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Clyde is a little paunchy 
and starting a cataract
but he still looks good for sixty-five. Sits 
on the patio and talks of the past 
to a visiting widowed friend.
His face takes on the expression of yesterday.

"Jack, I used to go with a girl from Buttonwillow. 
Prettiest thing you ever seen. I was crazy about her. 
She liked me too. I could tell. She didn't say much, 
but she kept goin' to the show with me every Saturday 
night."

He paused,
"I bet you anything we would have married 

if she hadn't met
that oilfield worker with a steady job." He adjusted 

his belt
with its large silver buckle.

"Poor girl. I don't blame her. Them was hard times. 
H.A.R.D. A man with a regular paycheck looked 

better to a girl
than a fellow with a cottonsack across his 
shoulder."



HILDA SHOREHAM IN BIG MUDDY

Some thought it strange 
a woman would wear 
dark
nun-like dresses 
and skin her hair back 
and yet wear Flaming Love 
cologne
every single place she went

OKIE HONESTY

Tell the truth 
and shame the devil

Mary Roop used to say 
big difference in brothers 
Elihu is more religious than 
my husband ever was
why he won't even take a 
drink
to ring the New Year in 
and he wouldn't swear 
before a woman 
if you put a live coal on 
his tongue
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ALCIE'S POEMS

She had hundreds of poems 
in manila envelopes with her 
utility receipts 
the day after the funeral 
her family burned them all 
in a backyard oil drum
I accidentally saved one 
found in a book she borrowed 
it marked page twenty-nine 
and remains enough to make 
her unforgettable 
on days she might have been 
erased completely

EMPLOYMENT 1937

Hard time boys went 
to Oakland
got work in a foundry 
others went to hell 
Reverend Kildare told us 
Driving taxi 
in a Red Light District 
was just that 
no more no less
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FORGIVENESS

A shirttail relative on
Aunt Stacey's side, I never knew
quite how that was

Ellsworth put on a rusty suit 
and black string tie every 
Sunday morning
and sat with a big Bible on his 
scrawny knees 
reading aloud
and preaching sermons to himself 

Only one unpardonable sin in 
these United States 
he figured out
and that’s being dirt poor 
folks will forgive anything else 
everything but that

JOHN'S FATHER

Mr. Conley wears plaid shirts 
winter or summer 
and chews tobacco, very neatly 

Getting on in years 
Says, I've got cataracts 
but I read real good 
and I like to play them old records 
by the Carter family

No, I don't mean that June bug girl, 
I'm talkin' about her mother, 
that kind of music and singin' 
really helps me pass the time
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SMALL CRUCIFIXION

Just before Good Friday
someone stole the Twelfth Station 

of the Cross
from Santa Rosa's stucco church 
the space it occupied is bare 
the other stations weep in shame 
and the Pastor knows the thief

but cannot accuse the son 
of his most devoted friends

FAMILY DISGRACE

My cousin Buford Windham 
made a fool of himself 
and got kicked out of 
Bob Jones University 
by Reverend Bob himself
disgraced Uncle Claudie 
something terrible 
for only playing his guitar 
in the dormitory and singing
Corrina Corrina 
where'd you stay last night 
come home this morning 
sun was shining bright
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LEAVING MODESTO EARLY

Chrome spigots 
with hot and cold water 

fresh towels 
and pink soap bars 
mattresses that bounce 
back

Motel 6
is a way of life 
undreamed of by a woman 
who spread a homemade 
quilt
beneath a pepper tree in 1934
and slept like a baby 
while the nursemaid moon
watched her all night

MECHANIC PHILOSOPHER

Joe Vernon works on 
poor neighbors' cars cheap 

change the oil free 
for most of them

wipes his hands on 
an old undershirt 
answers a young boy's 
question with
I ain't Romeo 
I wouldn't stab myself 
to death 
for no woman
but I think better 
of 'em
than most men do
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Leaving Modesto Early

I
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GETTING UNDER THE WIRE

Aunt Nonie never wanted 
Papa to move to California 
she cried a lot when he left 
in 1934
Next year she wrote to him 
in her henscratching hand 
on lined paper with a pencil
Your Uncle Clint backslid several 
times after you left
but not enough to go to hell 
he repented at the altar 
when the preacher gave a call
and broke all his whiskey bottles 
the day before he died

POLITICAL PHILOSOPHY: 6/10/89

Waiting in line 
I heard a woman 
ask the man behind 
the gas pump
Where is that caravan 
going
all those cars decked out 
with flags and stickers
The man said evenly 
They're headed up to Jamestown 
Democrats are giving a barbeque 
for Jerry Brown
my son-in-law is there right now 
helpin’ to put it on
Me
I liked the old man fine 
when he was governor 
but this boy of his has always 
drove me nuts
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CARMEN'S WEDDING

Bride and groom had 
left the church with 
six bridesmaids 
trailing them

Father Arthur shooed 
chatty guests from the 
crowded vestibule 

Head on over to the hall 
he directed
that's where the celebrating 
will begin

Outside the church 
a carnation from a maid's 
bouquet
lay fragrant on the walk
Carmen's little retarded sister 
picked up the flower 
and put it in her hair 
said, Here comes the bride

QUANDARY

It was pure cherrywood 
and Aunt Lyda's pride and joy 

a china closet filled with 
painted cups and bowls 
kimonoed dolls with chalkwhite 
faces red spots on their cheeks 
and shoeblack hair 
mementoes of fifty years

Aunt Lyda never could accept 
the fact the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor 

even after her grandson was killed 
at Iwo Jima
she would stand before the china 
closet and try to console herself

Such pretty things 
she would repeat 
how could people make such 
pretty things
and do what they done to us
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IN COURTHOUSE PARK
—  Hanford, California 

Weathered face 
crinkled smile

from his end of the bench 
he volunteered 

Sit down ma'am 
I'm a way too old to flirt

Held out red cracked hands 
Look at'em
milked a million vacas in my 
eighty-five years

Local history?
I don't know much about it 
but I heard John Philip Sousa 

lead a band right over 
there

played some of his own marches

Trees of heaven? 
a few left around here somewhere 

half joked
I guess not many folks looking 
for heaven these days
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A SILVER DREAM

Rilla fried potatoes every night 
and set her table with 
two-tined forks, greenish spoons 
and knives with missing handles 
dreamed the same dream in 
broad daylight

a velvet-lined case for silver 
and a Betty Crocker service for 
eight
everyone in Jerkwater 
collected coupons for her 
even the hermit who made 
pancakes from the mix 

and a girl whose fiancee had 
jilted her

brought Rilla enough coupons 
to get a gravy ladle 
she had meant for her own use 

the last we heard
Rilla was starting to collect 
iced tea spoons 
and the jilted girl's fiancee 
had shown up
and wanted her to take him 
back
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NEW WIFE ON A DAIRY FARM

The Anglo neighbor was 
telling me

Joe Pimintel
should never have brought 
that girl to this place

away from all her family 
she can't speak English 
or Portuguese

I saw her standing in the 
pasture
just looking at the cows 
like they were circus animals 
then she broke off 
a lot of blackeyed susans 
and made a bouquet

OKLAHOMA COUSIN VISITS —  1984

Only fifteen minutes 
in our house 
and his hands were 
already shaking
He turned his signet 
ring around several 
times
and told me hesitantly
I know you don't smoke 
but would you feel bad 
if I step outside and take 
a puff or two
Dirty expensive habit 
don't know if I can kick it 
this late in the game
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VISITING MENNONITE FRIENDS

This country has changed 
so much

Pete Lowen said 
but go to Hilmar 
where Bergitta lives

a few meadowlarks there 
a now and then cottontail 
a patch of Queen Anne's lace

WEEKENDS

115° in Red Bluff today 
I heard it on TV 

but Kevin drove up there 
anyway

to see a girl he met at 
the rodeo last year 

been going there 
every weekend since 
with three hours sleep 

his father worries
I hope the boy's mind 
comes back
before his tires play out

VISITING ST. PATRICK'S CEMETERY AT ESCALON

That's all wrong 
his epitaph should read 
John Jay Hillman 
grew pumpkins near 
Escalon
thousands of them 
had a wife
who never baked a pie
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A TRILOGY

1: A KIDNAPPER

In Kern County 
Clete asked everyone he met 
about his missing wife 
with the funny name
A fellow at the service 
station
said he heard someone 
call for Lillipet in a 
roadside bar
and you don't forget 
a name like that

2: A FRIEND IN NEED

Alfie Mendoza 
said Man, that’s rough 
if you can wait 
until my day off

I'll take you out there 
next Wednesday

3: PETER COTTONTAIL

Headed toward Shafter 
in glaring sunlight

Alfie's pickup hummed a tune 
of search

Clete saw a rabbit 
bounce across the field 
and lamented

My poor little kid is 
like that rabbit 
Peter Cottontail 

jumping from place to place 
with his mother and her 

latest 
a deep sigh

I've gotta find my boy
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NEW TENANT: 4/1/89

The apartment manager 
saw Jeb lying in the sun 
greased slippery bronze with 
sunscreen 15

I see you worship Ra 
he said pleasantly 

Jeb grunted and wondered what 
he meant
maybe he should look up 
that word
not expose his ignorance

OIL WELL EXPLOSION AT LOST HILLS

Bluntnosed lizards 
were already endangered 

who would have thought 
the world begrudged them that 
plot of baked dry desert 

monstrous ugly 
and kept drilling for oil

yesterday the well spouted 
gas oil and scalding water 
and ran down the lizards' 
parched kingdom

a young official in hard hat assures 
TV cameramen 
We've got it whipped now 

and wipes specks of oil off his 
glasses
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TOMMY LEE BIRE'S OBSESSION

Laguna Seca 
Mesa Marin 

The Hanford Speedway 
all fast wheels on 
hot asphalt 
a race somewhere once 
a week for certain

his grandpa reflects 
not natural for a boy 
to jar his brain like that 

no time to even think 
about girls 
nor nothing else

OPEC RIPPLE

Harry Downs
laid off at the refinery 
looks out the window 
from a crumbling stucco 
duplex
on Panorama Bluffs
muses at the scene below 
"Saudi Arabia of Kern County 
they used to call it 
don't really matter now
my hip is killing me
I'm gonna see that chiropractor
out on Stockdale Avenue
claims he can cure anything 
from dizziness to muscle spasms 
probably all a big lie
but I've gotta do something 
can't drag around like this 
forever"
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PROFESSOR'S PLEA IN 1936

The thin professor asked 
Papa
may my kids come over to your
house sometime
and listen to your stories

They need that magic that I 
don't have
and are growing up without 
it
and that will make them poor

MY BENCH COMPANION AT K-MART

Fresh faced 
and jello fat 
she wore a yellow 
jersey dress
and hugged a bag of 
popcorn to her bosom 
as she would a baby
smiled at me when 
I sat down beside her 
started talking
My doctor would throw 
a hissy
if he saw me eating all 
this salt and butter
Funny thing is 
I could pass on by the 
popcorn machine 
if I couldn't smell the stuff
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ELOPEMENT

No wild romance 
preceded it, no long 

engagement 
they say in Visalia 
that Lita simply ran away 

with Marc Chagall 
the first time she saw his 

watercolor 
The Blue Fish

PUBLICATION

Now and then 
some fool will see 

what I see 
in a poem

RETARDED BOY IN MIGRANT CAMP 1935

The moon was a giant 
pumpkin

in young Otie's eyes
the sand beneath his 

feet
as white as cream of wheat
and when he smelled the 

magic roses
he fainted dead away
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OVERHEARD AT WEDDING

She is a beautiful girl 
a guest said low 
to another woman 
Is the groom Anglo?
I think so
surely the name Sullivan 
can't be Spanish

AFTER APPARITION 8/1936

The second after 
Our Lady disappeared

the packers put their 
private faces back on 
and went to work 
at twice their usual speed

AMELIE BLAIN

She outlived old Cyrus 
forty years 
which everyone agreed 
was a blessing
The old coot never should 
have married a twelve-year-old 
girl
even if she was a total orphan 
and looked to be fourteen
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ELROY’S NEW USED CAR

Wearing baggy sweatclothes 
and pushing a grocerybasket 
he caught up with us in the 
Safeway parking lot 
proud as a peacock with his 
trade-in for an '81 Dodge
Look at this, ladies 
you know black is in again 
used to be just for hearses 
and them old boys down 
at Acme Motors
give me a deal that I can live 
with

WATCHING A CORTEGE PASS

Otto removed his hat 
and recalled
I drove for Whaley's Chapel 
twenty years you know

hearses were black 
in those days nothing else 
now they're white 
or silver grey 
with fancy chrome trim 

Make a corpse think 
he was going for a joyride 
maybe want to get up 
and drive himself
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HIGHWAY 46 TO PASA ROBLES

It's a different place 
when you need that 
Billy Wayne confides 

Round hills
they turn lion color in summer 

distant ranch houses 
old windmills turning 
lonesome like 

Everything purple blue
when night comes on 
I pass through there now 
and then
glad I don't have to stay

PERMANENT RESIDENT

Both men hold beer cans 
and lean against a pickup 
in their own stetson shade
I heard the tall one 
tell the other 

You know 
and I know

and Jesus knows 
this town ain't Nazareth 
but what are you gonna 

do
if you've put all your
eggs in one basket
and it's here in Modesto
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CLERICAL COLLAR

Leviticus Coony was saying 
You ever notice that 
collar is whiter than 
Snow White's gown

a preacher's passport 
it will get him in 
or get him out 
of anything you can name 
this side of hell 
if what he's been saying 
all along is true

VISITING ART SHOW AT GALLO BUILDING

A peacock screamed in Italian 
across the sloping velvet lawns
as we climbed marble steps of a 
classic white building

impressive 
without a doubt

but the Gallo Brothers must not think 
I have forgotten they kept Uncle Clete 

drunk every weekend of 1937 
with a jug of muscatel 
only cost 25ç to make him forget 
California
for two nights and a day
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CHRISTMAS CARD FROM A MISSIONARY 
IN A REMOTE AREA OF THE PHILIPPINES

It arrived late 
a poor small flyspecked card

of a sampan on the sliver 
grey Indian Ocean 

sailing past three bamboo 
huts on stilts 
all brightly lit with 
oil lamps

in honor of the Infant Saviour
and I want to weep looking 
at the 3.60 postage 
this holy man used to 
greet me

his entire Sunday collection 
he once wrote 
is never more than that

CHOICES

Strange how the government 
works
Manuel has nine hundred acres 
of cotton
all subsidized by Uncle Sam's 
other taxpayers
But a real catch
Grandma Riley assures Zoetta
who disagrees today
Granny
a man who wears lizards 
on his feet 
and rattlesnakes 
is beginning to feel crawly 
to me
Better
I stick to rawhide boots 
and Calvin
who works for John Deere
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I n  C o u r t h o u s e  P a r k
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Q u a n d r y
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OVERHEARD IN WYATT'S CAFETERIA, BAKERSFIELD CA, 8/86

Sunday has come down with 
107° outside at three o'clock

I couldn't cook today if someone 
beat me with a peachtree switch 
so we are here in a dazzling cafeteria 
after a long walk through a maze.

Worth it now
dishes clink
and ice cubes in our frosty glasses 
conversation drifts across from a 
nearby table.
Fascinating. I listen intently, stop chewing 

so as not to miss a word.
An older man tells a man of thirtyish

"Seventy-two Nobel Prize winners 
urge the Supreme Court to reject Creationism. 

A big Okie
in the next booth hears this statement too 
his ruddy face flushes redder 
and he asks his woman companion 

"Verla, what in the hell business is it of the 
Supreme Court
what us people thinks about 
Creation?
It's already been created.”
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VIEW FROM MY WINDOW

Trucks rumble past this 
once first-class apartment 
complex
one leaves black oily smoke 
of diesel fuel behind it

Those teen-age girls upstairs 
are running a house of prostitution 
the woman across the fence 
just hung up her baby's diapers 
snowy white
she held clothespins in her mouth 
I hadn't seen anyone do that for years

The telephone rings in the widower's 
place next door
but he doesn't answer the phone since
his wife died in April
says no one he cares about will call
anyway

Birds in these dust-covered trees 
are picking it up
I can hear a dove mourning in the
magnolia tree
where the Cambodians live
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MAIL ORDER FREAK

Jason ordered a clock from 
a TV commercial

Took three months for delivery 
and it has taken him two years 
to put the thing together 

Its chimes won't chime 
hands won't turn 
bird won't cuckoo 

and he can't sue a P.0. Box 
This morning 
Debbie left for good 
wearing her drugstore watch 
and Jason still doesn't know 
what time it is

EMMAUS ON OLIVE STREET, 4/19/87

A siren blasts Sunday afternoon apart 
one fire engine streaks past to a small 
fire in a vacant lot

then almost total quiet descends again 
peaceful and holy with the Resurrection 

although a man in Hawaiian print shorts 
barbecues on his patio and never thinks 
what day it is
except he laid in extra packs of beer 
now little girls in white dresses 
cross the apartment complex carrying 
baskets and pink stuffed rabbits with faces 
that resemble pug dogs
one girl tells another, I found thirty 
eggs in the Easter egg hunt 
and the man remembers why he bought 
the beer
but cannot recall why he bought the 
lily
whose fragrance fills his apartment
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SPECTACLE SEEN FROM FRONT PORCH

The young man in jeans
was yelling 911
to every person in sight
as he clung like a leech
to the hood of his own stolen
car
determined that the thief would 
not shake him off 
down the pothole streets 
until the police caught up 
with them

MARTHEY PUTNAM

A good woman
with steady gray eyes

never blinked in the face
of droughts
cyclones
Depression
loss of three children to 
diphtheria

Survived to live in decent 
low-rent housing 

enough food 
if she is careful 

but she tells the other side 
to these benefits 

I'm gonna buy me a gun 
I hate the things 
but old women gettin' 
murdered
in their own homes 
is something I never 
counted on
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ADVANCEMENT

Nona would recall 
in gratitude that 
things had been much 
worse
when they first married 

Now Ray Bob worked 
for minimum wage 
at the cottonseed mill 

tickled red-faced 
to be coming up in the world

DAY BEFORE GRAFFITTI WEEK OPENED

Herb watches the traffic 
pouring into Modesto

Good for business, he says 
Every motel room in town 
has been booked for months

His eyes moisten as he recalls 
I had a customized 1950 Ford 
with a lowered front 
loud tail pipes and fancy hubcaps
I used to cruise the streets 

make the loop 
meet the girls 
go on to Burgess Drive-In 
have deep-dish berry pie, ice cream 
burgers

Can't really believe I'm forty-eight 
and got three grown children 
and one grandchild
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ROOTS

Every summer Cousin Bob 
brings his kids down to 
the San Joaquin Valley 
from their home in Tiburon
First thing they do
is beg Uncle Charley to bring
out his old harmonica
and play Home On The Range 
and Red River Valley

SUNDAY DRIVE

Brother accidentally touched
the wrong button and the automatic
window rolled down
just long enough for a giant fly
to join me in the back seat 
no one had a will to shoo 
and the fly buzzed above our heads 
kept us company
past dry ugly fields, a kiddy park, 
aerojet complex
and a view of claustrophobic hills 
rising toward a place Bret Harte knew 
as Hangtown
somewhere near Nimbus Winery 
Brother rolled the window down 
and the fly flew out on its own
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NICKNAMES, 1929

His hair and complexion 
were the same color as 
skimmed milk 
and everyone called him 

Whitey
years before a single black 
ever moved to Windwillow 
only three people knew 
his real name was Olaf

RESOLUTIONS

It isn't that she hasn't 
tried before

Chichi O'Brien quits smoking 
every New Year's Day 
as surely as it comes around
and gives all her candy to 
the mailman next day
smiles at him overtly 
she will not be the grouch 
she always was last year
finding fault with everyone
except the woman
who looks back in the mirror
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INDULGENT MOTHER

Lupe Villa's son Ramon
took her red Pinto while 
she was in the shower 
and eloped with a girl to 
Las Vegas
left Lupe without a car to 
get to work at Denny's 
next day he called her collect 
to wire him gas money home 
and she rushed out and 
sent it to him

HAT HALL OF FAME

The rough walls of 
the back porch made 
a perfect foil —  a small museum 

old Stetsons
Uncle Wick never discarded 
one of his hats 
battered though they were 

but never quite defeated by 
weather
only a West Texas devil
could conjure
they hung there in honor
with bridles and a branding
iron

Uncle's voice would crack with 
emotion when he told visitors 
Them old hats
could tell a lot of stories 
if they could talk
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IN FRONT OF CAYUCAS EMPORIUM 6/16/88

The paper mobile 
flutters its red and blue 
strips
in the salty coastal wind 

and people move in and 
out of Candy Bob's 
Sweets to the sweet 
hand-dipped chocolates 
a squatty man tells 
a tall thin girl 
and hands her a bag 

She kisses it and laughs 
and all of them for me

OLD AND NEW TALENT

The Church of Spiritual Journey 
has finished its lecture 
the Nature Trails group has 
packed up its belongings and 
left Murray Park

but the Okie picnic goes on 
over there on the bandstand 
fiddles are warming up, scraping off 
trial tunes
contest will start at 3:00

a stranger tells you with authority 
It's all cut and dried 
that old man from Exeter 
will fiddle his way to the top 
no one near like him except that 
young kid from Sanger 
you watch him and 
mark my word

in a few years he will be as good 
maybe better
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VERLA’S ANSWER

His companion's back is turned
to me. I see her Clairol auburn
hair and hear her answer. "It ain't none
of their business, but them judges is
scared to death
that there may be a God.

That would sure enough 
take the wheels off their

little red wagons 
they'd have to stop playing God 
and leave some things to a higher 

power."
She makes a clinking sound with 
her coffee and reckons, "I am gonna

try that peach cobbler out at 
the dessert bar. You want me to 
bring you anything else?"

ASSESSING A SON-IN-LAW

A Tex-Mex
sixth grade dropout 
from the Rio Grande 

expounding on the Third Reich 
since he discovered 
the public library in California
Can't find a job —  can't pay the rent —  

can't support 
his wife Fernella 
mother-in-law let them 
move in with her 
warned her daughter 
in the greasy hot kitchen
Tell him to shut his mouth 

He don't know nothing
about Germans 
if he did
he'd know where to get a job
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OLD NEIGHBOR REPORTS ON A TRIP TO MERCED

Everything has changed 
he lamented

nothing like the old Merced 
drive out any direction 
all new houses 
big air base at Winton 
strange faces

Oh now and then you will see 
an old Portugee ranch 
with a tankhouse 
and pomegranate bushes 
in the yard
but don’t expect it to be the 
same

and all them little kids playin’ 
in the dust 
ain't Okies now 
they call'em boat people

WHERE CAN WE FIND LIONEL SILVA

Look for a pile of rubble 
that Lionel has never cleared 
since
1920 electrical wiring burned 
his parents' old house down 
east of Hanford 
left a swayback barn 
and a yellow tankhouse
ten acres of fruit trees
a sign on a post reads
Peaches
nectarines
2.00 a lug
and a toothless dog guards 
the driveway
to a Jetstream trailer house
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O l d  

N e i g h b o r  
R e p o r t s  

o n  T rip  to  
M e r c e d

85



LIES

I don't know how
white is white
when it comes to lies
I do know Wilfred Earl Bentley-
had me take his picture
in front of a winery
near Paso Robles
He sent it to his cousins
in southern Ohio
Wrote that it was
taken in front of a Swiss
chalet
do you call that white 
ivory
or sandy pink

COMMENTS ON MUSICAL PROGRAM
FOR AMERICAN GRAFFITTI FESTIVAL, 1989

Mrs, Gates has grown old 
with the Modesto Bee 
always reads it first thing 
when she hears the morning 
plop
Today she jerked the paper 
wide open
with a crackling sound 
and read silently a moment
Then she put the paper down
and looked over her glasses
eyes glinting colder than the silver
in their frames
and lamented to her husband
Things have sunk mighty low 
when this town has to bring in 
Jerry Lee Lewis 
and Wolfman Jack 
to entertain us downhome folks
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FIRST ENCOUNTER WITH ORIENTAL CHILD

Little Roddy came inside 
the tinroofed shack 
with three green lemons 
and a can of dirt from 
the nearby orchard

and told Aunt Lydia 
I've got me a nice little 

crosseyed friend 
he give me these lemons

NO TIME AT ALL

Nona Miller pats her left 
hip and laughingly proclaims

"This here is fried chicken and gravy"
pats the right hip
"And this here is peach cobbler.”

Her daughter Derlene tells her lovingly,
"Mama, what do you care about your 
f igure ?
Daddy loves every pound of you. I've 
heard him say so many times."
Nona's face flushes with pleasure. "Yes, 
he has told me that he has twice as much 
to love
as he did when we were married back 
in 1934."
"Why I only weighed 109 pounds on the 
scale in front of Woolworth's 
when we come into town from Arvin 
on Saturday night."
"Does that seem like a long time ago?"
"1934 to 1986? Fifty-two years, ain't it? 
No, it don't seem like no time at all, once 
it has passed."
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VIEW OF LONE WOMAN NOT CRAZY ABOUT FOOTBALL

Aunt Lulu's gout is worse 
and TV an extra cross to bear

since her grandson broke an 
ankle and lives before the set 

Brutal game, big money
she reminds him often 
Them owners try to give their 
teams names that sound like 
American Poetry

Cowboys —  Buffalo Bills —  Forty-Niners 
Why don't they call all of 'em 
Greenbacks
and stop trying to fool the 
public

THE BREAKING POINT

Uncle Bart is a sound Baptist. Totally temperate. He has 
not touched a drop of alcoholic beverage since his 
conversion at seventeen.
His manner is charitable and his speech was 
remarkably pure
until our cousin Wendell received a grant to study 
Chaucer at Oxford University.
The boy didn't talk of anything else for two months 
before he left for England. Day after day, at every meal.
It finally got to Uncle Bart
just after Aunt Dicie served the bread pudding.
He clenched his spoon
and said, "Chaucer, or saucer, I'm gettin' damned 
tired of him"
and he filled his mouth with bread pudding.
Probably to keep from saying more.
Wendell wasn't fazed. He said, "Dad, watch your 
language, You are a deacon in the church." And to 
Aunt Dicie,
"Mom, where is my old corduroy jacket? It gets 
cold and foggy in England, 
sometimes even in the summer."
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JESUS FOR SALE IN BAKERSFIELD 

Crockery and
ceramics are on that back shelf 
the clerk told me

Trying to replace 
my broken teapot lid at

Goodwill Thrift Shop 
there on the middle shelf

I saw the Infant Jesus 
lying in a plastic manger ready

to be sold to the first buyer 
no price marked on his painted 
swaddling clothes

I asked a black woman of my 
age

How much would you say this
place is selling Jesus for 
She looked at the Infant 
answered with awe in her voice 

Lond, I wouldn't put no price on him 
myself

the world already done that 
long ago
thirty pieces of silver 

and she moved on to the rack
that held the frilly negligees
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THE START OF AN ANNOTATED BIBLIOGRAPHY FOR WILMA ELIZABETH
McDANIEL
Unless otherwise specified, all items here have been in
hand and are described to the best of my ability.
THE BOOKS:
1. The Carousel Would Haunt Me (1973) Self-published at 

the Tulare Print Shop, Tulare CA; 14.0 x 21.5 cm., 
stapled in wrappers (bright red-orange matte stock 
with black offset lettering); unpaged (48 pp.) offset 
black text on textured white stock; edition of 500 
copies. Price not known, o.p.

5T Dedication (inside front cover) "To ... Cornelia 
and Irving." Carousel drawing on cover by Opal Faye 
McDaniel, sister of the poet. Contains 60 poems.
All copies signed.

2. Letter To Cleotis (1974) Not seen; poet reports 100 
copies printed with all signed and selling for $4.
All poetry.

3. the wash tub/Stories of a people who knew the wash tub 
as an integral part of life in America (1976) Pioneeer 
Publishing(1759 Fulton St.), Fresno CA; 13.8 x 21.1 cm., 
perfect-bound in wrappers (matte red stock with black 
offset lettering); xii + 68 pp., offset black text on 
matte white stock; edition of 250 copies. $5, o.p.

JT Published for the city of Tulare's Bicentennial 
Celebration. Cover drawing by Opal Faye McDaniel. 
Contains a 6-page "preface," 9 "short stories" and 
1 poem. All copies were signed by the poet; copy 
in hand dated 12/2/1976.

4. Someone Find My Old Doll! (1976) Stone Woman Press 
(853 North F St.), Tulare CA (93274) Perfect-bound in 
wrappers (glossy white stock with blue offset letter
ing) ; irregular paging (40 pp.) offset black text on 
matte white paper; edition of 200 copies. $4, o.p.

JT Cover done by poet's mother (Anna Elizabeth McD.) 
at the age of 88 and contains drawing of a doll. 
Contains an introduction and 13 prose-poems (no 
titles) reproduced in the poet's handwriting. Dedi
cation (p.3) reads "By the color/of their names/ 
rich/and slow spreading/I know the people/belong to 
me." There were 100 signed numbered copies. Last 
page carries a 6.1 x 8.9 cm. black-and-white repro
duction of a photo of the poet. Vignettes of San 
Joaquin Valley life. Very desirable book for serious 
collectors. Stone Woman Press is the registered name 
of the poet's press.
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5. The Peddlers Loved Almira. Poems By W.E.McD. (1977)
Stone Woman Press, 853 North F. St., Tulare CA 93274; 
12.6 x 17.8 cm., stapled in wrappers (bright yellow 
matte stock, textured, with black offset lettering); 
unpaged (24 pp.) offset black text on matte white 
stock; edition of 500 copies. $3, o.p.

JT Cover, title-page and copyright page in poet's 
handwriting with cover drawing by "author." Dedi
cated "to my Brother Roy." Contains 15 poems.
There were 100 signed numbered copies, each with a 
short holograph poem.

6. The Coughdrop Saint (1977) Stone Woman Press(853 North 
F St.), Tulare CA 92374; 13.9 x 21.2 cm., stapled in 
wrappers (electric yellow-green matte stock, textured, 
with black offset printing), rv + 36 pp., offset black 
text on matte white stock; edition of 100 copies. $6, 
o.p.

1 Cover and title-page drawing by Art Cuelho. Dedi
cated "to all the friends at St. Francis." Contains 
one 34-page short story. All copies were signed.

7. Cooking For Eli. Recipes By W.E.McD. (1978) Stone Wo
man Press, 853 North F. St., Tulare CA 93274; 13.7 x 
21.0 cm., perfect-bound in wrappers (glossy white 
stock with blue offset lettering); irregular paging 
(40 pp.) offset black text on matte white stock; ed
ition of 500 copies. $3.98, o.p.

J Cover in poet's handwriting incorporating a draw
ing of Eli (a cat) by the poet. Also one drawing in 
the text. Contains 3 prose pieces with the title 
piece incorporating a number of "plain food" recipes; 
including bean pie. Also includes a poem by Art 
Cuelho dedicated to W.E.McD., "She Calls Us Her Sons." 
There were 100 signed copies, each with a short holo
graph poem. Very desirable book for collectors.
Format similar to Item 4.

8. The Fish Hook. Okie And Valley Prose And Poems (1978) 
Seven Buffaloes Press(Box 249, Big Timber MT 59011);
13.8 x 21.7 cm., stapled in wrappers (tan matte stock 
with black offset lettering); v + 31 pp., offset black 
text on matte white stock; edition size unknown (750?). 
Unpriced ($3.50), available.

5 Cover design/drawing by editor Art Cuelho. Contains 
12 short prose pieces and 11 poems, including the 
long-poem, "A Freight Train Guru."

9. This is Leonard's Alley (1979) Stone Woman Press(853 
North F St., Tulare CA 93274); 13.7 x 21.6 cm., stapled 
in wrappers (light blue matte stock with black offset 
lettering); Lv + 24 pp., offset black text on white 
textured stock; edition of 70 copies. $4, o.p.

5 Cover design/drawing by W.E.McD. Contains 33
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poems with book dedicated to Leonard Bernstein. All 
copies were numbered and signed, each with a short 
holograph poem. Copy in hand dated 6/19/80.

10. A Homemade Dress (1979) Not seen; poet reports 50 
copies printed with all signed and selling for $2.
Cover by poet's mother Anna Elizabeth McD.

11. Toll Bridge (March 1980) Contact II Publications, P.0. 
Box 45l, Bowling Green, New York NY 10004; 14.0 x 21.7 
cm., stapled in wrappers (tan matte stock, black offset 
printing except for red title); 24 pp. with poem on 
inside back cover, offset black text on matte cream 
stock; first edition size unknown. $2.50, o.p.; second 
edition size unknown, 1983 (1000?). $6, o.p.

JT ISBN: 0-936556-01-3 . Cover photo by Walker Evans 
(resembles but not identical to Plate 2 in James 
Agee's Let Us Now Praise Famous Men), used courtesy 
of Whitney Museum of American Art. Contains 31 poems. 
Won 1980 Wormwood Award (given to the most overlook
ed book of worth in a calendar year); see Wormwood: 
81/82, 47 1981. Of the first edition, the poet signed 
about 50 copies for friends, each with a short holo
graph poem. Good review by Mary McAnally in Terri
tory of Oklahoma (Fall/Winter 1981, pp. 23-267";

12. Sand in My Bed (1980) Stone Woman Press(853 North F 
St.), Tulare CA (93274); 13.6 x 21.7 cm., stapled in 
wrappers (tan matte stock, textured, with black offset 
lettering); iv + 24 pp., offset black text on matte 
white stock; edition of 70 copies. $2, o.p.

S Cover drawing (wrap around) by Ada Morine Stanley. 
Contains 44 poems not including title page poem:
"there was always sand/in the bed/grating between the 
sheets/of my mind/scouring like a good abrasive/all 
the rust away." All copies were numbered and signed.

13. Flowers in a Tin Can (1982) The Wormwood Review Press, 
P.0. Box 8840, Stockton CA 95208; 13.9 x 21.4 cm., 
stapled in wrappers (orange-brown matte stock, linen 
finish, with black offset lettering); pp. 41-76 (36 pp.) 
offset black text on matte white stock; edition of 700 
copies. $2, available ($4, postpaid).

5 ISBN:0-935390-07-3. Cover reproduces holograph 
manuscript of title poem. Contains 55 poems with two 
reproduced from holograph manuscript. Editor: Marvin 
Malone. There were 60 poet-signed copies. Also dis
tributed as The Wormwood Review: 86 (V. 22, no. 2).

14. SISTER VAYDA'S SONG (May 1, 1982) Hanging Loose Press, 
231 Wyckoff St., Brooklyn NY 11217; 13.8 x 21.3 cm., 
perfect-bound in wrappers (glossy white stock with 
offset orange margin and leaf design with dark brown 
margin and title; black-and-white photo of poet by
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Don LeBaron on back cover along with short biography); 
ii + 68 pp., offset black text on matte cream stock; 
edition size unknown (1,200?). $4, available (?).

IT ISBN:0-914610-27-9; Library of Congress 81-20191. 
Cover design by Harley Elliott. Contains 54 poems 
divided into four sections titled: Expenses, Sister 
Vayda's Song, Buried Treasure and Proportions.
Primary editor: Robert Hershon.

15. GOING STEADY WITH R.C. BOLEY (January 1984) M.A.F. 
Press, Box 392, Portlandville NY 13834; 14.0 x 21.7 
cm., stapled in wrappers (tan matte stock with black 
offset lettering); 24 pp.,offset black text on matte 
white stock; edition size unknown (100?). $2.50, avail
able (?) .

5T Cover drawing, title page drawing and 7 text de
signs by Mary Ann Henn. Contains 22 poems and a 
one-page forward by Ken Stone, editor of Thirteen 
Poetry Magazine. Excellent biblical quote on p. 2 
(2 Peter 12-15).

16. Who Is San Andreas: poems to survive earthquakes (1984) 
The Blue Cloud Quarterly (Blue Cloud Abbey), P.0. Box 
98, Marvin SD 57251; 14.0 x 21.2 cm., stapled in wrap
pers (light-blue matte linen-finish cover stock with 
black offset lettering); unpaged (24 pp.) offset black 
text on matte linen-finish white stock; edition size 
unknown (3,000?). $1 by subscription, available.

5 Published as V. 30, no. 3 of The Blue Cloud Quar
terly. Cover design (Dear Cousin letter) by the poet. 
Contains 40 poems. Biographical statement by poet 
inside back cover. Primary editor: Brother Benet 
Tvedten O.S.B.

17. I Killed A Bee For You (1987) The Blue Cloud Quarterly 
(Blue Cloud Abbey), P70. Bo x  98, Marvin SD 57251; 14.1 
x 21.1 cm., stapled in wrappers (white matte cover 
stock with blue offset lettering); unpaged (24 pp.) 
offset black text on matte linen-finish white stock; 
edition size unknown (1,125?). $1 by subscription, 
available.

IT Published as V. 34, no. 1 of The Blue Cloud Quar
terly. Cover drawing (two children) by Opal Faye 
McDaniel. Contains 35 poems. Primary editor: Bro
ther Benet Tvedten O.S.B.

18. Fourteen And Feeling It (June 1988) The Wormwood Re
view Press, P.0. Box 8840, Stockton CA 95208; 13.7 x 
21.0 cm., center-fold booklet stapled into The Worm
wood Review: 109 (V. 28, no. 1), matte dark-brown 
magazine wrappers, linen finish, with black offset 
lettering); pp. 15-26 (12 pp.) offset black text on 
matte white stock; edition of 700 copies. $3, avail
able ($4, postpaid).
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JT Magazine cover by Ernest Stranger (M. Malone) . 
Booklet contains 19 poems with two reproduced from 
holograph manuscript. There were 70 poet-signed cop
ies. Editor: Marvin Malone. A very perceptive re
view by Cornelia Jessey appears in V. 46, no. 5 Way 
of St. Francis (September/October 1990, pp. 39-46).

19. A Primer for Buford (1990) Hanging Loose Press, 231 
Wyckoff St., Brooklyn NY 11217; 13.8 x 21.6 cm., per
fect-bound in wrappers (glossy coated stock with off
set printing in black, yellow and red; red lettering; 
black-and-white photo of poet from Tulare Advance- 
Register on back cover along with biography and short 
quotes from Faye Kicknosway and Pete Seeger); 126 pp. 
offset black text on matte off-white stock; edition 
size unknown. $9, available.

JT ISBN: 0-914610-87-2; Library of Congress 89-26757. 
Cover art by Ann Mikolowski. Excellent introduction 
by Gerald Haslam. Contains 95 poems divided into 
six sections titled: Origins, Essentials, American 
Folk Music: 1937, Roster, Appearances and Wings.
Not all poems are first appearances; no acknowledge
ments made for previous appearances. Primary editor: 
Robert Hershon. Unspecified number signed for her 
friends with a short holograph poem.

20. A GIRL FROM BUTTONWILLOW (November 1990) Wormwood 
Books and Magazines, P.0. Box 4698, Stockton CA 95204; 
the item you now have in hand.

SPECIAL ITEMS:
1. First published poem: Depew Oklahoma Independent, pub

lished when poet was 14 years of age. Newspaper ceased 
publication over 50 years ago. Reprinted here with 
poet's permission:

NATURE IS UNFAIR (1933)
The sky is crying grey color 
like the buttons in the bin 
at Pettigrew's store
and makes me feel the sun 
will not come out for us 
poor folks today
but over there in Texas 
where they live in their 
dry land
and we know they don't 
need any more sun
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¡2. First long dedicatory poem: Tulare Advance-Register, 
published to celebrate the completion of the Angra 
Tower, a distinctive clock-tower of a downtown Tulare 
redevelopment project. Editorial page (p. 12) of the 
April 17, 1975 issue. Reprinted here with poet's 
permission:

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS
It started with one fresh idea 
that fell upon an other 
then an other
until Angra Tower began rising in 

Tulare's mind
turning the first spade of earth 
smoothing trowel on mortar 
brick by brick
long before the new clock began 

to operate
When builders scooped up 

dust so thick
it turned high noon to darkness 
the frightened people asked 
"Tia Maria, what time is it 
now?"
A blind woman leaned on her 

cane
and read the clock's silent face 
she told the waiting crowd 
"It is half-past turning back time 
and always has been 
since Adam squeezed the first 

year through his fingers 
and asked himself 
where did it go?"
A small girl pressed forward 
braiding a ribbon into her long 

thick hair 
she said
"Tia Maria, I must ask you 
what color will the tower be?"
The blind woman thought a long 

time
until the image came to her 

clearly 
she answered

"It will be the color of truth 
and the dome 
like your ribbon 
the color of sky"



3. First poems accepted for Wormwood (July 6, 1980) ap- 
— peared in Wormwood: 81/82; other poems in WR: 86 (pp. 

41-76, 104 (p. 133), 109 (pp. 15-26, 118/119 (pp. 49- 
96. The first poems are reprinted here:

INSIGHT 
Leland Way
never bought a pink shirt 
in his life
but there it flaps on Bonnie's 
clothesline
she found it at a yard sale 
and told the other women 
This color will drive my husband 
crazy
but he will wear it when I tell 
him
it only cost a quarter

AFTER EASTER
It's a poor dry plant
he got it cheap
at Alpha Beta, one drooping
bud may open yet
and show itself a lily

SLEUTHING IN NEW MEXICO
Small town darkness 
barking dogs 
weathered houses 
searching for a cousin 
down a pothole street 
when a window pops out 
square
with yellow light
and the aroma of frying
onions
pinpoints cousin's house 
before I read the number

4. First major review of the books of W.E.McD.,"Gravy Says 
A Lot": The Poetry of Wilma Elizabeth McDaniel, in 
Western American Literature (August 1978, pp. 159-164) 
by Gerald Haslam of Sonoma State College. Very much on 
target. Review mentions a book not included above:
The Red Coffee Can (1974). Watch out for it!

—  Marvin Malone
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