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looking for silver linings in 1985

jane ayres

you’re perpetually disappointed/the trains run late/so you arrive late/your favourite café has
run out of hot chocolate (how is that possible?)/you sit down/wait/keep waiting/we all need
validation but would be happier if we didn’t/your friend doesn’t show/this has happened
before/with other friends/you give it an hour/get crushed on the return train with the other
sardines/step in a puddle on the walk home/your bootsoles leak/standing on the doormat in
wet tights you read a letter telling you that job application was unsuccessful/sincerely
wishing you luck for future endeavours/you sigh/sink onto the sofa/close to tears/the video
recorder failed to tape the final episode of your favourite series/so you’ll never know if the
vampire lovers lived happily ever after/realise you dropped your purse somewhere/must
have/because it’s no longer in your bag/you close your eyes/sink further into
sofa/deeper/lower/you sink further/tell yourself all experiences good or bad are valid/time-
limited/ changeable/look for the silver linings/what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger/if it
doesn’t kill you first/if you can stop yourself sinking
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derek beaulieu: a ’pataphysics of imaginary solutions

Poetry is the last refuge of the unimaginative.
Poetry has little to offer outside of poetry itself. Poets chose to
be poets because they do not have the drive to become something

better. |  Please, no more poetry.

Please, No More Poetry—derek beaulieu (with nods to glosa’d Dworkin, Jones, Thesen, & Bernstein)

Poetry is the last refuge of the unimaginative.
Novel deaths rotate in public / dime a dozen / on the axis

poetry should mine big gaps with art’s hearsay praxis '

ﬁm@mHaEmE@

Poetry has little to offer outside of poetry itself. Poets chose to
sit on the shelf,? spite their fece, pat their physic

bash heads with imaginary solutions, un-ripple every pond

" The three derek beaulieu concrete lines that follow are from Kern (p.87) & Xerolage (p.3)
? Peter Ackroyd, in one of his novels, makes passing reference to an annual 500 unread books of poetry collecting

dust on the National Library’s shelves. ( 500 miles, 500 miles D...)

stephen bett
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dis guy can boilerplate Concrete to VisPo, ConceptPo, & beyond

be poets because they do not have the drive to become something
veered south, one arm steer-wheelers road testing the LangPo

yr duty (an era / any time / of year *) maintain plant, westward haut

2L 8 P88

better. |/  Please, no more poetry.
flatonitsback... 3 B B © © @
Raw is an aversion to the conservative dogmas of worry.

Rrose Sélavy is never having to say you’re sorry.

? Fiddling with Zukofsky, of course: “A”-22
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“Poems: Thoughts Formatted Funny”

BEver run
Into two guys,
who’ve definitely

sucked each other

off,
who decide
to talk

to you

about sausage

?

birk

cassie
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How to Deceive

Color
It starts with paper; attractive; smooth;
a number; a phone call; some words.

Tendrils

wind their way into my life.

My mind is eager, driven, desperate.
Thorns sink in; captivating with promises.

Tongue

tells stories; yarns about people | know
You are benevolent; their hero

in gilded armor, who gives second chances.

Venom

infects the wound.

| start to drain it, and you plead.

Shiny words come out;

appreciation, love, admiration.

But the spell breaks; time for you to go.

lauren busser
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Russ an Bolshev k
Revolut onary
Comm ttee, 1924,
Group Portra t

I was deleted
I was deleted
I was deleted
I was deleted
I was deleted

seth crook
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GRACE IS FOXY

I wonder if there aren't two stories here.

One is probably getting the sense that my wife, Grace, has no problems of her own and is the sole voice of reason in

the house, but that’s not necessarily true. For one, she is up for tenure. She’s also struggling to read without glasses, grinds her

teeth while sleeping, and has a fairly persistent and unaccounted for spasm in her pinky. I mention that she is not in a

wheelchair because she has reoccurring dreams that she is. Her tooth enamel is famously failing.

I find her holistically foxy. It can be hard to compliment someone without objectifying them or criticizing others—

everyone wants in on everything. I’ll say, she would be on that gameshow if only our internet connection was faster, and

she’d win. I’ll take Grace in a bathrobe. I’ll take Grace in the passing lane. I’ll take her pedagogy and her good and bad

tattoos.

This is a character sketch to keep in mind when I describe what I’m going to do next.

sean ennis

streetcake magazine

11



FOXY, BUT WRONG

I have some evidence that I’'m sensitive: I can feel an email coming five seconds before it dings into my inbox, and a

whole graveyard once told me to “Move along.” As such, I have not undertaken lightly the decision to allow my son, Gabe, to

use the Ouija board with me.

Can’t follow Grace’s judgement here—and Gabe begs and begs. My only concern is this: I read a warning that said,

please don’t use the board if you are sick or debilitated, and of course Gabe’s spleen was bruised in the car accident. At

Christmas, I find it difficult not to get Gabe everything he asks for. In fact, most days.

I feel Googled. Grace knows my intentions, but can’t police every minute. She has just forgiven me for the last time

I betrayed her better judgement. She hates the music I listen to, thinks I use too much salt. But I dress in the clothes she

bought me.

The purported danger of using the ouija board while “debilitated” is demonic possession. But Gabe is thirteen and

curious about his future. He's old enough to keep his soul safe and his mouth shut.
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Quonundrum

lamOhewho
OhimthatOd
certainlyam
OandOisare

anyOnosome
otherOelse
wherewhichO
waswhatand
whatwaswhen

andnoOnotyetO
butyetCdbecause
aswaslOisgone
isnowOhascome

david felix
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at home/ at work

..It’s like the binary code is failing..heh ;)..
The rd worms are uot in force

This is a polite reminder to send your numbers by 5.
..Hlp - me formula
sht2sht ######4#

MM left hanging

You didn’t join the video call.
You have 105 unread messages
17 tasks left today ®

.M8 you dnt know the 1/2 :P

The binary code is failing
The video call has now ended.
..bn snowed geez >:\ =/ :8
Android system
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-& i #
X-0 01101000 01101111 01101101
01100101 00100000 s 01100001 01101110

01100100 00100000 01110111 01101111
01110010 01101011 00100000 01101000 01100001
01110110 01100101 00100000 01100011 01101111 01101100
01101100 01100001 01110000 01110011
01100101 01100100 00100000 01101001 01101110
01110100 01101111 00100000 01101111
01101110 0110010

claire hm
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[ t0. me,

‘ be bright and

be dark '

8 a frm of darkness
should be 2

light

. kleinberg
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Nobody Dies in This One

We didn’t watch as the current carried you away.

We skimmed your ashes from the water and poured them into the urn, then we closed the bag
and screwed on the lid and walked backwards to the car. We reversed down the street and the
sand disappeared, the sky got smaller and smaller as buildings sprang up around us, as we
turned corners, changed lanes, passed traffic lights.

At the crematorium we handed the urn with your ashes to a woman, who took them to a back
room, and we left for a while as you were not burning, as you were lying in the hospital, as you
were coming alive.

liam konemann
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