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self portrait
dances with words

dallies with semi-colons

plays with periods and

commits to commas

this is the writer

perched in his mind

working to find

the Northwest passage

the new found land

the Panama that links

the out of us to the in

parcing psychologies

hustling history

selecting from selves

he steers by the light of 

the heart.

-- Doug Wilhide

I Am the Dandelion

I am the dandelion,

The weed.

Ain’t no garden on Earth

Safe from me.

I am the dandelion,

I can grow

On the side of cliffs

And even in the hardest

City sidewalks.

I am the dandelion,

You can cut me

And burn me

And trample me into the ground,

But my roots go deeper

Than you’ll ever know

And you can bet your sweet ass

I’ll be here next spring

With my smilin’ yellow flowers

In your face.

-- Sam Wilhide

Sunday, August 27


You pulled me up when I was drowning

Put me on your back and swam

Set me gently on the seashore

Made sure I was whole again.

Held me close to hear my heart beat

Helped me, nursed me back to strength

Breathed your life into my body

Gazed into my eyes at length

Looked inside my soul and loved me

Even though you saw my flaws.

Yet I have nothing I can give you

Save my love and my applause.

I can’t give you wealth or riches

I don’t have material things

But if you’re ever lost or drowning

I’ll put you on my back and swim. 

-- Felicity Britton  

Happy Hour
At a bar one rainy evening

When half the drinks were free,

A guy came in, then asked for gin

And took the stool right next to me.

“How have you been?” he asked me.

I said that I’m doing good.

“Me too, so far,” then he rapped on the bar

“But I’ve got to keep tapping on wood.”

“Remember? My wife was to leave me

And I was about to give in.

Then I met a new love, gave my first wife the shove,

Now I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

We talked about personal matters

And exchanged our ideas on sex.

He asked after my folks, we swapped a few jokes,

Then he picked up both of our checks.

He said he’d enjoyed being with me

And smiled as he waved a goodbye.

I asked the bartender, but he couldn’t remember:

Just who in the hell was that guy?

-- George Scott

Up Here

From up here

you are very little

Not less important

just easier to deal with

and harder to love,

like a stranger.

Up here I am queen of myself

and follow no one’s rule

but my own.

I am the chosen

the Maker-of-Decisions.

I decide when to laugh

and when to frown

what to think

and when to love.

Up here I piss when I want to piss

I am untouched by rejection

anger and fear

by all save

the sun, the rain, the wind

and the rocks beneath my feet.

Up here I am always beautiful

always free --

And up here

I am always alone.

-- Kirsten Bergh

Tanguera

If wisdom was a woman, she would be a tanguera.

She would dance the tango—wildly, ferociously, passionately.

Quietly, demurely. 

 

When she follows the man’s lead, 


her feminist hackles do not rise. 

That’s because she knows—and I do not—


that it’s a conversation, that he needs her too,

that he invites and indicates and she chooses.

She can respond minimally or with ornaments, 


flicking her legs with amagues or beveling her ankles.

 

She knows—as I don’t—the strength of the stance 


of being collected, feet together, 


weight on one leg, waiting 


for the invitation or the next move—back perhaps 


or forward diagonally into an ocho, a turn.

 

She knows, as I am learning, that her job,


 once the step has been taken, 


is to return to centered balance, 


the kamal point from which all is possible.

She knows—as I am far from understanding—


that the universal cadence is manifesting here,

in her and in her partner, 

of turbulence and return to equilibrium, like breath, like tides.

 

She knows—and I feel sometimes—that 1+1+1 = 1: 

my partner, the music, and I are one.

                 She knows how—I only know what.

-- Carrie Bassett

Dragonfly

The boy says he loves

dragonflies – elegant and

earnest; that dragonfly esprit.

He follows in the slipstream

behind his uncle down to the water’s edge,

watching the man’s hands on 

rope and board, readying the boat.

He knows he’s going somewhere.

He looks at his own small hands.

Inside his body, little hesitations

have come to live like small animals.

And what he thought was easy is now near

cliff and rock, with the sea crashing and racing.

He searches the eyes of this man,

looking for something alive, some way

through this heaving of desire and fear.

The man says he knows this boy.

-- Cris Anderson

