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tom, lewis
july-august 2008

(so every body has
astory. tell your scars)

I

on amorning with
the sun bleaching red
over ahalf hearted
apartment a boy had
athought about
himself and then
made it go away.

look! the apartment
isin full blood now.
his mind made up,
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the man must face
the city.

the answer was
before the problem.
you cried through it.
good luck with
mascara

it never matched my
cheekbones anyway.
the voices start

again. they're dways
startled at something
mundane — a bird, her
toenails, ash,
exhaustion.



I’m so close to boiling
over they’re naming
akitchen motif after
my tired face

| meet my maker
daily. we compete to
see who holds their
breath the hardest

| beat my quaker
crazy. too much quiet
time



thein betweens are
killer. rest your head
on gravestones.
healer, builder, rest
your hands in mine.
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dana, lewis

last stop. the
ground’s hollow and
unmeaning beneath,
beating with our
want of arrival.

the air shimmers.
we areinlovewith
desireand
journeying, pressing
the tracks for more
distance

pressing our faces
to the glass to read
stories sprayed in
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neons onto building
walls, railings,
overpasses, things
left alone enough to
want any attention

the detritus of
nomads. signed by
anonymity. the
platform waiting

and we altogether

and at once are
staying till.
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dana, lewis

promises of private
compromises

where each of us
bends.

knees whimpering
like poles. you

up against the
shaking silent

pregnant pause.
thefirst leaf falls.
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FULL NAMES
(the church billboard)

& the train wouldn't stop

& we hobos vaulted out into
¥(,& her separated hair like

medat-wiclding gymnasts.

el

L~ Speaking in tongues, the muses (bald and thin)
. - spotted each other for lazy backflips, wanting
Lu ~to catch as much bie air as possible, haunted
& daunting with elliptical paunches
D for bellies, smelling medieval worlds
¢ ¥ {through dis-jointed & bloody noses,
. Jtheir weakness dripping into the basin balanced on
r separated hair like church billboards
Jof want and wonder{how many times I'll rercad
0¢ the single word;i%'ord, word, word n:pealirl};.s

like a train ticket-taker, thinking of n
‘j'g his wife fucking the anonymity of -
men: neighbors & friends, forcing /

the rip of the ticket to sound S
b like aEEIausefn an empty stadium - &
[ "'\\ g -

I like to say your full name
under my breath in between your breaths,
¢ [to count how many times I can think
it between pressedclean towels
\\folded in my arms. | carry then{nike
.+, & hardy stack of bibles, tipping
" & leaning, 4 slanted court
w5t asked to vow on holy heaving chcsts;
whatever messages are lefi in haste
L ias trains depart the
station, huffing rings, a cold sensation

( syncopated red lights, sound to signify
it coming Jas the train pulls
from the station & the old

S kneel as if prayingf]

Sean/Lewis/Dana/Joel. 27 September 2007. The Belmar — Art Night.



maytal, lewis

shetoldme2go4a
walk, smell the roses
i told her there were
no rosesin this part
of town. shesedim 2
negative and walked
out smiling. | pray 4
rain

itsfri the 13. my 22
approaches. 8 more
togo... orless... b4 i
go forever.
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30racesrun 3
decades decadent the
rain gods smile
thrice

and one expires. the
note hangs on awall
pointing to a box of
poems waiting to be
misunderstood as the
reason in a broken
context. they never
saw it coming.

how could anyone

have known? the
water boils.
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behind the fluency of
ur exhaled afternoon
stands areflection,
fading owly &
rhythmically 2 ur
unbroken heart. who
watches a pot of
water? they want it
boiling

boiling covered dirty
secrets shared like
soup

shared like last
nights kiss.
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lewis, derek a
summer 2007 | think

yo remember this?

business hasreally died
down

lately; I’ ve been
dreaming for something
new.

no dawn regenerating
regretslike a

long line of electrical
tape. we used it to fix
that broken wire.

so much for tight rope
walkers. so much

for the circus.
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those clowns make me
laugh when

| was a child.

now they give me
nightmares.

| wake up in cold sweats
listening to the

sounds of my
neighborhood sleeping,
breathing

I’ ve been looking for you
in the sunlight
sun reflections on the sea
oh sea-sun
Season

Sea-son
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cocky bastard. learn to
swim

| wanna swim in you
even though i'm
swimming in tears,

| do not mourn the loss of
kingship

or of sovereign(ty)

let’s go to sleep.
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red tomatoes
ben, lewis, davina
2006

The wheels on the bus go
round and round

with the souls of the
organ trade

laughing the whole way
the patron saints

of fuel for a genocide-
stillborn

to hoard (this adopted-
foreign-orphan movement
rhetorizm from

highest origin)
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Humans for Humans

but not for men
foundations of your
empty appetite

for faling hard in love
right on top of your
residential [ivory] tower
throwing the last brick
off,

asit turned out

| had one extra and there
was ayippy lil’

pood!” wit’ apoofy lil’
tail sniffin’ round: let me
explain.
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| judge and measure and
if my decisions are
abrupt or harsh then
remember calloused
hands, torn up lands,
fighting for

glory lost in northern
sands

remember.

it’snot afight

it's a cause because

no Because

righteous little college
kids

love their voice and know
what’s

in Vogue
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I’ ve got an itchy pen,

a seat

reclined as far back as |
can

from the couple in front
of me (and Ben)

they’ ve got nice skin
‘washroom occupied’ 69
yes sir day sleep lost for
adrenaline gland
producing

hey lew, what’s it feel like
to be a character in my
dream?

thereal questionis, aml
god, or areyou?
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why don’t you go occupy
the washroom, you
Zionist!

and as sheflipsto page
211 of avneri’s Isradl
Without Zionism

Go tell another holocaust
joke

Holocaust, and joke. two
words never

to be combined.

Says who? asks the cat
Says my faith in our
people

is humor not aform of
coping?
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why are words taboo?
why are ideas or thoughts
taboo?

it's simple you can have
no other discourse:

even when you can hate
the world,

(especidly then)
You can't
Not
Love
Your Life

To belittlea belief
AKA
a battle of pride
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Is providing Prometheus
with ice cubes

so says one fist two fist

and fundamental layers of
apiece

of tarmac laying over my
garden of Pipe

Dreams, fully associated
with an intense

case of seasonal
depression — How Deep!
(hereally

does speak that way)
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and you still can't eat
tuna without killing
dolphins

fried fish blue fish
triple scoop phish food

“OH MY GAH!"RRR'D
he.
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one more art nite collab

No guarantees, but

if the word “sex”
evokestherain

chances are

| know evoked, sex-
i-nes(s)-tled on a heaving
chest

best, best, best of show
full of afterglow
moonshine, broken brick,
and tenement

voices, the way someone
saysa

sacred word into their
hands.
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muttered orgasms are
worth less than
jukebox quarters, but
BillieHolliday’s
voicerisesinside us and
tellsus
our true names, our true
seething jealousies and
sexes, in the dark
it can be hard to tell hard
from

night to
night to
night;

aplayful pause
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in the middle of

coming,
though thereis no middle,
after
alack of light and
objects, past
geology, theology and
mono-
chromatic pleasantries
wrapped in soggy sheets
and too bright
light through shade dats
that cut into
CONSCiousness
like three hours too early:

LET THE
CRICKET
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SLIT NIGHT’S
SILENCE

WITH THE
SCALPEL

OF ITSTHROAT
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50 H. Poems are not captions
are not slogans
are not hands that sing.
Poems are hands
that singe songs
into opera!|Fucking all
day, slowly, like train
> Sracks full of old pennies
(pressed to steel rails,
e stretched and flattened
and copperly %mmz@
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tom, lewis
january-february 2008

thin-blue, my friend, thin-
blue.

the man turned into a
shoe.

the man turned into a
shoe.

he traded his head

for aplacefor hisleg,
and now he dreams thin-
blue.

he dreamsin dg§avu, my
friend,

he dreamsin dégavu.
with hisleg on the bed
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heisliving thick-red,
he dreamsin dgavu.

to you, my friend, to you
he sends his dreams by
flu.

not out on aship

where they dripdropdrip
he sends his dreams a
choo.

it'struemy friend it’'s
true

he sends them two by two
with boozein his hair

and blood on hislips
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hisstory is
nothing too
new.

what
happened to
thin-blue, my
friend?

what
happened to
thin-blue?
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FROM THE EDITORS:

These splits represent the
collaboration of multiple
artists, poets, and other
creative and/or curious
people, in starts and fits
and rage and passion over
the past few years.

Y ou can share them, in
print and online, for free.

For copies, contact:

thecircusbook
at gmail dot com
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