a Galapagos Tortoise after all, watching
me steadily as a Roman centurion from there
alongside the mulch bin in the snow.
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Zanzibar

Cinnamon-brown eyes
burnt sugar sweet
sticky like honey
close
the soft whine of blades
bumps against a net of dreams
cocooned promises
a warm future.

A hermit crab scuttles
across the moon’s full light
onto muslin-fine sand
a ship’s horn
like a church bell
recedes
faintly echoed
in beached shells
water laps the shore
that shore
so far cold now
life’s horizon adjusted.
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Christopher Barnes is an 
experimental poet from 
Newcastle, England with a strong 
interest in taking his poetry from 
the page and bringing it to life in  
other mediums such as film and 
visual art. I chatted to Christopher  
to find out more about his ideas,  
influences and interests.

By Richard Thomas

Symmetry Pebbles: When did you start 
writing poetry and how did you get started?

Christopher Barnes: After leaving school in the 
Meadowell, North Shields, I had ten years of 
unemployment which I spent reading as well as 
other things…going to art galleries…left wing 
political activism…and falling in love. 
Eventually I took a course in English Literature 
at Newcastle College. I had an inspirational 
lecturer, Jan Phillips, who took my casual 
reading of poetry far deeper. I was always a bit 
bohemian, at fourteen I was a devotee of Billie 
Holiday. The English Literature course had me 
hooked. I decided I wanted to write poetry and 
spend my live as a creative. 

SP: What and/or who inspires and influences 
your writing? Do you have any favourite 
poets? Any favourite places to write?

CB: The most important influences on my 
writing used to be Captain Beefheart, Edith 
Sitwell, T.S. Elliot and e.e. cummings. All 
experimental poets, but I’m not over the 
condensed poetry in the plays of Shakespeare, 
and his ambiguity. But now my influences are in 
contemporary art practice. Why should poetry 
lag behind the ideas in visual/contemporary art? 
The Baltic, Gateshead, has shown exhibitions 
that really make me think. I will never forget 
specifically, Susan Hiller and Yoko Ono and 
how they use words. If by places to write you 
mean places I like to be published in – I was 
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elated to be published in Wasafiri (issue No.50) 
along with the great reggae poet Linton Kwesi 
Johnson. I’m greatly cheered that Symmetry 
Pebbles is fundamentally contemporary. 
Relevant poetry really has a future.

'...EVEN A SCIENCE BOOK 
CAN BE USED TO BOUNCE 
IDEAS OFF AND DRAG 
POEMWARD. '

SP: You won a Northern Arts Award, which 
is very impressive, how did winning an award 
like this come about, what was it that won the 
award?

CB: I’d picked up a flyer about the award in my 
local library. It asked for submissions of whole 
manuscripts. I’d just finished a group of poems 
based on two cases of books that I was looking 
after for the poet, Rachel Cunniffe who was off 
to work abroad. 

SP: Can I ask what books they were - were 
they works of the poet herself? What about 
them made you want to write a whole 
manuscript based on them?

The books on Rachel’s shelves were very 
diverse, lots of novels, some literary theory, 
some on art and history, a few dictionaries and 
thesauruses. Each day I picked one up at 
random and decided to find a theme for a poem 
from whichever book came to hand…a chapter 
in a novel can become the inspiration for a 
poem…a few explanations of words in a 
dictionary, or an event in history or someone’s 
biography, even a science book, can all be used 
to bounce ideas off and drag poemward. 

SP: What kind of benefits has winning an 
award like this had on your writing career?

CB: There was a certain academic ‘poet’ at 
Northern Arts who was tasked with the job 
(well-enough paid) of promoting my manuscript 
with her contacts in publishing, who chose not 

to push it. It was nice to win the award but it 
didn’t turn out as promised.

SP: That seems like a huge let down, I hope 
she realises what she has missed out on. On 
the upside you have a collection, Lovebites, 
out through Chanticleer Press, tell me some 
more about that, how would you describe it 
to people who are new to your poetry?

CB: I’d been published in Richard Livermore’s 
Chanticleer magazine and noticed that he wrote 
about pamphlets the press had produced. I sent 
him a batch of stuff and the ones he liked best, 
because they would gel into a theme, were all 
poems about gay situations. Richard calls the 
style of these poems ‘modernist baroque’. They 
are dense in language, sometimes dark in 
subject – there’s one about a vampire pleasing 
himself on war corpses for example.

SP: That sounds pretty graphic, which SP is 
very much for. Do you have any more 
manuscripts that you are working on?

CB: I’ve just finished a series of poems based 
on an image on the web portraying a Florida 
man, not long dead slouching in the electric 
chair. For some time I’ve been thinking: is it 
possible to write the same poem fifty times, 
each time different, yet the same? I think I’ve 
managed it. 

SP: Wow, that must have been a very striking 
image with so much to draw from visually 
and in emotional response. Working on 
themes and bouncing off other forms of 
media is obviously something you are very 
good at. I understand you have been involved 
with several exhibitions in which you have 
mixed your poetry with other mediums such 
as film. Could you tell me a bit more about 
some of the other projects you have been 
involved in?

CB: Proudwords did a workshop where we were 
shown how to make a film short. As a poet I 
decided that the voice in the film should read 
one of my poems. These films were shown at 
The Live Theatre, Newcastle. Some time later 

~18~



the poet Lisa Matthews organized a series of 
events around the controversial subject of some 
scientists claiming they wanted to isolate ‘gay 
genes’. The project included writing workshops 
and lots more. We were all filmed and once 
again I decided to use a poem. The film ended 
up as part of an exhibition at The Hatton 
Gallery, Newcastle University. Recently I heard 
that a group of film makers were making a film 
about The Jazz Café in Newcastle for which 
they wanted poets to read on the subject of The 
Jazz Café. I dug out an old but relevant poem 
and they said yes. 

SP: As we can see from your 'Washing 
Machine' poems published in this issue, you 
are artist yourself of other forms than just 
the written word. Has visual art like this been 
something you have always been interested 
in? Where did the idea for the series of poems 
based on washing machines come from?

CB: I have a great passion for the visual arts but 
I’ve actually only had my visual/conceptual 
poetry in two exhibitions so far. Not all of my 
poems are visual but there are days when 
experimental ideas bounce around in my head. 
The Washing Machine poems came from my 
love of the film My Beautiful Launderette . I 
weekly visited a local launderette at one time 
and was fascinated by how much a knot of 
eccentricity it was. Literally everyone who went 
there was a real character. So I thought: what if 
the washing told the story of the people at the 
launderette. I did some research on how to fix a 
broken washing machine so I could use what 
actually happened in the process of washing. I 
gave all of the personas Asian names as homage 
to the film. I wanted to exhibit the Washing 
Machine poems in a real launderette but 
unfortunately by the time I’d finished they had 
all closed down. Though one day I can imagine 
them finding a wall in an Asian festival. 

'WHY SHOULD POETRY 
LAG BEHIND THE IDEAS IN 
CONTEMPORARY ART?'

SP: I hope you will find a suitable place for 
those poems soon. There's a launderette 
down the road, I'll put in a word for you!
From reading up on you I understand that 
you have a strong creative involvement with 
the gay 'scene' for want of a better word, 
which is obviously something that is 
understandably very important to you. Could 
you tell me a bit more about the film you 
made for the BBC and your involvement with 
Pride on the Tyne?

CB: There is a healthy creative streak in my 
local lesbian, gay, bisexual and queer scene, lots 
of writers and artists who are good at creating 
opportunities. The BBC short film came about 
because I was talking to a bisexual friend in a 
bar and she said someone she knew was looking 
for people wanting to talk to camera. It was an 
awful long time ago but I remember talking 
about how museums should tell the truth about 
lesbian, gay, bisexual and queer history. Still to 
this day Newcastle’s Hancock Museum pretends 
that Hadrian was heterosexual. Pride on the 
Tyne got some creative funding and I remember 
it having a nice, warm vibe but also quite 
dynamic, very ‘community’ - it’s impossible to 
fake that, you have to have the right people 
involved who really can carry it off. 

SP: It's always great to meet creative person 
who is so pro-active in what they do, and 
using their creative talents and resources to 
raise more awareness on subjects such as Gay 
History. You don't seem like the type to never 
have anything going on with your work - 
what are your future plans?

CB: My immediate future plans are to get a new 
manuscript of poems together to send off to 
publishers, but deciding what to include could 
take a while. Despite making plans it always 
surprises me just how often other opportunities 
just pop up, and there’s plenty more writing to 
be getting on with in the meantime. 

SP: Thanks, Christopher, it's been great 
getting to know how you work and all the 
ideas behind your work, you have certainly 
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shown their a lot more boundaries to be 
pushed within poetry than a lot of people 
realise. I look forward to hearing more from 
you in the future.

You can watch Christopher's short film 
on gay history here:  
http://www.bbc.co.uk/tyne/videonatio
n/stories/gay_history.shtml

Stemistry is a website where creative 
writers can share discussions, thoughts,  
fears and hopes and creative 
responses on stem cell research. Some 
of Christopher's poetry has also been 
published here:
http://www.stemistry.com/

Check out a selection of Christopher Barnes' Washing 
Machine poems below:
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Women at Play
 
mounds of flesh
like dough for bread
roll up--
vats of fat
 
thighs like thunder
grecian goddesses
 
no cleopatras here
 
unruly hair
in public places
cherubic faces, with
 
cheeks like choir boys,
lips are smudged blood
 
eyes that see 
and know
everything.
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Edwardian Doors

Something Ionic and Doric, not Corinthian. 
Something wide rather than tall, 
masculine, yet curved in places, 
framed. 
 
Something with weeds 
sprouting through cracks, 
of dandelion marble 
and a yucca tree. 
 
Something Tudor beamed and rounded, 
tiled, with an ancient palm. 
 
Something somewhat French, 
with chandeliers and mirrors
lots of mirrors and leaves, 
yes, something perhaps even Corinthian, 
with leaded windows and swing doors.
 
Something with crisscross panes ideally, 
maybe white, maybe blue, 
and a wrought iron gate, 
with more weeds and stained glass.

Something with flowers - like iris, like the sun, 
like a Moorish entry turning and turning, 
and a shingled façade. 

Something stately. 
Something bevelled with greetings.
Something with polished wood and light.
Yes, something with lots and lots of light. 
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Poem

Alack! Do some settle
In Somerset.
Sunset's set, sat un-set
And stomach upset.
Somerset.
Somersaulting vaulting sum of
Greater parts. Haunting dauntless Taunton,
Summer parks.
I'd settle soon in Somerset,
Besotted thus with summer sex,
Haystack fumbles, aching, wet,
Hanging round at nights with the badger set.
Think of all the joy I'd get
In Somerset.
Although, I do suspect
A seldom sudden thought remains unsaid.
I don't like barns. Or farms.
Or country vets.
And that is why I'll settle not in Somerset.
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As a Vast Dream Lying

As a vast dream lying
You stare at the sky
Back to the air, fleeting.

Between Sky and Earth

Between sky and earth,
Snow, as a Beauty 
Which is changing
Every moment
The form of the landscape.

The Broom

'Sweep,' says the broom,
'take a handle on the day
and listen to the golden
straw sing to you like
Angels, as they keep the
floor clean and your mind
at ease, a chore to get
hooked on, like praying.'
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Sweet Gift

Along the banks
of high bush cranberries
reflections laugh.
They jump in the water.
They try to bite
the little rocks on the bottom.
Crying hard, trembling,
the high bush cranberries
begin to eat the scarlet,
saying, "Mmmmm, juicy!
Aaaaye!"

Cupcake Chronicles #10

Saturday after midnight, August 7, 2010 
 
I dreamt I saw God.  It was in every flavor imaginable, including the icing.  It sat on a throne of 
sugar cubes.  It held a large golden spoon and whisk as if it were Amun-Ra.  The cherubim 
consisted of the world’s cupcakes.  They had wings dusted in confectioners’ sugar and wore rock 
candy halos.  They carried buttercream florets.  Hallelujahs and hosannas resonated heaven’s 
hallway of chocolate kisses, nuts, sprinkles, cherries, and sugar-coated stars.  A fusion of cake 
batter, cinnamon, sweet cream and butter, and cocoa and vanilla beans perfumed the air.  It was 
intoxicating and I was experiencing true religion.  

I stood in the presence of God, the master baker of all things creamy and yummy.  I did not see any 
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form of human life, past or present, amid the grand hallway, but I did not care.  I could have been 
dead, but I still did not care.  I was on such a high that I grabbed one of the cupcake angels and bit 
off its head.
 
Bingo!  Judgement Day arrived.  God saw what happened and condemned the heathen human, with 
buttercream on her face and hands, to hell.  The buttercream cherubim booed me and gave the 
smeared thumbs down before lifting me up and throwing me down the nearest shaft.
 
I woke up with an aching head, bad heartburn and a ten-pound weight gain.

Konkababy
 
Bruiser of the boardwalks
puppy chucker
crash plastic trolley
Konkababy dons hirsute 
bellies through the 
pumpkin rust sunset
in sweet pink skullcap
and henchmen’s redress
wrestles trash cans 
along the crumble curb
 
Konkababy
brazed in tethers
infibulated in fits
caverns stitched into
wingtips 
Bucyrus born
of nighttime syruptions
into the fists of
Dr. Epaulette and his
Axumite shoulder jig
singing something about
the cancer of origins
 
A fence line erupts
into neon Picasso whips
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my ghost buggy mare
shambles through an 
abscess of ruins
eyeing the anxious 
boulevard for you
my loyal shotgun blast
 
Purpling a bruise in the
night beside me
a whispersmith alights: 
            “Nothing but bones
            to dig ourselves
            out of this one”
she breaths into my cheek,
            “Nothing but bones. 
            Here, drink this
            with your dirty hand” 
A stone-flavored broth 
 
As I’m knapping patella
scraps into razors
as I’m awaiting the
space gun’s report
as this nag trenches
about under the weight
of the obelisk eye
my face slowly dilates 
and absorbs
a fence line
a roadside… 
a chest like a mudslide
 
my mouth fills with howl
I’m overtone droning 
suckling knuckles
clicking this molar rosary
and Konka’s elbow descends
 
Scrape a grave
in the apple stones
this one good horse 
has slipped its joints
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Alt Epic
 
Prince Esticles is coming. Creator. Progenitor. Dick Tater.  –ater-ator.
Our boulders are slumping into his path, 
loosely boiling and sweating fat seams. 
Our oily ore sizzles, hiss pizzling, spritzing the canyon floor. 
We’re all roundly more or less wobbling as water balloons do now, 
in every direction bending, yet encroaching 
on the lowly canyon rivet  
huffing Esticles’ premonition wind. 
Sticks and leaves and earthworms roll up 
stuck wet to our undersides. 
Dust dries quickly on our distended backs and hops like fleas. 
The dirty thighs of the canyon reverberate in the drumming. 
Prince Esticles is coming. Open up the oven door. 
 
P. Esticles. Coming. Drumming. At last. 
The pogrom’s progress has been a gas.
We’ve been bits in the breeze. 
Shards from shattered leaves.
Sharp angles half compatible with the blood stream. 
We’ve waited in the briar slump. Hunch living in warrens 
of rabbit droppings and lizard tails. We’ve cooked 
with the heat of our hands only. We’ve slept with 
soles naked to the ground, feeling for the rumble of hounds 
and babies bit up just like that. 
Prince Esticles is coming. 
We are coming out of the briars now. 
 
The wind leaks, peeeyoo!, into the glib rattle of light arms. 
Clips empty in loose gut clutches. 
Bullets slosh through the humidity, and in the height 
of sheer cupidity, our belletristic bard 
executes a defiant anthem: “Esticles ain’t got 
no flex. Muthafuka ain’t got no flex,” she screeches.  
 
Boom heavy guns. 
 
Under cover of smoke spectacle, we secret the 
Swiss cheese of said bard into a fake-me-out Hopewell mound. 
We burrow up a burm and fold her into that nerfy peat slop. 
The once emboldened griote, now bog-embodied, pigged-lipped and mossed.  
And it’s all sulphur ballads now as Prince Esticles flames through 
his canyon.
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twelve hours    tired
 
i mean to live in a different
time zone wearing toothpicks
for headwear have separate
traditions where balding 
 
princes wear paper hats in
magic kingdoms an enemy 
of the mafia condom wrapped 
victorian knickers play polo
 
tics flowering disgust with
religion on christmas day
resort to sexual bribary
bad backs struggle for 
 
status each suffused with
festive spirit a certain
photograph sent to keep
to sleep with the fishes
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Round and Round

It’s a 
slow go
 
The words 
Bounce around
And trickle
Down while
I wait for
Them one
Drink at a
Time
 
In my room 
‘hell’ has
Been carved
In the
Walls
 
My roommate did
That one night
Because she
Thought her
Dog Skittles 
was dying
And she  
couldn’t 
Afford to
Do anything
About it
 
Skittles got
Better, she
Ate some
Cat shit 
And that’s
What almost
Took the
Little Pomeranian
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Out
 
Skit’s a 
Tough old
Dog (15yrs)
Just not 
Too bright
 
The other day
My friend
Carved ‘thanks’
Into my 
Wall
 
I wonder 
If she
Thought
I prayed
For 
Skittles
 
I
Didn’t
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Breakdown
 
The transmission gave out like
the sigh at the end of an argument.
 
Seated by the road,
The impermanent ebb and flow of headlights visible
Through the cooling summer air.
 
Overhead, the stars flicker, too.
 
The wrecker came and loaded up my car,
and only a mile down the road its tires burst.
We stood under the sky together,
it's dark canvas of white flecked blue and black,
subtle gold thread a woven shock in the cloth.
 
We talked of the long haul,
and the solitude.
 
He said:
 
"Got to checkin' my log books one day.
Yeah.
Don't do that.
Get to thinkin' on all the places you've been
and don't remember being.
Called my wife in tears."
 
It's like a river, the road.
And this man sat beneath a lift.
With no baobab tree in sight.
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Even Venice is Sinking

I gave my phone to a lesbian from Dubuque 
and never saw it again.

it’s for the best. 

my Toyota is limping but
you know that I don’t 

even have a cigarette.

when everything you touch 
turns to Glenn Gould 

I’ll tell you to save the space dogs.

do you remember
that dirt farmer’s horse?

four broken legs
shattered glass shining up from

the floorboards like
stars on vacation

you were always dressed as the captain
of your own sinking shit.

some people 
will swerve at

you on narrow streets
just to make things 

interesting

their faces as calm as 
Hindu cows.

I learned to stop trying 
to explain things to you, darling

whispering 
with a finger on my lips.

five dollars and sixty-six cents
at the First National Bank, darling
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five dollars and sixty-six cents.

Gentleman’s Club

You were greeted by
a hand in the air 
shaking a bottle 
of whiskey and applause.

Serenaded by empty-lot musicians
blowing their notes into the window
where you finally stood 
thinking, I must be here.

You walked past the spray-painted
doors in the lower 9th ward, 
the haunting numbers 
on the bottom, there.

You broke into an abandoned
school in an abandoned city
and watched the Southern Pacific

glide by like a figure skating 
tank on the water.
Above you while you sat on the roof.

You entered the night, nervous.
The older waitress seated you,
there.

Bourbon Street bills floated from balconies
to the sidewalk where a child
stomped his pop-can-laced
feet.

Not a gentleman in sight
you thought,
watching the young
unlikely angel
shake her bones to the dogs
at the bar tossing paper.

You dreamt of New Orleans,
all shotgun houses 
and everything to steal,
then traded your gun for a suit coat
thinking everything had suddenly changed.
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Post-Card to Gale

So far, I’ve spent
my entire vacation
imagining it was you here
and not me.
The fantastic view
is through your eyes.
Your feet dip
in the ocean.
Your hands rub
the coarse white sand.
The room is huge
but it’s you
darting from one end
to the other,
testing, even daring
its dimensions.
The bed is enormous
but I can barely
feel myself in it
knowing that, these days,
sheets and blankets
are not themselves
unless you fill them.
You would love
the staff.
You would love
the people staying here,
the crackpots and
the ingénues,
the old money
and the crackling new.
I can taste you
tasting the food.
The sun’s rays
pass right through my body
and somehow tan yours.
This is no longer
just a postcard,
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a hastily scribbled
“Wish you were here.”
It’s a “You are here.”
I just wish you knew.

Gary Beck has spent most of his adult life as a theatre director and worked as an art dealer when he 
couldn't earn a living in the theatre. He has also been a tennis pro, a ditch digger and a salvage 
diver. His chapbook 'Remembrance' was published by Origami Condom Press, 'The Conquest of 
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include Jack White, Antler, and Langston Hughes.

Deena Kara Shaffer is a poet, teacher, education consultant, and business owner. Recently returned 
from a year teaching in Valencia, Spain, she shares her time freelance writing, crafting curricula, 
and making outdoor spaces beautiful with her company, Taddlecreek Landscape Design 
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Marie Lecrivain is the executive editor and publisher of poetic diversity: the litzine of Los 
Angeles, a Pushcart Prize nominee, and is a writer in residence in her apartment. Her work has 
appeared in Askew Poetry Journal, Re)verb, Sex and Murder Magazine,The Los Angeles Review, 
The Poetry Salzburg Review, and is forthcoming in Heavy Hands Ink and Illumen. Marie's new 
short story collection, Bitchess, (copyright 2011 Sybaritic Press), will be released in August 2011.

Timothy Charles Anderson lives in Toronto, Canada. He is co-creator of Funtimes The Snail, a 
musical storybook for kids. His poetry has appeared in various journals including Jones Av, 
Redheaded Stepchild, Frostwriting, and Transparent Words.

From Rome, Saloni Kaul is a published poet first published when he was ten and in print since. As 
a critic and columnist he has been published for 34 years in leading dailies and magazines. He has 
two volumes being published this year and his first volume was published in 2009 in the USA with 
many others in the making.

George Freek is a poet/playwright living in Illinois. His recent poems have appeared in 'Angelic 
Dynamo';'The Stone Hobo'; 'The Whispering Fire'; 'Talon Magazine'; 'Toucan Magazine' and 'Jones 
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Speaks.” Other interests include art, music, theatre, opera, and his wife who just happens to be the 
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teacher, teaching English as a foreign/second language. 
An amateur writer who’s trying to get his head round what it means to be me at the ‘meridian’ of his 
life. How he fits this space and this time fits him. Writing is a form of expression that allows him to 
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Best recognized for her evocative prose and vivid narratives, Lilian Oben's poetry has appeared in 
publications such as Survivor's Review, Some Ways to Disappear, Pyrta Journal, and Torch 
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as Ethiopia, England, Kenya, Italy, Morocco, Cameroon and Nigeria. She is currently working on 
her collection of "womanist" short fiction.

Mira Martin-Parker is currently pursuing an MFA in creative writing at San Francisco State 
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Spree MacDonald lives and writes in New Orleans, Louisiana. He has published creative prose and 
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collages words and phrases from a variety of texts, particularly newspapers, and this has become 
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Demond Blake is a poet and novelist who moonlights as a Material Handler for Burlington Coat 
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