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SOMETHING ABOUT SIDEWALKS
Sometimes walking down a sidewalk leads you to the end 
of the sidewalk, to the place where grass begins. You 
pause in confusion. The grass has no path to follow.
It stretches away in all directions, smooth and green 
and featureless. Where do you go? The sidewalk is so 
obliging, so helpful. It always leads you along so you 
can just follow it, not worrying about what to do, where 
to go next. A sidewalk takes all the risk out of life, 
all the thought. It makes life easy.
That's why everybody likes sidewalks. There's no demands.

MY TELEVISION AND I

My television and I are no longer friends.
It's sad to see such a close relationship break up, but 
it happens all the time. Friends begin to have different 
interests, different approaches to life. My television 
and I once had so much in common. Loud voices. Flash and 
pizzazz. A love of garish pictures and constant movement. 
These are the common bonds we shared. Now I find that 
when the television talks, I don't listen. And when I do 
pay attention, the television bores me. No matter how 
many buttons I press, the television conversations have 
little to do with my life, with the things I find to be 
most important. And the pictures it shows me are of 
people I don't know, have never known, will never know.
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Why should I pay attention to that?
So I spend ray nights alone now. I read a book, or I look 
out a window. Sometimes I hum to myself or do a crossword 
puzzle. The nights can be so long.
K- television and I are no longer friends.

PIRIOD PIECE
I put my plastic card in the slot and punched in my Secret 
Number. There was a whirring sound and letters appeared. 
Hello, said the letters. Do you want to make a withdrawal? 
I pushed the yes button. From savings or checking? I 
pressed the savings button and a new’ sentence appeared. 
Enter the amount, it read. So I entered the amount. I 
waited through a complex series of clicking and whirring 
sounds from deep in the interior of the machine. Then 
money appeared, one bill at a time, at the bottom of a 
plastic hole. I scooped out the money and put it in my 
wallet. Do you wish another transaction? No, I pressed. 
Yore whirring sounds. Then my plastic card reappeared, 
like a tongue sticking out at me, along -with a slip of 
white paper, a little souvenir of my visit.
This all may seem mundane to you, but a hundred years 
from now it will be so quaint, so charmingly old-fashioned, 
so typical of the period.

—  Thomas Wiloch 
Canton MI

STAIRWAY
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I think there is downgrade 
I think there is downstairs 
I think there is upgrade
I think there is upstairs
I think there is the upperworld
I think there is the underworld
I think there is a soldier on the stairway 
I think there is a stairway amongst the stars



ARTISAN WORK

TIGER

I know of upstairs
I know of downstairs
I know of a tenement house
I know of a kitty cat on the front stoop
I know of a tiger that is shared by all the rest
I know of the upperworld
I know of the underworld
I know of a stairway during our wilderness 
I know of downstairs 
I know of afternoonish 
I know of how oftentimes a visitor 
I know of April tidings 
I know of the tiger on the stoop

SANCTIFIED

I thought they were English rebels 
I thought they were American rebels 
I thought they were Cromwell rebels 
I thought they absconded culture 
I thought they absconded beautiful witches 
I thought they believed in piety 
I thought they believed in sanctity 
I thought they were sanctified 
I thought they were opinionated 
I thought they were bourgeois rapscallions 
I thought they abused the Magna Charta 
I thought they abused the yellow pencil 
I thought they abused Abernathy

—  Alfred Starr Hamilton 
Montclair NJ
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I thought it fixed its glass hat 
I thought it fixed its seaweed in the water 
I thought it fixed its nails 
I thought it fixed its snails 
I thought it fixed its saints 
I thought it fixed its sanctity 
I thought it fixed its image 
I thought it fixed its waterfalls 
I thought it fixed plumbing



IRIS MADONNA
during the months 
she's not in bloom 
her dark green leaves 
make a nice 
ground cover

WISTERIA MADONNA
is languid, 
quite blue
she reminds 
you of old
places some 
one's left
for ghosts 
to fill

CANOPY PLANT MADONNA
has no roots 
lives on what 
comes from 
the clouds

AFRICAN VIOLET MADONNA

needs the 
right window, 
if she's a 
little weak 
put her in 
ultraviolet 
light. If
you're good to 
her she’ll 
bloom three 
times a year
and if you're 
really good 
four maybe

HYBRID IRIS MADONNA
is hardy, 
colorful
requires
extensive
planning
experimentation
and expert work 
to get going

Lvn Lifshin 
Vienna VA

LIKE
being allergic to bee-sting 
& tattooing your arms 
with petunias

SARCASM
just a bit stronger 
than rat poison

THE CANNIBAL
a vegetable 
eating vegetables
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MY MOTH
i look up from where i'm typing & see
wedged between the drawn blinds
the nocturnal-erotic delta-shaped body
of an electric-red-brown moth
it's just sitting there, not barking
or making too much noise so i figure,
go ahead
the next day it's still there 
& that night & the next morning 
i deduce it's dead & thinking to lacquer 
& mount it amongst my cicadas & various 
bees so pretty is it
try to pick it up, gently, by a wingtip 
but it moves, flutters, 
takes off across the room in a falling 
low flight, as if the sky were 3 ft 
above the floor
i want to catch it & let it go
but it's almost nov. & will die outside
soon so decide to give it airspace
i want to see how long it’ll live in here 
i also enjoy seeing it fly up unexpectedly 
from all corners of the apt, refreshing to me 
as the resonant miniature absolutely 
clear-voiced bell on this 1955 Smith-Corona 
portable manual —  the silver-toned Tibetan pinpoint 
’ting’ now always reminds me 
of the flights of mv moth 
&
of when thoughts occur

APT. FILLING UP

w/deadly exhaust fumes 
from ice-cream truck
parked under my windows / playing its little tune 

(kids lined up 
for a quarter block yet)

THE '80s
lucky people seeking revenge 
on the unlucky

93



THE TRAITOR
the mean mommy slaps her little boy 
fc yells at him in a way that really is 
too much over into his pride 
you can yell at a person w/out taking 
that away
but she's going for his balls
people in the supermarket view this
taking the side of the mommy
the women think little boys need to be
taken down a few pegs
the men are suckers for the mommy's
prettiness
one sucker smiles at the mommy 
exchanges a few words
putting his nose up at the little boy 
as if he stinks
as i walk past i wink at the kid & say 
"they used to yell at me too"
the kid looks at me 
like i’m crazy

VODKA
the first shot always has a certain taste
i always thought it was familiar,
like the taste of something else,
but now that i try to specify it,
the nearest i can come is 'bacon,'
but that isn't quite right

THE COLD-MEDICATION COMMERCIAL
has music like Dragnet
police-music
its motto:

turns sick-days 
into work-days

& as we all have come to know
ARBEIT MACHT FREI, 
baby
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ORANGE
COMPETITION

of cigarette glowing 
brighter as i 
draw, 
different
from glowing orange 
of space heater

thunder outside Sept. 18 
& cathy upstairs 
moving her things out

WHAT ASHBERY ET AL. SAID 
AT THE BIG POETRY MEETING

P.F.C. MORGAN
loses his wallet somewhere
tells the whore
now, don't get excited

i don't care what 
ashbery et al. said 
at the big poetry meeting

ROBIN JAYNES
bob munn's buddy
used to give me lifts home
from his house in throgg's neck
my smoking in the van
would bother him
you're a young guy, he'd say
why kill yourself, man
dies at 40
from agent orange exposure 
in Vietnam
the cancer hit him in the leg 
like a safe falling on him 
& he was gone
just like that.
yrs later
munn flies into a murderous rage 
when i put down the rolling stones 
whom i've always hated 
because the stones were robin's 
favorite & robin 
was munn's best friend 
(he can't talk about his last days 
w/out breaking down into 
tears & wild anger)

COULDN'T REALLY TELL YOU
what 'pathetic fallacy' means 
but it doesn’t sound too good 
does it
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RESULTS
i talk to the therapist 
don't know where i'm getting 
but wind up owing some money
i talk to con edison (the power company)
they listen as patiently
and let my bill slide for 30 days

—  Cory Monaco 
Bronx NY

BAD COP
I heard on the NEWS today
that a cop was shot in Turtle Creek:
a member of the Wall Police Force.
Once a bunch of Wall cops
beat my brother with a flashlight,
took all our shoes off
to check for hidden coke,
frisked us by the balls
until we keeled over,
then took me for a night
in the holding cell.
The lone reason for our harassment 
was that we were dressed too nice 
to be in such a dump.
We were just four guys 
who got drunk enough 
to head down to the Wall Hotel 
and look at the strippers.
By the time the NEWS cut to location, 
I'd already created the crime scene 
in my mind:
white tape around an overweight cop 
dressed in a yellow and orange 
flowered Hawaiian shirt 
opened to the belly 
to expose a dozen gold chains,
the bullet hole in the head 
bleeding strawberry filling,
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the hole in the heart puffed out 
like a chocolate creme filled,
the eyes glazed over,
coffee dripping from his nose.

THE VALUE OF LITERATURE
I wanted to get a tattoo which meant something 
only I didn't have a wife, girlfriend, lover 
or even a steady fuck.
I was also against the prospect of having MOM 
scribbled across my bicep.
What remained of my life was 
booze and books;
booze taking a very close second to sex, 
occasionally nudging ahead 
during dry spells.
The prospect of having a beer can 
on my arm for the rest of my life 
(until laser surgery do us part) 
wasn't so good.
I thought about getting a poem 
but figured reading my arm 
wouldn't bring much enjoyment.
Finally after deliberation with a bottle of vodka,
I decided on the cover of Gerald Locklin's
THE FIREBIRD POEMS:
a beautiful bird with green beak,
orange and red feathers
swooping with claws out.

Like most other small press readers,
I’d elevated Locklin from Jesus to God 
shortly after the world discovered 
the wonders of Bukowski.
I dropped off the book a day early 
so the artist could draw the bird.
He asked what the book was about,
laughed when I said poetry, the tattoo
on his jugular vein jerking with every laugh.
I believe he was
of the "books-are-for-pussies" type.

He said the tattoo would cost $100.
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When I returned the next day to go under the needle,
he only charged me S50,
half the original price,
after he, "read the fuckin' poems."
Shit, I thought, the book only cost $12.95 
not counting shipping and handling.

COUNTER GUY
Considering the fact 
that no one looks at each other 
when they're shopping for porno 
in the adult bookstore,
it amazes me that the clerks 
are so friendly.
I get to the counter
and the guy wants to know
if "that's all," counts my change
out slowly to make sure
he's giving me the correct amount,
sends me off with a smile
and a "have a nice day."
Like I'm buying milk or cigarettes. 
Only more friendly.

THINGS I'VE BEEN WHEN DRUNK
A world traveler who has seen 
the graves of both Jim Morrison 
and Ezra Pound as well as 
negotiated the deal for the first 
McDonalds in Russia.

A huge underworld writer 
in the vein of Bukowski.
Of course, you haven't heard of me,
I'm much bigger in Europe.
The author of the AFTER SEX 
COOKBOOK FOR LOVERS. Well, actually,
I'm just one of three authors
along with Linda Lovelace and Dinah Shore.
A Greenpeace volunteer. You didn't 
see me on that boat running down 
those duckbill platypus poachers?
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And, mainly, most importantly, I've been 
insane enough to fall in love
which is why I look forward to 
the next beer so much.

—  David Newman 
Westland MI

THE BARTENDER AT PAULY'S
leaned out the front door 
when he saw me and sd.
"How can you tell it’s Spring?"
I thought it was the lead-in 
for a bad joke and sd.
"Beats me."
"The Evangelists are out."
Sure enough they were handing 
out pamphlets all over Quail 
and Central and before long they'd 
want to know where I'd be when 
I died. I thought they might 
have remembered me and made 
the mark of Satan on the bus 
shelter as a warning but apparently 
God guys have a short memory 
so I decided to make a swap, 
when he handed me his pamphlet,
I offered him a hit on my 
pint of Old Smugglers.
It was a crude but effective move.

—  Alan Catlin

Schenectady NY

SHE WAS RUNNING
the last leg on a 
relay team at 
the Millrose Games 
for the best track 
team in America 
and her old man 
was someone I 
threw out of bars 
every day of her life. 
She was good 
and I was rooting 
for her as she came 
down the stretch.
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A BAD THING
I got this weird call today from Chase’s little brother.
I haven't seen Chase in months
and I don't really know him all that well.
His brother is probably in high school I guess
and he said he was doing a report
on what he wants to be when he "grows up."
He said he wanted to be a writer
so he was calling me because Chase told him
I wrote poetry and did readings.
I don't know what he wanted me to say —  
he asked about money a couple of times 
and I didn't laugh.
Which I thought was good of me.
I told him you don't make money as a writer 
unless you write novels, best-selling novels.
I wish I could have said something really great 
something insightful and inspiring, but I didn't.
He ended the call by saying he guessed
he couldn't call me a professional poet —
he’d call me a "poetry buff" and I said, "Whatever."
I'm no good at talking to people.
It's a bad thing, as a human being, 
not to be able to talk to people.
I don't know what to do about it though.
I just seem to be very clumsy when I talk to people, 
mostly people I don't know.
I guess I would get better with practice 
but that just sounds horrible —  
practicing talking to people I don't know, 
starting up conversations with people 
I probably won't have anything in common with 
and probably won't like.
That's the real problem.
I should start over.
It's a bad thing, as a human being, 
not to like most other people.
In fact, this is such a bad thing 
I can't even talk about it.

KANSAS
Tim and Dave and I are sitting in Buster's 
at a little round table next to the stairs.
Right by Dave's head is a picture of Kansas.
It says so in pencil on the black mat.
It's almost all sky —  blue with white clouds
all the way down to the brown strip along the bottom
with a tiny farm in the corner.
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I say, "It looks like that in Nebraska, huh?"
Dave says, "Yeah" —  that's where he's from.
I say, "The clouds look really neat 
the way you can see them hanging in the sky 
the way you can see the space above them 
where they are and how they're hanging."
And Dave looks at me like I'm crazy.
"You usually see clouds mostly just from the bottom. 
You don't see how they're in the sky."
He doesn't get it. Tim understands.
He's from Southern California too.

—  Stephanie Hager 
South Pasadena CA

OLD HABITS
Harry and Marley promised each other never to smoke 
again. "However nervous we're feeling," Harry said,
"we won't light up!" "Even if we're in a party and 
everyone is smoking, we'll just refuse to join in!" 
"Even if they think we're rude." "Even if our hands 
are trembling."

They stopped overnight. With an immense effort, they 
got through the week, then the month. They put on 
weight, got irritable, but wouldn't give in.
One evening Harry called Marley. "Have you kept your 
promise so far?" "Course I have!" Marley snapped, then, 
trying not to sound hopeful, added: "Have you?" "Yeah. 
Sure."
The next day Marley's apartment went up in flames.
The neighbors called the fire brigade, but they arrived 
too late for Marley.
When Harry heard the news, he said: "He must have 
started smoking!" and lit a cigarette.
The police have not ruled out the possibility of arson.

ASSEMBLE THESE BONES
For decades on end they dug; freed the vast skeleton, 
fossil by fossil, shifted whole hillsides with tooth
brushes, piled valleys high with unfamiliar ribs and 
tibias.
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"Assemble these bones!" the puzzled paleontologists 
said.
No dinosaur emerged —  instead, a prehistoric replica 
of the Eiffel Tower, which they frantically dismantled 
and buried.

CONSPIRACY THEORY NUMBER 27
The villagers had caught the fox at last, just spitting 
out a mouthful of blood and feathers.
"I've eaten several chickens," he admitted. "Not as many 
as the wolves, of course, but there you go. ‘ Small thieves 
will pay for big ones. Fire away, brave villagers!"
Curiosity threw anger off balance: "Wolves? What wolves?"
"You never hear them naturally. Dozens come, some nights."
"But wolves are noisy animals!”
"Extremely noisy. If it wasn't for the racket those church 
bells make, you'd hear them coming miles away."
The villagers frowned. For several nights, it was true, 
the bells had rung like mad for minutes on end. They'd 
thought it was the wind.
"The ones to watch," the fox continued, swallowing awkward
ly, "are the doves. They gather in the belfry, fan the 
bells with their wings. They get the leftovers, see.”
And so the doves were shot and the fox went free.

TO BE BROKEN IS THE DESTINY OF GLASS
A colorless man travelled through bright continents, hold
ing up an oblong face-shaped pane of glass before him as 
he walked. At every village, different colored people 
stopped him and politely asked him why.
"Is it to protect you from the dust?" they said. "The 
wind? Perhaps the glare of the sun?" Without lowering 
his frameless window, the traveller shook his head.
"Glass is transparent," he explained, "so I see everything 
perfectly clearly; but it also reflects, enabling me to 
see my own face as I walk, and never forget it's me who's 
seeing all these other faces."
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"Ingenious,'' they murmured, and moved away, with winks 
and sniggers.
Of course, it was impossible to cross the whole earth 
with this bit of glass intact. One afternoon his right 
foot caught on the root of a tree and his mask was 
shattered.
Thanks to that root, that afternoon a prisoner walked 
free.

—  R. D, Valerio 
Oaxaca Mexico

BUFORD AT COOKING SCHOOL
buford's at cooking school in his tall chef's hat & cow
boy boots as he receives the question. "does saffron 
flavor or color the curry?"
"it depends on what dish we're talking about, sir," 
buford answers, looking out the window at the young woman 
eating her lunch on the lawn. "it both colors &: flavors 
the poule au ruz."
"very good," says his old teacher watching the young 
woman packing her lunch basket, brushing crumbs from her 
skirts. "you may make assistant chef after all, buford. 
study hard & learn your lessons well."

BUFORD'S BUCKSHOT SATURDAY NIGHT
buford groans, picking bird-shot from his butt, tweezers 
alternating between pellets & cotton swabs dipped in a 
saucer of mash. what an awkward, vexing position buford 
thinks with disgust looking in his hand-held mirror. i 
look like a monkey fucking a football.

if sex is natural & pleasurable as recorded in the county 
library, buford reasons, supposed to be a meaningful ex
pression without attachments of guilt —  why must i suffer 
because dottie delacroix told me she wasn't married —  
especially when she furnished the condoms & an ice-cold 
six-pack of heinekin to go?
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UNCLE BUFORD AND THE ELECTRIC SLIDE
you should hear uncle buford in chill bare language tell 
about the night he was herded into what he thought was a 
neighborhood bar by yuppie cowboys who jammed a stetson 
hat down around his ears with hoots L hollers, got buford 
in a country line doing kicks, dips & turns in a dance 
they called the electric slide.
it seems a well-booted real western woman took a longing 
for buford's style of dancing in his shiny black taxi 
driver's pants that looked like blue jeans under the 
spots.
she said she was from beaumont, texas, owned a ten-thousand 
acre spread filled with longhorn dogies, sipped beam from 
a pint in her purse, offered buford a second straw, invited 
buford to her trailer down near railroad avenue where she 
said she likes to spend the winters.
buford got back to his room last tuesday, said the western 
woman must have been a helluva rider as he nursed rope 
burns on wrists & ankles & rowel marks from her spurs 
around his ears —  said he had to turn down her invitation 
to the big western roundup at madison square garden, at 
least until he learned some additional steps that would 
go with that goddamn electric slide.

BUFORD ON THE SHADY SIDE
buford sits on the sambra or shady side of the bullring 
in tijuana, b.c., when an old retired officianado of the 
ritual squirts an unerring stream of wine from a goatskin 
bag into his mouth, wipes with back of hand a wet fu-manchu 
mustache & turns to buford, "there's an old truism, señor, 
among those who work the ring —  if the bull is behind you, 
run fast as you can to the shelter of the nearest burladero 
—  you may hear horn splintering wood —  but your ass will 
be safe." the translation of his last line became abundant
ly clear when buford sees her husband standing far below 
shading his face in the sun, peering up, searching every 
row, eyes feasting on each seated gringo on the shady side.

BREAKFAST WITH BUFORD

between banging shutters buford could see the filipino 
chef in his tall grease-spitted hat doing the lambada with 
a bottle of cooking sherry in one hand £; his filet knife 
in the other. since buford had been waiting for his break
fast, anyway, he decides to remove his trusty drumsticks
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from his coat pocket, go into the cave of the chef’s 
cocina, help the chef celebrate his ghost dance by beating 
rhythm breaks on pots & pans, weaving in the fry smoke, 
sneaking bits from the chef's breakfast plates lined up 
behind the kid waiter scared shitless in the corner watch
ing buford & the chef's performance.

BUFORD & THE WALL STREET TRADER
buford finds a wall street journal in the trash bin, 
circles the hang seng index on the hong kong exchange with 
the barkeep's pen.
a real tweedy trader sits down, takes an interest, buys 
buford a beer, whaddya think today? buford points out an 
undecipherable Chinese stock the trader turns the next 
day into a couple thou profit. he's back asking for buford. 
dunno, says the bartender. taking another cruise to the 
bahamas? economic summit? buford could be most anywhere, 
but i wouldn't wait around.

BUFORD AT THE COUNTY HOSPITAL
i think old buford goes for sour mash like a pig goes for 
oreo cookies. the nurse seems sensitive to my mission, 
leaving us alone in his room as i slip a pint of 100-proof 
beneath his pillow. buford's grip is strong, almost 
fierce, like an eagle clamps talons on windswept rock, 
i pour buford a taste in a dixie cup. he whoops & cackles, 
says something about how you can put lipstick on a pig 
but it's still a hog. i quiet the old man with another 
sip, turn off my pocket recorder, i want nothing to get in 
the way of my ears, trust heart & memory alone to record 
buford's last stories before the nurse comes back & breaks 
the spell & the dreary business of dying begins again.

—  Ray Clark Dickson 
Shell Beach CA

EMBARRASSED
Embarrassed to be watering petunias, 
Ted turns his back to passing cars.
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AT A KISSING BOOTH
When Lisa saw Bob 
coming over 
she took the gum 
from her mouth 
and pressed it 
between two 
fingers.

DUCKS LAND
Ducks land 
on the surface 
of a lake.
The lake freezes. 
The ducks fly off 
with the lake.

Bob came right up to 
the booth and slid 
his ticket onto
the counter
and after the tiniest pause 
their lips came together 
while the people on the 
roller coaster screamed
as if their life on this 
earth had come to a very 
sudden end.

JUST ONE
Fred thinks he's possessed 
of an irresistibly sexy voice 
and so he uses undue emphasis 
when he speaks, but the truth 
is that Fred's voice isn't 
very sexy at all. And this is 
just one of the many strange 
things he does.

TINY ANCHORS
A wave caused Susan 
to look down
and discover that a pattern 
of tiny blue anchors was woven 
into the fabric of her 
brand new bathing suit 
and for one brief moment 
on that sun-spangled strand 
her life was in perfect accord.

Brook Zelcer
Franklin Lakes NJ
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the bard of amphibia

i arrive home to find,
in the middle of the table where i write, 
a large aquarium occupied by 
two enormous salamanders, 
one of these black-and-tans is doing 
its best to die under a rock; the 
other is braced against the side panel 
of glass and trying to talk me into 
liberating him. obviously salamanders 
are, in terms of socio-cultural evolution, 
naive. this one doesn't realize that were 
i to free him from his glass cage my wife 
would liberate my balls from the rest of 
my body. tough luck, mandrake.
still, there is always irony: 
i go to the t.v. room and say, "god, i'm 
happy to find 'salamander world' established 
in the dining room. when do we start selling 
tickets? we'll need to get the permits 
for a monorail from the queen mary to our front 
lawn. shall we award the food concession to 
wendy's or me donald's, the drinks to coke 
or pepsi? by the way, how are the pet rats 
doing? the tortoise? the inside toad and 
the outside toad? the clever cats? the 
guppies? the spiders that infest the 
garage? the birds that the cats rush home 
to decapitate? the gopher colony that is 
undermining the foundations of our humble 
mountain cabin?
"most of all, though, i want to thank 
you for once again keeping my writing career 
in the forefront of your considerations, 
i've been experiencing a bit of waiter's 
block ever since the mass asphyxiation 
of the ant farm. yes, indeed, i can hardly 
gaze into the largely barren habitat of the 
salamanders without realizing they will surely 
prove a fertile inspiration to me."

gerald locklin



THE FAT LADY SINGS
"well," i say to my buddy, romero. 
"the fat lady's back in town."
"how do you know?"
”i saw her running a red light 
on her bicycle-built-for-two. 
uphill. alone."
"ah well, who cares?"
"i care. if she reads my fat 
lady story, she'll run me over 
and sit on my face until i 
suffocate."
"maybe," he says, "she'll think 
it's a funny story. maybe she'll 
show it to her friends and they'll 
all sit around yukking it up and 
remarking on what a humorous writer 
you are."
"on the other hand," i say, "maybe 
she'll find it truly humiliating and 
swallow about two million valium.”
"if she does," romero says, "they'll 
probably just put a few more pounds 
on her. but look at it this wa}’-;
if she does kill herself, you'll 
have the material for a sequel."

FAME AND MISFORTUNE
"i'm moving to palm springs,” gunther 
tells me. it's a bad feeling when every 
cop in long beach knows your life history."
"gunther," i have to tell him, "by 
now every cop in interpol knows you."
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FATHER KNOWS BEST
"gerry," gunther says, "i'm afraid my son will 
never come to me for advice again. he was 
just hanging around the house doing acid, so 
i told him, "look, the cold war is over —  it's 
the perfect time to join the army ... and a 
month later, saddam invades kuwait."

SWEET ’N LOW
the barmaid with the ultra-trim body and frizzy hair
who by virtue of sun, diet, exercise, perhaps
an occasional surgical tuck here and there,
and a healthy attitude toward fun,
looks about fifteen years younger than
she almost certainly is,
purrs, "you ready for another yet, hon'?"
god it sounds good to be called that, 
god it makes me feel good. god it helps 
to make the generally fucked-up day fade 
into ancient history.
god i hope it's a few more years before 
the feminators de-feminize the barmaids.

A REFRESHINGLY HAPPY DEPRESSIVE
"aren't you ever depressed?" the aging 
bar-girl asks him.
"yes,” he replies, "i'm depressed 
right now: both of my girlfriends 
are out of town for the week."

A COMMERCIAL FOR DIE-HARD BATTERIES
this famous serial killer used to drink beer
with us at the gold rush tavern.
i mean, he wasn't actually famous yet,
and i'm not even sure he had commenced
his serial killings, but after he was arrested
with his sixty-ninth victim in the passenger's seat,
we all remembered his having been there
afternoons, after work, just like the rest of us
at the horseshoe end of the bar.
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i don't remember him well at all. 
he was a nondescript sort of guy. 
i don’t remember him as appearing 
dangerous, certainly not in comparison 
with the rest of the clientele.
i think i remember him being part of 
a couple of large and long-lasting games 
of liars' poker, but maybe i'm inventing 
that to insinuate myself closer to a celebrity.
i guess he killed mostly males between the ages
of fourteen and twenty-five, a lot of them
were marines, a lot of them were hitchhikers.
he would drug them, then tie them up and have his
cruel way with them. his victims tended
to end up with a mouthful of their
own sexual parts. i guess there are very-
few good ways to die, but there certainly
must be better ways.
i was in my early thirties at the time 
and probably not his type, 
still, i'm glad i never had to 
bum a ride home with him.

THEY HAVE VERY TINY, NEARLY INVISIBLE BARF-BAGS
"did you know," she tells me, "that everytime 
a fly lands to feed, it vomits?"
"oh," i say, "and to think i was taking it 
as a criticism of my sherry."

A CO-OPERATIVE EFFORT
yesterday, after a committee meeting 
in the dean's office, i forgot my jacket 
and left it locked in there over the back 
of a chair. it would stay there overnight.
fortunately i hadn't left anything in the 
inner or outer pockets of the jacket except 
my reading glasses, a flap of di-gel, and 
a clump of long-expired booger-rags.
still i stayed up late last night getting 
drunk and making a list of all the things 
i thanked god i hadn't left in the pockets 
of that jacket, for instance:
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a pony of muscatel 
a bowie knife
nude photos of my spring classes 
a lengthy juvenalian and scatological 

satire on certain vaguely 
disguised university administrators ...

i'll leave you the pleasure 
of adding to the list.

"GERRY," ROLAND PLEADS WITH ME, "PLEASE FORGET 
YOUR IMAGE AND REMEMBER YOUR JOB!"
by the final hour of the faculty bash 
i am announcing loudly enough to 
be heard throughout the adjoining rooms,
"i might even have married one of those 
geisha-girl stewardesses on japan airlines 
and brought her back with me, except 
that the first thing she would have done 
upon entering the country would probably 
have been to sign up for a degree

in women's studies.”

I’LL LEAVE THE HEROINE ANONYMOUS
when sending in my travel receipts, i write,
"i've been meaning to nominate myself for 
promotion to table leader, although in all 
honesty the only leadership quality i 
have ever displayed is that of leading 
my table directly to the hotel bar."
two weeks later i receive an invitation 
to participate in the next essay-scoring session

as a table leader.

MUSICAL COMEDY
i ran into a guy in a bar
who thought rogers and hammerstein were
competitors of smith and wesson.
he also thought lerner and loewe had
murdered little boys in Chicago.
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I TOOK IT AS A POSITIVE SIGN
after they read bukowski's poem,
"i am not a misogynist,"
many of my students admitted to me 
that they had had to look up 
the term in the dictionary.

WHY STOP SHORT?
we've all heard plenty about the
phallic nature of guns and rockets,
submarines, missiles, and mushroom-shaped clouds,
but i never encounter exegeses of the 
symbols of trenches, ovens, and mass graves.
nor does anyone ever mention that the horrors 
of the twentieth century have coincided with 
(though i would be the last to suggest a causality) 
the rise of explicit female political power.

ONE TO WHOM IT IS NOT A JOKING MATTER
owner of a base-model hyundai excel, 
which, with my afflictions of the feet, 
knees, back, shoulders, and elbows, 
i am often hard-pressed to operate,
i say, "my next car is going to have 
automatic transmission, power steering, 
power brakes, power windows, maybe even 
an ejection seat with a parachute. maybe 
i'll even get me one of them rehab vehicles 
with a hydraulic lift.'
"good," my wife says, "with a car like that 
you should be able to drive yourself 
to all your doctors' appointments, maybe 
even to the hospital."
"in which case," i say, "maybe i won't 
have to drive myself home."
"but with a great car like that," she says, 
"you'll be able to drive yourself 
to the cemetery.”
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"naturally,” i retort, "but by then you will, 
of course, have personally chauffeured me 
to the poor house and the nut house."
for my wife and me this is just good 
wholesome dark humor,
though not without its edge of truth,
but i notice on the face of my daughter,
who loves me and depends on me,
the same first'slap of reality
that i experienced when, at her age,
i asked my father how long he thought
he would live, and he said, "oh, according
to the statistics, i'll be lucky if i
last five more years," and the medical odds-makers
had that one figured right on the money.

F.A.D.D.
someone brags to me that his compact car
has a 1.7 liter engine,
while my new hyundai,
my first-ever brand-new car,
has only 1.5 liters.
i don't know what he's talking about 
or even whether in this game a high 
score wins the game for you or 
loses it,
but i certainly want to have the last word, 
so i retort,
with more truth than fiction,
"yeah, but my car has a 1.75 liter driver."

WEIGHING THE RISKS
"look," i tell chris daly, "i gave 
the guy a buck-fifty tip on a four- 
fifty fare —  that was a thirty-three- 
and-a-third percent gratuity, and 
he was still pissed off at me."
"gerry," says chris, who is himself 
a cabbie, "what do you expect: the 
guy is first in the airport line and
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he ends up with a mile-and-a-half, 
five-buck fare. now he goes back
to the end of the line and it's 
only a half-hour before the noise 
curfew shuts the airport down.
''i know, but how was i supposed 
to get home?"
"call your wife."
"she goes to bed early."
"but the cabbie might have been so 
outraged —  he might have murdered 
you and dumped your body in dominguez hills."
"still," i conclude, "i'm glad i didn't 
call my wife."

GREAT WEALTH MIGHT LEECH THE SWEETNESS FROM 
HER DISPOSITION
sometimes for special occasions
such as mother's day
i give her a bunch of quick-picks
for the Saturday night lottery.
after she goes to bed
and before i do,
i leave them out for her.
then she can bring in the Sunday paper
and check to see if she has any winners.
of course, i listen to the late news to 
make sure i'm not making anyone but me 
a millionaire.

HOW IN TEN BRIEF YEARS THE FIRST AND SECOND WORLDS 
CAME TO JOIN THE THIRD WORLD
i think that liberals have been 
unfairly reluctant to give ronald 
reagan his due for raising the 
ante of the arms race so high that 
he actually managed to bankrupt the 
entire eastern communist bloc.
of course, in so doing, he broke 
our bank as well.

114



ON THE EVE OF THE SECOND GREAT DEPRESSION
the new state-of-the-art jukebox in "the interval" 
is so vast and cybernetic that i have given 
up my vain attempts to play a song on it.
tonight i had stopped by for what was 
honestly just one drink when from what 
seemed like about a thousand speakers 
emerged the most impeccably clear and yet 
complex reproduction of "goodnight, irene" 
that i had ever heard. i felt about half 
a mile from heaven as i sipped my vodka- 
tonic and flashed on the messrs. Steinbeck 
guthrie seeger alvin doe sandburg kesey 
haslam lincoln honig hemingway pollack ...
and how i sang it in a stage show as a cub scout,
and how my own little boy is now a cub scout,
and how inept i was as a cub scout,
and how my father had to earn all my merit 
badges for me,
and how now when my little boy has trouble 
doing some project for a merit badge, his 
mother has to show him how to do it.
and how i'm still so inept that i don't 
even risk embarrassing myself by trying 
to play anything on the state-of-the-art 
cybernetic jukebox,
and so i went back to flashing on the messrs. 
sam shepard and harry dean Stanton and a zillion 
other micro-bytes of free and moving and noble 
associations,
and a man in a suit bellowed,
"what's with the old stuff?"
and a woman with big tits called to the 
barmaid, "hit the reject button, mabel."
mabel said, "no, i think it's kinda purty,”
and a trucker glared at me with, "what kind 
of an asshole would play that sort of sentimental 
horseshit anyway?"
fortunately mabel explained that every 
twenty minutes the brainy and generous 
jukebox dispensed, for free, a random selection.



IN THE FIFTY-FIRST YEAR OF THE TOAD
all the aches and pains and illnesses 
and indispositions that used to come and 
go,
came and stayed.

THE DAY AFTER HE HAS BEEN PLACED IN A FULL-BODY CAST 
his horoscope reads,
"come out of your shell."

THANKS FOR REMINDING ME
hearing that an unknown arsonist 
has tried to burn down my house,
the creative writing student's 
automatic and absolutely predictable
response was, "well, at the very least 
you ought to be able to get a
short story out of it.'

THE CONDEMNED MAN'S LAST SUPPER
i think i would demand an exact replication 
of a seven-course Sunday dinner i enjoyed 
at vince prestianni's house in 1958, 
prepared by his mother, nellie, 
presided over by his father, biagio, 
and enlivened by his kid brother, benny.
if they turned me down for that feast 
(and, to tell the truth, 
who could duplicate it?) 
i guess i'd settle for 
any decent plate of
spaghetti and meat balls, 
spaghetti and italian sausage, 
or spaghetti and mushrooms.
i don't think, at that juncture, 
i should concern myself much 
about fiber.
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BREAKING THE SILENCE
even though watching it at home 
on video where i am free to fortify 
myself -with alcohol whenever my 
vast courage seems in danger of 
deserting me,
i find the silence of the lambs 
the most disturbing film i have 
ever seen. (i must confess i 
have still not seen the exorcist, 
and probably never will.) but 
afterwards i am nearly evicted by 
my wife and kids after subjecting 
them to a litany of
"what kind of silence do you find 
in a sweet potato patch?'
(the silence of the yams.)
"what kind of silence do you find 
in a pigpen?"
(the silence of the hams.)
"what kind of silence do you find 
in a hydroelectric project?"
(the silence of the dams.)
"what kind of silence do you find
in the tinned meat section of a supermarket?"
(the silence of the spams.)
cams, gams. jams, m 'ams. 
rams, sams. vietnams ...
two days later, the double-rhymes occur 
to me, for instance, captain marvel and the 
shazaams ....

POEM THAT EXISTS PURELY FOR ITS PUNCH LINE

after my poetry reading, she says,
"you're a ham,
and the worst of it is
i'm sure you'll never be cured."
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A MAN WHO WROTE ONE SENTENCE
owen wister
of harvard college
wrote
in the Virginian 
the line,
"when you call me that, smile."

TIME IS THE ULTIMATE EDITOR
horace greeley did not say,
"go west, young man."
what horace greeley actually said 
was ,
"if any young man is about to commence in 
the world, with little in his circumstances 
to prepossess him in favor of one section 
from another, we say to him, publicly and 
privately, Go to the West: there your 
capacities are sure to be appreciated 
and your industry and energy rewarded."
probably horace should just have said,
"go west, young man."

AND I REMEMBER WHY I FLED WEST
in the first week of november 
i have to turn back from my drive 
to visit my daughter at Cornell 
because cars are already skidding 
off the thickly icing road 
into trees and ditches and each other.

A TRUE MINING TOWN
lead, south dakota, is not 
just a mining town, 
it is, in fact, a mine where 
a mountain once was.
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COCOONING COMES TO THE BREAD BASKET
you wonder why you are the only 
friday night customers in the 
pizza place in wheatfield, 
Wyoming, since it is one of
a handful of places to eat in 
wheatfield, but you don't
really mind because it allows 
your kids to play the juke
box and video games and generally 
let off car-trapped steam without
bugging anybody, but then you 
notice that both the take-out
window and the video store next 
door are doing what used to be
called in these parts a 
land-office business.

THIS SAYS SOMETHING ABOUT SOMETHING
at the motel-6
in rock springs, Wyoming,
which may be the ugliest motel-6 
in america,
and which has been erected on one 
of the ugliest pieces of real estate 
on earth, one of god's undeniable 
outright aesthetic failures,
a junction where the ugliness factor 
has been raised exponentially by its 
having been converted into the most 
crowded truck-stop in this part of 
the great american west,
and which on this particular Sunday 
is housing returnees from the annual 
bikers' rally at sturgis, south dakota,
many of whom seem to have flunked both
the i.q. and personal appearance segments
of the hell's angels multi-phasic entrance exam,
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i am not even among
the top ten fattest people
in the commemorative postage-stamp pool.

I'LL PACK ANOTHER ON OUR NEXT TRIP
near the end of the trip 
my wife discovers that i have 
been carrying in my bag for over 
three weeks a new somewhat flattened 
spare roll of toilet paper.
this discovery excites shimmering mirth.
as for me, i can't think of anything, 
booze not excluded,
that i would less like to run out of, 
or have to beg for.

WHY I GO TO ART EXHIBITS

it isn't because the originals are always 
superior to their reproductions: some 
are; some aren't. sometimes the galleries 
are inappropriately lighted. almost 
always they are overcrowded, and the 
stagewhispers are ludicrous. usually 
one searches in vain for a place 
to rest one's ass.
it isn't just because, afterwards, we 
treat ourselves to meatloaf, borscht, 
stuffed cabbage rolls, pirogi at 
gorky's cafe by the deserted flower markets.
it isn't even that i drive us home 
on surface roads through neighborhoods 
we otherwise would have no knowledge of.
it isn't even that i cherish these 
rare days alone with my daughter, 
my son, my wife.
it's that for a few suspended moments i 
am inches away from a piece of cloth 
that has somehow, through the mysteries 
of commerce, compromise, and coincidence
made its way to me from the human being 
who worked with it. it is a relic and 
talisman, more authentic than 
the shroud of turin.
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EDGAR DEGAS: AT THE MILLINER’S
my god but this young milliner is ever 
so sensuously fitting the straw hat 
with blue ribbons to the exquisite and 
indifferent features of the even younger
customer. the milliner wears a lace bib 
upon a lace collar. a lace sleeve rides 
up above a soft leather glove. the
hair of the milliner is braided into 
a bun, but her pinkish-pale ear just 
begs to be nibbled and breathed into.
look at how the red hair of 
the purchaser unravels itself 
before our very eyes.
this seems to be a very intimate 
suite, plushly carpeted with ferns 
and one-way windows and a sturdy
but comfortable couch on which 
to conduct business. it's no 
wonder women love to shop.

DAVID HOCKNEY'S A LAWN BEING SPRINKLED
the rich are different from 
you and me.
their lawn sprinklers 
sprinkle 
symmetrically.

HE'LL GROW UP INVESTING IN THE BIGGEST AND THE 
NEWEST LIKE DONALD TRUMP
at the los angeles closing 
of the exhibition of masterpieces 
from Cambridge's fitzwilliam museum,
a child in front of a glass case 
of rare coins, some of them, razor- 
thin examples dating back to beowulf,
is protesting in high-pitched 
betrayal and disbelief,
"you made me come see 
a bunch of old pennies!"
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OPEN ADMISSIONS
i was talking to Charles webb 
about the old standby rejection slip.
"we're sorry to inform you that 
your manuscript does not fit our 
editorial needs at this time,"
and it occurred to me how many women 
have issued me pretty much the same 
peremptory dismissal —  i didn't fit 
their current needs —
whereas when i think of all the women 
i didn't turn away
even though they didn't precisely fit 
into my present needs and plans,
well, i can actually feel something 
beginning to glow, a sort of halo.

THE PRECISE MOMENT IN GENDER HISTORY AT WHICH THE 
SELF-STYLED PREY DISCOVERS HERSELF NO LONGER 
PREYED UPON
she had already made it clear 
she only wanted to be "pals," 
still, she always seemed to show up 
whenever i was planning to invite 
someone else for a drink.
so as we walked towards the parking lot, 
i said,
"i won't try to talk you into a drink 
because i know how much work you have 
to do,"
and she said, "welllll ... if you could 
promise to have me back to the library 
in half an hour ...."
"hell, no," i said, "i don't want to be 
rushing back and forth after the long, 
hard day i've had. i want to unwind, 
some other time maybe."
i smiled, shut the door, started the 
engine, waved, and headed towards the bar.
god, i enjoyed the look on her liberated face.
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SOMETHING'S ROTTEN AT DENMARK HOPKINS
at the bay area hotel bar 
i'm drinking a gin-and-tonic
and, honest-to-god, every single 
one of the businessmen occupying
the rest of the stools is coddling
a hideously overpriced glass
of white wine.

A SECOND LOOK OR, NOT TO MENTION THE OCCASIONAL 
CAPSIZING OF A WINDSURFER
they give me a seat at a window 
looking onto the entire upper san 
francisco bay, from the Oakland side.
people on breaks wander over and gaze 
across towards the transamerica building:
"what a view you have of the skyline!"
"ugliest city in the world," i say.
they take a second look, then say,
"but what about the bridge?"
"ugliest bridge in the world," i say.
"you mean the bay bridge?"
"no," i say, "i mean that suspension 
monstrosity off there on the needless-to-say 
fog-ridden horizon."

they take a second look at the horizon, 
a second look at me, then turn back 
towards the coffee and cookies.
but one of them says, "do you see any 
beauty out there?"
"yes," i say, "i get great pleasure from 
the traffic jams."
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SERBIA ÜBER ALLES
well, i guess any of us
who ever wondered
how our parents or grandparents
could have allowed nazi germany
to occur,
won't have to be bothered 
by that question 
anymore.

UN BEL DI
because my daughter's eighth-grade teachers 
are having what is called an "in-service day," 
which means, in fact, an out-of-service day,
she is spending this friday home with me,
so i get up in time to take us,
on this summery day in march,
for a light lunch at a legendary cafe
near the yacht marina.
then we feed some ducks before catching 
the cheap early-bird showing of 
my cousin vinny, at which we share a 
dessert of a box of milk duds large 
enough to last us the entire show.
afterwards we drive to a shoe-store to
get her the birkenstocks she's been coveting,
but they're out of her size in green; we leave 
an order and stop for dinner at norm calvin's 
texas-style hole-in-the-wall barbecue rib factory.
when we get home i am smart enough 
to downplay to my wife what a good day 
we have had on our own. later, saying 
goodnight to my little girl,
already much taller than her mother, 
i say, "days like today are the favorite 
days of my life," and she knows
it is true.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA
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FROM: SPINNING OFF BUKOWSKI

Chapter 1:
One night in 1968 or 1969, Bukowski was here by himself 
and the two of us were quite drunk and he asked if he 
could sleep on the couch. Yes. He was in no condition 
to drive.
During this time period, I often asked myself why the 
writer who I knew was this world's strongest and best 
scribe ... why he of all living folks was visiting and 
befriending me. I couldn't figure it out. I asked my 
brother Denny (5 years older than myself and a fine 
surgeon), "Why is Bukowski coming over so much? What 
th'hell does he see in me? I mean why is he making me a 
a friend?"
My brother, who always seemed to suddenly get a bit more 
serious and attentive when I mentioned the word 'Bukowski.' 
gave me a quick and cogent answer, "He's on the edge.
Does he have trouble keeping liquids down?"
"Yeah, he retches every 15 minutes or so," I said.
"Very ill alcoholics can't retain liquids. He's on the 
edge."
It's possible I was one of the few Hank grabbed by the 
hand. He then ended his letters to me with "hold" —  
maybe Hank meant for me to HOLD and don't let him go 
over the goddamn edge.
Ah yes —  Hank, right exactly where I sit now this 6-3-94. 
began preparing for sleep on the old couch (that couch is 
long gone, replaced by the one I'm now sitting on).
He took off his pants, and MY GOD he took off his under
shorts. He took off his shirt —  I saw' his back —  his 
back shook me up some because of scars (acne vulgaris 
scars) —  it was much worse scarring than I had supposed.
In fact, I hadn't known his extreme skin problems as a 
child were on his back too. I had known of his face 
covered with huge boils because I had read this in his 
1965 Confessions of a Man Insane Enough to Live 
with Beasts and also in several of his early poems ... 
but I didn't know anything about his back. Horrible 
fucking scarring man, I tell you, horrible vicious JOB 
OF TH'BIBLE epidermal massive damage. Shit, I thought,
I know' this man is ’real' but I didn't know he was THIS 
REAL. And then Hank put on again his sleeveless white 
undershirt. He moved slowly in first sitting, then 
getting on his back —  then lying down on the couch. A 
minute passed and he slowly got up to his feet and walked
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a step to a pile of newspapers and he picked up several 
parts of an old LA Times, then returned to the couch and 
again lay on his back.
I offered him clean sheets and a blanket but he said no.
All he wore was the undershirt and I am the sort of fellow 
who feels uneasy in the company of a man or men who are 
nude. I was 17 feet away preparing for sleep on my used 
king-size I'd recently bought from the poet Max Schwartz 
for 80 dollars. I was taking secret side peeks at Hank 
to see how he was doing —  I mean how often have you, 
gentle reader, had a friend over to your own cave and who 
you simply know for sure is earth's best writer and who 
is lying on his back virtually naked and then slowly 
blanketing himself with old newspapers?
It was obvious he had done this many times before in his 
life on park benches scattered all over America.
My real dad Abraham hardly ever visited here and when he 
did he immediately, upon entering, began saying, "You 
should paint the walls there (gesturing at some specific 
wall) and move those papers away from the heater ... 
better plaster that crack in the ceiling and put a screen 
on those windows and ...."
My real pop never got drunk with me and he told me being 
a goddamn poet is like building a house of playing cards 
—  it will collapse and your whole life will have been a 
useless naive foolish WASTE OF TIME. He didn't use these 
words but he meant it was a TERRIBLE TRAGIC WASTE OF MY 
LIFE if I didn't wise up quick and take the California 
bar test once more and pass it and join him and his probate 
law practice and begin doing important and vital work —  
write wills for clients.
Abraham supported my ass all the way through UCLA Law 
School and once went into a terrifying red-haired man's 
RAGE at me when I refused his money. He was so scarlet
faced and pissed off, I decided to cease yelling back at 
him —  just grab the wad in his fist and escape.
Abraham, I could tell, sometimes felt,his 2nd son was most 
definitely in need of Biblical sacrifice. Bukowski was 
my father too —  FATHER OF MY ART. Now both men are dead. 
Thank God and BUKOWSKI and th'gods and Abraham too that I 
am now writing from the exact spot Bukowski told me to 
write from: my inner gut vision.
Hank was still sleeping when I awoke the next morn. It 
was bright and sunny and ... I woke him up.
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FROM: SPINNING OFF BUKOWSKI

Chapter 10:
About one year before I first met Charles Bukowski. I 
self-published my first book of poetry. A fellow UCLA Law 
School student, Stephen Malley, helped select the 30 or so 
poems included in Poems by Steven Richmond. Malley then 
told me a friend of his had opened a print shop on Sunset 
Blvd. between Vermont and Alvarado. The shop was called 
TASMANIA PRESS and Malley's friend, Don Michelle, had 
joined with one A1 Frank to open this printshop. These 
two young men told me they would charge me $ 1 0 0 for 1 0 0 0  
copies. They began by setting each poem by hand, just 
as I had learned a bit about in Junior High School Print 
Shop class. What they wanted to do was print a truly 
gorgeous book that would show the world that Tasmania 
Press was a wonderful wonderful place to publish/print a 
book. I was there most of the dozens of hours it took 
Don and A1 to set up my poems —  letterpress printjob, 
offset cover, chromecoat stock, amazing grace.
A few months later I was armed with 1000 copies and I be
gan selling copies at stores and at parties. I sent free 
copies to everyone I could and a few' months later I'd 
made back about $2 0 0 . "I must have been nuts," is how I 
think about it aloud right now. However, being nuts did 
beat being a 3rd year UCLA Law School student.
Two guys who seemed ultra-literary types (both graduate 
students in English at UCLA) —  I believe they were friend 
of friends —  often spoke of their close friendship with 
Henry Miller. I'd just read Tropic of Cancer and like 
many others I'd instantly felt him a hero. Snd here are 
these two precious young pedants, silk scarves & all, 
talking about Miller like he's their very own close buddy! 
At first, I thought they were bullshit artists.
One day, they wrote down Henry Miller's address in Pacific 
Palisades. They told me that I should visit Henry Miller. 
I'd recently read a Miller piece in which he lamented the 
dozens of his fans who would camp in front of his cabin in 
Big Sur. He didn't like it at all. So I decided I would 
drive to his place, stick a copy of Poems by Steven Rich
mond in his mailbox, and get th'hell out of there.
About 10 AM one weekday morn in 1964, I drove to Miller’s 
house and I parked on the opposite side of the street 
and I looked for his mailbox. Where the fuck is his 
mailbox? Oh shit, it's a slot in his front door!
His house was a big white nice upper-middle-class wealthy 
person's house. The driveway was actually a large half- 
circle with two different exits. His front door was way
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off the street and I thought about it. sat in my car for 
awhile, getting butterflies, trying to gather courage. 
After all, if Henry Miller didn't get a copy of my first 
book of poetry, he'd never find out what a knucklehead 
I was .
I opened the car door, walked across the street and I 
began walking up the 70 or so feet to his front door.
And I suddenly saw Miller and another older fellow —  
through a big arch-shaped front window —  they were talk
ing. Suddenly Miller looked at me walking up to his front 
door and I saw him rise quickly from the chair and move 
to his front door. He opened the door and came walking 
right toward me —  and I stood frozen about 35 feet from 
the front door. He was a little old shriveled elf of a 
man —  blue terry-cloth bathrobe on and he seemed about 
5 feet 3 inches and maybe 125 pounds —  and he was stoop
ed over and 4/5 bald and about 78 years is it? However 
old he was in 1964 and he came at me like who the fuck 
am I and what the goddamn shit am I doing? And didn't I 
read his piece in a recent New Directions paperback that 
slammed those leech-slime idiots who bugged him up at Big 
Sur?
But he didn't say these things. They were in his face as 
he approached, so I held my book out toward him and said 
something like, "Oh, I didn't wrant to meet you and bother 
you —  just wanted to put this in your mailbox and go 
away. I wouldn't want to bother you —  I'm sorry ... 
shit!"
The ire I saw or thought I saw in his face ... went away, 
disappeared, vanished. He walked without a bit of hesi
tation right next to me and he took the copy of my book 
and he looked at the cover and he said, '"This is a very 
good cover" —  cover etching of "Hanging" by Anna Purcell.
Then he put his right arm around my waist in a very 
fatherly way. He told me about those assholes who bugged 
him up at Big Sur. I told him I'd read his words and 
that's why I didn't want to bother him, just drop my book 
in his mailbox and get the hell away. Then he opened my 
book up and read some lines ... he read for about 4 sec
onds and closed the book.
He was like a leprechaun —  wiry and tiny and elfin —  
a faded middle-blue terry-cloth bathrobe over pajamas —  
slippers —  10 AM —  it's sunny and clear and his right 
arm is around my waist like a kindly grandpop.
I was around 24 and 6 feet and about 200 pounds, muscled 
—  kind of a white O.J. Simpson. I mean I was a GIANT 
talking to a GIGANTIC WRITER inside th'body of a little, 
relaxed S: cheerful granddad sprite.
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I never did get to his front door. He met me half-way 
—  he put his arm around me —  Henry Miller —  My Hero.
Before and after.

—  Steve Richmond 
Santa Monica CA

THE ANNOUNCER (1982)
here I sit 
again
as the man on the radio 
tells me, "for the next 
3 hours we will be listening 
to ..."
it's now eleven p.m.
I've heard this man's 
voice
for many years, 
he must be very 
old.
his station plays the best 
variety of classical 
music.
I don't recall how many 
women I have lived with 
while listening to his 
station,
or during that time 
how many cars I've 
owned
or how many places I've 
lived in.
now each time I hear him,
I think, well, he's still 
alive, he sounds all right 
but the poor fellow must be 
very old.
some day
he'll have his funeral, 
a little trail of cars 
following the limo with 
his hearse.
and then I'll have to 
listen to 
a new voice.



he must be very old. 
poor felloe.
every time I hear his voice 
again
I pour a tall one 
take a good hit 
knowing he's made 
one more 
night
along with me ... 
typing away 
here ....

HE LEFT (1983)
I was writing this poem 
late at night
about a classical composer 
but I wasn't positive I knew 
how to spell his name 
exactly
and I wanted to do the poem 
right
and I wanted to do the poem 
then
so I thought about phoning 
anybody I might know 
who knew how to spell 
this composer's name 
and it was then that 
I realized how few people 
I knew —
which was all right —
I decided to phone the 
classical music station 
I listened to each night 
while drinking and 
typing.
I got Information 
and they gave me the 
number.
my call was answered 
by somebody who said: 
"Security . . .?"
"listen,” I asked,
"is there anybody there 
who can spell this 
composer's name?"
"who do you want?" 
the man asked.
I spoke the 
name.
"oh, he went home," 
the man told me.



"I knew he did," I 
said, "he's been dead 
for 200 years ....” 
the man laughed, 
"sorry, I can't help 
you,” and then 
hung up.

0 TEMPORA! 0 MORES! (1984)
I get these girly magazines in the mail because 
I'm writing short stories for them again
and here in these pages are these ladies 
exposing their jewel boxes —  
it looks more like a gynecologist's 
journal —
everything is boldly and clinically 
exposed
beneath bland and bored
physiognomies.
it's a turn-off of gigantic
proportions:
the secret is in the
imagination —
take that away and you have dead 
meat.
a century back
a man could be driven mad
by a well-turned
ankle, and
why not?
one could guess
that what followed
could be
magical
indeed!
now they shove it at us like a 
McDonald's hamburger 
on a platter.
there is hardly anything as beautiful as
a woman in a long dress
not even the sunrise
not even the geese flying south
in that long V formation
in the bright freshness
of early morning.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA
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