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EDITOR’S NOTE

Welcome to our what is hopefully our last pandemic issue. Please know that 
our archives are now housed on the Hiram College website. You might still 
find our wordpress site, but it is not up to date. 

FYI—we still love getting snail mail submissions. I mention this because we 
have only a limited number of submissions on submittable. 

There’s a powerful range of poems in this issue— one speculates about 
the violence in Ukraine and in another we are drawn into an incarcerated 
writer’s profane and profound stream of consciousness. These poems show 
us comedy and cruelty and for a moment in these witchy times take us into 
what Nabokov called, “the refuge of art.” 

Willard Greenwood
Editor, HPR
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KENNETH AUTREY

Baby Blue VW

When the old white Pontiac, hand-me-down
from Mom and Dad, died outside Pittsburgh,
I hitched back to Syracuse and hit the used car lots
one winter Saturday. Shunning the guzzlers,
I went small, drawn to the shiny bug
crouched in one corner. I signed for it
and sped back to my apartment, proud
as a kid in a hopped-up go-cart.
Hills in the city grew treacherous with snow,
but the beetle with its rear end motor 
climbed like a cat up a tree, three on the floor,
leaving clunky sedans skidding like
oversized hockey pucks. True,
the heater put out barely a puff.
and without gloves my hands froze stiff
and stuck fast to the gear shift. Still,
it was my chariot, blue as an egg,
sporty as a spaniel, durable as a mule.
When I traded her in for a Subaru wagon,
it crushed me to cast her off, 
but with a kid coming, we needed space.
That was years ago, but some nights
I dream she’s purred back to life,
vowing to take me into old age,
promising to be my casket when
my transmission is shot 
and my motor’s quit for good.
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ROBERT BARTUSCH

Paranoid Paralegal

An annoying quip
May be worth remembering.
I wandered up the hillside
Towards the old nervous hospital.
The ghosts were clanking their glasses
Together as the streetlights flicker
And then just go dark.
Wherever you wander on windy nights
It doesn’t matter when you think about
The dark, dusty rooms you’ve been in
Or the price you’ve paid for your great ideas.
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ACE BOGGESS

Why Were Two Dogs Chained to a Post in the Rain?
[question asked by Karen Van Kirk]

Bad dogs or bad people?
How you reply could define
all of modern philosophy
as with the arguments
between Plato & Aristotle.
What makes us better humans?
Caring or dominion?
What we control
or what we will put up with?
Beasts on both sides, &
is there an answer
beyond the holy Because
I said so, the immaculate
Because I can? 
If you exit the car,
trudge across a leaf-slick lawn,
release prisoners, 
you’ve chosen kindness, 
consequences, 
the possibility
of another’s suffering
if you’re wrong & 
those convicts
earned their shackles 
or a daughter
hadn’t returned from school
to welcome her pets inside. 
If you drive on, what ethic 
presses the accelerator?
Have you joined the enterprise
of uncaring? Not knowing 
stays like a sign on your back
you’re unable to read.
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ANTHONY BOTTI

Man to Man

The alarm clock goes off at 5:30 a.m. You push back
clean sheets. No more rolling on the bed
in early morning. After coffee you button
a white oxford shirt, rub both hands down
your gray flannel trousers. What still excites you?
Go ahead: say what you’re thinking.
Before leaving for work, 
you stand by the door, your frightened lips
facing me. My tense fingers murmur down
your shoulder as you move forward,
past me after so many years together. 
I follow you, but not by your side.
I know I cannot force my loneliness
that I call love onto you. The screen door bangs, 
you walk away across the yard. Outside 
the snow is crusted hard. We know we cannot 
give each other any more or any less.
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DAVID DENNY

Vixen of Kingsbury Place

A red fox makes her way across your fenceline,
then drops down into the neighbor’s yard,
down the slope of their rotted plum tree.
Her fidgety kits follow, curious but obedient.
Snipping at each other’s heels, they follow.
The mother settles them into their den—
one first, in her gentle jaws, then the other.
And you, you settle yourself into a lawn chair,
watch the clouds redden with sunset;
the deep blue sky yields to a zillion stars.

Earlier in the week, you discovered a blood 
puddle at the foot of your driveway; wisps 
of stuck fur waved in the morning breeze;
bright spots trailed along the suburban street.
Two houses down, the blood veered from
asphalt to sidewalk to grass—there,
a flesh-stripped corpse on the neighbor’s lawn,
head and spine and tail intact. Fixed eyes 
stared out, torso eaten clean. Not your cat.
First thought: coyote or mountain lion.

This evening’s second thought: red fox?
Inside, your cat pleads, her dish empty.
Behind the safety of glass and screen,
her stomach cry a call to her primate kin.
The slider squeals open like worn car brakes.
Twining around your ankles, the cat cuffs them 
with her claws, exposes her soft underbelly.
You slide closed the door to your den, lock 
both of you in—the darkness outside a staging ground
for bloodshed; the light inside, your only solace.
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MAX EKSTROM

Bridge Jump

Escaped from a campus infatuation
gone wrong, I drove around
with some new summer friends—
we watched locals in cut-offs,
tattoos and sunburns blistering,
jumping out a covered bridge
toward fleet Quechee currents.
Early July I gave it a shot—
after the fall the water punched
my soles and I slipped yard after 
yard like a penny down a shaft.
Far above the sun skipped
on the surface, reaching me
through fraying ropes of light.
I return to campus to set about 
trying to drown in earnest,
clutching every bottle like a stone.
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KIT EVANS

The Sock I Stole

Trapped in my own sticky sweat, wandering
down a pebbled path to the lake,

tonguing the gap where my molar used to be.
At the end of the path, a pair of old black

Converse, socks with holes in the toe,
blue denims twist-legged on the ground.

Floating on the afternoon, the neighbor’s
oldest son, red as the devil from baking in August.

Even his wide chest, covered in wiry hairs, flushed.
He floats like that often, to the top of my brain

when I’m trying to sleep.
I still have one of his socks.
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ROBERT FILLMAN

Tonight I’ve dragged the old car seats

 to the curb, 
propped them up against
 the metal garbage cans, rolled 
our big, green recycling bin around 
the other side, made sure they were 
 snug, 
sheltered from the fifty mile 
per hour gusts the Weather Channel’s  
been calling for, feeling some need 
to protect the seats even now
from frigid temperatures, from 
 flying debris. 
And I’ve whispered 
a small prayer into the air, 
asked some invisible force to  
 bless
the kids’ new boosters, keep 
my children safe when I take them
to their grandparents 
 or to school. 
I’ve rested a hand on the curved
plastic shoulder guard and slid it 
along the mesh harnesses, tried
to drive away those dreams of my 
children being thrown 
 from a car, 
 or the grim reality of 
a friend’s brain-damaged son able 
 to speak finally, 
 regain some 
of his motor skills two full years
after his parents’ minivan 
bent around a guardrail, 
 the brake 
flat to the floor, soft bodies hurled 
against the dash, red and blue streaks 
of light flashing on the broken 
glass, illuminating all 
 that could be lost. 
I have stayed outside 
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in the cold December evening 
snow beginning to fall,
 afraid
to go into the house, hands 
 held out,
as I listen for distant sirens,
some sign my prayer has been
 heard.
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HEATHER GILLESPIE

Sex filled with mistakes

Sometimes I lie down to sleep
and wish
I were back in the
arms of the woman I love;
bundling myself in
your warm embrace

I don’t know how
to love someone
like you deserve to be loved

To make you happy;
To satisfy you and leave you
Breathless

I feel so odd
So out of place. So unfamiliar
I want to be so close to you
and hold you
and kiss you until my 
jaw is aching

but what if
I turn it into something that
Isn’t romantic,
Isn’t sexy,
Isn’t beautiful;
Instead 
Just sex filled with mistakes

I am scared 
So instead I retreat
back to my room; 
The room is empty
I feel a longing 
and wish I had you here
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HENRY HUGHES

Fly Fishing in Ukraine

Carpathian browns and grayling finning far 
from missile strikes and tank blasts, 
just a goat trail to a pine shack, old Boris 
and his pet bear. I fed the bear apples while Boris 
snipped greasy fur for streamer wings his gypsy wife 
cinched with silk.  

River voices, chickens, your leaky leather accordion, 
sometimes gunshots—Don’t worry, you’d laugh. 
Only Dmitry shooting wild pig. Gutted before us 
and roasted in the yard—svynyna with yellow pickles 
and moonshine. No internet, riding horses
to the bosky banks, fish rising all morning.
 
Let’s pray it’s over soon, you text. Your room will be ready. 
You and Nina okay?  Okay now, but many refugees 
at dairy farm—Crying mothers, little girls petting a calf.  
There was that plunging blue pool behind the barn 
where I flipped a midge to a whopping, orange-spotted trout 
that changed my life, or so I thought.
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AKIVA ISRAEL

PTSD Parolee

------all around 
my mind has fallen
peace-full, pieces
join the ghosts beneath,
faced with autumn leaves.

This time---that exact time,
I paid: priceless years-----
at the hour, past midnight,
stripping body from soul.
I need
complete silence, bare,
while I walk from each room
in complete darkness,
when I can’t see them.

It is only room------yet it is
so much room---delicious distances
between paths, thorned without metal,
  watered with no voice,
to hold starved steps back,
          in red-lined borders.
----forever, for each limb, it is
the cool disentwined continuum of space.

There are many
voices in the wound,
pimpled and pussed, swollen, 
------itchy little sirens
that twirl twisted blood
through every valve, that murmur 
in the still-holed heart. 

Alone in the room,
I behold my work:
I built this house
but this is not home.
I grew up elsewhere,
for forty-four years,
: forced to dwell with the lost.
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I still smell
black block and brickbat---
rough and rot, in this concrete inferno
teeming with rats, begging to bargain
with souls, but no-
body stops, no one wants to ask,
not one will, any one, ever…ask
the question that saves: why.  
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JAMES CROAL JACKSON

Most of What I say

is meaningless. Half
my lines converge into
lies. Perhaps I love you.
Perhaps I’ll never know.
I am trying to become
a student myself,
the stars, their pretend
constellations. What
I see up there are daggers, 
their staggering glints
of infinity, how star-gazing
is tracing all the ways
I may have never met you.
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GARY METRAS

From THANKS & PLEASE

 Today I re-arrange the gold of my meadow,
mowing some of the tall, dry grasses, mulching it
back into the turf, the seed heads taking their own
paths of happenstance, and leaving small squares
of mature rye to weave into the breezes
wafting up from the valley floor for the rabbits 
and voles to seek a haven from the fox that lingers
on the edges. Tomorrow I will find the fox lying 
on the sharp grass beneath a sun stronger
than the angle of orbit should allow. He’ll be dreaming
so intently about the rabbit he chased and lost in the grass
so that I will sneak within five feet from his bushy tail
with camera in hand before he startles awake
from the vibrations of boots, and will stare
at me for a few seconds of quickening heart 
before he runs, then stops a dozen yards off to look
back, blinking and twisting ears to check what
he knows as reality and with a final snort speed
consumes him and the forest on the other side 
of the meadow gifts him with its cloak of shadow.
But all this time I’ve been busy cutting around patches 
of field daisies, Queen Anne’s Lace, cone flowers, 
and Black-Eyed Susans whose seeds either we
or the wind scattered across the low grass last year
of the year before from the can of wildflowers
your brother bought for our new house
in this high meadow that is our job to decorate. 
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CECIL MORRIS

A Father Face to Face

When I hear from someone who knows someone
who lost a child from suicide or SIDS
or helicopter downed in Kandahar
or car crash or any of the world’s myriad 
calamities, I know and know and know
and still can only see my daughter’s pale
moon face, steroid-rounded, her new hair
not yet long enough to style and already
half-shaved again, her poor scalp half naked.
And the incision a sickle’s handle 
and curve—red banks along a black 
river crossing her clear-cut skin, inverted
question mark in a giant headline font,
the sign of mystery and doctor’s best guess.

When someone tells me about someone’s friend
or wife or sister and clinical trial
in Boston or Houston, a miracle
in Mexico, unexpected remission
won by prayer, delivered as blessing rain,
I hear the crash and sluice of waves on rocks
and feel the planet pitch and drop.  I see
her stubborn hair already bristling up 
along the cut that will not get to scar
even as she stops opening her eyes,
watching our voices through her darkened lids,
even when her eyes stop their slow shift side 
to side, as if her dream has ended,
and she stops squeezing hands that hold her hands.
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The Librarian Left Alone

The four chambers of the all-night library glow
behind the extra-tall, plate-glass doors and walls,
the stacks of knowledge rising under brilliant light. 
Two floors of words stretch out in their sentences,
asleep in their books but ready to welcome 
the lost girl who can’t sleep, who wanders as pale
as childhood dreams, who, once upon a time,
loved the warmth of the library, loved its high 
shelves, who, in those storied hours, loved the voice 
of the librarian reading, reading, guiding. 
And, for his part, the librarian treasured 
the girl and her eager ears, the way she leaned 
toward the turning page or chose by colored spines 
the books she wanted him to pull down for her. 
Even when she grew and grew and wandered where 
he wished she would not, he kept the library bright, 
her favorite books ready with new ones besides,
all dusted, all edged, all rehearsed so he could  
read the way she had liked before she got lost.
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BENJAMIN NASH

Eat A Marshmallow

Today is a soft yellow marshmallow with the sun out. 
Have you ever seen a picture of the marshmallow
plants. I like the white and pink colors of the flowers.
I don’t have to run the air conditioner in the cooler 
weather. I just bought a small turkey. I will also buy
a pair of cheap white tennis shoes. I get a pair every
year. The old ones are under the bed, behind the seat 
in the truck, in my father’s house, and underneath 
boxes in the closet. I am trying to budget. The cost of
everything is going up. The cat is in the window 
trying to get as close to the sun as she can. I am 
almost out of Kleenex. The box has cactuses with red 
blossoms on it like the big one I saw last summer 
with the mockingbird sitting on it. The dwarf rose 
reminds me of red Christmas lights. At work the 
other day I saw a little girl pull at her mother’s 
hand to go and see the deer. I was looking out the 
window. The problem is inflation. I am driving less. 
Gas prices are too high. The orange and yellow lights 
are falling off the trees. I might buy a pumpkin for 
Thanksgiving. I was in a play about the Pilgrims when 
I was in the first grade. The blue lights that we believe
appear around us are the people that died from the 
virus and are now sticking around to check on us. 
The yellow bus stopped outside with the flashing 
red lights and the moms are waiting with smiles.
I can afford to buy marshmallows. I like the tiny
colored ones. I like to put them in cocoa at this time of year.
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DAVE NIELSEN

Easy Does It

My daughter likes to stay up late
and lie on the tramp with me,
trace the lines
that make Orion’s arms and legs
with her finger,
then the Big Dipper
and the Little Dipper after that,
if we can see it.
I look for other combinations of stars.
I think they make a constellation,
but I don’t know which.
Around ten I carry her into the house,
lay her down under the moon’s soft 
blanket coming in through the window, 
trying my very best 
not to wake her.
She was never asleep.
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Well Done

The only good poems you ever wrote
were the ones you gave up on. 
You found them, years later, 
in the cave where you kept them, 
at the bottom of an ocean
inside your heart—not the worked over
hot dog batter that you tweaked
a thousand times, thinking you
were getting closer. 
The only good thing you ever wrote 
you got down without any thinking at all.
And now that you’re old,
washed up and poor, the odds
are against you that something like
that could ever happen a second time. 
The only great poem you ever wrote
is inside you still, though it might
never come out again. Just be happy
that it’s there, and feel it sometimes
when you’re outside and smell
the orchard, or hear the fruit 
falling to the ground. It’s right 
there, forever. No one 
can take it from you. 
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BIBHU PADHI

The Place Where I Live

Bhubaneswar: you are awake
when the evening is 
thickening into night.
Your footsteps sound small,
just like your voice—
they match the growing night.
You have brought me
to an undiscovered land
where the dead bury their dead.
Your voice reminds me
of the tears one gains
when one is bleak like winter.
My innocent love carries me
to your land, full of rivers
and small trees.
Guide me through your 
foliage, that are dark like you,
incessantly giving up flowers.
I am beginning to believe
in rebirths, the past coming
into itself, dry like your forehead.
Stay with me, call me by
any name you choose to give me;
take me anywhere you go.
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SIMON PERCHIK

*

You whisper as if smoke
still follows some plane
that left it behind 

–mourners understand this
wave goodbye to your words
by leaning closer

the way fires start
though each stone left here
will collide with the sun 

–no one would notice
it’s two in the afternoon
and all Earth is warming itself

lighting up the sky
no more than ever
hears you talk louder

say where in your mouth
a kiss can be found
came for you and stayed. 
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WM. SNYDER

I WANTED TO BE FAMOUS ONCE

Not Elvis famous, or Dylan, or
Jackson Browne even—I never wanted
notice on the street. Well, sometimes.
But still, no shaking hands
or demands for autographs—just nods of,
oh, you’re that singer. It would’ve
felt good. Like that day in Gainesville,
a chilly March or early April when I saw
Steve Martin with his banjo case and his
all-white suit. This was ’77, ’78.
and I was playing then too, bars and clubs
house bands at the Holiday Inn, at the Alibi,
but by then I’d lost my dream—the songs
wouldn’t come, and I’d settled on
doing other’s—I’d make them mine—
people did enjoy the familiar, and with
my own little twists. He was in town
for his comedy act—this was before
The Jerk—and he was bored, or lonely, or
he did want to shake a hand. I did not
shake his hand. I nodded, my eyes said, oh,
you’re Steve Martin. Maybe I smiled.
I know I was jealous. Though I knew
you had to have something—songs
or story or face or voice
or the gall to walk a street downtown
in a white suit and with a banjo case—
Here I am, love me. I did have that—
I played night after night after night
after all, and for meager dimes, and beers,
and people to meet, and yes, for love.
But I didn’t have the cheek. Not by
a longshot. I never would. Even now.
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KEITH THOMAS

Sex Game Play

In 1996, when I was paroled from
CME uncaville
I went to my mother’s house
on 65th street Los Angeles 
county.
There, I sat on the couch. 
I thought I need a plan.
A plan to get money and
by a passport and go to Mexico.
I went to the welfare 
office at McArthur park on the
eastside near downtown
Los Angeles.
There I met AKA Joker G 
a black gang member (male)
within the welfare office.
We talked. We were from
the same neighborhood but
Joker G was from the
Vermont Side.
We walked on Wilshire 
boulevard I went to Hollywood
we said we would met up 
later on.
In the neighborhood we
met up, which I brought
dope with my G R check
to make money. I was
in the dope house selling
dope. Joke G wore a cowboy 
starter jacket while in the 
neighborhood.
I heard from other homies
that Joker G was robbing
the smoker who want to buy
dope. The homies said he
was smoking.
The dope house use to have 
young black girl in it, one 
girl name Phillis from 74 
hoover. They moved out
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A white girl knocked on the door
of the dope house while I was 
alone in the dope house.
I open the door, there she stood.
She told me a black guy
in a cowboy jacket took my 
money to buy dope. Can I do
something for some dope. I 
pause and said yea. She came 
inside as I locked the door and 
walked to the room. The white girl
was nude and sat properly on a chair
with her hand held out. I
pull down my pant and jack 
off my dick and cum in her
hand. Then she paused holding the
cum. Then wiped it off. Then put her
clothes on and left.

The next night, the white girl knock
on the door. I open. she stood with
A male Mexican who stood behind
her who wore a baseball cap. He
told me that a black guy in a 
cowboy jacked took my wife money
could she do something for some 
dope. I said yea. She came in and
he left and I shut the door. When
I walked in the room she was nude 
and sat on the mattress with her
leg open. I got nude and I went
between her leg licking her pussy.
She stop me. Then I went into her.
She climax which I felt her hot
cum against my penis that made me
cum. Then we got up and dress. She
left without the dope like she did 
the night before. While I was licking
her pussy I smell perfume on her pussy.

Next I went to jail for kidnap 
robbery on a male Mexican dope head
who said me and Lil smokey rob him 
because he owes me money and I took
his face radio for collateral until he
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brought me my money. During that time
in jail for a violation Joker G got
killed and no homies told me how
the white girl disappear never
to be seen again.
Then the seven year kid was killed, that
started this game.
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REVIEWS

WILLARD GREENWOOD

Vanishing Points
By Gary Metras
Dos Madres Press, 2021. 70 pages.

Appropriately titled, this collection of poems features poems that take 
us close to fleeting moments that lets in on a domestic scene or a private 
realization, and then we are left with a bit of afterglow. Such is the 
process of getting older, the dynamics of which take place in winter, the 
setting for many of these poems. What I appreciate about these poems 
is that Metras embraces living in New England without feeling self-
conscious that this is Robert Frost territory. Frost had a reputation as an 
average farmer, and we see that dynamic in “Modern Farm,” a poem in 
which the New England pastoral is still alive but disappearing.

Metras displays engaging variety in these poems—some are historical, 
speculative, and personal. Many of the memorable ones take romantic 
and familial love as their subjects. In the poem “Winter Temperatures,” 
we see a brief nod to Robert Hayden’s poem Those Winter Sundays. 
Like Hayden’s poem, the atmosphere of Metras’s poem lets us feel the 
oppressive depths of winter. Yet, there are tender moments of survival. 
In “Cold as Omen” the speaker and his spouse lie in bed, at night, in 
the dead of winter and still manage a kiss despite one of them being 
sick. Such a moment shows us that love is tough and that it must be at 
worked at to survive. 

There are also sweet moments of self-satisfaction. I love “In the Cellar,” 
when the speaker admits to the sin of smoking while reading a book of 
poetry. We half believe his claim that this is the “only” place he smokes. 
I think the real sin here is that he is reading poetry and enjoying some-
thing private.  Fortunately, the poet does not tell us what book he is 
reading, so we are left with the moment of the poet getting buzzed on a 
secret experience. I have mentioned only a few poems, but there are a 
lot to like here. 

Metras writes a lot and is an active poet. I also know that he is a fisher-
man and thus he is possessed by a continual optimism and anxiety. 
These poems have that sense of searching that lead to mystery, disap-
pointment, and excitement.  
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CHARLES PARSONS

On Poetry: a  review of Dead Souls (Catapult) by Sam Riviere

 The British writer, poet, and critic Sam Riviere’s 2021 first novel 
Dead Souls takes place in a bleak, make-believe future where poetry has 
become Britain’s premier art. It is a time and place obsessed with poetic 
appointments, expulsions, feuds, alliances, coronations, cancellations, 
deaths, and debuts. A matrix where writers outside the capital, blocked 
by cultural city paywalls, go overlooked and those inside the literary 
zone become exceptionally overrewarded. Yes, poets are famous. Yes, 
these bards grow wealthy. But a scandal has broken out. Call it appro-
priation, call it literary theft, call it bootlegging or hijacking. Call it what 
you will. Dead Souls dwells on the subject of originality. At the center of 
the drama—in what readers in the United States might equate to the bar 
of a Holiday Inn Express—stands young Solomon Wiese reciting an ex-
posé on his rise, fall, rise, and fall again as literary darling. His listener, 
the sometimes narrator and at-large contributor of Riviere’s book, is the 
not wholly innocent publisher of a small press.

 If you look past the main subject, you’ll find a broader dissec-
tion of poetic topics, lifestyles, and conceits. It is about regional artists 
who go unpublished while well-networked city and academic types get 
accolades and book deals. It is about ongoing disputes between schools 
of poets where the stakes are so low you may have to bend over very 
far indeed to take part in them. It is about localized debates between un-
dergrads looking to make their mark or, rather, impress each other into 
bed. It is about the nefarious impact of social media and commercialism 
on what an otherwise starry-eyed bookworm might want to believe is 
pure art.

 Riviere’s faculty bio (he holds a PhD in creative and critical 
writing) states his interests as conceptual, post-internet poetry and 
found text—among others. Up to now, he has been primarily a poet 
and academic who in 2020 finished his trilogy of what has been called 
process-derived works. Essentially, you could write poetry or write 
about poetry, or you could do what Riviere has been doing…something 
that stands between art and criticism, collage and tactical improvisation. 
And, like his new novel, his poetical works are genuinely provoking. 
Regardless of their influences.

One of these books of quote, unquote poetry, Kim Kardashian’s Mar-
riage (2015), stands out for what it’s not actually about—to the delight 
and dismay of some readers.
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Kenneth Goldsmith, a poet known to some as the father of uncreative 
writing, explains in The New Yorker that it isn’t poetry scraped together 
from popular gossip websites or Kardashian’s social media accounts. 
Instead, the length of the trash-TV celeb’s first nuptials acts as a con-
straint; seventy-two days, seventy-two poems. So, what is it about if not 
Kardashian? It uses chapter headings and keywords from Riviere’s 2012 
poetical work, 81 Austerities (a rejoinder to the British government’s 
tightening-of-the-financial-fist policies around that time). The actual 
poems in Kim Kardashian’s Marriage were written by putting these bits 
and pieces into Google and synthesizing verse out of the first 10 results. 
Goldsmith emphasizes that this means the poems are “…entirely un-
original: not a single word of [Riviere’s] own is added.”

 Unoriginal, maybe, but that doesn’t mean that the individual 
poems lack technique. Goldsmith tells us the poetry resembles that of 
Whitman or Gary Snyder—eclectic stanzas that veer sometimes into 
surrealistic territory. Goldsmith also explains that other parts of the 
book can be categorized as the kind of poetry he himself has been iden-
tified with, the uncreative kind. This means that the poem exists for the 
sake of the concept only. The reader must bring their own intellectual or 
emotional response to make sense of it (should they feel like it).

 Clearly, Riviere knows what he is doing. He creates a pattern 
or follows one. No surprise then that he borrows the title of his novel 
from a masterwork—that of Gogol. In more than one interview, Riviere 
mentions that Gogol subtitled that book a poem. Riviere’s Dead Souls is 
about poetry, but like the original Dead Souls isn’t written in verse and 
stanza. Nor is it stream of consciousness like one-time HPR correspon-
dent Gil Orlovitz’s 1967 über-challenging Milkbottle H (brought back 
from obscurity by Tough Poets Press in 2020) or a work of Joyce. That 
might be what you would expect from what writer, translator, and critic 
Lily Meyer (reviewing Dead Souls for National Public Radio) calls an 
unreadable smart book.

 The style of Riviere’s novel is unique but only in that it is dis-
tinctive of a different writer, Thomas Bernhard. Written as a single para-
graph, Dead Souls mimics the late novelist’s long sentences and unpre-
dictable use of italics. But Riviere does better than merely ape a master. 
His book captures Bernhard’s unrivaled skill at dark humor. And it is no 
parody. It very much seems as if Bernhard could have written this Dead 
Souls had the poetry establishment and not Glenn Gould, “The Wild 
Duck,” or the Austrian people been his preferred subject matter.
Take this exchange in the voice of The Old Poet on his deathbed, telling 
his tale to the ostracized plagiarist, Solomon Wiese. He says, “Only two 
months ago I was happily digging the garden, I was walking to the pub 
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once a week, I was birdwatching, I was getting the bus, but now I am 
confined to this room, and it is likely that quite soon I will be dead—all 
because word got out that I am a poet.” Terrifically absurd, yes. As Dead 
Souls develops, more and more of the plot turns from sardonic to sour, 
plausible to farcical. Wiese is there, after all, far away from the literary 
zone, meeting with The Old Poet and other non-published or barely 
published regional authors to steal their poems, claiming them for his 
own. He does so not by memorizing their writing or trying to disguise it 
in any way. After a quick read, he physically consumes it!

 Outside of the implausibility (not to mention the potential 
constipation) such hyperbole evokes, the more far-fetched the book 
becomes, the more unnerving and engaging the spectacle. The publisher 
of the small press, like us, wants to break away from the monologue. 
But at every coil-like twist of confession, he becomes further entangled. 
Probably because it is part of his own tragicomedy. It seems it is part of 
ours, as well.

 So why has a poet—or whatever Riviere might be—written a 
novel like this?

 Maybe poetry has gotten too assured with its own significance, 
and he has justly set out to make an example of this. Or, perhaps, he 
feels like he is writing poetry—only in a less conventional, even an-
tithetical way. In an interview with Meg Whiteford published in The 
Believer magazine, Riviere says that

 “Part of me—though this is an apocryphal claim, and mainly 
trolling—would like to argue for the novel as a minor branch of poetry, 
just the poetic form that happens to be most suited to the modern age. 
Kundera calls it anti-lyrical poetry—similar in spirit to the anti- poetry 
of Nicanor Parra, perhaps. Maybe whenever poetry gets too full of itself, 
anti- poetry emerges to reset the balance.”

 Dead Souls could be considered a looking glass for poets and 
traditional poetry, the perversity of publishing, and a tale of outrage at the 
community’s debatable lack of integrity. Or, maybe, it is mainly trolling. 
Because what art is not influenced? What creativity not borrowed? Riviere 
is trying to tell us this while sidestepping the trope of critical bore and 
insufferable smarty-pants. He simply allows this story to wallow in the 
torment of (un)originality, which becomes inventiveness at its finest.
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CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTES 

Kenneth Autrey is Professor Emeritus of English at Francis Marion 
University and now lives in Auburn, Alabama. His work has appeared in 
Atlanta Review, Cimarron Review, Poetry Northwest, Southern Poetry 
Review, Texas Review, and elsewhere. He has published three chapbooks: 
Pilgrim (Main Street Rag), Rope Lesson (Longleaf Press), and The Wake 
of the Year (Solomon and George). He is a coordinator of the Third 
Thursday Poetry Reading Series at Auburn University.

Robert Bartusch is a bar manager in Cincinnati, Ohio. His poems have 
recently appeared in The Main Street Rag, Third Wednesday, and Oddball 
Magazine. He is a lover of music, dogs, and beer. His family operated The 
Stockyards Inn in Dayton, Ohio from 1977 until 2013. He has worked on 
the production end of the rock concert business since 2000.

Ace Boggess is the author of six books of poetry, including Escape Envy 
(Brick Road Poetry Press, 2021), I Have Lost the Art of Dreaming It 
So, and The Prisoners. His writing has appeared in Michigan Quarterly 
Review, Notre Dame Review, Harvard Review, Mid-American Review, and 
other journals. An ex-con, he lives in Charleston, West Virginia, where he 
writes and tries to stay out of trouble.

Anthony Botti is originally from western PA, but now lives in Boston, 
MA with his partner and their pug, Puck and works in healthcare man-
agement. His poetry has appeared in the Comstock Review, The MacGuf-
fin, Cider Press Review, The Rockford Review, Blueline, Chiron Review, Flint 
Hills Review, and Mindfish.

David Denny ’s poems have appeared in Rattle, The Sun, Catamaran, 
and Atlanta Review. His most recent books include the poetry collection 
Some Divine Commotion and the short story collection Sometimes Only 
the Sad Songs Will Do, both from Shanti Arts. More information: www.
daviddenny.net

Max Roland Ekstrom holds an MFA in Creative Writing from Emerson 
College. His poetry appears in such journals as The Hollins Critic, Il-
luminations, and The Lyric, and is anthologized in Except for Love: New 
England Poets Inspired by Donald Hall. Max lives in Vermont with his 
spouse and three children.

Kit Evans is a queer poet and writer living in Monmouth, Oregon. Born 
in Corvallis, Oregon in 1999, he is a recent graduate from Western Or-
egon University, and currently works as a bookkeeper. In his free-time, 
Kit enjoys hiking, camping, taking care of his reptiles, and embroidering. 
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His poem, “Riverbed Blues,” won Western Oregon University’s Peter Sears 
Poetry Prize in 2021, and appears in PURE Insights. His work also appears 
in The Dewdrop.

Robert Fillman is the author of House Bird (Terrapin, 2022) and the 
chapbook November Weather Spell (Main Street Rag, 2019). His poems 
have appeared in Poetry East, Sugar House Review, Tar River Poetry, Val-
paraiso Poetry Review and elsewhere. Fillman earned a Ph.D. in English 
from Lehigh University, and he currently teaches at Kutztown University. 

Heather Gillespie is a Nova Scotian poet studying at the University of 
Waterloo. She is passionate about music, mental health, art, and animals. 
She loves sunny weather and days at the beach, and will rarely be seen 
without an iced coffee in hand. While studying art and psychology, her 
girlfriend inspired her to begin writing again. Heather’s work can now be 
found in AutisticsAloud, WinglessDreamer Publications, The Toronto 
Star, and more.

Henry Hughes is a professor of literature and writing at Western Oregon 
University. His latest book is a memoir, Back Seat with Fish.

Akiva Israel, PRISON POET, educated at U.C. Berkeley, where he pur-
sued research and taught, is doing time in state prison. He holds multiple 
interdisciplinary degrees, undergraduate as well as graduate, and assists 
his fellow inmates with obtaining the GED. His work has appeared in 
Poem, Chiron Review, Haight Ashbury Literary Journal, The American 
Dissident, Blue Unicorn, Evening Street Review, Caveat Lector, The Beat 
Within, and other journals. 

James Croal Jackson is a Filipino-American poet who works in film pro-
duction. He has two chapbooks (Our Past Leaves, Kelsey Books 2021 and 
The Frayed Edge of Memory, Writing Knights 2017) with one forthcom-
ing; Count Seeds With Me (Ethel, 2022). He edits The Mantle Poetry from 
Pittsburgh, PA. 

Cecil Morris retired after 37 years of teaching high school English, and 
now he tries writing himself what he spent so many years teaching others 
to understand and enjoy. He enjoys ice cream too much and crucifer-
ous vegetables too little. He has poems appearing in 2River View, Cobalt 
Review, Ekphrastic Review, English Journal, Midwest Quarterly, Poem, 
Talking River Review, and other literary magazines.

Benjamin Nash has had poems published in Kestrel, Pembroke Maga-
zine, Rhino, Volt, Blueline, and other publications. 
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Dave Nielsen studied English and Creative Writing at the University of 
Cincinnati. He is the author of Unfinished Figures, winner of the Blue 
Lynx Prize for Poetry.

Bibhu Padhi. A Pushcart nominee, I have published seventeen books 
of poetry. My poems have appeared in distinguished magazines such as 
Contemporary Review, London Magazine, The Poetry Review, Poetry 
Wales, The Rialto, Stand, Wasafiri, The American Scholar, Atlanta Review, 
Commonweal, The Manhattan Review, The New Criterion, Poet Lore, 
Poetry, Rosebud, Southwest Review, TriQuarterly, Xavier Review, New 
Contrast, The Antigonish Review, Dalhousie Review, Queen’s Quarterly 
and Indian Literature. They have been included in several anthologies 
and textbooks. Five of the most recent are The Bloodaxe Book of Con-
temporary Indian Poets, Language for a New Century (Norton), Journeys 
(HarperCollins), 60 Indian Poets (Penguin) and The HarperCollins Book 
of English Poetry.

Simon Perchik is an attorney whose poems have appeared in Partisan Re-
view, Forge, Poetry, Osiris, The New Yorker and elsewhere. His most recent 
collection is The Family of Man Poems published by Cholla Needles Arts & 
Literary Library, 2021. For more information including free e-books and 
his essay “Magic, Illusion and Other Realities” please visit his website at 
simonperchik.com 
To view one of his interviews please follow this link www.youtube.com/
watch?v=MSK774rtfx8

William Snyder has published poems in Atlanta Review, Poet Lore, and 
Southern Humanities Review among others. He was the co-winner of the 
2001 Grolier Poetry Prize; winner of the 2002 Kinloch Rivers Chapbook 
competition; The CONSEQUENCE Prize in Poetry, 2013; the 2015 Claire 
Keyes Poetry Prize; Tulip Tree Publishing Stories That Need To Be Told 
2019 Merit Prize for Humor; and Encircle Publications 2019 Chapbook 
Contest. He is just-retired from teaching writing and literature at Concor-
dia College, Moorhead, MN.

Keith Thomas is an African-American man who started writing poems, 
songs and screenplays at the age of 15. He entered a drum off at a guitar 
center and came in last, but he did not stop trying to be the best. The 
poems I write are about my life, my emotions, how I feel and how I view 
the life I live.
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