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Gliese 581g 
 
The captain stares at the view screen. 
Orbital insertion in two minutes. 
On the approach path, the grip of gravity, 
the lining up of holographic rectangles  
 
ensures orbital insertion in two minutes, 
it’ll tremble the ship in the thin exosphere 
inside holographic rectangles, 
the rattle and shake of fuselage, 
 
it trembles the ship. In the thin exosphere, 
the vessel buffets and broncos as it slips, 
it rattles and shakes the fuselage 
as it enters the thicker atmosphere. 
 
Though the vessel buffets and broncos as it slips 
into alien air, its thermal shields hold 
coming through the thicker atmosphere. 
Touch down in thirty seconds. 
 
Thermal shields holding through alien air, 
thrusters in full reverse, ions blasting 
through the thicker atmosphere 
over the alien terrain. Methane rain 
 
blasts thrusters. Full reverse, ions  
pelt the fire-polished hull, vaporizing 
methane rain over the alien terrain 
on contact. Sparks scintillate spaceship, 
 
pelt the fire-polished hull, vaporizing 
outer layer of shell from leftover discharged static 
on contact. Sparks scintillate spaceship 
in the dielectric rain. Lights flicker 
 
on the shell from discharged static leftover 
from some grounded circuits 
in the dielectric rain. Lights flicker 
as the spaceship touches down 
 
despite some grounded circuits. 
But the Captain isn’t smiling 
as the spaceship touches down— 
the metal creaks of the ship. 
 
And the Captain isn’t smiling. 
It’s not normal outside (weird trees) 
and the metal is creaking all over the ship 
that’s dancing in the wind. 
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It’s not normal outside (weird trees), 
the captain stares through the view screen. 
What’s dancing in the wind? 
What’s that approaching? Its grip, its gravity? 
 
 
________________________________________________________________________ 
The name Gliese 581 refers to the catalog number from the 1957 survey Gliese Catalogue of Nearby Stars. 
This star is a red dwarf (spectral type M3V) 20.4 light-years from Earth in the constellation Libra. The 
exoplanet Gliese 581g is a highly contested planet about twice Earth’s mass in the middle of the habital zone. 
 
 
 
Beneath Strange Stars (TL;DR Press) https://www.amazon.com/Beneath-Strange-Stars-Science-Fiction-
Speculative/dp/1674994222 
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Sounding Light 
 
I’ll never go back to the old world 
of hearing, the simple percussion 
of little ear bones, the Bessel function 
vibrations of timpani. Our sensory 
 
prisons will not define us, only mercy 
and grace can do that. Call it a miracle 
if you want, but we were changed. 
 
The outpost in the galaxy’s epsilon 
quadrant thought they needed the Deaf 
to communicate, to arbitrate with aliens— 
we knew how 
               to sign, and just imagined 
them speaking any foreign language. 
 
In the silence that subsumed us, 
in the silence that we knew so well 
                we approached the visitors 
standing by their spacecraft in the dark 
field. The stars’ spiked light was loud 
to our eyes. 
 
The creatures’ eyes glowed like fire, 
bright as the sun, warm enough to soothe 
hearts, even mine, deafened so long 
by my inaudible cries. I heard 
 
the clear light sing, no, not with any 
cochlear implant or some fancy 
neuro-prosthetic—they could 
                                  never do that. 
 
Doctors have always claimed 
that the hearing and sighted ones 
cannot sense beyond what the 
 
medical books say, what classical 
receptors would allow, but we always 
had more sensitive nerves, we know 
 
the quantum mechanics of tunneling 
in the ear canal, the nerve-bundling 
of optic and auditory sensors. 
 
This ability, this heightened awareness 
in our transformative human brains, 
blazes new neural pathways, complex 
reticulations beyond those occupied 
by the Hearing, by the Seeing. 
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Once, I could only see light, not hear 
the thrum of voices, nor the angel’s 
song. I am d/Deaf, yet I can hear light. 
 
And my brother, once blind, now can see 
the blue and purple sound all around you. 
 
 
Beneath Strange Stars (TL;DR Press) https://www.amazon.com/Beneath-Strange-Stars-Science-Fiction-
Speculative/dp/1674994222 
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Halloween Storybook 
 
Once upon a time, Momma 
told her impetuous sons 
not to pick the largest one 
from the special pumpkin 
patch, but they did anyway. 
The scarecrow, scowling 
in the corn nearby, moved 
in the wind, raspy straw 
murmurings poked through 
overalls as they hauled it 
away in a rusty red wagon. 
 
On a rickety porch bench 
they slipped the sharp broad 
blade, cut into its flesh, 
its breath rushed out, stringy 
pulp spilled as they carved, 
wedged a smile with crooked 
teeth splintering mouth. 
 
When darkness fell, they gave 
it a soul, a flickering light, 
candle waxed like the moon, 
nearly full-bright and orange. 
 
At midnight, the storybook 
pages, no longer autumn-green 
but the deep color of night, 
the yellow orange glow 
of the Jack-O-Lantern moon 
shedding light on the boys’ 
bedroom. Curtains fluttered 
in wicked wind, in its shrill, 
icy daggers stabbing anything 
with warmth away. The beds, 
empty, but covered in straw 
and pumpkin seeds. The End. 
 
 
The Wild Word  https://thewildword.com/poetry-john-c-mannone/ Monster Halloween issue 
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Mission Phoenix 3 
 
Scaffolding braces against yesterday, 
a patch of metal bones from salvage, 
dull gray in the dimming sun. Sleek, 
the rocket leans into steel grapples, 
stands waiting for the last countdown 
…four, three, two, one, current surge, 
ignition, thrusters roar blasting denial 
of gravity’s hold. Motion. The squeal 
of metal—cage breaking free the bird, 
now resurrected soaring high through 
rain-thickened sky, its pearly light gone 
before punching into vapid loneliness  
of outer space. Just the eight of us, last 
survivors, en route to Saturn’s Enceladus. 
 
 
Star*Line 41.5 
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Manifesto 
 
We are desperate for life 
to be found outside our 
comfortable homes here 
on this planet. We send 
messengers to the outer 
reaches of our solar system 
—robots with test tube eyes 
see 200 atom-heavy molecules 
on Saturn’s Enceladus 
geysering from a subsurface 
ocean, icy plumes feathered 
with biochemistry—life 
essential molecules speaking 
no words, only facts. 
Our conjecture is at least 
as clear as political banter. 
We are experts at posturing— 
made of many chemicals 
much bigger than those 
and laddered with the right 
codes for human engagement, 
though some links are missing. 
 
We search for simple life 
elsewhere, yet we cannot 
coexist among ourselves 
without destroying everything 
we have. 
 
__________________________________________________________________________________ 
Author’s Note: Inspired by the June 27, 2018 breaking news: “Complex Organic Molecules Discovered on 
Enceladus For The First Time: It has everything needed to host alien life!” by Michelle Starr, 
https://www.sciencealert.com/complex-organic-molecules-detected-enceladus-plumes-cassini-
extraterrestrial-life. The original work is cited in Nature, “Macromolecular organic compounds from the 
depths of Enceladus,” volume 558, pages 564–568 (2018), https://www.nature.com/articles/s41586-018-
0246-4  
 
 
 
Writers Resist, Issue 90 July 11, 2019 https://www.writersresist.com/2019/07/11/manifesto/ 
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Legends Rooted in the Bayou 
 
When the banshee cry and the full moon glows 
When the gators hide and the old man knows 
 
And the thin grass shudders in a hot swamp wind 
See shadows coming they split and bend 
 
Hear echoes chatter inside your ears 
The shattered whispers the deafening fears 
 
They come unfrozen from their sleep 
Tread blackened waters & quicksand deep 
 
Closer now knuckle-rooted steps advancing— 
The gnarled muscle bark the monsters dancing 
 
These bayou banyans sway and sweep and fall 
Their arms like mallets cracking stone and skull 
 
When the banshee cry and the full moon glows 
When the gators hide and the old man knows 
  what he used to be 
 
So in his cypress rocker he now waits 
for hollow-heart monsters and stems of fate 
 
With a sawed-off shotgun on his lap 
He prays escape from the demons’ trap 
 
Prays the silver shot is untarnished 
Prays that his finger doesn’t shake 
 
Nor will his own heart turn to ashes 
Or his soul to splinter-break 
 
 
Tales from the Moonlit Path, Summer Issue: http://talesmoonlitpath.com/poetry-2/legends-rooted-in-the-
bayou-by-john-c-mannone/ 
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Derailed 
 
Cobwebs fill the attic, 
Air, charged with static. 
 
I hid the toys there 
For years. I could not bear 
 
The joy of giving 
Them back to the living, 
 
To the children in the orphan home. 
I stole the toys from them, all of whom 
 
Made fun of me when I was there, 
Why should I care? 
 
I’ve kept them for myself: 
Model cars and planes up on the shelf, 
 
The balls and games inside the closet door, 
But most of all the HO-trains ovaling the floor. 
 
Today the sky is darkening and green, 
Soon the wind will begin to scream… 
 
I must go and save the toys, get them all 
Before they’re syphoned up the cyclone’s wall. 
 
I run and trip and fall; I bang my head 
And tumble down the stairs. Dazed, I said, 
 
Gotta catch that train, gotta catch that train,  
before it comes—that locomotive wind. 
 
My neck hurts, and my backbone’s broken 
But I manage to hobble, and pay my token 
 
To the conductor. I sit and sigh a sigh-of-relief, 
I look out the window, watch all my grief 
 
just railroad away, hot steam and cinder flying high. 
And in the corner of my Pullman car, my 
 
Toys: the cars and planes and trains. 
I shrink away from the windowpanes, 
 
The whirlwind air—the sulfurous yellow air, 
Fading in the distance. I smile with not a care. 
 
I turn to see the uniformed man just checking names. 
I give to him my one-way ticket all the same 
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and ask him, Conductor. Please, what will be 
The next stop on this line? He looked at me 
 
Real funny, then turned away. 
 I said, Just a minute, You! Pray tell. 
 
 He said, Son, Don’t you know the way? 
You’re on the midnight express going straight to hell! 
 
 
 
Tales from the Moonlit Path (Halloween issue) Oct 15: http://talesmoonlitpath.com/poetry-2/derailed-by-john-
c-mannone/ 
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Moonlight Serenade 
 
Through the window, the plum 
colored planet seems to pulse 
a quiet tone. The moon 
 
behind us, polishes the dark 
with its platinum crescent 
hooking a myriad stars 
 
reflected in your eyes. My heart 
is weightless, singing also 
for you for so long, its thrum 
 
growing louder whenever I rest 
my head on your chest. 
It’s just the two of us, here 
 
in the lonely outreaches, in space 
between our hearts that try 
to orbit each other. 
 
Let those points of fire 
waxing the night be our 
candle-starlight. 
 
Let us sip beads of wine, 
touch them to our lips 
as they spill from the bottle 
 
as we float together 
inexorably attracted 
by our own gravity. Come 
 
my Valentine, let us make 
love under the canopy 
of stars before we leave 
our rocket to land on Mars. 
 
 
Tales from the Moonlit Path, Valentine Issue http://talesmoonlitpath.com/poetry/moonlight-serenade-by-john-
c-mannone/ 
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Apparition 
 
 At the Elkmont Exchange, a micro brewery 
 
Perhaps the demons thought it was Friday the 13th 
when they came out to haunt me, to spit fire 
into my glassy eyes now slick with October air. 
 
Halloween isn’t here yet, but the noisy petulance, 
the poltergeists, were anxious to subsume me 
into their ambiance of evil. 
 
Perhaps I fear too much, I didn’t see what that 
devil-faced angel saw. He stared into the dark 
 
shroud above the flames, his mouth agape 
after all his teeth gnashed away; the dark pit 
of his eyes, black like his soul. I heard no screams. 
 
I can only imagine all of this horror emerging 
from a bit of guilt the nuns had lain on me 
in elementary school. Maybe, just maybe 
 
it was the adrenalin flowing up and down 
my spine after having had one too many beers. 
 
 
 
2019 Halloween Podcast (SFPA): http://www.sfpoetry.com/halloween.html  
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Blue Dream 
 After the digital art of Steve Johnson 
 
There’s a ghost 
blue tint 
to my dreams 
   where the kitchen table 
   morphs to desk 
   to bathtub 
Dixie cups pass over 
to faucets and 
the fridge to books 
   to towel rack 
   and I’m stretched 
   out below the horizon 
of porcelain 
I’m breathing 
water but not 
   ocean yet I’m drifting 
   in and out of memory 
   in between the seams 
of now and afterlife 
I am haunted 
by you I hope 
   to wake before 
   I disappear 
   into the blue ether 
I am that ghost 
bluer than my 
coffin-shape 
   tub or the blue cover 
   of books the deep blue 
   paint of my desk 
I am now 
just blue 
just a whisper 
   of mist 
   of soul 
   of what used to be me 
 
Backstory: With this piece of Steve Johnson’s semi-abstract digital art I sense something dark and visceral, 
while at the same time it is softened by pastel strokes suggesting a dream-state. In this ekphrastic poem, I 
deliberately use no standard punctuation and effective line breaks to blur meaning and I  stagger the verses to 
suggest something is in a state of disarray and doesn’t quite line up with reality—the surreal images echo that, 
while setting an ethereal tone to complement the ghost-like feel. (https://artbystevej.com/wp-
content/uploads/2018/09/stevej-1-of-9-2.jpg) 
 
WLYA 2019 Anthology (Tangent Press East) https://tangentpresseast.com/books/ 
The Arbiter 

 
Not everything is black and white. 
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To encourage bipartisan efforts, when politicians are at an impasse, they may resolve their differences by one challenging 
the other to a game of chess*. The winner will have his policies implemented; the loser will be executed pursuant to Title 
5, Part 2635 (Standards of Ethical Conduct) of the Code of Federal Regulations, revised March 15, 2119. 
 
* Rules of Engagement: Standard practices, but some pieces have randomly assigned offensive and defensive weapons 
unbeknownst to the opponent, and the familiar tactics of lying and cheating are allowed to mitigate their effects. 

  
 
Not just any chess game, sentient pieces 
breathe to fight with fire and smoke to smite 
the enemy. Pawns are not expendable. 
No simple Pawn to Queen’s Bishop 3 
move, no laying victim to other pawns 
or stallion with razor hooves set for gambits. 
No. Pawns may pack grenades, pull their pins. 
A Bishop prays for the vanquished as a Knight 
stomps them, his horses, thunder-clad, 
snort lightning. They charge the castle 
that catapults pots of boiling oil; a mote filled 
with alligators for the Queen who struts by, 
a dagger hidden beneath her white brocade, poison 
on her daring lips, but the King is still a fool. 
 
 
Eye to the Telescope 32 April issue, https://eyetothetelescope.com/archives/032issue.html  
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Remains at an Archeological Site 
 
Uncovered skull, disheveled bones, 
knuckles of the right hand curled 
around ivory (handle of a dagger), 
pelvis of a woman, ribcage busted 
close to the where the heart had been. 
 
The way the bones broke and jutted 
out, she must have been surprised 
from behind—probably expecting 
trouble. Killed with a prompt thrust 
of a sword. No indications of death 
 
by disease. But crypt air was fouled 
with fear perhaps her own or maybe 
it was that instilled by her assailant. 
Dirt immediately below her chest— 
iron-stained from where she bled out. 
 
Perhaps courage spilled to ground 
that day. DNA and other forensics 
revealed that this was once a brave 
young woman, who died cradling 
a flower-cluster of small bones 
 
in her left hand. 
 
 
 
Altered Reality Magazine, https://www.alteredrealitymag.com/remains-at-an-archeological-site-by-john-c-
mannone/ 
 
 
  



John	C.	Mannone	
jcmannone@gmail.com	

	 18	

Orion and the Bull 
 
When I look up to the stars 
in a Halloween sky 
I imagine a constellation 
of fools chasing each other 
round and round the ecliptic 
stairway, sidestepping snakes 
and scorpions. I don’t think 
Orion as a hunter waving 
his lion-killing club, holding 
up its mane as trophy 
but rather as some celestial 
gumshoe who tiptoes on the stars 
while pied-piping his magic 
flute of bubblegum music 
trying to lull the stubborn bull 
back into the corral. No lassos, 
just hypnosis—a clever stare 
into the steer’s eye, Aldebaran. 
But the sleuth is always pushing 
his privilege, contaminating 
the whole host of heaven with his 
dangerous tricks and antics. 
They vilify him, his mockery— 
Is there is no justice 
for this ostentatious fool? 
The bloodthirsty moon 
simply drips its celestial paraffin 
while giving light to the ox 
who just might gore and lop 
off the head of its pursuer. 
 
 
Altered Reality Magazine, Nov 1: https://www.alteredrealitymag.com/orion-and-the-bull-by-john-manonne/ 
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Listening to the Relics of Our Galaxy 
 
Astrophysicists from the University of Birmingham have captured the sounds of some of the oldest stars in our galaxy, the Milky 
Way, according to research published today in the Royal Astronomical Society journal Monthly Notices. 
—June 7, 2016  
 
 
When the stars sing 
  it is not a pathetic 
  fallacy, but the heart 
of the universe. 
 
 They sing as soon as born. 
  Our own Sun whispered 
to me in its helio-seismic 
 percussions—the gong 
  of a multi-tonal bell. 
 
The combined orchestra 
 of stars intonating 
  a symphony—a masterpiece 
in M4—a group of musician 
 stars singing their hearts 
  out. And in their death 
 
I can still hear the B-flat thrum 
 57 octaves down from the grave, 
  from the black hole blues, 
their timpani accompany 
 the cosmic hiss— 
  the creator applauding. 
 
_____________________________________ 
M4 is a beautiful globular cluster in Scorpius 
 
 
 
Altered Reality Magazine (2019) Nov 1: https://www.alteredrealitymag.com/listening-to-the-relics-of-our-
galaxy-by-john-mannone/ 
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π 
 
3.141592… is transcendental 
and that doesn’t mean spiritual 
here, but yes, quite irrational 
and infinitely nonrepeating 
at least to 31.4 trillion digits 
in this mundane dimension. 
 
But in that universe full of haunts 
and haints, they ain’t staying put. 
They figured out a way to splinter 
the spacetime shroud in the Valley 
of Shadows, when their once luminous 
leader who was cast out of the upper 
realms because he wanted to be king, 
forgot to be wise. The price 
for his greed for power was exhile 
and no weapon he could form 
had any effect on us except perhaps 
the whispers of his lies, the doubts 
thrown as darts of fire. He knows 
his number and those who anguish— 
the 144 thousand. And the Great 
Mathematician, who invented Pi 
saw to it that the first 144 digits 
add up to 666—the Beast. God 
mocked him, he who thinks he knows 
all doesn’t even know Pi and how 
to use it to unlock his chains 
…until now. 
 
 
 
Altered Reality Magazine, https://www.alteredrealitymag.com/%CF%80-by-john-c-mannone/ 
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A New Way to Fight a World War, 2525 C.E. 
 
Score Board: Western Conference, 700 million down 
  Eastern Conference 1.2 billion down 
 
Opposing teams face off on the line of scrimmage, 
reminiscent of ancient football and gladiator games 
but without flesh and blood and broken bones. 
There are no more time outs. Play goes to sudden death. 
 
The clock ticks down, the crystal sphere of futures 
is thrown deep down field. The Western Conference’s 
wide receiver zigzags across the turf, the billion-dollar 
athlete-cyborg stretches its arms, catches the glass, breaks 
tackles power-running on the edge of the sidelines to the end 
zone-time zone. The ref flashes the scoring laser, a detonation 
from a space-borne armada destroys the opposing team’s 
territory—10,000 square miles, computer-selected at random. 
A direct hit; 11 million down. 
 
To widen the advantage, the receiver is allowed to activate 
the ball propelling this human-sent cyborg into the future. 
What will it learn, what info could it bring back for the coach? 
But back to where? Not here on the war-game field, causality 
forbids return from time travel. The cyborg can only return 
to a parallel universe. However, when it does, it will cause 
eddies of time, swirling past, present, and future together— 
they’re quantum entangled. A good coach knows how to 
de-convolve the information to plan a better next play. 
 
It’s a game of chance. From chaos, survival of the enemy 
is possible, but more than likely his annihilation is imminent. 
Now it’s the opposing team’s play, but their cyborg had already 
predicted what just happened; they’re poised for double points. 
 
 
Altered Reality Magazine, https://www.alteredrealitymag.com/a-new-way-to-fight-a-world-war-2525-c-e-by-
john-c-mannone/ 
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A Family of Trees 
 
The first tree said, “I am a descendant of the mighty locust who held the promise, a chest 
where the covenant was laid—when opened, like a trough full of sun-spilt hay, it bore the 
blessed hope for all who would treasure it. I cradle the infant. His cries echo in my chambers 
and I am reborn.” 
 
The second tree said, “I’m from a long line of cypress who brought Noah through troubled 
waters to rest upon a mountain top, and  baby Moses through a river full of crocodiles. Now 
I carry the man who could walk on water, but sits on my stern instead. His tears have sealed 
my planks.” 
 
The third tree said, “I am a descendant of the tree of Lebanon, an everlasting evergreen, who 
once stood tall in the middle of the garden. I heard him cry out in anguish. They have nailed 
him to me, his blood mixing with mine, but I do not die. I am the tree of life.” 
 
Backstory: “A Family of Trees” was inspired by “The Story of Three Trees” (author unknown) and 
popularized by the its retelling by Angela Elwell Hunt as “The Tale of Three Trees.”  
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review for Sept 2019/prose form: http://www.songsoferetz.com/2019/09/september-
2019-prose-poem-issue.html  
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Trypanophobia 
  
When I hear the thunder 
of that name, I shudder. 
It is kin to the fear of tyrants, 
lizards like tyrannosaurus. 
  
Fears are the monsters 
that will devour you 
if you don’t call them out— 
take names, kick dragons. 
  
I see their teeth, needles 
that want to jab me, I feel 
their fire, choke on smoke 
as they snort at me. 
  
But today, I am a dragon 
slayer, my sword is more 
powerful than their teeth. 
My sword are the words 
  
on a shield of faith: 
I will see no evil, 
I will hear no evil. 
Nor touch the roaring fire 
  
from their tongues. 
Their darts of doubt are lies. 
I only feel the prick 
of their death. 
 

Backstory: Tyrannophobia might sound like a fear of dinosaurs, and in a way it is; i.e., when you consider my 
fear of needles is likened to an insidious monster. Trypanophobia, which is that fear, sounds at first like 
tyrannophobia, so these words and their meanings merged in my mind and a "needle monster" (my phobia) 
emerged as a dragon-like creature. Silly, I know, but the fear is very real. It is a monster to me. 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review for the Oct 2019 Halloween and Horror issue: 
http://www.songsoferetz.com/2019/10/october-2019-halloweenhorror-issue.html  



John	C.	Mannone	
jcmannone@gmail.com	

	 24	

 
The Last Train 
 
The Great Spirit rolled a magical ball crushing mountains, earth and rocks, blazing a trail to the land of the afterlife. The Great 
Spirit led the Indian chief where the rolling globe of fire took them to see where his wife had gone if he would promise to grieve no 
more. 
 —Ute Legend of Canyons 
 
 
The railroading sun firewheels 
the metal-sharp horizon 
 
scorching night’s edge 
purpled with Indian Paintbrush. 
 
Cirrus clouds wisp as engine steam 
from some imagined train stack 
 
clinkering the turquoise sky blue-black. 
And the orange blossom moon, 
 
with the last car pulled in solitude, 
clacks invisible tracks. 
 
Gotta catch that train, 
gotta catch that train. 
 
I jump across the gulch, 
hands latching caboose, feet dangling 
 
in cool thin air above red-blazed dust 
stirred-up. The desert sky 
 
full of sagebrush clouds, and below, 
the river roars through the trestled gorge. 
 
Gotta catch that train, 
gotta catch that train, 
 
whooshing through. 
 
 
300 Days of Sun (Nevada State College Department of Humanities); Vol 2, Issue 1, Spring 2019 
https://300daysofsun.weebly.com/store/c1/Featured_Products.html 
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Door Number 2 
 
It wasn’t the Price is Right TV show, with Barker 
pointing to the three doors, but he looked a bit 
like him in red leotards. 
 
The audience cheered on as I was taunted, Choose, 
Choose, Choose!  Behind the door with a big prize 
was a 4-door sedan, fire-engine red with flames, 
yellow-orange, painted on the quarter panels. 
Black interior, hot bucket seats. 
 
Through another door, an angel held the ticket 
for an all-expense paid trip to really hot places, 
first class flight, with complimentary fireballs 
after reaching cruising altitude. 
 
One door opened to a pantry filled with a year’s 
supply of Perrier. 
 
The host prodded me to make my choice, he had 
a devilish grin when I uttered Door Number 2. 
 
The veil dropped, the door opened and the crowd 
applauded as they leaped out of their seats, 
exposing their gargoyle faces while the host roared 
with laughter. 
 
I wish I had chosen Door Number 1 with the ample 
supply of cool water. I wept and gnashed; prayed 
this was just a dream. 
 
 
 
Chachalaca Review (Dec 4, 2019) https://chachalacareview.com/door-number-2 
 
  



John	C.	Mannone	
jcmannone@gmail.com	

	 26	

Full of Grace 
  
Even in winter 
she walks to a place of prayer, 
            pines of Nazareth crisping air 
as she whispers fragrant psalms. 
A stillness wraps her 
like a prayer shawl trapping warmth 
            in her heart. 
  
A sparrow stops 
its own song to listen to hers 
            as she raises her eyes 
toward heaven. Sun-softened 
clouds drift down—a shear 
angelic fog that sparkles as it intones 
            the music of the soul. 
  
Mary, Daughter of Aaron, 
understands the words of grace 
            like her own name, Channah, 
and those that follow: sublime 
that quell her fears. She kneels 
at the hearing of the words 
            sent from the Father, 
  
she doesn’t hesitate, 
Be it done unto me. 
  
Delicate air stirs the Cedars of Lebanon 
as if a breath of God. A dove 
            of incandescent white 
auras the virgin; song of prophecy 
resonates with her spirit, her heart 
merging with her Son’s. They beat 
            together as one. 
  
  
Backstory: The poem was inspired by the incarnation scene in the film called Full of Grace: the story of Mary the 
mother of Jesus http://fullofgracefilm.com/ (October 2015), which follows Mary of Nazareth in her last earthly 
days as she helps the fractured early Church regain their original encounter with The Lord. [Director: Andrew 
Hyatt, Writer: Andrew Hyatt, Stars: Noam Jenkins, Bahia Haifi, Kelsey Asbille]. 
  
Though Christians celebrate the birth of Christ on December 25, it is arguable he was born between Rosh 
Hashanah and the Feast of Tabernacles in the fall, however, this would put his conception on or near the 
traditional Christmas Day. 
  
Mary was a Daughter of Aaron, meaning she was of pure Levitical lineage [because her close relative (first 
cousin or aunt) Elisabeth was one, which means Mary's mother was too]. That being said, it is highly likely 
Mary was familiar with the Torah, and most certainly about the story of Hannah, who prayed for a son—she 
had been barren. And God granted her a son, who became King Solomon. In Hebrew, Hannah is American 
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spelling for Channah, which means full of grace or highly favored one. Gabriel’s address to Mary was loaded 
with insight. 
 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review Dec 16 2019: http://www.songsoferetz.com/2019/12/december-2019-winter-
holiday-issue.html 
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Ring of Fire 
 
I raise my arms in praise 
to the Indonesian sun templed in 
 
the palms of my hands and the moon 
is offered on that golden platter. 
 
Through the island palms, the sky 
breathes flames lapping water 
 
the ocean washes with a burnt 
orange where the sun spills fire, 
 
heat dissolving in emerald and silver 
shadows, but soon, hope 
 
will once again be eclipsed 
by a heat-filled mountain below 
 
the waves, no longer dormant. 
 
_____________________________________________________________ 
Author’s Note: On the occasion of the Jan 26, 2009 annular eclipse of the sun (ring of fire) only visible on a 
path traversing the southern Indian Ocean. See Astronomy Picture of the Day 
https://apod.nasa.gov/apod/ap090125.html; however, the ring of fire is also an allusion to the volcanically 
active region in the Pacific resulting in earthquakes, volcanic eruptions and devastating tsunamis. 
 
 
Anak Sastra Issue 36 July 2019 http://anaksastra.com/archives.html 
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LONG POEM CATEGORY 
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House of the Rising Sun 
 
The shot glass shatters in his hand 
as he slams it on the bar. His callous 
hand doesn’t stop the blood. And 
the bartender says something wrong. 
 
The drunk says he’s not a sociopath, 
just a simple murderer. The bartender’s 
wife wails in the corner, her husband 
dead from a busted bottle over his head. 
 
She swears he’ll regret what he did, 
chants some strange words he doesn’t 
understand, even if he were sober. 
He pours himself another whiskey. 
 
Police come to take him away. They smirk, 
know the hoodlum, say that he misses 
his fashion apparel—striped pajamas with 
matching accessories of a ball-and-chain. 
 
  ~~~ 
 
After several years of hard labor 
the convict escapes the penitentiary 
into the Louisiana Bayou. And the gators 
cluster under the bridge, their skin 
 
ripples with hunger. Rust flakes off 
the girding—metal spent in swamp 
air—just as it does with the escapee, 
the mettle of this man worn away 
 
by crime. There’s a brisk 
heat over the black water swallowing 
the moon, the stars also wash away. 
His reflection in the pallor, dulled 
 
by years of disquiet in his chest. 
Even remorse is silent. He senses 
a percussive rage rise in the distance— 
djembe drums beating faster than his heart. 
 
Fog begins to swirl, electric blue. 
Ozone-burnt air, and the smell 
of acrid flesh, fill his nostrils. 
Gators gnash their teeth. 
 
He hears their thoughts, shakes 
his head. And then again the words, 
We’re going to eat you. He spits, 
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then bites into a red apple he had 
 
stashed. Blood empties into his mouth. 
Expels the chewed-up skin and flesh 
of the fruit into the backwater. 
Lizards frenzy. Startled, he slips 
 
on the mossy wood. His fall, broken 
by the cracking oak and pine. The snap 
and thrash of alligators in the half-dark 
mix with memories of that woman 
 
whose husband he had killed— 
those disdainfull chants. He pushes 
himself off the rough-cut wood, 
viscous slime burns his palms like fire. 
 
He manages, stumble after stumble, 
to escape through the marsh-woods, 
hundreds of irridescent snake eyes, red 
beads, stare him down. 
 
He had never prayed before. He breaks 
into a run, a run back toward the prison 
he had broken free from. High-pitched 
barks getting louder. 
 
Thank God! he thinks to himself, yells 
“I’m here, over here,” while dropping 
to his knees and raising his arms under 
the full voodoo moon. And the hounds’ 
 
shadows loom and lunge without 
hesitation or permission. 
He closes his eyes, hides his face. 
 
  ~~~ 
 
One of the guards shouts to the others 
over his shoulder, “We got ‘im… Wait.” 
The dogs sit quietly, wagging their tails. 
“This man is dead. Looks like he suffered 
a heart attack.”Altered Reality Magazine, https://www.alteredrealitymag.com/house-of-the-rising-sun-by-john-
c-mannone/ 
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Reincarnation 
 
 I. 
Nighttime launch, 
Luna nearly full 
and fresh snow 
sparkles diamonds 
in her light— 
myriad stars 
in the heavens 
intoning hints 
of red and blue 
beyond the halo 
of the moon. 
 
 II. 
Planets hang 
in space as ornaments, 
even our own remains 
beautiful despite the war. 
We cruise past them, 
the breath of sun propelling 
our far flung solar sails 
before we fully break 
the skin of our solar wind 
and enter the cold silence 
of the interstellar void. 
 
 III. 
A wormhole opens 
in a garland of light, 
funnels us through 
time—2000 years ago. 
 
Emerging from the vortex 
in a distant galaxy, engines 
thrum as we slow to light speed 
that physics demands. 
 
 IV. 
A beacon guides 
us into orbit around 
a habitable planet whose 
spectral K-class sun sings 
all the right kind of light. 
 
We plummet 
through atmosphere, 
through purple rain 
and buffeting winds. 
We pray. 
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 V. 
The air is thick 
with hope. 
 
 VI. 
The horizon blazes 
a crimson we have 
never seen before 
as we approach 
the cave where cries 
from the beacon 
echo. 
 
The path through 
the mouth of stone 
is illumined by fire gems 
studding the wall, 
in the shape of a fir tree 
adorned with light. 
 
At the top of the pine, 
a silvery star shines. 
 
 
Abyss & Apex: http://www.abyssapexzine.com/2019/01/introducti 
on-to-abyss-apex-poetry-issue-69/ 
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My stories are hungry  
 
 Man shall not live on bread alone 
 —Matthew 4:4 
 
 I took the little book out of the angel’s hand 
 and ate it, and in my mouth it was sweet as honey; 
 and when I had eaten it, my stomach was made bitter 
 —Revelation 10:10 
  
An earthquake 
  ripped off 
the thick mantle covering 
of my heart, I opened the book 
and fell into its pages of history. 
I was devoured by the stories 
when I saw Adam and his lovely 
Eve in the Garden; no snakes  
just a couple of trees. 
  One, a tall 
spruce with the scent of pure 
pine—the fragrance of prayer. 
The other with golden quince, 
quaked and rattled in the wind, 
whispered promises. They heard 
the naked truth and that story 
swallowed them, too. 
  My soul 
convulsed at the devil’s laughter 
when he saw the Evergreen shed 
its fascicles to cover them. 
Before the storm, heaven cracked 
and the sky spilled, now emptied 
of His voice. 
  And the wind blew 
the pages of the book in my hands 
before I could read them, but 
they sprayed rain on my face 
and each word coated my lips. 
I drank them in—the savor 
of a better promise 
seeping through: a wet rainbow 
pressing on my tongue. 
  I could not utter a word, 
but listened to the priests & prophets. 
Every time they spoke, a scent of cedar, 
of crushed pine, sifted through 
along with their voices. Even John’s 
locust & honey weren’t as sweet, 
and bitterness settled in 
at the same time. My heart 
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started to melt as wax 
and my blood ached, burned, 
oozing like lava. 
  Yet, I was still 
hungry, and I ate more 
of the stories until I ingested 
the flesh of my own thoughts 
from a cup put to my lips, 
  for a moment, 
for only the briefest moment, 
before that scent of pine purged 
the vile dregs from my mouth. 
I did not want to eat that 
story. But a holy wind blew 
me deeper into the pages to a place 
on a hill. The smell of pine 
now heavier on my nose. There, 
the parchment stained & torn. 
  I wept as I tried to read. 
I could not see the words, 
for my eyes were blurred 
in the rain—a scarlet rain 
washing me and all 
the bitterness I had tasted.  
And when it was finished… 
the sky wasn’t broken anymore. 
 
 
American Diversity Report, https://americandiversityreport.com/category/my-stories-are-hungry-
poem-by-john-c-mannone/ 
 


