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From the editors  

 

You could reasonably argue that the past couple of years have often felt like one long – and sometimes brutal – wrestling match. And 

not some kind of well-regulated one with pads and a sturdy mat and a referee firmly in control of the situation – like something out of 

an early John Irving novel. No, this one seems to have involved eye gouges, hidden foreign objects, and the occasional folding chair 

to the head. So, having a luchador mask on the cover of this issue felt like a perfect fit. Plus, we ’ve always loved the picture. It was 

taken several years ago on a trip to visit a friend in Philadelphia – we passed a very cool thrift store and the mask was on display in 

the window just waiting for us to pull out the camera. We had no choice but to oblige. 

 

And while you won’t find any pieces about luchadors in this issue, there is still plenty of wrestling to be found – pieces about 

grappling with loss, grief, the tragedy of missed chances, self-worth, hate, and the ravages of time. Admittedly, some pretty heavy 

stuff. But, rest assured that it is not all about battling with the darkness, as you’ll also encounter works about fortune cookies (and the 

classic addendum that can give the simple sentence an entirely different meaning), the transporting properties of good writing, and 

the conflicted sense of victory in pulling off a simple ruse.  

 

We hope something in this issue sweeps your legs and pins you to the ground – but in the best possible ways. And that once you’ve 

regained your footing, you’ll have no problem in sharing the issue with your fellow combatants in the tag-team match of our recent 

months – we’d consider you world champions if you did. 

 

Eric Evans & Kathy Sochia, 

Editors 
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Big House 

by Jim Babwe 
 

A big house 

provides too much 

space 

where memories hide. 
 

These recollections 

think it's funny 

surprising you 

with cobwebs in the shadow 

of an indoor ficus. 
 

They chuckle quietly 

when you walk 

past a bathroom door 

you don't remember closing. 
 

Outside, 

the backyard 

conspires with the indoors-- 

keeps you away 

while you fix 

lawn sprinklers 

and run round trips 

to the hardware store, 

where you find 

hallway rugs on sale. 
 

You use these 

in the garage 
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after you decide 

the hardwood floor 

looks great. 

Besides, 

it's about time 

you covered up those 

oil spots left 

by the second car 

you no longer own 

or want. 
 

Feeling pretty good 

about the rugs, 

you walk through 

the door connecting 

the garage with the kitchen 

and the next question is this: 

who left the refrigerator open? 
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Tell it slant 

by Will Bousquette 
 

For three days it was darkness I woke up  

tangle of sensors tentacles suctioned 

my chest abdomen arms spilling out 

of my hospital gown the beep 

a heart monitor confusion swirling  

between my eyes oxygen from the room  

like a vacuum do you remember 

I took 18 mg of xanax do you know 

the prescribed dosage I reassured them  

it wasn’t prescribed do you understand 

I popped enough xans for 72 of me 

my heart rate below 20 beats 

per minute paramedics held a flashlight  

inches from my eyes nothing moved 

a single neuron stirred within  

a poem on a hospital staff sheet  

call it “Overdose” almost-iambic 

the last line inverted like my ego  

when I realized I’m afraid of dying.  
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aromatherapy 

by Will Bousquette 
 

they wheeled me in on a stretcher arms strapped down to protect myself I asked them why am I here that’s my question I slept on it 

for 36 hours somebody watched me like my subconscious was suicidal too tight around my neck they watched me in the bathroom 

for 2 weeks I wrote my life into a letter for discharge from the hospital gave me a cotton ball and enough lavender oil to last the trip 

home I focused on my beating heart and the moments it went still like the quiet smile of the riptide pulling on the underpinnings of 

what I call me when I’m happy.  
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Before Our Talk 

by Martha Deed 
 

I have gone away for two evenings, 

one morning, one afternoon, and one night 

to think, to write, to create, in short 

to be a person, not a service. 

Upon my return, I find mutiny has occurred: 

the grocery list of missing essentials 

is still stabbed to the refrigerator door 

with the pizza delivery magnet, the Amish 

quilt lies wuzzled on the bed, leftovers 

sour on the white stone counter, laundry  

ripens on the bathroom floor and close by 

the litterbox overflows. 
 

Welcome home, the gentleman says 

before the words begin. 
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Eating fortune cookies in bed 

by Martha Deed 
 

good to begin well better to end well in bed 

politeness costs nothing and gains everything in bed 

(your wisdom is exceeded only by your waistline in bed) 
  

you will conquer obstacles to achieve success in bed 

you can use your creative talents to transform the business environment in bed  

(you would make a good lawyer in bed) 
 

no man is without enemies in bed 

diligence is the mother of good fortune in bed 

(laziness is the father of sloth in bed) 
 

you will be advanced socially without any special effort in bed 

everywhere you choose to go in bed friendly faces will greet you 

(now is the time to try something new in bed) 
 

Lucky Numbers 1, 5, 13, 18, 30, 43 
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because the Devil always has to have his way 

by Michael Estabrook 
 

I barely got to him in time to say goodbye. 

I think he recognized me 

but I’m not sure 

but it doesn’t matter now anyway nothing matters now 

because my brother’s dead and he shouldn’t be dead 

he’s too young to be dead but he is – 
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Nina Hearts Rashaad Forever 

by Julian Grant 
 

I, Nina M. Johnson do take 

Rashaad J. Collins to be my husband  

forever and ever – 

Bye, love yours only 

Nina M. Collins, I hope 
 

I flipped over the page I’d picked up to see the scrawled note that Ms. Johnson (hopefully soon to be Collins) had added to the front 

of the folded message. I’d found her love letter on November 14, 2020 and she’d poured her heart out on September 9, 1999. She’d 

even scribbled down the time (11:05 am) and that she was in English Class at the time she had written it. Here I was, two decades 

plus later, trying to figure out if this was an old letter recently found and thrown out – or had it never been sent? Had fear or possible 

humiliation stopped lovelorn Nina from sending it and she’d only found it recently and finally trashed it or something else?  
 

Water spotted and torn, I’d dug the declaration out of the trash that collected on a regular basis in our front yard where al l kinds of 

garbage smashed into the ripped patch of lawn fronting our home. I’d thought it was just another piece of junk that normally I’d just 

bag and toss it - but it was folded with writing all over and I’m nosey by nature. Three-holed, bleached white by the weather, it had 

been kicking around in the wind for a long while. 
 

Nina had covered both sides of the page with tight, uneven writing - even listing their favorite song as ‘Never Gonna Let You Go’ as 

my neck tingled at her obsessive need for Rashaad that looped tighter and deeper and I figured that Rashaad had maybe gotten the 

note and tossed it. But that was a helluva time for it to be in the wind and it should have been long gone. 
 

A large black oil-stain blotted out the further messages scribbled on the page – small fragments left to be figured out – “shit to do”, 

“beat my ass”, “be good”, and the most telling, “when you get out.” It was that last bite that flashed me back to when I worked next to 

a juvenile offender’s facility. I’d find torn-up letters like this lying by the trashcan or stuck on the bus stop shelter windows. Teenage 

declarations of love, crude fuck poems, simply written and barely legible forget-me-nots all lost or thrown away. I figured Rashaad 

was definitely locked up too. 
 

 

 

 

[ 8 ] 



So, I kept Nina’s last letter because someone should remember that she loves Rashaad forever even if he didn’t know or care. Her 

letter promised and I felt I owed her some kind of memory and that someone should care enough to value her teenage heart. She ’d 

sent her love over the wall and Rashaad had tossed it in the street when he finally got out. Maybe he was one of my new neighbors? 

I hope Nina didn’t mean what she wrote and had moved on – not wanting to wait for him after all. I hope she’d forgotten all about him 

and they hadn’t stuck it out. And I also thought that Rashaad had dodged a bullet here not wrapping Nina’s lover’s noose tighter 

around his neck. 
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Jasper 

by Michael Lee Johnson 
 

Old Irving Park, 

Chicago neighborhood 

Jasper lives in a garret 

no bigger than a single bed. 

Jasper, 69, clouds of smoke 

Lucky Strike unfiltered cigarettes. 

He dips Oreo cookies in skim milk. 

Six months ago  

the state revoked 

his driver’s license- 

between the onset  

of macular degeneration, 

gas at $4.65 a gallon, 

and late-stage emphysema, 

life for Jasper has stalled out 

in the middle lane 

like his middle month 

social security check, it is gone. 

There is nothing academic about Jasper’s life. 

Today the mailbox journey is down 

the spiraling stairwell; midway, 

he leans against the wall. 

Deep breathes from his oxygen tank. 

Life is annoying with plastic tubes up his nose. 

Relief, back in the attic, with just his oxygen tank, 

his Chicago Cubs, losers, are playing 

on his radio, WGN, 720 AM. 
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Equipment, enjoyment at last, 

Jasper leans back in his La-Z-Boy recliner. 

He reaches for a new pack of Lucky Strike cigarettes. 

Jasper grabs a lukewarm Budweiser beer from his mini-fridge. 

Deep breathes, a match lite, near his oxygen tank. 
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Summer, August 

by Peycho Kanev 
 

Burned ocher-azure color everywhere. 
 

Lemon-yellow days. 

Olive nights.  
 

Umbrellas made of dry reeds on the beach, 

sleeping under the heavy sun 
 

and seagulls perched on them, 

elongated like dreams. 
 

Bygone past, 

upcoming future 
 

and sand flowing like years 

through my open, stony fingers.  
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White Bread 

by Robert S. King 
 

 —Remembering 1950s black and white TV commercials 
 

On one alien planet 

tribal children drink 

Ovaltine, Bosco, and Tang. 

Brother fetches an ashtray for dad. 

Sister ties mom’s apron string. 

George Wallace campaigns 

on black and white TV. 
 

Golly is the curse word, 

and the spacious Buick outside 

is a gasoholic with premium tastes. 
 

After church and ample prayer, 

God blesses the food. Dad winks 

and tells a colorful joke. 

White napkins shield their Sunday best. 

Unstained, they pass the table prey: 

potatoes mashed, wishbones snapped, 

fried chicken the only dark meat allowed. 
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A Rolling Stone At a Halt 

by John Mauer 
 

If I had a lawyer  

he would probably tell me  

to put disclaimers in my poems  

saying that I am lying  

but I'm not lying  

and I don't have a lawyer 
 

I have a laptop and a thought process and a love for the written word 

every poem is about death is something a poetry professor said to me 

every poem is about love is something a poetry professor said to me 

So, I wrote a poem about him dying and me loving it; he didn't like it 
 

I might not be able to do anything right 

but it keeps life interesting 

I smoke cigarettes like I want cancer 

I drink like my liver is committing suicide 

and I write troves of prose so pure 

it's actually better when it's cut 

I won't go down in history 

but I'll keep getting high  

and thinking about  

a more peaceful future 

My country is falling to pieces  

and my mother calls me in fear 

My sister tells me a secret so disturbing  

I can't sleep for three days 

and during that time, this time, right now  

as I write this, I am thinking about  
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how poets in their thirties  

who write like they live in the twenties? 

will continue to outsell me 

because I tell the truth: we aren't okay 

because I move my pen faster  

and they blame it on quality  

they can't match, on my mania  

like it isn't why my parents  

plan my funeral in front of me 

but I love it more, and I don't  

love you enough to lie to you 
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But How Long Did Rome Take To Fall? 

by John Mauer 
 

I'm allergic to the outdoors 

sick of being indoors 

all we can talk about is parks  

and flowers when all we see  

is screens and drywall 

pain is to drugs as bodies are to rugs 

it's an insulating layer between me  

and what's really-real-reality 

it's easier to stomach  

the poison with some food 

The potatoes well-seasoned  

with hemlock and other spices 

as my father sits back and says, 

'Back in my day they didn't have depression' 

and six whiskeys later 

he's crying about something  

he's six whiskeys too drunk  

to verbally convey again 

while I'm in the dark  

stacking endless piles of pages  

to be bound into spines  

as every day my own collapses on itself 

just like my father, just like his, and I drink  

what my father drinks and what his father drinks 

because pain isn't a disease  

but a symptom of thinking 

even the pain in our columns  

is pain on the stage of the mind 
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so, we act like we ignore it 

while we don't think about it 

it starts acting for us 

and my father doesn't want to be his father 

but he is, and I don't want to be mine, but I am 

and one day we will all have tombstones  

only differing in time and wear and tear 

we are all just dominos knocking  

each other into the ground 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 17 ] 



I Know A Guy 

by Meg Maxwell 
 

White Dude at the park: “I just told them I have severe pulmonary issues.”  

[His friends laugh.] 
 

He brought his inhaler 

to demonstrate his asthma— 

like a ticket, a trick pony, a talisman, 

but no one even asked.  

He felt his own fraud,  

clutching that albuterol— 

cutting the line with  

counterfeit breathlessness.  

Still, why shouldn’t he? 

When a friend hooks you up, 

you don’t waste the shot.  
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Reading early Ferlinghetti 

by Corey Messler 
 

Reading early Ferlinghetti 

  is like imagining 

   that I am young 
 

again, and first rate.  

 I might go to the 

  bookstore 
 

and find another poet 

 who will share a ride with me 

  into the wild unknown 
 

suburbs 

 where latent mermaids live 

with their 

  hoochy-koochy husbands 

   and their children 
 

one two three four five six and seven.  
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Reading and Writing 

by Corey Messler 
 

It is possible to read poetry as if 

it were a humorous memoir.  

People who do this lead happier lives. 

It is possible to write poetry even if 

you are a teacher of weanlings 

and all your thoughts are about milk 

and politics. It is possible to read 

the news today as if it were a poem 

written by a beat poet in his straw- 

filled garret. Or better as if the news 

were a Beatles song because it is not.  
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I Will Scream Light Colors 

by Maureen Moroney 
 

is the new “I sing the body electric,” 

a shout of “I am,” 

a declaration of primal need, 

urgent and ebullient and hopeful and defiant, 

an attempt to share 

a relatable experience. 
  

I Will Scream Light Colors 

is the tab that stayed open in my browser for weeks, 

the mug with a scrawled phrase 

expressing both general angst at the state of the world 

and permanent social anxiety 

-- not to mention caffeine dependence. 
  

I Will Scream Light Colors 

is the phrase that still keeps getting stuck in my head 

like a chorus 

like the perfect summation 

like an explosion of everything beautiful and terrible 

that can’t be contained. 
  

I Will Scream Light Colors 

is my attempt at modest online retail therapy, 

is sipping my tea 

instead of raging at full blast. 
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I Will Scream Light Colors 

now sits in my cabinet, 

joins me on Zoom meetings. 
  

I Will Scream 

I Will Scream 

I Will Scream 

I Will Scream Light Colors 
  

(Reference: https://fine-human-clothing.teespring.com/listing/i-will-scream-light-colors?product=522) 
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Standoff 

by Tim Pilgrim 
 

Mother, no way to visit again, 

virus, the vulture circling,  

about to dive. Open window,  

frail figure, distant, 

blue-gloved wave. No stroke 

of  hair, embrace, kiss 

on cheek. Me, peering masked, 

alone, with binocs, far side  

of street. A final glimpse, 

I spot tears, then she’s gone, 

no time even to zoom. 
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Crossing 

by Tim Pilgrim 
 

Antlers fuzzed, ears up 

like skunk cabbage in spring, 

two deer gauge eight lanes, 

 

uncertain if they should risk 

the crossing. I have two seconds — 

decide to brake, swerve, 
 

create an opening, allow them 

bound out, pass in front of me, 

big eyes thankful I made ninety cars 
 

not send them bleeding skyward. 

Instead, I hold my breath, speed by,  

relieved they remained frozen, 
 

my new hybrid is fine — five miles  

down the freeway briefly wonder 

if they got across, or died. 
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Place 

by Kerri Spuller 
 

Heartbreak for a place 

can feel more real  

than heartbreak for a person. 

People come and go,  

our bodies evaporate. 

Sometimes we feel guilty, 

when memories of people fade. 

Places can hold our memories for us. 
 

In the landscape-  

that sweaty, sticky green forest  

full of thorn bushes and the loud buzzing of cicadas. 

Where we would toss our bikes in the tall grass 

to pick wild raspberries. 
 

Or in the architecture-  

slowing down to drive past 

that towering fortress on the corner,  

surrounded by empty, overgrown lots.  

The front stoop  

so full of memories  

that my heart aches, 

I have to remind myself 

it's just a block of concrete. 
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Hello? 

by Mitch Waldman 
 

A man called 

(I think it was a man) 

he said: 

Happy Holocaust you 

hook nosed bloodsucking 

Jew worm. 

All I could think to say 

was Hi right back. 

And he replied: 

May your children's children 

rot in the cold earth like you 

you slimy carcass carrion 

you diseased treacherous vermin. 

You have a nice day too, I said, 

and hung up the phone gently 

refreshed by such a meaningful communication 

with an intelligent 

sensitive member of 

our genus species time. 

Yes dear God, he's ours 

and yours forever. 

Let the wind whip a chill 

down heaven's spine. 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 26 ] 



Father 

by Mitch Waldman 
 

          Like the glass of powdered milk 

          setting on my breakfast table, 

  he is instant 

  Father: just add water. 
 

  Snow blows against my window 

  tapping like a nervous pencil 

  as I drink drink... 

  He "died" when I was thirteen; 

  I remained an unread letter 

          a yellowing plant left unwatered 

          its stem restored by others. 

  A myth that has ended 

          his complex machinery 

          has lived among factories too long: 

          he's forgotten the greenery. 

  tapping his pipe out 

  the smoke has turned rancid. 

  He lives among play things 

  a-rockin' in his cradle. 

  And he is a man 

  like the rest. 

  Comforting rarely 

  his warmth shivers untouched. 

  His words come out much clearer 

  when they're spoken in silence. 

  His edges curling 

  yellow he hangs on the wall of my mind. 
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Snowflakes line up one by one 

  in single file 

  reaching to the ceiling of the sky; 

  for forty days the sun 

  is sealed in an envelope 

  the minty lick long since forgotten. 

  Air dried thoughts skip 

  like pebbles through my mind. 

  Optimism floats on a raft 

  out of reach 

  its smile a neon beacon 

  searching for lost souls. 
 

  But he charges admission  

  to his private sea; 

  the tide rises 

  swallowing the raft whole. 

  A vice clamps down on itself 

  tighter and tighter 

  two hands gripping 

  turning gray 

  until chalky they crumble 

  into dust. 
 

  But this was to be 

  sun-bleached for you; 

  sorry, the sunlight blinds 

  light turns to black patches 

  but only when you look 

  when you stare it in the eye. 
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Melania’s Burden 

by Kelley White 
 

Saturday was Donald Trump's worst day as president  

Non-liberty customer stuck at the garage 

Rare Val Kilmer spotting in Tombstone Arizona 

I’ve got family stuff that has to be my priority 

I don’t think Conte lasts the season at Chelsea 

Our stylists are your trusted partners 

Your trash folder is empty 

25% off everything 

Inside the Trump marriage 
 

President Trump's Lies, the Definitive List 

Chi-chi London exquisite elegance dress 

Tesla’s tiny house hits the road 

Justin Bieber tried to hook up with a girl 

Facebook’s spying on the competition 

Google, Amazon cash in 

Willie Nelson cuts show short 

Is Bryce Harper worth the money? 
 

A Psychologist Analyzes Donald Trump's Personality 

Can boxing flourish 

Federer pulls out from Cincinnati 

Trumps slams Merck CEO for resigning 

Remove old-man wrinkles and eye bags quickly and easily 

Businesses cash in on solar eclipse 

Study finds massive volcano range 

Thank you National Enquirer 

I used to wonder why my grandmother hid you under the bed 
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In addition to a previous appearance of his work in The Bond Street Review, Mitchell Waldman's fiction, poetry, and essays have 

appeared in numerous publications, including The MacGuffin, Fictive Dream, The Waterhouse Review, Crack the Spine, The 

Houston Literary Review, The Faircloth Review, Epiphany, Wilderness House Literary Magazine, The Battered Suitcase, and many 



other magazines and anthologies. He is also the author of the novel, A Face in the Moon, and the story collection, Petty Offenses 

and Crimes of the Heart, and serves as Fiction Editor for Blue Lake Review. A new story collection, Brothers, Fathers, and Other 

Strangers, is  due out from Adelaide Books later this year. (For more info, see his website at http://mitchwaldman.homestead.com). 
 

Pediatrician Kelley White has worked in inner-city Philadelphia and rural New Hampshire. Her poems have appeared in Exquisite 

Corpse, Rattle and JAMA. Her recent books are Toxic Environment (Boston Poet Press) and Two Birds in Flame (Beech River 

Books). She received a 2008 Pennsylvania Council on the Arts grant. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Books from Ink Publications 
 

Satan in Chicago 

by Eric Evans 
 

Juggling Fire, Blindfolded  

by Eric Evans 
 

The Anatomy of a Cratedigger  

by Eric Evans 
 

The Halo Effect   

by Eric Evans 
 

Punk Rock for Hip Statisticians  

by Eric Evans 
 

A Beat Too Long   

by Eric Evans 
 

Tristero Rapid Post   

by Eric Evans 
 

Hell or Cleveland   

by Eric Evans 
 

Godflesh   

by Eric Evans 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Broadsides from Ink Publications 
 

 (All broadsides are free to download from  

the Ink Publications website) 
 

Helicopter Full of Ghosts  

by Matthew Borczon 
 

How Not To Dress    

by Florine Melnyk 
 

The King of Water   

by Eric Evans 
 

Losing Duende    

by Alicia Hoffman 
 

Every Day of My Life    

by Michael Estabrook 
 

Geometry for Two    

by Lisa Feinstein 
 

Lisbon via Boston    

by Eric Evans 
 

Reap Eat    

by Carly Christiansen 
 

Good Fortune    

by Alicia Hoffman 
 

Crows    

by Eric Evans 

 

 

 
All titles are available through the Ink Publications website – 

www.inkpublications1.com 



 

 

 

 

 

The Winter 2022 issue  

of The Bond Street Review  

will be published in February, 2022.  

Submissions will be considered 

beginning on October 1, 2021.  For 

submission guidelines, please go to  

www.inkpublications1.com 
 

 

 


