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Edi tords Not e:
Words move us.
They take us places where we are not.

Words have the ability to transport us 1 and often, when
assembled in just the right order , they do just that.

They change foul moods to fair by making us laugh. They
take us to imaginary destinations where we supply the

scenery and context merely suggested by an author we
may never know .

With words our institutions are formed and destroyed,
our laws made and enforced, our lives documented
ri ghtly and with deception.

Transport is both action and vessel.

On the pages that follow, it is you, dear reader who will
decide where to get on or off. In addition to the fine
assemblage of words, your vehicle will also be found in
the splendid imagery that accompanies this voyage.

Enjoy the ride.

Michael J. Solender
February, 2012
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I . 28Qa .A1S
By Gabriella Bensur

There was a card

That changed his life

Altered his course

And muddled his mind.

It sent him far

It sent him wide

Following along

However he could.

When he came home

A different man

Less time had passed

Than he had thought.

His girl was still there

And his mama too

Waiting, waiting

But he still had the card.

He went away again

Married and hardened
Barking out orders

His paper in his pocket.

One day the world stilled

The cold war broke

He found his way back

He served no more.

He walked through the woods
Of childhood dreams
Found the bike that hedd | ef't
Still chained to a tree.

He silently looked

At the broken metal

Twisted and rusted

Hedéd been gone too | ong.
The draft card fluttered

From between his fingers
And he left it there

With his bike in the branches.



In a Bottle
By Linda Wastilla

If you stumble on a message

i n the bottle please,
| have escaped to an ocean isle with

water tepid as merlot, feather-soft sand,

sun hot as a slap

do not fret | shall fend for myself

(you taught me well) and feast

on coconut milk, guavas tender

as skin between thighs, and whatever
insects fail to eat me first

please, enjoy the Lean Cuisines

in deep freeze, the empty bottle

of Maker 6s Mawektpart he
of Varhona stashed in the bedside drawer
where you once kept the Colt.

donot

bitter

00Kk

f

or

me



Metro To The City
By Linda Wastilla

They wear hoodies
and pants slung low,
teardrop tattoos
tumble down necks
like Chinese
calligraphs

their girls swagger
hard consonants
needling thin air

the train goes quiet



In a Café
By B.Z. Niditch

Voices lowered

all hands

on computers
Ethiopian coffee
moves as clouds

at the edge

of a clouded cup,

a ray of sunlight
through a fixed glare

of a window bird
searching for bread
and a cousin
thought lost

with a bass

on his shoulder
stops by.

WINTER BY OCEAN
By B.Z. Niditch

Waiting around
on silence

The sun turns
on our backs

Clouds hide
seabird voices

Stretching sailors
ice fish

A graffiti artist
at the lighthouse

Dunes breathe
an eternal winter.
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EINE REISE DURCH EUROPA
By Grace Andreacchi

Perhaps the Orient Express from Paris, stopping off in Wien, Budapest,
Belgrade, or perhaps the Nordexpress all the way to St. Petersbourg. Waiters
In white jackets will carry silver trays of caviar and countless bottles of
champagne to our compartment, where we watch the snow swirling by outside
the window and make fierce love in time to the rocking of the train. Before
dinner we sit together quietly in the yellow lamplight, you with your music and

|l with a book (something by Turgenevéeé),
exchange a quick, bright glance. Now when | look outside | see my face like a
pale moon superimposed on the darkness. And you across from me, your dear
head bent over a book, absorbed in your work. | get up to stretch, and sigh
with contentment, like a cat, if cats could sigh - and dare to lay a hand on the
back of your neck, just there, where your hair curls up at the collar of your
coat.

Or shall we gothe old-fashioned way, by horse and carriage? Rattling over the
cobblestones, down muddy lanes and ancient highways, under the long

straight allées of many continents i slim, wavy poplars in France, chestnuts

in Italy, and apple trees, the small sober sertinels of our Heimat. Stopping at

the |ittle country inns just before suns
into the meadows. You draw the sharp cold air deep into your lungs, stretch

for the sky, then throw your ogathenige about
two children, for the pure joy if it, gazing down into a chasm filled with

thousands of tiny, jewel bright flowers.

At each of the great cities we stop at a fine hotel (more waiters, more

champagne), the rooms glitter and smell a bit sickly of orchids and perfume,

and at night we go to the best cafés, where you are the star they have all come

to see. | sit at a table near the back,
and it is enough! And now and then you vouchsafe me a secret glance,sfull

of tenderness | feel my heart will burst i and | look back at you and smile -

and it is enough.

But | think I 6d rather go by foot. For |
separated us, and without Thee | &®&e no t
| 6d rather walk, barefoot in the snow, t

Because if | can do that, whyi do you know what happens then, little Brother?
If I can do that, then at the end of the long road you will be waiting for me,
your arms wide open to show me the hole in your side that is exactly my
shape. That | may creep inside and hide myself, home at last.
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Currents and Concrete
By Colleen McKee

Chicago where | met my hero
Chicago where I lost my lover
where today | am served
lemon drop cookies
chewing peacefully watching
beautiful black boys
fall in love
drinking with exquisite wrists
wide cups of tea
in the rain -running window
across from Hamburger Maryads.
*
From the bridge | watch the wind serrate
the river as straight as a street,
a suitcase handle
in each hand
on my walk to Union Station.
*

A life written in undercurrents,
grooves of streetlit water.

A life written in the whirr
of a thousand moving trains.
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(P)lanes
By Dorothee Lang

We cross stones/ water
Squared patterns of landscape
Framed by roads

The world from above:
Leading to somewhere
Else

Leaving it to us
to figure out
the direction

o

Sections of Today
By Dorothee Lang

Early morning flight
The stewardess hands out
Free newspapers

The man in the orange polo shirt
And the brown trousers

Goes through his, section by
section,

Opens pages too huge for plane
seats

With short pauses in between
He staples the finished sections
Global and national news,
disasters and wars,

Travel, culture, sports, jobs,
houses

Finally, after he reaches the last

page,
He leans back,
His face unchanged.
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Sunday Afternoon at the Greyhound Bus Station
By Mather Schneider

The old Russian man

sits in his taxi 5000

miles from home.

He reads his bible.

A few of his friends from other cabs

try to talk to him but he

waves them away.

He sits with one leg out of his taxi

solid on the pavement

of downtown Tucson

watching the bus station for the busses to come in
with one eye

and reading his bible

with the other.

When the bus pulls up coughing and sighing
the cabbies scramble into their cabs

and head outto try to hustle up a fare

from the departing bus passengers.

The old Russian man sighs

shuts his bible

and starts the engine.

He's beenreading the bible for a few months now
every day

trying to find some answers,

trying to find a way out of

this.

The old

fool.
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Muni Sutra
By Mark J. Mitchell

The Munidharma rolls

In fits and starts.

It keeps you off balance

But it is alive with electricity.

The Munidharma sounds

With a chorus of bells

Caused by tugged cords

Pulled by people as empty as you.

The Munidharma exhorts
You to count the loud
Exhalations of air brakes
And to notice the horn.

The Munidharma does its job.
It takes you from one place
To another.

It leaves you behind.
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Coracle
By Doug Mathewson

My workaday internal journey is long. In my seven to seven (do you remember
nine to five?) | travel by tiny coracle from my right ear to my left. First | must
shrink down from the towering size | imagine myself to be to the ever
diminishing sub -atomic particle size the world perceives me as.

Being this small | am invisible even to myself! Then | can row my neutrino sized

coracle with easy. Every day | drop one bottle over the side. They are filled with

reports, requests, and memos containing my analytical insights and reviews. The

bottles come in two colors, green and amber. | always alternate the colors. What

happens to these encapsulated communications is entirely unknown to me. The

A. D. D. afflicted, Bl ackberry addinakeed Pose
eye contact.

Around me harpies shriek at writhing sea-snakes who hiss in return, but | just tip

my hat and paddle by. Marketing nudibranchs in colorful jogging -suits speed

boat by constantly, each time with an amazing new plan. The sea churns with

slowly with unemployed remoras hungry for a corporate host.

Nemobébs very own great squid was summoned.

|l t6s management consulting prowess deemed
most sternly and called to task. Costs were upwardly up, profits were

downwardly down, and heads were sure to roll. | must have been anchored

midway, becalmed in the spot between maybe yes and maybe no for a year or

three and wasndét missed.

Midpoint means half way home, the tide has changed, and the wind has risen.
The setting sun shines through my left ear on the horizon. This provides a lovely
golden aura for most the enchanting of mermaids who had arranged herself just
SO upon my worn ossicles. She brushes out her hair and smiles as she waits for
me to come ashore. Ashore withmy tales of a long day at work traveling to get
where | began.

17



The Fires Of Evening
By Howie Good

| like how your legs
wrap around me
like the last beautiful evening,

how | 6m | i ke the
delving into shadow,

how,
when we toss
like a small green boat

on a vast yellow sea,

everything is bathed
in red violet.

The Killing
By Howie Good
for Christopher Marlowe

The dagger entered
just above your right eye.

Mice-eyed spies
were everywhere.

Plague, too.

You heard many languages
being spoken at once,

you saw pink angels
in velvet and gold

swirling like clouds
against the ceiling.

18
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A Delta to the Bay
By Matthew Muller

He had made it to the small bay in Yachats, Oregon, thick grimed canvas
pants, and a long button down with blue stripes on grey-sleeved shoulders.
A dull green river poured out into the sand. In time behind him, dark
shadowed lines of Cedar and Douglas Fi withessed out of the partly open
sliding doors of the freight cars he jumped. Before that, the straight
undulating lines of telephone poles through car windows on the prairies
that folded over one another through the switchbacks up the mountains,
straightened again across the desert, and fell down into the valleys.
Between these, shiny wet rest stop parking lots.

He found a place to sit near the rocks, dropped his backpack, and patted his
black lab on the head. The tide was just going out. His canteerheld water
and whiskey, just that. The gulls stood in congregation, facing out to sea,
waiting for the beach to clear, but looking over the water west. It was
beautiful there. He kept drinking. The clouds were low and fat in the sky,
nothing above them, splintering radiant blue. He ran out on the wing of
beach, throwing the stick for his dog, his canteen clanking. Kept opening it,
drinking and squeezing it shut, trying to fill himself with all of that

cleanness and beauty around him, trying to make it sink, and continue
soaking, until he became slashing full with it. His head would spin, the
yellow world of sunlight and waiting congregational gulls turning like a

pl ate around hi m. Hedd stop, |l et 1t hit
sure of something smattering to beauty past the sky, the sun hanging in an
orange orb just over the extending horizon line.
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