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T.S. Harris

In her paintings, Tracey Sylvester 
Harris presents a dazzling iconic 
vision of the female form that 
merges the past with the present. 
Inspired by found black and white 
snapshots from the mid-century, her 
paintings are colorful yet bittersweet, 
depicting leeting moments captured 
almost a lifetime ago. Suspended 
in time, Harris’ stylish and elegant 
cropped igures put on scarlet 
lipstick, dream by the pool or sit in 
contemplation. With the context of 
their actions removed, the women 
become mysterious; they are 
alluring not for their bodies, but 
for the secrets they hold. Raised 
by two professional artists, Harris’s 
art career began at an early age. 
Initially showing in her family’s 
gallery and then branching out into 
other venues, her work has since 
shown in museums and galleries 
nationwide and been featured in the 
movie, The Face of Love. Harris lives 
in San Luis Obispo.

www.tsylvesterharris.com
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        In this irst issue of Jujubes, we have 
the good fortune of one rather imposing 
looking canzone. Close cousin to the sestina, 
the canzone is a ixed form composed of 
ive twelve-line stanzas and a ive-line envoi. 
Like the sestina, the canzone relies on the 
repetition of end words to create what Ezra 
Pound once described as “a form like a 
thin sheet of lame, folding and infolding 
upon itself.” The editors of The Princeton 
Encyclopedia of Poetry and Poetics call 
the sestina “the most complicated of the 
verse forms initiated by the troubadours,” 
but compared to the canzone, the sestina 
looks almost restrained. Pound’s description 
seems about right: the recurrent, ixed 
pattern of end words in a canzone produces 
a circular, almost claustrophobic effect. In 
many instances, the repetitions pressurize 
the poem, generating an intensity—the 
heat that Pound’s description alludes to. It 
takes a writer of a certain ilk, one with a 
particular formal panache to even attempt 
a canzone. The form is absurd. Its sheer 
number of repetitions seems doomed, either 
to exhaust a writer’s capacities or a reader’s 
sympathies.  In a canzone, the writer almost 
dares the form to try to stop her, to try to 
make her expression predictable; she forces 
herself to use fewer materials more often, 

to say more with less. One of the pleasures 
we take, then, from a poem like this that 
does succeed is witnessing its ingenuity. 
Lindsay Ahl’s “Wild Dogs in Istanbul” is that 
sort of poem. In her hands, the canzone 
doesn’t feel egregious; it feels like the only 
form capacious enough for a poem of this 
appetite. 
     
     Poems written in received forms only 
really succeed when that form becomes an 
inextricable element of their meaning, when 
what a poem says depends on how it says. 
Ahl’s “Wild Dogs . . .” achieves this sort of 
productive dependency. As its speaker leads 
us through the streets of Istanbul “beneath 
pistachio trees” to the “columned library 
and graveyard,” onto “rooftops” and “two 
smoking buses,” she simultaneous takes us 
through a relationship that, as the poet says, 
“binds and unbinds.” That description echoes 
Pound’s “folding and infolding” lame of the 
canzone. Each time the form circles back on 
itself, the speaker attempts, once and for all, 
a inal word on a sprawling and inconstant 
relationship. 
     
     One of the astonishing features of Ahl’s 
poem is that despite its frequent repetitions, 
it never seems to hold still.  A prominent 
challenge of the canzone form is inding a 
way to generate a sense of development 
within the repetitions. The poet must ind a 
way to ensure that her repetitions evolve. 
If,  for instance, “queen” is to appear at 
the end of thirteen of the poem’s sixty-ive 
lines, the poet must make each of those 
occurrences seem necessary. Ahl does. In 

A Close Reading by Luke Brekke

A FORM THAT 

Binds & Unbinds



the irst stanza, “queen” appears twice, in 
quick succession: “you whisper, my queen, 
/ anything you want, my queen.” Here, 
early in the poem, the word is used as a 
term of endearment, one lover to another. 
Fourteen lines later, in its next occurrence, a 
rift has been established between the lovers: 
the eyes of one wander and the two “don’t 
recognize each other.” At this point, “queen” 
occurs in much the same manner as it did 
earlier, echoing that earlier accord: “Still, 
I’m your queen / of the city, gypsy queen 
of rug sellers . . . Anything you want, my 
queen.” By now, though, we know better 
than to believe that the speaker is anyone’s 
queen, and by the end of the third stanza, 
when “queen” appears again, we register 
the speaker’s thorough disillusionment more 
strongly with each utterance of the word.

             There is no going back, queen
of Istanbul, queen of your heart, queen of 
mine. I could be your queen

for one day, but there are all the other days, 
so many, and so few, queen
or not, it might not be enough. . . . 

     The word has been hollowed out. It no 
longer means what it once did. 
 
     That drop in register accelerates 
throughout the fourth stanza. At this point 
in the poem, it is not just the speaker’s 
patience that is being tested, the reader’s is 
also. The patterned repetitions, not only of 
“queen,” but also of “wild dogs,” “Istanbul,” 
“midnight,” and “dawn” have gone through 

three full cycles. The word “midnight” has 
occurred twelve times. This much repetition 
creates tension, it accumulates a pressure that 
is characteristic of the canzone.  The poet’s 
task is to igure out what to do with that 
pressure.

 I’ll settle for the other side of love: 
notes pressed onto a grand piano, queen
 of instruments, or a glimpse (only a 
glimpse) of a tiger through trees, queen 
 of all cats . . . 
 For smaller things, a paper cup 
passed over the counter, Queen
 of Cups, a coffee, or the clumps of a 
pistachio tree warming in the sun, queen
 of nuts. 

     The descent into these “smaller things,” 
a cup of coffee, the queen of nuts, the 
humor that is compounded by the simple, 
Dr. Suess-like rhyme (cups/nuts) all come 
as a welcomed relief after the near-hysteric 
surge of the opening three stanzas. With 
these lines, Ahl acknowledges the speaker’s 
newly limited expectations, as well as the 
limitations of the canzone form. It’s absurd. 
It’s excessive. It feels compulsive. And it may 
be a itting embodiment of love. By the end 
of the fourth stanza, every instance of the 
word “queen” reverberates with more, not 
less, intensity.
     
     Another challenge in a poem with 
this many repetitions is inding a means 
of maintaining surprise. Ahl achieves this 
through varied techniques, but most often 
by altering word function and syntax. In the 



second stanza, for instance, “dawn” is the 
terminal word in six lines. In one instance, it 
functions as an adjective (“dawn / water”). 
Every other time, it functions as a noun. In 
these cases, it is sometimes modiied: once 
by a prepositional phrase (“Dawn / on the 
Bosphorus”); and twice by adjectives (“late-
night dawn,” and “star-illed dawn”), so that 
“dawn” is not a single, static experience, 
but rather a class of experience with several 
distinct species. Ahl is also careful to vary 
what her syntax is doing at the end of her 
lines. Only twice in the second stanza does 
a line ending coincide with a sentence 
ending. Three other line endings are marked 
by commas, instances where the line is 
turned at a natural break in the syntax. The 
remaining seven lines are all enjambed to 
varying degrees. The cumulative effect of 
these choices at the level of sentence and 
line is that even as we begin to sense the 
poem’s pattern of repetition, we cannot 
anticipate how the poem will move through 
that pattern. Every “dawn” feels new, 
surprising.
    
    Of course, much of what is pleasurable 
about this poem has nothing (or seems to 
have nothing) to do with the fact that it is 
a canzone. It is a poem that constantly 
threatens to overwhelm us in seductive 
imagery. It is a poem that is just as likely 
to take us “to the agora to buy cinnamon 
at midnight,” as it is toward “The Sacred 
Way.” Throughout its entirety, it makes skillful 
use of opposition, wanting one moment to 
be the “only star at midnight” and the next, 
“the only cold drink in your hand.” Like the 

water that is pulled irst one way and then 
the other, we are led through an exotic 
environment, pulled by strong forces.
     
     In Lindsay Ahl’s “Wild Dogs in Istanbul,” 
the canzone’s formal restraints serve only to 
liberate and intensify her imaginative force. 
This is a poem with an appetite. Not just for 
the “Ouzo” and “olives,” which the speaker 
names, but for something more, which she 
cannot. The poem succeeds, at least in part, 
because it honors its desire for vastness. 
It succeeds, at least in part, because it 
distrusts that desire. Formalists will argue 
that any received form--canzone, limerick, 
pantoum or otherwise--communicates a 
particular “meaning” through its form. In his 
chapter examining the sonnet, for instance, 
Paul Fussell points out that “the poet who 
understands the sonnet form is the one who 
has developed an instinct for exploiting the 
principle of imbalance,” and claims that “the 
fact that [the sonnet] has meaning as a form 
alone” can be “demonstrated”. Perhaps. If 
so, what the canzone form, with is excessive 
repetitions and cyclic development, tells us 
is this: once is never enough. There is no 
dawn, only dawns. Go back. Look again.  

1. Paul Fussell, Poetic Meter & Poetic Form: Revised Edition 

(New York: Random House, 1979), 115,126. 

2. J.G. Fucilla and C. Kleinhenz, “Canzone,” in The 

Princeton Encyclopedia of Poetry and Poetics, ed. Roland 

Greene et al. (Princeton: Princeton University Press, 2012), 

190-191.



Wild Dogs in Istanbul

Every morning from a moving truck mosque music blasts like wild dogs
from loud speakers. We listen beneath pistachio trees, the sound all over Istanbul.
As we drink Ayran and eat cucumbers for breakfast, wild dogs
run up and down the alleyways that our porch overlooks, wild dogs
in packs, return inally to the streets, and you whisper, my queen,
anything you want, my queen. But later the wild dogs 
of your words stray and bite and lay low and the wild dogs
of your eyes wander as we drink Ouzo and eat olives after midnight.
We cross rooftops and talk about Ephesus—midnight
plays, ancient coins, the columned library and graveyards wild dogs
retreat to. Your body breaks into a sweat, sudden grace, sun fall to dawn
over the Bosphorus. Forget our hangover, boats swaying, the river of dawn

pulls the water one-way, dusk pulls the river the other. Dawn
on the Bosphorus connects The Black Sea and its wild dogs
to The Sea of Marmara. We ride smoke-illed busses and at dawn
we rise, Ephesus calling. And there, on hot rooftops after late-night dawns,
we don’t recognize each other. I wouldn’t know your face in Istanbul,
wouldn’t know you from Scythian horsemen roaming the Black Sea border at dawn. 
You’re an undersea river, boats loating high above me, pulling dawn
water one way, pushing dusk water the other. Still, I’m your queen
of the city, gypsy queen of rug sellers, tea tasters. Anything you want, my queen. 
And so I want the impossible: undying love, the star-illed dawn
and Juliet dusk of all love. I want to be your only star at midnight,
the only cold drink in your hand. Which part of my midnight

constellation did you forget? Later, sickness, we’re passed out midnight
after midnight, unconscious, the sheets cool and heavy, dawn
after dawn, still unconscious. The Sacred Way in my dreams, a midnight
walk to the Library of Celsus, to the agora to buy cinnamon at midnight, 
to the Gate of Augustus, and you are not my dream, and the wild dogs
follow me, strategizing their attack, just as you strategize your midnight
descent to whatever is outside the garden, outside the library of midnight
virtues, golden bridges, wisdom pyramids. Back in the great Istanbul,
two smoking busses later, beside children, angels of god, we travel Istanbul

Lindsay Ahl



streets that zigzag like veins across our aging, though then, we were midnight 
young, and then, I believed all things. There is no going back, queen
of Istanbul, queen of your heart, queen of mine. I could be your queen

for one day, but there are all the other days, so many, and so few, queen
or not, it might not be enough. It’s true, I’m hard to please. Or not. Come midnight
I’ll settle for the other side of love: notes pressed onto a grand piano, queen
of instruments, or a glimpse (only a glimpse) of a tiger through trees, queen
of all cats, or myself alone, barefoot on the sea between the Aegean dawn
and Marmara night. For smaller things, a paper cup passed over the counter, Queen
of Cups, a coffee, or the clumps of a pistachio tree warming in the sun, queen
of nuts. In the City of the World’s Desire, your eyes mouth arms like wild dogs
coming alive. In the City of the World’s Desire, we eat with wild dogs
while others talk about Scythian horsemen and you say, What do you want, my queen?
So here it is, I’ll try again: I want everything and nothing. I want the lights of Istanbul
to shine like the constellation of our gaze and the wandering wild dogs of Istanbul

to ind The Sacred Way. And if we never return, if this is our only chance at Istanbul,
I want to remember the knowing wildness in the faces on the Bosphorus, Queen
of all rivers, and remember our children who are beyond beauty and named Istanbul. 
It was there, maybe, that we were most together, even though in Istanbul,
we were most apart. Remember the rooftops? Oranges at midnight?
Let’s call love what it is, a knot that binds and unbinds, like trafic in Istanbul
on a stormy afternoon, an Ouzo descent. Like wild dogs in Istanbul,
you said, your long arms, lowering body, unlowering at dawn,
petals falling from rooftops, sleeping all afternoon. The bridge at dawn?
Will you meet me? Was I ever asleep or awake? Did we ever leave Istanbul?
Your eyes your mouth your arms legs yelps hands hair like wild dogs
coming alive. Is time motion or is time no motion? When we wandered like wild dogs

the streets of Istanbul I thought we would live forever. You with your wild dog
hair. Do our bodies embody the unconditional? What about our dawn
sheets, our morning newspaper trek, the magnetized bombs they attach to queen
cars, anything to blow up the undersea river. I’m the undersea river at midnight;
I’m the sudden grace on the bridge at dawn; I’m the wild dog you left in Istanbul.



T.S. Harris 
Friends at the Beach  
oil on canvas 
48x48



Kenmore is in America, yet America cannot be seen from here.
You have to go around the corner for a better view.
America is not imaginary; it is only detached from sight; only just.
Kenmore cannot be seen in autumn. The leaves are piled too high.

I can see the pleasant house I live in from here.
This house is Kenmore, but it is not what I see when I walk by.
On the orange and red leaf-covered street, my home lifts up the skies.
It has been here since time began, or maybe 1924, when it was built.

I purchase goods in the shops near my home in Kenmore,
But these shops are not what I imagine when I see my home.
I see the many different businesses these buildings have housed,
They have moved forward, stopping only to mark the passing time.

I see workers in colorful button-downed shirts and blouses on their way
To their jobs, leaving the leaf covered Kenmore streets in the early morning.
I mow your lawn and clean the leaves from your gutters with my words, at my desk.
I nail my words into wooden boards and pay out lines of rope to hold up this home.

The rooftops collect the rain and hold up the blue skies.
Scaffolds hold up workers removing paint from the walls.
Blue skies in a quintessence of imagined blue and white clouds
Fill dark gray clusters of piled up autumn leaves falling from trees.

America is in decline once again, but you cannot see it from here,
You have to go around the corner, then down a block to Buffalo to see it.
To see America in decline you have to leave the imagined world behind.
To see America you must leave your home, no longer write poetry, and live.

We become alive outside in the rain, cleaning out the gutters, rake the lawn.
America is my home and my home is in decline, it is leaning and might fall.
Fall like an autumnal orange leaf slowly spinning in the light afternoon breezes
Our poems spin out of control, land on piles of paper forgotten on editors’ desks.

America cannot be seen from here

Geoffrey Gatza



but she doesn’t know how to begin. When she thinks of the early days, she remembers how 
everyone warned her. You’ll never succeed. Many try to be orgasms and most fail. But she knew 
she was different. In secret, she practiced. She told no one about this, not even her cat—and 
yes, all orgasm keep cats which is why cats have so little need of company. She began slowly, 
gathering her nerve. She only had one nerve, and it took everything she had to gather it up. 
Sometimes she gathered it for weeks at a time, starting at the ceiling, irst climbing down the walls, 
and then back up again, clinging for hours to the chandelier. Then, all at once, she fell, twisting 
and turning in the air. She fell again and again. Each time she rose again, a part of her became 
atoms of light, swirling up towards the sky. This! she thought each time. This is it! But it never was. 
Not for long. There never was an it.

he orgasm wants to write a memoir Nin Andrews

T.S. Harris 
Topless  
oil on canvas 
36x48



but then she remembers how she used to be a follower of Joseph Campbell’s, forever 
quoting his words: follow your bliss. In those days bliss was all she wanted. Bliss and more 
bliss. Bliss, she thought, was God. She tries not to dwell on bliss these days. She’s old and 
tired now. But she feels a lash of pleasure just thinking of the word, bliss. A small lash, to 
be sure, but it triggers three feelings. An if only feeling. An ahhhh feeling like a wish she 
can’t fulill. And greed. She is so tired of greed, but in spite of herself, she begins to whine, 
Please? Oh please? Her please sends pangs of longing all through her veins, opening her 
like a door she cannot shut. Is there no help for older orgasms? she asks. When she’s open 
like that, who knows who will come in? The morning after, she will sigh, Look what the cat 
brought in. She always blames the cat.

but she doesn’t know how she will die. Each time she thinks, This is it, she comes back to life. 
Still, she begins to write: I died on a rainy day in Poland, Ohio. I remember it already. The 
cat would not leave my side . . . But then she stops and wonders, what if it’s a Tuesday? A 
snowy Tuesday? In Sorrento, Maine. And so she writes, I will die in Sorrento, Maine. On a 
snowy Tuesday. I can remember it exactly. But she can’t remember it, so she stops and puts 
down her pen. What if it’s a sunny day? Exasperated, she kneels down and begins to pray 
to St.Teresa, the patron saint of orgasms, who said death is better than life. Of course she 
was right. The orgasm saw a picture of St. Teresa in The Oxford Encyclopedia of Angels, 
Orgasms, and Saints. In the picture a male angel was plunging an arrow deep inside 
Teresa’s chest, and her mouth was open in an expression of anguished ecstasy. The orgasm 
stared at the painting for a long time, thinking a little ecstasy is still nice, now and again, 
but she’s not so sure about the arrow in the heart. She tries to imagine a perfect death. Or 
maybe just a perfect metaphor for death. She has often compared herself to a cigarette. 
Someone lights her up and inhales deeply on her papery skin while she quivers and glows. 
She becomes smoke. A pile of ash. And a lingering scent. In the end, there are no witnesses. 
Only solitude. And a cat asleep on the bed.

he orgasm thinks of writing a spiritual treatise

he orgasm wants to write her own obituary

Nin Andrews
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At the market of predestined weapons
we examine

bullets guaranteed to follow
our enemy’s zigzags
an arrow promised
to strike only the proper heart
a knife that will only pierce
the person who wronged you 

even the clumsy catapult
will thunk in the right place

the boiling oil sear one
not the other

and moreover  
the poison the pellet the ire
will tunnel precisely
through neurons to guilt
ind the gene ind the code
cellular recipe
for remorse

hitting helical targets
these weapons will work
on the traitors

make them pay
make them weep with regret
make them love you

from the angle of the blunt trauma
our experts deduce
Killer X did not murder his lover

from the DNA we know
Thief Y did not steal from the poor box

based on tooth loss we ascertain
Traitor U did not feed off his sons

our dumptrucks can ill in
this circular quarry
jackhammers can break up this ice

it was God who planted
inadmissable evidence
outdated medieval

in this our century of clarity
unlock the gates made of skulls
take down the Abandon sign

you inmates are free
do your worst.

Purchase

Inferno Forensics

Laura Sheahen



You’re walking on a road to the station

the railway the railway station

you have to walk around a lot of people

who are working on a hole in the road.

A train comes rolling in the station

a lot of rooms in a house on wheels

you have to pick a door and choose a carriage

before the house full of rooms moves on.

You’re looking through the train for a story

the memory of railway lines

the people in the train look out the windows

where an image of the world moves by.

The train rolls in another station

another little railway station

in a place where people have to walk around you

you sing a song about a hole in the road.

Carter Family College of Creativity

Peter Richards



Is this a ritual, a

chosen, practiced

set of moves,

or is it hard-wired in

the chemical,

genetic helix?

To bring us like migrating swallows

round and round and

round again.

Blind Willie McTell don’t

sing about the succor

heroes and their victories bring.

The blues are notes all bended round

the eternal hips whose swagger

caught the backlash

of reactionary corded whips.

Can Somebody Change the Record?

Peter Richards



William Stobb

The Kennedys were down 

at Riverside Park today. Jack in a v-neck—

the color called Seafoam in the crew catalog—

threw a football with the lanky junior:

eleven and all legs, juking, beaming 

at his living father and laughing 

when the president yelled

“cold in here? start the ire!” 

which made no sense on such a sunny day. 

I must’ve heard incorrectly—sigh—every 

word seems so precious since they’ve all 

gone away. Strange to ind them here, 

where the wide river crotches open 

to expose the mill with its one decaying tan

factory, one gray, one long conveyer 

and a reposed cone of quartzite.

I don’t mean to emphasize crotch 

in a crass way. All of these old

power plants and industrial parks

have positive aesthetic qualities 

when seen with some perspective.

Smokestacks provide scale and chart 

the sweep of human history 

and I think it’s lovely to imagine 

how they’ve built our time: distant giants 

of industry, Mikes, Teds and Daryls all

Fun



on such a day piloting their boats across the globe

while I look up and see the shadow

of Camelot’s football vanish in the shadow 

of our large Hiawatha statue: a Zimmerhakl,

Andrew, 1962. The light temporarily

dims as it sometimes will, Seafoam 

becomes a mossier shade, and the boy reaches

for his cellphone as the ball wobbles away.

History describes it as a tumultuous era, 

the sixties, when justice and peace might’ve broken 

free of slogans and become a kind of reality.

But I think Bugs Bunny was the greater

inluence on Zimmerhakl, whose huge pastel Chief

seems most poised to step back into a TV 

that might be loaded on an ACME truck 

and driven off a cliff. Aaaa. Poof. Our Hiawatha,

arms crossed with a peace pipe, high 

above the paddle wheeler and friendship 

garden, makes history fun, as Jack would’ve 

wanted for everyone—life-long 

itness and satisfaction, the kind beyond 

fuels and distribution, the kind that goes 

bronze in late summer sun.



William Stobb

and breathe and breathe and become 

the English captions on the English language ilm

                                                   I explain

the Serpent Bridge’s decay     

the gray-haired god vanishes I say 

in the truck of a tree         not sure why 

monks are making clay

-mation stop-action action movies 

for English-on-English translation

but I announce that they’re webcasting 

the monastery bell 

                                                  I narrate 

over the silent meal 

After Panicking, I Watch A Buddhist Documentary

T.S. Harris 
Beach Girl Shad-

ing Her Eyes
oil on canvas 

24x48



William Stobband when the visiting dignitary steals 

a pastry from the chef’s rolling tray 

I laugh ive times in brackets

and imagine myself healed 

personality resumes          memory

arbitrary childhood park where I began

depressing thought experiments        many 

lost golf balls embedded in a hillside

dissolve in ivy more slowly 

than species                        I believe these

monks want to share a planetary feeling:

Earth will miss its failing clay 

bee spiraling into the forest

remembering nothing 

of attraction                              broken

                                          and why

do I remember the captain 

of the girl’s golf team 

guiding my ingers       pressing 

                                                       breath

accelerating into pleasure

                                            outside her

parents’ house the fairway 

river and sky expanding 

                                           I’m afraid 

                                   I wanted this 

living like a child 

wants every form of sugar



Orange slices on a blue plate. The shower. Brass head. Colors don’t 
bewitch you. Blue stars and ice and tea the color of lead. The symphony 
was yellow and not even memory. It began with the sun in snow, with the 
mother you pretend not to know. Can we move to a safer city?

The boats in the harbor are slow and grey. The sky is pleasure. Flies on 
the surface of the child, September blue, the posters, millions of pounds of 
rice meal shriveled by the hypnocracy. Cannoli and espresso, the candy-
striped barber’s pole, gelato, a pack of Marlboros for the curb. Life is 
careless.

You can have the ring. The felled maple was over one hundred years old. 
I wanted to walk the golden to the pond and watch her spring into it, cold 
as it was, but strangers were already walking there, and I thought, wow, 
margin, delineation, can you beat that?

The girls were with me. We decided to do the café like you and I used to. 
The laughing man wasn’t there today, but there was a room full of people 
talking loudly about the new religion. I paid for three steamers, almondine 
and hazelnut, and your geese lew low over my house. I trembled for you. 
I lost you. I mourned for you. There is so much air between me and the 
tank of water that feeds the city—The sky was blue today and the snow 
all melted. I’ll ill the tub with hot water and soak my head. It is my way of 
becoming one with the ocean. Epsom salts, some soft music.

The clock cuts the same circle over and over until it breaks one day. The 
radio plays nothing until someone switches it on. You got to start another 
day in the element of your cherished mistakes. Whatever they are, they 
gently set me down here just like some tornadoes do with babies they 
swipe from mothers’ arms.

On the Island of the Cat People

Rustin Larson



I grew up on the Italian side of town.
Never mind the best Irish pub was in the midst
Of all this, near the drug-illed
Park and the frozen skating pond
In February as the late afternoon sun
Turned the hill into a rose aurora
Of black silhouettes of lealess oaks.
The buses tunneled like moles
Through the aromas of a hundred
Pizza parlors and spaghetti diners
As night gripped the valley
And the one-eyed coal trains
Needled through the dark on their thin rails.
Walking home, with my cornet case creasing,
With its black plastic handle,
My creased hand, I would stop at the small Italian grocery,
Its earthy aroma of fresh fruits piled high,
And vegetables, and buy an apple and a package
Of cheese crackers and a tube of candy powder,
Amidst all the strange bottles of herbed oil,
And wicker baskets of long bulk pasta
And wash tubs of fresh mozzarella,
Amidst all the strangeness and the unswept
Floors and the insistent smell of ancient dirt,
Amidst all the breath of cheeses
Sighing from ropes, I’d buy
To keep my strength up on the busy street,
The eyes of cars and delivery trucks
Glaring at me, until I paused at the bus stop
And found refuge in the lit belly of the whale.

he Italian Side of Town

Rustin Larson



My mother cultivated a bramble of wild rose

She could view as she washed dishes or made sausage rolls

In the kitchen. It was the bane of the neighbor’s dachshund

Who would yelp, stung by its thorns. If misborn,

A sparrow might even die there. Not even bathwater

Could kill the wild rose. Bea and Ray would daub

Poison on its leaves, and our cat, with grey grizzling

Fur, would eat rabbits inside its tea-leaf

Shade. It was thought, by me, to be home of a spook

Who smelled of garlic and whistled like a Hebrides

Dolphin in the moon-lit fog and over the garish

Cemeteries of our neighborhood back yards. Dog smell

Permeated the wild rose’s perimeter, and a small ish pond

Of cement and marbles gleamed and bubbled like Alka Seltzer.

How my mother loved that bramble of wild rose. 

Wild Rose
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