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Villanelle at the End of Time
"I¥'s @ great journey to fhe world's end, "

As we were winding up, the clock unwound.
The spring was set—until we felt the fali,
The flaiting hands of fall, the scyther's wound.

We put down roots upon the shifiless sand;
Woe felt the glass turn, heard the nightwatch call
As we were winding up. The clock unwound

And sprang us into chimes of the yearsend.
We watched the pendulum against the wall,
The flailing hands of fall. The scyther’s wound

Appeared upon our flesh, and on the ground
There lay in swathes the crop that could not fail
As we were winding up, the clock unwound

And filled the autumn air with autumn’s sound:
We marked the hours, felt the moments coil,
The flailing hands of fall, the scyther's wound.

And in the stiliness now our pulses pound

- Minutely, till we hear them not at all,
As we were winding up, the clock unwound
The flailing hands of all the scythers wound.

Lewis Turca



a song for dogs and angels

no one waited  no one waits

the last entry in the log book

read "and so [ spoke too

soon / the birds I had mistaken /

them for have flown out / into (what
had I ever / known)} the unknown" one

can save something of its flavor

the merest echo pressed between your

palms are paper thin as paper opaque

and imposing these remembered limitations
he spoke  he speaks of

you are the darkening tones his voice reflects
you are watching you leaving

behind the cooler shades of April and May

these travelogues like scripts of evening
newscasts headlines and (cue

laughter} the softening drama wears

on through pillows and darker rooms

the next-to-last entry reads "l have
discovered / a new song it is / just
beginning and it / has no name" only

a sustained vowel sound a lulling

transparency behind which we wake
in the odd disquieting silence

Dean Taciuch



there as though they were

a flight of bells the last

of the wind the children

cold in the crosswalks

"have you noticed” they said
"there are 50 few children here”

hiding behind corners and bearded-up
shopwindows "we must find out where
they are taking us" by

surprise phrased as a question

Union Station 3 degrees Chicago’s
remnants real in the yellowing

low light as the fantasy of Tennessee
in train windows long befare

dawn renders placid in visible
breath mixing with exhaust and red

with cold faces of commuters

all with somewhere inconceivable

to go this city’s rush the unhurried sleep

on benches where it's warmer and wake

in this cathedral to hand out leaflets

detailing religious conspiracies in

comic-book black and white someone steps into

the foreground and hands me
an excuse "wait here” he says
and they’re gone (the angel too
who I would've mentioned here
hears only the bells from

the hillside} remaining long
after the celebration

Dean Taciuch



This Fellow [ Met on the Beach in Greece

turned out to be a psychiatrist from New York.

We had dinner together, a few drinks.

Naturally [ tried to pump him

for a bit of free advice, wisdom about life.

It wasn't easy to get mental health, there on the island.
"What about marriage?” | said.

"Jesus!” He almost jumped out of his skin,

"I'd never try that—an impossible refationship,

hopeless. Most of my patients, that's their problem.”
And then he launched into a lecture, just as his girl
showed up, smiling, in her blonde wig.

"Maybe someday the times will change," he concluded,
while she gazed at him with admiration, her porcelain
head propped on her hands. "But, frankly, 1 doubt it,
at least not in our times.” The he got up, led her

out to the dance floor, this stewardess from Munich

he had met on the plane on the way down, in the clouds.
The three of us got drunk together, broke plates,

joined in the circle there by the loosely moored boats

in the harbor, where the colossus had stood once, alone.
We danced through the night, and the next night

when 1 came back alone [ was surprised the waiter had ouzo
and saucers enough to shatter my head all over again.
But they were gone, both those friends, free

as the breeze that had pushed sails home for Odysseus.

David Ray
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moming windows

full of fog leaves & lines the lower length

of trees that have no limbs below the fire burns
with old oak making

the kettles hum

lamps full of ketasene woods full of birds
in the face of the fact i am unfit to be domestic

wings beat the chicken

outside the door the rooster curses

the hens cock their heads & look straight

sideways the oak fire Jowers the lamps lower as the day
begins to brighten the vows braking the fear

breaking vows brings

the urge to write
the urge to
Wrong

the beech tree finally drops
its nuty :
cotyledons
then silky two leaved
beech trees
cofs turning
white & over
hollow cups
coterminal



the kline running down

all four tiers to the barn floor is made of tension running down
our tred legs & arms hold us In the one

place we can stand & hit on

time to get down

the line later

Or s00ner thank you for this rainy
day alone in the moming i cant
stand on the slippery barn or dig past
holes or dig mikki & lily gone to town the
chickens under the house me at the desk & so
much to come out & out & out the window tall thin
Eray rain & hickories combined on the forest green back
ground bellflower cohosh & phlox

Blackbirds on the move
sun south and the snakes head
for the hills

new house working

room by room to give it dwell

the ability to live anywhere productively
that measure* distance over speed equais

¢lapsed time sitting on
the big ball moving east

*Charles bouncing

the basketball down

the lane as he passed

the barn sound of the ball

hitting the ground hit my ear just
as the ball hit his hand minus

the fime
it ook o see it



blue rag come

scum & snok stained

burnt motor oil tHed around
the babys neck

drink of water
keeping her bodice dry on a breezy day

5

busting beech for goldie
for another jar of sauerkraut she insists an
paying for

servioes rendered
she invites us in for
instant folgers & cremora 90° & no

oxygen or light army

blankets over the doorways & windows
buckeye full of the last coal in town

a hundred years worth

of photographs
grandparents
mother ernie melvin everett & her
behind myriad nieces & nephews
they're kids & then
their kids

goldie is oo

lumps on her breast

& thigh she showed gayle while ronny & me

saw & split outside
in the beautifid air below

freezing since christmas



she thought she was death

scented first her mom the chain saw
mechanic of cancer the man she knew
who pulled the .22 action

no stock or barrel beneath the seat of the chevy
he’d just bought "look here son” & shot him leaning
cut to look between the eyes while she watched

the nice guy who'd loved her
mom & shook his head
about the one who shot his son

slipped along the side of her

son’s house he was siding & fried in the high tension
wires in front of her when she was one

day home from receiving

girty the renegade

reneging on the choppers & diggers
behind him buffalo elk & panther backing
toward the mississippi the ohio was

fat with spring & flatboats

&

vespers

catbird on a creek bank

seven cals on drop lines high

wind off the mouth of the river the biggest

one came to the surface rolled once and snapped
the braided nylon cord






























































































































