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Editor’s Note 
 
Welcome to the 17th edition of Mastodon Dentist, a darn fine little poetry magazine. 
We’re beginning the year anew with almost all new contributors, some “old-timers” and 
some stunning paintings from Ernest Williamson III.  
 
Thematically speaking there’s a lot going on; we have computers falling in love, people 
trying their best to save one another and the world, mixed together with spirituality, of a 
kind, and some uncanny graveside manner.  We feel it’s some of our finest work yet…
perhaps the theme really is what it has always been: just great writing. 
 
We sincerely hope you enjoy and as always, please tell a friend about us.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

—Gordon Purkis, editor  
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Virtual Love  
 
A 
long 
slim 
poem 
full of hyperbole 
and alliteration drifted 
into the wrong e-mail box. 
There she met an erudite 
rich text format manual. 
They became attached. 
Her fleeting metaphors 
lifting his technical jargon. 
They were a word couple 
spinning through cyber space 
giddy with inappropriate syllables. 
 
 

Joan mcnerney 
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Brian kees 

An Actual Plastic Cup 
  
My neighbor is mute.  I don’t know – I guess he gargles some sounds when 
people litter on our street.  He comes alive when there’s a plastic cup blowing 
down the street or any random trash really.  He launches himself from the stoop 
and captures whatever it is and promptly places it in one of the City of New Or-
leans trashcans. I put my broken coffee table out on the street yesterday.  He 
almost had a seizure.  
 
There are more pink spots on my arm today than there were yesterday.  Some of 
the marks are from newspaper cuts.  It’s an American Revolution I think – the 
discoloration.  I’ve overloaded on toxins and they’re getting pushed out through 
my skin.   
 
I think I’m losing some sight.  I’m wincing out the blinds now.  The most mun-
dane thing can become an expressionistic excursion  . . . A man walking a dog 
could cause me to have hysterical outbursts, screaming fits, until I realize It’s 
just a man walking a dog.   
 
There is this fantastic conflagration of 21st century activities . . .It seems like 
everything is bursting into flames from my apartment window.  When I really 
start to think there are no more authentic representations of angles or lines any-
more and I start to imagine my own pictorial content 
 
I’m always happy to be pulled out of it by this sweaty grunting man grabbing an 
actual plastic cup right before it blows into my yard.       
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Company Under the African Sun (detail) 

Ernest Williamson iii 
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Everyone has a Dream  
   
The Lord gave me a house. 
He gave me cows and land. 
He gave me crops to plant. 
He gave me corn and soil. 
In the rain the house was 
my shelter, matches and 
wood kept the chimney fire 
burning and kept us warm. 
I was kind to frogs and 
to butterflies when I 
came upon them on the 
farm and pond.  The Lord gave 
them a place to live as 
well.  I ate plenty of 
rice and beans.  I dabbled 
in art and splashed colors 
on Chinese rice paper. 
Everyone has a dream. 
with a cold smooth handle…  
 
 
 
 
 

Luis Cuauhtemoc Berriozabal   
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Salvaging India 

Ernest Williamson iii 
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And they prayed; 
 
Hollowed Father/Mother 
who aren’t in… 
glens and braes/from 
                                    evicted heathers 
 
hollowed further 
who aren’t in… 
cloven children 
woollen numbers 
            chewing numbly 
 
Hallowed Mother 
who weren’t in 
thistled banished 
brown grey/ salted porridge 
  
Broken Brothers 
who used the word 
Improvement 
            and diseased imaginings 
                                    broadened potential market/s 
 
   unsheltered Father 
            who aren’t in 
            braes and straths laid in 
            local market/s. 
 
And they prayed 
Evil is the mantra of the world. 
 
 
 
 

Alistair quietsch 
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where to go 
 
dark hidden within 
the dark 
 
quiet music 
empty soul 
fingers reaching toward  
the lips of the grave 
 
bones dancing among  
the stones 
cemetery dance 
and just one voice 
above 
to tell us 
where to go. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pecho kanev 
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Ernest Williamson iii 

I’m in your clouds (detail) 
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On a Whirlwind Visit 
 
she stuns you with her beauty 
dazzles you with her metaphysical rap 
disappoints you when she says  
she is your spiritual mother 
she points out while disrobing 
the mother thing is not physical 
but it only makes the anguish 
of her parting both physical and spiritual 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Larry blazek 
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Chiaroscuro 
 
dandelion eyes 
a deck of cards 
a field of burning moss 
 
as delicate as joy 
its hands are spiders 
and its smile a faraway shore 
 
floats like a butterfly 
and lies like  
a lover 

David kowalczyk 
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A Queen of Old England (detail) 
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Car Sense  
 
Your rusty bumper speaks to me,  
of words whispered softly in my ear,  
just like your scratched body hears 
the laughter that sometimes 
broke into tear drops. 
The window with the tiny hole 
watches as we dance a 
silly waltz underneath the stars. 
The dent near the rear feels 
the tremble in my thighs 
as our departure is evident, 
and I turn on the car, 
beaten key in the tired ignition, 
sputtering a couple beats until 
the radio kicks in, 
crackling a sad, sweet song. 

Katherine mcintyre 



 

13  

I am a comely wench 
 
I am a comely wench, 
stranded cargo. 
Inured to toil, hardship, 
I deserve hanging. 
 
I shiver 
in the invisible cloak of the sun, 
in the first flush of decay. 
 
The mouth of the river whispers to me 
that things aren’t what they seem, 
 
but I fall into  
the sink of corruption,  
into the stagnant water 
in the dewy morn. 

Alice shields 
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The Giving of Genius (detail) 

Ernest Williamson iii 
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she sparrows 
 
and nests along the curve of my sleep, 
her breath whispers 
into the ear of the moon-lit sky. 
 
she gently picks at the seeds 
of my insecurity – 
quietly my face flushes 
 
under embers of night. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lee sharp 
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Work, Love Music (detail) 

Ernest Williamson iii 
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Was Waldo a mime? 
 
A disgraced drunk, 
forced to surf 
crowd to crowd, 
jeans, cap, specs 
his only incognito? 
And what could possibly disgrace a mime? 
what'd he, do it naked? 
even that for a mime's not 
much. 
maybe assaulted someone? 
crushed a nose, grabbed  
a nipple? even that, I think, 
a mime'd get away with— 
their discretion's not known. 
maybe he disgraced himself 
yelled, screamed, laughed. 
maybe that was his gig. 
The anti-mime, 
then found out,  
and forced by marcel's brotherhood 
to wander the streets and deserts, 
in the de rigueur shirt, 
a smile his only link. 

Shawn paul 
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Dylan c. lewis 

Storm 
 
Where children lay  
making out 
shapes, objects and animals, 
drops of rain send them 
scurrying home. 
 
Clouds grow 
like a cancer, 
cells duplicating,  
tumors in the sky. 
Winds toss hair 
 
and steal hats. 
Little League empire 
looks for lightening, 
coaches and sports moms 
run to their cars. 
 
Shelter for children 
is a parent's arm. 
Creek swells  
swallowing foul balls, 
rain splats on cement while 
 
the mist rises like souls. 
Cemeteries hold only 
those who were buried. 
My dog lies eternally 
next to my brother. 
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Joan McNerny’s poetry has been included in numerous literary magazines such as Bos-
ton Review of the Arts, Kalliope, Mudfish, Spectrum and Word Thursdays. Four of her 
books have been published by fine literary presses. She has performed at the National 
Arts Club, Borders Bookstore, McNay Art Institute and other distinguished venues. A 
recent reading was sponsored by the American Academy of Poetry. Her latest title is 
Having Lunch with the Sky, A.P.D., Albany, New York.  
 
Brian Kees was referred by a friend who's a big fan of our mag.  
 
Luis Cuauhtemoc Berriozabal had two chapbooks published last summer from 
Kendra Steiner Editions, Garden of Rocks and Next Exit 7 (co-author Ronald Baatz). 
 
Alistair Quietsch is a Scottish student currently studying in the states for his painting 
degree. 
 
Pecho Kanev is 27 years old. He lives in Chicago. 
 
Larry Blazek has appeared in Mastodon Dentist before. 
 
David Kowalcyzk lives and writes in the woods outside Batavia, New York.  He is 
fond of spicy food, most Chardonnays, Maggie Mae Ryan, foggy mornings, and the 
geese that fly over his house, albeit not in that particular order of magnitude of affec-
tion.  He has taught English in Guatemala and South Korea, and his poetry and fiction 
have appeared in five anthologies and sixty magazines in the United States, Wales, In-
dia, and New Zealand. 
 
Katherine McIntyre is an English major at West Chester University.  Between work 
and class she finds time to place her words on paper.  She has had other poetry pub-
lished in Cause and Effect Review, Daedalus and several other publications. 
  
Alice Shields is a composer who often writes words for her music.  Her recent work 
includes the opera Criseyde, a feminist retelling of Chaucer’s Troilus and Criseyde, 
which was performed in concert by the New York City Opera VOX contemporary 
American Opera Festival on May 11, 2008.  Her other operatic works include Apoca-
lypse (1994) recorded on CRI; Mass for the Dead (1993; American Chamber Opera 
Co.); Shivatanz (1993; Akademie der Künste, Berlin); and Wraecca (an opera using 
Anglo-Saxon, for Composers Chamber Theater, NYC, 1987).  Other recent works in-
clude The River of Memory (2008) for trombone and tape commissioned by Meet The 
Composer’s Soloist Champions project; Kyrielle (2005) for violin and tape, commis-
sioned by violinist Airi Yoshioka; Mioritza – Requiem for Rachel Corrie (2004) for 

Contributor bios 
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trombone and tape, commissioned by trombonist Monique Buzzarté; and Dust, com-
puter music for dance, for Dance Alloy of Pittsburgh and the Arangham Dance Theater 
of Madras, India, which toured India in 2002.  For more information, please see 
www.aliceshields.com. 
 
Lee Sharp found his fingertips. 
 
Shawn Paul is a substitute teacher from Massachusetts. He lives each day grateful for 
his liver transplant, eating vegetarian and exercising. He is supported by thirteen sib-
lings. He hopes to someday be a pharmacist. 
 
Dylan C. Lewis graduated from Colgate University in 2002 where he majored in Eng-
lish and minored in Creative Writing and African American Studies.  He took a year off 
before pursuing post graduate studies, during which time he tutored under a local poet/
professor and began work on a potential manuscript.  However, after choosing the legal 
profession over academia, he attended the Duquesne University School of Law and 
graduated in 2007.  His work has been published in various journals and magazines.  
His poetry attempts to straddle the dichotomy between intellectualism and accessibility.  
He currently lives in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.   
 
Ernest Williamson III is a 31-year-old polymath who has published poetry and visual 
art in over 170 online and print journals. He is a self-taught pianist and painter. He po-
etry has been nominated twice for the Best of the Net Anthology He holds the B.A. and 
the M.A. in English/Creative Writing/Literature from the University of Memphis. 
Ernest is an Adjunct Professor at New Jersey City University and an English Professor 
at Essex County College. Professor Williamson is also a Ph.D. Candidate at Seton Hall 
University in the field of Higher Education, and a member of The International High IQ 
Society based in New York City. Professor Williamson is also a chess expert with an 
internet rating in the 2000-2200 range. 
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