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1.
The sun is merciless, we sweat at the thought of going outside.
Eight years old,
And summer is something to be reckoned with.
We jump through the spray of a sprinkler,
A brief respite that comes in waves,
Mom shouts out the back door,
Reminding me about last summer,
when I caught my foot on a sprinkler and got stitches.
So we go inside, to play Dungeons and Dragons;
Mom just points at the door,
Telling us how nice it is outside,
While she sits inside ... with the air-conditioning and cigarettes.
We sit on the patio with our D&D stuff,
The wind makes our game more chase than either dungeons or dragons.
We toss the game inside and sit and sulk.
There’s not a thing to do,
That we haven't already done three hundred times this summer.

2.
My older brother is halfheartedly doing yardwork.
We don't even bother getting near him.
If the evil glares weren't bad enough,
There was the threat of being chased and sat on.
So we decide (yet again), to play superheroes,
But we both want to be Batman and end up taking turns.
Even that gets boring and we sit in my sandbox sifting for lost toys.
My older sister comes to us, this time with the succor of an idea,
Instead of her typical razor slashes at our throats.
She suggests that we make a Kool-aid stand.
We can beat the heat and make money except,
Since it was her idea, she gets all the money.

B
We dedicate our lives as we know them,
Into making signs on white paper stolen from Dad's desk.
Using stubby crayons and dried markers,
Wle manage a few signs that pass sister’s inspection,
She’s the better artist but couldn’t be bothered.
Mom’s not thrilled with the idea,
Not only did she have to make the Kool-aid,
But she also had to find a table.
We sit at the end of my driveway.
My friend and I doing all the work,
while my sister sunbathes.
We can see at least three other Kool-aid stands.
At least one is also in the court with us.
We spend the afternoon trading a half-dozen nickels,
Sampling each other’s wares.

John Klima






The search for middle school mementos led me to a small plastic tub with a
blue lid, packed with baby plctures my first communion veil, and these.
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Success was measurable - contests, grades, ribbons —and | was WINNING.
I knew so much and yet so little.

Isn’t it great that we can change?
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P.S. I still know both a lot and very little.
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she said, “Lift up your shirt and scream like me.”

Adults were always asking about my boyfriends,
so I roped the neighbor boy into my prayers—

“Dear God, if I scote this basket,
make Derek fall in love with me.”

I’d shoot and miss, and Derek never
fell in love with me, which was fine,

because Derek was an idiot, what boy wasn’t?
Sometimes, we’d play house, and I’d make him

be the dad, I’d be the mom, and I’d smash
my body against his while listening to Beach Boys

in his basement. That’s where I first heard “Kokomo,”
while sliding a dress onto Batbie, Ken lying

on the cement floot in underwear etched
onto his plastic pelvis. The sultry Amba Jamaica,

0oh I want to take ya everywhere I went that year.
Riding home with my patents from dinner, I prayed

ignorant of televised performance etiquette
i had no reason to question the suggestion

and so followed her directions

our mothers a hall and some rooms away
discussing Mary-Kay or Tupperware or
how husbands and housework
are plows that till fields
which never get planted
dreams unsown seed
not forgotten
abandoned
while we
wee innocent beings
not abandoned but tended to carelessly
unknowingly an obscene scene
shouted and bore unformed breasts
towards a box screen broadcasting
a long dead Elvis Presley

the cute boy from the restaurant was following us,
because he needed to tell me he loved me.

So wild and holy wete my beliefs about love,
that they included a boy convincing his parents

to follow an eight-year-old gitl home
after he saw her once in public. What did I think

would happen when we got home? Katie and I
played Heart-throb and Girl Talk, setting the games up

on her dad’s pool table, the Old Style light swinging
on chains above us. I’d wake in my sleeping bag

on her mauve catpet, waiting for her to wake up,
her untouchable potcelain dolls staring at the mauve

wall above her daybed. My bedroom walls
wete gray, divided in half by a white border with pink

and turquoise paint splatters. My carpet
was turquoise. I had no toys I couldn’t play with,

but learned to long for what I couldn’t touch
just the same.
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POEM FOR WATER STRIDERS

ellipse eclipses ellipse

From the yellow birches to the cattails we had been reading the story
of a bog backward. Now, as we stood, where our eyes could go farther
though our feet could not, we began to consider the story of a bog
chronologically. This story, from open water to forest, is the story of
undrained depressions.

At the edge of this third stage we turned back, for lack of footing. This
stage had its start long ago when, somewhere along the margin of the
water, some chance surface offered an adequate though shallow seed
bed for pioneer plants. This group of floating pioneers soon offered a
seedbed for others. Each time some root or rhizome or runner or
arching branch, rooting at the tip, added a slight bit of substance to this
thin mat, there was more support for more roots and rhizomes and
arching branches. The mat was thickening. Bulrushes rode its wobbly
surface, and cattails, and sphagnum moss, and swamp-loosestrife, with
its habit of arching and rooting from the nodes of the stem, and reed,
and water speedwell, and water purslane, and forget-me-not. We,
however, could not ride that fragile surface.

In two old excavations, water stood and the wild iris grew.

ellipses eclipse ellipses

ellipse eclipses ellipse

iKe

> {NJ’\_}.‘&U*"{A"“ M)

Rorer owes fow

Fowad Rogety
o

W""‘"‘
_ A G

Lask winter, T often was Lulled
Yo SR hy thr ienagined
Goomd 0F ChcodAS Ll‘xcbrmtir\ﬂ. - % 5.
> o
Cvmaen e v S IR

Tve worked ond ° 2 © 0 v

Moﬁlj Sheitered
feoon tha Cem

‘\“,‘“\zlr ‘-epg{»:ﬂve Song, that L ©

N O O b
Ny ¢ ©

LN
P(= R ‘
CTolo L2 TS ohte mw [ Bdoes not Seund, +o o-ﬁs.dq,?', o o ©
“ - i oex, mvsic at o LL,
T

[¢] o o N -
At Hhe time, T assumed
T was nastolgic for
Summel, asT, Aike
ovr eCtothermic {riends,
Covldn't regulate vy
temperntvee against
+he unforgiving ewilt

of Wisconsins froren

G Climade®

,In "o ; S 5

S ——
= J —— A o
| S \ o

(N N o ©

Y

ol Tt dook Such Fime N
before t\cg coud,..

Of Mare o

bayona

ASY A Como T v 1

of maskS LA

N i, r:ss. o~
3
Ay

Class of 2020
is Park of g

bio etosystem.

Foc v any, this  if ‘

ove Fiest tima
i Without o Ole
e Glebal Pandomié

[This ™oy not be tThe

Wwocld W exQecred N

o ememye Nk, Youb = ot
OB ouc VOIS The ot Vouees, ]

M Qoudas
‘pg 2

o Jyev ey Just be
U \Obﬁ“r\l\'\l\s ©
gon  The S279°

R

\ L bti\%{‘\ 8 \ \
B PR ®

£ Ba .-b\(,.s
S ’_l &= puBL
v S N iy \'xk\_: L . A




Burden’s Release

Six percent decrease per each telling.
17 outlets necessary

to achieve a full whole.

Even with no friend
with whom to share,
Private journals for those, like me,
solitaire.
Dancing alone, too, lightens
the air.

The Divine listens and does it count if,

in front of the mirror, | sing in rhyme?

(Feel the deep blare of burden;

drown in it for a brief time.)
(17 seconds) for freedom

to be fully declared,
and for me to be, finally, spared.
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i have three little boxes from childhood tucked away in my room

a mini wooden chest with seashells painted on the top|

a repurposed blue wet wipe container plastered with stickers

a metal box with a biblical scene on top & ornate relief pattern all ovel

it's a mystery when or Where the boxes or their contents are from

arrow heads stones
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clip-on eamngs

i don’t know what it all means

but i can’t make myself get rid of any of |t
LSS WO o //
at Ieast by means of trash or strangers|
TR TR o

i'd Iove to find a child to pass on my treasures to

or maybe they’re meant to stay Wlth me

a remlnder of that little witch glrl
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What will survive us
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