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Rufous City Review 

Introduction 
For you, dear readership, a pink winter sky, a bookshelf practically new, and a moon 
like a porcelain boat, all “balanced in the murky sewer sea, green with sour” like we 
planned it. We didn’t, but that is the most exciting part. Find a home here, between 
Orchard Street and the arenas, if only for a second. That’s all we need. Enjoy your stay. 
 
  



Bonnie MacAllister 

"A Gasp in Two Parts"  

Last summer I learned that in Ethiopia 
A gasp is an affirmation, (It means yes) 
There was a puddle on the floorboards from the rainy season, 
Across the street, the men collected water to wash the cars. 
 
We wouldn't see a street parade until midday, 
The water has dried,  
Leaving only its signature, 
The children measured drops in buckets and old drinking glasses. 
 
One little boy would always ask me my name 
And laugh....It sounded silly in Amharic. 
He would ask me what happened when I pinched my skin, 
Why it wouldn't turn brown. 
 
The street women were always nursing a baby, 
They would switch sometimes, share the responsibility. 
They wore the weight of the deluge,  
No house would open to them. 
 
One man smacked her hand 
When she asked for a smile. 
I would offer one freely, 
Paint it in the Simien hills, 
Carve a new bank on the Nile, 
Bridge Lake Tana,  
Offer her a getaway. 
 
Part II 
 
This summer I felt heat they call a "canicule"-- 
The dog days of summer-- 
One Frenchman laughed at me when I confused  
The word for poodle. It seemed a natural etymology. 
 
I wished for rain in Old Lyon, 
Climbed Red Crosses to amphitheatres, arenas, 
A horrid drought, 
Damp only from my own consternation, 
A hideous discomfort. 



Scott Bailey 

Goodwill 
When I arrive at the back door, a woman who’s pricing shoes  
with a sticker gun, pushing her bottom dentures in and out 
with her tongue, says Honey child, people die on that road. 
And she’s right. It’s not safe bicycling on St. Augustine road. 
Cars with pagans pass me despite incoming traffic, 
and Christians push me off the road. 
The manager, a bird-legged woman smoking Kools  
asks, How many hours you have, son? 
It’s fifty for this offense, so I’m told to dust the store. 
I overhear customers complaining,  
What a rip off, Velcro for a dollar?  
Another: this Dover Edition’s priced for a buck fifty.  
Yea, but it’s Blake with an inscription, To my heart sausage. 
On my way outside to beat the dust mop 
against a pole, a woman points to an aquarium and asks,  
Is this a ten or twenty gallon?  Neither, I say, 
it’s a fifty gallon with a small crack, and not in a good way.  
She tells me that I’m a smart man, but I’d be smarter, 
at least look smarter, if I owned a stylish, ladder-style bookcase. 
When I ask the manager if she’d lower the price from twenty 
to ten, she leans in, slightly rubbing her breast 
to my shoulder, and tells me that I can have it, and that I can leave early.  
It’s five minutes to closing, but hell yea, so I call a cab,  
but this shelf’s too long to fit in the trunk. 
I’m not stupid—this bookshelf is practically new— 
so I lock up the bike that my neighbor lent me, 
deciding to walk home, moving this beauty  
from one shoulder to the next, shifting the weight,  
hoping to catch the bus nearby, but the bus doesn’t come. 
I keep walking, and a church van passes me,  
one girl showing her breasts, well, ant bites, a boy showing his ass. 
Christ, what have I gotten myself into? 
The church won’t take me, but the devil will. 
And then, Dear masturbator, about a mile away from home,  
a man in a red suburban pulls over, rolls down his window,  
and says, I’ve watched you carry that burden for miles. 
I’m thirsty and worn out, so I shoot the shit  
as he lowers his tailgate, pops a mint, rubbing his crotch.  
He invites himself in, although I tell him that he’s done enough. 
But since I have stairs to climb, why not? 



Once in, he doesn’t want to leave,  
trying to make friends with my bird Hermes 
who’d rather die from the ceiling fan than be touched by him. 
So I say, Look here, pointing to a photograph, 
He’s my boyfriend.  He doesn’t know that it’s a picture  
of Philip Levine, the young Phil when he had all his cracked teeth,  
a picture that I tore from an anthology.  
He looks like a killer, he says.  
Could be, I say, He’s known for opening the door 
with a beer in one hand and a bat in the other.   
And look here, I say, opening the closet door, Here’s his bat. 
  



David Kowalczyk 

Zugzwang 
This word likes to pretend 
that it is listening to classical music. 
This word has the mind of a child. 
  
This word hints of frost, of snow. 
This word had gray hair by 
the time it entered third grade. 
  
This word knows 
the secrets of the moon. 
  
This word reminds us 
that there is a world of difference 
between intelligence and genius. 
  



Plenilune 
This word has no chin. 
Its face is half owl, half human. 
Its wistful eyes are the size of boulders. 
It has a voice like Nat King Cole. 
  
It has the heart of 
an old woman who sells 
potions and herbs. 
   
This word has forgotten 
how to remember. 
  



William Doreski 

Still Another Sacking 
The streets of Rome aren't sturdy enough 
to bear your weight. Down the Corso, 
up Via del Tritone, down Poli 
and past the Trevi Fountain you stomp 
like a Visigoth, Vandal, or Hun, 
frightening the souvenir vendors 
and toppling bureaucrats on Vespas. 
I know you can't wait until dark 
when the vagrants at the Spanish Steps 
turn mean. I know you're excited 
by three thousand years of violence, 
but what's the point of comparing 
everything you see to the ruins 
of the Bronx? The Romans 
dress better than New Yorkers, 
and except for picking pockets 
keep their crimes in their families 
where they belong. Tramping around 
with your anger showing could shake 
ancient mosaics from the walls 
and maybe smash you through the street 
into the Metropolitana 
where trains jammed with commuters 
speed along with metallic shrieks. 
Is this what you want, to crash 
into the underworld with all 
your pores open and mind aflame? 
The old buildings lean away from you 
and a carabiniere asks 
if I know you, which I deny, 
your expression tougher than marble 
and flushed with pink winter sky. 
  



M.E. Gallucci 

Practice Makes Perfect 
Congrats.  
 
You’ve born an accomplished scheme once more. 
 
I’m positioned shakily on this faded, rigid stretch of string, suspended from lofty tower 
tops, rusted and chipped. I dangle on tip-toe, the fisherman below open-jawed, clawed 
sharpen their teeth (wider wider!) waiting in their stained red canoes, balanced in the 
murky sewer sea, green with sour. They anticipate with sweaty hearts my panicked 
demise, love limbs thralling. (Where will you be when I stumble?) The sky bears tiers of 
fog while steam ascends from the swamp. I can no longer spot my flats, dancing on the 
twine, unsure if my thoughts are clear. 
 
I’m well abandoned, here; well alone, I know. And I refuse to give those below a 
display. So in my Madrid-red love dress, I’ll stay, hanging on these pin-thick beams, 
trying not to call out your name while I await the subsiding of the mist.  
  



Transform 
I am known for those accidents and this 
speaking, two slips I have molded to gold. 
 
If only you were a part of me, then 
maybe I could commit, transform you too.  
  



James H Duncan  

The Right Gun 
 Miles prayed for the right gun every day 
  weaving in and out of suicide-line traffic 
the great dash static from one end of  
the world to the other, lugging all military 
   might on his back, marching orders divine 
  
Miles came from Bennington, that tucked-away  
Vermont, a rolling-hills boy of tact and lice 
  he loved the bunkhouse for all its guts 
and the way sergeant could numb a gnat with 
  a mere burst of ground support and a smile 
  
Miles prayed for the right gun every day 
  firing rounds at stoic races, somber scarecrows 
  running drills across the midnight dreamscape  
of his closed-eye showers and open-door shits 
…there is a long waiting list for a sleeping god’s reply 
  
and then the great sun came to die, and Miles marched 
out onto the long field of matted wheat and husks 
  barren save for life and shining brass leaves asunder;   
the bellows rang in the cities and in the boot heels 
marching, marching, marching, steady money in the bank 
  
Miles saw the clouds and wondered just how they died 
  evaporation of the soul or one cell at a time 
and then the shadows turned to mirrors and the rifles all 
  called out, save Miles, who pulled a wish out of nowhere 
and emptied the voice of God from the barrel of his clay 
  
no one heard the voice, just the man who saw the black hole 
pointed at him from the arms of Miles Bennington 
  the man raised his thunder careful, pausing just to aim 
  and fired everything humanity gave him, one loving parade 
Miles caught it good and set down the right gun, thanking god  
for waking up in time, jamming the mechanics of one last life 
  



Richard Cambridge 

The Japanese Garden 
If you turn  
from the Open 
   Inward 
there is a poem 
   in Green 

 
 
Here a thousand 
    whispers 
of water 
        over 
            rock 
 
 
Needle 
    blade 
leaf 
    the many names 
            of Green 
 
 
My heart turns 
    inward 
to the sparkle 
    in the blood 
 
 
A grey squirrel 
    circles me 
        and 
circles me again 
    climbs a post 
to behold me 
    eye level 
         
Who is 
    this flesh 
sitting on stone 
Someone tries 
to steal 

    my luggage 
as I'm writing 
    this 
 
 
I say   Excuse me 
    that's mine 
She says 
    I didn't know 
you were watching 
 
 
In the paths 
    that wind 
        through 
            the garden 
thought flees 
 
and prayer arrives 
 
 
        In the sea 
of raked stone 
    are ripples 
            of stone 
 
 
The quiet god 
ripples silence 
in the ear's  
tone bell 
 
 
The heart 
    mutters 
        Shhhh ! 
    to such 
things 
 
Simple   elegant 

the placement  
    of seven stones 
on six moss islands 
 
 
With gold or wisdom 
an emperor 
couldn't purchase it 
 
 
The spring winds 
home    The waters 
of the heart 
        follow after 
 
 
The green day 
    turns 
        to the dark 
green night 
 
 
    Shadows sift 
the thoughts 
    of the souls 

on the path 
 
 
Bright thoughts 
    become sparkle 
Some thoughts 
    step 
        and become stones 
 
 
To step  
on the sea of stones 
    would be to step 
into another dimension 
     to join the immortals 



 

 

 

Erika Lee Williams 

Wolf Children 
I came home when her bowels shut down. 
When her rattling grew desperate – violent – gave – 
at last to gasps of grief, 
my dark-eyed cousin glared at me, 
mouth twisted and wet, because I did not cry. 
How in death and grief we can turn animal – 
like wild abandoned children – we read about them 
in our third-grade science magazine. Living with wolves, 
brother and sister, found brown and dark in a far-away wood 
on all fours, pads on their hands like wolves’ pads. Mute, panting, 
they could not love, could not endure touch, tearing 
feathered flesh with teeth. 

Privately we tongued our incisors. 
  

I’d been scrubbing at her blood on walls, 
dry clinging brown. Scabs beneath her hair, 
and for days after, long into the night, scrubbed 
at rust-colored moth stains in the stair wells, shadowed corners – 
everywhere I saw more blood – and more – and more – 
until at last I found the long-legged spiders dangling 
in one corner of the coat closet – dried wisps 
of skeleton that had somehow gathered all together in the dark 
to die and turn white. 

All that time I could only wear white. 
(We were jealous of the wolf children – already 
we walked on all fours on the playground every day, 
leapt from high places, 
and some days we would only growl.) 
  



 

 

 

Devreaux Baker 

At Night My Mother  

At night she says my father comes to her 
she does not think this is a dream 
he is smiling and bends over her body 
and that is when she rises up to greet him 
but by then he is gone 
 
Sometimes there is the smell of the Bay  
and she swears he has been there  
home from a weekend in the Gulf  
Just imagine this, she says to me,  
there were no fish for me to clean  
he has cleaned them already, 
and the night is warm and still,  
moon like a porcelain boat 
trapped in the tree outside her window. 
 
Sometimes she says he comes as though  
he has stepped out of the book of water 
he is luminous with fire that dances 
on the surface of his body 
there is a river between them  
and he is calling for her to cross over.  
 
She wants to go but there is no bridge  
and while she searches,  
frantic to make her way to him 
he slowly turns and disappears.  
 
This time there is the smell of flowers 
white scent of magnolias or gardenias 
left drifting like small waves behind him. 
  



 

 

 

Felino A. Soriano 

Approbations 677 
—after Trygve Seim’s Intangible Waltz 
 
 
 Wedlock 
            combination status 
mild 
unknown claiming functionary solace 
                                    swayo 
                        depiction 
double-petal 
holding 
                                                digits of scented thanks 
                                    awake 
though distant a part                            near mirror of foggy revealing 
  
feeling connection sans physical 
being of wedded otherness.  
  



 

 

 

Bridget Gage-Dixon 

The Morning After Your Mother’s 
Funeral 
 In late September as the leaves bleed out their green 
and the earth puckers her mouth to draw dandelions 
back into the soil, I wash last night’s dishes  
while you rake crisp castoffs into piles,  
hoist them by the armful into the orange wheelbarrow. 
  
We turn to chores as if they could wipe away 
her withering, years spent filling hypodermics, 
pressing them into the creased flesh of her thighs. 
  
I run my hands along the bottom of the dishpan, 
hoping to find the words to comfort you 
cradled in the slope of a serving spoon. 
I find only phrases like a good life  
and a better place, words I know can’t help you 
fend off the memory of the way her skin seemed to melt, 
how it hung heavy over bone. 
  
I watch you cross the backyard, heading for  
the compost pile to spread the lyme that all winter will gnaw 
the corpses of those leaves, spit them out again in spring 
as sustenance for daffodils and snapdragons. 
  
The glass between us shivers as the wind picks up, 
the air fills with the small sigh as a barren branch 
splits from the tree. 
For a moment we are still, watching it fall, 
then you bend, quickly lift it into the wheelbarrow, 
and head off toward the compost pile. 
  



 

 

 

Ben Nardolilli 

An Urban Divorce 

She can have the East Village, 
It’s too dark for me, 
Orchard Street, 
Is where my people lived, 
Long ago, but still 
They carved their names there. 
 
I’ll take Washington Square Park, 
An arch for a statue any day, 
With Garibaldi to boot, 
Tompkins Square is fine and green, 
But dirty at night, 
Perfect for her, but not for me. 
 
Let her have the Chrysler building, 
I’ll take the Empire State, 
She can wear a tiara, 
While I’ll stand above her 
On a hypodermic stone needle 
And sport a crown. 
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