
 

 

 



 

 

Kat Dixon 
 
back two spaces 
  
or why don’t we skip Wednesday and go in our pajamas                               & my insides 
are wrinkling, which        is all I can think to talk about  
                                or                            say, why don’t we                                           
skip one 
  
letter or one period &    everything runs                together we do not growl at each 
  
other     we pick up 
  
a telephone                                                       (anymore.)         & what they’re doing 
with 
                                                words   which is to           say,  
                to write around god                                                                        
or 
  
a cold year.         or half in retelling. 
 



 

 

J. A. Tyler 
 
Boy [ n5 ] 
 
Boy before the bombs before the ammunition firing over heads before a World came out shat black 
Sun black Moon before the boat that was open to Boy it was filled with rocks and sunken in a static 
charged River before that Boy was a house was a home was a window fisted in light was a sleeping 
mother awakened in the morning was a father sawing broken limbs from trees was a sister cutting 
horses of paper in her bedroom string them together in a parade. 
 
OPEN YOUR HANDS and the Clouds they are not sure what to drop, all they have been thinking 
about is water and all they have been pushing out is rocks and stones and pebbles and the Sky like a 
shoreline now the Ocean a rhythm and the constant ever-preening noise: 
 
zzzzzzzzzzzzz 
 
Boy was a father who had a lawn who kept a lawn who mowed a lawn who made a lawn more 
green with fertilizer who pulled weeds from a lawn who plucked crows from a lawn with a bb gun 
who shooed the black cat the neighbor’s black cat from the lawn and the bad luck that it carried 
with it.  
 
Ocean black brown red. River red. River black brown. Ocean is not water anymore is not 
drinkable anymore is not a body a sea or an Ocean anymore. Ocean is a stain. Ocean is a ruckus. 
Ocean is an unmoving hand a tethered rock to River and River is not running is not splashing is not 
chucking over stones is not a glass full to a mouth parched to lips dry and cracked.  
 
Before the World started on fire Boy was secured Boy was sunken in comfort Boy was branching 
out.  
 
Bombs drop and fires flame burn char and Boy his mouth powdered white teeth and everything else 
going to rainbow-orange-hued fires.  
 
LET IT GO and the Land is not sure what is being held onto or what needs to be relinquished and 
Boy he looks over Mountain shoulders and sees Sky Sun Moon. 
 
Pebble rain and gravel falling. Mountain and the hopes to cross an Ocean that is not a body of water 
anymore. 
 
And Boy before was a mother with baking cookie hands banana bread cheeks biscotti hair. Boy was 
a sister with ribbons and untied shoelaces and Boy now pretending his own shoes exist his own 
shoes are, though his scuffed broken open bleeding soles are not shoes are not socks are not laces. 
 
UNTIE and Stars they have no allegiance, are gently rubbing the black Moon the black Sun the grey 
ash Clouds the black red drip Sky. 
 
The World has become a hum, a: 
 



 

 

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZ 
 
Boy a Boy separate from the people herds who roam and cover Land and make themselves buildings 
of burning bodies and candles of burning bodies and torches of burning bodies and eat the grass that 
is only leftover growing and will not come back what with no rain and only pebbles from the 
Clouds the Sky the Stars. 
 
Boy hands picking up Boy objects from the ground as he walks, when boy walks, as Boy walks over 
the Land from dead tree to dead tree, the barren rock worn covering. Bushes hide elusive death, 
pathetic shield for guns blazing, their song: 
 
tktktktktkttktktktkttktktktktktktktktktkttktktktktktkttktk 
 
Sky cut by planes, Sky opened in shards, leaflets bombs gases chemicals dropping. Sky dragging its 
hand across is throat, fingered slash. Sky verbing out its anger its loss of anchor its antithesis: 
 
ZZZZZZZZZZZZZ 
 
Walking Boy and all the leaves burned up, red Moon black Sun, red Sky, water poisonous toxic 
limbs. Boy walking picking up a shiny object from the ground Boy picking up a penny picking up a 
belt picking up a gold ring that fits loose on his boney fingers over his Boy joints beside the dust the 
dirt the Land knuckled into his hands.  
 
Boy hands making Boy sounds and Boy walking along the Land, dead tree to point to tree flaming 
fire burning. Boy feet shuffling: 
 
sccchff scccchhhff ssscchhf ssccfffhh sccccfh 
 
Boy missing mother father sister Boy thick headed Boy melted skull Boy soft brains and now all left 
is left to go is left to walk is left to pick up the shiny objects from the ground the remnants of the 
World Boy each piece one piece at a time bulging in his Boy pockets and the capability of a puzzle 
coming together. 
 
WALK STRAIGHT AWAY Boy he says to the air and the wind responds with a hush: 
 
zzzzzzzzzzzzz 
 
Wind in sails is a boat that Boy never owned is a boat that Boy cannot float is a Boat that has no way 
about it all the water turned hard made a dry concrete black brown red and the splashes of People 
in herds on Land. 
 
Boy was grasshoppers was caterpillars was butterflies in nets was ants and legs under glass Boy was 
fish in a River fish floating slowly fish running upstream against the hook against the fly the rocks 
pouring around water the Boy with father mother sister the Boy was a fish hook dangling a net 
turning circles in air a blazing line burning leaves and the holes in them and the towering moment 
of Boy before Boy was as Boy is on a World charcoal embered. 
 



 

 

And Boy is not about anything Boy does not stand for anything Boy has no purpose has no plans has 
no method has no reason Boy is as Boy is as Boy is. 
 
THERE IS SOMETHING COMING says a voice from somewhere on a line a horizon a bed over a 
Sky but there is no answer or the answer is hot wind in billowed sails but the water no water at all, 
the water gone rock and no rowing or sailing for boats on this Ocean this River this new kind of 
Boy-laden World. 
 
Clouds unclasp Cloud hands and stones fall to the dirt. 
 
Boy shrinks into himself, Boy pockets full of longing full of wanting full of emphasis but for nothing 
with nothing against nothing. Boy head walking dead tree to point to dead tree to point, the Land 
Mountain Ocean River Stars, the Sky Sun Moon, a hum a buzz an electronic pulsing hymnal: 
 
ZZZZZZZZZZZZZ 
 



 

 

David Peak 
 
Beneath Black Glass 
 
my father’s house  
is on a hill 
 
surrounded  
by other hills 
his house is  
 
in the distance 
i cannot see 
 
storybook monsters 
live beneath black glass 
i am sure 
of my grandpa’s pond— 
 
somewhere  
shrouded in clouds 
 
my grandpa’s pond is  
kidney-bean in 
shape, the muddy banks 
skim a steam,  
 
the water a glop,  
a hive,  
a skin of 
 
fly webbing 
as sticky as trapping tape 

 
draped and curling 
and mud-brown 
 
our archway 
swarming with shadows 
and quieted of the outdoor’s 
massive and menace 
 
quieted of hum 
 



 

 

Dan Nowak 
 
Laser Tag Diary 
  
Summers are spent sitting out on the sidewalk 
watching our cars rust, winters are spent 
watching fathers hunt down their children 
in false fog and black lights. Something 
about laser tag reminds men that kids 
are the enemy. Birthday parties come with 
cake and two games. Thirty minutes of men 
becoming serious, becoming causalities 
with resurrection buttons and a body count 
that comes out smiling at the end.  
Watching these games became a farce 
of a spectacle; boredom became an addiction. 
This is how I learned how to be a man, 
this is how I understood what work meant. 
 
 
 

 



 

 

Eric Beeny 

The Feather, an Optical Sorrow 

 

The feather, an optical sorrow, my memory keeps it awake, a dream to me, underwater enchantingly it was 

this love to learn to reconcile, but.  

     You will never know of other things, the evidence simply, secret animals, their songs and statistics, 

we’ll learn to like everything the more we sing, the more we otherwise continue on immortal, together.  

     Overflowing, the more we close our eyes flying, away. 

 
 



 

 

Adrienne J. Odasso 
 
Knowing Home 
 
I have a way with pictures, 
an unenviable skill 
for sensing what will become 
of the images' subjects. 
 
In the case of missing persons, 
this is troubling.  I cannot say 
whether they might come home— 
only whether they are alive 
 
or dead.  There are those whose eyes 
speak of distances too great 
to be tracked by a mind 
as haunted as mine.  With houses, 
 
it's another story, one of trust 
in what I am seeing.  Two flats 
of the past three, I knew 
at a glance.  As for this one— 
 
well, we'll see. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 



 

 

Kat Dixon is poetry editor of Divine Dirt Quarterly and author of Kississippi (Gold Wake Press 2009) and 
Planetary Mass (Dancing Girl Press 2010). She may be found blinking at http://katdixon.weebly.com. 
 
J. A. Tyler is the author of INCONCEIVABLE WILSON (scrambler books, 2009), SINATRA (vox press, 
2010), IN LOVE WITH A GHOST (willows wept press, 2010), A MAN OF GLASS & ALL THE WAYS 
WE HAVE FAILED (fugue state press, 2011), and THE ZOO, A GOING (dzanc books, 2013). His work 
has appeared recently with Diagram, Sleepingfish, Caketrain, Fairy Tale Review, elimae, and Action, Yes 
among others. He is also founding editor of mud luscious / 
ml press. To read more, visit: http://www.mudlusciouspress.com.  
 
David Peak lives in New York City and blogs at davidpeak.blogspot.com  
 
Dan Nowak's first book, Recycle Suburbia, won the 2007 Quercus Review Poetry Series Award and his 
chapbook, Burning the Arson Dictionary, was just released from RockSaw Press. He is a co-founder of 
Imaginary Friend Press, an editor for New Sins Press, and an associate editor for the cream city review. Dan 
is a Ph.D. student at the University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee. His work can be found in journals such as 
Blood Lotus, Mid American Poetry Review, Shape of a Box, and the Heartland Review. 
 
Eric Beeny's work has recently appeared or will appear in The Adirondack Review, Matchbook, PANK, 
Writers' Bloc (Rutgers), and others. He co-edits Gold Wake Press. His blog is Dead End on Progressive 
Ave. http://ericbeeny.blogspot.com  
 
Adrienne J. Odasso is currently completing her Ph.D. in English at the University of York (UK). Her 
poetry has appeared in a number of publications on both sides of the Atlantic, including Aesthetica, Sybil's 
Garage, Succour, Farrago's Wainscot, The Liberal, Mythic Delirium, Jabberwocky, Cabinet des Fées, Midnight Echo, Not 
One of Us, Orbis, and Goblin Fruit—with new work forthcoming in Illumen, Dreams & Nightmares, and others. 
Her short fiction has appeared in Behind the Wainscot and Expanded Horizons, as well as in the Ruins Terra 
anthology from Hadley Rille Books and the Needles & Bones anthology from Drollerie Press. Her first full 
poetry collection, Lost Books, will be published by Flipped Eye Press in April 2010.  Her first print 
chapbook, Devil's Road Down, is currently available from Maverick Duck Press.   
 

http://katdixon.weebly.com/�
http://www.mudlusciouspress.com/�
http://davidpeak.blogspot.com/�
http://ericbeeny.blogspot.com/�

