
      A Thin Crescent on the Water


      

      
      
         silver sliver:

veilless vessel rises, revels,

vies, relies, relives

severe reverie.

 

miles lie, reverse lore’s simile

over lover’s eros, rovers, livers,                               

or losers; loose rose, verso, overlies river’s roil. solve solo,

no lens enlivens inverse Selene.



believe visible bliss vibes; livelier river ebbs, revels, 

ever rosier rills revere, serve level verse.

aerial salver reveals several rival seas,

mere rim, slimmer, smiles, revives me.
      

      
   
      The Rediscovery of Man


      

      
      
         She left me last year.

Our togetherness was short-lived.

Three months and a week.



That time was enough

for us to know we did not work

enough to make it.



It was in New York

where we met for the last time,

though we never talked.



She texted me once

about how she wanted me

to leave her alone.



We were long-distance,

so to me we were alone,

both of us, apart.



She messaged a line

from an old song we both knew,

give or take a word.



She said, "Distance has

no way of making love seem

understandable."



But was she honest?

Did the distance tear at us

and reveal our selves?



Isolated selves

that hunger for more contact

when the well has dried?



In my ignorance,

I took her plea for parting

as pure selfishness.



For months I blamed her.

Never had I felt so crossed

by someone before.



I wanted to die

for someone who loved me not,

who cared for me not.



"And to think," said I,

"she was not even my type!"

Still, I hated her.



Deeply unhappy,

I took to walking the streets

in the dead of night.



Then, on certain nights,

I would sit under bridges

like a troll, waiting.



Waiting for what now?

Nothing, except maybe sleep,

for sleep without dreams.



But to my surprise,

I had a guest one cold night,

a greasy fellow.



He looked like a beast,

with his hair almost like fur,

and a big stuffed nose.



His hands were like paws,

and his teeth were sharp like knives.

He seemed not human.



Yet in my dazed state,

I did not mind his looks much.

I simply snickered.



I said, "My dear friend,

you could use a good long bath

even more than me."



He said, "I've seen her.

She's better off without you."

His dog teeth glistened.



"Who is she?" said I.

"It sounds like you know me, friend."

I was displeased.



The creature looked sad,

as opposed to sadistic,

and sat beside me.



He grimaced and said,

"The one you love is happy,

since she's free of you."



My heart tightened up,

on the verge of exploding,

or so how I felt.



"How dare you," said I.

"Look how unhappy I am!

How's this for the best?"



"It's not about you."

He said, "It hurts, but your heart,

it will get better."



He said, "If you sulk,

and cannot move on from her,

you will become me."



He said, "I know you

because I was a human

with a love like you."



"But," I muttered low,

"she broke up with me through text,

through a text message!"



"Even so," he said,

"now it's your job to move on,

to get over that slight."



He appeared patient.

"It takes time, but soon enough,

or else you'll be lost."



I said, "But without her,

who will I be right for, then?

Who can accept me?"



"Someone," he replied.

"There's always someone for you,

though you don't know them."



He continued with,

"You'll find someone in the night,

or they will find you."



It occurred to me

that lovers are discovered,

and not conjured up.



I had conjured her,

this image of my lover

as if she were built.



But she was not made.

She was not designed for me.

She had her reasons.



If I was to live,

to survive as a man,

I had to forgive.



My mind cleared enough.

We talked that night, he and I,

the beast and the man.



My humanity, 

thanks to what the beast had said,

was for me to keep.
      

      
   
      When Boy (Monster) Meets Girl (Also a Monster)


      

      
      
         When Cyclops looks into the mirror,

She doesn’t quite like what she finds.

Her lips are pinched thin, and her brows look like sin,

‘Cause she’s only got one plus-sized eye.



She’s tried hats and scarves and hairpins.

She’s tried everything—spared no expense.

And glasses appall; she hates them most of all,

'Cause she can’t find a pair with one lens!



Now just down the street from the Cyclops,

A Zombie lived all by himself.

He hollers and stumbles, and falters and bumbles,

He’s left his left foot on his shelf.



He can’t recall where he last saw it.

He’s checked all of his drawers and bins.

Now, all out of time, he sets out with a whine:

“Well, I guess I’ll just go with a limp.”



Our shy Cyclops likes to stay home, now.

She only leaves to get new books.

She turns her head down and she stares at the ground

And hopes no one makes fun of her looks.



Today, she decides that she’ll hurry.

The library's one block away.

Now, head tilted low, she treads into the snow

And with speedy haste, she makes her way.



The Zombie is just down the corner,

With foot gone, he’s feeling quite small.

And as she’s looking down, while he bumbles around,

They run into each other and fall.



“Oh Devil, I’m sorry!” he mutters,

“I didn’t quite know you were there!”

“It’s okay,” she replies, as she rubs at her eye,

“But your fingers are stuck in my hair.”



As they pluck out his broken digits,

He happens to glance at her eye.

She stammers and blushes at his gentle touches.

Cue Cupid, t’was love at first sight!



“I really don’t know what I’m saying,

“But I think you’re one fine-looking guy.

“So I guess I’ll impose, if you’re not indisposed,

“Would dinner at six be alright?”



The zombie could just barely say “Yes.”

Excitement restarted his heart.

“Well, heavens above, I’ll be falling in love,

“If you’re fine with me falling apart.”



Now sitting in snow, they're both blushing.

They laugh as they try to get up,

And lean on each other, and, chuckling, they wonder

How they could have found such good luck.
      

      
   
      Upon Reflection, I Have Several Regrets


      

      
      
         I wanted to make

A picture for the Writeoff

I thought I'd have fun



And so I scribbled

I sketched, I drew, and I inked

Through the evening



When I was finished

I looked back and remembered

I cannot draw well



So I gave that up

And came here to write instead

And I've gone meta



How hard can it be

To just write a few haiku?

I'll have this done soon



Low effort entries

And meta references

Always turn out well



Be glad it's not worse

I had other ideas

I could have done like:



There once was a man from Nantucket

Who at Writeoff thought he had struck it

When he saw what he drew

He knew what to do

He tossed up his hands and said "Fuck it"
      

      
   
      Replaced


      

      
      
         The changeling child—left in a crib

where infant cries were like a glib

plea to parents ears—changed love for fears.



Raised as their own and given things,

but granting in return just stings

of words so cruel they added fuel

to the bond that once was held so tight

but now is drained by this parasite,

it feeds on love and grows as their relationship does decompose.



Older now and dark of mood,

the changeling spawn loses similitude.

With bulging eyes and lengthened claws,

the glamour cast will hide its flaws

from those who'd see his actuality.



Meanwhile, the child who'd been stolen

grew to find he had no control in

the periled life that came to be his hazardous reality.



A servant's lot in elfin home,

he played the part to groom and comb

the fairy princess—a child of the queen,

thin and frail like a string bean.

With commands absurd, she cut with word

the young man’s hope but spurred

his thoughts to find a way to slip his bonds and lords betray.



He wooed her heart with bond and pledge

and deeds designed to drive a wedge

between the queen and her young spawn

before the princess’ thoughts move on.



With distraction and a sleeping spell—

a human witch had taught him well—

he snuck inside the queen's household

and took a knife of iron cold

to cut apart the spells of fae when he made his getaway.



The next task: to learn the path

to escape from fae dogs' wrath.

He bribed the meekest of the fair folk

by executing a practical joke.

With iron dusted on a seat,

the outcome was to be sore beat,

but in his cell, he learned routes well.



When next the queen and child fought

and retreated to their rooms distraught,

the desperate boy convinced the lass

that they should take supplies and pass

from realms of twilight to lands of day'n'night.



They left their home with stealth and glamour,

but the meekest fae did raise a clamor.

The lass mistreated him so he

had filled his heart with jealousy.

As he watched the young pair go, he struck his vengeful blow.



The cry raised did call a hunt

with queen and hounds at the forefront.

With howl and jeer, the host caused fear

as the young pair picked up their pace

and turned towards the goblin marketplace.



They fled through crowds, past stalls and thralls

until they came to the coffee house and falls.

Inside the patrons drank and spoke

while flowing water crashed and broke

in troughs and down a darkened hole

that they'd go through by paying toll.



He thrust the lass at the barkeep

despite the way she cried and weep'd.

"I'm sorry but it's not my place

and I'll not again see your fair face.

My home is in another world."

And with that said he hurled

his body through the waterway

and swam and kicked through frothy spray

till out he came in sunny brook

then laughed and cried until he shook.



His parents were both dead long since

and he could not a care evince

for how the world had changed 

since from his youth he was estranged.



Time passes different in their realm

and industry did overwhelm

the simple world from which he hailed

but now a new lay to him unveiled.
      

      
   
      ‏‏‎ ‎


      

      
      
         "How long you think we'll be around," asked the old man with a sneer.

"Can't you feel things are winding down? Can't you feel the end looming near?

People say that it will be fine, though there's less of 'em each day.

None will be here to hear me whine. Is that why they say it's okay?"



"It's just like you to think like that," his friend said as he laughed.

"Things may change, but you know what? We sure won't, nor will our craft.

You and I should both know by now, that when you're with a friend,

Do your best and things'll work somehow, 'cause I'll be with you 'til the end."



While the pair is not there yet, Englishmen watch from the side.

A princess cradles her pet. Naked people run and hide.

Out in the fields horses thrive, running and prancing in rhyme

Waiting for them to arrive, knowing they'll be just in time
      

      
   
      00111111


      

      
      
         When Ogg and Grogg

Hungry, beaten

Found a bullfrog

So idly, then,

“Mine!” said Ogg, but

Grogg was faster— 

A fist was shut

A fight, a blur.

“No u!” cried Grogg,

“U!” an answer,

Punching, mud slog,

Untimely slur,

In the end who

Won? A winner

Never found to

Claim their dinner.

A hundred years

Ogg Clan Grogg Clan

Joined their blood-peers

To reclaim land,

“U!” yelled Grogg Clan,

“No! No u, Grogg,

Our reign will span

A million fogs.”



A war to last

Permanently, to

Honor the Groggs past

Prove they were true

To arms! They fight!

Bullfrog damnèd,

“Duh, we were right!”

Ogg programmèd.

Five thousand years,

Much had changed, yes,

Ogg was high-gear,

No mace, no mess,

Poland steamrolled,

Then France, mishap,

“Nö ü!” one doled,

“No u, old chap!”

Today the fight

Gone, but still there’s

Still that damn blight

Putting on airs,

“U! No u!” is

“You’re fake! I’m not!

You’re just bad biz,

Idiots. Hotshots.”



And in the future, it continues

Who’s right? Who’s wrong? Who cares? You lot?

But in the end you’ll find it in you

Dispel the fight with one word:



Ot
      

      
   
      Change


      

      
      
         The contents of this story are no longer available
      

      
   
      Turn and Return


      

      
      
         The contents of this story are no longer available
      

      
   
      Paper Planes


      

      
      
         A silly childhood memory?

I once made a paint calzone and called it

a butterfly! But get this:

A high modernist once took upon himself

the soporific task

Of tessellating squares and

(Taking right angles and straight lines,

The high ground with fine wines

&Pythagoreanism to its irrational limit)

Calling the whole thing a human life.
      

      
   
      Hervorgeholt (After Paul Celan)


      

      
      
         Looking to the left,

It’s the women you notice first.



The black milk of this day

is that who they are, is not

Known.



Only claims, and conjecture

is not nearly good enough for

this.



This was the beginning

of their path to heaven.

Their start caught in one sepia moment.



The women are the eldest

of the ones who should be

Known.



Even with their hands raised,

they work to keep the group together.

You can see a girl with them,



her face quick as she enters the camera still.

But, at least, she is there,

with them, with this memory.



The other men, and the other boys, save one,

are behind them.



The black milk of this dusk

as they walk into night

is that they, too, are not

Known.



These unknown are

together

in one moment

walking forward in sun

to the deadliest place.







Looking to the right,

The men in gray form their own group.



Four Meisters aus Deutschland,

lightning bolts on their collars,

guard the exodus of their prey

from the final haven they will know.



Only the one in the front,

the one with his weapon ready,

one out of all the bodies there, is

Known.

						

Death is a low man from Friedland-in-Böhmen,

there is steel on his head.

He cradles his gun with casual care,

his bullets strike you dead.



This pacification is mere business to him

and his leaden comrades-in-scales,

for the vipers they play with

slither deep in their dark.














in the middle

is the boy

with a soft

cap and eyes

his long jacket

and knee socks

on his far

too thin legs

both his hands

are raised up

to the air

where there will

be graves in

the clouds where

one will lie

unconfined

      

      
   
      Self-Refraction


      

      
      
         As the party falls away in the mirror,

pouring rain ahead makes my mind wander.

No amount of reflection makes it clearer:

the events I begin to ponder.



Recollection of words, stories and cheer

fall prey to the twisted mirror within,

melted glass and jagged spear

turn reflection to refraction, to my chagrin.



Unuttered words, mistakes,

and faux pas blown out of proportion

to consequences beyond their stakes

and force my stomach to contortion.



How am I to break this rhythm?

Every past action refracted to dread,

every word echoed to force schism,

as a voice taunts me from my head.



“They celebrate the void you leave behind,”

say words dripping with spite,

but then why would they be inclined

to accept me? Against myself I fight.



For every time I push the voice back

it finds a new avenue,

a new vector of attack

to strike insecurities anew.



Hands grip the wheel, tears cloud my view,

calming breaths seek to calm my nerves.

This tainted prism, I wish I could break through

and exhaust its reserves.



Barbs, twisted words, imagined slights

it brings to bear,

but always I strive to unveil with lights

and force its grim refraction into glare.



By night and dreams it lies shattered

and moods have been renewed.

Its fragments shattered

til it will next intrude.
      

      
   