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From the editor

January 1* has never meant all that much to me - or at least not the symbolism of
January 1= - the notion of the year rolling over, of new starts and cleans slates, of
beginning again. | think part of that comes from the fact | feel much more that
way when September 1°* comes around - it’s the start of a new school year, the
beginning of a new theatre season (and, let’s not forget, a new hockey season ...)
and the month in which | was born. January, by comparison, usually just feels like
a continuation of what began a few months earlier.

And yet, everything is different this time -:2012 threw me for all sorts of loops,
some not-so-good, some very: good and one; in particular, better than anything
I-had any right to imagine. S0, yes, | was 50 very happy to:take the shrink-wrap
off of 2013 and deeply inhale its new-year smell: ~And it smells very, very good
right now ...

All of this is leading up to me inviting you to take a few minutes to enjoy the new
work contained in the newest issue of The Bond Street Review, to spend a little
time with the first issue of 2013, as you connect with writers new to the Ink
Publications universe (tiny as it may be) and reconnect with past contributors
back for another chance to wow you with their work. So, without further delay,
let the wowing begin ... (and, once you’ve been suitably wowed, hit the forward
key and send this along to a friend or two.)

Until next time,

o fan

Eric Evans,
Editor:

Cover photo: Eric Evans




























Interior (My Dining Room)
(Kandinsky, 1909)
by Peter Greico

Colors are mischievous souls—fickle,
promiscuous, Aready at any moment

to mingle. K was rather like that himself,

a chameleon of Europe in an age

when Europe was still like that itself—

fluid borders that railways made porous

& steamships made escapable

for economic migrants at one end

for artist soul searchers at the other,
whether sons of Sicilian peasants

or heirs of Russian tea merchants.

K & Miinter each had private incomes,
modest ones, but together it was enough
to add a home & garden in Murnau,

to the rented townhouse in Munich.
Miinter did her own Interior the same year,
depicting rooms of the Murnau house.

You can see him in bed at the back,

sitting up with a book. The window. is dark
but warm light glows from within.

The artist has brushed in a jolly runner
angled along the bright floor planking,
leading our eyes to the cool blue

of their bedroom. The two spoke of painting
as innerlich—suffused with inward life.
When his more abstract experiments—

his paintings without objects”—

were misunderstood, he reasoned
that-most viewers hadn’t-learned to see past
conventional recognition. It's not

that:I’m unconvinced. Say, rather

that I’'m still struggling . .. for how.

best to convey the encounters-I-have with these
imposing monuments; such as you find













Dylan’s savior, not yours
(After a visit to the alternative community, Christiana, Copenhagen)
by Julie MacLean

boner abuse...what the fuck...what would you...
....make of this...glad you're not here...handmade earrings...
affection....climbing roses....shops closed... piss smells...stairwells...
you'd hate it...blind eyes...aprons...grand hall...

Harry Potter's iron stove...dogs on heat...in fight...the times...paper tree...

white moons....you prefer blue...are changing... squats...
hippies in love... guided tours...opium wars...
that would be the straw...Pusher Street...blocks of what!...no guns,
blow waves, Country Road...Nina's bike... ‘wear a bra’...
curious us...graffiti walls...eco fuzzy...bad art....

man-kissed vomit...red hair cropped...tea in river...
homesick blues...knock down prices... get out of here...
toxic plume...in the wind...throw them out... infiltrate...
skinheads ...pit bulls...khaki pants...bandanas...Nazis...
bath house...lakeside... vice squad...buy a joint....bite a dog...

eat baby...lay lady...ditch car... butch ladies hand in hand...
another line to draw...go in peaceman...shitlove
die... | bought a bike...pre-loved rubber...120 kroner...
Nescafe tin scraps...Made in Africa...have | lived...
have | loved...glad you’re not here...













What Do Smart People Think About
by Matt Morris

when they lift dry eyes above
foggy bifocals, resting low
upon noble noses, & note
before thumbing another page of
The Great Encyclopedia of
Universal Knowledge, the flower-sepal,
stamen, pistil, et al., diagramed
& labeled-swaying outside, out
of context? Are artists, given
the same perspective, drawn
to gouaches a la Dufy, a quasi
erotic O’Keefe pastel, or The Tomb
of the Wrestlers by Magritte? Or porn
stars-do they loll naked under
a sunlamp, spreading lush lobelia
lips for the camera, wet petals
shimmering in the scintillating syn-
thetic breeze? O the whinny
of the packhorse unloaded
of its burden, the old saw
goes, but what about
my sorry ass? 3 a.m. & |
stare at the Rorschach rain-
stained ceiling, the flower in its
dark blue vase fragrantly fore-
shadowing love, death, whatever.
if asked, would the flower respond?
Why, one offers, speaking
on behalf of the bouquet, we’re
merely jonquils.










Don’t stand so close to me
by Lisa Sofranko

This will be ours forever. Our mouths shut, our hands intertwined, the sweat
dripping gloriously from the backs of our necks. My mother will be in a throne of
pine needles that don't itch. Your mother will be lying on a cloud with dirty feet.
This is how it feels to have a little destruction with your passion. The yelling, the
crying, the animal, the rawness. When beds are just too plain, and you take me on
the floor, the barbed wire, the brick, it only gets better. No one wake me up, I'm
really enjoying this. Don't say goodbye, when you're gone, my courage goes too,
my jaw unclenches, my hair falls straight, my loose limbs go stiff. Your stiff limb
goes loose. We could've been like Hollywood movie stars, with tanned skin and
high shoes. We could've been two junkies; finding crutches only in-each other. We
could've been two old, wrinkly beings smoking from pipes and reading the paper,
but here, we are one. We could've been one.







Contributors

Chad-Barber-is-a-writer-from-Buffalo,-New York:

Alan_Britt read poems at the World Trade Center/Tribute WTC Visitor Center in
Manhattan/NYC; April-2012; at the We Are You Project (WeAreYouProject.Org) Wilmer:
Jennings Gallery, East Village/NYC, April 2012. His recent books are Alone with the
Terrible Universe (2011), Greatest Hits (2010), Hurricane (2010), Vegetable Love
(2009), Vermilion (2006), Infinite Days (2003). Britt’s work also appears in the new
anthologies, The Robin Hood Book: Poets in Support of the Robin Hood Tax, by
Caparison, United Kingdom, 2012, American Poets Against the War, Metropolitan Arts
Press, Chicago/Athens/Dublin, 2009 and Vapor transatiantico (Transatlantic Steamer), a
bi-lingual anthology of Latin American and North American poets, Hofstra University
Press/Fondo de Cultura Economica de:Mexico/Universidad: Nacional Mayor: de San:Marcos
de Peru,-2008.

Michael H. Brownstein ‘has been widely published throughout the small and literary
presses. His work has appeared in:The Café Review, American Letters and Commentary,
Skidrow Penthouse, Xavier Review, Hotel Amerika, Free Lunch, Meridian Anthology of
Contemporary  Poetry,  The Pacific Review, ‘Poetrysuperhighway.com:-and:others. In
addition, he has nine poetry chapbooks including The Shooting Gallery (Samidat Press,
1987), Poems from the Body Bag (Ommation Press, 1988), A Period of Trees (Snark Press,
2004), What Stone: Is (Fractal Edge Press, 2005), and | Was a Teacher Once (Ten Page
Press, 2011). He is the editor of First Poems from Viet Nam (2011).

Michael Estabrook is a baby boomer who began getting his poetry published in the late
1980s. Over the years he has published 15 poetry chapbooks, his most recent entitled
“When: the Muse Speaks.” His interests:include:-history, art; music, theatre,-opera, and his
wife who just happens to be the most beautiful woman he has ever known.

Peter J. Greico is a Ph.D graduate of SUNY Buffalo where he wrote his dissertation on
working-class poetry. A former school bus driver, he has taught at universities in Ankara,
Turkey; Seoul; South Korea; and Buffalo, NY; his native city where he: studies French and
is finishing his degree in Mathematics Education. Publications include At the Musarium, a
chapbook of semi-procedural verse based on word frequency lists.

Hanoch Guy spent his childhood among cacti and citrus groves. He is a bilingual poet in
Hebrew and English; He teaches Hebrew: and Jewish literature at Temple university. He
has published poems: in: International Journal of ‘Genocide Studies, The Bond Street
Review, Visions: International Voices of Israel and several times in Poetica where he won
an-award:.-He has-also-won-awards-in-the -Mad Poets Society and:Poetry Matters. He is-the
author —-of: . The  Road:  to Timbuktu/Travel Poems. His  new. . book: Terra
Treblinka;Holocaust Poems was published in September 2012,




A.J. Huffman is a poet and freelance writer in Daytona Beach, Florida. She has
previously published six collections of poetry all available on-Amazon.com. She has also
published her work in numerous national and international literary journals.
Most recently, she has accepted the position as editor for four online poetry journals for
Kind of a Hurricane Press (www.kindofahurricanepress.com). Find more about A.J.
Huffman including additional information and links to her work at
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100000191382454.

Julie MacLean, from Bristol, UK is based on the Surf Coast, Australia. In 2012 shortlisted
for Press Press and: The Crashaw Prizes (Salt Publishing,,UK.) Poetry and short fiction
appear in current or recent issues of Mslexia, Orbis, Southerly, Cordite, Sylvia is Missing
( Flarestack Poets anthology). Forthcoming in Agenda and Shearsman (UK) Overland
(Aus) . Featured in. The Best —Australian Poetry. and other journals. : Blog -at
juliemacleanwriter.com

Matt_Morris’ first book, Nearing Narcoma, won the 2003 Main Street Rag Poetry Book
Award (selected by Joy Harjo). Pudding House has published his two chapbooks, Here’s
How (2007) & Greatest Hits (2010). His poetry, recipient of five Pushcart nominations,
has appeared in various magazines & anthologies.

Lisa Sofranko is currently a grad student at Monmouth University. She has been published
in some literary journals, and literary magazines. Her main area of interest in writing is
memoir, although she also dabbles in poetry. While teaching at Bayonne High School; Lisa
intends to become a writer as a career in the future.

M.M. Wittle is a professor of writing with an MFA from Rosemont College in Creative
Writing. The play, “Family Guidance” had a reading at the Walnut Street Theatre in
Philadelphia, PA and was selected for honorable mentioned at the 5" Annual Philadelphia
Theatre Workshop’s Playwriting Competition. “The Education of Allie Rose” was a finalist
in the Philadelphia Ethical Society Playwriting competition and was shortlisted in the
Windsor Fringe Kenneth Branagh Award for New Drama in England. MM’s work has
appeared in Nailpolish Stories, Transient, The Bond Street Review, Free Flash Fiction,
The Fox Chase Review, The Lit Garden, Philly Flash Inferno, and The Four Quarters.
For the past seven: years, ‘MM ‘has been a - fiction “board: member  of ‘the local
non-profit literary magazine, Philadelphia Stories and is now the director of PS
Books--Follow: MM Wittle-~on - Facebook at - http://www.facebook.com/MMWittle.
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The Summer 2013
issue of
The Bond Street Review
will be published on
August 1st. Submissions
will be considered
beginning on March 1st.

For submission
guidelines, go to
http://www.inkpublicatio
ns.com/bondstreetreview
/The-Bond-Street-Review-
submission-guidelines.pdf




