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Electric Fence

Electric Fence, electric fire
Hellacious, tense, of Vulcan pyre
Oil and gas and turbine heat
Solar, wind, and waters fleet 


Should the bovine wander, zap
Electric charge accepts no flap.


The Darkling Sky

I looked upon a darkling sky,
Early to the farm was I,
Shreds of cloud were visible,
Darkness was conditional;

Pale and blue beneath the squall,
The darkling sky was not the All;
Base below was bright with hope,
Glow of grace, of light and scope.
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Indian Boundary Lake, E Tenn

I drove up to the lake to see
A turning golden poplar tree
And bending down, upon the shore
A burning one of golden, more

I wondered why I wished to go
And thought I'd blundered, rushing so
Some type of cure from all that's stressed
As wrote John Muir, when called - out West

"The mountains are calling, and I must go" - John Muir
[image: Image may contain: mountain, sky, text, nature and outdoor]
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Beneath

(Al

Not for crowning ridge of rock
Not for lodgepole pine and fir

Not for mist of blue and green
Nor for lawn and shaded rest

I merely gleaned the tao of such
A fear all clean, a substance much
And sight and sound assumed a hue
And trite lost ground, and all was new

Photo / Kri
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The Desert Shall Rejoice

On the plains a stranger trod
Awed of silent desert stark

Air and sky and loam and crust
Stillness undisturbed and dark

Awake before the sun would bum
Before a churning disc would arc

And heard the barren sands unspent
Which wondered upward straight at God

"How much longer shall we lie
Arid, lfeless, senescent?

How much hope deferred to die?
Grain and dust of non-event

Stranger stirring, willing chose
Path and voice where nothing grows
To soil and sced abrupt transpose.
Rejoice and blossom, as the rose.

Indebted / Tsaiah - e de
Photo / Jeff Bernstein

ert shall reoice and blossom, 1ke e rose
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KINSALE

Somewhere in the Book of Kells
Should be a blessing for a night like this
Our bodies warmed by Irish drink

Fresh from an Irish mist

‘We could be here for hours in the pub
So lttle else 1o work for or to do

But mark the moments with a sip of beer
Humming an Irish tune

There’s nothing more 10 say, my love,
“The lights al cold and dim

There's only love to keep us warm
Singing an Irish hymn

Tobo OuTeALT

SUMMER DAY

Without a prelude, summer's lazy breeze
Brings a solemn languor that displaces gloom,
Unhurried bees invade round peonies,

\nd soon red-orange poppies proudly bloom.
Calm summer won'tallow aniety,

Itleaves me in an ambient listlessness—

Its lazily displayed variety,
Makes me content, embraced by wistfulness.
“The summer day though ended does not pass,
Itlives again in silent reverie,

Imagination working to surpass

That timeless day of blessed memory.

When earth i languorous and light as air,

T celebrate the day, without a care.

HAROLD PAGLIARO.

%
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THISTLE

Thistle, rustle, dusty sheen,
Bristle, jostle, rust and green,
Gusted, blustered, downy seed,
Must end a rerre: down they bleed.

Thistle, missile, volant bold?
Hurle, settle, thousand-fold,

AL Reant

THE EPICUREAN'S GHAZAL

A word will do 1o chill the summer heat
{hree ar enough to charm the girls you meet.

Eags, lavender, and heavy whipping cream
a touch of honéy makes this custard sweel.

A handful of gardenias in a vase
would complement the guest-room’s linen sheets.

Bring out the wicker basket, dust it off
and make sure that the handle’s wrapped and neat.

Sunblock, sand, and sea salt rise to form
a trinity of summer, quite the feat

Let’s disappear this weekend. 1 have wine
and know a place where we can be discreet.

An old stone windmill's blades will mark the time
while we two fecl our pulses, beat by bea.

1 need some sparkling water, honey, too.
you, and a pint of strawberries (o cat.

Jot down the words the waves bring to the shore
and find out that your poem s complete.

JoRDI ALONSO.

o
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Decanto

One poem by Al Ream (Baton Rouge, USA) §

SEASONS, CHILDRENS POEM

O Summer, steam and heat
Wavy lines above the street

Wash my face, perspire and flow,
Evening skies with sunshine glow:

O Autumn, cobalt sky

Electric air that crackles dry

Sugars up the pumpkin rind
Neighbors trade their crops in kind.

O Winter, blue and white

Lawn of rye all green and bright
Cat and dog upon the rug

1n a sunbeam, sleeping snug,

O Spring and tulip flower

Bee that travels hout to hour

Coax the sheep to clip your grass
Golf-green smooth and unsurpassed.
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Waters, depth and colors cold,
Daughters of the breath of old,
In the stone there stirs a word,

rain where murmurs truth unheard.

r Runs Through It
Norman Maclean
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Climbed the stone to feel a breeze,
Found a throne revealed the trees,
And wind and tone, and path and hue,

Then blending grown

vath of Blue,

Who spoke with Crimson, of the Gold:
“What Bloke be him? Our Bro, of old.*
indebted / Proverbs of King Solomon
photo / Steve DiMaria
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What of that‘sun, wi ich Gc
Of warmth of gﬁnd a

o) Man and Cleéd thou never trade ~

That weight q\d glory, lmdlsma)/(gd

No greater story be conveyed: -

No man of need, who upward prayed. -

[ sought thereof, to govern me,

Wrought of love: my Sovereign ﬁee Ve
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Magnetic severity, spellbinding some,
Who hkelv were hiking,

Surface reﬂechon,
Purposed( Erachon,
Skyward thralled
Wilb mothers T tall.
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He stood on a continent's river
Beholding a swath of the land
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A river forged an ancient path,
ryside her swath,

Chicago gathers on the shore,

Towers building, concrete pour

- ing: frame a river, tame a strand,
Gleaming vigor, claiming land. Waters raw, unknown, and drenched.

Wiaters saw these stones be wrenched;

Teeming bigger, freight and span,
Flameandenapper. greater-ihian,
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[Shade of dank, aside the stream,

Along the bank a mottled gleam,

Shafts of white and golden sun,

right; beshadowed dun.

night entwined with two betrothed,

s shined with both
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Elizabeth

§ Space of bright, an even stream,
Water, stone, proportionate,
None engaged of argument,
Water clean and stone of gleam.

Spell of mellow, stream of true,
Her gentle song unshallow flew.

Photo / David Garland
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Along about the dawn of time,
We cut this covenant sublime:
Man and Dog ought fend for both,
Against the ape and wolf and sloth.

Some has changed since morn primeval:
Not us friends, and not survival.

Neal Dachstade

Photo / David Garland
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sun of shot and dun of splayed,
mottled garden, mid the glade,
not a place of flora grown;
aura space of spotted stone.

wrought the chisel of intent,

caught of pixel, sought imprint.

Neal Dachstaditer

Photo / David Garland
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What Be Spoken

What be spoke in words of four?
Not the joke, none to ignore,
Stir the people, said the Man,
Steepled cross an earthen span.

Shout it high and clear, not banned,
Year to year within the land.

Neal Dachstadter

IE rnest Withers Photooranher
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ater falling from the stream

Daughter wall of icy gleam

Rill expanding at the verge
Spilling, landing, forward surge

Neal Dachstadter

Photo / David Garland
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Up to the vaulted ceiling,
a tyrant columned reach, Y

i Rendering awe and feeling,
quietly, without speech,

Some woodland arch extraction, \’
writ old medieval roof,

One part approxi
one part primeval truth.





image28.jpeg
Unto spate of lashing rain
Unsedated splashing main
Ponder, thunder, buxom cloud

Unencumbered flux of proud

Stands a man before thee nigh

Hands imploring sea and sky

Umber stone and green of plant

Humble throne, marine enchant

Photo / Jeff Bernstein.
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Once and Young

Beyond the green and waving wheat,
When done a blue and waving sheen,
Before the golden time would draw,
The old were young, siécle fin.

Photo Courtesy of Hyde Farms

French, fin du siécle - end of the century, end of a cycle
We Were Soldiers Once, and Young

General Harold Moore and Journalist Joe Galloway
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The strongest storm of buxom chest,
Bluster, luster, gust and zest,

The god of sky, the goddess earth,
And all their sapphire, emerald girth,

Pale before the living God,
Cloud and ocean, ground and sod
Pale before the living Son;
& thus these lines remain undone
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Picture

Richer than a word of man
Be the picture, greater - than

Speak and utter, "moisture, light"

Mystique of voice that muttered, bright. Neal Dachstadter

"Beneath the rocks are the words of God."

Norman Maclean, A River Runs Through It

Photo / Kristov Paulus, Hayden Geoffrey
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Weary Earth, Declining Sun,
Creak of wheel at brink of night,
Evening greets the men who tread,
As industry lifts up her head.

Work be wrought of sweat and grin,
Shirking not, beget again,
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Sol

Gloried several, single fire,

B Aura spectral, spangled pyre:
| Bay reflection, golden sprawl,

Ray refraction; molten Sol.

Thorough burning platinum white,
Morrow yearning, aurum bright.

Photo / Tunde Hegedus
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Unexpiring constant Sun,
Earth untired responding spun,
Surging fire, maternal birth,

Urgent sire of vernal mirth.

= Pere Sol, of ruth and blaze,

B Mere Earth of falling gaze.
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Movement

Canyon forged of aurum gleam,
Urban gorged on iron and fire,
Sparks of geometric glass,

Pyrotechnic marks en masse,

Motion surge, abrupt of halt;

Synthetic merge erupt gestalt,

Chiseled stance of pause to rest,

Pixels glancing raw expressed.
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University Lake @ &M, Louisiana State|

Silver glimmer, lunar line
Lake and river, moon and shin-
ing down the center, ray of night
Platinum-minted splay of light.

Movement quick remaining fast,
Pavement brickless, sterling cast,
Graspme net, to no avail,
Glassy wetas fishes' mail.

First Poem Printed

O fluorescent dancing sprite; Dt

Litdehampton UK

Effervescent, glancing bright. Kovemter 013
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Photo of a broken tree

Above, a live; incarnate he

Reaching low unbroken arm
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Song of the Lone Cypress

Crack of stone for rest and bed

Wrack of storm unpressed I tread
Sun and proud and bright and gold

Dun and shroud of night, T hold

ho
% . Don Ramey Logan
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Gentle Floods

€ Rippled muds, a small cascade,
Gentle floods of water played,
Summer stalling, Autumn strayed,
And unforgotten thunder bade

The winding stream to call to me,
When kindly falling toward the Sea. Neal Dachstaditer

Photo / Dolores Nice-Siegenthaler
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Perimetric copper glow
Platinum core of Aurum flow
Gilded bronze of bended fire
Molten Sun, unending pyre

Circle crowning circle bold
Ancientry; symmetric gold
Burn desire to churn my fame
Yearning higher; learn my name

Photo f Ansel Segenihialer

Neal Dachstadter
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Song for a Quiet Cemetary

My life began as forest dark,
af and bush and tree and bark,

Tend thislife lit with the Sun,

My race was long, and now be done.

8 My company are mostly dead,
r loved ones, also, come to shed
Athought and tear, a word and smi
With flowers brought, they stay awhile,

‘Then leave me to my brethren res
- ing, sleep of quiet, free of quest,
No toil, no journey, mirth or fest,
But soil and fern, and earth the ble:

3rd line from Sidney Lanier’s grave, "I am It with the Sun.

Phiota / Tony Long
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Song of the Lone Cypress

Crack of stone for rest and bed,
Wrack of storm unpressed I tread,

Sun and proud and bright and gold;

Dun and shroud of night, I hold.
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Chanted an Expanse

When open skies of blue and white,
Compare to grains of brown and tan,
‘And mist and rain be similar, Neal Dachstadter

In union's solidarity,

And one familiarity,

Al can stand within my grasp,

Enthralling earth and sky to clasp. Photo / Parker Klein
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Metamorphosis, Offering
by Neal Dachstadter

Atrail it stumbled on a door,

A doubled one, upon a floor,

‘Some fellow just as you and me,
Approached the portal now we see,

And unobirusive might have been,
Except he'd shed, down to the skin,
‘Some aspect of mundanity,
He'd cast away, ke vanity.

O was it poor modernity
He'd traded, for eternity.
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Half a desert, partly lush

All Creation paused to hush

When the Bachelor took his Bride
Eden, Desert? Naught to hide.

Y " thie desert shall rejoice, and blossom as the rose” Isaiah

Photo/ Mr and Mrs Alexander Levy
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Old September Corn

September Corn was worn and brown
As snow was falling on the town
December frigid; foothills steep

The Angus herd stood close as sheep

Farm was closing, hands were glad
Save for one, a kindly lad

Who gleaned the edges of the field
And found the spare forgotten yield

He took the corn and drove the truck
Slow and steady through the muck
Beside the creek to feed the cows
Golden ears to help them drowse

Though gaining naught of strength or wealth
His sleep was wrought, at length with health.

“a righteous man regardeth the life of his beast” -

Solomon, Proverbs




image5.jpeg
PAST THE BEAUTY
In memoriam:  Yvonne Hardenbrook and
Deborah Gilbert
Two poets gone away in just two weeks:
who could have thought of it, or who can now?
“This is & memory that no one seeks,
and no ane who has known it tells us how
10 bear the loss or (o susain the good
they meant for us. How many whirling ycars
we shared our insights and preserved the mood
of laughter or of rage leading to tears.
There was a wordless pact we made in words —
10 search the universe for deeper wealth
of wisdom for the phrase that undergirds
our striving with a kind of holy stealth.
Get past the beauty of the friendship lost
10 understand how much their going cost.
AMY JO SCHOONOVER

CORNFIELDS

‘When I think of the place where I was born
1 picture first, involuntarily,

A landscape overrun by fields of corn

Covering every lonesome and forlom
Square foot accessible by machinry.
Tlefl the rolling plains where | was bom

Ata tender age, and did not moum
My vanished agri-business destiny
In'the ever growing ficld of com.

1 was offto take the world by storm.
Over time I've gone less frequently
Back to the plow-cut plains where | was bom.

Now only when a black suit must be wom
Atthe township graveyard, fittngly
‘Surounded on three sides by fields of com.

1 stay ata hotel when | return,

Like a siranger, knowing nobody

On the rolling plans where I was bor,

Where my dead lie buried in the com
DAVID STEPHENSON

130

TONIGHT IN ORANGE COUNTY, NY

Cool vapors come and fill the field.
Short daylight’s long dead.

The thin moon smiles on this year's yield.
Rising, it’s bright red.

1 walk below the near hilliop.
listening to owls.

P’ soon before this autumn’s crop.
Wheat greets me: It bows.

Beyond the wheat's an old grist mill
with a well-wom fence.

Afriend’s farm freckles the next hill.
Breezes bring brash scents.

‘Washed weeds wave from the pond nearby.
Wings splash wildly: geose.

Large stars stare through the cloudless sky.
1 bathe in this peace

HERs WAHLSTEEN
ORANGE AND BLACK

Strand of light upon the shore,
Silent in the darkened glory
OF the nigh, the quiet pond
Bonding bright o stars beyond.

Pavement wet, bencath a lamp,

After rains have rendered damp

And clean, but black the path to home,
Strands of mist within the gloam

Grace the orange pale of light,
Drifting, liting, veiled from sight,
Air and water, fire and carth,
Space and rite of endless birth

AL Ream
3
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L What did murmur sweeping sand,

Below the waters, on the strand?
% What did murmured water speak
& Below the skin, Frangais rustiqie?

Murmured whisper, memory great,
Of the European fate,

‘Reims and Paris, Cannes, Calais,
Souffrir 1ous i triste cong

Rustic French

'Photo 7 Jim Hays| Suffer us to sad leave

il i





