
Feb.1978 





THE PORTABLE WALL 

No. four 

Ventures to be 

---published at the pleasure of several people to encour
age and practice expression of life. 

---made in Missoula, Montana, a low place, where various 
kinds of rivers convene before returning to the source. 

---theater, proudly performed in the tradition of those 
venerable chroniclers who, with courage and wit, uttered 
the truth that its clear voice echo and strengthen what 
is right. 

---the voice of no contrived human organization, but of 
the humans who feel related in experiencing the whole of 
life, even as abundant as it comes to them via the coming 
and going of generations. 

---supported mainly by contributions---helpful criticism, 
encouragement, money, letters, articles, poetry, artwork 
and ideas---and despite unkind "contributions" of snub
bing, folding, curses, punches in the nose, discourage
ment, hesitation, long delays, undue frivolity, careless
ness and inattention. 

Correspondence to: THE PORTABLE WALL 
215 B  Sisson 
Missoula, MT 59801 

Contents copyright © 1978 by 
Daniel Struckman for the authors. 

Cover drawn by Bill Reynolds. He is a soldier of 
fortune living in Spokane. He once had a cat named 
Evinrude and another named Mercedes and lived removed 
from the murmurring crowd, in a houseboat. 



CONTENTS 

STALE NEWS • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • . • • • • •  3 

LETTERS & DEVICES • • • • • • • . . • • . • • . • • . • • . • . • • • • • . • • • •  4 

NEW • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  6 
STEPHEN REDYNS (old news) • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  7 

HOW TO GET STARTED . • . . . . . • . • . . • . . • • . . . . • . . . • . • . . .  11 

MOON (by Dirk Lee) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  12. 13 

THE LITTLE MAN INSIDE (by Peter Koch) • • • • • • • • • • • •  14 

PurTIN' IT TOGETHER FROM THE GIT AGAIN 
(by Michael Fiedler) • • • • •  lS 

DRAWING (by Frank Dugan) • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  16 
IF LIFE SHOULD etc • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . •  17 

CLAUDE SCOTTE • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • •  20 

THE FACTS OF LIFE • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 22 

A FACE • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • •  23 

COSTS • • . • • • • . . • • • • . • . • • • . • . . • • • • • • . . • • . • . • • • • • • • •  24 

2 



On the'stale news' here ... 

In this issue of THE PORTABLE 
WALL you will notice that reader 
response has increased. This is 
an apparant increase only. The 
real change is that many regular 
contributors are not included. 
They are asleep. This is natural 
for everyone, save the devil, must 
sleep. 

To aid those of you who have 
told me you will soon try to send 
a writing to this magazine, I 
have selected and compiled what 
several authorities regard as 
guidelines to writing well. 

One person refused to grant me 
permission to print his letter 
saying he thought the publicity 
and fame would turn his head. I 
assure all of you who have simi-
lar misgivings that, while fame-
with its inherant dangers--may 
come to any of you, it is highly 
unlikely to arise from your work 
being published in THE PORTABLE WALL. 
Nor is there much danger of exposure 
to great publicity for any who write 
or draw for such a discreet, easily 
ignored magazine as this. 

Some of the news in this issue 
is old and, you might assert, 
cannot be called "news." To 
those of you who hold this opin
ion I reply that, public relations 
for general electric to the con
trary, nothing much has changed, 
overall, since 1930. You might say 
the weather has changed since 
then, and so it has. But I'll 
not mention those incredible 
changes if you don't. 

In this issue is an advertise
ment. The money from the sale 
of that, plus the copy price of 
ten cents each, is supposed to (1) 
help pay for the printing, paper 
and postage and, (2) make it easier 
for a person to take this magazine 
out of a bookstore. You don't have 
to take it like you're swiping it. 

I can scarcely write anything 
without mentioning the warm 
and most satisfying encouragement 
many of you have given us. All 
has not been easy. I thank you 
a thousand times for all you have 
done to support this small ven
ture. The most recent contrib-
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utors of money are listed on p. 
24. Others contributed time and 
talent, ingredients not to be 
lightly regarded. 

I feel a burdensome responsi
bility to play hard the role of 
reporter. I believe that can 
be met only by saying things here 
that don't get published else
where. I am trying to ensure that 
the unfair voice is not the only 
one heard. 

And another thing: I'm sure 
the city mothers and city fathers 
on the Missoula City Council 
believe they have done a good 
thing Ln starting the bus cervice. 
They have, but for the rich peoplE 
only. 

The bus doesn't serve the West
side. Furthermore, twenty-five 
cents for fare puts a genuine 
burden on those of us with more 
than one child. It costs us 
nearly as much to ride the bus 
to town as it would to take a 
taxi. (Family of five at four 
full fares and one child under 
six = $2 to ride downtown and 
back. ) The fare ought to be a 
nickel at most. The bus service 
ought to extend to the masses 
of people on the west of Brooks 
and south of the Clark Fork, 
and not quite so complete for the 
rich folks living at the foot of 
Farviews. 

Groucho Marx: "You got the mind 
of a four-year-old, and I bet he 
was glad to get rid of it." 



Letters & Other 

EDITOR'S NOTE: James Feathers 
liv9s atop Queen Anne Hill in 
Seattle with his wife, Bebo. He 
is an ardent baseball fan and 
Monopoly player. Before becoming 
a telephone operator, he was a 
newspaper reporter, student of 
history & political science and 
irrigator (pipe) . He was grad
uated in the top ten of his high 
school class and was president of 
his chapter of the National Honor 
Society. 

Daniel, 

I was gratified to read your 
newspaper. I'm glad someone is 
keeping alive the spirit of the 
1960s in resurrecting humanity 
from the mold of discipline and 
control. I guess everybody 
calls the 1970s the age of pessi
mism, but it should be only for 
those in power. Breaking 
through their black cloud are lib
eration struggles in Africa and 
much of the third world, politi
cal revolutions in Southern 
Europe, rising dissent in the 
Soviet Union, crises everywhere. 
The reaction to these upheavals 
is often cold and violent, and 
it is unfortunately the specter 
of Chile and such that haunts 
the age. (And in back of every
one's mind, once again, is the 
b-o-m-b.) 

The center of blackness is the 
U.S. of A. Here we are con
fronted with an economic execu
tive elite (arrogant, aggres
sive--the word is competitive-
on the offensive) intent on 
using the energy and other 
crises as an excuse to fully dis
cipline society. We must give 
up our comforts, work harder, 
never be late or absent and al
ways obey our supervisors. We 
must volunteer to give ourselves 
to sacrifice and in case we 
don't volunteer, a good size 
police force, which no one wants 
to use unless necessary, will 
make sure we do. 

My supervisor loves the tele
pone company. I hate it. He 
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loves the security of the job. 
I hate the boredom. He loves 
the money he makes. I hate the 
long hours I have to work. 
He loves the challenge. I hate 
the hypocricy. My supervisor's 
supervisor (there are five lev
els of supervisors above him, 
counting only Pacific Northwest 
Bell, not the even higher levels 
of ATT) cannot understand why 
employees don't come to work 10 

DEVICES 

minutes early and do everything 
the manager wants (like buying 
savings bonds) . 

I could go on and on about my 
experiences and confrontations. 
I was suspended twice for inSUb
ordination, I was decertified as 
a steward by the union, I ob
tained a bad reputation among 
managers. And perhaps not 
totally unrelated, I just found 
out that the FBI has a 66-page 
file on me. 

Security, I want to say a word 
about security. I'll never get 
over it. The phone company cele
brated the 200th anniversary of 
our revolution by doubling up the 
guards at the entrances to go 
through the purse and lunch bag 
of all who enter. Even so, some
one threw a red, white and blue 
brick through a $2,000 silver
emblemed window, for which the 
phone company ruthlessly prose
cuted the poor offender for 
"malicious mischief. " He is now 
a felon, 

Your friend of yore, 

James Feathers 
1917 3d W. 
Seattle, WA 98119 



To Pat Shane & FamilY' Congratu
lations to Seaneen. Give my 
love to Izzy & Joe. Thanx for the 
good letter. Enjoy yr garden. 

--Dan 

I'm wishing you, Dan & Mark, con
tinued faith with THE PORTABLE 
WALL and always the joy of God 
peace/fortune & laughter. 

Sincerely. Love 
The Poet Tonie Brown 
P.O. Box 7182 
Missoula, MT 59807 

NEW LETTERS POLICY. Letters may 
�written in any form you like. 
The editors reserve the right to 
edit and/or shorten long letters. 
No need to designate which parts 
of letters are intended for pub
lication, as all parts will be 
so considered. 

for Venting a Spleen, Seeding a Dream 

Her�'s what I think essential. 

Learning to say yes 
Keeping still and calm 

Patience in thoroughness 

Knowing when to stop 

Awareness of danger 

Magnifying the trouble signs 

Check the budget 

Note: 
Love to all, 
US 

We nave not succeeded in answer
ing all your questions--indeed we 
sometimes feel we have not an
swered any of them completely. 
The answers we have found have 
only served to raise a whole new 
set of questions. In some ways, 
we feel we are as confused as 
ever, but we think we are con
fused on a higher level, and 
about more important things. 

--Chief of Ordinances By Bobbv Struckman 
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NEW 
I got a newsy letter the other 

day from Larry Felton. Larry has 
so many friends among readers of 
THE PORTABLE WALL that I feel com
pelled to share the contents of 
his letter. 

Larry said he enjoys his work 
excavating historical sites for 
the state of California: 

Spent most all fall in the 
field, now have about six 
months (at least) of lab 
work and reports to pre
pare. One project was in 
downtown Sacramento--state's 
building a big museum right 
over an 1850's iron works, 
flour mills, water works, 
etc. --more backhoe arche
ology--also worked at Bale 
mill in Napa valley--a flour 
mill (1845-1905) run by 
water wheel, steam, water 
turbine, etc. Had 8. 5" 
rain at Bale mill--unbe
lievable amount of water-
the reservoirs are about 
1/3 filled, I heard, and 
the snowpack is building up. 

Fo..r ou-6/:Z: Co al1 
rep�l·r mtt own 
C.�r � S�V� $! 
I ju:;t ol.ri\J� to 
3848 B rooks st· 
h� v-e inN ;S$ou ,�! 

�MI"\M M •• • 

H E"ATE"D ,1/-0 p. .. 
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Larry said he is getting used 
to what he calls the "�emi
security" of his job. Or rather 
he �s aware that hip job i� onl� 
�em�-secure. ro maybe we'll see 
his face up here in God's country 
again--who knows? 

Mr. Lawrence Felton clo"ed, 
saying he wished he had some news: 
"What Sadat and Begin are up to is 
�oo big,

. 
and what I had for supper 

�s too l�ttle--my perspective is 
slipping." 

A week or so earlier, Larry's 
wife! Suzie,

. 
sent a card saying 

she �s back �n school and dancing. 

Their address: 3917 M �t. 
Sacramento, CA 95819 

Yesterday Brenda (Fleming) Skor
nogoski appeared on campus at UM. 
She's taking classes again this �uarter, just like in the old days. 
. he gave me two new addresses for 
t�e mailing list for this magazine: 
K�m (Thompson) Kelly, 156 Cypress 
St., Providence, RI 02906--she's 
a nurse now--and Theresa rtokan 
l8F Brocketts Point Road, Bran-

' 

ford, CT 06405. 

(Please turn to p. 21.) 



Stephen Redyns: Went All By Himself to New York 

(And, by God, He Was Lonely) 
July 9, 1934 

• • •  That night when I went out to 
mail your letter my mission took 
me by the Empire State Building 
and on the way back, on an im
pulse, I decided to go up and 
give a look. I had one lone $5 
bill left and it was a case of 
now or never. Well, I got up 
there and in lonesomeness I 
picked up with an Eastsider. He 
showed me the town and I got a 
good conception of it. He ran a 
hamburger joint out on Coney 
Island and he took me out after
wards and introduced me to all 
his greasy friends. I adapted 
myself and he showed me the 
place. He was much impressed 
with the fact that I was a uni
versity man and tried to talk 
Karl Marx all evening but I did 
my best to tie the can on that--
one doesn't go out to Coney 
Island at one in the morning 
with a hamburger cook to talk 
Karl Marx. Anyway I got home in 
the subway and came out here the 
next day. The fellows out here 
seem quite cool and are to be 
likened to Peni [?] but I got along, 
I've been panicking them. Some 
of our old bromides call for a 
half a day off to let the mirth 
die down. 

Thursday I was at the doors 
when the Metro opened up. I 
spent the whole day there. 
Immediately I got in I headed 
for the Sargent water colors. 
If I had only had someone to 
beat on the back. As it was I 
did a solo buck and wing. In
wardly I went roaring through 
the whole place but I imagine I 
looked very much like the rest 
of the lookers. I was disappoin
ted in the old boys. They 
seemed musty, but the new ones 
glittered and gleamed for me. 
If only I could have given a 
Tarzan yelp it would have been 
some satisfaction. Winslow 
Homer, Sargent, McNight and the 
boys painted in water color just 
for me. The size and color of 

(Please turn page.) 
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While doing some research on 
my father's life I ran across a 
letter in which he predicted 
that the letters of �tephen 
Redyns would become popular lore. 

I don't know much about Redyns. 
I have some evidence that he was 
raised in Great Falls, although 
Butte may have been his home. 

He was a member of the Grizzly 
football team and was nicknamed 
"Fat," He was fat. After he was 
graduated from the university he 
went by himself to New York and, 
owing to his genuine skill and 
talent, became at least moder
ately wealthy designing magazine 
covers and the six-pack for Coca 
Cola. 

Redyns, who sometimes signed 
his work "George, " died 
six or seven years ago. He re
mained a bachelor all his days 
and, but for a time he spent as 
a Navy officer, stayed in New 
York. 

The following portions of Redyns 
letters show how New York was in 
1934 & what New York is yet like 
for a newcomer. 

--DRS 



Re dyns 
the pictures was a revelation to 
me. I never really realized 
what Reidell meant when he talked 
of the Brown Gravy school till I 
saw them. Rosa Barnheim's "Horse 
Fair" is the abortion of 
abortions for all time • • •  

On the way out that night I met 
"Fritz" W ___ , a Kappa from Gt. 
Falls. We almost sobbed on each 
others shoulders. She was as 
alone as I and from then on we've 
made the town. She's been an 
awfully good Joe and we have been 
going "Dutch." 

The hi lites are: 

The first day we made the Bronx 
Zoo. There a red-as sed baboon 
put on a show for us. He turned 
this lived red bottom on us and 
did a rumba there upon I laid 
down on the floor and howled. 
Fritz trying to pretend she 
didn't know me. The long loose 
"dicks" or). the big monkeys was 
a revelation even to me. 

Sat. morning up bright and 
early and out to Coney Island, 
We did it up to a turn and left 
the place looking for a bigger 
and faster roller coaster. The 
first big dip on one still gives 
me a start just thinking about 
it. It was a hot day and the 
beach was teeming. Vile bodies 
by the millions--

That night we came in and up 
to her apt. She's staying with 
a friend that has a ritzy apt. 
at the Beaux Arts. We had been 
caught in the rain and were wet. 
We both had a shower and she 
pressed my shirt (1 had found an 
old one here in the house) . Out 
again and ate in an automat on 
Broadway, I got a dollars worth 
of nickels and ran amok in the 
place. They were having a dance 
here at the house and under 
Fri tz 's nagging, "no guts," I 
brought her up. \�e had a slow 
time and I got her half mellow. 
The boys here went for her in a 
big way. She packed away a half 
dozen Tom Collinses and talked 
sense to the housekeeper. Out 
again into the street and beat 
each other to a pulp in our 
enthusiasm. 
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Today my clothes came and I 
settle down to see what I can 
do for myself. I have given you 
a calendar of what's been up and 
haven't gone into anything. I 
have made no deductions. All I 
can say of it is that it's 
violent. 

The house here is right off 
Fifth Avenue and on the edge of 
Greenwich Village. Been down 
there several times but I don't 
go for the artyness of it. Its 
taken a good share of the morning 
to write this so appreciate it. 
Outside New York rushes by and I 
sit here writing. This is an 
old section of town and this 
house was a fellow's named 
Livingston who financed Robert 
Fulton across the street. I can 
see it through the window here, 
is I-Iashington Irving's birth
place. 

Stephen 

This is a punky letter. There 
have been four fellows in here 
and I've been putting on a show 
for them. Kick Rex for me. 

0-0-0 

July 20, 1934 

Today's one of those mucky 
ones • • •  1 sit here and tell my
self that's the reason I'm not 
out looking for work today. I 
have several hook� out now and 
I'm waiting for some reaction. 

Yesterday morning laden with 
gardenias and an ESQUIRE I made 
my way down to pier 18 and saw 
the H off on their cruise. 
Met them at the ferry and fin
ally we got a taxi • • •  We got 
down an hour early and gives the 
boat a looking over. I'm sure 
there wasn't a corner we missed, 
we even ended up in the orches
tra's quarters once. The three 
of us were excited and of a doo 
da and if I remember, there were 
some rather weak ones passed 
about doors la bled "Crews Access. " 
Finally they got off and I came 
home here and laid around 
gasping for air. Had a shower 
and slept and woke up with the 
grand idea of having a good din
ner and going to see "Roberta. " 



Got all slicked up and went 
down in the village and had a 
nine course dinner or something, 
price $1.50 and up to the new 
Amsterdam and bought a balcony 
seat which turned out to be a 
very good one. Then I went out 
and watched the news run around 
the Times Building. Back up to 
the theater at 8.30 and climbed 
miles of stairs to my seat. I 
was all set to be thrilled and 
awed but I was disappointed. 
The company was very small and 

cutting down on cigarettes and 
then I go out and spend $5 in 
two days. 

Went out to the Brooklyn Mu
seum and liked it fine--in some 
ways better than the Met. 
Everything was so clean and dis
played so we�l. Spent most of 
my time watching the guards so 
that I could run my hand over an 
Ebony Negro head. They seem to 
hit a new high and a new low 
there. Several gypsy heads with 
bead� and paraphernalia done in 

, . 
II . '. "' ; '. - I 

-�--.-- . ..• .. -.:-. •. --- .:::!:::.:.:�:::"'---..... --'--

Redvns 

none of them could sing. I can 
see how the thing almost failed 
before it became fashionable to 
go see it. Came home kicking 
myself. Through stupidity I 
went up the wrong stairs on the 
elevated. The trains and plat
forms were packed and rather 
than ride up to 99th Street to 
a bridge I jumped down onto the 
tracks and walked across to the 
other side. Everyone was 
shocked and kept staring at me 
as if I were crazy. 

I've been blowing it off right. 
The day before I was in the Bilt
more and fell for a pair 
of shorts which I foolishly bought. 
I've been going so meagre since 
I ,got here, eating hamburgers and 
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red and green marble--baroque 
no end. There were 8everal 8ham 
modern things too, but also 
some of the best modern Rculpt
ing I've seen. I saw the orig
inal of a marble head of a vir
gin that I used to be very moved 
by. When I was a fro8h in high 
school I saw a picture of it and 
went around for weeks making 
sketches like it--now it seems a 
little sentimental and 8ticky 
but I still like it. Then I saw 
your woman wLth a little baby 
holding it up and looking at it. 
They also had a lot of Sargent 
and Homer watercolors but they 
were more sketches than pictures. 

(Please turn page.) 



Redyns 
At closing time the guard almost 
had to lead me out of the place. 
They are ripping up the steps of 
the place with a machine shovel 
artd that was no small spectacle. 
I sat and watched that till they 
quit and then I just sat. Across; 
the street there are some quite 
nice apartment houses and up to 

one of those drove a delivery 
truck (I can remember the name, 
C.W. Keenaw) and a man got down 
laden with stretched canvases and 
artists materials and delivered 
them to an old woman who met him 
at the curb. She looked the 
arty kind. You can imagine how 
that struck me--I can see her 
spending days disfiguring those 
canvases. 

On the way home on the subway 
a fellow had a monkey who amused 
the whole car by trying to choke 
himself with his tail. That 
night I carne horne and sat and 
carried on some small talk with 
the boys. I got so &QQ damn 
lonesome for someone to talk to 
that I could shit. (Strong 
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words but true. ) Tonight I 
spent riding on top the 5th 
Avenue bus along Riverside Drive 
up to 160th Street. Coming home 
there Was a girl sat next to me 
that was sobbing as if her heart 
were broken, finally she got her
self worked up till she was cry
ing out loud and then she got 
off the bus. It sort of spoiled 
my evening because I was so damn 
curious to know the reason for 
it. 

Today's Friday and I did it up 
town. I had a broiled lobster 
for lunch and swordfish for sup
per. 1 just can't resist spend
ing my money for things like 
that. These little wagons along 
the street selling fruit, clams, 
lemonade, ice cream, are going 
to be the end of me. I resist 
them the best I can but in spite 
of that 1 find myself going down 
the street with an ice cream 
cone or a peach eating it. I go 
without lunch to save money and 
then at dinner I'll shoot the 
works and order up steaks for 
supper • 

• • •  The popular sport here is 
watching our female neighbors 
across the street with binocu
lars. Sounds infantile, but it's 
great fun--the days are hot and 
they run around naked. The 
glasses are strong, you can read 
the titles on the books on the 
table with them. When you get 
them trained on a rear it leaves 
nothing to be desired but body 
contact. One caught me looking 
at her today and she smiled and 
pulled down the shade. It sort 
of beat me because she carne over 
just as she was, tits dangling, 
and in no hurry, pulled at the 
shade. I can't say but I liked 
her for it. At the present time 
I am returning the show--I sit 
here in the front room with the 
shutters open and a bright light 
stark naked. 

There is no doubt in my mind 
but I'm being looked at. With 
eyes of lust, I can't say, but 
I hope so. 

These hot nights you can see 
some nice things from the eleva
ted. The windows are up and 
people don't give a damn who sees 
them, they are so hot. It's a 
little like tho se police calls 
over at S 's that night--



ways are almost 
unbearable they 
are SO hot. 
Everyone looks 
wrung out and 
wet. If you go 
to a movie you 
chill and all-in
all it's pretty 
miserable. 

PRESCRIPTIoN PHARMACY 
� w"., j:;lh A.enue Phon," US 

Stephen 

Do you ever think 
about coming back 
here? 

IT IS A PLEASURE TO ANNOUNCE 

THAT WE HAVE BEEN ASKED 

TO SEND YOU THE NEW YORKER 7,..., 
-r-

WITH THE C�:LI�� 
THE NEW YORKER . l5jNEST 43rd STREET • N� YORk IS. N. Y. 

® 

�---

---= 

He "Co Sits "'" e.xclm pie. of' do", 
u'net'tlp/O!:lcct MiSSoulial'\. He. ':,'"st be4 ... God,'s pu.",iSI.,..,e",!; TOr hiS i�lel1tSS. f{e believe.S 
the. �itlLd.t.lol'\ is hOl"eler.s, so wh.!t ootl,er? 
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How ca. .. �e �t;. sta.rt.e.cl il'l 
1\., ""' .. 8 .... 8.11 loc.a.1 bl.Csj"eSS� F�ure 2. SIJow6 hi,., i., -tlte <:0-' 
.. cc.t position. Nate 1;.1,1.1:. hiS 
ha", cl, J>ra. .. 1; he -t .. e of ea.ch 
Shoe. Do .. "t SfOe".t -t •• ''''''I .... i:hi� I"Oloitlon· 





THE LITTLE MAN INSIDE 

kicks at the garden wall 
sharpens his knife 

& dreams of conquering 
all the flowers. 

The dictator of seeds 
asparagus & clover 

wants the sun 
all to himself. 

PETER KOCH EVER� SATURDAY. [JUNE U, 1871. 
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Puttin'It Together From the Git 
Again 

OR TOOCH STAR SMOKE SONG 

Looking out over late 1.00 AM Missoula, high 

on down that old rock hub glacier backbone of 10 or more nations, 

the peaks edging 

up and up from white-faery-lighted slopes 

of the brown rolling foot-hills, with their top notches 

and � of scraggling pine forests 

filling out onto the sky-touch pinnacles, 

towers and craggy snow cappers, 

heading out the greatest herd ever rounder'd-out 

from MONTANA clear to the Pampas, clear skies over wild 

and BAREBACK RATTLESNAKE FUNKY HORSE'S HEAD 

Of God's own 

Jumbo's tail feathers 

PEACE 

AND I KNCM I MUST SHCM YOU 

Back-o-town nestled down in canon and vale, electric UFO glow 

of this neon haze reflection of the milky sun-speckl'd 

D�me above, Rivendell as I've known you one more time 

Stoney Mission headers snow-bound year round passes 

high in the untamed quiet lands 

deep in the inner chambers of this 

starry-space palace 

we are like a great balloon 

sealed With graffiti high polished 

hallucinatory grains of wood 

Mertz collage seems to hold the frigid frost-bite wonder air at bay 

smoking and stoking around the crack-open window panes 

puffing engines, and other sources of succour 

for her frozen breath to magically convert �- O -- S-t -a -u -ro- s--, -a-n -d - a- l-w-a-y -s--t�h-- e 
into vapor 

and hoar-frost 

floating up high with Zeppelin-like ease 

through the silvery winter-light night. 

See page 18. 
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Hu walks waits 





'If life should cease to ex-
press itself ... the death of 
the world would ensue.' 

----I CHING (W&B) p. 323 
Writing is a lot like talking, 

yet many find it more difficult. To 
encourage hesitant writers within 
eyeshot of this THE PORTABLE WALL, 
the following handy hints for cre
ating a literary masterpiece are 
respectfully presented: 

Ernest Hemingway gave the 
following guidelines for writers: 

* Use short, vigorous sentences. 

* Stop writing when you know 
what you are going to say next. 
This will help you get started 
again. 

* Avoid adjectives. 

* Make the first paragraph short. 

* Revise the writing as often as 
necessary. 

* Write alone. 

* Write in the morning. 

* Never talk about a piece until 
it is finished. 

* Work slowly. 

* Read everything you can. 

Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, 
in DON QUIXOTE, lists some good 
qualities in literature: 

* No stiffness or dryness of 
style. 

* Excellently contrived adven-
tures. 

* True-to-life details. 

* No trivialities. 

* A clear and polished dialog-
the character and condition of 
the one speaking is observed 
properly and with understanding. 

Mark Twain urges writers to: 

* Not play crass stupidities on 
the reader. 

* Make the reader feel a deep in
terest in persons in the story. 

* Say what they mean to say, not 
merely approximate it. 

* Use the right word, not its 
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second cousin. 

* Eschew surplusage. 

* Not omit necessary details. 

* Avoid slovenliness of form. 

* Use good grammar. 

* Employ a simple and �traight
forward style. 

* Look at a thing carefully 
before attempting to describe 
it. 

Other lists are widely avail
able. Kate Galambos gave me 
one by Jack Kerouac, published 
in EVERGREEN REVIEW, Spring, '59, 
p. 57. Kerouac lists such essen
tials as "Work from pithy middle 
eye out, swimming in language sea." 
Nor overlook Gary Snyder's list on 
becoming a poet, either. 
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Wa 1 
Like solid gone gumbo 

being cool 

T s 
thinking 

breeeeething Like clear water, at the bottom 

of crystalline cistern 

Crappy 01' shackp 

clinging to 

the water workp- hills 

amongst the round-house 

and switch-engine 

lights alternating hip-

gnosis, beatific beat 

light show: orange, BLINK, SPLUDGE white, CLICK, blink, blink--red, 

BUZZ, WHIRRRRRRRR "DING!"" 

The north side shanties, and 

old manses to be torn down for big

think developments 

and such crap, and 

Pyotr-Peter's printing press and 

�helly's da capo capes, Trudream's tantric post cards and lechugas and 

swiss chard and squash and Bears' old nanny-goat and prolific 

rabbit progeny and all 

vi bing gently to the hum of the semi's and wheeling travelers rollin' 

that 01' wheel-a, rumblin' and whizzin' to their own buzzy destiniep

on the night_�udden star-blind interstate 90 
The highroads are one great spiders-web network 

This lil' 01 pike out my back door 

runs almost 4,000 miles to drop in 

on Harvard yard, and the old Charles River up in Boston 

Massachusetts, and diesels and switch engines making the windows rattle 

in their panes, droning out 

their night-wind mantra now 

the high buzz of daytime activity giving way 

now, to this more basic sonic accompaniment 

to our lives and status games, small avocations and 

small peopling out, orgone energy, journeys with organic foodp, 

and local grocery, �omehow 

so poetic in its backroom setup as 

the home away from home for: lovesick poet�, middle-aged spread-middled 

housewives, co-ed�, teeny-boppers, young chem-major�, and 

wandering winos • • •  the laundromat rnrnrnrnrnrnrnrnrnrnrnmrnrnrnrnm. 

I don't remember exactly which 

perfect long coulee sunset, or which 

high treck across the tracks, drifted and laced with 

blizzarding snow, wind-driven-white pastel crystal 

What afternoon or early morning climb, over the long song 

freighters, some of them 5 or 600 cars 

taking 10-20 minutes to roll and ball on by at about 50 or 60 
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lickety split, with no less than three engines powering out, 

from their humble Washington farm and we�t sea-coast beginning 

to the busy-buzzing shores of Great Lake country or wap it 

may chance a glittering slick of rain, turning the lattice-work 

of lights into-a reflecting, dazzling cruddy old OK American 

culture kingpin kaleidoscope of road bed, maul and rail 

empty open boxcars, burns and mendicant families book-Ieggers 

and blue-bloods and on, dadadada: or what Proustian flash 

did put me onto this whole thing, this wondrous, terrible, 

lonely long time line of shippin' in & out; and impossible 

beauty? tumble weed and small town stations with 

the old mail hooks • • •  cattle runs and timber runs and tuna 

Water'to bring humble 

hearts � 
and ��ired reet J.b 

Horne (.) (f 
to the light 

coal, bauxite, livestock • • •  

all them runs up-country headwaters 

and breaks of the big streams 

also; Datsuns, super-highways 

and Howard lohnsons • • •  sun and blood 

Godz and plastic Mordor nightmares 

and funky gut-bUCket angelic minstrels 

with their gumbo roogulator� 

Roogalatin' • • •  Truckin' the bump 

from Seattle to New Orleans 

from Twin-city Minnesota to Tacoma, from Chicago to Godonlyknows 

OH Nebraska has its insane hay-seed charm and there's Ohio's 

starry dome of sweet n' low and slow big country 

stolid virgo nights, BUT • • •  

It's them thar fuckin-A hills that capture 

one perfect pure peace from the midst of 

this madding horde • • •  darnn, anyways! Yeah 

the highlands, man. Rocky space dome tumbling 

down to send its roots into the continental shelves 

year-round dividing line between the space-place and 

the land-lubbers down on the benches and in the hollers and 

valleys that are like dune-hump'd shores of this solid 

torque-rippled fourth-dimensional sea 

frozen in living rock, buckl'd up into 

the great excrusions of earth-fire-light 

and stone. 

See page 21. 
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TOUCH STAR SMOKE SONG continued 

Life here is as peaceful as the flight 

of soaring bird, as totally wildering as 

the heights of some pure and mad drug rush 

Aguila Akila Hu Haka 

HAWK-EYE 

Aguila and hawk, respectively potent crown prince and far 

sighted, mysterious native chieftain of the upper tiers 

where even Tarzan, nor lord Tyger dare tempt the godz 

air-borne and keen of sight, bones like elves, Akila 

sits quiet in the fen, watching 

over the lQg of this land 

not Bander lQg, but • • •  true-dreamers. 

Hu cometh, H A K A 

RAMA KA RAKSHA PARA SAM SAT NAM BRAM 

TVA T TVAM • •  Ah so, each � each 

Lust song new dawn great work 

---Michael "Touch-dream" Fiedler 1/5/78 

(from p. 6) 

There now beas 3 generations 
of Struckmans and Fiedlers who 
began being friends at Fort 
Missoula in the mid' forties! 
and childhood's end is over is 
now again • • •  

Mike Fiedler was taking care 
to walk on the wild 
side, last I saw of 
him--that was yester
day. Michael gave 
generously of his 
sleeping time to 
aid in the produc

tion of this issue 
of the THE PORTABLE 

WALL. Incidentally, 
Dana Graham picked 

the name of this 
magazine because 

she contributed 
$10 for the 

first 
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Of course a host of other im
portant people are doing equally 
important things these days. For 
instance, Dana Graham has a news
paper route (morning). Katy Galam
bos is studying nursing. Mark Fry
berger has three cats. Dan Struck
man got two new pairs of corduroy 
pants. 

0-0-0 

Frank Dugan went to Hong Kong. 
Just like that. 

0-0-0 

Tom Struckman is attending the 
university again (botany) and 
working in the library (public). 
He would like to make a comic book 
(underground) for next spring. All 
interested comic book makers should 
get in touch with him at 837 De Foe 
in Missoula. 

0-0-0 
Dirk Lee is probably in Mexico 

by now. 
0-0-0 
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... besicat('{ I feel �rettY5C{udl"e 
with thinqs � oli I there's the' usua I chronic, at'l'd deep -seated anxietl'e� to 

deal with I the oCcdsional suiciddf flash, 
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�huang-tzu was one 
day fishing, when the Prince of 
Ch'u sent two high officials to 
interview him, saying that His 
Highness would be glad of Chuang
tzu's assistance in the adminis
tration of government. The latter 
quietly fished on, and without 
looking around, replied: "I have 
heard that in the state of Ch'u 
there is a sacred tortoise, which 
has been dead 
three thousand 
years, and which 
the Prince keeps 
packed up in a 
box on the altar, 
in his ancestral 
shrine. Now do 
you think that 
tortoise would ra
ther be dead and 
have its remains 
thus honored, or 
be alive and wag
ging its tail in 
the mud?" The 
two officials an
swered that no 
doubt it would 
rather be alive 
and wagging its 
tail in the mud; 
whereupon Chuang
tzu cried out: 
IIBegone! I, too, 
elect to remain, 
wagging my tail 
in the mud." 
(from Chuang-tzu: 
Mystic. Moralist and Social Re
former. Tr. by Herbert A. Giles, 
ill6.) 

FROM THE YIDDISH 
Cohen: Life is like a bowl of 

sour cream. 
Kaplan: How's that? 

Cohen: How should I know? What 
am I, a philosopher? 

Costs 
Issue #3 of the P.W. cost: 

paper: 
printing: 
supplies: 
postage & 

$25. 87 
31. 50 7. 98 

envelopes. 6.48 
$8l.83 

After paying those expenses, we 
had remaining (1) Enough paper 
for a small future issue; (2) 

a pretty good col
lection of stuff for 
laying out the P.W. 
(3) cash balance of 
minus $78. 32. 

BUT the following do
nations have been re
ceived since then: 

Gordon & Alice 
Browder: $10 

James & Bebo 
Feathers: 30 

Larry & Suzie 
Felton: 20 

Charles & Marilyn 
Seastone: 1 

Tom Struckman 
(for his harpsi-

chord ad): 10 
Thanks to the super

iority and nobility 
of the above named 
people, the P.W. is 
in the hole a mere $7. 32. 

This issue is being published in 
Missoula by Mountain Moving Printers. 
They have a union shop. I say this 
because I don't feel like looking all 
over for a union bug to paste here. 

SLOGAN 

Return outland to the outlandish! 
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