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MARRIAGE OF WEEB
He looks handsome in a tuxedo with scuba mask 
and flippers. She looks lovely in a full-length 
chicken suit. Archbishop Bubba from the Universal 
Life Church looks wise and kindly in a baseball cap 
that advertises "Weddings - Funerals - Cars Detailed.”
The bride and groom have written their own vows, 
which state that marriage is outdated and absurd, 
but love isn't, so here goes. Bubba hands Weeb 
a throw pillow on which rests a plastic chicken beak. 
"With this beak, I thee wed." Weeb says, and straps
it on Jane's pretty nose, thinking how great she is: 
a gorgeous blonde who thinks exactly as he does, 
who, when he told her his plan for this anti-wedding, 
laughed and bought her chicken trousseau the next 
day. which makes it puzzling when, dodging the beak
to kiss her, he sees tears. To avoid cognitive 
dissonance, he decides they’re tears of happiness, 
and doesn't understand that even anarchist women 
hide Modern Bride in their Hope Chests underneath 
the hand grenades, and doesn't understand
how much she's sacrificed to please him as he flaps 
around; the frog-man she's just made a prince: 
blithe, amphibious Johnny Appleseed sowing 
the death of love; blundering Sherlock Holmes 
without the slightest clue what he has done.
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HARD-BOILED EGGS
"I hate having to spend part of my life peeling eggs." 
my friend tells me. I don't agree.
I like the way the shell comes off in curved pieces 
like little hats and cups hnd dishes, 
like shards of light bulb
or the globe I dropped and smashed in the third grade.
I like the patterns the shell makes when it cracks; 
like when a rock crashes into a windshield: 
you don't know what keeps the pieces together, 
but they stay.
I like the way chunks of egg cling to the shell 
like flesh sticking to a band-aid,
I like the way. when eggs break boiling.
eggwhite balloons out and hardens
like sap on a tree, or sometimes
the whole yoke goes, growing outside
the shell like one of those ectopic pregnancies
women die from to this day.
I like the feel of an egg in my hand: 
quivery as a fresh-plucked eye or testicle, 
firm but giving as a young girl's breast.
I like the way an egg looks dressed in half a shell, 
like a soldier in his helmet.
just a boy really, with his soft white skin —
or like an acorn in its cup. or a bullet in its casing 
the yoke, a yellow pit in a white peach.
I like the symbolism: egg as potential: 
oval pellet of possibilities.
I like the smell of eggs —  primitive, fundamental —  
and the memories they bring:
my mother making my lunch;
Dennis Van Deventer opening his mouth full 
of devilled egg, making Cyndy Symington throw up.
I like the way when you slice eggs 
pieces of white leap to the surface 
and flip around like guppies in a net.
I drop the eggs —  rubbery toadstools,
lopsided golf balls —  into my red tupperware dish.
I glop on mayo, mash them up, then grinning 
like the world's finest lunch-time artiste,
I spread them on fresh bread.
top with lettuce and pepper, and feast.
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DISCLAIMER
Possession of this poem licenses the holder to read it 
once, silently or aloud (in a quiet voice) 

at such time and in such a place as not to inconvenience 
anyone. The poet assumes no responsibility 

for theft, loss. fire, or damage to any motor vehicle.
house, car. bicycle, dinghy, cabin-cruiser, Cessna-180, 

doghouse, pup tent, or other place of domicile or means 
of conveyance, or any contents therein, 

nor for negative outcomes regarding job prospects, the 
office football pool, pregnancy tests, etc., 

it being understood that the reader has full control of 
himself/herself/itself and his/her/its life 

and those of everyone around him/her/it at all times.
Only a license to read is hereby granted, 

and no bailment is created. Possession of this poem, in 
print or memory, constitutes acknowledgment 

by the possessor that he/she/it agrees to all of the 
above conditions, as well as all of those below, 

stated or unstated, implicit, explicit, or otherwise.
The poet is not and shall not under any circumstance 

be held liable for any loss or damage to anyone at any 
time who has been linked or could possibly 

be linked in any way to the poet or this poem. This 
limits my liability. Read it.

This poem is a work of fiction. All names, places.
characters, incidents, rhythms, rhymes (exact or slant), 

as well as all words, are either products of the author's 
imagination, or are used fictitiously, 

and any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, to 
events, locales, other poems, novels, 

videos, porno mags, legal documents, or anything ever 
written, spoken or thought

in any language real or imagined, is entirely coincidental. 
I am not responsible

for unpleasant acts of God. Allah. Odin. Ra. the Great 
Spirit, or any deity or group of deities 

or alleged deities, nor for injuries anyone may sustain 
going down my thrilling metric water slides, 

propelled into emotional gymnastics, experiencing a 
galloping heartbeat, bench-pressing epiphanies, 

being psychologically tackled or high sticked, 
experiencing a slip of the soul's crampons, 

leading to a fall from a spiritual height. If you have 
hives, you didn't get them from this poem.

If the county wants you to take a 3% pay cut. this poem 
had nothing to do with it.

If there's a nail in your new tire, it did not come from my 
driveway, house, garage, yard, word-processor, or brain. 

This poem is your only contract. It limits my liability. 
Read it. Read it at your own risk.
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If your child, after reading or hearing this, commits 
suicide or kills or hurts anyone else 

(or if you are a child and do). if the postman or some 
deliverer of flyers for pizza houses, 

custom drainpipe makers and chimney sweeps becomes so 
startled as to slip and fall, 

even if such person's back should be broken, resulting in 
paralysis, it's not my problem.

This poem is bland as water stew, innocent as a zygote.
non-threatening as a turtle in its shell, 

innocuous as a dirt-clod in a woods where no one goes.
It scarcely exists, there is so little to it. 

and what there is, is pure coincidence, the most 
unpremeditated happenstance.

It's all just poetry, just words, just a collection of 
phonemes, just random noises made by forcing 

air across a larynx, or interpreting firings of an optic 
nerve. It means nothing.

It does nothing. It causes nothing, makes nothing happen 
The poet is not an "unacknowledged legislator 

of the world." The poet who said poets were that was a 
kook. This poet could not get elected 

unacknowledged dogcatcher on the basis of his poetry. He 
could not get elected unacknowledged dogcatcher 

even if he came up with a more original office to which 
he could not get elected on the basis of his poetry.

It he had to make a living with his poetry, he could not 
have written this: he would be dead.

II he’d had to buy even a single lunch with the lifetime 
proceeds of his poetry.

he'd have had to get the special, even if it was liver 
and onions, which he abhors.

Blame the culture: blame the decline in U.S. literacy: 
blame your high school English teacher, 

your college prof: blame movies, video games. MTV: blame 
all the boring, incomprehensible poets past and present 

for the abject, utter, unabated impotence of poetry.
Whatever isn’t working in your life, 

your friends’ and family's lives, your neighborhood, city 
county, state, country, continent, planet, solar system 

galaxy, universe, it's not my fault. I didn't do it.
I'm only the poet. Don't blame me.

—  Charles Webb 
Los Angeles CA
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ROOF FOOD
Rain collects on the flat roof next door like water 
in a pond. Looking down on it from the deck, we 
name it for the apartment complex: Lake Capri. One 
high spot in the middle stays relatively dry —  it 
is there I throw food for starlings and crows. They 
relish bread and meat, ignore peas. Baked beans are 
left to rust into hard pellets, washed away by the 
next rain. You wouldn't think birds that yell for 
handouts would be so particular. Popped corn is 
popular but hard to catch. The first strong wind, 
and it showers the parking lot like snow.

CROW IN NOVEMBER
This morning the leaves of the ginko tree are the 
brightest yellow I've ever seen. Crow lands among 
its branches, his black feathers glistening with rain- 
wetness. With each step Crow takes along a branch, a 
handful of golden leaves is launched into the wind. 
Crow looks at his feet as King Midas must have looked 
at his hands when his daughter turned to gold.
Crow cocks his head and clacks his beak. "Ayhee-ah! 
What is this?” he says. "How is it that with every 
step I take, a piece of the world falls off?"

—  Lee Crawley Kirk 
Eugene OR

TEN CENTS OF COFFEE
coffee really doesn't taste 
that good
it's just that 
when you get
a truly bad cup of coffee
do you understand 
the concept of: 
a good cup of coffee.
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BURRITOS & BACH
that’s how i spent my afternoon: 
making burritos
and listening to "The Goldberg Variations" 
as rendered by the late Glenn Gould.
the sunlight came in through 
the kitchen window
and i sipped a cup of coffee 
taking my time
like a religious service ...
25 burritos for 
as many variations.

A QUESTION OF IMMEDIACY
at the State Liquor Store 
in Cleveland
i asked why no half pints 
was told
that one could indeed 
special order half pints 
if purchased by the case
but if one had that much money 
it seems a half gallon 
would be more in order

THE ENGLISH 
i love the way
they use the word "impertinent"
at least in the movies ...
maybe just another Hollywood stereotype
as the word is over-used
and. dragged into meanings
it doesn't always fill —
though, a case can be made philosophically 
about
the impertinance

of much that surrounds us.
i remember when 
an interviewer asked Ringo
if the Beatles would ever get back together 
(this was before John was killed) 
and Ringo said. "Don't be daft."
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AH. TO BE A WRITER!
i just spent about 45 minutes 
digging through dictionaries 
trying to find out 
how to spell: upholstery!
fucking apolstery! appolstery! 
ahposery. ahppostery 
apolsterie 
aepolstery
what a bloody waste 
of time!
i finally found it
in the yellow pages phone book
under Automotive.

READY TO GO
how much time 
of a man's life 
is spent
waiting on a woman?
while you pluck 
your guitar strings 
at the front door
she'll come out 
of whatever preparations 
and say. "Are you ready 
to go honey?"
forgetting that she had hounded 
you half an hour ago
and to shut her up 
you put on the clothes 
she laid out
and now 
it's down to 
the Waiting Blues 
w/yr shiny shoes 
on.

IN THE LIVING ROOM
how odd a pair of shoes look 
sitting on a chair.
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T.L. KRYSS HUGGED ME ON 9th STREET TODAY
sometimes 
i talk too much 
talk talk talk talk
get drunk and get out of the apartment 
and go into the middle of the city
downtown today
i ran into Tom Kryss at the Old Erie Bookstore
he's one of the real poets of Cleveland
buying a Primo Levi book
and talking baseball with Marko
wearing a grey trenchcoat
smoking non-filters
soft spoken and shy-like
getting older
we had a ceremony
for the installation of Larry The Buddha of the 

Refrigerator
who has served me well these last 3 years 

sitting on top our refrigerator 
facing east

but. who is not coming with us
when we leave town in 2 weeks 

i know i originally planned to leave Larry 
with d,a. levy's grave 

but he'd only survive a week there 
before the groundsmen hauled him off to the dump 
i get sentimental, so now can look forward to 

seeing Lar in the future
perched up there on the Old Erie Street Bookstore 
shelf next to the giant moose head, gargoyles, 
little Lincoln statue, Egyptian priests, softball 
trophies, orange crates. 19th century lightbulbs. 
leather books, and other pseudo-metaphysical 
bric-a-brac

outside, before Kryss caught a bus 
i took his picture
and standing there without much to say 
just came over 
gave me a hug
and said to take care in Salt Lake
sorta reminded me
talking doesn't say much anyway.

—  Mark Weber
Cleveland/Salt Lake City/Albuquerque
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you want in sp ira tion , 

you say you want in sp ira tion , 
i ’ ve got a post card o t bukowski 

s itt in g  at his ag ing royal d r in k in g  
a 16 oz sch litz c irca  ea rly  seventies, 

cu tle ry  a pe rte c t poem or ray c a rv e r ’s 
ou t o f new york e r r ig h t  bef ore he d ied, 
my k id 's  a r t work — a 3 legged tu rke y  
w /m in t green popsicle s tic ks  to r  a ta il, 
th ree  heart do ilies w /co lo red in eyes, 
a sh iny paper f ramed d raw ing of  her 
sm iling ju s t to r  me, a p ink calendar 
f rom a sleazy pizza jo in t in boston, 

a snapshot of  dianne a t age f ive  
and 47 years o f liv in g  a l i f e 

i s t i l l don ’t  unders tand .

IF IT WERE ONLY THIS EASY
The atmosphere around the house 
has been shaky at best. She takes 
a weekend getaway to see friends 
an airplane ride away. When she calls 
to say she arrived okay, her voice 
is upbeat, he can sense her smile 
across the airway, "Hold that feeling." 
he says, "don't let it go." She’s still 
laughing when she says, "It's amazing 
how good I feel when I get away from you 
and our situation." After she hangs up, 
he ponders that one for a while.
The next morning before he goes to work 
he gathers up all her shit, tosses it 
in the garage & changes the locks.
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THE FORM THAT SHAPED THE CLAY
I don't want to be young 
I just want to get old 
in my own way 
not pension funds & IRAs 
& saving for a rainy day
I want to live it now 
& take my chances 
on the outcome
I'm watching an animated 
version of Tom Sawyer 
& Huck Finn w/my 3 yr old 
she's into it me too
I can picture being 10 
I was Tom Red was Huck 
we wore beat up straw hats 
and bandannas & carried 
marbles & stuff 
in a pouch on our belts
camping along the river 
rafting thru the smelly 
swamp what an adventure 
it was before tvs & vers 
& the continuous mind fuck 
that bombards kids today
it was all in our heads 
back then & that's what 
held maybe that's the form 
that shaped the clay 
that keeps the boy 
inside the man

DREAM PATHS
The first year, he's the main man 
of her dreams. In the early mornings, 
she slowly strokes him while she describes 
the intimate details. He begins to dream 
about her. The second year, new figures 
emerge in her dreams —  travel partners 
from the past accompany sexual partners 
of the future. She has sex with an old man 
then a young boy with blonde pubic hair, 
two women naked under sheets touch her 
in places only he wants to touch.
He stops dreaming about her.
There is no third year.
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ONE WAY RIDE
My haircut becomes her ticket out.
She wants to talk about her divorce.
The way her husband fucked her over.
How she'll get him back six to one 
for everything he ever did to hurt her.
The vengeance seeths from her finger
tips as she runs the comb thru my hair, 
lifts the ends, clips, smooths & lifts 
again, working her way around my scalp.
Her eyes like coals in the artificial 
light. She works the strands closer & 
closer to the surface. He's living with 
a younger woman, college educated, a 
pharmacist. He made her teenage son lie 
to hide that truth from her. That's the 
kicker. She'll never forgive him for that 
No alimony, he thinks, wait & see she says 
I'll open that door & the bastard'll get 
sucked right thru it.

STANDING TALL
The night before the wedding 
was quite an affair. My usually 
conservative father drank drafts 
with us at the Duchess, laughed 
like hell when we stole the pool cue 
at Uncle's Place, drank some more 
at the Trade Winds, helped me up 
when I fell off the bar stool 
at The Tavern, kept the pace 
when we went to the Gag & Heave 
for fries & gravy & on the way back 
to the motel. I could see him 
in the rear-view mirror, sitting 
between Hound & Carl, taking long 
slow hits off a bottle of Dewars,
He was laughing at a lot of things 
I'm sure he didn't understand.
The next morning I was dog tired.
He roused me at six am
for a prenuptial service & stood tall
beside me when I slipped on
that narrow gold band.

—  Marc Swan 
Cotuit MA
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REAL WRITER
My mother calls and tells me that my short story about 
the child left on the freeway has come true, that in Los 
Angeles, a mother and father did just that, left their 
three year old daughter on a freeway, and my mother is 
almost happy telling the story, as if I knew something 
deep and important by writing that story before the real 
story happened, and how did I know that parents did things 
like that, like deserting their little girl on a freeway, 
how did I know, how did I predict the future, and maybe, 
she says, you're a witch, a psychic, or a real writer 
after all.

ITCH
She had an itch. It was in the middle of her back. A 
place she couldn't reach. She tried. She couldn't reach 
it. It was 12:00 a.m. A Friday, They were in bed. under 
the sheet, watching a talk show with the lights off. The 
man was laughing at the talk show, at the host. The host 
was talking about a fat woman in a red bikini on Malibu 
beach, how fat the woman was. how offended by her fat the 
host was. how every man on the beach was offended by the 
woman's fat,
Why? the man asked. Why would she wear that, you wouldn’t 
wear a red bikini, not now. would you?
My back, she said. I have an itch, right here. And she 
had her arm twisted behind her. was pointing to the middle 
of her back where the itch was. saying, right here, scratch 
it. ooh. please, right here.
I’m watching television, the man said. This guy's funny,
I want to watch him.
Please, the woman said, scratch it. I'm itching.
And the man said, No. No, the man said.

SWEET
On Sundays my step-father made his baked spaghetti. It 
was a bland, dry dish that he was very proud of. Had he 
seen my mother at the counter with her plate of food, with 
her sugar packet ripped open, with the sugar on top of his 
dish like a white hill, with her fork mixing the sugar 
into his carefully spiced tomato sauce, he would have been 
incensed.
I discovered her there at the counter, like a guilty girl.
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and until that moment, no one had known her secret, or 
if anyone knew, he or she didn’t mention it. Her behavior 
with sugar was her private habit, like the Dlue and yellow 
pills she took to keep her awake and thin, and she wanted 
no one. not even me. to find her out. I did the right 
thing when I returned to the dining room table with the 
can of cheese and looked at my brother and step-father 
blankly, not uttering a word about what I had seen.
Within time, my reward became apparent; my mother grew 
comfortable around me, and sugared her food, her beef, her 
baked chicken, her salad dressings, easily and often, 
secure that I would not judge her. secure in knowing that 
I lived there too. that I understood the sweetness she 
needed was necessary.

—  Lisa Glatt 
New York NY

THE APPLE
I played the Cagney prison scene 
with my son.
We were in the auditorium
of a former mental institution,
turned medium security prison.
We sat at card table A-5, 
ate junk from vending machines 
and played double solitaire.
I left prison with an apple 
shrink-wrapped in plastic.
Are naked apples dangerous? 
Should prisoners be protected 
from that wet. sweet juiciness?
I put the apple on my mantle 
where it stayed for two months. 
It rotted very slowly 
without smelling 
or attracting gnats.
I could have kept it longer 
but the metaphors 
disgusted me.
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MEMORIAL DAY (1990)
—  for Jo Jo

My niece and I sift through 
boxes of my sister'-s clothes, 
memories piling up in heaps.
Holding up a jean jacket 
with rhinestones and studs 
we remember how she looked, 
comfort each other.
My brother-in-law assures me 
Jo would want it this way.
I'm wearing my big sister's clothes, 
getting compliments,
I can't wear her shoes.

—  Lynne Walker 
Toledo OH

A COKE AND A SMILE
I go in the corner store to get a Coke 
I walk back to the freezer, pull out 
an ice cold bottle, slick and wet.
thinking about bubbles fizzing on 
my tongue. I turn to go to the pay 
counter, and I see this poster with
a good looking guy. something like 
me. He's got these Cokes and this 
blond babe on his arm. You can tell
she wants more than a Coke, you can 
tell by that look on her face. So I'm 
thinking, that's what I'm going to get
me. I reach in. grab another ice cold 
Coke, go up to pay. the guy taking 
the money just smiles. He knows.
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MY GIRLFRIEND’S FATHER
Smell, then lick up and down.
Cover with saliva.
Take the open end between your teeth. 
Suck lightly. This is not a hard pull 
like cigarettes or jerking off.
My girlfriend’s father 
smokes cigars
like he knew how to give head.
Just like his daughter.
Maybe that’s where she learned.

—  Michael Kimball 
Oak Park IL

NAILS
Ever since I'm not allowed in bathrooms anymore 
I like to watch bedroom people trim their nails 
It seems the one thing people do with absolute sincerity 
I heard in India they save their parings in little boxes 
Maybe enameled with a shimmying Shakti or Krishna

jerking off
And give them to their sweethearts
Hi, Doll, thought you might want to slip these under

your pillow
Or give the box a little shake now and again 
When you think of me sleeping in the street 
Well what the hell do you expect on 3 rupees a month 
A goddamn Whitman's Sampler? It's true.

Robert Ripley said so 
I wish I could watch me doing my own toes 
I think I'd understand evolution better The monkey

part anyway
Some people actually chew themselves right down to the

bloody quick
But their mothers always stop them Stand up straight 
Wipe those crumbs off your lips Remember you're a

human being
So you marry you wake up catch your honeymoon bride

nibbling a piggy
And you wonder if maybe she doesn’t love me in just the

way I thought
When you die according to some books your nails keep

on growing
Right through the casket Right through the tamped earth 
It's no coincidence we speak of lawns well-manicured
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But that’s morbid It's probably not true But it's why 
Nails are such a serious matter like everything else 
In our daily human animal lives

CHILDREN’S BOOK
All day long it's like I should be writing 
a Children's Book. I am a Poet.
But, really, how you going to beat Dr. Suess? 
What better preparation was there 
for the hair and politics and diseases 
of my generation?
And I have no transcendental
love of growth: To call a fetus an unborn child 
is like calling an old man an undead corpse. 
Things are as they are.
The kids outside in the parking lot 
have busted three windows on my car.
Well, at least I think I've got 
a title
that will help them:
The Little Golden Book of Predators.

—  Robert J. Perchan 
Pusan South Korea

GENEALOGY
Aunt Zillah, supposedly, was
related to Marion Davies. Hearst's
doxie. but Aunt Zillah wasn't
talking because she was dead. and. anyway.
married (or had been) to Uncle Chots
who wasn't talking either. It was
probably through Marion's second husband
(or was it the first?), Horace, a drunken
no-good, the only real husband
she had. Uncle Chots and Aunt
Zillah. always, had this one star
in their blue heaven, with bleached hair.
dimples, and long, fluttering false
eyelashes, who couldn't act worth two cents.
dance worth a damn, but, anyways.
changed the course of somebody's history.

96



LEAR AND SEURAT, WALKING
A woman was walking a baboon.
Another was walking a blue heron 
(who was walking a least bittern).
A man was walking a Nubian lion.
A Cameroons gorilla was walking a man.
A crow was walking a facsimile Edgar Allan 
Poe. Two children were walking a palindrome. 
And I? I was walking a two-stanza poem.

—  Marvin Solomon 
Baltimore MD

A SOCIALIST
I thought of its left sleeve 
I thought of the other sleeve 
I thought it turned one way 
I thought it turned the other way 
I thought it turned aroundabout face 
I thought it turned to the left 
I thought of its feet on the pavements 
I thought it was left stranded
I thought it led with its left foot ahead of itself 
I thought it turned up one street 
I thought it turned up the other street 
I thought it sought employment
I thought it left its left sleeve on the doorknob 
I thought it took the first door to the left
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FUNNY
I thought it was funny
I thought it was done by a notorious clown 
I thought it fumbled notes
I thought it fumbled notations
I thought it fumbled notebooks
I thought it fumbled violets
I thought it fumbled lilacs
I thought it fumbled perfumes
I thought it fumbled flowers
I thought it fumbled music
I thought it fumbled hummingbees
I thought it fumbled violin heights
I thought it fumbled austerity



I thought 
I thought 
I thought 
I thought

it fumbled futurity 
it fumbled guiding lights 
it fumbled the wilderness 
it fumbled its angels

PAVEMENTS
I think there is the surface 
I think there is the fingernail 
I think there is polish 
I think there are billboards 
I think there is foliage 
I think there are newspapers 
I think there are monuments
I think this is deeper, I think this is sensitive,
I think this is under the sidewalks
I think this is under the pavements
I think this is deeply rooted to the surface
I think there is an empire underground

ANCIENT CITY
I think this is an ancient city
I think this is a city that has been built before
I think this is a city that has been built afterwards
I think this is a city that has been built by a Chinaman
I think of our oldest ancestors
I think of our past
I think of our futurity
I think of our happiness
I think of our voyagers
I think of our passports
I think this is a city that is topsy turvy
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FOLIAGE
I think the face of the earth is poised
I think the face of the earth is purposed
I think the face of the earth is the soul
I think the face of the earth is beautiful
I think the face of the earth is ecstatic
I think the face of the earth is perfumed
I think the face of the earth is divine
I think the face of the earth is covered with blossoms
I think the face of the earth is covered with sunbeams
I think the angels are lighting the candlelights today 
I think the face of the earth is covered with daisies
I think the face of the earth is covered with happiness
I think the face of the earth is covered with foliage



I think this is a city that is upside down 
I think this is a city amongst the stars 
I think of its dizzying heights 
I am an architect 
I am annihilated 
I am fatally wounded 
I am an angel 
I am in love

MOON AND STARS
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I
I

thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought
thought

of its hindsight 
of its foresight
it was wearing its eyes on the back of its head
its eyes were everywhere
it was star gazing
it was staring upwards
of such dizzying heights
this was upside down
it was observing the underworld
it was observing the wilderness
the stars were on fire
it was observing the moon
it was funny
the moon was for some pumpkin

LAW AND AZURE
Life is a pebble 
Life is the law 
Life is falling
Life is falling thru the azure 
Life is falling thru the universe 
Life is bordered 
Life is law abiding
Life is a thread and needle that goes thru one's veins 
Life is the blue sky
Life is being sewn to a police pattern

GLASS AND SAND
Yet we live in a world that is thru the looking glass
Yet we live in a world that is discovering the azure
Yet we live in a world that is discovering the clouds
Yet we live in a world that is made of molten glass

and sand
Yet we live in a world that is discovering our dimensions
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—  Alfred Starr Hamilton 
Montclair NJ

*

the thing to do is like Norman Vincent Peale said 
the power of positiv thinking 
think about that state of being
hwer one doesn't throw beercans & cigarets into the void
hwer one sits chewing on air 
& doesn't desire any woman
for to sit around desiring a woman hoo doesn’t cum 
will drag anyman down.
ah, light & air
every morning are unique
will never be repeated & never be predicted
having made obeisance to air 
let us concentrate on the light 
one-of-a-kind like a woman.

*

everytime i see her i start dissolving, 
i don't know hwy. she's only 
handsum beautiful intelligent emotional 
and reads Keats like an angel.
i don't think the Entirety 
would mind if i kist her. 
i don't think the Entirety
would mind if i annointed her nipples with oliv oil. 
i think this poem
may be getting a littl out of control, 
it's suppost to hold the tears in,
not go bursting over the floor.
the New River flows north the same as the Nile
and Christianity contrary to current opinion went down
the Nile.
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Yet we live in a world that is discovering our angels
Yet we live in a world that is discovering our candlelights
Yet we live in a world that is discovering our dreams
Yet we live in a world that is discovering our fantasies
Yet we live in a world that is discovering our touchstones
Yet we live in a world that is discovering paradise



*

i think of Elizabeth and hear the ringing, 
if i write another poem it’s going to rain 
if i write another poem it's going to thunder 
we don't want it to rain to-day
so let that poem go into the great unbegotten 
let the twelve thousand roses of the thunderpoet 
return to his Lord, let them fall into the air 
unto those being tortured
let them too hav hope. let them say courage
to the man hanging by his feet
to the woman hooz tung has turnd black
to the man with his hand in hot parafin
let the twelve thousand roses of the thunderlord
say courage to the core of the world.

*

well i've askt 2 women for a date
not both at the same time, over a period of a month 
Marie said she had a jealous boyfriend 
the other said no she was committed
so you can see i'm not doing too well 
sitting here on Friday night talking to myself 
hwen i was young i thought that 
after i had a poem publisht
that a beautiful lady would appear
but it hasn't made the slightest difference.
it's a false myth the meaning of man
bettr find myself another myth quick 
one that givs me a reason to liv
hwen even the roses turn their heads the other way

*

hwy is it always the same dream —
Dr. Brown & her children
are in a fortress in the desert
& i climb the wall at night & it's cold
in the dream tonight i threw down a sweater
i said that's all the clothes i coud find
but i brought a sheet you coud make a skirt out of
in all of the dreams i climb the wall at night 
& lower down a rope ladder 
and there are four donkeys
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after that we go north toward En-Gedi 
it’s hard to believe the beauty of the Salt Sea 
in this stranj hallucinating landscape 
i would make luv to thee.

—  Robert Head 
Lewisburg WV

SEEING MY NAME IN PRINT IS EMOTIONAL
i go to my mailbox every day to find 
demands from collection agencies and 
acceptance letters for my poems —  
i don’t know whether to laugh or cry

KARATE PANTS COVER A GOOD HARD-ON 
(OR MEN IN LOVE)

they cut the air with their hands 
wearing clothes unlike the men of 
d h lawrence who strip and battle naked 
teasing the flesh with their body's edge

NEXT TIME I’LL KEEP MY MOUTH SHUT
he said i was the most passionate woman 
he'd ever known after i'd just sucked 
him off one last time before he left for 
California without asking me to go with 
him

i guess i was just too damn good

THERE CAN'T BE A CONNECTION BUT
ever notice how the salaries of 
sports and movie stars have risen 
in direct proportion to the price 
of illicit extracurricular drugs?

—  Paula Creasy-Fontaine 
Clearfield KY
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SAVED
I'm here 
3:15 A.M. pen 
in hand when 
the kitchen door 
creaks open 
and there she 
stands squinting. 
What are you 
doing? Sitting 
here. I say.
But it's 3 
in the morning 
what are you 
doing? she says. 
Come here. I say. 
She shuffles over, 
sits on my lap 
and looks with 
me at the blank 
page.
Best moment 
of the day.

—  Kyle Jarrard
Suresnes France

MONETARY HAIKU
Coming down
the steps of the bank.
each person
feels
a little different.

POETRY OR MURDER
The construction 
of either 
will keep you 
awake.

THE FATHER BENDS
The wind 
picks up
the child’s laughter, 
polishes it 
like an apple.

OUTSIDE NIGHT WINDOW
The moan of the traffic 
sea without 
a bed.
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PERFUME
Not wives 
or mothers 
these pure 
women 
making 
a living
standing 
for years 
at glass 
counters 
under hot 
lights.
I've seen 
how they 
stare at 
you these 
fragrances 
incarnate
wait ing 
haremlike 
for shy 
men to 
stop and 
be sprayed.



SELF-PORTRAIT AS GIRAFFE POET AND CAFE HABITUE
I’m 6 ft 2
I have large brown freckles 
on my back —
I'm a giraffe poet,
I write my poems with an ink 
made from peacock sweat.
I too have stood bowed 
by the Thames
where so many of love's lepers 
have thrown their prayers.
I sit in plazas great and wide 
and watch the pigeons —
eternal dandruff of the world.

A BOOK BY CONRAD
The girl 
wanted a horse 
for her birthday.
Her father bought her 
a book.
The girl begrudgingly 
read a few pages.
She realized 
that a good book 
is a form 
of horse.

THE ARSONIST 
For me
lighting a match 
is like eating 
a whole box 
of chocolates.

POETRY
I've always 
liked that episode 
where Superman 
squeezed a lump of coal 
into a diamond 
in his fist.

—  Peter Bakowski
East Melbourne Australia
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How A lf & A li Spent Their 
European Vacation: 
Scenario For A  PBS Movie

Richard M. West

Title Art: Peter West



CAST OF CHARACTERS: Alf
Ali, Alf's wife 
Algy, Alf's cousin 
Alona Magaresquilay 
General Sir Alex Tonsbury 
Amanda 
Policeman 
Boy

FADE IN: PARIS/THE XOTIC COFFEES CAFE/EARLY EVENING
(Alf & his wife Ali are having after-dinner coffee,)
ALI: This Yemeni-Abyssinian blend we chose tonight is

deliciousl

ALF (to himself): I wish we had selected the Hawaiian
blend again, with its slight hint of passion fruit. 
It reminded me of my days as a naval lieutenant at 
'Pearl' & those mango-hued sea nymphs who hung 
around the Hula-Hula Bar at night.

CUT TO: THE PLACE DE LA CONCORDE/LATER THAT EVENING
(Alf & Ali are standing in the Bastille Day crowd, as 
unleashed fireworks burst above the Arch of Triumph & 
a chocolate mousse flares up below Alf's breastbone.)
CUT TO: THE TUILERIES GARDENS/STILL LATER THAT EVENING
(Alf & Ali are walking back to their hotel.)
ALI (whispering): I think there's a strange-looking

fellow in kilts following us.
ALF: Is he dodging behind lampposts like a hobbit?
ALI (glancing over her shoulder): Yes, he is.
CUT TO: THE LOBBY OF THEIR HOTEL/A FEW MINUTES LATER
(Alf & Ali are crossing the lobby, when Alf stops abruptly 
& turns around.)
ALF: Come out from behind that potted palm, yon rascal;
(A strange-looking fellow in kilts then emerges from 
cover.)
ALF (chortling): Ah ha) I thought it was you; Ali,

this is Algy, my practical-joking English cousin.
ALI: I say) I didn't expect to meet you until we reached

Florence.
ALF (to himself): Yecchhj I can't stand those yo-yo

Italian pizzas;
FADE OUT.
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FADE IN: THE ORIENT EXPRESS/LATE AFTERNOON
(Alf & Ali are sitting side by side in a wood-paneled 
compartment of the Orient Express, while Algy lies on 
the opposite seat taking a nap. Ali is engrossed in a 
magazine article about stolen Italian art. Alf is 
listening idly to the click-clack sound of the train 
wheels & looks out the window, as a picturesque mountain 
village flashes by under the crimson-edged clouds of a 
'foreign-intrigue' sunset.)
ALF (to himself): Damn Algy, anyway; I'm getting tired

of that ball of string he carries around. You'd 
think he was the only one who can make a cat's 
cradle. Now he's hogging a whole seat when I'd 
like to be taking a nap myself.

ALI (whispering, so as not to disturb Algy): Dear,
would you please turn on the lamp?

(Alf reaches up & switches on the little bronze-fixtured 
lamp, with its delicate tulip-shaped shade of pink Vic
torian etched glass, which protrudes from the paneling 
above their heads.)
ALI: Thanks.
ALF: Urn.
(Alf notices some suspicious goings-on in the compartment 
across the corridor. A bearded fellow wearing a pith 
helmet & a heavily mascaraed woman in a turquoise turban 
of the style seen in old spy movies are emptying the con
tents of two briefcases. They are exchanging a bundle of 
documents, a thick packet of bank notes, a red wig, a

ALF (to himself): Oh well, after all, this iŝ  the Orient
Express.

(Then closing the curtain on the door, he opens his Agatha 
Christie mystery.)
FADE OUT.
FADE IN: FLORENCE/A SUNNY PIAZZA/AFTERNOON
(Alf & Algy are sitting under an umbrella eating Italian
ices, while Ali rests under sedation back at the hotel.)
ALGY: Don't worry, chum. This so-called Florence Syndrome 

is quite common & should pass quickly.
ALF: Yes, but ....
(Alf pauses to wipe a splash of raspberry ice from the 
front of his yellow, green & lavender Hawaiian shirt.)
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ALGY (with a sweeping gesture): Alf, just look around;
Here in this little square we are surrounded by a 
clutter of Renaissance masterpieces. Such a pro
fusion of great art can sometimes cause —  well, 
disorientation in a sensitive person like your wife.

ALF (to himself): Damn Algy & his damn ball of string.
I wish he would stop rolling it back & forth, back 
& forth —  back Si forth across the damn table.

CUT TO: A HOTEL ROOM/EARLY THAT EVENING
(Ali is propped up in bed with a towel wrapped around her 
head Si the blinds drawn, as Alf enters the room.)
ALI (weakly): Who is it?
ALF: Alf. How are you feeling?
ALI: A little better. Where is Algy?
ALF (clearing his throat): Ali, I must tell you something.
ALI (impatiently): Well, if you must.
ALF: Ali, you are not married to my cousin Algy.
ALI (scathingly): Not married to my own husband!
ALF: Ali, I think you should see Dr. Parisi, the eminent

expert on Florence Syndrome.
ALI: I will only if my husband agrees. Does Dr. Parisi

paint or sculpt?
FADE OUT.
FADE IN: BUDAPEST/LATE MORNING
(Alf Si Ali are strolling through a winding Si gabled street 
of Budapest’s old Gypsy Quarter.)
ALI (happily squeezing Alf's hand): Oh, how can we ever

thank Dr. Parisi enough?
ALF: Well, his bill was pretty high. But I guess we

could send him a picture post-card of Budapest.
ALI: That's a sweet thought! I have one here in my

purse with a nice view of the Danube.
ALF: There's a sidewalk cafe at the corner with four Si

twenty blackbirds perched on the awning. Let's 
stop for coffee Si a snack, my feet are starting to 
hurt.

(While Ali writes the post-card for Dr. Parisi, Alf eats 
a slice of pie & wonders where his cousin Algy is.)
ALF (to himself): Damn that Algy! He hasn't been back to
the hotel since he met that sexy Hungarian singer two
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nights ago in the former Red October Cabaret & 
started showing her those tricks he does with that 
damn ball of string.

CUT TO: AN APARTMENT HOUSE ACROSS THE STREET FROM THE
FORMER RED VANGUARD TIN FACTORY/MOMENTS LATER 
(Algy is exiting the apartment house disguised as a 
Gypsy musician, followed through an open window by the 
tremulous voice of Alona Magaresquilay, as she sings her 
famous rendition of Sunset Caravan of Broken Dreams.)
CUT TO: THE NEW ECONOMICS GYPSY RESTAURANT/THAT SAME
EVENING
(Alf & Ali are sitting in the restaurant's candlelight 
glow dining on goulash & a bottle of Tokai aszu, when a 
roving Gypsy hummer approaches their table.)
ALI: Do you know Sunset Caravan of Broken Dreams?
GYPSY HUMMER (groaning emotionally) : Jei ja.
ALI (enthusiastically): Oh, Alf, Gypsy humming is so

emotional, don't you think?
ALF (suspiciously): I suppose so. But there's something

curious about that fellow. Despite his gold earring, 
ruffled shirt, scarlet cummerbund, edelweiss em
broidered vest, handlebar mustache, long sideburns 
& dark glasses —  I have a strange feeling he's not 
quite what he appears to be.

ALI: Don't you think so?
ALF: Well, maybe I'm mistaken ....
(Alf pauses, as some goulash gravy drips from his fork & 
falls on the lapel of his cream-colored linen jacket.)
FADE OUT.
FADE IN: RIGA/EARLY AFTERNOON
(Algy & Alona Magaresquilay enter the lively dining room 
of the Hotel Perestroika where they are met by Algy's 
father, the strapping & walrus-mustached General Sir Alex 
Tonsbury.)
SIR ALEX (thunderingly): So this is the famous Hungarian

torch singer?
ALGY (proudly): Yes, father, this is my Alona.
ALONA MAGARESQQUILAY: Vhat brings you also to Latvia,

Sir Alex?
SIR ALEX: Amber, my dear, I'm a collector. The Baltic

coast is —  I am sure you must know —  loaded with 
the stuff.
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ALGY: We are here to observe the political situation.
The Balts have been in an uproar all summer.

SIR ALEX: Quite so.' But I hope things don't get too
rowdy.

ALI (breathlessly, as she & Alf join the others at the 
table): Do you think there might be violence?

SIR ALEX (ominously): One never knows with these Balts.
(Alf rises from his chair & peers out at the Bay of 
Riga.)
ALF (to himself): Well, there's still no sign of the

Russian battleship Potemkin.
CUT TO: THE BEACH BELOW THE HOTEL PERESTROIKA/LATE
AFTERNOON
(General Sir Alex Tonsbury strikes a commanding pose on 
the wind-swept beach, despite the fact that he is bare
footed & his gray-striped trouser legs are both rolled 
to his knees.)
SIR ALEX (urgently): Go to it, lads)
(As three Latvian school boys he has hired madly rake the 
sand for amber.)
(Meanwhile, Algy sits nearby on a granite monolith dang
ling his ball of string in the surf.)
SIR ALEX (angerly thumping his ditty-bag): Blast that

useless pup) There he is angling for amber again 
with than damn ball of string. I've told him before 
that you don’t angle for amber)

FADE OUT.
FADE IN: MOSCOW/NIGHTFALL
(Alf stands in the darkness of a Moscow square waiting for 
Ali, a '15th Century' icon he has purchased surreptitiously 
from a taxi driver hidden under his jacket. Alf has been 
waiting in the square since before sunset but still there 
is no sign of Ali. In fact, the square is completely empty 
Alf begins to wonder if he is waiting in the right squire. 
He also wonders what time it is, as a policeman comes by.)
ALF: Excuse me, do you know the time?
POLICEMAN: Da.
(Then the policeman continues walking across the square.)
CUT TO: THE LOBBY OF THE BOLSHOI THEATER/LATER THAT
EVENING
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(An excited throng is leaving the theater after the 
premiere performance of a new ballet.)
ALI: Oh, Alf, wasn't it lucky we were able to find you

before the ballet started?
ALF: Yes, these K.G.B. fellows are still pretty clever

at finding people.
ALI: Didn't you think the new "Glasnost" ballet was

great?
ALF: There sure was a lot of 'openness' but —  bare-

breasted ballerinas?
CUT TO: A MOSCOW STREET CORNER/THE NEXT AFTERNOON
(A disconsolate couple are sitting on the curbstone. 
Alona Magaresquilay attempts to console the old woman & 
her white-bearded husband, as Algy kneels in the gutter 
lowering his ball of string through the grating of a 
storm drain.)
ALGY: I can see it quite clearly now.
ALONA MAGARESQUILAY (in broken Russian): My friend

sees it]
ALGY: My string is long enough.
ALONA MAGARESQUILAY (in broken Russian): My friend's

string can reach it)
(The old man puts his head in his hands & rocks back & 
forth on the curbstone.)
ALGY (looking up at Alona Magaresquilay in frustration): 

But the damn chewing gum won't stick.'
(The old man raises his head & tries to whistle, but his 
upper denture is missing.)
ALONA MAGARESQUILAY (in broken Russian): Grandmother,

don't you or your husband have any chewing gum 
other than Free Dent?

FADE OUT.
FADE IN: THE BALTIC SEA/A SLOOP IS MOVING THROUGH FOG &
GALE WINDS/TIME OF DAY UNCERTAIN
(Sir Alex Tonsbury, zippered up in nautical gear, stands 
at the helm under scudding black clouds. Alf, Ali, Algy 
& Alona Magaresquilay steady themselves against the rail 
again, as another wave breaks across the deck.)
SIR ALEX (shouting): Ahg) This is the way to travel to

England —  by sea)
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(The others groan through the spindrift.)
SIR ALEX (shouting again): Someone fetch me the sextant;
ALGY (to himself): Before we set sail from Poland, I

went into this chandlery shop in Gdansk. They only 
had a second-hand sextant, but it was shined up & 
cheap, so I bought it. The proprietor was a nice 
chap. He offered me some Polish schnapps. He was 
keen on learning a few English phrases, so I taught 
him a few English phrases. We drank more Polish 
schnapps. He took out a piece of rope & showed me 
how to tie some sailor knots. We drank more Polish 
schnapps. I showed him some tricks with my ball of 
string. We drank more Polish schnapps ....

SIR ALEX (shouting louder): Someone fetch me the damn
sextant;

ALGY (shouting back through the sea spray): Damn it,
father.' I left the damn sextant on the damn chand
lery counter in Gdansk, Poland;

CUT TO: A ROCKY & DESOLATE COVE/A SHORT DISTANCE OUT TO
SEA THE UPTURNED PROW OF A SLOOP IS VISIBLE POKING UP 
THROUGH THE SURF/EARLY MORNING
(The five wet & marooned voyagers are huddled around a 
fire on the beach. They watch hopefully, as a small boy 
descends toward them from a bluff.)
ALF: I say we're in Sweden.
ALI: We could be as far as Denmark.
SIR ALEX (bellowing at the approaching boy): In God's

name, my lad, where have we landed?
BOY: Gdansk, Poland, my lord.
FADE OUT.
FADE IN: ENGLAND/THE TONSBURY ANCESTRAL ESTATE/A SUNNY
AFTERNOON
(Tonsbury Castle, a turreted gray-stone pile, stands amid 
the bucolic splendor of rolling greensward, oak-lined 
avenues, copses of yew, vast flower beds, brooks, meadows 
& bird song.)
CUT TO: A DANK, DIM CHAMBER IN THE LOWER REACHES OF TONS
BURY CASTLE/THE SAME SUNNY AFTERNOON
(Ooze can be heard slithering down the wet granite walls 
of the square cell. Two figures are barely discernible in 
the gloom: one is Alf, the other is Algy, dressed in a 
quasi-military jump suit bearing a winged R.A.F. emblem. 
Algy is repairing the 'dorsal' area of a large bat-shaped 
kite made of black & scarlet rayon. The problem of the
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'dorsal' area must be solved before the sheduled "kite- 
shot' from the east tower early the next morning —  
weather, of course, permitting.)
ALF (to himself): Damn Algy; Why would he put his work

shop down in the damn 'donjon' —  I mean, dungeon, 
anyway.'

ALGY: Alf, you're really being a great help, but would
you mind holding the bull's-eye —  I mean, 'lantern' 
a bit closer to the workbench?

ALF: Here) Now is the damn lantern —  I mean, 'bull's-eye' 
close enough?

CUT TO: THE LIBRARY OF TONSBURY CASTLE/THE FOLLOWING DAY
(The large wainscoted room contains shelves of antiquarian 
tomes that soar to the egg-&-dart molding just below the 
ceiling. Algy stands dejectedly at a casement window 
hugging his kite & ball of string, as outside not a leaf 
stirs anywhere on the estate. His scheduled 'kiteshot' 
had to be cancelled, of course, due to a lack of wind. 
Across the room, Alf sits in a leather chair pensively 
studying the Russian icon he rescued from the recent sloop 
disaster. Ali lounges on a sofa in front of the fireplace 
browsing through one of the gilt-edged Tonsbury volumes.)
ALI: Umm, this book about the occult is fascinating.'
ALF: Is it?
ALI: Yes, here it tells about curses; It says that some

times objects resembling religious icons are thought 
to have 'engendered' natural calamities, as well as 
supernatural phenomena)

ALF (slipping the icon under the cushion of his chair):
'Engendered'? That sounds pretty far-fetched, if you 
ask me.

ALGY (to himself): I wish Alf would get over his snit.
After all, he did volunteer to help me work on my 
kite in the donjon. Besides, I even offered to lend 
him my prized balloonist outfit to ward off the sub
terranean chill.

CUT TO: THE GREAT SITTING ROOM OF TONSBURY CASTLE/TAPE3-
TRIES DEPICTING THE EXPLOITS OF THE TONSBURY CLAN COVER 
THE WALLS, ANCIENT WEAPONS HANG AMONG THE TAPESTRIES,
SUITS OF ARMOR STAND ABOUT THE ROOM IN CLUSTERS, A WALL OF 
FRENCH WINDOWS LOOKS OUT ON A CROQUET LAWN/A DRIZZLY 
AFTERNOON
(Amanda, Algy's older sister, sits on a sofa rolling a 
ball of yarn. Alf, holding the skein, sits on a chair 
facing Amanda & the wall of French windows. From time to 
time, the sound of a mallet striking a ball is heard in
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ALF (to himself): Amanda isn't a bad looking wench, but
she is awfully pale.

AMANDA: Alf, you're really being a great help.
ALF: Oh, I don't think playing croquet in the rain would 

be much fun.
AMANDA: I suppose Algy has told you the story of our

grandfather, Albertus Tonsbury.
ALF: No, I don't think he has.
AMANDA: Our grandfather was an inveterate croquet player

—  he would play in far worse weather than this.
One afternoon, he was playing during a thunderstorm 
& was struck dead oy a bolt of lightning.

ALF: That was bad luck.
AMANDA (shuddering slightly): I don't suppose you believe

in ghosts?
ALF (chuckling): No, not really.
AMANDA: I don’t either, but —  there are those who say

that sometimes on stormy days grandfather can still 
be heard playing croquet right out there on the lawn.

(Alf glances through the French windows. Lightning bolts 
have begun flashing across the sky, rain is pouring down 
& the croquet lawn now seems deserted —  but still he can 
hear the sound of a mallet striking a ball.)
AMANDA: Would you like some tea?
ALF: You wouldn't have something a bit stronger?
FADE OUT.
FADE IN: SEATTLE /THE GAY PAREE COFFEE BAR/NIGHT
(Alf & Ali are having coffee on the rainy Seattle water
front. They sit at a table surrounded by their luggage. 
They have just returned from their vacation & are suffer
ing from jet lag. The last ferry is late & they can bare
ly wait to crawl into their snug bed on Bainbridge Island.)
ALI: What do you think of the coffee?
ALF: It's not bad.
ALI: Well, at least it should keep us awake a little 

longer.
ALF (to himself): I wish they had the Hawaiian blend,

with its slight hint of passion fruit. It reminded 
me of my days as a naval lieutenant at 'Pearl' &

the room, as the others play croquet on the misty lawn.)
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those mango-hued sea nymphs —  damn, I wish that 
lousy ferry would get in ....

FINAL FADE OUT,
*  *  *

MS. LONELYHEARTS & MR. FEELGOOD
Things hadn't been going exactly swimmingly.
She said we weren't 'communicating.'
So we decided to go out to dinner 
& try to 'reconnect.'
We went to her favorite Italian restaurant 
but the smoking section was full.
We took a number & went into the bar 
to wait for a table.
I lit up an El Producto Corona.
"Did you hear about Lance?" she asked.
"He's marrying Monica, isn't he?" I said.
"Nooo.'" she said.
I caught the bartender's eye.
"What would you like to drink?" I asked.
"A Chianti," she said.
"A glass of Chianti," I said to the bartender,
"& a double vodka on the rocks."
"A double?" she said.
"Yes, I think I can handle it okay."
"Didn't you hear what happened to Lance?" she said.
"Uh, n o ___"
I asked the bartender for another book of matches. 
"Lance has been in the hospital," she said.
"You're kidding.”
"Nooo! He was run down by a drunk driver."
"Is he all right?"
"He’s home now, if that's what you mean."
I tried to catch the bartender's eye again.
"It happened down in L.A. during his tour," she said. 
"He was crossing the street in front of his hotel."
"How are the hands?" I asked.
"I mean, the hands are important to a jazz pianist."
"His hands are fine ... it's his head.
He can't remember how to play the piano."
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"Are you ready for another Chianti?"
"Not yet."
I ordered another double vodka Sc said to hold the twist.
"There you go again!" she said.
"So Lance has some kind of amnesia 
& doesn't remember how to play the piano?"
"Yes, St he doesn't know Monica anymore ... 
but he remembers Lisa."
"Wasn't Lisa his old girlfriend?"
"His former woman friend, yes. I had introduced them."
"You say Lance doesn't remember Monica 
but that he remembers Lisa.
How can that be?"
"The doctors don't understand it either."
I needed another cigar.
The cigar box behind the bar was empty.
I went over to the cigarette machine & bought a pack.
"Now Lance Si Lisa are back together again," she said.
"Uh
"Of course, Monica has broken off the engagement."
"Sure ___"
"You know Murray, don't you? ... Murray?"
"Oh, Murray
"Yes, he teaches at the U. He writes plays. One was 
produced on campus last fall. Remember?”

"No ...."
"Murray is divorced."
"Ah ___"
"The other day I introduced Monica to Murray at lunch.
They seemed to hit it off right away."
"Two teachers, eh?"
"Monica has always been interested in the theatre."
"That's neat . . . . "
"Yes, I think so."
"I mean, now there’s Lisa with Lance St Monica with Murray."
"Ummm ... I guess I see what you mean."
I was trying to snag the bartender again 
when the maitre d' told us our table was ready.
We went into the dining room & were shown to a table 
next to the restrooms.
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"Is this the best table you have?" I asked.
"Yes, sir, it's the only one available in the smoking 
area. "
"Let's go back to the bar St wait for another table," I 
said.
"Nooo!" she said. "I want to EAT!"
We took the table next to the restrooms.
"I wish you would give up SMOKING!" she said.
I told the waiter to bring a double vodka on the rocks 
& a bottle of red wine.
"I AM driving back.'" she said.

THE POPE HAS SPOKEN
There's this still young poet, 
who moved here to Bainbridge Island 
a few years ago.
We would get together now & then 
to drink some wine 
& I got to know his work: 
his stuff was good
Si he was sending it out to magazines 
but he wasn't finding many takers.
One day I met him
in the parking lot at the mall.
"How's it goin'?" I asked.
"Not so good," he said.
"I just got another batch of my poems 
back in the mail."
"What kind of cover letters 
have you been writing?” I asked.
"I don't write cover letters," he said.
"I let the poems stand or fall on their own."
"Don't be a dummy!" I said.
"You've gotta introduce yourself.'"
"E. B. White didn't write cover letters," he said.
"Yeah," I said, "but E. B. White was married 
to the right-hand gal of Harold Ross 
over at The New Yorker!"
It was a November afternoon Si getting cold.
The wind was whistling up my sleeves 
Si he still looked dubious.
"Listen to me!" I yelled. "The pope has spoken! 
Start sending out letters with your fucking stuff!"
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"All right," he said, "Okay!
I'll start using brief cover letters."
Since then he's been awarded several grants 
& his poems have been getting into magazines 
that are sending my stuff back,
so recently I made a decision
to start shortening
the length of my cover letters.

TURKISH DELIGHT
My wife leaps out of bed at 5 in the morning 
to drive 6 miles to the community pool 
for an 18-lap workout & a sauna 
with

Dick & Marilyn, Don & Doris,
J,D. & Kathy, Tom & Sherry, John St Kim, Dan 

& Maureen, Bob & Diane, Ken &
Nancy, George & Sylvia,
Richard Si Shirley, Paul 

& Liz, Art & Virginia,
Ted &

Tot,
Johny Si Kascha, Robert Si Merri,

Bruce Si Jean, Carter Si Lynn,
Toby Si Alicia,

Russell Si Connie, Jay Si Joan, Jerry Si 
Margot, Virgil Si Lona, Tony & Babs, Kurt 

Si Sheila, Arnie Si Carolyn,
Dave Si Jody, Howie Si

Jeanne, Tad Si Joyce,
Emile Si 

Alice ,
Ed & Anita, Doc Si Florrie,

Mike Si Pat....
I salute them all,
as I turn over St go back to sleep
with Sultan the cat.

—  Richard M, West
Bainbridge Island WA
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MENDING THE AGENDA
"but i need you." i said.
her look told me that 
it was not my needs but hers 
we were discussing.

OGRE ROOSTING
in the seminar someone asks, 
"does anyone know what happened 
to the children of 
ted hughes and sylvia plath?"
and i blurt out,
"he ate them."

SLAMMING THE OL' SIZE 13 BACK BETWEEN 
THE DENTURES
i ask her, "do you ever see geraldine?"
"not very often. why?"
"because i think she left her umbrella 
in class the night of the final. at least 
the guy who brought it up to me thought 
it was hers."
"is it red?" she asks.
and all i really have to reply is that, yes, 
it's red, one could say that it's red,
but instead for some reason i find it 
necessary to say, "actually it's more of a 
disgusting pink. i was humiliated carrying 
it back to my office. why? did geraldine 
tell you she'd lost a red umbrella?"
"no." she says, "but i loaned her one."

AND THE GRAY MATTER PER CAPITA OF THE JUDGES?
florida courts have refused to declare brain-dead 
an infant born without a brain.
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AN IMMORTAL IN THE FLESH
i come out of my lower-division 
poetry writing class with two of 
the more talented students
and we are near the hot-dog cart 
when i spy an almost young man, 
frail and slightly bent, but possessed 
of a bright-eyed depth and virility, 
making his way across the campus 
with an armload of Spanish books.
"you see that guy?" i say,
"you are looking at a sure-fire future 
winner of the nobel prize."
they look at me as if, once again. 
i'm making some kind of inexplicable 
joke ,
but this is no joke:
"that's raul zurita," i say,
"the finest living poet in chile 
... make that in latin america."
the living part is significant, 
because he as easily could not be, 
having been tortured on a torture ship 
off the coast of his country 
in the days of the replacement 
of allende by pinochet.
one of them says, "gerry, you're shitting 
us again."
so i tell them how raul is here because 
my colleague in spanish-portuguese, Jack 
Schmitt, is now his translator for university 
of california press, and how raul has just 
returned from a reading tour of russia 
and the continent and how he will soon 
be touring america,
i explain that he speaks little english
and i no Spanish
and he writes big oblique poems
and i write short direct ones.
and yet there somehow from the first
has been a warmth of camaraderie between us.
they say, "we just watched a world-class poet 
hunch incognito past the hot-dog cart?"
i say. "the greatest poet in Spanish 
since neruda. is what they tell me.
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and. from Jack's translations, 
i believe it."
they're still not sure 
that i'm not shitting them.

ARE WE HAVING A GOOD TIMEX YET?
"i almost overslept again." he says. i had 
it set for the right hour, but p.m. 
instead of a.m. fortunately one of your 
computer toys went off and woke me up."
"you need a regular alarm clock." she says, 
"instead of that two-buck gas station digital 
travel thing,"
"i'm attached to it." he says. it lets 
me feel i’m in on the industrial productivity 
of the far east. i may trade in my eastman 
kodak stock for a piece of fuji films."
"that stock has been in your family 
for generations." she says.
"generations that never got to tokyo." 
he says. "but anyway, where would we 
put another clock in this room? it already 
looks like that storefront in quentin's 
section of the sound and the fury."
"you demean everything." she says.
he is already counting clocks out loud:
" ... three four five six seven .,. 
and none of them set to the same 
minute ...,"
"you deride everything ... especially 
everything of mine."
"i'm sorry." he says. "i thought 
i was being entertaining, maybe 
amusing, maybe even witty. i would 
never ridicule the sound and the fury."

SO WHAT IS OUR EXCUSE?
a good woman poet writes that 
women abuse alcohol because 
men abuse women.
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GERALD DOES SOME SERIOUS SELF-FLAGELLATION
i keep telling myself.
"tomorrow i will get some writing done."
of course i have worked on
a couple of poems tonight.
and a couple last night,
and a couple the night before last.
but i keep telling myself, "tomorrow 
i will get some writing done.”
what i mean is that i will get 
started on a hemingway paper, 
or a bukowski article, 
or one of the reviews of books 
i have been assigned.
if i don't get started on some real writing 
soon, my vacation will be over. 
and i won't have written anything significant, 
just these hundreds of little poems.

CATS HATE ME BECAUSE I DON’T FALL FOR THEIR BULLSHIT
the cat lands on the coffee table, 
sniffs my snifter of cheap sherry, 
jerks its nose away in disdain.
it does this every evening, 
i consider the ritual just the 
least bit supererogatory.
each time this happens, 
i ask the cat.
"you gotten a good whiff of 
your cat dish lately?"

WHAT NO ONE EVER TELLS THE JUST-DIVORCED HUSBAND
that if he does his laundry 
in a single load 
his underwear will all 
turn pink.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA
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TRAINING FOR KID AZTEC
I was a young guy in Los Angeles, 
there were these little bars 
around the Plaza, small Mexican 
bars, and there was this large 
one. well-frequented, that I 
started the night out in 
but it was too mellow 
full of decent working types 
so I got out
found a winding little alley, 
dark
and I followed it down 
switchblade in pocket.
I found this little bar 
at the alley's end 
went in
sat on a stool and ordered a 
bottle of beer.
there were 4 Mexicans in there 
including the bartender 
and I sat looking straight 
ahead
lifting my beer now and 
then
I was a crazy son of a bitch 
ready to go all the way 
better not to fuck 
with me ...
I finished the bottle 
ordered another.
"where the hell are your 
women?" I asked.
no answer.
"I shouldn’t be in here,"
I stated, "I'm training for a 
fight at the Olympic. a four- 
rounder. I'm fighting Kid 
Aztec ...."
silence.
I got off my stool, stood
up, sneered, "anybody here want
to spar a little, huh?"
no answer.
I put a coin in the 
juke box.
the music came on and
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I shadow boxed to the 
tune of it.
when the piece was 
finished I sat down and 
ordered another' beer.
"I'm a killer." I told 
the barkeep. "a born 
killer ... I'm sorry for 
Kid Aztec . . . . "
the barkkeep took my 
money, rang it into the 
register
his back toward me.
I said to his 
back: "on top of 
everything. I'm a 
writer.
I write short stories, 
novels, poems, 
essays
"Señor, you write 
poems?" asked a big 
Mexican at the end of the 
bar.
"shit, yes ... I write 
sonnets
"what do you write these 
sonnets about?"
"love .. . . "
"oh. love. Señor?”
"love sonnets to 
Death
I drained my bottle, 
ordered another.
"_I write too,
Señor ...."
"oh yeah?"
"oh yes. I stick my instrument into 
women and I write 
inside of them."
the other Mexicans 
laughed.
I waited until they were 
finished.
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"you guys are fools. you 
laugh like fools!”
"maybe so. Señor . but even fools
have a right to laugh.
no?"
I peeled the label off 
my beer, stuck it face down on 
the bar. finished 
off the bottle.
"another beer. Señor?” asked 
the barkeep.
"naw. that's enough. I got to 
get my rest ...."
I walked toward the 
exit .
"good luck with your fight with 
Kid Aztec. Señor." somebody 
said ....
I walked down the little
alley, stopped to puke in a
dark corner, finished, walked
out on the street
looking for a sonnet. a better
bar, something.
anything.
I had only bored them with 
my dangerousness.
all the nights were the 
same and the days were 
worse.
I stood under a tree at 
the edge of the Plaza 
lighting a cigarette and 
trying to look like a 
killer.
nobody noticed.
I had held the match 
too long, it burned my 
fingers,
I cursed loudly, stepped 
out and began walking 
toward the train 
station
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somebody had told me 
that the hookers were 
sucking them right off the 
loading ramps ....

ZERO
the consensus is that it's a difficult time, 
perhaps the most:
large gatherings of people in cities 
all over the world
protesting that they'd rather not be 
blown to shit.
but whoever's in control 
will not listen.
the suggestion is that, of course, it's 
only power fighting power
and the power, of course, is in the hands 
of the few who run the nations 
and their need is to protect something 
beyond the many people.
it is conceivable that these few 
will escape
when the final blasting begins;
they will escape in their space craft
where they will notate and watch
the display to its finish.
and then after a reasonable wait
they will return to the
safe regions
where they will again begin building 
another ridiculous and 
incompetent future
... which, to me. is not a very 
glamorous thought 
while opening a can of beer 
on a hot 
July night.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA
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NEW EXCHANGES
Camellia (edit. Tomer Inbar) $5/4 nos. fm. P.O. Box 4092, 
Ithaca NY 14852. Ï RaiZirr/Urbanis (edit. C. Bamberger 
& Peter Drizhal) $5/no. fm. P.O. Box 192561. San Francisco 
CA 94119. Ï River Rat Review (edit. Daryl Rogers) $3/no. 
fm. P.O. Box 24198. Lexington KY 40524. ï Le Courrier du 
Centre International d'Etudes Poétiques (edit . F .Vertiesen 
& F.DeHaes) 120 FF/4 nos. fm. Archives et Musée de la 
Littérature, 4 Bd. de l'Empereur, 1000 Bruxelles, Belgium.
MODERN CLASSICS::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Jim Linebarger's The Worcester Poems, unpriced fm. Univ- 
sity of North Texas Press. P.0. Box 13856, Denton TX 76203. 
ÿ Thomas Wiloch's Narcotic Signature. $2.50 fm. Burning 
Press. P.O. Box 585. Lakewood OH 44107. Î Fred Voss' Memo 
#68, $2,50. finely printed fm. Carnivorous Arpeggio Press. 
TT2ÏÏ Beverley Road. Hull HU5-1LD, England. I Billy Jones’
My Unshackled Hands (poems & masterful drawings), $4.95 
fm. Wild & Woolley Pty. Ltd., P.O. Box 41, Glebe NSW, 2037 
Australia or P.O. Box 10711. Eugene OR 97440.
VERY HIGHLY RECOMMENDED I:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Keith A. Dodson's a goose-step from chains, unpriced fm.
One Tree Press, 3472 Bellflower Blvd., Long Beach CA 90808.
5 Gerald Locklin's Outtakes pub. dos-a-dos with Mark Weber's 
Ceremonies Aboard the Drunken BoatT $^ and Catherine Lynn's 
The Obsessive, Compulsive. Guilt-Ridden, Terminal Mother 
pub. dos-a-dos with Mark Weber's Wandering Jew Mom, $3 fm 
Zerx Press, 5016 Inspiration Dr. SE, Albuquerque NM 87108 
(also write for Zerx Press Catalogue, a useful biblio
graphic item for collectors). Ï David Barker's You'll Go 
Blameless. unpriced fm. Golden Posterity Press, 1595 Sag- 
inaw St. S, Salem OR 97302. !F Robert Perchan's Perchan's 
Chorea: Eros and Exile, $17.50 fm. Watermark Press Inc.,
149 N. Broadway, Suite 201, Wichita KS 67202. 5T Kurt Nim- 
mo's The Murdered Typewriter, unpriced fm. Persona Non 
Grata Chapbooks, 46Ô00 Geddes Rd. (#86), Canton MI 48188.
Î Todd Moore's I Want A Poem To Be Hard Like A Bullet, $2 
fm. Robert Howington, P.O. Box 470186, Fort Worth TX 76147; 
also Davd Reeves's a straight razor to my throat, free for 
self-addressed envelope with 29é postage
HIGHLY RECOMMENDED:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
David Barker edits The Lovecrafter - 100th Anniversary 
Issue, $4.50 fm. 1595 Saginaw St. S, Salem OR 97302. J 
Simon Perchik's Who Can Touch These Knots, unpriced fm. 
Scarecrow Press, P.O.Box 656, Metuchen NJ 08840. f Dan 
Nielsen's Principal Poisons, $2 fm. BGS Press, 1240 Will
iam St.. Racine WI 53402. JT Henry Joseph's Two Days To 
Remember. $11.95 fm. Vantage Press, 516 W. 34th St., ïîëw 
York NY 10001.

127



The edition of this issue has been limited to 700 number
ed copies, the first 70 being signed by Richard M. West. 
The copy now in your hand is: 436

NOTICE: One of the causes of the American Revolution was 
the Stamp Act passed by the British in 1765 in order to 
raise revenue. Duties were placed on pamphlets, news
papers. almanacs, circulated advertisements, paper used 
for legal documents, etc. The State of California Legis
lature. for similar reasons, has decided to tax all news
papers and magazines starting July 15, 1991. Amazingly, 
little to no public objection except in regard to "free" 
newspapers used primarily as vehicles of advertising. So 
now these "newspapers" are exempt. a reward for lacking 
content! WORMWOOD subscribers must continue to add a 
7.75% amount to the following rates: $8/4 nos./yr. for 
individuals:$10/4 nos./yr. for institutions: $24/4 nos,/ 
yr. for patrons. Patron copies contain poet-signed 
special-sections/chapbooks. Free inspection copies are 
not available because of our very limited press run; how
ever, copies may be purchased for $4 (includes postage). 
Back issues 4-15. 17-44. 46-52. 54-62. 64-65. 68-70, 72- 
91. 93-94. 96-102. 104-105. 108-109. 112-126 are also $4 
each postpaid while stocks last. Don't request multiple 
copies of a single issue.
WORMWOOD mailings are done at no fixed times and a single 
mailing can consist of 1-4 issues; nevertheless, our 
subscribers are guaranteed to receive 4 numbers a year. 
Please keep us informed of changes in address, since the 
Post Office will usually not forward and will only rarely 
provide the new address even when requested. Composition 
on WORMWOOD:127 was completed on 23 September 1992. and 
printed by Creative Printing/Printwel1 Press. 2232 Stewart 
St.. Stockton CA 95205. WORMWOOD will not knowingly re
print an already published work.

THE PATRONS OF WORMWOOD CURRENTLY ARE:
Allen Berlinski 
Dr, Stuart M. Bloom 
James J. Camp III 
Anonymous: J.C.
Lloyd R. Gág
In Memoriam: 2-Ton Tony Galento
David D. Ginsburg
David A. Goldstein
R.C. Gross
Tim Jelinek
Anonymous: D.H.L.
Anonymous: G.I.L.
Anonymous: C.L.

In Memoriam: P.J.M. 
Craig G. Myers 
Terry Persun 
Donald R. Peterson 
Stephen Ramirez 
Davd Reeve 
David Rose 
In Memoriam: Ruffian 
Dr. Marvin A. Sackner 
Justin S. Sharp 
Samuel A. Smith 
David P. Widup 
Sean Williams
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