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Editor's Note 12

12

Right Hand Pointing now celebrates release of its 12th issue, not counting our three web-chapbooks.  Twelve's a good number.  It's the kind of number I would think a lot of people with OCD would stop on when they're turning light switches off and on.  There are twelve gates to the city.  There's a 12 eggs in a...dozen.  There are twelve sides to a rhombic dodecahedron.  There are probably 12 sides to most of your dodecahedrons. (While a freshman in college I briefly dated a girl named Dodeca Hedron.  Her dad was a veterinary endodontist from South Carolina.  Later, she was married, briefly, to one of the guys in The Flaming Lips.)  

So, we're celebrating with this late summer jumbo issue.  25% more product for the same price.  Thanks to all of the fine authors are submitted, including those whose work we passed on this round.

A couple of news items.  F. John Sharp is nearly done selecting stories for our all-fiction issue.  I'm re-assigning interns from Chiff & Fipple to work on it, and we hope to have it out as early as October.  The next regular issue of RHP won't be all that regular:  It's to be the Very Short Poetry issue.  In order to qualify, a poem must be no more than 50 words.  That's right:  No line-limit.  Word count.  (Alternately, we'll take a longer poem if it's about a very short person who is not Tom Cruise.)  

I have a new project status & timeline page up at:

http://www.righthandpointing.com/projects.html

You can check there to see RHP projects in progress and where they are in the reading/editing/publication process. 

But enough about me. We want to thank The Hiss Quarterly for thinking Right Hand Pointing is bodacious enough to recognize us with their THQ Award.  

Enjoy the issue and thanks again for your support!

Dale

The Editor

Gary J. Whitehead
Autumn in July

All the great shakers are at it again,

or as ever, making news for the world.

Papers have yellowed, their edges have curled,

and those deserts have grown weary of rain.

The end may be near, but here it is just

beginning, again, as ever, with birds

doing what birds do, clouds moving like herds,

and the river announcing what it must.

The leaves have yellowed, their edges have curled,

and, oddly, it is summer still. And ants,

doing what ants do, march through my pantry

carrying spoils back to their little world.

The Dairy Farmer's Son

—for Les Murray

He only traveled as far as the return

for milking demanded—not as much

chore as bane handed down like a tin

pail and as hard to shake off as mud

in the tread of a boot. Borrowed car,

movie in town, light of day swinging

in, a reminder, and by the credits’ end

his bladder an udder in need of release.

In rain. In snow. In unwrung summer.

Moaning animus of rank routine: splash

of a thin white stream, his clenching

and unclenching fist. When the war

began, he was first in the county to enlist.

First Snow

All night it fell like threshed pulp,

a whiteness unseen except in lamplight,

while everywhere the sleepers dreamed

in swirling words and drifting pictures.

Each dreamer had something to say,

and beneath the covers fingers twitched

in a warmth as black as graphite.

If the storm was lonely, it was only

because it knew it would never see

what would be written on the great page

morning would display when the dreamers,

dreaming still, stepped into the story of the day.

The Salt Marsh

—for Stanley Kunitz

Beyond his garden

and down the long path

above which herring gulls

toss like angels

and through the tall

spartina and beach plums,

he sees what for a hundred

years he’s come to see:

evening setting the water

aflame; a hermit crab

waving its one good arm;

a cormorant diving

and surfacing and diving

again; a rowboat waiting

as if for its ferryman;

and the moon, like a coin,

on the horizon.

R. T. Castleberry
An Emptiness in the Heart of Man

Daylight breaks 

and I’m trembling, 

transfixed by mirror shards, by bottle shards.

Countryside steeled through storms

I hear elms crack beneath icy weight,

snow melting, sluicing into water barrels.

Books pile around the couch:

Catton, Fussel, Marcus, Marsh—

Civil War, World War, rock ‘n’ roll.

Sleep is exhaustion, pallid in its stream.

Every disappointment ranges beside me,

like crows rampant in a field.

I tire easily. I have nothing to add.

Some particular piece has ripped loose.

I’ve been on my knees to find it.

I cannot.

From a History of Servitude

I’m in the wrong cycle:

Mondays marred by hospice runs,

mid-week and weekends languishing in dramas

of heat wave and drunks on benders.

I am my own beast:

closer to insect than animal,

impatient, close to played out;

best friend to bastards who pay debts 

with conflict diamonds and Juneau furs,

who fill their talk 

with innuendo and longing, 

their silences with 

the rolled scraps of maps and message blanks.

I’m aging out of despair.

It can’t carry humor savage as acid, as the sun.

Borne out by warnings of drying rivers,

by drought clouds of dust,

I’ve wronged the weather.

Chris Major

Night Clubbing

If this poem

were that night

it would start 

well enough.

Jokes and friends

bars and a club

laughter and music;

a dance

and the offer of a drink-

then the chink

                          of

                              a                            

                                  fizzing            0  o    o    

                                                                              0 0  

                                                                            0  o

                                                        pill.

If this poem

were that night

the rest is a blank

                  and

                                       frightening

odd                                                                 flashes.

Mark DeCarteret
blur

the wind has renewed your acquaintance again

a light rain has begun but falls short of the earth

you are crouched by this bird w/a dustpan

the window a mess where my head was at   

hoarse
first see

the start

what has 

ended up

parenting

these sighs

something 

seen as

not so much

mattering

as what was

always be-

side the 

point--more 

that art

of the just

coming to

& the yet

to be a-

woken

performance

I'm this happy

meal voice

asking you if

there will ever be

anything else?

pleasantries

you look as fit as a canned ham I tell them

better this than some rustic apology

they're still angry with me & my tuning fork

for annihilating what was left of the silence

later I'll let them climb the rungs of my body

& listen in on my throat for more miracles

Doug Draime

God Opens a Swiss Bank Account

I never expected the

burnt offerings. I didn’t

care whether it was a

goat or a

14 year old virgin. I

was in it for

the money: the gold

and silver coins, land deeds,

trust funds,

resellable mutual bonds,

placed at the altar

of my feet.

Must you bring slaughter

and idolatry into

the matter?

I can’t use your ATM cards,

too many numbers

to remember.

Watching the Pine Fall

Am I the one to ask the question

Or the guy across the street

With a chain saw biting deep into a pine tree?

Words very often appear on wood

A highly refined bleached wood

Maybe this paper was once a pine?

Nevermind, no words can compare to a tree 

But any idiot can operate a chain saw

Carolyn Adams
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Carolyn Adams
Jack’s Wife

Jack shot his wife.

He shot her at me

through the phone receiver.

He spat her name

and sang her death in my ear.

Jack’s wife stole his stuff

and his kids.

“I don’t even get to see ‘em,”

he said.  “She got the car,

the money, even my Rolex.

She split and took it all.”

Jack stared at the desk in his office

where his wife’s picture used to sit,

and he gripped the phone in his fist,

setting the trigger once more.

Mercy

A deep gush in a raw machine, 

and the heart stops without knowing

at whose command that hot stream fails 

the meat of the body.

Red that followed a map of currents,

thumb-thick tunnels, now flowers 

to black lace in the brain.

When rest is all it wants,

the heart’s cage is broken.

Metal plates shock it, a hand strokes it

back to life.

And what was over has begun again.

A weary frame cannot fall softly

into the cup of eternity,

cannot sleep

with the roots and snow.

The Saint of Ceaseless Things

I am the traffic light completing its revolution;

the thermostat click
guarding temperature and humidity;

the tick of seconds,

hours, eternities

in your timeclock;

the metallic push

of a dual-chambered wonder

feeding blood through weary veins. 

I protect this moment for you,

keep constant care of all your days.

In the orbit of this dead world,

I am here—

I am always here, 

never to fail the keep.

Howard Good
At the Cineplex of Existential Angst

The hectic ticket-taker stares wildly

into my face as if seeking a reason 

for the worn plush of forever vacant seats 

or why the aisles are steeper than usual

and narrow and split the darkness 

like something only dimly remembered. 

Under my seat, the floor is sticky with tears. 

I touch the rough edge of my ticket stub 

for reassurance, but up on the screen, 

it’s ninth grade still and my astonished hands 

are feeling up Sue Morse through her bra. 

There are ghosts floating everywhere. 

My four young children, suddenly grown, 

wave goodbye from the ship’s railing. 

Goodbye, I shout back, goodbye. 

A man turns around and shushes me. 

But who will warn them if I don’t 

of the sadistic captain, the mutinous seas, 

the gnawing nostalgia for things that never were?

Nocturne

Where we sleep, you know, isn’t

necessarily where we wake up,

it all depends on what we dream,

my dead mother, for example,

crisscrossed by the fence, fingers

hooked through the diamond-

shaped links. Maybe the complexity

of the machinery has made me restless,

or the heat from someone’s tears,

but it’s 2 a.m. and I’m still awake,

every rusty cut burning with its own

peculiar insistence, and the radio

on the white nightstand for company.

Will Hunt


The Human Torch Learns to Cook

      Since retiring from his fight against injustice, the Human Torch had found life unfulfilling. He spent his days sitting in the backyard, whistling at the birds and clicking at the squirrels, then frowning as they fled from his flames. His life was bleak and without purpose. His mother had also noticed this particular boredom and for his past five birthdays she had given him presents meant to encourage hobbies. Three years ago it was a model rocket. Two years ago it was guitar lessons. Last year it was a stamp book. These were all thoughtful gifts, but Mrs. Human Torch, who was sweet, but senile, had forgotten that her son’s body was covered in volatile photoelectric solar cells. The model rocket melted before he could get the decals on. The guitar strings singed and snapped as he strummed his first chords. The stamp book… well, that was just silly. For this most recent birthday the Human Torch received from his mother five weeks of cooking classes. Reclined on his fire-retardant chaise-lounge, the Human Torch found himself depressed. Why did his mother think a man with a fiery epidermis could have hobbies like a normal person? Why couldn't she just give him some proton-altered socks? But he knew he must at least try the cooking classes.

        His first cooking lesson came and, to his own surprise, the Human Torch was thrilled. He was charmed by the energy of the kitchen. The head chef in his great big hat, the aromas, the little stations set up for each student—gleaming pots and pans, piles of ingredients, spices. It was all so exciting. Here was something he really wanted to be good at. It was the first time he’d felt this way about anything since battling villains like Asbestos Lady. But when it came time to begin preparing the dish for that day’s lesson—chicken curry with chickpeas—the Human Torch melted a plastic spatula and set fire to all the ingredients. The odor of burnt garlic (as well as rosemary, ginger and melted spatula) pervaded the room and the head chef told the Human Torch that he was not welcome in the class. The Human Torch was crushed.

        At home, the Human Torch thought about the purpose he had felt when he was cooking and he was more miserable than ever. But suddenly, he had a plan. He went to the store to buy what he needed and when he returned, he called up his friends. That evening, Toro, the Sub-Mariner, Captain America and a few members of the Avengers Squad had a barbeque in the Human Torch’s backyard. The Human Torch lay on his chaise lounge with a metal grill over his chest. With a (fire-retardant) spatula in his hand, he flipped the burgers and hot dogs while chatting happily with his superhero friends. He grilled the meat as a sculptor sculpts; the perfect pinkness in each burger, just the right charred shell for each hot dog. Everyone agreed that it was the best barbeque they’d ever had and the Human Torch invited them all back for the following week. An especially lovely time was had by Mrs. Human Torch, who enjoyed the sight of her happy son as well as a perfectly grilled veggie burger.
James Ray Scott
Some Nights

Some nights take

to the ocean,

some nights lull

a rain forest asleep.

Some nights we

have the Boreas,

its freezing rainwater

moving in sheets;

short 

circuiting.

John Grey
Cleansing

Vast fields 

and many rapes, 

many murders, 

are interred in their soil. 

Sheep chew silently, dumbly,

on grass

as if there is no memory.

The young

clamor at their feet,

still learning

their submissiveness.

If you only knew

how savage,

how dangerous,

I want the lamb to be.

Everything I Know About Life I Learned in the Classroom

the prettiest girl

in class

went with

the dumbest jock

the only poet

went with

the unfairness

of it all

thirty years later

they're still together

Slave

If the kettle sings, I'm ready,

why does it sound so much like pain.

And with your reflection so steady

in its copper sheen,

why is it such a race to see which boils first,

water or blood.

What does a kettle know

of pain and anger anyhow.

All it has to wonder is

did the voice from the next room

shout, "Make the coffee."

You lift the kettle from the stove,

pour the waning cry

into the cup marked "His."

Joseph Trombatore
The Vampire

waits for a weakness, a fault line

you 

wrapped in feather & quilt

& dream

leaves notes tangled in your hair

a fingerprint beside the pillow

whispers nicknames backwards

in the shower

sneaks up on you like a stroke

sips coffee among mockingbirds

licks his lips like a pack of coyotes

waits to see if you will remember

last night 

wants to be the first 

when you 

look into the mirror

Kit Kennedy
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Seam rips.

You know

by science

by slang.

Throw away

the familiar

stuffed

animals

smash

the ceramic

horse.

You're not the same.

When will the mirror catch on?

Pete Lee
Jesus Presley

wears a beard and sunglasses

keeps his collar turned up

returned to sender

but came back again

he lectureth us beside the waters

don't be cruel saith he

love me tender

let me be thy teddy bear

we are a small band

with rings around our necks

Peter Berghoef


Life probably starts tomorrow

Enjoy the fruit.

In fact,

subtract the math right out of it.

The definition finds itself

in your mouth.

Complexity of wrong or right

absent from all actions

still allows for this:

doubt is a rotten coin

in my pocket

and the movie will be worse.

Randall Brown
Busy...with Death

Busy...

I followed a white butterfly, discovered among the daffodils our busy Bichon, still. I lay beside his frozen form, my eyes closed--a spot of white, then black. I too grew rigid. 

But I dreamed. I chased across a vast grass expanse a spot of something. It turned away from my guess of its path. I stumbled over my steps. Woke up. The Bichon, too. His cocked head held a question, something about the terror of unrest. 

...with Death

My son can't sleep, thinks that the house will catch on fire, a burglar will come and take him away, he'll die. Dr. Lori's going to change that. They're on the floor and I'm on the couch looking at the pictures kids have drawn for the doctor, their long, outstretched arms.

"And what does your father do when you freak out?" Dr. Lori asks. 

Jonah looks at me, twists his lip, then reaches for the fingers of his left hand, grips them. "Calls me a baby." 

"It's not him," I say. "Not you. " I rub his head. Me. All me. Of course. "It's--I don't know." 

He reaches up for me and his eyes grow wet and wide and I know he's scared, scared for me, that I'll get in trouble, that they'll take me away, that he'll be left here, that I'll decide I can't take it anymore. 

I look up to the absent gods. 

What have I done?

Tom Sheehan
The Last Flag of the River

Dangers are everywhere about the Saugus River: the porous bog whose dark underworld has softened for centuries, the jungles cat-o-nine tails leap up into. Once, six new houses ago, one new street along the banking, two boys went to sea on a block of ice. They are sailing yet, their last flag a jacket shook out in dusk still hiding behind December every year. An old man has strawberries in his backyard. They run rampant part of the year. He planted them the year his sons caught the last lobster the last day of their last storm. In summers, ever since, strawberries and salt mix on the high air. A truck driver, dumping snow another December, backed out too far and went too deep. The only son stutters when the snow falls. His wife hung a wreath at the town garage. At the all-night diner an old waitress remembers how many times she put dark liquid in his coffee. When she hears the engines kick over on a Mack or a Reo or a huge cumbersome White big as those old Walters Sno-Kings used to be, she tastes the hard sense of late whiskeys. He had an honest hunger and an honest thirst, and thick eyebrows, she remembers, thick thick eyebrows.

Lynn Strongin
Untitled

i.

Mother is going to bed forever

we are hanging up jackets

luminous

as though immersed in silver-salts in the old days

                when photographs were

developed like that.

ii.

The Squeaky Wheel gets the grease:

she did not cry.

Funeral wagons

& dark salt passed her by.

iii.

Now Haldol is her guardsman      Haldol

salutes those who go & come             cheering her enough to keep her eyes open:

Lorazepam closes them   while Nemendo

toggles memory, exacting a catechism as tough as the beadman's  In a blues-suffused

New York Moment, things could change.

Taylor Graham
New Neighbors

We used to live at the end of a lonesome

road, under solar flares

and the shadow of peregrine wings.

Now, the dusty length of that road

is scavenged by dirt bikes, exhaust

malodorous as buzzards at a sidewalk café.

Tammy Ho
Inside the Train

The train to Calcutta is full of

people in pajamas. A passing

Indian lady has hiccoughed, and the whole

train remains fragranced for an

hour. Outside, a barren landscape and a

distant church sign. I have my head

wrapped loosely inside a piece of green

and gold cloth but

my eyes can see the symbols of

betrayal from the smoke that circles his neck

and the ring that taps on the glass

when he hums a silly tune to himself.
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