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SCENES FROM A MARRIAGE

For six weeks I was glued to the television every 
Friday night at 9:00 with repeats on Tuesdays at 10:30.

What bad actors, I thought at first. Then the genius 
of it occurred to me. They were acting just like 
real people; banal and undramatic and complacent. Eager 
to forgive and forget the horrors of the last episode.
I grew comfortable with their middle class sloth: Johan's 
reading in bed in his pajamas, Marianne's distain for sex. 
Their late night cheese sandwiches and beer nourished me.
"Too depressing," announced my wife when Johan declared 
his love for another woman and packed for Paris the next 
morning. But I kept watching. I even egged him on.
Two episodes later, when Johan turns into a pathetic 
little man, over-drinking and smoking brown little

cigarettes
and he loses his self respect, feeling belittled by his 
peers and not really in love with his teenage mistress,
and Marianne finds herself as a woman and discovers 
orgasm, and Johan wants to crawl home in shame but 
she won't have him because it's really better this way,
I said, "I told you so, Johan.'"
Now I've come to identify with them. His short awkward 
beard reminiscent of several I've had, his battered Volvo 
just like my battered Volvo. But the series has ended and 
I regard the tv guide with contempt and despair and a 
vague sense of loss.



ADIDAS

I, who ought to know better, 
bought cheap imitations. From 
Hong Kong or Taiwan or some 
other infernal Eastern country.
They looked the same as the real 
thing. White, with 3 blue diagonal 
strips on the sides. But after only 
two or three weeks the plastic 
split and the things began 
disintegrating right on my feet.
Sheepishly, I returned them.
Admitted to the blonde bored 
salesman that I had been a fool.
Shelled out $24 for the genuine article.
Supple.' Pliant.' Of soft white leather 
flawless as a calf's underbelly. In 
gold, stamped on the sides: ADIDAS/
ROM.
Now I am fleet-footed, as befits 
a young poet. Ready to run with the Muse.

THE FASTEST BICYCLE IN THE WORLD

The fastest bicycle in the world was built in Australia 
by an eleven year old boy. Experimental parts were 
hung on an old J.C. Higgins frame and the whole thing 
given a quick black paintjob. Speed decals aided the 
effort. A dangerous take-off ramp was constructed among 
bemused dingos. Present whereabouts of boy and machine 
are unknown. They say he rode into history.

LIFE IMITATES A NOVEL

This particular Sunday afternoon,
for my own personal amusement it seems,
Life imitates a novel.
Let's hope it's a good one. Of the French or 
English schools. Full of bad weather and wide open 
landscape. Emotional arrows from the quiver 
of a displaced Russian.
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As I've told you time and time again
the rain arrives (from heaven?) in melancholic sheets 
bundling you up in old gray army blankets of downpour.
One sad day blends, puddles into the others 
forming whole winters of wet impression 
to sog and bog down the mind.
Go then for a long, pointless drive. Roadside junk,
bare old houses needing paint. Hound dogs
slinking off in the rain. The half green half gray trees
insulted by Spring's quick disappearance
make sad comment in remote countries.
Back to town, butt numb, for groceries. Purple 
squids of clouds spilling their torpid ink in the sky 
above a parking lot of rain dropped automobiles.
And for a false Spring, benign flamingos
from Fred Meyers' gardening department
standing on one rigid steel leg, the other tucked up
under, among 98^ tubs of moss, eternally drowsy,
puffed pink might grace your garden.

THIS LADY

This lady is rich 
and also reads poetry 
quite a find.'
Beautiful too, and hot stuff 
in nice clothes.
She gives me a lift 
after the reading 
to her father's mansion

and lets me drive 
my choice of
27 pristine classic cars.

A good way
to begin a friendship.
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THESE BIG HOTELS

What we want is to live boldly forever 
with hair that never mats, grays or falls 
chain-smoking and feeling good about it 
as if cancer and heart disease were only 
so much nonsense, like elephant jokes.
We want poise and confidence 
to be men and women of action 
modern singles unencumbered 
by conventional lifestyles
we want to be upward mobile and dollar smart 
we want good times and we want them now.
We want to move gracefully 
freely in inner circles 
everyone's darling 
the one essential party guest 
a name that never leaves the air.
These ladies
stretched out prone on the sun deck
with swept back hair and floppy hats
from Vogue magazine
so annoyed at sunburn peel
a fat Harold Robinson halved on one knee
what do they know of our anguish,
our terrible destiny?
We want to drink like fish nightly 
and never suffer hangover or remorse.
These big hotels
see thousands come and go in a good season
mountains of linen are laundered
millions of pieces of silverware are cleaned
in oceans of detergent water
what do they know,
the porters and the chambermaids
of our meal alone at sunset,
our solitary sleeping?
What we want is nothing less 
than beauty and perfection.
What we get is heartaches, stomach trouble, 
wax in our ears , bad hearts , 
thinning hair
clothes that are ill-fitting 
cars that break down
money problems, expensive repair bills 
self doubts, disillusionment 
and the most awful indifference, 
the not mattering of our passing.
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These melancholy palm trees
a hundred lining the ocean front parkway
with a postcard blue sky above
white clouds and gulls
before our fling at immortality.

ORPHEUS

Orpheus has fame, and money, a 
publisher eager for new texts, everyone 
knows his name; he's a national hero, 
but this sandy haired boy
the punk poet from nowhere 
is loved by the crowds 
at the Cafe Des Poets.
A hot youth. 18 and beautiful 
drunk as a greek god. lighting yet 
another cigarette at 4 in the afternoon, 
published by a princess in the nude.
Sees Orpheus consumed by jealousy, his 
reputation no consolation.
A brawl breaks out, spills
out onto the narrow streets.
two black cyclists (we know them as
the angels of death) strike as twin bees.
blood trickles from his lips.
She is his death.
Come along, Orpheus, make
yourself useful, carry him into the car.
that long ride through a negative hell.
the usual route. the usual route.
our suicide chauffeur.
the monotone radio announcer.
between bands of static.
the bird sings with its fingers. one time.
Her chateau; champagne and cigarettes, 
she levitates the cadaver like tinfoil 
dancing in an electrical storm, 
together they step through 
mirrors that do not reflect enough.
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VOLLEY BALL ON THE HALF-COURT

Felicia has a keen touch
for the ball. In yellow jersey
and tight jeans
she always gets a rise
out of the guys.
We are in our sweaty prime.
At midgame she lets down her 
resplendent hair. Dazzling 
our eyes, we miss a serve.
Now she sets us up 
for a hard spike.
In the locker room all the guys 
gladly help Felicia off with her jersey.

BACKWOODS BY BURRO

You took the bus. Over 
winding mountain roads. Drinking 
cheap red wine from goatskin sacks. 
Eating sharp cheese and gnawing 
from a long loaf of coarse bread 
without benefit of knife.
While I took the low path 
on a tired old donkey. A prickly 
wool blanket my only saddle. Often I 
thought of your troupe, singing bawdy 
songs, pie-eyed and shitfaced, squeezing 
the breasts of the plump native girls.
But then you had two flats and 
radiator trouble. And your 
poor excuse for a driver almost 
dumped the lot of you into a crevasse.
Still you were surprised, when you 
pulled into San Juan on bare cord tires,
to see me at the shaded water trough 
cooling my burro.
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SOBRIETY

1.
a tequila would have been nice tonight, 
a cold beer would have been good, even 
a glass of white wine would've been ok.
there's no fire in this ice water, no 
tang in the pear apple juice, only 
bitterness in my untainted Schwepp's 
bitter lemon.

2 .
the trouble with goddam Pepsi is it 
keeps you sober and gives you something 
to hold onto, but it won't let you sleep 
at night. then you've got to get up 
and have some booze to kill the caffeine 
and you're right back where you started.

3.
someone hands you a bottle of Two Fingers 
and it goes down white hot, you could 
clean your carburetor with this stuff, 
then a can of Coors to hold it down and 
mellow it and next thing you know 
you're there, shitfaced again 
fumbling with quarters at the jukebox, 
looking for a tune you just gotta hear.

GODZILLA IN TOKYO BAY

Celebration fell over Tokyo
relief at the supposed dead Godzilla.
Out in the harbour
a steam boat cruises aimless. Boogie 
Woogie, party lanterns, two Geisha 
dancing like coeds at a sock-hop 
a lavish display of american cigarettes.
A carefree couple careens
off the dance floor
to the edge of the ship. Her gaze
drifts out into the blackened waters.
That familiar grate. Like 10,000 
boxcars. An illuminated burble: 
screeches. The wet lizard rises, 
glistening black, breathing flame.
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0 Godzilla, awaken us from rubber dreams. 
Give us something to pray for. And 
make all the Japs rich, too.

THE RUSSIAN AUTHOR AND THE CREAM PIE

Unfamiliar with American ways, he tries to put kopecks 
into the Servomation machine. His fur cap seems at least 
out of place, if not ridiculous, in this balmy California 
summer.
Upstairs he lugs his dreary novels. She finds him out, 
offers her coed charms. Kiss me, stupid. He steps 
forward into a chocolate cream.
Go figure women anyway. Somebody hand the man a 
towel.

LOVE ON A ROOF TOP

We are newly-weds. We live 
in an attic apartment. My 
meagre salary as an apprentice 
architect barely supports us.
Evenings we eat pizza in bed. 
The man next door befriends us. 
He is a genius and works 
for an ad agency. He tries out 
jingles on us.
We decorate the place in 
second-hand camp. Wild antics 
in bed. The joy of cold feet 
on linoleum.
Your love for me 
astounds the neighbors.
We buy a big brass bed. It 
gets away and rolls down a 
San Francisco hill.
You want kittens, parakeets, 
babies. I work hard nights, 
drawing famous buildings, 
monuments to you.
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ITALIAN WHITE

You recall
when I wanted to be like the Italians 
and painted the bathroom 
Italian white.
Inexperienced
in these matters, I used enamel instead 
of latex, and stunk us 
out of the house.
Older & wiser
I always use waterbase paints now like 
when I painted the porch 
Spanish red.

TELEPHONES 

I am crazy
and afraid of telephones 
terribly awkward in restaurants 
painfully shy around strangers.
I fall down stairs to impress women 
forget the names of everyone I meet 
and have a difficult time 
remembering the details of my own 
life.
Available subjects for small talk 
are limited to minor aches and pains 
redundant annoyances 
I take bad weather personally 
and wince when I smile.
I will never call you up 
to make a luncheon date 
nor will I invite you over 
for snooker, chips and dip
I can't pronounce the names of french wines
and if I ever drown I'm
certain it will be in a hot tub.
What's your excuse?
You're attractive, well dressed
you have marketable skills and
are gainfully employed in a growing industry.
You are blessed in the social graces
and know how to operate food service machines.
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So what's your problem? Are you not 
revered in your profession?
Admired by your colleagues?
Isn't it true you balance
an active family life
half a dozen rewarding hobbies
armies of friends, while fully meeting
the demands of a challenging career
and still find time
for personal development, athletic
endeavors, quiet introspection?
I'm half crazy, and totally incompetent. 
What's your excuse?

BUSCH GARDENS

You smell the beer 
as you approach 
on the freeway. It's free 
the admission and the beer 
but you might pay 
a buck to park.
They have exotic birds from 
all over the globe 
flaming red
orange and pink flamingos 
coke bottle blue toucans 
and an amphitheatre 
where a girl 
in a hostess uniform 
gets a spectrum of parrots 
to mouth off at her.
There are beer pavillions
at every turn,
that's the real attraction,
handing out big dixie cups
of free foamy brew
and everyone
walks around 
smashed in the hot sun 
enjoying the birds.
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MOVIE

I want to go out to a movie tonight
made by intelligent people who are not afraid.
A walk-in where I can see couples on dates 
dressed in exquisite taste.
The actors will all be exceedingly witty, 
with charming smiles and great lines, while 
the actresses will have lovely breasts that they 
obviously enjoy displaying.
I want to emerge fulfilled at 10:00, my 
hot breath fogging the star-studded night.

DAD'S BUGATTI

So clean. So right. Bright blue with matching trailer. 
Acquired in easy times. Crowds are dazzled. See it 
lunge and snarl, leap through the air and bite the asphalt. 
A pity, he sells it for some small imperfection.

THE BUREAUCRAT AND THE FLAMENCOS

I try to work. I am unable to concentrate. I read 
the same line over again for half an hour. The report 
goes fuzzy before my eyes.
Suddenly they are there, on top of my desk, the 
flamenco troupe, clapping, strumming the guitars and 
yelping, and stamping their heels to beat all hell.

I FELL IN LOVE WITH THE D.A.'S WIFE

I fell in love with the D.A.'s wife 
sure I did
me and a thousand other guys in the naked city.
Not that it did me any good 
what could she care for me 
a drunk and a fool.
Besides she was crazy herself 
like all good girls
and maybe even in love with her husband.
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So X loved her from afar
and then from anear. When I got too close 
she withdrew
into the smooth security of her wedded bliss 
without a thought for me.
I found this hard to understand
all I wanted was her lips,
her tiny breasts,
that firm ass in a tight skirt
the million joys of sin
the bright vision of her ideal love
what the hell?
How perfect she was 
how immaculate 
and unapproachable 
the very image of class privilege 
I watched her through glass 
sadly bareback on mute wind 
she was an accomplished rider 
a heartbreak, a vixen.
I began by smashing things in her room
and worked my way through the rest of the house.
Time stood still while
in hot blood I created monuments to vandalism 
it seemed like a good idea at the time 
expressing my desires in flaming drapes, 
my passion in shattered glass.
Arraigned and indicted 
it was a bum rap 
she was the stool pigeon 
and I, her fall guy.

THE MAN WITH XRAY EYES

The man with xray eyes
can see through skirts and blouses;
he can judge a book by its cover.
If I had his kind of foresight 
I could keep abreast of new developments.
He's a valuable guy to have on board,
a man of vision who can
peer into the heart of every matter.
The man with xray eyes
knows my heart and soul
reads my motivations like a newspaper;
I have no secrets under his stare.
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WORKING FOR A LIVING

My tie chokes me.
My vest gives me a bear hug.
A seminal headache clamps onto my skull.
My boss gives me a project.
Before it's half done, he gives me two more.
It snowballs.
Soon I'm hopelessly behind.
The headache become a regular part of my day. 
Starting each morning as I step out of the 
elevator, going away on the drive home each 
night if I'm lucky.
This is stupid. This is no way to live.
Not only is it killing me rather quickly,
but I'm sadly underpaid,
hardly able to support my poor family.
Being poor, we are dreamers.
My wife dreams of clothes, fancy meals, a car 
of her own to drive the kids around in.
My children dream of Baskin Robbins icecream, 
shiny new Mattel Big Wheels.
I dream of a six months stay in some 
luxurious resthome for the spiritually wounded.
The cats rub against my leg, their 
meowing seems to say:
"Chow Chow Mix.' We need Chow Chow Mix.'"
Look everyone, I'm doing my best.

THE INCREDIBLE SHRINKING MAN

It entered his life
silently, imperceptibly
as a fog envelopes a motorboat.
Short-changed by an atomic mist
left over, no doubt, from a Japanese monster movie 
the cruelest form of inflation.
Acceptance brings with it philosophy:
"I begin to see the larger pattern of things."
Daily diminished,
he watches his manhood shrink away. The wife
moves him into a dollhouse on the livingroom
carpet. The family cat
tries to eat him. He is outraged
by the enormity of the act.



Later, in the basement
he duels a mammoth spider. Slays it
in the heroic manner
with a sewing needle.
Then thru the grating. And 
into the garden.
He literally drops out of sight.

JUNKMAN DREAM

I befriended the junkman 
after some hesitation 
he let me into the yard.
Dogs snarled
from behind rusted out coupes 
& the ruins of odd luxury estate cars.
I was prepared to take 
a dozen Packards 
10 or 20 Lincolns 
a few ratty Fords 
a debauched Cadillac or two
but someone had beat me to it.
The hillside was almost empty:
sold out in lots, driven off, towed away.

POPULAR SCIENCE

All night I dream about 
the genius of the masses, a 
landscape that passively accepts 
speeding streamlined trains.
Each decade displays
its own subtle declension of style.
I am entranced, childlike 
in a technological wonderland.
The brilliant and pedestrian possibilities 
tickle the mind:
What if Einstein were a poet 
and all the Nazis Dadas?
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IN LOVE AGAIN

SONNETS



1.
his early career
he was a model child: above reproach 
excelling in his studies, well mannered 
an all around good little boy. although 
maybe too much on the shy side: a wan, 
neatly dressed little gentleman, alone
on the sidelines, disdainful of stickball 
and other brute endeavors. little did they 
know of his precocious predilections; 
how he burned for golden tendrils, his 
indelicate thirst for schoolgirl charms.
barbara, mary, linda, sally ... unplanned 
encounters on yellow school buses, what
a romantic he was. and now this: his car 
parked outside junior high schools, miniskirts.

2 .
pornography and other fine arts

a dirty picture is a joy forever, his 
first efforts (in soft fat pencil on dreary 
slick newsprint) —  nude studies of the 
sweetheart in the next aisle —  were of 
properly refined spirit, but anatomically
incorrect, a fact pointed out to him by his 
curiously distraught third grade teacher, 
the lovely miss miller, a charmer in her 
own right, she confiscated his portfolio 
and suggested he turn his creative powers 
to more socially acceptable subject matters.
the artistic spirit within him cruelly crushed, 
he satisfies his aesthetic needs with gallery, 
oui, playboy, penthouse, hustler and the like.
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handel's messiah
3.

one little heart throb, a sunny seventh 
grader, demure in yellow jersey and peek- 
a-boo red gym shorts, had him up all night 
insomniac all through june and hot july 
tossing and turning in sweat soaked sheets 
—  yowling to the moon for her ripe cunt —  
while the radio aired handel's messiah.
a hole in the mattress was about as 
close as he came. the mad birds above 
his window, crazy in love themselves with 
summer, damn near laughed him out of bed 
for his strange wooing, yet he did
get her off to recreation park one day
for feelies, vanilla icecream and a sticky kiss.

4.
midnight in the graveyard
his byronic lust at its gothic heights 
he lured her out to potter's field 
(cheap bitch, a nobody, a toss-away girl) 
and there upon the crumbling marbles 
had his way with the silly thing.

her legs were pale blue, the moon 
high and full, with casual finesse 
he pulled her skirts up over her mug 
(such stupid cupid cheeks; those idiot 
clock-like eyes) and grasping a hank 
of stringy flaxen hair, yanked her back 
and bit her on the neck, still insatiate,
the early hours of the morn found him 
half-mad, ranging wild over boggy moors.
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5.
carnival tart
gypsy girl, daughter of the strong man. her 
mom worked the crystal ball in a booth, would 
tell your fortune if you crossed her palm 
with silver, how he remembers the girl: 15, a 
frail form in glad rags, cotton candy 
stuck to her swarthy lips, all that summer long
they played —  tying the elephants' tails together 
greasing the high wire, anything for a laugh, 
but mostly, their convoluted convulsions in 
the sawdust, she was rare and he soon knew 
the touch and taste and smell of her every part.
one day the old man caught them redhanded, he 
killed him with his own sledgehammer 
and was forced to flee the country.

6.
his jewess
the little vixen wouldn't let down her 
knickers; she did, however, tolerate 
his fiddling with her jugs, hour upon 
hour they rolled on her mother's bed —  
groping and gasping —  a hair's breath 
from coming. their smooching was so
constant and prolonged he swore they 
exchanged salivas, his mouth tasting of 
her sly lips, her fox sharp teeth. one 
fine evening they took in a movie, buttered 
popcorn in the last row. his eager paw
on her pink sweatered tits ... the scent 
of night jasmine on the slow walk home, 
he never did get in her drawers.
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7.
the mad one
the mad one; the loon; straight out of 
a rubber room, she thought he was god, 
or jesus at least, and he wouldn't deny 
some spirit moved him. though it was 
more likely the devil than anything holy, 
she took him home to meet neurotic mom.
the winds howled. the sky was smeared 
purple. the ground crackled and steamed, 
he tried to jump her in a field of wheat 
but had to settle for her upstairs bedroom, 
his hands in her panties but not much else 
happened before her dad, a flaming psychotic
himself, came home and ran him off. what 
a loss to his floundering spiritual development.

8 .
fun in the sun
the summer after graduation he hung around 
the beaches —  newport, huntington, seal —  
hugging his rubber raft and praying the sun 
would bless him with bleached hair and the 
glossy bronze shoulders of a surfer, or just
looking cool in wrap-around shades, transistor 
radio in the sand, good god, the creatures that 
bathed there : divine sea nymphs in sheer 
bikinis, unhooking bras to tan their backs, 
and every now and then, a pinky nipple 
would wink, or a tuft of downy pubic hair 
pinched by tight elastic, even now, the
smell of cocoabutter drives him wild, conjuring 
visions of venus, sunburnt in a salty froth.
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a russian beauty
9.

her papa was a marxist. she was 
a russian beauty, an undergraduate 
art student, and looked to be a fine 
piece of ass. she spoke to him of 
lenin, armies red and white, and free 
love, he called her "toots." she
called him "comrade." during their 
two week romance he loved her everywhere: 
in the library, the cafeteria, at class, 
everywhere but where it counts, in the 
sack, after she dumped him he recalled, 
with delightful vengeance, her annoying
habit: the affected "ker-choo!" 
when she sneezed on her drawing pad.

1 0 .
the physical therapist

she was certainly the most physical 
miss he had ever laid eyes on. a 
bouncy, flouncy blonde full of fun, 
fun, fun.’ the chastity of her white 
uniform only spurred on his impure
desires. oh how he longed for some 
crippling disease —  polio, leukemia, 
a minor romantic consumption —  only 
to be miraculously nursed back to 
the blush of health in her caring, 
healing arms, a hopeless fantasy,
for he soon realized, to his
utter dismay, that her prudence was real:
she had no intention of being fucked.
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11.
the french connection
anything but beautiful, she was acned 
with a beak on her like dick tracy 
but she adored him and was hot for it. 
hers was the slickest tract he had 
ever entered, a regular coastal oil spill 
and with a pair that could nourish
an orally fixated battalion. once on the sofa 
he had them both out simultaneously, a 
mind gagging sight, her roommate was a problem, 
never leaving the place, so they made it 
on the bathroom linoleum, fragrant of lysol.
coming five times straight, he flopped over 
all petered out, when to his amazement 
the delicate lashings of her lucid tongue.

12.
strange company
it was an intimate afternoon: he and she 
and she. he tried a little foreplay in the tub. 
the big one rolled away like a great cellulite 
walrus. the little one just giggled. later,

on the bed, the big one invited him in 
but he felt foolish, lost, futile among those 
swimming hams. the little one, her lesbian lover 
announced her own receptivity by palming him 
a prophylactic with five warm fingers, much
later, when the occasion presented itself 
he attacked the little one amongst her stack of wax 
fished out a firm point and was guiding it 
mouthward, when she declared to fats waller 
a disgusting tumor of the lymph glands.
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13.
the starlet
the illicit was implicit, she munched 
cheese on the sofa, the cameras rolled, 
the director was straining after a certain 
inexpressible something, he reached into 
the vaulted skies for higher forms. a 
hobo wind blew old papers down the alley, 
the stairs creaked while ambition failed.
in the blue boudoir, in her black silk ■ 
kimono, they frolicked on the sheets.
"touch me anywhere," she commanded, "except 
behind the knees ... that is my weak spot." 
he touched her behind the knees. she
opened to his cock. Sunday brought news
papers, yellow light, strange fury at the zoo.

14.
trepidations of mortality
they double dated with his best friend: 
he feared she was falling for the guy.
on the 19th hole of miniature golf 
nausea overcame him. for the first time 
in his entire life he was not having 
a very good time, he was unable to 
determine whether it was a classic case
of existential terror, a bad hamburger, 
or merely a touch of the flu. he 
gagged in the back seat of the car. the 
night flip-flopped, walking the beach 
hand in hand, a terrible fear possessed 
him ... her touch repulsed him.
he fucked her that night with special hate.
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a quick poke and a long wait
15.

burned out on his home turf 
he went into exile, absented 
himself from fun city and sought 
solace in the life of the mind, 
he kept bees in a far country 
and never opened his mail.
but life, having bigger plans 
for him, sent a live one his way: 
a lean, cool mistress, wife 
to a sheep farmer. impressed 
with his big city ways, she 
threw herself at him. he
accepted the inevitable with gusto; 
it was good while it lasted.

16.
his scholarly inclinations

returning an overdue vivaldi album, he 
found himself taken with the reference 
librarian, he devoted his life to literature, 
long hours of research wherein he imagined 
her drawn in dreams, past lives, half 
moments to his professorial air. to the 
musty wheeze of old bound journals they 
exchanged furtive glances over the card
catalog, oak chairs clanked, coughs and 
sneezes were muffled, he wished to liberate 
the tight bun of her wispy hair, had visions 
of hot stuff beneath her tweedy skirts.

\

happily the spirituality of his attraction 
was nicely counterbalanced by a stiff dick.
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malls, shopping centers, supermarkets
17.

he found them everywhere and anywhere —  
the young mothers, the lonesome wives, 
the disillusioned brides —  at mid day 
in the malls, shopping centers, the 
air-cooled supermarkets, easy as pie.
a fail-proof pickup, something in their 
eyes. irresistible truth; the magic of 
cognizance, there's one with raven black 
locks, eating ice cream, alone on a bench, 
not for long. "let me introduce myself ... 
another, yonder by the orange julius stand.
or how about the lovely in high heels 
delicious legs getting into her car. his 
private tigress a half hour from now.

1 8 .
heaven and hell and the phenomenon of time

he found he couldn't live with it; conversely 
he found he couldn't do without it. some 
higher moral order, an "ineffable something," 
seemed to call to him from vaulted ceilings, 
ignoring it, he jumped at every chance.
he turned to alcohol ... the universal solvent, 
the days melted clean away into years, he 
lost all former sense of proportion. those 
preternatural imperatives, once so blatantly 
obvious, now eluded him. in the fun house of 
life he stood before love's double mirrors 
dumbfounded. the rivers of time pissed on him.
at the depths of his depravity he discovered 
it difficult to even love himself anymore.
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not above taking on a pregnant one
19.

he was not above taking on a pregnant 
one. she was a southern belle, two 
months gone, with dual gun boats for 
breasts and long red hair that hung 
to her ass. a wide, toothy smile broke 
across her freckled face like sunlight.
it was lust at first sight. the baby 
barely showed through her tightly buttoned 
jeans, he took her out to lunch; they 
discussed her two previous marriages, 
her happy present union, the expected 
child, she kindly explained how she had
spent her 30 years sowing wild oats, he 
arrived on the scene 15 minutes too late.

2 0 .
the mind and the flesh

his luck turned, he lost at love 
repeatedly, having been burned 
several times, he developed a hard 
exterior: cauterization of the soul, 
he lost his nerve and his sense 
of humor with it. confidence failed.
he sat at his beer at a 45 degree 
lean nursing old battle wounds. the 
jukebox moaned, grumbled torch songs, 
his heart did a swan dive into mud. 
the fluids dried into powder, when
finally some woman broke through 
the tough shell of his reserve, she 
found limp noodle jello inside him.
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21.
in love again
it never failed to amaze him. just 
when he thought he had his life 
straightened out, when he was feeling 
okay again and maybe even content, 
some little sweetheart would suddenly 
appear and WHAM ... in love again.
he took it to be his fate. tried 
to keep his heart out of it all and 
his hand in. but was perpetually 
falling in love anyway, like a meteorite 
forever falling through space, he 
asked himself if he could change; the 
answer came back loud and clear: in

corrigible ... completely hopeless.

—  david barker 
Lakewood CA

David Barker is the founder of the Rumba Train Press 
and is the author of a number of photo/poem minibooks, 
chapbooks and broadsides, including: Italy, my love, 
my silly banana (1975, Rumba Train); Inside the Big 0 
(Nausea/Russ Haas Press, 1975); Bank Job (Rumba Train); 
Cha-Cha In Laguna (Rumba Train); Ideal Tourist (Rumba 
Train); Planetarium, Photos and Comments (with Judy 
Barker, Rhumba Train); The Secret Life of the Spirit 
(1979, Rhumba Train); Remorse: A Poem & A Drawing 
(1979, Rhumba Train). The above is not a complete 
list; where publication dates are noted, the books 
have been "in hand" for inspection.
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PIÑATAS HAUNT THE HOLIDAYS

Pinatas haunt the holidays
donkey-shaped or chubby Santas. Obligatory 
feeds of beans and franks. The whine of 
countless raindrops in churchyards.
Goddamn wind has no respect. Brute 
insensitive, blows the tarp off the Packard 
shedding her poor rusty body 
nude for the rain's rude inspection.
I can't concentrate. Too many
emotional details vying for my attention. Must 
withdraw. Get out of this negative mode of thought.
Ten pitchers of beer later, careening 80 miles 
an hour down illegal black night roads, radio too 
loud, it becomes clear: I've got a bad attitude. 
Cannot live joyfully without living with joy. You 
can't have quality output without quality input.
A quiet Sunday afternoon, kids babysat, we 
go to the walk-in movies to see Barry Lyndon. 
Slow-paced, like a series of paintings. Amoral 
message: he lived, loved, and died. Or 
something like that.

OTHER MEN GOBBLE STEAK

Other men gobble steak from glossy menus.
They dribble fresh perked coffee 
onto starch stiff cuffs, pour cream and stir 
sweet white sugar cubes. Tinkling silverware 
beside sunny windows, they read bold newspapers, 
crinkled and crisp as tossed salads 
in coffeeshops, diners, cafes, taverns, 
grills, bars, hole-in-the-wall sandwich shops
or else chew pattymelts yellow as checker 
cabs. They lure pink sweatered secretaries 
(22 years old and perfect) out to lunch, 
vague suggestions of afternoon love 
on their garlic sullied breath.
Other men murder the lunch hour.
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SOMEWHERE, CAGED UPON SOME ISLAND OF THE DAMNED, 
LEPERS ARE HAVING MORE FUN THAN I AM TONIGHT

Suddenly, for no apparent reason, I'm a pariah.
No one wants to know me 
my books don't sell 
all my friends leave town 
the hecklers start in on me.
Everyone seems to have it out for me 
every bullet has my number on it 
I'm a marked man, a Jonah.
I enter my favorite bookstore.
Four muscle-bound punks come in; 
they eye me for a mugging.
I drop by my favorite bar
for a quiet beer and some peaceful melancholia.
I swear the bartender groans.
All the regulars get up and leave.
A lady tells the bouncer
"I don't like that s.o.b. against the wall 
he smokes too much and says nothing."
It's as if everyone got together and talked it over 
and decided that I'm an asshole.
It's going to be a long summer.

THE RATE OF ATTRITION

The job soured on me.
I went into high stress. I
developed a tick in my left eye
that lasted from August through November.
In December at a conference 
I stayed out all night drunk in the rain 
and ruined my new tan suit.
Dry cleaning wouldn't remove all the wrinkles.
But the crash came in April 
at Otter Crest on the coast when, 
after three days and nights of drinking and 
smoking and no sleep and bad company,
I had such pains in my chest 
I thought I was dying.
Then I went crazy for a little while.
Since then I have gotten a tan 
and mowed the lawn five times, 
sold both cars,
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shampooed the dining room carpet, 
bought a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon 
and this pack of unfiltered Chesterfields.
Then I saw a rat in the lobby of the Jester. 
The lawn mower ran out of gasoline.
And sometimes I sit in Boone’s Tavern.
And sometimes I sit in the Ram.
Then I put the house up for sale
and had eggs sunny-side-up for breakfast.
The rate of attrition continues 
unabated.

SALVATION

I have a bad righthand turn signal 
and therefore hate to drive at night 
for fear I'll be pulled over 
and I wasn't feeling so well anyway 
as a matter of fact 
I was gagging
the swollen gland in my neck was back 
and I had a bad cough 
and a runny nose
and genuinely felt like I was dying 
but I needed to get out for the evening
so I drove over to my favorite bar
in Belmont Shore, careful to make only
left turns as much as possible
all the way over from Lakewood
so as to avoid arrest for one more night
the place was full of creeps 
and the beer tasted like piss 
a man pulled out a handgun 
and shot the man sitting next to me 
dead off his stool 
I got up and left.
The streets were full of the bodies 
of dead joggers. I found my car 
and drove home slowly 
weaving in and out of the twisted 
smoldering heaps
of wrecked police cars. Making nothing 
but right turns. Got home, fixed a sandwich 
and watched some funny television shows 
washing it all down with a can of TAB.
which was so choke full of caffeine 
I slept like a baby all night long 
awaking the next morning 
cheerful and in perfect health.



A TENTATIVE STAND AGAINST THINGS 
WE HAVE ALMOST NO CONTROL OVER

I believe in everything and in nothing.
Whatever you believe in, I'll believe in.
Jesus I'm agreeable.
I carry no opinions. I'm without creed.
Why make up my mind? Let it make- me up.
I am pretty much in accord with ducks on water. 
I'll throw in with rain on hot asphalt.
Summer in July is a fair bet most years.
And though most of what I see is ludicrous 
what real argument can I make against it?
Except to say
that it's a hopeless case
we're all sailing to hell on a raft of shit 
there's way too much going on at all times & 
no one's getting enough of what counts.

SUNDAY

Let us drive all day 
around Pasadena.
I shall spend our last dollar 
in some bookstore or antique shop.
You will get a headache. We will 
return home exhausted.
Make love for all we're worth. Sleep 
until 6:00.
You make a casserole or pizza. I will 
take a bath.
Put on our pajamas. Watch 
Disneyland or an Animal Show.

BABY TOYS

When you go to sit in a chair
you have to first move aside the baby toys.
There are baby toys
all over the living room
in neat little piles
my wife arranges daily.



There are also baby toys 
in the kitchen 
and baby toys
in the bathroom. The garage 
is full of baby toys.
There are boxes full of them 
in the closets.
The back yard is covered with baby toys. 
There are baby toys in the garden.
The back seat 
of the car
is kneedeep in baby toys.
It's very fortunate that I like baby toys. 
When you come over you'll probably be served 
a beer
in a Foghorn Leghorn glass 
or some red wine 
in a Tommy Tippy cup.
What are all these bills for???
I ask my wife.
For baby toys, she says. Oh, I 
say, of course.

THE CHEF IN THE WHITE HAT

The Chef in the white hat 
slipped on the wet floor.
He made a blur in the air 
as he fell.
How careless of who-ever
washed the floor.' Heads will roll.'
The Chef in the tall white hat 
fell on the wet black floor.
Our camera caught him a blur 
in mid air.
I wouldn't want to be the guy 
who washed the floor.'
The head cook in the tall chef's hat 
slipped on the just washed floor. I 
was there to take his picture.
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WHEN THE FLYING WING CRASHED

When the flying wing crashed 
it made a hell of a sound 
showering us in molten steel & 
flaming flesh.
I was indifferent
unable to hear the screams of pain 
blind to the wreckage.
I ran off
and got together with some new people 
for a damn swell time.
Only days afterward
when I tried to find home
did I begin to feel something was amiss.

FOO

Swarming above the garden all morning. They seem 
curious about the new fence. Irritating but harmless. 
A discharge of religious pamphlets.

THE GREAT PINK SEA SNAIL

The great pink sea snail 
encircles the globe 
unable to settle down 
in one place.
A snail of no nation,
he considers himself mainly a European —  
at least that's where his sympathies lie, 
being unable to accept 
an American characteristic 
he can live with.
He doesn't say a hell of a lot,
but listens intently
and responds, as when Dr. Dolittle
asked a small favor like
nudging an island off center
to fake an earthquake
and appease the natives
who were planning soup
for lunch.
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The insides of his conch 
indicate his spiritual condition: 
pearly pink, with the sound of the waves 
built into its spiral.
Where to find him? Consult that tall old 
atlas on Dolittle's desk. He's the speck of 
an uncharted wandering island, last seen 
South of Bora-Bora.

DEMATERIALIZING

We're moving for the fourth time 
in a little over a year 
and once again I'm talking about 
getting rid of everything I own.
Not that I own that much stuff, I don't, 
but I kind of like the idea of having 
almost no personal effects. I think 
just a small box of books, one or two 
brown pipes with chewed stems, a tea kettle, 
a half a rack of clothes would be ideal.
I've never been much of a consumer,
and now, with everything so very expensive
and me just as poor as ever, I've become
even less of one, buying, other than consumables,
only an occasional book or shirt.
Best would be not to buy anything, except 
bread and beer and peanutbutter and such, 
or if you did buy something, like a new shirt, 
you'd throw out the old one that had become worn. 
That way, you'd never have more than an optimum 
of ten shirts, say. Or if you had fifty books 
and saw a new one you wanted to buy, you'd 
have to decide which of your old ones you 
wanted to give away or throw in the garbage.
That way, you'd only have books you really 
loved, good books you knew you'd read again.
The point of all this, aside from spiritual 
benefits and elimination of household clutter, 
would be to simplify the moving process. Then, 
whenever your wife said the neighborhood 
was going to the dogs, or your landlord raised 
the rent, or you hated everything about your 
life and just had to get out, you could throw 
everything into the backseat of the car and 
move across town or across the country in one trip.
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Of course, this would never work with a family.
There would still be the pots and pans
and sofas that fold out into beds and bookshelves
and ancient, white elephantine appliances
not to mention the 80 or so boxes of Fisher
Price toys and cartons of outgrown infant clothes.
Somehow I don't think my wife and kids have much 
enthusiasm for the plan.

THE BOBO

When I first saw The Bobo 
I wanted to trim my hair
into a Spanish fringe like Peter Sellers 
sling an old guitar over my shoulder 
and take Barcelona by storm.
My name in lights, green lights ...
BAUTISTA ... BAUTISTA ... BAUTISTA.'
An artiste from the provinces
a crafty gypsy and a lady killer too
the Latin madness coursed through my veins.
For you, sweet lady, I had plans
a phony check for 50,000 pesetas
drawn on an equally fake Duke's account
the furriers distrusted me and also your maid
thought me a rogue and a bandit.
But you alone saw the purity of my vision 
splayed feline on the sleek bonnet 
of that other gentleman's Ferrari, you had 
an ear for the seductive note, your 
lips knew the kiss of life.
Call it poor vanity, a too rich 
imagination gone wild. The city fountains 
bubble for me. Old Castilian dust, golden 
in the sun. The roar of the crowd, dazzling 
I step from the ring, triumphant.

PETOMAINE

Farting is the art of the poor. It 
clears the mind, tunes the bowels, 
gives good physic for the soul.
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Well-heeled, you dine on posh steaks, 
take in a real show, tool around 
town in fine imported sportcars. What 
have we impoverished to do but 
stay home nights, tooting 
the tune of penury?
It must be dietary: peanut
butter toast and cocoa for breakfast,
cheese sandwich for lunch.
Dinner is either beans and hamburger 
or tuna and cheese casserole.
I make no apologies for this malodorous habit 
but have learned to walk fast in a crowd.

AT THE HUNTINGTON LIBRARY

They have every book I ever
wanted on display. We try to
park behind the tall cane
so the car is shaded
and cool when we leave at
the end of the
day.
It's a good crowd, cultured. 
You can sense it before you 
get out of the parking lot. 
Lots of German and Japanese 
being spoken. The guards 
look so relaxed 
they've never had to worry 
about riffraff.
The cactus gardens look like 
something off another planet. 
The Zen rock garden is 
almost real 
and
there are palms of every 
species planted 
about the grounds.
My kids like the lillypads
floating in the ponds. I
kind of like
the crazy
foreign girls
squatting on the lawns
open-legged
gathering acorns in their 
long black skirts 
unashamed.



I HIT THE BIG CORPORATIONS TODAY

A stretch of them in Santa Ana running 
down Slater, which turns into Segerstrom, 
then Dyer, then a right turn onto Red Hill 
Avenue and on into Irvine, hundreds of them, 
giant places with cryptic names like 
APPLIED MAGNETICS, TRANSPORT DYNAMICS, 
COMPUTERISTICS, DATA CONTROL CORP., TRE 
CORP., SCIENTIFIC PRODUCTS, NEWPORT LABS.
I went door to door with no idea 
of what they made or sold or did, 
asking if they accepted applications.
They asked what type of work I was 
interested in and I just said that 
I had been a librarian, had a lot of 
clerical experience and some computer 
experience, but very little, but that 
I'd be interested in anything, some 
sort of technical trainee or something.
About half said they had openings only 
for scientists or engineers or contract 
administrators, but about half gave me 
an application to fill out.
It began to rain pretty heavily and 
soon my suit was damp and darkening 
running to and from the parking lots 
and the employment offices but I continued 
filling out the applications, the car windows 
steaming, my shoes filled with water.
One place was hiring electronic assembler 
trainees, no experience required, at 
$2.50 an hour. I applied, thinking jesus 
how can I feed my wife and kids on that.
I got back in the car, got mad thinking 
about it, put on a stone's tape, STREET 
FIGHTING MAN, thought about burning down 
things, revolution, injustice, anarchy.
Another was hiring pharmaceutical salesmen, 
high bracket sales, $40 or 50 grand a year.
It worried me, what I would do with all 
that money, but I applied anyway.
None of them will call anyhow.
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MY KIDS

I always liked them as babies, of course.
They're so easy to love
with their perfect innocence,
the way they totally trust and depend.
Naturally, they believe
I'm the best father in the whole wide world;
I can do no wrong in their eyes.
It makes me want to prove them right
by telling them funny stories,
holding them in my lap and being
big and wonderful, three times their size.
But now, after ten years of marriage 
and five years of fatherhood, I find 
I'm finally becoming comfortable in the role, 
liking it and needing it more than ever.
I've become a doting father,
take pictures of them in pretty new dresses.
I find myself standing over their beds 
blissfully in love,
pulling up the blankets to the five year old's chin, 
covering her bared little bottom, 
or tucking in a ragged Minney Mouse doll 
nestled up beside the littlest one's face.
Now that their mother works at night 
serving up hotdogs at the Los Altos Drive-In, 
we spend all our evenings together.
I make our dinner, frozen burritos or fish sticks, 
while they watch re-runs of BEWITCHED.
Then we eat and watch the BRADY BUNCH.
I enjoy the shows as much as they do, remembering 
most of the episodes from my own childhood.
By the time we're finished, I LOVE LUCY is on.
And although I'm doing dishes in the kitchen, 
my hands deep in suds and hot water,
I can hear Ricky and Lucy in the other room.
Then we sit at the kitchen table, 
coloring with the kid's crayons. Or, 
if we're feeling extravagant, painting 
with my Dr. Martin's watercolors 
on expensive art store paper.
I feed them, bathe them, put them to bed 
night after night, Wednesday through Sunday. And 
although my social life has long since become null & void, 
I hardly mind anymore, preferring 
my daughters ' good company
to the sadness I'm finding in bars these days.
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AN OLD SCHOOLTEACHER VISITS THE ANCIENT WORLD

How I envy her.' Three weeks she spent in Greece. 
Huffing and puffing among broken marbles: sweat, 
sun. Puzzling over classic ruins. Trying to recall 
which god did what to which mortal. After two weeks 
the monuments began to look pretty much the same, 
she reports.
Learning to think in drachmas: 35 to the dollar.
To buy this piece of fabric, that jar of olives. 
Returning, a tour group of twenty retired Americans. 
Nothing to report through customs, except a 
bottle of liquor.
And this small tinfoil packet of soil from the floor 
of the Parthenon, smuggled, which she takes from 
her handbag to show me, slave to my desk.

MALARKY

When we left Chicago for Arizona 
we bought a tu-tone blue 1952 Chevy 
brand new right off the show room floor 
from a shark named Malarky.
With a name like that, said 
my Father, he has to be a crook. I 
remember standing on the front seat 
(I was only 3 feet tall in those days) 
and looking out over the shiny hood 
gleaming with at least a million 
highlights. We took possession.
Malarky turned around and sold 
the car to three other parties. But 
we had it in Arizona and it was 
obviously ours. My Mother spent 
five dollars in dimes calling Malarky.
I told you he had to be a crook 
said my Father. So my Mother threatened 
him with the Better Business Bureau. We 
promptly received the title by the 
next post.
Years later my Dad spotted his 
wily mug in the Sunday paper MALARKY 
INDICTED IN FRAUD CASE. With a name 
like that he had to be a crook.
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ANOTHER SUNNY DAY IN SANTA ANA

I'm sitting in front of a deli 
on Grand Street in Santa Ana 
across the street from where I work 
at a table in the shade 
there's warmth in the air 
that marvelous California breeze 
eating a hoagie sandwich 
a cup of potato salad and 
drinking a bottle of grape juice.
I could have had a beer
but that would have made going back
after lunch impossible
besides, I don't need it
this is perfect, the hills
behind me clear as a bell
the sad trucks rolling by.

People from the office walk past 
pretending not to see me 
and come back out with sandwiches 
to take back and eat in the 
employee's lunchroom, the fools.
No hellos, not even a nod, a smile. 
Well screw them. I don't need 
their small talk, the unsatisfying 
companionship. I'm more happy alone 
than anyone has a right to be, 
unreasonably content with 
this foot long hoagie: salami 
beef, american processed cheese food, 
lettuce, onions, pickles, the works, 
unexplainably at peace 
with the hot air, alone 
with the sharp hills 
the sad trucks rolling by.
An elderly woman asks if I'm finished 
and I say sure, giving up my table 
to her, even though I'm not.
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MY REQUIREMENTS

My requirements are simple: 
time and money, plenty of both.
An easy occupation 
any fool could perform 
which doesn't get on my nerves 
and leaves me lots of spare time 
for daydreaming and mooning about. 
That and $30,000 a year.

I only seem qualified to be a writer 
and even that's questionable.
Aside from the issue of talent
the pay is terrible
and the field grossly overcrowded:
throw a rock in any direction
and you'll knock down
and hopefully kill a poet or two.
That, plus you are likely
to fall in witn bad company:
fornicators and drunks all of them.
Yet I aspire, having few options.

I stand to gross $65 this year alone 
from my literary endeavors.
I'd like to say the future looks bright.

—  David Barker 

Lakewood CA

- 120





US-ISSN:0043-9401

T H E  W O R M W O O D  R E V I E W :  7 5

V O L U M E  1 9 ,  N U M B E R  3

PATRONS OF WORMWOOD:

The edition of this issue has been limited to 
700 numbered copies, the first 40 copies being 
signed by David Barker. The copy now in your 
hand is number :

Copyright (C) 1979, The Wormwood Review Press 
P.O. Box 8840, Stockton CA 95204 USA

Cover Design: Ernest Stranger
Price: $2.00

E D I T O R :  M A R V I N  M A L O N E

Lloyd R. Gag Anonymous: A.R.M. 
Anonymous: G.C.O. 
Donald R. Peterson

David D . Ginsburg 
Anonymous: G .I.L . 
Anonymous: J.R.L. 
Anonymous: M.W.M.

Cherry Vasconcellos 
Herb Wrede




