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WHEN GOD GETS DRUNK 
 
Archangel Michael tried to get God to go on the wagon. 
“Each time you get sloshed there are more people 
climbing up their own assholes 
cause you think they look funny like that, 
and then you drop cathedrals on their baseball caps 
and kick them into the middle of next week; 
there’ve been complaints from the middle of next week. 
Just cause you can do anything doesn’t mean 
you can do anything.” 
“Does so.”  God wasn’t paying much attention. 
He had a first class hangover 
special delivery from Hell, remorse guaranteed. 
God doesn’t do remorse. 
He decided what he really needed was another drink. 
There was another bottle on his desk, there always was. 
God pointed at it to come closer, 
he was a little unsteady on his feet. 
“No, no,” Michael reached out a hand 
but didn’t touch God’s sleeve. 
“Don’t you remember how it all started? 
You were going to have a nice garden planet with animals 
and then you started talking 
to the worm at the bottom of the tequila bottle 
and next thing we knew there were men and women.” 
“Well,” said God, “I’ve got to drink with somebody. 
Men drink.” 
“You could stop,” Michael suggested, 
“you can do anything.” 
“You just said I couldn’t,” God pointed out. 
Then he laughed.  “You never really looked at my world. 
Yes, it’s a mess.  It’s a beautiful mess. 
I’m just not a tidy God.” 
 
--Julia Vinograd, from her book When God Gets Drunk, 
Zeitgeist Press, 2007 
 
 
THE BITCH 
 
I made doggy with her twice. 
Exactly twice.  Well, four 
months later I walk into a room 
and she 
treats me like a fire hydrant. 
Public.  Legs. Tongue.  Marks me 
as hers 
and walks away, sniffing.   
 
--Bruce Isaacson, from a new book forthcoming 
from Zeitgeist Press 
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Breaking up with vindictive strangers  

so long for being 
so real for being so fake 
you lamb drunk on milk 
in the crater 
so what? 
  see everything 
and still smile so 
forget it and 
chew it 
and chew- 
 avert 
and sacrifice 
knowledge 
for peace. 
 
 have your banquet 
for your bloody birthdays, 
 have your 
coffin shaped cakes- 
eat your mint jelly and drift on this bubble 
till it pops from the blade that drinks you- 

 

 

 
 

 
 
so this is what love is supposed to be- 
                                            swimming in blood  
                                                                drinking. 
a crack in the bottom of the crater 
sucking 
in sunshower 
and curling ribbon- 
you are 
still burning, 
phosphorescent 
and hidden, 
               cringing 
 
in the crater 
drowning 
you lamb full of jelly 
 
--Jason Quiggle 
 



 
Mural For a War Memorial 
 
For his khakis 
Can you find in your palate 
A mottled green, splotches 
of yellow ocher, raw umber? 
Could you spatter vermilion 
On flesh tone, then daub his cheek 
With charcoal?    Purple the sky. 
Sketch a tank in the background, 
Flares of orange along the horizon. 
When his buddies appear bearing his pall 
what shade will speak for him? 
 
--Ken Wanamaker 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

I took Mother by the hand  
and whispered in her ear 
she dug her nails into my flesh 
and scraped the caked blood off with her teeth 
 
I crouched beside Mother in the rain 
she pretended the downpour did not bother her 
even as she melted into the deluge 
and while I dreamed of tomorrow  
she was washed away into yesterday 
 
today the shadows of time  
were bent stretched starched  
twisted  
into this bouquet of dead wilting effigies  
hanged  
from my window sill 
 
I can still recall the night I saw 
the first firefly of twilight 
flitting in and out of trees 
    with belly glowing  
it took me hours of searching 
but just before dawn  
there she was  
    sitting on my palm 
 
she had escaped from the monastery's dungeon 
and the apothecary's laboratory 
    -but not unharmed 
they said she was magic 
so they tried to suck out her insides     
    and steal her power 
 
one look in her eyes and I knew  
that someday she would crush me  
with just a shrug of her broken wings 
 
just because you are hopeless doesn't mean I wouldn't  
breathe my last breath into you 
 
there's always room for one more body  
in the catacombs behind my eyes 
for the inferno rages 
and condenses the old remains to ash 
 
there is a blackness so dense 
that it glows with fury at its edges 
and pulls everything into its depths 
 
I dine on the blood of swine 
and the fermented nectar 
dripping from the sweet lips of liars 
 
yet I am left famished 
I am poor 
tasteless 
 
my ancient nemesis has plundered me again 
as false prophets dance beneath flaxen sheets 
 
--Marcus Crowe 
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