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Letters & Health Hints 

Missoula, Mont. 

April 17, 1991 

Dan--
Thanks for sending me the latest Portable 

Wall. It's gotta be the best one yet. In fact 

when I saw it on the stand at Freddie's I 

plopped down five bucks because I couldn't 

wait to read it It was good to learn the 

whereabouts of Gordon Simard, hear from 

Dugan, Fiedler and Fryberger as well as read 

all the great stories and poems. 

I have to admit though, I was a bit startled 

to see my poems all lined out to a common 

margin. I assume this was done for ease of 

typesetting as Mark tells me you're setting 

almost every page by hand nowadays. I can 

understand that. My brief experience with 

typesetting during the Black Stone Press 

days taught me quickly that typesetting is a 

tedious business best left to those with more 

deft fingers than my own. However just for 

the sake of discussion I would like to briefly 

comment on why I arrange my poems on the 

page as I do. First, there is no mathematical 

justification (i.e.: syllabic count) for it. It is 

simply a matter of intuition and the 

experience of repeated effort but I like to 

think of the end result as similar to a 

printout of an EKG or an EEG. I'm a 

frustrated visualist, I guess. But perhaps the 

form my poems take might be seen as a kind 

of picture of the pulse responding to the 

stimulus subject of the poem. Actually I've 

never tried to articulate my theory of form 

before. So if it sounds shaky, perhaps it is. 

I've been guided by something Jack 

Kerouac has been quoted as saying, which 

goes like this: "If Mind is shapely, Form 

will be shapely." You could probably park a 

fleet of trucks behind that, in terms of what 

it could possibly mean. What I'm trying to 

say I guess is I like to try and retain a 

suggestion of spontaneity in my use of form, 
something which is not too popular in 

professional poetry circles these days where 
craft has become the paramount concern. I 

have nothing against craft and am striving 
constantly to perfect and expand my own 

understanding of it but I see no reason to 

totally abandon the methods I've developed 

over the last twenty years in favor of being a 

carbon copy of whatever is currently 

accepted as "professional." So I'm often 

chided by editors (when they bother to 

respond, which is seldom) for my arbitrary 

use of line. I can only say it's not quite as 

arbitrary as it seems, although I'll admit it is 

fluid and can suffer some alteration without 

loss of meaning, but my intent after all is to 

display word-dance on the page as 

conducive to meaning through emphasis and 

relief as regards the actual physical location 

of the word on the page. 

Okay I think I've shot my mouth off 

enough along this line. I don't know if any 

of this has been convincing, but I thought 

I'd take a run at it. I don't think the way 

you printed the poems did them any 

essential harm; I just wanted to take note of 

the deviation from their designated 

composition and offer my concept of why 

they were so composed. 

All that said I'd like to thank you for 

including my work in The Portable Wall 
and thank you for your effort is in its 

production. Mark says you're hard at work: 

on another issue. I'm sending along a batch 

of fresh stuff which if you choose to print it 

you may do so in whatever fashion seems 

most reasonable to you. 

Dave Thomas 

806 Poplar St. 
Missoula, MT 59801 

Editor's Note: Our most humble apolo
gies. Our placement of Dave's verse was 
not due to handsetting type but because of 
an error in using a computer. Two 
computers, actually. Now we think we've 
got the problem fIXed. 
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"What are words, anyway? If you tell a lie 
with words, you cause all kinds of people to 
get sick. If you tell people the real truth, 
they get together and they get well. "
Woody Guthrie Bo und/or Glory 

Dan, 
Many thanks for PW. A fine issue - good 
paper, good printing, good poems & Dirk 
Lees. Thanks for editing 
letters so that encouraging things people said 
about my writing were left in. But surely 
you must have 
received 
something from 
Nathaniel 
Blumberg with 
flattering things to 
sayahout my 
writing? Did you 
misplace his letter? 

I'll be in touch 
soon at greater 
length and/or in the 
flesh. 
Mark Fryberger 
923 E. Beckwith 
Missoula, MT 

Dan, et al...April 
19,1991...Iot of 
ones and nines, 
yeh? and a good fat 
Portable Wall as promised ... And this Naked 
Man Press is my long time in coming 
something or other ... Peter rubs off on us all 
it seems . . .  but with halfa font of 
type and some poster letters ... 1 post these 
things [post cards advertising Naked Man 
Press] wherever they strike my 
fancy to go ... and let em know .. .1 did self 
publish a little book of poems under the 
name in 1985 (think Garden City 
News still has one huh?) a thousand 
projects in my mind, some 0Id . . .  20 years or 
more that I'm finally having a 

glimmer of...and well ... l've written several 
letters, Peter says I write good letters, so 
maybe I do. 1 don't 
know .. Just wanted to bombard my vague 
disconnected universe with another missive 
of some sort .. and try not to 

envy ole Vincent who could at least work 
for 10 years ... makes one worry no doubt but 
not nearly so crazy as this 
fullness that kinda half gets to express 
itself . .  

Love Dirlc:o 

March 19, 1991 
Dear Dan, 

P.O. Box 7661 
Missoula, MT 59807 

Editor's Note: I 
visited Dirk Lee at 
his studio apartment 
early last summer 
and found him to be 
as true to his ideals 
as ever. Dirk's 
artistry is as awe
some as ever--he can 
carve 
woodengravings 
from life. He also 
carves slate, marble 
even granite! He has 
a beautiful 
Vandercook produc
tion proof press so 
he can produce rme 

printing. 

My son at college called and said he 
needed $560 for 1) Room deposit, 2) car 
repair, 3) car insurance, 4) Grateful Dead 
concert in Albany, NY, 5) food. 1 became 
deeply depressed .... 

Re: War & yellow ribbons. 1 also write 
fantasy/horror & SF for a few magazines 
and 1 receive inspiration by meditating on 
our leaders, from Nixon through Bush. (I 
also used Dan Quayle for comedy.) Pan of 
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me seeks revenge for our hostages and 
murdered innocents and part of me is 
repelled by our human penchant to kill 
for ideas - economic, religious, political 
et al ad nauseum. I keep wishing that we 
only killed for food, like other animals. 
Perhaps it is a genetic weakness, but it 
has been going on for a very long time. 
Insanity does not depend on one's 
political party, cruelty does not depend 
on one's religion, injustice does not 
depend on one's economic system. 
Perhaps Mankind is only an experiment 
- a chemical reaction that will slowly 
end of its own accord. Maybe that is one 
reason for poets to exist - to chronicle 
the event 

And yet we can laugh! I have just 
learned that a dyslexic atheist doesn't 
believe in IX>G! 

Richard Davignon 
55 Winterset Drive 
Chatham, MA 02633 

March 25, 1991 

Dear Mr. Struckman: 

My name is Leslie Makara, and I am a 
rank beginner. Actually, I am a closet 
poet who has a large shoebox filled with 
poems, essays and the beginnings of 
many novels. I've taken a year off from 
real life to fmd out if there is any 
audience for all the stuff I have written 
over the years. I figure that if I am 
obsessed enough to keep writing every 
day of my life, then I should probably try 
to make some money doing this. So I am 
submitting some of my work to you to 
see if you are interested in publishing it 
I read in the 1990 Novel and Short Story 
Writer's Market that you have a bias 
toward humor, SO I am including both 
some light verse and some work that is 
more typically my style. I have enclosed 

a SASE for any reply that you might have. 
Thanks for your time. 

Sincerely, 
Leslie Makara 
1304 Driftwood 
Bozeman, Mf 59715 

March 25, 1991 

Dear Dan, 
I was anxious to repond to your inquest 

into George Bush. I am part of that 9 
percent still bright enough to �o� �tte�. 
Now if arrogance stood for cntena 10 ratlng 
a president I am afraid I would have to 
follow the pack in believing no one has 
served this country more gallantly, or it: 
lying determined greatness, I guess I might 
be the first one in line at the polls, but as one 
not easily sucked in by cockiness and 
fibbing, I reserve my favoritism for another 
day. 

Wayne Kasper 
308 South St 
Warrensburg, MO 64093 

February 23, 1991 

Dear Dan ... 
We are just winding up the Proyecto 

Arcacio of the Chiapan Coastal plains, 
packing up all the cool stuff we found 
for transport up to the museum in San 
Cristobal de las Casas. 

I sort of stumbled onto this project as I 
was traveling and was hired as a crew 
leader. Every day we would get up 
and drive to a river that comes down from 
the Sierras and crosses the coastal strip to 
the Pacific. Once at the river we split into 
groups and walked down different portions 
of the river and examined the cuts made by 
the river for 
buried archaeological sites. We eventually 
found about 50 sites and we walked about 
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350 kin in 20 rivers. We also found plenty 
of snakes, crocodilos, birds in a plethora of 
colors, and large hairy insects. The people 
we met were usually real friendly but rather 
shocked by the presence of a group of 
gringos walking in the river. When we 
asked how far it was to the next town they 
would urge us to get out of the river and 
walk on the road which led straight to 
town rather than continue on the meandering 
river. What we were doing was incompre
hensible and as we walked away we would 
hear uncontrollable laughter. Daily we 
would meet someone who would bring us 
food from their plots of land: watermellon, 
bananas,cacao, sugarcane, oranges and 
strange things too. 

The rumors around here about us are 
pretty crazy. One is that we are refugees 
from the war. Another is that we are 
looking for gold. And everyone asks why 
George Bush thinks he is Papa del mundo. 
We have yet to dispeU the rumors or answer 
the George question to anyone's satisfaction. 

On monday we leave to San Cristobal for 
a week and then I'm free to continue my 
trip. I'll head south to Guatemala for a 
while then North to the Yucatan. Home in a 
month or two. 

Hope everyone is well and out on bail. 

Charles Angel 
Alvaro Obregon 
Mexico 

. 

Charles' new address is: 
128 E. Johnson 
Madison, WI 53703 

January 10, 1991 
Hello Dan, 

How's everything down south in the 
Billings banana belt? We've had exactly 
one day in the past 3 1/2 weeks where the 
temperature climbed above zero. Builds the 
constitution. About 4 inches of snow are on 
the ground 

which will supply some needed moisture, 
but we need to witch in a good deal more. 
The subsoil is completely depleted. 

To catch and hold snow on the fields, we 
do tricks like strip-cropping, leave stubble, 
and plant barrier strips. The winter moisture 
is very important in the over all picture. 
Making the transition from conventional to 
organic farming is difficult One learns 
mostly by experimentation and from other 
farmers' experiences. Each farm does have 
unique properties which must be identified 
and worked with. 

The two main concerns are fertilization 
and weed control. We're working with crop 
rotations, legumes and timely cultivation. 
Some things are out of your control such as 
rain and markets. 

There is exciting new research into the 
ENERGY in plants and soil. You can 
measure this with a refractometer in terms of 
"brix" in the plant tissue and then make 
adjustments in fertilization to raise the brix. 
Healthy high brix plants resist insects and 
disease so you don't have to use pesticides. 

Are you in touch with Mark [Fryberger]? 
Did you know hisjlouse actually holdS up 
Mount Sentinel? Some kind of tonal 
alchemy he practises which projects twelve 

. �3J.' laser fractal,S mto. the mass of the , 
geological substructure. Otherwise that 
sucker would come right down on top of 
campus. Splat Keep playing those blues, 
Mark! 

Winter activities here include reading, 
writing, listening to music, chopping 
firewood, walking across the ti:ozen 
tundra. Have several new poems .... 

Why don't you do a future issue of TPW 
featuring all Montana writers? You'd have 
to do some work to roust out enough live 
bodies to fill an issue, but it seems like a 
noble effort. I'd contribute. 

Think about it. 

Gordon Simard 
P.O. Box 1557 
Sidney, MT 59270 
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Note: Later we received another letter 
from Gordon. 

20 August 1991 

Hello Dan, 
Am putting the combine to rest for the 

winter. Harvest complete, results mixed. It 
was a glorious moist spring and summer. 
Ample rains (for the first year since '86) 
brought forth verdant pastures resplendent 
with wild flowers and fat, full heads of 
grain. My wheat yields were tempered by 
the 3 H's: 'hoppers, hail and Hessian flies. 
But we have survived to plant again. 

... And the work of the hand fmds a balance 
with the work of the heart and spirit 

I won't be content unless you give a report 
of Peter Koch's Billings lecture in the next 
PW . I'm working on a revelation about the 
blues, so save space in a future issue. 

How was your summer? I've had my 
camel on a painful diet so we might navigate 
that eye-of-the-needle. 

Gordon Simard 

Lame Deer News and 

Book Report 
by Dan Struckman 

The Northern Cheyenne do not have a 
hospital, not even a high school, even 
though we are talking about a people with a 
distinct culture, language and history. 

According to a citizens group in Lame 
Deer, Native Action, the Northern 
Cheyenne have been trying for 25 years to 
get a high school. Last January the group of 
Cheyenne flied petitions with the county 
superintendents of Big Hom and Rosebud 
Counties to establish their own high school 
district. (The reservation straddles the 
boundary of both counties. The county seat 
of Rosebud is Colstrip, dominated by the 
huge coal strip mines and power plant, and 

the seat of Big Hom is Hardin, with a city 
park named after General Custer. (A Crow 
friend of mine can remember when a bar in 
Hardin had a sign, "No Dogs or Indians.") 

Both counties denied the petitions. The 
Cheyenne are appealing to the state 
superintendent of public instruction, Nancy 
Keenan. 

Northern Cheyenne high school students 
have a dropout rate of 40 percent at the 
white schools. Currently students are bused 
40 to 158 miles roundtrip each day to the 
four area high schools. According to Gail 
Small, spokeswoman for theLame Deer 
group, every Indian reservation in Montana 
has its own high school district except the 
Northern Cheyenne. And in spite of the state 
constitutional guarantee to preserve Indian 
cultural integrity, none of the off-reservation 
schools teach Cheyenne culture or language 
or employ Northern Cheyenne teachers. 

The petition for a public high school is 
favored by 84 percent of Cheyenne 
reservation residents, Small says. 

Books Received 

Alice's Co mix & Stories by Richard 

Davignon available from Richard Davignon 
for $2, Full-Court Press, 55 Winterset Drive, 
Chatham, MA 02633. Richard's poetry was 
in the last Portable Wall , remember? 

Potato Eyes a journal of poetry, fiction, 
reviews and art, purports to be a twice
yearly journal giving voice and vision to 
creativity along the Appalachian Chain, 
from Alabama to Quebec. Nightshade Press, 
P.O. Box 76, Troy, ME 04987. 
Subscriptions $9!year, $16/2 years, single 
copy, $4.75. Not a bad looking magazine! It 
has 88 pages, perfect-bound, you 
aficionados of print, and the cover is on 
heavy laid stock. 

Mark Fryberger lent me a copy of The 
Realist, edited by satirist Paul Krassner. No 
household should be without this. Order 
from The Realist, Box 1230, Venice, CA 
90294. $12 for 6 issues or $23 for 12 issues. 
This eight-page delight has superb stories. 

The Portable Wall 
6 



Hard Times 
by hap waymire 

Cole Foster had finally reached a level at 
which he could feel peaceful and secure. It 
was that last raise of $200,000 he had given 
himself, the one that put him up to 
$1,200,000 a year. But that peace, that 
security, didn't last, what with high revenues 
one year and none the nexL As president 
and CEO, he had to cut 150 people from the 
payroll. "My job is 
the toughest in the 
company," he had 
told the assembled 
employees. Cole 
was especially 
stressed at having to 
lay off one of his 
good friends. Cole 
was beginning to 
believe he really 
was earning his 

salary. 
Also, Cole was 

afraid of a hostile 
takeover. His 13 

percent of the stock 
had been enough to 
keep control, but 
rumors were that the 
owner of the next 
largest block of 
stock, Larry Speigal, was rallying the other 
owners in an attempt to take over. Speigal 
had never liked the way Cole ran the 
company. 

So, while Cole's security was all but 
fading and employees were being laid off 
almost weekly, he made an extra effort to 
assure himself that he was still worth his 
$1,200,000. His calculations on this matter, 
though, just helped to topple any remaining 
security he may have had. Life was not 
going to be good for awhile. He would have 
to struggle to see if he could retain the yacht 

he began purchasing after last year's raise. 
Cole sat in his office fiddling with a bunch 

of tangled paper clips. This was post
calculation fiddling, which meant one 
simple thing: He knew the price the 
company would have to pay in order to have 
him untangle the paper clips. He had 
broken down his $1,200,000 a year into an 
hourly wage based on an eight-hour work 
day. He was making $574.70 an hour and 
that came to $9.58 a minute. If he spent 10 
minutes untangling the clips it would cost 
the company $95.80 for ten paper clips. 

and accurate. 

The company 
could buy a lot of 
paper clips for 
$95.80. So 
logically, Cole 
threw the clips 
away and 
summoned his 
secretary to bring 
him a new box. 

Cole had an 
important meeting 
in the afternoon, 
one that would 
require him to make 
high powered 
decisions. He 
figured that he had 
better load his 
system with coffee 
to help him make 
the decisions fast 

Cole poured the last of the coffee into his 
cup. Now the coffee pots were empty. 
Coffee making was left to the employee 
who happened to use the last of it. 

Although Cole felt bad, that everyone 
would think that he was conceited or that he 
thought he was above having to make 
coffee, he also knew that coffee was far too 
expensive when he made iL At home, Cole 
could make a pot of coffee without causing 
inflation, but at work where he was getting 
paid some $574.70 an hour, he didn't dare 
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mess with the economics by making 
coffee. 

On his way back from the coffee maker, 
Cole chanced upon one of his workers. The 
employee recognized Cole as the president, 
but Cole didn't know the man. The 

employee was trying to make small talk with 

Cole. He was obnoxious, yet pleasant in 
tone, and obviously just trying to make a 

connection that he hoped would do him 

some good in his job and Cole didn't mind 

that He didn't even mind that the guy was 
obnoxious, but what 

started to bother Cole 
was how lopsided the 

conversation was, what 
with the man making 

maybe $15 an hour to 
Cole's $574.70. Cole 
was feeling great 

pressure to just burst in 
and say, "It will save the 
company a lot of 
money, perhaps 
eventually your job,.if 
you'll just shut up right 

now and let me get back 
to work." But instead 

he said, "It was nice to 
talk to you, but I've got 

a 3 0' clock meeting I'd 

better get to." 
The meeting did not 

go well. Revenues were 

still falling. More people would have to be 

laid off. This caused Cole to be even more 
aware of the cost involved in every menial 

thing he did. Also, he was becoming 
paranoid that other employees might figure 

out that it was too expensive to have him do 

simple little things. 
He walked into the restroom. He should 

have had a different restroom, separate, his 
own. But now, with revenues falling, and 

150 people just laid off with more to follow, 
he could take no such action as having his 
own restroom built. He pulled the toilet 
paper out and tore it off. The average salary 

of his employee� . i..lS S20,\.. 1U � ,eat, h 
thought And then he roughly cakulated 
that the company pays the average employee 
25 cents to use the toilet paper to wipe, but it 
cost the company $9.58 for Cole to use the 
paper. If someone were to use the toilet 
paper for him it would save the company 
money, and thus probably save jobs. He 

fmally decided that, if possible, he would 
wait until his lunch hour, or until after work, 

to use the restroom. 
His plan to use the restroom at lunch and 

after work worked well for 5 days. Then, on 
the sixth day he 

miscalculated. He 

should have spent the 
$47.90 for the entire 
restroom procedure, 

because he got out 

into the parking lot 
and realized he 
would not make it 
home before he had 
to go, nor could he 
make it back into the 
building. He was in 
agony. Those were 

terrible, horrible days 
for him. He knew he 
couldn't possibly wet 

his pants-a 
president just 
doesn't. So he 

walked behind an 

employee's van where no one could see, and 
began urinating on the pavement. Suddenly 

he thought he heard someone coming, so in 

a panic he quickly turned toward the van, 

spraying it. Luckily no one was coming and 
he was able to walk away from the van 

without anyone having known about the 

incident. Cole knew that the employee 
who's van he had wet would not know that 

it had been done in order to save that 
employee's job. 

Cole became increasingly skeptical that 
any duty he perfonned at work was {cally 
worth $574.70 an hour, so he stretched his 
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voice and mannerisms out so that they 
looked like they were worth $9.58 a minute. 

After dismissing 200 more employees, 
Cole made a gesture that the remaining 
employees seemed to like. He cut his salary 
by 16 percent. He was still making 
$1,008,000 a year, but at least it eased the 
pressure a little and in the week following he 
used the restroom at work seven times. 

And now, revenues are fmally up, the 
takeover has not happened (and may never) 
and some 45 employees have been hired 

back. Cole hasn't fully recovered from the 
hard times yet, but a good sign that he is 

well on his way, according to his therapist, 

is that lately he's been thinking about giving 
himself a raise. 

Mark Fryberger Looks 

For Answers to 

Big Tough Questions 
by Mark Fryberger 

1. Did the universe start with a bang? 
There is overwhelming agreement among 
cosmologists that the universe began with a 
Big Bang which led to Our Expanding 
Universe. My question is this: "Can there 

be a Big Bang if there's no one around to 
hear it?" Did God hear it? 

2. What was God doing before creating 
the universe, anyway. Well, science teaches 
us that space and time were created along 
with the universe. Therefore there was no 
"before." God was not on the clock, nor 

even just hanging out, there being no place 
to hang. I think I basically understand this. 
And yet I find myself wondering, "what the 
hell was God doing before creating the 

universe?" What if the answer is "Making a 
Hell for those who ask such 
questions"? 

3. Speaking of tough questions, the 
granddaddy of them all, perhaps, was asked 
by none other than God, according 
to the Book of Genesis: "Who told you that 
you were naked?" If you don't believe that 

this is one tough question, try it on friends 
and co-workers. 

4. Cain was probably the first to figure 
out how to field really hard questions. 
"Where is your brother Abel?" God asks. 
What is Cain supposed to say to the All
Knowing, "He went to see a man about a 
dog"? No. He answers a tough question 
with another tough question: "Am I my 
brother's keeper?" Notice that God doesn't 
answer this question. Instead God waxes 
wroth (gets pissed) and banishes Cain into 
the wilderness. In a gesture of respect for 

Cain's chutzpa, though, God provides Cain 
with a measure of protection, the mark of 
Cain, a tatoo on his left forearm reading: 
"What am I, chopped liver?" 

5. Is there life in outer space? Absolutely. 
Stardust from exploding stars has circulated 
through the universe since the earliest times. 

This dust contains small organic molecules, 
compounds containing carbon and hydro
gen, that tend to form organic polymers -
amino acids, proteins. Life is a natural 
throughout the universe. 

6. Is there sex in outer space? Without a 
doubt! Natural selection means that life will 
evolve in such a way that the fittest shall be 
fruitful and multiply. Sex means that an 
offspring will draw on two genetic pools 
instead of just one. In the mix, the fitter 
genes will be dominant, and life will keep 

on keeping on. Truly necessity is the 
mother of strange bedfellows. 

7. Are there sex therapists in outer space? 
Indeed there are. Exobiologists by no means 
agree on the probablility of other civiliza
tions in the universe, but from what I've 
read I'd say a good case can be made for 
there being about 100 planets with advanced 
civilizations in the Milky Way Galaxy 
alone. And there are at least 100 billion 
galaxies out there. As we modern Ameri
cans know, civilizations are psycho when it 
comes to sex. 

8. Will you or I ever have sex with an 
outer space alien? I'm sorry, no. In spite of 
the insistence of supermarket tabloids that 
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such close encounters are practically an 
everyday occurrence, it is not to be. It has 
been said that love is a matter of chemistry 
and sex a matter of physics, and in this case 
the physics just won't wash. Assuming that 
proxima Centauri, the star nearest our Sun, 
has orbiting it a planet of lascivious being; 
and assuming you are aboard the Voyager 
spacecraft, thrusting at 60, 000 miles an hour 
toward this planet (Priapos, let's call it): it 
will take you at least 4,000 years to get 
there. By then, wouldn't you agree, the 
thrill would be gone? 

9. Will the universe end? I'm afraid it 
will. Eventually, in an octillion or a 
nonillion years or so, we will either succumb 
to Entropy (the law that says negative slack 
tends to increase) and burn out, or we will 
be smashed back to smithereens in a Big 
Crunch as the universe collapses. This cold 
fact depresses the hell out of me. Why 
bother if it's all going to come to nought? I 
don't know, maybe e.e. cummings is right 
listen: there's a hell of a good universe next 
door; let's go. 

Still, it drives me to drink fretting about 
our Ultimate Fate. It's the toughest question 
of all...save one: 

10. "Who told you that you were naked?" 
My answer, after much gnashing of teeth, 
and following Cain's lead, has to be: "What 
am I, a rocket scientist?" 

Mindy H. Kronenberg 

STRANGE COMFORT 

All those years in the big mahogany bed 
grandma slept alone, the mattress sloping 
under her generous body, the bed frame 
huoched in perpetual guess as to when 
the boxspring would succumb to gravity. 

The bed was low like all )ter furniture, dark 
and anchored to the floor, with thick-handled 
shallow drawers that held triangles of silken 
scarves. Perfume bottles in deco glass 
sat on doilies near pictures of each of us, 

taken when we were small. In photos from 
trips 

to exotic places, her dresses were corseted 
and glittery, her hair swept up 
in a glamorous coiffure. The mirror 
would keep a simpler vision in its memory. 

When she died, we were led to a room 
below the lobby of the funeral home 
to choose a coffin. Each box was on display 
with its own name and price, lit 
from above by a recessed light 

We wandered the aisles in disbelief, 
checking 
the satin linings and the fat brass fittings, 
ran our hands over the slick wood finish 
of each carved boat that might 
cradle her last journey. 

One casket stood out plain, dark and low 
on its pedestal, a simple Star of David 
carved on the dome. This would be the one 
for her; it was strangely comforting 
to know that 

And I thought of the bed 
sloping under her dreams, the gentle snorer 
fading into peaceful breath. 
Grandma will lay there, suspended 
forever in her heavy sleep. 
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THE BIG BLOW BEFORE 
VALENTINE'S DAY 

A grim satisfaction 
in the season 

extracting its due 
a genetic 

resonance 
completed 
by the howling Hellgate 

stinging 
flesh 

with its icy touch 
crossing 
Higgins bridge 

one more time 
in the gray blast 

the angle 

my bones 
were molded 
to expect 

of sunlight 
slowly expands 

into another season 

of leafy life 

the coming 
burst 

and a renewal 
of faith 

in the movement 

d. thomas 
13 Feb 90 
missoula 

of things. 

The Portable Wall 

1 1  

Dave Thomas 

A DEMOGRAPHIC STUDY ON 
CHRISTMAS EVE, CHINOOK, 

MONT ANA, 1990 

In the Elks with its famous 
neon sign featuring 

a cowgirl 
in a cocktail 

glass 
mostly Indians hang out 
a mug of draft beer 

costs fifty cents 
next door in the Aero 

it's a few 
white guys 
just off work 

in insulated coveralls 
the beer comes 
in a plastic mug - sixty cents 

The Mint 
was nearly empty 

the mug small 
the price seventy cents 

The Pastime held 
a cheerful crowd 
the mug was larger 
and went 
for seventy-five 

the old Cozy Comer 
burned to the ground 
last summer 

and now a nearly depleted 
christmas tree lot 

of a windy 
evening. 

d. thomas 

flashes snow 
in the dying 

light 



Dave Thomas 

MISSOULA ONE MORNING IN MAY 

Soft shadows 
and a gentle 

breeze 
clouds high 
and moving fast 

bright 
blue 

defines the day 
all other color 

takes 
the hint 

the fuzz 
of last night 

haunts 
my thought 
as I walk 

trying to oxidize 
a bitterness 

that 
attends me 

the elusive weight 
of words 

not quite 
connected 

I know 
these streets 

the caress 
of this air 

the message 
is simple 

I live here. 

d. thomas 
May 'SS 
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HOW SUMMER ENDS 

In the dead quiet 
of afterwork 

when traffic 
has passed 

its peale 
but not arrived home 

and even 
yard dogs 

would rather yawn 
than bark 

you can find 
that light 
does have weight 

leaves bearing their 
green 

a moment before fall 
the football grass 

about to feel 

distant smoke 
rising 

as you reach 

cleats 

Orange Street 
bridge 

a full day 
weary 

on your back 
and aching feet 

a dream 
of crude machinery 

the perfect 
blue 
of an evening 

sky. 

d. thomas 
19 sept 90 
missoula 



Michael L. Fiedler 

Para-Qwff-ian Motion Manifesto 
(World-Waking) 

o Dhyana-Diana 

grant thou this waking thru 
thee 'Arty-miss (hearty-muse) 

newfound Quarlcart-Qwffaxt

Imaginart-Seed-Artha) thy blessing 
toward the Living One ... 

Come 

Live 

Beyond 
your means .... 

Come live 

beyond 

humorless Self-

important cock-sure Impotent war games 
Darma 
come-beyond Darma 

not Darma, and etc. ad Infinitum 
Beyond Beyond 
Come 

un-consciousness is 

the only problem - and only problematical 

if looked at unconsciously ... 
Cum Kum on 

I'd rather hear heartfelt bitter-babblings 
from the stammering pock-marked lips of 
the wastrel 

leper and pariah or the ravings of some mad 
mutant 

monkey than to be bombarded with half 

truths 

and sillogisms (sillio-gisms) spouted out by 

half-wit bigot 
priests and "pollute" -icians peripatetic 

plutocrats 

squirming in green-envy-of the Initiate 

of mysterium tremendum 
whom they can only mock and revile, as 

Aristotle, 
that Captain Hook of olde, discovered 

being aware of (one's own) "poor form" 
is only another form of "poor form" unless 
we realize 
that just waking up is not quite enough -

now drop out America -

you're the only one left 
in the "fester'n" block 
that hasn't changed your stripes 
and stars are out 
over the Kala hari, 

People, paisants are in 
to a peace of the action 
wise-ing off is no substitute 

for Pure Mind ... O come, puke up your false 
psyche, 
stand naked, look see the Irrational High 
Visions of this I-Mage 

I-Nation-as clear as heart-breath 

of Flower-King-Hawkeye Pure Blood Queen 

of all 
Gautama-Gautemala-Russo-Amerind
Austro-Afrikin-all one Taira-Terra-holy 

quetzel-Garuda 

Eagle-Pheonix-Dragon whose winged 

breadth and strength 
is as all the pillaried tormented souls 
of all of us Into-Slave-Nigger-Student
Harijain-Robots turning into free 
birds, soul birds flying free ... 
over rice-paddies and black-beand, corn

fields 
and flying over squalid belching city 
and dead and dormant cattle 

over the stench of sugar beet and the 
cataclysm 

of blooming blue-eyed orchids over rotting 
sorghum 
and braided children out-racing time and 

tide 
and flying and playing over ripe papaya 

and snow fields alight with devil splendor 

and overall witnessing the spicy de-revolu

tionary 
anti-epiphenies and the reggae-rag 

bosom bursting and beat boogie emanating 
woogishly 
and the tactical stratagems of the 

stalking Dreamers witnessing a long the 
Way 
flying home! ... 

SAT 
NAM 

The Portable Wall 
13 



The Old Fur Trapper 
by Nat Hirsh 

T
HERE is a store in Killingly, 
Connecticut - The Old Fur Trapper 
is its name. And justly earned. Its 

owner, Jacob Kronenborg, is burly and 
catches animals with his bare hands. 

When I was visiting friends in Killingly 
two months ago I had the opportunity to 
meet the brazen man. I wasn't into buying 
furs, especially. Not after I saw my best 
friend's wife break down in public after 
losing her new mink stole last year, anyway, 
but my friends told me this Kronenborg was 
a real character. An archetype, not cliche, 
and was not to be missed on a trip to 
Killingly. So the three of us, Jerry 
Donovan, Kurt Simmons and I entered the 
store one sunny New England morning, It 
had just cleared from yesterday's cold rain, 
and sure enough, we found the living. 
legend, thick arms resting on the cash 
register. 

He greeted us with a warm Paul Bunyan 
smile, a little out of place for stark little New 
England. "Hiya, gentlemen, need any 
help?" But we said no, just looking, and he 
nodded, a bit strangely, I thought Because 
at the moment he commenced his gesture of 
acknowledgement, his lip----or so I could 
have swom-curl ed up to reveal his left 
fang, just the way wolves do! It seemed so 
uivial at the moment that I barely gave it 
more than a moment's cursory shudder. 
And proceeded to look around. 

I felt bored. The place was a kind of 
claustrophobic box with various furs hung 
up, densely draping the space like a sort of 
living wallpaper, you might say. It was hard 
to pretend to browse in such a store, 
especially for me, a poor tourist when it 
comes to street shops (I don't even do much 
window shopping), so it didn't take long to 

fmd myself chatting with the iron 
entrepreneur. 

"You fellas from around these parts?" he 
asked. 

I was about to reply yes, from West 
Hartford, a mere thirty miles away, but I 
quickly realized that that would diminish 
his chance for mythmaking, so I replied 
with the next best truth, Kentucky, home of 
my nativity, where I spent about my first 
three years. 

"See anything you like?" he repeated. I 
smiled. Still looking. "Yeah I catch 'em 
with my bare hands," he said, smiling. 
"Like that lynx, right above your head." 

Right above Jerry Donovan's head. 
"Caught it right up in Canada, wrestled 

the thing right to the ground, cut its throat, 
gutted, skinned yeah, right there on the 
spot I don't waste no time." 

"You certainly don't," I said. 
"Yeah, and here's the scars from that little 

scrap," he said, lifting his coltOn sleeve up 
far enough to reveal a white mass of scar 
fiber amidst his great tan. 

"Wow," said Kurt, "that certainly must 
have been some scrap." 

"And it makes a great ladies coat if you 
just bring it to the tailor," said Jacob 
Kronenborg. "It'll cost you several 
hundred dollars if you buy it finished. Get 
it  from me, it's only seventy-five dollars." 

We looked at each other, searchingly, 
wonderin if any of us would actually buy 
it "Seventy-five dollars," said the Viking
man. "That's less than it cost me to go to 
Canada to get the damn thing." 

"Uh," I said, "where in Canada did you 
trap it?" 

"I didn't trap it," said the big man evenly. 
"I told you I jumped it and fought the 
damned thing. Scratched me up pretty 
bad." We nodded dumbly. "I caught it up 
in Manitoba. Near a town called Flin FIon. 
Border of Saskatchewan. I was in 
Manitoba. Seventy-five dollars. Could 
make a nice ladies coat or, or three nice 
scarves for the three of you. Twenty-five 
each, what do you say?" 

"Wh-what's Ain Flon like?" asked Jerry. 
"It's a small Canadian town." 
"Any nice looking ladies up there in Ain 
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Flon?" asked Jerry. 
"Yeah, there's some nice ones up there," 

said Kronenborg. "I was at a bar, the Crazy 
Duck, it was called Good music, good 
drink. The music was live, the air was 
festive, nice people ..... 

"Meet any 'killer babes' up there?" asked 
Kurt. 

"The food was great That's Flin Flon. 
But this," said Kronenborg, darkening, "is 
here. And I'm asking you if you'll buy that 
hand-caught lynx. 
Your ladies will love 
it, great scarves it' ll 
make. I'm telling 
you. Seventy-five 
dollars, now what 
do you say?" We 
thought wildly for 
something to say 
that didn't have 
anything to do with 
making a purchase. 

"Well? Hey 
buddies, don't give 
me a hard time, 
okay? Seventy-five 
bucks." We stared 
dumbly. "C'mon!" 
There was a 
tension in the air, 
unattended to by 
our dumb disposition. The fur-man's great 
bushy eyebrow began to slant meanly, 
accompanying an awful grimace. Finally, I 
spoke, pointing to a small squirrel tail 
hanging behind Kronenborg. "That-that 
tail behind you, how much is that? 

Once again, the great man lightened up 
with a generous smile. "Well, I'm glad you 
ask. Actually, it's not a tail at all. It's a 
coyote gullet. I only cut it out in the shape 
of a tail," he said, lifting it up to reveal the 
skin on the other side. He laughed. "Don't 
worry, some of my best friends get it 
confused as a tail." Then he leaned over the 
counter, as if to speak in confidence. "It's a 
real coyote's gullet Caught it with my bare 

hands on the western slopes of the Sierra 
Nevadas, I did. Gave me an awful fight. 
Yeah those coyotes can sure bite like a 
bitch. Cost me seven stitches it did.· "But," 
reposing easily, ''I 'll give it to you for only 
four-hundred and fifty dollars. It's  real 
coyote gullet The softest part of the 
damned creature. What do you say?" 
By now it had become obvious what our 
options were. Each attempt to learn about 
this heroic fellow had ushered us back into 

the same bargain
binds. I, as I'm 
sure were my 
friends, was not 
looking forward to 
a series of weasel 
ruses to escape 
wasting our 
money. 
Especially since 
the price was 
rising, fast. The 
next exit would 
have to be the 
[mal exit 

"Do you ah," I 
said, "happen to 
have any ah, 
peccary bear 
skins?" 
The others shot 

me a glance as if to say "You nut! He 
probably has everything!" 
But the great fur-man was left dumb. 

"What's  that? You mean them prickly 
desert pig things, why the hell you want one 
of them?" 

"They make great rugs, I'm telling you 
man," I said. "You were our last hope. 
We've traveled far and wide in search of a 
peccary bear skin, but since you can't fill the 
order, sir, we'll have to bid adieu. Thanks." 
The three of us took our exit and found dusk 
setting in on Killingly, Connecticut The 
sky was speckled like a Gila Monster; the 
autumn chill was on. We thought it best to 
look for a nearby inn for some chow. 
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I get busted on Easter 
by Clara Struckman 

On November 18, 1990, another high 
school student and I organized a political 
rally in Billings, Montana. The point was to 
:;reate interest in alternative energy sources 
:0 give the U.S. independance from 
foreign oil. We called the rally "Pedal for 
Peace," because six of us pulled a 
Volkswagen van with bicycles through 
downtown Billings. The rally did 
kick off an openness with those in our 
community who questioned our government, 
but it didn't seem to stimulate any discus
sion among the larger portion of the popula
tion. Several letters criticizing our actions 
appeared in the Billings Gazette. They just 
said that patriotic Americans would support 
the troops by accepting the war. But that 
isn't discussion, that is just them reciting 
government propaganda. 

I started attending the newly formed 
Yellowstone Peace and Justice 
Coalition meetings every week and aided in 
planning three more rallies. 

At the meetings, each one a potluck 
dinner, we discussed current events, 

watched informative videos and planned 
future actions. 

The day before Easter, I drove with two 
women I had met at the coalition meetings 
to Malstrom Air Force Base in Great Falls, 
Montana. We went to the Annual Easter 
Nuclear Arms Protest, sang songs, prayed, 
and people introduced themselves and some 
spoke. (There were only 30 people.) 
Intimidating MPs stood on the other side of 
a white painted line showing the Base's 
boundary. We were told not to cross it, or 
we would be arrested. I expressed interest 
in crossing, and was immediately sur
rounded by people pressuring me to cross, 
but at the same time making a point ot" 
telling me that it was my decision. I crossed 
the line holding hands with two other 
protestors. Holding hands would have 
meant something if I had known them and 

like Jm, but I didn'L The tearful song 
the crowd sang and the hugs they gave only 
disgusted me. I hadn' t  expected them to 
make such a big deal out of iL 

I was arrested, but that isn't the important 
thing, although I think I may be a felon. The 
main thing was my realizing the lack of 
dedication the members of the coalition 
illustrated. They drove to the meetings, as 
opposed to biking, walking, or taking public 
transportation, and the meetings lacked 
creativity. The speakers were weak and 
redundant. When I brought up housing 
problems that Native Americans face, the 
issue was off-handedly dismissed. The 
meetings were purely social. A chance for 

limp. white liberals to justify their inaction. 

I don't know if I had become really burned 
out, or what, but I was annoyed by these 
professionals who made time for politics on 
weekends and after five. I began to wonder 
if the fight against the never-ending 
global and local injustices was worth the 
stress and the abuse from my peers. I am 
not hopeless, but I now know how difficult 
seems to be to make a difference, and not 
just beat the water with a stick. 
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IflDDEN TREASURES 

A soft 
luxurious shawl 
is my 
defense against 
evening squall's 
chill. 
A warm cocoon, 
hand stitching 
makes; 
fabric woven 
loosely. 
So the skin 
can breathe. 
Unadorned, 
this garment 
still 
a butterfly 
touch 
on my shoulders; 
putting no noticeable 
weight on my 
back. The 
way your love 
enfolds me. 
Your wrap of 
love 
no harsh 
metallic 
fibers or 
trappings 
of showy 
fringe. Not 
discarded 
like the olive 
drab 
pins and needles 

blanket 
that, moth 
eaten, came 
unhinged. 
Your love is 
a palpable thing. Tho 
unembraced 
I know you 
pretend. 
It's like 
the gems 
you try to 
hide from me 
are 
sown 
into a hem. 

Pamela Marie 

CLOUDY DAYS 

Pamela Marie 

The master counterfeits of lifes' 
Comical assertion is so 

Farfetched, as to mesmerize 
Mundane biased witnesses, 

On these cloudy days emanating 
Untreasured dark hours. 

They do not fall prey to ominous 
Cumulus intonations of 

Pain-in-the-neck sobriety; 
Indeed, royally harlequinade 

Everydayness of life. 
Patho's petty tyrants prove 

Hook to hedonists lure is 
Easier on cloudy days. 
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Ray Mizer 

Let the Chips Fall 

I speak this poem to you now 
Whether either 
Is ready or not. 
It's for you, old timer, 
Sitting there holding on for dear life 
To your parked bench 
Tossing popcorn and peanuts 
To pigeons and Squirrels. 
Word stuff is strictly for lazy sissies 
You always thought. As a young lumberjack 
You were tough as a dry hickory chip. Strong. 
"Talk is cheap," you would say. "Get out and do. 
Do something that tests you. Work like a man. 
Just give me an ax and a saw and get out of my 
way." 

So OK So what's in the kitty now, chip launcher, 
Now that bones are brittle, joints stiff, muscles 
soft? 
No more climbing spikes for you, buddy. 
No more back-breaking days on the crosscut. 
Shift the Mail Pouch to the other cheek 
And tell me a life-slice story. Better yet, 
Say me a poem. He stared at me silently, 
Steadily as he could with a shaky head 
Till I looked and walked away. Like you, 
I've heard that eyes are the windows of the soul. 
That day I dared a quick look through his 
windows. 
The room was empty, and dark as a cave. 
He spent his life in the woods, and bought 
sawdust 

That night he told a mess-mate at the mission: 
"Met a crazy man in the park today. 
Asked me to say him a poem. Can you beat that! 
They ought to put loonies like that away." 
And they do, old chop stick. They do. Far away. 
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Kathleen Taylor 

when a poet slashes 

her wrists 
opened wide 
as canyons 
yawning 
red satin rivers 
like alphabet soup 
words exit 
her veins 
the letters 
aU a-jumble 
in free flowing 
red plush. 

her eyes 
still as 
black beads 
set in a doll's head 
frozen in time. 

her mouth 
stinking of 
sour life gone 
stuck in place 
open 
open 
the scream 
still dripping 
down her chin. 

all the dying 
childrens' cries 
are muffied 
in her ears. 
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THE GAZEBO 
by Evan Williams 

You do not understand. This is • clean and 
pleasant cafe. It is well lighted. 1De light is very 
good and also, now, there are shadows of the 
leaves. 

-Ernest Hemingway 

I
T was still cold ou�ide, with much 
snow on the ground. This time of year 
the sun remained low in the sky, but it 

rose higher each day. The sun shone 
through the windows onto the floor, and 
inside it was warm. She was sweeping the 
floor in the warm sunlight 

Her sweeping was rhythmic, salutary. 
She looked around the room. The gazebo 

was finished at last It had taken her two 
years to complete, and she had done it all 
herself. The gazebo was small, octagonally 
shaped, with a stone foundation and a stone 
porch, and a peaked eight-sided cedar roof 
with a weather vane at the top. Each wall 
contained a large window to let the sun in. 
The roof extended over the windows to 
cover the porch, and the porch was 
continuous around the room. 

There were no gutters. The snow on the 
roof had melted, and the runoff had eroded a 
trench into the ground snow. The trench 
went all the way around the gazebo. 
Whenever she approached the gazebo she 
would see only the windows and the roof. 
But when she reached the lip of the trench 
she would see the fine red stone of the 
octagonal porch. Each day the trench grew 
a little wider. 

She had built the foundation and the porch 
from local andesite, of a peculiar red variety. 
This had taken the longest time of all, 
selecting the stones, cutting them to size, 
and carrying them to the site by hand. She 
had brought the lumber from a local mill. 
The glass windows she had to travel to the 
city to purchase. The glass doorknobs, and 
the weather vane, she had stolen from an old 

m nsi",, :" th� lalley. She had 
commissioned a small bronze plaque for the 
door, which read: 

Kimberley's Gazebo 
Come ID 

While she was building the gazebo, she 
must have neared a loss of conviction. The 
obsessiveness of it The hard work. Perhaps 

she had only wanted a place where she could 
go and sit and watch from for awhile. 

She was sweeping the gazebo. After so 
much hard work the gentle sweeping 

motions must have come easier. Or perhaps 
she was too tired to care; she paused 
frequently to rest against the broom, and 
watch through the windows. 

The gazebo was a place to watch from. 
She stood behind the glass, and watched the 
pleasant surroundings. She did not go out to 
the beautiful place i�lf, but merely 
watched. There was a pleasant detachment 
to watching from within the gazebo. 

The gazebo was without plumbing, or 
electricity. It had no mailbox. It had no 
bed. The gazebo was not a place for 
sleeping. She could not just flop there any 
time she wished. That was not the idea She 
would sleep elsewhere. She watched, here. 

On such cold days the gazebo suffered for 
lack of a wood stove. The stove had been 
too heavy to cart in by herself. Even if she 
had installed the stove, though, it would 
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have functioned poorly. The gazebo was too 
airtight to assure the necessary draft. And 
there was no chimney. There was no wood 
cache. These were not oversights on her 
part; rather, these too were among the things 
that no proper gazebo would have. 

It was a place to watch from. To this end, 
she should have equipped the gazebo with a 
comfortable chair, and a pair of binoculars 
or field glasses, and a stand to rest them on. 
She could have placed them in the center of 

the room, or, in nice weather, she could have 
moved the chair out to the porch. The chair 
would have to have been 
lightweight. It would 
have needed metal casters 
to protect the floor. 

Strangely, then she had 
furnished the gazebo 
without a chair. All there 
was, in the center of the 
room, was an antique 
Edison-brand phonograph. 
The phonograph was a 
large upright model, with 
four claw legs and a 
vaulted mahogany lid. On 
the side of the Edison was 
a brass hand crank. The 
phonograph had a built-in 
record cabinet She had 
found only a few battered 
recordings to play, for the 
Edison Company had been defunct for 
years. She had Stravinsky's Rite of Spring, 
a collection of piano compositions by Scott 
Joplin, two Schubert quarters, a few 
recordings of the great Caruso and the two 
books of preludes by Rachmaninov. Also 
inside the cabinet was a guest register and a 
supply of sharpened pencils. Aside from the 
phonograph, the room was empty. 

The phonograph did not belong in the 
gazebo. It was bad enough that the gazebo 
lacked a chair. The presence of the 
phonograph made it even more wrong. But 
this may have been intentional; when she 
fmished sweeping, she set the broom against 

one of the windows and she lay prone and 
relaxed upon the floor, resting her cheek 
against the sunlit wood, caressing that 
smoothness with her fingers. She listened to 
the Scott Joplin records. 

Sparsely furnished, the room might have 
appeared barren. But the phonograph, with 
its square sides and vaulted lid, standing in 
the middle of the swept oak floor, gave the 
room a tidy appearance, and an atmosphere 
of expectation, of welcome. If she had 
added any furnishings the singular effect 
would have been lost and the room would 

have appeared cluttered. 
She lay upon the floor; 

there was the color of her 
dress, and of the lightness of 
her skin, her hair. The 
sunlight fIlled the room with 
a spatial presence, but it 
hesitated to interfere. 

There was thus an ordered 
arrangement to this space, 
separate and enclosed. It 
succeeded in a minimalist 
way, as if begrudgingly. 

When she finished 
sweeping the gazebo, she 
stepped out to sweep the 
porch. The sun had risen as 
high as could be expected 
that day .. Around the gazebo 
the bank of snow had 

decayed into mush. It made a trickling 
sound as it melted. She could hear it above 
the stiff noise of her broom. 

She returned inside, and placed the broom 
by the door. She put on the Rachmaninoff 
record, removed her shoes, and danced to 
his preludes. 

The contact of her bare feet upon the 
exposed wood made a light sound, scarcely 
audible over the music. She had left the 
floor bare, unfinished. She had sanded the 
floor very smooth by hand, and then swept it 
many times with a stiff broom. In this way, 
the oak had retained its original color, a soft 
pinkish tone, and a sensual feel, which 
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would have disappeared if she had polished 
the flO<X' to a cold and glassy sheen. 

Now too, pleasing shadows cast upon the 
floor. The sun shone through the branches 
outside, into the gazebo, making patterns 
that played upon the floor, from one 
moment to the next. when there was a 
breeze, the patterns were never the same. 
The record ended and she stopped dancing 
and there was just snow, melting. 

She played the other side of the record and 
listened, but did not dance. The [mal twelve 
preludes are delicate and subtle and easy to 
miss. She watched out the windows. She 
was taken far away. While she was away 
she must have thought of something sad, 
because she shed a few tears. They slid 
down her face and splashed upon the floor, 
where they were absorbed immediately, 
leaving small dark stains in the oak. She 
came back to where she stood by one of the 
windows. The music was moving carefully. 
Rachmaninoff played carefully, with a 
deliberate patience, with the patience of 
snow melting. And he played gracefully, as 
graceful as a tear, off her cheek, splashing 
upon the floor, and absorbed. She went 
away again, to a still-life color photograph. 
An arrested moment stuck on a museum 
wall, motionless, nothing happening at all, 
only a dim electrical ring in her head Stop. 
Come back. 

When she came back she was leaning 
against the window frame. Her forehead 
rested against the pane. She was looking 
down at the sill. 

The record ended. The sun was lower 
now. The coolness allowed the snow to fIrm 
and become icy. In the crisp air she could 
see her breath, even inside the gazebo. She 
put away the record, closed the lid of the 
phonograph, and tearing a sheet from the 
guest register, she left a note for the visitors 
to remind them to do certain things. She 
took her broom, shut the door, and sent 
away before it got too cold. 

She slept somewhere else, not here. 
# 

Print! Make Money! 
by Dan Struckman 

Last winter Peter Rutledge Koch, master 
printer, lectured at the Billings, MonL, 
Yellowstone Art Center. Don't forget 
that Peter was the fIrst of us Missoulians to 
get his own printing press. Dirk Lee and I 
both have to give Peter credit for getting us 
interested in the craft of printing. 

It was anight lecture and Penny and I 
entered through the back door. There was 
Peter, looking just a bit more like a 47-year
old with his short hair - a bit of gray, { 
maybe, but only a bit. 

Peter hadn't lost any of his charisma and 
he was glad to see us. He had just fInished 
entertaining the board of directors of the 
Yellowstone Art Center. He looked tired. I 
could overhear Peter making a deal with a 
bearded man from Bozeman for a copy of an 
ancient book that had some writing by 
Peter's grandfather, an early Montana 
explorer and trailblazer (after whom is 
named a mountain near Bozeman). 

In the same room that had recently held a 
priceless collection of Rembrandt etchings 
Peter gave his lecture and slide show. The 
room would hold about 50, but maybe half 
that many attended. How many people in 
Billings are interested in typography? 

The interest does not dwell in typography, 
of course, but in Peter and his epic journey 
that began in his senior year as a philosophy 
student at the University of Montana in 
Missoula. Peter's senior paper consisted of 
pages of typewritten: 
wordswmlswonlswooJsw<XdswooJswoolswords 
wordswordswordswordswordswordswords ... 

. 
Peter showed photographs of his maga

zme, Montana Gothic. and he explained, 
sometimes more, sometimes less convinc
ingly, what the various composite pictures 
meant. Example: a nude woman with an 
antlered head is the ultimate in attractiveness 
to a Montana man! Add to that a bottle of 
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Jack Daniels and a chance to go flshing on 
the Blackfoot... 

All that explanation got to sounding sort of 
made up, but I glanced around and noticed 
that Peter had the group's attention. They 
were almost drooling. 

The chairs were the metal folding-kind, but 
the room was comfortable otherwise. 

Peter's talk followed the theme of the 
words-words paper (or sword-sword) in that 
Peter is now producing a masterwork in the 
form of a single copy of a book that follows 
the above theme. 

He kept us entertained. He had a collection 
of innovative flne printing inCluding books 
tied together, words printed from special 
type that could be arranged to make any 
letter in the alphabet and other oddities. 

Peter has students setting type for him now 
and he has been doing plenty of fine 
printing. He has been doing some broad
sides in collaboration with such excellent 
Montana poets as Dave Thomas of Missoula 
and Greg Keeler of Bozeman. Dirk Lee 
contributed some of his amazing talent as 
woodengraver. 

Peter still lives in Berkely where he has a 
print shop and teaches courses in typogra
phy. He has two Heidelberg presses, and 
these letterpresses are the Rolls Royces of 
printing, the Les Paul guitar of publishing. 

Scott Burton 
Greybound 

What does a day mean on a bus back to 
Kenosha? 
A day is six rest stops and three swivel stool 
cafes. 
ItS two chapters of an awful book and a 
woman with V-05 aerosol hair, 
The Grand Tetons at 65 M.P.H. and a soldier 
with gum stuck to his pants. 
A day is all this thinking sbout, "Just what 
did I expect to happen anyhow?" 
and a bus driver with way too much pride in 
his job. 

It smells like a TV dinner in here, warmed 
over and stagnant. 
The air smells like burnt toast. 
I can't shake this itchy feeling like the 
scenery is changing 
but we're not really moving. 
Unconsciously, I rock in my seat to help us 
get there just a little faster. 

I seem to always be flrst in line to get off the 
bus and I don't  know why. 
If I meet one more waitress named "Gladys" 
who calls me "honey," 
or browse through one more knickknack 
shop 
I 'll put my head through a window. 
"Stand behind the yellow line until we come 
to a full and complete stop young man!" 
"Yes, mein fuhrer," I think to myself. 
What does he mean full and complete stop? 

Its my fault really. 
I went looking for the real world and realized 
Greyhound doesn't stop there ...  
nobody does. 
I suppose, when you're looking that hard for 
something, eventually 
you should decide what you're looking for. 
But I do wonder about these other people. 
ItS not even a question of money for them. 
Greyhound is a way of living; 
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an attitude for people who look at life 
tIuough greasy spectacles. 

I can't even discuss a bus trip in terms of 
tim� 
only in terms of getting there. 
But some people, some people are content 
riding; 
wearing polyester stretch pants and pointing 
at stars' homes. 
Marrying the rust person that comes along, 
saving their money so that, someday, they 
can "live it up." 
I think, somehow, those people are 
particularly blessed. 

Eventually, I will go home. 
Mom will be glad to see me. 
Dad will stand around and act 
uncomfortable. 
Again, I'll see the web metal arch over the 
train tracks, 
the sparsely populated downtown on early 
Friday afternoon. 
I'll have a cold Wisconsin beer and talk like 
I never left. 
They'll ask me about my trip and what it 
was like out there. 
Struwve will pipe in, ''Good to see you back 
glory boy ... nice tan." 
Sarcastic jerk. 
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Mary Hate Jackson 

Siaanju Applied to Love 

Flight and 
pursuit 
battle of 
the sexes 
Yang and Yin: 

forget them. 

Do not push 
but seem to 
be pulled 

Like a hawk 
over hills 
like mist 
rising from 
the ground 

MIA 

Mary Hale Jackson 

They will tell you 
about him, at last. 

Tighten yourself for 
the blow, followed 
by a stranger one: 

freedom. 

He is free this long time: 
sunken in the paddies, 
hidden in the jungles. 

Let him go. 

He is part of the land 
he fought in. 



Richard Amidon 

At Random 

Hurled from random wounds, 

We bump into each other also at random, 

call it 

Sex, maybe love, and though 

It's just my way of thinking: almost 

everything 

Happens at random. 

The run in your best pair of nylons 

You own: the retarded molecules inhaled by 

Your best friend Don, who's just been told 

He has leukemia; the five-year old boy 

Who, against his mother's will, crosses 

Main Street 

For the first time, closes his eyes, 

Counts to three, runs, and makes it 

unharmed. 

The bitter blind woman who, born with salt 

In her eye sockets, finds pleasure in cussing 

at mutes, 

And is lucky enough to come across one 

each day. 

There are days, many of them lately, 

When I never notice how lovely the 

sidewalk is, 

Only how I could trip over a bump at any 

given moment; 

How the driver of a 1964 Impala could die 

at the wheel, 

Leap the curb, crush me against the 

Hallmark brick. 

Today is one of those days. Crossing a 

downtown street 

In rush hour traffic is made possible only 

with the help of 

Luck, and with the hand I hold, your hand, 

Found at random when reaching out for the 

end. 

Kathleen Taylor 

I could Not Believe 

I could not believe 

that I would never 

see you again. 

I could not believe 

that I would never 

kiss you again. 

I could not believe 

that we would never 

lie together and 

make love. 

I could not believe 

that you would vanish 

from my life 

as quickly 

as you appeared 

in it. 

I could not believe it 

when I saw you again. 

I could not believe 

the pull of yor eyes 

and how my cheek leaned 

toward your shoulder 

with a mind of its own. 

I couldnot believe 

it when you were gone again 

as quickly and easily 

as the instant I saw you. 

I cannot believe how easily 

I now believe that I will 

never again 

in my life 

see you. 
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YOU TOO CAN OWN A MIRACLE 
FOR ONLY $19.95 (SORRY NO 
C.O.D.'S) 

Oh, friends, I can see you out there, I can 
feel your hurt. 
[ think my underwear's too tight. 
I want you, right now, to come and put your 
hand on your television set, right 
where You see mine. 
Fools. 
I want us to have a point of contact. 
[fyou' ll do tlult, you' ll do anything. 
I want a new house everything to be right in 
your life. 
I want to put an end to your suffering, and 
God willing, I will do that right now. 
But don' t  forget, ladies and gentlemen, God 
does not dea l  with post-datedfoUT party 
Checks. 
I see a woman out there, 
[ see a woman in here too. 
Who has chronic colitis. 
Lord, does she have nice legs. 
Are you listening, woman, are you listening 
out there? 
Hey honey, how about you and me after the 
show? 
I want you to keep your right hand on the 
television screen, and at the same time 
I Want you to try and touch your colon with 
your left 

Jesus, ifwe don' t  go to commercial soon, [ 
thinlc f'm going to wet myself. 
Now, l know that's uncomfortable, but, keep 
in mind, The Lord works in 
mysterious Ways. 
If you're sitting in fronl of your television set 
with your hand up your ass, you 
need a psychiatrist, not a reverend. 
Now, let's recite the prayer of healing 
together 
bark like a dog/or me, bark like a dog 
Oh, dear Lord, heal this woman, let her 
give,give,give life again 
In the peace and love that is Your Almighty 

Grace. 
Ok, let's see. Head bowed, arms 
outstretched and 1 and 2 and .. .  

Jay Hopler 

She's healed! She's healed! Good God 
Almighty, she's healed! 
Syndication here I come! 
Ladies and gentlemen, as I have just helped 
you, you must help God. 
f' m on a roll now. 
Now is the time for you to get your wallets 
out and dig deep. 
Oh, here it comes, here it comes. Ebb and 

flow, ebb andflow. Artful Dodger in 
the Fifth at Santa Anita. 
All the proceeds will go directly to me the 
starving children in Africa, as well as 

our Other, very worthy causes. 
Like a new silk nighty for my wife's sister. 

So brothers and sisters, before I go get 
drunk I would like to leave you 
penni less and Destitute with a brief word of 
hope. 
May all your days bring me you happiness 
and may you 
Always be generous with The Lord. 
The Lord who will do so much for you, if 
you only fork over all your cash cash 
cash Believe. 
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Wayne Kasper 

Redman 

I'll never know that we're kin 
other than the fact that 
the first time I found, uncharred, 
an arrowhead I found three. 
I tried to learn Cherokee . .. 
those two conections 
never meant all that. 

Realists, romantics, transcendentals 
paid you heed, but for the value 
you received, "Go away if unrest 
is easy. Venture and let me rot." 
Shake bone necklaces. 

Tilling the ground 
teach birdcalls. 
List meat "Forgotten Strung." 
"Victory" an invention laid to rest 
There goes a word talked about 
yet never lent itself to a title ... 
unless you count boxing. 

Timing 

Have played golf in darkness 
with plenty of balls, 
caught a good buzz 
then came the fuzz: you can't 
be american if you got an idea, 
broke, with no grub, can't 
swing a club when 
you're on the ground .... Friends, 
they know goodbye: see it in them 
later, by wife and child, 
tear1ess trio waving hymn. 

Brother takes you beforehand 
to the concert hall (of dignity.) 
Small crowd gathered 
waiting in the pretty evening ... 
for a ticket to the last train: 
moment of glory. 

Fire up with new freinds 
playing it straight 
till I arrive, happy for a change. 

Then wander to a back door 
where out of the light stood 
Arlo Gutherie the day after 
Steve Goodman 
had died. 

He could do without the high 
from past times we'd met 
so I passed on a blue arrowhead 
for sentiment 

"See you on down the line" 
was what he attempted to say. 
I told him "Laws were tough, 
and I might never get out of rough." 
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Ronald Edward Kittell 

THE HUNGER 

the TV centers in on 
a juicy hamburger 
blinks thru 2 more 
culinary commercials 
then resumes its 
regular postnatal 'programming 
my guts growl 
my buds bloom 
my lips leak 
& as the lamps scream 
with light & the wall 
peel their skin 
the floor yawns & 
swallows me whole 
down a stairwell 
of broken teeth 

the fridge is 
a cold empty cell 
the cupboard 
nothing but dust & the 
vacant parallel slots 
in the top of the toaster 
between the 2 indicate that 
the other = the other 
in other words: ZILCH! 
& there isn't a man 
alive anywhere who 
hates grocery shopping 
more than me. 

The Portable Wall 
27 

Coyote 

Coyote. 
Trap. 

Leslie Makara 

Jaws snap. (jaws snap) 
Gnaw, gnaw, 
Coyote tracks 
(less a paw) 
lead away. 

Leslie Makara 

Calling All Animals 

I have tried not to be a mouse in 
your presence 
but when my fur touches your 
cerebral monument 
I will be crushed by thought 
unless I have a mouse to run for 
me. 

Someday I will answer as a lion 
matching your voice 
but only when I am sure 
I can last until the end of the battle. 

I will need many weapons 
I will call all the animals 
I will walk like an animal. 



Barbara Levitt 

Dodging Dogs 

Slinky cat 
Slipping past 

Slanted eyes 

Sideways cast 

Silver whiskers 

Subtle smile 

Silently feet 

Sneaky retreat 

Futility 

Steamshovels digging 

in one place 
Moving the dirt 

to another place 

Fast Food 

Hamburgers to the right 

Hamburgers to the left 

French Fries rising in revolt 

Salad tossed aside 
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Natalie Sudman 

Black Angus 
Yellow tags flop like the 

rhinestones 
she makes for the phantoms of 

high society 
more beautiful for the lack of 

fractions 

jewels crack light into. 

Numbers and symbols are 

burned 

onto their black flanks 

furry for winter, squares of 

flesh 

decorated for market 

or for the symphony S unday 
afternoon 

Natalie Sudman 

April 
I woke up this morning 

like a rose growing 

in the red rock cleft 
above Denver in 1986, 
four hours lost and 
years skipped like Arkansas 

which doesn't exist 
he's got his hand 
roving on my hip talking 

hard and laughing 

climbers dangling off the red 

rock off to the left of the cleft 

and I'm in love. 



Diane Webster 

NOT THE WHEELCHAIR 

It's not the wheelchair that catches my eye, 
but the legless trousers flapping like flags 
as he speeds the sidewalk highway. 

When I was a child, 
Mom took me to the store. 
As fat lady commanded the aisle. 
I was intrigued by the globules of skin 

dangling from her ears 
like natural skin tone earrings, 

how she could put on dresses 
and iron them with her body. 
How many people could fit in her 
underwear? 
Where did she buy her brassieres? 
What was her husband like? 

It' s not the wheelchair 
but the beckoning trousers. 
Does he buy 34 longs for the fun of it? 
Why doesn't he tuck them under? 
Wouldn't  shorts be cheaper? 

GHOST OF A CHANCE 

Never 
touch th� phantom 
limb, always feel five toes; 
wiggle, squiggle, squish in mud ...  run 

footprints. 

Todd Struckman 

The Bachelors 

I was born in your pillow and had lived 
there 
until late one rainy night 
I gathered up my tools 
and took one last look around 
before locking the door 
and moving up your hair. 

Somewhere near your shoulder I had to stop 
to calm my racy breathing 
and look up to plan a climbing route 

That's when I saw your ear 
with its cozy round door 
and porch large enough for summer parties. 
So I moved in 
with my bag of bright instruments 
nipping and scooping out some living room 
in your soft waxy flesh. 

Several years later on a dream-stroll 
you came whistling down 
the tunnel from your ear drum 
and had an afternoon snack 
in my carved parlor. 

You stayed a while and we remembered 
how on nights too hot to sleep in 
I'd step out to admire the moonlight view 
and she'd roll under my gaze 
and find your lips with hers 
before settling back into sleep. 

After staying up too late 
we staggered through the dirty tea cups 
and stood eye to eye over the sink 
and remembered the pioneer of your ear 
and the Q-tips sweeps and ear-drop floods. 
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Linda Wasmer Smith 

The Young Woman Who Lived in a 
Shoe 

There was a young woman who lived in 
a shoe, 
Who had so many children, she didn't 
know what to do. 
She thought she'd found love with a man 
who spent nights, 
But when she got pregnant, that boy took 
a hike. 
She thought flipping burgers would pay 
for a roof, 
But child care was scarce, so she soon 
got the boot. 
She thought she'd make bucks on some 
crack in a deal, 
But the guy who supplied her was really 
a heel, 
Who forced her to wander the streets 
turning tricks, 
While he and his buddies were getting 
their kicks. 
She tried once to leave, but was beat 
near to death, 
So she and her kids learned to take other 
steps. 
She fed them on food stamps and lived 
on the dole, 
And taught them to make do with holes 
in their soles. 
Then she gave them some broth without 
any bread, 
And she whipped them all soundly and 
put them to bed. 

Curly Locks, Stock, and Barrel 

Curly locks! Curly locks! wilt thou be 
mine? 
Thou shalt not wash dishes, nor yet feed 
the swine, 
Nor hustle for commissions, nor hand 
customers a line, 
Nor hassle over daycare plans, nor 

haggle with a boss 
Harassing you for favors (and if you 
don't come across ... ), 
Nor fiU your pretty noggin up with profits 
and with loss; 
But spend your days adorning the split
level of your dreams, 
And sit on a cushion, and sew a fine 
seam, 
And feed upon strawberries, sugar, and 
cream. 

Meddling 

You dirty rats, you meddling fools, 
you finks, you gerbilic jerks, you scum, 
you Merriams, banner-tails and Ords, 
you kangaroo rats: DO YOU KNOW 
WHAT YOU'VE DONE? 
Desertification is what it is called, 
your Rommelesque war against the grass. 
You've brought the Chihuahua Desert 
north. 
You've wrought destruction in your path. 
You've eaten the seeds of annual plants 
that sprout and bloom just after rain. 
You've dug up the roots of perennial 

grass 
as you scratched for seeds. You've 
changed the plains, 
but lucky for us, the ranchers are 
scrambling 
to build little fences to stop your 
meddling. 

Seismic Signs 
(It's Not Your Fault, Iben Browning) 

1. The snake is rattling. 
2. The folk are rattled. 
3. CAUTION 
4. Reelfoot Lake is bubbling upward. 
5. HAZARD 
6. Sandbar fish are swimming for deep 

water. 
7. WARNING 
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8. The Mississippi River is flowing 
backward. 
9. DANGER 
10. Earthwonns are wiggling from the 
ground. 
1 1 . ALERT 
12. Kroger Supennarket is sold out of Sparn. 

How much could these signs and 
portents be worth? 

As much as a scientists' publicized 
word. 

Ivon W. White, Jr. 

Endangered Species 

The great hump on his back, like Bunyan's 
sin-load, 
Seemed to press down on the shaggy head 
swinging side-to-side 
As he came 'round the comer. 

One felt as if the period of the Free-trapper 
returned 
In that presence, at once desperate and 
independent. 
Yet, there was a sense of fierce vulnerability 
about him. 

Glad to be upwind, I waited for his next 
move. 
The thick-padded shoulders shrugged, he 
scratched, 
Then stared directly at me. Time froze. 

Slowly, his mouth twitched open, he stood 
erect; 
"Can you tell me which way I go from here 
to the Mission?" 
He growled. 

Todd Struckman 

Before School One Morning 
I Met the Real Holy People 

His footsteps knocked on the stairs leading 
to my loft 

so I opened the door before He rounded 
the last twist. 
When He looked up to the worn soles of my 
hiking boots . 

He yarbled: 

TV. 

I'm cold. 
And I need a wann bed and some 

I only got 14 bucks. 
I'm really cold 

He ground the clear points of His broken 
glass teeth into His lip 

when I rattled Him back down with an 
annload of cans 

to the Alley and the Others. 

The tracks I was following over the bridge 
were His 

and as I crested the top I saw Him sitting 
on the bulldozed show fence 

looking for pennies in the gravel. 
While I picked sand out of the steel canned 
slice 

in the soft of His palm 
He let the winter wind blow exhaust into 

His lungs 
and exhaled it on Abraham Lincoln to 

wipe him clean. 

Pioneering the sidewalk trail now I saw in 
the blank slate of snow 

Him starting a fire with half-smoked 
cigarette 

thrown from rush hour traffic 
and gathering the Others around to bask 

in its heal 

So I hurried on to school. 
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William Woodruff 

HOUSE·CAT VARIATIONS 

1 

leaping, the cat lands -
scrambling, meowing, all claws -
thud, right in your lap 

2 

a fly buzzing hard 
against the window screen, 
the cat batting at it 

A crash from the den, 

a shattered vase, 

3 

and under the table the cat 

4 

muddy paw prints 
on the sofa, on t!te curtains, 
and on the ceiling? 

5 

at the mirror the cat 
sniffing a just-discovered cat 

sniffing back 

6 

beside the Buddha 
meditating on the shelf, 
the cat daydreaming 

7 

luminescent, ocher-green eyes 
staring at you, staring ... 
the cat purrs 

8 
outside, night thunder -
the cat squats in a closet: 
his primeval cave 

9 

breathing presences 
lurk in the jungle darkness, 

the sleeping cat dreams 

INSIDE A PENCIL SHARPENER 

It's scary, 
those rollers up there 
spiraling over and over 
grinding down rammed-in pencils 
and showering me 
with shavings and black powder. 
It's scary 
because some day 
when I'm out of here 
I 'll have a pencil of my own 
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Sick Day, Home with the Flu 

Leaning on my pillow, away from the office ... 
At last I understand that in the service of the state 
It is only in sickness that a man has leisure. 

In no big hurry now 
and feeling far from the world, 
I fix a gentle lunch 
of hot broth and tea, 

---Po Chu-I (722-864) 

sipping contentedly at the kitchen table. 
Later, still weak and chilled 
with fever, I sit outdoors 
on the back porch in the clear autumn afternoon. 
Wrapped in my long winter coat to keep 
from chattering, and reading a few pages 
of the Nirvana Sutra, I stop 
from time to time to blow my nose 
into a big red flowered handkerchief. 
But after a while, I can't resist any longer
Getting up, I walk out in the yard towards a patch 
of dry grass the sun has kept warm 
aU morning, and stuffing my hands into my coat pockets, 
I lie down right there stretched out 
like a bwn on the hard ground. 
And lying perfectly still, my big coat 
keeping my warm, I close my eyes 
and feel my feverish face glow in the noon warmth 
like a disk of pure light-
Falling slowly into a deep red sleep from the falling leaves, 
until I wake-my wife calling me 
from the back door 
to come inside. 
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Back in business 

Charles Angel now attends graduate school 
in Madison Wisconsin where he studies 
archeology. That may be liberal, but is it 
art? 
Jon Angel has moved to Missoula where he 
works as a printer. As ever, he helps produce 
this magazine and goes on adventures with 
us. It's liberal! It's art! 
Scott Burton of Minneapolis, has won prizes 
with his juggling. This piece is his frrst 
accepted for publication. 
Michael Fiedler is back in Missoula from 
traveling the broad world on foot, as he has 
often done. Listen well to his words. 
Mark Fryberger is our resident expert on 
most everything, including the Bible and 
sex. 
Nat Hirsh lives in Winsted, cr. 
Jay Hopler, Mountain Lakes, NJ, is a 20-
year-old college student 
Mary Hale Jackson is a retired welfare 
worker, originally from Illinois, living in 
Hawaii now. She is a grandmother who 
likes U2, weird shirts and reading and more. 
Wayne Kasper writes from his home in 
Warrensburg, MO. Look for another of his 
works in the Rocky Mountain Poetry 
Magazine , out of Gallatin Gateway, MT. 

Marcia Gale Kester has written two novels 
a book of poetry, over 1 50 poems published

' 

in the U.S. and is a native Floridian and 
mother of two. 
Ronald E. Kittell has been published in 350 
magazines, including this one. He lives in 
Auburn, Washington. All the trains go 
through there on the way into Seattle and 
that is where they kick the bums off. 
Mindy H. Kronenberg sends her poetry 
from Miller Place, NY. 
Leslie Makara, of Bozeman, MT, says she 

has filled many shoeboxes and notebooks 
with her poetry. She promises us some 
rather political, unfunny, nonfiction stuff in 
the future. 

Pamela Marie sends her poems from Port 
Aransas, TX. Her husband is a yacht 
captain. 
Joe Salerno is from New Jersey where he 
lives with his wife and three children. He 
thinks poetry ought to express more joy than 
it often does. More poets like Bill Stafford 
and Po Chu-I. 
Clara Struckman, of Billings, MT, helps edit 

her high school newspaper. She likes to 
make pottery. Ain't that liberal and art, too? 
Robert Struckman attends Sarah Lawrence 
College and visits with Kate Galambos and 
her husband once in a while. Robert is 
studying how to be a liberal artist. 
Todd Struckman is a Missoula bicycle rider, 
spelunker and student Another liberal artist 
Linda Wasmer Smith lives in Albuquerque, 
NM. 
Natalie Sudman is a visual artist who just 
recently began sending poetry to magazines. 
She lives in Bozeman, MT. 

Kathleen Taylor will soon have a book 
published by Basement Press. 
Dave Thomas is a long-time Missoula poet 
and sometimes works as a factotem or 
gandy dancer. 
hap waymire of Sacramento writes: "I make 

a living as a full-time graphic designer. I 
write fiction in an attempt to express my 
sense of humor and take a couple of jabs at 
situations that cause people discontent. I 
have not been previously published, 

although I have several projects underway 
and in the mail. 

Diane Webster sends us her poetry from 
Delta, CO. 
lvon White, Jr. lives in Billings, MT, and 
writes extensively. 

Evan Williams moved from Missoula to 
Portland, Ore. His previous work has 
appeared in Leviathan 1 1 :2 (Winter, 1984) 
and 1:3 (March, 1986).Evan says he picked 
up his copy of The Portable Wall at 
Freddie's Feed and Read in Missoula, 
Montana. 
William Woodruff lives in Pasadena, CA, 

The Portable Wall 
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Don't miss next issue! ! !  

_ c./'\1EN'S ROOM AT 
FIRST BAPTIST 

_ tfiNGRY WOMEN . 
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