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broken shadows of yesterday 
screaming out their agonies 
into the propeller’s moan 
vases shatter 
splinters stab my eyes 
run run run 
into the oncoming flood of tears 
sirens announce the letting of blood 
quick shots of molten asphalt 
burn through your throat 
my gentleness 
like the pawing of a bear 
a promise 
a lie 
a curse  
a sigh 
one  
two  
three 
four 
ejaculated without concern 
left to rot on the floor 
and the vampire won’t leave my 
window ledge 
 
stomping flowers because  
they shine too smugly 
letting the wind toss 
sand in your eyes 
because its pure 
and almost made of glass 
juggling scissors 
with eyes closed 
and tongue hanging out 
just to taste the steel 
in a rhythm of surprise 
 
my darling 
my darling 
what have we become 
 
--Marcus Crowe 

 
 
Spot Removal 
 
When they are my age, my parents 

have been separated for three years. 

My mother line-dancing at Leisure Village 

in Lakewood, New Jersey; 

my father contemplating plate techtonics 

at Montifiore Cemetery, 

Queens, New York. 

A fan of custom-made 

suits and avant-garde films, 

he knew the things real men know— 

how to invest in the market, how to buy tires 

and what kind of jewelry women like. 

He was still working when he died, 

signing contracts from his hospital bed, 

so he missed the white-socks-driving-too-slow- 

TV-too-loud part of his life, or worst of all, 

deterioration into a man born in Brooklyn 

who voted Republican. (Better to be 

a Yankee fan.) 

My mother remains her insouciant self, 

fey, charming, with an easy, clear laugh, 

a penchant for Norman Mailer and 

an encyclopedic knowledge of spot-removal. 

A woman who can take a joke, 

although, in the end, 

we do not hold her funeral 

in the Laundromat, as threatened. 

 
--Sheila Paris Klein 
 

 
***Graphics in this issue by Tom Tuttle***
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Frustrations 

The television is singing hymns. Automatic entertainment. The words are indecipherable. 
The words do not matter. No, no, it is the generic pitch of the voices, the dramatic swell 
of the volume, the hullabaloo of zooming cameras and the hysterical audience and the 
moon faces singing, so wide their mouths you can see down the throats of these singing 
faces, these robotic God-worshippers.  

The sky just swallows everything: this silver mist, this stagnant winter. Eat me alive. 
The living room's centerpiece is this pastel floral couch, and surrounding it is the beige 
carpet and the white walls. The hymnal television set. We are a pseudo-Pagan family, 
but still our home hasn't lost its conditioned Americanized sterility. It boasts chastity 
until you reach the bedrooms, bathrooms. Here sex happens. Eat me alive. Pull my hair. 
A world of dysfunction-worshippers. There was a thing called God, but there was also 
alcohol and self-mutilation and crazy familial relationships. I don't want to live here. 
Hypnotic voices emanating from the TV speakers are reciting lines. This is just 
information. This means nothing. This changes nothing.  

-Chelsea Clark 

 

We are… 

We are stained glass 
Shattered at the foot of a bloodied statue. 
Jesus sweat blood. 
We are scatter(ed) brains 
From a shotgun in the  
Mouth of Mary 
When she found out she was  
KNOCKED UP. 
We are tendons stretched  
Holding heartbeats under fractured ribs. 
We beat our wayward thoughts. 
We are Michelangelo’s fingers 
Reaching gods 
We never touched. 
They lied to us. 

-Julie Combest 

 

WHEN I DIE... 
 
 
When I die don't forget 
I saw Beauty fucking everywhere. 
Every third woman in the  
airport, the baby learning to  
blow kisses to mom in the  
line at the rental car.  Shadows  
on the face of the moon.   
It's not that beauty makes us  
happy, cause it don't,  
it's that it requires so  
much from us.  Calls us to 
wake before the cats, or 
endure endless boredom, so  
the child has chances. Makes us 
throw off pleasures in honor of  
the way she cocks her  
head at the lunch counter.   
Takes our lives into words, 
music, pictures, unyielding  
eternities that calls us to be  
what we can't, till we  
can't anymore.   
 
--Bruce Isaacson 
 



A Preface 

They’d talked about death sometimes 
but always in bad humor.  “Some widow 
I’d make,” she’d said.  She knew the doorbell 
came first.  She’d get out of bed, a white hat,  
the district chief, standing on the porch. 
But instead a nurse called, which meant 
he was hurt.  The doctor said, “Shock trauma.” 
Her knees buckled.  “He’s got chest pains.” 
She said, “Then why the hell is he in trauma?” 
All her married life she recognized the jargon. 
“It’s not a heart attack,” the doctor said. 
“A building fell in.”  She didn’t want  
to wake the kids, his injuries were vague. 
At the hospital, she wore a gown, mask. 
He was conscious.  She said, “You’re going 
to live.”  He tried to say they had to cut off 
his clothes, a towel was draped over him 
like a shroud.  “Maybe,” he said.  “God, 
I hurt so bad.”  They had to drag her downstairs. 
When she called her son, the words broke 
in her mouth.  Someone handed her a tissue, 
but it was too fragile.  Up at shock trauma, 
they said, “We’re going to put tubes in you. 
Internal bleeding.”  They pushed a crash cart 
beside his bed, just in case.  He repeated  
his statement: “I’m in so much pain 
you can’t hurt me.”  But they did. 
 
-Jarret Keene 
 

                       Download Neon Geyser, Porcelain Sky at  
www.Zeitgeist-Press.com 

TOO HIP 
 
 
Too hip is worse than 
too ugly 
Too hip is a smile that 
doesn’t go anywhere 
Too hip is a fascist sense of irony 
Too hip is what we do instead of 
roll the dice 
 
Too hip is a fancy kind of 
self-pity or 
an empty kind of class 
Too hip is worse than 
too square 
Too hip is what they teach you 
in the other school 
Too hip is the betrayal of pain 
 
Christ was not hip 
lions are beyond hip 
clouds sneer at hip 
nuclear explosions are 
indifferent to hip 
 
Clothes designers are 
patriotic to hip 
entertainment executives swear by 
hip 
siamese twins are baffled by 
hip 
birds cannot stomach hip 
 
their feathers are too bright 
they run too fast 
they die too quickly 
and sing without worrying about 
the notes 
 
--David Lerner, from his recently reissued  
  I Want a New Gun, www.Zeitgeist-Press.com 
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