Pilg rims
Andrew Sofer

Lurching out of the Armenian Hospice

in eleven o’clock Jerusalem heat,

George the photographer’s stretcher is a mess.
Paul and I cart him up a dusty street

like Simon of Cyrene, cursing out loud.

He fell off a ladder, drunk, and broke both w rists.
We stop to rest. A crowd winds down the road,
clutching makeshift crosses in their fists

and blinking in the sun. An icon glints.

They pause, bewildered, staring blankly down

at the sweating man with elbows bound in splints.
Can someone lend a hand? Their leader frow ns
and shuffles past us, as if at a 10ss,

then points out the next Station of the Cross.
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No Parade Appeared

Gary Duehr

I remember seeing
five black helicopters
under bright gray January clouds.

Swaying there in place
above the city.

Below on empty streets
no parade appeared.
No dignitary paused
on a vacant plaza
to bleat into a microphone.
No saintly effigy
was hoisted up on four
shoulders, no crowd pressed
its backs into the glass
of a dress store.

With hand to mouth, no bystander

struck a horrified or ecstatic pose.

All T remember seeing
in the noontime glare
was those five black helicopters.

While the city daydreamed
right through it.

But what, exactly, was “it™?

It-it-it-it-it went
the helicopter blades,
chopping up the sky into
small, hard, shiny pieces.
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Among
Elizabeth Gordon McKim

All the way home she listened to these remarks
among curled conch shells on
city windows calling, caterwauling
old time remedies/leading bass violins/leased
barbershop poles/subterraneous particles

among barn owl® scarred cries

speech of handshake/eye blink/ghosts
of goodbye/mathematical equations/
faraway/tsunami
devasted countries/defunct parties/burnt-out
architecture/soft remnants of home lining stenched battle trenches'/
aromas and scents/inside winter coats/old moldy/
books/newly ground/whole bean coffee
damp heat
of skin, of root dish, of rutabaga, gull
call,
crow creak, she loved the clean causal
squeak of things she lived among

voluptuous sap/nighttime repair
tracks of wild and skittish animals
stunning/reminders of former times,
old ways, and now turning hereE amongE

in time of war

1. (Boutheast of Ypres another German writes about decorating his trench:  from a pinewood close by, which
had been destroyed by shells, we dragged all the best trees and stuck them upright in the groundE Out of
the ruined chateaux, we fetched rhododendrons, box, snowdrops and primroses and made quite nice little

flower beds.®
Hillman, James. A Terrible Love of War. The Penguin Press, 2004, p. 117.
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How I Got O ver
Kathleen Spivack

Lord I took the journey,

along journey,

across the country

with God at its side.

A country of neon, a declining empire:
walk with me, Lord, walk with me.
I drowsed among hamburgers

like featherbeds

debated the death penalty

among styrofoam and french fries
passed junked cars—

coming for to Carry me—

like crippled insects

piled up beside the highw ays,

in front yards of w hite

houses, attended church,

knelt down and raised my voice in song amen.
I prayed on television,

loved men, loved women, went
and joined the military anyw ays:

I cried Make love not war,

burnt down the abortion clinics,
shot the doctor,

and took a taxi out of the projects.
I was Daniel in the lions’ den:

I saw the fiery furnace,

the eyes of the hungry,

lived on the streets on a scrap

of cardboard and fit the battle.
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Nobody knows the troubles | seen:

| was Jonah in the belly,

and each time | changed

the channelN gonna lay

my troubles downN someone else was shooting
dear sweet somebody else.

| went to the riverN

wash away my sinsN

the fish swam belly-up.

| ran to the rock to hide my face

the rock cried out, no hidin’ place.

Lord, this land is my land:

under this enormous sky

| was free to be freeE

Jump down turn around:

| saw God® eight-year-old children dying in the streets
| saw women@ groups protesting the Superbowl.
violence, crazies, swing low sweet chariot.

| saw Ezekiel® wheel,

drawing the century toward its firecracker end,
false prophets carrying on in tongues,

the desperate wild beauty of a landscape in flames:
Lord, lead me to the promised land.
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