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FEAR

—  after Stevens

In a burntout latrine 
in South Vietnam 
I met Fear.
When the 107's came in
I fell on my face
On the officer's side
And saw Fear
On his face
On the enlisted side.
He and four friends -- 
Three had GI issue tissue 
Trailing from their butts 
Like homecoming floats —
Lay and stared into
The rough cement
As if they could read there
The secret of life
As death rained fragments
On the galvanized roof.
As I lay in that stall
And tried to recall
How the 23rd Psalm
Goes, Fear glanced around
At me with his eyes half-closed,
Opened his toothless mouth
And as the tears ran down
His face tried to laugh.



POSITION CLASSIFIER

so that's it Lloyd I say
down to GS-5 sign here please and he looks
at Mike and me and his chin
wobbles ah fellas have a heart he says
September I'll have 3 kids in school
they raised the rent again and the old lady
is after me for an Electra tough I say
sign here Lloyd and then he puts his hand
to his chest and I say come on now
but he falls out of his swivel chair
sprawls on the floor and Mike says
stand back I was an army medic
makes a double fist stoops over
and smashes the shit out of Lloyd's
breastbone you can hear it shatter all
over the office Mike I say stand
back he says and blows into Lloyd's
sagging mouth rears back and whops
Lloyd in the chest goes on and on and on
like this while I phone the hospital hear
the siren say in here to the air force
medics and Lloyd's gone and I grab
Mike to keep him from blowing into
the rug and I say Mike he's gone Mike he's
dead for god's sake and Mike says
huh and I say I quit goddamn it there must
be a better way to make a living I'm
going right back there and tell Chapman I
quit and Mike says what about
the payments on your 280SL and I say
you think you can forge Lloyd's name on this?

TODAY WE STUDIED THE FARMER, DAD

Eating, always eating 
Something to fill the holes 
Gnawed by growth, my daughter 
Tells me she wants to move 
To a farm, chickens, cows,
Moo and cluck from sunup 
Till evening. But I'm forty 
And not hungry. I remember 
August, haying and the heat 
So well that sweat runs down 
My Leghorn forehead. She says 
I'd soon get used to it again 
And I pick up paper and pen, 
Pause long enough to say 
Honey, I never got used to it.



VOWELS
after Rimbaud

A —  Prairie dog gasping in drought, paws stretched 
toward water in the distance; pintos trotting 
toward a windmill sucking air.
E —  Satin dress on Miss Kincaid at her first 
sockhop, chaperone, couldn't move her high-heels 
in time to Bill Hailey, drunk on the punch 
Bobby Billeu spiked.
I —  Dana's diaphragm round in its red velvet 
traveling case, worn smooth by Howard Johnson's 
bedspreads.
0 —  My mother's eyes, dim, cataract-covered, still 
seeing me in my tweed suit on Baptism Day.
U —  The sofa in the staffhouse our dachshund used 
to lie on to watch when Ed Sullivan introduced 
the dancing juggling bears. He growled and then, 
stuffed with the strychnine in Old Man Stewart's ground 
venison biting my hand behind that sofa, 
growling at what phantom predators, he died.

Patrick Worth Gray
Omaha NE

LAMENT

Lautréamont must come first. 
Chairil Anwar is equal
Baudelaire is lecturing 
to 7 people.

GAGAKU

Three listen 
Rimbaud is famous now

celebrate the misery 
of a poetry reading

His mother gossips 
with Baudelaire's ma

celebrate
walking

out before it 
starts
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GAGAKU

they dance around a 
red wheel barrow that

now has turned 
green

and now blue 
now yellow

they laugh with each other 
though no sound is 

heard

GAGAKU

the demons circle 
again

jumpropes in their claws
some of them 

have gloves on 
some don't
claws show through gloves 

talons 
long nails 

what an imagination they have 
they swing the ropes 

through their neck 
somehow

they swing the rope up 
from their feet

up in front of their beings 
yet instead of passing it 
up over their heads 

they swing the ropes up 
right through 
their necks

they wear street shoes 
black

worn
soles

some well shined
others dull black 

they wear black robes
and their claws show

through white dinner jacket dress gloves
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GAGAKU

ah 'tis another poem
and I have finally

after thirty eight years 
caught henry james 

in his
sublime

basket
they forced him

down my 
gut

20 years ago 
in college
and I couldn't 
mix with him

but now 
I find him 
on my own 
and I like him 

as much
as I liked 
Artaud 15 
years ago

this all speaks against
formal education

at least for me
my mother taught me

how to read
all those schools did 

was keep me 
off the street

and wear out my body 
for a high school coach 
and his job

and now this poem
another poem

—  Steve Richmond 
Santa Monica CA
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HER HUSBAND

Her husband
she's so embarrassed
she has to break in
and tell him
his thinking is so
full of stereotypes.
"Not all Black people 
believe in voodoo," 
she says.
Then he out of the blues 
"Children shouldn't be spanked. 
They should have 
their fingers cut off, 
and their parents 
should order
Colonel Sanders fried chicken 
and give them the terrible time 
of trying to eat fried chicken 
with no fingers!"
He turns cupped hands to her,
demonstrating
the difficulty
of fingerless
fried chicken eating.

THE LADY FROM THE RAPE SQUAD

The lady from the Rape Squad
has a groove running down her nose.
The officer is round like a bottle. 
Questions come from behind her eyes 
and roll down her nose, one at a time, 
like ball bearings. I pick each one up 
and put it into the bottle 
as I watch
the next question rolling down.

—  Jim Klein 
Passaic NJ
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KEEP THE FRED ASTAIRE FAR HENCE

she had a period as
a young woman when
dogs appeared in her dreams.
later, when she was 
pregnant she learned of 
the link between dog-hair
and literacy in children 
and forseeing the suffering 
this would involve
had a fence built 
around the house.
nowadays the kids 
can wipe their own asses 
and lately she's been 
eyeing me as i trot by 
5 times a week on the 
way to the carnival.
"look," i heard her say
the other day to someone in there,
"it's the big dog with
long toenails."
a nice laugh 
she has.

THE BEAUTIFUL AND THE DAMNED

down at the local 
beautiful person's bar 
she slipped her arm 
through mine 
and leaned on me.
i told her she looked 
like mia farrow 
but i don't think 
she knew the name, 
her mind was very
beautiful and she 
said the right things
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about coke and how fucked up 
she was and which bartender 
was all right and which
one wasn't.
meanwhile in 5 minutes time 
at least three guys 
gave her a deluxe massage 
as they squeezed past.
somehow my arm became 
disentwined and i 
started getting in 
on the action, 
she leaned even closer.
"so-and-so wants to 
dance. he's a friend, 
but . . . . "
"not the kind of guy 
you want to dance with."
she smiled, her hand 
which was light and beautiful 
moved across the front 
of my pants. i had 
a piece of her ass in
one hand and a tit 
in the other, when we 
stopped kissing 
i caught our reflection 
in the mirror.
"damn," i thought,
"here i am with zelda 
fitzgerald."
i caught her looking too. 
apparently i was not her idea
of f. scott. 
by last call she had 
been thru two after me 
and was telling a third 
that it was about time
to get back to the guy 
she came with, 
i thought 
i had it bad.

—  Christopher Daly
Seal Beach CA



GREEN TREES

After living in California for nearly ten 
years, I too had succumbed to thinking in 
terms of infinite human congestion and brown 
tinged skies and a veritable Death Valley of 
freeways and Taco Bells. Somewhat the worse
for wear, we are met at Boston's Logan Airport 
by my brother and his wife and are ushered 
through Boston north to Portland, Maine via 
U.S. Rt. 95. Barbara gazed in wonder as mile
upon mile of green, green pine and fir sped 
off on either side of the Maine Turnpike.
"but what's just beyond the trees," she sputtered 
in disbelief. "More trees," I said —  equally 
amazed, yet not so much at the trees as in the 
realization that California, in my hedonistic 
quest, had brought credibility to the old adage 
about the tree falling in the forest if no 
one is there.

THE LITERARY BOOKSTORE

It's not as redundant as it sounds.
Barbara Cartland will never find a niche 
on one of its hand hewn shelves and you 
know it has literary books by the plants 
it keeps and the classical music it plays 
and when you bring your Marxist primer or 
your copy of Kilgore Trout's Venus on the 
Half Shell to the front counter, and the 
owner looks up from his copy of Jogger's 
Guide to Creative Mushroom Smoking and
you try to impress him with your esoteric 
literary tasts by querying, nose to in
censed air, "could you please direct me to 
your copy of The Intelligent Gentleman's 
Guide to Socialism and Capitalism by Bernard 
Shaw?" hoping all the while that he won't
have heard of it and you'll have won a 
victory of sorts but he smiles knowingly 
instead and says, "oh, that. It's pretty 
good. Haven't you read it yet?"

—  Leo Mailman
Long Beach CA



ODE, BY WAY OF A GENERAL COMPLAINT

At Silver Falls State Park, in the cold stone lodge, 
I bought a chili-dog, no onions, from a girl 
I thought looked like Lolita.
Hot rods rumbled beyond the trees. We 
took the nature trail, down the wet walk 
beneath the falls, cautious of delicate ferns —
To witness the back side of water.
At The Enchanted Forest my child 
fears the cement elves and refuses to enter 
the White Rabbit's burrow. I can hardly 
blame her. I manage to drop five dollars.
At the refreshment bar, we order icecream 
sundaes and cherry snowcones from dismal, 
shabby girls, barely in their teens.
A wet and stupid summer. August was a
pisser; November dry. I dress for cold mornings
and walk out to sunshine, madder than hell.
And now, inexplicable poverty. No apparent 
source, bills I can't manage. We hock books, 
antiques, old rock and roll records. Nothing 
in the house escapes my dollar sign stare.
On a money run up to Portland,
car trunk full of nostalgic booty, flu strikes. 
Indifferent to a lingering constipation, 
a paradox: diarrhea that won't.
Prune juice rescue, nature's Dráno.
Tonight misty moon through a fogged kitchen 
window. Looking over all my books, deciding 
what to read next before it vanishes.

CRIME IN THE KITCHEN

With no future 
worth living 
in laundromats 
no love and kisses 
on the grocery shelves 
how am I to carry on
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with the bedclothes weeping 
the telephone 
filing for divorce?
If the sofa
takes out another loan 
the cats 
get the stove 
and the trash 
can goes off on a 
vacation in the tropics 
how do I make the rent 
with mayonnaise 
in the morning?
You can't build equity 
in wheat bread 
you just can't.
Without true love
the lawnmower sputters
without gasoline
the toaster gets depressed.
How am I to carry on 
with the ashtrays 
in convulsions 
the endtables
having a nervous breakdown?
There's no tomorrow 
in the clothes dryer 
no October 
in dead Wednesday.

BEAUTY PACKS HER BAGS

Beauty packs her bags and 
moves out. She's fed to the teeth with 
all this pretentious bullshit, the elaborate 
posturing. And she doesn't give a goddamn 

for your amateur standing.
Another willful female hits the trail.

What's left? ruffled bedclothes 
(her scent on the pillowcase), dappled 
curtains that swell with the hot evening breeze,
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swaying mountains of dirty dishes in the sink, 
suicidal cowboy —  too sad —  on the radio.

While you stumble all night room to 
room, glass of scotch in hand, two left feet, 
kicking up the carpet, knocking over lamps, 
the overflowing ashtrays, a twitch 

in each bloodshot eye,
rivers, rivers of tears.

—  David Barker 
Lakewood CA

CHAIN LETTER 1980 

In the mail
comes one of those chain letters. 
It starts with a prayer 
and ends with a warning:
a man who received the letter 
and did not continue it, lost 
his job. Another, not believing 
in it, threw it away 
and died 9 days later.
PLEASE DO NOT DESTROY THIS.
And so 56 hours after re
ceiving this letter, it must be 
on its way (20 times copied) 
to someone else, or my own 
fate is sealed.
Some way to start a Monday.
A prayer and a death threat.
It says a kind-hearted missionary 
from South America 
started the whole thing.
Last week, there were earthquakes. 
This week, chain letters.
56 hours have gone by.
I wait like someone finishing 
the last few lines of a story.
An 0. Henry ending.
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JOHN

was going to be a priest.
He also taught history, and he 
loved philosophy, especially 
Heidegger.
John fell in love and chased her 
from east to west coast.
Married and divorced. No kids.
Did handyman chores. Owned a 
restaurant with a partner.
It went bankrupt.
Ran away a lot.
Worked in the mountains.
Came back to this small river town 
where he now stays in a tiny 
cabin, and is a garbage collector. 
He still reads Heidegger.
He drinks dry martinis.
He once gave me an identification 
bracelet without a name on it.
That is the real story 
of John.

GROWING UP

When I was a kid 
I wanted to be a movie star, 
a dancer & a singer. Then 
I decided I wanted to be a race 
horse owner and always live alone. 
From there, I dreamed of being 
the first woman to pitch in a 
world series game. By the time 
I was in my teens, all I wanted 
was to be someone's girlfriend, 
and go to dances and movies.
At sixteen I became a wife, 
and by 17, a mother.
By then all I wanted was to 
get the bills paid and eat.
More kids, and finally a home, 
and somewhere in between I was 
always writing poems. I even learned 
to play a few chord on the guitar 
and wrote three songs.
Meanwhile the kids grew up.
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One of them writes songs and has 
a band. One just wants to pay 
the bills. The other dances.
I'm going to be forty-four this 
year and I wonder what I want to be 
when I grow old.

—  Ann Menebroker 
Wilton CA

FOR KENNETH PATCHEN

maybe the fact that 
i
grew up around 
Wheeling
lets me understand
your little
orange bears
better
than any
Rockefeller
or
even a 
Kennedy.

ST. JUKE

some say eternity is 
forever. that's what 
it's all about, well 
you take it. i can't 
deal with that. give 
me some wine and a 
piece of Trakl's nightmare, 
at least i'm at home there, 
now don't cry to me. that's 
your thing. i got my scars, 
paid some heavy dues. baby 
i'm a lifetime allpaidup 
charter member. so here: 
take it. you take eternity, 
i'll settle for her smile.

—  Steve Troyanovich 
Florence NJ
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M A D O N N A

l i f s h i nlyn



TYPEWRITER MADONNA

does everything 
with triple spaces 
so you can read 
between the lines

SANTAYANA'S MADONNA

forgets each night 
so she can 
repeat it

SHAKER MADONNA: 1

can't stand frills 
won't let you move 
your things in 
fill up her rooms 
throw her curves 
she likes things 
straight and useful 
touched with a 
little blue

SHAKER MADONNA: 2

likes to keep things 
as separate as seeds 
in a 50 drawer dresser 
tolerates only what's 
useful and clean bare 
floors with the sun 
dusting them is good 
with her hands
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HALLOWEEN MADONNA

her treats 
are a trick
but her tricks 
are a treat

IVORY SOAP MADONNA

washes away your stains
floats improves 
with age
99 and one hundred 
percent pure

NUCLEAR POWER MADONNA

can't be contained

CALCIUM MADONNA

calms you 
makes your bone 
grow and last

FLASH IN THE PANTS MADONNA

comes on strong 
but not for long
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READING MADONNA

she undresses a little 
and then zips back 
up if you don't 
like this tit 
she exposes the 
other and then 
another whirls a 
round shows you 
a sliver of back 
side once she 
sees you swallow 
sees you move 
your tongue 
across your lips 
she slows down 
each word a magnet 
and you're the 
whole field

JUNK MAIL MADONNA

seems free 
always comes 
to everyone

ANTHOLOGY MAMA MADONNA

they all seem 
little beauties
she puts up with 
she licks like 
a mother cat
she can't say no
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CAMPHOR TREE MADONNA

all night in bed
she practices the next day
she has to be perfect
like the tree dropping its
leaves at night
she goes over clothes
tightens relaxes muscles
all her life 
this practicing to be 
pretty she knows she 
cares too much how 
things seem
can't let everything go 
completely her hair 
a tornado crashing 
she's too cool 
to go down in a flame 
of red like the elms 
maples or catalpa

GARDENIA MADONNA

likes to be 
always moist
wants you to 
mist her
it takes a whole 
year of this for 
her to bloom
she's worth the 
wait

YARROW MADONNA

thrives where 
nothing else can
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NEW WORLD MADONNA

plots and plans 
instead of 
pots and pans

MCDONALD'S MADONNA: 1

she gives you 
what you pay 
for and calls 
it a treat

MCDONALD'S MADONNA: 2 

is fast and cheap

MCDONALD'S MADONNA: 3

you deserve 
her treats

DIPLOMATIC MADONNA

when he asks 
her to comment on 
his size she 
thinks of olives 
jumbo huge and 
super huge colossal
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SHOE STRING MADONNA

is in knots 
close to breaking
she strings you on 
strings you up 
is high strung 
eats string beans

BUTTERFLY FISH MADONNA: 1

turns blue 
during the 
mating period

BUTTERFLY FISH MADONNA: 2

rarely travels alone
has bristle like teeth 
a lot of flash
mates for life 
is always hungry

NO SPASM NO ORGASM MADONNA

won't withdraw 
but takes what's 
coming keeps up 
a front stays 
in the race 
like a candidate 
who can't win 
but won't stop 
keeps on push 
ing bells with 
a smile
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MADONNA UNABLE TO FACE THINGS

she can't look at 
anything too 
close it hurts 
her eyes in 
photographs she 
looks sideways 
look at the book 
covers see her 
watching where 
you can't see be 
cause she can't 
look at what 
seems hard and 
so much does

SCARLETT O'HARA MADONNA

always wants what 
she can't get 
until she has it

TAKING CHANCES MADONNA

couldn't wouldn't 
didn't can't ex 
cept on the sheets 
of the page

DOUBLE JEOPARDY MADONNA

just gives you 
one crack
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TELEPHONE ANSWERING MACHINE MADONNA

invites you to 
leave your message 
name and number 
then cuts you off

FENDER BENDER MADONNA

slams up against 
you fast in a 
daze as if she's 
been drinking dream 
makes her move even 
when warned of ice 
bangs you leaves 
a hole a mess 
squeal of rubber

SUNDAZED MADONNA: 1

is bleached and beached

SUNDAZED MADONNA: 2 

fried and dried

EARTHQUAKE MADONNA

makes you tremble 
you feel the earth move 
hang on tight 
wake up in rubble
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YELLOW PAGES MADONNA: 1

lets your finger 
do the calking

YELLOW PAGES MADONNA: 2

lets you thumb 
thru her but 
she doesn't let 
your fingers 
do any walking

YELLOW PAGES MADONNA: 3

lets your stinger 
do the talking

PATIO MADONNA

you can cool 
off on her 
everybody can
but by winter 
you might want 
to close her in

MADONNA GITANA

keeps her hair loose 
as her promises 
charms and disarms 
moves so fast she 
knocks you out 
with her tambourine



MORE OF THE STAMP MADONNA: 1

now she lets 
you lick her
can rarely be 
used more
than once

MORE OF THE STAMP MADONNA: 2

lick her and 
she takes you 
where you want

BAKING SODA MADONNA

can be used 
to alleviate what's 
burning in your heart
takes care of 
your sour stomach
makes your whites 
whiter your brights 
well you know
soft white 
power thighs
she sucks up 
what you can't use 
stains stinks mold
once you've used 
her it's down 
the drain
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MIDNIGHT SUN MADONNA

blinds you for hours 
won't let you sleep

SOLAR MADONNA

soaks up stores 
what we all can 
use is hard
to set up
but when you do
she's cheap

DOW JONES MADONNA: 1

has her points 
just don't put 
all you have in 
to her her ups 
and downs can 
suck you in but 
don't put in 
what you can't 
afford to lose

DOW JONES MADONNA: 2

goes up and down 
often not when 
expected just
when you think 
you've got her 
every move down
the bottom falls 
out the big crash



TONGUE DEPRESSOR MADONNA: 1

she'll see what 
most others can't

TONGUE DEPRESSOR MADONNA: 2

will take every 
tongue you have 
and say 
ahhhhhh

TONGUE DEPRESSOR MADONNA: 3

leaves a big 
impression a 
big depression
she'll pressure you 
she's a presence
when she pushes up 
against you you 
can't say what 
you want to

TONGUE DEPRESSOR MADONNA: 4

is often silent 
is often low
when you press 
into her
she takes all
and says ahh ahh ahh
all the way home
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POLITICIAN'S MADONNA: 1

dreams she is the 
office being run for 
when she sleeps

POLITICIAN'S MADONNA: 2 

feels the draft

POLITICIAN'S MADONNA: 3 

likes to party

POLITICIAN'S MADONNA: 4

doesn't feel right 
about being left

POLITICIAN'S MADONNA: 5

has a huge billboard 
over her bed so 
she won't forget 
what he looks like

BLACKBERRY MADONNA

you might get 
scratched getting 
to her but 
its worth it
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PANIC MADONNA

take out the 
c (she often 
tries not to see) 
take the i in 
side and you're 
left with pain

WORD MADONNA

with just a 
twist of a 
letter she 
can wound you 
drown you 
wad your 
rod order you 
row you she'll 
be your worm 
wood wow you 
and leave you 
full of woe

MADONNA OF THE VINES

tangles and 
climbs you
moist a little 
clingy she
can choke you

WORMWOOD MADONNA

heats up your blood 
makes you high
see what 
isn't there



DYLAN THOMAS' MADONNA

finds the book in the book 
case of a room she rarely 
goes in it smells like

old clothes she puts one 
sleeve in wondering how 
the verbs ever fit pulls

the neck over her letting 
it blur Sunday she does 
this slowly as if the

wool might dissolve 
or moths hatch and 
fly up like lotus

seeds buried 800 years 
that sprout under water 
some of the poems are like

taffeta lavender dresses 
or rhinestones over 
stiff crinoline but

but the ones she 
slides into easily 
feel like an old

chenille bathrobe 
a soft sweatshirt 
as easy to wear and still warm

—  lyn lifshin 
Niskayuna NY
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FEBRUARY

Saturday morning, 
the car won't start 
frozen dead
my son lies on the sofa 
with an ankle, iced, 
swollen like an acorn squash. 
My wife worries broken bones. 
In town
they're out of:
Eggs on Sale 
so I buy a dozen 
fresh mushrooms and 
the news instead.
There's a woman in 
my morning mail 
holding a sack of 
butterflies,
while I sit at the typewriter
wintering words,
in sunglasses
and a straw hat ....
This is my poem 
for today.

—  Norbert Blei
Ellison Bay WI

THE ZEN AFFAIR

Kazuko Shiraishi,
I bought your book 
of poems, Seasons 
of Sacred Lust, 
to judge your photos 
on the cover: five Eastern 
faces, all of them you.... 
Wrap me in a silk kimono 
of your hair
some cherry blossom night; 
gather my fingers to your 
Oriental poppy lips 
and let them blossom 
in your mouth.
I want to lift violet 
butterflies off the 
pools of your eyes.
Breathe Basho in my ear. 
Hover over me in haiku.
I don't give a fuck what 
you have to say 
in any season: 
the frog jumps.



I

a
ap
app
appe
appea
appear

disappear
disappea
disappe
disapp
disap
disa
dis
di
d

DAY

—  Larry Ziman
Los Angeles CA

sunrise sundown 
sunris undown 
sunri ndown 
sunr down 
sun own 
su wn 
s n



FROST ********* *FADES

with************gone 
out ****************a 
war**************way 
ning************glit 
gl it *************ter 
ter**************ing 
ing*************dawn 
morn***************a 
ing**************way

—  M. K. Book 
Fairbury NE

ON LOVING OMAHA NEBRASKA

Tight rope walkers get drunk in Europe 
Europe is known for good syrup 
Europeans make love every day in Europe
Smoke billows from 13 angles of Europe 
Europe is older than the word Europe 
Europeans have never heard of Europe
Europe is hoping for new rope Your aunt 
Eloped from Europe See! After a while 
Even Nebraska sounds like blue rain
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FAMILY PORTRAIT IN COLOR

Dusk. No sun. October. Rain. Chills. Cold. Coughs.
Steven keeps gunning my blue Volkswagen 
In the driveway running over the pup- 
Py. The tires are white walls. All flat.
In the kitchen Tom holds a half-filled quart 
Pepsi bottle in his cut-up left hand.
He is glaring at Joe. Joe glares at him.
My red brick paper weight in his left hand 
Joe, sweating hard, stands by the kitchen door.
I take a swig of Pepsi from a cup.
I pick my nose. I am reading a green 
Textbook on Dante in my gray bedroom
Dreaming of black sexual abandon 
Planning a term paper explicating
The concept of nothingness in Sartre.
Praying her new jade colored rosary 
Mother drinks orange pekoe tea in her room.
Jerry holds my ball peen hammer in both hands.
He peers over the kitchen window plants.
Foul black phrases roll through the green drapes.
Michael is crying and crying. The tears 
Soak his Cathedral Cardinals T shirt.
Upstairs my sister pulls her pink quilt wrap 
Tighter around her thighs. She screams out threats 
To call the police department. Now!
Father has been dead for four and a third years. 
Enough rain has fallen on his green grave 
In gray South Omaha to float a battle ship.
To float two battle ships.

—  John McKernan 
Huntington WV
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MRS. ASQUITH TRIES TO SAVE THE JACARANDAS

I tried to save those glorious Jacarandas —  
African trees that made a purple cathedral 
out of Bush St. when they bloomed each May —  
went to the City Council, got up a petition 
to stop mad progress from rooting out that beauty.
Wasn't it enough to destroy the orchards, 
couldn't they leave a single leaf in place, 
widen some other street or not widen any?
Why do they think improvement means to erase 
everything that's old and not spend a penny
to preserve and conserve what loveliness we have?
I lost, of course, crouched there behind my window 
hearing those buzzsaws until I thought I'd scream 
it was my body they seemed to be ripping into.
Some spirit dies with the murdering of trees.

DONALD DIMVUE, PROFESSOR OF HISTORY

You think I'd want to go back?
Not in a million years, 
not Greece, not the Renaissance —  
diseases, intrigues, wars —  
every era stinks.
Even the Michelangelos 
don't outweigh the Borgias, 
the ears of later Hitlers 
listened in Plato's grove —  
Elizabeth and Pericles
were only beasts in clothes —  
whatever has been done 
was done in spite of nations —  
technology's improved 
with all its revelations
mostly the ways of killing —  
it started with the wheel —  
and how much death went into 
one goddamned cathedral —  
it isn't any worse
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it's only more and more —  
man is trapped in himself, 
he may go to the stars 
but takes in his bag of seeds 
his murderous desires.

—  Harold Witt 
Orinda CA

MY AUNT BEA

I thought ol her last night, 
as I watched Maureen Stapleton 
steal the show in Interiors 
(the first funny movie 
Woody Allen’s ever made).
Bea was married to my Uncle Orville, 
who had been married before.
They were on my father's side of the family, 
the Asbury First Methodist side, 
so divorce was theoretically permissible, 
although in fact people simply didn't do it.
Worse yet, Bea was a Catholic, 
or strictly speaking, an ex-Catholic, 
since by her marriage to a divorced man, 
she had excommunicated herself.
In those days in Upstate New York, 
relations between Catholics and Protestants 
were just a little more strained 
than in Mid-16th Century England.
1 can't remember my maternal aunts and uncles 
ever being in the same room at the same time 
with my paternal aunts and uncles.
Probably my memory's just bad,
but you can be sure the word "ecumenical"
was on the tip of damn few tongues,
and I can remember being forbidden by the parish priest 
to serve as escort to a flower girl 
at a protestant neighbor's wedding.
There were some mighty pissed-off people over that one.
But Bea bit her thumb at excommunication.
She still went to Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve 
and to any other Mass or service,
Catholic, Protestant, or Jewish, 
she damn well pleased,
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and you could tell that to her
the most preposterous notion in the world
was that she was destined for hellfire
from having brought sexual happiness
to her quiet, respectable, considerate,
and very successful businessman husband.
Not to mention having borne and raised 
his two strapping sons.
Indeed she was the first unabashedly sexual person 
I was to come in contact with.
Turned early prudish by nuns and other Christian women,
I was shocked to hear Bea
send her husband off to the office
with an admonition that he hurry home to her bed.
She had one of the few fine bosoms 
on the Eastern Seaboard
and was always all hugs and kisses for everyone.
Trained as a nurse, she could heal a little boy's hurt, 
or a big boy's, lickety-split.
She was what I guess you'd call a real woman 
at a time when the species was endangered.
I still get warm notes from Bea at Christmas.
The protestant side of the family, 
to which I'd never been especially close, 
sort of unilaterally adopted me 
when I got divorced.
And Bea is always trying to get my mother 
to come visit her and Orv
in the condominium to which they've retired in Florida. 
But Bea makes my mother nervous;
Bea always made my mother nervous.

DECADENT
—  with nods to r. gilman and c. stetler 

he was not even bestial.
he preferred billy graham to baudelaire. 
when rome fell to migrating herds of bison, 
he was up as usual, bright and early, 
chanting matins.
oscar wilde could have recited his entire 
repertoire of wit 
before our hero could complete 
a sentence without a cliche.
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lionel johnson was a better Christian; 
ernest dowson had better taste in women, 
on his tour of germany he found 
the attire of the storm troopers 
more conducive to the public morals 
than marlene dietrich's stockings, 
the list of things by which he currently 
feels threatened ranges from roller skates 
to toga parties.
he continues to contribute,
with conspicuously ineluctable success,
to the decay of language.

ANGLO-FRENCH INGENUITY

I intend to concoct a cereal out of mushrooms 
and to advertise it as "Breakfast of 
Champignons."

FATHER OF LIES

i'm taking my daughter to get a passport 
and i ask her if it will be a hassle 
should she be late getting back to school.
"oh no," she says, "the last time i was late 
i just said that there'd been an accident 
at a corner where i was crossing the street 
and that i'd had to make a police report."
"how in the world did you think of that?" 
i ask her.
"oh, i heard one of the mothers 
at the pre-school say that once, 
so i knew it would work."
now i know my daughter is not a pathological liar,
and i know she doesn't even like to miss school.
i know that she takes a little more after her mother
than after me in regard to fibs.
i'll lie if i have to,
but her mother positively enjoys
putting people on.
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still, i feel as if i should probably 
offer some sort of fatherly moral counsel.
until a conversation pops into my head 
that i once had with a wise and experienced 
friend of mine.
i had said something about saving my lies
for important situations,
and he just shook his head and replied,
in the manner of Sidney greenstreet in the big sleep
"gerry, it is not a talent
you can turn on and off at will.
lie every chance you get:
the more facility you develop,
the more convincing you'll be
when the really big lie is finally called for."
of course he was right, 
i didn't follow his advice and,
as just one example of honest not being the best policy, 
i once had my car insurance cancelled 
when i admitted living in actuarial sin.
so now i shut my mouth
and concentrate on getting my daughter 
back to school on time.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA

HOTEL FELIX

the Hotel Felix near Beverly and Vermont had many 
qualities including an old man in room 101 who never 
left his bed and always sat straight upright in his 
underwear and he claimed he was the F.B.I. and he 
arrested me almost every night we drank cheap wine 
together.
but Big Benny was best: the sound of him —  about 
once a week —  was known to all of us: he'd fall 
down the long stairway —  32 steps —  slowly and with 
high dramatics (he had an egg-shaped head and very 
long legs) and every time with his last roll he'd 
kick out his feet and break the glass in the glass 
doorway —  the glass which proclaimed:

H O T E L  F E L I X  
REASONABLE RATES



and most of us would leave our rooms and go down 
smashed and stinking in torn and bereft clothing 
with rolled cigarettes in our mouths, asking,
"you all right, Benny? Benny, you all right?" 
and he would be covered with just the proper amount 
of vomit and blood and we would circle about him 
with our solicitations but my need for another drink 
always overcame me and I'd go back to my tiny room 
with my girlfriend or we'd go back to the F.B.I. agent's 
place and the cops never got Benny and the ambulance 
never came and you wouldn't hear from Benny again until 
next time.
there were other people there too and they were quite 
as interesting and then my girlfriend died and I moved 
five blocks west and six blocks north.

YES

no matter who I'm with 
people always say, 
are you still with her?
my average relationship lasts
two and one half years.
with wars
inflat ion
unemployment
alcoholism
gambling
and my own degenerate nervousness 
I think I do well enough.
I like reading the Sunday papers in bed.
I like orange ribbons tied around cats' necks.
I like sleeping up against a body that I know well.
I like black slips at the foot of my bed 
at 2 in the afternoon.
I like seeing how the photos turned out.
I like to be helped through the holidays:
4th. of July, Labor Day, Halloween, Thanksgiving,
Christmas, New Year's.
they know how to ride these rapids
and they are less afraid of love than I am.
they can make me laugh where professional comedians 
fail.
there is walking out to buy a newspaper together.
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there is much good in being alone
but there is a strange warm grace in not being alone. 
I like boiled red potatoes.
I like eyes and fingers better than mine that can 
get knots out of shoelaces.
I like letting her drive the car on dark nights 
when the road and the way have gotten to me, 
the car radio on
we light cigarettes and talk about things 
and now and then 
become silent.
I like hairpins on tables, 
on the floor.
I like knowing the same walls 
the same people.
I dislike the insane and useless fights which always 
occur
and I dislike myself at these times 
giving nothing 
understanding nothing.
I like boiled asparagus 
I like radishes 
green onions.
I like to put my car into a car wash.
I like it when I have ten win on a six to one 
shot.
I like my radio which keeps playing 
Shostakovich, Brahms, Beethoven, Mahler.
I like it when there's a knock on the door and 
she's there.
no matter who I'm with 
people always say, 
are you still with her?
they must think I bury them in 
the Hollywood Hills.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA

MODERN CLASSICS////////////////////////////////////////////
M. Kasper's Chinese English Sentence Cards: A Novelette $4 
and Odds 'N' Ends From the Lost 'N' Found Department 35^ 
fm. author, 106 High St., Florence MA 01066. J Jim Daniels' 
factory poems, unpriced ltd. edit. fm. Mark Wangberg, Jack
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in the Box Press, Alma College, Alma MI 48801. J Five 
Eyes (stories by Abdeslam Boulaich, Mohamed ChoukrT]
Larbi Layachi, Mohammed Mrabet & Ahmed Yacoubi trans. by 
Paul Bowles) $4; Charles Bukowski's Play the Piano Drunk 
Like a Percussion Instrument Until the Fingers Begin to 
Bleed a Bit $4"; Paul Goodman's Don Juan or, The Continuum 
of the Libido $5 fm. Black Sparrow Press, P.0. Box 3993, 
Santa Barbara CA 93105. y Gerald Locklin's Summer Sequen
ces $2.50 fm. Maelstrom Press, P.0. Box 4261, Long Beach 
CA 90804; Maelstrom has also released a 2nd. printing of 
their edition of Edward Field's classic Variety Photoplays 
$3.50. y John Bennett's Whiplash on the Couch and Robert 
Matte's Asylum Picnic, each $3 fm. Duck Down Press, P.0. 
Box 1047^ Fallon NV 89406. y Ron Koertge's Sex Object $2 
fm. Little Caesar Press, 3373 Overland Ave. (#2), Los 
Angeles CA 90034. y James Drought's Superstar for Presi
dent : An American Satire $3 fm. Skylight Press, Westport 
CT 06880 (driving coruscating line, pace sustained to the 
last page); Drought's latest: a disturbing novelette of 
sorts: Learning to Laugh: A Masquerade $1 fm. Mexamerica, 
124 Compo Rd. North, Westport CT 06880. y Al Masarik's 
Whispering Grass, unpriced fm. Lion's Breath Press, 1361 
Seventh Ave., San Francisco CA 94122.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED/////////.//////////////////////////
A. D. Winans' The Further Adventures of Crazy John $2.50 
fm. Second Coming Press, P.0. Box 31249, San Francisco CA 
94131. y Kirk Robertson & nila northSun's Coffee, Dust 
Devils, and Old Rodeo Bulls, unpriced fm. Judson Crews,
P.O. Box 40011, Albuquerque NM 87196. y Gerald Locklin's 
A Weekend in Canada $2.50 fm. Rumba Train Press, 6023 
Village Rd., Lakewood CA 90713. 5 Lydia Tomkiw's Ob
sessions^, unpriced fm. MOD Distributors, 949 N. Oakley, 
Chicago IL 60622. y Harold Witt's Winesburg By The Sea 
$5 fm. Thorp Springs Press, 803 Red River, Austin TX 78701. 
Ï an assemblage (edit. Stephen Kessler) $6 fm. Alcatraz 
Editions, 354 Hoover Rd., Santa Cruz CA 95065 (anthology 
of viable poetry for the 1980-1990 decade).
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED////////////////////////,////////////////
The Face of the Dragonfly (haiku and senryu by Bob Booker, 
Wm. Garrett, Garry Gay & Peter Kastmiler) $1.50 fm. Leap
frog, c/o ACNAP, 424 40th St., Oakland CA 94609. y Ben 
L. Hiatt's The House Husband $3 fm. The Sacramento Poetry 
Exchange, P.O. Box 266, Folsom CA 95630. y David James' 
Driving to Here $2.50 fm. Applezaba Press, 333 Orizaba,
Long Beach CA 90814. y M. van der Slice's Minimal Poems 
Written in 1979 $2 fm. Camels Coming Press, P.O. Box 703, 
San Francisco CA 94101. y Ronald Koertge's first novel 
The Boogey Man $9.95 fm. W.W. Norton & Co., 500 Fifth Ave.,
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New York NY 10036. JF Norbert Blei's The Second Novel: 
Becoming a Writer $6 fm. December Press’] 4343 North Clar- 
endon, Chicago IL 60613. JF Warren Woessner's No Hiding 
Place $3 fm. Spoon River Poetry Press, P.0. Box 1443,
Peoria XL 61655. JF Judson Crews' Gluons (classic illus
trations), unpriced fm. author, P.0. Box 40011, Albuquer
que NM 87196. JF Raymond Tong's Crossing the Border $6.50 
fm. Hodder & Stoughton, Mill Rd., Dunton Green, Sevenoaks, 
Kent, England.
RECOMMENDED///////////////////////////////////////////////
Richard Peabody's I'm In Love With The Morton Salt Girl 
$3 fm. Gargoyle, c/o Paycock Press, P.O. Box 57206, Wash- 
ington DC 20037. JF Bert Meyers' The Wild Olive Tree $3 
fm. West Coast Poetry Review, 1335 Dartmouth Dr., Reno NV 
89509. J Robert L. Smith's Refractions $3.50 fm. Dragon's 
Teeth Press, El Dorado National Forest, Georgetown CA 
95634. JF f. a. nettelbeck's Bug Death $5 fm. Alcatraz 
Editions, 354 Hoover Rd., Santa Cruz CA 95065. JF Paul F. 
Fericano's The Answer: Preface to a Question $1 fm. author, 
1050 Magnolia (#2), Millbrae CA 94030. 5 Lynne Savitt's
Lust in 28 Flavors $3 fm. Second Coming Press, P.O. Box 
31249, San Francisco CA 94131. JF Lynne Dowell's The Vin
egar Years $2.50 fm. The New Poets Series, 541 Picadilly 
Rd. , Balt imore MD 21204. JF d. h. lloyd's If Gravity 
Wasn't Discovered and Nichola Manning's The Frenchwoman 
Poem, each $1.50 fm. Applezaba Press, 333 Orizaba, Long 
Beach CA 90814. JF Robert Burleigh's The Triumph of 
Mittens $3.50 fm. Boardwell-Kloner Press, 323 S. Franklin, 
Room 804 (B-69) , Chicago IL 60606. JF Genaro J. Perez's 
Prosapoemas, unpriced fm. author, c/o Arts & Education,
The University of Texas of the Permian Basin, Odessa TX 
79762.
RECEIVED/////////////////////////////////////////////////
Portable Shelter (Joe Napora) $2.50 and Idle Trade: Early 
Poems (Bruce Edward Taylor) $2 fm. Wolfsong, 6930 Washing
ton Ave. , Racine WI 53406. IF Wedding (Steve Sleboda) , 
After the Death of Theodore Roethke (Fred Wolven), and 
The Lantern's Dance in the Beehive (Silvia Scheibli), each 
$2.50 fm. UT Review, University of Tampa, Tampa FL 33606.
JF The Blind Receptionist and Other Poems (Robert Richkin) 
$5.95 fm. Blue Morning Press, P.O. Box 411, New York NY 
11357. JF El Nino, El Hombre, El Enigma (Eva Thais) un
priced fm. Edith Tarrius Lopez, Col. 21 de Octubre, S.4 
B.2 (#8), Tegucigalpa D.C., Honduras, C.A. JF Michael 
Sin: A Lyrical Narrative (Lance Banbury), unpriced fm. 
author, 1/21 Brunswick St., Fortitude Valley, Brisbane 
QLD, Australia. JF I Stammer It To Angels (David Lee 
Castleman) $4 fm. author, 122 Marina Blvd., San Rafael CA 
94901. JF The Wind and the Rain (Tom Galt) $2 fm. Shear
water Press'] Box 417, Wellfleet MA 02667.
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