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TRICIA'S SKILLET

the aroma of crisp bacon
has wakened me like no alarm clock
ever could. I go to the kitchen
and there is my wife, cracking eggs
on the side of a hot, cast-iron skillet.
"Over easy?" she asks. I nod ... 
she is using THE skillet; the one great 
aunt Eloise gave her grandmother as 
a wedding gift; the one her grandmother 
gave to her mother, who, in turn, passed 
down to Trish. it's the blackest pan 
I've ever seen and it's probably fried 
bushels of eggs. shaking a little pepper 
on the eggs' faces, she turns them over 
as gently as a kiss. our daughter comes in, 
pajama'd, rubbing the sleep out of one 
eye and asks, "How long 'til breakfast?" 
for some reason, I step into the future, 
thinking of that dark inheritance and this 
same scene, years and years from now ....
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THE CHIROPRACTOR

my neighbor swore by him and I 
was in no shape to argue, hurting like 
I did. no appointments, people started 
lining up at 6 AM to see the doc and by 
8, it was a full house. I got there at 
6 sharp, second in line, and after the 
wait, the old man started working on me. 
twisting and popping and turning things 
ways I'd never imagined; at one point, he 
even knocked the wind out of me but when 
I got off that table, feeling sweet nothing, 
no hurt at all, I knew he knew his stuff.
I went back for 3 adjustments, feeling prime 
and then the doc up and died. asthma com
plications, they say ... but isn't that how 
it always is; you find something that works 
and either the price goes sky high or they 
take it off the market and all you can do 

is all you can do ....

KEEPING UP WITH THE PAST

today,
I'm wearing a shirt I've had 
for 10 years. a loud but faded 
Hawaiian print. at one time, it 
seems as though I wore it every 
other day. now, it's rarely 
separated from its hanger but 
not because I like it less only 

because I like it more ....

POETS DON'T WEAR TIES

they were going to do it
at Cal State, in the Eucalyptus Room.
"Be there at 4," she said. of course,
I was late but so were the poets ...
"Modern poetry should be at least as 
interesting as the movies," quoted the 
professor in his introduction of the poets. 
I hadn't seen a good flick in some time 
so I was really mulling that tidbit over 
when sharp-looking Zepeda stepped up
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to the podium. "He's a poet?" she whispered 
like someone getting a deal. "He's not 
wearing a tie so he must be," I answered.
I probably could've done without the look
she gave me. Zepeda was pretty good. he
read his "John" poems and ended with a
sorrowful story about a reservation Indian
who'd been shafted by himself and life.
next, Locklin lumbered up, gray and gutted,
scoping out the audience. "He's a poet?" she
asked, looking short-changed. "Do you see a tie?"
she rolled her eyes for an answer. Locklin
was also good. his poems were funny but shadowed
with that everyday sadness. after the applause,
I asked, "Would you like a glass of wine?" with 
her finger pointed at my chest, she informed me,
"No one here is wearing a damned tie but you."
"That should tell you something," I suggested ....

—  Robert Underwood 
Redlands CA

INCIDENT AT 4 A.M.

4 naked people
stood cluttered around the kitchen table 

in various awkward postures

somehow discussing art

THE MAN WHO JUMPED 
BEYOND HIS TIME

left the rooftop 
too suddenly 
and died
without ever learning 
why

SHE WANTS YOU READY

this girl 
wants you ready 
whenever she needs you
but when you need her 
she often has a headache 
her period 
or a juicy argument 
on the tip of her tongue

83



LITERARY QUARREL

she sd terza rima, dance of sun,
Hecuba, no more strobes.

i screamed rime royale, vers libre, 
moon in the basket: cherry love.
she wanted to waltz to Picasso, 
i called Vivaldi on the telephone.
we read the shorter fiction of Tolstoi 
together by candle.

for supper we dined on minced 
crab, clams in butter, lobster

& green spaghetti, white wine: we laughed
up to our elbows in french bread
& sweet butter, we laughed 
ridiculously, clandestinely, poetically.

then, more sweet succulent 
fish between the chops &
catatonia —  catatonia & candles 
&, i guess, more white wine.
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WHY DID YOU TAKE 
SO MUCH

why did you take 
so much
when you went away
oh sure 
you left
the house and the car

the furniture and the kids 
and even our bank account was 

untouched
but why did you take 
so much

UNEASY DIVORCEE
for the second time 
awakens
in the morning 
beside the same man

Real Faucher
Windsor, Quebec, Canada



THE DARLING OF THE SORORITIES

the darling of the sororities 
is fine this morning she 
ate her fried doughnuts like 
a good girl & chewed her
little cuds of continental coffee 
the darling of the sororities 
is now reading A. E. Housraan 
that cynical man with
the bestial taste for Terence 
& stupid Latin underwear 
the darling (my own sweet 
Clementine) of the sororities
is sitting in her wicker 
chair dreaming of the night 
she'll meet Robert Creeley 
of Massachusetts in black togs
under a tree in a Nathaniel 
Hawthorne wood —  that little bitch 
has sex on her ukelele this 
very very morning & i tell
you she's reading a naughty 
book because she's got her 
knees in her teeth & she's 
gnashing away on her white
Greek sweat shirt & i hear 
her saying, Terence, 0 Terence —  
Tere, where's my stupid little 
man from Massachusetts in a box?

—  Robert L. Greenfield 
Isla Vista CA

MADONNA WHO IS TIRED OF TRYING TO GET THRU

is sick of 
being on 
hold wld 
rather be 
held
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CYNICAL MADONNA COFFEE MADONNA

Nixon's had 
water gate 
Regan, iran 
gate and
now Gary Hart's
got tail gate

PREGNANT MADONNA

steams your 
glasses makes 
you speedy you 
can't face too 
many Mondays 
without her

MADONNA INTRODUCES THE 
STAMP POEM, DEDICATES IT TO 
WRITERS

she delivers

MEN AND CARS: 1

who probably 
lick them more 
than they do 
anything else

no guarantees 
no matter what 
you put into 
making things 
work

MEN AND CARS: 2

STAMP MADONNA

isn't square 
as she looks 
wants your 
tongue to 
turn her 
sticky

the ones you love 
the look of 
like a Morgan 
sleek and exotic 
so bright you 
can't see they'll 
give you the 
worst ride

COTTON CANDY MADONNA

melts with 
just the touch 
of the tip 
of your tongue

CHAIN LETTER MADONNA: 1

wants you to 
take her then 
pass her on 
to friends be 
cause of what 
she promises

CHAIN LETTER MADONNA: 2

begs you to 
copy her
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AFTER THE PRESIDENT VISITS BITBERG AND ETV SHOWS THE 
LIBERATION OF THE CAMPS

I dream I'm on a 
packed train trying 
not to fall under 
the rushing wheels 
no place to sit 
and I'm thirsty 
I can't talk no 
place to pee or 
sleep destination 
uncertain. I'll never 
get back to where 
I've left my car or 
poems or lips 
I trusted. Out of 
the black, forms with 
cold blue eyes rise 
and threaten like 
shapes suddenly 
there on a sheet 
that was blank you 
try to wash

MADONNA OF THE EDGES

is always at 
the point of 
losing her 
footing

CYNICAL MADONNA

reads therapist 
as the rapist

BIBLE THUMPERS MADONNA

keeps waiting for 
the second coming

ONION RING MADONNA: 1

she'll expect 
you to eat 
her, will get 
cold fast if 
you don't

ONION RING MADONNA: 2

goes good 
with beer 
or without it

ONION RING MADONNA: 3

slides down easy 
but might keep 
you up all night

ONION RING MADONNA: 4

has more layers 
than you'd 
first suppose, 
peels for you

ONION RING MADONNA: 5

eat her in 
bed and you'll 
wake up 
in crumbs

—  Lyn Lifshin 
Niskayuma NY
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THE

calmest
man

is the most
angry

of
all

GAGAKU

all mary wants me to do 
is buy her favorite drug for her 

then she'll do whatever I 
want her to do 
she's very pretty 

and many times I've almost done 
what she wanted me to do 

I'm only human I'm 
only human 

and that's not much
but yesterday 

mary was here
and she nagged and 
nagged me to buy 

her favorite drug 
I wouldn't let in 
I wouldn't do it 
I was hard as a rock 

and she nagged and 
whined
I'd even dedicated one 

of my best chapbooks to her 
but no

I wouldn't buy the 
drug

I rationalized that if I bought it I was doing 
her a wrong 

and me a wrong 
and everything a 

wrong
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GAGAKU

1 too many
I always write 1 too many 

this is one too 
many

I should have quit 
at the last one

no no
no demons shake a finger at 

me

no no
you keep on 
they gesture me

don't stop writing of us 
ever

they tell me 

I follow
GAGAKU their advice

he claims he sees demons 
pushing along carlos williams 

red wheel barrow
he claims he sees demons 
now sitting inside the wheel barrow 
it has changed color to green 
now blue
he claims he sees william
carlos williams standing by the scene and 
with a number 2 pencil 
writing about

it

GAGAKU

poets go to 
hell before 
they die
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GAGAKU

once again
I wrote a poem
within which there was an 

attack on woman
jack london's 2nd wife 

to be precise
so

I threw the poem away 
crumpled it up

and tossed it
into my small black 
Swedish fireplace

I haven't burned it yet
I could dive in 

and save it
but I believe there 

has been enough attacks on woman 
too many in fact
in fact

I think that's why
no women come and visit 

here
anymore

I've attacked'em too much 
in the very books

I've given'em
as presents

they don't want to hear 
that 

shit

LIFE

brings one
so far down
going to the typewriter 

seems ridiculous
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GAGAKU

there's something
seemingly very

unimportant about 
much of my poetry

but if you
tell me all

my work is 
unimportant 
X will fish a

vital one out

and say 
here

here is something 
that worked 

for another human 
see

here he published it
or she published 

it

—  Steve Richmond 
Santa Monica CA

NOT THAT I HAD EVER NEEDED A HORSE'S SKULL

To frame my view of the world through. My 
proclivity was for bones of a very dif-
Ferent sort. Old swords, sabers, hand-guns 
never fascinated me that much. I could

Draw a bead on a bird's eye with a twenty- 
two, fire, and watch him blink. He knew
There had been something in the air going 
past him faster than he could see. To sum
It up, I've known women who only blinked 

a time or two
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IN A 350-THOUSAND-WORD MEMOIR OF HENRY

Miller I was never able to conclude for sure 
whether he was a born-again former ass-
Hole, as he claimed, or not. Though one thing 
is for damn sure —  he kept systematically feed
ing out disinformation on himself from 
the start of his writing career 

to the finish

I DENIED THE DESTINY OF GENDER —  DENIED IT

And denied it. Alienated male and female 
alike —  all my friends. But I knew. Bi-sex

Is the only normal sex —  hetero and homo 
are equally perverse. Yet the real fact
Is simple: the male/female dichotomy is universal. 
In the male, sex is pure in its own right
In and of itself. In the female, it is contami
nated by every outside value. It is means
Never an end. The gay male accentuates this truth 
eloquently —  this aspect of his maleness

He never surrenders. The lesbian equally 
remains female —  half-sexed at her very center

I ALWAYS LIKED TALL GIRLS —  EVEN IN AFRICA

And we had this Masai lady in our secretarial 
pool, tall at least as I was and a bit
More skinny —  especially in the ass. Then she 
came to work one day in a mini-skirt and a pair

Of four-inch platform pumps. Man, I said 
isn't this just about enough

92



I LIED THE GOOD

Nixon said
I fed Time

in on
your vulnerabilities The bad time

But I did 
it ultimately 
for your good

The bull calf

your good

If I could be a pig 
in bed with 
a lady all day

Your good Time

Your good

I HAVE CUT MYSELF APART IN SEVERAL

Varied places. I've tossed some into 
the sky —  some into the deep. I'm no
Holier than any of the rest of you. 
None of them yet has turned into

SOME QUAY BESIDE SOME TORRENTIAL

Sea. My girl took off her garter-belt 
rolled her hose down to her calves
Her contribution to modernity. Born 
thirty years too soon, I think she

stars, or angels 
or flying fishes

would have done it 
for a centerfold

Judson Crews
Albuquerque NM
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RIGHT UP THERE WITH HERZOG'S DWARFS

ask her a question & get an equivocation 
she'll always do the right thing though 
especially if someone's watching 
she brought up her daughter saying:
"If you do that people won't like you."
& you know how important it is to conform 
there's less chance of getting caught in the act 
of being yourself
she wears her respectability with ease
a grandmother at 42
she was born for the part
a controlling interest in other people's lives 
there's a scene in Herzog's film that shows a camel 
with two broken front legs
the uncomprehending animal keeps trying to stand 
while a dwarf looks on & laughs 
she wouldn't be able to watch that 
without shedding 333 tears

NOT UNLIKE THE HONEYMOONERS

as they play out their drama 
around the kitchen table 
Ralph has done it again 
he's let that big mouth of his 
get away from him 
contrite as always
he paces endlessly around that table
shrugging his shoulders
& making impotent gestures
Alice never moves
she sits there patiently
listening impassively
as he gets it all out
knowing full well that her bumbling husband 
is going to take her in his arms 
& plant a heart-felt kiss on her lips & say: 
"Baby, you're the greatest."

—  John Levin

Somerville MA
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WHAT VAUDEVILLE KILLED

Every evening at eight and at ten 
the Great Wantondo did it again.
A flourish of cape, a tap of wand.
Both cage and sweet singing bird were gone.

Oh, Great Wantondo, I could never guess 
where you hid that bird.
The cage could fold up, hang under your coat, 
but the bird —  the bird was alive.
You made sure we’d seen that.
Oh, Great Wantondo, may you saute in Hell.
May your body be pressed
in the vise of despair. The bird that vanished 
into the air smashed flat with a snap 
when the cage snapped flat. Replaced 
with another in every act.

Evil Wantondo, do you still wander
from town to town, buying canaries as you go?
Ohj Great Wantondo, may you be squeezed
quite flat by the thighs of fate
at eight and at ten. Two deaths daily
and a matinee Wednesday.

CARPENTER'S APPRENTICE

"You can tell a carpenter by his chips," 
he said. I wasn't sure if I should judge 
by quantity, measure waste, or seek 
smooth edges, the blessing of sharp tools. 
Or did he mean those blond ringlets 
writhing at the plane's throat were signs 
we left behind so when the aliens 
came they'd know what we had done here?
Which seemed to be too much philosophy 
when all I wanted was a piece of board 
"about so long." He showed me how 
to mark the edge, pull back the saw 
to start the cut. Then threw in the bit 
about the carpenter and his chips.

—  Robert M. Chute 
Poland Spring ME
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CAPTIONS
—  for LANAC

Loretta holding Jimmy, 60 pounds 
below her highest weight.
Lawrence Silversmith pointing to his 
brief in Washington, D.C.
Claire Hartwell on a spring vacation in Quebec City 
with the man she is almost in love with.
Lucy Manylives recounting a previous life 
over a bowl of creamed spinach soup.
June Havoc searching in her desk drawer for her 
favorite pen at 7:59 PM when she has a 
hideous headache and knows perfectly well 
she should be heading home for Watertown.
Manuel Silva swallowing his Latin pride and 
washing the bathmat. It comes out very clean.
Elizabeth Chevalier entering the office at 
8:59 AM every Friday, carrying a box of 
oatmeal lace cookies she has made herself.
Sift three cups of flour into a large bowl ....

—  Jane Barnes 
Cambridge MA

the cats are falling off 
the china cabinet 
in slow catmotion 
their voices 
still up there

—  Barbara Moraff 

Strafford VT
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THE LIFE OF RILEY: A DEFINITIVE BIOGRAPHY

He was born one sunny Florida morning 
and napped through most of his childhood.
He spent his adult life loafing
around the house or relaxing in beach chairs,
always a fresh tropical drink in his hand.
He never had a job, a family or a sore throat. 
He never mowed a lawn.
Passers-by would always stop to remind him 
whose life it was he was living.
He died in a hammock examining a cloud.

—  Billy Collins



FUR

The night is full of the bulldog policemen 
who try to enforce order in cartoons, 
the heavy-set ones with droopy ears 
and three-fingered hands.
They wear long blue coats with gold buttons, 
and small rounded hats with gold stars 
sit on their oafish heads.
They run in the dark waving nightsticks.
I am the cat they use for a siren.
They strap him to their squadcar fenders. 
They make him howl by cranking his tail.

VODKA

Cold as water drawn from the bottom of a winter fyord 
and as clear and as perfectly tasteless,
but not as good for your health and empowered to remove 
your sense of direction and push you to the sidewalk.

LENSES

Take a look through these binoculars.
They are so powerful you can make out 
Napoleon posed in front of his flapping tent, 
one eye buried in the glass circle of a telescope
which he is training on Alexander the Great, 
all beard and beaten armor,
scanning the world's horizon from his horse.
He notices all this spying 
and turns to look directly at us, 
calling to his officers, waving his arms, 
a picture in a book come to life.
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CHILD DEVELOPMENT

As sure as prehistoric fish grew legs 
and sauntered off the beaches into forests, 
working up some irregular verbs for their 
first conversation, so three-year-old children 
enter the phase of name-calling.
Every day a new one arrives and is added 
to the sequence. You Dumb Goosehead,
You Big Sewerface, You Poop-on-the-Floor 
(a kind of Navaho ring to that one) 
they yell from knee level, their little mugs 
flushed with challenge.
Nothing Dr. Johnson would bother repeating 
in a pub, but then the toddlers are not trying 
to devastate some fatuous Enlightenment hack.
Just trying to torment their fellow squirts
or going after the attention of the giants
way up there with their cocktails and bad breath
talking baritone nonsense to other giants,
waiting to call them names after thanking
them for a lovely party and hearing the door close.
Big people save their open name-calling 
for things: an errant hammer, tire chains, 
a receding train missed by sweaty seconds,

though they know in their adult hearts,
even as they threaten to banish Timmy to bed
for his appalling behavior,
that their bosses are Big Fatty Stupids,
their wives are Dopey Dopeheads
and that they themselves are now and forever
Mr. Sillypants.
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JAPANESE WATER

There is a quality to Japanese water 
that makes everyone submerged in it 
laugh like they never laughed before.
The clarity of the oriental fluid 
and its soft, oxygenated texture 
combine with its boundless plenitude 
to lift the immersed into moods ranging 
from giddiness to hysteria.

The popular piscines of Paris,
the Olympic sized affairs divided into lanes,
long reflecting pools where the images
of monuments wiggle patriotically —
all are dwarfed by Japanese water.
Even after being struck on the head 
by airborne wooden buckets hurled 
by the more rambunctious bathers, 
people in Japanese water can only laugh, 
and laugh the more for being conked.
Measured against any other body of water, 
nothing seeks its own level with such 
sheer excitement as the Japanese kind.
Banish all thoughts of the Nile,
Lakes Victoria, Mead and Superior, 
and the shocking chill of fyord water.
These are lost thimbles next to 
the infinite generosity of the above 
mentioned liquid.
Here you can wade over and join Hayashi 
and her girlfriends flicking the stuff 
with their fingernails or testing the surface 
with their delicate palms.
Look at the men splashing over there, 
churning up the frothy Japanese water 
while mothers from unpronounceable 
villages drop their buoyant babies in.
Watch heads disappear under Japanese water 
then emerge slowly, black hair plastered down, 
or break the green surface 
yelling spontaneous haiku.
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The laughter rises like air in balloons
and floats into the miniature distance
where thousands of bright kimonos hang on pegs,
colorful strokes from a tiny brush
dipped in you know what.

PORLOCK BEACH

The horizon is clear enough to show 
its curvature, continuous and perfect, 
like a line from Picasso's hand
uninterrupted by a backfiring car 
or a phone call from Man Ray.

LIGHTYEAR

Light did not do much travelling this year, 
mostly just shone around the house, 
too dim even to read a magazine by, 
developing a squint.
Odd behaviour for a force that is usually 
zooming through the cosmos
at a speed with as many zeros as a shut-out.
But everybody has a slump now and then, 
even principles of the material universe.
Physicists were less tolerant of this 
mopiness and gathered on her from lawn 
first trying to cheer Light up with flattery. 
"You're our beacon, our candle in the window," 
then letting loose with the ridicule.
"Something wrong with your photons?"
"And you call yourself a constant!"

Their articles in scientific journals
mocked the theory that lovesickness was to blame,
though neighbors returning home at night
from a movie or a party would notice her
sitting out on the veranda, rocking slowly,
and holding in her luminous hands
a photograph of Einstein as a young man.
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A SCIENTIFIC STUDY

has shown that laboratory rats exhibit 
behavior paralleling that of humans 
when exposed to alcohol.
Given the choice between inverted bottles 
of water or ouzo, ten percent of the rats 
will become terminal drunks, even taking 
a few sips after uncurling in the morning 
in order to face the day.
The others engage only in social drinking, 
perhaps on rat holidays unknown to man, 
then sip water alone for a few days, 
nursing their spiteful rat hangovers.
The study adds that the drunks occupy 
a low social status within the community, 
an observation offered without support.
Perhaps they are never elected mayor, 
never asked to judge the Miss Cheese contest, 
or invited to lecture on the plague, 
but what should any of that matter?
The feeding bottle is replenished daily.
And who needs more than a few close pals 
who enjoy a good hoot together,
pulling each other's tails late at night, 
harmonizing loud enough to irk the sober 
and even wake up the lab assistant, 
his big pink face staring into the cage, 
their wobbly laughter noted in his ledger.
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REMISSION

The neurologist begins his visit
to my father's hospital room with a test.
He gives him three words to remember, 
cow, dog, Broadway,
and before he leaves he asks for them back.
My father remembers the cow and the dog 
but the last one gives him trouble, 
powerlines knocked down by the brainstorm 
of his stroke.
"It's a big street in New York," prompts 
the doctor and father snaps "Broadway!" 
jubilant and still proud of his answer 
as he tells me the story from his bed.
Not bad for a man who got a zero last week 
on the Where are you? What year is it? quiz.

DEATH

In the good old days news of it travelled by foot.
An aproned woman would wave to her husband 
as he receded down the lane, hauling 
the stone of the message.
Or someone would bring it out by horse
the young at a gallop, the old trotting along.
Inside, a girl would part a curtain wondering 
what anyone would be doing here at this hour 
as she watched him dismount, hitch the beast to a post 
then lift the brass knocker, wet with night dew.
But today we have the telephone. You are 
probably within earshot of one right now, 
its hammer almost touching the little bell, 
ready to summon you, ready to fall from your hand.
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MATCHES

I will smoke my next cigarette immediately, 
relieving the tension of not knowing 
when this minor but inevitable event 
will take place.
Before the epoch of smoking, 
men were high-strung, murderous, 
their history a tale of jumpiness, 
rash action, wholesale slaughter.
Just read the chapter on the middle ages.
No knight ever enjoyed this pleasure,
removing his chain mail gloves 
after slaying a many-headed dragon, 
lifting the metal face plate to position 
a cigarette between his lips
then dismounting to light it up
on one of the beast's smoldering nostrils.

THE ROYAL GEOGRAPHIC SOCIETY

will finance no more expeditions
to hack through your twisted undergrowth,
to discover your source, map your shape.
The last two gentlemen to return 
spoke of quicksand and ancient walls, 
murderous insects, full green moons.
One broke down while addressing the meeting. 
His shoulders shook like a native dance 
under the mounted heads of rhino.
We have run out of exploratory zeal 
to travel the vein of the river, 
to push aside the last gigantic fern

and behold you naked by a low fire 
in the center of your very own Africa.

—  Billy Collins 

Scarsdale NY
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SPEAKING IN THE DUST

that one lost his speaking 
when the arrow pierced his throat 
this happened many years ago
now he talks to us with a stick 
he draws in the dust and sand 
pictures of his wishes 
pictures of what he has seen 
where to find the buffalo
when he comes back from his scouting
we crowd around him to see
all the things that he has found.

THE TREE IS LIKE A BLANKET

as the plant grows
each new leaf explores
the sky to find a place
the sun lives and stops there
and holds its place
the next leaf then goes
to the left or the right
above or below
in the end in the summer
all leaves have their own places
all leaves have a same portion
of the light of the sun
see the tree is like a blanket 
all the leaves fitting together
there is a lesson here for the people.

—  Norman H. Russell 

Edmond OK

IT IS INTERESTING

most neanderthals 
disbelieve evolution
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LAST NIGHT

i saw flashing lights 
looked outside 
& it was a streetsweeper
i thought
these are dangerous times

DENNIS THE MENACE THE MARINE

•blew up mr. Wilson's tomatoes
.escaped by helicopter 
piano lessons
.cleaned up mr. Wilson's 
backyard in nicaragua

.shot marbles 
with deadly accuracy

.got sent to his room 
without supper so lured 
a cat to his window with 
dynamite wire & 1 of his 
mom's goldfish
.questioned enemy girls 
in his treehouse
.picked off perceived 
bullies 1 at a time
.saw the world 
from his f-16 bicycle

.before dawn
carpet-bombed the neighborhood 
with newspapers
.splattered ketchup on his shirt 
& screamed 'they got me!'
.put on camouflage 
& scared mrs. wilson half 
to death
.cooled off
after another mission.
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THE ANIMAL TEST

i judge religions by whether they can 
answer the question 
what are animals
jews Christians moslems: 
passages where god 
'gives' animals to 'man;' 
we say 'dumb animals' or 
'animals have no feelings' 
to us perhaps sort of 
appliances
the other religions where the nature 
of god is thought to be infused in all 
existing things in this case an animal 
is a 'scintilla' or mote of divine 
consciousness this also explains 
the human-like qualities of animals 
or godlike qualities of both
i remember how kids in Stroudsburg pa. 
would catch pond-turtles wrap them in foil 
put them live upside down in bar-b-q's

—  Cory Monaco 
Bronx NY

VICTORIAN TIMES

My wife says that she should have 
been born during Victorian times, 
that her sensibilities are out of 
sync with the sexual license and 
harsh realities of a decadent today. 
I remind her that she'd also have 
to give up the physical comforts 
of today —  television, dishwasher, 
toilets, garbage disposal, the list 
goes on for at least a megabyte.
She especially reminds me of her 
sensibilities when it's once again 
time to perform her conjugal duty, 
and if it were Victorian times 
I wouldn't pester her because my
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mistress would be willing to satiate 
my animal urges.
The irony is that women friends tell 
me horror stories of endless hornyness 
and husbands flacidly snoring away 
the night. I yearn to help them, ease 
the edge off their 'blue clit' ache.
But my wife says that god is punishing 
us both —  she to be forever tormented 
by a horn-dog man to appease her 
Irish Catholic guilt and me forever 
cursed by a woman whose libido is 
lost in a time twat and whose lament 
can be heard in Garboesqueness late 
at night, "I vont to be alone."
She's only partially right. Another 
part of the Victorian woman loves to be 
endlessly pursued and caught and 
taken under protest. But we're both 
too Victorian to admit it.

THE ALL-PURPOSE STOMACH

Putting food into it is the least 
of its talents.
It's a comfort to the wife and kids.
A babysitter.
A lover.
The kids climb on its imposing mountainousness 
(while Dad sleeps on the couch) in one wild 
fling before bedtime.
The wife has so much more than love handles. 
It's a steel-belted radial 500 that runs her 
over with love.
And food.
Dad tries but the stomach has its 
own garden now right in the backyard ... 
zucchini, beans, carrots, pumpkins, 
and fresh strawberries, blueberries, etc., 
all growing within the length of a colon ... 
Dad resists, but home-baked breads, cakes, 
pies, season after season, a stomach for all 
seasons.
Dad says, "It's genetic —  my stomach runs in 
the family," or "I'm doing more exercises now 
so I'll firm it up soon."
But then hot, fat blueberry muffins and
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strawberry-rhubarb pie with whipped cream 
and a big batch of oatmeal-raisin cookies 
or tollhouse chocolate chip ... and the 
stomach does firm up, round and full and 
content and securely protruding from 
the family album.

—  Leo Mailman
Cape Elizabeth ME

PEPPERS:
ON A NEWSPAPER REVIEW OF A ROBERT ALTMAN FILM: "THREE WOMEN" 
MORELIA MARKET, MEXICO

Peppers green, peppers red, peppers blue
peppers peppers peppers everywhere
hide me, I scream, I can't get away from peppers
jalapeno peppers, little deadly peppers, ground peppers
peppers black, peppers that make you sneeze
the pepper that ate Tokyo
peppers that make you swallow your teeth
peppers bell, superpepper, the pepper from outer space
peppers as harmless as mushrooms
behind every great man is a good pepper
peppers that will make your car battery sing with volts 
peppers that will strip the chrome off your bumpers 
peppers that will melt the fillings in your teeth 
peppers in my chorizo, peppers in my eggs 
cream and sugar in your coffee, senor, or peppers 
chili peppers and doctor peppers 
peppers in my curried chicken 
peppers on peppers
the day of the peppers, pepper uppers, pepper trees
peppers eating out a whole new stomach
peppers between my teeth
a girl named Pepper
peppers that sank a thousand ships
I admit that the flies don't like them
and they keep the meat from rotting
and they don't stink like onions and garlic
but they are in the restaurants on the table, pickled and

smiling
like there is nothing to worry about 
I order something safe
and some sadist in the back of the kitchen
is salting my waffles with peppers
they come floating with bananas in my cornflakes
they sit like gate-crashers on the edge of my plate
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waiting for me to make a fool of myself
daring me to take them on just one more time
and like a fool, I do
and I run off to the north screaming
for raspberry frozen yogurt
and someone hands me some cold milk
with instant peppers mixed in it
or the ice cubes come with peppers frozen in them
peppers green and peppers red and peppers blue
fierce like all the women I ever loved
they fall in love that way, burning and full of gas
but beautiful as peppers on bright blue plastic
sorted out according to color
and stacked to please the eye
pointing south
or peppers on a Mexican newspaper review 
of a Robert Altman film, "Three Women" 
women indeed
never trust a woman that puts peppers on her ice cream
she will eat your liver with Taco Sauce
she will leave your heart pickled on a restaurant table
she will put peppers in your boots
to keep away the scorpions
and other women
and when the sun peels your skin 
like paint off an old building 
they say that peppers keep you cool
and one bite later I break out sweating and screaming
and cursing all the peppers that ever were
tears in my eyes, coals in my mouth
snorting flames and napaiming taste buds
that flop over and die and they never come back
gone south for the winter
Oh yes, I can't taste anything anymore but peppers 
I load a syringe with peppers and shoot it up my veins 
save me, I yell, I am going to the pepper half-way house 
I am a peepee when it comes to peppers 
of any kind and all kinds of hot stuff 
I scream for ice cream and they all laugh 
at the big dumb gringo spitting out gobs of peppers 
crying on his knees under the table of the local cantina 
and somewhere in the back stalls of the market 
I find the pepper pushers
and I see them there like pubescent girls in an Easter

parade
beautiful and innocent and dangerous as a moray eel
and, like a fool, I get sucked in again
a pretty face, a pretty green pepper
and there I am, straddle-leg over a bunch of pretty

peppers
and I take them the only way I can 
on film.

110



IN THE AUTO PARTS STORE

What happens
when you walk into
the auto parts store
and there is this dude
behind the counter
covered with fur and grease,
weighs 324, 7 foot 2, pounds,
his knuckles
dragging on the ground,
hasn't shaved for 6 days,
no bath for twice that,
flies are buzzing around
in his navel,
and you ask
"Hey man
you wanta buy an ad 
in a poetry book?"
He looks up 
says, "Sure, 
hold this," 
and drops 
a Chevrolet block 
in your lap.

—  Michael Andrews 
Hermosa Beach CA

MUCOUS MEMBRANE

Farley crushed a Vivarin into a fine powder 
and inhaled it.
"Doesn't that burn?" I asked.
Farley sniffed a little before replying.
"A little," he said, "but it's a lot more effective 
this way."
His nostrils were rimmed with yellow dust.
Farley has this theory that everything is better when 
absorbed through the mucous membrane. I guess it's not 
surprising that I worried like hell about him whenever 
we barbecued steaks.
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REGULAR GUY

God's a regular guy 
He likes baseball 
and bowling
and nights out with the boys.
He likes to fish 
and work on His car
and have the apostles over for barbecues by the pool. 
God even has a first name.
His first name is Bob.
That's right, Bob.
It's not Robert.
That's too formal.
And it's not Bobby,
He's a grown man for crying out loud.
It’s Bob.
Nice and friendly, short and sweet.
Just plain old Bob.
Bob God

THE GREAT WRITERS

All the great writers are dead,
and replacements will be hard to find.
That's because the reading scores keep declining 
every year in the public schools.
Consequently, grammar and syntax are complete mysteries 
to an entire generation. I'm sure that many of you are 
nodding your heads, perhaps noting that this poem is 
powerful testimony to all of the above. Well, if that's 
the way you feel, the next time you vote against a school 
bond issue, just remember this poem.

—  Eric Grow 
Brea CA

WHAT OLD MAN JOHNSON SAID TO GRANDPA AFTER RETURNING THANKS

Hubert, help yo'sef 
To the biscoots 
And the henfruits 
And the grave-i.
And Grandpa did.
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GRANDPA'S ATTEMPT TO COMPLIMENT MRS. NUGENT ON BUILDING 
THE FINEST HOUSE IN TOWN

"Mrs. Nugent, that certainly 
Is a fine house you're 
Building there,"
Mr. Griffin, I'll have you 
To know that I've lived 
In better.

—  Larry D. Griffin 
Norman OK

DEPARTURE LANE: 27

"So, you don't really have to go."
Two suitcases under my left arm 
and an overnight jammed in my right.
"I think it's probably best," I said.

One of the suitcases was swinging
and catching me in the crook of my left knee
every second step.
It was about three miles from her place
to the bus station and about 27 degrees centigrade.
I was wearing the extra clothes
that wouldn't fit into the cases.

"No, really," she said.
"Maybe I was a little hasty."

She was wearing a blue, knee-high skirt, 
white frilled blouse, 
having taken off from work 
to walk me to the bus station 
during her lunch hour.
"Maybe you should stay another day."
WHACK! The corner of the bigger case digs in.
A trickle of sweat runs down my sideburn 
onto my cheek.
It's been a mile and a half 
and I can't feel my hands.

I turn towards her.
"Look, we decided. It's best that I go."
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She gestures with her right hand, 
holding her pocket book with her left.
"Yes, but it doesn't have to be today.
You're just being an asshole."
WHACK! I can feel the blister forming.
"Yeah, well, I've moved outa my room 
and paid for my ticket. It's all set."
It's two miles and the fumes from the lunch rush
are starting to beat in on me,
my arms feel like it's the eighth round.

WHACK! "Well exchange your ticket 
for tomorrow, please."
A small gust twirls smeary papers 
and columns little dust clouds.
"Look, the wheels are in motion.
Gotta stay with it."
But I'm weakening. The bus station 
is only a few hundred yards ahead 
and the urine-lonely smell is present.
WHACK! TUMBLE —  the suitcase in my left hand 
flies out and cracks open 
spilling mostly dirty clothes.
The wind ruffles her white blouse, 
lifts her skirt up her graceful thigh, 
her perfume pulls at me.
"Oh, my!" she exclaims.
A car horn blares and a couple of thugs 
leer out of a shitty colored Chevy:
"OOH, BABY, FUCK ME!!"
It's high noon,
the sidewalks are shimmering,
sweat is pouring down my arms.
"That's fuckin' IT!"
I toss the remaining suitcases 
down, kicking the cases and clothes 
all over the sidewalk 
and into the street.
She stands back, looks scared, looks excited.
Her mouth is slightly parted, 
a soft, pink 'O'.
"I'm exchanging my ticket for tomorrow,"
I say in a nicely, icey-cool voice,
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"and you're phoning the office 
and getting the afternoon off."
Later, in the cool dimness of her apartment 
we eat take-out Mexican food 
and make long, sweaty love 
in our cool, white skins.
Satiated, she purrs that I can stay 
even longer, if I want.
But her dirty panties stick out 
of her blue skirt, lying crumpled 
in the corner. "No." I say;
my blister is going down
and I have enough change to catch the subway 
to the station, in the morning.

STRIP SHOW

Tungsten lights 
blink off and 
on off, 
clean air devices 
whirl
with mechanistic un
effort .
The beer tastes homogenized 
tiles are blanched 
soap dispensers 
dispense
and the perverts 
who peek 
at cocks 
without pissing 
are polite, un
offending.

The girls strip 
piecemeal, layer 
into layer, 
designed dainties 
falling through 
dioxane-blue twilight.
By the last song 
they're down to the mound, 
razed, gaping,
the mystery of the black hole 
displayed,
the pudendum shiny as fins.
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They smile
and the audience joins in
not a shared secret
but a shared sensibility.

—  Jeff Parsons
White Rock, B.C., Canada

SPEED!!!!!!!!!!

every day on the freeway I get into a speed duel with 
some fool

I win most of them
but now and then I hook up with some fellow who is 

totally mad 
and I take a 

loss.
each day as I enter the freeway I think, not today, 
today I am going to have a 

nice easy pleasant
ride.
but somehow I get into it and it's always on the 

Pasadena Freeway
with its snake-like sharp curves which enhance the 

danger and exhilaration.
these same curves make it almost impossible for the 

police to time you 
so they seldom cruise the 

Pasadena Freeway.
here I am 65 years old

dueling with these young boys 
in split-second lane changes
charging between the tiniest gaps of moving 

steel
the landscape roaring by on days of 

rain and 
sun and 
fog.

it's all an eye for 
timing

and there's only so far 
to go 

for any of 
us.
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RELEASE

went to a shrink about his writer's block and the shrink 
asked him how his pecker was and he said it was all right 
but the shrink's face bothered him: as contented as an
apple and then the shrink asked him about his dreams and 
he answered that they were dull and not worth recounting 
and the shrink told him that a creative block was some
times caused by doing the same things over and over 
again and the shrink went on to say that he must do 
something gallantly unpredictable

he watched the shrink
put out his cigarette into the ashtray, it was a very 
full ashtray and he picked it up, walked over to the 
shrink and threw the contents against his shirt, then 
took both hands and rubbed the ashes all about the 
shirtfront and the ugly necktie, then finished and sat 
down as the shrink asked him if he had ever been insti
tutionalized and he told him that he had been many times, 
but never in a madhouse, then the shrink asked him if he 
considered the writer's profession a worthwhile one and 
he said that it certainly was, only that the practitioners 
made him ashamed to belong to that particular tribe and 
then the shrink proposed that the writer should indulge 
in something that would give him a more righteous feeling 
of freedom

that's when the writer got up and walked out 
of there without paying the seemingly restrictive and 
unfair fee and, sure enough, when he got back to his room 
and sat down the typewriter began working again.

—  Charles Bukowski 

San Pedro CA

MODERN CLASSICS:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
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($14) and Reliquaire, a collaboration between William L. 
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89109. y Many more mini-reviews to come! Continued in WR: 
109 ___
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