
patting my red-sequined ass
while he stared into smokey, blacklighted space, 
wondering what he'd do for a living 
after they closed down this place.

THE 1992 L.A. RIOTS BRING BACK MEMORIES
The night of the Watts Riots
I went to work anyway at The Fort,
the diviest, dirtiest beerbar ever
on the wrong side of the tracks
just 6 miles, as the crow flies, from Watts.
The doors of The Fort were locked 
and after I knocked a long time 
Mick my boss opened and said,
Fuck, man, what're you doing here?
You crazy or something, don't you 
know there's a riot going on?
No, I didn't know about any riot,
I'd slept all day to work all night, 
hadn't watched tv or read a newspaper, 
my riotous world inhabited mostly by me, 
my 3 kids and worries about overdue rent, 
and then suddenly I realized that the 
noises I'd heard on the freeway 
on the way to work had been 
sniper's rifles, not backfire.
Mick said come look,
leading me up to the roof
where the guys in the band
did drugs during their breaks
and he showed me the yellow fires
and red sky of Watts just 6 miles away.
The world is coming to a fucking end,
Mick said, not knowing then 
that 1965 was merely Genesis 1 
of what was to come and be
then he offered me a suck off his joint
and a quickie on the desk
in the storage room he called his office
but I said no and went on home
back down the deserted freeway
through the sniper fire, unafraid,
because I was only 25
and too busy with worries and life
to realize yet that I was not
immortal.

—  Joan Jobe Smith 
Long Beach CA
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