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MOTION PICTURE
After ten years, she said: "throw it out." It was a 
picture of a seagull on a pier they had bought from a 
student in Zurich.
He put it in the incinerator room. A few minutes later, 
there was a knock on the door. It was a tall man with 
a graying beard. He was holding the photograph.
"I sold this picture to you in Zurich, ten years ago," 
he said. "My wife died a few weeks later. Grief strick
en, I got into a fight in a bar and was badly knifed.
I went to live in Germany and worked in an auto parts 
plant. That was not for me, so I married a bar maid and 
stayed home. She bore me blonde twins, a boy and a girl.
I loved them more than life. I searched for the woman's 
savings, stole them and took the children to America.
Since that time, I have been working as a waiter and go
ing to school to study photography, after all. Tonight 
I was visiting a woman who had been kind to me in Dresden. 
She is very ill. I took her bandages, her medicine to 
the incinerator. I found the picture and visited two of 
your neighbors before finding you." He smiled, presented 
the picture and walked away.
"What was that?" his wife asked.
He told her the story. She returned the picture to its 
place on the wall and they never mentioned it again.
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STAY OUT OF THE FUN HOUSE
Mark Less, forty and in debt, is sailing his boat on 
Indian Lake. Blue sky, two puffy clouds, five or six 
seagulls. Ahead, a finger of blue-green land.
Shots ring out. Plumes of water splash around the boat 
and, with a loud ping, one of the clouds falls over, 
revealing a hinge. Two of the birds also fall. More 
hinges. The air snarls with slugs; the water is beaten 
into white-caps.
Mark ducks, prays and maneuvers his boat towards the 
spit of land. He makes it and looks back. Another 
sail boat is coming along. Two puffy clouds are over
head, five or six wheeling seagulls.

SITUATION NORMAL
Six weeks after my father died, I saw him on Fifth 
Avenue. Holy God, I'd know him anywhere. That red 
nose, pock-marked face. He wore his Army raincoat and 
the beret he found in a movie.
I ran home and told Nanda. She said not to worry, it 
was normal. I couldn't accept his death so I imagined 
that he was alive. "Shit," I yelled, "I don't give a 
damn about him, never did." Nanda shook her head. 
"Unconsciously, you do."
Two days later, he came to my office and stood by the 
door. I didn't know what to do, so I gave him the thumbs 
up signal. Usually he liked that and would give me the 
finger in reply. But not this time. He just walked 
away. Maybe he didn't like being a ghost.
After that, I saw him all the time. In a bar, on a bus, 
coming out of the same porno flick I was going into.
We never stopped, never said anything. Just like when 
he was alive.

THINGS ARE TOUGH ALL OVER
"That's him now," Laura says, putting down her tea.
The messenger is flapping his large angel-like wings 
outside the window. She pulls it open and he alights 
in the office.
"Hi."
"Good morning."
Billings, the office manager, rolls up the messenger's 
pants leg and removes the capsule. The messenger, mildly 
acned and dangling a toothpick from the corner of his 
mouth, winks at the receptionist.

42



"Fine, thanks," says Billings.
The messenger stares. Oh. The manager hands him a coin 
and returns to his desk. The youth is transfixed by the 
coin.
"Look," Billings shouts, "that's it. Buzz off!"
The messenger dives out the window, spreading his angel 
wings and throwing a shadow over the office. He turns, 
thumbs his nose, and flies away.

DRY RUN
I called Milt. "Where were you at two o'clock, a week 
ago yesterday?"
"Asleep," he said. "No wait, on the subway, reading 
How To Eat Like A Teenager."
"Gilda?"
She couldn't remember.
"Try. "
"Shit," she was embarrassed. "Working. Writing copy 
for new, improved Pampers. What else?"
Donald was in his walk-in closet, groping on the floor 
for a coin he heard fall. He knew it was two o'clock 
because the clock struck in the church down the street 
and he thought, what if I die now?
Marvin was in the john, looking at his watch and worrying 
his colon.
Della, I know, was in bed, having sex with everyone she 
could imagine when she was supposed to be walking her kid 
in the park.
"Why?" they asked.
"Because," I said, "it almost happened, that's why."

COLD FRONT
He sits in his garden, amusing himself by moving the 
cumulus clouds around in the sky. But, after a half 
hour or so, a gray front starts moving in from the west; 
he tries to fight it off, tries to hold it back so that 
he can play with his summer clouds, but it is no good.
A cold wind springs up. The gray clouds fill the sky 
and there is the smell of rain.
He gets up and, shivering, picks up his chair. He 
notices a woman in the window of the house next door.
She is looking at him. Her arms are folded and she is 
smiling.
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LAYING ON OF HANDS
I opened her blouse. She had on a white bra. Her 
nipples showed dark.
There was a flash of lightning. A dog began to bark. 
A jet went over, low. A police car and a fire truck 
went by. And the clock struck in the hall.
She grabbed my hand.
"Do that again."

BETWEEN THE ACTS
Last Thursday, Cornelia was looking at the tube (it 
wasn't on) and pressing her thumb against her front 
teeth. The cat was sitting on the lawn and I was 
eating a peach, the juice running down my arm. Our 
dog was sleeping by the front door.
Cornelia got up, went to the kitchen and, leaning on 
a table, looked up at the clock. The cat stretched, 
stuck his tail in the air, and walked away. I wrapped 
the peach pit in my handkerchief and stuck it in my 
pocket. The dog started twitching in his sleep.

—  John Lowry 
Brooklyn NY

THE ARMADILLO
crossing U S 1, intent upon a faint but tantalizing 
weedy scent, did not notice, but bearing down upon him 
(from the north) a pickup truck with an electrician 
well-equipped with ladders, wires and so forth, was 
coming. Nor did he in his preoccupation note a closer 
yet sedan approaching from the south, a car which at 
that moment bore two aged sisters, who had lately 
visited the Fountain of Youth for post cards and free 
orange juice —  which (car) swerved and slewed across 
the median. He heard the crash. In fact, he curled 
his mouth as the two old ladies and one not so young 
electrician found themselves fairly obliterated —  
their lives snuffed out, quite done —  the blame for 
which can be laid quite squarely on the armadillo 
crossing U S 1.

—  Ruth Moon Kempher 

St. Augustine FL
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WASTED ENERGY
Long, long ago in the Ibibio tribe there lived a man,
Imeh, and his wife, Nsikan. He stood tall and huge with 
broad shoulders. His wife was beautiful and was loved 
by her husband's kinsmen. Ete-Imeh, as kids fondly re
ferred to him, was loved by both the young and old in 
the village. Nsikan, his wife, was noted for her enthus
iasm in community affairs. If fact, she was noted as 
the best "ata-ikwo" (lead singer) in every current dance 
group.
Imeh's unabbreviated name was Anyan-Imeh (fathomless 
patience) and Nsikan's was Nsikan-Abasi (who can conquer 
God). They were very much in love. But as our people 
say, there is no clay pot without a crack. Nsikan had 
seen all six of her babies carried away wrapped in leaves 
to be buried. The babies could not be given proper bur
ial because they had died too young. Therefore they were 
eyen-eka-abasi (messengers of the earth goddess). Some
times the dead bodies were mutilated so that the spirits 
of the children could experience great pain and thus 
break their evil cycle. As our people know very well, 
the messenger of the earth goddess can plague a woman in 
many different ways.
Nsikan had several miscarriages and two stillbirths which 
but for the expert midwifery of old Ekanem (mother is 
supreme) would have taken her life. Sometimes the child 
died during a midday nap. Sometimes the eka abasi child
ren of other parents lived up to 10 years before they died. 
People argued that it was better they died really young 
without being named, but Nsikan and her husband wished 
theirs died older. In fact, only once did a boy live up 
to 10 moons. The rest died.either before or a few weeks 
after the naming ceremony which involved sacrifices and 
celebration.
Imeh was rather a peculiar man among his people, for at 
his age with his wife unable to nurse even a single son 
to boyhood he had two alternatives. Imeh could either di
vorce his wife and marry another one or leave her in the 
family and marry another woman. Among his people, either 
of these alternatives was acceptable.
After her third child died of sudden convulsions after 
feeding, Nsikan called Imeh, her heart heavy with grief. 
"Imeh," she said, "if you still want me, I won't mind 
you having another wife!"
Imeh was very moved by her consideration. He recalled a 
name his people call a man with no children. He asked 
himself, "Am I really obukpo-mfet (dead penis)?" Imeh 
shook with embarrassment as Nsikan's eyes seemed to search 
his mind, for she could interpret the look in his eyes.
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"Nsikan," he finally broke the silence, "I will not make 
you an old woman rag which becomes a possession on a rainy 
day. Have you ever thought about your name and mine? I 
have not yet given up hope and I believe I am at ease with 
our ancestors. When I married you, I offered all the 
right sacrifices for a first daughter. The oracle of the 
earth says the problem is with me while the oracle of the 
sea says your grandmother was a witch." After he had said 
this he asked quietly, "Did we not offer the right sacri- 
f ices?"
Two days after the death of his sixth child, Imeh walked 
to the door of his ufok (house) and called across the 50- 
yard distance to Nsikan's house. "Nsikan, come up here!"
She walked to his door and stood, her hands folded across 
her breasts, with a frightened look in her eyes. She 
called, "Imeh!"
"Since when did you become a stranger in my house?" he 
snapped.
She walked in still unsure of what he had in mind. Imeh 
informed her that they were going to consult Ibit-Itam, 
the god of the mighty water of his mother's people. This 
journey took several days.
Itam, the village which had the oracle, was surrounded by 
water. There was no way one could get there without 
crossing some. The oracle stood on the sunset side of a 
mountain. This mountain was part of the oracle. Some
times the mountain roared and spat fire and steam-hot 
water. This only happened once in a long while and only 
the oldest people of Itam could remember the last time 
their god had showed such displeasure. The god was in 
constant communication with the dead ancestors and acted 
as their messenger. He showed them their displeasure by 
roaring and spitting fire. Sometimes he took the lives 
of the villagers to warn others to change their ways. At 
other times he sent floods to wash away their crops and 
livestock.
People came from far and wide to consult Ibit-Itam, people 
like Imeh and Nsikan who wanted children. There were 
others who had many children but had no means of feeding 
them because their farms yielded poor harvests. Others 
came because their kinsmen hated them and tried to kill 
them. They came for assurances and protection by the 
oracle. Some came because their wives were having twin 
babies which had to be cast into the evil forest. Young 
men came with brides to ask for blessing and protection 
against twins or complications at childbirth. People even 
came before they went on fishing trips. They asked for 
luck, peace and safety. These were a few of the kinds of 
people and problems the priest of the oracle had listened 
to patiently. The less serious ones he counseled and dis
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missed. The others he advised to talk to the god them
selves. Such was Imeh's case. After a day of fasting, 
Imeh and Nsikan met the priest who led them to the cave's 
mouth. The priest advised them to walk fearlessly to
ward a spot of light and kneel down.
The couple stood quietly in the dark. The spot of light 
was moving everywhere. The gods were flying with their 
wings flapping on the walls of the cave. There were small 
strange sounds everywhere. When the spot of light settled 
finally, they strode trembling toward it and knelt down. 
Nsikan was breathing heavily. A loud gutteral sound broke 
the silence. The voice called their names. The voice 
after recounting Imeh's family history went on to recount 
Nsikan's. Finally the voice said that Nsikan was a priest 
ess who had neglected her office. The voice reminded her 
of incidences which had taken place in her life repeatedly 
Nsikan's home was frequently visited by a sacred viper. 
Once the viper had coiled around her pot of water at the 
village stream. Everyone was surprised. Nsikan was also 
visited by white doves. Imeh and Nsikan had neglected 
these signs. The voice asked Nsikan to offer sacrifices 
of seven goats, seven cocks and sticks of smoked fish.
Imeh and his wife returned to his village hopeful that 
things would work out. Nsikan gave birth to another boy. 
She was glad and hopeful. Imeh, hoping that the child 
would live, named him Edemeka in homage to his mother's 
people. It was at the naming ceremony that the village 
chief poured libation and said, "A woman who plants coco
yams wants the tubers. A man who marries expects children 
He invited the dead to accept this drink and bless the 
family with children.
Edemeka died two moons after he started walking. He died 
on fionatok, the same day of the week he was born.
Three harvests after the death of Edemeka, Nsikan had 
another baby, another boy. He looked very much like his 
father. Imeh received him less enthusiastically than the 
last one. He named him Etaha (wasted energy). He gave 
Etaha everything he needed but without any attachment. 
Etaha took his first step after eight moons. Nsikan nur
sed him diligently, hopeful that he might live. Etaha 
lived until another harvest season. He learned to call 
his father "Ete."
Imeh was not convinced the boy was going to live long 
enough, but he started giving his time to Etaha. Etaha 
was very fond of his father. As soon as he stopped wet
ting his bed, he slept in his father's house. Everyone 
thought he was going to live. He saw 10 harvests.
It was after the eleventh harvest that Etaha fell sick.
He lost appetite. The white of his eyes turned yellow. 
Imeh called the native doctor who said Etaha had uto-eyin
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(malaria). The treatment was administered but no one was 
sure the boy would live. Nsikan constantly attended to 
her only son, the very soul of her life. Her plea was 
like that of a little child with only one palm kernel 
who cannot be called closed-fisted because he refuses to 
share it with a friend. This time their gods heard their 
pleas.
Etaha soon grew into a handsome young man. He was the 
talk of the village among the young women. Mothers of 
young maidens were always nice to Etaha. Some used to 
invite him home. Others would stop him in the street 
saying, "Etaha, do you know me?"
Most often he would say, "I'm sorry, I don't.”
"I am Afiong's mother," a mother might say, mentioning her 
daughter's name before going on to praise her. "I am a 
good friend of your mother." Or, "I am Ikwo's mother and 
my son Inyang was born at the same time with your brother 
who died just before you were born." Some of these women 
in an attempt to turn Etaha on to visit their family and 
meet their young daughters actually hopped around him.
Even though Etaha was no more regarded as an eyen-eka- 
abasi because he broke the cycle which caused his mother 
to nurse six infants who died at early ages, he felt un
easy as an old woman feels when dry bones are mentioned 
in a parable. Etaha hated to be reminded of his mother's 
ordeal which he could not have been the cause of.
Imeh and Nsikan were proud of their only son. They knew 
the young girls of the town had their eyes on him. Men 
said Etaha resembled his mother while women said, "Look 
at his eyebrows and high forehead."
Lately Etaha was seen in the company of young women, and 
many of them were very nice and respectful to his mother. 
Each one of them hoped some day she would be the daughter- 
in-law of Nsikan.
Nsikan had mentioned to Etaha that his father thought they 
should get a wife for him. Etaha was not sure he wanted 
to get married yet and besides he did not particularly 
like the girl his parents thought he should marry. But 
he consented. The official asking ceremony was performed.
Etaha's bride came home to his family. She was beautiful 
and warm. Her parents-in-law loved her. They all looked 
forward to when she would have grandchildren for them.
They hoped that what had plagued their marriage would not 
happen to their son's. Nsikan was always watching for 
signs of pregnancy from her son's wife.
It was about a full moon or two after the official home
coming of his wife that Etaha called his father and his 
mother. He told them he did not love his wife and that 
he wanted to divorce her. He said she was not beautiful
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enough for him. The mother pleaded with her son not to 
divorce his wife.
"I am not going back to my family. I am your wife and 
will remain your wife," the young wife told him. They 
quarreled and fought but she finally left.
Etaha was a bachelor once more. This time he was going 
to choose a wife for himself. This time the woman he 
was going to marry would be the most beautiful woman in 
the land. Etaha searched everywhere for the woman of his 
dream. He neglected all the girls in his village. He 
went to every gathering of young people of his age. He 
went to all the marriage ceremonies in the neighborhood.
He went to every market meeting to watch the girls.
At the end of the planting season, the rain fell in 
showers every day and the women and children did not have 
a lot to do. The young men helped their fathers to set 
up new barns or to repair the roof before the last heavy 
rains which were usually storms. Young maidens offered 
to carry their mother's market baskets for them. They 
had ideas other than just helping their mothers. They 
wanted to advertise their beauty to the prospective hus
bands who came to the market not only to sell their wares 
and baskets but to spot the beauties from adjoining vil
lages .
On one of these market days, Etaha met a very beautiful 
girl who said her name was Usun-Urua (market begotten).
"Where are you from?" he asked.
"Oh, from the direction of the sunset."
"Is it Nung-Udoe or Ifa?" he asked.
"Maybe," she replied noncommittally.
They planned to meet at a marriage ceremony the following 
day at Ifa. Etaha did not waste much time, he asked Usun- 
Urua to marry him.
"No, I don't know you," she replied.
On the next market day Etaha searched for Usun-Urua and 
persuaded her to marry him.
Etaha met the young woman's mother and asked for her per
mission to take her daughter to meet his parents. At 
home Nsikan and Imeh were happy to see the dazzingly beau
tiful wife of their son. They admitted their only son 
had a taste for good things, beautiful women in particular.
Nsikan and Imeh treated their son's wife kindly. She was 
not asked to do anything in the house. She was not asked 
to fetch water or go to farms or market. Etaha was happy 
with his parents for their treatment of his new wife, but 
he contemplated on how long his wife could live like she 
did, not touching anything. Soon he told her that they
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should move into their own house which his father had 
helped him build. When they moved in, Etaha found out 
more about his wife. He hoped she would change for she 
never slept on the same bed with him. She would always 
put out all of the lights in the house before going to 
sleep.
Etaha's wife did not know how to set up a fire. She 
could not cook. She could not even fetch water. She 
always asked for help from her mother-in-law or asked 
her husband to do the task. When nobody could offer the 
service, then nothing could be done.
Etaha's wife could not do anything right. She always 
turned everything upside down. For instance, she would 
offer the back side of a plate to accept soup. She 
turned her back on the door to close it at night, and 
when she did close the door it became a wall.
Things like this made Etaha know where his search for 
the most beautiful wife had landed him. He could not 
tell his parents. It was about six market weeks after 
Etaha's wife came to live with him that Etaha tried to 
go to bed with her. She would not let him; but being 
stronger than she, he overpowered her
His parents could tell that they were taking loudly in 
their house but they decided not to interfere. Two or 
three mornings later, the mother went to find out how 
Etaha and his wife were doing. She found the door walled. 
She knocked and called out. Nobody was there, so she call
ed Imeh for help. Imeh broke in through the window. Their 
son was lying on top of a coffin, naked and stone dead. So 
it was that they came to know their son's new bride was a 
ghost. So too they came to know their energy in bringing 
up the son was a waste.

—  Edem T. Udoh
Cross River State, Nigeria

MAKING IT TURKEY
My 2 brothers going 
through school always 
doing it right, what 
they're supposed to, always 
excelling ... one
now an important heart surgeon, the other 
a wealthy divorce lawyer (his way of 
rending hearts) and me
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the family black sheep, a truant, spending 
time for car theft at St Charles (despite 
my father’s influence) and
then it's off to a career of dope dealing driving
two big vans of heroin worth several million dollars
over the border from Mexico, and (even
getting a little ripped off) I
end up with $250,000 just for me, safely
stuffed away in a Chemical Bank safety deposit box, then 
with no more financial worries, I
go down to Nashville and buy myself into the right 
social positions, and (despite
the fact that I can’t even write a sentence and 
never passed a high school English exam) I 
ball and wine myself into the affections of 
a couple hillbilly superstars, and
they make me famous singing the silly, stupid
songs I've yowled into a tape recorder over my morning
beer ... and now I'm the cultural advisor for
Gov Jimmy Lee James of Tennessee, and
next yr I guess I can run for Senator here (if
I can just get Loretta and Linda, or Billy maybe, to
give me a little country western push)
but
I still can't go home for 
Thanksgiving dinner

TO MAKE IT LIKE RAY!
Seeing
Sugar Ray Leonard walk away from 
beating Hearns senseless, with 
10 million dollars in his pocket ... and
even unknown punks get mauled by Holmes to 
walk off with a million in theirs ... and 
then there's me with my PhD in English lit going 
from NY cab driver to
the nuthouse at Bellevue to
short order cook in the SF Mission to
the nuthouse at SF General to
sleeping with my wine bottle in the Tenderloin ... and
it makes me so mad, the injustice of it, that 
I go right up to big Wino Wes and demolish him with 
a fusilade of body punches ... and now I 
am the champ of 6th and Mission

—  Fritz Hamilton
San Francisco CA



BIBLE BOB RESPONDS TO A JESUS HONKER
On the way home from the University I saw 
Bible Bob driving the car ahead of me. He had 
A sticker on his bumper that said, "Honk if you 
Love Jesus." Not having much hate for anyone, 
Especially Jesus, I tooted my horn twice. Bible 
Bob jabbed his left hand out the open window,
Raised his middle finger in salute to me and shouted, 
"What the hell's your damned hurry, buddy?"

PHASES
My mother- and father-in-law went to a poetry reading 
Given by Locklin, Manning and myself. After it was 
Over, we overheard my father-in-law comment,
"I wonder why they have to use so many 'fucks'
In their poems?"
"It's just a phase they're going through,"
Replied my mother-in-law.
"And I'll bet she's wondering," Locklin 
Whispered to me, stroking his white beard,
"How the fuck long I've been going 
Through this phase."

SAFETY MEETING
When the first-aid kits arrived, the dean 
And safety chairman called a meeting to set 
Forth University policy regarding their 
Use in the science labs.
"In case of accident," we were told,
"Do not use the kits, nor administer 
First-aid. If we don't use them and simply 
Send the students to the clinic, we cannot 
Be held legally liable for any problems.
However, if we do administer first-aid,
And something goes wrong, we could be sued."
"So, why the hell are we getting the kits," I asked.
"To conform with OSHA safety standards," the Dean said.

POETRY READING
My friend, Nichola, has a reputation 
for giving wild poetry readings.
I didn't realize how strong that 
Reputation was until I saw an announcement 
For her reading in the Seal Beach Journal 
Under the "Police Blotter" column.



LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON
When her husband, who was thirty years her senior, 
Died she went into mourning for over two years. 
Shortly after beginning to see some men, she ended 
Up marrying her stepson, who was two years younger 
Than herself, because his face and personality 
Reminded her so much of her dead husband's.

REACTION TO THE POETRY READING
When Locklin finished reading his poem about 
"California Girls" (the virtue: of California 
girls is not that they are beautiful nor that 
they age gracefully, but that they give good head), 
My wife blushed and snapped angrily to me,
"What a low blow!"

VALLEY POEM
Several Long Beach poets 
Gave a reading in the 
San Fernando Valley.
One of the girls in the audience 
Asked Nicky what sort of 
Poetic movement 
Is going on in Long Beach.
Nicky told her, "It is
Somewhat akin to a vowel movement."

—  d. h. lloyd 
Long Beach CA

THE UGLIEST MAN IN THE WORLD
Says he can put his nose in his mouth. That this is 
his special talent. Used to be he was a clean-up man 
with the carnival. Says, "I was the best clean-up 
man in the Western States. Now I'm the Ugliest Man 
In The World." His face collapses like a crushed 
carved pumpkin, his nose stuffed in his mouth alright, 
which is a puckered line an inch beneath his eyes. 
Says: "This is how I make a living."
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THE CARNEY KING
Says he pushed newspapers when he was six, by the time 
he was nine, he was king of the paper boys. Says he 
worked hard all his life. Says when he was twenty three 
he saw a man shuffling down the street with his hat 
jammed down over half his face. He stopped the man and 
looked at his face, said, "What do ya do for a living?" 
"I'm a janitor." "How much ya make?" "Forty dollars 
a week." "I'll give ya a hundred a week if ya woik for 
me."
"He had three eyes and two noses. I billed him as the 
Ugliest Man In The World. He's dead now, but he was 
making three-four hundred a week woiking for me by the 
time he was dead. I also feature the Alligator Lady, 
with scales covering her body from a weird skin disease, 
and the two-headed baby, who we just show a plaster rep
lica of, on account of it's against the law. But I got 
the baby hid away, so's I can't be prosecuted. I don't 
hurt nobody. People pay to see what they wanna see, 
and my freaks get good dough. I'm the King of the Carney 
because I got an eye for what people wanna see. And I 
make good dough too, see. like a lawyer or a ... well, 
not as much as a doctor."
Playing the mike like a Robert Goulet he barks, "Come 
and see 'em folks! Freaks! The Weird. The Strange.
The Odd. Just one dolla. What can ya buy wid just one 
dolla these days, folks? Come one come all! The Show 
is on! The Show never ends ....

THE CARNEY BOY
Says we're just human. Like yous. Says we work hard and 
don't got to take no shit from nobody. Like when a ring 
misses the peg and they want me to pick it up and give 
'em another chance. Shit, no! We work commission and 
some days I work hard and long and freeze my nuts and 
make maybe four, five bucks. Says, I love the carnival. 
It's my whole life.

THE ALLIGATOR LADY
I got scaly skin from some rare disease. I was married 
before that. I make out alright. I mean, it's OK and 
it ain't. I mean, we're all whores anyhow.

—  Jonathan London
Forestville CA
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THE PLANT LADIES
The plant ladies
come into the office once a week.
They dust the leaves,
check the soil, inspect for bugs,
pinch off the withered leaves.
They hum sweetly to themselves, 
are polite, friendly but unobtrusive.
They are a rare breed. I can't 
imagine where the company that 
sends them finds girls like these. 
They are original earth mothers, 
caring, nurturing, healing.
There can't be more than 
a dozen women like these 
left in Southern California.
What has a fern got that 
I haven't?

LIKE A MAD HOUSE LIGHT
one by one
all the lights are
going out in our house.
we steal bulbs from 
one room to replace 
burnt out ones in another.
I am forever 
standing on chairs 
unscrewing screws 
removing glass globes.
empty sockets hang 
in the hallway and 
laundry room; they 
were the first to go, 
being least important.
a few days ago
the kitchen light blew
so I borrowed a 75 watt bulb
from the two-bulb fixture
in the dining room,
leaving behind only
a 25 watt. now we
can see what we're cooking
but not what we're eating.
the 25 watt is so dim 
it's like a mad house light, 
blinder than the darkness 
designed to drive us crazy.



the light in the refrigerator 
went out as well, providing 
a genuinely zen response 
to Alan Watts' koan:
"does the refrigerator light 
really go off when 
you close the door?"
I ransack the broom closet 
hoping for unused bulbs 
but find only the 
empty corrugated paper 
boxes, now flat 
and useless.
as the available light 
diminishes, we begin 
to use fewer rooms, 
to occupy smaller areas.
soon we will be limited 
to the tiny space 
in front of the television 
and the bedroom,
the only two places 
in the home where 
darkness is the 
preferred condition.

SOMETHING SPANISH
Classical guitar music 
comes out of my f.m. radio.
I am sitting in my office at work 
without a thing to do.
There are no numbers 
lighting up my calculator.
There are no unwritten pages 
on my desk. A round, 
well used art gum eraser 
sits in the middle of the desk 
but I have blown all of 
the rubber crumbs away.
I am 33 years old. I 
have no work to do today.
I also have no career goals.
I'll be gone in six months, 
looking for any kind of employment 
in another state. I am 
not worried.
A five-day vacation begins tomorrow. 
I intend to rest, exercise, and 
perhaps do a few simple chores
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such as wax the car. Wasting 
time doesn't trouble me.
Right now
I am among the happiest and 
most powerful of men.

LA STRADA
"Give the kids a bath, they're beginning 
to smell," my wife had said, I didn't believe 
such beautiful children could smell, 
but I gave them a bath anyway.
After I got them to bed, I locked up 
the house, brushed my teeth, put on 
flannel pajamas, and went to bed myself 
at 9:00,
It was a great extravagance, as I 
usually stay up late, typing out poems 
or catching up on correspondence, but 
I felt I owed it to myself. I was 
very tired, my entire body ached 
with exhaustion. My liver ached, 
my lungs ached. My heart was tired, 
my neck was tired. My brain was burning.
Every part of me was weary,
I got in under the heavy quilts.
It felt good to be in bed on 
such a cold night.
And I thought about a Fellini 
film I had seen years ago. It's 
a wonderfully melancholy work, 
full of grotesque circus characters, 
murder, and the tragedy and brutality 
of life. The great actor,
Anthony Quinn, starred as an
itinerant strongman who performs
feats of strength for crowds in the streets,
traveling from town to town on his
three-wheeled motorcycle with a
gypsy wagon built on the back.
What a genius he was in that film.
Grumbling, ill tempered, fiercely 
proud. A retarded girl tagged 
along behind him, acting the clown and 
playing her sad song on a trumpet.
She assisted in his performances, 
but try as she might, she always 
messed things up. And although 
she made the audiences laugh, 
she only infuriated Anthony Quinn.



Under the warm covers, I recalled
the sad tune she always played
on her trumpet, and how at
the end of the movie, the geat
Anthony Quinn abandons her while
she sleeps on the side of the road. Soon,
however, he is haunted by the sad music
of her trumpet. He misses her intensely,
searches but cannot find her. And when
he learns that she is dead, he sits
on the beach and weeps to the heavens.
I slept for ten hours.

MAYBE IT’S THE RINSE CYCLE
She shrinks my shirts.
something happens
to the fabric
in the washing machine
and they come out of the dryer
a few sizes smaller
than they went in.
I'm sure it's not intentional, 
still it's irritating as hell.
I have a closet packed tight 
with tiny shirts I can't wear, 
and they're always the best ones, 
the newest, the best tailored, 
my favorite colors, 
the ones that really looked 
great on me.
I'm always forgetting,
pulling a beautiful shirt
out of the closet, saying
"how come I never wear this one?"
then I try it on and
I remember: the sleeves
end half way up my arms,
my wrists hang out
awkwardly.
I'm going to take them 
all out of the closet 
tonight when I get home 
and give them to the Goodwill.
The straight jacket I've 
got on right now, 
an early morning blunder, 
should help to remind me.

59



10.000 VOLTS, SEVEN BLACK WIDOWS, ALL ADULTS 
AND MY WIFE'S NEW RED PANTS
Saturday I killed seven black widows, 
all adults, while cleaning out my garage.
They were hiding in the big box of baby toys.
It was therapeutic work. My hangover was 
gone by dinner time. My wife had hurt her back 
lifting boxes at work and that night when we 
went to bed she laid on her belly and pulled 
her panties halfway down and I rubbed 
Ben-Gay on her tailbone. That was a first 
for both of us.
Sunday we went to the planetarium where 
they were demonstrating the Tesla coil, A 
million volts of electricity surged from 
the huge thing, four-foot long arms 
of crackling, zapping energy arching 
like lightning against the chamber walls.
We stood fifteen feet away behind glass 
but the thing was so powerful there were
10.000 volts of electrical current in the air, 
flowing over our bodies and into the earth.
The tour guide asked for a volunteer to grab 
the end of a neon tube she held overhead 
but the crowd was mostly poor Mexicans 
and either they didn't understand English 
or they didn't believe her when she said 
that it was entirely harmless.
"You do it," urged my wife, so I did. I 
reached up and grabbed it and the neon 
tube glowed with 10,000 volts. How could 
you beat that? Seven black widows and
10.000 volts and I didn't feel a thing.
Later that evening we split a bottle of 
Cold Duck and I painted her fingernails 
and her toenails with red polish. Then I 
pinned up the cuffs of her new red jeans 
and she looked so damn good in them 
naturally I wanted her, but her back was 
still painful, so she sacked out while I 
stayed up and read a few pages in a 
biography of the life of Henry Miller and 
reflected on how it had been a 
better than average weekend.
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A POEM FOR THE BOSS
You ask me into your office.
I sit in the chair, nervously 
crossing my legs, touching my beard.
When you hand me my raise 
and shake my hand, you think 
this is a wonderful moment for me, 
but it isn't.
Listening to your praise 
is as disturbing to me 
as if you were firing me 
or chewing my ass out.
I do not mean to do good work.
I do not strive for it. It's merely 
how I get through each day.
Ultimately I will fail you,
I will let you down. Not 
through the quality of my work, 
but because I do not want 
the same things you do.
I do not share your lust for profits.
I only want to see the sun go down
everyday. I wait for that moment
when the car is in the garage,
the gate is shut, dinner is cooking,
the moon is huge and orange over the roofs
and I am free again for a few hours.

POOR
I remember times 
we were so broke
I would steal rolls of toilet paper 
out of the crappers at work, 
stomp them flat and 
stuff them in my attache case.
and still
we buy half our meals 
at the gas station, 
charging cheese and milk, 
bread and wine on the 
ARCO card, paying 
double price for outdated 
goods, and the oriental 
clerks leering at us 
like we were purple 
negroes from jupiter.
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it goes on and on 
without relief, never 
a time when we have 
more than five dollars 
to spend at the Alpha Beta, 
this poverty would 
drive any normal person 
mad, I wonder how 
we take it.
I go for weeks on end 
without a single dollar bill 
in my wallet, yet I know 
men who feel oppressed 
if they haven't got 
four or five hundred a month 
to blow on the races or 
taking girls to Motel 6.

LUNCH TIME
I'm listening to opera 
and eating a turkey sandwich 
white turkey breast, sourdough 
bread, mayo, lettuce. It's 
probably the best turkey sandwich 
I've ever had. A minute ago
the boss stuck his head in 
and asked if I've written 
any pornographic novels lately.
I explained that it takes time 
to get a long fictional work 
into publishable form, years, 
but that I have had some luck 
lately with the poetry, 
a collection forthcoming, some 
stuff in an anthology out of 
Nevada. He in turn said that
he's got a video machine 
and watches porno movies at home, 
as if somehow that puts us 
on an equal footing as artists.
It's fall again, September 3rd, 
my mind wanders aimlessly and 
once again squares of paper 
blow through the air while 
I daydream of nirvana.
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NO ONE CALLS ME ANY MORE
I'm not sure who
(although I have a pretty good idea) 
but someone ran up a $200 
phone bill last month 
calling back east to Troy Michigan 
and charged it to my home phone.
So I called up General Telephone 
and had the number changed 
and I said while you're at it 
how about making it unlisted.
The service rep said it would cost 
me an extra
15ç a month for an unlisted number.
Fine, I said, I
think I can afford that.
Now the phone never rings.
It's heaven.
No insurance salesmen
asking how I'm doing this evening.
No morticians
trying to peddle me matching plots. 
It's bliss.
Amazing what 15ç a month can buy.
(Although I think I'll miss
the firemen calling me up once a year
offering tickets
to the Firemen's Annual Ball.)

A BAT OUT OF HELL
Remember the time
you drove all the way
from Chino to San Pedro
in the rain
barreling along
like a bat out of hell
in the old Chevy
and I could hardly
keep up with you
even though I was
driving Wendy's Mustang.
I never dreamed 
you had such 
a lead foot 
nor that you were 
so fearless, it 
scared me to death
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the way we took corners, 
ran red lights, 
never slowing for a second, 
60 miles per hour 
all the way.
And when we got there 
and I asked you about it, 
you didn't even know 
you had been going 
so very fast.
How odd it was, 
you ahead of me 
leading the wild way 
so vulnerable 
so fearless 
like a mad woman 
like a bat out of hell 
and the children, 
your sleeping babies, 
so precarious 
in the back seat.

POOL PARTY
I knew I couldn't get out of going 
to the party, so I made up my mind that 
at least I wasn't getting in the pool.
Barry offered to loan me some trunks 
of his. They were huge, baggy things 
with bright Hawaiian flowers on them.
It really seemed to bother him that 
I didn't want to swim in his pool.
He must have asked me a dozen times 
if I was sure I didn't want the trunks.
"Naw," I said, "I'm fine." I laid back 
in the deck chair and worked on my 
farmer tan.
The girls from the office took off 
their clothes (except for swimsuits, 
of course) and gradually got used to 
being nearly naked in front of each other.
The sun was straight up and hot. I sat 
there sweating in my blue shirt and 
brown cords, looking like a wino, 
sipped at a beer and watched the girls 
through slit eyes.
Everybody kept trying to get me into 
the goddamn pool. They were obsessed
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with it. Nothing else would do. I 
had to get wet. Romeo and Tim were 
threatening to throw me in.
I closed my eyes and waited for it 
to end. I knew I was being unsociable. 
I couldn't help it. For one thing, 
my back was badly sunburned last 
weekend, and now it was peeling.
A weak excuse, admittedly. Besides,
I'm really a very modest guy. I 
don't want to undress in front of 
all the girls. I'm shy.
And then, there's my grief. How 
can I explain that to them? How 
can I explain that I don't want 
their beer, their sandwiches, their 
swimming pool, their sunny day, 
their secretaries in bikinis.
Around five o'clock it got cool 
and they let me go home.

CATS

Raymond Chandler was a lush 
but he liked cats. I've got 
several books with his picture 
and he's always puffing on his pipe 
and stroking a cat. You'd think 
with all of his hardboiled talk 
he'd be smoking Camels and 
have a dog, a bloodhound.
Jack Kerouac was another 
alcoholic. God, he loved his cat. 
He just wanted to hide out 
with his bottle and his novels 
and his beloved cat. One of 
the last photos of him shows 
him all bloated and sad and 
out of focus, holding his cat.
We all know Charles Bukowski 
has done his share of drinking.
But I'll be goddamned, I never 
thought he liked cats, until I 
was looking at a book of pictures 
taken while he was touring in 
Germany. There he is, playing 
with a cat, feeding it a scrap 
from the dinner table, lifting 
it up by the front paws. Then,
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I read in his latest book of 
poems that he's got three cats 
at his San Pedro home.
Don't tell me that Fante also 
has a cat, I don't want to hear it.
What about Henry Miller? Any cats 
in his life? (Other than his 
first wife, I mean. Or was it his 
second wife, the one who caused 
him so much trouble, and that he 
wrote all of that stuff about?)
I'm not having any trouble with 
the booze part, but I can't seem 
to come to terms with the cats.
We have four of them, and I 
hate them all. Once in a while, 
when I'm really tired, I find 
myself petting one, and I think,
You're slipping, you're being nice 
to a cat.
Then other times, I think maybe 
this one cat in particular, a black 
furry one we call Michigan, is the 
reincarnated soul of Jack Kerouac, come 
back to haunt me. And I have to be 
kind to it, after all, it could be Jack.
They sit around the living room, 
on top of my $150 stereo from Sears, 
on top of my books, my records, my papers, 
like they own the place. They do own 
the place. I'm the guy who pays the 
rent, buys the cans of beef and liver, 
the bags of kitty litter. Maybe I'm stuck 
with them.
When I start actually liking them,
I'll know I’ve made it as a writer.

—  David Barker 
Salem OR
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JOE EASY
always sat on the same barstool 
with the same smoke, sipping the 
same drink, telling the same 
run-down stories. hell, half the 
time, he'd forget to put his 
choppers in. when he heard i 
was going to Mexico that was all 
he needed. "sure, i speak just 
like a native. all you gots to do is 
put a 'o' on everything. take your 
name, Roberto. see? or cat, cato. 
o.k., no problem." of course, 
i didn't believe him but maybe 
that didn’t matter. Joe Easy 
believed himself ....

RANDOM MAN
Jules opened the white pages 
and dropped his finger on a name. 
Virgil Later.
Jules imagined Virgil was near 
retirement, almost bald; an Elk. 
Virgil liked cold spaghetti and 
watching his grandson’s little 
league games. Jules carefully 
dialed the number. "hello, heLLO, 
HELLO." Jules waited with no 
sound then hung up. Virgil 
shrugged, deciding it was an 
obscene call. Jules put the phone 
book away, satisfied it wasn’t 
a wrong number ....

—  Robert Underwood 
Redlands CA

THUNDER AND LIGHTNING
mad woman slams the door 
gets in her toyota 
whips out of the driveway 
and drives away with a small 
squeal of the tires.
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WHAT I LIKE ABOUT THE RAILROAD
is working on Sunday mornings.
we only get maybe three or four trains all day 
it's peaceful and quiet 
no rush hours 
just nice.
then the superintendent comes in.
"It was a bad day for the company," he says.
"What, yesterday?"
"Last night.
A guy in South Pekin lost a leg.
A guy in Mason City lost an arm.
And a guy in Janesville got killed.
A real bad night."
at first nobody says anything
then all at once everyone starts talking
about that weekend two years ago
when five guys got killed
and two other people
committed suicide under Mannheim Bridge.

FINANCE COMPANY
they told me how great i was. 
promising young talent 
was what they were 
always looking for.
after two years 
i couldn't really tell 
what they thought.
they sent me to New Jersey
to fire these two guys in collections.
instead, i trained them good and hard
for the two weeks i was there.
as far as i was concerned
they were now as good at it as anybody
and could keep their jobs.
when i got back to Chicago
my boss was so pissed when i told him about it 
that we were on the next flight to Newark, 
when we got there
he showed me how to fire somebody 
and how to hire somebody.
so i up and quit.
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ALGEBRA
at approximately 2:30 a.m. 
he is shot and seriously wounded 
confronting a home invader 
in the privacy and security 
of his own living room.
so seriously wounded was he that his wife
was still in a state of shock at the funeral
and would only be able to recall
that it all seemed like a dream
like he would be coming home from work
any minute now.
the usual "If only I hadn't stayed at mother's 
for another week and he'd still be alive" 
was heard over and over again.
in the lobby of the funeral home 
the police officer who had come by 
quietly offered this explanation:
"Among millions and millions of people
this can be expected to occur x amount of times
per y amount of the population."
i thought to myself
sure, then you divide the truth by two 
and only publish half of that, 
all you say is that crime is down by 2% 
so you don't have to say that we had
11.250 homicides last year
11.250 people who got shot.
Beirut?
just try the south side of Chicago 
on a Saturday night.

LIFE OF CRIME
the minute i got it 
i went right in there 
and ordered a double 
banged it down 
and ordered another.
the bartender said 
"That bad, eh?"
and i said, "Hey, if I didn't get that check today 
I was gonna have to rob a gas station tonight. 
That's how good I feel.”
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OUT
who'd have thought it.
after being down 10 to 1 in the second inning 
to the best team in the whole world 
there we were
trailing 12 to 11 in the bottom of the tenth 
men on first and third 
one out 
and i'm up.
i fouled off five pitches in a row. 
everyone was yelling for me to hang tough 
and look for my pitch, 
real life excitement, man.
then he hangs a curve 
a big fat slow pitch 
and i smack it good
right to short to second to first and out.

AWOL
it was about the Swede.
everyone was standing around
in the back room talking about why
he didn't come to work that day.
it seems that his kids
at the request of their mother
had set his car on fire
and that the explosion of the gas tank
had set the house on fire and it burned
down to the ground.
so pistol in hand
he went looking for her
but he was so drunk
that he shot himself
when he was ranting, raving
and threatening to blow her head off.
having lived forty-five years
with one oar in the water
it's a cinch he can make it
the rest of the way
with only one ear.

TRASH
the garbage company tells you
that they will pick up one large piece of garbage 
like furniture or an appliance 
every month.
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so one morning
you finally get up the energy
to carry the old couch
out to the curb.
when you come home from work
it's still sitting there.
you call them up 
prepared to give them
the biggest bunch of shit they ever heard 
and they tell you that they need 
three days notice.
i'm not just mad 
i mean
it's real embarrassing
people knowing what a pile of junk
my furniture must be
if i waited this long
to throw out that couch.

GOING BACK TO SCHOOL
at this late age 
to try to survive
the technological threat of the future 
one thing struck me more than any other.
i don't care how sick and perverted 
or how typical it is but 
the first thing i noticed 
the first time i went to college 
and the first thing i noticed 
upon my return ten years later 
was the girls.

TWO OUT OF THREE
"Stroberg, Stroberg, Stroberg," he said 
squeezing the words out of the corner of his mouth. 
"Can't you read the damn sign?
It says turn off the engine 
and no smoking, doesn't it?"
he had me there.
forget that it was twenty below zero 
minus eighty with the windchill factor, 
there i was 
sitting in the cab 
engine and heater running
smoking a cigarette and reading Time magazine 
like i always do when i gas up the truck.

71



hey, i could get thirty days off 
for reading while on duty 
but for trying to blow the place up 
they just yell at you.
i said, "Yes Mr. Sutton, I can read the sign."

—  Paul Stroberg 

Lombard IL

Note: In WR:93, the printer masked off the endings 
of four lines and the title of the following poem. 
It is printed below in an unmutilated state.

I'LL NOT COP OUT ON RHODODENDRONS THIS TIME

Much less on asphodels. What in shit have 
flowers to do with any of it? Not that you
Came upon the scene empty-handed. Nor that 
you were even quite naked. Flowers & flowers
& 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't
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.

GOD AND THE DEVIL. WHY

Should we project our goodness 
upon an external entity? Why
Should we project our badness 
upon an external entity? That
This is our nature is not 
a useful answer —  nor very interesting.
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THE TELEGRAM
I dusted off

a couple of 
disused testicles
Just in case

to be sure
then I got 
A fast telegram

from my wife
saying "— xkjkw 
"Wknkrkw skbkn

gkrkuks
skbkw
Stop

Love
-M"
This took most

of the starch
out of me 
For a couple

of days
by then 
She and the

children were 
all home again

THE MORE 
I think

about
everything 
The less

I give
a shit 
About

any
thing

—  Judson Crews 
Albuquerque NM
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THE END OF A RELATIONSHIP
A man was making love to a woman when all of a sudden 
one of her eyes popped out. T Not wanting to believe 
it, the man kept making love as if nothing had happened.
JT It wasn't more than a minute before her other eye 
popped out and rolled onto the floor.  Unable to ignore 
it a second time, the man began to get very upset. He 
turned his head away from the woman as he continued 
making love, determined to finish what he had started.
 At short and regular intervals he heard the sound of 
things falling onto the floor, and all of a sudden he 
had a horrible vision of a stump beneath his body. The 
thought of it set him into a panic like he had never 
experienced before.  He closed his eyes tightly and 
tried to fantasize that he was making love to a beautiful 
exotic woman who cared for him like no other man in the 
world. He tried to hold onto her image, but it very soon 
faded into the vision of horror.  After he climaxed he 
quickly pulled out and ran out the door.  He didn't stop 
running until he was all the way home.

THE END
A man's penis began to threaten him: "If you don't start 
putting me in better places, I'm going to leave you. And 
as for that whore last night, I'll never forgive you as 
long as I live!" J "How dare you call Christy a whore," 
said the man angrily. "And even if she were, I'll put 
you wherever I please, and you'll enjoy yourself whether 
you like it or not." JT "We'll see about that," said the 
penis as it snapped off his body and started scampering 
around the room. JF "Get back here," screamed the man. 
"Christy will be here in fifteen minutes and you better 
be with me when she comes."  "Up your ass," replied 
the penis as it went right on scampering like a little 
rodent.  The man was now very angry and determined 
to teach his penis a lesson. "I'll fix you. I'll fix 
you, you lousy prick!” he screamed, as he picked up a 
clock and began chasing his cock.  Finally, he was 
able to corner it, and in a fit of rage he started 
slamming the clock onto it. He hit it twelve or thirteen 
times before he realized what he had done. Slowly, and 
with gasping breath he rose to his feet and looked down 
at his smashed and bleeding penis.  With tears in his 
eyes he gently picked it up and placed it on the table: 
"This is the end," he thought to himself, as he pulled 
out a gun and pointed it to his head.
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GUILTY
I tried to make them understand that it didn't make any 
difference: just because she was three years old. She 
spoke eight languages fluently, had read and understood 
hundreds of books on philosophy, psychology, and reflex
ology, and was wearing a size 32D training bra at the 
time I was arrested. I tried to explain this to them but 
they couldn't understand. They said I had broken the 
law, committing the most heinous of crimes. And I said,
"I love her, and she loves me!"  In the courtroom, her 
mother broke out in tears: "I hope you give him the 
chair. He has destroyed my baby's life!" she screamed.
 "I did nothing of the kind," I calmly responded.
"Your daughter is a precociously intelligent and sensi
tive girl who came to me willingly, who is capable of 
thinking for herself at all times."  And then, Tina 
was asked to take the stand. She looked over at me with 
tears in her eyes as she was forced to answer many ques
tions.  "I love him!" was her answer.  It did not matter 
to her that I was nine times her age. She expressed that 
she had been searching all her lifetime for a man like me, 
who could understand and accept her for who she was.  
Just before leaving the stand, she vowed that if any harm 
came to me in any way she would never again touch a glass 
of milk. She vowed that she would stay in her room all 
day and do nothing but listen to Barry Manilow records 
until she was ready to explode.  This admission of love 
for me was more than I could bear. I ran to her, and we 
stood there weeping in each others' arms; but quickly we 
were separated by two policemen.  The jury deliberated 
for almost four days until they finally reached a verdict 
of GUILTY.  And so, here I am with only 32 hours left to 
live, wondering what will become of my young lover after 
I am gone —  after they have taken the only joy of her 
life.

THE UNFORTUNATE REQUEST for Russell Edson
A man's machine, after being in love with him for so 
many years, is finally able to make a difficult request. 
"Would you please fondle my genitals?" says the machine 
to the man.  The man is totally stunned since he never 
thought that machines were programmed to make such a re
quest.  "It is not my position to serve you, but you 
to serve me at all times," says the man to his machine.
 "I do not question your authority," says the machine, 
"but just this once, could you please do something for 
me, especially since I am in love with you."  Again, 
the man is stunned. "Love!!??" he thinks to himself,
"how is it possible?" After a few moments of reflection 
he asks, "where are your genitals?"  "Beneath the
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counter," says the machine to its master.  "All right, 
I'll do it this once!" says the man, as he begins to 
search for something under the counter resembling a 
genital. But all of a sudden he stops and jumps to his 
feet.  "Thought you had me fooled, you sly little ma
chine! It's common knowledge that you were created by 
men, in man's image, and therefore are male in gender. 
If I were to touch your genitals, I would therefore be 
committing a homosexual act! What kind of a person do 
you take me for?" says the man, now getting very angry 
at his machine,  "I didn't mean anything by it," says 
the machine, "I only wanted to ...."  The man is now 
feeling uncontrollable rage. He picks up a chair and 
starts slamming it against the machine, "I didn't 
mean anything by it!" it screams, smoke now coming out 
of its system and wires scattering about the room,  
Finally, the machine is broken into hundreds of parts. 
The man is standing there burning with sweat, staring 
down at what he has done,  Hardly able to believe it, 
he picks up a few of the wires and holds them in his 
hands. "Fifteen years of faithful service," he thinks 
to himself, "and I'll probably never own a better ma
chine !"

—  Jeffrey A. Z. Zable 
San Francisco CA

OF COURSE
it doesn't always work the same way, you know, 
sometimes they shoot them coming out of the 
tunnel, at other times, going in.
once they poured gasoline into the water and 
burned them.
they weren't ready for that.
Kraft and I are always thinking up new 
ideas.
I think it's best that they shoot themselves 
while looking into mirrors:
all those people who eat pizza and go to 
baseball games.

SWINGING FROM THE DUMB HOOK

often times while driving down the freeway I feel like 
putting my head on the steering wheel and sleeping, 
or in the supermarket check-out line while the girl is 
tabulating the sale I feel like reaching out and tearing 
the top of her dress away so that I can look at her 
breasts, and



often times in the mornings when I awaken I don’t feel 
like getting up and doing my toilet and dressing and 
beginning to do what should be done, instead I feel 
like staying in bed for 3 or 4 days and nights 
or
often times when I have stopped my car at a red light 
and there aren't any other cars about I have this 
desire to go through the red light
and then when I get that thought I get another thought 
like
who is allowing me to drive this car? 
it doesn't seem sensible that I am allowed to steer 
and stop and start and speed this machine just like 
I saw that old lady in the blue hat doing 
a few moments ago as we passed each other on a 
steep hill.
or sometimes at night I awaken and sit upright 
and I stare straight ahead out the window at the 
night but meanwhile I can feel my dumbness sitting 
there next to me, stacked up next to me like a 
set of rubber tires,
and even when I am copulating sometimes 
I think, what am I doing copulating?
I am spooked continually by having to do all the 
ordinary things, the things most people can do so 
easily.
I sit here drunk now at 12:09 a.m. and I want to 
light this cigarette and I keep picking up the same 
5 or 6 empty book matches, opening them and staring at 
their insides, anybody else would have a cigarette 
lighter, anybody else would be asleep, instead at this 
moment I think of a totally insane woman I lived with 
for 3 years who could do all those many tiny things 
properly and without thinking, and still probably 
does.

PROMENADE
I am taking a walk about 2:30 p.m. 
pass a group of kids standing around 
looking at the engine of a car. 
the hood is up and one of them appears 
to be working on the motor.
I walk by
am thirty or forty yards away from them 
when one of the kids yells:
"hey, old man!"
I stop and turn, wait
they don't say anything, look down
at the engine.
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I wait a moment longer, then turn 
and walk along.
I hear one of them laugh, "I don't think 
he liked that!"
I don't mind at all: at the age of 62 
I can still kick ass 
or
drink any of them under the 
table.
close to the grave be damned, there's 
not a one of them 
I'd prefer to be.
it's a good afternoon.
I hope they solve their 
engine.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA

SPOUSAL SUPPORT
when i bring the beautiful german edition
of my selected works
home to my wife, she sniffs,
"it looks like a real book —  
too bad it isn't in english."
later a former wife calls me 
about our kids
and i tell her about the german book 
and how a number of our mutual friends 
were involved in the cover photo, 
art work, frontispiece, and afterword,
and she says, "it sounds incestuous."
later i get in a fight with my present wife
over whether my former wife
has deliberately complicated
some travel plans of ours.
she goes to bed
and i sit up by myself
finishing some cheap champagne,
some saki, and some other left-over wine,
celebrating the publication
of the german book.
since i don't read german
i mostly just admire the pictures of me
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done by my incestuous friends, 
if the book makes any money, 
maybe i can afford another ex-wife.

WHY OUR SPECIES HAS SURVIVED 
i notice that
whenever i give my little boy 
a cookie or cracker or handful of popcorn 
to feed the pigeons
he eats it.

THE FOURTH VOLUME OF THE SNOPES TRILOGY
an associated press story, datelined carson city,
reports a gift of 700 dollars
from the "lords of sin" motorcycle club
to the eagle valley children’s home.
the gift certificate and other presents
were delivered by 13 bikers on their choppers.
jan parks, eagle valley nursing director, 
was quoted as saying, "the kids love it. 
after all, how many santas are the leader 
of a motorcycle gang."
"we do it mainly for the kids," (italics mine) 
said bryan corey, lords of iron president, 
who played santa.
the visit "helps show the public
we're not always (italics mine)
running around hurting people," he added.
"we also (italics mine) have a soft spot."

WHIP WITHOUT CARROT
in the same delivery i received
my estimated tax forms
and a summons to jury duty.
i searched the rest of the mail
but couldn't find
my good citizen certificate.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA
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