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AN OLD STORY

There is the story of too much food.

Of the herds of women flocked about a fire pluck
ing chickens and roasting the hogs that the men 
throw on the ground before them. The men keep 
returning to the woods and barns, bringing more. 
One woman skirts up her dress to carry the fresh 
carrots and potatoes, so many that her bare rump 
is showing. Another with hair wrapped about her 
head fills the white bowls that they bring in 
rough hands with quarts of black coffee. Every
body hums. Slabs of warm bread soaked in butter 
are passed around while the fresh slaughtered 
beef fill the ground with their blood. And no 
one stops to talk or sit down.
There is no other work.
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THE HAIRCUT STORY

My son needs his hair cut and so do I. He has a special 
barber that we go to, an older man like my father who 
gave haircuts to me. I have another barber who cuts mine

I can't cut hair; only once did I trim the back of my 
father's neck which he couldn't cut in a mirror. So I 
put a hat and gloves on my son and we head for the barber 
shop.
It is closed. The candy cane sign isn't turning, and it 
looks like night in there. I tell him we will go to my 
barber to get his hair cut. He says no, he doesn't want 
to. I tell him he will. He says that I need a haircut 
too. I agree, I do.
Walking from the car to the barber's, he puts his hand 
in mine, and we notice puddles from last night's rain. 
Bird footprints trim the edge. He thinks this is very 
funny, like a drawing inside a photograph. I laugh.

At the barbershop (only one customer inside), I hold 
the door for him and we can feel the light and heat in
side. We enter the room.
There in the chair is his barber staring up at us, first 
at me and then my son. His eyes want to know what we 
are doing there. We stare back at him like mirrors. My 
son looks up to ask which barbershop this is. My barber 
says hello, you're next; the other barber nods. My 
barber is done cutting now and he won't let the other 
barber pay. My son's barber insists; the other barber 
says no, it’s a professional courtesy, someday you'll do 
the same for me.

He cuts both our hair. First my son, and then me.

—  Larry Smith 
Huron OH

NEIGHBORS

Just because you live next door and your mailbox 
is freshly painted gold, you probably think you get 
more interesting mail, too. When I press 104 I suddenly
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feel like an American tourist in my tan corduroys 
and blue flannel shirt. The initials C. and E. 
on the thin adhesive strip look very strange for a 
Greek name. I'm used to Greek names being long and 
unpronounceable like this kind of Russian vodka I buy 
by pointing at it. I'd be disappointed if the E. 
stood for Eileen or Edna. Rather something exotic, 
like Elephantitis. I wonder if your apartment smells 
like that Greek resturant I don't like. When there's 
no answer I press my face to the door and stare down 
the dark hall hoping your head will be poking out the 
door. I hope my patch of breath will last till you 
get back so you'll know I stopped by.

BROKE BRANCHES OVER HEAD

One time when he was hunting 
rabbits in the woods 
a large branch way up came loose 
and fell a long way before it broke 
cleanly over his head.
He was not the least bit surprised —  
nothing about his head surprised him; 
not even strange dreams 
of antelopes with no hooves.

After he told his story
he was very much admired in the village
for the hardness of his head.
Even in fights and games
the other boys were careful
not to bang their heads against his head.
All except one who did not believe him.
So a contest was held.
This boy who did not believe 
and another, held both ends 
of a buffalo's thigh bone 
the women were using to stir 
the buffalo stomach soup.
When they brought it down over his head 
Broke Branches Over Head collapsed 
like a tepee under wet snow 
but the bone broke in half, 
his head was that hard.

—  Dave Lucht 
Milwaukee WI
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AN ALBUM

As if thrown back 
into an age of heavy 
snow on snow, I look 
at pictures, one by 
one, and mount them 
in my mind. I see 
my Indian grandmother, 
so precisely grey, 
and my tall Captain 
grandfather, as white 
as chalk. I mistake 
myself, behind a wheel, 
for my own brother, 
in first place, smiling, 
at a derby. Later on, 
now beside me, he ties 
a long tail to a kite.
I turn to highchairs 
and cars with running 
boards. I find myself,
I think, brought out 
like a best man, my 
father kneeling in his 
morning coat and my 
sister sleeping. Mother 
is a bent shadow. I 
turn pages. It is all 
there: birthdays, dogs , 
friends, a back door 
at the farm, old wind 
bells. I close the book, 
remembering suddenly 
how we burned negatives , 
or held them to the sun, 
at eclipse, squinting, 
sometimes blinded.

AT THE CONTRACTORS’ BALL

Somehow, I got smuggled in 
between "floors” and "hardware." 
I'm an old debt, that's all; 
and the two-toothed garbage man 
knows it. He pours my bourbon 
as straight as a stick, gives
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me the look, grinning, like he 
does on those days when I forget.
He has his place and a white 
coat to prove it. Me, I'm as odd 
as opened letters on a banker's 
desk, or a copper plated roofing 
nail. What do I know about four- 
by-fours, traps, or prefabricated 
rafters. But here I am, washed 
up, like the rest, trying to find 
my name at a table. We finish off 
a steamship round of beef, fried 
chicken, potatoes, beans, salad.
The garbage man, tending, drinks; 
a western band tunes; and a man, 
smoother than a Cadillac, says 
that the dance should begin. I feel 
the rustle of late evening shawls, 
threads shining like fishhooks.
And the sound of the garbage truck, 
braking on hills, rings in my head, 
warm and familiar, like salt.

—  Joseph Garrison 
Staunton VA

HIGH FLYING

with her big blue 
walking on wires 
looking down at 
the black snow 
blue angel 
lying down in 
her own snow 
poems burning 
all night 
in her head 
like pots in a 
grove of oranges

POISON IVY MADONNA

starts with three 
bumps you hardly 
notice she oozes 
makes you itch so 
you have to scratch 
then you're sorry

OLD WOMAN IN VENICE

like a willow 
roots where you 
can't see grasp 
ing for water 
bending weep 
ing for her 
self bent over 
a parenthesis 
bending but 
not falling a 
part tho her 
life is



READING TOUR

If they're afraid 
to want you then 
they'll want to 
tell you the dreams, 
what they really 
wanted before the 
wife and two kids. 
Either way I'm an 
ok I won't say 
receptacle, that 
sounds messy and 
cold —  is container 
better —  like in 
the garden game when 
the man describes 
the perfect con 
tainer (interpreted 
as woman). I got in 
to the airport in 
Ohio late hadn't 
eaten since dawn.
A pretty man on the 
plane told me he'd 
take me to dinner 
if I stayed said I 
looked like I'd like 
to swing. It was 
like the man calling 
when my face was in 
Rolling Stone so 
bizarre I couldn't 
hang up it was 10 
o'clock not even a 
sandwich since morning. 
This man had short 
scrubbed hair and 
his tenured belly was 
thinking was afraid 
I might be like 
my poems told 
me his wife and babies 
were sleeping I said 
starved something 
I rarely do and he 
allowed me one 
fast cup of coffee 
deposited me like 
student grades 
almost due in an 
apartment suite

with 50 thick towels 
plush carpet and dimmer 
switches in every 
room chandeliers every 
thing but soap 
toilet paper and in 
spite of the soy sauce 
pickles pepper and 
curry sauce there 
was no food. I washed 
my hair with plain 
water used the towels 
when I peed went thru 
every drawer and cupboard 
for something to use 
flat soda water mustard 
the Dayton News. After 
the reading tho every 
thing changed the man 
said he felt I could be 
his sister I was pulled 
to stay in his little 
room their damp children 
crawled on me. He said 
he wanted me to find 
a good man he wanted me 
to know how wild his 
life had been before 
the change of having 
a family the president 
of the school said he'd 
never met a Jewish woman 
like me he wanted me 
to know he liked me but 
wouldn't like the 
others, wanted me to 
see his poems that 
mine had let him into 
rooms he was talking 
as if we'd exchanged 
some secret keys I 
was thinking if I could 
just get to the airport 
that night before I tried 
to sleep on the cot in 
the cute pink room and 
washed my hair several 
times tho it didn't help.
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I LEARNED HOW TO FIGHT I’M THINKING AS MY MOTHER 
TELLS ME WHAT MY SISTER GOT FROM HER

Don't let the rocking 
chair rock or
someone will die 
I learned to connect 
money and love even
when I don't want to.
Put a piece of thread
in your mouth if you 
sew something while 
its on otherwise
you sew your own shroud. 
Men like a hard time.
I know it's not true 
but I believe throw 
salt over my shoulder
think how I shouldn't 
water the plants 
when I bleed and
wait for rain when 
I kill a daddylonglegs.

FRIDAY

rain all morning

applewood burning 
mist i'm curled

I HATE THE WAY YOU

worry about what 
people will think 
tho you pretend not to 
are unsure which 
black dress is right 
just to go to the 
A and P. When you are 
sure you've lost yr 
keys money glasses 
I groan, you don't 
see me drive back to 
my own house to 
check doors, ovens 
the cat. It makes me 
angry to see you 
panic when I'm not 
home reminds me of 
how I called my uncle 
when your phone rang 
and rang. My nose 
is my father’s and I'm 
tall but I've a fear 
of bad teeth dream 
of teeth. It makes 
me mad to see you 
put 4 sugars in 
your coffee. It's 
the ways we are so 
much alike that 
are hard to forgive.

under the blue quilt

the tin roof sounds 
like someone dropping
diamonds on it —  Lyn Lifshin

Niskayuna NY
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ALBERT EINSTEIN'S MUSTACHE

It is often thought 
by the public (which 
in strict terms doesn't 
think) that Einstein 
means genius and genius 
comes in a kit: to wit: 
Einstein or about the 
same time, Schweitzer, 
and the mustache must 
be the center of thought 
(despite the persuasive 
arguments for the pineal 
gland by Descartes). I 
do not doubt the popular 
mind envisions the baby 
Alberts born with wet 
baby mustaches above 
their lips, marked, yes 
marked, for genius.

ALBERT SCHWEITZER'S MUSTACHE

I don't know if you 
bit the ends of your 
mustache or not 
but what can it matter 
occupied with Bach 
jungle suppurations 
and the Last Supper 
if you chewed on a 
few stiff hairs as 
you thought things 
over.

—  Kay Ryan

Mill Valley CA

BLOCK OF WOOD

Let them let them take one 
block of wood from the children's 
corner let them take that block 
let them take that block and let 
them open a file on it and give 
it some medication to take and 
let that block of wood pay its bill 
and get another appointment and repeat 
it and thicken its file and let them 
further take that block of wood into 
their staff meeting let them take it 
into their staff meeting and set it 
on the table in the middle of all their 
eyes and let them look at it and let 
them ask it questions and let them 
pick it up and pass it one to the other 
and let them all feel it all over and 
let them take it into their mouths 
and chew it let them take it into their 
mouths and chew it all over and let them 
even saw that block of wood let them saw
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that block of wood all over into four 
handfuls of sawdust let them saw it into 
four handfuls of sawdust and let them 
take it into their hands let them take 
it into their hands and sniff of it and 
sniff of it and snuff it let them take 
this block this block of wood and feel 
of it and taste it and smell it and 
live it and talk about it and talk and 
talk about it let them all talk about 
this block of wood let them talk about 
this block of wood and into this block 
of wood and over and under this block 
of wood and then let them all explain 
to it explain to this wood block why 
words precede affections why words go 
before affections or in other words why 
they haven't got the criticism in front 
of the poem why they haven't got the 
criticism in front of the poem and why 
in hell a block of wood in that children's 
corner should go sit at a table should 
go sit at a table and exchange words exchange 
words with them exchange words.

THE MATCH GAME

On the bar,
14 pennies 
in three rows, 
of 3, 4, and 7.
Take any number 
from any one row.
The object is 
to make your opponent 
take the last penny.

Tom wants to win 
the worst way.
And he is.
He is keeping track 
of odds and evens.
The French, in The 
Last Year at Marienbad, 
put the game into 
evening dress and 
used five rows. It 
would be no trouble
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to keep it covered up 
forever in five rows.
My father called it 
The Match Game because 
he played it, a match 
in his teeth, with matches 
in the kitchens of members 
of his congregation.
I think he must have learned it 
from the horse trader who 
was trying to get right with God 
the week he died.

The world is everything 
that is the case. One night 
after playing with guests 
on a straight-backed chair 
in our living room, my father 
explained it to me. Don't 
try to figure it out. You 
can't. The most educated 
people are the easiest to 
fool. There are only two 
winning combinations —
2-2 and 1-1-1 —  
and it's just a matter 
of working into them.
He showed me.

My father used to try to hide
the game. He wouldn’t play too
long, he'd play with several
people at a time, he'd chatter, he'd
occasionally play wrong and risk
losing. I tried to give the game away.
Nobody watched what I did.
Jeff Nulle is the only person 
I ever knew who figured it out, 
and he did it alone 
on the New York subway.

TAKE COTTON CANDY

Take heartfuls of cotton candy 
taste of it smell it 
play with it take it lightly 
in your hands fluff with it 
fluff with it and jab it 
jab it into molds
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put it under pressure
and squeeze it into bullets
squeeze it into bullets
and give these bullets to each other
gently and softly hand these
bullets back and forth
to each other looking each
other in the eyes gently rocking
exchanging bullets and
arrange the bullets into rows
and into squares and triangles
and booby traps
take huge handfuls of the candy
of each of your selves and
pick sweet clutchings of
each other and push those sweet
clutchings as much as you can
of each into molds of yourselves
put each other under pressure
turn yourselves entirely into bullets
and make as intricate
a bullet design of yourselves
as your substance can provide.

THE CIGARETTE GAME

You can't smoke all the time, 
you can't smoke everywhere.
You can only have two cigarettes 
at a time when they're passed out, 
and you can't ever have matches.
Passing out cigarettes, five 
times each day, is a long, 
slow line to a cardboard box 
where an orderly finds the pack 
with your name on it. You get 
two cigarettes from your pack.
To get another one, you have two 
given to a friend who is cigaretteless 
who gives you one back. He considers 
this a favor. A bonanza is someone 
who doesn’t smoke who will give both 
back, but there is the debt of his 
standing and besides he'll probably 
start smoking. There are supposed to be 
ward cigarettes for those with none.
Ward cigarettes are passed out last, 
often only one. Sometimes you can get
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your cigarettes and one or two extra 
plus, by ducking down and shoving your 
hand in, a ward cigarette. You are rich.'
What do you do with your cigarettes? Even 
one cigarette is subject to cadging 
for hits from every side. Your shirt 
pocket is the only place, and everybody 
reads shirt pockets expertly. You can 
smoke one and jam two behind your ears 
and brazen it out, but you don't want to.
You don't stay rich long. Most of the time 
there are no ward cigarettes and that puts 
about a dozen on full-time bumming.
So when you get a carton of Kools you 
trade a couple packs for shirts, etc. 
and you give two packs to the ward and 
get involved in the 2-1 game with two 
or three people and your carton is gone 
in two days.
A lit cigarette is well-being. You have 
succeeded, temporarily. You have friends 
and family: you are healthy, wealthy, and smoking. 
You have a burning cigarette in your hand.
When you draw it makes your hand and face warm.
You are making love to yourself.

These three inches. Yours. But here 
come the hits. Every kind of mouth.
They draw hungrily. Their profuse thanks, 
if received, is more annoyance.

The happiest time of the day for me 
was after the evening meal when 
I had one cigarette that was for me.
There was only one place to smoke it: 
the bathroom, stall next to the window.
I got a light from an orderly and walked in 
and watched the sun go down in the west 
through the heavy screen on the window 
and pretended I had just put in a hard day 
on a farm and truly earned my keep 
and it had been a good day.
I pulled my cigarette into myself, strong 
and slow, rewarding myself for my hard day.

(UNTITLED)

Dad your dying 
made me remember 
your bedtime story



(told once, standing,
Judy in the bottom 
bunk, me in the top,
908 5th Street,
Brookings, S. Dak.)
about Rocky your horse
you rode to school
who wouldn't obey
and once during lunch hour
he was running so fast
you tried to make him stop
and pulled on the reins
harder and harder
but he wouldn't stop
until you finally pulled so hard
you pulled the reins
bridle bit and his head
all the way around
til he was looking right at you
still running fast as ever
and there was a barbed wire fence
coming toward you
so you let go the reins
so he could see it,
and he did, and took two jumps,
and stopped dead at the fence
while you flew over.

—  Jim Klein
Rutherford NJ

A BILLBOARD IN LAS PALMAS

like the planet of the apes 
the last scene you'd expect 
is liberty
her helmet laid back 
her nose peeling 
selling winston cigarettes 
her face an alien green 
looking as if she had inhaled 
the truth for the first time
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THERE WILL BE CRASH LANDINGS

Lately we've been making love
with Kitty Hawk in mind, reaching orgasm
barely six feet off the ground.
Still later lapping madwort wine 
we cheer our daring success
while refueling for an a-round-the-world event.

Like the Princeton kid who built the suitcase 
nuke, most folks make love with manuals 
and charts piled high in the hold: 
sophisticated flying, by the numbers, 
what to suck, when to screw, 
computer-statistic regulated for safety.

Well, to hell and heave-ho with automatic pilots
Don't even want to look at the pictures —
just grab me by the seat, get airbourne,
give us that ol' biplane balling —
with a roll on the wing, a dive,
shout and scramble; full throttle, wild blue!

—  Jeff Branin 
Woodbury NJ

I'11 give you something to
set yr teeth into.

Poetmeat
is the best

gold reality
can buy.

& never 
rots

or whines
once you've got it

no way
to control it.

—  Barbara Moraff 

Strafford VT
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t e q u i l a  b i r d  p o e m s

4/13/77
ain’t it the truth
i was spending a very busy Saturday afternoon 
trying to watch "wide world of sports," 
consume a six-pack, and baby-sit my 4 yr. old
niecemaybe'it was my fifth beer, or the nasal monotone
of loquacious howard accompanied by two lousy
amateur pugilists, or a combination of both
that made me do it. i don't know.
anyway, i got up and went into the kitchen,
took a chicken fryer out of the freezer,
and called little veronica to come into the room.
"look," i said, holding the chicken high over her
head,'"i caught the easter bunny last night
and now we’ll eat him for dinner.”
she looked at me, then the chicken.
she expressed her wit and wisdom with a deadpan
face that would put w.c. fields to shame,
she said,
"you caca head."
you know, i think the kid is onto something.

R V a r g a s



8/17/77
apology from the kid
when fresh out of high school, the kid landed a summer 
job with B of A. he was low man on the totem pole. the 
shit detail, he found out soon enough when, after being 
there 2 wks., the bank president called him to his desk, 
he gave the kid a file with a name and a checking acct. 
number, he said:
"the i.r.s. is requesting all deposit slips and statements 
on record in regards to this guy. they want the goods on 
him real bad. it will probably take you 4-5 days, but 
start after your lunch break."

4-5 days turned into 7-8. the man's stuff was everywhere, 
the basement, upstairs, nooks and crannies that even the 
president didn't know existed, and the kid found it all. 
he started with 1974 and went back as far as '55. then 
it was off to an orange county warehouse where he found 
stuff as far back as '49.

the kid was relentless. tie off, sleeves rolled up, 
sucking on mountain dews and pepsis, sweating like a 
prospector digging for gold, each yellowed piece of paper 
bringing another smile from the boss, an imaginary pat on 
the back from uncle sam.

on the kid's last day, he asked the president about mr. 
what's-his-name and whatever happened to him.
"they got him by the balls, he's good as gone. the i.r.s. 
said we did a good job."

i have my regrets, now. i should have shredded up
the whole fuckin' mess and dumped it from an airplane high
over the shores of san clemente.
i just hope that when my turn comes, it's not because of 
some green punk, and i manage to come out of it with my 
cojones ... still whole and healthy.

10/12/77
the job, a swing shift lament

when lunch time comes around, 
we head out to the parking lot,
a migratory herd of caribous looking for greener pastures.
we pull out our pipes, our papers, our smoke.
we talk about getting fucked by the bossman,
the union,
our women.
and always the new job we're going to go out looking 
for tomorrow.
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when we return to the warehouse,
the old guys sitting down with cups of
coffee in their hands notice our arrival,
smelling the lingering smoke and saying nothing.
these Oldtimers with the thick skin of a rhino's hide
have known the pain.
they look the other way,
and in our silencewe know it's just a matter of time.

1/26/78 
true love
the only one never to treat me shitty 
remains in my room, she is there, always, 
when i take her for granted (which is 
often), she doesn’t bitch or try to make me
feel guilty upon my arrival home from a typical sat. nite 
bout with beer and tequila, no shrew-like screams 
are waiting up for me, but instead, 
soothing silence.i also know that the fingerprints on her hips
are mine and only mine.
and when i want to make love, there are never
any excuses as to why we can t ,
and if i'm good, she gives me babies,
crisp and clean babies to be held up
to the dark nite sky ...me a proud daddy passing out cigars.
but being the typical male that 1 am, 
it is mv fate never to be satisfied, there's an ibm selectric in the display window 
of a typewriter shop downtown. lately, when 
pass by, she winks or smiles at me.
and i have begun to take notice.

2/9/78 
playing safe
loading a truck in the rain for 3 hrs. 
had left me and carlos looking like a pair
we were huddling around the coffee pot during 
our break, shivering and wondering how it had
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come to this.
the company's top salesman came out of the 
front office, walked past us and said,
"gee, is it raining outside?"

carlos spat in disgust as the prick walked off, 
and i struggled to keep the "fuck you" on my lips 
from being too loud.

as we went back outside to finish the job, 
i remembered a gopher i had killed when i was 
13 yrs. old.
i had caught him above ground, and before i cut 
him in two with the hoe, i pounded him helpless 
with the high-pressure spray from our garden hose, 
often wondering what made me do it, 
i finally realized that all along i was afraid 
he'd bite back.

4/17/78
blondes
it wasn't the "forbidden fruit" syndrome 
that made me do it.
instead, i like to think that it was a ruthless 
lust for gold, inherited from Spanish ancestors 
who took it any way they could get it. 
the sound of metal slicing brown-skinned flesh 
became a song to be played without moral overtones.
so the 1st time i brought one home, the air of defeat 
in the living room was as thick as a dying bull's 
blood mixing with the arena dust.
to my left,
two pairs of brown eyes bled silently and projected 
forced smiles ... no questions asked, 
to my right,
a pair of blue eyes, cold, uncut chunks of turquoise 
crystal stared through me ... waiting.

at that precise moment i heard the clamor of hispanic 
armor, and in the background, 
the laughter of heartless men.
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6/11/78 
race war
"yeah,” he said, "guys at work are buying 
guns and shit ... storing 'em in the desert 
for the big race war."
immediately i begin to regret 
the many times i refused to go 
hunting with my father, never 
acquiring the taste for 
blood and guts, the violent 
scattering of feathers in mid-air, 
or the nonsensical pumping of shells 
into a ball of fur.
taking a sip from my wine cooler, 
i study him ...
an aryan bull. i imagine him and myself 
locked in hand-to-hand combat, 
a classic battle.
but i know that’s not how it will be, 
cause a scared man is a crazy one.
it will come from behind, and i won't even know 
what hit me.

6/24/78
the death of Billy the Kid 
(viejo’s version)
"i know, cuz my great-grandfather had 
an indian friend who had to go inside 
an’ see if it was really the Kid. 
that crazy gringo Garrett just stuck 
his guns inside an open window, 
closed his eyes, and emptied every 
fuckin’ bullet he had into the lumpy 
sheets.
then he went around the corner of the 
building an’ threw up."

8/22/78
dying; a vision
i am sitting at the bar inside a dark tavern, 
it is raining outside, and the only th ing 
i have in common with this strange land
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is an appreciation for a cold beer on a wet day. 
the bartender is at the far end of the bar 
talking with a group of men in a language 
i don't understand. they look at me and begin 
to laugh.
pretending not to notice, i gesture with my 
empty bottle. the bartender ignores me.
"i'd like another beer, please." 
still no response.
(in Singapore i had encountered the same problem, 
only to find out that i could handle five men at 
the same time and still walk away in less than 
three pieces.)
i throw the bottle, smashing the mirror behind the bar, 
saying "fuck you" in a language everyone understands, 
then, making a quick head count, i remember the time 
i had my fortune told by a moustached woman who had 
gold teeth. "twelve," she had said, "is your unlucky 
number."
as two of the men block off the door,
the rest engage in the familiar shattering of glass,
letting me know what to expect;
they surround me, the jagged edges of beer bottles 
like the teeth of so many pirahnas.

9/10/78
what does it mean?

the girl on stage had the face of a young 
mayan princess, the body of a playboy centerfold, 
tugging at her black bikini bottoms, 
she smiled at me.
and if i'd had it to bargain with, my soul would 
have been hers .

which brings to mind my 8th grade english teacher 
and the time she kept me after class to discuss 
something i had written, she paced back and forth 
in front of my desk, looking like a conviction- 
crazed prosecutor warming up for the kill, 
she waved my composition in front of my face 
like it was a piece of prized evidence.
"this bit about looking up the girl's dress 
in your math class ... what does it mean?"

she had caught me by surprise, and i just sat there 
like a startled jackrabbit, blinded by a pair of 
approaching headlights.

-  20



10/2/78
dying; a vision (#2)
my mother was talking to him. 
it was important, i could tell 
by the tone of her voice, 
but he never looked up from 
the squat-like stance he used 
when watering the front yard 
on warm summer nights.
he just stared at the spray of water, 
which looked like a smashed 
mirror hanging, suspended in mid-air, 
reflecting the lights of night 
back into his face.

11/9/78
the simple things
i used to do it once in a great while.
but lately, i've been doing it every weekend.
i drive the freeways like other people 
cruise blvds.
like a freaked-out neutron gone haywire,
i cut across the landscape on concrete and asphalt,
leaving trails of loud fm rock and whisps
of exotic marijuana smoke. i live on a diet
of STP and shell super-regular.
my pulse quickens as the sun finally sets,
me becoming a metallic and rubber seed
cushioned in neon darkness.
my cock hardens as the1 tail-lights of the
lane changing cars in front of me
become a floating horizon of
patterned light and graceful speed.
my heaven will be an endless freeway, 
a car that never runs out of gas, 
commercial-free rock n roll radio stations, 
the eternal joint, 
the night that never ends.
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11/11/78
the best of friends
she was a "frisco" poet 
dressed in black 
wearing knee-high boots, 
she drank vodka
blew offensive smoke at the ceiling
while other poets read.
her poems were as friendly
as pissing on the pope
letting me know she'd knock me
on my ass if i so much as looked
at hers.
she left with the poet who had 
read just before her 
(his poems being tormented 
closet-homosexual screams) 
and they looked like they were 
the best of friends.

2/1/79
workweek

mondays, i approach my job with the attitude 
of an offensive guard. only i can truly appreciate 
what i have to do. i don't want the glory, 
only recognition of the fact that i'm there.

on tuesdays, i feel more sure of myself than the day 
before, but like the defensive tackle, i hold my ground, 
don't take any chances. it only takes a cleverly 
disguised draw play to keep me honest.
Wednesdays will find me cradling the ball 
as i attempt to go wide, stutter-stepping all the way, 
looking for that moment of hesitation created by 
a good head fake. then, darting through the line, 
dodging arms and shoulders like a scared rabbit 
zigzagging between the trees, and even though i hear 
footsteps, i can never look over my shoulder, knowing 
the moment i begin to do so my game will never 
be the same.

thursdays are do or die. like the wide receiver 
running that dreaded pattern over the middle, 
at the mercy of sadistic linebackers and defensive backs, 
i wonder why i do it. leaping into the air with antelope 
grace and abandon, i prepare myself for the blow that
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will leave my head ringing for the rest of the day, 
my body wracked with suicidal pain, but if i'm lucky, 
i'll catch 'em with their thumbs up their asses, and 
before they can disengage 'em, i'll race past, make a 
1st down, keep the drive alive.
on fridays, like the polished quarterback, i've got my 
ground game established, allowing me to fill the stadium 
air with beautiful, spiraling bombs that descend with an 
accuracy that would have given even hitler a hard-on.

i'm looking good, really good.
and slowly i begin to realize why somebody
created this crazy game.

2/26/79 
outta luck
imagine that you have just walked 
into a party, ready to have a good time 
a wild timecause the smoke in the air don't smell like 
anything out of Marlboro Country 
making one ponder what juan valdez really 
grows in Colombia.
when all of a sudden this guy you haven't seen 
since high school corners you, starts talking 
about his 35 grand a year, his 280-Z, his ex-wife, 
his bachelor pad and regular jacuzzi orgies 
under warm summer skies at the swinging singles 
apartment complex, 
then he has the nerve to ask,
"so what do you do?"
if you've got style, you don't tell him to 
fuck off,
you tell him that you're a poet and walk out 
the same way you came in.
but if your thirst demands immediate attention 
and he's bought the beer 
then you're shit outta luck.

3/7/79
guilty, with an explanation (a 380 dollar poem)

it wasn't my fault, your honor, 
the evening just started out bad.
1st, i got my ass kicked at the pool table
not once, but five times. it may not be the same
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as having your dick disappear after being informed
that you've won a free night's use of a real, live
harem, but the feelings are similar.
and later that evening, at another bar
down the street where kirk and i had decided
to make our last stand,
i see this waitress that . . .
well, let me put it this way,
if i could be the seat on anybody's 10 speed
in the whole wide world, it would have to be hers.
so i give her this note that says i think
Helen of Troy must have looked like her.
and you know what she did, your honor?
she asked me who Helen Troy was.
that's what kind of night i'm talking about, judge, 
so when i got pulled over by two of 
the California highway patrol's finest, 
i wasn't weaving so much because of the beer, 
but because i was considering whipping the wheel 
and flooring it, doing something right for a change, 
obviously, i failed at that, too.
so i plead guilty, your honor, 
i plead guilty to being a loser 
for one night too many.
now i dare you to insult a man who has nothing 
left to lose, 
i dare you.

3/19/79
i got them dirty underwear blues
we were taking a break between clutches
in the motel 6 darkness,
waiting for our second wind.
when, for no reason at all, she started.
1st, i heard about the episode with a perfect stranger 
in san diego, a hitchhiker who turned her on 
to some acid, and left her in the backseat of her car 
at a local drive-in, her panties on backwards, 
then, there was the middle-aged, recently divorced 
business executive who kept falling asleep 
despite the romantic fireplace setting and 
a hundred and twenty dollar a night view 
of the beach.
this led to her 1st time, a high-school jock 
who came in three seconds and asked her if she 
was alright.
the clincher, though, was a one-night stand who led 
her to believe that he was single, and while wrestling
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between the sheets at his place, what should her feet 
get tangled in except for a pair of his wife's dirty 
underwear.
i sat up, wondered what she'd say about me, 
the poet with a pecker shrinking like an 
elongated balloon with a slow leak.

3/25/79
choices
it was all so simple, then.
like the bold little punks that we were,
we'd approach perfect strangers outside
the local liquor store and ask them to buy
our beer for us. eventually somebody would,
and we'd head for the sanctuary of the nearby
railroad tracks, drink our adolescent asses into oblivion.
we almost always found ourselves pressing our ears
to the cold steel of the track, listening to the
music of strange noises coming towards us from far,
far away. but the impatience of youth never allowed
us to sit and wait for whatever was coming our way.
and as the years raced by, we went separate ways,
finding our own modes of transportation.
that was 10 yrs. ago, and now we're sitting in 
the garage of his new home, and he's chain smoking 
cigarettes faster than i can keep count, 
he's talking about a marriage going down faster 
than one can say "Titanic,"
and how painful it is to see his hopes and dreams 
drifting on the glassy surface like 
lifeboats in limbo.
and while the crazy woman he loves prepares dinner 
in their new home, he takes another drag from 
his cigarette, contemplates how yesterday's decisions 
can become so important today;
the compounding complexities of missing a train 
and catching a boat.
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3/31/79
pool
many a quarter is lost 
until one day at the table 
everything comes together 
a world defined on dingy 
green velt in a smoke-hazed 
room and everyone is watching 
as you seize it
dissect it with some sort of primeval
geometry imbedded in your genes
you sense the elation of those around you
at the sight of a man grasping
control of his destiny for the 1st time
since who-knows-when
the 8-ball gracefully sinking out
of sight ending the game too soon
like the quick and unexpected sunset on one of
those rare days when everything goes right

another quarter goes down
everyone agreeing it's such a small price to pay

—  RVargas

Rowland Heights CA

Richard Vargas is the editor of the respected little 
magazine Tequila Review (originally Tequila Press 
Poetry Review) which originated in Long Beach CA, 
that hot bed of direct poetry. Single copies are 
a $1.00 bargain from Tequila Press, 1305 South Raleo 
Ave., Rowland Heights CA 91748.
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THE HAWK

The loud rap made her look up from her desk and stare di
rectly into the eyes of the hawk on the windowsill. He 
snapped his head once to the left, then rapped at the pool 
of water below the icicles. He looked up and she said 
hello. He opened and shut his beak, soundlessly. When 
she stood, he flew away almost faster than she could follow 
She did not see him when she went to the window.

She put a jar lid of water outside the window the next morn 
ing, and when he came and drank, she did not move. He flew 
away quickly.

The next day he watched her for a while, shifting back and 
forth on the sill. The following day, after he drank, he 
settled and looked at her so evenly that she decided to 
approach him. She rose slowly and moved around the far 
side of the desk, keeping herself in his sight. She walk
ed comfortably to within five feet of the window where she 
squatted until they were at eye level.

She looked into his sharp yellow eye for a long time, see
ing clearly the fine black lines around the pupil and iris. 
She did not smile. The more she looked the more her face 
felt like stone or the hard horn of his beak. He disappear 
ed so suddenly that she thought she might have fallen a- 
sleep or, more likely, been in a trance.
Meat, she thought. I must put some meat out for him. And 
more water.
That afternoon she bought beef cubes at the butcher shop 
on the avenue. She kept two pieces out and froze the rest. 
In the morning she put the meaty cubes on the edge of a 
shallow dish of water and set it on the windowsill. She 
pulled her chair to the window and saw him circle the oak 
tree once before he landed at the far end of the sill. He 
looked from her to the plate and back again, adding that 
curious head snap to the left.
She wondered if it were too new. If she should have kept 
the jar lid while she introduced the meat. Then he push
ed back from the window, spread his wings, and settled by 
the dish. She was so taken by the sweep of his wings that 
only later did she remember his knocking the meat off the 
dish before he drank and ate.
The next morning she found a small rat laid out on the 
windowsill. Its head and neck were twisted, as though its 
neck or spine had been broken. The hair on its belly,
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mottled gray like moleskin, was marked by two bloody punc
tures. Fascinated by this gift and wanting to accept it, 
she opened the window, gingerly lifted the rat by its tail, 
and carried it to the kitchen. She folded over the top of 
the garbage bag and took it down to the dumpster in the 
rear of the building. She went back and set out his dish 
and meat, taking care to separate them.
When he came, he drank. Then he pushed away from the sill, 
grabbed the meat in his talons and flew away, dropping the 
meat just beyond the oak.
The next morning another rat was on the windowsill. She 
sat and studied it lying there in the sun. The eye was 
dark and vacant. The hair was coarse, yet remarkably 
clean. She opened the window wide enough to slide her 
hand out and stroke the hair. The body was warm. With 
her thumb and forefinger she pincered the back just above 
the shoulders, drew it in, and carried it to the kitchen.

Working quickly, unconsciously, she laid it on the cutting 
board, sliced off head, tail, and feet, skinned it, gutted 
it, and put it in a pot of boiling water. She added she 
knew not what spices, but remembered later the taste of 
mustardseed. When it had cooked for a long time, she put 
it on a plate and carried the plate, dish, and four pieces 
of meat to the window. She set the meat and dish out, and 
when he came for them, she began to eat the rat.

She watched him as they ate. For the first time she under
stood how he enjoyed pinning the meat to the sill with his 
talon and tearing off pieces with his beak. Except for 
that and bending his head to drink, he looked at her as 
they ate. It was his eye, still his eye that held her, 
but she was also noticing the movements of his neck and 
chest, the flex in his legs, the fine colors scattered in 
his wings and tail.

She found herself cleaning the rat's bones with her teeth, 
so that by the time he left they were whitening as they 
lay on the plate. They were so clean that she wanted to 
keep them. She cleared a space in the upper left hand 
desk drawer, lined it with shelf paper, and dumped the 
bones in. As dusk approached, she arranged the bones on 
the desk top, trying first to recreate the skeleton, then 
just moving them in interesting patterns.
When the cold weather broke and he no longer needed the 
water, he continued to bring her small things to eat. And 
even when one of the brilliant cardinals she used to see 
at the feeder across the way was laid out on her window
sill and she was sad to see it there, she took it and ate
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it, scattering the scarlet feathers among the bones in the 
drawer. She experimented with his diet, finding that he 
liked fish as well as meat and getting small fish from the 
lake in return.

She altered the patterns of her living. Coming to the 
window before dawn to see him bring the food, preparing 
what he brought and sitting with him to eat, feeling very 
tired after he left and, as a consequence, sleeping through 
the middle of the day, writing her articles in the evening, 
and spending much of the night trying to see what was hap
pening in the dark yard or sitting transfixed, looking into 
the night sky.

As winter ended they ate with the window open, and she 
tried talking. Her language did not interest him. When 
she was most silent, he would make his own quiet sounds.
She began to imitate him until they developed a rudimen
tary set of signals for welcome, for satisfaction or cur
iosity about the food, for mutual approval. She invited 
him in, but he refused. She understood that he did not 
want her to touch him.
By spring two drawers were filled with bones, feathers, and 
other remnants of the food he had brought, and she started 
scattering them on the floor. She was spending every night 
at the window, feeling her sharpened teeth, the new thin 
strength in her fingers, the keenness of smell drawing her 
forward. She talked only to him.

She spent the first warm night seated in the window, her 
fingers and toes curled over the edge of the sill, her chin 
on her knees, or stretched out above the yard to see an 
animal below, a bat, his flight. At dawn he brought her a 
small cat not yet dead. She snapped its spine, pinned it 
to the sill with her fingernails, bit into the warm flesh 
through the fur on its back, chewed, looked up, snapped 
her head once to the left, and jumped out of the window of 
her dark apartment into the free bright air of the morning.

—  Michael R. Brown 

Chicago IL

AWAKE OR ASLEEP

tours are booked out for papua & Samoa & the new hebrides, 
then the tourists come back unable to speak, they cannot 
remember their holiday, all they have left is a vague

-  29



sense of movement, echo & sway, moving from ship to ship, 
then having watched TV documentaries on UFO sightings, 
unable to tell the difference between the TV studios & 
the holiday resort, awake or asleep, a man is badly 
bashed with an iron bar by three men who are trying to 
rob him at the railway station, the victim is admitted 
to the hospital with head injuries. A man is waiting 
at the station for a train to take him to work, he is 
interviewed by news media controlled by the relevant 
authorities, he refers to a "blinding white light" & 
"changing colors" & "changing direction." The news 
story goes out by AAP reuter & the stations wait eager
ly for the ratings, the ratings go up, each station 
feels differently, the executives send telegrams.

THE ASIANS

it is morning a new pope is elected on time, it is 8 
minutes past 10, the TV commercials are printed on paper, 
the asians tell the rest of the world to take a walk, to 
go fly a kite, for all your ideas are worth, a powerful 
current is fed into the aerial setting up an impedance 
matching stage, the news of the new pope is repeated in 
microwave code, it is 8 minutes past 10, the papers 
have banner headlines, all the catholics are pleased 
with themselves, the asians divide their governments, 
refugees are told to take a walk, they are passed onto 
another country to make good, the embassy is attacked, 
splinters of glass sail through the air for a distance 
of 40 feet, there are reports of injured, on a seafront 
about 3 km away from where Syrian troops are locked in 
battle, the sound of gunfire is not heard on the re-run 
of the film, because of the skip distance, the sound 
travelling slower than the images. The station prints 
an apology & says the public will have to take our word 
for it that the action is authentic.

—  Robert Whyte
Paddington, Queensland, Australia

PERSONAL MYTHOLOGY

Jumbled in memory the mythical figures 
of my personal pantheon are never 
more than human, jostling over the years 
towards no lofty pinnacle or noble goal.



Villainous, whimsical and pathetic, 
bold and timorous, they make their entrances 
unheralded in quite outlandish places, 
stay for a while, and seldom say good-bye:
squatting by holy Ganges, Dr. Ganesha, 
devoted to elephants and philosophy, 
who having begot a dozen children 
solemnly became an apostle of abstinence;
Sir Marmaduke, whose shadow stretched from the Horn 
to Mexico, whose elegant legend is still 
often recalled with mild amazement, though 
his only real achievement was himself;

Peter Pumpkin, friend of all the world, 
a seeker after truth in many countries, 
encountered first upon a desert road, 
last heard of as a colonel in the Congo;
strikingly posed against a dramatic landscape, 
Captain Agamemnon Loukoumades, 
champion of freedom and of table tennis, 
a fearsome bandit on a tourist donkey;
Shaggy Toe, a hungry wanderer,
who briefly married that rough and tumbled girl, 
Polly Eskimo, believing her
to be a fellow Greek, though clearly Nordic;

lurking in the shadow of the Andes,
Alfonso, professor of universal culture, 
partly academic but mostly gaucho, 
an outstanding performer with the ladies;
Miss Miranda, lover of scholarships 
and foreign missions, who starting from 
modest beginnings and using the simplest bait 
managed to capture a British ambassador;

and not least of all old Uncle Zulu, 
undoubtedly the root of all my troubles, 
although he always seemed to be dim-witted 
and never heard the drums of Africa.

—  Raymond Tong 

Safat, Kuwait
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DO PEOPLE CARE FOR PEOPLE?

Appetites in the barnyard bawled 
for more feed than the grain bins 
offered, so we looked for corn 
to buy. Sure, one of the neighbors 
said, I'll sell you this round crib.
So we measured the corncrib. Now what,
I said. Figure the number of bushels, 
he said, multiply by the price ....
You ever go to school? Yeah, I said, 
but in arithmetic class we papered 
rooms with doors and windows. His pencil 
flickered, area times height and 
divide by 2.5 equals 850 bushels.
Multiply by $2.20 —  you can do that?
I nodded. He wasn't through.
Two-and-a-half cubic feet for 
each bushel ... how many cubic feet 
in the world for each person?
What do you mean, I asked. People, 
goddamit, people, how much room 
for people, not factories or 
4-lane highways, or shopping centers , 
but people. Room for a guy to 
have a garden, a yard, a pl^ce for 
trees, hammock, croquet set.
Man, I said, you live in the past.
But not in a condominium, he said.
You know what's the trouble? People 
don't care for people, nobody gives 
a damn for people, not even people.
Nations stand with their britches 
bristling with six-shooters, glaring 
at each other, daring each other, 
who's the Bill Hickock to make the 
fastest draw. I wrote him a check.
Glad they taught you to multiply, 
he said. People multiply, where can they go 
when mother earth finds herself layered 
and cross-layered with all the damn junk 
that takes up room. No wilderness left, 
not even shady backyards ... pipelines, 
high tension towers, blasted developers 
with their shoebox houses.... We will 
come and get the corn next week,
I told him. Probably be a new airfield 
here by then, he muttered. I drove away. 
You'll see, he yelled, you'll see 
how much people care for people.
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SMALL THORNS

The odor from garbage my neighbor 
burns in a trash barrel corrupts 
the fresh breath of morning and 
I find the curtain of silence easily 
torn at night by a barking dog, and 
my taste runs to bird song early 
Sunday morning rather than the blasts 
from a neighbor's lawn mower and 
I have never subscribed to the steel 
fences built to keep kids from 
homesteading vacant lots. But we 
neighbors know we must bear with 
each other for it is the small thorns 
that prick tempers and lame the feet 
of good will. Yet no one, I repeat, 
no one gives us directions of how 
to change things as they are.

—  James Hearst 
Cedar Falls IA

THE MYSTERY OF THE MASS DROWNING 
OF THE SENIOR CLASS OF HOYHLE HIGH 
SCHOOL HERETOFORE UNEXPLAINED 
FINALLY AND CONCLUSIVELY SOLVED

But, Ma, everybody's got one

And I suppose if everybody 
went and jumped into the river

Q. WHERE CAN I MEET GIRLS?
A. LAUNDROMATS ARE FULL OF THEM.

Sure enough. One makes
change. Another puts it in
for me. A third stands by
the bulletin board: FREE TO GOOD HOME.
A blonde pops out after the spin 
cycle blowing delicately on my
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shorts. Inside the dryer, a dark-haired 
beauty is shouting, 'Viva revolution.'"

Panting, I bolt the bathroom door, sigh 
of relief catching in my teeth as I hear 
behind me the gurgle and turning 
see the smile behind the snorkel.

BULL'S EYE

She got all the ducks, bears, windmills, 
pendulums. She rang all the bells.
Lined up in front of her were goldfish, 
coasters, vases, sets of pilsner glasses, 
teddies, Snoopies. "That's all folks," 
said the man in the KNAVISH SHOWS T-shirt 
to the shooter plus the hundreds who had 
swarmed in behind her. "All gone," he 
added to the empty shelves and riddled 
gallery. "Really," he assured everyone 
as the rifle came up and the crowd began 
to heave, "there’s nothing left to execute," 
beginning to dart back and forth in a crouch.

SLEEPING BEAUTY

When the word went out, the princes began to show 
up. The first tried a few pecks, shrugged and 
wandered off. Another couple pried her jaws open 
and got down to work. Some liked her a lot and had 
to be dragged out by the guards. One or two really 
let her have it, so when Prince C. did show up 
she was slightly bruised, a little puffy and very 
damp. "Not this mini-monarch," he said backing out. 
But even his voice worked a kind of magic, waking 
her just enough to enroll at the state college, 
graduate in three years and get a job as a high 
school English teacher.

PLUS çA CHANGE

Remember how it was supposed to be in the mashed 
potatoes and some boy from the East painted such 
a vivid picture of big Baptist cooks dumping it

34



in by the handfuls that pretty soon you knew for 
a fact that the president of the university drove 
down to the factory and there, assisted by creepy 
guys whose noses even drooped, loaded the truck 
himself.
Today two students call me over. They look all 
around, then whisper through the curtain of their 
hair, "Wow. Forget the poison herbicides, man.. 
That's media-rot. The present administration 
really doesn't want us to, like, reproduce 
so they're spraying the fields in Mexico with 
saltpeter. "

—  Ronald Koertge
South Pasadena CA

A HOLE IN THE HEAD

In my afternoon composition class 
I hand back a paper on which 
I have crossed out the word "holistic."

"This word is without meaning,"
I have scrawled in the margin.
Later that day a department memo
informs us that
"a team of twenty readers
will grade the finals holistically."

THE MIND IS SELECTIVE, AND I GUESS I JUST HAVE A BETTER 
MIND FOR WINE THAN FOR CHURCHES

"What was the name," she asks me,
of that Christopher Wren church I dragged you to
near Liverpool Station?"
I don't remember any church near Liverpool Station.
I remember Pettycoat Lane and Dirty Dick's 
and Wormwood Street, though.
Later she says, "Where did we have that great bottle 
of Pouilly-Fuissé?"
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and I say, "That was at the Pleasant Trees 
three years ago October.
I had stroganoff and you had halibut.
We had two bottles actually,
bill came to a little over 20 dollars, tip included. 
It was a Louis Jadot selection 
and when we got home we made love 
twice."

PEOPLE ARE GOING CRAZY IN BAKERSFIELD

People are going crazy in Bakersfield. The cause has 
been under the most intense of investigations for months 
The investigators have begun to go crazy.
The problem does not seem to lie with the fog, although 
the fog extends for seventeen miles and even t.s. eliot 
is rumored to have once remarked, "That fog would keep 
a bloody prufrock off the streets." The fog never drove 
San Bernardino loony in the past.

There's neither more nor less oil from the oilfields in 
oildale than the oil companies have come to expect.
The town still shuts down at dusk; the beer-bars at two. 
Farm labor relations long ago normalized. Cable t.v. 
and the proximity of Magic Mountain have enhanced the 
quality of life. The mountains remain two hours to the 
east, the ocean two hours to the west. The water purity 
is no worse than ever. Piss-analysis has proved nothing

Meanwhile, people are going crazy in Bakersfield at a 
geometrically progressive rate. Nothing has ever 
progressed at such a rate in Bakersfield before.

"A PEECE OF THE CONTINENT"

my memory's in other people's minds.
because i am increasingly forgetful,
i tutor them, they teach me back.
they always seem to tell me what and when
i need to know for a poem.
unlucky in so many things,
and never having mastered how to charm,
in this i'm charmed.
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i call my mother, long-distance, collect,
and ask, "where are the snows of rochester?"
the girl i'm with reminds me
that i used to be in love.
two wives restore two different me's.
one friend lets me love tucson again, and laugh,
while the other does the same for jesuit high.
my daughter is what i'm like now;
my son what i was as a little boy.
rodger refreshes me on the elizabethans;
ray tells me what i said when i was drunk.
no one has been more lucky 
in the personages of his life 
because no one's had less 
a mind to call his own.

HE PROBABLY WOULD HAVE BEEN EASIER TO GET ALONG WITH 
THAN BELLA ABZUG

i loved my introduction to literature class 
because the students, none of them english majors, 
had a totally untrained approach to literature.

for instance, one guy in the back row 
who was not only bright
but who had had experience in a civil service job,
raised his hand to say, "i can't help thinking 
that bukowski, if he had only used the same 
psychology on his superiors 
that he did on his women,
could have risen to postmaster-genera1."

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA

THE LADY WITH THE DOG:

her hair is white
she's in her mid-40's
lives in my neighborhood.
first time I saw her she screamed:
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"you old fucker.' I know you're fucking 
all those young girls.' you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself.'"

next time I saw her 
she told me:
"you know, 2 niggers raped a white girl 
last night —  right down the street, but 
they caught them.' they caught those 
bastards .'"
next time I saw her she was watching a 
young man in a car making a 
U-turn, as his car neared her she 
screamed: "you ain't gonna pick up
my ass, punk.'
I'm going to report you to the cops.'"
then a new girlfriend came to 
see me. "my god.'" she said.
"my god.' "

"what?"
"who's the woman with the 
white hair and the bobby sox 
and the dirty white dog?"

"o, she lives in the grey court 
down the street ...."

"she said I was an eater of shit 
and a prostitute and a 
witch.' "

"she did?"
"she almost attacked me.' her 
dog growled.'"

"she's crazy. "

we sat down across from each other 
over the coffeetable and I opened the 
first bottle of wine.
"I know you wouldn't go to bed with 
that.'" she said.
"she's crazy," I said and poured 2 
glasses of wine.
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NANA

she has fucked 700 men in 10 
major cities.
5 have suicided
3 have gone entirely mad.
every time she changes a city
50 men follow her.
now she sits on my couch
in a long blue dress
and she's not dead
she's quite healthy
even looks innocent.
"I lose interest in a man," 
she says,
"when he begins to care for 
me. "
I refill her drink
then she pulls her long dress back, 
shows me her panties.
"don't these look sexy?" she asks.
I tell her that they do look sexy.
she gets up, walks across the room
through my bedroom and into the bathroom.
soon I hear the toilet flush.
her name is Nana and she has been upon
the earth
5,000 years.

—  Charles Bukowski 

San Pedro CA

LIT NOTES::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
The Spring 1979 issue of beyond baroque (P.0. Box 806, 
Venice CA 90291) carries a well-done tribute to the late 
James Callahan of hors commerce press. Callahan's small 
press was active in the 1960-1970 decade and was character
ized by editorial and business integrity. In 1965, the 
press received the WORMWOOD AWARD for Christopher Perret's 
Memoirs of a Parasite. JT The 1977 Index of American 
Periodical Verse by Sander W. Zulauf & Edward M. Cifelli 
has been released. Well done and well printed as usual; 
an essential for those interested in who's actively 
writing and where they're appearing. $17.50 fm Scarecrow 
Press Inc., P.0. Box 656, Metuchen NJ 08840 5T Volume 8 
of the unspeakable visions of the individual is a book 
issue titled The Beat Journey —  $7.50 fm P.0. Box 439, 
California PA 15419.
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