
i suppose it's about me too; she gets drunk all 
the time and screams and finally tries to kill 
us but she can't bring herself to do it so instead 
she kills the republican mayor around the block 
for complaining about our barking dogs; she kills 
the dogs too; i showed it to my father; he asked 
me not to show it to my mother; don't want to 
give her any ideas he said; it's the 4th of July; 
i just heard an announcement on knac; there are no 
fireworks allowed in seal beach; not even the 
transportation of them; and that included the safe 
and sane variety also; seal beach; a nuclear weapons 
storage center and depot with a cute little beachy 
community coating; probably the hottest firecracker 
on the west coast; i'm glad to know people are 
looking out for my safety and my sanity; i've never 
felt so much at home

—  Murray McNeil 3 
Seal Beach CA

CELINE BLUES for Ma Rainey
One day, about a week before Christmas, I think it was 
1961, on a Friday afternoon, I sat on Santa's knee for 
the last time, in Southland Shopping Center. The day 
was cold, but not snowy, and my mother bought me a 
chocolate milk shake topped with a big cherry at the 
Woolworth's counter, and I looked out the big plate 
glass window and saw Santa walking down the sidewalk, 
and when he saw me, smiling, he smiled back bigger, and 
waved, and when that shake was gone, Mother took me to 
the little red hut with the frosted windows, and I told 
Santa what I wanted, but I don’t remember what.
Kids could get their picture taken with Santa, for a 
dollar I think it was, but Dad was out of work, so 
that day lasts just in my mind, Santa handed me a candy 
cane, just as I started to come down from his lap, and 
turned his head just then, to be polite, and pulled 
down his beard and sneezed, which kept me up that night.
When I got up the next morning, probably about ten, 
that wouLd have been a Saturday, the television said 
Santa would be making a Grand Appearance that afternoon 
at three at Southland Shopping Center, which I couldn't 
understand since I thought he was already there, but I 
wanted to go anyway, because television would be there, 
but couldn't since Dad was out of work, and so I sulked 
along the frozen street, feeling sorry for myself and 
wondering how Santa could pull his beard down, just to
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be polite, and I thought how great it would be, like 
television said, how the Santacopter would come down 
from the sky, dropping all kinds of wild and good candy 
all over the kids, and even the cars, and maybe every
body would be happy.
Then Paul came running up with wild grief eyes, and said 
how Santa was dead, on television and everything, with 
his beard hanging on a high-line wire.
All I could do was go home, and be sick, and watch the 
T.V. news that told the Santa-man's real name, and write 
a poem:

When I grow up 
I wanna be a great big cloud 
so big even the dogs will bark at me 
that’s what I wanna be.

FIRST MORNING
grey through blue morning curtains 
no glint off brass posts 
dawn and both of us tossing 
strange how sleeping's such a 
more private thing than sex

—  David Breeden

North Liberty IA

ONLY IN AMERICA
A couple who'd lived together five years 
before working up to tying the knot, deci
ded they'd liven up their tardy honeymoon 
by spending it in a video motel featuring 
a full library of erotic tapes. My friend 
who knows them says they were so satisfied 
with the whole experience, they returned 
to the place for their fifth anniversary. 
One of the tapes available was called 
"Honeymoon Fun" and they were really in 
the mood, so they whipped her on. Quite 
the sentimental journey. They were 
watching themselves.
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