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Marketplace 
                                                                                                                                          

Neither wind nor rain nor sleet                                                                                  

nor a series of well-timed bombs                                                                                 

will stop the ringing of cash                                                                                      

registers, the exchange of                                                                            

currency, the tracking of every                                                                                     

last cent.                                                                                                                                                                                                   

               No tidal wave, no                                                                                              

exploding planes, no planet                                                                        

swallowing a city whole can                                                                                        

ever compete with the sexiness                                                                               

of a spreadsheet or a perfectly                                                                                       

ascending chart. 

                             Not apocalyptical                                                                                      

fires or weeping skies, not                                                                               

plagues or anything even remotely                                                                    

Biblical will ever move us with                                                                                     

the urgency of our money lust                                                                         

because business, said the Once-ler                                                                                

                                said the banker                                                                                                          

                                says every MBA degree, 

is the business of business and                                                                                         

anything else is merely misfortune. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 1 ] 



The Enemies Of Her Hope 
  

My fingers circling her wrist, 

its bones alive with her pulse 

and I realize that, with the 

simplest of words, she need 

only ask for anything and I would 

make the earth shake, would douse 

the sun, would steal a lake to 

quench her thirst. 

                               For the slightest 

of breathy hints, I would exhume 

Chopin and charge him with her 

entertainment, would rebuild the 

Taj Mahal, press Vermeer into her 

gentle service. 

                         With the briefest 

of suggestions she need only merely 

want and I would lay claim to the 

atmosphere itself, branding every 

last star some variant of her name, 

the sour taste of denial as vanished 

as all of the enemies of her hope. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 2 ] 



Chagall’s Birthday 
 

I know that man in the painting, 

know exactly how he feels. 

It’s the way I feel whenever                                                                                                                                                      

her lips touch mine, 

the way every man should feel 

when he kisses his wife, so 

weightless and free, 

closed-eyed and serene, 

able to defy the laws of physics 

or any laws at all, for that matter. 
 

Yes, I know that man in the painting, 

know the electric of his nerves, 

the steady rise of his pulse and 

about the tinder that exists in 

the fraction between them, 

ignition imminent, 

I know so well how he’d float 

away with her through that window 

if only gravity would allow. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 3 ] 



Polaroid 
  

White frame boxing in solid black,                                                          

the result of a slipped finger while 

placing a Polaroid camera in a box. 
  

The (non) photo has taken up residence 

among the others at my desk, its 

nothingness often calling up the 
  

most attention.  Depending on my 

whim, I'll tell people that it's a solar 

eclipse or a crow's underwing, 
  

the inside of my eyelid or a close 

up of Richard Pryor's hand.  I'll 

say that the blackness is the detail 
  

of an old Laurie Anderson album, the 

pupil of my son's right eye or the  

center of my sense of humor.  And 
  

when the conditions are just so, when 

the censors are off and so am I, I'll 

tell them all it's the gathering edges 

of a darkening mood. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 4 ] 



Hostage Situation 
 

Live microphone 

and 

expectant eyes. 
 

Slightly dry mouth 

and 

a small case of nerves. 
 

You have to approach it, 

a friend once told me, 

like a hostage situation, 

like they have no choice 

since you’re the amplified one. 
 

So, here we sit, my roomful 

of hostages and me, staring 

each other down, waiting for 

the sound of the first words 

to drop. 
 

Let the negotiations begin. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
[ 5 ] 



Straight And To The Left 
 

Straight and to the left, 

again and again, looped, 

shocks me still, 

surprises me still that he 

survived his moment in 

Tiananmen Square, he that 

has no name, he that could 

be my best friend for all 

you know with half a case 

to prove it, he that did 

what we all like to think 

we’d do under the circumstances, 

he that cannot claim his own 

fame because it’s become  

public domain, like a hymn 

or a myth, he that continues 

to make me wince with 

his endless audacity to 

keep moving 

straight and to the left. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 6 ] 



Miss September, 1973 
 

Somewhere out there is  

Miss September, 1973. 

She might be in suburban Detroit 

right now, buying curtains for her 

sewing room or running a soup 

kitchen in a rough part of Brooklyn. 

She might be nursing the sick in 

Lebanon, running guns for the  

Taliban or performing emergency 

surgery in Berlin with a steak 

knife and salad tongs.  She could 

be a concert pianist in Vienna, 

a mercenary in the Congo or 

a vendor on the outskirts of Rome. 

She might be all of these things  

or none of them, but thirty-odd 

years ago she wandered out into 

a clearing with a photographer 

and framed herself for the camera, 

made it seem so ordinary to lean 

naked against a tree to inspect her 

breasts or trace the fringes of her 

womanly patch.  She is out there 

somewhere and if you ask her politely, 

she might just show you the scars 

from the centerfold staples that 

still dot her belly. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
[ 7 ] 



Untitled #161 
 

They found a dinosaur heart  

in South Dakota once, perfectly 

preserved, still held in the  

protective curves of its ribcage. 

I don’t know much about hearts 

outside of words like aorta 

and by-pass, chambers and  

ventricles.  I know that some 

men have plastic hearts, some 

have baboon hearts, and some 

rare men barely have hearts  

at all.  But I think that I 

know my own heart and hope 

that when they crack the sternum 

to unearth it, the black spots 

of hatred and weakness are 

small and few, hope the 

whoosh of air that escapes 

sounds not unlike her name, 

hope there is still an errant 

pulse or two to beat out in 

some odd jazz time, hope that 

when it’s weighed on that clinical 

scale, it’s measured by more than 

just ounces and pounds. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  

[ 8 ] 



The Nobel Prize In Mathematics 
 

So, the story goes that the 

mathematicians get no credit 

because of a woman and her 

calculating lover, the long 

division of a brilliant heart. 
 

The chemists and doctors, the 

physicists and writers all make 

the Swedish trip routinely.  But 

not the mathematician, left 

alone with his numbers and 

their reductive ways. 
 

Poet, playwright, chemist, inventor, 

pacifist with an explosive mind, 

Alfred Nobel and his millions, 

an element in his name and a  

field of imitation in his wake. 
 

And yet 

the story, if true, is proof 

once again that nothing 

not money 

not patents 

not even Italian property 

can make up for a lover lost, 

that not even genius is immune 

to the multiplicities of desire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 9 ] 



Mount Athos Witness 
 

It’s Christmas time and the 

rebel monks are rioting in Greece, 

crowbars and sledgehammers swinging 

freely, chaos at the monastery doors, 

seven monks injured, three banned 

and the Vatican can go to hell. 
 

It’s Christmas time and the 

rival monks are at it once more, 

Mount Athos witness to yet another 

battle, another orthodoxy gone too 

far, Mary’s secret garden trampled 

beneath ever so righteous feet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 10 ] 



Then Blue Silk 
  

Orange was the color of her dress, then blue silk 

as she fills her curves like a glass of milk, 

beaded on the outside, wet to the touch 

she makes me thirsty and ever so much 

I drink her in with enthusiastic eyes 

locking the door and measuring for size 
  

Orange was the color of her dress, then blue silk 

coiled on the floor as its flowers wilt 

steam on the window, a condensation night 

an angel on the mattress, she guides my flight 

limbs of elastic, her skin raised and fine 

I assume her shape and she, in turn, takes mine 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 11 ] 



The Anatomy Of A Cratedigger 
  

Four for a dollar, fifth one free 

siren call of a certain kind, 

the anatomy of a cratedigger, 

bins attacked like a lame zebra 

caught in a lion's pride, searching 

for things only heard of, things 

never believed to exist, a holy 

grail of the thirty-three and a 

thirds, on aching knees, brimming 

with hope (white-label, promo-only, 

out-of-print), sonic archaeologists, 

historians of the B-side, keepers 

of the artifact, sifting through 

the dust of a thousand attics, 

the grit of a thousand basements, 

all in service of the sacred groove, 

the precious, elusive, almighty groove. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 12 ] 



The Monument Men 
  

Salt mines, caves and castles, 

the offices of the Monument Men, 

tending war refugees of a 

quieter sort, not living yet 

full of life, the Mona Lisa 

sealed away in the back of 

an ambulance, only one of 

six trips as Hitler shopped by 

catalog in Krakow, Goering, 

as always, second in line, 

eyeing up The Lady With  

An Ermine. 
  

Three hundred and fifty 

Monument Men rescued 

Rembrandt from the underground 

and Vermeer from an Austrian 

hell populated with plunder, 

six thousand pieces and more 

destined to hang on a row 

of guilt-ridden hooks. 
  

Nineteen-thirty-nine and the 

walls of Paris stripped bare,  

the museums mapped out in 

the name of safety from above, 

a snaking caravan of culture 

ignorant of borders, translating 

into any tongue as it assumed 

its circular trail back home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

[ 13 ] 



Watching From Across The Room As  

An Eleven-Year-Old Reads Animal Farm 
  

I've introduced him, surreptitiously 

perhaps, to Napoleon and Snowball, 

the work-strong Boxer and the ever 

vain Mollie, keepers of the former 

Manor Farm. 

                        I tempted him with its 

brevity and its cover, horse and pig 

staring sideways in suspicion, one 

no more lord of Mr. Jones' land  

than the other. 

                           I led him easily  

enough to Orwell's not quite simple 

words, knowing full well what rests 

beneath, the long shadow cast by 

such a brief tale. 

                             And I consider it  

a kind of a coup to show him a 

world where the animals aren't such 

cartoons, aren't born of a plastic 

mold and would almost never consent 

to the indignity of a merchandise deal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 14 ] 



MacPherson Exhibit 
  

MacPherson exhibit in a converted house, 

a home remarkably like my grandparents' 

two houses ago before he died and she 

began to disappear. 

                                   This MacPherson 

painter seems to have had grandparents 

like my own, from the looks of things, 

maybe from the same village in the old 

country or maybe just coincidence. 

                                                             All 

the same, the memories come back, like 

the heady scent of unfinished house 

work and unsanded plaster, a remodeling 

job never quite finished, gritty proof 

of how fast it all goes. 

                                      This MacPherson 

paints several nudes and shares my wife's 

maiden name, two unrelated facts save 

for their place in my afternoon.  Leaving 

the gallery house, I lean to my wife to 

tell her that MacPherson paints a very 

fine breast, knowing that our house is 

empty for the night, knowing that my 

grandparents may have enjoyed similar 

breasts once in a similar house. 

 

 

 

  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 15 ] 



The Puzzle Women 
  

For four hundred years 

the puzzle women will spend 

their days in the offices of 

what was once Stasiland, piecing 

together the papered lives 

of the captives, tracing back 

out who did what to whom 

and when and how and why. 
  

For four hundred years 

the puzzle women will reassemble 

the days a line at a time, 

a hundred and twelve miles 

high, rescued from a phalanx 

of burned out shredders 

smuggled in from the West 

as the Wall began to fall. 
  

For four hundred years 

the puzzle women will cross 

reference the stories of a private 

mapmaker and the death strip, 

of a man bleeding with the  

bandages just out of reach, 

of lovers telling on lovers, 

of children on parents, of 

mothers on sons, one spy 

for every six East Germans. 
 

In four hundred years 

the puzzle women will still 

be puzzling, the daughters of 

daughters of daughters will 

have unions and pensions  

and benefits, a career built on  

the tiniest of details and the  

exhumation of the mundane. 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 16 ] 



The Deal With The Goats 
  

"I'm tired", I shouted 

in a dream, "of the 

roadies telling me 

that there are no 

goats in there." 
  

I woke up confused and 

concerned, wondering 

where there was, why 

I needed roadies and 

what exactly the deal 

was with the goats. 

 

 

Like Parade Balloons 
  

Our bodies collide more seldom 

now but better approaching best, 

quantity versus quality, 

a dozen sprightly jaunts stacked 

against a long scenic stroll, 

luxuriating in the leisurely  

rate of Sunday night exhales. 
  

Our bodies collide more seldom 

now but do it synaptically so, 

impulses floating freely about 

the room, congregating on the 

ceiling like parade balloons 

waiting for the pop of membrane 

thin skin, an invitation to come 

and join the festivities. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 17 ] 



All Is Not Joy 
  

All is not joy said Patti Smith 

some night somewhere but sometimes 

it is, sometimes it's all about 

a boy placing his oversized feet 

in your diminishing prints, about 

a kiss that lasts not a second 

too long, a song that sounds  

like your confession, a sentence 

that reads like your DNA, a moment 

lined with the smooth contours  

of grace, the swell of imminent 

arrival.  All is not joy, of course, 

but when it is, it’s all there is, 

encompassing like the shock of 

an exquisite ache, leaving you 

breathless and speechless and 

searching for more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 18 ] 



The Second Season 
  

"You said you didn't give a fuck about hockey 

and I never saw someone say that before ..." 

                         - the Tragically Hip, "Fireworks" 
  

I'll never understand how a double 

overtime breakaway hitting the crossbar 

doesn't make her heart skip at least 

a little bit. 
  

And I'll never comprehend her absence 

of memories of Sunday afternoons 

in the coveted parking lot, walled 

in on three sides, nets held together 

by duct tape and string, spare gloves 

and sticks in a pile to the side. 
  

And I'll never stop trying to explain that 

the season may start in September 

but it doesn't really begin until 

April, playoff beards, open ice 

checks, the expectant knot of 

a seventh game. 
  

No, I'll never quite grasp these quirks 

of hers, harmless as they may  

seem, carrying as I do, a little  

bit of hope that she's only one  

face-off, one power play, one 

odd-man rush away from conversion.                                                              

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 19 ] 



Night Watchman 
  

I am always, without fail,  

the last one down for the 

night, testing windows and 

checking locks, a watchman 

on his final rounds, serious 

about his charge as the he 

and she in my house sleep 

their slumberous sleeps, 

eyes and limbs accounted  

for, baggage packed away  

if only for the day, surveying 

the perimeter and noting 

that we've all made it  

through yet again, mostly 

unscathed and that much 

stronger for the fight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 20 ] 



Untitled #167 
  

The Nazis are coming and so are 

the bluesmen, each marching to 

an esoteric beat, 

                            trailed by the 

mystery of detectives and priests, 

the sophistry of beggars and 

thieves 

             clothed in the vestments 

of redemption and doubt as a single 

woman and advancing men spar a 

wordy display, 

                           archenemies tumble 

a supposed death, dancing girls 

shimmering in the time in between,  

nuns in the garden, proposals 

                                                     on the 

table and a second set of books 

while the assistant, as always, 

sits and waits for the inevitable 

news. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 21 ] 



"Suddenly, The Bees Are Simply Vanishing" 
       - L.A. Times headline, 6/10/07 
                                                                                                                                                                  

The bees, the bees – where are the bees? 

Dead by the thousands, it seems, 

organs swollen and blackened, 

intestines scarred with the marks 

of infection, the honeyless sting 

of an apiarist nightmare.                                                                                                                          
 

Now who will deliver the nectaric 

wonderstuff?  Who'll pollinate 

the nuts and cherries, the berries 

and pears?  Who'll take the blame 

for the less-than-round apples? 

And console the unfulfilled white 

buds left hanging on the branch, 

lonely for a buzzing suitor? 
                                                                                                                          

And what of the beetles and moths? 

They must know something but no 

one is talking, so toxic are the 

empty hives, like a beautiful woman 

with a troubling sore, the story, 

as always, in the instincts. 
                                                                                                                          

This is no ordinary die-off, no 

long-shot conspiracy, no passing 

reference in some ancient almanac. 

It's a bee, or a thousand bees, 

splayed beneath a microscopic lens, 

the infinitesimal answer jerking  

us yet again around a hairpin 

turn and back onto ourselves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 22 ] 



Magritte’s Lovers 
 

They kiss a kiss only lovers can, 

their mouths darkened by shadow, 

his knowledge of her clockwise 

swirl, her proclivity to trace 

his lips.  But, limited as we are,  

we only assume they kiss between 

those covers.  They may be trading 

secrets or carrying on an ancient 

fight, telling tales or passing 

a key to unshackle limbs from 

an unseen chair.  They are lovers, 

or so we’re led to believe – we 

don’t know what they do, only what 

we think we’d do in their place. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 23 ] 



Untitled #168 
  

A goldfish has a three-second memory, 

at least that's what I read somewhere. 

And, really, maybe it's not always such 

a bad thing, this constant turnover. 

Sure, he may never remember his 

wife's birthday or the combination 

to the wall safe; he might forget  

his heart pills or to pick up dinner 

on the way home from work, low 

points on the arc of criminality. 
  

Then again, he'll never, never know 

about the awful screech of a breaking 

car or the suddenness of a pulmonary 

embolism.He'll never catalog the 

words nigger or kike or faggot, 

won't hear a politician lie and then 

lie about the lie.  And he won't, 

thankfully, ever hear the telephone 

ring at three in the morning and 

know that absolutely nothing good 

can possibly come of it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 24 ] 



Untitled #169 
  

Like ghostly apparitions 

on an underpass wall, standing 

guard over the empty cars,  

animated by fumes and fed by  

debris, we see the stutter steps 

and shuffle them ourselves from  

time to time, deep measured  

breaths and an inventory mind,  

re-stacking the blocks of time  

in the hopes of making better sense,  

a bigger deal, a more grand display. 
  

Like ghostly apparitions 

on a chalkboard wall, particles 

of color and dust, we hang and 

linger and settle, resting beneath 

the fingerprints of the day's sleight 

hand, landing on the forked-tip 

of a still-gossiping tongue, alarmed 

and pleased in alternate measures, 

discarding the lies and half-truths, 

holding fast to the one word that 

will undo all the rest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 25 ] 



(Re)selling Tickets For The Dali Lama's Speech 
  

"Tickets ... who needs tickets? 

 Got front-row seats to salvation 

 or whatever you all call it. 
  

 It's sold-out in there – you're 

 not getting in without one of  

 these – go ahead, try your luck. 
  

 Hey, you in the orange robe –  

 yeah, you – need tickets to see 

 the man?  No?  You sure? 
  

 All right ... 
  

 What about you, college boy? 

 C'mon you might be able to 

 impress your lady friend there. 
  

 Shit, don't give me your lousy 

 fucking attitude – a man's gotta 

 earn a buck, right? 
  

 Ah, the hell with it ... 

 Tickets ... who needs tickets? 

 Got front-row seats ... " 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 26 ] 



Untitled 
  

So I've heard  

                  that Andre Gorz 

as of last month 

                   is no more. 

By all accounts 

                   he was last seen 

at the side of 

                   his sweet Doreen. 

Beautiful and 

                   gracious, he said 

departure from 

                   the marriage bed. 

Stack of letters, 

                    needlepoint pact 

fingertips laced, 

                    the final act. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 27 ] 



Emergency Room 
  

I'm too young to be a widower, 

I thought, and she's too young 

to make me one as we lay in the 

Sunday morning pre-dawn, blood 

where blood should not be, 

her pale cheek cool against my 

coarse chest hair, no words 

sufficient for the gathering 

force of the thoughts we think, 

morbid as they seem, natural 

as they are, while we wait for 

the stirring of the boy and his 

grandmother's arrival, quiet streets  

and a near-empty hospital  

room, questions asked, hands  

clasped in hope and fear, a sound  

akin to a doubter's prayer as  

needles are drawn and hypotheses 

advanced, a book about the city 

of Prague clutched to my chest 

should we need to escape, her 

eyes locked to mine as the 

moments come to pass and morning 

transforms itself into afternoon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 28 ] 



I.N.L.A. 

(Iraqi National Library & Archive) 
 

Overdue fines, I’d guess, are no 

big concern for librarians in Baghdad. 

Nor are unruly patrons or pages torn 

from misfiled books, not food in 

the study rooms or a transfer left 

on the hold shelf a little too long. 

A staff of four hundred and fifty 

and not a week without a death 

threat, ninety visitors on a good 

day, none on a bad one, the building 

a magnet for mortar shells, punishment 

for the crime of information. 
 

Mutanabi Street destroyed, the book 

market bombed, the sky a tumble of 

paper and grief, The Complete Works 

of Saddam Hussein stacked in the 

corner, waiting for the translation 

of a tongue perhaps more forgiving 

than ours and the librarians continue 

to report for duty, counting each 

morning as its own version of success. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 29 ] 



Untitled #171 
  

It's a manger like any other –  

the guiding star, the livestock 

and the straw, wisemen and  

their gifts, the virgin mother 

and her trusting husband, the 

babe with the glow and the 

trouble ahead, all present and  

accounted for, all unpacked 

for the month-long stay. 
  

But next to the infant is a 

stranger, new as of last year, 

the sumo wrestler, clad only 

in his mawashi, all thirty feet 

of it wrapped around and then 

wrapped again as the others 

look on with confusion, as if 

he were some long lost uncle, 

estranged and denied, a secret 

kept by the family elders, the 

product, perhaps, of a youthful 

tryst, his body rigid and still, 

surrendering to the cold until 

someone can find a blanket large 

enough for his oversized shoulders. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

[ 30 ] 



A Birthday Wish 
  

I hope the card arrived on time. 

And that you have a good birthday. 

No, make that a great birthday. 

A birthday so great that 

it verges on treason. 

A birthday so amazing that it causes 

an international incident and 

you have to flee the country 

just for the safety of your family. 

And when they come to question me about it 

(and they will because we have such 

a checkered past) 

I'll tell them nothing, absolutely nothing. 

They can torture me but I still won't talk. 

I'll spit in the face of the interrogator. 

I want you to have birthday so mind-blowing 

that it becomes instantly legendary and 

a thousand myths spring up around it, 

all somehow involving vodka, water polo 

and Dwight D. Eisenhower 

– in no particular order. 

Really, I just want your birthday to be 

that goddamn good. 
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a few anthologies. He has published six full collections and 
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REVIEWS FOR PREVIOUS BOOKS BY ERIC EVANS 
 

 

The Halo Effect 
 

“A collection of five poems cascading… 

in streams of rhyming couplets… 

great poetry slam material …” 

– Zine World 
 

Punk Rock For Hip Statisticians 
 

“...poems dealing with punk rock,  

sex and various musings running the  

emotional gamut from the contemplative  

to the angry…short prose  

masquerading as poetry…" 

 – Zine World 
 

“Evans has impressed me in the 

past...[and]...this collection does not 

disappoint. Punk Rock For Hip Statisticians 

[is] a passionate, heavy collection of  

work, well worth your money." 

– Blind Man's Rainbow 
 

A Beat Too Long 
 

“There are definite moments of vivid 

imagery...his figurative language is 

strong…if you even vaguely enjoy  

Eric's work, then check this out.” 

– Blind Man's Rainbow 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tristero Rapid Post 
 

“Erotic, romantic, punk rock, raucous  

and dangerous. These are poems  

drawn rather than written.” 

– The Quarterly Pearl 
 

“…wry poetry rich in metaphor and 

description…the poems are beautifully 

wrought and touchingly serene… 

this chapbook is terrific…" 

– Lucid Moon 
 

Hell Or Cleveland 
 

“…Evans] celebrates the beauties of  

our mortal existence…[with] scarcely  

a dollop of dishonesty." 

– Mandrake Poetry Review 
 

Godflesh 
 

“[Evans] writes poems of quiet resignation 

and pensive thoughtfulness...a combination 

of strong imagery and smoldering anger." 

– Factsheet Five 


