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Getting Started 
Theresa McCourt 

 
Gimpy, ragged, 
shifting 
from stillness to motion, 
relearning after so many repeated efforts, 
that breath will even out, 
that heart, after the initial flurry, 
will recover an even beat, 
that hips and knees 
will be anointed 
a certain distance from the house. 
 
After one or two miles, 
the Achilles will even shed 
its shadowy film of scarring, 
grown anew 
from one night of stiffening sleep. 
 
Since first stepping onto the road, 
twenty-four years ago, 
LΩǾŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƎǊǳƳōƭƛƴƎǎΣ 
a variety of complaintsτ 
all of them reciting 
ǿƘŀǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ Řƻne, 
what I could be doing instead, 
ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦΦ 

Theresa McCourt 
 
Theresa McCourt is a transplant from Manchester, England. 

She has a BA in English Literature and Drama from 

Birmingham, England, and a MA in English Literature from 

CSU Sacramento. While in business for herself, Theresa 

taught writing and wrote freelance articles for national and 

local magazines and newspapers, including an eight-year 

run as a biweekly columnist for The Sacramento Bee. 

 

On May 14 of this year, she was awarded the Albert and 

Elaine Borchard Fellowship in poetry for the 2008 Tomales 

Bay Workshops through the University of California, 

Davis, Creative Writing Program. In January 2007, her 

poetry won a 1st place recognition in the Maggi H. Meyer 

Memorial Contest and in fall 2006 she won a 1st in the Ina 

Coolbrith Poetry Contest. In 2005, she won a 3rd in the 

79th Annual Berkeley Poets' Contest. In March 2007, she 

received an honorable mention in the Sacramento Poetry 

Center's poetry contest. Credits include mamazine.com, 

Brevities, Poetry Now, Song of the San Joaquin, 

Rattlesnake Review, Toyon, and Night and Day. In 2007 

and currently in 2008, she has been part of the Artist 

Residency Institute, through the Sacramento Metropolitan 

Arts Commission. 

 

 

Appearing June 2, 2008 for the Poetry Center at Time 

Tested Books --  Theresa  McCourt  reads. Performances by 

contemporary violinist Sasha Tkacheff  and C- Sus Vocal 

Jazz A Capella Group  with Bob Stanley . 1114 21st St.  

http://sacramentopoetrycenter.blogspot.com  

http://mamazine.com/


 

  

Poetry Now, Sacramentoõs literary review and 
calendar, is published by the Sacramento 
Poetry Center, and is funded in part with 
grants from the Sacramento Metropolitan Arts 
Commission.  Submissions of poems, artwork, 
reviews, and other work of interest to the 
Sacramento poetry community are welcome. 
Note that work submitted to SPC may also 
appear on SPCõs website as well: 
sacramentopoetrycenter.org.  

Please submit to SPC, 1719 25th Street, 
Sacramento, CA 95816, or email to 
PoetDawn2008@aol.com 

Poetry Now is distributed in area bookshops, 
Sacramento County libraries, and by mail to 
member-subscribers.  If you are interested in 
receiving Poetry Now, or want multiple copies 
to share with others, please contact us at the 
above address, or call SPC at 979-9706. 

Editor:  Frank Graham 

Poetry Editor: Dawn DiBartolo 

Contributing Editor:  Tim Kahl 

Interviews: Lisa Jones 

Book Reviews: Emmanuel Siguake 

Design Editor: Elizabeth Krause 

Calendar Editor: Aaron Gerwer 

Please submit events to be listed on the 
calendar to aarondscrub@yahoo.com 
 The Poet Tree, also known as the 
Sacramento Poetry Center, is a non-profit 
corporation dedicated to providing forums for 
local poets ð including publications, (Poetry 
Now and Tule Review), workshops, special 
events, and an ongoing reading series. Funded 
primarily by members, SPC is entirely run by a 
volunteer board of directors. We welcome 
your input and your interest. 

Board of Directors (as of Jan 2008) 

Bob Stanley, President 

Tim Kahl, Vice President 

Rebecca Morrison, Secretary 

Sandra Senne, Treasurer 

Frank Graham, Member at large 

Mary Zeppa, Member at large 

Stan Zumbiel, Member at large 

Brad Buchanan, Member at large 

Elizabeth Krause, Member at large 

Contact us at 

1719 25th Street, Sacramento CA 95816 

bobstanley@sbcglobal.net 

916-979-9706 

Or visit our website at  

www.sacramentopoetrycenter.org. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

presidentõs message 
 

Please note that two of our Monday readings 

in June will be at Time Tested Books ð June 2 

and June 30th 

 

But also note that Headquarters for the Arts 

now has air conditioning, so please come down 

for the readings this Summer ð thereõs a great 

line-up of events on the other Monday nights. 

 

As always, I have many people to thank, but 

Iõll pick Emmanuel Sigauke, the newest SPC 

board member, who will begin hosting 

readings (second Mondays) in July, Art 

Mantecon, who just completed a series of six 

remarkable events this month, and Elizabeth 

Krause, who has been doing the òpaste-upó of 

PoetryNow for the last six months, and will be 

departing for Iowa in July. And thanks to the 

members and friends of SPC, who have been 

showing up in great numbers through the 

year.  

 

Bob Stanley 
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Tract Housing Carol Louise Moon 

 
This hot afternoon is buzzing with some 

kind of noise as I race the old blue 

pickup truck across the dust past white 

pipes lying in the field. I see a red 

and white fox darting from under a fence 

into a nearby shrub. 

 
6 year old Billy Kondrat tells me that 

foxes are descended from dinosaurs, and  

that he, too, has seen this particularly 

odd creature "making like a fox, yet  

being cleverly dinosaurean."  

 
Unloading a few groceries is tedious; 

I'd rather visit Ricardo, the next door 

neighbor who has proudly unloaded three 

old refrigerators onto his carport. I 

skip the fence to get a closer look at 

him folding his short-sleeved shirts 

neatly into a beige refrigerator. 

 
As Ricardo croissantly folds poorly 

washed socks which smell a hint of 

cheese, I think to myself food does not  

belong here. I mouth the words in 

English and mime the words with my 

fingers, One must not freeze cheese, 

before noticing the lack of electrical 

source to each refrigerator. 

 
Glancing across the field I see the  

yellow lab chasing the red fox. He, 

too, has heard the rumor that perhaps 

the fox is a dinosaur. 

 

Carol Louise Moon  is a NorCal poet, 

published in BREVITIES, RATTLESNAKE 

REVIEW, POETRY NOW, UPDRAFTS-

winner March 2007 Third Place Chaparral 

Poets monthly Contest.  Affiliated with 

Sacramento Poetry Center, and President of 

the newly formed El Camino Chapter of Cal. 

Fed. Chaparral Poets. 

 

 

 
Memoirs of a Lonely Ear 

Carol Louise Moon 

  

A house cast in shadows 

A stuck door 

A cold door knob 

A sad dove song 

 
Molded memories linger  

    in my inner ear. 

Your voice whispers 

   through satin cobwebs. 

 
I long for your 

   mournful embrace 

and fall inward toward 

   a mantel of dusty bricks. 
 

ROOM T0 WRITE                                                          
Room to Write is a new school of creative writing, based at the home of the Sacramento Poetry Center at 25th 
and R Streets. Our classes are led by experienced poetry teachers who have many years of experience in 
leading workshops for writers. Summer classes begin the week of June 18th.  If youôve wanted to give yourself 
time to write, find a writing group, or work on pieces already in progress, the classes offered at Room to Write 
will give you the incentive to work, and a community of writers to support you.  

 

Classes now forming for Summer 2008: 

Poetry Writing Workshop ï Wednesdays 7:00 to 8:30pm  led by Bob Stanley 

Teen Poetry Writing Workshop ï Thursdays 10:30 to noon led by John Allen Cann 

American Poets of the late Twenties  - Thurs. 7 to 8:30 pm led by John Allen Cann 

 

To register, or for more information on Room to Write, call Bob Stanley at 916-240-1897, or email Bob at 
bobstanley@sbcglobal.net. 

mailto:bobstanley@sbcglobal.net
http://images.google.com/imgres?imgurl=http://www.firstlinepoetry.com/wp-content/uploads/2008/01/poetry.jpg&imgrefurl=http://www.firstlinepoetry.com/2008/01/09/getting-started/&h=328&w=300&sz=52&hl=en&start=11&sig2=XAYnEjhLw71YiOmkfbWcVQ&tbnid=qgCIuSIfmnGb1M:&tbnh=118&tbnw=108&ei=sSErSO3vE4yypgTd4amxBA&prev=/images?q=poetry&gbv=2&hl=en&sa=G


 

 Sean Johnson & Brooke Barker  interview Billy Collins  

Enjoy the Ride: A Brief Conversation with Billy Collins 

άLǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ŎŀǇŜΣέ .ƛƭƭȅ /ƻƭƭƛƴǎ ǉǳƛǇǇŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ōefore beginning his lecture at Brigham 
Young University on Leap Day, slipping into his sports coat. After the lecture ended and before his poetry reading began, 
we had a chance to sit down with the former U.S. poet laureate and ask him some questions.  Fifteen minutes into the 
interview he began to lose his voiceτhe was sickτso we cut the questioning short and went to buy him a pack of lemon-
flavored Ricola cough drops.  

 

/ƘŀǊƭŜǎ {ƛƳƛŎ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜǎ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ŀǎ άǿƻǊŘǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƭƻǾŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŦƭƛŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƘŜŀǘΦέ ! ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ 
ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ άǘƘŜ ǎǘǊƛƴƎ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǘ ƻŦ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΦέ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴΚ 

 

YŜƴƴŜǘƘ YƻŎƘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛƻƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǇǊƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƻǎŜ ƛǎ άƴƻ ŘƻƎǎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
ōŜŀŎƘέ ŀƴŘ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ƛǎ άƴƻ ŘƻƎǎ ƻǊ ƭogs allowed on the beachτƴƻ ǇƻƻŘƭŜ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ǘǊƛƳΣ ƴƻ ŘŀŎƘǎƘǳƴŘ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǿƛƳΦέ {ƻ 
ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭƴŜǎǎΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀǘ ǇƭŀȅΣ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ƛǘǎŜƭŦτmore than it does in any 
other genre. 

 

Is this Baudelaire quote an overstatement? "Any healthy man can go without food for two daysτbut not without 
poetry." 

 

L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƻǾŜǊǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ LΩŘ ǎŀȅ ǘǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎǘƛŎΦ ώ[ŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦϐ tƻŜǘǎ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ƭƛŦǘ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ǳǇΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ 
that William Carlos Williams thing about men dying for the lack of poetry everyday. People can get along fine without 
poetryτŀƴŘ ŘƻΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ 
without is usually a misconception based on bad teaching they had in high school. I think once people realize that poetry 
is actually about themτǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ǿŜƛǊŘƻǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ƘǳƳŀƴτ
then they can walk into it without fear.  

 

! ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΥ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ {ƘŜƭƭŜȅΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ άǇƻŜǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜŘ ƭŜƎƛǎƭŀǘƻǊǎ ƻŦ ƳŀƴƪƛƴŘέΚ  

 

With the emphasis on unacknowledged. [Collins laughs] 

 

Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻ ƎǊŀƴŘƛƻǎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΚ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŜǘΩǎ ǊƻƭŜ ƛǎΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΚ 

 

L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŘŀǘŜŘ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ toets in some cultures are much closer to the center of culture and tend to speak more for 
the people. In America poetry has been largely marginalized and poets are either ignored or distrusted. They certainly 
ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƭŜƎƛǎƭŀǘƻǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ 9ǳƎŜƴŜ aŎ/ŀǊǘƘȅΩǎ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ ǇƻŜǘǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ 
ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άLΩƳ ŀ ŦŜƭƻƴ ŀƴŘ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǌƻō ǎǘƻǊŜǎ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǾƻǘŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ 

 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΦ LǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴǎ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ƳǳǎƛŎ ƻǊ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ƻǘher arts but not  to write poetry. 

 

That is interesting. They could probably playτthe cello would probably arouse some suspicions. Bill Clinton plays the 
ǎŀȄƻǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ IŀǊǊȅ ¢ǊǳƳŀƴ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŀƴƻΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘŜǊ or the fluteτit 
depends on the instrument. 
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What role does humor play in your poetry, and in poetry in general? 

 

A central role. I think of humor as a device, and also as a way of looking at things. It works as a device to sometimes 
ŘƛǎŀǊƳ ǊŜŀŘŜǊǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƻ ǊŜƭŀȄ ǘƘŜƳΦ .ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ōŜ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ƻƴ ǇŀǇŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ ȅou 
see the world. You either have a sort of skewed, slanted take on thingsτand you are always looking for incongruities and 
humorous possibilitiesτƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ IǳƳƻǊ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƛƴ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ²ƻǊŘǎǿƻǊǘƘΣ ōŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƳŀȅōŜ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ tƘƛƭƛǇ [ŀǊƪƛƴΦ .ǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ƛǘǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǇƻŜǘǊȅΦ 
 

There seems to have been a great influx of really funny poets, like James Tate, the New York School, Mark Halliday, 
Dean Youngτdo you think poetry was hungry for humor? 

 

L ŘƻΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ too ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƧƻƪŜǎǘŜǊǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ 
expect them to be not just humorous but kind of wacky, with a nutty take on things. 
 

LǘΩǎ Ŧǳƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘΦ 

 

Lǘ ƛǎΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƴƎŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎǳǇǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǇƻŜǘǊȅΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳƻǊ 
dogs have been let loose. 
 

David Lehman writeǎ ŀōƻǳǘ άǘƘŜ ǿƛŘŜƴƛƴƎ ƎŀǇ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŀŘŜƳƛŎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƴŀŎŀŘŜƳƛŎ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǊȅ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘƛŜǎέ ŀƴŘ 
ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊƛǘƛŎǎ ƘŀǾŜ άǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŀŎƪǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŘŜǊ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǊȅ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴέ ǘƻ 
illuminate works of literature, make them accessibleΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎǎŜǎǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾŀƭǳŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŀōƻǳǘ άǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǇƻŜǘǊȅέΤ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ŎǊƛǘƛŎƛǎƳΚ 

 

I think a lot of poetry criticism is not so much criticism asτwell, I guess we have to distinguish between poetry criticism 
and poetry reviewing. I think most poetry reviews are very soft-ƘŜŀŘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ hƴŜ ŎǊƛǘƛŎ 
ǿƘƻƳ LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦτL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǘǊŜƳŜƴŘƻǳǎƭȅ ƛƴǎƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ŎǊƛǘƛŎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀǎǘƛƴŜǎǎ 
because so few reviewers are taking an opposed stance or being very critical. 
 

As far as theory or literary criticism goes, I think poets like Dean Young, David Kirby, and Mark Halliday nicely elude the 
snares of theory and critical attention because of that kind of jokiness or goofiness about them. 

 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΦ WƻƘƴ !ǎƘōŜǊȅ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƻǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀ ǇƻŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊƛǘƛŎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
ŀōƻǳǘΦ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǇƻǇǎ ǳǇ ǎƻ ǎŜƭŘƻƳƭȅ ƛƴ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎΦ 

 

²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ŀǎ ŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƭƛƳƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǘƘƻƭƻƎƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ L 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ !ǎƘōŜǊȅΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘΦ L ƳŜŀƴΣ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ 
some ŘŜƎǊŜŜΦ !ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ άŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘΣέ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀ 
ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ǊƛŘŜ ƻǊ ŀ ŎƻƳƛŎ ǎŜǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ άǎƘƛŦǘǎΦέ L ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦτ 

 

τenjoy the ride? 

 

 

Yeah, enjoy the ride. 

 

Sean Johnson, from Sacramento, is a student at Brigham Young University. He is the winner of an Academy of American 
Poets College Prize and the Western Regional Honors Council Award for Poetry. 

 

Brooke Barker, from Plymouth, Minnesota, is also a student at Brigham Young University. She is a French major with a 
special interest in the poetry of Charles Baudelaire.  
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MORPHEUS AND SNOW 

Ela Banerjee 

 
One day, 

I will send you a piece of 

this paper world. 

I will cut out a square of this 

tissue sky, 

slip it in an envelope, 

and in your night-drenched yard, 

you will feel its 

thinness 

and you will taste my kiss, 

glued childishly 

to a falling star. 

 

One day, 

you will think of me again 

and you will send to me 

a memory of our 

old world. 

{ƛǘǘƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƘŀƭƭƻǿ ƻŎŜŀƴΩǎ ǎŀƴŘΣ 

I will press its warmth 

against my eyes, 

against my eyes, 

until it burns out, 

its ashes washed away by 

these artificial waves. 

 

One day, 

the canvas of this world will 

split 

and I will push a dream 

out through the cracks, 

out of this illusion, 

like Venus rising from the sea. 

My dream will dance 

again 

through the real night, 

will race through 

the streets 

and neighborhoods 

I used to walk down. 

 

As I close my eyes, 

in this paper world, 

my dream will find you, 

asleep, 

in the world 

where I used to live 

and speak 

and laugh 

and love. 

 

My dream will slip its hand 

in yours, 

and I will know 

your face again. 

One day. 
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AN ODE TO LAST NIGHT'S DANCE 

Keaton Boyle 

 

When music plays and lights turn off, 

Do people change or take their masks off? 

Or put them on so maybe they 

could find what's underneath? 

 

Accelerate the social scene, 

The way he sees, the way she gleams, 

They way she now fills up his dreams 

of how life could proceed. 

 

Some parade and some play games, 

And some choose only to refrain 

from anything so perilous as fame. 

But some remain... 

 

The catalyst, the Eucharist, the spontaneous synthesis of 

rhythms... 

  beats and hints of blues 

     loud guitars and high-heeled shoes 

       the writhing pit of gossips' news 

          and on the outside me and you 

 

Together... 

     Dancing... 

          Holding... 

               closer... 

 

It's more pure here ςin your arms. 

Music plays here ςin your arms. 

 

And though it's cliché here and I am afraid here and I know 
it's the subwoofers  

shaking my brains here, 

I'm joyful to be here with you. 

 

Together. 

     Tonight. 

          In love. 
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Sacramento Area Literary Calendar 

June 2008 
  
 

 
Mon, 6/2, 7:30pm-- Theresa McCourt reads. 
Performance by contemporary violinist Sasha Tkacheff 
and the A Capella group C-Sus with Bob Stanley; F.D. 
Graham hosts, at Time Tested Books, 1114 21st St., 
Sac ï SPC hosts a reading every Monday nite. 
 
Tues, 6/3 7:30 pm and every Tuesday: SPC Poets' 
Workshop @ the Hart Cntr, 27th/J sts. Danyen@ 530-
756-6228 FREE bring 15 copies of your one page poem 
to be read/critiqued. 
 
Every Tuesday 7 p.m. - "Life Sentence" poetry reading 
and open mic. The Coffee Garden, 2904 Franklin Blvd., 
Sac. http://www.myspace.com/lifesentenceshow 
 
Wed, 6/4 8pm Mahogany Poetry Series, and every Wed 
nite at Queen Sheba restaurant @ 1704 Broadway, with 
Khiry Malik M., Slam, open. 
 
Wed, 6/4 The Bistro, 3rd and F Streets in Davis, 1st and 
3rd Wednesdays. Free. 530.756.4556 
aojones@ucdavis.edu 
http://www.bistro33.com/bistro33_davis for schedule 
 
Thurs, 6/5 and every Thurs 8pm, Open Mike and 
featured poet at Lunas Café -- Feature TBA 
Sat., 6/7 and every 1st Sat- Rhythm N Rhymes:  
open mike, webcast & filmed for public TV @ Butch N 
Nellie's,  
near corner of 19th & I. myspace.com/RNRshow  
 
Sat., 6/7 Galleria Posada open mike 1024 22nd St. in 
Spanish and English 916.456.5323 916.446.513346-
1324 fax 
www.larazagaleriaposada.org  
larazagaleria@sbcglobal.net  
 
Mon, 6/9 - 7:30 p.m. FD Reeve & Al Garcia read at 
SPC, at 25th and R. Asylum Art Gallery. Free. 916-979-
9706. http://www.sacramentopoetrycenter.org. 
 
 

 
Tues, 6/10, 7:30 pm and every Tuesday: SPC Poets' 
Workshop @ Hart Cntr, 27th/J sts. Danyen@ 530-756-
6228 FREE bring 15 copies of your one page poem to 
be read/critiqued. 
 
Wed, 6/11, 7:30pm --Rattlesnake Press, a new 
chapbook by James DenBoer (Day Moon) and a 
littlesnake broadside from Carol Louise Moon,  a brand-
new issue of Rattlesnake Review (#18) at The Book 
Collector, 1008 24th St., Sac Free 
kathykieth@hotmail.com or 916-442-9295. 
 
6/16 Susan Kelly-Dewitt reads from The Fortunate 
Islands and other poems  ï at SPC HQ 1719 25th St. 
Rebecca Morrison hosts. 
 
Tues, 6/17, 7:30 pm and every Tuesday: SPC Poets' 
Workshop @ Hart Cntr, 27th/J sts. Danyen@ 530-756-
6228 FREE 15 copies of your one page poem. 
 
Sun, 6/22, 11am-1pm. El Camino Chapter of CA FED 
Chaparral Poets 
meets at the Hart Cntr, 
27th /J Sts, bring 10 copies of your poem for critique.  
 
Mon, 6/23, 7:30ðJames Lee Jobe, Tim Kahl hosts at 
SPC, 1719 25th St.  
 
Thursday, June 26th 
Poetry Unplugged at Lunas 1414 16th St. SAC 
Featuring:Bob Stanley, Mary Zeppa and Will Staple 
 
Mon, 6/30, 7:30-- Stephen Kessler, author of 8 books, 
and Jeff Knorr read with SPC, at Time Tested Books, 
1114 21st St., SAC, http://stephenkessler.com 
 
Tues, 6/29, 7:30 pm and every Tuesday: SPC Poets' 
Workshop @ Hart Cntr, 27th/J sts. Danyen@ 530-756-
6228 bring 15 copies of your one page poem to be 
read/critiqued. FREE 
 
COMING SOON: July 7, Asian Forms Poetry @SPC
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B60 
Simon Perchik 

 
The dead are already holding hands 

and what's left they share 

as memories -- in the meantime 

 
who do you suppose makes this tea 

and the smoked fish, then room 

for the grandchildren you almost forgot 

 
were born later -- the dead 

are no better at it than you 

--they mix up dates and places 

 
though what pins them down 

is no longer the flowers 

soothed by each other and vague streams 

 
--no, it wasn't you lifting this cup 

passing itself off as empty 

with nothing inside to unwrap 

 
--from the start the dead form a circle 

as if they still expect to sing outloud 

and you would hear it, open your mouth. 
 

 

Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems 

have appeared in Partisan Review, The New 

Yorker, and elsewhere. Rafts (Parsifal 

Editions) is his most recent collection. For more 

information, including his essay òMagic, 

Illusion and Other Realitiesó and a complete 

bibliography, please visit his website at 

< www.geocities.com/simonthepoet>.  
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Robin's Eggs 
Philip Waterhouse 

 
The endless list, girls as first-born offspring 

given masculine-derivative names by fathers 

pining for sons-- 

Theodora, Alexis, Phillipa, or, 

Carla, Georgiana, Michele, all genuinely of 

hips, bosoms, labia, who spend youth trying to 

make it up to daddies by becoming Tom-boys. 

 
Robin, now, came straightforward to tell her 

male parent she was stepping out as a Sappho 

without asking for latitude from  

the conventional world, including him 

who hung on to hope, 

method of insemination immaterial, 

that daughter Robin like others in her 

state of choice still experienced the ancient urge 

and might yet give 

him a grandson or ... 

 
you never knew,  

another gutsy girl. 
 

 

 

 

 

Philip A Waterhouse was born/grew 

up small East Coast town weathered lots of 

snow, drove clunker West using 

construction projects go-fer jobs and 

getting invol ved as newshound, press-and-

radio, all to put bread in the belly basket, 

to the present small town, no snow ...  

 

http://www.geocities.com/simonthepoet


 

  
GENERATIONS 
  

My belly swollen with sugar and spice, 

Embryonic fingertips poked and prodded as 

my little boy tugged on my apron strings, 

so to speak, 

really just another oversized tent dress. 

Graduating that day 

from Gerber rice mixed with breast milk 

to his first bowl of Cream of Wheat. 

  

Stirring the slushy contents of the saucepan, 

I remembered Nanny serving breakfast 

for Popo and me. The kitchen, 

with its red Formica countertops, 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ рлΩǎ ǎǘȅƭŜ ōǳƴƎŀƭƻǿ 

in a small Midwestern,  

Mayberry-like town. 

Popo and I both had our favorite recipes. 

I liked mine thick 

with butter  

and lots of sugar and cinnamon. 

He liked his runny as soup, 

making a little girl giggle, 

his slurps  

soaking his grey whickers. 

  

I wished Popo was there with me  

in my Georgian kitchen, 

to share a bowl 

with my little boy. 

I believe he watched instead 

from a nearby cloud. 

  

Seventeen short years later, 

I still reach for a bowl 

of Cream of Wheat whenever 

the weight of the world 

seems too heavy. 

  

Last summer, 

Dad got the diagnosis. 

Cancer 

Again. 

After a 30 year hiatus from the 

deadly wretched disease. 

Losing his second kidney 

left him  a new life with 

dialysis his constant companion. 
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CAPITALISM 
  

Dow crashed today, 

Mr. Jones simply  

exhausted. 

Yuppies in pinstripe, 

like bulls in a china shop, 

ran to the bank 

fearing their greenbacks 

placed on back order. 

Mothers ran to the market, 

fearing dried glands 

and empty cupboards 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎǳǎǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ 

as the price of milk soars. 

Toddlers ran in the grass. 

Aahhh. 

Ignorance truly is bliss 

for the young. 

Philosophers ran to the shelves, 

hoarding their lexicons 

until the words were sold out, 

preparing for us a new paradigm. 

tƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴǎ ƘƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ 

ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǊŜƴŘŜȊǾƻǳǎΩ 

left only to expose themselves 

behind a sealed podium. 

Soldiers continued the fight, 

bearing our burdens, 

pausing their own pursuits, 

for our plight. 

And the poets. 

Ah, sweet poets.  

¢ƘŜȅ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ [ǳƴŀΩǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ !Ǌǘ  

was still free at an open mic. 

Priceless. 

 

Two Poems by Shawn Aveningo 

He has given up 

cool glasses of sweet tea in the summertime, 

midnight runs to Ted Drewes for frozen custard, 

and the taste of a cold Bud ŀǘ ŀ /ŀǊŘƛƴŀƭΩǎ ƎŀƳŜΦ 

IŜΩǎ ŦƻǊōƛŘŘŜƴ ǘƻ ŜƴƧƻȅ 

peanut butter, 

pizza, 

chocolate, 

Fritos 

and even bananas. 

  

The nurse handed me the list 

of Acceptable Foods 

My fingers scan the short list and land on 

Cream of Wheat. 

My old friend, Cream of Wheat, 

who I promptly introduce to my dad. 

He likes it with cinnamon too. 
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QUINTET 

Seth Katz 

 

The strings of the bass are veins. 

For the player, life is nothing without music. 

LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ something you hear. 

You feel it. 

You could see it in his eyes 

If he took off his sunglasses. 

The drummer, sitting behind them all, 

Is more in it than anyone. 

Quietly tapping triplets on the hi-hat. 

IƻǳǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ 

In his head, walking in rhythm around 

The house, patting walls, the dinner table, 

His leg. The drums are the only instrument 

You can play no matter where you are. 

The piano speaks assertively, but allows room 

To be completed by the guitar. 

Together they create a harmony 

So beautiful it makes you want to give up smoking. 

Combined with the other two, 

They form an idiom that speaks 

Todas las lenguas y nunca muere. 

LŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ŀǎƪΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜǾǳƘ ƪƴƻǿΦ 

Then the horn player enters. A real hep cat. 

The trumpet with the silver hammers of life. 

He floats above the crowd on a wave of A flat. 

He adds a gorgeous dissonance to the arrangement. 

 

More Iaemp hoam LI< p High School Poetry Contest 

MY OTHER HALF 

Sara Cuevas 

 

Your eyes glisten in the dark, 

They speak to me, they do. 

They say, "What really hides behind the veil? 

That waterfall, that cascade of hair, 

Who is the person that lies beneath?" 

I see tears, I see want, I see many things, 

But most, above all, is the need, 

The need to know me, the need to see my scars. 

I'm touched, I really am. 

No one has cared like you, 

No one loves me like you, 

Not as much as you, 

To the point that you want to take away my wounds, 

And take them unto your own body, your own memory. 

It makes me smile, though a bitter one it is. 

How can one so great, so perfect as you, 

Love a scarred being such as this? 

You wipe away the tears, 

The ones I had not known I'd shed. 

You pull me close and I sigh my relief. 

It seems too good to be real, like you would walk away, 

As if it were all a simple joke, a lighthearted jest. 

But I see now. 

You'll never leave me, 

For you are me, 

And I am you. 

One half completes the other, 

Together becoming whole. 

OUT THERE 

Missy Talbot 

 

Out there there is a child on a street corner who has just run away. 

Out there there is a student knowing there are still bills to be paid. 

Out there there is a man sitting by an empty grave. 

hǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ŦƛǊŜŦƛƎƘǘŜǊ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀǾŜΦ 

Out there there is a dog barking at a passerby. 

hǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜΦ 

Out there there there is a man laughing to hard to breathe. 

Out there there is a couple with an engagement box up his sleeve. 

Out there there is a father smashing a bottle of wine. 

Out there there is a soldier telling the others to stay in line. 

Out there there is something different, in our hearts there is something more. 

Our lives are going by just as we open the front door. 

 



  

UNTITLED 

Natalie Villalon 

 

1. 

and autumn soars past before you can catch it 

hold it, make it worth the dead and the dying 

ƛǘΩǎ ŎƻƭƻǊŦǳƭ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŦǊƛǾƻƭƻǳǎ 

you know? 

Its a sign, a symptom, a warning 

that we quietly rake away 

Give them your vial of tears 

your black mourning clothes 

¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ 

Because the autumn wind chills 

conjures ghosts whisper too many truths 

tear down the walls that kept back the floods 

ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ǘƻ ǎŀǾƻǊ ŀ ƪƛǎǎ 

 

2. 

Photographed young 

blind prophet, miserable oracle 

whispers for the future 

bloody penny madness for play 

played for thrills, 

paid off in pills 

taken in secret dark sacred places 

elderly saplings cured for reality 

swallowing to escape 

for a moment, to phantoms 

voided timeless 

in scrapbooks and albums 

shock valued at auction 

for a tear, a pin prick 

empty hope 

 

3. 

I find it comforting to be confused 

within nonsense like a deep warm darkness 

what a privilege to be insane 

to know only space ships and canaries and love 

only a fantasy, a private conspiracy 

ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ 

eternal summer, tinted white 

chimera and hydra, my conscience 

Naomi Neal 

 

Voyage 

 

A boat found me, 

        followed me home like a hungry dog 

        followed me far from home, like memory 
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and I found my sea legs, 

and they were stronger than my 

land legs. 

The boat was 

        busted fenders 

        and t-shirts 

        and forgiveness 

        and sleep, 

it kissed the water sideways like cinema 

        and swam. 

And it was me and the boat and my sea legs 

and my white sky and my ocean, clean. 

In the North we passed an island 

where the last bears lived 

in houses of honeycomb bricks. 

In the South 

a boy with a cowlick swam out from shore 

to bring me a Coke. 

In the East I bought knick-knacks, 

In the West I was scorned. 

We shored up in the center of the compass 

        where the arrow ate itself, feet first 

on a rock painted in a bird shit palette, 

my boat and I. 

It grinned goodbye with bear teeth 

and dissolved into the sea, litter and 

cotton balls spotted with blood. 

My sea legs and I strolled snowy beaches 

        and ruined woodlands 

        and corporate deserts 

ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦ 
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The Poet Tree, Inc. 

1719 25th Street 

Sacramento, CA  95816 

SPC Readings  Mondays, 7:30PM 
 

JUNE 2ND 

THERESA MCCOURT &            

BOB STANLEY 
 

JUNE 9TH  
FD REEVE & AL GARCIA 
 

JUNE 16TH 
SUSAN KELLY-DEWITT 
 

JUNE 23RD 

JAMES LEE JOBE 
 

JUNE 30TH 

STEPHEN KESSLER &                

JEFF KNORR 

s p c  b l o g :    w w w . s a c r a m e n t o p o e t r y c e n t e r . b l o g s p o t . c o m 

Every Tuesday: 
SPC POETRY WORKSHOP 
7:30 PM, Hart Senior Center, 27th & J     Bring 15-20 copies of your one-page poem 

The Poet Tree, Inc., also known as The Sacramento Poetry Center, is a non-profit corporation 
dedicated to providing forums for local poets ð including publications, workshops, and a reading series. 
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