BROADSIDED

lng = have only been once
re in the gray Iléﬁt ru’shfng
.,'Arthur”Aven le, CHOWT v e
and into the lungs of ydung-‘ .
men bend‘m against the black stones of -
tenement houses. And there | saw his body
turned on itself, insurrection of MS—left eye
white and blinking, the hung flesh of his face,
bird’s legs and trembling hands. He is 24.
He has gone gauzy in the light, his shadow
on the sidewalk only half as black as mine.
But in the evening, after we eat ravioli
from the market and share a quart of beer,
after he sets out a syringe and translucent
vial of oily medicine, scrubs his pearl belly,
and slips the needle in, little red bulb [
in chemical blossom, he pulls his shi
across his still wide shoulders and:
his book and studies.

www.broadsidedpress.org
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Poet Joe Wilkins lives and writes in Forest City, lowa, where he directs the creative writing program at Waldorf College
Artist Alesia F. Norling lives in Maine with her husband, daughter, and dogs. Of her work she says, "I'm a professional
daydreamer and my artwork is dictated by emotion." www.afnorling.com



