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Mastodon Dentist #19 Summer 2009

Welcome to Mastodon Dentist #19, Summer 2009. As we put out each issue there comes a
great feeling of accomplishment — who would’ve ever thought I personally would have had the
patience to keep at it for almost five years now and that people would continue to give a damn
considering we don’t pay a farthing, at least yet. We’ve succeed of course because of you, the
writer and you the reader. We manage to maintain enough interest with you to keep producing
an issue every quarter, all with little if any difficulty. We even seem to develop little themes as
we go along. This particular issue has a lot of writing about “form” however you wish to define
it. In case you’re not sure we give you some examples. Like shooting fish in a barrel. Anyway
Happy reading and as always, much love and respect. - G.P.
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Jerry Orman Utterances

Vaporous, yet locked into a matter of believing in course

Direction hovering in the presence of the warm touches coming on the second before sleep
An image of a dusty Alice in wonderland combines with candles melting, age being recognized
Fields of poppy and their over exaggeration

Rare in color a lotus lives afloat the sculpted veneered world of a bamboo bowl
Decoration to some

eternity through the mirrored shores of a peering pool to others

Gravity plays a part in this hemisphere as it does in all others

Fighting against the sun screaming to the stars for help

A passion alive on the fringes of the horizon clings, just as well to the jeweled secrets muttered
by syllables

Utterances of long dead kings

Dust grinds the keystones of empires

Crumbled to the ground

Moments of clarity posses diamonds and smudges of coal

Smudges of coal retain the shards of falling leaves ringing true with the sediment of cycling im-
mortality

Or is it mortality proving the latter wrong

Daises relive as orchids

Yellows become purple fonts

The water becomes the solidity of electric sunsets

Eyes that witness today reigned before as the minerals in a stones heart

Wicked beyond the carp ponds

Geisha's long to once again breath under water

In vitreous

And all the while

Timbers sprint for the canopy of the heavens

Forgetting their school yard bully

The asteroid

To duck would be to sway to the coincidence of change

defiant they whirl through space, hanging on

While vortexes next to the bed lead to the mushy centers of lost oil paintings

Swept into the thoughts of an ending day



Doug Paugh Growing Up

Poor house

is not a metaphor
when you're born in
roaches,

when you're raised
surely in the hell of Gut
Heaven.

God knows every child

and yet the child grows to forget
because the trip up

was caught on

question marks.

No, this is real,
and nothing gets
punctuated

In crawl.



Dibyendu Ghosal  Yesterday, Without End

Our life, these paths

That call us

In the coolness of meadows
Where water shines.

Some of them go roaming
On the crowns of trees,

Just as in our sleep, a dream
Will seek its other earth.

They wander, hands full
Of golden dust.

They spread their fingers,
And night falls.



Dibyendu Ghosal ~ The Contortionist

Finding the scapegoats — those
Yellow blossoms to
Measure my evil against.

To dissect all my vicissitudes.
To regress.

Death takes away vanity.

White flame — not clear, of course.
Frozen into 'placidity".

Thought's a luxury in a newbie intellect,
Depositing 'bad conscience'.

Being jealous of the dead.

Sweet dark tranquility settled upon
My soul.

Upon its dark uneasiness.
Solicitous one

Eye ducts dry

Bedraggled from illicit Forays
Hammering my pain into myself;
Intellectual stands for an individual.
No ‘credit balance' this time

For redemption.

Internal treachery.

Queer Calvinistic protectionism,
Forcing me the 'other way think'.
That cup of tea on an abbot's platform

D'sire to choke and rend and crush.

Leeching my strength
Leer smile
Trying to pull my inner self —

From muck.

The fishers' fragile cranes hovering over.
Mistress of my shuffle —

Those white trousers, mauvre patters slit up
The thigh... I really feel.

Death is absolute.

Only absolute.
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Canal full of bodies, of carcasses

Irish stew — too much meat.

How quick, simple and anonymous its impersonation
When | die and my body lay in a doorway.

After all, nobody is ever betrayed by enemy,

But friend.

Like Silence of the Invisible



Dibyendu Ghosal =~ Moments of Success

Moments of success, there were.

Sensations merged with my own space impressions.
The Earth cracked with dark melancholy.

Roll of thunder.

Vastness abound. Still something would pass,

I guessed.

Too great a definition — for *serenity’.

But dim imaginings came tormenting. Shades
Of satisfaction, though, followed.

Afflicted spirit, and its painful seekings.

For succession.

Burdened.

Precariously, with too many characters,

Flair and coherence.

“Keep it simple.” Sounds straight enough.
With a million layers to the idea.

Often fashioning out jaw-dropping moves,
Blinding pace — as if a ballet dancer’s art.
Simple “vanity overwhelmed’ in persona.

A flash, spotlight-cornering,
Bordering-on-the-hedonistic persona.
Intent gaze.

Denying the secondary identity its
Primary one.

Newly balkanized times. Ours, very own.
An Autumn Atternum. Emblem.
Skepticism.



Dibyendu Ghosal ~STRUGGLING STRANGER: The Poet on the Poet and the Poems

I have tried to capture ‘diverse geographies’ and ‘points of view’ in my work(s), in order to
make sense of a world that, more than ever, is unified and at the same time fragmented. My
pieces are directed at all those readers who are adult.

It may seem quite contrary to avowed conventions that the reader should welcome these humble
pieces. The plan of laying down the piece(s) on the lines of tacit opinion, instead of making
them a part of the merely vocal formulae of society, is not altogether a wrong one, even when
exemplified in an unequal and partial time as the present. My writings carry an excess of an
outlandish disregard for a medium’s parameters.

I shall just add that the piece(s) is sent out in all sincerity of purpose, as an attempt to give artis-
tic form to the thoughts. After all, a work of art is an impression.

For today’s readers with limited reserves of time and patience, there is one unbeatable advan-
tage that my piece(s) offers.

That ‘little point’ or that “particular thing’ is the main reason why | have written my stories and
novels. Is there not, for every writer, a particular thing of a sort, a thing that most makes him
apply himself, the thing, without the effort to achieve and without which the writer would not or
could not write at all and therefore not pursue the very passion of his passion, the part of the
business in which the flame of art burns most intensely?

The charm of the topic of each of my novels and fictions overflows into an emotion as lively as
my own. There is an idea in my work without which I would not have given a straw for the
whole job. It is the finest fullest intention of the lot, and the application of it has been a triumph
of patience, of ingenuity. This little trick of mine plays over the surface of it. The order, the
form, the texture of my writings will perhaps some day constitute for the initiated a complete
representation of it. So it is naturally the thing for the critic to look for.

And | have done everything to assist the critic with every stroke of my pen.

We’ve got a heart in our body.....Is that an element of form or an element of feeling? It is actu-
ally the organ of life....some idea about life.....some sort of philosophy.

Literature is a game of skill, and skill means courage, and courage means honor, and honor
means passion, means life.

Being an unknown and unrecommended Author, | am giving my respected literary agents, pub-
lishers and editors full freedom to edit as per their wishes and thoughts and | hope that this
piece(s) of mine will be able to see the light of the day at the end of the dark tunnel with the
help from their highly-esteemed publication . I hope that they will do everything to encourage a
STRUGGLING STRANGER.



Stacy Mar  The Hills in my Summer

Summer swept us away that July,

A monotone overhang of country isolation,
The backwoods that bore into my frontal lobes
Like a deadbolt of electricity, like hypnotism
We became the hills and their fore-fathers.

Those green hills in their winding rock and clay,
A circular avalanche of trees and cave,

My third eye saw the carvings and pots and ogres,
The avalanche of tombstones and sacrifices,

The bending, praying head of an Indian Shaman.

Ours was an eclipse of moss and swamp retreat,

Bile of the earth reaching in it’s green,

And the pines in their perfumed promiscuity,

How their needles reach to swipe my face in abrasion,

The mountains were alive, they touched me with their fingers.



Stacy Mar 5 am Unfolding

Once upon a time,

Someone told me that the only thing
That really mattered was kindness,
But somewhere in this universe
Surely there are better things

Than church bells ringing.

And old women gossiping,

A cesspool of love-me-nots,

Bedraggled in what it meant

To worship a fallen starlet,

The bags beneath their eyes,

The inlet of some wonder-woman

Turned street-walker, yes, God is a demise.

And somewhere beneath a tomb,

In some ungodly place, some unholy
City-be-gone like Marrakesh,

a once-born Goddess rots in her bones,
The brown of her flesh falling between
The echo of words she never said.

She lies with the maggots

In a place where when love dies,

It dies alone, it dies forever.



Stacy Lynn Mar The Prophecy (April 22nd, 2008)

Like a crystal chandelier,

Your words are definite, precise,
Illuminating our reality,

Leaving nothing to the imagination.

The way you nail me to your cross,
How what | am cannot be confiscated
With apologies or flowery prose,

But dear, | am not of flowers.

I am girl of the asylum,

The way pms steals my sanity,

How the doorbell saves my life,

Soured of the bad blood that lies stilled.

Last night I had the most bizarre dream, my love,
Kafka was whispering in my ear,

So close his lips tickled my fantasies,

He said I’d never change, he said I can’t.

And you were standing in the corner,

My heart was in your palm,

Each steady thump oozing the blood

Of my girth between your fingers, drop by drop.

You told me I was bitter,

You pinned the sacrifices of your sickness

To me like a silver pennant, like the seventh sin,

Then you smiled and said I’d never be your golden girl.
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Stacy Lynn Mar Scientist (November 11th, 2007)

At ten years old | was free,

A scientist thing in skinny legs,
Brave in my steps,

I was a soldier at camp

I was camouflage in early morning,
The dew tickling my toes,

And sycamore trees

Passing me, in bare feet.

I was reborn in those hills

Behind my daddy’s house,

Solace was the shrill of a blackbird,

And coal stove smoke singing the air

It’s medieval shapes hanging a picture

In the sky, antagonist acrobat

Souring the purity in it’s bitter pungency,
But | only smelled the pine.

Life was there, sticky in my fingers,
I’d wind my way a trail,

I was the woods and sunlight

Baring her shadows through

Maple trees big enough to drown me,
I was nature, | was new.

I was the black beetle buzzing,

I was sassafras baking in the sun.

Stacy Lynn Mar is a twenty-something poet/personal-essayist who also dabbles in the occasional piece of fic-
tion. She has been published in various ezines, some including All Things Girl and Mastodon Dentist. She was
also published three years annually in her college literary magazine, The Cut-Thru Review. Stacy currently has
published one book, titled Anonymous Confessions, and expecting the release of her second book, titled Deeper
Than Pink, in Summer of '09. You can learn more about Stacy and her writing at www.stacylynnmar.com.
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Phylinda Moore The Amber Skin

I am amber

all over

drip the color

in fossilized membranes

my matter

rock solid

amber skin

I came through history

grew full body

intricate hands

who can read them

who can satiate my cavernous appetite
my quarry of strata and mineral
see: these fossils are my genealogy
the sky my patronymic name

I dance a tribal blessing

choose my own sacred ground

no guide but my lucky eye,
intuition and divining rod

I must be from this earth

though I cannot name

my father’s father’s father

a great or a grand

with all his towering influence

and if I name mothers, | name another line
past my own memory of faces

my own memory

not ancestors’ tales

my blood must do remembering work
invoke all that came before,

my lineage is a burned library

my disappeared Atlantis

my skin a light and shadow choice
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Phylinda Moore Vertical Migration

I was born grieving
presentiment a seabed
inside all along

so that each day of you was
a surprise a happiness

the waves that crashed
after you died

floated to the surface
what was always
familiar a family
I was born into

that’s why my husband

eyes me and says what a
burden the marriage has borne
in my expectation

he stand substitute

but replacement was never my mind
only grief love’s latent stone

Phylinda lives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Journals where her work has been published include: Bogg, The Ram-

bler, RiverSedge, and Sierra Nevada College Review.
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Holly Day = My Commitment

how do children survive it
past this stage

the screaming and the crying
how do other parents

keep from running away

keep smiling and patting

their noisy brood gently
whisper, “Aw, what’s wrong?”
stay calm

I’m not like them. I’m bad.
I don’t think

I can do this anymore.

She cries so loud

I can hardly breathe.
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Holly Day  So Sick

I am becoming nothing

his hand moves across me and
falls right through

to the blankets beneath me

he doesn’t even notice

that I am becoming nothing
people meet my gaze as | walk
down the street meet my eyes
unchanging more fixed

on the fire trucks behind me

I am a ghost invisible | am

I am becoming nothing

nobody notices as | sit at my desk
grinding my teeth trying not to feel
it all falls inside me shrinks

to nothing push down the memories
the dreams the years passing by

ball them up and hide them in a place
deep inside me where

no one will see them

inside me where outside me

I am becoming

nothing nothing nothing nothing
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Holly Day My Father’s Women

my father was never taught how to love us

and | would never fault him that. Despite

not having any women in h is life between

the death of his mother and meeting my mother
he dealt with us, his daughter, as adequately

as any angry, confused young man could.
Evangelical, he lectured on and on

about how we had only two choices in the world, we could either
grow up to be intelligent, independent, strong,

and, if we were lucky, alone

or we could concentrate our energy on being pretty

and appealing

be a whore, just like our mother. Two choices

with no gray area allowances.

I never faulted him his confusion

with us, his reasoning, his world

where family and love equaled obligation and
unbearable responsibility.

I just wish he was still here

to see how sad and wrong his vision really was
and how good the things he hated could be.
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Andrés Wilson The Accident

The roadside heaves yellow shrapnel,
messy and testosterone-forged, a loud blaze
that laps at the uniformity

of silence

like a dog’s tongue

at the crash of ocean waves.

Doors and thoughts unhinged,
The speakers keep blaring,
Screeching their cul-de-sacs and
My misplaced muses.

Reader, | report about this break-up,
This torrid speedometer affair,

live from the scene

where the end of my first of nine

is a crackle and hiss between the beats.

Andrés D.S. Wilson, also known as Amitai, is a native Bostonian and citizen of the world currently residing with his
wife, Asia, in New York City. He makes his living as a musician, writer, translator and teacher, frequenting poetry
slams and regularly performing original rock and jazz around the east coast and abroad. He has been published in
Ophelia Street, Ghoti Magazine, Poetry Magazine, and many other publications. As a musician, he has released sev-
eral albums with various acts including his own original album, Ink & Sound (2006). Andrés loves all things oceanic
and/or French, coffee, Judaism, Surrealism, New England, heavy metal guitars, and the Boston Red Sox.
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David Davis From the Belvedere Tower

I look west at grasslands, the river,

the ancient forest. | can hear

the exuberant calls of siskins and bobolinks.

She looks east at the growing city,

clouded in dust from construction. She can hear
deals being made for further expansion,

the price of everything shouted out as it changes.

David Davis is a Massachusetts poet who is a five-year member of the local Powow River Poets group. He works
as an artificial intelligence consultant and watches birds in his spare time. This is David’s first published poem.
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John Grey  Poem to the Woman Seated at the Table Next to Me

First there was a man and woman
who were then father and mother

to one daughter, then a second daughter,
then a third. And finally, they parented

a son but the father held the child maybe
five, six, seven times, before dying.

So then there was a widow with three
girls and one boy. Then the mother died.

And the middle girl. So just two sisters, one brother survived.
My parents are dead. | have two sisters still living.

I tell you this, just in case, you’re thinking
that you got here before me.

John Grey has been published recently in Agni, Worcester Review, South Carolina Review and The Pedestal. with

work upcoming in Poetry East and REAL.
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Jai Britton  Summer Lake Sky

Early autumn
sniffs at the lip
of decomposition

and broken clouds.
A steel dragonfly
drawn into

absurd proportions

buzzes

through those clouds
rippling the air

like an edged stone

skipped

on the summer lake.
Even the blue-bottles
make waves

that crash

in mutinous
symphonies
in the still air.

Jai Britton lives in the city of Calgary in the beautiful foothills of the Rocky Mountains. She doesn’t ski, nor does
she care to learn. Although writing is her passion, autobiographies written in the third person often leave her with
the feeling she gets before ordering something complicated at Starbucks. You can see a full list of her work on her
blog, Scrivner.
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