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Countdown 
 
Midnight embers the sky, 
sun’s corona bloats with 
an amber-rust glow, rays 
pushing through the high 
ice-filled clouds that spill 
 
lonely truth, and diffract 
all hope. The wind is quiet, 
my heart is loud with its 
heavy pulse, it’s longing. 
 
It’s been a long year now, 
food supplies almost gone, 
no apparent sign of rescue, 
 
but the sun flares glory 
here on Eridani-beta 3. 
 
I will sleep in peace. 
 
___________________________________________________________ 
 
 
Space & Time Magazine (Issue 138) Sep 29, 2020 
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08KB39SVQ?ref_=pe_3052080_397514860 
editor Linda Addison linda.addison.biz@gmail.com 
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Temptation 
 
When the stars fell from the heavens, 
wormwood embittered the waters and 
a certain tree in the middle of the garden. 
 
  ~~~ 
 
The woman stares at its luscious fruit 
with bulbous shape and burgundy sheen 
intoxicating her eyes. How curious, she thinks, 
 
and comes closer to see sun sparkle on its skin, 
leans against low-lying branches, smells 
the sweetness, but doesn’t notice the serpent 
 
coiling around the limbs, nor hears it slither 
in lithe, and hiss until it whispers inculcations, 
Go ahead. Eat it. Surely you shall not die! 
 
Spellbound. Forbidden fingers gamble, touch 
the downy underside of a single leaf 
soft as feather-lace and silvered in the dawn. 
 
She touches another. The quiver in her hands 
stops as she palms the pomaceous fruit.  
She indulges, places her Snow White lips 
 
on its skin, slips her tongue against the smooth 
flesh. The red apple glistens with deception 
before she kisses it; bites into it. She swoons 
 
into ecstasy. Her lover joins in, reveling 
in the taste. Their minds fill with everything 
they ever wanted to know and everything 
 they wished they never knew. 
 
______________________________________________________ 
 
 
The Starlight Emporium Magazine Oct 1, page 58: 
https://www.dropbox.com/s/tukeddzelukfbx0/autumn%202020%20final%20draft.pdf?dl=0 
editor Elise Rorick <lusicovicreative@gmail.com>   
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The Siren 
 
Heavy mist drifts over the bay, 
waves lap the starboard side 
of the wooden ship, plank & rope 
creak in the sway. The crow’s 
nest is cozy with autumn air. 
 
From afar, hints of voice skim 
the water, so melodic that each 
syllable seduces souls, thrums 
like a lyre. At first, I am leery 
of compelling resonances, 
 
the seductive song—too many 
sailors in legend were lulled 
and their ships have run upon 
the shallows. I sense this siren 
is different, my heart interprets 
 
a longing, a kindness, no malice. 
I yell orders to the boatsman 
below on the quarterdeck, Steer 
thirty degrees to port. The dark, 
still veiled in fog, while moon’s 
 
full light dissolves in the waves. 
Spikes of starry light remain 
unseen. The music of her voice 
grows closer, more sonorous 
and irresistible. Yet the others 
 
do not hear it. I strain to see her. 
By the time her voice is ringing 
in my ears like beautiful laughter, 
I am drowning in the sound of 
battering waves; the ship already 
 breaking on the rocks.  
 
____________________________________________________ 
 
 
The Starlight Emporium Magazine Oct 1, 2020, page 80: 
https://www.dropbox.com/s/tukeddzelukfbx0/autumn%202020%20final%20draft.pdf?dl=0 
editor Elise Rorick <lusicovicreative@gmail.com>   
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The Abyss 
 
The mountain chain rips 
into the sky with its jagged 
peaks, the ground smolders 
with devil’s breath. 
 
And the geologist probes 
the once dead earth 
in disbelief with test tubes 
& seismographs—his only faith. 
 
Foul steam vents through 
crevices—snorting nostrils 
of a rudely awakened monster 
lying dormant for centuries. 
 
The man wipes his brow, 
salt-sweat mixing with acid 
smoke belching from the abyss, 
itching and irritating the scar 
 
marking his forehead, 
festering into stings of scorpions. 
A string of blasphemies 
blazes from his mouth. Inside 
 
the pit, the air thunders 
with ten thousand voices 
and the gnawing of locusts 
causing his ears to bleed. 
 
The mountain heaves fire 
and brimstone and chunks 
of chains. And blood 
red ash spills over, the rocks 
 
are strafed by angels’ wings. 
Pumice scours the ancient 
text chiseled in basalt 
next to where he stands. 
 
After he reads those words 
from Revelations, they pulverize 
in the air. He stares into the ground’s 
gaping mouth. It swallows him 
 
whole. After the thrashing 
of his flesh and bone, only 
wisps of dragon smoke 
remain. 
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______________________________________________________ 
 
 
Rune Bear Weekly September 24, 2020 
https://runebear.com/weekly/the-abyss/ 
editors Desmond White, et al. runebearmag@gmail.com> 
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The Exorcists 
 
The beaten prisoners’ manacles clank, 
chains dangle in dungeon air, linking 
 
metal bound to ankles, clinks 
against the dripping stones. 
 
The air still stinks from an exorcism done 
earlier that day of a woman who worshipped 
 
pythons that entangled her seductive body 
in the same way her sibylline words writhed. 
 
Men would sell their souls for that woman, 
for her oracles of divination. 
 
With every movement, the shackled men’s 
chains snake and hiss across the cobblestone, 
 
as if in protest to the prisoners’ praises 
but their chants mute every viperous complaint. 
 
The midnight moon in Philippi waxes 
while deep prayers fill the stonewall room 
 
and wedge themselves between the cracks— 
a seismic force that rumbles the ground. 
 
Fetters fall, iron bars break their clasp, walls 
shift, dishevel—gaps swallow shafts of light 
 
from the moon and shine on a soldier’s face. 
This Roman jailor, sleeping, awakens, shivers 
 
at the sight of empty cells. The aftershock 
whispers death into his ears. He is responsible 
 
for the prisoners, who surely must have fled 
but they are still there kneeling by the rubble. 
 
Paul and Silas, and all the prisoners, are still 
there. And the guard put away his sword 
 
from his own throat, his tears washing 
their seeping wounds; baptizing him in new light. 
____________________________________________________ 
 
PAROUSIA Magazine, July 5, 2020: https://PAROUSIAmagazine.wordpress.com/2020/07/05/three-
poems-from-john-c-mannone-PAROUSIA-magazine/ 
editor Tola Ijalusi, parousiamagazine@gmail.com 
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The Phone with Eyes 
 
It rings a hellish ring, and then it talks to me: everyday those eyes would stare while glowing in their plastic 
sockets. I do not want to answer, not even do I dare but something in the ringing, something in its eyes, 
compels for me to pick it up and put it to my ear. The voice, at first it gently says Fear not but I cannot help 
my trembling anyway. It then demands I listen to what it has to say unless some hurt would come to mommy. 
So I obey and play along. It hopes I understand the promises it makes to me each day. It hums a love, it 
claims, much more than mother ever can. I don’t believe its lying eyes, that licorice look, the lull of 
mesmerizing words, the way it always spoke. But then one magic day it gives to me the doll I’ve always 
wanted, not like the Raggedy Ann I broke, but the costly one of porcelain my mommy could not afford to 
buy. In even softer words it tells me, I will give you anything you want! All I’d have to do is sneak into her bed at 
night and slip the phone to mommy’s ear as she lay sleeping. Next day, my mommy says that she must go and 
find a way to make my playmate sister. She leaves the house, but doesn’t bother coming back in time to cook 
or tuck me in, not ever. I’m all alone; I weep. 
 

~~~ 
 
Now the phone just rings and rings—I just want to throw it back into the dark and dingy attic, to lock it in 
the closet there. But sheepishly I answer, I must never think like that again, it scolds and mocks. All I want, I 
cry, is mommy to come back somehow. But the clownish phone growls that It is my mommy now. 
 
_______________________________________________________ 
 
 
Elixir Magazine July 4, 2020: https://theelixirmagazine.com/2020/07/04/the-phone-with-eyes/ 
editor Maryam Qureshi, theelixirmag2018@gmail.com 
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A Valentine’s Day Play 
 Act I, Scene 1: Our Love Affair is Cliché  
 
 < under a lover’s moon > 
 
[She] We have to stop meeting like this 
 in your den, it’s too dangerous. 
 
[He] I know, if we get caught, what will others say? 
 But come away with me, my love; you give me fever. 
 
[She] Yes. You, too! I know a better secret place— 
 a hideaway deep in the woods where we can cave in 
 to our lusts. It’ll be like when we met in London. 
 Do you remember? 
 
[He] How could I forget! You swept me off my feet, 
 I was flying high. Whenever you near me, 
 hairs on my arms stand straight up. I claw 
 the walls when you are gone. 
 
[She] You make my blood run hot 
 as it courses through my veins. 
 And when you’re gone, my heart bleeds for you. 
 
[He] I love your kisses. 
 
[She] And I love your big brown eyes. 
 
[He] Making love to you under the full moon makes me howl. 
 
[She] And by its silvery light, my heart aches. 
 Quickly now, the night is short and the sun will soon rise. 
 
[He] Okay, Sweetheart, my Countess, my Love. 
 
[She] And you, my wolf, bite me… and I will, you. 
 
 < they embrace under her leathery wings > 
 
 End 
 
______________________________________________________ 
Backstory: The 2-minute play written as a poem is rather experimental here. But unlike a play, where the 
characters are identified, they are revealed (by implication) at the end for the surprise—an affair between a 
he-werewolf and a she-vampire. If read out loud (in two voices), the [He] and [She] character tags are not 
vocalized. The narrator, a third voice, reads the title, epigraph and the expressions in bra/kets. And of course, 
there are many intentional clichés in this piece, as alluded to in the epigraph. 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review (March 2020): http://www.songsoferetz.com/2020/03/march-2020-fantasy-
fairytale-issue_14.html 
editor Steven Gordon SWGordonMD@gmail.com 
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The Horned Turban Shell 
  
 Inspired by the Japanese legend of the Sazae-oni 
 
She hid in the carpet of red algae 
before the divers came to steal 
and sell her children in Okinawa. 
 
Her hard shell with expanding 
clockwise whorls transformed 
to sequins partly draping her 
 
no-longer-mollusk body, 
but voluptuous and naked 
desire pulsed through the sea. 
 
Purple gorgonia and sea whips 
swayed the sexual desire; divers 
on the seabed could not resist 
 
the temptress. When close enough, 
she snatched their testicles 
with the horned remnants of her shell 
 
and held them hostage. Nets dropped 
from their hands. Her children floated 
gently to the safe, soft grasses below. 
 
____________________________________________________ 
Backstory: This poem is not a redaction of Japanese mythology, which portrays Sazae-oni as a demonized 
mollusk-turned-sexual temptress (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sazae-oni), but rather a benevolent undersea 
creature that can similarly shape-shift (every thirty years) to protect her children. An artist’s depiction is here: 
http://yokai.com/wp-content/uploads/sites/4/2013/06/sazae-oni.jpg 
 
The genesis of the poem occurred while researching turban shells (Turbo cornutus) to satisfy my marine biology 
curiosity. 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review (March 2020): http://www.songsoferetz.com/2020/03/march-2020-fantasy-
fairytale-issue_14.html 
editor Steven Gordon SWGordonMD@gmail.com  
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Words Can Kill 
 
 After “Diamonds and Toads,” 
 a French fairy tale by Charles Perrault 
 
 Those who consider themselves religious 
 and yet do not keep a tight rein on their tongues 
 deceive themselves, and their religion is worthless. 
  — James 1: 26 (NIV) 
 
Julie rests on a log after a walk 
in the woods, a quiet lovely girl 
lonely for her mother’s attention, 
her mean-spirited sister’s, too. 
 
And below the hickory and pine 
that mats the cool fall ground, 
there trills a high-pitched tune— 
a pulsing voice as if crying 
 
for its lover. Julie spots the toad— 
brick red on mottled brown & black 
camouflaged among the leaves; 
its mouth throating a balloon. 
 
Leaning closer, she sees glitter 
on its back—sun-spun gems. 
For a moment she imagines 
his intonations saying, “Kiss me!” 
 
Who wouldn’t kiss a diamond 
studded toad? She thinks 
It’s only a fairy tale 
about a prince imprisoned 
 
in a Bufo terrestris body sparkling 
with gems on each wart. 
“Why not,” she says while closing 
her eyes and kissing the toad. 
 
Julie lets the toad go and runs 
home to tell her mother and sister 
what she had done. They curse 
her for not keeping the valuable toad. 
 
And as they rail on her, their words 
fly out of their mouths like hornets 
swarming straight for Julie’s heart, 
stinging her kindness. She cries 
 
as her family’s vile words turn 
around and sting them over and over 
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until death quiets their screams; 
tongues swell with remorse. 
 
Julie ducks into the woods, her tears 
streaking down cheeks to her lips, 
turning every word into honeysuckle 
petals as they slip off her tongue 
 
scenting the air. “I’m sorry, Mother, 
I love you,  and you too, Angie.” 
And no sooner said, she finds 
herself embraced in the arms 
 
of a prince standing by the log 
with a diamond necklace and gold 
wedding band in his hand. He says,  
“I’ve been waiting for you.” 
 
_____________________________________________________ 
Backstory: Subverting fairytales is something I like to do or at least let them inform a different story or 
sometimes simply poetize a fable. The quatrains were chosen to resemble (very loosely) a ballad structure, 
which is perfect for storytelling. The fairytale can be read here: https://fairytalez.com/fairies-diamonds-and-
toads/ 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review (March 2020): http://www.songsoferetz.com/2020/03/march-2020-fantasy-
fairytale-issue_14.html 
editor Steven Gordon SWGordonMD@gmail.com  
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Flowersong  
 
The morning sun illumined her sinuous body 
clothed in sheer leaf-silk, almost translucent. 
Her silhouette tinted lush-green like her wings 
feathering the air. 
 
This mystic creature nestled in tall grasses 
rippling with breezes from the ocean below. 
Her auburn hair drifted with meadow flowers. 
 
Her breath scented the air; her spellbinding 
songs seduced hearts. No one could resist 
the music of the flowers. I know. I was there 
as her notes sifted through the morning mist, 
 
each dewdrop resonant with her flute-song. 
She let me see her one day. Her onyx eyes, 
refulgent in the light, beckoned me from rest 
 
on a flat stone, mesmerized by her magic.  
Her wings strummed the air; soft cadences 
funneled through the jonquil stems. All 
the flowers sang her enchanted melodies. 
 
Her eyes spoke to me only in whispers, 
yet I understood.  She once was a siren 
deep in the sea before she dissolved 
 
to vapor, turning into rain from heaven, 
falling as the summer fairie I had seen. 
I came to this place seeking some solace. 
I was empty, my eyes wet with loneliness, 
 
yet her song filled my heart. She left 
her name impressed there for me to call 
upon: a butterfly-soft kiss sweet as nectar. 
 
_____________________________________________________ 
Backstory: When my grandchildren were very young (around 7), I’d take them hiking in the Great Smoky 
Mountains National Park. One particular trail, Grotto Falls Trail, was magical for them (and me); we would 
imagine gnomes and fairies living among the moss-covered rocks and behind the waterfalls 
(https://www.nps.gov/grsm/planyourvisit/grotto-falls.htm). It was so full of joy and laughter that I have 
gone back there in my mind when I feel depressed. I think that is the genesis of this poem. The structure 
wasn’t based on any particular subtext, but rather I was looking for something regular that felt right. Perhaps 
the alternating 4-3 lines subconsciously were chosen to refer to a musical composition. 
 
 
Songs of Eretz Poetry Review (March 2020): http://www.songsoferetz.com/2020/03/march-2020-fantasy-
fairytale-issue_14.html 
editor Steven Gordon SWGordonMD@gmail.com  
 



John	C.	Mannone	
jcmannone@gmail.com	

	 14	

Dante’s Dream 
 
Deep in the bowels of the ground, 
rumbles grew louder. Pine trees shook 
unzippering branches that stitched horizon. 
 
Earth’s mouth cracked wide-open 
spewed fire, slogged slag 
into the molten air. 
 
 He stood at the brink crying, 
Dio mio. Then Dante prayed a prayer. 
But its fragrance was stenched 
 
with sulfur, its melody subverted 
by the buzz of Beelzebub— 
flies swarmed like drones of smoke 
 
swirling with the agony of voices. 
For a moment, his compassion stayed 
the weeping and gnashing. 
 
For the briefest moment, 
the foul yellow air cleared, 
and it was quiet in the dawn 
 
of his dream. In the purple 
bottom of the abyss, he saw the Lord 
of the Underworld. Again he cried, 
 
 Dio mio. Is this the one 
who has plagued all mankind 
since the foundations of the world? 
 
 That baby-face-blue-eyed devil? No? 
red-handled underwear? No pitchfork? 
What kind of hell is this? 
 
 But Dante didn’t see the cockatrice 
with its salacious eyes, skulking 
in the shadows of the pit. 
 
_________________________________________________ 
 
 
Coffin Bell Journal (July 1): https://coffinbell.com/dantes-dream/ 
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Monkey with Cymbals  
 
Congo drumming begins to fill my room 
and wild sounds seep inside of me—roars 
of jungle beasts. I shake and cower. Soon 
from under covers, the voodoo drum’s beat 
 
grows louder, louder. To the attic door 
I run, slam it open, then shimmy down 
the ladder, skipping rungs by twos to floor, 
I dart through hallways, stumble down the stairs. 
 
My heart’s pounding. A shadow from behind 
looms and monsters walls. The roar is louder. 
Cornered in the foyer, I cannot find 
escape. I cringe; the maddening shadow 
 
overtakes me. I scream a bloody scream 
…but there’s no ogre there! So why’s my heart 
a beating drum? Imaginings, it seems; 
perhaps it’s something that I ate, or just 
 
the dust and mold that’s havocing my nose. 
Relax! I whisper. Don’t over-react 
to that toy monkey in my room that goes 
on and on with its incessant banging. 
 
For a moment it lowers the tremor 
of its cymbals, the jungle beat then slows, 
but just as quick, rises to a clamor— 
macaque teeth chatter grows; I sense a roar 
 
within my half-hid face. Through the windows 
I see my wife approach, oblivious 
to the infernal noise all around us 
Thank God, I say, the door now opening 
 
so easily in my hands. She stops dead 
in her tracks and points, yells and passes out. 
I lunge to her in frenzy—catch her head 
before it hits ground. I don’t understand 
 
why she remains so listless in my arms 
and this lust I’m sensing. Why’s she bleeding? 
I lay her on the floor to see what harm 
I might have done by accident. I see 
 
in the hallway mirror—my image sags 
in horror—shows me what I have become 
my teeth have turned to fangs and my hair shags 
‘round my head—the flowing mane of lions. 
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_________________________________________________ 
 
 
Coffin Bell Journal (July 1, 2020): https://coffinbell.com/monkey-with-cymbals/ 
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The Siyotanka 
 
 The Siyotanka is a flute only for love music 
 to a winchinchala—a girl to fall in love with. 
  —The Legend of the Flute of the Brule Sioux 
 
Many generations ago, my people 
played drums, gourd rattles, and bull- 
roarers, but no flutes.  
 
Night came deep inside a thick woods 
with no moon, full of haunting hoots 
and the groaning of trees in the wind.  
 
Then a new sound: mournful, ghostly-sad, 
but beautiful. A young hunter mostly had 
a dream of a redheaded bird, 
 
its woodpecker rhythms lulling him  
to follow it as it flitted through the thin 
trees. It lighted on a cedar, hammering 
 
the branch like a fast-beaten drum, 
and through those holes, a wind 
whistled like a flute. 
 
He took the hollowed piece of wood 
back to his village and stood 
in a holy place to purify himself 
  
while crying for a vision in his dream. 
The branch he whittled, so it seemed, 
into the shape of a long-necked bird 
 
with beak wide-open. He painted one end 
the sacred color red, then rubbed on 
the incense of cedar, sage and sweet grass.  
 
He fingered the wood-pecked holes, softly 
blowing into the mouthpiece. A song, ghostly 
and beautiful drifted all the way 
 
to the girl he’s been so long desiring. 
She heard the moaning, the crying 
sound of the siyotanka while in her’s father tipi, 
 
 
lying on her robe made of buffalo, 
by the fire. She was compelled to go 
outside when she heard the music 
 
of the flute. She saw the young man 
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standing under moonlight. She knew then 
it was her lover. She said, Koshkalaka, 
 
I am yours altogether. So they lay down 
under one blanket and she became 
the hunter’s wife, and he, a great chief. 
 
Beautiful love-music hung on all the leaves 
as it traveled through the air and cedar trees 
from tribe to tribe. 
 
______________________________________________________ 
Author’s Note: A mostly found poem adapted from American Indian Myths and Legends, Richard Erdoes and 
Alfonso Ortiz, Pantheon Books, New York, NY 1984. 
 
 
Red Coyote (Vermillion Literary Project, University of South Dakota, 2020) 
https://www.coyotestore.usd.edu/product-p/vlp01.htm 
faculty advisor Marcella Remond, 605-677-5229, Marcella.Remund@usd.edu 
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Scintillation 
 
 After ‘Scintillating Blue’, oil on canvas 

By Hans Hofmann, 1956  
 
 
Stars glow without sparkle through veil of air 
yet scintillate with scrutiny in blue turbulence 
and the irony of chaos — the collapsed beams 
that terrors left. Fractured. Kaleidoscopic 
collage: pieces of life mix with purple panes, 
surreal stibnite stubs and bismuth girders as if 
microcosms of petrology: crystals polarized 
by light showing fauves of force, counterforce 
in isometric equilibrium. Chemistry in cubism: 
dried blood on the streets, cumulonimbus clouds 
in the corner. But focus on the sun, on silhouette 
specks of carbon standing at the temple gate, gold 
mosaics opening the hearth to melted hearts 
poured as lead for glass-stained windows: prisms 
storing rainbows. Is that the covenant of hope 
that draws us out of desensitized reality amidst 
the shatter? The crumbled slabs step into its gray 
ash scintillating from once blue marble stars. 
 
________________________________________________________________________ 
Image: https://i.pinimg.com/736x/e5/e3/59/e5e359d03e04479426b6f4752b663f18--hans-hofmann-
painting-art.jpg 
 
 
Otoliths February 1, 2020: 
https://the-otolith.blogspot.com/2020/01/john-c-mannone.html 
editor Mark Young, otolitheditor@gmail.com 
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Lost Wilderness 
 
The stump and rock-strewn path 
leads to a fallen log in the brush  
by the stream. I have never seen 
mushrooms like these, except 
in old movies like the Invasion 
of the Body Snatchers. These are 
clearly alien—fleshy amorphous 
skin pulses faster and faster as 
I approach them, and the water 
flow below, with its own static 
hiss, covers up the cries oozing 
out the sick-yellow membranes. 
 
I waste no time backtracking 
but the trail is now blocked-off 
with a giant spider web netting 
my freedom. The rustle of leaves 
isn’t from an anxious wind. Eight 
iridescent eyes move fast toward 
me, I run deeper into the woods 
trying to escape. But only find 
dense birch wood stands, and 
a low roar that is throatier than 
any bear’s, wincing the air. I cower 
 
in a hollowed-out limestone 
slick with moss. My panting 
doesn’t stop. I crane my neck, 
but don’t see anything but tall 
trees reaching into the gauzy sky, 
but the dirt, only ten feet away, 
starts to crumble under clawing 
roots—no doubt a deformed tree 
stalking as if  Tyrannosaurus Rex 
Even the rocks dare not cry out. 
 
I manage to sneak off in stealth 
and finally make it to the trailhead 
where a pinewood sign reads, 
“Park Under Construction: Beware 
Creatures undergoing design testing.” 
I am not relieved. I need to change 
my pants. 
 
_________________________________________________ 
 
 
Tales from the Moonlit Path, Summer Issue, July 16, 2020: http://talesmoonlitpath.com/poetry-2/lost-
wilderness-by-john-c-mannone/  
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An ALIEN  Game 
 
 A production under the influence of 
 Brandy, Wine & Chocolate 
 
It was no game 
for the space marines 
entering planet LV-426 
where a bunch of bugs 
—with molecular-acid-blood 
that could eat its way 
right through to your soul— 
had colonized the colony 
(an inside job, so to speak) 
except for a little girl 
who had managed to keep 
from getting caught 
by those sleek-headed 
monsters. Hunter 
one of the marines 
lost it when one of those 
arthropods snapped 
the throat (with extendible 
jaws) of their get-away pilot 
and fireballed the space-plane. 
All he could say was 
Game over! Game over! 
But he wanted to put 
the little girl in charge. 
 
________________________________________________ 
 
 
Eye To The Telescope 35, January 15, 2020, http://www.eyetothetelescope.com/archives/035issue.html 
editor David Kopaska-Merkel, jopnquog@gmail.com 
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Singularity 
 
Approaching the event horizon 
of a spinning black hole, 
I drifted just a little too close 
 
whether by accident 
or miscalculation, 
doesn’t really matter now. 
 
My sensors sample stellar winds 
from stars caught in its grip: 
a fierce tsunami 
 
buffets my vessel. Starlight pours 
into its maw, and a thousand 
sparkles extinguish one-by-one. 
 
Inside its lip, space and time 
blend into one amorphous 
taffy that gravity pulls 
 
deep into its throat. Light rays 
try to slip into the safety of space 
but are quickly subsumed. 
 
Waves purple on its temporal 
tongue— soon also, the spaceship 
of my body. I close my eyes, 
 
my atoms stretch into the curve 
that curls everything together 
—matter energy space time— 
 
yet separates bone from marrow, 
the intents of my heart, my will 
to live, and my thoughts 
 
sifted free of regret—everything 
folds to a point, even my soul 
presses into the unknown. 
 
________________________________________________ 
 
 
Altered Reality Magazine (July 26 2020): https://www.alteredrealitymag.com/singularity-by-john-c-mannone/ 
Kelly Christiansen, Publisher/Editor, cwizprod@gmail.com 
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Forbidden 
 
 I. 
The old man hobbles with his cane on cobblestones, his shoes scuffing the stones in synch with his mouth 
scoffing, spitting out words of disdain and discontent. He stops by a lamppost, pulls a cigarette from the 
pocket of his tattered jacket, and strikes a match. Sulfur and phosphorus burn the hairs lining his nose before 
the tobacco catches the flame. His eyes, glassy fire. Inhaling deeply, he feels the smoke etch his lungs but 
doesn’t care. He pulls his coat tightly around him to stay the chill, looks up past the stratospheric glass dome 
to the stars beyond the rings of Saturn, and wishes out loud for another chance. 
 
He can’t keep it secret anymore, but there’s nobody to tell. No one’s left from the colony… no woman in his 
life. The accident that took them, his fault. He wasn’t monitoring the nuclear reactor when the fuel elements 
failed, leaking radiation. He takes another draw, watches the smoke dance in the empty air of the terraformed 
landscape. His other hand is stuffed in a jacket pocket clutching an object wrapped in a clean linen napkin. 
He found it in a subsurface cave here on Enceladus while being derelict in his reactor operator duties. He 
reasoned that the computers had been doing such a competent job for the last forty years that he wasn’t 
needed in the control room. But system computers malfunctioned and he wasn’t there to scram the reactor, 
to mitigate the damage, or to keep the colonists safe. 
 
The next supply and rescue ship from the Martian colony isn’t due for three more years despite solar sail 
technology; the solar wind isn’t ramping up enough until the sunspot maximum around 2080; emergency 
diesel generators won’t last a year before life support fails. 
  
He pulls out the object, unwraps it to catch the full fluorescent light. It looks like an apple, this lump of 
hidden gold. He sees himself, but not as in a mirror, but within the thin layer of its skin, in its purple aura, its 
birefringence. Light dances into the golden layers of the hologram. Mesmerized, it holds him captive like a 
spell. But whispers, gentle susurrations, warn him to stop. Compelled by the enchanting images of himself in 
youth, and of the entire universe sparkling in the palms of his hands, he lets himself fall into it. A surge 
electrifies, cocoons him. He swoons in and out of time—the past, the present, the future—all folding on 
itself. 
 
 II. 
She’s been waiting for her lover for such a long time. Her plaintive green eyes are lifted up whenever she 
prays. She often goes to a grotto by the waterfalls, verdant and full of creatures that might assuage her 
loneliness. She had named every one of them so they’d know her when she called. 
 
One day, out of the blue mist of her deep sleep, emerges a man, pure and strong and naked. Naked of all 
guile. It’s as if she knows him, so she holds out her hand, her long red tresses draping her sensuous form. 
And he holds out his with the golden apple in his palm. He smiles and says to her, My name is Adam. Come and 
look into this beautiful light. 
 
__________________________________________________ 
 
 
India Science Festival/Science Writing Contest finalist, published on public social medium Nov 30, 2020: 
https://www.facebook.com/indiasciencefest/posts/818255142071244 
Unnam Abhishek, Team ISF, abhishekunnamdce@gmail.com 
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It’s Not Always Magic 
  
From the window in his study, the star 
he’s been waiting for pierces the dark 
icy skies. He calls to his wife, It is time! 
 
He hurries to his workshop behind 
the house, commands the elves to get 
the reindeer team ready. 
 
In the corner of the complex, the space-time 
machine rests on the launch pad, shiny 
with promises for the children of the world. 
 
After last-minute system checks, Santa 
emerges in his polysynthetic suit, red 
with white trim, and a simple-looking bag— 
 
but a very special sack to be filled with 
a plethora of toys no matter the size, a miracle 
of math, a fractal-packing algorithm 
 
for compressing millions of games, dolls, 
bicycles, and the whir of innovative toys. 
No magic yet, just shape-shifting beams 
 
scanning cargo and teleporting them 
into Santa’s bag. He nods to his elves 
and to the reindeer team, then bellows 
 
Computer! All systems go. 
Prepare for launch. 
Set space-time coordinates. 
Engage quantum gravity drive. 
 
The steady hum of engines beneath 
the transport rattles instruments, reindeer 
brace. Lights flicker everywhere 
 
as if Christmas tree decorations. 
A soft mechanical voice 
from the computer console affirms 
 
Multiverse simultaneity achieved, 
space-time coherence controls phased, 
allspace-locked and synchronized for 
local midnight December 24, globally. 
 
Santa commands, Computer. 
Engage antigravity shields. 
 
Space-time-warping drives spool 
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and in a flash of starburst light, created 
gravity dilates time in the world outside 
the sled-like vehicle. 
 
Visual guidance through quantum fog 
(generated by Hawking radiation) achieved: 
 
Gravitationally red-shifted light provides 
a clear path through gravity waves. 
Santa calls this his Rudolf Light. 
 
And as so many times throughout the ages, 
the mission to all the homes begins. Not all 
have a safe fireplace, if one at all. But a bit 
of magic allows a chimney-looking portal 
for Santa to enter every living room. 
 
But he must be so careful not to be seen. 
More than once, a wide-awake kid hiding 
in the room had witnessed the visitation. 
Fortunately, her parents did not believe. 
  
The return trip was always satisfying 
despite exhausting efforts to delight 
so many children. Santa smiles. 
 
With the space-time machine back, 
elves cheering in the touchdown zone, 
Santa’s wife welcomes him with a hug 
and a prolonged kiss. Before they retire, 
 
they both kneel by the window, 
the everpresent star still brilliant. 
 
They pray together thanking Him, 
the giver of light, and maker 
of all the toys. 
 
___________________________________________________ 
 
 
Abyss & Apex, https://www.abyssapexzine.com/2020/01/its-not-always-magic/ 
poetry editor, aandapoetry@gmail.com 
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Escape from the Zombies 
A one act play-poem monologue 

 
CAST Of CHARACTERS 

1) Charlie: A middle-aged outdoorsman and seasoned hunter 
2) A Hoard of Hungry Zombies: A variety of sexes and ages 

 
SCENE 

Charlie is hiding in a shed surrounded by a horde of a dozen zombies 
 

SETTING 
Late afternoon at an abandoned farmhouse near the woods on Halloween 

 
AT RISE 

Charlie is quietly pondering his escape. He wonders how to use what is in the shed: A Craftsman toolset, a 
bunch of basic gardening tools (shovel, hoe, rake, pickaxe, etc.), flowerpots (large ceramic ones), an old-

fashion push mower, a backpack pump sprayer, weed eater, rack of old lumber scraps and pallets, and poles 
of bamboo, bags of seed, plenty of fertilizer, and…a dead rat in a rattrap. 

 
 
The first thing I do is to pray for wisdom, if not a huge miracle. As I survey what I got, I am even more 
perplexed on how in the hell I am going to get out of here with a bunch of hungry zombies surrounding this 
shed full of junk? A pile of junk! That’s it, I’ll build a pile, a deliberately rickety pile with all this scrap lumber 
and wooden pallets, and place as many of the tools and implements as I can on top. It’s coming together. I 
look for rope or a long hose but decide against it. They’re too heavy and awkward. I say to myself, Don’t panic! 
OK, I don’t. Ah! the weed eater twine is strong and light. That might work! I tie one end to the bottom post 
of the unstable structure and secure the spool of monofilament nylon to my belt so that it can easily unwind 
when I make a run for it. It’s dusk, and the full moon will rise very soon; it’s time. I toss the dead rat out the 
only door—it faces west; the horde descends upon it. They’re fighting over it. Good! I run like hell outside 
spraying seed and fertilizer loaded into the backpack pump sprayer before I swing to the east (I’m not sure if 
this will obfuscate their sense of smell but it’s worth a shot) heading for the woods. As I had hoped, that 
cloud of dust is distracting them just long enough; before the cloud dissipates, I yank on the spool chord 
bringing down the pile of stuff inside the shed causing a raucous. The zombies assume I’m in the shed and 
rush in there to get me. I make it to the edge of the woods and stop to catch my breath behind a large oak. I 
see the hoard stagger all over themselves while coming out of the shed; they figured out that I’m not at the 
bottom of the pile. They sniff the air to determine where I might be, their sense of smell is obviously 
returning but I’m glad I’m upwind of a mild autumnal breeze. They don’t notice that the dead rodent they 
had started to masticate, turned into a zombie itself! And it is very unhappy. The last thing I see is that 
zombie-rat making a revengeful feast of them. Their howls fade in the distance as I reach the highway and 
flag down a getaway ride. 
 
__________________________________________________ 
       
 
2020 Halloween Poetry Reading  
https://www.sfpoetry.com/halloween.html 
curated by Lee Garratt, leegarrattnumber1@yahoo.co.uk 
 
 
  



John	C.	Mannone	
jcmannone@gmail.com	

	 28	

Looking Through the Keyhole 
 
Daddy, I saw you, 
and I heard mommy, too. 
 
 Oh. We were just fooling around, 
 we were. We made a lot of sound. 
  
Is that why she’s bleeding, 
Daddy? 
Is that why’s she’s weeping, 
too? 
 
 On the dresser, she bumped her head 
 (or was it that nasty post of the bed?) 
 
 Now, don’t you cry, she’ll be fine 
 I promise you, I not lyin’ 
 
But Daddy, 
she has a lot of boo-boos on her arms 
and pretty face! Are you sure she wasn’t harmed? 
 
 Yes, Sweetie, 
 mommy’s very clumsy and she falls down a lot. 
 I was just bending over to help her get back up. 
 
Daddy! Your hand! It’s bruised and colored red 
and dark and wet, I’m sure it’s blood! 
 
 Er…yes. I was helping your mother up off the floor 
 and, well, her blood got all over me, the walls, and door… 
 Were you looking through the keyhole? 
 
I didn’t mean to, Daddy, but I got scared, 
I heard mommy scream, and I looked in there. 
 
 Settle down. Everything’s alright 
 Your mother and I did not have a fight. 
 
Alright. So you say. I’ll just calm down… 
Will you play with me? I promise, no more frowns. 
 
 Okay, later… maybe tomorrow. 
 
No, Daddy, I mean right now. 
 
 Mommy’s sleeping, so… okay. 
 She needs to rest now anyway. I’ll play. 
 
Thank you, Daddy, you’re a dear. 
Now come and sit down next to me over here. 



John	C.	Mannone	
jcmannone@gmail.com	

	 29	

 
 Okay. What’s next, Sweet Pea? 
 
We are going to have a tea party and drink some tea. 
 
 Tea? 
 
Yes, Daddy, tea… 
 
I love this tea set 
mommy got for me. She found it 
in the attic along with grandma’s book— 
a very special tea cookbook. 
 
 Yes, I’m sure it’s charming. 
 
Oh, so little do you know how charming! 
 
Let me scoop this secret blend before it gets too late… 
There… I’ll add a little water now, then we’ll have to wait. 
 
 <and we wait and we wait and we wait> 
 
 Not trying to be funny, but I’d rather have a beer 
 and soon must go to check on momma dear. 
  
No! Just wait another minute… 
And here it is, my Daddy! Hot tea. I’ll pour it 
into these pretty little cups… 
Don’t burn yourself, Daddy, but bottoms up! 
I made this blend especially for you: 
chamomile, orange spice, and licorice root. 
 
 Okay, Sweetie, let me have a sip 
 of your make-believe tea, now watch me tip 
 this lovely plastic tea cup to my lips. 
 
 I love the paisley pink and yellow blue 
 Yum, so good the herb and spice and licorice, too… 
 But, but..whoo! 
 
What’s the matter, Daddy? You look so pale. 
I should’ve warned you not to drink so fast, or tell so many tales. 
 
 <choke><gasp><choke> 
 
You don’t look too good, Daddy. Don’t you play pretend. 
Did I put too many herbs and licorice in my invisible blend? 
…Perhaps it was the hemlock. 
 
 <ugh>…<thud> 
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Daddy! You spilled the tea on mommy’s new rug! 
 
Did you bump you head? 
Are you alive? I think you’re dead. 
 
Mommy told me last night 
what she’s been wishing for (with all her might)… 
 
Of course I want to see her happy, not so blue, 
so I simply made her wish come true. 
 
____________________________________________________ 
 
 
Coffin Bell Journal (July 1): https://coffinbell.com/looking-through-the-keyhole/ 
 


