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Stranded On A Mountain Top 

The comic book unfurled 
· From my almost frozen hands 

Spiralling I imagine 
Through miles of thickening oxygen 
Clark Kent on a downward slope 
Through the Alps 
Fallen victim not to kryptonite 
But frostbite. 

The very idea of diving to my death 
From this winter peak 
Makes wonderful starvation sense 
Like hypothermia 
On a· mountain top 
Or 
To be continued 
Since there's nothing left to read 
Only wait around for rescue 
While I marvel at my man of steel. 

Audrey Murphy 

Bellvadere, Embassy & Coca-Cola 

Draw, drink, swallow 
watch it twist and twirl 
up into the ceiling 
making it yellow with time 
and nicotine 
Draw, drink, swallow . 
watch her, attempt to read her 
like these words 
successful - not, it feels good 
and you can realize 
Draw, drink, swallow 
Fire 
the animal 
the primal 
and the blood 
extinguish. 

Chad Luff 

Meeting A Muse 

WI words 
and hopeful gleams 
of wishing, 
We met in a 
Virgin Dream 
and made music wl the 
Western Wind. 

At night, 
we shared secrets w I the 
dwellers of the forest, 
and slept beneath the 
endless sky. 

WI silver bodies 
shimmering aglow, 
the Moon became our Mother, 
and in the dark enchanted caves 
the children of our dreams 
were borne. 

D.C. Avery 

The Porchlight of Maeve Tibble's Heart 

Maeve 
believes that unrequited love 

is as meaningless 
as a moth wooing a porchlight. 

There are only two possible end results: 
a terrible headache 

from constantly smacking one's head against the glass 
or burning up 

in a quick passionate flame 
from being too close when the bulb heats up. 

Senses 

Look out! 
Did I see it? 
Did I hear it? 

June 1996 
E.B. Reid 

PASSION FISH 
(poem #4) 

So, Eve ate the apple ..... 
(one, one billion years, 
two, one billion years, 
three, one billion years) 

Stagnation 

A stag with an unborn nation within 
Translucent mobilities crying 
For rejuvenation and expression 
Omnipresence on a leash of fidelity 
Inversely self-preservation 
Buried not so deep 
Within the realm of reason. 

Ideas reincarnate 
Like the clones of hatchery 
But lusts continue fluidly. 

The horns are cut and recut 
As they have been on the Tigris 
And Euphrates. Your past is steamy 
And dusty as the Gulf meets the Med 
Across the Arabian fluids . 
He was hungry then and she always 
Wanted more but he was only 
The stag -
She was the nation. 

BfgM Do I feel it now? 
What is that smell? 
That taste is familiar ... 
The shiver began at the achilles 
Slowly, creeping all the way like 

..... and now Petra Alternadiva is on the Pill. 
God she hopes that snake Adam 

A slow rippling explosive charge to 
The nape ... still no notion ... then an 
Awareness ............ then ... dispersal. .. 

BfgM 

was one Hell of a lay. 

February 28, 1997 

E.B. Reid 

Eight Girls A Marching 

Our moon is laced 
With a million mothers' marks 
Not pocked 
Not scarred 
By ugly men's staring eyes 
And what a day 
For Neil and his starry cloth 
To stab the belly 
When an earthful of lenses 
Sate lites 
And presidents 
Are peering into 
Televisions. 

Audrey Murphy 

Staring at the sky. 
no words. 
a leaf falls. 
the tree dies. 
our Wayward Dream 
sadly ends. 

D.C. Avery 
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Desecration 

Altar of my love 
soil it with your pride. 
I could appeal to your heart 
but that already died 
a swift death, 
distant, long ago, 
victim of desecration. 
Truth tainted by vanity, 
live a lie 
to maintain the charade 
this endless parade 
of dirges, pallbearers. 
To take a step forward 
to the death of my heart, 
my desecration. 
Betray me 
I care not 
let me rot 
in your webs 
as my heart ebbs 
into oblivion. 

Mark Peebles 

Tick-Tock 

Tick tock 
goes the clock 
Termites turning gears; 
Occasion to be crushed 
by butterfly breath 
and turniquin death 
Tick Tock 
machine churns out 
snakes upon snakes 

squared 
times three 
Forever ending 
in flames that dance 
on butterfly breath 
as gears and death 
tick tock 

Chad Luff 

purge 

i woke up today and i opened my eyes 
to the shadows that cover and darken your soul 
i saw the chaos that rules over your mind 
I looked in your eyes it has taken its toll 
what hell do you live in and call your life 
why do you suffer why do you hate 
what have you gone through have you known strife 
and why do you insist on closing the gate 

on my love 
yes i love you 
why can you not see that 
and let me in 
you need to be held 
know that someone cares 
i can purge the spirits 
that haunt your heart 

what anarchy rules over your mind 
why do you hold the world in contempt 
why have you turned your back and gone blind 
on your friends and your family and all that once meant 
something to you and now nothing does 
what anguish is gnawing away at your head 
why do you shun me is it because 
you are sick of losing and are fighting instead · 

against my love 
yes i love you 
why can you not see that 
and let me in 
you need to be held 
know that someone cares 
i can purge the spirits 
that haunt your heart 

why do you punish yourself and your friends 
what agony have you known is your spirit depraved 
of love and compassion what demon rends 
your mind and your heart can your soul be saved 
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tell me what i can do what can be done 
you have remained silent and are clearly embattled 
release yourself to me there· is no need to .. run '¥~ 

i have never seen you like this you have even rattled 

my love for you 
i once knew i loved you 
but now i am not sure 
you are not the girl i loved 
you are distant and private 
why will you not talk to me 
i can help you 
i want to help you 
i can purge the spirits 
that haunt your heart 

. 
i watch you tremble your shoulders shake 
open up to me and tell me what is wrong 
what do i have to do what will it take 
i can help you now but i will not be here for long 
i am getting disheartened i am giving up letting go 
i do not know you anymore you have cast me away 
and i am sick of your silence and your petty woes 
i am sick of your apathy there is no way i can stay 

and my love for you 
because i once l~ved you 
is gone now and it left with you 
you imprisoned me and my heart 
but now that is all gone 
and i do not .care anymore 
i am becoming like you 
cloaked in a veil of darkness 
entangled in a web of deceit 
i once needed you 
but now i need no one 
i once thought i could help you 
that i could purge the spirits 
that haunt your heart 
now you are haunting my heart 
and i want your spirit purged 

Brian R. Harvey · 

How to break the threads of Love? 

t f 
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First, 
collect all 
poems 
in one giant box 

Then, 
toss them into 
the Sea 

The Waves will do the rest. 

D.C.Avery 
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IMPROMPTU DINNER AT 
LIVERPOOL STREET STATION 
(London, U.K., August 15, 1996) 

He intensely devours his Big Mac 
with the same intense passion 
that I wish to consume him. 
But, alas, there are 
too many calories in both. 

August 15, 1995 
E.B. Reid 

Masks, (said she) 
Of Talon and Death 

who do you think you are? said they 
I'm me, said she 

in the feline eyes 
of blood and fire 
of talon and death 

But you're different, said they 
Than who, said she 
Than us, said they 
Thank goodness, said she 
But why, said they 
You're not yourselves, said she 
Who are we, said they 
You're masks, said she 
Whose masks? said they 
Everybody elses, said she 

sweet caress of jaged claws 
and daemon screams 
low gutteral growl 

all dark 
image of eye 
beyond the circle 
purring, panting, chanting 
fur dancing, through black leaves 
and ember twigs 
that drift, twist 

Whose mask are you wearing? said they 
Mine, said she 

circle the circle 
lightless 

That's why I'm different. 

Rebecca Power 

cold, quivering, fear 
scent, sweat, flame 
green slited slash 
close 

all dark 

Chad Luff 

Nietzsche's Ode To God 

Light your Lanterns in the Mo(u)rning. 
Awaken from your decaying Dreams. 
"God is Dead!" the Madman cries, 
"And the Flowers are blossoming from his Grave." 

D.C. Avery 
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