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SECRETS OF WRITING REVEALED AT LAST
—  for billy collins

It was raining in Arcadia.
I sat in the car waiting for the free race, 
writing at a poem and reading Henry James.
The heater whispered like the skirts 
of his heroines and those sentences 
were still measured by the furlong 
but I didn't mind, not like I used to.
Did this mean I could handle my mid-life crisis 
in the library and skip therapy and motorcycles
I worked on the poem some more (it turned out 
to be this one) but it wouldn't jell so I 
watched the stands exhale nine thousand fans 
each in his new, free, yellow hat: a host
of golden daffodils. In the back seat 
Wordsworth introduced himself to Henry. Whew! 
But I played it cool, content to listen 
as they chatted about writing. Then one 
of them tapped me on the shoulder: "Look,
Ronald, we know you need to finish this poem, 
and we can't leave until you do. It's one 
of the rules of inspiration. But we also 
want you to bet on Past Masters at 40-1.
So why not just borrow some lines from one 
of your friends. We all did, you know."
I checked my program: 40-1. I checked
my watch: almost post time. "Billy wouldn't
mind," I said dashing for the windows.
And that is why my family 
today
is so enormously wealthy.



THE GREAT KOERTGINI

Someone picks a card and fifty-one guesses 
later I get it right. With the shout, "Abracadabra," 
all the mothers scream and cover their ears while 
husbands call me a filthy son of a bitch. Nervously 
I announce Doves From Nowhere but they have all 
suffocated in my vest and plop to the floor. Quickly 
I cut a hat in half and pull Fluffy out of my 
pretty assistant but the tentative applause stops 
when my telescoping cane shoots into the audience 
almost blinding a famous surgeon. Yards of gaudy 
silk from the very air turn out to be one dingy 
snotrag, stiff as sailcloth. "Do that rabbit trick 
again" says a world class heckler and suddenly 
I know everyone has had Mars'a-of-the-harem-pants 
but me.

PATHOS BILL

I know Wild Bill got the whores to laughing and he 
spent till he passed out. and Buffalo Bill had a 
million yarns and every one of 'em a corker. And, 
sure, Pathos Bill made the scarlet women bawl and 
he got the regulars thinking about their poor wives 
home making Dust Soup. Bur the mayor and his pals 
had no call to send for lured thugs to run Pathos 
out of town. He wasn't hurting anybody. He was 
just sad for a living like some of us are storekeeps 
or bartenders. So I went and hunted him up, found 
him standing in the bathtub at the hotel so's he 
wouldn't soak through the rug. When I told him, 
he just nodded, blew his nose and let slip a tear 
big as my fist. Straight up noon the next day he 
met Melancholy McGee and Dolorous Dan from Dorktown. 
Law, it was no contest. Their simple tales of coal 
& sticks for Christmas or little crippled collies 
was nothing compared to Bill's paralyzed nuns in a 
burning Conestoga that run over a whole row of blind 
orphans at prayer. He washed them cheap crooks 
right into the nearest gulch in a beaut of a flash 
flood. Then mounted up and drizzled out of town.
But not before he'd shook my hand in thanks, this 
very one I write with now then make my mark to show 
that I have told the truth.

—  Ronald Koertge
South Pasadena CA
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EVOLUTION OF THE BARD. REVISED
"Wormwood: one of the wittiest and most intelligent 
herbs known to man. Used extensively as a diuretic 
for poet's block. The leaves laid among poems will 
repel cliches.”

—  The Farmer's Guide To Poetry

"Don't be afraid of wit and intelligence."
—  From "tips on getting published in 

The Wormwood Review" by Editor Marvin 
Malone in Writer'sMarket

It pestered Steve 
Like a Top 40 tune:
"Don't be afraid of wit and intelligence,"
Says the editor of Wormwood Review.
"I've read the mag!” says Steve.
"Wit and intelligence?
There must be some mistake.
The editor must mean:
Don't be afraid of fits and intemperance!
Or maybe zits and incontinence!"
But that was before Steve 
Received his Wormwood Review 
Rejection slip, stating:
"Sorry, but we feel you're afraid 
Of wit and intelligence."
Minutes after the rejection slip arrived,
Steve's wife filed for divorce:
"I'm sorry, Steve, but I could never 
Live with a man who's afraid 
Of wit and intelligence."
The word spread fast.
Old girlfriends began to avoid him:
"What? Me skizzle with a guy
Who's afraid of wit and intelligence?
Not on your life, buster!"
Even Steve's fellow poets,
Each, of course, fearless
In the face of wit and intelligence,
Pointed accusing fingers
And wittily called him "coward."
Happily then, Steve discovered the Wormwood Hills 
Institute for the Witless and the Unintelligent.
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"I used to be nothing," says Steve on TV,
"But now, Wormwood Hills has changed my life.
I’m cured completely —  no more rejections for me!”
"You too can overcome your fear of wit and intelligence. 
Impress your friends! Impress your publisher!
Skizzle to your heart's desire!
Call now! Toll free, 1-800-452-4836,
Wisecracking operators are standing by!"

FORT ROCK

This is not the Oregon
They hear about somewhere else.
It is open, sagebrush and desert,
The domain of cowboy philosopher Reub Long 
Who claimed he was eighteen years old 
Before he saw his first rain:
"And then," he said, "the drops were so big 
They knocked me out cold!
Why, they had to throw six buckets of sand 
In my face to bring me around!"
It is Reub who donated Fort Rock 
For an Oregon state park,
And we drive for miles
Across the flatness to reach it,
Suddenly startled by the immensity 
Of this volcanic crater remnant,
Sheer basaltic cliffs rising three hundred feet 
Complete with wave-cut terraces 
Carved by an extinct lake.
Pioneers, they say, used 
The three-sided fortress 
For protection against the Indians;
And found nearby in a cave,
Perfectly-preserved sagebrush sandals 
Now dated at over 9000 years.
It is all a fitting memorial 
To this man Reub, who spent his life 
Preserving the treasures of this desert.
At the parking lot
Frantic teenagers race motorcycles,
While their placid families,
Lolling beside Airstream trailers 
Drawl over corn on the cob.
We follow an arguing married couple 
Up the trail to the viewpoint 
And the Reub Long Memorial:
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"Why, I didn’t know Reub Long was dead,” whispers the wife. 
"You didn't even know he was alive." mocks the husband.
And the argument is cut short
Only by the rain which begins to fall.
The wife covering her head with a highway map 
To preserve her hairstyle
As they slog the distance in rubber sandals 
Back to the parking lot.

—  Michael Anderson 
Ashland OR

POSSESSING EVERY FROZEN DELICACY

The Poet stood before the Servomation machines. 
He wanted a chocolate-covered vanilla bar. 
Someone had to show Him how to operate 
the ice cream machine: "You lift the door 
and pull out the ice cream," one of many 
followers explained.
He knew Jack Kerouac.
Jack thought He was kind of thin-skinned.
"I can't get the ice cream out,"
He whined. Four or five followers 
reached over His shoulders to assist Him.
They were having a great deal of trouble.
William Carlos Williams admired Him 
when He was young; Williams has been long 
dead.
We were standing there by the Servomation 
machines watching all this —  my friend Paul, 
a big, slightly loud Vietnam vet, and I —  
and Paul suggested, "Blow on it!”
They all stopped and looked at us;
Paul qualified: "If you blow on it, the ice 
cream will melt a little and you can take 
it out."
Neal Cassady was His lover for a while;
Cassady was practically everybody's lover 
for a while.
Finally they got the ice cream bar out 
for Him. All they had to do was pull up 
the shelf it rested on. Paul said, in his
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rather carrying voice, "God, what a dip- 
shit." But the Poet was magnanimous to all 
who assisted Him in the ice cream problem. 
Soon He would reward them with a reading.
He looked like a fat Woody Allen.

THE CRYING OF SARAH

Through our thin walls I hear the young family next door. 
The husband and wife share that sort of relationship which, 
though it may not be based on hate, hate is but a hair’s 
breath away. And in the middle I hear the crying of Sarah.
Plainly, the young man is unhappy with his lot, most of 
his time at home he taunts his wife and bangs around 
pieces of furniture. The wife possesses a whining, I- 
told-you-so voice; because of its high-pitched, shrieking 
quality, and the way the wall muffles only low noises 
while allowing the upper-registers to seep through, there 
is the eerie illusion of listening to her argue with her
self. Occasionally, I hear the thud of a piece of furni
ture being hurled across the room.
Amidst all this I can easily discern Sarah's crying. One 
subject the couple agree on is that Sarah is a "brat." 
"Goddamnit!" the wife screams a few moments after whiningly 
reproaching her husband, "Shut up, Sarah, shut up!" "Shut 
up!" the husband barely comes through in his muffled, low, 
manly voice, "you fuckin' little brat!" He then, I gather 
by the protestations of the young mother, locks the year- 
old infant in the bathroom, at which point epithets are 
reissued at each other. A silence then permeates between 
the two adults, and the only sound to be heard is Sarah's 
crying; she is not whimpering —  these walls do not let 
through mere whimpering —  these are wails, wails from the 
inner body, from deep down in the diaphragm, the cry of 
an injury that will never heal.
That is when I rise from the sofa and turn up the stereo.

—  Gary Holcomb 
Long Beach CA
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ROCKER LOST

This majestic oak rocking 
I bought from a neighbor 
is too big for me.
It reminds me 
of my grandfather 
first mayor of Susanville 
who died in 1949.
It sits in our livingroom 
silently collecting dust 
& assorted clothes 
from the dryer.

chair Remembering magic
lines by Etter rush 
inside get lost in 
book find jewel 
by WCW carry 
book outside jazz 
singer on fm 
distracts me 
lose it too.

MATCH
BODEGA TIDES

Met Y.A. Tittle (white haired 
little overweight) at The Tides. 
Introduced myself said 
I'd been a fan of his 
for years then bought 
three fresh salmon steaks.
Later, Pat wanted to find 
his million dollar home 
she'd heard was near 
the golf course. But it 
was hopeless. Any one 
of dozens up there 
might have been his.

PATHFINDER

Words often frustrate me. 
There's too many I can't 
pronounce or don't know. 
Reading history book Herb 
loaned me ran into 
vicissitude: a hurdle
I couldn't clear. 
Humiliated, trying to 
decide whether to look 
it up or just go 
around noticed change 
scrawled minutely above 
it & gratefully 
continued reading.

I like to be 
at 165 A1 
said. I'd 
like to be 
at 170 but 
maybe I'd 
go 165 I 
said. Not 
you A1 said 
your bones 
are too big 
comparing hands 
astonished 
to see our 
bones match.

BURNOUT

Feeling ugly after 
work worry I'll be 
mistaken for hold 
up man shifting 
uneasily in line 
hands fidgeting in 
pockets eyes darting 
over faces up wall 
across floor a 
sweating burnt out 
school teacher anxious 
to cash measly 
paycheck & escape.
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GROWING PAIN

There's a numbing 
pain in here 
won't get out.
Tried everything 
prayer to poison 
to kill it 
but it's stuck 
to my lining 
& won't go
without dumping the whole 
walking talking package 
& I ain't properly 
prepared for that.

XMAS TREE IN JULY

At Denton's we found 
skeleton of Christmas 
tree on beach. No needles 
charred trunk some 
barkless branches & stubs. 
We propped it up 
& decorated it with 
seaweed bits of 
colored plastic & 
a variety of cans 
for body & color 
then posed with 
it for snapshots.

SCRAMBLE

She speaks to me 
across room hands 
fingers lips drawing 
seductive pictures 
but air conditioner 
blowing between us 
scrambles her words 
implanting false hopes.

NAT SHINNER &
THE NIGHT HAWKS

From bathroom they 
sound true-blue, 
damn near black. I 
mean they can play 
but out front couldn't 
be sure, heart kept 
rebounding in chest. 
Couldn't hear the poetry 
sound was cranked so high.

LIGHT JUNKIE

Can't get enough light. 
Twist lamp switch 
to high. Flip on 
dining room light 
hall light. Change 
60 watt bulbs to 
100. Still eye 
of needle eludes me. 
Only in dreams do 
I find enough light 
to guide me 
in my uncertainty.

ARCHER

After reading at Works 
gallery in San Jose Bill 
Yates said you're like 
an archer who shoots 
right for the chest.
Each poem goes 
right into the chest.
And he stuck 
me in my chest 
with his finger 
to teach me.

—  Phil Weidman
North Highlands CA



A STUBBLE OF CHARRED FOREST, SEVERAL

Thousand trees —  a mountain side 
a cliff. Not yet having begun to grow
Back again. But there are ferns here, many 
such as I had never seen before
Varied as the forms of women 
dreamed and undreamt
Pellucid the mind —  
bountiful the earth

IT IS ALMOST AS IF THERE WERE NEVER

A chance, a vagary of hazard. One
of us, or both of us took to it —  or else
It took us. Carried us, you might say 
like dandelion fluff —  in what scent-
Suffused, warm, gentle air, to a wet 
chill breeze that dampened us
Weighted us at last —  dragged us down 
upon a cloying soil, unbelievable
Even so
a seed, as they say, was planted

I'LL NOT COP OUT ON RHODODENDRONS THIS TI

Much less on asphodels. What in shit have 
flowers to do with any of it? Not that yo
Came upon the scene empty-handed. Nor thai 
you were even quite naked. Flowers & flowe
& flowers. Suppose that had been the way 
it was, though it wasn't. Naked you surely
Were not. Your agility in heavy mail would 
well put a jackrabbit to shame. If you don'
See I am not Joyce Carol Oates folding up 
the sun in an omelette —  then you will not
See what all the breaking of all the eggs 
has been about. Fuck you

9



IF THOSE MEMORIES HAVE LEFT ME, HOW

Do I regain them? Water gushes down 
the narrow clefts as the snow melts
A rapid renewal in the bowels of
the earth —  its fragile skin. My own
Skin is thick and hard as my life 
my brain has made it. I'll remember
The only man I am, can be, is
as the brain -- also, a shaft in stone

I HAVE NOT NAMED ANYTHING ITS NAME

I have accepted also, easily, the names 
that others have given —  gross words
Even for the richest delicacies imaginable 
woman out of man. The wheat is high
In the field of the western plains —  
we gathered seed for a beginning
If it die —  is the edict 
that's laid down upon us
The corruption of death —  this is 
from whence it came

—  Judson Crews
Ranches of Taos NM
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I'VE EX-

Amined
my
In
tentions
They
are
My ex
tensions

IF

It looks like 
a poem
Believe me
Somebody will 
believe
It is a poem



THE HOTEL LIFSHIN IS RAISING ITS RATES

it can no longer afford 
to operate as it had 
taking in strays and 
tightwads changing 
the sheets for each 
guest, never re-using 
any tea bag. Regular 
guests who've come 
to expect special 
service, caviar at 
a budget rate, free 
lunch days are over.
The hotel is not a 
welfare nation. As 
the painter I wanted 
in 1970 told me what 
you give away is 
valued just that much. 
So if you want the 
hotel to put out 
there'd better be 
something coming in.

PIED PIPER OF THE MIDWEST

In Evanston 
they were wearing 
the same masks 
as he was under 
their skin and 
in Normal too 
driving 600 miles in 
beat up pickups grew 
the same beards 
even the women 
camping before his 
motel door boys 
with corn hair 
down their shoulders 
and cornflower 
blue eyes
Each woman opened to 
him like peonies 
moistened by his words 
after the reading 
opened to arms that 
seemed able to 
hold everyone

IT WAS LIKE HEARING

about the man 
who bit the dog 
or the house 
burned down be 
cause it was 
dirty when after 
saying I was 
7 1/4 on a scale 
of because I 
wasn’t young as 
I was in 1972, 
shld have a 
Benz not a 
dumb Ford he 
frowns how the 
hell could any 
shrink tell 
his wife he 
was insensitive

ON MORNINGS LIKE THIS

the poems slinks away 
like a 10 day old 
kitten terrified in 
a new house darting 
under beds and chairs 
wriggling from hands 
that only wanted 
to feed it

IT WAS LIKE

finding a woman's 
hand sticking 
from a mattress 
behind a clap 
board Schenectady 
Cape Cod or 
stepping on a 
mine trying 
to clean a 
mine field
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SOMETIMES THE JOURNAL HAS THE SAME

Niskayuna NY
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control over 
me as certain 
lovers it must 
be attended 
to kept up kept 
secret. Must be 
kept fresh no lies 
but still glow with 
magic sometimes 
it seems a nuisance 
a bore too demanding. 
Impossible. Scary 
hurting haunting 
trivial. At other times 
with out it it seems 
I'm half a live

WHEN HE SAID HIS WIFE 
EXPECTED HIM TO PERFORM

something in me clenched 
like ice cubes in a 
tray too long that seem 
to shrink from what 
touched them

SOMEWHERE NEAR MANNING BLVD

a lost ferret, 
raccoon markings 
isn't dangerous 
will follow you 
come up lick 
you if you 
see this ferret 
dark brown legs 
and tail call 
465-2401

HOT SEPTEMBER MADONNA

her bikini shrinks 
near the sprawling 
elderberry. Light 
tongues her thighs. 
Sunday dissolves, 
ice in iced tea.
Her skin smells 
of baked apples.

FAT MADONNA

like a country 
wanting to take 
over spreading 
across borders 
because of its 
own insecurity

EYESTRAIN MADONNA

can't handle 
what's close

HANGOVER MADONNA

the cat's fur 
on the blue 
quilt's too 
loud

Lyn Lifshin



the d o lp h in  m ark e t • • •

The Dolphin Market is one of the last
of the privately owned neighborhood markets.

It is only half a block from where I live on Ocean Avenue 
in Seal Beach, California.

Its prices are considerably higher than at the supermarket; 
you are paying for the convenience. And the personal 
touch.

Also, you are at least able to feel that you are handing 
over your money to human beings, not to a symbol on 
the stock exchange. Human beings will save your 
Sunday Times for you.

The very human beings in question are named Kenny, 
Charlotte, and Brett.

Kenny, the owner, once played minor league ball in the 
Cincy organization. He still roots for the Reds 
against the Dodgers, the Cowboys against the Rams.
He races hot rods and is a steadying influence on 
the young kids who hang out at the store. He has a 
good sense of humor, which he exercises largely at 
the expense of my wife's aversion to cooking and my 
own attraction to a nearly liquid diet. I usually 
have a few words for his distinguished selection of 
wines —  you have your choice of Gallo or Cribari. 
Kenny and I probably share as few political as 
athletic heroes, but as long as he doesn't start 
voting for Hitler or I for Stalin, it's not apt to 
be an issue.

Charlotte works days, so Charlotte sells me a lot of
Excedrin. We discuss movies and Masterpiece Theatre 
and anything else that's in the papers or on our 
minds. She always has a cookie for my daughter. 
Sometimes the mail-lady joins our parleys. Since 
Charlotte has been married for a long time to a Navy 
man, it's possible we don't agree on every point of 
national interest either, but for some reason I 
can't recall us ever disagreeing.

Brett is a sophomore in high school. He gives my daughter 
handfuls of cookies. He looks like a lover not a 
fighter, but when tough guys give him shit, he always 
gives it back. He's not a punk. The girls his age 
have started hanging around his shift. He likes to



kid me, and with my long hair and beard and heft and 
absentmindedness, I bet I do sometimes strike him as 
awfully strange. He works out with the crates as if 
they were barbells. It's just the sort of thing I 
would have done myself at his age.

The Dolphin is a square drab building at the corner of 
Dolphin and Ocean, with a collection of beer signs 
in the window, and a collection of beer cans on a 
shelf above the counter.

I prefer it to Harrods, Les Galleries Lafayette, and 
Fortnum-Mason.

Of course, those other joints don't cash my checks.

RECIPROCAL SOLIDARITY

i go to the bank because
my wife is paying our babysitter
a few weeks' pay in advance
so that she'll have extra spending money
on her trip to mexico.
she says her husband will give her less 
if he knows she has her own.
"we women stick together," 
my wife boasts.
shouldn't i then tip him off?
after all, he seems like a nice enough guy
and has even been known to drink in
the same bar i do.
no, i won't say anything,
it's not that big a deal
and anyway i have an aversion to squealing 
that goes back to the jesuits,
who tried so hard to turn us into stoolpigeons 
that they created a generation 
as tightlipped as hardened criminals.
i also, however, have an aversion 
to not writing anything 
that i can see could work itself out 
on the page.
who does or doesn't read my pages 
is out of my control.
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A NO-LOSE PROPOSITION

the first memo i read
announces a summer remedial program
to get student writing
up to an acceptable level.
the second memo i read
advises faculty members of the possibilities 
in leading foreign study tours, 
and reminds us that,
not only may we travel free ourselves,
but that the possibility exists that we might also
"cost-off our spouses."

I THINK IT WAS '72

we went to interview
this famous experimental novelist
(famous, that is, by the standards
of experimental novelists).
in the middle of the interview,
his wife, who was an aspiring lyric poet,
stormed out
because we weren't asking her enough questions.
we hadn't intended to ask her any questions, 
but her husband went after her 
and persuaded her to return 
on the condition that she get equal time, 
after that, whenever she began to get antsy, 
we'd rack our brains to come up with 
a question or two for her, but it was difficult 
because what little she had written 
was not well known to us or to anyone.
the inter never came out anyway, 
i think the husband and wife are separated, 
he is still a famous
(by the standards of experimental novelists)
experimental novelist,
and she is still not very well known,
not even on the women's circuit.
it was my first experience of women's liberation.
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PATTERNS

i read in bukowski, "it was true
that life was unbearable ... now and then
there was a suicide or somebody entered a madhouse,
but for the most part the masses went on and on
pretending that everything was normally pleasant."
and shortly thereafter i notice 
that my infant daughter
who watches nothing on t.v. except sesame street 
is evincing some interest 
in the public theatre production 
of samuel beckett's happy days.
i perceive the similarities.

REVERSING FIELDS

my daughter, who is taking high school biology,
asks me, "was your grandfather bald?"
and i say, "he was dead before i was born,
but i can remember my mother telling
how all his daughters had to take turns
combing his long silver locks."
she says, "probably your hair won't fall out then," 
and i say, "i know, i've always had thick hair," 
and she says, "baldness is caused by sex hormones," 
and I say, "i am a little thin right on top."

ONE ASKS ONSELF IF ONE IS LOSING ONE'S MIND

it's one of those twenty-four hours 
when i have actually put in 
a hard day's night and day 
and, a little before two a.m.
exhausted but feeling i deserve a little reward, 
i pop a beer and turn on the electronic barbiturate,
and tom snyder is asking trevor howard, 
who is looking like he served
not in the original film version of mutiny on the bounty 
but on the original bounty herself
whether he would ever appear in a nude scene.
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BEA AND ORV, ORV AND BEA

when my uncle orv died
i wrote by aunt bea a brief note of condolence,
i mentioned, truthfully, that everyone
who knew orv had loved him.
bea wrote back that orv had been more ill
than he knew for a long time
and was lucky to have his suffering cut short.
she also said that, in over forty years,
she could say, in absolute honesty,
that he had never spoken a harsh word to her.
because i knew him, 
and because i know her, 
i can believe it.
and if you think i'm working up to 
some cynical punch-line you’re wrong.
only a greater fool than i 
would direct sarcasm at a man who found 
a woman as excellent as he deserved, 
and who realized it,
and who let her know by everything he said and did
she was appreciated,
and who, through his appreciation,
sustained her in that excellence
with which she sustained him.

OVERACHIEVERS; OR, A SLOW NEWS DAY

on page nineteen
of the neighborhood advertising newspaper 
i read:
STUDENT PIANISTS GIVE RECITAL
"three me gaugh school students
performed a piano recital last night
for their parents and grandparents."
it goes on to give the names of the students
and of their piano teacher,
but i will withhold these names
on the assumption that this item
could be an embarrassment to these children
if, and it's a big if, they are allowed
by their parents and grandparents
ever to become adults.
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RESPECTING OUR BETTERS

the kid from the other college tells me,
"we can't ask so-and-so
to read at the such-and-such bookstore, 
they don't guarantee any money up front, 
and most of the people who read there 
are heavily under the influence of bukowski. 
it would be an insult to so-and-so. 
so-and-so is a quality poet.
it's imperative that we promote only duality poets 
and that we treat them in a big-time way."
this friday i'm reading sans guarantee, 
at the such-and-such bookstore.

COCKATIEL

we'd only had the bird a week 
when i saw a cat sneak in the door, 
i leapt out of bed, flapping the comforter 
and hissing, "shoo, cat!"
of course the bird went flying out the door.
my wife screamed, "fifty bucks!"
and took off after it.
she brought it down at the curb
with a flying tackle.
the cat was enjoying the show.

WILL YOU PLEASE TURN OFF THAT OTHER GUY'S POEM AND 
LISTEN TO MINE!

on those rare occasions
when my wife and i are speaking to each other 
and consequently not paying full attention 
to our baby daughter,
she simply interrupts us 
with a shout of "me!"
it's the most honest of all exclamations, 
and what most utterances, infant or adult, 
boil down to anyway.
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IT'S PROBABLY WHAT BUKOWSKI LIKES ABOUT BEETHOVEN

if there's an opera on t.v. 
i always turn it on.
i don't understand the words,
even when they're in english,
and i only know a couple of the stories.
there's always a synopsis
preceding each act,
but that goes in one ear
and out the other.
sometimes i pick up the sports section.
what i like about the opera
is that i don't know what's going on.
none of it matters.
it's the attitude that one should have towards life, 
and which, so far, i've failed sufficiently to sustain.
i might even watch the prime-time series 
if they were in a foreign language.

THE WILD BUNCH

this doctor who drinks in one of the bars
i occasionally drop by
allegedly decided to do a favor
for some of his drinking buddies.
they were craftsmen of varying specialties
who were mostly out of work,
so he hired them to build his new office.
now the completion date's past,
the costs are soaring,
he's losing money on the practice
that he can't begin,
his former friends all hate him,
and the guy he put in charge as "coordinator"
is taking him to court over disputed wages.
instead of sympathy,
all he gets from the other drinkers
is the admonition that next time
he shouldn't try to get work done dirt-cheap.
the only thing that hasn't changed 
is that none of the parties involved 
has let the whole mess spoil his thirst.
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MY DAUGHTER IS STUDYING LATIN

amo anas amat ... 
terra terrae terrae ... 
veni vidi but i never did 
quite vici.
i studied latin for five years,
in freshman year eight periods a week.
father paret, a good jesuit,
played basketball with us
and got our tests back after lunch.
later he went to teach in puerto rico.
my daughter may be in the only latin class 
in orange county. she knows it makes me happy, 
i learned nothing better in my jesuit years 
than conjugations and declensions, except, perhaps, 
how to shoot a hook shot.
at forty i can still shoot hook shots 
in my sleep, sing carmina catulli sleeping, 
soon i'll sing-shoot only in my sleep, 
but i sleep more than most.
my son and i have sports in common,
although we always seem to root for different teams, 
soon my daughter and i may decipher 
odes and alchemies.
there are continuities beyond our ken.

IT SHOULD HAVE BEEN A GREAT WEEK FOR A YANKEE FAN

when they swept Oakland in three, 
but on Saturday night
i required 5 excedrin 2 darvon and a codeine
for a dying molar nerve,
on monday they did the root canal,
on thursday my back went out,
on friday i came down with the flu,
and on Saturday my hemorrhoids exploded.
now my baby son has pink-eye. 
after i catch it 
i'll have two pink eyes 
and one angry red one.
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THE CHRISTIAN MINISTRY TO THE VARIOUSLY COLORED PEOPLES

in 1728, william byrd of Virginia, wrote:
"there is but one way of converting these
poor infidels, and reclaiming them from barbarity,
and that is, charitably to intermarry with them."
and a few lines later:
"the principal difference between 
one people and another 
proceeds only from the different 
opportunities of improvement."
and finally: "it is strange, therefore,
that any good Christian should have refused
a wholesome, straight bed-fellow,
when he might have had so fair
a portion with her,
as the merit of saving her soul."
such a simple lesson, 
perceived so long ago,
and still, on the eve of destruction,
not merely unlearned, but violently resisted.

THE NIGHT TOM SNYDER SAID SOMETHING INTELLIGENT

he was interviewing some southern moral majority senator 
who kept complaining about the power of the media,
and all of a sudden snyder said,
"but don't you realize, senator,
that the people only turned to television
as a court of last resort
when they realized that you politicians
had no intention of listening to
their legitimate gripes,
and furthermore, there are three networks 
but only one united states government."
the senator tried to mumble something
about there being at least two political parties,
but it was too late to prevent from happening
the thing that had not happened before 
and has not happened since:
tom snyder had said something intelligent.
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CHINATOWN

the winning poem in a recent contest 
is a tribute to mulholland 
for bringing the water and the people 
to the san fernando valley.
the noble realization of a noble dream.
at last we have come to that fork in the tongue
where poems lie
and movies tell the truth.

HAND-IN-HAND IN THE L.A . ARTS VANGUARD

millie herr, who doesn't look like a punk rocker, 
but who is as knowledgeable of the l.a. scene 
as anyone i know
was telling me about the worst of all punk bands —  
let's call them "tommie t. and the tomcats."
what she said about tommie t.'s
combination of ambition and meagre talent
called to mind many self-styled poets i have known,
but my feelings towards tommie warmed considerably
after millie informed me he was the only one in attendance
at the disastrous and purposefully disgusting reading
i had given at the zero-zero club
who had actually enjoyed the stuff i'd read.
the next week she brought me 
tommie t.'s first single, 
cut on his own label,
and bearing his downey, California, telephone number.
i was sorry tommie hadn't autographed it for me,
preferably across the grooves.
unfortunately i got drunk that night
and, arriving home, i left the record
on the front seat of the car.
the next afternoon, i found it melting like sambo's tigers 
in a halo of golden California sun. 
by now it's hardened to a shape 
reminiscent of a time-warp model.
millie assures me it will sound much better this way.
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FATHER DAMIEN

from kindergarten to the middle grades 
at saint monica's parish school 
i was puzzled by many mysteries 
of the religious life,
not the least of which was why
a man would devote the better years of his life 
to trying to convert the leopards.

ANOTHER ONE THAT GOT AWAY

when the kid got up and left the bar
with the long succulent Scandinavian blonde,
one of the other guys said to me,
"he better not let this one get away,"
and yet another said, "yeah, not with 
the three of us left tasting our saliva." 
but sure enough the kid returned tight-lipped 
ten minutes later.
when i went out to my car, 
he followed me and said,
"you know that girl 
i escorted to her car?"
"sure," i said.
"she told me she'd never been kissed 
by anyone my age."
"yeah?"
"so i kissed her."
"yeah?"
"and when we broke apart 
she was breathing heavily."
"yeah?"
"and i said ...."
"yeah?"
"i said ... 'why don't you let me 
take you out to dinner sometime?'"
ah well, i've made the same mistake myself, 
and will no doubt make it over and over again.
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WHERE HAVE THE GREAT SANDBAGGERS GONE?

boxers, presidential candidates, pool-players —  
nowadays they all have this in common: 
they'll tell you not only that they'll win 
but will name the round, the score, the margin, 
the balls that you'll have on the table.
whatever happened to the guy who told you 
that he hadn't touched a stick in years, 
then ran ten tables in succession? 
the skinny guy who had to take 
his arm out of the sling
before wrestling all the longshoremen's
forearms to a pin?
the over-the-hill gunfighter,
arguing like abraham lincoln
against any breaching of the peace,
but with his piece beneath the table
trained on the pipsqueak's balls?
the seeming dunderhead
who smiles blankly through
the swashing and buckling of the epicene
before melting their verbal rapiers
with colder irony?
i loved muhammed ali —  he was as much a part
of two decades as were the beatles.
but his consummate showmanship
spawned a revival of pike county blusterers.
if the next few years are to be characterized, 
as i fear, by aggression, repression, suppression, 
and downright persecution,
then we will need
(dark kent was one —  all of our 
underwraps heroes of the fifties were)
the sandbaggers.

THE EVENING'S GRADING WAS NOT A LOSS

i wasn't sure whether it was a freudian slip
or joycean interface
when my student perpetrated
the spelling "neighboor."
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SOCIAL SECURITY

he marries her because 
he doesn't want to lose her.
as marriage cools the flames, he decides 
he should take a mistress 
so as not to be left emptyhanded 
as the marriage inevitably ends.
he falls passionately in love with the mistress, 
for a time,
and even the relationship at home improves, 
but as the novelty of the illicit weakens, 
he decides it may behoove him 
to take on a second girlfriend, just in case 
he has to break up with the first.
he finds a girl who excites him beyond 
all expectation, so much so that the piquancy 
somehow rubs off even on the relationships 
with the wife and other mistress.
one day he realizes that the second mistress
has her flaws. he has not found
the one that's out there waiting for him.
it will be necessary to look further.
but in the meantime he knows better
than to burn his bridges ...

SHIT

this poem is entitled "shit."
it is entitled that
because ray zepeda and i decided
that a novel or, in lieu of that,
a poem, should be entitled "shit."
then, whenever someone said,
"i haven't read shit lately," 
he would be referring to our poem.
the only thing we can't understand
is why andy warhol didn't get to the title
ahead of us.

A CLOSET DRAMA IS NOT ONE IN WHICH

the hero kills his mother 
and marries his father.



THE GOOD KID GETS FIVE MINUTES AT THE MICROPHONE

i got all As,
a scholarship to a good school,
supported myself early,
performed public services,
humoured, at Sunday dinners,
my parents' antiquated social attitudes,
not to mention my father's old-as-abraham jokes,
engaged in a discreet sowing of the overflowing seeds,
took, in proper time, a wife i love,
upon whom i begat kids that i love.
i know it sounds like i'm blowing my own bugle
but, honest to god (who was, incidentally,
a frequent supper guest)
i became everything my parents wanted me to be. 
so you know the outcome —  
my brother, the prodigal dipstick, 
gets dragged in by the cat
and the old man can't wait to kill the fatted calf, 
which just happened to be my oldest kid's 4-h project.
well, you're free to make whatever judgment you care to.
but as for me, i decided right then and there
that the old guy hadn't pitched a complete game
in thirty years, and as for the scriptures in general,
i would merely ask you to consider The Source
and how well his Creative Idea
seems to be eventuating in Space and Time.
incidentally, the repentant son proved (no surprise
to me) the classic recidivist —
the old man is down to his last t-bill,
what with bribing the kid's way out of the slammer.

SO FEW OF US CONTINUE TO GROW

i ran into this girl in a bar last night, 
a few years ago we'd shared 
some pretty nice evenings.
we'd broken up by mutual consent: 
we each felt we needed room to grow.
since then i've put on 50 pounds, 
she, about 100.
we've grown as unattractive to each other 
as to the rest of the world.
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MEETING THE PRESS

young writers, if you ever wonder 
how much a single interview
can alter the perception of you and your work
for decades to come,
consider the case of lillian ross,
who caught ernest hemingway unwinding in new york 
after finishing up a book,
and who was, like so many other young writers, 
befriended by him,
and who even apparently liked him,
but who went out and wrote,
as so many young writers have done
exactly what she knew
the new yorkers
wanted her to.

TURKEY DAY INDEED

there should be a companion holiday to thanksgiving, 
a chance for the community to come together 
and express itself thusly:
"lord, we do not thank you for 
this year's
plagues floods famines forestfires 
poxes droughts crib-deaths hurricanes 
crop failures earthquakes tidal-waves 
dust storms hailstorms thunderstorms
and shitstorms
heatwaves cold spells landslides 
and influenza epidemics,
not to mention the perennial pains in the ass 
exacerbated by
divers tongues
skins of differing hues
concupiscence
and a planet that was constructed 
just a bit too small 
for the population growth 
of which, in your omniscience 
(precognition included)
you can not have failed to have been aware."
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A PERFECT COUPLE

how right we were for each other just then, 
as right as ... ?
you fill in the blanks —  you were 
the one taking creative writing, 
which i was not even teaching.
but i suppose it was my poetry 
drew you to me —  i don't know 
what else it could possibly have been —  
while what drew me to you,
besides your fine tall longhaired big-titted beauty, 
was that you were drawn to me, 
were considerate to me,
at a time when i was getting unused to those dualities.
you had your child 
and i had my children
you had your schoolwork 
and i had mine
you had your writing 
i had my writing
we were so busy
that i often forgot to call you
and when i did call
you were often not there.
we didn't see each other often —  
that was bad in some ways, 
good in others.
but we had each other in the back of our minds,
had each other as psychic allies,
which gave us confidence in our dealings
with those in our lives with whom we had to deal.
we were not meant to be together forever —  
i think we knew that from the start, 
but i was your man and you were my woman 
when i needed a woman and you a man.
i at forty, and you at thirty, 
we didn't ask for much, and we got 
exactly what we asked for.
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AFTER HOURS

John is behind the bar and Jimmy is celebrating 
the day after Saint Patty's and I'm celebrating 
the same.
Outside the locked door a guy is pounding and yelling, 
"Hey, let me in! I'm a friend of the owner.
Let me in. I'm bleeding to death."
And the other guy is yelling: "Yeah, yeah yeah.
Come on."
Inside, we're drinking our beers slow and 
being quiet so that they don't know we're inside.
"Hey, let me in," the guy outside says.
"I'm bleeding to death. Someone kicked my ass."
"It was those big guys that were in here," I tell John. 
"Yeah," he says, "those guys were assholes, 
but that guy out there's a bigger one."
From outside comes: "Where's your car?"
"I don't know."
"Is it that way?"
"I don't know."
They walk away.
Ten minutes later:
"Where the fuck's your car?"
"I don't know."
"Well, it ain't that way. We went that way.”
"Maybe it's that way." They go away again.
Inside it's our bar and no one can get in 
unless we let them in.
Outside they don't know how hard it is 
to get out of this place.

A SOURCE OF INSPIRATION

John and I were coming back from breakfast 
and just as he turned his Volvo along 
the ocean road I remembered what I wanted 
to tell him.
"Remember when you used to say that if 
you changed your name to John Don Long Beach 
you could be a famous L.A. painter, 
like Billy A1 Bengston,
Laddie John Dill?"
"Sure," he said, "with an Okie name 
you've got it made lately."
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"Well, I was thinking that John Don Long Beach 
would be a great thing to use for a bunch 
of poems."
John arched his back and squinted at me.
I'd written a few poems about him before 
and he hadn't liked them much. This 
was my reason for telling him about 
John Don Long Beach.
"Well," I said, "maybe it's a bad idea 
for poems anyway. Guess I won't use it."
It's hard finding topics 
sometimes.

THE ORIGIN OF THE SPECIES

When I was a kid
we had a dog called Copper
that ran after only Cadillacs
ate tootsie rolls and ice cream sandwiches
and chased the bitches thus ending up
in jail two or three times a year.
Once the dog catcher picked him up
ten miles from home and we bailed
him out and tied him to the peach tree
in the back yard where
he howled all day
until we brought him inside
where he whimpered all night.
My father had lassoed him one day 
when Copper was a pup and begging 
french fries at a cafe across the street.
It was thirteen years until he died; 
a hit & run. Could've killed that guy.
But thinking about Copper's exploits, 
he being the Errol Flynn of the dog world, 
I wonder if my similar behavior 
is due to being an artist 
or just a family resemblance.
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THE COMPETITIVE SPIRIT

A friend and I were talking 
about our jobs.
About better jobs we could get.
We sat on the porch and watched 
the lawn sprinkler.
"I'll study prehistoric literature," 
he said.
And I said, "That's a good idea, 
but it might be hard stuff to find." 
And he said, "Sure, but don't you see. 
That's the beauty of it.
It's a field without competition."

—  Rafael Zepeda 
Long Beach CA

GREEN STEW

for a drifting second i understand the 
day, as i walk toward the jeep parked 
in front of the bookstore, under an evening 
magenta sky flowering over desert mountains, 
next to the bookstore a dingy mexican 
resturant is faint-yellow and doleful, 
i cannot resist. the place is empty so 
i have the pick of any table. the one in 
front of the window is perfect, and as i 
make myself comfortable i remember that out 
in the jeep is the day's newspaper so in a 
flash i am back outside to get it and in 
another flash i am back in the shabby light, 
at the same perfect table. a young girl brings 
me a menu. i order a dish of green stew, 
on the spread newspaper two flies land and 
when i shoo them away they swirl around me in 
a playful circle and then land right back where 
they were. the narrow cheerless red street is 
getting dark, lights coming on here and there, 
on the newspaper i open up my miniature diary, 
the diary that is so tiny that i store it in 
my shirt-pocket, and before the bowl of stew 
arrives i am able to scribble down a few words, 
but nothing more since the space for the day, 
as with every other day, is very limited, to 
the extent that i am not able to get beyond 
pinpointing my location and the kind of weather.
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the stew smells wonderful; the shabby yellow 
light rides expertly every spoonful raised 
slowly over the sports section. i will 
never be able to satisfy myself with one bowl, 
in the street a mangy mutt stares in at me. 
my appetite is voracious, afterall it was only 
a couple of hours ago that i was smack in the 
middle of nowhere, changing a tire in the late 
afternoon desert, sun pouring down my back 
like sand. i order another bowl of stew, 
i never want to leave this shabby light, 
the waitress has a solemn dark understanding 
brow. i ask her if the next bowl could be 
a wee bit hotter. she asks me if i want 
more water.

THE STUFF MY DREAMS ARE MADE OF

the sofa put out on the curb for the junk 
truck is soaking up rain as fast as the rain 
is falling. yesterday when it was sunny a few 
children came by and they sat in it for awhile, 
playing by wildly jumping up and down, and then 
sitting calmly with their arms around one another, 
i thought the junk truck would have been here by 
now; the sofa has been sitting out there for some 
four days now. i hope the rain does not make it 
too heavy to pick up. the same sofa was in one of 
my dreams last night. i was dragging it, in this 
gray drizzly dream, through a narrow street, taking 
it to a friend's apartment who said that he could 
use it since i was finished being its owner. as i 
dragged it it seemed to get caught on every little 
bump and indentation in the narrow street. some 
people stood about watching me, giggling and asking 
one another questions, and even in this dream, this 
drizzly lengthy odd dream, there were children who 
wanted to play on it, and as i dragged puffing they 
came seemingly out of nowhere and jumped high on the 
old springs, yelling and teasing, laughing and calling 
me silly names, when i stopped, in this dumb dream, 
to rest, i sat on the sofa, amongst these children 
which were multiplying like flies in a boiling july 
kitchen. they paid no attention to me once i was 
sitting, instead they went about in their games, 
treating me as though i were just additional rusty 
springs, when i could finally stand no more i broke 
out in a maniacal scream sending them scurrying in 
every direction possible. once i reached my friend's 
place he met me at the door and together we both dragged
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the couch up to the fourth floor and shoved the ugly 
worn out piece of furniture against the wall opposite 
the delapidated television set with the dusty screen, 
then i remember he handed me a glass of pink lemonade 
and we sat drinking as the television began to warm up. 
when the picture came on all it consisted of was a 
naked light bulb burning, similar, i would have to 
say, to the fireplace scene they broadcast at Christmas 
time. anyway, we sat sipping, watching, for quite 
some time. it was such a dreary, typical, drizzly 
gray dream, the kind that i am very familiar with, 
as i try to reconstruct what happened next in the 
dream i stare out the front window at the sofa, still 
soaking up the rain. perhaps tonight i will dream 
about the junk truck. in the rain a small child walks 
by, hands in pockets, hair drenched, completely ignoring 
the stuff my dreams are made of.

SOLITAIRE

i could barely keep my eyes open, 
but when i felt myself falling off 
i quickly went out onto the porch to 
get some air to revive, since i knew 
what kind of dreams were waiting for me 
and i did not really have the courage 
to face them. on the porch on the wicker 
table there were cards strewn about, 
cards from the other night when we had 
played almost until dawn comically struggling 
to see who could accumulate senseless points, 
the cards were exactly as we had left them, 
she had won the game, and i remember having 
slapped down the remaining cards in my hand, 
and i see her cards there, neatly laid out, 
all the faces turned up, mostly kings and 
queens; those cards will most likely stay 
right there until the next time we play, 
i never was one for a game of solitaire, 
it's strange how this table is only suitable 
for playing cards, how these wicker chairs 
seemingly are uncomfortable for any other 
purpose. one night when i tried to write 
at this table i came away completely empty, 
but suddenly, spontaneously, entirely out of 
character, i take up the cards after pulling 
them together into a neat pile, and i begin to 
shuffle them intending to take a crack at 
solitaire, a game just a moment ago i renounced, 
i play one game, with no success, then another
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with even less success, and then i start a 
third, slowly, snapping the cards down 
with determination and a sour bit of impatience, 
as i am nearing the end of this game i 
hear a creaking sound coming from inside 
of the house, and i know right away that 
my wife is stirring about, awakened no doubt by 
my force of play. she comes out onto the 
porch, standing there with dishevelled hair, 
at the tailend of a lengthy yawn she asks me 
how many games have i lost and whether i would 
care for any breakfast.

SEARCHING BREEZES THROUGH ME

when i get there on my bike in 
the last afternoon light there 
are not many people anymore at 
the fruit and vegetable stand, 
until Christmas eve it will remain 
open selling trees and wreaths, 
working through halloween and 
thanksgiving, but for now it seems 
to be just surviving the chilly 
breezes of autumn. the produce 
has that old deep-colored soft 
appearance, which you would think 
would cause the stand to be very 
crowded, since all is so sensuous, 
so sweet and vulnerable right now. 
when i get there i find only the 
girl who usually works there, 
the girl with the bandage over her 
left eye. ever since i first 
started buying from this stand 
over a year ago i've seen that 
bandage over her eye and i've been 
tempted more than once to ask her 
why she has to wear it. but it is 
none of my business, of course, and 
besides she is always so friendly 
that i wouldn't like to see her 
composure change even a smidgen 
to have to explain something personal 
to me. one day, when i had brought 
my car, i bought a large basket of 
tomatoes and i remember being amazed 
at how scrupulously she went through 
the basket picking out tomatoes 
that were no good. her fingers 
moved with a tender precision that 
ran searching breezes through me.



that day too i wanted to ask her 
about the bandage over her eye as 
she was giving me my change, but 
again i did not. but as i was 
ready to walk away she did ask me 
if i were going to eat all of 
the tomatoes myself.

—  ronald baatz 
Toms River NJ

THE BUS

The bus is made of shiny, 
thick, convoluted metal, 
and is full of shiny, 
piston-like passengers.
It is very important that 
you stand in the street 
a long time waiting for it, 
that it makes
a great clattering noise 
as it approaches, 
shoots foul gas 
in your face as it passes
without stopping, roars on 
through every red light 
in town to the horizon, 
getting bigger and bigger
all the way.

PALM TREES

There's a town in England 
where they have palm trees 
the size of tulips.
Children pick them on
the promenades and you see 
them in vases on breakfast 
tables. With a cat sniffing 
the fronds, tiny coconuts
rolling amongst the grains 
of sugar on the tablecloth, 
and a miniature tropical 
sun swimming in a nearby
goldfish bowl.

POETIC ROMANCE

He liked the first poem she showed him, which 
encouraged her. He hated the next poem (and 
was frank), and that encouraged her even more: 
he really caught hell in the third poem.
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TURNTABLING

I pushed the turntable 
backwards for several minutes 
until the insides 
completely unwound
and fell out. Then 
I pushed to forwards 
until everything went back 
in again.
Sometimes I amuse myself 
like this all day —  
back and forth, 
back and forth,
better than any of my records.

TIME BOMB

My time bomb needs mending: 
the gold is peeling, 
there's a squeaky noise 
instead of pleasant chimes,
the numbers are slipping 
and the minute hand is broken; 
the frame is about to dis
integrate. There's too little
sand. It has stopped ticking.

THREE CARS

The three cars covered three 
small, roving rectangles 
of Earth, but they were 
handsome, brightly painted
and clean —  and so had airs 
of importance, important 
destinations. One was 
about to be stripped
in a junkyard. The second 
was a new arrival to the dry 
L.A. river bed. And the 
third was falling from the
top of a San Pedro cliff.
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BALL/SQUARE

The yellow ball contained a small 
green square. With scents and 
bicycles and perambulators 
angling in it like Spring.
Beyond this there were no 
brick houses, nor taxis,
bus routes nor London A LItt lE WOODEN HOUSE
on the tip of my tongue.
Just the yellow ball.  I t  i s  a  little wooden house

painted with bright red and 
bright green rectangles —  you 
could say stripes. There are
no windows, but wheels 
fitted tightly into the wood, 
made of rubber, three of them, 
one much larger than the other
two. The house is warm 
to the touch and sounds solid 
when you knock on it.
No one lives there.

"A COWARD DIES A THOUSAND DEATHS"

He's an English immigrant and he drives around in an unreg
istered car with a hypodermic needle and other paraphernalia 
in the glove compartment.
ii.
For lunch he drinks a fifth of vodka and some black beauties. 
Then he goes downtown to score dope in a biker bar.
iii.
By nightfall he's wasted, sitting in a resturant where cops 
go, talking to anyone about the graveyard shift waitress 
he's gonna rape. Then he threatens to beat the shit out of 
one of the busboys, and finally leaves without paying.
iv.
Standing in line at the Immigration and Naturalization De
partment to fill out some annual forms, he talks loudly and
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drunkenly to a Vietnamese family about his subversive 
former acquaintances; mentions leaving a bomb in a museum 
in London.
v .

At the airport, waiting at Customs to meet someone off a 
plane, he chats with the customs officer about all the 
hash he's snuck into the country in special suitcases.
And when the "friend" arrives he and she drive away down 
Sunset, with brakes that must be double-pumped, with very 
little gas, and with a stolen M-16 rifle in the back seat
Epilogue
If he'd been a coward, he would have been deported a 
thousand times, dead or alive.

—  Nichola Manning 
Long Beach CA

AND THEN WE GOT THE GREEN

she comes in and tells me that she has just seen a dog 
run over, only the wheels didn't crush him, the car 
rather passed over him and he came out dazed and dizzied, 
no dog collar, very thin, starved ...
she says we ought to go get him and I say that somebody
ought to call the dog pound
and she says that they will kill him
if we do.
that evening we go to dinner and as we are driving back 
we pass a station wagon with a rack on the roof and she 
says,
did you see that? and I say, what? and she says, there 
was a little boy tied to that rack with ropes.
I laugh and she asks, what are you laughing at? 
it's only kids playing, I say, cowboys and Indians, 
Superman or whatever they're into now. used to happen 
to me often, they always tied me up.
I'm going back, she says, I'm going back to see what's 
happening.
I laugh.
we stop for a traffic light and I notice that the paint 
job on the car is looking dull —  going to have to get a 
Simonize job soon.
she stares straight ahead and I turn a disco station up 
loudly on the radio.
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SOME OF MY READERS

I liked it coming out of the expensive 
cafe in Germany 
that rainy night
some of the ladies had learned that I 
was in there
and as I walked out well-fed and 
intoxicated
the ladies waved hand-painted 
placards
and screamed at me
but all I recognized was my
name.
I asked a German friend what they were 
saying.
"they hate you,” he told me,
"they are part of the German Female 
Liberation Movement ...,”
I stood and watched them, they were 
beautiful and screaming, I 
loved them all, I laughed, waved, 
blew them kisses.
then my friend, my publisher and my
girlfriend got me into the car, the
engine started, the windshield wipers
began thrashing
and we drove off in the rain
as I looked back
watched them standing in that
terrible weather
waving their cards and their fists.
it was so nice to be known 
in the country of my birth, that 
was what mattered 
most ....
back at the hotel room 
opening bottles of wine 
with my friends
I missed them most, 
those angry wet 
passionate ladies 
of the night.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA
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