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ABOUT  
 
You know when you workshop a piece and you receive some well -intentioned  
critiques from your peers and that brief moment when you actually consider it ð  
maybe you even cock your head, ponder the page, but No. You like it just the way it is.  
Cause you like it. Maybe you even smile. You just like it. And that is all there is to it.  
 
Carnival is here to celebrate that feeling.  
 
      ñ The Editors 
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Souls in Purgatory  
 
 

òAs we passed the time thus pleasantly I saw death go by, along yonder corridor...she was 
with a friend of yours.ó ð Mike Carey, God Save the Queen 

 
Moments doled out  
like a morphine drip ð 
or, of course, in coffee spoons. 
 
In the heat, 
we twist and fray like ribbons tied around tree trunks.  
Trace that plastic circle, 
trace it again.  
 
Sweaty sleep, 
knuckles so dry they bleed. 
The low rattle of the rasping lung,  
 
The slight hitch in my breathing as the sun rises. 
Walk home and you will smell the sprinklers,  
the hanging floral perfume of water.  
 
At home, the blue television  
a blade of light beneath the door, 
 
the first notes in that forgetting song.  
 
      ñ Scott Creley 
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A SMALL POEM IN WHICH SOCRATES,  
MOZART, MATISSE, CHEKHOV AND  
EINSTEIN ARE ALL SQUEEZED IN  
  
 
Poor old Socrates had so few geniuses in history  
to keep him company.  He never had Mozartõs  
piano music to listen to.  He never had Matisseõs  
colorful observations to find pleasure gazing at.   
He never had Chekhovõs letters to read, one  
in which he mentions enjoying a bowl of rich  
sorrel soup in a train station.  None of this was  
available to him to help take his mind off matters.  
We know this is not true of Einstein.  We know  
that he loved Mozart.  But god only knows what  
precious thoughts went through that brain of his  
while listening.  Perhaps, one evening, he thought  
about the lovely young woman he had seen while  
walking across campus lost in thought,  
flakes of snow coming to rest in his hair  
like the tiniest of birds, chirpless and blind.   
 
      ñ Ronald Baatz 
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Propulsion  
 
 

Iôm smiling and waving like a Kennedy. Minus bullet to the brain ripping 

through the cranium, and murky depths of Chappaquiddick. Sometimes 

the sky becomes a personal umbrella of acquittal. Day doesnôt care about 

cover-ups. Let the black night be the bad guy. Iôm a dreamer lost in a 

modern day Camelot. A sucker for sultry birthday ballads and Norma 

Jean flings. An honest man. A love affair. Jackie O, O, Oé 

 
      ñ Daniel Romo 
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PO_ta_to_ETRY 
 
 
Youõve got it 
all wrong! 
she snapped 
as he cut  
the spud 
julienne. 
 
I want  
crinkles 
not shoestrings! 
 
He cut 
patiently  
each stick 
just like  
the last. 
 
òWe always  
have crinkleséó 
 
Sea salt 
sprinkled  
generously. 
 
Her nose 
wrinkled  
disgustedly.  
 
òTonight 
I want  
shoestrings.ó 
 
      ñ R L Raymond 
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ATTRAVERSIAMO  
 
 
You make me purr and roar and grrr,  
jaywalk the joy  
with cat plans being leopardized.  
  
 
You make me hop-hop pam-pa-pam, 
jump in juicy -harsh 
pillows of  
the baloo-bagheera-faced. 
 
  
You make me charm 
les mots comme papillons, 
you make me call for 
solange dress on hot-air moan. 
 
  
You make me reign and pillion,  
whisper -scream 
tree-prayer rays and rain,  
drink your thirsty stream.  
 
  
You make me (b)race myself, 
observe, absorb, 
compose, shine, 
indomitable.  
 
  
You make me hurl (feline fatale), 
swirl safari twist,  
the Letha-tester, 
bubble wrap I'll miss and I'll mist.  
 
  
I am the dream running for, from.  
 
  
You jungelize my days. 
 
      ñ Agnes Marton 
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Circus Love  
 
 
Youõre a big top circusðeverything a boy dreams 
of discovering under a red tent. The most dazzling woman  
 
Iõve ever seen in a sequin leotard on top of an elephant. 
You smell like peanuts, and I love peanuts, almost as much 
 
as your sticky cotton candy kisses. When you perform 
your acrobatic feats I want to enroll in contortionist school  
 
just so I can learn to bend like you. Youõve got a flair 
for the dangerousðyou swallow swords, juggle knives,  
 
and breathe fire all while riding a unicycle. Baby, you put the pa 
in panache, so much so that those Ringling Brothers have 
 
forfeited the title greatest show on Earth to you. If I could,  
Iõd be the trapeze youõd swing from, the tightrope youõd walk on, 
 
and the safety net just in case you decided to fall for me. 
What I wouldnõt give to be the facial hair on your bearded lady, 
 
your strongmanõs handlebar mustache, or your human 
cannonball act. You make me want to wear over-sized shoes 
 
and pants, change my name to Bozo and dance with a grizzly 
bear in a tutu if it meant I had any chance of squeezing 
 
into your clown car heart. But you are too savage a beast 
for silliness like thatða wild lioness Iõd never try to tame. 
 
Instead, Iõd gently request you open your mouth just wide 
enough for me to rest my brow on your pink tongue,  
 
where I would then wait patiently for your jaws to clamp shut,  
so I could finally feel what itõs like to lose my head. 
 
      ñ Eric Morago 
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carnival love music  
  
 
she was like a lost love of Charlie Brown 
strolling across the campus village green  
in her long coat of murals with eyebrows fluctuating  
laughing at the thin air and causing people  
to wonder if she was as dark and sharp as 
her eyes amplified behind coffeehouse poetry 
glasses 
we met at the plastic toy farm exhibit in my white  
barren room after my sisters and I finished off a bottle of  
rum to reveal a bikini clad Puerto Rican, who we cast  
in the farm scene as the town drunkard 
the strange girl meticulously arranged the animal  
scene and with such majesty and won the weekly contest  
and I stole her pom-pom winter hat in lieu of the entry fee  
the naysayers forbade me to see her again, but I climbed into her room  
lantern boxes and pictures of all of her favorite presidents and the 
rare Bowie record playing in the background as she jumped on a  
trampoline.  
the room became a museum of stolen toys, a bonus she gave to herself for breaking  
into retail  
   and I took a full breath for the first time.  
 
      ñ Kevin Ridgeway 
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Neurotica  
 
 
Neurotica is the art  
of perfecting control,  
the gut-aching desire 
to witness the old moon, 
surrender itself  
to the arms of a new one -- 
a precise pocket of time 
at the speed a dandelion  
burns, faster than stars 
smoldering away the miles.  
 
Neurotica is the hunger  
of destruction to create, 
the interlude  
right before  
fissuring the wings  
of a diaphanous emerald dragonfly,  
a nebulous addiction 
like the constant peddling scheme -- 
of getting dirty to make clean.  
 
      ñ Jacqueline Pham 



15 

 

The Dying Gaul  

 

 

òYouõre such a baby when youõre sick,ó  

my second wife rebukes. Why be 

heroic, I wonder, as if my agony  

were no worse than anybody elseõs 

cauterized surrender. My bowels  

last night were like Niagara Falls  

and I was vomiting enough as I shat 

on the floor to make me wheeze 

like a whore sucking off the toilet.  

Iõm not a fan of using images 

from famous works of art, but  

isnõt it more ennobling 

to feel classical, I think, as I push 

against a mattress edge like that warrior 

refusing to let his elbows squint  

lower than shockõs presentiments. 

 

òYou act as if youõre dying,ó my first wife 

would sneer at my desire to get up, to keep walking  

to find out how to balance my way across 

some unfamiliar space of uselessness. 

Moaning by myself, my grunts  

blend with a helicopterõs perforated gasps. 

I remember eating at a wobbly table, 

one leg too short, each press of knife on dish 
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a searing wish to extract the ensconced 

barb of oblivion. End this painõs 

mockery of my nimble yearning,  

I beg, but everyone else is dead ð 

I alone am lingering with gravityõs kiss, 

the rumble of disemboweled brevity  

haunted by a blue scream. 

 

      ñ Bill Mohr  
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New York Minute  
 
 
The rain surprised us 
and of course, all the taxis 
dried up and disappeared.  
We settled for one of those 
glassy hotels 
with clean restrooms and  
a piano bar 
cozily serving up hors dõoeuvres 
and standards, 
like òViolets For Your Furó 
and òSeptember In The Rain.ó 
I think we were drinking Manhattans,  
more as a salute to the moment 
than anything else 
because we were sophisticated, 
but not yet romantic.  
Romantic came later. 
 
      ñ Dorothea Grossman 
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in our sun room,  
 
 
on the wall nearest the 
table, 
i notice  
three greasy streaks 
of what had  
once been 
salad dressing. 
we had  
a party there the  
other day 
and iõm surprised 
the streak wasnõt 
wine. 
i got a wet cloth 
and wiped  
and 
wiped  
until the spot  
was totally gone. 
it was a  
great meal 
and a great night 
and i have other ways 
of remembering. 
 
      ñ John Yamrus 
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Our Lady of the Jukebox  
 
 
caresses the sides of the mean machine 
as if they could interconnect, as if she 
could, somehow, slip inside the music,  
the colored neon, and become the light, 
through the simple act of a laying on  
of hands were a fusion point where sound  
could be converted into thoughts that  
could be projected inside her as a life force, 
animating her cold gray eyes, making static 
elements like tattoos on her skin, livid,  
objects of the will of their own, wild and  
unmanageable as the bar they were 
released into and somewhere, out there, in 
the fractious night,  there would be singing  
and music, but no one would know where.  
 
      ñ Alan Catlin 
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THE PALACE  
 
 
Gary was one of the regulars in  
The Palace where we hung out  
every Thursday and Friday evening.  
Beer was twenty five cents a glass.  
On those nights we would sit at our  
same table and discuss things,  
mostly politics.  
Sometimes, philosophy and sociology.  
 
Two of my favorite people were  
Gary and Marlene.  
That story goes back to the sixties  
when I first started hanging out there  
during the Vietnam War and met  
people who knew what was going on.  
What the score really was.   
 
I first noticed Marlene there who seemed  
to always be sitting on the same stool  
with a glass of beer.  
She was good looking, not beautiful,  
good looking, probably in her thirties.  
I know Gary noticed her, saw him go up  
and ask her if sheõd like to join us. 
There had never been a woman  
at our table.  
No one objected. 
 
I had known Gary for a few years, quiet,  
forty, divorced twice, no kids.  
Twice divorced guys his age are lonely  
and donõt stay alone long. 
 
Marlene, reluctant at first, sat down.  
Peopleõs lives were their own business. 
The first few times she was quiet,  
listened, then joined in the conversations.  
She was smart. Gary was impressed. 
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In the weeks following, Marlene was  
at the table, always with Gary.  
One thing none of us didnõt do   
was ask anyone about their personal life.  
There were things some of us preferred  
to not talk about.   
 
Although I liked spending time with the  
people at our table, I didnõt socialize with  
them outside the Palace. 
I was surprised when Marlene said to me,  
òPlease, I need to talk to you.  
Can we have coffee sometime?ó 
 
I didnõt know what she wanted to talk about  
and I was apprehensive.  
Maybe I read too many romance stories and  
I didnõt want was an affair with a woman  
who hung around a bar like the Palace. 
And I wouldnõt do anything to upset Gary.  
 
I agreed to have coffee with her  
the next evening. Dinner was added. 
 
òI feel I can talk to you,   
that you'd understand.  
Gary is getting serious and I know heõs  
been married twice.  
Guys married twice feels it's the only  
way to be.ó 
 
I asked if she thought that was such  
a bad idea if she cared for him. 
 
òI know you can't tell because  
I donõt show it,  
but I'm an alcoholic.  
Light wine and beer in small amounts  
during the day, then in the evening  
at the Palace.  
I'm a good actor.ó  
 
I asked if Gary knew.  
 
 



22 

 

òHe doesnõt because I make sure  
I'm not with him all day.  
When we sleep together,  
it's at his apartment and I leave at night  
or early in the morning.  
If I tell him, itõll be over.  
Do I tell him or not?ó 
 
When I saw Marlene next, she was  
sitting at the bar in the Palace.  
Gary hadn't come in yet.  
 
      ñ Ray Foreman 
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Thomas And The Hummingbird  
 
 
Thomas learned to dance from a hummingbird  
who moved like sweet tea. 
 
In the space between 
buildings and trash  
they swayed in and out of the broken   
lights like a memory I canõt remember all of 
that comes and goes like Santa Monica waves. 
 
connected at the ear by white ear buds and a wire. 
 
He spun her, but had to follow,  
was as fluid as plywood, and  
was just drunk enough to fake the confidence  
he needed to dance in work boots 
 
the hummingbird still nuzzled her head on Thomasõ chest  
when their MP3 orchestra played  
the slow songs. 
 
      ñ Michaelsun Knapp 
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The Two -Headed Man  
 
 
The man was always fighting with himself  
because he had two heads.  One played the role 
of optimist, as airy as an elf, 
the other, dark and hairy as a troll,  
would grouse and wheeze like a pneumatic drill.  
And people made cruel jokes. òA man who got 
ahead,ó they said, or òLook, itõs twins!ó  The dull  
one had no love but the blonde head did get 
some dates, until his counterpartõs crude leer 
murdered the mood.   òI must be free,ó he said, 
and slipped an earwig in his brotherõs ear, 
which ate the brain.  But then he felt half-dead. 
Iõve killed myself, he thought and held it near, 
whispering through the night, òDear head, dear head.ó 
 
      ñ Tony Barnstone 
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Attraction  
 
 
I say rain. You say pyro. I say Spain. You say Cairo. I say The Mexican-

American War was actually started over a woman. You say tell me more. 

I say her name was Lupita Conchita de la Macarena. She batted her eyes 

and spread her thighs one too many times for a certain Anglo general. 

Her novio, Hilario the Hothead, took offense and killed the generalôs 

mother. Saddled up his stallion and raided her place at dawn. Woke her 

from her dreams and doused her frail body in kerosene. Lit the fuse of 

her limbs until the blaze took apex in her stomachðher burning flesh the 

voice of her sonôs transgressions. I say what a painful way to go. You 

kiss my cheek, run your hands down my chest, and whisper in my ear. 

Sizzle. Sizzle. 

 
      ñ Daniel Romo 
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THE CYCLE 
 
 
I get a lift home from work with a colleague  
most nights. We drive towards the sun  
and lately I have noticed some of the beautiful  
sunsets that have been occurring as we make 
our way home. It occurs to me that I should be 
recording these moments in some way, so 
I had the idea of bringing a camera with me  
and taking photographs of the stunning  
crimsons, oranges and reds that fill the sky 
as we drive home. I would call this project  
ò12 Sunsets Through A Car Windowó  
or something equally pretentious.  
But the camera has no battery and every week 
I devise a plan to buy a new battery, bring  
the camera to work with me, and finally begin  
this project é and every week I forget.  
Months have passed. It is summer now  
and the sun is higher  
when we finish work, the sky bluer and  
clearer, the postcard-like  sunsets 
of winter and spring long gone.  
Now I will have to wait  
until next winter, autumn at the earliest,  
to begin this new artistic venture,  
when once again, day after day I will  
inevitably forget the battery, forget the camera,  
the whole sorry process reactivating once more, 
like the eternal cycle of the sun itself, with  
its terrible rising and falling, rising and falling.  
 
      ñ Glenn W. Cooper 
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Willie's Favorite Bartender  
     
  
She tops the pitcher, slices the foam, 
knows to bring six singles for his change 
instead of a one and a five, which may force  
a decision between the pair when he tips her. 
She brings a single glass without asking, or judging. 
 
So when she asks where he's been hiding himself,  
he confides the truth ð tells of his DUI, the CHP, the DMV,  
a sleepless night in lockdown.  In return, she opens herself to him ð  
her beloved convertible, gone, with half a dozen parked cars 
damaged in its wake.  òHow do you deal?ó he asks. 
 
òWhat works for me is taking taxis and drinking more,ó she says, 
which cracks them both up, and for a moment they're more than  
server and patron, more than friends, and it's something like love  
when she sympathizes the only way she knows how  
and hands him a drink chip.  
 
      ñ Luke Salazar 
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Lollycup Parking Lot At 10 PM  
 
 
Tonight the sun is on our shoulders  
Making the asphalt feel like California  
Mid -July beach sand, but this timeñ 
This time, Iõm wearing my laced up boots 
And not those flimsy flip -flops that  
I kick off to be buried.  
This time, in one dazed and lazy inhalation  
Does the skunk-musk marijuana fill  
My nostrils as well as when as a child, 
Iõd bury my face in my grandmotherõs 
Herb garden, rubbing into the mint leaves  
Until my flaring nose burned against the texture.  
This time, the thin smoke sinews unwind themselves  
From a small window crack of a parked car  
Baked in whiny orange lights.  
This time I am planted in the plushy long grasses 
A miniature island in this paved lot of  
Hushed foreign conversations 
And cylindrical corpses that are cigarette butts  
Left unburied on the warm blacktop.  
And Jorge is talking about vaginas and about us 
Always being the ôbad guyõ somewhere. 
And weõre laughing about it. 
And when he sucks air through the straw of his  
Now empty milk tea, I get thirsty this time.  
But this time I donõt drink, because I like 
The way it feels to be insatiable, 
And to have to wait.  
 
      ñ Charlotte San Juan 
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Cantilevered Creek  

 

 

upstream, the lingering  

        waterfall of  

        late july  

bounces with all  

        its pulse 

engorged and curls 

        around the flat  

        hump of rock  

Iõm squatting on 

        downstream the 

fastidious meandering  

        of my breath wobbles 

back with mingled  

        dragonflies  

  

        once, two lovers 

arrogantly fucked  

        in a cove across 

from here. ledge 

       bound, I glimpsed  

her legs pummeling  

        the air. surely they 

knew a straggler 

        might glance at 

their muted, tingling  
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        efflorescence, each 

kiss as guesswork 

        of insatiable haste, 

yet my illegibility  

        oozed like opaque 

mist smoldering  

        in spirals towards  

their vanishing joy,  

        their returbulent  

vanishing joy.  

 

      ñ Bill Mohr  

 



31 

 

          Natalie Robles 
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dos mundos  
 
 
she lives among Joshua Trees  
and teaches English in a 2-bit college on a hill  
i live in a suburb 15 minutes east of East L. A. 
and work for a 2 -bit air -conditioning outfit  
off the 10 freeway 
 
weõve been locked up in here all day 
in this over -priced motel room somewhere in Redlands  
the geographical half-way point between us  
we have cigarettes, munchies and plenty to drink  
as she snoozes on the bed 
down for the count after another 3 rounder  
and i try to get it all down by lamp light  
 
this one here, she just canõt get enough 
like me she has apparently been starved for some time 
everywhere we go she wants to get down 
once in a parked car, a few times in public restrooms 
and the other day i was leaning on an ancient rock formation  
at the Joshua Tree National Park with her rubbing up  
against my thigh, like a dog, until she reached orgasm 
 
the women of my past, i pushed them in the well  
hidden in the deepest part of me and didnõt even say goodbye 
i hear their voices now, as i write this, screaming up at me  
to get them the hell out of there or throw down a gun  
so they can put themselves out of their misery 
i wonder if this one will end up down there with themé 
 
      ñ Jose Arroyo 
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Jan van de Cappelle or Follower:   
A View of the River Maas before Rotterdam ,  
1645  
 
 
The harbor is calm, but clogged 
With all manner of craft,  
From many-masted to single, 
From crowded decks to deserted, 
From single-oared to synchronized, 
 
Not so different from the congestion  
Of the Los Angeles and Long Beach 
Harbors today:  the tankers of oil  
And natural gas, the containerized cargo 
Ships, the holiday cruise liners. 
The docks with dinosaur cranes, 
The wharfs and jetties with solitary, ethnic  
Anglers. 
 
I suppose their highways weren't often  
Much less congested than our freeways either. 
 
Ports of Call then; Ports of Call now. 
 
We seldom realize how much we are 
A product of our topographies:  
 
Pittsburgh's Three Rivers; 
Portland's Big One. 
All the urban lives along the Mississippi;  
All the deaths south of the Rio Grande. 
 
      ñ Gerald Locklin 
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Theft  
 
 
They chased the black homeless man 
down aisle four to the front  
of the store 
and forced him to remove  
the bottled soda from his soiled pants. 
 
They kicked him out through  
the automatic doors, 
back-slapped each other, 
congratulatory on catching  
the thief and preventing a crime  
from occurring.  
 
Then the employee 
who held the bottle  
pinched between his fingers 
like some strange dangerous insect, 
turned to the manager and said, 
 
"I'm going to throw this out,  
after all  
he did have it down his pants."  
 
      ñ Wesley Francis 
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Monet: Vétheuil in Winter , 1879  
 
 
The frigid cold of 1879-80 
Froze the color right off this canvas 
Of a town whose molecules  
Have almost stopped moving.  
 
Certainly its commerce had. 
Certainly its fishing had.  
 
The old town dead in the cold,  
And, in the heat,  
The old die of heart attacks. 
 
Nature conspires to keep us 
From living forever.  
Sometimes, with all our science, 
We seem to be keeping nature at bay. 
 
Then bolts of lightning  
Level our electrical plants, 
And even our technologies  
Seem to be turning against us. 
 
Still we struggle to survive  
Until bells in our biological clocks  
Begin to toll for us.  
 
      ñ Gerald Locklin 
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LEAVE US TO HELL ALONE  
 
 
Deja vu, and it's not yet 2012.  
It's just around the corner, 1930, 
I feel it and I'm not  
the only one.  
 
Men, mostly men, some women too  
come to the Peopleõs Kitchen  
on Garfield Street for  
an afternoon meal.  
For some, more lately, their only meal.  
They sit around on the three  
benches outside, or on the ground,  
waiting, donõt bother anyone,  
just sit or talk to anyone  
who feels like talking.  
A few share a yesterdayõs newspaper  
rescued from a trash basket.  
 
Some lucky ones pick up day  
labor work on a few nearby farms.  
No factory or store jobs. 
At night one or two sleep sitting up  
on the bench in front of  
the day labor office hoping  
to be the first in line.  
An unnamed person in the office  
will leave two or three refrigerator  
boxes in the rear every night.  
 
To some who pass by and see  
the line for the afternoon meal  
at the Kitchen, their stomachs quake.  
If circumstances donõt change  
soon, some may join them. 
 
It happens every day, they see it,  
they hear it, they read it.  
The fear is real and comes  
like a pronouncement by a doctor,   
òthere is no cure for the disease,  
it is spreading.ó  
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It's especially because the economy  
has been good for a long time,  
sine the end of W.W.II.  
Most people got used to them.  
They had decent jobs,  
had homes, newer cars,  
large TVs, better toys.  
cell phones. 
òThe times they are a changin,ó 
Bob Dylan sang in the sixties.  
Heõs still singing it today.  
Some of us weren't listening. 
Some still aren't.  
 
Chicago, the early 30s,  
a kid could count on a place to  
sleep and food, not a lot, enough  
to keep him alive.  
And shoes, penny candy and  
a double feature movie for a nickel.   
 
One doesnõt need a gypsy to read  
tea leaves about the future  
when rivers are overflowing and  
a rush of water is coming  
down the streets. 
I donõt need to read the best economists  
in the land write on the web  
that America has changed.  
That life for some, or many,  
will be an experience  
our great grand parents,  
rode out in the 30s. 
It's foggy, I donõt know how well  
we can do now.  
 
Maybe all we can do right now  
is sandbag some cash, keep our  
expenses low and yell  
in the streets,  
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òBack to hell you lackey  
bastards in Washington,  
we want our country back.  
The next time your concoct  
a Vietnam, an Iraq, and an Afghanistan,  
you go and leave your blood.  
Leave us alone is all we ask.  
 
      ñ Ray Foreman 
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Kids  
 
 
I am a kid again. Superman 
on a bicycle, no hands on the handlebars,  
looking for you  
down the street. We are kids  
running through sprinklers, like kids  
in the 80's  
around Brooklyn fire hydrants.  
Laughing at the water and music around us.  
Kids, on the couch  
in front of the swamp cooler,  
legs kicking, feet dangling from the edge,  
 
eating popsicles. If anyone asks, I  
don't like you but  
just between me and you, 
 
Red is my favorite and I want you to have it.  
 
I am a kid again 
and if you really are too  
maybe you can take that postcard of me 
and stick it in a time capsule and bury it.  
And years from now  
when you're  
all grown up  
you can dig it up so that  
it can remind you  
how it felt  
 
to not think,  
the way adults tend to do.  
 
      ñ Michael Torres 
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