Abecedarian

One type of abecedarian is just 26 words in alphabetical order. (The last three words (x, y, z) present an interesting challenge. )

Fighting

Angry but calm.

 Deflecting energy from gloved hands. 

 It’s just karate love. 

 Me: No! Other people quarrel. 

 Really. Stop thumping; use valour. 

 We xoxo. 

 You zing.

Mysteries

Angels bring confusion. 

 Don’t ever forget god’s hand 

 Is juggling knives like man’s nature. 

 Occultists properly question reality. 

 Saints travel unbroken vigils 

 without x-ing yesterday’s zodiac.

Innumeracy

Algebra’s big calculating drama: 

 Evaluate for G.

 History is jute knotted like math notations. 

 Over previous quotients 

 Romans sought to undermine V with X.

 Y ≠ Z

Kuri of Mediathinker.com from  http://www.mediatinker.com/blog/archives/007759.html
Another type begins each line with the letters A to Z

Abecedarian 

Articles about  the dismal state of poetry

 Bemoan the absence of form and meter or,

 Conversely, the products of "forms workshop":

 Dream sonnets, sestinas based on childhood photographs,

 Eclogues set in Third Avenue bars,

 Forms contrived to suit an emergent occasion.

 God knows it's easy enough to mock our enterprise,

 Hard, though, to succeed at it, since

 It sometimes seems predicated on failure.

 Just when the vision appears, an importunate

 Knock on the door banishes it, and you

 Lethe-wards have sunk, or when a sweet

 Melancholic fit should transport you to a

 North Pole of absolute concentration,

 Obligations intrude, putting an end to the day's

 Poem. Poetry like luck is the residue of

 Quirky design, and it

 Refreshes like a soft drink full of bubbles

 Sipped in a stadium on a lazy August afternoon

 That was supposed to be spent at a boring job.

 Ultimately poetry is

 Virtue if it is our lot to choose, err, regret and

 Wonder why in speech that would melt the stars.

 X marks the spot of

 Your latest attempt. Point at a map, blindfolded:

 Zanzibar. Shall we go there, you and I?

David Lehman 

from http://www.cafemo.com/lehman/abcs.html

You can also move more loosely from A to Z

19–: An Elegy

Apollo. Bebe Rebozo. Beatniks

The Car. Counting backwards.

Cold Warriors. The century

I was born in. Disney. The great

Depression and Anti-Depressants.

Everest. The Evil Empire. Electric

light and atomic energy. Frost 

at Kennedy’s Inaugural. Fucking.

Free love. Gridlock. Harley-Davidson

and Hell’s Angels.  Ho Ho Ho Chi Minh.

The Ivory-billed woodpecker. The Iron

Curtain. Joke: How many right-wing

neo-conservative, conspiracy theory,

survivalist, NRA, MIA, VFW,

free-market, anti-establishment

radio talk show host-loving loners

does it take to screw in a light bulb?

The Killing fields. Love-Beads.

Love-Ins. Love Canal. The Mall

of America. Medical waste. Richard

Nixon. No one’s home. The century

when oral sex came into its own.

The overdose. People. Peaceniks.

Plutonium. Post-. Post-. Plastic-wrapped

bundles of cocaine washing up

on Florida beaches. Queer theory.

Race. A small car like a stereo

on wheels, the Soul-Singer’s voice

tearing through the paper speaker cones

the way the spirit is formed and deformed

by the flesh. The century of the Teenager.

Televangelists. Uncut. Unadulterated.

Vietnam. Watergate. World Wars. The X-ray.

Yeah Yeah Yeah. Zen Koran. Grown Zero.


Andrew Feld 

from Michigan Quarterly Review


Or go from Z to A (a Zedeyexarium?)

American Bovary (The Cosmetician)
Zip code sans abode: for one, one won one 

yet lost all heart in Cleveland, where Madam 

X, one’s spouse, made it big to then make off 

with a dollhouse manufacturer from 

Versailles. “Forsooth,” her lover crooned to her, 

“you learn how false true love when you face the 

truth,” truth being the manufacturer 

sooner than later would fracture his skull, 

ramming headboard to topple wall, crying, 

“Qui vive!” over his living doll, her rouge 

powdered cheeks, those coarse, horsehair lashes 

open suddenly, as up she rose, too 

nonchalant just for lust, but wantonness  

more blind than a pair of glass eyes combined. 

Looking down, she loathes her frog prince’s drool, 

kit, and caboodle; knows she ought haul tail, 

jiggle and cleavage, to Cleveland; recant 

in grand style to an emasculated 

husband; then don her own wand for love of  

green bred of her black magic, instead of  

funds bled pure white, the spit and miss of spite. 

Economics masked in histrionics,  

dogged with life in a mirror, poodle turns 

cat staring back as if groomed to scratch the 

bitch, her itch gone south, home, to her own kind 

à la KY, where, for one, one ate one.


Karl Elder

from the Beloit Poetry Journal

All my effort goes into this
Because it is what I do best
Carry myself through the pain 
Do it one rep at a time
Even when I don't want to
“Fight through the pain!
Give it your all!
Hammer it out!”
Is what they say to motivate you
Joints ache
Knees break from
Long sessions
Most people say
No
Only because they don't have the motivation we do
People
Question why we do it
Really the answer is 
Simple because we like the way it feels
The pump
Unbelievably satisfying
Victims of our own addiction
We are weightlifters
Expect to find us in the gym, for
Years we train our bodies and minds
Zealous men we are
Shayne Ortiz

Black Squirrel Raging
As I write this I’m a black, echoed voice in the dark 
By now my voice is raspy but I 
Can’t complain about the catatonic state I’m in. 
Down with rules, order! Anarchy is on my border and 
Education is wasted on to those who refuse to listen 
For we know our fate 
Go! Shy from the waning light, which illuminates the consciousness! 
Hell shall be filled with souls of the mad and the
Imaginary laughter of young innocent lads while
Jagged stalactites penetrate their black matter of bone marrow and flesh
Kicking down the doors of God’s bedroom. 
Life to Him isn’t as precious as we thought 
Me, we, are disappearing, weathered by the sands of time. We’re just 
Non-existent acts of fiction. 
On my grave I will find: “Peace” 
Peace is found only in a book with a 
Quarter of a moonlight held in an empty room. 
Rage consumes me while darkness looms. 
Stay says the puppet masters yanking silken strings, 
Testing my textile strength.   
Until I break I shall rest in quarantine 
Vexed by childish actions 
Wailing until the siren goes stale, until the  
Exponential growth from child to elder ends
Yet bile lays on my porch step 
Zealous men and jealous girls, I'd be better off as a squirrel. 

Don Roman
Chandler's Candlemakers Dance

Articles about 

Bad Chandlers'

Candlemakers

Dancing

Exhilarated by 

Failure but 

Glad to be

Helping people see

In the dark.

Just one

Knock of wind

Let's the candle extinguish its glow

Making the room dark again

Not letting you see

Our night sky

Portraying all the 

Quirky

Resolutions of the

Stars in the sky gone out

Till night broke loose
Until

Virtue

Extinguishes the mind 

Your last sight 

Zilches away


Chandler Marx



All of this is meaningless
Because in the end we all die
Could there be a way to live forever?
Do I want to live forever?
Everyone wants to live forever so I must want to.
Forever is a long time.
Gods live forever and they live great in stories.
How will I do it.
I’ll freeze myself.
Just until 2300.
Keen scientists must have found a way to live forever by then.
Let’s just see when we get there.
My eager hands throw everything out of the freezer.
Now all I have to do is climb in and wait.
Out of the corner of my eye I see a picture of my family.
People that I love, will all be dead and i'll just be by myself. I
Question my logic, if I live forever then all the gifts that make life great become obsolete. 
Rarely do I go back on my decisions but this was definitely a dumb one.
Sometimes I think
Today wouldn't be as good if we always had a guaranteed tomorrow.
Unfortunately we can't all live forever but that isn't a bad thing.
Value life because that's what keeps us going.
Wander out, smell the roses once in a while.
Accept the fact that one day you’ll be gone.
You'll appreciate life much more.
Zero people have outrun death and maybe that's for the best.

Shayne Ortiz
