--Michele Cleveland

Melted swimming articulates to the centimeter, longing for a magician

Silky turkey waltzes on an ice cream cone Mechanic

Flaky justice shatters the telephone 

Spicy vacuum cleaner grieves common zoning laws

Smog revolution moans the dentist chair

Colossal white wrench runs for mice

Prickly love puts lipstick on the Butcher

Soggy pears tinkle wisdom to the seagull

Kitchen anatomy predicts the aluminum

Bomb swans pity the ant

Red howls at the policeman

Taste green, sniff the green, and then break Burma

Sister wants to waste spaghetti - separated

Teal letters, garbage can full, 124.

*****************************************

--Abbey Leier

Death

His colon brags to the eyes that he is first peasant chosen by the foppery of the suited man

Blood, blackened, crawls around my feet and speaks to me about yesterday and tomorrow and the frightening call from Gravity

The mouth stood at the center of the stage, expected to sing, but the faces responded with muted trunks of an elephant raised up to fall on the Eiffel Tower

“Beware!” the shortest rib called, for he decided to take a picture of this inglorious monotony 

The polygamist fingers ignited from the petals of a fallen dune

The highest tower of knees eclipsed the Roman Chambers

The Beaurocratic bosoms ignited into tomorrow like the bracelets on the howling wolf

… and ever so quietly the page turned, burned like the most delicious fallacy.

*****************************************

Meghann Kuhlman

Over and Under

it’s in binary

the noodles of time curling around

the solid gold 

promises.

the mantis asphyxiates on the view 

it’s a drooping, slushy ball,

two turtledoves interlink intestines

at Christmastime to the undertones of 

clinking dishes and gunshots.

four men twist forks 

and knives into stereo systems

and debate whether to paint kitchen appliances or

elephants.

our mantis douses herself in the aftermath,
it was the same as tomorrow. 

********************************************

Laughed the fishes head insanity

What insanity laughed as the fishes head 

Rode the breath of cats humming its own classical jazz.

Dancing its march on smooth pinecone tails

The motions flow like frozen steel.

Stealing cold from the sun whose frozen gaze burns the steam.

What insanity laughed as the fishes head

What insanity laughed 

laughed 

laughed

What




Insanity

Speaking loud whispers the fishes head

Splits evenly in seven quarters split 

amongst the three coils of eight toes in the closets two.

Insanity.

What.

Laughed?

Wait, why?

Laughed insanity?

Does and dogs and doves and dregs.

But why laughed insanity the fishes head 

swam the veins of wood and style.

Wood and style? Wood’s style? 

Laughed insanity laughed laughed 

The fishes head laughed insanity

Laughed insanity

Laughed 

With tongue split snakes of wired frost the fishes 

head killed the sky and slit the rocks soft fur.

Wheels of scale turn ninety flakes and flakes and flakes and flakes

Tray of sparkling voided color greys of gray and grais  

But wait! 

Cried fishes head yelled with flaps of arms and tremble of limbs

Hands that laughed what insanity fishes cannot laugh.

Fishes cannot laugh….?

but fishes head…

Fishes head laughs

What insanity!

Insanity why?!

Laughed

Laughed

Laughed

Laughed

The fishes head still

Laughs 

Tuna Melta

--Ryan Gustafson

Baseball honey

Cynical cyclical

Mona money

Asteristerical

You’re out

Raging smiles

Capital letters

Take old new pictures

Lose new old calls

Fresh fruits

Invisible ads

Inedible cookies

Pretend not to look

That’s how it works

Hey big spender

Electoralistics

Indentify figuratives

Mental gymnastics
Posinegtivitives

Vote tonever

A hot blue ball

Descending crescendo

Baby animals call

Vein spelunkers a gogo

Thumbs up

The Seahawk

The Earth cannot turn,

cannot turn, cannot turn, cannot turn.

The Earth is a knot,

a knot of purple people and Diglett personalities.

One cannot watch,

no, not wrist watch, but watch watch.

For how can people see with no pupils?

How can people watch the purple people of Earth?

Are the pathetic, preceding, purple- people’s pupils purple?

Probably.

How can we see when the sea-

no not see, but sea-is red?

For flesh is burning, churning, yearning, learning, turning.

The horse vibrates, as it turns itself inside out,

then outside in while leaving its ins out, and 

 its outs in.

No, not inn,

but in.

Inn, now that’s a novel idea.

For why the second “n”?

Must we prove we’re sharp as wheat digesting wheat?

Does the beast of the east feast on yeast?

Don’t we mourn the torn, and scorn those born from corn?

Yes, this time, just corn.

Can we fly?

Only if the fish walk, and the rose stinks.

Let’s make that happen.

To the tops of the ocean, to the depths of the hills.

Only if the hills kills. Right?

No, not left right right, but right right. Right?

Walk through the occupied door.

Watch the blind watch you watch yourself watching them.

What is a fire?

While wind waltzes with white watered weather.

No, not whether,

but weather.

The unseeing Seahawk sees all… 

Burnt toast memories
Dinky hitch-hikers search 

Or arrogant hedgehogs

Wagering memories 

And sticks of butter.

Dairy Damsels reign victorious

Pink tabloids upset with gashing jingles.

“Keep Desk Clean.”.

“No Wedding Planning Until Homework is Done!”

Gymnastics
She moves like a bull floating on the water

Her twists and turns powerful like a flower

Staying on a beam not big enough for a horse

Not big enough for a mouse 

Twisting on the bars like a clock around a house

A flower dancing down the wind of a tornado

Crazy and fancy

Like a dog in a tutu 

Nothing to be seen 

Yet everything to watch

His carefully chosen words mangled up

and hurled back in a puppy-love stenched tornado of

floral sentence fragments 

he stands bemused, awestruck,

covered in aftermath

Chivalry and Kitchen Appliances

She is a brown recluse spider

a very large blender

ominous in a vague

I'm-not-quite-sure-but-this-

crab-salad-might-have-fangs

way

yellow house

middle of a maze

a very large maze

laced with 

years of  decaying youth

an enormous crowd mills about

clutching hedge clippers and poorly crafted love potions

this latest is

traipsing along daintily

though his armor is unmistakably cardboard,

he's picked her flowers (daisies)

he's written her sonnets (cliche ones)

he's doused in Armani cologne (Devoted Infatuation No. Five)

the door swings open

our hero enters, offering his gifts up,

a blood sacrifice to Parvati 

Into The Blender! 

And she will weave her web,

she can't help it.

(she never can)

Mary Lou

Mary Lou slinks through the hole in the wall

Fantasizing about a peanut butter cookie

Translucent garments and a bra that left 24 years ago

Each night thieving the free ice and water

“By the way, I learned how to make yogurt at the library” 
Grimacing at her potential disease and

Straddling the cart that rolls to her home
I’m safe with tongs and a punch card 

Like monkeys dancing on the sun.

Forest fires igniting in the snow

Loony bin, here I come.

Annoying crackers broken in the package

Dead corpse in the street

