
desert queen or some-such crap, and after 
that I never got a word in edge-ways.
I don't know why I never hit him.
I saw that boy a week ago downtown, 
talkin' to some other kinda A-rab 
lookin' guys, talkin' English like 
they didn't care who heard 'em. He 
was tellin' all his buddies about 
some girl he knew, said she 
let him "fock her in the ozz," and 
I've been wonderin' ever since.

BE BRAVE
You have to because we all know it isn't easy huh? 
Writing this stuff and sending it out god knows when 
you'll see it again Sending it to people who if you 
knew them you might not even give the time of day But 
here you're giving them a piece of your soul Waiting 
for their decision like a little kid in trouble
And the postman —  god! Ever think of him? Probably 
wonders what the hell he's got here Maybe he thinks 
you’re some kind of revolutionary You hope you are 
Maybe he thinks you're queer or something Well maybe 
you are in one way or another so what? Maybe he 
doesn't even look at the mail you send Doesn't know 
or care what you do

But then maybe he pays some 
attention thinks writers are smart Maybe he's got 
some things of his own he wishes he knew how to 
explain on paper Like the woman who came to the door 
naked Or the time he maced that pit bull blind but 
it kept on coming tried to chew a tire off his jeep 
Or the time he gave CPR to the old gripe-ass 
who never tipped on Christmas etc etc etc
But I'm way out of line here All I really mean to say 
is keep sending it out Probably best not to care about 
the postman Just be brave because somebody's got to and 
if it was easy everybody would be doing it Postmen 
would be poets and all the poets would just be 
sending poems and reviews to each other 
Which come to think of it is pretty much how it is now 
anyway

—  Michael R. Battram 
Evansville IN
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