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NINETEEN URN-THOUGHTS
Striving toughens the feet; success, the fundament.

*
If you ask for failure, it will be given to you.

*
Wisdom is a staircase.

*
He played so loud you couldn't hear the music.

*

Contentment is deciding (finally) what you don't need.
*

A dance is a good dance if it is more than a dance.
*

A second life would be a repeat performance.
*

The new suit looked better on the dummy than in the mirror.
*

You can talk yourself out of, not into, happiness.
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A city is a consensual metaphor.
*

We sense the dead piled all around us.
*

To search for happiness is painful; to have it, terrifying
*

He who forfends loves and hates lives long. So does a rock
*

The tallest building stands on the deepest debris.
*

To define Love is to lose it; to love Love is to have it 
always.

*
You must be alive to know Death.

*
Old-and-vain is as unseemly as young-and-arrogant.

*
The nearer a man to sunset, the longer his shadow should 
be.

*
So enrapt of the question, you may never arrive at the 
answer.

FINAL EXAM 
I

Paraphrase Homer’s simile on the generations of men 
(Iliad, Bk. VI, 146-9):
A generation is a crowd of people fidgeting at a 
stoplight. Though they all cross at the green, 
the corner is never empty.

II
Select one:

A graveyard is
a. a file-drawer for terminated human purposes.
b. a museum where the living may contemplate 

the dead.
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c. a museum where the dead may contemplate 
the living.

d. God's mandible.
e .  the photograph you took without depth-of- 

field or near-focus, 
f. all of the above.

A possible definition of "soul" would be
a. one vacuum enclosed by another.
b. a manifestation of St. Elmo's fire.
c. voltage from a non-rechargable battery.
d. the body's point of total symmetry.
e. the lingering echo of the birth-cry.

f .  the dream whose memory fades by breakfast.
III

In a short composition develop the concept of "Humanity 
as Ants

Humanity is a flock of ants eating a dead whale. When 
it is consumed, they will die; for they are now addicted 
to whale.

—  Robert L. Smith 
New York NY

WALKING
You start from a motionless position, both at the beginning 
of the day and at the beginning of the walk proper, which 
usually coincides with your rising from a chair or bench. 
Once upright, relax your thigh muscles, feel your body start 
to lean forward, jut the left leg forward with its knee and 
ankle bent, tense the front thigh and the calf muscles of 
the right leg and push off as your balance begins to shift, 
attain a stable position by placing the left leg on the 
ground before you, let your momentum catch up and begin to 
topple you forward again, swing the right leg forward to 
catch yourself; you've taken a step.
The oak looms up, branches pointed like a charging stag's. 
Rocks lunge at your feet. Buildings sprout in your path.
And the earth is hurtling through space at eighteen miles 
per second. And space is expanding, thrusting out in all 
directions at once. To walk is to navigate into a hail
storm of objects that can crack toes, bark shins, crush 
bones to powder. Understandably, your advance is irregu
lar, uneven, your front foot dropping as an anchor while 
your back foot propels itself forward. Your body bobs up
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and down like driftwood on the flood; you tilt and right 
yourself as if tugged by a whirlwind; you shake, shrink, 
expand and wobble, vibrating, about to disintegrate, every 
atom about to fly away from every other atom.
If you feel the numb surge of panic, consider: what can
you do? Stop, and let the danger grow in your imagination 
until you can't budge? Show your fear to others and con
firm their own anxieties, undermining their ability to 
perform the most necessary tasks? No. Establish a fair 
distance between you and the other pedestrians. Refrain 
from making eye contact. If friends call to you, wave but 
do not stop. Tell them, "I'm taking a walk."

THE RIGHT HAND
The pawn of the ego, the right hand thrusts out to scribble 
its name wherever it can wedge a space: on checks, con
tracts, walls, inside books written by other right hands.
It works at envelopes as if prying oysters, throws box lids 
aside, rips through wrapping paper. In all things it sees 
only a use for itself. When it wants to show firmness, it 
pounds a table. When it wants to show sympathy, it strokes 
a kitten. While the left arm lounges on the car's window 
sill, the right hand grips the wheel, determined on control, 
bent and dour as Jonathan Edwards at prayer. Even relaxed, 
the thumb and first finger lean toward each other, making 
a deflated "OK" sign, a "can do" waiting to flex its 
muscles.

THE LEGS
Goaded by the horns of a metaphysical dilemma, the mind 
gives the body its walking orders. The legs present them
selves, first one, then the other. The dialectical motion 
of walking, the two-pronged advance like that of thesis 
and antithesis, would seem to make the legs the darlings 
of Hegelians. Yet the legs are of little actual help.
They tend to turn and retrace ground just covered. Their 
appearance deceives. Dressed or naked, they appear twins, 
when in fact they are mirror images of each other, exactly 
opposite rather than identical.
The mind, like the body, works best with one foot on the 
ground. The legs are connecting cables. Muscular and 
hairy, capable of repeating without complaint the same 
task day in, day out, they are, if not pastoral, rustic 
and rude. They leave the stars uncharted and map only 
terra firma. Allowed to plod on in their customary way, 
they are uncannily accurate, presenting not a representat
ion of a place, but the place itself. Their work is
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arduous, and they have suffered over the generations. 
Their ends have frayed into toes; ankles sprain, knees 
scuff and ache, hamstrings tear, hips turn brittle with 
age. Yet they present the clearest hieroglyph of our 
standing, the "greater than" section of their inverted V 
opens toward the earth, but the pointed end, like a 
divining rod, arrows toward human sweat and blood.

UMBERTO BOCCIONI
Sit in a chair. Try to keep still. Concentrate; stare 
at the table. You see the vase in its center, then the 
right front leg, then the left back leg, then the crack 
in the middle where the panels join, then some dust near 
the edge. To say nothing of blinking. You can't keep 
your eyes still, even when they're fixed on one thing.
And your lungs inflate and deflate, your heart throbs 
like a piston. When you sleep, your body tosses and 
turns without you. Your "I" is like the needle of a 
speedometer in a racing car. At first, it wobbles, 
swinging back and forth like a pendulum. Then it starts 
to vibrate, tensing. Finally, it becomes focused, firm 
as a muscle, even as the trees start to blur. All around 
you cranes nod, stiff gears groan like lovers, jack
hammers and jackasses call out. The reds are so bright, 
the blues so deep, everything swirls and pulses as if 
you'd been hit over the head. Everything clears its 
throat, jostles elbows. Sit still. The racket swells; 
the noise of the street penetrates the house. The walls 
of the house are still here. You're still here. But 
not even the mirror's reflection is instantaneous.

—  Mark Cunningham 
Opelika AL

GARDEN TOUR, AUTUMN
Tiger Lilies, Periwinkles, Larkspur, Cock's Comb, 
Red-Hot-Pokers, Geraniums,
Lupines,
Joe Pie Weed (eight feet tall),
The Bess Truman Rose, the
tea rose, salmon, tangerine, white, blush, 
marigolds, elephant grass, 
sunflowers, dwarf dahlias, 
calla lilies, cannas,
dragon's blood sedum, ajuga, English Ivy, 
Rattlesnake Ivy, Virginia Creeper,
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Trumpet Vine, caladium,
hens'n'chicks,
papyrus, water lilies,
sacred lotus, poppies,
four-o'clocks, hollyhocks,
zinias, purple, yellow, orange and pink,
a goldfish gulping at the surface of green
water, but
what I really remember
is the woman who stopped to spank
her little boy, 8 or 9 good
solid whacks on his butt,
he didn't cry once, just stood there and
took it among the flowers.

HEAVEN
Baked potato 
sour cream 
butter 
salt 
pepper
fresh chives 
&
all the time 
in the world

—  Carl M . Daniels 
Prell VA

DISABLED VETERAN
Tom and I blow up 
a small bomb out back 
next to the river, 
shaking the neighbors' 
fields of corn.
The Air Force Lt. Col. 
down the road called 
the state police, the ones 
with the blue silly hats 
that make them look 7' tall. 
"We had a report of gunfire," 
they say.
"I was out back plinking 
with my .22," I lied.
Better to have lived and lied 
than to go with them.

166



TOY I SELDOM READ NEWSPAPERS
The headline seemed strange.
Two pages and five minutes later 
I flipped back to it.
Sure enough it read,
"More Tornadoes Hit Florida," 
not "Tomatoes."

PAPER BOY STRESS
I was a smart one at 
8 years old, Bringhurst, IN. 
Made change on collection day 
like Bobby Fischer chess moves 
until the Logansport Tribune 
that Wednesday was just too 
damned thick for my blood.
Bud Abbott's obituary was on 
the front page that snowy 
evening after school as I 
removed all the ads and 
sports sections, 
hiding them in the basement. 
Thursday, making my way around 
the Bowery, I fended off 
all the elderly subscribers 
by giving them my goofy 
Huntz Hall impersonation 
("Geez, I just don't know!") 
accompanied by my imaginary 
sidekicks, Slip Mahoney,
Louie the soda jerk 
and the rest of the gang.

—  Davd Reeve
West Lafayette IN

THE QUEEN OF SHEBA RESTAURANT
is almost always closed. Sometimes
the OPEN sign is hanging
in the window, and the place is still
none-the-less closed. Once in a great while
though the doors are open and the food
smells great. I wonder
how they pay the rent.

167



BLACK AND BLIND
leathery wings 
swooping overhead 
at tree top height 
just after dusk
sonar keeps them
from crashing into trees
or the eves of the roof
flight is rapid, 
jerky, erratic 
like tinfoil 
in an electromagnetic 
storm
they dive bomb, appear 
to anyway, but 
it's only insects 
they're after, not us. 
people attract bugs 
and bugs attract 
them
dry papery wings 
right after sunset 
like clockwork, 9:15 
or so every 
evening
I like these bats, 
more real, 
mysterious 
than any sparrow.
people in livingrooms 
in front of tvs 
don't even know 
they're out here
black wings
too fast to see clearly 
but you sense what 
they are 
immediately
no bird has 
much mystery.

AFTER THE BIG EARTH-
quake yesterday a.m.,
my daughter
walked all over
downtown,
finding proud new
cracks
everywhere
in the pavement,
and work crews hurrying to
patch them all
up.
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DOG DAYS OF THE EMPIRE
something about my fellow citizens 
worries me
I see them fill stadiums with their 
singing of
patriotic and religious songs
and I am worried
they seem capable of excesses
they seem capable of extremes
I can conceive
of situations wherein
they would stop at nothing
in the pursuit of their ideals.
I read in the papers how
they have been banning and
burning books, and tame stuff
too —  Kurt Vonnegut, Stephen King —
we're not talking about hardcore,
and not just sex books
but anything they see as
disturbing,
unwholesome,
distasteful,
anything that presents
a world view or philosophy
that's different from their
own.
and this uneasiness 
goes with me
everywhere, it's with me 
in the frozen yogurt shop where 
I sit by the loud hum 
of the refrigerator fans, 
at a table with my kids, 
eating a frozen
chocolate ice-cream-like dessert 
and I am scared silly,
I'm so terrified
that I can't say a word.
no one else looks worried 
no one else seems the least 
bit concerned. and that 
makes me all the more convinced.
you will say I'm shell-shocked,
that a life of adversity has made me
a nervous wreck, and
there is some truth in this,
but I tell you
there is something bad in the air.
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BLAME IT ON JACK
after glasses of white wine
and reading Li Po and
Kerouac's "Some Western Haiku"
I fell into bed
tickling my wife drunkenly
then dreamed of
endless mountains
shrouded in fog
and the quiet
of drizzle
in old redwood forests.
Blame it on Jack and Li Po 
if this poem reads 
Oriental.

TIME TO CHANGE THE FURNACE FILTER
when it's covered in a coat of dog hair 
thick as the fur on a Surrealist tea cup.

BATS
I'm coming up 
the sidewalk 
telling my wife
how lately I'm feeling depressed
a little cracked
when I take a bad step
stumble, fall
twisting my ankle
wrenching my knee
then smashing the same knee
against the concrete steps
of the porch, banging
my elbow in the process.
It hurts like hell 
and I'm cursing 
and groaning 
in true physical pain 
instantly cured 
for a while anyway 
of my mental anguish.
Inside the house 
I limp to the sofa, 
pull up my pants leg 
and see
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the joint already swelling, 
a big purple bruise 
forming.
I stay in the chair,
read some passages from
old Jack Kerouac's
SCRIPTURE OF THE GOLDEN ETERNITY,
feel much better
spiritually and don't
really mind the
injured knee, in
fact, it's somehow
comforting.
About 9:00 pm 
I take the dog out 
for her nightly piss 
and an average sized black 
bat flies over
about a total distance of 100 feet
from the tall trees
across the road
and into the dark trees
clustered in our back yard.
The bat
makes me think of
Bela Lugosi horror films of the 1940s, 
except this is no monster 
and hardly a killer.
Later I catch
half an episode of DOBIE GILLIS 
off cable tv, and get to 
wondering if anyone plays 
the bongos anymore.
I remember seeing once 
a photo of Kerouac 
playing the congas 
at a Beat rent party.
I wonder if Jack K. 
saw bats
when he did his Buddhist
meditations
in the woods
at midnight
and if they
helped any.

—  David Barker 
Salem OR
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SEQUEL
all through the party, 
her come-on flitting and flirting, 
redfaced nearly everyone but 
her husband. After one of her 
louder and lewder exchanges, he 
said to no one in particular 
"I wonder what my next wife 
will look like?"
We all wondered, too.

QUAKE FEVER
after the 7.4 Landers quake 
(to ease the uneasiness), 
they started a pool at work 
to see how many aftershocks 
occurred in the following month 
during office hours. Jerry in 
Purchasing records the day and time 
on a huge piece of walled butcher 
paper by the water cooler. We're 
up to 9 already and just starting 
the 2nd week. In case of a tie, 
the winners split the pot. If 
the BIG ONE comes down, 
all bets are off ....

SHORTCHANGED
I hand a $100 bill 
to the checker. She holds 
it up to the light, fiddles it, 
frisks it, then calls the store 
manager over to do the same.
After a whispered pow-wow of 
genuineness, she forks over my 
change. I count it and find it 
short. "Miss," I say "I don't 
believe this is right." She 
refigures the change and reaches 
into the till for the missing 
$20. All this time she is glaring 
at me in great disgust —  not because 
she made a mistake but that 
I would dare discover it.

—  Robert Underwood 
Redlands CA
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BLOOMSBURYDAY
Virginia and Leonard, Vanessa and Duncan,
Vida and Harold, E.M. and Lytton,
Maynard and Clive and the monetary system,
Maurice and Mrs. Dalloway and the Malabar eroticism,
Mrs. Keppel's daughter and the lives of the Victorians, 
Orlando's bi-gendering and Sissinghurst's white gardens,
never scared the horses, never made the tabloids, 
never spiked the laudanum, Battenberged or Windsored,
envoy and artist, country squire, groundskeeper, 
essayist and vicar, never smashed the mirrors,
tumbled London bridges, nor jettisoned the tea-things, 
but mended all the carpets, dusted all the landings,
locked the dare of orgies behind stiff upper lips, 
hailed proper traps and broughams on the way to group sex.

THE EXISTENTIALIST
There was no other conveyance at hand.
So they put her on top of the garbage truck
that struck her, and took her to the hospital. And
that proved to have been a salubrious CPR quirk.
Because, once they had trimmed off all the grapefruit rinds,
lettuce leaves, carrot tops, and empty milk
cartons and condoms, she'd started to breathe again.

—  Marvin Solomon 
Baltimore MD

ONE OF THOSE MOMENTS IN LIFE WHERE 
NOTHING IS GOING ON BUT THE RENT
The cat was sitting there looking 
up at me and I was standing there 
looking down at him.
"Hey, Max,” I said, "it's just you 
and me waiting for the next thing 
to happen."
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A CRAZY GUY PUT A GUN TO 
BUKOWSKI'S HEAD ONCE
"Go ahead, kid," Buk 
said, "pull the trigger. 
I've got a suicide 
complex anyways."
"Then why haven't you 
murdered yourself?"
"I've been too busy 
drinking. Here you want 
another beer?"
"No, I get confused 
when I drink too much."
"Okay. Well, I wouldn't 
want you to be out of 
your right mind. That 
could be bad."
"I've decided I'm not 
going to kill you. I 
can see you haven't 
suffered enough.”
"Jeez, kid, you're so 
cruel."

PROCRASTINATION IS RAMPANT AT H.U.D.
All these fat women at work 
threaten to start diets all 
of the time. But always one 
of them brings in homemade 
cookies or a fresh baked pie 
or cheese and crackers or 
peanut butter and jelly and 
Wonder Bread, and they all 
look at each other and say 
in unison, "Hey, let's start 
our diets tomorrow. This food 
is too good to waste."
This is one government office 
where wasting is not a problem 
but the waists are.
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THERE WAS A YOUNG FEMALE CLERK
in the lunchroom telling two 
much older women about the 
time she stepped on a garter 
snake in her grandmother's 
yard.
"Oh," she said, "it really 
scared me. I don't like snakes. 
But I was sorry for killing 
it. The little thing was so 
small."
I stared at the young woman's 
soft, white blouse, worn so 
tight against her trunk that 
her nipples pressed impressively 
outward. The two bumps rode 
tall and brown and I had a 
hard-on.
Oh, how I wished I could've 
been there to comfort her in 
her moment of trauma. I would 
have held her close to me and 
put my mouth to her ear and 
told her things, how it was 
all going to be all right, how 
it was good luck to make love 
after squashing a snake.
The daydreams of poets are so 
predictable.

—  Robert W. Howington 
Fort Worth TX

THE CHALLENGE

In the dream, Joe Louis was still alive 
but he was an old man and this woman named 
Patty Dukes wanted him to fight her for 
the Heavyweight Championship of the World. 
"Lady, I don't want to fight no prize fight," 
Joe told her. "I'm ninety-five years old.
I ain't been in the ring since World War II." 
"You're afraid to fight a woman," Patty 
accused. "I a,in't afraid to fight a woman," 
Joe said. "I don't want to fight no woman.
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I'm retired." Patty kept dancing around him 
with her fists up, snuffling through her nose. 
"And you call yourself a liberal," she said.
"I didn't call myself a liberal," Joe said.
"If you was a liberal, you'd fight me," Patty 
said. "Some of the liberals I know 
couldn't fight your grandma," Joe told her.
"You must know a different kind of liberal 
than I do. The ones I know they just like 
to talk." Patty was still dancing around 
him, throwing punches. Old as he was, Joe 
Louis would still have made two of her.
"Besides," Joe said, dodging a punch, "I 
couldn't fight you if I wanted to. You 
too little. You couldn't make the weight." 
"That's a coward's statement if I ever heard 
one," Patty said. Joe walked back over to 
his rocking chair and sat down. "Ain't 
no coward's statement. That's a boxing 
commission's statement. You too little."
He picked up his newspaper and started reading 
and Patty stood there a minute with her 
dukes up, then she started to cry. Joe 
looked up in alarm. "Nobody takes us 
liberated women seriously," Patty said.
"I take you seriously," Joe told her placatingly. 
"That's why I don't want to get in the ring 
with you." "That's it, isn't it? Patty said.
"You are scared, aren't you?" "Scared to 
death," Joe admitted. "Well, that's something 
anyway," Patty said, dancing away, throwing 
punches. Joe sat scratching his head for 
a minute, then went back to his paper.

NOTES FROM THE UNDERGROUND
I’ll tell you what's wrong 
with a lot of these guys: 
they use the fuckin f-word 
too much. It's like every 
fuckin time they can't think 
of a fuckin word, they use 
the fuckin f-word. That shows 
a distinct fuckin lack of 
imagination. I mean, Man, 
that's a fuckin cliche. Now 
I intend to rise above all 
that. The next fuckin poem 
I write isn't going to have 
a single fuckin f-word in 
it, not one, I mean 
no-fuckin-where.

—  Albert Huffstickler 
Austin TX



THE ROOT CANAL
The lower right molar explodes like
a slow motion fragmentation grenade
and when it hurts so bad I can't sleep all night
I try to get a dentist at Third Field Hospital
but they won't touch an American civilian,
just corrupt Vietnamese officials,
so I have to get drilled on the economy.
I find a lady Vietnamese dentist
in Cholon who says she got her degree at USC
and she talks better English than
the best of the tea bar girls,
but degrees are only as far
as the nearest print shop.
She is only a 70-pound Vietnamese woman, 
soaking wet with a drill in each hand.
How could she be a threat to a 180 pounds 
of supremely conditioned American male?
She says the tooth has to have 
a root canal and a crown 
and that she can do that 
and that's the good news.
"Okay," I groan, taking many oaths
about never taking another drink of Coca-Cola,
"what's the bad news?"
"There is no novocaine in Vietnam right now.”
Now I know there is a god.
She is a salacious idiot, 
a malicious troglodyte.
She is not an American 
and she wakes up every morning 
and wonders, "Just what can I do 
today to fuck up this guy Andrews?"
I sink back into the antique dentist rack, 
resigned to my shit-soaked karma.
"Okay," I whisper, "do it."
The drills are old and clatter like jack hammers 
and she grinds down into the impacted tooth 
like a Texan capitalist sniffing for oil.
The sweat pops out of my forehead,
so many beads on a waxed bathtub,
and I go red all over trying not to scream
and my fingers begin to have serious intentions
about crushing the steel arm rest
and then she stops, packs the cavern
with wads of cotton and says,
"Three days you come back, 
less pain and nerve more dead.
You drink whiskey maybe, easier for you.”
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"Thanks," I mutter, prying 
each finger loose one at a time,
"I don't drink," and I crawl outside 
to the Honda car and pay off the kid 
who acts as my hired gun, guaranteeing 
not to steal the car while 
I listen to the whir of drill 
and pray for an easy death.
Three days later the throbbing air-strike 
in my skull is less than megatonnage 
and she pulls the cotton and says,
"This will hurt, just very short time," 
and my fingers find their prints 
on the steel arm rest and grip.
She has a very tiny wood awl,
just like the one I use for boring holes
in a door for a knob, only
it's just bigger than a toothpick
and she plunges it down into the tooth
already detonated with cold water,
finds the meat of the nerve
and screws it in while my vision
goes to black with stars, twists and yanks
and I am just rounding Pluto on the way
for a little chat with god
when she jerks out a little piece of pink meat
that only moments ago was my nerve
and is probably even now screaming
its own message to a brain
that is no longer taking calls
and just when I know that life has
moments of nearly terminal pain
it stops and I sag back into the chair
whimpering slightly, "shoot me,
don't send me home like this."
She packs the tooth again and tells me 
with great compassion, "Next time easier for you, 
and right then I know she is telling 
me the good lie, and that she is VC.
She is making a few bucks and some novacaine 
to send out to the tunnels in Cu Chi 
for some guy who has to get his leg 
sawed off with a hit of rice wine 
and maybe a hit of local anesthetic.
I mop off the sweat, stagger out 
to the VC kid waiting for his cut 
and three days later I'm back 
because life is simply filled
to the brim with those tiny mirages of choice 
that are never really there 
and we do it all over again 
only this time deeper, going for
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the root of that nerve that never
hurt another living thing
and she most certainly lied
because this time the pain
achieves a kaleidoscope of bursting
colors right behind my eyeballs
and she whispers the way a lover
does after a bad night, "Next time
last time, not so much pain,"
and I love her for the lie
and pay off the kid whose smile
is free of dental worry
and whose belly could eat the world.
But this time she told me true
and after some average pain
of super human intensity
she makes the mold and one week later
I am in the chair with my fingers
pressed into their individual dents
and the only pain is the dry, cold
air blowing out the canyon
that used to be my tooth
and the beautiful gold crown
gets hammered in place.
She steps back from the strapado,
smiles at her work and me and says, "Fini.
You brave man, Mr. Michael,"
and for that moment we know we are
bonded forever, like lovers,
in the web of pain that sews us all
into the same quilt
and I pry up my fingers
and I smile back as I pay her in green dollars.
It's the least I can do
for that guy in the tunnels.
I give up Coca-Cola for iced tea
and the kid takes home his final payment.

BUYING BALLOONS —  November 27, 1970
It's Flo's birthday and the afternoon monsoon 
has blown past. It leaves a bit of cool 
and treacherous mud puddles on Hoang Dieu.
I am walking to Hasty Tasty, 
across Cach Mang to get us dinner, 
the best elephant hamburgers made 
in this dandy little war.
I round the corner by the Saigon Milk Bar 
where the whores are singing 
along with 'Hey Jude'
and a half block from # 14, home sweet villa,
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a brother-sister team are walking away
from the sunset, hustling balloons
tied up on a five-foot stick
like two trolls going to repair a rainbow.
The balloons have tails tied
out of top-secret printouts,
hot off the printers at MAVC
with secrets that were printed in Newsweek
two editions ago and the whole
balloon tree is only fifty cents PMC.
I take their picture walking in the mud 
with the fading day at their backs 
and the rainbow on their shoulders.
It's Flo's birthday so I buy the whole bunch.
Fifty cents —  they screwed me and they knew it.
They screwed me and I didn't care.
After all, I got the picture.
I bring them home to Flo and I get Flo's smile.
I take another picture of Flo in the back
yard, under the banana tree and the cistern,
making the peace sign with a rainbow on her shoulder.
Not a bad night in hell —  
the kids made their fortune,
Flo is all smiles and balloons,
I'll get lucky in bed —
rainbows out of mud.

—  Michael Andrews 
Hermosa Beach CA

STAMPED OBJECTS
My father's letters come on old scraps 
Of paper. He cuts them neatly so they're squared. 
They're fragments of everydayness. From dog-eared 
Paperbacks he recycles end sheets and clips 
The edges. A place mat gets a second life.
Or a wrapper is folded over, slit with knife, 
Carefully smoothed out, and once more wraps
Up something. These homemade letters arrive about 
Once every two months. My father says that writing 
Is soporific, and I can see him fidgeting,
Moving his pen in spirals to get the ideas out 
(Where there's pen and ink there must be words)
And finally getting his thoughts to flow towards 
What will be this or that paternal point.
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Once flowing, the sentences go wall to wall,
My father carpeting the entire page —
No margins —  perfectly tacking down the message. 
(Both workmanlike and eco-amicable.)
Lately, the print has grown larger. My father's eyes 
Are weakening, and he has ballooned the size 
Of his edifying words to make them legible.
Chilling. Little by little everything goes.
I try to put this out of mind, but then 
I can't —  not quite.... My father's retired ten 
Years now. He putters, paints, refinishes 
Furniture. Works in the garden. Takes drives. 
Watches TV. Walks. Cuts grass. Rakes leaves. 
Shovels away the snow. So his letters disclose.
What are letters really? Communication?
Yes. Transfers of fact? Also. But more —
They are things we make for one another.
Stamped objects. Friendly fabrication.
We keep them. They are the houses of our thought. 
These are the letters that my father built 
From everyday facts and the heart's creation.

SILVER
The card table is what first comes to mind.
It was set up in the corner next to the bookcase. 
The surface, bowed a little, was scuffed and lined. 
A small door leading into the storage space 
Had been cut out of the pale sideboard wall.
If one leaned back on the card table chair 
A little too far, one tapped the knob. I recall 
As well a Webster's in disrepair.
Its spine was held together with masking tape.
One of the foldings in the A's was loose.
The thumb index that descended step by step 
Down the edge had been scraped goldless.
The lamp on the table had a green shade 
And a brass stand. Click! A September night 
Twenty-five years ago. Each word weighed,
I composed my first poems under its light.

—  Michael Fessier 
Kawasaki Japan
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A PHENOMENOLOGY OF COLLUSION
When it was revealed that the allegedly human remains 
found in 1908 at Piltdown, Sussex were not only 

part human and part ape but had also been stained 
and filed —  that the mandible, for instance, 

was that of a recent hominoid ape, probably an orangutan,
as was the canine tooth which had been reshaped and,

along with the bone implement, deliberately discolored, 
as were the human skull fragments that had been treated 
with an iron solution so as to match the hue 

of the Piltdown gravels but which had been shown,
on the basis of studies both radiometric and fluorometric, 

to be "plants," like all of the associated fauna at 
Piltdown,

some of which were not even of English origin
and none of which, apparently, even came from Piltdown 

in the first place, so that the soi-disant human remains,
originally alleged to be from the lower Pleistocene epoch 

and from 200,000 to 1,000,000 years old, were therefore 
revealed to be no more than 50,000 years old —  the usual 

questions were asked, the answer to any of them being 
hard enough to come by, although there was a group
of four principals upon whom suspicion might be directed 

and of whom at least one had to be guilty, 
the four being Charles Dawson, an Uckfield solicitor 

and amateur scientist, Arthur Keith, a demonstrator 
in anatomy at the London Hospital, the French Jesuit priest
and paleontologist and philosopher Pierre Teilhard de

Chardin,
and Arthur Smith Woodward, Keeper of Geology at the

British Museum
and the person responsible for the initial interpretation 

and reconstruction of the Piltdown skull, of whom, 
from the beginning, Dawson looked the fishiest, according to,
among others, a Captain Guy St. Barbe, who confessed

that he had visited Dawson one day and found him surrounded 
by chemicals and dishes in which he was staining the bones 

but decided to say nothing for the sake of Mrs. Dawson 
and also because he thought Dawson was being blackmailed
(not true), as well as the South African anatomist Joseph S.
Weiner, who saw the remains in 1953 and believed they were 

forgeries, his inquiries leading him to one Harry Morris, 
amateur archeologist now deceased, who also suspected that 

a deception had been carried out at Piltdown
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and had preserved some notes on that subject
as well as a spurious stone instrument, received from

Dawson,
which he had kept in a cabinet that had been swapped

to a Frederick Wood of Ditchling for a collection of birds' 
eggs, Wood too now being dead but his widow having kept
the cabinet complete with the abovementioned stone implement 
on which Morris had written, "Stained by C. Dawson with 

the intent to defraud (all). - unlikely though it was
that Dawson could have perpetrated this hoax unaided or

even unseen,
due to the difficulty of salting the gravel pit unobserved,
since the inhabitants of a nearby manor had an uninterrupted 
view of the site, and also to the probability that, 
as in any small rural community, strangers would have been 
spotted quickly and viewed with suspicion, as one was 

by a Mabel Kenward, who said that early one evening she saw
a man

come over the field and across the hedges and ditches 
and begin to scratch around in the pit, she saying,

"Excuse me,
are you an authorized searcher?" and he disappearing 

like a ghost, retreating wordlessly across the fields, 
this tall man in his ordinary grey suit and wellingtons

who —  aha!
fit the general description of Keith —  leaving Woodward 

innocent though professionally disgraced, as was Teilhard, 
evidently brought in as a kind of unwitting character witness 

(who, after all, would doubt the word of a priest?) 
since the forgers took care to have both around whenever
something important was about to be discovered and thus be 

cruelly duped by the one forger, Dawson, who wanted to
become

a Fellow of the Royal Society, and the other forger, Keith, 
who, though renowned in the field of anatomy, wanted to be 

celebrated in anthropology, his first love, and about the
two of

whom nearly everything is now known except what, as they 
conspired, they said to each other, if anything, or if

almost
nothing was said, phrases like if you and one might suppose 

and tomorrow at dusk but not much more than that, 
the least amount of words accompanied by an economical hand
gesture or two and then the silence in which desire

grows bigger and bigger and the fear of punishment becomes 
so small that it finally disappears and nothing is left
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except a singleness of purpose not all that different, 
the enormous cunning and intelligence of the counterfeiters
notwithstanding, from the desire for corn, say, on the part 

of the goose Chipper, who appears in photo after photo 
showing Dawson and Woodward hard at work in the gravel pit 

alongside a black dog, unidentified, and their laborer, 
the ironically-named "Venus" Hargreaves, Christian name

unknown.

ANACHARSIS CLOOTS
The lawn of the Gamma Phi Beta House
is crowded with eager young women
among whom I am making my way
when a frat boy in a "Rush Security" t-shirt
asks me to walk on the other side of the street,
tells me to "respect the university."
Respect the university?
In my own mind, I am the university:
I teach, do research,
serve on important committees.
For a moment I cock my head 
to one side like a dog 
and then I take his meaning:
he is afraid I will force myself on the virgins
that he and his brothers
have reserved for their own use.
They are all white, the virgins.
I wonder how it would be 
to see some red
on this portrait of young womanhood, 
maybe some lemon or ocher, 
not to mention the rich hues 
of the African-American palette: 
freckly sunny yellow, cafe au lait, 
grape-purply black.
And I think of Melville, of Moby-Dick, 
of Ishmael calling his shipmates, 
who are of every hue and nationality, 
an "Anacharsis Cloots delegation" 
after the French Revolutionary 
who spent his fortune
for the advancement of the humanitarian ideals
to which he was fanatically devoted,
at one point bringing to the National Assembly
a delegation of foreigners
as "ambassadors of the human race."
He was sincere but eccentric —
in the end, too eccentric for Monsieur Robespierre 
and the other members of the Committee of Public Safety.
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The frat boy notices that I am still hanging around,
so he scowls and confers with his bro,
but by now the young women are all inside
the Gamma Phi Beta house anyway,
safe from -whatever it is that threatens them.
Anacharsis Cloots was my kind of guy,
silly but dangerous;
no wonder they cut off his head.

A SYLLABUS OF ERRORS
A four-year-old, no relative though one of my acquaintance, 

yet barely, confides that he "wishes women had penises" 
and, when asked why, replies "so I can look at them" 

and refuses to or, more strictly, does not elaborate,
four-year-olds having scant powers of elaboration, 
thus rendering the matter of refusal immaterial 

and leaving me to fill a silence that is awkward, 
if only for one of us, and to think of Socrates,

said to have computed that the life of the philosopher 
is 729 times more pleasurable than that of the tyrant, 

even though it has never been supposed that either of them, 
the one in the fullness of his joy

and the other in the poverty of his,
derived either a jot or tittle of gratification more or 

less from the prospect of women having penises 
which they, in turn, could look at,

and I think as well of humanistic psychologist Abraham
Maslow

who observed that "love at its best 
is also a kind of silly thing,"

and of Pius IX, who in 1864 published his Syllabus of
Errors.

Whose life could not bear that title?
Grown men in the throes of orgasm see themselves 

wielding a flaming sword as armies clash on a sunny hillside 
and a choir bellows the "Hallelujah Chorus,"

even though in reality the deed itself is often better
likened

to the asthmatic wheeze of a bicycle horn.
I have heard these same men say, "I like a woman wif a big

butt!"
and then again, less for emphasis than for

self-aggrandizement
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and the sheer pleasure of hearing their own voices,
"I like a woman wif a big ol' butt!" though it's not the

same
as wishing women to have penises so that one may look

at them,
for it affords not the same opportunity to speculate

on the psychosexuality of children actual and otherwise, 
that is, resident in our biologically mature selves, 

and therefore I find myself grateful for both status quos, 
the vanilla status quo of the present moment

and the more venerable status quo ante, 
represented in this particular 

by the exquisitely-sculpted genitals of women, 
contemporary as well as historical,

and also for the silliness of the four-year-old,
by any account an oracle yet also a fool and unaware, 

though no one else is, of both his oracular and foolish
natures

and therefore doubtless the better for it.

THE POTATO MASH (MORE INDEFINITE AND MORE SOLUBLE)
If Debussy had written the score to the story of my

adolescence,
he would have called it, after the name of the poem 

by his good friend Mallarmé, L'Après-Midi d'un Dope.
So many adventures! All of them stupid.

For a while I worked for a rock band :
I handled the bookings, the equipment, and the snacks. 

The band leader played the French horn, 
which is all he knew how to play; 

it was the only rock and roll French horn in the business.
And the bassist, who had never played at all, 

just hit whatever notes he felt like hitting, 
saying it didn't make any difference 

because nobody ever paid any attention to the bass line
anyway.

Then there were the two blind brothers, 
a drummer and a guitarist,

good musicians who drank bourbon and ate doughnuts 
during the shows, always with disasterous results, 

though the band was horrible to begin with.
We never accomplished our goal of meeting pliant women, 
and everywhere we went,

the drunken fishermen we played for were mad at us
because our music had not brought out any women for them. 

Instead we played songs like "The Mashed Potatoes,"
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each time to a smaller and surlier crowd.
We "loosened classical tonality" the way Debussy did, 
and at times we destroyed it, like Schoenberg, 

when the blind boys were too far gone.
Our last night, I knew it was going to be bad; 

one of the customers had stopped me coming back
from the men's room to ask why I didn't use hair tonic. 

Then a big guy in suspenders and a plaid shirt 
and a cap that said "Sex is like snow, 

you never know how many inches you're going to get" 
came up to the bandstand and asked,

"Y'all can play dat Potato Mash?"
We knew our career was over anyway,

so we began to laugh and make fun of him, 
and he and his friends jumped up on stage 

to throw beer at us and turn over the drum kit.
The three of us who could see were frightened 

by these hairy bayou men with their great hard bellies 
and their forearms big as Popeye's, 

but the blind boys didn't give a shit
and were ripped on bourbon and doughnuts anyway: 

howling, their fish-belly eyes red in the light
from the beer signs, the blind boys lashed out 

and began to hit the men and us and each other 
with the neck of the guitar and the drum sticks.

It was a fight in hell: "The Musicians versus the
Fishermen,"

like a myth from some country that had never developed 
much of a culture. I got a cut lip and my first real

hangover,
and for days my parents heaped shame on my silent head. 

But it was worth it to have seen the blind boys 
whip the ass of those tough fishermen;

for sure, they did the Potato Mash. Later we got more
bourbon

and more doughnuts and had a real party. We sang and
threw up,

and one of the blind boys cried for his mother.
That was our only good moment —  our last. On the

ride home,
we were a lyrical and pantheistic group of fellows,

and our music was plus vague et plus soluble dans l'air, 
according to the formula of the poet Verlaine, 

son-in-law of Madame Maut^ de Fleurville,
Debussy's first teacher and herself a student of Chopin.

—  David Kirby
Tallahassee FL
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MADONNA WHO STARTS TO WRITE PROSE
feels like a ballet 
dancer whose foot 
was smashed and 
in a cast four 
months suddenly 
at the barre not 
sure she can point 
her toe or get 
from one side 
of the room 
out to the other 
without falling

AUTO MOBILE MADONNA
gets where 
she's going 
on her own

MATERIAL MADONNA
wants a man 
who's made, 
doesn't matter 
much if he 
can still 
make it

AVALANCHE MADONNA: 1
comes fast.
But when she 
goes down on you, 
you can't breathe

AVALANCHE MADONNA: 2
get her going 
and you can't 
stop her

HOLLYHOCKS MADONNA: 1
is bright, but 
ragged in her 
gaudy yellows, 
a bit moth eaten, 
a little droopy 
but sweet tho 
she hangs out 
near garbage, 
coarse as a 
street tramp

ANCIENT MADONNA
is so old 
she can 
remember 
when sex 
was dirty 
and the 
air clean

MADONNA OF THE CANDIDATE
is jealous, 
knows he didn't 
just screw her 
but the whole 
country

CRUISE MADONNA 
is in
ship shape

—  Lyn Lifshin 

Washington DC
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Steve Richmond

GAGAKU

it might be best 
just to tell readers,

older men readers,
to use desenex every night on their toe tips 
when their toe tips become tiny

hooves

Desenex Every Night



GAGAKU
no poems for many days it seems 
regenerating 
sex and poem making 

fuse
the world knows I've a 7 foot high pile 

of odes 
and th'world

doesn't
rush here for'em

and no one wanted to buy Van
Gogh

I mean do you 
think
he wanted to 
put his time into

business deals? sales? of his 
work?

I mean 7 minutes of it can be like 
40 years 
of
stinky memory
maybe his painting was his right brain side 
maybe someone else shot him and 
misled th'world 
maybe I'm 
a
dunce

a spoiled 
ninny
Buk wrote so and Buk is

it seems to me Earth's 
greatest 
scribe

demons shake their faces side to bloody
side

now nod as serious as their NO
gesture

I mean their YES is as strong as their previous
NO

maybe most editors worry about demons in poetry 
worry th'writer might be crazy 

even
dangerous

demons now make their faces go in oval motion 
somebody wrote "we have to accept contradictions

on this planet
if we're going 
to survive"
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GAGAKU
what a gift

to be able to do this well
enough

other
humans pay their own money to print 

it
(this)

it did
not come

immediately
in th'beginning I wrote with

others' 
voices
then my demons helped by showing 

themselves to
my

vision my 
imagination

perhaps my
fantasy

and they grinned and took
off their robes and 

their jockey 
underpants and

grinned again then did jumping
j acks

that’s what they do
right

now
jumping jacks

and they get bigger and bigger until 
they make earth look 

like a
tiny piece of 

bad
cheese

what
a

gift
they hold it in their claws and toss it at

me
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GAGAKU

ya
demons ...

can’t tell what they're doing & 
don' t
wish to eye them 

closer
scrubbing a floor

washerwoman
demon

now mopping up
standing & 

mopping
they'll tell me when they're

done
she nods at 

me
now she screams at me

lots of gesture with face —  all
shriek

now she
doesn't do much save wiggle 

bent over 
crumpled & 
wiggling

now she rises
levitates

her soles 
7 inches off

drying
pine

GAGAKU
this is no time to stop 
demons are moving in my un

or/and
sub conscious 
and they want out 

I just know they want out in
art

this art my 
art

th'only
healthy

manner
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GAGAKU
they stream fish for trout

high rubber boots 
faded levis under boots

thick sweat socks under boots
too

I can't see those yet I know
brown 1920s USA cavalry hat on 

like my dad wore trout fishing high
sierra streams

he was great at trout 
catching

frying up in pan 
within hour of catch

so fresh they curl right 
up

to half circle shape
taste superb

beyond superb 
now they look at me

right as they stand fishing in middle
of high sierra stream called hot

creek
they eye me

are not my dad
are demons

I look at them
now they go back to studying

surface of stream

WEIRD BITCH
leaves her clothes here and

fucks other
men

and
women

but she can
paint

well
and her self
portrait hangs in kitchen 

and lives
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GAGAKU
perhaps we

get
controlled insanity 

THE MUSEUM OF CONTROLLED MADNESS 
sane

man looks both 
ways before

attempting to 
cross los angeles 

county 
roads

in santa monica about once out of 10 
times I drive 
I see a fellow crossing 

at random
not looking at anything 

and walking
usually over a 4 lane packed 
speedy boulevard 

he always wants to die 
none of us 

give it to 
him

we don't need
aggravation and the papers and the red 

tape

GAGAKU
big bird chasing smaller

bird away from 
wild 
birdseed

big fish chasing smaller fish away from fish
food

big poet chasing smaller poet away from 
magazine 
editor

the beasts
th'lovely beasts

have a tough time transcending 
nature

and nature needs transcending at
t imes



GAGAKU
what they are worried 

about is sounding intelligent
like Pound

they want to sound like
Ez

but they all sound th'same
and nothing like him

and they don't
write about demons

not a 1 
of' em

but I can't see demons now either
even with gagaku on

I scratch my left side burn 
the refrigerator motor goes on 

buzzes
hums I

mean
I think of Artaud 

nothing special
about him

just him
see that photo of his in 

evergreeen 
the 4 photos of him

cig in mouth 
mad
cancer of th'ass

Antonin

GAGAKU
and they play with a yo yo now

all of them and they now
play dodgeball and 4 square 

s imultaneously
with a red rubber blown

up ball
about 7 inches in diameter 
and the ball is first well

inflated then
flat then

well
inflated
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GAGAKU
anger
is something we 

understand
my anger demons beat the

hell out of one
another right 

now
blood

green
red and

yellow blood 
spattered

all about
lots of

blue blood too

GAGAKU
I'm told a writer lives here

I go out on the corner and turn and look at
my cave and its front 

yard and
yes

it looks like the
place of a 

strange 
writer

I am strange to me
demons wiggle their claws

at each other and 
at me too

and there's 
glove

a white

and they take off the glove 
drop it

their claw is tough 
to define

a changing thing
melting without fire 

zombi like 
B movie horror 

like
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GAGAKU
there they are

rolling around in some sort of wheel
barrow

wheels
a rick shaw sort of 

wagon
and they're in it and 

having a marvelous 
t ime

maybe our demons have a better time than we
at least mine seem to

they write poems and look at the fun 
they're

having a better time than
I

it' s
obvious

one of them is looking at his new
75,000

dollar
swimming

pool

now he dives in
or is he a 

she

it
dives in

comes up and laughs
waves its

claws
above
water

GAGAKU
better imagining her

than having her 
last 

night
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GAGAKU
july 21, 1993

around 7 30 A M 
birds outside chirping 

happy
because I brought them their cup of

wild birdseed
I did it more for 

me

IT'S TIME
to return 
to gagaku

I was thinking 
but a

fine guitar 
is playing

and I
see McClure eyeing my

HITLER PAINTED 
ROSES

cover
up there in city

lights
made a mistake

several
with McClure 

Ferlinghetti
2 poets

whose work I
remember

well
what is this

Bukowski beginning 9 sentences to me in

with the
word WELL

it shows he is
thinking on it

all
well

a 1991 
letter
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GAGAKU
there are followings &

followings
of various

writers
some writers send a list of addresses

& names to 
their publisher 

and have the publisher send a 
circular out 

to the folks on the 
list

supposed pals of the writer
who just might 
send a check 

through mail 
for the NEW

BOOK
what a way to treat 

friends
no

I don't send this type of list to
my

publishers
no

let the book find its own audience 
without my naming names

writing down addresses of my 
pals

GAGAKU
if I were any good I'd write some

prose
but
I stick to beating my drum

years back I oil painted
now I just beat my drum 

every week or so
and write poetry

daily
I ' m 
no
good
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GAGAKU
inarch 22 1991

11 or 12 or 1 
noon hours 

cloudy out
there 

cool and 
possible rain

upon this so calif desert
and again I exorcise my toxins here

my
demons

my violence and hate yet
not my self

defense
angels

how do I
do it? by seeing 'em

dancing again while 
slowly

much as I dislike adverbs 
clanging silver 

brass
and goldish

cymbals together
it was john marquand who spoke best about the

adverb problem
how an amateur writer could always be

witnessed
using adverbs 

consistently
like

demons clanging cymbals slowly

GAGAKU
th'resentful

th'envious 
I know them well

they are not only out there
but 

in here
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GAGAKU

what is true then is not true
perhaps

now
truth has a time and 

place
it is definitive

usually more qualitative than
quantitative

meaning can get lost in a 
murk

in a cotton candy amusement park
treat

meaning can be too 
sweet

demons look puzzled
but it's an act

their facial expression is
not how they truly

feel
demons can feel

this is more a belief 
my belief

than a known 
fact

they weep now
then laugh

then hop up and down 
with 3 arms

on each
wildly twirling their 3

now 4 
now 5 

arms round
& round like multiple clock

hands
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GAGAKU

at th'moment 
of his

heart attack he
was getting 

flea
bit too

my demons don't care
shake their faces NO NO NO 

want my ode about THEM

at their chest
sternum

point a long talon

signalling me they are SELF 
CENTERED

and they laugh 
I see 'em

chuckling
don't hear 'em

I never hear 'em

just see 'em so clear 
so
damn

clear
now they grimace 

a put on
gesture

and they sweat
mop their foreheads 

cheeks 
lips

look just like a sweaty human under
pressure
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MORRISON

singing INDIAN SUMMER 
non'

7-28-93
8 A M
about

a girl he loves 
the best

better than all th' 
rest

he
was
something

wish he was 
alive

not
dead at 27

in a tub
in paris

he was here several 
times

visited me
little

fuck
me

why? he was interested in
poets

last time he visited he guzzled from a pint
of jack D

it was 2 P M
and he was being driven about by a

fellow with a white 
X K E 

jag
now
a few moments ago I put GAGAKU MUSIC

on
and my imagination 

is impatient to 
guzzle 
demons
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GAGAKU
aphrodite

gobbles food
this morn

just awoke and went right to
fridge

for some stuff I bought
last night

at some marina
superior market

$103 plus for food & essentials 
I remember it well

5 plastic bagfulls
and Aphrodite is now in bed

she is
not a libra 

not a
but in fact

aries

again
still

munching

taurus

GAGAKU

her nick 
name is 

bitter 
sweet

battle
maiden

how the untalented 
pick on the talented
how the talented 
pick on the talented
how the mediocre will 
never
never admit it
how I 
will
never never

admit it
demons laugh 
my very own
and they look at each other and

seem
pleased
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AH
so
we

don't know ourselves
what do we

know?
everything & every 

one 
else

&
we don't know how good or bad

mediocre our own 
work

what
do we know?

th'quality of every 
one else 

& their work

GAGAKU
1993

july 30
and I almost never re-read my odes 

even once
just type them & put them face down until 1

day I grab the 30 or 70 and 
mail'em all off 
for "submission"

th'ones that are accepted and published I then read
and read

and over & over read
trying to see 
something about me I have 

not yet 
seen

th'rejects I never 
read

and there are about
10 thousand rejects piled on this floor 

in this cave and
on occasion I re-submit 30 or 70 or 234

grabbed at random and then th'ones that are
accepted &

published I read and re-read
trying to ...
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TWO WARRIORS
just came by 

beautiful men
powerful

young
alive

smart 
and black

they watch my back &
my front

side
or I hope so 

demons watch my
inside
and laugh now 
clapping their

claw palms 
too

"it's
an interesting life" I

say barely
aloud to myself 

now
&
wonder

what to
follow it 

with

GAGAKU
all's well 

long as he
keeps th'gold 

fish water 
clean

—  Steve Richmond 
Santa Monica CA
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Rody & I go back 
48 years. We met 
in my parents' house 
on Henderson St 
when his parents 
came to visit.
What I remember 
is diving under my 
bed to retrieve a 
favorite toy truck 
that had rolled out 
of reach & meeting 
him face to face.
I let him play 
with it because he 
coveted it so much, 
Later, sharing toys, 
personal feelings 
& beliefs, we 
became friends.

FRIENDS

TRICKED
Before we married,
I promised my sweetheart 
I'd be somebody.
I was in flames 
with desire: a 
desire to love & 
a desire to win 
millions over to 
my vision of truth.
I was very young 
& hopes were high.
More than halfway 
home, I still have 
a passion to love, 
but truth has tricked 
me, skipping in & out 
of my clever traps.

I just smashed 
two snails against 
our redwood deck. 
Normally I leave 
them in peace, 
but they're eating 
petunia sprouts I 
planted from seed.
I find myself 
caught in an old, 
old game: destroy 
one to save another, 
& it doesn't 
set well.

TRADE-OFF

EVER SO CLOSE
We each put in 20 bucks 
& Ken hired a very attractive 
stripper to perform at Tim's 
retirement party. There were 
13 of us, all survivors of 
a public school system 
steadily sinking into chaos.
I believe this gal looked 
right into each of us. She 
could see we were harmless 
but needed reviving, & she 
worked 60 minutes without 
a break, teasing us with 
her sensuous, naked body 
(hey, she knew every position 
I ever imagined) even letting 
us touch lightly, determined 
to rekindle our fading fire. 
With some she did, some were 
too embarrassed, a few, 
seeing the absurdity of it, 
laughed most of the time.
Tim was in heaven. She spent 
most of her energy on him, 
coming ever so close to 
fulfilling his fantasies.

—  Phil Weidman
North Highlands CA
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FREE SPEECH CAN BE EXPENSIVE
you're watching the 11:00 o'clock news 
when a chevron commercial congratulates 
itself for preserving the endangered 
el segundo blue butterfly in buckwheat 
planted at the el segundo chevron refinery.
since you didn't just fall off the buckwheat truck, 
you have no doubts that they are performing 
this public service under some sort of 
court order, probably one that they spent billions 
trying to resist.
but that's not even the punch line:
when the news returns, the first story 
is that the southern California air 
quality management district has just 
announced its list of the year's ten 
worst industrial polluters, 
yeah, you got it:

numero uno is the el segundo chevron plant.

"WHAT DOES SHE SEE IN HIM"
a character in an iris murdoch novel 
says, of marriage, "one should never 
commit onself until one is amazed 
at one's luck."
i've had three wives and i still 
find it hard to believe that they 
were attracted to me, but they said 
they were, and they seemed to be. 
same with a few other women.
if they weren't, thank god they 
didn't tell me so, didn't say 
they loved me for, say, how well 
i explain the punctuation of 
the compound sentence.
but there have always been 
so-called objective observers 
occupying the fringes of one's social 
life who have never hesitated to 
ascribe to my women every possible 
motive, noble or base, except attraction.
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GIMME A BREAK
at sim's coffee shop on the corner 
of bellflower boulevard and spring street, 
across from the enormous cal worthington 
ford dealership, i order the club sandwich
and sit observing its layers of turkey, 
bacon, tomatoes and lettuce on double- 
decker toasted white bread. i remove 
the toothpick from one triangle, sink
my teeth into it, lick the rich ling
ering mayonnaise from my moustache. this 
sandwich will cost me a little over four 
dollars. it includes potato salad, half
a pickle, a slice of carrot. i could not 
buy this sandwich in london if i had 
just held up the bank of england. i doubt 
that i could duplicate it in paris.
so please don't mention nitrites, 
cholesterol, pesticides, or the lack of 
fiber. let me just savor what any child could 
tell us: how wonderful an American sandwich
tastes. and if you do fuck up this lunch for 
me, i swear i'll eat nothing but cheeseburgers 
and tuna sandwiches until there's not a dolphin 
left in what used to be the rainforests.

THE AFTERNOON AFTER
in some ways i'm at my best when 
i'm most hungover. i know there's 
no way i'm going to be "productive," 
so i just hang around the house,
nursing a sherry and maybe a football 
game, as my kids crawl on and off 
of me and my wife takes advantage 
of my comically diminished concentration
to slaughter me at Chinese checkers, 
and i daydream poems as powerful as 
pleasure domes, which would never dare 
to occur to me if there were any chance
that i would ever write them down.
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WHERE THE WISECRACKS GROW
a year ago over drinks i said to x., 
with whom i moonlight grading essays,
"you know there are still people walking 
around out there whose writing skills 
have not been tested. why, there isn't 
even an essay portion of the driver's exam, 
let alone the test for a.i.d.s."
and tonight z. rushed in from the patio 
to announce, "you'll never guess the 
hilarious idea that x. just came up with: 
there should be an essay portion of 
the a.i.d.s. test!"
i didn't say a thing, just
made sure that x.'s eyes met mine.

I DO NOT HAZARD EXEGESIS
i tell her, "i heard a funny 
tommy smothers' line. it's a strange 
one, but funny. it's quite original, 
the sort you have to think about."

"go ahead,” she says.
"someone —  probably a talk show host —  
says that, for all its faults, nobody 
seems to have come up with a viable 
alternative to marriage. and tommy 
smothers says, " i have. so they ask 
him for this greaT alternative, and he 
says, 'you take a woman that you really 
hate and you buy her a house.'"
"that's it?"
"that's it."

"i'm afraid i don't get it."
"oh," i say, "well, as i said, it’s 
one of those you have to think about."

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA
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("you're 62 and I have potential...")

mostly, after reading the evening 
paper, feeding the cats and getting 
ready to go to the night harness 
races
I go into a dream-state, imagine 
my death. I can
guess it: it will be that damned
stairway
some 3 a.m. going down to the 
kitchen for the last bottle of 
wine.
I will stumble and roll 
down
half-crushing my skull at the 
bottom landing.
I know because I almost did
this the other night
but I caught the bannister
with my left hand
and broke the fall, laughing
my ass off ....
the dream-state is always the 
same: I will be there at the
bottom of the stairway 
but it will be painless, a 
slow slide into darkness 
maybe taking 2 or 3 days to 
finalize, the cats yowling, 
crapping on the rugs, poking at 
me for food, maybe finally using 
me for 
food.
when the stink gets bad 
enough I will be discovered 
and then the real stink will 
begin: "Bukowski dies alone..."
if you think Berryman, Plath,
Dylan Thomas were over-idolated, 
wait until you see what they 
do with me ....
Oh, so many golden-haired girls, so 
many redheads, so many brunettes 
weeping ... "if I had only known I

UPON SPLITTING WITH THE LAST WOMAN ___
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would have given him 
everything ...."
yes, it will be a very 
lachrymose finale 
but there's not a great deal 
I can do.
right now I am going to walk 
down the stairway for another 
bottle of 
wine,
it's a warm September a.m. and 
the cats have been fed.

VOICE OUT OF THE VOID
she phoned me about it from a far away 
state.
"I could never argue with you," 
she told me,
"you'd just run out the door, 
my husband's not like that, 
he sticks like glue, 
he beats me."
"I never believed in discussions,"
I said, "there's nothing to 
discuss."
"you're wrong," she said, "you should 
try to communicate."
"'communicate' is an overused word like 
'love'," I told her.
"but don't you think two people can 
'love'?" she asked.
"not if they try to 'communicate',"
I answered.
"you're talking like an asshole," 
she said.
"we're having an argument,"
I said.
"no," she said, "we're trying to 
communicate."
"I've got to leave," I said and hung
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up, then took the phone off the 
hook.
I looked at the phone.
what they didn't understand was that
sometimes there was nothing to
save
except a personal vindication of a 
personal viewpoint
and that was what was going to cause 
that blinding white flash 
one of these days.
I walked across the room and
snapped on the
tv.

THE CONDITION BOOK
the long days at the track have indented themselves 
into me:
I am the horses, the jocks, I am six furlongs, seven 
furlongs, I am a mile and one sixteenth, I am a
handicap, I am all the colors of all the silks, I am  all
the photo finishes, the accidents, the deaths, the 
last place finishers, the breakdowns, the failure of 
the toteboard, the dropped whip and the numb pain 
of the dream not come true in thousands and thousands 
and thousands of faces, I am the long drive home in the 
dark, in the rain, I am decades and decades and decades
of races run and won and lost and run again and I am
myself sitting with a program and a Racing Form.
I am the racetrack, my ribs are the wooden rails, my 
eyes are the flashes of the toteboard, my feet are 
hooves and there is something riding on my back, I am 
the last curve, I am the home stretch, I am the longshot 
and the favorite, I am the exacta, the daily double and 
the pick 6.
I am humanely destroyed, I am the horseplayer who 
became the 
racetrack.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA
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