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Mastodon Dentist Issue 20 Fall 2009
Editor’s Note

Hi there, welcome to the 5th Anniversary Issue of Masto-
don Dentist. | always make a big deal out of birthdays and
why not? Assuming we’ve made our best effort to
achieve something more than we had even dreamed of,
then it is cause for celebration, no? In the very least it’s a
testament to us sticking through something and having it
continue to heap blessings upon us. | know, | know, I’'m
getting emotional...

Our loosely applied theme this time around is “Rough
Beasts,” reminiscent of our humble beginnings, as well as
Yeats. Yes, he seems to figure into the equation as well.
You’ll have to look for it. One of my current theories is
that all poems have something to do with some kind of
conflict, wars that are far above anything political and
well beneath the skin. Anyway, as always, | hope you en-
joy reading. Much Love and respect.—G.P.
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Nadia Karim
Existence

Five years old and the pangs of jealousy throbbed

through my veins as Teddy passed on to my sister.

We shared laughter, I got the hand-me-down clothes.

Ten years of age and | realized there is no such thing as stability.
The emigration was to make us more educated,

Teddy was left behind. There is only new memory.

Fifteen years of age and death haunted me, teased me,

killed my Daddy. The memory of a loved one left behind,

the thought of moving on, consciousness emerges,
consciousness fails. Please, hand-me-down Teddy.

Ten years ago my sentient self awoke as jealous dreams subsided.
Hand-me-down memories, education, emigration, marriage, life,
birth, consumerism, and death are stable. The mutability of a
fanciful youth no longer occupies the veins of my existence.

Nadia Karim is an undergraduate English student at the University of
California, Los Angeles. Her work has also appeared in Nefarious Bal-
lerina



Peter Schwartz
confessions of a 38 year old mute

lately I've been thinking I'm a victim of voice
the perfect prey for its flurries and lapses

its potholes and ironies

its whims and complicated wounds;

thinking like a ghost must, in a cloud
without roots...

Peter Schwartz's poetry has been featured in The Columbia Review,
Diagram, and Opium Magazine. When not dreaming of literary
conferences he's writing or taking photos or thinking of who he
should get for the next issue of DOGZPLOT - where he is art edi-
tor. His third chapbook ghost diet will be out at the end of 2009.



Sergio Ortiz
Jurassic

I've started to erode.

Spots erupt from my arms.

Bed by bed,

endurance mired in the horizontal
sediment left behind.

I have yet to draw

composites of future mountains,
the vertical limestone

of an existence in waiting.
Shorter days, weeks, months,
everything has shrunk

except my feet.

Will I lose my bite?



Sergio Ortiz
At Day’s End

The first time he saw her

she drove a blue Kawasaki

and offered him a ride home.

She acted like a war veteran,

patrol skills learned on city streets.
The blood on her boots

made his lower lip twitch.

Her ivory skin and black eyes
contrasted his dark olive tan.

He too had been at war;

a reservoir of damaged thoughts
flooded his nerve ends to cool him.
She was his secret as much

as he was hers. They drank

and danced until dawn,

found a street vendor and ate
before going their separate ways.
He snuck back home like a war criminal
ordered to assassinate his memories.
But the day gently dropped

beside his shadow as he recalled
her hair curled against the pillow
of warm air caressing their faces.
Wind and her clean hands circled
his thoughts before they showered:
The little boy with a wild smile,
the woman full of strength living
with AIDS, the city at day's end.
She left, her dream drowned



at the trench of uncertainty.
I wonder if her waist expanded
another five inches like his,
or if her hair grayed faster?

Sergio Ortiz grew up in Chicago, he has B.A. in English
literature from Inter-American University, M.A. in philoso-
phy from World University. He was an ESL teacher most
of his life, worked as a Daily Living Skills Instructor for
the El Paso Lighthouse for the Blind. His work has been
published or is forthcoming this year in: Salt River Review,
Modern English Tanka, and Yellow Medicine, The Bat-
tered Suitcase, Shipwright, Loch Raven Review, Red Fez,
Rust and Moth, tongues of the ocean, Collective Fallout,
Shamrock Haiku Journal, 3lights Gallery, The Smoking
Poet, Word Catalyst, Clean Sheets, Windy City Times,
Blinking Cursor, and many other journals. Ortiz currently
lives in San Juan, Puerto Rico.



RF Lynch, Jr.
My Only Friend

The apple is rotting at the base of the tree —
Fallen from the arms of its own loving mother.
Someone’s whispering its eulogy, which deceives
And colors the truth for the sake of nostalgia.

What a peculiar death it was (as all deaths are).

The earth, which once bore the apple, now buries it.
What was once a cradle for the generations gone

Is now a tomb for phantom spiritual dream.

The reverend’s gaudy sermon eludes the masses,
He recites archaic verses with a lack of conviction —
A stream of lazy words like a summer-breeze kite:
Appealing to the eye, but fragile, lacking substance.

Everybody wants to go down as a saint,

But they fear the fall and pull the ripcord too soon.
So the plummet is now the flutter of cowards,
Landing in the soft bosom of deception.

The streets fill up quickly with faceless sinners.

The reverend, now ragged, accosts from the corner.
“Christ is coming! What will He think of you?”” he trum-
pets.

His words, now vehement, still go unanswered.

The triumph of the atheist is but a pang
In the empty collection bin of the crumbling church.
The would-be believers have said *Show us God’s love!”



But the reverend, still and silent, has no reply.

| trudged home through mounds of ashes and dust.
Ashes for the ones who found the end in violence,

Dust for the ones who crumbled away in their years —
Hot-blooded Chance and bitter Fate dividing the spoils.

The darkness surrounded me like a thick, waxy film,
Perfect to reflect my mind’s delusional projections.

| staggered, weak at the knees, without a god for guidance,
And turned to see the moon, my only friend, abandon me.

Rob Lynch Jr. is a 20 year old college student and has
been published in the literary magazine Vantage Point.



Dave Migman

Salubrious child beast
Where are you going?

Into age. It says.

Into rust.



Dave Migman

That laughed and cried. Prophesised a breeze.

Some of them sat in bars

Some sat in silence watching diamonds corrode through
dirty glass

Some one rang out a tune while others kept talking

Some sat by the ocean counting waves
thinking of ways to stay
or ways of escape

Some sat in buses in lanes of traffic

chasing illusions to other realms

and others sat in prisons counting time

tied to posts, strokes called out by a uniformed man

there are fiery souls chasing mountains
seeking knowledge, inspiration

the voice of god

or the wind

we interpret



Dave Migman

?s

The perfect
poise of your wrist

your back muscles
as you move around the kitchen unit

the light in your eyes
as you tell me your stories

the child in your eyes

in delight as you draw close
the way they drink me

Are worth fighting for?

Are worth the storm that circles
a prison camp heart?

10



Dan Ruhrmanty Far Away Eyes
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Dan Ruhrmanty Yesterday to Tomorrow

14



Dave Migman
Because The Song Is Louder Than The Night

The song bird is caged
Hung on a wall
Can’t fly
But it sings

My god it still sings!

15
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Dave Migman
Duel

The wolf screams penance
at the mountain

the fool stays home
and waits

Dave Migman is a wanderer, artist, stone carver and writer. His
poetry has been published in many publications in the UK in-
cluding Pulsar, Poetry Monthly, The Rialto, Chimera and Pol-
luto. A novel entitled "The Wolf Stepped Out' will be available
from Doghorn Publishing in June 2009.



Daniel Gallik
Dialogue Between Lovers At Home

Shit, she says, want to fight again?
Hell, you started it, didn’t you? |

Did. And I’ll start it again and again.
Until you change. She says, why,

You don’t like me cheating on you?
No, I quipped, I don’t like you
Rubbing it in how you cheat on me.
Can’t you let your evil die a natural,
Quiet death? This gets to her, but
Still, she plods on, no, I like everyone
To know, not just you. | like sex. You,
You’d rather go to church, or read
Dumb ass books about the Civil War.
What about our two kids? He says.
She is standing now. She ends it

By saying, one of these days | just may
Conform when men start to think
Being a good woman is being good.

Galliks has multiple short stories and poems all over the inter-
net, and in college journals. Yes, The Hiram Poetry Review,
Parabola, The Hawaii Review and many other publications in-
clude his work. His first novel, A Story Of Dumb Fate, an in-
sane story of a child with disabilities can be purchased at local
bookstores and publishamerica.com
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Anthony Miller
The Loneliest Brontosaurus

There she is, all four knees in the water.
There she is, the loneliest brontosaurus.
She bellows out her living dirge to the vasty everything,
but to hear her there is
the fullness of Nothing.

She stands like a forgotten tree, swaying, ready
for the rings of her neck to be counted.

She wallows, waxing whimsical.
She swallows, swallows whole.

She’s left to ponder, and wonder upon pondering
whilst wandering and wallowing and always swallowing,

swallowing whole

these primeval green leaves, fern leaves, whose
veins weave a pattern so
symmetrical that she is left

puzzled by the perfection, and, seeing her fur-
rowed reflection in the water, she
starts to chew.
The taste is chewed out of these leaves slowly, each soggy
crunch summoning

astringent

familiar
cretaceous
flavor



And she is waning, lonely waiting.
For what was here before.

She is watching, ever watching, head held high on the
longest neck there ever was.
The ancient’s eyes puncture that perfectly purple horizon
line, watching as each
sunset does its heralding of the next great
full-up Nothing.

Lonely eyes perched so high that only she can see the
empty everything.

Eyes perched so high, when that bloated tear falls

the prismatic bugs below,

who have been holding a secret ballet on the water,
believe it to be raining.

19
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Anthony Miller
Godzilla Bless You, Yog the Space Amoeba

The flickering celluloid’s glow danced across you
and this light spilled ink across your skin,

and it spelled in ciphered calligraphy

that I’d leave you for who you will be.

The giant cuttlefish, who | wouldn’t want to cuddle with,
shambled across the screen

and his death throes threw palpable sound

that crashed on you like waves,

and this liquid noise filled the void and

cut away the awkward shroud

of who I’m used to being.

The humongous tortoise lumbered among us
and bellowed mutant wisdom-

miming mumbled promises

of space amoeba baptisms,

which, with the silver radiance

of the screen, washed away our

virginal sin and allowed for our

sacrosanct smooching.

The colossal crab tip-toed on

chitin stilettos, and danced a message

on your TV. In her uncrackable

crustacean code she tried to show

the missteps of misinformation that will break

the rhythm of our loving somnambulant
falling.



Squid, tortoise, crab, return to the sea
telling us to try and make beliefs,
to try
and make believe.

Anthony Miller is currently a student of philosophy at
the University of South Dakota. He was born in Bad
Toélz, Germany and has also lived in Massachusetts,
Colorado, and Texas. He has worked as a line cook, a
housekeeper, an ESL teacher, and right now he pays
the bills as a bouncer. He has previously published po-
etry in the Vermillion Literary Project magazine, a
magazine which focuses on Midwestern poets.
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Nadia Ghanem

Sky Fever

You are the vigour and | the arrow that pierces the sky.
You are the vigour and | the sky that the arrow pierces.
You are the arrow and | your vigorous spine.

You are the throbbing and I the pulsation propelled
You are the propelling and | the throbbing pulsated
You are the pulse and | your hold breathless

Leaping ardour enraged
Empowering, rushing along
incarnate essence pulsating
No tricks nor spells
Spine-warming chills

In rhyme and assonance
Breathlessness speaks

You increase | enhance
We unite to attain
mystifying insinuations
until the buoyant pinnacle
escapes us, fatal cycle.



Nadia Ghanem
Accidents

accident

or momentary coincidence
between time transitory

and unyielding graces,

births and deaths alike

informal casualties.

They are allotted in minutes golden
transient eras as tribute

continual answers fixed

windfall of trials, chosen or endured,
a fluidity forthcoming

an existence ephemeral, an ending resolute.

23
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Nadia Ghanem
An academic nightmare

Throughout the sombre ages of your golden decaying
Displaying across your ivory belly shimmer bleeding
Many a daring cub’s chainmail hangs in your phalanges
You brandish these neophytes’ carcasses

In flippant spectacles to your frigid mob

You lick the expert censor’s blade

Your spit spite inducing venom.

Your putrefying womb feeds on liquefied despair

Wealth and prosperity you’d pledged to shelter

but cunningly devoured.

Your heaving threw up torn pages

philosophies, words and phrases

half digested which your wan solemn face

declaimed to a better counsel, a shrewd and mocking
crowd

who pays along the centuries

for this wobbly drab fallacy

slur and grime most select.

Nadia Ghanem is of Algerian origin, was born in France and
educated both in France and the UK. She is currently a doctor-
ate student in ancient near eastern languages and semitic lan-
guages and is currently based in Paris. She writes both English
and French poetry (my pen name is Ayat Ghanem).



KJ Hannah Greenberg
Familial Wishes for a New Nighttime Traveler

Sleepy Buntling, Joyous Jumble,
Plucky VVoyager, Baby Bumble,
Your Uncles magic up moonbeams.

Little Boykin, Sweet-faced Milkling,
Cotton Precious, Soft-kissed Silkling,
Your Aunties ease your tidal streams.

Grandpa's Cherished, Grandmas' Lambie,
Daddy's Darling, Mama's Fancy,
Your Family smoothes your vessel's seams.

Small-voiced Sailor, Welcomed Wonder,
Wave-o-whisper! Cosmic thunder!
Our loving wraps around your seas.

KJ Hannah Greenberg writes for Israel's Jerusalem Post and for
England's The Mother Magazine. She was awarded National
Endowment for the Humanities monies in America and just had
a poem accepted by India's Taj Mahal Review. On slow days,
she chases her imaginary hedgehogs around her salon.
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Pecho Kanev

Come with me

you watch your kid playing in the park
under the fictitious green of the trees —
glimmering beam of joy

and you submerged into the dream,
you see future, you see death,
like nothing experienced before

why do we need to be frightened all the time,
of something that is inevitable?
soothe yourself and think again:

why do you bother to think like this
while all the tears of the world
crystallize in hideous ugly souls?

and don’t think that you will remain
untouched and pure like your angel —
Death has it is own way to grasp you
in its bony arms —

Life it’s called.



Pecho Kanev

Expectation

the end of my sleep is sneaking
between the light of the bulb and
the alcohol:

I saw you on the street how you

watched the painters working at the faces
of the passing people and the unbearable
buildings, how they suck their pipes and
listen to the intolerable waltzes from their
little radios

now it is midnight

and | am Kkissing your breasts

| taste your soul as my hands reach out
searching for love in this room sodden
with the stink of bread, wine and death

we are walking on the steps of others

before us

and we live within our small summer and
now we are shaking and awaiting the winter
and you look me in the eyes

(what a feeling), somewhere outside

the dogs are barking and cats are sleeping
by the fireplaces:

you want to tell me something,

I light up a cigarette and look in your

(Continued on page 32)
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(Continued from page 31)
eyes

| wait for the oldest curses
of all.

Peycho Kanev is 28 years old. He loves to listen to sad music while
he drinks slowly his beer. His work has been published in Mad Swirl,
Gloom Cupboard, Mastodon Dentist, Nerve Cowboy, The Chiron
Review, The Guild of Outsider Writers, Welter, Side of Grits, South-
ern Ocean Review and many others. He loves to put the word down
and not talking on the cell phone for days. He is nominated for Push-
cart Award. He lives in Chicago. Alone.

Mike Andrelczyk has poems published in The Heron's Nest, Frog-
pond, Acorn, Road Runner, Masks and decomP.



Mike Andrelczyk
Zero Gravity

the full red ripened apple
swayed in the breeze
a pendulum
hung up in a tree
above the napping Newton
the apple broke
away intending to wake
the sleeping scientist
tumbling down towards Earth
but-
halfway down

it turned around and it floated upwards instead towards Heaven
and the scientist stayed asleep in the shade of the apple tree
and the Moo cows mingled with the blue clouds and the fish
flew with the cardinals and doves, violins danced with bananas
in an azure sky and the world

was a dream.

and the lovers flew holding hands above green pastures in a paint-
ing Earth and the dancers danced with bears and the boars sang
ballads and drank French wine. the clocks rolled back their hands
of time, the Poets ate tears that the presidents cried, the armies all
sang and the doctors

all died
and slept

and when the all awoke fuck - filled and hung-over they
knew this life
isall a dream. 29



30

Chris Stafford
When You Rain It Makes Me Mud

I could pour my self into you.

Lithe jungle beasts circle for the kill,
both predator and prey.

In one sweet cluster.

In one awkward instant.

Feverish sweat. Flesh taut

as drum-heads under finger tips.
Succor. Succulent.

Your flavor makes my blood napalm.
This is all that matters;

This and a well-fed belly.

Lock up your thoughts and bury them
Dirty and clean in one delicious instant.
Breath hisses through teeth

like a kettle at apex. A moaning chorus.
Harmonic. Cacophonic. Rhythmic. Staggered.
Soft. Coarse.

Chris Stafford is a restless spirit who has chosen Vancouver, BC as
his haunt for the last decade. When necessary, he possesses the body
of a fleshy bumper-car who is a 'bumbling evil genius/sensually gifted
chef.
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