
in the ultra elegant diningroom of a ski resort,
up up up came sherry chicken flambeau, yorkshire pudding,
& greenbeans almondine.
the chef was there to witness this event, having just

f inished
lighting the chicken flambeau of a nearby table, 
whoa! imagine his expression!
ron enjoyed all the upset & thought the vomiting scene

was spectacular.
his mother shrieked: "you're not coming with us to

the night owl lounge, 
ronald! it's off to bed early for you!
ron didn't care; he didn't want to hear some lady singing 
"sunrise sunset" or "those were the days" & the gala of 
his public vomiting was entertainment enough.
this is the first of ron's vomit stories; merely the

beginning
of a continuing saga ....

—  Miriam A. Cohen 
Forest Hills NY

SPACE CREATURES

they are at the track every 
Saturday afternoon: two
immensely fat men 
a fat woman
and the fat woman's son 
(who is also getting obese 
and is the son of one of 
the men).
they all sit together
eat hotdogs
drink beer
and scream together
during a race
and after the
race.
no matter
who wins
they scream.
between races they
argue while consuming
the hotdogs and beer.
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I sit and watch them 
from a distance, 
they are far more 
interesting than 
the horses or 
the war in the 
Falklands.
as I watch
the fattest man
lifts his beercup
(large size)
and gulps in a
mass of suds.
his mouth is
strangely small and
he bites at
the cup edge and
much of the beer
spills out
runs down
each side
of his chin and
onto
his shirt, 
he pulls the cup 
out of his mouth 
and screams:
"SHIT!"
"YOU ASSHOLE!" 
the fat woman 
screams at him.
"SHUT UP, YOU 
CUNT!" he screams 
back.
then they both 
sit there 
not angry 
at all
as if nothing 
had
occurred.
then
the other 
fat man 
talks:
"I'M GONNA BET 
THE 6, THE 3 AND 
THE 9!"

even though 
he only speaks 
it’s as if 
the average person 
were
shouting.
the son 
is dressed in 
all red pants 
white t-shirt 
white tennis 
shoes.
the two men 
are dressed 
in black pants 
white t-shirts 
and very shiny 
black shoes.
they look like 
brothers.
the woman is 
dressed in a 
soiled white 
dress
wears faded 
green
tennis shoes 
without socks.
as I watch she 
lifts
her beercup 
(large size). 
she also has 
a tiny 
mouth
but she has 
pinched one edge 
of the cup 
together 
made a little 
runway.
she drains the 
cup
crushes it 
flips it off to 
one side 
belches around: 
"WHO'S GONNA BUY 
THE NEXT FUCKING 
ROUND?"



nobody sits 
near them.
these,
I think, could be 
the space creatures 
from a distant 
planet.
I rather 
like them.
their attention spans 
are limited 
but they have 
few pretenses.
"I'M GOING TO GARDENA 
TONIGHT!" says the man 
who isn't quite as fat 
as the other.
"YOU CAN’T BEAT THOSE 
MOTHERFUCKING GRAND
MOTHERS!" says the 
fattest.
"THEY SIT ON THEIR 
HANDS LIKE THEY GOT A 
DILDO STUCK UP THEIR 
BUTTS!"
"SHUT UP, YOU 
ASSHOLES!” says 
the woman.
the son
in the red pants 
never says 
anything. 
he just sits 
around and 
stands around 
gradually getting 
bigger.
then the horses 
appear on the track 
for the 
post parade.
"SHOEMAKER THE 
FAKER!" the fattest 
man screams at 
the world's 
winningest 
jock.

Shoemaker blinks but 
carries on. 
having made a 
few million 
he understands the 
rancor of the 
losers.
then the woman 
leaps up. 
well, she doesn't 
leap ... she rather 
rises like a 
mountain of 
womanhood and 
says: "HEY, DIDJA 
SEE THAT? THE 5 
HORSE JUST SHIT!
HE'S GONNA BE 
LIGHTER! THAT GIVES 
HIM THE ADVANTAGE!
25 TO ONE! I GOT 
MY GOD DAMNED 
BET! "
"YOU STUPID 
CUNT!" says the 
fattest one.
"SIT DOWN! YOU'RE 
BLOCKING OUT THE 
SUN! "
I leave then, 
go to the betting 
window.
I bet Shoemaker the 
faker.
when I come back 
they're gone.
I don't understand 
it.
the race goes 
off.
Shoemaker comes 
in at 
5 to one.
I've got him 
20 win.
they don't 
return 
after that 
race or the 
next.



and I realize 
that
they are 
gone.
I am beset with 
an inescapable 
sadness
they have gone 
somewhere
they are somewhere 
else

they are drinking 
beer and eating
getting bigger 
and louder
these
terrible
obnoxious
undefeated
beings
I miss them.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA

LIT NOTES
december has published The Otis Ferguson Reader, $10 fm. 
3093 Dato, Highland Park IL 60035. J Backward Dancer 
seeks poems using "coyote trickster" and similar themes; 
send to: P.0. Box 649, North San Juan CA 95960. 5T New 
addresses: Leo Mailman's Maelstrom Review at 8 Farm Hill 
Rd., Cape Elizabeth ME 04107 and Jim Gove's Minotaur at 
P.0. Box 4094, Burlingame CA 94010. 5 For Jack Kerouac
collectors, a well done Jack Kerouac Price Guide by 
David Barker, $6.50 fm. Barker Booksellers, 1675 4th St. 
N.E., Salem OR 97303. 5 Nine amazing chapbooks of stu
dent work produced by Michael C Ford in Stockton CA as 
a bi-product of the California Poets in the Schools pro
gram (sponsored by NEA and California Arts Council): 
Words & Music From A Different Planet (Bukowski cover!), 
Clear Channel Stockton, Reflections, Futures, Now I'm 
Afraid Of The Light, Underground Town, New Funnies, WOW 
Comics, Recipies & Other Poems; $3 per fm. Michael C 
Ford, P.o: Box 2283, Paradise Station CA 95351. 5 For
Bukowski collectors a useful item: Charles Bukowski: A 
Comprehensive Checklist (1946-1982) by A1 Fogel fm.
Sole Proprietor Press, 2770 N.W. 5 Z  nd Ave., Miami FL 
33142 and for C.B. collectors a controversial item:
David Barker's Charles Bukowski Spit In My Face, $4 fm. 
author, 1675 4th St. N.E., Salem OR 97303. f James 
Drought's last novel: So Long Chicago, $5 fm. Skylight 
Press, 124 Compo Rd. North, Westport CT 06880.
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