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Why Calamaro? In the age of the Internet, why publish a print 
journal?  Understandable questions. Our answer is that we have 
what Larkin said caused him to write a poem: "an impulse to 
preserve."  

The word calamaro is Italian for squid, a creature that uses a 
spread of ink to simultaneously reveal and defend itself. This 
publication intends to provide a place for poets to reveal 
themselves and defend their individual view of reality.  

The illustration above shows words being formed by a hand 
holding a pen loaded with ink from a pod found in a squid fossil 
that has been dated as 150 million years old. It is a testament to 
the perdurance of ink. In its own way Calamaro desires to be a 
place of permanence for the poems, formal and free, of our day. 
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IN MEMORIAM 

Joseph Young (1945-2014) 

A true benefactor and lover of poetry 
in more than one language, 
a man of more than one country 
has made his last emigration. 
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Melissa Balmain 

Reprieve 

Yesterday I thought you might be dying; 
You couldn't do a thing I didn't love. 
I rubbed your back and cooked you soup, implying 
To God I had the full intention of 
Becoming much more saintly, there and then, 
If only He would make you well again. 

Today you're fine–our miracle's been granted. 
I hate the way you give your soup a slurp. 
Each ordinary moment feels enchanted, 
Although I pray you'll learn how not to burp. 
I'm giddy, I'm delirious, I'm free 
To be as petty as I used to be. 
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Emery L. Campbell 

Bessie Sees the Wrinkled Dog 

One day the sharpei slipped his back yard pen and 
wandered off to sniff the hood's delights. 
He knew he'd made a major error when 
to right and left lay only foreign sights. 

Perplexed, his corrugated brow became 
a field of worried furrows deeply etched. 
He really hadn't sought explorer's fame  
and now wished nothing more than to be fetched.  

On learning that her pooch had fled the coop, 
his mistress, loving Bess, expressed distress. 
Enlisting neighbors' aid, she led a group 
afield and prayed devoutly for success. 

The search went on all day, a sharpei diem, 
till Bess, relieved, at last was first to see 'im. 
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Michael Diebert 

Sick Bacchus 

- Caravaggio, 1592-93 

His face is turned toward me 
but his body is turned toward the black 

all around and encroaching, 
black of no, black of oblivion. 

Sculpted musculature 
even at the end, 

dried-up grapes in hand, 
skin sickly green as the sea. 

The god of partying down 
is forever dying, and I 

the fixer who fixes him here 
cannot heal him, cannot 

pull him out of this painting, 
this rankest of rank clichés, 

lead him outside to the rose bed 
or the flowering dogwood 

and let him lie 
so that he may die 

gaze-free and with some measure of relief. 
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Eugene V. Ellis 

Babel 

We dance in a widening ring around this tower 
Under the fading light from a minor star; 
All reason is suspended in this hour. 
The ancient harpers and the dancers here 
Sing foreign incantations and intone 
Strange litanies unto their demon gods; 

And I should be contented if but one 
Could see and sing to me in mine own tongue. 
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Eugene V. Ellis 

An Apology for Writing Verse 

for those who require an apology 

If I fell dead on the forest floor 
The buzzards would be first to know. 
Beasts who traffic in carrion 
And watch for signs of easy prey 
Would come to scare the birds away, 
To feast and carry for the young, 
Leaving the near uncovered bones 
For generations of ants to clean, 
With time and the weather to strip them bare, 
An ivory puzzle without a name. 
But while I have the parts together 
And working nicely one with the other, 
My guts my heart my hands my brain, 
I must get up and stretch this flesh. 

If I fell dead on the forest floor 
Nothing would give a particular damn. 
So pardon dears I must stand up 
And may get noisy and hard to bear, 
But must stand up and shape the word 
That means I am. 
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Lynn Farmer 

The Blue 

Out of nowhere, this time, 
a blue Buick, hit me head on, 
and I slammed into consciousness, 
gasping myself immediately awake. 

I wondered if it were happening 
soon or already had. 

I remember the times I've driven 
down a plainer road and felt the jolt, 
heard the squeal, imagined the scream, 
maybe enacting moments before 
they happened–embracing the one to come– 
or remembering how I got here 
from that other life– 

so aware of the sudden forgetting, 
the calm, coming up over the top 
of the asphalt hill and finding myself 
in the feathered forest, by the blue river, 
full of miraculous birds 
with ninety-five different names, 
realizing myself once again, 
in a swirl of light and glory, ready, 
poised, to enter this world, this life. 
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Rupert Fike 

While Reading Charming Billy I Have to Pause          
on Page 194 

"There was a pain in him that only alcohol cured. " 
–Alice McDermott

Billy's  brother speaks this line at the wake 
over, of course, two fingers of whiskey, 
and even though Billy's pain is fiction, 
it leeches into me as a great shame– 
all the times I called my father a drunk. 

What did the pre-Homeric tribes do? 
There must have been clan councils or some such 
when a stalwart dissolved for all to see, 
the fermented soup urn never safe from him, 
his eye and stride gone hopelessly shaky. 

Cast him out! Some shout, and the rest give in– 
forced expulsion, certain fate of slow death, 
surely a scene, the child clutching his knees, 
the crone like my grandmother with, "He's sick, 
that's all, sick," as he's marched far, far away . 
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John Grey 

Boat at Dusk 

Into dock, 
delivered smooth 
by fading red sky, 
dripping water on arrival, 
the gentle thud 
of wood kissing wood. 

It's a moment forgiving 
of a poor catch, 
a bad burn, 
a gripe in the stomach.  

Weary of day's sea, 
it's cocooned in still water 
that flutters like tissue paper 
in the shadow of the bow. 
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X.J. Kennedy 

Early Morning in Turks & Caicos Hospital 

A bleating wail crawls down the corridor 
At half-past three and creeps into my room: 
A native infant tugged forth from the womb, 
Unsure that daylight was worth traveling for. 
Ahead lies heartbreak interspersed with joy, 
Unfulfilled hopes, toil, almost poverty, 
A life spent at the mercy of the sea. 
Here's better luck than likely to you, boy. 
If I could drink, I'd toast your health in wine, 
But your own dad will drink to his new son. 
You gasp for breath, your footrace just begun, 
Unlike those who draw near the finish line. 
My right hand wanders down as if to feel 
A cold new hip joint of titanium steel. 
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Barry S. Marks 

Appointment 10:00, St. Vincent Building B, Suite 705 

the fisherman's net is a tangle 
his hat and raincoat are grey 
a different grey from the sky 

he must be on a boat because the shore 
is behind him to his left 

far away 
a lighthouse is the only building 

nothing moves although 
so much is moving 

a bowl of perfect fruit casts 
its shadow across 

a white cloth in the middle 
of a wooden table as the sun rises 

or does it set 
of course I cannot be sure 

it is a still life isn't that the word 
still 
life 

still living 
living still 

I want something to happen 
I want your diplomas to fall to the floor 

I want the fisherman to drown in his net 
as the lighthouse looks on 

I want the fruit to rot the sun 
to set rise or explode before me 

anything but this not this 
not the digital time on your desk 
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Barry S. Marks 

10:47 

breathe  

10:47 

words move in the air 
your hands move 

time moves 
but not here 

10:47 

you are talking 

but my ears stopped at 10:46 
when your kind 

caring executioner's eyes 
met mine 

and that word from your lips 
cut like a scalpel through my breast  
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Christopher Martin 

The Nuthatch 

For all the war in the world, 
for all the waste, I still wake 
to birdsong. 

The brown-headed nuthatch 
descends through winter rain 
like a ghost 

and alights on a feeder 
my grandfather made 
and gave me 

when he learned I cared 
about birds. 

The feeder drips 
with water 

as though dipped 
in the Jordan 
by John. 
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David McCowen 

Bogging Down With the Irish Poet 

I confess a bias 
for the Anglo-Saxon 
words that press 

and forge the fertile line, 
working to express 
mind roots that define 

elementals deep down. 
My ear hears designs 
in verse of verb and noun 

of a bard out of Ulster, 
from his mouth renown. 
The impish-eyed wordster 

turns a sodded flaxen 
voice to my ear. Dreams stir 
in bogs filled with cracks, and 

hardened bones impress 
me toward Anglo-Saxon 
words that obsess. 
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Don Perryman 

Old Rhythms 

Precious memories may remain even of a bad home,
if only the heart knows how to find what is precious.  

– Dostoevsky

Dad's evening hymn faints away 
off the dusky verandah 

where he would rock and hum 
mostly to himself, sometimes 

to me splayed across his lap 
bottom cupped in his calloused hand 

the other one patting time 
on my innocent back 

his labored  breaths 
at my ear breaking 

into a rumbling bass refrain 
that rose from his heaving chest: 

"When  we all ... get to hea-ven, 
What a wonderful day it will be .. .." 

His long, thin legs pumping 
shoe soles tapping 

rocker bows riding 
the rain-warped boards beneath us, 
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Don Perryman 

carrying us both 
to guaranteed glory. 

Or, failing that,  
rocking me at least 

into sweet summer oblivion 
to the see-saw counterpoint  

of choral katydids 
singing in the endless dark. 
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Joseph S. Salemi 

Miss Jewell's Suicide 

from a story by George Gissing 

The chipped and mismatched crockery, 
Two boiled eggs and tepid tea, 
A single slice of buttered toast 
With marmalade–a dab at most– 
And oatmeal porridge barely warm:  
Such is breakfast's pallid norm 
Here in a low-rent boarding house 
Where lodgers live sans friend or spouse. 

Miss Jewell lacks the moral strength  
To change her mode of life. At length 
Her final hope–a balding beau– 
Jilts her. Now, in hopeless woe, 
She looks ahead to weary years 
That promise to hatch out her fears: 
Loneliness, poor health, despair, 
A boarding house's stale dead air. 

She takes her teacup and retires 
To her garret room. The spires 
Of nearby churches pierce a sky 
That swallows up her unheard cry 
For rescue, solace, or release, 
Some exit into human peace. 
God and saints are deaf as stones. 
All that's left? The skull, crossed bones. 

A green glass bottle, thick and squat, 
Holds a venom, half forgot, 
Inside her cabinet of pills, 
Relief for female aches and ills. 
She takes the dusty vial down, 
Pours the liquid, darkish brown, 
Into her teacup, sits and thinks– 
And then, in full composure, drinks. 
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Ed Shacklee 

Monkey Manqué 

My suit is not my birthday suit. 
I chew cigars, eschewing fruit. 
My wild is dreamed, my jungles, roomed. 
My tribe is one. I've never groomed. 

My paradise was lost, then walled, 
whatever Darwin started, stalled. 
I use my thumbs to thumb my nose. 
I walk upright–it's just a pose. 
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Janice D. Soderling 

Credo 

Later, their leaders would betray them. 
Later, the gilded coating wash away in rain 
and its clay core crumble. 
Later, the sun would dim, 
the promise radiate as pain. 
Later, the people would blindly stumble on, 
waiting to hear another eloquent voice 
repeating those familiar words that mean 
anything or nothing, brotherhood or blame: 
We. They. Us. Them. Forever. Rejoice. 
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J. J. Steinfeld 

Startles You All the Same  

Startling, isn’t it, sad lost soul, 
—I forget your name so I’ll 
turn you into someone symbolic— 
when you realize how simple,  
simple as falling off a cliff 
after a night of drinking, 
to confuse truth with lies 
the eternal with the moment 
who you are with who you were 
but startling is just the start 
when you confuse yesterday with today 
past love with future hate 
madness with clarity 
the end of the long line 
with the beginning of the line— 
oh well, you are standing in line 
that is obvious and simple 
and the tap on the shoulder 
a little softer than last time 
startles you all the same.  
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Eileen Stratidakis 

A Silent Swimming 

There is no solace here 
in this place of alternate blooming 
and withering; only 
small buds, now and then, 

of solitude, 
the occasional pink kiss 
of remembrance. The rest 
is only decay, dissolution; 

a continual sweeping away 
of life's disarray, 
the dried-up droppings 
of death; 

a frantic slapping of wings 
on water, followed 
by a silent swimming 
and a quiet folding into sleep. 
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Alice Teeter 

Transmutation 

My desk is a fallen tree, lifted off the ground. 
It fell on stone and brick, separated 
from dark dense dirt. 

One day small crawling things  
will pour out of it. 
In the woods you would hardly notice. 
Here in the house 
it will be spectacular. 
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Memye Curtis Tucker 

Life Painting 

Marcia likes the green bullets of grasshoppers' 
bodies, the joints of their brittle legs–so now 
that her grasshopper's broken and can't stand up, 
she keeps painting him whole, as she did the moth 
who wouldn't take water, whose wings turned 
to powder on her table. She keeps telling herself 
that this grasshopper won't die, yellow goo 
won't pour out of him, that a force she doesn't 
really believe in will work a miracle. 
Over and over, she raises the heavy body 
that wants to rest, that falls with no sound she can hear. 
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Dan Veach 

The Water Hose 

Magical snake 
in the grass 
of our tract house Eden, 
writhing with sudden 
life, speaking in cool 
clear tongues 
that only children understood. 

How you spewed out 
your rubbery blessings,
preaching to the choir
of innocents 
sermons of splash and scream — 
all of us leaping, 
squealing in fearful glee. 

Southern California, hot 
asphalt streets and concrete 
sidewalks, little lawns, 
no shade from trees–just you 
and us, all summer long 
while all the grownups hid indoors 
we children watered ourselves 
and grew like weeds. 
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Gail White 

It Might Have Been Different 

If Anne Boleyn had borne the king a son,  
Or Kaiser Bill prevailed in World War I, 

If everyone I loved had loved me back 
And that last horse I bet on cleared the track, 

If naught was good but thinking made it so,  
The world would be quite different. And oh 

What love poems we might have, all rated X,  
If Saint Augustine hadn't sworn off sex. 
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Linda Wimberly 

Of Boys and Lessons 

With angles and planes pushing against baggy clothes, 
they came in silence, swallowing chords 
and fleeing inside riffs.  Some wore their anger 

like the downy shadow growing on their faces, 
their silence replaced by moving fingers 
as they found a refuge and called it music. 

* * * 

Now, the boys come back 
with guitars, cars, wives and children, 
their dreams rooted in youthful energy. 

Long fingers fan the air, 
rub against the stubble 
that wraps around a smile, 

and just like riffs of long ago, 
sound tumbles into waves 
that reverberate communion. 
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Robert Wood 

Spaghetti Western Hero 

His costume will be almost colorless– 
no mayday red bandanna 
though he leans a little to the left 
in the economy of death. 

Filling the coffins at a craftsman's pace, 
keeping the carpenter busy but not rushed, 
tucking the rules of genre under his hat, 
finding the noose is just another loophole, 

he works in the dust at his solemn trade 
backed by a music of preposterous joy. 
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Poems in Sepia  

Sepia: A brownish pigment from the ink of the squid-like 
cuttlefish (scientific name Sepia). 

Sepia is associated with prints from an old photographic method. 

In every issue Calamaro will bring attention to a poet not 
sufficiently known or honored, hoping its readers will delve 
deeper into the works of the featured poet. 

Charlotte Mew (1869-1928)  

To meet a female poet who wears her hair very short, wears 
men’s suits, smokes hand-rolled cigarettes, and swears like a 
sailor isn’t especially remarkable in our contemporary world, but 
meeting one when Queen Victoria was still alive must have been, 
to say the least, unusual.  

Charlotte Mew did all the above, but more importantly left the 
world seventy to eighty poems praised in her day by an 
illustrious roster of literary notables: Thomas Hardy, A.E. 
Housman, Ezra Pound, Virginia Woolf, Louis Untermeyer, and 
others.  

She knew poverty and insanity firsthand. An older brother and 
her youngest sister both died in asylums.  Fearful of madness in 
their genes, Charlotte and her sister Anne vowed never to marry 
and bring children into the world. Like Emily Dickinson and her 
sister Lavinia, the two women spent almost all of their lives 
taking care of an invalid,  ineffectual mother. The madness she 
feared all her life came upon her after the death of her mother  
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and then of her sister from a long, withering battle with cancer. 
In a profound depression she committed suicide by drinking 
Lysol, the same commonly available poison later used by Vachel 
Lindsay. 

Like Whitman, Charlotte in her poems expressing love made the 
gender of pronouns ambiguous. Some of the poems in question 
arose from her being rebuffed by women she passionately loved 
and desired.  

Her poems, though cunningly rhymed, are free verse in 
form.  Her ability to displace her emotions by writing objective 
fictional characters and situations deserves to be studied by all 
who attempt poetry. 

Calamaro can reprint only a few verses of Mew’s work (many are 
very, very long), but she is well represented on the Internet. We 
urge you to read Charlotte Mew and Her Friends by Penelope 
Fitzgerald for her biography and a good sample of her poems. 
The book, available  at least by interlibrary loan, has a foreword 
by Brad Leithauser which gives a thoughtful critique of her work 
and is a fine essay in its own right. 

Charlotte Mew, though not unknown, deserves to be read deeply 
and widely by anyone interested in the pleasure and power given 
by poetry alone. 
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Charlotte Mew  

From a Window  

Up here, with June, the sycamore throws
   Across the window a whispering screen.
I shall miss the sycamore more I suppose
Than anything else on this earth that is out in green,
   But I mean to go through the door w ithout fear,
Not caring much what happens here
When I’m away—
How green the screen is across the panes
   Or who goes laughing along the lanes
 With my old lover all the summer day.

Fin de Fête  

Sweetheart, for such a day 
   One mustn’t grudge the score; 
Here, then, it’s all to pay, 
   It’s Good-night at the door. 

Good-night and good dreams to you— 
   Do you remember the picture book thieves 
Who left two children sleeping in a wood the long night 

through, 
    And how the birds came down and covered them with 

leaves? 

So you and I should have slept,—But now, 
   Oh, what a lonely head! 
With just the shadow of a waving bough 
    In the moonlight over your bed. 
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Charlotte Mew 

The Farmer's Bride 

  Three Summers since I chose a maid, 
  Too young, may be–but more's to do 
  At harvest-time than bide and woo. 
  When us wed she turned afraid 
  Of love and me and all things human; 
  Like the shut of a winter's day 
  Her smile went out, and 'twadn't a woman- 
  More like a little frightened fay. 
  One night, in the Fall, she runned away. 

  "Out 'mong the sheep, her be," they said, 
  'Should properly have been abed; 
  But sure enough she wasn't there 
  Lying awake with her wide brown stare. 
So over seven-acre field and up along across the down 
  We chased her, flying like a hare 
  Before our lanterns. To Church-Town 
  All in a shiver and a scare 
  We caught her, fetched her home at last 
  And turned the key upon her, fast. 

  She does the work about the house 
  As well as most, but like a mouse: 
  Happy enough to chat and play 
  With birds and rabbits and such as they, 
  So long as men-folk keep away, 
  "Not near, not near!' her eyes beseech 
  When one of us comes within reach. 
  The women say that beasts in stall 
  Look around like children at her call. 
  I've hardly heard her speak at all. 
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Charlotte Mew 

  Shy as a leveret, swift as he, 
  Straight and slight as young larch tree, 
  Sweet as the first wild violets, she, 
  To her wild self. But what to me? 

  The short days shorten and the oaks are brown, 
  The blue smoke rises to the low grey sky, 
  One leaf in the still air falls slowly down, 
  A magpie's spotted feathers lie 
  On the black earth spread white with rime, 
  The berries redden up to Christmas-time. 
  What's Christmas-time without there be 
  Some other in the house than we! 

  She sleeps up in the attic there 
  Alone, poor maid. 'Tis but a stair 
  Betwixt us. Oh! my God! The down, 
  The soft young down of her, the brown 
The brown of her–her eyes, her hair, her hair! 
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Charlotte Mew 

I So Liked Spring  

I so liked Spring last year
   Because you were here;—
        The thrushes too—
Because it was these you so liked to hear—
        I so liked you.

This year’s a different thing,—
      I’ll not think of you.
But I’ll like Spring because it is simply Spring
         As the thrushes do.

À Quoi Bon Dire  

    Seventeen years ago you said
Something that sounded like Good-bye;
    And everybody thinks that you are dead
         But I.

    So as I grow stiff and cold
To this and that say Good-bye too;
    And everybody sees that I am old
          But you.

    And one fine morning in a sunny lane
Some boy and girl will meet and kiss and swear
    That nobody can love their way again
          While over there
You will have smiled. I shall have tossed your hair. 
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I write poems to preserve things I  have 
seen/thought/felt (if I may so indicate a 
composite and complex experience) both for 
myself and for others, though I feel my 
primary responsibility is to the experience 
itself, which I am trying to keep from oblivion 
for its own sake. Why I should do this I have 
no idea, but I think the impulse to preserve 
lies at the bottom of all art.
   

- Philip Larkin
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