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SWEET LIES
You and your best friend go to this bar 
and it's late inside, the music and colored 
lights in the boozy haze reminding you 
of all the ends of all the parties you ever 
went to, that began in wonder and surprise 
but lasted far too long. There are no 
surprises here. Few surprises anywhere.
Yet each day and every night grins with 
anticipation. There's a stage, not very big 
but big enough for your fantasies to strut 
and strip to some country-western song about 
bad women and good whiskey. A girl bares her 
breasts and lets a middle-aged married 
stranger stick a dollar bill in her G-string. 
In exchange she squats and blows him a kiss, 
shakes her breasts in his flushed face.
A dollar's worth of love and then she 
moves on. Like beauty, like passion, she is 
always moving on. But later, the same girl, 
off-stage and dressed in lacy red lingerie, 
walks up to you and casually falls into your 
lap. She snuggles against you and lets you 
run your fingers the length and breadth of her 
long tan legs. Your friend asks her why she 
picked you. She shrugs. He tries to lure her 
onto his lap, for just a minute, come on.
He offers her gifts, to take her places, a 
hundred dollars cash. But she stays with you.
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Not because you're any different but because 
this is where she wants to be for the moment. 
Because she can do it, can stir this unrest, 
a toppler of empires. A waitress asks if you'd 
like another drink. When you say yes she says 
what about the young lady? Sure. You 
give the waitress ten dollars. She brings 
your drink, a shot for the girl in your lap, 
and ten cents change. Meanwhile the girl 
has been telling you her story, personal things, 
and you wonder if they're true, or which parts 
might be. You wonder if she has another story 
for the next guy, like dealing out cards, a deck 
for the whole bar. And you decide that it 
doesn't matter. For the moment she is yours, 
your best friend is jealous, when her shoe 
slips off you lean over, fetch it, slip it 
back on her foot, knowing that any second 
she could get up and disappear, so you hold her 
as if she were all the world's sweet lies.

MY DEATH
—  after Vallejo and Justice

I will die in Ohio 
in the sun and it 
will be a day like 
so many Ohio days, 
full of the flowing 
of the green-gray 
river, the mowing of 
little lawns, scarcely 
any notice of more than 
the weather. Old men 
on old front porches 
will mop their brows 
and fret about corn, 
tomatoes, carburetors, 
departing skies and 
coming winds. I think 
it will be a Saturday, 
busy with laundry hung 
on clotheslines, with 
chores in the garage, 
trips to stores for nuts 
and bolts, butter and 
bread, wrapping paper 
for a birthday party.
A car wash will be held 
in the lot of a bank or 
gas station, where a girl's
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breasts get lathered and 
sopped. Where will 
all of this go, those eyes, 
that touch, these songs 
sung every day till dusk 
and dark. Only the 
gravedigger's whistling 
lingers awhile as he 
stows away his shovel 
and wipes his dirty hands, 
picturing a tall foaming 
beer at the nearby bar 
as he drives off adjusting 
the rear-view mirror of his 
brand-spanking-new car.

YOUR FAVORITE POEM
The first time is like a 
beautiful woman suddenly 
undressing just for you.
The second time is when 
you're still reeling from 
its being just for you.
But by the third, fourth, 
or fifth time, you realize 
that you aren't the first 
and you won't be the last 
or the one and only. So, 
a year or two later you're 
only phoning her now and 
then, or she sends you a 
postcard, from the south of 
France or a small Montana 
farm, depending on her 
temperament. You look her 
up today, and when she 
undresses for you for old 
times' sake, she does it 
slowly, not suddenly, and 
you notice a few crinkles 
around her eyes, a gray hair 
or two, and you think she 
may have gained some weight, 
but none of it looks bad 
on her. And when the dress 
slides off, you see she still 
has the most beautiful legs.

—  Alan Jeffries 
Shadyside OH
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NOSTALGIA
Listen, they've got me in this B movie, 
part of a revival of the double feature 
and the neighborhood movie house, pictures 
changing on Wednesdays and Sundays.
They took me right off the street
and said I could be either a local politician
or a movie star, so I picked the movies,
partly because I always wanted to be
a little rich and a little famous
and well ... you never know, that's the way
a lot of the big ones got started.
Look, it's better than being a college professor
or a streetcar conductor, which they told me
was the choice they gave to lots of other people.
So I guess I'm lucky. They also said
they're going to revive the family —  five, maybe
ten kids, and no divorce. They only let me
listen to the radio. Television
is going to be a thing of the past,
they say. They're going to take things
like antibiotics out of the drug stores
and build more churches. They said
Madonna's going to get her tits
caught in a ringer. Things like that. And oh,
steak's going to be 15 cents a pound again.
Maybe it's a good deal, I don't know, 
getting in on the ground floor and all.
Right now I'm in an undisclosed place 
and you can't write to me, but look for me 
in the pics, I think you'll be surprised 
to see me in a ten-gallon hat. Take care.

TAKING CARE
My right foot makes the slightest 
jerk to the right when I walk, 
a small articulation of myself, 
telling, but of what I don't know.
Things get taken care of below 
the level of consciousness —  the near
infinitude of cells and molecules, 
each with its own fine signature 
we'd no doubt discover if we 
could scale down our amplitude 
and enter ourselves, or other selves, 
those swarming billions, say, of 
bacteria guarding the colon. Vast 
galaxies of particles holding it all 
together in the midnight hush and bustle 
of our traffic. Nothing to explain
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it, the jerking foot I can't control.
No matter how hard I try, the will won't 
go that deep, but things get taken care of 
there, in the murmurous estuaries.

—  Peter Desy 
Columbus OH

JAYWALKING THE AIRWAVES
It's less easy to read between the lines on TV 
because they rarely shut up
but the other night I caught a gem on one of those 
objective PBS news programs
Summing up the week, a reporter from The Wall Street 
Journal says, "450,000 new jobs created this quarter." 
And the host of the show asks, "What kind of jobs 
are they? Are they good jobs? Or are they McDonalds?"
and there is silence on the airways
"Well," Mr. Wall Street Journal says, blushing, "50 
percent are in the service sector ... but 50 percent 
are in manufacturing."
and there is silence on the airwaves
"But aren't 20 percent of those temporary jobs?" 
another reporter asks
"Yes, they are," Mr. Wall Street Journal says, 
blushing again
and there is silence on the airways
and there is more silence on the airways 
and no one says what they are all thinking:
There are not 450,000 new jobs 
There are 300,000 new wage slaves
Every man is free to jaywalk the truth 
but it seems to me the man in power 
should consider treating better the young 
and the poor
Otherwise some day when he is old and helpless 
he will be at the mercy of like-minded men.
What I mean is this: the same free-spirited compulsion 
or calculated selfishness that can make one man want 
to jaywalk
can make another no lesser, no greater man 
want to run his ass over
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60 MINUTES W/ THE SAVAGES
Morley Safer 
watches 
out for
the little guy 
through the 
windshield of 
his Ferarri
adjusting his bow tie 
Al Gore says,
"We are doing what 
we can to see that 
campaign contributions 
do not affect the 
political process." 
and walks away from 
the camera 
to take his place 
at a $100,000 a plate 
table
across from him 
Warren Beaty flashes 
a wanting smile and 
says, "Yes, the 
brussel sprouts 
are worth 20 grand."
I am not cynical 
I am skeptical
a bum asks me,
"Can I clean your 
front window? For 
a donation?"
Yes
he uses a crumpled 
SF Chronicle for a rag 
reminds me of how my 
old grandfather said 
they used the Sears 
catalogue on the farm 
for toilet paper 
the bum finishes my 
window and I give him 
50 cents
he frowns and says
"Can you make it a dollar?"

and I tell him, "No 
I can't."
and he glares at me 
with hate on his lips 
& disgust in his eyes 
in the place of something 
I was expecting
I was only trying to 
help him out 
but the next time I'll 
kick his ass
I am not cynical 
I am skeptical
At work in the bookstore 
a Rastafarian by looks 
brings a book to the 
counter and asks, "How 
much is this? 50 cents?" 
he looks at me through 
dark glasses 
I check the price and 
see it was two dollars 
but it has been erased
I say, "I don't know 
the price, it's been 
erased. It was two dollars, 
No book in this store is 
50 cents."
"Are you saying I erased 
it?" the Rastafarian says 
his woman says, "He doesn't 
even have an eraser on him!" 
I say, "No. I am not saying 
you erased it. I am saying 
I don't know the price. You 
can have it for a buck." 
he buys it and leaves mad
I am not cynical 
I am skeptical 
there is a difference 
that's why I keep going
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LATE FAVORS SMELL
Baudelaire's name 
stands tall 
in 30 pt. type 
on the jacket of 
the latest translation 
he is the biggest rock 
on the beach 
and when the tide 
goes out
you can see all those
translators
hanging onto him like
parasites
who say, "If it was not 
for us, he wd be just a 
rock!"
30 pt. type
100 years too late
for Charles
his words still fill
the hearts St lungs of

others
they took charge of 
his notebooks 
and his history
but none has been fit 
to touch his pen
in the City of Poets 
in a room on a shelf 
sits an urn w/Bob Kaufman's 
ashes inside, so I hear 
the guy who told me 
say, "I got to hold Bob 
Kaufman's ashes! It was 
cool!"
and all I cd say was:
"What did you do for 
him when he was alive, 
living in the streets?" 
and he said, "You're in 
a bad mood."

SONOFABOOK!
he wanted to be a writer
and on top of that he got pretty damn lucky
maybe because he was Irish
a surviving member of the Lost Generation
took him under her wing
about the same time Hem bowed out
he was her assistant
handling her manuscripts and filing
her letters
from Beckett St Joyce
She told him daily: WRITE!
If you want to be a writer: WRITE!
NOW!
Do it NOW!
Like she did
She wrote every day
For twenty years he had opportunity
St access to his hero
St her agent
St her publisher
Now that he had this
Now that he was the adopted son
of the original Paris Lit Jet Set
Do you know what happened?
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He discovered he was not a writer 
He simply wanted to be around it 
& near it 
& in it
but he did not have IT in him 
& when she finally died 
he was the one Lost

A NICE VIETNAM WAR STORY
One night, Dad and his buddy were playing outside 
the Enlisted Men’s Club. Dad had a regular following 
among the men. He was the entertainment the 364 nights 
out of the year that Bob Hope was not there. That night 
the Commander brought by a visiting General to show him 
what a great time they were all having. Dad had the 
men singing and clapping and the Commander said to the 
General, "The men really know how to have a good time, 
it's not so bad." And the General smiled and the 
enlisted men smiled back, but then the General's smile 
vanished as he caught Dad's words. The Commander 
grabbed the General by the sleeve and quickly led him away 
to the Officer's Club, where the drinks were stronger, 
the men better paid and, it could be assumed, the morale 
was higher. The song Dad was singing that night in 
South Vietnam was, "If I Were Free."

—  Patrick Fealey 
Warwick RI

SONNET FOR CHRISTINE
There are two ways of walking through a doorway. 
Directly, one foot in front of the other, or my way.
I stand with my back to it, and, eventually, 
start walking the other way. I keep walking, 
stopping for food and to sleep, 
until I reach the edge of the continent.
I search for food, and build myself a raft.
I cross the ocean, and the next continent,
and the next ocean, all the time believing
the earth is round. I am changed by travel and time
when I return, and finally see the doorway
from the other side. I walk through it,
one foot in front of the other,
and turn around, directly, and walk through it again.
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FIVE FROM ACAPPELLASCAPE

(i_) Addendum to The Complete Prophecies of Nostradamus

When we were young 
we swung from trees
backwards and forwards over the grass.

(ii) My Best Friend Ross
Ross didn't believe in co-incidence 
until his mother brought home 
a brochure 
about the pyramids.

(iii) Duet for Car and Seagull While Just Banging 
Your Shoes Together
It's hard to feel emotional 
looking at a palm tree.
Five unemotional seagulls 
suddenly experienced fear.

(iv) 1967, I Want a Cigarette. The Seagulls Want 
Something Else
MacArthur Park 
is full of seagulls 
like a protest march 
is full of socks and shoes.

(v) All I Want Is a Ride Down the River, But 
Everything Smelled of Sheep
The farmyard
is a microcosm of the planet.
The movement of sheep 
is continental drift.
The farmyard 
lacks a small boat.

—  Michael Clarke
Lyneham Australia
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PLAYING W/ I DIDN'T KNOW
fire in milo's 
backyard he had 
a big stick & 
i waved the cane 
that got thrown 
away when his 
grandfather died 
& we were scooping 
pieces of burning 
paper out of the 
bonfire & lobbing 
them at each other 
& then dancing 
back out of the 
way tho sometimes 
a scrap of flames 
wd land on our 
clothes & it was 
fun to watch the 
way fire wd skip 
down the wrinkles 
of our shirts 
we were daring 
each other to 
get closer & 
closer & his grand 
father's cane 
burned while we 
were dancing in 
sparks

the 2 kids 
punching danny 
fleetner one 
stood on his 
right side the 
other on his 
left Si they 
were taking 
turns to see 
who cd hit him 
hardest it was 
called being 
judged & the 
last hard right 
was always one 
upped by the 
next one i 
didn't say any 
thing i just went 
over & sucker 
punched the kid 
on danny's left 
figuring he'd take 
the other one but 
he just stood there 
jumping around & 
biting his hand 
while they both 
kicked hell out of 
me even tho it was 
all a blur i recall 
how he bit the skin 
right down to the 
bone

todd moore 
Albuquerque NM

RITUAL OF PREPARATION 
How you, Becky
in the last days of your pregnancy,
fresh from the bath,
long hair brushed to a new shining,
sat fat and nude
on the blue bedspread
and painted your toenails
red.
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THIS MORNING OUT OF THE CORNER OF MY EYE
I awoke and just glimpsed your black bush 
as your housecoat fell 
around your thighs 
clothing you for coffee

and I thought
as when a bird flew across 
my vision the other day 
backwinging a-flutter to touch 
down on the branch

little wren
will you ever know how pretty 
you looked just now

IN ARIZONA
At dawn the sky gets up 
behind the eucalyptus trees 
and just stands there like 
a friend out of work 
not saying anything

—  Ben Jacques 
Stoneham MA

POSTCARDS FROM IRONIC CITY (NO. 1) 
—  for John Levin

A taxi cab
with its windows wound down. 
Islamic music pounding out 
as the driver makes 
an illegal 
U-turn.

POSTCARDS FROM IRONIC CITY (NO. 2)
Store-front Santas 
clanging their bells, 
forcing the homeless 
to beg a little louder.
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SUBTLE
A tomato 
reddening 
on the sill 
sunset 
to a snail.

WHILE WE SLEEP
The changing traffic light 
astounds a frog 
in the city park.

—  Peter Bakowski
Richmond Australia

OLD TIMER
Both VCRs 
have digital 
time display. 
At present 
the newer is 
one minute 
faster than 
the older.

SPRING FORWARD
I lose an hour 
every time 
I think of her.

THE SCIENCE OF BLUES
Music theory doesn’t apply 
when you are playing 
a piano that can't be tuned.

EMPTY
He watches the bad news, 
says how lucky he is 
to have so much, 
but he’s not convincing.

—  Guy Cochrane
Mountain View CA

LETTER TO THE EDITOR
publish these poems
i know where 
you live
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JUST YOUR AVERAGE GUY
i don't understand it
the women in florida
are either super model beautiful
or else they look like seals
bashed in the head
no middle ground at all
this of course does not sit well 
with someone like me 
who's neither handsome 
nor ugly
charming nor babbling idiot
just your average guy 
looking for your average woman 
who is probably in kansas 
or Oklahoma
or disappeared off the planet 
in which case
it's probably a good thing 
i'm married

THE DISEASE
"i smack," she said,
"the oriole 
riding the rodeo 
of
disinfected dreams."
"huh," i said
"but lately the 
pontification 
of the shedding serpent 
slips
into perfection."
"what the hell
are you talking about?"
i said.
"it's poetry," she said, 
"well," i said
"cover your mouth, goddammit, 
i can't miss 
any more days 
at work."
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SECOND FIDDLE
"o my god," she said,
"my boyfriend's here! 
quick! get in the closet!"
i grabbed my clothes
and opened the closet door ...
then i thought about it ...
"wait a minute," i told her, 
"i'm your husband."

—  James Valvis 
Interlachen FL

EASTSIDE JAZZ
listening: las cuevas de mario 
thinking
about the eastside 
traffic
the nonstop movement
all the way
from the west
on this thursday morning
into downtown los angeles
listening: mambo de la pinta
wondering
about art pepper
walking and crawling
streets
that never disappeared
no new york, paris, san francisco
only los angeles
and sleep
in a '39 Plymouth
off brooklyn avenue
with a sack of gold plated steel
by his side
and in the morning
looking, hoping, praying
for the brown, eastside jazz
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A TRUE PROFESSION
it's easy to despise our local
actors and actresses
since they spend so little time
on stage but
live their lives
waiting tables
from Venice to west hollywood 
downtown to simi valley 
everywhere
i want to slap them around 
bruise them up a bit 
and say wake up 
you're a waiter 
be proud
of a noble profession 
hard work 
good tips 
sometimes
and quit acting out bit parts
and routines on customers
serve them well
they'll treat you with respect
but the coffee never gets refilled
and entrees get carted out
before salads
by beautiful things
with straight white teeth and rock-hard 
legs
on streets like melrose and beverly
waiting for the break
that might be a jaw or arm
if they slip up again
and keep screwing up my order

—  Lawrence Welsh 
Los Angeles CA

IMMACULATE CORRECTION
Walking home I see a huge tractor trailer 
truck uniquely designed for hauling 
luxury boats. On its magnificently chromed 
side are inscribed the words, "Trucking 
for Jesus." Its mud flap depictions 
of the famous female nude silhouette 
are softened with the addition of a 
painstakingly trimmed powder blue 
bathing suit.
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HOW MANY POETS DOES IT TAKE . . .
Eating lunch in the computer room, I'm interrupted 
by Charles Webb coming in to work on his NEA 
application. After tapping away for a few minutes,
I hear him fiddle with the printer.
"The printer won't print," he says. "Someone 
must have messed with it, because I printed 
something yesterday."
"It wouldn't surprise me," I reply, and it doesn't.
The lab is frequented by faculty and grad students 
notorious for leaving their work on the computer 
and crowding the already strained hard drive.
I tell Charles I'd call the computer techs to fix it.
Later that day, another faculty member has problems 
with the printer, so I sit.with her at the Mac to see 
what I can do. I click the spinning globe, then 
Print Manager, and suddenly the printer comes alive.
The woman reads the printouts: Webb's NEA poems.
The first word I see is penis.
The second is the f-word.
I remember Charles asking the printer for the 
obligatory five copies of the eight pages of poetry, 
and I listen to the printer spew out the backlogged 
requests. I leave the instructor with the printer 
and probably Webb's most kick-ass work.

I imagine her reading every poem (who 
wouldn't?)

I imagine her blushing as she tosses the forty 
blistering pages into the recycling bin.

I imagine the grungy Recycling Center students 
performing a cartoon double-take at Webb's work, 
reading it with their buddies at lunch.

I imagine a poem or two xeroxed and passed 
around at parties.

I imagine one of the kids adopting a poem into 
a song for his band, recording it on a cheap demo 
immediately bootlegged by eager fans.

I imagine the band making it big, nominated 
for a Grammy, the song heavily rotated on MTV.

I imagine Tipper Gore having a stroke when she 
hears it.

I imagine Charles having a stroke when he 
discovers that his poem has been stolen.

I imagine the lawsuits, the interviews on Oprah, 
the exclusive biographies.
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I imagine the newly discovered secret tapes, 
the embarrassed NEA Chairman, the toppling 
of the Presidency over WebbGate.
Wandering back to my own computer (the screen 
filled with the safe words of the department 
newsletter, the harmless figures of the Fall 
semester's database), I wonder if I should tell 
Charles about his impending fame, the notorious 
references in future history books.
No, I won't say anything.
Let him be surprised.

—  Glenn Bach
Huntington Beach CA

A REFUSAL TO MOURN A BAD HAIRCUT
Physics assures us matter cannot be destroyed.
The sequoia crashing to the ground 
becomes a field of toadstools leaping up.
The Thanksgiving feast Grandma slaved over 
becomes a stink-pile, which becomes dinner again.
I'm sad that Shawn at Super Cuts lopped off 
a half-foot of your hair, that scented river 
where I loved to lay my head and drift. A hundred 
brush-strokes a day for a full year —  plus nightly 
washing and papaya rinses —  molders in the trash tonight.
But hair is protein. And flesh is protein too.
Six inches of protein have fallen, true.
Yet see the power of your naked beauty 
to make an equal length of protein rise?
Lie down with me, sweet love, I give you back your hair.

WITH HEAD HELD HIGH
"It's not embarrassing. Somebody has to win; somebody 
has to lose. I just happened to lose."

—  New York Mets Pitcher Anthony Young, after 
breaking the Major League record for con
secutive losses.

Somebody has to get it up, somebody has to be flaccid;
I just happened to be flaccid.
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Somebody has to have legs; somebody has to be a double 
amputee.

Somebody has to eat pheasant under glass; somebody has to 
eat crow.

Somebody has to get the girl; somebody has to get the pink 
slip, the eviction notice.

Somebody has to be President, grinning on the cover of 
Time; somebody has to be unshaven, gobbling free 
turkey at the Rescue Mission.

Somebody's son has to graduate summa cum laude, then ace 
medical school; somebody's has to drop out freshman 
year, and be arrested as the campus flasher.

Somebody has to rape his five-year-old daughter and go 
free; somebody has to marry a woman who, when they 
divorce, falsely accuses him of child molestation, and 
therapists ask the little girl leading questions, and 
Dad gets twenty years.

Somebody has to, on a lark, buy land in Utah, and Mobil 
finds oil on it; somebody has to buy a fixer-upper, work 
every weekend for a year sawing, sanding, roofing, 
painting, varnishing until, the week before he puts it 
on the market, gangbangers tag it, he screams "Cholo 
punks!" and that night they burn the house down, his 
insurance premium was lost in the mail, and the bank 
takes everything.

Somebody has to be Stephen King, with dozens of best
sellers and multi-million-dollar royalties; somebody 
has to be a minor regional poet with yearly sales of 
under 50, yearly earnings under 25.

It's not embarrassing.

ON THE EFFORTS TO OUTLAW SEXUAL RELATIONSHIPS 
BETWEEN STUDENTS AND COLLEGE PROFESSORS
Many of the same people 
who consider women capable 
of flying fighter planes
in combat against men 
who want to kill them, 
consider them
defenseless 
against the charms 
of tweed.
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THE NIGHT MY FATHER DIED
my sister called from Houston, She cried a few times 

while we talked; I felt relieved.
Caring for the husk of him had drained Mom's savings.

She'd ruptured two vertebrae 
turning him in bed hourly for five years. He hadn't 
recognized her once in the last three.

The night my father died, my sister said she felt him 
go. "It was just after 7:00 —  5:00 your time.

This mockingbird that was singing, just stopped. Then 
something warm fluttered through me."

I was in the gym at 5:00, relieved that my back, which I 
pulled two weeks ago,

had almost healed. I went to Safeway afterwards and bought 
a watermelon on sale

for fifteen cents a pound. If any souls fluttered through 
me, I didn't know.

The night my father died, I returned to my Chinese dinner 
of twice-cooked pork

which the call had interrupted. I made it thrice-cooked 
in the microwave, and ate it all, 

wondering how to avoid maxing out my MasterCard to buy a 
ticket home to Houston.

There would be no burial, just a memorial service at the 
church. I'd stand around being consoled 

by strangers and a minister who never saw my Dad upright, 
let alone doing back flips

at the pool or mowing the lawn with his shirt off, or 
kicking me under the table

to make me laugh during grace, whispering later, "Religion 
is a hoax. Don't tell mother!"

The night my father died, I listened to Fats Waller and 
Beethoven's Ninth,

then called the airlines: 1200 dollars round trip, since 
I hadn't booked in advance.

I called my mom and told her I could come, but I'd much 
rather spend the money to fly her 

to stay with me. She couldn't stop crying, but said she 
knew Daddy would like that plan.

The night my father died, I went to bed 10:00, woke at 
4:30 when my back tightened up, 

took an aspirin, and slept straight through till 10 a.m.
I don't remember any dreams.

—  Charles Webb 
Los Angeles CA
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GOD'S HOBBY
admittedly your 
ankles are 
the most
beautiful ankles 
I've ever seen 
or will ever
see
there's no 
arguing this
automatically 
this is written 
in stone
and why not 
admit this 
it's obvious
your ankles 
were god's 
hobby
i can see
his fingerprints
all over them

ALWAYS
here is a poem 
i wrote for you 
last year and
which i never 
got around to 
giving you
i hope it still 
has some life 
left to it although
i don't see why 
it shouldn't since 
i try my best
to construct these 
things with such 
care that they

should last many years 
without coming to 
any reasonable ruin
just as a potter might 
form a bowl 
from clay or a
sculptor might chip 
away at a hefty 
block of marble
knowing their sweaty 
toil will bring forth 
objects possessing
the qualities necessary 
to leap through 
the ages
with a truth 
otherwise 
always known

THE SAME ORANGE
the same orange 
has been on the 
table for over
a week now
and every so often
i'll notice it there
and i am tempted 
to eat it but 
the idea of it
being gone for 
some reason does 
not sit with me too

well
so it continues to 
remain there
day after day 
as though it were 
an ashtray
and naturally i 
know that some 
day soon this



orange is going to 
start going bad 
and it'll end up
simply being thrown 
out and i'll never 
know what it would've
been like to eat 
and i'll have to 
forgive myself this

FAITHFULLY
i was telling 
z earlier on 
the phone
that i always 
drink on an empty 
stomach and
that for me that 
is the secret for 
getting the most
out of drinking 
that if you drink 
while eating then
you just end up 
drinking too much 
for the day without
getting too much 
out of it except 
maybe some good
conversation 
which of course 
is fine
in itself 
but i'm after 
the poem
conversation 
i can take 
or leave

I'M TELLING YOU
please let me get 
up from this bed 
i have an early
day tomorrow and 
i must get home 
to sleep
and stop trying to pin 
me down i know just 
how much stronger you
are than i am
and stop trying to put
my penis back in you
can't you see how limp 
and exhausted it is 
and it has been informed
of my need to rise at 
dawn so it is just as 
anxious as i am to be
out the door and down
the road so please
stop sitting on me with your
godforsaken heavy ass
which probably doesn't have to
get up until noon

THE SPIDER PLANT
the spider plant hanging
in the bedroom
window
has gone
out of its mind
having
grown excessively wild 
reaching towards 
the center of the room

i drink only 
for the poem 
faithfully

and
filling the window 
with baby spider plants

21



so many on one 
plant i've never 
seen before
so i'm happily blessed 
with a big family 
that never cries

QUAIL
quail in my 
parent's back 
yard
two quail 
one female 
one male
and my parents 
put out morsels 
of bread
and the quail 
come close 
to
the house 
next to the 
solar room
under the locust 
and my parents 
in their seventies
sit there 
eating ice cream 
watching quail
eating bread

ASPARAGUS
day spent 
in cairo
working in 
my father's
garden 
and the sun

so intense 
at times
we had to
step into the shade
of a large locust 
and at one point
my mother brought 
out some cold
orange juice 
went back in
with an apron 
filled with
asparagus

ATE BIRD
ate bird 
today
first time 
in a long time

ate bird 
with my parents
they like to eat bird 
and so do i
but it was the first time 
in a long time
as i said
for eating bird
the three of us 
ate bird
with stuffing
and i took some bird
home with me 
so tomorrow night
i can have leftover bird
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IT AMAZES ME
it amazes me that more planes do not fall from the sky 
it amazes me that more bridges do not collapse and fall 

into the waters they span
it amazes me that buildings do not crumble more often
it amazes me that the shoes we wear do not disintegrate

as we walk in them
it amazes me that the arms do not drop off of our shirts
it amazes me that the legs do not drop off of our pants
it amazes me that the food we eat does not poison us

with every morsel we place in our mouths 
it amazes me that our bodies even know what to do with 

the food we give them
it amazes me that humans discovered fire and its many 

uses
it amazes me that humans learned to paint and write and 

speak to one another
it amazes me that we learned to make things grow in the 

ground
it amazes me that we learned to hunt animals to eat and 

to help keep us warm
it amazes me that we ever went to war and found such a 

grand sensation in it
it amazes me that the poor are so miserably poor and 

the rich are so miserably rich 
it amazes me that we allow each other to starve and to go 

homeless
it amazes me that peaches grow in such an abundance 
it amazes me that the moon hasn't broken apart and 

attacked the earth
it amazes me that the birds still tolerate our presence 

and continue to sing
it amazes me that fish haven't grown wings and attempted 

leaving for greener pastures
it amazes me that cancer and heart disease haven't killed 

everyone off yet
it amazes me that drugs haven't successfully obliterated 

the masses
it amazes me that one person can throw a ball and another 

will catch it
it amazes me that all politicians haven't been murdered 

in their sleep
it amazes me that the many religions of the world haven't 

destroyed one another
it amazes me that men and women still find pleasure in 

making love
it amazes me that children still come into existence 
it amazes me that every morning i put water on the stove 

for tea
it amazes me the way the seasons come and go 
it amazes me that the heavens don't explode
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it amazes me that the dog tied to the porch is barking 
its fool head off

it amazes me that the flashing lightning is as white as 
new sneakers

—  Ronald Baatz 
Mt. Tremper NY

JUNIPER SMOKE STILL SCENTS THE CANYON
lichens were 
powdered to 
treat gums and 
toothache for 
textile dye
bull roarers were 
twirled at the 
ends of strings,
made a sound 
that still echoes 
thru Hopi plazas

MANOIR GENEST
boats, potato fields
long roofs like a 
tongue with a curl 
at the end of it
first world war, 
several Germans 
arrested for
spying here. We 
lick fruit home 
made bread spread
with maple. Near 
the wharf, almost 
flaunting, at the
edge, daring the 
sea to get them, 
maybe take them
twice, graves of 
the maritime cemetery 
black crosses against
pewter waves

—  Lyn Lifshin 
Vienna VA
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OOPS
he was still on the sidewalk
about to step off the curb
normally just a quick honk is required
but I was feeling lazy
figured I had time to clear him
bam
what an impact 
he went down of course 
I got out to have a look at him 
he was already on his feet 
waving me off
limping rapidly toward the square

John Levin’s

When You’re Out There

ONE WAY TO GET THROUGH IT
without electricity or hot water
rent control in serious trouble this year
one way would be to put on the voice
Orson Welles used as Michael O'Hara
& read all the chapters
about Dr. Matthew O'Connor
from Ryder to Nightwood
his rumblings about the night
just a few years after Céline
that would be one way
I could try to turn off my wormwood mind 
& turn on my cash register instead 
but that isn’t very likely 
after 27 years
of veering between urgency & intoxication
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A SUITCASE THE COLOR OF DARK MUSTARD
I found it 
abandoned 
on the street
I emptied two satchels of magazines 
into it
there's room for more
but it's hard to move quickly
with a suitcase full of magazines
there's just nowhere to put them
that's satisfactory
one of those little problems
watching my life grow
into larger suitcases

PLAYBACK
it was the last job of the day
a middle-aged woman & a small boy
they're finally in
she begins to ramble
I listen at first
she wants to go to Joseph St
there is no such street in this town
she rambles on
I'm to take all the side streets 
that's all right with me 
but first
we have to establish what town 
she's going to
I don't know which direction to take 
because she won't give me the town 
"What difference does that make? Why don't 
you just do what I tell you?"
I let out an audible sigh 
that immediately set her off 
do this do that
if you go that way I won't pay you
I don't even know where we're going yet
we've only gone around the corner
I decide to pull over & tell her
to take another cab
she won't get out
more threats
what's my cab number?
she'll call my company
she'll call the police
on & on
finally she gets out 
leaves her son in the cab
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throws open all the doors except mine 
making more threats all the while 
she disappears inside a building 
to make her numerous phone calls 
I can't leave of course 
with her kid sitting in back
I wasn't about to leave him on the street either 
it had been a tough day 
I wondered when it would end 
after a few minutes 
I got on the radio
& explained the situation to the dispatcher 
she was calling him on the phone 
at the same time 
meanwhile
my frantic description of this flaky broad
had set the kid off
he was crying & whining
after what seemed like forever
she came out of that building
opened all the cab doors again
removed the child
& got the bloody hell out of my life

ONE OF THE BIG FIVE
only Warner Brothers 
laid it out
with the thinnest of veneers 
MGM
allegedly the most successful
showed mostly
its own mediocrity
Paramount
had Hope & Crosby
take it from there
RKO struggled with screwball & succeeded
Fox had the least to offer
if you were a troubled soul
looking for a little reality
Warners could at least get you started
Cagney Flynn Bogart Raft Sheridan Davis Barrymore
Rin Tin Tin
reality & bullshit were hand in hand
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CAGNEY
that's where it begins for me
old black & white quickies
from Warner Brothers
how could I know
about his red hair & blue eyes?
it was hardly the point
the guy was a dynamo
exuberance
humor
I'd never seen anything like him
the films were dated
even in the '50s
but he wasn't
right about the same time
a new film in Cinemascope
was in town
with an older Cagney
just as dynamic
but several shades darker
Man of a Thousand Faces
I was enthralled
same guy
it was something
that I've never quite gotten over
I sent him a poem about it
he responded
with a postcard
of one of his paintings
signed & dated
one of life's genuine thrills

BUSTER KEATON MAY HAVE BEEN A COMEDIAN TO SOME
he didn't smile or laugh 
comedy is very serious 
to comedians
he actually broke his neck
in one of his films
he was all set
had his own crew
no pressure
he could work loosely
wait for ideas
make very fine films in peace
until his mentor moved over to MGM
he had to follow
it was straight down from there
unlike Chaplin
Keaton was not sentimental
it keeps him looking very fresh 70 yrs later
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JACK NICHOLSON
recognized this year
by the American Film Institute
the award has always been reserved for worthies 
who had reached an advanced age 
who but Jack
could have received that honor
while still in his 50s?
start with that distinctive voice
shit eating grin
those over the top moments
when he explodes in rage
the restaurant scene from Five Easy Pieces 
or that fist flailing moment of frustration 
in the front seat of his car 
from the same film 
like the rest of us
he's at his best when he's being himself
& not Bogart (Prizzi's Honor)
although he was at a disadvantage
in a supporting role
it is all the more to his credit
that he offers a fine counterpoint to Brando
in the much underrated Missouri Breaks
throughout the '70s his work was striking
Easy Pieces
The King of Marvin Gardens 
Last Detail 
Chinatown 
Missouri Breaks
it's only my opinion of course
he didn't really come back strong until the '90s 
with Hoffa & A Few Good Men 
I'm glad he's back

A FRAMED COLOR PHOTO TELLS HIM THE WHOLE STORY 
you step in
to her high rise luxury apartment
from the 12th floor
you look down on Boston
that photo in the living room
4 generations of females
smile right at you
it makes you wonder
where are the men?
the first husband had one function
bring home the money
& lots of it
when the money was gone —  so was he
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the second husband gambles
he's around but not in the picture
her son
who fell by every Saturday for 6 straight years
was told nothing about the photo session
he just noticed it one Saturday
he's too artistic
no money there
out of the picture
it was only a question of finally having 
the damn sense
to extricate himself completely 
from a hostile environment

DON'T QUITE KNOW HOW SHE SWUNG IT
maybe it was her looks
or some unrelenting ability
to pin down celebrities
my sister & I both had bulletin boards
that were covered with autographs
Jerry Vale at the Frolics
ok
have some dinner & watch him sing
don't be ridiculous
after his first show
we're introduced
& I'm shaking his hand
this sort of thing was routine
for them
& for me
while it lasted

BORROW
do you know that one?
someone just wants to borrow
that's the word used
borrow really means keep
my mother bought me a guitar
not that I ever mastered it
really couldn't do much with it
one of my friends wanted to borrow it
haven't seen it since
but I can still look back
& remember
our little boxing session 
at the high school gym 
I opened up his gums 
saw the blood
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& kept hitting him 
right there 
it helps a little 
when I think of him 
& what had been my guitar

THE IMPROBABILITIES
Céline & Hemingway 
dead on the same day 
I wasn’t there
certainly not in France in '61 
nor in Idaho
just a nice clap-ridden teenager
Kerouac & Judy Garland
both born in 1922
both dead in 1969
it's a lame connection at best
the absurdity of politics
& other bedtime stories
that are taken
so fucking seriously

YOU HAVE THE RIGHT TO REMAIN SILENT 
sure
you can scream at your kids 
or anyone else in your family 
but when you walk out that door 
seal it up buddy 
the machinery has been in place 
for a long time
television has been selling out 
since 1948
newspapers bring you the daily formula
of murder & sentiment
there is nowhere you can go
for realistic information
you're only free to choose
which brand is for you

PAMPLONA '67
I recently bought yet another biography 
of Ernest Hemingway 
the two female clerks 
smirked at each other
it’s true that he made an ass of himself
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from about 1932 on
some of his work however
cannot be dismissed with a smirk
those few days in Spain
watching Antonete
Paco Camino
& El Cordobés
was one of the greatest experiences
I've ever had
needless to say
it would never have happened
if Ernesto had disliked bullfighting

I'LL BLAME IT ON THE HOLLYWOOD BLOCKADE
never get near civilians 
that's their term for us 
one of them got into my cab 
I enjoyed one of his films enormously 
because of James Woods 
I mentioned that
which may not have been very diplomatic of me 
he expressed an interest in my stuff 
even invited me to come by 
which I did
with a small sample of my wares 
he didn't buzz me in
I stepped out of the hall & looked up 
he was peering out from the blinds 
he said something or other 
it was all pretty vague 
just like his acting style

FOR YOU AMBROSE 
right out front
we would've disagreed about most things 
but then
standards have changed a bit
since the 19th century
basically you were a journalist
who also wrote short stories
mostly about The Civil War & the occult
I don't read you
but I just love to read ABOUT you
it's your sarcasm
seeming lack of bullshit
that biting wit
everything about you
except your writing
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GOOD ADVICE CAN TURN UP JUST ABOUT ANYWHERE
like great writing 
David Thomson 
a man with great command 
of the English language 
devotes his thoughts to film 
which is all to the good 
when he can advise us 
to "tread warily" 
in this life

SOMETHING TO THAT EFFECT
you can credit the actor 
for his delivery 
& the writer 
especially
for staking out some poignant territory
the movie was From Here To Eternity
the actor was Montgomery Clift
the moment was his faceoff with Donna Reed
who's reminding him
how shabbily
the Army has been treating him 
his reply is something I live by 
"Just because you love something, 
doesn't mean it has to love you back."

A FAST GLANCE AT ORSON WELLES
what came before Kane?
how about Swiss Family Robinson
narration only
he would narrate at least 8 more 
after RKO fired him in 1943 
he freelanced
until finally leaving these shores 
for a decade
he returned in the mid '50s 
appearing on Lucy 
& in Huston's Moby Dick 
finally directing well again 
with Touch of Evil
a film that Universal had abandoned 
from there a long run 
of dreary pictures 
a permanent fixture in restaurants 
trying to coax money from kids 
who just got a kick out of hearing
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his fabulous stories 
never for a moment considering 
giving him more than illusory hopes 
Lady From Shanghai still looks good 
it should always be shown in tandem 
with Touch of Evil 
throw in The Trial 
& Chimes at Midnight
you'll find American art at its finest

THE REAL MEANING OF ROSEBUD
it wasn’t that ridiculous sled
Welles arrived at RKO in 1939 —
starring in a minor vehicle at the same studio
around that same time
was John Barrymore
a perfect artistic link to Welles
in any case
the Barrymore vehicle opens
with a milk truck
Rosebud Dairy
the film was set in 1923
the driver of the truck is a bootlegger
with one sour bottle of milk for show
to cover all those quarts of Rosebud

YOUNG BILLY YOUNG
silly title right?
it's a western from 1969
Mitchum asks Robert Walker Jr.
for his handle
Walker replies hesitantly
Young
Billy Young
Mitchum takes that in
says
"It has a nice roll to it."
The Wild Bunch also came out in '69
after watching Young Billy
you just have to wonder
who was there first
between the dialogue
flashbacks
it doesn’t matter
Mitchum plays a guy named Kane
take your pick
Citizen or Will
his character's named Ben I believe
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everything has its own language of course 
you already knew that

GUYS & DOLLS
reached Boston sometime in 1951
the cast somewhat different
from the original NY run
no matter
there we were
back stage afterwards
my mother introducing me to B S Pully
who was in the original cast
he was a dirty comedian of the era
not that I knew that
5 at the time
life was overwhelming
to be on the receiving end
of so much attention
even the gruff friendliness of B S Pully

ONE NIGHT AT THE COLONIAL THEATRE 
back in 1959
Danny Kaye was still a big deal
to kids like me
with his appealing nonsense
my mother took me to see him
backstage
we were there before he was 
I can still see him 
walking in the stage door 
with his red hair 
& blue trenchcoat 
my mother introduced us 
he took a chair 
& placed it by the wings 
that was where I sat 
while he wowed the crowd 
every now & then 
he'd turn to me
& make me feel incredibly special 
no easy feat
when you're a fucked up 13 yr old 
apparently Mr Kaye's manager 
who was quite the handsome English gent 
had taken a liking to my mother 
every night
she brought a different member

35



of the family
to see Danny Kaye at the Colonial 
my father of course 
was not included

ONE OF THEM YEARS
depending on your taste
it brought us
Betty Carter & Annie Ross
Clifford Brown
Clint Eastwood
the demise of Lon Chaney
a certain editor
who would object
at the mere hint
of his birth year
we're talking about 1930 folks
a soulful fucking year to say the least

THOSE LONG GUT-BUSTING LAUGHS
looking back
only 3 come to mind
one was a reunion
with my very first girlfriend
her husband asked if I'd been published
I must've laughed for 10 straight minutes
the answer was no
the following year
I was travelling around Florida
with a female companion who informed me
that her father used to be handsome
that did it
I was off again
the last time was around 10 years ago 
when my mother said 
"I don't have cancer. Yet." 
it wasn't so funny
when her remark proved to be prophetic

ADVICE FROM A FATHER WITHOUT CHILDREN
find something 
that you love 
give it your life 
& don't give two shits 
about what 
it might cost
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4TH FLOOR
she's in her early 20s 
long black hair 
tall & thin
came here from a wealthy suburb 
the first three months
her brothers worked up there day & night
sanding pounding & making way
for their princess
she finally moved in
a woman in perpetual motion
she goes from room to room
her snotty wooden heels
shaking the walls
the guy who used to live up there
was over 6 feet
weighed around 200 pounds
he was as light as a ballerina
compared to this anorexic storm trooper
the only way to give her a taste
of what she's sending down
is when I'm pounding on these keys
she gave a petulant stamp once
I'm waiting for her to come down here
& get indignant
she doesn't have to do much
tool around in her jeep
all expenses paid
come on down Mina Megalione
we'll give you a little taste of reality

A COUPLE OF WELSHMEN
they actually became friends 
worked together as actors 
in a play for the radio 
Dylan Thomas tried
to borrow 200 pounds from Richard Burton
in an attempt to avoid
that third fatal trip to America
Burton simply didn't have it
he was on the stage
making history
at the Old Vic
when Thomas died
it was Richard Burton who first performed 
Under Milkwood 
on the radio & on the stage 
it was Burton
who would spend the rest of his life 
convinced
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that he could've raised those 200 pounds 
SHOULD have
prolonged that 39 year old poet's life 
improbable as that may sound

NOIRET
know who I mean? 
first name Philippe 
it isn't his appearance 
he'd be easy to overlook 
unless you'd seen him work 
the selection of roles 
what he's brought to them 
Hitchcock used him once 
only for a few minutes 
near the end of Topaz 
an unexceptional film 
check him as a detective in 
My New Partner
you've never seen that kind of truth
on an American screen
as a projectionist in Cinema Paradiso
incredibly touching
an agent in French Intelligence
the incisive Birgit Haas Must Be Killed
the ineffectual but deadly constable
in Clean Slate
one of Three Brothers
again as a judge
but quite different than he had been 
in the Judge and the Assassin 
check him out
clearly an actor who can also think

HAVE YOU SEEN THE MISFITS LATELY?
none of the nasty things written
about the private affairs of the principals
matter a damn
to what’s happening in front of that camera 
Monroe was never better 
in a straight part 
before that
she only seems relaxed in musicals 
this time she's going for the truth 
with excellent support 
from Thelma Ritter 
Montgomery Clift 
Eli Wallach
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& the nominal star —  Clark Gable
with that hammy grin of his
to the very last
he's the weakest link
but compared to the crap
he'd been churning out
there were moments at least
when he was ok
it's black & white
decidedly downbeat
but I must say
it stands up remarkably well

ONE FOR TRANSFORMATION
in three stages
let's take Dick Powell
a sappy tenor in the '30s
a very knowing Phil Marlowe in the '40s
a director in the '50s
ever see The Conqueror?
John Wayne as Ghengis Khan?
Dick Powell directed it
on a nuclear testing site in '55
all the principals got cancer
including Dick
John Wayne
Susan Hayward
Agnes Moorehead
Pedro Armendariz
all for a ridiculous picture
so what's the point?
a guy who wanted to be more
than an average singer in film musicals
graduates
to further absurdities

CAUGHT OFFGUARD
my father leaned in my direction
6 planted a kiss on the side of my face 
told me good luck
that was it 
he was off
I can remember the most trivial dates
not that one
Spring of '61
that's all I remember
7 years later
landing at JFK from Italy
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it was only logical to look him up 
in Brooklyn
except he wasn’t there 
a neighbor told me which hospital 
it was major surgery 
but he was back home 
to see me off
he leaned into the car window & kissed me 
unlike 7 years before
the tears were right there & unexpected 
it didn't change a damn thing between us 
the Miles Davis quintet of 1961 
burns up the room
with their very special version of So What?

PUT TO THE TEST
he didn't stack up too well
13 years after his death
I buy a Dunkin Donuts calendar
the founder of that company
was a friend of the family
I read the little sketch about him
& think of my father
& how little
he was able to manage
before he failed
as a husband
as a business man
as a father
but not as a person
people loved him
he was so charming apparently
I was there
at the end
his friends were devoted 
I could only wonder 
if they weren't in worse shape 
than he ever was

—  John Levin 
Cambridge MA
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REFLECTIONS WHILE WATCHING JOHN FANTE'S "WAIT UNTIL 
SPRING, BANDINI."
some men identify with their fathers 
and see things from 
a predominantly male point of view.
some men identify with their mothers 
and see things from
a predominantly female point of view.
i am not referring to sexual orientation, 
i am not referring to the hatred of either sex.
maybe some few are able to identify equally 
with their fathers and their mothers 
and to view things, like god, 
from more than one point of view.
maybe not.

THE WITNESSES MEET MY TEENAGE DAUGHTER
as the interminable bells summon me to 
semi-consciousness, i realize my daughter 
has already answered the door:
"good morning," they are already chorusing,
"is this a Christian household?"
"nope," my daughter says, "we're a bunch of atheists."
wonderful, i silently exult, making a mental 
note to reward her with a new compact disc, 
and i figure, now they'll know better than 
to pick on a minor —  they'll leave their 
"literature" and go away and i can roll 
back over for another couple of hours.
but instead i hear them asking her ingratiatingly, 
"then you probably don't believe in the biblical 
account of god's creation of the universe?"
"nope again," she says, "all of us in this house 
believe in evolution, even my little brother."
"oh, and where is he?"
"he's on his way to his karate class 
in my mother's car."
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"well then, maybe you would like to hear 
the true story of the creation
"that's enough!" i bellow,
through resounding tunnels of phlegm,
as i struggle to free myself of the bedclothes.
"what was that?!" i hear the witnesses 
inquire in a quaver.
"i said, that's enough!" i roar, 
rolling to my feet.
"that?" my beloved daughter replies,
"oh that was just my father, he's the 
BIGGEST-atheist of us all."
then i hear the door slam and
her footsteps on the hardwood floors:
"it's okay," she reassures me; "they seem
to be skipping the rest of the homes on this block."
and i know that she is going to be 
much more than okay also.

NEVER MAKE UNREASONABLE DEMANDS
trying to shock them,
the expert on felonious mutilations
asks, rhetorically,
"have you ever wondered what the inside of 
your peeled-back scalp would look like?"

toad can only reply,
"no, my dermatologist has always 
more than had his hands full 
just trying to keep my epidermis 
presentable."

LEAVING YOURSELF BEHIND
toad's only motivation
for earning a millon bucks
would be to bequeath to his university
a generously endowed
Chair of Misogyny.
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PERSONAL STORAGE
i come upon an ad for "personal storage" 
and i think, "yeah, we could all use a 
comfortable and private and inexpensive 
and purely temporary and voluntary place
to store oneself
(or, as barthes, lacan, and derrida 
might put it, our selves)
on those occasions when 
it or they
become just a bit too much 
for us or anyone else 
to deal with.

THEIR POEMS BEAR EPIGRAPHS
their poems bear epigraphs
from t.s. eliot
and expire with whimpers.
their poems bear epigraphs 
from a.a. milne 
and are childish.
their poems bear epigraphs 
from william carlos williams 
and are flatter than latex.
their poems bear epigraphs
from allen ginsberg
and they (cheap shot) suck.
invariably their poems bear epigraphs 
from their betters.

PUTTING HIS FOOT DOWN
when he discovered that he was actually 
enjoying teaching the graduate seminar 
in research and literary theory, 
he knew he had missed his calling 
as a dominatrix.

—  Gerald Locklin 
Long Beach CA
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OBSERVATIONS ON MUSIC BY AN ALCOHOLIC (1984)
I have been drunk for thousands of nights 
listening to symphony music on the radio;
I doubt that there are many men my age 
who have listened to as much of this music 
as I —
even those in the profession.
I am not a musicologist 
but
I have some observations:
(a) music played in the symphony halls and

on the radio is taken from the same 50 or 
60 pieces —  which are played over and over 
and over again.

(b) there has been other music 
written.

(c) the Second Movements of most symphonies are 
only good for insomniacs.

(d) chamber music has every right to be energetic 
and entertaining, but most of it is less inter
esting than the Second Movements of the 
symphonies.

(e) very few composers know how to END their
— symphonies 

but
most openings, like romances, have some 
early charm.

(f) i prefer a conductor who inserts his personality 
(interpretation) rather than the purist who follows 
the rote of the master.

(g) of course, there are always some who insert so much 
personality that the creator of the piece almost 
vanishes.

(h) music is much like love-making but some composers never 
climax; others over-climax leaving themselves and us
jaded and worn.

(i) humor is lacking in most so-called great 
works.

(j) Bach is the hardest to play badly because he
— made so few spiritual and technical mistakes, 

and it seems to transfer over, even to mediocre 
conductors.

(k) almost all works could have been written 
shorter.

(l) too much modern music is written from the safe
structure of a university position —  one must still 
experience life in its rawer forms in order to 
write of it well.

(m) music is the most passionate of the art forms;
I wish I had been a musician.
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(n) very few writers also know how to END their 
works.

this is it.

D. APRIL 9, 1553 (1983)
having the flu and reading Rabelais
as the cat snores
and the bathroom toilet tank
hisses
my eyes burn.
I put Rabelais down: 
this is what 
writers do 
to each other.
for him, I 
substitute 
a tab of 
vitamin C.
if we could only swallow 
death
like that (I think we 
can)
or that death could 
swallow us
like that (I think it 
does).

life is not all what
we think it
is, it's only what we
imagine it to
be
and for us 
what we imagine 
becomes 
mostly so.
I imagine myself 
rid of this 
flu
I see myself parading the 
sidewalks among the cunts and 
peckers
of this world . . .
meanwhile, the cat, like other
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things, pushes too 
close;
I move him
gently away, thinking, Rabelais 
you were a
mighty mighty interesting 
fellow . . .
as I stretch out, the ceiling 
watches me and 
waits.

STRANGE (1990)
it doesn't seem so long ago that I was reading 
Pound, Jeffers, Auden, Spender, 
it doesn't seem so long ago that I was young 
coming in drunk at 2 a.m. to old roominghouses. 
it doesn't seem so long ago that I found women 
unattainable.
it doesn't seem so long ago that I never had 
an automobile, a telephone, a bank account, 
it doesn't seem so long ago that I had 
a long run of visits to the drunk tank, 
it doesn't seem so long ago that I tried to 
be a writer,
stopped for a long time and then tried 
again.
Pound, Jeffers, Auden, Spender, don't seem 
so long ago.
bottles of wine and old typewriters, long
starving days, singular
nights
it's as if I could suddenly turn around in this 
room and see myself again: what a fright, what a 
twit, what an idiot.
beaten in rooms full of rats, it was a grand time, 
not so long ago.
tonight I spoke to a man on the telephone, he is 
coming to take photos and to interview me 
for a German weekly magazine, for my 
70th birthday.
and when I hung up I was sure I could hear 
Pound, Jeffers, Auden, Spender, 
laughing.
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THE MASSES (1989)
all the bitter, miserable, lonely people feeling short
changed, feeling betrayed by the forces, they blame life, 
they blame circumstance, they blame others while actually 
they
are totally unappetizing, dutifully unoriginal, they are 
cowardly and placid, sinking in self-pity, having done 
nothing right, they still feel wronged, swarming the 
earth with their grievances, their immense hatreds —  
dead-eyed in the center of nowhere, these millions of human 
errors, going day to day and night to night through 
their castrated motions,
it hurts the very earth, it hurts everything, 
this waste
the horror of all this 
waste.

—  Charles Bukowski 
San Pedro CA

MODERN CLASSICS:::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::
Joan Jobe Smith's trying on their souls for size, $5 fm. 
Sraith/Doorstop Books, The Studio, Byram Arcade, Westgate, 
Huddersfield HD1 1ND, England. j Wilma Elizabeth Me 
Daniel's A Prince Albert Wind, $7.95 fm. Mother Road Pub- 
lications, P.0. Box 22068, Albuquerque NM 87154. 5
Beautifully printed with photos, new material, biblio
graphy, etc., Steve Richmond's Hitler Painted Roses:
Poems 1963/1994 (forewards by C~ Bukowski and Mike Daily) , 
unpriced fm. Sun Dog Press, 22058 Cumberland Dr., North- 
ville MI 48167; also: Richmond's latest I Am Full of 
Murder: gagakus & not gagakus, $2 fm. Blank Gun Silencer 
1240 William St., Racine WI 53402. JT Gerald Locklin's 
the old mongoose & other poems, $6 fm. Pearl Editions,
3030 East 2nd St., Long Beach CA 90803. J M. Kasper's 
The Shapes and S.P.A.C.I,N.G of the Letters, $10 fm. 
Weighted Anchor Press, Hampshire College Box 1186, Am
herst MA 01002-5001. JT Steve Luttrell's The Wasp In The 
Wind, $5 fm. The Cafe Review, c/o Yes Books, 20 Danforth 
St., Portland ME 04101. 5 Mike Daily edits Stovepiper:
Book One, $15 fm. Mike Daily, P.0. Box 280031, Northridge 
CA 91328-0031. JT Chuck Taylor's I Am Delighted That You 
Are Here, $9.95 fm. Fat Tuesday, RD 2, Box 4220, Manada 
Oap Road, Grantville PA 17028. J Two. essential items for 
Bukowski collectors: Sure: 10 contains Locklin's "The 
FVineral of Charles Bukowski" plus much else, $15 fm. E.L. 
Smith, P.O. Box 66, Oak View CA 93022 plus Beat Scene: 20, 
$8 fm. Kevin Ring, 27 Court Leet, Binley Woods Nr. Coven
try, Warks CV3 2JQ, England (both items are bargains!).
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