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I feel I should say something... 25 years ... “It's been a long journey” 

seem so banal... While a journey, yes, but hardly long... Month by 

month... issue by issue... and 25 years is hardly long... age creeps up 

on you... suddenly... you don't wait for it... there is no time to wait for 

it... 25 years... Should I recount the BBS years... Inez Harrison's 

generosity in making me a moderator of her poetry conferences... 

Paul Lauda phoning me one evening and telling me he wanted to 

create a BBS network for Ygdrasil called Centipede... I told him at the 

time, only if he was in it for the long haul... He didn't understand... I 

guess I already knew... Ygdrasil was not a casual endeavor... it was 

for real... solid as a rock... Then Igal Koshevoy who put us on the 

Internet in 1994... two years before the "Net" went public... or Pedro 

Sena, who helped me rebuild the Internet pages in 1996 when I finally 

got access and Igal inexplicably vanished... Nothing is created in a 

vacuum… I was not retired then and all my nights and weekends were 

taken up with the magazine and distribution... 2 hours of sleep and I 

went back to work... not sure how I did it... but I was younger then... 

more energy I guess... not sure if I could call it an obsession... more 

like stubbornness... day by day... month by month... year by year... so 

here I am... 25 years later... profound thought... sorry to disappoint... if 

age brings wisdom... i guess it's the kind that falls out with wisdom 

teeth... haven't seen it and doubt I ever will… I would say wisdom is 

like karma... knowing your circumstance and taking responsibility for 

it... you don't screw up on purpose... but you do screw up... and 

screwing up is part of the process... I doubt if we learn much without 

the missteps and blind alleys... Ygdrasil has never been perfect... but 

it has been consistent... I was always tied to the mast, so to say, 

exploring new avenues... that is part of the process... Ygdrasil chose a 

path of exploration... young writers, old writers... all equal... only the 



work mattered... one of the reasons we chose not to publish short 

bios... concentrate on the work... always... 

 

The seed of Ygdrasil was Claton Eshleman's late 60's early 70's 

Caterpillar... I could not have had a better mentor... and when Clayton 

published in Ygdrasil in 2005 we came full circle... one cannot ask for 

more...  

 

Then and now ... does it really have any meaning at all? I don't know.  

I guess history decides ... we just do what we have to do ... or so it 

seems ... this issue contain writers who have had a special 

relationship with Ygdrasil ... there are many more who should be here 

... many were contacted ... many were lost through the sands of time 

... email addresses lost ... people move .., situations change ... and 

through all of it ... we are still here ... there is a certain pride in that, I 

guess ... In 2000 the Library and Archives Canada began archiving 

Ygdrasil for its electronic collection ... every issue is preserved ... we 

are lucky in that ... and very grateful and honoured ... for it is indeed a 

great honour... Ygdrasil was the first literary journal on the Internet ... 

it won't be the last ... I want to thank everyone who contributed to its 

evolution ... writers and readers all over the world... a long journey, no 

... a good journey ... absolutely ...    

 

Klaus J. Gerken 

Founder/Editor 

 

 



 
Jeffrey Lipsky -  Avastar  



Heather Ferguson 

 
Avastar  
 

*Have a star, Astarte. Gather asters.  

Asters scatter clouds of stars like ashes.  

Stars seek an asterisk. They crave an avatar.  

Astarte holds a star of David. Where are my favoured ones? Where is Astraea?  

Astraea harvests astral light. She places asters on a grave and merges with her earthly avatar.*  
 

•  
 

 Have a star, Astarte. Gather asters.  
 

When you chose your moment, a star watched over your birth. You severed your bonds and 
cast heaven aside. Your shackles of hate sparked and shattered. You rode the perfect storm 
with joy. You spun in a coracle atop towering waves, tobogganed into the gaping abyss like a 
child.  
 

At first you praised the anarchists, then hid your face in shame. To reach the truth, you trod a 
twisted path. You lobbed sonnets at soldiers and fired haiku at refugees. Families woke in terror 
to the governance of roses, to fragrant pyrotechnics. Auroras dripped from their fingers. They 
scrawled eulogies and bills of rights across the night. You signed their manifesto and declined 
safe haven.  
 

In your waning years, hounds and hares warmed your feet amid the asters. Foxes sniffed your 
slumbering eyelids and slipped into your dreams. A thin column of unborn souls descended the 
mossy path between your thighs. You read them fairy tales. They entered into their destiny as a 
birthright.  
 

Asters scatter clouds of stars like ashes. 

In the badlands of Laniakea, a mongrel chases tumbleweed. He swerves from star to star, 
seeking a pulse, hunting the double echo that heralds birth. Wisps of gas veil the pinball game: 
flashes and beeps, erratic erotica, bottomless sinkholes that swallow time. Somewhere a marble 
lands in a cup and a seed case explodes. A sand dervish dances for love. A bush lifts free from 
its roots. A dizzying carnival of creatures careens across the void.  
 



Stars seek an asterisk. They crave an avatar.  
 

Summer gardens ensnare me. They trap my soul in brilliant webs and multiply my prayers with 
beads of light. Love incessantly spirals outward. Grapes hang heavy. Tomatoes blush with faint 
blooms of scarlet.  
 

When frost whitens the garden, I seek the shelter of waterfalls. I melt into mist and cedar-
scented spray. A doe stands guard amid the pines and sumac. Coyotes yip down in the valley.  
 

Howling line squalls, that's where I see my face most clearly. Or in the gunmetal grey of lakes at 
freeze-up. Brittle ice anchors my meditation. Crystals carve crow’s-feet at my eyes.   
 

Spring at last! A vernal pond absorbs my thoughts, strand by strand. Bubbles rise from the 
ooze. Cramped limbs stretch and relax. A catbird calls. The Ouroboros eats its tail.  
 
 

Astarte holds a star of David. Where are my favoured ones? Where is Astraea? 
 

Who dares to disturb the dust in attics? The lid of a trunk creaks open. So many yellowing 
papers! … manuscripts, love letters, musical scores … a schoolgirl’s diary, scrolls tied with 
ribbon. Someone made a needlepoint with women’s hair, gathered from three generations. I 
touch blonde, auburn and silver. I peer at daguerrotypes and sift through a pile of fading photos. 
A couple dances the charleston. I imagine the low-cut top and swinging beads, knowing 
laughter, and a flame behind cupped hands.  
 

Waybills and tickets. The dark face of the moon is smitten with comets. Who booked those 
flights to Mars and Venus? I marvel at a gramophone, its ear cocked to the sky. Stars wheel 
overhead. A photographic plate records concentric arcs.  Even the blackest heart releases light 
at last. A needle jitters in a vinyl groove. A ballerina pirouettes in a music box as the tune winds 
down.  
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



Astraea harvests astral light. She places asters on a grave and merges with her earthly 
avatar.  
 

Astraea scoops up galaxies with a sieve from a goodwill store. She is looking for catherine 
wheels, for wind spinners, for wheel spiders and lizards rolling hard on the run. A cat curls up 
with an armadillo and fur cuddles with armour. She laces up a talking drum with harp strings and 
silver hair. *Where are those musical worlds? Did I see them in a former life?*  
 

She visits a churchyard. Asters bloom amid stone angels, and maples release bursts of crimson 
and gold. Astraea bows silently to a gravestone. She turns, walks away, and vanishes into the 
faceless city streets. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Mois Benarroch  

 

Gather ye Friends 

 

 

Gather ye friends 

And sit by my side 

The road was long and we lost 

Like the ancient prophets of Israel 

Although ours is the kingdom of success 

And heroes we are without knowing it. 

Now I just want to sit down with the immigrants 

who sailed in search of glory and were left with less 

Of what little they had  

And with the homeless looking for something to sell 

I want to sit with them but they look at me in a weird way 

And they do not want to save themselves, they have accepted defeat 

As a shield that saves the skin from decomposition 

Gather ye friends 

I know you have betrayed me 

And that you will betray me on the first slope 

Let's drink a final toast, before 

The night is over and dawn comes. 

 

 



Compañeros 

Venid, sentaos a mi lado 

El camino fue largo y perdimos 

Como los antiguos profetas de Israel 

Aunque nuestro es el reino del triunfo 

Y héroes somos sin saberlo 

Ahora solo quiero sentarme con los inmigrantes 

Que salieron en busca de gloria y se quedaron con menos 

De lo poco que les quedaba 

Y con los cirujas que buscan algo para comercializar 

Me quiero sentar con ellos pero ellos me ven de una forma rara 

Y ni quieren salvarse de sí mismos, han aceptado la derrota 

Como un escudo más que salva la piel de la descomposición 

Venid compañeros 

Ya sé que me habéis traicionado 

Y que me traicionareis en la primera cuesta 

Ahora bebamos un brindis final, antes de que  

La noche se acabe y amanezca. 

 

  



 חבריםבואו 

 ושבו לידי

 והפסדנו ארוכה הייתה הדרך

 הקדומים ישראל נביאי כמו

 ניצחון מלכות היא שלנו למרות

 עתנויאנחנו ללא יד וגיבורים

 המהגרים עם לשבת רוצה רק אני עכשיו

 פחות עם ונשארו תהילה לחפש שיצאו

 להם שהיה המעט מן

 למכור משהו המחפשים חסרי הבית ועם

 מוזרה בצורה אותי רואים הם אבל איתם לשבת רוצה אני

 התבוסה את קיבלו הם, עצמם את להציל רוצים לא והם

 הגסיסה מפני עור-כמגן

 חברים בואו

 בי שבגדתם יודע אני

 בעליה הראשונה בי ושתבגדו

 בטרם, להשיק לחיים אחרון בואו עכשיו

 .והשחר יפציע ייגמר הלילה

  



Nessa O’Mahoney 
 
 
The lost words 
 
after Robert MacFarlane and Jackie Morris  
(and Martin Niemoller) 
 
First, they came for the words. 
Thieves in the night, they left 
the clichés untouched, pilfered 
the ones preferred by the elite,  
outmoded, not digital enough  
for the natives. 
Then they came for the thoughts 
and a morning quayside walk 
became populated with sounds 
of creatures we no longer  
had no names for: 
the throaty curling cough, 
a whistled peep-peep stopped 
by the sudden splash 
of some serpentine, slippery 
shape in peripheral vision. 
The hedgerows were chopped, 
one ragged branch looked 
much like an other  
under the jagged saw. 
Last they came for memories: 
I forgot to speak out,  stared 
fixed on a rib bone, giant, mossed, 
the last stand of some behometh 
whose home this once was before  
somebody culled the word. 
  
 

 

 

 



Michael R. Collings 
  

 

 

After Thirty Years of Teaching 

 

Then, at ten, (younger and smaller than all 

The others) I sat quietly at my  

Wooden desk, already shy, watching fall 

Transform into snow as a darkened sky 

Lowered, and classroom lights in room and hall 

Glowed, making her room a still, shadowed sigh 

Except where violets consumed the pall, 

Breathed purple gleams for students to dream by. 

                                                 

Then, all I wanted was to be like her:  

To teach--no matter what, no matter who-- 

And fill my student’s minds with flowering 

Violets, to shatter winter’s hold, spur 

Thought to leafy thought, until something new 

Burst forth, immaculate and towering.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Thoughts on First Corresponding with a Fellow Poet 

 

Sometimes a mind will touch a mind 

with words confined 

to black and white, 

and flames ignite 

that grow beyond their natal spark 

to reach a mark 

beyond all thought, 

soul-closeness sought 

unknowingly, when poets’ words 

like winging birds 

soar, meet, entwine, 

to one combine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Carillon 

 

Shell-coiled hands, delicate as feather-breath, 

Flick dark, polished wood to move the clapper-- 

Fragile leaden sphere--a fraction-inch 

To kiss curved weathered brass and--lightly--sing; 

 

Steady-hands, tautly poised, swivel on wrists, 

Strike solidly, crisply--twist--and arcing 

Tones wing from the tower, feather-flight-high 

Above brick and stone and wood and grass;  

 

Hammer-hands, deftly powerful, pound 

The lowest octave, pull the ten-inch weight-- 

Straining against gravity--two inches; 

Lead rebounds from bronze in rumbling might-- 

 

And all--fragile, solid, massive--blend 

In one percussive, raw, ethereal chord. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



NELLIE, OUTSIDE THE HOUSE, JEROME ID, 1935 

 

I live close now, not two hours distant 

From their Depression farm. Finally at home 

After sixty years, to a persistent  

Sense that draws me just outside Jerome, 

 

Where Grandpa built a house of cast-off boards 

With newsprint on the walls, and twig-wrought chairs; 

Where Grandma raised eleven with no rewards 

But silence, loneliness, and others’ cares. 

 

In one old print, she stands alone in snow 

Outside the door; her only society 

A sheep, and one far-distant house. Although 

Loving words, she lived in mute anxiety. 

 

Her journal tells of eight wintry weeks 

With no converse with any but her boys; 

Of ice and snow and tears upon her cheeks, 

Howling winds and storms the only noise. 

 

Winter Woman! I may travel frozen years 

Yet barely know the landscape of your fears. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Susan McMaster 

 

To My Daughters 
 
Never felt easy spouting “wise advice” 
as floods come, storms… 
Births. Deaths. War. 
Always unexpected. 
Always sending us swerving,  
careering down paths  
we never planned. Career –  
now there’s a word 
that maybe I could give you. 
Not the stifling noun, but the verb –  
“to teeter wildly on your heels  
down precipitous slopes 
or careen precarious, 
ecstatic, uncontrolled” –  
balance a bare matter  
of forward and back, side to side,  
tipping with a clown’s surprise, 
into laughter, whoops,  
squeals and hurrays –  
Until you rebound to a stop. 
Wondering how you ever  
travelled so far, did so much,  
how you made it here –  
spent and glad and amazed. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



Boxed In  
 
What holds us here 
beyond habit and debt? 
We should start over, 
free from each other. 
No more careful folding 
of thoughts into storage, 
no more flapping tongues   
to lap and overlap 
until they close the gap to light.  
 
No more kitchen quarrels.  
I stare across the table 
awry with scattered pencils,  
sloppy mugs, at your straight-lined  
lips, your hands folded white  
into a knuckle-cornered cube. 
 
You cough, begin, "The problem..." 
 
And I imagine 
the sheer effort of parting  
measured in empty boxes  
collected load after load  
from Loblaws and the liquor store 
that we’d need to pack our stuff  
into two separate piles.  
The boxes we’d have to haul  
across parking lots 
in sharp-cornered stacks 
slipping under our chins, 
caught by gusts as we try  
to weave past fathers pushing strollers 
roofed with plastic and tassels, 
dogs on tangled leashes 
with tangled, barking owners,  
dark-windowed SUV’s backing out  
into puddles just as we pass. 
 
"How do you see it?" you ask. 
             
And I imagine  
forcing boxes into trunk and seats, 



squashing under the steering wheel 
or into the passenger seat, 
both of us poked from behind  
by corners of musty cardboard, 
then pulling up at the house, 
emergency flashers summoning  
neighbours asking questions  
as we unload into slush, 
carry the boxes up icy stairs, 
stumble on the mat, juggle keys, 
toss the half-crushed boxes  
through the door and into the hall. 
 
And that’s just the first step. 
 
I reach across the table, 
place my hands on yours. 
 
"There’s no problem, as I see it.  
Now." I reply. 
            
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Anniversary 
 
A recurring surprise, after all these years,  
that still I can rouse you with just a few words,  
even in a bar. A bar? What bars  
do we go to these days, with my glasses  
on a string and your stiff back,  
except to admire and criticize the boy  
who writes songs to our girl. 
 
Maybe it’s the pheromones drifting  
from the stage where he plays his laments  
from the front edge of love, plays to tempt her  
into signing on the line for their own years to come.  
Or maybe it’s the fumes of beer that lead me  
to lean across the rough wood table, to say  
Just wanted to tell you... 
 
Not Ella, or Holly, but enough, it seems, 
for at home, those words have given you lift  
to sing me onto our private stage.  
 
As you did even during our child-raising years,  
when so often I turned away, afraid to lose sleep.  
You kept coming anyway, a murmur, a rub,  
a joke, whispering me into love. 
 
So that in the end I was glad  
for a half-hour embrace between  
feedings and pacings. 
                         
Oh, those nights! In memory  
they glow like mornings for the shining  
that filled us like suns, like moons. 
 
Not all gone. For tonight, on the porch  
arched with vines of musky grapes,  
clinking glasses of anniversary wine,  
your arm fits around me.  
I lean into your shoulder.  
You bend closer, whisper.  
We laugh together for yet  
one more time. 
 



New Glasses 
 
I’m beginning to annoy myself 
for the disappointment I feel 
each time I check the mirror 
wearing my new glasses. 
I always look more frayed,  
messy, incoherent 
than the image in my mind 
as I don my clothes, fluff my hair, 
inside the mental photo 
of decades before. 
 
But it’s no good, these glasses 
show me what happens 
when I let the wind catch  
my thinning mop. 
Highlight every bulge. 
Point out that even if I pare  
the flabby pounds, 
the remaining sad sheath 
will just sag a little more. 
 
Time for me to fashion 
a different stance: 
as a wide legged, hip-armed, 
hat-pulled-down watcher  
on the edge of the field 
where others work and play, 
who claps and applauds 
but no longer expects it back. 
 
The knowledge that at last 
I’m not becoming  
but become. 
 
 
 

 

 

 



Wing  
 
People who’ve been together 
as long as we have are lucky –  
luck fragile as an egg, 
every shade and shell, 
still safe for the moment 
in our sheltered nest despite  
the wild fox world, 
trail of lost pinions. 
Still we flap through our days  
side by side, roost at night  
tucked into our cluck,                 
you with your eye-shade 
and earplugs, me with my  
nose mask and snorts,  
my cold toes pressed  
against yours for heat,  
my hands rubbing  
the bumps of your spine,  
until your murmurs  
slow and snore  
into whistling coos. 
Fold me under  
the wing of your sleep. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Socks 
 
Sometimes I love you so much  
it’s ridiculous. I love you  
three times more  
than anyone should. I love the feel  
of your shoulders under my hands,  
the hoot of your night breath. 
And yes, I can imagine  
your death – but while I paint  
the story in detail, keep writing  
the words I’d say at your funeral –  
I cannot imagine my life  
without you.  
 
Except to say it would be  
meals with none of the glow  
of a perfectly ripe brie  
surrounded by slices of pear,  
no socked feet sticking out  
over the end of the sofa 
to rub as I walk past, 
no sudden burping laugh  
at a YouTube fail or idiocy, 
no body waiting warm and awake  
as I climb late into bed  
where you went an hour before,  
maybe hoping I would follow,  
abandoning my paper hero  
for a hero in the flesh. 
 
I roll over, roll away from these  
four-in-the-morning maunderings  
to check if you’re still there. 
Pull the blankets up over your shoulders.  
Settle into the pillow on my side, facing you. 
Your breaths still meeting mine  
somewhere in between.  
 
 
 

 



Breaking a Habit 
(for a friend who smokes) 
 
It’s like trying to outwit a racoon. 
Build a shed with bolted doors in the gravelled  
side yard where nothing grows but weeds  
in the humid exhaust from the furnace.  
Then bag the garbage in cans battered and rusty 
but tight at the top and hard to prise open. 
Keep them in the porch till the pickup day. 
Bring them out in daylight, not the night before. 
Don’t be discouraged if sometimes the scavenger 
rakes at the locked doors with clever claws 
that rip apart the cracking plywood. 
Just repair the gap with another, thicker piece. 
Reattach the bolt with screws this time, not nails. 
Set a motion detector to light up the marauders 
so you can try to chase them away, though  
they’re really not scared of the broom you flail. 
And listen for the squeaks, the chortles, the chucks –  
that will let you catch them before they begin 
to wrestle over choice bits of spoil.  
Then be firm in your cries: "Go home, get off,  
this is not your place! I will not give up,  
I will not disappear." 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Remembrance Day 
 
The sun disappears sooner each day. 
Large flakes have begun a casual drift  
down through the beam of the streetlight  
that comes on as afternoon wanes –  
a geometry of shadows in river mist.  
I sit in the silence of my dimming room, 
look beyond my face reflected on the glass.  
Open the pane to a rippled sheet of snow. 
 
Last month, the garden cupped cardinals, flickers,  
a crab-apple tree full of waxwings, chickadees,  
nuthatches, jays. Juncos and warblers perched  
on the lilacs, squirrels raced along the wires. 
So many and so near. Now silence, frost. 
The darkening window is leaves in a bleak wind. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Solstice  
 
It should be dark, but the ice  
catches light, throws it around  
like disco balls and tinsel, 
sets porch lights swinging  
in wind chimes and prisms.  
Ice decorates the trees,  
slicks sidewalks into slides, 
weights branches till they break,  
knock lines from their poles –  
 
But what a carnival sight!  
Wires arc and flash,  
children whoop and laugh, 
sirens screech and squawk  
in chorus with the crows.  
 
For the sun is on its way.  
This twirling dance and crackle  
of deep flash freeze  
signals its return.  
 
Let’s gather, let’s celebrate  
with mulled wine and cider  
and arms joined in song,  
with fruit-stuffed puddings  
in flaming brandy sauce, 
with tall tales and birch fires 
and roistering games. 
Let’s raise our glasses  
to feasts and friends 
long gone and to come.  
 
Bring back the sun! 
 
 
 

 

 

 



New Year 
 
Sleet and gale  
gust and blow  
as I pull in  
to our cabin home,  
an icy cloak  
of winter cold  
that melts in the heat  
of the fire you laid  
as I turned down the road,  
lit as I brushed  
the snow away.  
The summer glow  
on your burnished face  
as you reach towards me,  
reach and fold  
me into your blaze,  
ignites my own –  
and in your hold,  
before the hearth 
of fire and light,  
you and I 
flaming, meet. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Equinox 
 
I cultivate you like a spring garden –  
violets purpling rocky soil,  
trilliums tempted in from the woods, 
crocuses pulsing through puddles of snow, 
wild yellow tulips in a clasp of green.  
 
On this night of turns, 
when light hangs poised 
between dark and day, 
when an arctic storm  
locks doors in ice –  
 
All I can think of is  
how we will bring  
spring back in our arms –  
weeding and seeding and humming 
luscious in the rain.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Karen Alkalay-Gut 

 

 
I have lain naked among pine trees 

 

I have lain naked among pine trees, 

the needles cradling me, releasing their scent 

with every twist of my body on the ground; 

The soft floor of the forest my lover 

my only companion, whispering 

its secrets into the air, the earth, 

the needles crisply humming only to me 

of their need to be pressed, rolled into, 

moved, to reveal their secrets 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I saw a flash of his face in the rushing water 

 

 

I saw a flash of his face in the rushing water 

as if he were rowing in the river below,  

looking up at us all, giving us a blessing. 

The river flowed on, and the image was gone 

 

I’ve seen it many times since. 

The face is always the same 

The water of course 

continues to flow. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I wish I could forget that night he came to me 

 

I wish I could forget that night he came to me 

mistaking me for my sister, my father 

just outside the tent listening 

to make sure he penetrated my flesh 

before he tore off the veil 

so there could be no return. 

 

Each time I brought him a new child 

I’d remember that look – 

my agony of revealed shame, 

his disdain.  No wonder my sons 

hated anything that came from him 

that could remind them 

of what he really wanted. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Sodom 

 

Look, look at the light 

See the sky grow bright with the fire. 

Burning up, last night we were one – 

I want you to stay in my eyes 

  

Oh the wildest nights - 

loving the men 

and women of Sodom -   

all have been held in my arms. 

  

Before us now - empty days. 

No joy, no luscious pain: 

One life one love one lord – 

 

I turn around 

and will myself 

 

to weep into salt 

to join with my ruined world. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Lost 

 

Lately I’ve been finding my way back. 

I remember where my car was parked 

even if I left it early morning 

and it is now the middle of the night 

 

I know how to go through tiny winding paths 

in strange cities, with only a little orientation 

 

Even this poem I dare release 

to whichever way it pleases 

with no fear it will never return home 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Orna 

 

The last time I saw you I knew it was the last. 

You asked for help but help was beyond asking. 

What you really wanted was a will, a testament, 

something we would carry on for you after you were gone. 

You were afraid, you said, but it was the fear of a bride 

the night before the ceremony, the fear of becoming 

something else.  And then you kissed us all, and we,  

silly virgins, thought your kiss meant you’d remain with us,  

 

The last time I saw you I knew it was the last. 

You asked for help and maybe we helped:   

Perhaps our faith and hope enabled you  

to move away from your pain, 

to say goodbye, and with all my heart 

I hope your last thoughts were wrapped in love.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Maria Jacketti 

 
Welcome to the Hotel Kalifornia 

 

I am still alive to write this. And we are starving on the  

Other side of the looking glass, for you failed us. 

You always fail us, you, astronauts, you, demi-urge. 

Are you still alive to read this pissed off epistle? 

Or am I just preaching to your twinkling avatar, for somewhere you 

Are downloaded again,  

 Or has he taken you over 

And now feasts on all you might have been, 

America, 

Where did the first one detonate? Yes, just off  the side of your soul, 

Along the shores of the reptilian brain. I can no longer  

See the old Earth from here, but there tower up an empire of casinos, 

And mother of all flipping fornicators, pimps still  

Push their piss-golden Kool-Aid. I smile no more, my lipstick,  

Caked hemoglobin, ancient 

Poppy red. 

 

Aloha. Hello, is anyone out there?  

Somebody, put a quarter in my telescope, the one that sees  

Into the cities underground, the civilizations that laugh as  

We fry, just one timeline, of course. 

 

Not fake news: when you die, the archons 



Suck you into the moon’s bowels, the labs, 

And you come down here to inhabit a test-tube, to forget 

Even that which persists, elephantine. 

 

Currently, I am witnessing a demonized asteroid 

With the nuke up its ass 

Heading straight for North Korea in at present in the past, 

And then off to waxen Hollywood, it strays, where I once stayed  

At a pink and blue Holiday Inn, in fact 

On my honeymoon. 

It’s a little different here, on the moon. 

Now, I understand why I chose to marry in 1984 

On the anniversary of the bombing of Pearl Harbor, 

My life replicating art, pregnant with repeated history. 

Roger that. From the belly button of the world, 

Base camp. Bootcamp. These boots are made for kickin’. 

 

 

We come back in time to stop this. 

To retire, get Social Security, and bounce spoiled 

Genius grandchildren on the trampolines we’ve become. 

 

 

So, Aloha be an angel. Be a pearl. 

Just like my mother’s name. 

Let us all plunge into  

The manholes, sent here by the assholes, 



Where rhyme rumors of an oasis 

Of desiccated pineapple, surplus cheese and butter 

Enough to last at least a hundred years, 

If you are counting backwards. 

 

Can I clone my vote? Time travel 

And beat sense into your fake bubble until it ruptures 

And the next great flood comes, the orgasm of  

Generations made to pay up for this reality show, 

Every day giving pop bottles of blood for it, 

A lottery’s chance to get things right. 

 

Now, this song is almost over. Farewell to bread and circuses. 

Farewell to Cheetos and cheap beer. 

Farewell to schools that teach nothing. 

Farewell to the great American moron machine. 

Farewell to the billions pinned to the matrix. 

 

And so, we all wash up as refugees in the crater 

That was Cali, dear Kali, that hotel, 

The concentration camp of imprisoned souls, 

Sold again, on the block, I punch 

Through for the love of it all. 

 

I punch through. 

 

1.16.18 



January  

 

My revolving doors, get stuck 

And time freezes between dimensions: 

Come on! 

The door will spit me out eventually 

And I will be in Macy’s shopping 

With Robin Hood’s credit cards. 

 

January, 

Too many faces 

To face 

I don’t want you, 

Just you 

 

Two faces impossible 

To reconcile the depths of this 

January, hot and cold 

I do too much 

When I sleep and take my quarter-hour 

Break not a warrior, 

Exactly, 

We are not sleeping together 

On the same divan, in the same cradle, 

But we are making some sort of love, 

We denuded trees, all a-shiver, 

Tangling our roots. 



 

Wake me up so I can peel some carrots 

And scrub the floors with lavender. Too  

Good of girl that I am 

In this monkey flesh. 

Jan. 2018 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Jack R. Wesdorp 

 
 

Chronos  

 
Publishers grubbing for content,  
rubbings from Japanese gravestones,  
fishing foreign baptismal fonts  
for carved ivory scrimshaw bones.  
Gustave Doré intaglio,  
Sappho restored papier maché,  
illuminated folio,  
Nom de Plume's handprint baked in clay,  
Winterland by one Sinter Klaus,  
a Sei Shonagon's pillow book,  
Water by Wanda the dowser,  
On Crocodiles by Captain Hook,  
first edition Plagiarism  
by anonymous Somebody,  
Isaac Newton's treatises on prisms,  
Keats, Shelly, Frankie and Cuddly,  
a bankster's guide to acquittal  
the title of which escapes me,  
Frighten, Berate and Belittle,  
The Shape of Rich Men by The State.  
Colossal literary finds  
like Cleopatra's diaries,  
The Emissaries of the Mind,  
and the Erato Enquiries.  
Machiavelli's The Princess Prone,  
which seems to be about dried peas,  
(subtitled Inside Pheromones),  
and a dissertation on fleas  
by Nostradamus at Salon,  
nice volume, smyth-sewn in quattro.  
There's Ptarmigan's The Paragon  
to warm the cockles of his heart.  
Just one more example, my dears,  
Heila van Westarp's Ectoplasm.  
Strangers all, prefect of his peers,  
the reverie of his phantasm,  
ancient Chronos dreams in his chair,  
twenty-five years is a good run.  
Questions arrive, they own the air.  
What else is there that should be done? ….  
 

 



Joseph Farley 
  
 
 

Education 
  
All the answers 
Were so easy 
Taught as I was 
By black robed fools 
Only problem was 
The lies. Truth 
Was elsewhere 
Behind a hill 
Far from crosses 
Or mumbled prayers 
It’s all so hard now 
I fail every test 
With so many 
More lessons 
Coming fast. 
  
  
  
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Just Passing Through 
  
Drive on 
Just go 
You do not want to see 
What’s become of what was, 
And where was, 
The how and the why 
Are long gone 
Don’t scope the sidewalk 
Looking for mysteries 
Or cures to an ailment 
You did not know you had 
Until it was just another piece 
Left behind as you were. 
  
  
  
  
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Get Out the Vote 
  
Three blind mice 
Run for office. 
No need for vision, 
Just the ability 
To fundraise. 
See how they win, 
With lies and a grin, 
And a knowing nod 
To the rats in the shadows 
With their coffers of gold. 
  
  
  
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Character Building 
  
I shall wish you a rabbit 
And a bitter kiss 
And an umbrella rooted 
In an upturned pot. 
I give you these things 
Because I’m your creator. 
I could give you a name, 
Even arms and legs, 
But I’ll only suggest that, 
Let someone else figure out 
What I intend, 
Filling in the blanks 
Better than I ever could. 
  
  
  
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Dunce 
  
Conveniently, I forgot 
Everything I was told 
To remember most. 
Yes. It was drilled 
Into my head, 
But it did not stick 
As well as planned. 
No, today I am 
Happily, empty. 
Free to forgive, move on, 
Say or do almost anything 
So long as I don’t know 
The rule or command 
Or punishments 
That go with 
“Yes we can.” 
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Reunion with a Long Lost Imaginary Friend 
  
Last night I saw you 
Under the rug 
Spread out flat 
And listening 
To all the humdrum 
Of my life 
I’d thought you’d 
Forgotten me, 
Grown old 
And gone away 
So nice to know 
You’re still around 
Though in no condition 
To play. 
  
  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Contents 

  

All the good things 

Don’t know what they are 

Good and evil 

Not weight and ingredients 

What does it matter 

To those who can’t read 

And are still hungry 

To experience life? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Francesca Castaño  
 

 

 

Little is certain 

 

Often I have a divided mind 

About enigmas converging 

Inside my head; burning like 

Stars with subversive flames 

Like walking through time’s 

Passage with the emotion 

Of leaving something behind 

A voice, a song, a smell 

That which one was and never 

Will be again, exiled from the now 

Behind silent doors 

Where ignorance lingers 

With an arrogant shriek 

A firmament of illusions disguising 

The masquerades of all that’s 

Given and taken at the same time 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/cheskitom1?hc_ref=ARRLH6dcC6i7upWViYM7nTjGw84SKz24PZdKnpTCMI1NE4qIdN_Y62yvB4emE917DGs


Nutshell 

 

I walk through doors 

between hours 

like a ship through 

a channel ready 

to meet the rough 

sea-crossing of the night 

after closing my eyes 

to the world and turning 

into the gently ignited 

like stolen relics 

vanishing before sleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Affections 

 

I’ve tasted 

the sadness 

of delight 

being with 

my own kin, 

the ones who 

‘understand’ 

how lost I can be 

in the slow  

everyday madness 

born of wasted time 

when true work’s 

not done 

and eyes 

wander 

loosened from 

a blue corner  

of the sky 

and the best 

verses fight 

with melancholy  

the scattered 

black holes 

of oblivion. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Jorge Etcheverry 
 

The poet in the dream 

 

That’s how the poet appears 

in the collective dream 

like a giant walking over the earth 

whose colour is all colours 

whose voice is all voices 

walking over deserts, mountains and seas 

well-travelled roads 

jagged skylines of cities dark against the sun 

wrapped in a dry and humid blanket 

that is the sum of all climates 

followed in his footsteps by hordes 

whose rumours reach the heights of his head 

made up of cold-blooded beings that slither 

or ambulate on many paws 

minuscule, moving their seudopodia 

or four motley-haired paws 

speaking in diverse growls or maybe in songs 

That’s how the giant poet appeared in this dream 

watching over the sleeping roof top 

over the earth 

sowing birds 

 

 

Translated by Jorge Etcheverry and edited by Nika Alia 

Khan and Sharon Khan 

 

 



 

Jeffrey Lipsky - A Japanese Turner pastel  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Heather Ferguson 

 

Meditations on a Japanese Turner pastel  
 
 

1.  

Where is the song of songs? The eternal eye conjures with nought. Spells engender a freshet of 
worlds and trigger pelagic explosions. A radiotelescope scans for sentient migrations.  
 

Transpose these fossil wavelengths into a human key. From a rift in the cosmos, Sumerian 
hymns resound. They radiate forth, majestic, jubilant and spare.  
 

2.  

Light travels in curves. It doubles back repeatedly to rejoin its beloved. Its loops spin an 
obsessive question: *Where are you now?* Every answer dissolves on contact. The quest 
resumes undaunted.  
 

3.  

*Oh, there you are!* On a monsoon morning, a carp floats above his reflection. He plunges 
towards the ripples.  
 

His twin sister lurks below, nosing him through memory’s sheen. *Tell me what hurts.* Joy 
bubbles into lashing rain, while grief sinks like a spent skipping stone into peace.  
 

4.  

A drunken seadog sits on the foredeck and maps coastlines from memory. The ink splatters and 
fades with the light. On stormy seas, amid pitching and rolling, he traces empty wastelands. 
*Here be nightmares, here be untold ecstasies.*  
 

The ship’s pilot walks on water and swims through mountains. Dolphins guide him across fields 
of stars.  
 

 

 

 



5.  

A geisha tucks a chrysanthemum into her hair. Sprays of galaxies kiss her with jasmine. She 
quickly considers the best route to satori. Her clients chat and relax. Her pulse quickens. She 
pours lapsam oolong and savours the fragrance. Her path shines clear. She plucks a samisen, 
plays a traditional song and bows to the autumn leaves.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
  

 

Bruce Dale Wise 

 

 

  

Klaus Gerken 
   by Blue Cedar Siew 

From catepillar openings to controversial starts, 
the journal Ygdrasil appeared, to aid poetic arts. 
Klaus Gerken was its founder, and he still is there today, 
but he had lots of help to keep it going on its way. 
Poetic'lly he mentions Pound who awed him early on, 
but after emulating him, unlearning brought new dawn. 
Among his cohorts, Igal Koshevoy and Evan Light, 
Oswald Le Winter, Sena, Ferguson, and Patrick White; 
and now Wesdorp and Bennaroch are there to aid his work, 
the Wizard of the West—Klaus Gerken—Ottawa his perch. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
All selections are copyrighted by their respective authors. 

 Any reproduction of these poems, without the express written permission of the authors, is 

prohibited.  

YGDRASIL: A Journal of the Poetic Arts - Copyright (c) 1993 – 2018 by Klaus J. Gerken.  

The official version of this magazine is available on Ygdrasil's World-Wide Web site 

http://users.synapse.net/kgerken. No other version shall be deemed "authorized" unless 

downloaded from there or The Library and Archives Canada at 

http://epe.lacbac.gc.ca/100/201/300/ygdrasil/index.html .  

Distribution is allowed and encouraged as long as the issue is unchanged.  

Note that simultaneous submissions will not be accepted.  

Please allow at least 90 days for a reply. 

 

 

 

  

 


