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WHO WAS THAT MASKED MAN? 
by Robert Eugene Rubino 
 
Gentle lovers exploited, 
Faithful spouses abandoned, 
Daughter & son cast aside. 
Brothers, buddies all betrayed, 
Father, mother afterthought. 
Deny, ignore, justify. 
Break hearts, crush souls, 
Lust, leave, weave blame/shame into nostalgia, 
Spin sins into sentimental sediment. 
Lie, cheat, play games sadistic. 
Pose, obsess masochistic. 
Get high, get laid, X-rated. 
Revise, remake, cut and paste. 
Go numb, hide out, hunker down. 
Screw up, pump up, cover up. 
Scared, scarred, sow, reap dank dark bloom. 
Sleep, dream, wake up, cringe, crawl, creep. 
Waste time. Bide time. Time runs out.



Counting Sheep 
by Barry Jucond  
 
But maybe I’m not 
A poet, just delusional  
- What’s the difference. 
Still an idiot.
Still a joke. 
 
Yup, a guy like me
You’ve met him
You’ve seen him
You might be him,
But never had a chance, 
At anything.  I
Was never made from gold. 
 
The jazz clubs go silent 
Cars run over guitars in the street
On Sunday, the concert halls too 
Donate instruments to woodchippers
As the ushers
Sip whiskey in the corner 
Searching for youth
Long faded away, 
No diffrent
Then you and I. 



CLOCKS STRIKING THIRTEEN ON A BRIGHT COLD DAY 
by Robert Eugene Rubino   
 
Time, it marches it routs like armies invading i
It conquers it prances marauding parading. 

Time, it flees it stretches infinitely beyond 
Leaving us our world indefinitely behind. 

Time, elusive it flits it flutters it flies like 
Sappho satyr Saturn blue butterflies. 

No wonder Nabokov obsessed hunted 
Captured pinned them possessed.



Street Sale 
by Keith Gaboury 
 
I barcoded my body, selling off limbs and brain to pay rent:  
$50 For A Hippocampus, 
Peer Into My Boyhood For Another $10 
I yell on a street corner when my cat 
Sally walks up and stomps on my foot. 
No one is gonna buy your mouldy memory she meows out when a woman I know, 
I would recognize even her shadow, appears out of the crowd. 
I am in your memory.  
Why are you selling me off? 



Hopeless by Reese Patt

My worst fear
Is waking up at forty
And realizing
My potential. actually,
My worst fear is making it to forty.
My enery spent
Blown on pursuits
Of misguided passion 
My wasted time
Drained by people
Who have long forgotten me 
Yet I haven’t forgotten them.
The well of life
Once bountiful 
Now empty and dry
Haunts me.
What becomes of man
A shell of his past desires 
Unrecognizable to himself 
Able only to sigh and grimace.
Is his only choice 
To fall on the sword 
Or have I simply 
Grown jaded.
I’m hopeless.



Can’t Get Laid 
by Tom Cocco 
  
  “Look doctor, I just don’t understand it.”   “What is it that you can’t under-
stand?” 
  “I can’t, I just can’t, get laid.” Rebecca leaned back on the couch and put her head 
into her hands, pulling at the loose strands of hair with intent. She wanted an answer, 
immediately, right then, explaining just why she had entered into a loathsome period of 
prolonged abstinence. 
  “Have you tried to get laid?” 
  “Have I tried to get laid?” Immediately Rebecca thought of all the nights she had 
spent hours preparing herself, picking the perfect clothes, blotting layers of sweaty, com-
pounding makeup onto her face. She thought of all the times she had stayed up till 3:00 
am, talking with man after man, walking from table to table, watching as all of her friends 
found sexual partners and she… she stayed alone. “Of course I’ve tried to get laid!” Re-
becca exclaimed. “I’ve done all I can!” 
  “So you are active in your social life? You go out, talk to men, inquire about their 
romantic statuses?” It almost seemed patronizing at this point to Rebecca, she lifted her 
head up from her hands and looked at the psychologist, intently staring at her with a pon-
dering gaze, as if he somehow knew the secrets to accomplishing pleasurable intercourse, 
secrets unbeknownst to all others. 
  “I mean, I go out, I talk to men.” 
 “And do you ever ask them out?” The psychologist looked down at his notepad and 
clutched his pencil expectantly, waiting for an answer. Rebecca considered the question, 
whether or not she ever directly asked one of her potential “lovers” if he was available, if 
perhaps he would like to go out for drinks or a coffee sometimes. The answer was… 
  “Well, I haven’t explicitly asked…” 
  “So, if you have never asked anyone if they would like to go out on a romantic date 
with you, then how would you expect to have a romantic encounter…” 
  Rebecca shuffled her feet now and looked up at the ceiling, wondering what an 
acceptable answer to this question could be. The psychologist maintained his expectant 
pose, ready to scribe. “Isn’t it the man who is supposed to ask the girl out?” asked Rebec-
ca. 
  “Well,” the psychologist replied immediately, “Perhaps the guy is the one who is 
supposed to ask the question. ‘Would you like to meet sometime,’ or something along 
those lines. But both parties need to make it clear that they are interested in one another.”
“Mmmmh,” mumbled Rebecca, still staring at the ceiling, still shuffling her feet, wonder-
ing if she had ever been capable of showing what she truly felt. 
  
  Later that day, Rebecca went to the same pub she usually attended with her best 



friend Lilly. “My psychologist thinks I need to make it clearer to men that I am into 
them.” 
 “You mean, like, flirting?” smiled Lilly, giggling as she inquired, already knowing the 
answer.
 “I guess, yea, like flirting.” 
 “You didn’t know that?” 
  Rebecca took a sip of her beer and rested her head on the cushioned, red booth. 
“Of course I knew that. I just, I struggle to convey it.” 
  Lilly laughed. “I know that.” 
  “So, can you teach me?” 
  “Teach you how to flirt.” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Sure.” Lilly then turned her head and looked curiously at a handsome man who 
walked to the front of the pub and waited for the bartender to look his way. “What 
about him?” and Lilly rolled her eyes in the man’s direction. 
  “Him…? Well… he looks busy.” Lilly laughed again. 
 “Of course he’s busy. He’s busy getting himself a beer; he’s busy trying to meet some-
one.” 
  “No, let’s go with someone else, Lilly. He’s just  too  busy.” 
  “Alright, well, what about him?” And now Lilly subtly motioned to an aver-
age looking man of average height, beardless and with a glass of whiskey in his hand, 
sitting with two uglier friends, all of whom were present in the café without women. 
“He’d be more than interested in talking with you. He’s here with his buddies… no 
girls.” 
  “No Lilly, not him. He’s busy talking to his friends. He’s not going to have any 
interest in talking to me.” 
“I mean, come on Rebecca, you really think that guy wants to spend all of his time talk-
ing to his buddies. They’re probably talking about the latest Star Wars    movies or the 
upcoming  Marvel  episode. I’m absolutely  positive  that he would rather speak to you.” 
But Rebecca turned away from this potential bachelor and sipped her beer, looking 
toward the wall and considering the paintings that hung on its peeling, chipped paint. 
  “Isn’t this interesting? Sheryl Crow was here!” and Rebecca pointed to a photo of 
Sheryl Crow with a boyfriend, taken some time in the 1990s.
“Yea, it is interesting… Sheryl Crow was getting  laid !” 
  “I mean, you know Lilly, I’m sure someone is out there for all of us. I just hav-
en’t met the right person yet. I’m not even ready   for the right person. I need to work a 
great deal more on myself.” Lilly shrugged her face and stared down Rebecca sardoni-
cally. “Come on, that’s just some cop out shit that you tell yourself to avoid getting out 
there and meeting someone.



You’ll be saying the same thing when you’re thirty-five. Not yet, I need to lose a bit more 
weight. Not yet, I need to get a better job. Not yet, I need to get a breast implant!” 
  “Build it and they will come… haven’t you ever seen  Field of Dreams ?” 
  “And, respectfully Rebecca, when is the last time you got to  come ?” 
  At that point another potential bachelor traversed past the booth at which Lilly 
and Rebecca sat, and Lilly quickly pounced on the opportunity to touch the man on the 
shoulder and draw his attention toward Rebecca. “Excuse me, but I very much think you 
should meet my friend here.” 
  “Hi,” Rebecca shyly uttered. 
“Hey, what’s your name?” 
  “Uh, I really have to go to the bathroom.” Rebecca got up from the booth, keeping 
her head down and trying to hide an embarrassed grin, and she raced off to the loo. 
Meanwhile, the gentleman struck up a conversation with Lilly, took a seat, and the two, 
Lilly and the anonymous bachelor, were married in one year. 



Many Annunciations 
by Patrick Reardon 
 
The first was a girl who dodged. 
The second girl wanted to think about it. 
The third fainted. 
The fourth was distracted. 
The fifth called her mother. 
The sixth remembered an appointment. 
The seventh said come back later. 
The eighth winked. 
The ninth stammered. 
The tenth said to ask the girl next door. 
The eleventh laughed. 
The twelfth sought references. The last felt the dread and stirring womb even as she 
breathed the word.



I’m Failing Out By Sage Lochun

Her room is occupied and
Her roommate won’t leave
Shes twenty four but in New York
Everyone who isn’t a banker
Has a roommate.
There’s no need to apoligize.
Meet me in the woods,
She says to me, I’m not a voyeur
But I imagine us kissing on a tree stump.
When I arrive
She’s already there,
Sitting in the trees like a nymph
Waiting for me.
Everyone could see us,
We weren’t hiding.
I expected someone
On the path to stumble upon us
Maybe even join us.
I’m on molly, she said
And kissing you feels so good
Next time I need you to meet me
In my room, I don’t care 
If my roommate is there 
And I’m going
To make you
Explode.



Blue Pill 
by Celeste Schueler 
 
My fingers are dirty. 
There is no light in this damp room. 
A bird sings out. 
Where am I? 
Where am I? 
Scratch my skin 
It is dry like paper. 
Mark me up 
fill me with black ink 
so I may trace myself onto the page. 
There are pills in a bottle. 
Take them with care. 
Like a hive in my head 
I fill the crevices with white powder. 
Blue pill in the palm of my hand. 
Bird with blue feathers flutters against my breast. 
Is it all a dream? 
Steam from the kettle pours into the air. 
Morning sun bright 
Through a dirty window 
And I am no longer there



Saturday Morning 
by Robert Jennings 
 
And outside we go 
Away and away
Onto the empty 
Streets 
And inside we go
Away from the stability 
Away and away
From solitude, bliss
Abandoned by blood
Our chests pump promise 
Away and away 
Our minds spill 
Into the gutter
Dripping despair  
As the drums howl 
Surreal serenity 
And the jaded  
Close their 
Windows 
To escape 
The gaiety 
The youth.



The Laundry 
by Rudolph Gurse 
 
She was pissed I wore her socks. 
“I told you before to do your dam laundry.” 
“It was a desperate situation,” I told her, “I had nothing clean.” 
“Then wear dirty socks,” she said. “It’s not my problem.” 
Then she slipped into her nightgown and went into the kitchen. She was right. I was 
wrong. She continued to berate me. 
“Your lazy, I do everything around here. You only do all the little things.” Everything she 
said was true, I was worthless. There was no denying it. On Sunday evenings I’d take out 
the trash. When the sink was full I’d put the dishes away. It kept her from exploding but 
wasn’t enough to keep her from being pushed over the edge. 
“That doesn’t count.” she snarled at me. 
“I’m sorry.” I told her, “I love you.” I always loved her more when she got mad. 
“I don’t care,” she said, smoking a cigarette with her head in her hands. 
“I’m angry at you. All you ever do is stare at the computer and type all day long, I’m sick 
of hearing it. Find something else to do.” She took my laptop out of my hands and threw 
it into the bedroom. 
“And I’ve told you how many times to do your laundry?” 
The bottle of whiskey was still in front of me. I grabbed it and poured myself a glass. If the 
laptop was gone, I at least still had the whiskey. I tried to hug her again. She pulled away 
from me and got off the couch. There were a lot of things I did better than her, I could 
smoke more than her, sleep longer then her and tell better lies but I could never best her 
in argument. Women make trustworthy lawyers; they always know when a man is guilty. 
“Don’t-touch-me. What do you think you can just grab my ass whenever you want?” Sure, 
I told her. Well you can’t. 
Why not, I said. 
Just go do the laundry, she said, you’re an idiot. 
My clothes were still in my bin. They were starting to smell. She picked them up and 
dumped them on me. The odour of my own stench made me gag. One would think after 
years of sleeping around it I’d be used to it. 

“And when you’re done, she said, you need to make sure you hang them all up. If you let 
them 
just sit there they are going to be insanely crinkled. And we don’t have an iron.” 
“It sounds like too much work,” I told her. “I’m tired.” 
“Well what are you going to wear to work then?” 
“I don’t know.”
I really didn’t. Most days I picked up whatever was on the floor and did the sniff test. If it 
passed, I’d wear it. The only problem was I ended up wearing the same thing multiple times 
a week. 
People were starting to notice.



She walked out the door, “I knew I should have never dated a writer. You’re all the same, 
worthless, undomesticated bums.” 
“Fine,” I said. “I’ll do it. After I call my dad.” 
It was Father’s Day. I still hadn’t called my dad. My mother left me a voicemail, “...I know 
there’s no way you could have forgot that today is Father’s Day,” she went on, “your father 
would be really upset if he didn’t hear from you.” 
While I started to dial she went off at me again, “and can you sweep the bathroom? Your hair 
is everywhere.” 
“Of course,” I told her. “Tomorrow.” 
This was my Sunday, the last day I had before I had to go back to the grind again. The type 
of grind that stomps men out, pulverizes them to the core, until there’s nothing left of them. 
There was hardly anything left of me. 
I never liked having roommates but I’d learned it was always better to room with a woman 
then a friend. You’d fight, sure, but at night you’d always end up in bed together. Sure, she 
might hate me now for the laundry and the bathroom but in a few hours we’d put it behind 
ourselves. When I finally got on the phone with my father he was glad I called and told me, 
“you think you can live on fifty-thousand a year?” 
Sure, I told him, it’s more than I need.
“Let me tell you something, you can’t. It’s not enough. You need to get a real job.” 
Then my girl came up and interrupted me, “where did you put the romper? It’s not in the 
clean clothes pile! I bet someone took it. It’s all your fault,” she said. 
“No one took it,” I told her, “relax.” 
“Don’t tell me relax,” she said, “I just bought that today. Now it’s gone. Because of you. All my 
troubles, there all because of you.” 
“Can’t you see I’m on the phone with my Father,” I told her. “I’m trying to wish him a happy 
Father’s Day.” 
She left me alone and I put the phone back to my ear, “I’m sorry about that, Dad.” “It’s fine, 
it’s fine. So, have you thought about graduate school?” he asked me. 
No, I said to him. No, I haven’t. 
Well, if it’ll help you out professionally, I’ll see on what I can do about making a payment. 
“It’s not worth it,” I told him. 
“Alright,” he said to me. “Then I’m going on vacation with it.” 
“Good.” I said. “Happy Father’s Day.” 
Then I sat down on the couch in silence. My girl went out the door, angry as hell. I went back 
into the bedroom and picked up my computer but not before putting a load into the washing 
machine. I could put my load into anything.
The computer was made of plastic. It had dents and stickers over it but it did the job. We had 
unfinished business together. It had taken a lot of abuse over the years but it was still work-
ing. 
As long as it still turned on I was willing to keep typing. I poured myself a drink. I had one 
hour left in my Sunday. Plenty of time. Then the door opened. It was her. She sat down on 
the couch with a bag of chips and salsa, staring at me with those eyes, “Looks like you got 
nothing done,” she said to me.



“That’s not true.” 
“Oh yea?” 
“Yea,” I said to her. “I started writing.” 
“How far into it are you?” 
I pointed at the screen, “The first sentence.” 
She picked the bottle up off my desk and put back in the fridge in disgust. Then we lay on 
the couch. She said her father had bought a boat and would take us both out on the harbor 
when the weather got nicer. That sounded good to me. We forgot about the day. 
I went down got the clothes out of the laundry. Then I hung up my shirts and put the 
clothes away.
The clock struck eleven. My hour was up. The sky was now a dark denim blue. I grabbed 
my pants out of the laundry bin and poured some water over the stairs. 
She held the basket up then threw it down at me. “My socks,” she said, “they’re soaking.” 



Tonight 
by Ethan Scott 
 
These four 
Walls 
All there is and 
Will be 
Can you hear the silence? 
Can you hear my solace? 
Alone 
All I have 
Is me



Riding All Night 
by Jerry Cohen 
 
The most beautiful girls 
Are always 
Asleep 
On the train  
Their head leaning  
Against the wall 
Peaking  
With one eye  
Open at the riders 
Running  
If you work at a hedge fund 
You can’t talk to her 
She doesn’t care 
About conference calls 
She’s studied literature 
And works as a bartender 
Wakes up at five in the afternoon 
Collecting tips until three  
Then she sleeps 
On the couch  
While her boyfriend  
Takes the bed.



That’s how it goes 
by Arthur Baques Rett 
 
Prepare for the end 
Prepare for the final 
Movement as 
The last breath  
Departs 
From your lips 
The final goodbye 
From tired  
Lungs.
 
Prepare to be forgotten 
By everyone 
Except a few 
Learn to deal with it 
Heaven has a vacancy 
And your next on the 
Waiting list 
Are you ready? 
 
It’s not  
The time  
To plead for rest 
Or sleep 
In silence 
Rise from beneath  
The grass  
A new man 
Forged 
In darkness.



Keep Going 
by Arthur Baques Rett 
 
Damned are those 
Amongst us who sheer 
And scoff  
At the pursuit of life  
Those who seek  
To be submerged 
In a voice that’s not Their own. 
The arborists of dreams 
The glimmer of glory dimming 
The Faint 
The praised and doomed 
Drinking liquor 
Together.




