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poetry by Sam Rasnake 

 
 
 
Starting with Rodin’s The Walking Man  
 
to write the self into poetry, 
to build a life, line by line, 
into face & hands & shoulders 
we recognize, or at least convince 
ourselves we know, into an arm 
that points across the winter river, 
a foot that must ache, a cloud 
of breath for speech, a penis sagging 
with the cold, then from the page 
this body stands – its thighs swollen, 
its knees bent, eyes scanning the slow, 
deliberate world – its tiny arc of myth 
and grief dwarfed against the maw 
of nothing – and learns to walk 
 
 
 
 
 

A Wishing for the Mind of Winter 
 
I’ve seen buckets of snow falling 
through dark pleats of sky as if 
the night were too full of itself 
or a god were heartbroken, unwilling 
to hold back the cold hurt, or maybe 
it’s only the earth spinning out of control 
as it must do – the child’s dream, 
a farmer’s sleep, or the road’s hidden 
map of dawn, a man in a field, 
coal for eyes and rocks for mouth, 
as if lost or waiting or trying 
to explain purpose to someone, and me, 
afraid the sun will melt his thought. 
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Sam Rasnake 
 

 
The Dead  
 
waste time, put their heads down  
on desks to dream illogical trips  
to laundromats they talk too much  
they read  
 
                   paperbacks and cut out pages  
from magazines for poster boards  
they give blood then have their navels pierced  
because they’re good citizens  
 
                                                      go to the fridge  
during the show for cheese and crackers  
so they can make it back by commercial break  
they do long division and know  
the geography of eastern Asia  
 
                                                       the dead  
have telescopes and guitar picks  
stack boxes in the closet  
they watch all the Hammer films  
like Christmas trees and rain  
but not on Saturdays  
the dead put coffee in the coffee maker  
and with the sound muted they read  
the scrolling news at the bottom of the screen  
 
they know the scientific names for plants  
don’t notice the weather  
are too distracted by trains  
use prophylactics  
 
                                 claim to understand  
modern art  
know the body is a temple  
 
                                                they document  
all sources  
                    understand their cups of tea  
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Sam Rasnake 
 

 
 
they cry miserable tears  
never offend  
                       and refuse  
to write anything  
that is not silver or true or given 
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Sam Rasnake 
 

 
Local on the 8s  
 
Black wasp drinking from the hosta in its pot.  
Mockingbird speaking in tongues, somewhere 
deep in the elm, his song to God, surely. 
Heat in the grass, stunted and brown, 
along the hill’s easy slope, pushes 
into a thick, humid sky.   
Nothing to astound today. 
A normal breathing from my own skin, 
that wishes for itself an otherness 
to speak from its mouth, to see 
with a different eye, to hold 
a new hand in front of its face, 
then write itself another world 
on the page – cities, highways, 
dim lights to feed the ordinary stars 
all their particular stories. 
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Sam Rasnake 
 
Love Poem in Thirds 
 
1.  Poem for a Son 
 
The ache I carry 
in my chest, 
 
like a Spanish galleon, 
like a broken penknife, 
like tail feathers 
from a nuthatch in late summer, 
 
is, for all he knows 
and does not, the certainty 
for what he will not. 
 
 
2.  Poem for a Daughter 
 
Some would say that 
she is the strong one, 
that she swallows fire, 
walks on water, and turns 
her face to the moon, 
 
but what I say – 
she's the expected question 
whose answer is the world. 
 
 
3.  Poem for a Lover 
 
If the body were free, 
if time were not the problem, 
and if every thought had voice, 
 
a whisper in darkness, 
in the last hour before dawn, 
then notions of my and me and mine 
 
would mean nothing to you, 
would mean that when you turn, 
another hip swivels. 
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Sam Rasnake 
 

 
 
Body as Text 
 
Exquisite pleasures 
of the tease are yours: 
 
savoring your calves 
over my shoulder, 
 
the private made public 
 
in darker latitudes 
of the body. 
 
You dip a feather 
into our ink 
and write the story 
to its finish. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Other Thoughts from the Darkling Plain 
 
There is no shaking like the rain, no tottering like water over walls of rock when the eye moves past 
the edge as if somehow a part of the scene – no sea, no vast, no roar, no human misery, and no 
silence like 2 AM when your ears drone zzzzhhh – an electric river you carry everywhere – and 
nothing more let go than the song you can’t quite make yourself sing, oh love, so you hum, nodding 
as you walk by an opened window – the world inside shrinking, the world outside shrinking, and the 
night too proud to even think to remember – like star-shimmers against the cold will of the sky – 
not exactly a piece of work that anyone would care to commit to, or even spend time with, but here 
it is. 
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poetry by Courtney J. Campbell, art by razberrychaos 

 
 

in a city of paint 
  

it's my favorite painting – the one where you are one centimeter 
of sky stretched out between random twilight entities like a black 

 
felt-tip marker or a bright push-up stick and i am cold acaí on a 

child´s folding plastic dish. i am always folding and you are always 
 

shelling peanuts and i am always a washed-up jellyfish. the one 
where you are a token and i am a button with a red arrow 

 
connected to a plastic stick connected to a spring connected to a 

metal rod connected to a series of black plastic squares with paper 
 

and numbers (you are four oh oh one and i am five oh oh six) 
and faded photographs. it's just a painting. you're just a painting. 

 
i am simply paint. and you are a grid of curvy disjointed tropical 

streets in this city always dancing, always resisting blueprints, always 
 

hiding from engineers and the indifference of pen ink. here i am 
walking around in this city and you are buildings and you are cars 

 
and you are rugged sidewalks and the careful step of obedient feet. 

you are an urban arborization project and i am on the corner begging 
 

for money or just one lousy cigarette. i'm just a painting. you are 
simply paint. i am a telephone ringing and ringing i am always ringing 

 
and you – you are always setting pineapples against your dreams. 

you are always a grilled cheese cart on the beach. you are always a 
 

faded yellow line on sun-baked pavement or a seagull a bit too far 
from shore irritated under the hungry feathers of your subtle wingspan. 

 
it's just a painting - the one where i'm a sudden trolley on a silent 

beach and you're a street sign wrist watched in a city of paint. 
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Courtney J. Campbell, razberrychaos  
 

bluebird and curtains instead 
  
my breath was the stretch of skin between your fingers 
and i flapped against the window 
like the only moon's last eyelash 
i wanted to whisper 
                                 blue bird 
a philosopher contemplating 
                                 blue bird 
or dragon fly wings patented for 
fly fishing or 
sunshine 
 
my breath was the long blue line of vein creeping 
a slow sunset up your left leg 
some would call this saudade or 
dance or seduction 
and i contemplated it 
like a window cover 
and i wanted to speak to it 
like words offered or 
a patent for 
love 
or a 
                                 blue bird 
or a lady dressed as a 
                                 blue bird 
 
and i wanted to unroll 
the scripts and free the 
patents – 
               like stripes from a suit 
               flowers from a vase 
               feet from a high-heeled shoe 
                                 blue bird 
               from a child's song 
                                 blue bird 
yellow and 
windowed 
                                 blue bird 
breeze and 
uncurtained 
                                 blue bird 
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Courtney J. Campbell, razberrychaos  
 

 
i wanted to speak to you 
but i couldn't 
i wanted to speak to you 
but i don't know your language 
i wanted to speak to you 
but i am but a simple summer curtain 
in the long pause 
between the breaths 
of your night 
i wanted to speak with you 
but i pressed my mouth 
to your window - 
i trace my 
words there 
instead 
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Courtney J. Campbell, razberrychaos  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
an octopus, an ant and a priest 
  
an octopus, an ant and a priest 
see sisyphus with a pocket dictionary 
and a pocketbook camus 
 
"where's your stone?" the octopus asks 
"and the mountain?" asks the ant 
 
"there is no stone" sisyphus says 
"there is no mountain" 
 
sisyphus looks quickly in both directions and 
puts them all in his pocket 
 
"sisyphus!" cries the priest 
"there is no pocket!" 
 
one hand to hold up his pants 
one hand on the stone 
sisyphus goes up the mountain 
and back down again 
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Courtney J. Campbell, razberrychaos  
 
 
a pineapple rolls off a pile 
  
a man stacks pineapples 
on the sidewalk 
in threes 
  
she stretches her legs 
in long strides 
under the sun 
  
strings her stories 
into childhood 
memories 
  
your mother, well, she looked like you ... 
  
school´s been over 
for half an hour 
  
your father, well, he ran with a crowd ... 
  
there are no lies  
and there are no photos 
 
a man went 
in the way 
young men do  
 

 
 
a woman 
went in the way 
  
young women 
choose to 
  
"leci, come on, 
your sister's waiting" 
  
we all know 
this ain't no world 
to raise young girls in 
  
the man on the sidewalk 
nods his head - 
  
a man rolls down a window 
a woman rolls corn on the cob 
a pineapple rolls off a pile 
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Courtney J. Campbell, razberrychaos  
 

you must be quiet in the library 
 

you must be quiet in the library 
out of respect for the books 

 
sleeping in sheltered shelving 

nestled against pillows of knowledge 
 

and their little worn pages 
and their hard little covers 

and the soft authority of their voices 
 

distant and cold. 
 

dewey decimal system-ed 
recognized eternal 

 
established and carefully 

placed in order 
 

and their little obsession with numbers 
and their little pride of history 

and their pointy arrow direction 
 

in the name of progress. 
 

you may scream in the streets 
shout in the asylums 

 
ring bells on a farm 

shoot guns at a funeral 
 

sing in a clinic or 
chant in a soup kitchen 

 
fart at a street theater 

gossip on a corner 
 

laugh in a cornfield or 
snap gum in time to traffic 

 
but you must be quiet in the library 

out of respect for the books - 
if you curtsy, even better.  
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Courtney J. Campbell, razberrychaos  
 

between you and i 
  
between you and i wakeful waves and 
latitude lines smiles of gratitude threats 
of goodbye a dna polka on a friday 
night domino board 
 
between us 
 
between you and i thousands of years of 
philosophy two spam folders of secrets 
on how i can attract you to me or how you 
can enhance your next performance 
 
between us countless nuns and their habit of 
vigilance shoulder pad fascism a pair of 
britches floral patterns and argyle socks 
 
between us everything that can 
separate a man and a woman 
a woman and a man 
 
the nakedness of our wardrobe 
 
a few animal jokes 
 
some funky uniforms 
 
a bathroom door 
 
all of that! all of this! 
 
half the distance between 
the sun and pluto! 
 
half the distance 
magellan sailed! 
 
half the distance between 
us and our government - 
maybe even less 
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Courtney J. Campbell, razberrychaos  
 

 
somewhere between bossa and samba 
  
the truth is that i was the ocean back then 
rushing in and rushing out and opening myself up to him like a mouth- 
full of long white sand 
and the truth is that he was a silent stretch of sugarcane plantations where 
mothers and children worked under the sun in 
a constant sweeping machete motion 
mouths open and shut open and shut without ever making a 
sound 
  
the truth is that it was just towards the end of the 
rainy season and even the mold was tired of itself 
and life grew in all directions like crazy 
and the houseplants threw their arms up like ivy 
and the sun bounced like a yo-yo between bossa and 
samba 
  
somehow a lasso was thrown over a parasol 
a wave shrugged itself like a shoulder 
joão sang to a coração vagabundo 
and when everyone formed lines to swallow the world 
it was already summer again 
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Var io us  poet s  
 
It was daddy who introduced us 
 
to crackers and eggs,  
a recipe they used to fix in the depression 
because the crumbled up 
saltines supposedly made the scrambled eggs 
go further, but whatever 
the reasoning behind it, this is one hell of a dish,  
if you leave off  
the livermush, which daddy dearly loved, but had to 
fix in a separate pan because mama  
and all the rest of us 
hated the smell of it and made him take his plate 
to the den and huddle up to the philco 
perching his breakfast on his knees, asking richard 
to fetch him the ketchup 
because back when he was working the lettuce in salinas  
there wasn't any ketchup at all 
and if we thought livermush was so bad  
we ought to try rabbit fricassee 
with the shot falling out on your plate like goddamn fucking bee 
bees. 
 
~James Lineberger 
 

 
 
 
 

this is the simplest of dishes, and i'll give the instructions here for one, as i generally find 
myself eating it alone hah.  for two or more, adjust accordingly. 
 
three eggs 
sour cream 
eight saltines 
butter 
 
break the eggs and beat them to prepare for scrambling.  melt the butter in your pan over 
medium heat. pour in the eggs.  when they have set slightly, begin scrambling them with a  
fork.  finally, while the eggs are still in a somewhat liquid form, crumble up the crackers -- 
not too fine, just broken into pieces -- and stir them into the eggs until scrambled to your 
satisfaction.  i prefer them soft scrambled myself, but it is important that no liquid remains in 
the mixture.   just before serving, add two tablespoons of sour cream on top. 
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Food for Thought  
 
 

Water Falling 
 
We cooked soup that evening, listening to the sound of over ten thousand tree frogs coming off the 
bushes that grew on the wall of the old Chevy dealership next door. Through three hours of rain 
they had been silent, and when the rain stopped they began singing louder than ever, drowning out 
the sound of the small radio and the constantly bubbling water and the sound of the knife on the old 
wooden cutting board. I cut the celery, the leeks, the tomatoes, the carrots. You cut the meat, sliced 
and mashed the garlic, mixed and poured the spices in the way that you need to in order to make 
good soup. We talked over the tree frogs and various other sounds, we asked "How many cloves 
should we use," "Is this cut too thin" "Remember how it was last spring" and so on. You saw that 
each seperate ingredient made it's way into the wide black kettle at just the right time, just the right 
temperature. I went out to the screened-in back porch to fetch the bottles of Newcastle Brown, and 
when I opened the door, the sounds amazed me. Two chilled bottles in either hand, I walked back 
to the kitchen, my body ringing. "Imagine what it will be like when the cicadas come out this year", 
you grinned, deep deep lines in your face. We sat in the kitchen, watching a black metal pot rumble 
and shake in time with the sound of over ten thousand tree frogs. "My grandpa used to call them 
spring peepers." I took a long drink from the clearish brown bottle. 
 
~Zachary Blessing 
 
 
 
 

 
Lake Superior Whitefish 
 
Lightly dusted with a mixture of  
flour, salt, pepper, garlic powder  
and the spice of the day.  Pan fried. 
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Food for Thought  
 
 
 
Pass the sugar, please   
 
I hold cold water cupped in my hands 
for the span of a drink and that is enough. 
As life lived between first breath and death 
must suffice to engage and deliver what worth 
is in my grasp. Be it penned or planted, sculpted 
or secret, babe at breast, or empty basket. 
 
The line is long and I am late with my textiles 
and new tapestries. She has but a single candy. 
A huge gold gum-ball and it is a moon, a sun 
for her mouth. It will melt like sugared stars. 
Her relief will be so much larger than mine, her joy 
for that instant, the culmination of seven years 
of deprivation and want, or so it will seem to her 
though she is not yet six. She gratefully steps in front. 
 
Behind schedule, I shove rugs, curtains, into my truck 
drop the keys, then kick them underneath, where I must lay 
on the asphalt to reach under and fish them out of tacky 
black gunk, its main component gum by my best reckoning. 
The traffic spells out five o'clock. The lights on the corner 
are infatuated with their own redness, cars are bumper locked- 
 
except for one, a new Bonneville. Grinning and bespectacled 
behind the wheel, blue haired and fine, a woman of perhaps 
ninety-one. A polite Pomeranian sits snug in her lap. 
She waves me in and I am five, not yet seven. 
The yellow lights are fireflies, the green ones, grass moons. 
The red ones wink behind me, valentines in June. 
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Food for Thought  
 

 
We hold cold water cupped in our hands 
for the span of a drink and that is enough. 
As life lived between first breath and death 
must suffice to engage and deliver what worth 
is in our grasp- sticky gum carefully removed 
from a little girl's hair, a smug white dog 
walked where it likes to go, a strong back 
when the groceries are heavy. 
Sugared stars, candy. 
 
 
~Coleen Shin 
 
 

This is a treat my Mother would make us on holidays for breakfast, or when my brothers and I 
had been especially well behaved...so we had it mostly on holidays. 
 
My Mama's Chocolate Gravy 
 
Cook Time: 20  Prep Time: 5 
 
Serve over warm country style biscuits 
 
1/2 cup butter  
4 tablespoons unsweetened cocoa powder  
1/4 cup all-purpose flour  
3/4 cup white sugar  
2 cups milk 
 
 Melt butter in a skillet over medium heat. Add cocoa and flour; stir until a thick paste is 
formed. Stir in sugar and milk. Cook, stirring constantly, until thick. 
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Food for Thought  
 

 
today I picked shaggy manes 
remembering my father's hands 
 
* 
on the refrigerator 
the note reads 
"CO-OP" 
cucumbers, cilentro, tomatoes 
6 pk Guiness 
love 
 
 
* 
 
he found himself thinking about food and sex 
and realized that at his age it was easier 
to make a sandwich 
 
* 
 
at the diner the piped in radio 
plays corporate country 
i pick up my knife 
look for the wires 
 
~Tom Blessing (see Tom’s recipe on the next page – it deserved to be shown in its entirety) 
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Food for Thought  
 
 

Here is one version of a recipe for a traditional UP meal.  The pasty was a staple of many miners 
as it could be wrapped up and taken to work in a lunch pail and still be warm for lunch.  Or, as 
one legend has it, placed on a shovel and reheated over a candle.  Pasty is pronounced with a drawn 
out a, like in Pat.  Pasties should not be confused with what strippers might wear.  That is a 
different recipe. 
 
    * Pastry: 3 c. flour 
    * 1 1/2 sticks butter (cold and cut into bits)  Some folks use lard and will swear it isn't a     
       pasty if the crust wasn't made with lard. Others use Crisco.  Your choice. 
    * 1 1/2 tsp. salt 
    * 6 tbsp. water 
 
If you are lazy you could probably get away with pie dough from the store. 
 
In a large bowl, combine flour, butter and salt. Blend ingredients until well combined and add 
water, one tablespoon at a time to form a dough. Toss mixture until it forms a ball. Kneed dough 
lightly against a smooth surface with heel of the hand to distribute fat evenly. Form into a ball, 
dust with flour, wrap in wax paper and chill for 30 minutes. 
 
    * Filling:1 lb. round steak, coursely ground  (Up here we can get ground suet made at the  
       markets for pasty making.) 
    * 1 lb. boneless pork loin, coursely ground. 
    * 2 lg. onions, chopped 
    * 2 potatoes, peeled and chopped 
    * 1/2 c. rutabaga, chopped 
    * 2 tsp. salt 
    * 1/2 tsp. pepper 
 
Some people add carrots.  This causes debate with purists.  The truth is you can put anything in 
these you want. 
 
Combine all ingredients in large bowl. Divide the dough into 6 pieces, and roll one of the pieces into 
a 10-inch round on a lightly floured surface. Put 1 1/2 cups of filling on half of the round. 
Moisten the edges and fold the unfilled half over the filling to enclose it. Pinch the edges 
together to seal them and crimp them decoratively with a fork. Transfer pasty to lightly greased 
baking sheet and cut several slits in the top. Roll out and fill the remaining dough in the same 
manner. Bake in a preheated 350 degree oven for 30 minutes. Put 1 tsp. butter through a slit in 
each pasty and continue baking for 30 minutes more. Remove from oven, cover with a damp tea 
towel, cool for 15 minutes.  Now, some folks will eat these plain, others will use ketchup (or 
spicy ketchup), and others still with serve with gravy.  
 
This is a lot of work.  We usually just get ours from Toni's in Laurium, MI.  You can order 
them from Pasty Central and they will ship them frozen to you. 
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Food for Thought  
 

 
gingerbread 
 
the color of my hair washed bright last summer 
but now it’s cold 
watching little birds from my kitchen windows 
 
looking at these trees,  
my grandmother’s gilded goblets 
my own breeding 
 
once years ago she’d tell me 
all of this will be yours one day 
this idea of being a polished wife 
she was never exactly happy 
content to stir batter, gingerly 
 
pulling out her recipe now 
i think if i make this just so 
i won’t have to give up childhood 
won’t have to think about this age 
& what i maybe had to leave behind 
in the center of another autumn 
 
if i look at the leaves sharpbright 
against the california sky 
& then i think about trees and roots 
 
or how my mother and grandmother live on in me 
even though they are gone 
my hands clasp black & white proof 
their elegant ways, so Irish 
complexly spiced 
like gingerbread 
 
like 
ginger,  
bred. 
 
 
~Valentina Bonnaire 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
gingerbread 
 
1 cup molasses 
1 1/2 cups boiling water 
1 teaspoon baking soda 
1 stick butter 
1 cup sugar 
1/2 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon ginger 
2 teaspoons cinnamon 
1 egg 
2 1/2 cups sifted flour 
1 tablespoon baking powder 
 
Melt butter in boiling water.  
Combine all ingredients and beat 
until smooth and batter is thin 
and ribbony.  Bake in a 375 
degree oven in a 13x9 pan lined 
 with parchment paper for 
about 40 minutes or split 
between two 11x7 jelly roll 
 pans and bake for 20 minutes 
-- then reduce heat to 300 and 
bake 20 minutes more. 
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Tuscany soup 
 
Ingredients: 
1.  2 large tomatoes, sliced, or 2 cans of whole tomatoes, chopped 
2.  2 medium onions (Vidalia is my choice), thinly sliced 
3.  2-3 large garlic cloves, crushed 
4.  2 large zucchini, sliced 
5.  1 medium head, romaine lettuce, shredded 
6.  3-5 medium to large mushrooms, fresh, sliced 
7.  2 lbs. fresh peas, shelled, or 1 10 oz. package, frozen peas 
8.  1 cup of fresh parsley sprigs, minced 
9.  2 tablespoons (8-10 leaves) of fresh basil, shredded  
10. 2 lbs. fresh fava beans or 1 10 oz. package, frozen lima beans 
11. 2/3 cup of olive oil (my preference is extra virgin) 
Salt, ground pepper, Parmesan cheese 
 
Using a stockpot or small Dutch oven, layer the ingredients, using this order: 1, 2 & 3, 4, 5, 6, 
7, ½ 8 & 9, 10, ½ 8, and 11.  Do not stir or mix. Cook on the stove, covered, over low to medium 
heat, 10-12 minutes (to begin releasing the liquids in the vegetables).  Add salt and pepper (to 
taste).  Reduce to low, mix well, and cook, covered, for 25-30 minutes, stirring frequently. 
Serve, passing the Parmesan cheese, to top the bowls.  Your spoon will be happy.  

Food for Thought  
 

 
3 x 5 
 
 
If my memory is a bit lame, and I’ve no 
recollection – walls of leaves in their drift 
toward the new year’s dark snows 
 
or river stones with their smoothed stories, 
and if I’ve no thoughts about the letter 
you mailed, the fence you mended, or 
 
the ditches beside your drive, 
forgive me as you forgive the soup 
on the stove, steam rising 
 
from the pot.  Forgive the time 
you’ve given to the cutting board: 
diced onions, bell peppers, and celery. 
 
Forgive all thick hungers of the emptied heart. 
 
~Sam Rasnake 
 
 

My cousin, a songwriter in Nashville, gave 
me this recipe for a fascinating soup 
that uses no added water.  The layered 
ingredients and the cooking method 
release the liquid in the vegetables, and 
the flavors are incredible. 
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Gil Helmick 

 
 
a serious dawn 
 
i overshoot the gates of heaven 
settling like a crumbled jewel 
against the throat of an angel. 
wild birds of jazz scatter 
like leaves in the night sky. 
 
i am interrupted from this bliss 
by hymns of god & greed. 
uninspired and violent, the world takes flight 
in horrible masks called fundamental and free 
market. 
let's face it, if three people agree on anything, 
 
the concept is suspect. 
as i say this, 
the bastard son of madison avenue and blind faith reigns. 
the stalinist in our collective fist squirms free. 
fascism is wearing sneakers, 
 
imperialism prefers a skirt. 
the cosmetics of the 4th reich cracks 
revealing a dawn that is quite serious. 
i no longer lie curled within my elastic harmony. 
i surface from the subterranean toward 
 
the inverted light of this season and this day. 
the promise of renewal is broken every spring 
and suddenly, 
I realize, 
                                                         this is autumn. 
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Gil Helmick 
 

nostalgia 
 

in the early morning 
rain falls 

like tiny dervishes. 
i am a mobile feast; tender and lean. 

 
columns of fact masquerade as citizens, 

march into the dark horizon of genetic engineering and are lost, 
at last. god's peace keeping force sweeps the street. 

between the tiny explosions of moisture, the silence is stunning. 
 

the glistening perimeters of my dimensions shimmer 
as a thousand buses 

rush toward one terminal. 
the sidewalk is as still as an altar. 

 
in awe of this isolation, 

i kneel in the sanctuary of me. 
a candle quivers. 

the window is open. 
 

the blind pigs* in my basement memory 
roll with shining negroes, guitars, a girl on every knee and sunrise is remote. 

when heroin was cheap, 
love never died a natural death. 

 
it is 2007, somewhere 

between speed dating and Darwin, 
love burns out with upscale hiss. 

oh spontaneous combustion. come, 
put me on simmer once again. 

 
 

* in the 1960's, a blind pig was one of hundreds of illegal, after hour bars in Detroit. 
 
 
 
 
~previously published in The Café Review 
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Gil Helmick 
 
love and elections 
 
the cool breath of evening caresses my nipple. 
peaches hover over the city 
slightly above my palms. 
 
i wander these crimson sidewalks 
as citizens lob their consciousness toward the ballot box 
like a man on the lip of a great seizure 
tosses a rubber grenade. 
 
the telephone of choice is disconnected. 
the present bodies of politic are tucked into one black dress 
gyrating on the wet stone of our need. 
it is an hermaphrodite that swallows our name. 
 
yet, the Supremes glide from recent memory. 
silk skirts kiss my legs. 
the sweet jazz of your body drips from our chins 
and you, my delightful melon, split in my arms. 
 
all exits other than us lead precisely to nowhere. 
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Gil Helmick 
 
menagerie 
 
he always lands on his feet. sandals, 
shades, jeans, chord sport coat, 
burgundy bandana synched to his skull. 
one hand on his crotch 
the other hand emphatically skyward 
ascending behind the pitched beer can 
 
toward the curb. his lips 
part, his eyes hyper attentive 
and soft. women pass undisturbed. 
men silently greet him, 
the bus stops, kneels 
accelerates. he evaporates. 
 
what drives consciousness 
to fill the smog lit city morning 
with this magnitude of synapse. 
what drives consciousness 
to fill this page with line and symbol. 
what drives consciousness 
 
to absorb all this. 
miracles ripple and roll beneath the skin 
unedited and therefore harnessed 
by the disregard of women passing 
undisturbed and men greet him 
as they do a neighborhood pet. 
 
the bus stops, kneels and ambles away 
a foot ahead of blue exhaust. 
this magnitude of synapse 
drives consciousness 
to a point of naked honesty. 
the joy on his face is 
 
a safe destination, 
to the women who pass, 
undisturbed by men who pet and fawn. 
as the bus kneels, so do i 
like an urban monk percolating 
in this cave of civilization. 
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one world 
 

the telephone explodes into our room, 
black and vicious. 

the morning news comes on like mustard gas. 
concrete trucks converge on my kitchen 

as I plan to hustle myself out in a suitcase. 
 

science in general 
stumbles down the stairwell. 
certain science in particular, 

is epileptic and heavily armed. 
 

munitions and self interest 
set their sights on the jugular of our future. 

yellow surf thunders from future seas. 
drones lunge at my future ass. 

while government steals my money, 
furnishes its subterranean suburbs 

and pays off some chemical hit man 
armed to the teeth 

with the names of my daughters. 
 

in the meantime we limp along the side streets 
desperately avoiding heaven. 

somewhere between the assembly line and the water line 
the big machine revs up. 

its eyes are glazed and its pipes are red. 
the pedestrians of the world are crowded into the cross walk 

and the light’s about to change. 
 

stepping from their humvees and hangovers, 
shielded by balance sheets and logos, 

the same players meet for another game of masquerade. 
in their subterfuge rumpus room, 

pouring another martini, 
sticking the juice to the intercontinental flat screen, 

the bets are down, 
the games begin. 

 
this is the northern latitudes. 

this is late december. 
this is a slow rain. 

the horses of the apocalypse shiver 
announcing their cravings for snow.  
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wounded by zen 
 
listening to the bare light hum, 
the floor above sag and 
the radiator’s slow ache, 
i realize that laryngitis 
can no longer be counted upon. 
an untimely realization and a sad one. 
 
today the dichotomy between soul and body is 
fused into polished lenses 
worn by pubescent alchemists at the health food store. 
where every affliction has a thousand cures 
i crave simple remedy 
like an amputee longing only for gauze and a syringe. 
 
i would rather this than the tourniquet of mystic 
possibility. 
i shudder to think of the healthy little vampires 
beneath my window 
sucking on the neck of the occult. 
in their eyes, like a crimson sunrise, is my neck 
and my laryngitis. I repeat: my laryngitis. 
 
my diseases are the last bastion of private property. 
i defend them 
like prehistory seeking refuge in pittsburgh, 
like the bermuda triangle fleeing maps. 
my desire is more substantial than the aroma of hope; 
that fragrance is purely commercial. 
 
leave me with my dark splendors 
and i will leave you to your cures. 
i chose to cultivate my diseases. 
i wear them like jewels, 
like obvious insignias 
of a man with something important to do. 
 
i am wounded by zen 
in a manner that melons are made ripe 
to ferment and explode 
into a succulent galaxy of flesh and energy. 
I am bruised by this beauty 
and nourished by the pain. 
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yes. to grasp it all! 
dripping from my fingers 
like so much of the real thing. 
 

~previously published in Antenna 
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poems by Heather Schimel, art by Sebastian Meade 

 
 
The Reason You Are Not A Poet 
 
He's yelling from the bathroom. 
You move close to the door to hear. 
 
He says, 
I love your hair in my shower.  I love your hair in my shower. 
 
You exhale and realize 
he will never be a poet, but you love 
the way he called your eyes kettle drums one night, 
for lack of anything else to say.  The way he carved your 
names into his kitchen table, misses his shotgun, could be 
a advertisement for Ray-ban sunglasses.  The way his graying hair 
reminds you of Kafka, that he leaves kayaks in your 
living room to dry.  The way he says good morning 
and good night and aches for you.  He half nelsons 
you into his arms, you laugh, you laugh, 
 
and tonight you lean your head against 
the bathroom door and you know 
 
he will never be a poet, 
but he's got better things to say, 
more love to generate 
than Neruda ever did. 
 
He will never be a poet, 
but that is what you are here for.  To let everyone know 
his eyelids look like blades of grass when he sleeps, 
his arms are branches, his roots 
are you. 
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Where We Have Been 
 
1.  Winslow, Arizona: 
 
the lobby was filled with Aztecs.  
We're drinking again.  
You change the channel, 
you impersonate Nixon, 
I fall asleep on the couch rather than the bed. 
You snore, 
covered in pillows 
as though, perhaps, 
you prefer it that way. 
 
2.  Joplin, Missouri: 
 
The drive shaft of the Jeep is 
a Polynesian girl dancing. 
You remove her in the middle of 
a parking lot with a sledge hammer. 
As I drag her inside, you say only, 
"don't let anyone 
see you 
doing that." 
 
3. Syracuse, New York: 
 
You were in Iraq at the time eating 
figs underneath jets.  I was in churches, I 
was praying, I spent a lot of time masturbating and kissing 
like I cared 
about East Coast sports. 
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4. Nogales, Arizona: 
 
On the side of the highway, 
we watch the drug traffickers.  The mountains 
are cinema.  For the first time, 
I get laid. 
In the crook of your arm. 
 
5.  Anywhere in, Indiana: 
 
God, it's flat.  Let's not ever 
live here, okay?  We agree 
though later that night I almost take 
an airplane home.  
The kind of 
airplane you can identify 
from miles away, 
midair. 
 
6.  Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
 
After two months apart, 
the fucking is always glorious.  
There is no sign of endings, nerve or 
otherwise.  I miss you.  I love you.  I tell this story later, 
prefaced with the 
words, "the night in question..." as though it is still 
questionable. 
 
7.  Tucson, Arizona: 
 
No more beaches. 
No more sounds of fallen leaves.  
No more far away.  No more 
Rottweiler attacks.  
No more Unibomber sweatshirts.  
You reach down and find 
a fortune cookie fortune someone threw away 
and I slip it 
into my backpack. 
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8.  Copper Canyon: 
 
It is late in the evening.  
We catch our breath underneath 
an old fire pit. I'm afraid 
of the desert at night.  
You call me a quitter.  
I am terrified of the wild parts, 
the dark areas, the abandoned mines.  
But I still walk behind your shoes, 
close my eyes, let go.  
Ah, you say, ah.  
Midair.  Ah, 
how else to love the world? 
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When No One Comes For You 
 

I lay my head down in the lap of Nogales, 
Arizona.  SUV car horns sound the most flamboyant of 

all car horns.  I lie in the middle of the city streets, 
wondering what have I become?  No one comes for me 

anymore when I do stupid things like this.  No one is blue-eyed 
or Nobel Laureates, or self-propelled. 

 
I have helicopter wings, I make a lot of noise, 
but no one comes for me anymore when I do 

stupid things like this.  No one except the Mexican police, 
girls with strollers, and the Border Patrol with 

pepperball guns. 
 

No one asks nicely anymore, so I lay my head 
in the middle lane.  All I know is I am breathing.  All I know 

is no one comes for me anymore when I lay my head 
with the wild dogs, running on fossil fuels and 

the desert water tanks.  No one comes for me anymore, 
except the vacuum of exploding stars.  No one comes 

except Walt Disney t-shirts and the rats of Frontage Road. 
 

I left my American patriotism in the refrigerator.  I'm trying out 
cryogenics, will let it go free when it's ready for a resurrection. 

 
There is a lot of shouting in the street, a lot of people selling 

guns and beer at the same time.  I've become a spectacle, 
something that could fill stadiums.  I've become a field 

with one saguaro dying alone, the pieces falling off, 
people on the edges talking about it being illegal to move 

the dead parts. 
 

I've become something quite entertaining, lying 
with my head in the crotch of the world.  But no one comes for 

me anymore except thousands and thousands of 
the curious.  Everyone loves watching a burning house, they say, 

 
but you always drive by.  You never stop to watch, 

say all the rubbernecking is going to cause 
an accident in the road. 

 
And who cares about flames anyway, 

you've seen one explosion, 
you’ve seen them all. 
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No One Is Writing Interesting Poems Anymore 
 
All I hear is a bunch of crap about hearts and fog.  Some bullshit, also, 
involving dreams.  The last terrible poem I read, you wrote, and you tried 
comparing the Summer solstice and an airplane. 
 
I'm not sure what you are getting at, to this day.  Today I did the dishes, 
let the scum melt like polar ice caps.  I took out the trash, in black bags 
of sadness.  One of them ripped open and it smelled like an unnamed river. 
 
Today I thought about killing you.  I would use a bird as a knife.  Or 
as a metaphor 
for a knife.  You're so horrible the way you write songs and someone always 
denies an open bar in favor of true love. 
 
Look, I'm really sick of reading your letters.  It doesn't take a 
genius to say that 
Spring is the sexiest Season because of the pollination and it reminds you 
of last year, us in a big bed filled with parrot feathers. 
 
So, stop writing.  Give it up.  Anyone can write a terrible poem, a 
poem that says 
apples are apples and you left me and God is dead.  The terrible poems 
are the easy poems. 
 Anyone can write one.  See, I just did. 
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Featured Poets 

 

Courtney J. Campbell was born in Michigan but has lived in South America since 2001. 
Currently she lives in Brazil where she teaches English in a Binational Center and is a graduate 
student at the Universidade Federal de Pernambuco. Her research centers on the causes of the 
spread of the English language in the Northeastern Region of Brazil. Her poetry and essays can be 
found in print and electronic publications as well as on her MySpace blog. 
 

Gil Helmick graduated with Honors and Distinction in English from the California State 
University in Sonoma, California in 1976.   He traveled throughout the United States, Canada, 
portions of South America and Central America plus various countries in Europe and Asia.  His 
experiences ranged from Park Avenue hotels to Brazilian truck stops, from the intimacies of the 
high jungles to drinking wine with derelicts on the cold winter sidewalks of the Tenderloin in San 
Francisco.  "My beds have been made over marble floored villas and 6 weeks of homeless transient 
mats." During the early 1980s, Gil wrote was published in small California anthologies and 
performed upwards to forty public readings.  In March of 1985, Gil decided to pursue fiction and 
flew to Paraguay and Brazil.  Gil completed two novels, The Accomplice and  Wounded Angels .  Twenty 
years eclipsed his writing as Ani, his wife, and he built, operated and sold a business.  As of February 
of 2007, Gil returned to writing exclusively. Those years included residing in Mexico, New Orleans, 
Pennsylvania and Nova Scotia. Gil currently resides on an island of the coast of Maine.   During 
2007, he completed a collection of poetry, Wounded by Zen, available at 
http://stores.lulu.com/gilhelmick.  "I live in the midst of wounded angels.  I have the scars to prove 
it." 
 

Sam Rasnake’s work has appeared recently in MiPOesias, Boxcar Poetry Review, Pebble Lake 
Review, Siren, and The Dead Mule.  He is the author of two collections, Religions of the Blood (Pudding 
House) and Necessary Motions (Sow’s Ear Press), and also edits Blue Fifth Review, an online poetry 
journal: http://www.angelfire.com/zine/bluefifth/. 
 

Heather Schimel is originally from New York.  She has her Bachelor's degree from the 
University of Oswego.  One day she was swept off her feet and onto an airplane.  She now lives by 
the Mexican border in Arizona, collects insects in an old bean jar, and wears sunglasses year-round.  
She dedicates everything she does to JNB, which is mostly writing, but also occasionally boot-
shining, being a kayak-partner, and loving forever. 
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Sebastian Meade is an artist from Freeport, Maine and a graduate of Ripon College in Ripon, 
Wisconsin. He has been serious about his art for many years – taking classes at Maine College of Art 
on Saturdays and attending the Early College Program there. Sebastian’s area of concentration is 
sculpture although he works in many different formats including painting, photography and film. He 
encourages the audience to experience art, to be involved in his work. His work pulls the viewer in. 
His whimsical approach to sculpture charms the viewer. He has won awards for his film making. 

razberrychaos is Lunartistic: Adj. 1) a combination of the words Lunar and Artistic 2) the 
Creative Madness. Complete with full moon undertones.  She creates in the plains area of the United 
States. 

 
Food Poets 

 

Tom Blessing is now a Yooper.  Holy Wah, eh?  He writes and edits in Calumet, Michigan in 
the Copper Country. 

Zachary Blessing lives in the village of Calumet in Michigan's snowy Upper Peninsula. 

Valentina Bonnaire is an artist and writer primarily known for her literary erotica published at 
cleansheets.com.  Lately she is painting en plein air with oils from Sennelier and trying to dream up 
an actual screenplay about the end of the baby boomsters and how they are faring in 2007. Raymond 
Carver and Kate Braverman are two of her literary idols. 

James Lineberger is a retired screenwriter.  He has been writing poetry almost exclusively 
now since 1990.  He has published seven volumes of poetry and one full-length play, available here:  
http://www.lulu.com/james_lineberger. 

Coleen Shin lives in Texas with her husband, son and a small zoo of family pets.  She is 
hoping the New Year will find her relocating to the Rocky Mountains. Coleen is a writer, 
photographer, and artist. 
 


