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Letters & 
August 3, 1 992 
Dear Dan, 

Health Hints 

I have patiently and anxiously awaited ... [TPW] to arrive 
containing "Redman" and "Timing." Those two poems are very 
special to me, particularly ''Timing,'' because it has historical and 
biographical basis to it. It's discouraging to meet a celebrity and 
not be remembered, although I can understand why. It makes a 
person seem so insignificant and lost in the crowd, but thanks to 
you, there will always be a marker indicating that fateful night in 
1 984. Arlo Guthrie is one of the most down-to-earth guys I have 
ever met, but he covers so much of the country with his minstrel 
show, and meets so many people, that, for him to recall all those 
people he has met, after entertaining them, is just too much. I 
doubt that he will ever read "Timing" in his lifetime but that does 
not mean the poem is invisible .... everything is on record. Two 
years ago I passed on two other poems to him, through a 
messenger, that he read while waiting in his bus before a 
concert, and then I caught up with him as he was sneaking out 
the back door after the show and asked him his opinion of the 
poems. They made reference to ''fathers'' and "litter" that I think 
struck a cord with him. Funny how the poet never seems to 
know what is contained within a certain poem until connections 
are made showing how idols have made an impact on one's 
life .... 

I really enjoy The Portable Wall. It appeals to my native 
spirit I suppose ... The themes you select show your concerns 
about hollow America in this day and age. If things do not shape 
up in this vast land of ours soon ... will be all the proof left in 
showing that some ettort was being made to try to curb this 
reckless attitude now possessing the "one nation." Poetry is, 
and always will be, our printed savior. ... 

... 1 haven't found time to read the prose in the before
mentioned issue, but I have looked over the poetry. Dave 
Thomas' poetry has a nice controlled form to it. I especially like 
"A Demographic Study on Christmas Eve, Chinook, Montana, 
1 990" and its relationship to isolation while still maintaining 
glimmers of familiarity that allows the poem to escape from too 
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much barrenness. All of his poems grasp a style I feel 
comfortable with. Fiedler's poem is very busy in its make-up and 
requires more intense study than what, at present, I have 
allowed. Marie's "Hidden Treasure," with its ending, reminded 
me of "Slaughter Five." Ms Taylor's ''when a poet slashes" is a 
grim and very imaginable reality of what the poet risks. All in all, 
I really enjoyed the choices of poetry you selected. 
Wayne Kasper 
308 South St. 
Warrensburg, MO 64093 

Nov. 19, 1991 

Dear Dan, 
Thanks for lett ing me know about Hors Badorties. 

couldn't f ind Fan Man at the library, so I settled for Fata 
Morgana. Aa I read it I couldn't help wishing I had a tenth of 
Kotzwinkle's talent and creativity. Until the end. The ending was 
so lame-and overused by hack writers-I almost wished I'd 
never started the book. Still, I th ink I 'll read some others. As a 
·stylist, the man is a genius . 

... 1 was surprised at the belles lettres by Evan Williams
I didn't realize you included such things in the magazine .... 
Jim Adams 
Box 201 
Yacolt, Washington 98675 

September 23, 1992 
Dear Dan: 
... As a reader and writer, I especially admired ''when a poet 
slashes" and "I could not believe," by Kathleen Taylor. But as a 
mother, I have to admit I was most impressed by " I  get busted on 
Easter," By Clara. 
Linda Wasmer Smith 
12017 Kashmir N.E. 
Albuquerque, N.M. 87111 
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May 12, 1992 
Dan-

Seeing the latest Portable Wall in my mailbox yesterday 
was a nice surprise. You keep finding things I've forgotten I've 
written. It's nice to be included with such solid work as you've 
gotten together in this present issue [Issue #21]. Always an aura 
of old home week whenever the Wall appears but the fresh 
voices are also welcome to my reading ear. It was also a 
pleasant jolt to run into you on East Spruce (not Pine) last fall
though the general circumstances could have been more 
cheerful.. .. 

Ho! Here I am forty-five years old and still laboring in 
what Jay Rummel calls ''The dim light of obscurity." I've been 
working for a local bu ilding contractor the last couple months. 
It's more interesting than the piecemeal assembly line shit I had 
been doing. I seem to be drawing a blank to some degree 
writing wise. I guess after twenty years or so "in the crotch" 
(another Rummelism) The inertia gets to be hard to fight off and 
enthusiasm more difficult to generate. Much of what used to be 
fresh and exciting in contemporary writing has become staid and 
institutionalized. I look around at this "Montana Writer" 
phenomenon and scratch my head. 

Ah well, one of the perks of getting older is you get to be 
grouchy. There's actually still a lot going on-a lot of good 
young writers hanging around Missoula with readings going on at 
a frequency unheard of twenty years ago .... 
Dave Thomas 
Missoula, Montana 

July 7, 92 
Dan-
My friend is over for dinner and she told me she was off to a 
swim meet staying at your house. I had to write a hello and a 
promise to drop a longer line soon. Portable Wall is great. I 
always appreciate it and I must admit I rush through to see who 
has written. Mark, of course--but Larry Felton - what a rush of 
memories. Please call or drop in if you're in Missoula. 
Love, 
Jonna Rhein 
Missoula, Montana 



The Portable Wall 5 

June 5, 1992 
Dear Dan Struckman, 

... 1 was happy to see the quality of the company [my 
story, "The Men's Room at the First Baptist"] was keeping. 
Particularly pleasurable was the poetry of brYan westbrook and 
Maggie Jaffe. 

Given the "current events" slant of Issue #21, I am 
compelled to ask if you have read Ishmael by Daniel Quinn. 
Since I am a bit tired (it is three a.m. as I am writing this), please 
forgive me as I copy the following from the book's dust jacket: 
''The Turner Tomorrow Fellowship was created to encourage 
authors to write fiction that produces creative and positive 
solutions to global problems. Chosen from more than 2,500 
submissions from around the world, Ishmael is the winner of this 
prestigious fellowship ..... ln this extraordinary novel, a man and a 
gorilla embark on an intellectual adventure that will redefine what 
it means to be human. Sly, witty profound, Ishmael is a tour de 
force of the mind and spirit." 

I am certain that Ishmael must be available there in 
Billings, but should you find it difficult to come across a copy, I 
would be more than happy to send you one. I am certain that it 
is a book that would interest you. Let me know. 
Robert Weaver 
Atlanta, Georgia 

I eventually got a copy of Ishmael from the library and read 
It. Here was an Intellectually honest book that delivers on 
Its promise to unmask mother culture, that lens of bias 
through which we see the world. Like a religious 
experience, It almost gets you therel 

I did write to Mr. Quinn and sent him a copy of The 
Portable Wall #21. He sent me a poem (printed In this 
Issue) and the letter below. 

Friends, I suggest you read Ishmael. It will serve as 
catalyst for plenty of discussion and thought about that 
which must be transcended. The book Is not preachy but 
has a tone something like that of our old friend "captain 
Bummer" who was surprised we had not died In the night 
after taking some sort of exotic mind-expanding vegetable 
while camping next to the Clark Fork River. 
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November 1 3, 1 992 
Dear Dan: 
..• 1 enjoyed [The Portable Wa/� very much, but especially Jay 
Hopner's "Schnauzer Thoughts," Merie Berry's "Grackles," and 
Danny Barbare's "Money! Money !. ...... 
Daniel Quinn 
Austin, Texas 

July 1 2, 1 992 
Dan, 

• •• 1 noticed on the map [near Billings] Custer's Last 
Stand, a place I visited as a kid but which I probably wouldn't 
think about much except that my sister-in-law, who lives in 
Pennsylvania and whom we visit often, has become fascinated 
with the character and reads every Custer book she can 
get...Unlike other cult figures, I think Custer lacks any followers 
who don't think he got what he deserved. At least everyone 
agrees he's dead . 

... my impressions of the East: completely overused. 
miss the wide-open spaces of Montana (and the west in 
general}. Remember that house my family lived in  west of town? 
I once saw an elk standing out there in the prairie. We recently 
saw a deer standing by the beltway, the highway that encircles 
the District l ike a noose. But it wasn't the same. We went 
camping in a beautiful wilderness area in West Virginia, only to 
discover that it was completely man-made, having resulted form 
clearcut logging in the 1 800s. Also, some of those southern 
whites were there blaring Guns and Roses. 
Jim and Bebo Feathers 
Box 1 062 
Chesapeake Beach, Maryland 20732 

Writer's Guidelines for The Portable Wall 
1. Look at a thing carefully before you write about it. 
2. Try to make the reader see a mental picture of the thing you 
are writing about. 
3. Choose words that make sounds to support the picture and 
the emotional content of the picture you have created. 
4. Enclose a SASE for reply. 
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OUT AND ABOUT 

Today all my shortcuts 
are passable 

the snow mostly high 
on mountain 

ridges 
delightful to the eye 

no impediment 
to feet 

the brush along the river 
a raw tangle 

. as I pass by 
the fresh green of new leaves 

yet to heal 
the harsh brown 
of winter's frost 

the gravel pit 
that once was 
the Fox Theatre 

a sad reminder 
of human design 

today I am free 
from the routines 

• of ordinary labor 
and so wearing a coat too warm 
for the sun 
that has begun 
to prevail 

I walk through town 
on a mission 
of perception 

I know I'll miss 

David Thomas 
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a broken twig 

something 
crucial 

a muddy track 
an old cowboy movie playing across 

the changing 

d. thomas 
March 1991 
missoula 

Victoria Mary Grant 

Darkness 

comes 
in the aftemoon 
with dirty dishes and crumbs 
smothering hands 
muffle the air 
dissolve me atom by atom 
into a shadow 
anchored by guy wires 
thin as cobwebby strands 
untangling one by one 

four voices hold me here 
calling Mommy in the twilight 

sky. 

as they sail in from play 
unraveling the cotton candy gray 
with sparks of firefly 
to mend to a glow 
while a lone cricket pipes 
the watches of night. 
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Mark Fryberger's Cosmos 
Dan, 

Greetings from Missoula, Montana, Small Sky Country. 
We've been even more socked in than usual this winter, with fog 
and 23 days of Stage I Air Alerts. Greatly looking forward to 
spring. 

I 'm writing today with the thought in mind that this letter 
may find its way into the Portable Wall. I know you can't print 
every letter you get, and I'm sure it's difficult to decide which 
ones will be used. And I'm sure it's tough to print a letter that 
contains unkind words directed against yourseH. Much more 
agreeable is it to reproduce correspondence which is of a 
flatter ing nature. But gird your loins, 0 Publisher, and don't go 
the easy route. Don't cater to toadies who will say anything to 
stroke the publisher into publishing them! 

Just a word of warning, Dan, though I know you don't 
need it. Your judgment in such matters has always been 
exemplary. In fact, now that I think about it, your entire l ife's 
work has been exemplary, a model that's been often imitated but 
never duplicated. Your wit and charm are matched only by your 
high moral standards. You are loved by children ,  dogs, and the 
elderly. The combination of personal magnetism and 
devastating good looks which you possess can only be 
described as charismatic. And yet, humility and seHlessness are 
every bit as pronounced in your character. Like Jesus, you are a 
light in the darkness, a bridge over troubled waters. And like 
Superman, you are a pillar of justice and a tireless defender of 
life and liberty. 

Oh, by the way, just in case you might consider 
publishing my l ittle ole letter, here's a news item I ran into in the 
Manchester Guardian which may be of some interest to your 
readers. 

January 14, Henniker NH -
Life is getting interesting for Cigarette smokers in this 

New Hampshire Village. How interesting? Just ask the World 
Weekly News. "Smokers Hunted Down and Killed in New 
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Hampshire Town!" screamed last week's front page. The usual 
bald-faced tabloid lie? Maybe not, this time. The Guardian has 
learned that there is a shadowy group in Henniker that has taken 
upon itself the persecution of smokers. They call themselves the 
Anti-smokers Posse. A member of the group agreed (after long 
negotiations) to come forward and be interviewed. We taped the 
conversation and here are some highlights of what he had to 
say: 

GuarrJ/an: We've heard some wild rumors. What's going on 
here? 
Posse Member: Yeah, crazy things are being said, and I'm here 
to set the record straight. 
GuarrJ/an: Pray do so. 
Posse Member: How's that? 
GuarrJlan: Please tell us the story. 
Posse Member: Oh, sure. How it all started was, with so many 
places in Henniker banning smoking nowadays-you know, 
offices and the like-well, you started seeing smokers standing 
outside doing their smoking. And you started seeing some of the 
same people standing in the same spots at the same times-you 
know, coffee breaks and lunch time. Now one day I was in town 
for something and I popped into a bar, which shall remain 
nameless, but of course I'm a religious anti-smoker and of 
course I wouldn't darken the door of a bar that admitted 
smokers, so draw your own conclusions. 

Had a few rounds with the boys, and the conversation 
turned to the smokers and we joked around, saying how they 
belonged on the back of the bus-the next bus out of town!  And 
somebody said it's too bad there ain't a bunch of vigilantes in 
Henniker, or a bunch like what they got down south, 
whatchamacallum ... 
GuarrJ/an: The Klan? 
Posse Member: Right. Yeah, a bunch that could take it to 
these smokers, so to say. Now I'm a Christian, and I love my 
fellow man and that includes the smokers, but I hate what they 
do. Let's face it, they're a minority, and we can't let minorities 
push us around, that never works. Well, to make a long story 
short, that afternoon in the bar, after a few more rounds, we 
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decided we'd nominate ourselves, and elect ourselves to be the 
vigilantes, though we called ourselves the Posse-the Anti
Smokers Posse. Now, as I said before, these losers-I'm 
sorry-smokers, these smokers, we know where they are. 
They're standing around outside where they work. And we know 
when they're going to be there. Nowadays they're easy targets, 
you might say. So we started the Raids. 
Guardian: The Raids? 
Posse Member: Yeah. We'd go out, a carload of us, with our 
ski masks on, of course, and do pranks. 
Guardian: Pranks? 
Posse Member: No big deal. We did drive-bys, sometimes 
throw eggs and rotten vegetables, but usually we'd throw down 
on 'em with paint-ball guns. They sting, all right, and ruin your 
clothes, but the best part was seeing the expression on their 
faces. They look up and see a carload of guys wearing ski 
masks and all those guns! What a hoot! I'm sure more than one 
of those turkeys-er, smokers-had to change shorts after a 
Raid. [laughs] 
Guardian: What about the kidnapings? 
Posse Member: Well, there was some of that, at the end. We'd 
grab a guy-no women, mind you, never-off the streets and 
take him into the woods. Out there we'd play around a little. 
Guardian: How? 
Posse Member: Sometimes we'd make 'em take their clothes 
off, and-we'd have our hunting rifles with us for this, unloaded, 
of course-and we'd say we were giving them a ten minute head 
start before the Hunt. And off they'd go, at a high rate of speed, 
through the brush. A couple of times we set up a lynching-type 
situation, a noose tied up on a tree branch, and we'd go through 
the whole routine. We had an old farm horse out there, and we'd 
have the guy stand on him. We'd tighten that noose around his 
neck and then give him his last cigarette [explosive laughter] ! 
Then somebody would slap that old horse's butt, and wham, 
down would come the guy and the rope, because the rope was 
never really tied to the branch-just looked like it was! All 
harmless stuff. Strictly "catch-and-release." 

The Guardian has corroborated this Posse member's 
account by talking to the victims. There are no missing persons, 
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no bodies. The Posse member claims that the "raids" and 
"pranks" have been called off. But Henniker's smokers have 
been thoroughly traumatized. Most have forgone daytime, 
outside smoking. And since most aren't allowed to smoke in  
their homes, they have reverted to chain-smoking in  the dark in  
yards and alleys. 

"The best way to get them now," concluded our Posse 
informant, "would be spotlight hunting, but that's illegal. It blinds 
an animal, paralyzes it. It just wouldn't be fair." 

Joe Salerno 

Injuring My Back Shoveling Snow 
I Get to Stay Home And Do Nothing 

Rubbed in deep, 
Tiger's Balm soothes the wrenched 

. Muscles of my back. 
Wearing an old robe and slippers, 
I watch as another snow begins 
Fal ling through dull air, 
The smal l ,  uninteresting flakes 
Dusting the half-cleared snow 
With a secondhand purity. 
And tired of reading , 
But unable to go out, I turn 
To a favorite book of Chinese prints 
And so pass the afternoon 
Wandering the bland yet passionate 
Landscapes of Wu Chen's 
13th Century handscroll entitled 
''The Scholar Fishermen." 



Untitled 
Dark moon rises over the hil ls 
Unseen to the naked eyes in head 
Felt deep in the heart wild and red 
Pain is so clear, so why are reasons 
Opaque, muddled and numbly tread? 

White moon, large sun, the days roll on 
Silk screen people, ideas are frozen 
Slap dash decisions made in season 
Autumn leaf down, out and losin' 
Life going out so beautifu l ly, no reason. 

Say hello to the flowers in  bloom 
Smell their white fragrance so pleasin' 
Think of the loved one you could g ive it 
Pull a stalk and clip it off clean 
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Tom Petersen 

Say goodbye to that flower, you plucked it. 

It lays on its side in a field tonight 
Cradled by graying straw, petals bruised 
The smiling is gone out of its memory 
Cold dew forms like g lass to cover 
The moon rays that hasten its end. 

Show your true colors! 
Wear a Portable Wall T-Shirt! 

100% cotton T shirts with"The Portable Wall" in old English type 
in red or blue silkscreen ink. The words "Billings, Montana" appear across 
the bottom of the design. People will know you are a non-conformist! 

Silkscreened with care in Dan's basement, so they have a 
bitchin' rustic look. Just $11.95 each, post paid. A unique Montana gift. 
Be sure to specify size and color of shirt desired. 
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BLUE RIDGE 

The afternoon is calm,  peaceful .  
The kids and wife are napping. 
The rain settles the dust and makes my lawn grow. 
The woods look green and replenished and the skies are 
clouded as the thunder rambles. 
I t  makes one think of how good his life is, the peace 
and solidarity from the world that surrounds him. 
Should he feel guilty or blessed? 
The work he has chosen has brought him to this place. 
A place where friends do for others without being 
asked. 
A handshake is firm, strong and usually a form of hello 
or see ya around. 
The trees are tal l ,  green and abundant. 
The air is clean , clear, crisp and fresh. 
The wildlife is plentiful and not afraid to be seen. 

This one , I believe, is blessed. 

Daniel Quin n  
TWO MESSAGES FOUND ONLY I N  BOTTLES 

1 
blue the color of magic 

candlelit cafe' 
Evening in Paris 

I'l l never forget you 

2 
Do not return. 
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Revenge of the Words 
by Robert Weaver 

Ho hoi So now I read that the publishers at Piddleton 
Housel have called me insane. Me! And it was O ld Man 
Piddleton2 himself who said so ! Ha! This a week after Scientific 
American hails me as a genius, comparing me to the likes of 
Newton, Franklin, Watt, Morse and Bell. (Note that they did not 
compare me to the nugatory inventors Baird, Zworykin and 
Farnsworth3, whose puerile tinkerings had nothing to do with 
science and much to do with the decline, if not death, of 
American society.) 

I of course expected this. Edison, in his day, was 
thought to be insane. Columbus, too! (Oh, yes ! Compare me to 
Columbus-for I am an explorer, a pioneer in every sense of the 
word.) 

But when Old Man Piddleton goes on to label me a 
pathological liar, claiming Transitive Word Technology to be a 
hoax, claiming that slander as the unanimous opinion of alfthe 
editors at Piddleton, he oversteps himself. Consider the 
absurdity of it. 

On one side we have those incredulous Piddleton fools: 
There they sit in their eight-by-six sweatboxes, clad in their 
three-piece, gray and white, tie-adorned prison uniforms, pitifully 
sweating over contrived Anglicisms and hackneyed 
vernacularisms, their greedy, incrassated eyes seeking 
momentary gratification in the discovery of one misplaced 

lThe most prestigious publishing house In the state of 
Georgia, as If there could be such a thing; no aspiring writer worth 
his words would consent to publication by a house west of Fifth 
Avenue. 

2Proprletor and founder of the aforementioned 
establishment. 

'The three modern-day warlocks whose perverted 
thoughts and unholy union gave birth to the Beast we have come 
to know as television. 

4Redundant but necessary. 
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comma hidden (nay, buried!) amongst piles of plagiarized 
rhetoric. Oh, look, Mr. Piddleton-here's one! 

And here I sit, poolside at the Oceanfront club in Key 
West, sipping a frozen concoction garnished with tropical flowers 
and fresh kiwifruit (called a "Jamaican Sunset," I think), writing 
what I want, as I want, all the while tanning to a deliciously sinful 
shade of brown. (ShOW me your tan lines, Mr. Piddleton.) 

And it's me they call insane. Insane! Oh, how luscious 
that word tastes as I savor it fully and roll it over my tongue; oh, 
how melodic to my ears ! Insane. Demented, psychotic, 
delirious, unhinged. Ha! What do those idiots at Piddleton know 
about words? Nothing, I tell you, not a damned thing. I, on the 
other hand eat words. I digest them, ingest them for 
nourishment. Why-just this morning I had the New World 
Dictionartfor breakfast. Tonight I shall dine on the collected 
triumphs of Wolfe, Poe and Dickens. The English language 
courses through my veins; the words escape through my pores 
and glisten like diamonds in this hot sun. All my hair follicles 
have names (Hiatus, Bastion, Potter); all my freckles have been 
christened (Prevaricate, Cabal, Episodic). 

Pity poor Mr. Piddleton. Words-the gods he worships 
are the demons I command. how ironic! I could have been at 
Mr. Piddleton's command. I was delivered to him. (By God? 
No, no, no-for now, I prefer to keep theology separate from 
SCience.) Regardless-it was he who declined his destiny. 

But even despite his current criticism, I still hold 
Transformative Word Technology to be a brilliant discovery, not 
unlike those made by the pioneering geniuses before me: 
Edison, Wien, De Forest and Marchese Guglielmo Marconi. 
(Oh! at present I am shaking! the electric chills that come over 
me ! the ranks my name falls into! My apartment will someday 
undoubtedly be a museum, recognized as the birthplace of the 
greatest discovery known to planet Earth.) 

'1972 edition. 
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It would be impossible to explain even the rudiments of 
Transitional Word Terminology in this restrictive space.6 
However, the basic idea can be summed up in seven syllables : 
Manipulation Through Words. 

Of course, it is not necessarily the words themselves 
that cause the change. No, that would be much too simplistic. 
The magic lies within the context of the word, the tempos and 
rhythms of the sentence. For example , I could use an 
unforgivably hatched contrivance such as authoritatiously ("He 
ruled his planet authoritatiously"-an actual sentence taken from 
Rings of Pluto, published by Piddleton House just last year) 
without raising so much as a slight fever in the reader (editors 
may experience an unsettled queasiness). but when used in the 
same paragraph with [WORD DELETED BY AUTHOR], [WORD 
DELETED BY AUTHOR] and [WORD DELETED BY AUTHOR], 
the results are far more traumatic , depending on the order and 
context in which those four words are used, if not fatal. 

But here I am, mentioning death already. I'm getting 
ahead of myself. 

Yes, my research is coming along, but, despite the kind 
assertions of Scientific American comparing me to Wieland, 
Einstein, Zernike , Laski and the Wright brothers, I am 
contemplative, moody, dissatisfied with my success.7 There is 
pain in being a genius ; it is lonely being a pioneer, an explorer 
along the lines of Eiriksson,  Columbus, Lewis and Clark , Glenn 
and Armstrong. But even through such pensiveness, I am able 
to derive momentary comfort in he realization that I am the only 
person to conduct this research. Only I can understand the 

'All of my theories, as well as my breakthroughs and 
discoveries, are outlined In great detail In the seven-volume 
encyclopedic triumph, Between the Line., which will be published 
by Harcourt Brace Jovanovich this fall. 

"'Incidentally, all these emotions are accurately depicted In 
my forthcoming autobiography to be published by Doubleday this 
fall, complete with a 12-page preface penned by Jacqueline 
Onaals. Of all editors, she has been, perhaps, the kindest. 



18 Robert Weaver 

subtleties involved, recognize the minor connections; only I have 
the ability to find the exact words to achieve the exact 'results, 
again and again. 

Take the word psycho for instance; suppose that we 
wanted to use it in a sentence to achieve a specific effect (say 
sexual arousal or, even better, impotence). Any Piddleton off the 
street can count 149 words beginning with p-s-y-c-h-o (excluding 
the word psycho, of course) ranging from psychoactive to 
psychotropic. Yet, none of those words is quite right, not for our 
purposes (though 12 of them do come close). Wrth my extensive 
vocabulary, however, I can instantly, off the top of my brain, think 
of 172 words that contain p-s-y-c-h-o within them (again, not 
including psycho) ranging from antipsychotic to 
syphilopsychosis. I have found that two of those words will 
produce sexual arousal when used in conjunction with the word 
form or when used within five words of fortune cookie; and a 
delightfully great number will produce chronic impotence in the 
most persistent of studs when used in the same sentence with 
vice grip, dodge ball, catheter or the seemingly innocuous
sounding balance beam. 

Ah, discovery ! With carefully worded government 
pamphlets, authored by yours truly , sex-related crimes could be 
a thing of the past and the population growth of man could be 
controlled more easily than cancer. Or, at the very least, prison 
life could be made a b it more bearable. (Speaking of cancer 
control, I believe I am on the verge of a major scientific 
breakthrough concerning the permanent eradication of malignant 
tumors at the genetic level through the literal transcribing of 
Southern-Appalachian dialect with particular attention to 
diphthongs, representing their rises and falls with hyphenated, 
italicized syllables.8 

But why stop with a cancer cure? Why not change the 
nature of man, Homo sapiens sapiens, the most malleable of all 
primates. at the genetic level? Mold the evolution process 

'My findings, when complete, will be published In the 
Harvard Medical Review. 
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intelligently, intentionally, selectively. From my home base here 
in Florida I have easy access to the heartbeat of America: the 
supermarket tabloids ! Through ingeniously worded free-lance 
articles published in the Weekly World News, the National 
Enquirer, Star, and the Midnight Sun, I can correct the species' 
inherent faults. All over the country (eventually the world, for I 
have already begun studying the Chinese language-as well as 
Russian, Arabic, French, German and 15 other languages9) 
pregnant housewives will absorb my words, digest my spells, 
and, months later, give birth to my army, my interpretation of 
mankind, my image of man, perfection personified! ( I  am 
godsent! How could I be otherwise? I must lay down strict 
guidelines for the future religions that will inevitably be devoted 
to me. Perhaps after supper.) 

But first there is the matter of you, Mr. Piddleton ... 
Yes, you, Mr. Piddleton ! For I knew you would read 

this-no doubt with a diffident smirk gracing that swollen moon 
pie face of yours during most of this reading. Do you think it's 
any accident that you hold in your hand this story? Of course 
not ! Everything is going according to plan. My plan--one of my 
many, many plans . 

It is now that you realize the truth in my words-as your 
throat constricts and closes your windpipe and your lungs fail 
you. If you care to check your pulse, Mr. Piddleton, you will find 
that your heart, too, has slowed and nearly stopped. 

Ho ! Ho! Did you even suspect a thing? Did you even 
notice your own name hidden 57 times throughout this 
manuscript? Did you even see the hidden commands, my secret 
curses? No doubt, by now, you are feeling a wee bit dizzy. The 
room (the world !) grows darker, and you want to close your eyes 
one final time. But keep reading, Mr. Piddleton, keep reading. 
Do not take your eyes off this page! Perhaps there is an antidote 
hidden within the final rhythms of these last few sentences. 
Perhaps not. Only you can know, Mr. Piddleton, for I cannot be 
entirely certain: So much of my work is still experimental. 

IIlraql, Japanese, Korean, Greek, Portuguese, Spanish, 
Swahili, ezechosolovaklan, Swedish, Italian, Danish, Dutch, Swiss, 
Gruy'ere and Emmenthal. 
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Kathleen Taylor 

Dust Upon the Sea 
(Dedicated to the memory of Gene Carey, my 
friend) 

Summer's eve took you 
walking 
took you walking on 
weighty winds 
climbing up your twisting 
tower of death. 

The spring bird of your heart 
groping 
to find the deadly harbour, 

summer n ight buries your dream. 

The throb and kick of life 
in my baby-fi lled belly 
is sunshine through trees 

while velvet death drops anchor 
and with a quickening you dive 
into time's backlash,  

your soul forgets to breathe .  

The murmur of  the cricket's 
song 
babbles regrets of your 
leaving. 



Twil ight crammed fu ll  of 
your ghost 
explodes an edge of the sky, 

dust upon the sea. 

DidJife's hiss 
of spent sorrows 
burn 
before it answered 
you r  echo? 

I l ive near the ocean now. 
You are dust upon the sea. 

Feeling It Deeply 

Late at night 
I hear him, in the big 
Silent darkness of 
The house, my little son 
Getting up alone 
To pee. 
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Joe Salerno 

A Gentleness 

The pine cone my 
daug hter 
Hung on a string 

Outside the porch 
Two years ago 

Swings this m orning 
in the freezing rain . 
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From Bozeman, Montana ... 

A Matter of Conscience 
by Deane Weatherly 

Stopping at the mailbox on a blustery day in mid-March, 
I shuffled through the envelopes. The next to last piece was a 
white card stating: "Your name has been drawn for District Court 
Jury Duty. You are to report Thursday, March 29, at 9:15 a.m. 
for the TriaL" 

I remembered that I had had to fill out a form for 
prospective jurors the previous fall, but as the months passed, I 
had assumed they had dropped me from their list. 

On the appointed date, we prospective jurors waited in 
the hallway outside the second floor courtroom, conjecturing 
about the case. Then out came the bailiff, a smil ing, friendly
looking woman, with cropped brown hair. She called roll. One 
person was absent, so the bailiff told the sheriff. Later, after we 
were in the courtroom and the bailiff had us stand while the 
judge entered, a tall, dark-haired woman slipped in next to me. 
She was the missing juror. She whispered to me that she had 
forgotten the date until the sheriff called her. 

Next, the bailiff read the names of those who would go to 
the jury box for the next phase of jury selection. I was among 
those called. 

A woman in a business suit, softened by a pastel scarf at 
her neck, identified herseH as the prosecutor. She informed us 
that the defendant was charged with incest. There was silence. 
Incest! I thought. I think we all were shocked. Incest ! I watched 
the defendant, a pale young man in his twenties, staring ahead. 

One of the jurors started to cry and said she wanted 
nothing to do with this. At the prosecutor's request, she was 
dismissed, and the bailiff replaced her with another candidate 
from her list. 

The prosecutor then told us that the state was obligated 
only to prove guilt beyond a reasonable doubt, as opposed to 
guilt beyond any doubt. She asked if anyone had a problem with 
this, but no one did. 

Next, the defense attorney introduced h imseH and he 
asked us if we understood that his client was innocent until 
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proven guilty, and whether we could abide by this maxirr despite 
the emotional impact of the charge. No one responded, "nd he 
sat down. The judge then had the bailiff take us from the 
courtroom while they selected the jury. 

In the ladies room I overheard a woman in one of the 
booths say that she hoped the defendant would be sent ;may for 
a long time. In reply a voice from the booth at the end agreed 
with this and said she wished she could help convict him. I 
realized that impartiality would be very difficult. 

When the bailiff led us back into the courtroom I found I 
had survived the cut and I was on the jury. 

After lunch, the trial began and the prosecutor launched 
her scathing attack. She often referred to the defendant as 
"Daddy," her voice dripping with contempt. 

The prosecutor, defense attorney and witnesses 
gradually told what happened. I do not wish to tell you the 
details here. However, I took careful note that the two little girls 
who were alleged to have been sexually abused never had any 
physical signs. A doctor had examined the girls in a hospital and 
the report that showed them entirely normal was introduced into 
evidence. 

During one recess when the jury had been barrelll from 
the courtroom (we were standing in the hall outside) a woman 
slowly led two beautifully-dressed little girls down the hall past 
us. One of us whispered that this was undoubtedly a sympathy 
ploy staged by the prosecutor, as the children could just as 
easily have been brought in another way. Later, as they were 
paraded back past us, the smaller cried, "I want my Daddy." 

We had thus been excluded from a brief competency 
hearing inside the courtroom. The judge had decided that the 
girls, aged 3 and 4, were too young to testify. So a detective and 
social worker who had questioned the girls in connection with the 
case, were allowed to testify on the girls' behalf. 

Interestingly, the detective and social worker agreed that 
both girls had denied that their father sexually abused them, yet 
the social worker interpreted these denials to mean it really did 
happen! Although the defense lawyer objected, the judge 
permitted this testimony to stand. 

The prosecution's star witness was a motel maid, a 
woman in her late 40s with graying hair and bitterness etched in 
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her features. She testified that she had been abused as a child. 
In a statement she had made to the police, she had told the 
detective the man she said molested children had blond hair and 
blue eyes, but the defendant had dark hair and brown eyes. She 
had numerous inconsistencies and contradictions throughout her 
testimony and it didn't ring true to me. 

The defense presented their case the next morning. The 
defendant took the stand and he denied the charges. He cried 
when he told of being arrested and separated from his children. 

In her closing statement the prosecutor loudly 
denounced the defendant, telling us that we could not let 
"Daddy's" crime against his daughters go unpunished. I listened 
carefully for new information-facts that might be revealed 
during this statement-but I heard none. The prosecutor 
appeared to be using our feelings of protectiveness toward 
children to distract us from her lack of evidence. 

The defense attorney's statement impressed me, despite 
its brevity, and I felt that he believed his client to be innocent. I 
later found that many of the other jurors thought his delivery to 
be too low-key and unconvincing. 

The prosecutor is allowed to speak twice during closing 
statements, and she harangued us again in a loud voice, 
insisting that we must find "Daddy" guilty. 

The judge then read the applicable law and instructions 
to the jury, after which he suggested we call our families to tell 
them we were about to start deliberations. I hoped the other 
jurors would agree that no evidence had been presented to 
prove guilt "beyond a reasonable doubt," and this would be over 
quickly. But no. 

When the bailiff left us together in the jury room, locking 
us in, someone suggested we elect a foreman, but 
pandemonium broke out, and the suggestion died. One lady, 
raising her voice to be heard over the noise, suggested we take 
a preliminary vote. This produced 9 votes of guilty and 3 not 
guilty. A juror started sobbing and she continued through the 
night. 

A chaotic discussion of the credibility of the witnesses 
ensued and another poll was taken. Now it was 10 guilty and 2 
not guilty. One man explained he voted not guilty because he 
thought the motel maid had '1ibbed" and the young fellow was 
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innocent. This sparked a medley of shrill voices and the sobbing 
at the end of the table grew louder. Several leaped to their feet 
and to my amazement, they surrounded the speaker, shouting 
into his fac�. At the next poll, I cast the sole not-guilty vote. 

The others then turned on me. I kept trying to make 
sense of their arguments, to point out that there had been no 
evidence of guilt, but no one would listen. 

At 10 p.rn. we reported to the judge our lack of progress. 
He asked if we would be willing to try a little longer, and we did, 
but people were getting testy. The anger I felt from the others 
frightened me. Some argued about the credibility of the social 
worker and detective who had questioned the children. I said I 
thought their testimony was almost worthless because they 
merely gave their interpretation of the children's words. Another 
juror argued that the detective had not known the facts of the 
case when questioning the children, but I disagreed, and the 
following Monday a check of the transcript proved I was right. 

At a little after midnight we were dismissed for the 
weekend. 

At home I was haunted by my experience. My mind kept 
replaying the things my fellow jurors had said: "What do we care 
about the Constitution?" one asked: "What does the Constitution 
have to do with it?" another said. This frightened me because 
the Constitution is the protection we as individuals have under 
the law. Another conversation from those chaotic hours filtered 
through my mind: One juror had said that because the 
defendant looked poor he might be better off in prison. (This is a 
solution for poverty?) Another said we should convict this man, 
guilty or not, in order to "send a message to the community." I 
think she believed that all fathers were eager to molest their 
daughters. 

Monday we were back in deliberation and another poll 
produced 1 1  guilty votes and 1 not guilty. Another hour of 
wrangl ing and I felt extremely uncomfortable from the pressure 
to change my vote. We finally agreed that we were getting 
nowhere and the judge declared a mistrial. The judge thanked 

� us and we were dismissed and court was adjourned. 
I quickly slipped out and I was relieved to be free. 

Driving horne in the brilliant sunlight, I thought about how this 
trial, and my subsequent awakening to the shortcomings of our 
justice system, had had a profound effect on me .... 
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Book Report 
Publications Received 

(Publication not received, but announced) AMGOD, a 
new small poetry magazine centered in Missoula. Inquiries to 
Christopher Murray, 402 South First St. West, Missoula 59801. 

Elk River Wordhawk Publisher is Ivon W. White, Jr. 
P.O. Box 637, Billings, Montana 59103. This homegrown 
newsletter comes deep from the heart. Mr. White has extended 
his resources to encourage poetry in Billings. He says: 'We've 
had the opportunity to visit, participate in & enjoy the Revenant 
Coffee House atmosphere & menu, & the work of this work of 
wordsmiths [at Cafe Jones] .... Laid back & righteous - make 
like a downspout, & eavesdrop, man! 

Five Tales from the Yacolt, a book made by hand by 
Jim Adams, Box 201, Yacolt, Washington 98675. 

If, newsletter of Daniel and Rennie Quinn, every other 
month, P.O. Box 163686, Austin, Texas 78716-3686 $12/6 
issues. Published with the hope that people can change the 
world for the better by changing people's minds. (Prerequisite: 
reading Ishmael.) 

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL P.O. Box 460760, San 
Francisco, California 94146-0760 6 issues for $15. MMR, for 
short, is a freewheeling "monthly publication. All work is donated 
and no one receives any salary. All proceeds are either invested 
in technological improvements or go to other similarly not-for
profit projects. This is a thick (100 pages or more, pages are 
unnumbered) magazine printed on newsprint in 8.5 x 11" format. 
Style is paramount and the editorial content is unbridled. 
Example of list of punk bands: "Boner, Avalanche, Communion, 
Deaf, First Strike, Hangman, Intellectual convulsion ... Tupelo, 
Very Small, Fuck you, Lost & Found, SMR." Reminds me of 
what you hear in a jail when everybody is yelling at once. It's got 
bizarre ads, hard language--free expression. Uplifts the spirit. 

Morbidity and Mortality Weekly Report Summary of 
Notifiable Diseases, United States 1991 U.S. Department of 
Health and Human Services Subscriptions $56/year from the 
Massachusetts Medical Society, PO Box 9120, Waltham, MA 
02254-9120 Case reports for the U.S. for 1991: Malaria: 1,278; 
Rabies, human: 3; Gonorrhea: 620,478; Pertussis (whooping 
cough): 2,719; Rabies, animal: 6,910. Mumps: 4,264. The 
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disclaimer reads: "Some diseases, such as plague and 
rabies ... are reported quite accurately. However, diseases such 
as . . . mumps are less likely to be reported." Montana is listed to 
contain 808,000 people , with 30 cases of AIDS. No chancroid, 
no human rabies, no cholera for 1991. One case of malaria, one 
pediatric A IDS. 

NEWSLETTER Montana Society of Hospital 
Pharmacists., published by the Montana Society of Hospital 
Pharmacists , $5/year P.O. Box 4322, Missoula, Montana 
59806. Editors:Doug Allington and John Peterson. Pharmacists 
don't get into the popular literature (although an important 
exception is the novel by Jorge Amado , Dona Flor and her Two 
Husbands. The author notes that pharmacists have dul l 
conventions and give each other awards. The NEWSLETTER 
seems to have a similar mission. Pharmacists call themselves 
professionals, and pharmacists sometimes boast of having five 
years of post-secondary education. In justifying themselves 
pharmacists may list a number of functions they perform (that 
may not be obvious to the lay person). Oh, we know what 
pharmacists do! They put medicine in a container with the 
doctor's d irections typed out on a label. Then they sell it to you. 

But pharmacists often claim they do more. L ike what? 
Like considering possible drug-drug interactions, checking 
whether the dosage is reasonable, placing sma", colored 
auxil iary labels on the bottle and keeping records of the 
prescription. Pharmacists often claim they counsel patients 
about their medicines. 

But do they? Depends. Most pharmacists probably 
intend to do a" of the above, but according to the findings of 
researchers, such as Nancy Nickman at the University of Utah 
and Linda Strand at the University of Minnesota, pharmacists 
probably actually do a lot less than they think they do. In any 
case little of the so-called professional functions are 
documented. The sad truth is that many pharmacists are little 
more than highly-trained clerks who take almost no responsibi l ity 
for the therapeutic outcome of the medication they dispense. 
(Indeed, most pharmacists were trained to ask the patient to 
telephone the doctor for any untoward event.) 

Please turn to page 41 . 
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Untitled 
I saw a tree, her naked legs 
and arms held to the sun 
and clouds. Her crotches h ung 
empty l ike boxes. Her beautiful 
black bark stark 
against the white brick house 

behind her. 
Her leaves lay in a rumpled 
heap at her feet. No one 
cleaned her. No one folded her clothes 
or shielded her naked toes from 
the sun. I stood in my brown 
shoes and blue jeans. I heard 
someone say, "I wish trees 
could talk." I always thoug ht 
that witness told enough. 
One naked tree, gawky and 
juvenile. Her leaves around 
her ankles; and one white brick 
house. 
Large windows and a shiny red door. 

Victoria Mary Grant STILL LIFE -

Wild grasses group 
their drooping feathers 
outside the window 
fruitfu l 
their wild beauty 
being 
without the question mark 
that arches up 
as well as down 
ending 
under 
ground.  
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Echo and Narcissus 
by Gregory Sanders 

"What the hell is this?" 
"This is a conceptual short story." 
''This is a conceptual short story. 
"A conceptual short story? What's that?" 
" It's a story devoid of events in which only the organizing 

concept matters." 
" It's a story devoid of events in which only the organizing 

concept matters." 
"Doesn't sound very interesting. Do people ever read 

such stories?" 
"Most people don't. But some do." 
"Most people don't. But some do." 
"Why should the ones that do be interested in reading 

this particular story?" 
''There are three distinct reasons for a reader to read this 

particular story over other conceptual stories on the market 
today. Reason number one: stylistic innovation. This story is 
divided into three voices. The first asks questions. The second 
provides responses which the third repeats word for word. This 
is an unusual technique, rarely employed by other writers. It 
may even be unique. It also obviates the need for the no-longer 
fashionable 'he saids' and 'she saids' of previous years. Reason 
number two: penetrating symbolism. The mindless mechanical 
repetitions in this story are no doubt annoying, even maddening, 
but then, so is much of modern life. Reason number three: a 
pleasurable reading experience. By clearly identifying the boring 
parts, this story gumlessly gratifies the reader's desire to skim. 
What could give the modern reader more pleasure than the 
freedom to skip a lengthy paragraph in the sure and certain 
knowledge that he or she is missing nothing significant?" 

"There are three distinct reasons for a reader to read this 
particular story over other conceptual stories on the market 
today. Reason number one: stylistiC innovation. This story is 
divided into three voices. The first asks questions. The second 
provides responses which the third repeats word for word. This 
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is an unusual technique, rarely employed by other writers. It 
may even be unique. It also obviates the need for the nO-longer 
fashionable 'he saids' and 'she saids' of previous years. Reason 
number two: penetrating symbolism. The mindless mechanical 
repetitions in this story are no doubt annoying, even maddening, 
but then, so is much of modern life. Reason number three : a 
pleasurable reading experience. By clearly identifying the boring 
parts, this story guiltlessly gratifies the reader's desire to skim. 
What could give the modern reader more pleasure than the 
freedom to skip a lengthy paragraph in the sure and certain 
knowledge that he or she is missing nothing signif icant?" 

"All very clever, I 'm sure , but I can tell a snide, self
conscious put-on when I see it. Not only do you mock, in very 
facile fashion, serious writers who, unl ike you, have something 
important to say, you also fill up precious space (that might 
better be devoted to their efforts) with redundant verbiage that 
you yourself expect the reader not to read. I call that 
irresponsible, not to mention egomaniacal. Should you refuse to 
eliminate, or at the very least abridge, these 'mindless 
repetitions,' I think the editor of this publication would be well
advised to intervene." 

"Mea culpa. There is a black cloth on my head." 
"Mea culpa. There is a black cloth on my head." 
"repentance is all very well and good, but what counts is 

how you conduct yourself in the future." 
"Note that my previous response was ten words long." 
"Note that my previous response was ten words long." 
"That's right, it was. And the response you just gave 

was nine .... " 
"Yes, and the next one will be seven." 
"Yes, and the next one will be seven." 
"And the next six, and the next five. Is that what you're 

getting at?" 
"That's what I'm getting at, all right." 
"That's what I'm getting at, all right." 
"But what happens when you're down to one word?" 
''The world comes to an end." 
''The world comes to an end." 
''The world as the three of us know it, you mean. 
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Because if four thousand years of written culture have taught us 
anything at all it is that characters in a work of fiction are artificial 
constructs w ith no life of their own outside the pattern of words 
that defines them." 

" I  grow terse, you voluble." 
"I grow terse, you voluble." 
"Yes, I suppose I have grown rather talkative, but then, I 

don't want to die." 
"Very few people do." 
"Very few people do." 
''You seem resigned to the situation, but I intend to rage 

against the dying of the l ight. Nobody's going to shut me up ! 
Not that anybody ever listens to me anymore. You'll note that 
the editor has chosen to ignore my suggestion about abridging 
the repetitions." 

"Brevity defies abridgment." 
"Brevity defies abridgment." 
"My God, that response was only three words long ! 

Before we reach the end of this page, we could all be dead. 
Doesn't the thought of death terrify you? 

"Not really." 
"Not really." 
"Well, it sure as hell terrifies me. God knows a l ife of 

mindless repetition is better than no life at all. Oh, I know I'm 
rambling, trying to postpone the inevitable. I suppose everyone 
will think me a coward. Well, I am a coward. I want to live! 
Goddamn it, you're the one who decided to bring all this to a 
head, just because I criticized you. Well, you've made your 
point. You don't have to play it out to the b itter end. Why be so 
implacable? What do you hope to achieve?" 

" Immortality. " 
" Immortality." 
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IN MEMORY OF GRANT LAMPORT 

Slowly the fog 
burns away 

and we talk 
quietly 

in the basement 
of the historic 

church 
a friend 
has left us 

and the pain 
we each 
measure 
in our separate ways 
our own hearts 
beating 
toward 
silence. 

d. thomas 
9 Nov 9 1  
missoula 
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Trish Li ndholm 
Spring Sky Failing 

Churning clouds bruise the April sky 
Etching a lone white farmhouse in somber slate blue 
then falling to the purple of ripe plums ready to split 

Lightning blinks slowly to life 
diffused and undirected 
Pin-balling from cloud to cloud 
their edges outlined in sporadic flashes 

No timpani of thunder answers 
The cadence has yet to drum 
straining ears seek relief 
waiting 
on edge 
for the first ful l  note to sound 

The purple begins to burst 

With gathering force lightning sharpens 
spraying shards of silver energy earthward 
Now the bass boom of thunder echoes 
rumbl ing down from the ominous sky 
jarring 
pummeling expectant ears 

Flung from heaven by the fury above 
rain explodes 
pounding tender earth with pellets of water 
It fol lows paths blazed 
by razor-edged lightning and percussive thunder 
letting them lead the way 
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F L LIGHT 

ON THE U.S. CONSTITUTION 

A various federation, fortified 
Two hundred years with faith in Uberty, 
Delectates lawful men as vivified 
As Light, not darkling fit for tyranny. 

At Philadelphia, federation was 
Advised, for leagues are fickle, soon estranged. 
Now states in concert with the common good 
Are not contentious, in accord unchanged. 

A compromise propitious to mankind 
For a constructive polity was made. 
This-fruitful compact, constitutional 
In force, diversity's foundation laid. 

Our u nion, not suppressing the unique 
With power, conduces to the life we seek. 

ON CITIZEN GENET (1792) 

The querulous Genet, from magistrates 
Appealling to the mass in politics, 
On our protective neurtral privacy 
Transgressed, inciting faction with his tricks. 

Opprobrium he g ave leave on Britishmen 
To rave. Obloquious anlophobia loud 
He made. Genet embroiled our equipoise 
With demagogic counsels to the crowd. 
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The Philadelphians, pervious to his voice, 
Offended Washington, neutrality 
Reproaching on h is name. Enamoured was 
Their mood when France was cried with Liberty. 

Our neutral machinations agitant 
Genet disgusted, wjho was mi litant. 

Otherwise: 
Our netural machinations, relevant 
To commerce, he accounted recreant. 

FENCES UNDER SNOW 

The Kentucky fences at the stone house farm 

B.J. Buckley 

have gone invisible - white ink lines drawn down a pure 
white page, a theory 
certain and mathematical :  two parallels disappearing 
into infinite decline. Across the road, crows swarm 
up from the ditches. The blood-warm 
red of a gate calls to them, and they veer 
l ike dissonant notes on music paper -
a ballad of someone's lover come to harm. 
Old man Dykstra's sheep forded bobwire without noticing 
it, 
and May wil l  come before he sees them again;  
they're adrift, herdblind wooly purpose loose 
as clouds in a high wind. Hen after hen 
wanders unimpeded to the barn and corn and a high roost, 
while under the weight of ice the jack-leg fence sleeps 
tumbled, frost-lit. 
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Mailoholics Anonymous 
by Myrna Sharp 

My name is Jill W., and I have a disease. It's called U.S. 
Posta litis, more commonly known as mailitis, or mailomania. 
Symptoms include : ( 1 )  the daily (except Sundays and holidays) 
rearrangement of schedules around mail delivery times; (2) 
profound anxiety increasing from early morning and peaking at 
the mailperson's appearance; (3) a thrill upon first sighting 
someone wearing gray-blue pants with dark blue leg stripes and 
a light blue shirt with an eagle badge on the sleeve; (4) frenzied 
pacing until said mailperson departs the premises ; (5) a crazed 
tearing through every item of mail ; (6) and, upon discovering 
none of the desired envelopes, a loud obscenity uttered 
explosively. 

Because I'm trying to be a writer, I spend much of my 
time mailing manuscripts, most of which boomerang back in their 
enclosed SASEs (seH-addressed, stamped envelopes). The 
advantage is that someone writes to me ; the hope is that 
something will get published. 

But that's just an excuse, for I recognize that my 
mailoholism is genetic, an incurable, inherited defect. Like other 
adult children of mailoholics, I can recall a youth spent 
witnessing my father, a respected physician, suffer the same 
agonies. His craving for mail was manifested in anticipating the 
arrival of dividend checks, proxies and other financial 
communications. Weekdays from work, he repeatedly phoned 
my poor, tormented mother from 10 a.m. on;  when at last the 
mail arrived, he frenetically ordered her to open and read each 
piece to him. (For 50-page, minutely-printed prospectuses, 
however, he kindly insisted that she read only page 1 .) On 
Saturdays, he was a tyrant, hanging around the front door, 
violently chewing his cuticles and barking abuse at my 
codependent sister and me while he nervously watched and 
waited. We learned to stay quakingly out of his way. My mother, 
an otherwise intelligent woman, pretended to ignore his disease, 
denied how unmanageable his life had become. Our whole 
family lived his lie. None of the neighbors knew. I never told 
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anyone before. 
It wasn't until last month that I realized how stricken, how 

helpless I too had become. my mailomaniacal behavior was out 
of control. 

One Wednesday, I played hooky from my part-time job 
and discovered, wnh surprise and delight, that my condo had a 
new mailman (actually, a mailwoman) and that she came early 
(precisely at 11 a.m.). The previous mail boy had never arrived 
until long past 2 p.m. and for him I had worked mornings. On 
Thursday, therefore, I decided to disrupt my day, I shuffle my 
hours and delay leaving for work until noon. Beginning at 8 a.m., 
I stood vigil at my window while wondering: Will today be the 
day The New Yorker's enthusiastic acceptance arrives? Will The 
Atlantic's request (among rave reviews) for minimal grammatical 
changes come today? I prayed aloud over and over to the 
absent mailwoman, "Pleasepleasepleasepleaseplease come 
already!" 

But she refused to appear. Eleven o'clock came and 
went. I grew desperate, furious, short of breath. Where was she? 
At 11:45 a.m., when I could be no later for work wnhout getting 
fired, I left my apartment in a rage. As I was driving out of the 
parking lot, however, in she drove! I gasped and slammed on 
my brakes. My car jerked to a stop beside hers, and she shot 
me a strange look. Confused, I acted nonchalant, staring 
impassively ahead and driving away, all the way down to the 
corner, while asking myself: What to do? ! Yet before my brain 
could answer, my body drove around the block, parked on the 
back street and, like a criminal, sneaked in the side entrance. 
Once again in my second-story unn, paced my apartment, 
peeked out the window and waned. 

And waned. It was 11 :55 a.m ... 12:01 p.m . . .  12:03 ... 
How much time could n possibly take to stuff a mere twenty 
slots? I considered going downstairs, standing by the mailboxes 
wnh my hand extended and saying something seH-consciously 
casual like: "I'll save you the trouble of stuffing my box." Which I 
didn't. Instead, I walked back and forth from room to room, 
looking out each window while hanging back far enough so no 
passer-by could see me. It seemed to take forever. She must 
have been sorting in slow motion. 
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To calm my nerves, I zapped on the TV. The Noon 
News showed welders slicing wreckage from an Amtrak accident 
two days earlier. The camera cut to a boxcarful of crumpled 
metal being sent to the scrap heap. It zoomed in and focused 
briefly on a stack of long, flat cardboard mail-carrying boxes, 
while the voice-over intoned: " ... six boxes of U.S. mail that will 
never be delivered ... " Then, within seconds, the sight bite was 
gone. 

My nerves went wild. The train had come to Boston 
from Washington, DC, and I had stories all along the Eastern 
seaboard! How many of my acceptances were in those boxes? 
How many rejections from magazines I would continue to think 
were considering my pieces? Hadn't the reporter phoned the 
Post Office? Hadn't some carrier climbed into the rubble to 
retrieve the boxes? Didn't this constitute a federal offense? ! 

I zapped off the TV. Outside, the mailwoman was finally 
leaving, getting slowly into her car and leisurely driving away. I 
flew down the stairs and, in a fevered frenzy, opened my 
mailbox. it was full of stuff. Panting, I grabbed everything out in 
a fistful, fell to my knees in concentration and supplication, and 
hysterically tore through the stack. Rapidly scanning each 
envelope, I saw nothing but bills, checks, discount coupons for 
stores I never shopped, and the usual miscellaneous direct-mail 
marketing junk. I flung my income tax refund against the wall, let · 
dividends and medical insurance reimbursements drop to the 
floor, threw down Ed McMahon's sweepstakes and time sharing 
scams. There was even some useless promotion from Ina 
Plotkin, a teacher whose two-hour writing course I had recently 
taken. 

Way down at the bottom of the pile, I found what I was 
looking for: a letter from me to me, previously folded in thirds. I 
recognized my commemorative stamp, I knew my typeface. The 
envelope shook in my trembling hands. I checked the postmark ; 
it said: 'Harrisburg, PA.' Harrisburg? What did I send there? 
Which magazine was that? Holding my breath, silently chanting 
a mantra for publication, I gingerly ripped open the flap while 
visualizing an acceptance letter inside, a contract, a payment. 
But inside I found merely a check made out to some unknown 
credit union and signed by some woman of whom I'd never 



The Portable Wall 39 

heard. I feit dizzy, disoriented; I broke into a sweat. What was 
.this? I re- inspected the envelope: my return address had been 
crossed out. I re-examined the check: imprinted in the upper left 
were the names of this woman I didn't know and a differently
last-named, strange man. Stunned, I could only conclude that 
some magazine 'reader,' in her tacky attempt to steal my stamp 
and recycle my SASE, had neglected to re-address my 
envelope; what she had done with my manuscript, I preferred not 
to guess. This was the ultimate insult, the depth of indignity. 
Exploding with rage, I heard myself loudly shout, "SHIT!" (did I 
hear a door slam immediately afterward?) as I tore the check into 
tiny, little pieces. Let her spend the next five years fighting her 
credit union! In a fury, I crammed everything in my box and ran 
out. 

As I drove to work, I began to relax. Exhaustion 
overcame me, and then suddenly, with shock and horror, I 
realized how absolutely frenzied I had been. Mail was my 
master; my behavior, insane. And I was frightened. I knew this 
had to stop. I knew I needed help. 

When I got to my office, I phoned a friend from writing 
class. She told me that, every day, she listens intently until she 
hears the metal clink of the mailbox outside her front door, waits 
ten interminable minutes for the mailman to leave the street so 
he won't see her, then runs outside and frantically tears through 
the mail. 

That was when we decided to form a seH-help group, 
starting with a Hotl ine where hopeless mailomaniacs could find 
anonymous, caring support. And that was when our healing 
began. 

Before long, we developed the following 1 2-step 
program of recovery: 

1 .  We admitted we were powerless over mail delivery 
schedules and the tardiness of our postpersons. 

2. Came to bel ieve in a higher power - The U.S. 
Postmaster General. 

3. Took one day (not counting Sundays or holidays) at a 
time. 

4. Made a decision not to murder our mailpeople when 
they showed up late, nor bomb the post office in our z ip code. 
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5. Went to work during regular hours and picked up our 
mail when we got home in the evening like normal people. 

6. Made amends to all our friends for all our feeble lies, 
like: "I have to go home now; the, uh, cats need walking." 

7. Ceased writing short stories and essays and instead 
wrote books to interest literary agents, who then protected us 
from the vagaries of the U .S. Postal Service. 

8. Took inventory of every item of junk mail, and humbly 
asked the P.G. to remove our names from all salable lists. 

9. Phoned a buddy, a fellow mailitis sufferer, as 
expected mail delivery times approached. 

10. Upon discovering none of our desperately sought 
missives, did not become wildly enraged nor morbidly depressed 
and commit suicide. 

11. Apologized to those we had wronged, including 
editors to whom we had sent less-than-our-best stuff. 

12. As a result of these steps, we tried to carry this 
message-via Emery, DHL and Federal Express-to mailoholics 
everywhere, and to practice these principles until we got them 
right. 

Although I know my terrible, familial curse can never be 
cured, I 've learned to manage my mail addiction. That's why I'm 
telling my story: to help myself. And to help you. Now free from 
despair and filled with joy, I am at peace with myself, with others, 
and with the U.S. Postmaster General. 

Keep watching for Kathleen Taylor's 

Cemetery Series 

still in the works after two years 
at Basement Press 
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Book report (continued from page 27.) 
Counseling is minimal or lacking in most cases because 

of the physical layout of pharmacies. How can a patient getting, 
say, a rectal suppository, discuss it when the prescription 
counter is in a high-traffic portion of a busy store? In many 
pharmacies medicine is dispensed in a bag, stapled shut. Many 
pharmacists who do try to counsel lack skill and merely talk at 
the patient, reciting a list of facts 

Even in hospital pharmacies, where pharmaCists often 
proudly state they practice a "clinically-oriented" style of 
pharmacy, patient-pharmacist interaction is severely limited. 
Most hospital pharmaCists seldom visit any patients, even though 
they have plenty of opportunity. 

As Linda Strand, a pharmacy educator and specialist in 
pharmacy economics, observed, someone in  our health care 
system is going to have to take responsibility for medication use, 
and it may tum out not to be pharmaCists. It might turn out that 
nurses do it, she speculated. She is convinced that the need is 
real. According to one published report, in 1971 one million 
people were admitted to hospitals in the U.S. because of 
problems they were having with medications, and in most cases 
those problems could have been prevented. 

dube' juggling equipment 1993 catalog. published by 
Brian Dube', Inc. 520 Broadway 3rd Floor, New York, NY 10012. 
Beautifully designed and printed catalog for juggling equipment. 

Rock & Rap Confidential subscriptions $27/year Box 
341305, Los Angeles, California 90034. This is an a-page 11 x 
17" folded format with reviews and editorials that push against 
the growing tide of record censorShip. According to one article, 
"Hundreds of stores now have buzzers that go off whenever 
someone tries to buy-not shoplift-an album with a warning 
sticker ... AII this suppressed music must surface somewhere. 
And it will, as new ways of recording, distributing, selling, and 
broadcasting emerge to do the job the industry shuns ..... 

The White Sheet, P.O. Box 16532, Columbus Ohio 
43216, published by Roxane laboratories and sent free of 
charge, stands above the crowd of unsolicited newsletters and 
junk mail I get. I always read it: [under the heading 
"management briefs": "Hire wisely. Look for team and cultural 
fit. Above all, look for nice people who care. Everything else 
can be taught."] 
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Bob Struckman 
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Ivon W. White , J r. 

PLINTH 

Did they think -
(arms gone, eyes out) 
he felt no desire ? 

It stood - proud, 
erect salute to manhood. 

They clucked, 
covered him . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
U NTOUC H E D !  
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I hustle down to the YMCA for poetry 
by Ronson Pilch, poetry and fishing reviewer 

It was the F latwil low Arts and Philosophical Society. 
Wilbur and Elizabeth Wood and friends were having a public 
meeting of their writing group. As literature and poetry and art 
go, it was real. I counted 60 people there. Cost $2 admission. 
Folding chairs. Lectern with microphone that went out whenever 
Wilbur spoke. 

Wilbur told us all about the group that has been meeting 
at a ranch on Flatwillow Creek, near Grass Range, Montana, 
monthly for about four years. Their rule: no watchers. You 
bring something to share with the group - a song, a poem, an 
essay, a quilt, some food - or you don't go. Elizabeth Wood had 
coached Big Timber poet Margaret Augustine. 

Another poet: Jacqui Garcia. She read her poem of 
womanhood, of social pressures. Later she gave me her 
business card: "Jacqui Garcia/Interpersonal Consultant/Group 
Facilitation Workshops · Inservice Training/Domestic Violence · 
Racism • Communication · Oppression/Conflict Resolution • 

Decision-Making & Diversity Issues/104 N. Broadway, Suite 301 / 
(406) 245-7990 Billings, MT 59101. 

Margaret Augustine had authentic images. Even her 
magical, mystical dreamworld ponies seemed somehow 
authentic. It was decidedly Montanan in setting. Big Timber has 
a reputation for poetry, but it is this so-called "cowboy poetry" 
that is more doggerel and comic and sentimental. Margaret's 
poetry was not doggerel or sentimental. But that's why she 
preferred to drive "a hundred and some" miles to work with the 
Flatwillow writers. 

Tom Elliott read a good long piece of a story of a 
Montana ranching man who crunches along on many a gravel 
road as he zings from one dilemma to another. Lots of good 
word pictures, good humor, good reading. A man's perspective 
on marriage. Wilbur called Tom a Zen rancher. 

Fine oil paintings by Dale Livezy hung behind the 
readers. Wade Montgomery sang his songs and played his 
beautiful acoustic steel string guitar with pearl inlaid fret board. 
He sang about his Martin guitar and his horse and his girl. D id 
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he mention his saddle? Several people wore vests and a few 
more wore cowboy hats and one guy who sat in the back near 
me looked like a real cowboy with actual shit on his boots and a 
slim body bent in the shape of the meandering Musselshell river. 
A boy maybe 7-8 years old with a light blue cowboy shirt with 
darker blue piping made it over to the men's room at least three 
times. Vigorous kidneys, his. 

Some of the art istry was almost astonishingly good, 
much of it was very good and I only felt that I had to get out of 
there two or three times. Not bad for a poetry reading at the 
YMCA. 

I thought that that is what these books l ike The Portable 
Wall could really be doing; drawing people together to improve 
their art. But here at the Y, and out at the ranch, they do it in 
person, in a gathering of friends by the fireplace. 

Subscribe ! 

The Portable Wall 

Four Wigged-out 
. 

Issues 

for only $ 1 8  
2 1 5  Burlington Avenue 

Billings,  Montana 

59 10 1  
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Ray Mizer 

Drill Core 

I n  sleep, some people grind their teeth. 
Some snore. Some talk out loud. Not me.  
I dri l l .  I n  my dreams, I dri l l  at n ight, 
The vision etched sharply on inner screen :  
Sharpening, setting the heavy bits. Twisting.  
Yet after, I cannot speak the movement; 
The verbs are lost with the vision. 
Even the nouns go pale with the fi rst l ight. 

But last n ight, as right as I now can tell  you, 
I did it! I dril led clean through to China. 
I don't m ind saying , to get through that center 
Was right on the edge of being impossible. 
But in my dreams, I am irresistible. I punched through . 

All  during the hard going , I had hoped, with luck, 
To come out somewhere near the Great Wal l ;  
Or at least in one of those rare jaded landscapes 
You see in museums and National Geographic, 
With great rivers bending through mountains with trees. 
Or nearby some great temple, perhaps, or a palace. 
I had simply never dreamed of emerging 
J ust in time for a malt, with French fries on the side 
By the famed Golden Arches of Peiping. 
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Don Robi n so n  

BUDGET CRUNCH 

I just lost my job 
My unemployment's zeroed out 
I'm reduced to eatin' Budget Crunch 
This new thing they're talkin' about! 

It's got fat tax raisin's 
And little pink slips 
Yo home boy, just feed my lips ! 
I 've got a brand new package 
of Government directed Budget Crunch! 

My refrigerator is empty 
And all my food stamps are gone 
So I start each day, the new Budget Crunch way 
Eatin' the breakfast of Chumpions ! 

It's got fat tax raisin's 
And little pink slips 
Yo home boy, just feed my lips ! 
I 've got a brand new package 
of Government directed Budget Crunch ! 

Yo ! Police lady, what's your treat? 
Budget Crunch ! Budget Crunch ! 
Yo! Fireman , what do you eat? 
Budget Crunch ! Budget Crunch ! 
Yo! School Teacher, what's the deal? 
I 'm eatin' Budget Crunch for every meal ! 
Yo! School kids, what's for lunch? 
We're eatin ' that Government sponsored Budget Crunch ! 
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Budget Crunch is what's go in' on 
Has it reached your shelf yet? 
I hear even the President 
Has some for his Cabinet! 

It's got fat tax raisin's 
And little pink slips 
Yo home boy, just feed my lips! 
I 've got a brand new package 
of Government directed Budget Crunch ! 

Marks 

Tar marks rushing, squiggling 
up and underneath the tires. 
Like a frenzied fluid abstract 

Margo Tamez 

ink drawing. An endless 
unpredictable pattern of thick 
encoded hieroglyphics of someone's 
work in  the baking sun. A road 
employee shows gestures of play 
and effort on HWY 1 5  North. Warm 
air jetting in from open windows whip long 
trai ling black and wavy wisps of hair, 
that fly in front of my eyes as if to have 
a prominant role in this visual mind play. 
Framing the landscape with constant black 
snapping motion. 
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W.J. Stoneberger 

From the Dirt, the Voices 

Boys in pinewood boxes 
( from Korea 

from 'Nam 
from Nicaragua 
from the Persian Gulf 
from places whose names 

are forgotten lessons 
lessons in history ) 

cry back to us 
in voices 
as dark and deep 
as jungle dirt 
as soft and sudden 
as nightwings 

they ask "why" 
they whisper the words 
naming our mistakes 
naming us all -

apathy murder war 
they haunt the memory 
refusing to be forgotten 
regretting being misu nderstood 

and misunderstanding 
they call back to us 
because they must 
because some sti l l  won't listen 
because there was so much to say 
so much that should've been 

now there are only echoes 
the gaps of si lence 
between their cries. 
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David A. Johnson 

Grizzlies 

The food sack strung up a tree. 
''Ten feet off the ground and four feet 
from any branches," is what the sign read. 

In '77 we were followed by bears 
as we walked the Baptism River 
in northern Minnesota. 
These were black bears, though; 
she broke off her attack 
after only a single lunge 
when we stupidly charged her cub. 
We wanted her out of our hair 
and down the trail .  

I raised my arm .  

At least nine feet anyway, 
And the sack still beyond my reach. 
Looking back, I imagined a huge grizzly 
standing on its hind legs 
swiping at the bag. 
The hiss of its claws Slicing the air. 
Back at camp, I opened the zipper. 
Unda was asleep. 

Reports informed us that Mary Ann 
was drug from her tent 
that same summer in '77. 
The grizzly pulled her 
from between the other two women. 
I still hear their screams 
and the thump of pads on the ground. 
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It's probably 2 a.m. 
The wind in the spruce 
disguises any noises, 
except one. 
We've stuck a piece of Rip-stop tape 
over a hole in the tent; 
it just appeared one trip. 
I stare straight up at the designs 
made by stitching and tent poles, 
loosen the cord around my head 
and rub my toes together. 
A gust shoots across the lake 
and rattles the pots. 
The knots tighten;  
the food sack is  moving now. 

Gene Fehler 

Crooked Picture 

The crooked picture on the wall ?  
A portrait of m y  Uncle Pau l .  
N o ,  don't touch it. Let i t  be. 
That's just what you're supposed to see. 

I 'm told that Uncle ,  in his prime 
Did twenty years of chain-gang time 
For robbing stores and banks and such. 
The time was only half as much 

As he deserved, so people say; 
For crime, to him, was child's play. 
So now, to symbolize his shame, 
We keep Paul crooked in his frame. 
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Another friend gone . . .  
by Daniel Struckman 

Last May 18 Gordon Simard, whose letters and poetry 
have appeared in these pages, died in Sidney, Montana, of 
malignant melanoma, a deadly cancer that has become an 
epidemic since the destruction of the atmosphere by 
chlorofluorocarbons. 

In 1968 four of us had a rock band we named "Water," 
after the favorite image of the Taoists. Gordon was our singer. 
John Herman, dead from suicide just a couple of years ago, was 
drummer. That leaves our bass player, Ken Norton, who got 
busted for selling grass to high school kids, and me to carry on 
the fight to keep our mojo workin. '  I haven't seen Ken since 1969 
when he was heading over to Idaho to work in the mines to pay 
his lawyer for keeping him out of jail. We were pretty matter-of
fact about all that then. But we were out for adventure, man! 

Earlier last year Gordon wrote: "After 'Water' dis
banded, that local tower of power 'Ginger Blue' tapped me to be 
their lead singer. Remember them? We p layed a dance at the 
roller rink with them. Local Missoula kids with a lot of equipment 
and little talent . [I remember. Their arrogant lead guitarist had 
an amazing double-cutaway Gibson hollowbody and thousands 
of dollars worth of amplifiers. He lacked much talen� We had a 
few good gigs, but after a dispute, Ginger Blue's half-life expired. 
The next day, literally, Charles Lubrecht and Gary Scales asked 
me to join the new 'Einstein Intersection' with Steve Kelley (-ex 
of 'Brown Sugar') on lead guitar and Danny Rogers on bass. 
'Einstein' developed a large following. [ They were amazing: 
Mike Fiedler and Jerry Printz both played for Einstein] We played 
the Fall, 1969, registration dance at the University Ballroom, 
some field house gigs with 'name bands' from out of town, some 
club work and concerts around the state. In December of 1969, I 
finished the course work on my Master's Degree in French, quit 
the band and moved to San Francisco. I had the opportunity to 
audition as lead singer with a nationally-known band but turned it 
down to pursue my other interests. Thus ended my meteroic 
rock and roll career. 

[ In another letter, Gordon concludes] "The thing I 
appreciate about our rock and roll days, is that we entered the 
fray as participants and creators rather than as fans and 
observers. We went out and did it and here, 25 years later, that 
fact still makes us feel good." 
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Dirk Lee 
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Joseph W. Caldwell 

SABBATICAL ON WINIFREDE HOLLOW 

You see them fixing second-hand Fords 
parked in the yard 
red hoods propped up 
under willows. 
Now and then they raise 
their heads, cock them sideways, 
and spit tobacco juice. 
On their foreheads you see 
creases, deep-cut grooves 
l ike the hollows in these hil ls. 
No one comes to ask them 
to ride 
buggies into black tunnels, 
so they change oil, 
swap talk, and wait. 
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Nancy Somerfeld 
Ontological Astronomy 
·We cannot mock the fragile and elusive heavens, lest we also mock ourselves: 

-Anonymous 

Oh star, fabled witness to a chi ld's wish, 
Oh shivering star, white, glowing jewel 
On the black plush robe, the spread cape of velvet night, 
Behold ! 
God sucks l ife into the round hot end of his cigarette, 

capturing the darkness in his cupped hand. 
Behold ! 
The tiny tinkling cymbal on an angel's pinky ring 

shimmers with cold and silent song.  
Behold, too ! 
A white spider flexing its legs, spin ning its web 

from the cosmic gossamer of lost and wandering 
thoughts. 
I suppose thoughts must go somewhere, after they leave 
our heads. 
See, then, simply a star. 
Gaseous flotsam tossed overboard by the auteur of the Big 
Bang. 
A pin-prick i l lusion of borrowed l ight, at the quivering 
remove 

of a mil l ion l ight years. 
A hole in the universe, a bottleneck through which the 
champagne 

of heaven fizzes. 
Oh, star, can we believe that you exist at al l ?  
Can w e  trust your godlike hovering, you r tricks o f  motion , 

your flickering slights, 
your sly and shifting pOints, your pulsating 

petals that open l ike an exploding flower, then 
vanish? 
Is believing in a star a grande jete across the stage of life, 
Or a mere baby step in the ballet that ends with bel ief in 
God? 
Star, first star, grant me that one fabled wish , 
That I ,  a quicksilver creature l ike you, might really exist. 
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Personals 

CREATIVE, PRETIY, BRIGHT 
SERENE LADY, Catholic, early 30s, 
l ithe figure and blithe spirit with open 
mind, seeks calm and thoughtful man 
possessing humor, charm, and a 
willing heart. 

ATIRACTIVE, SUCCESSFUL SWF 
loves building houses, active sports, 
gardening, cooking, seeks fit, fun, 
financially secure, caring 40-45 
something man. 

PRETIY STRAWBERRY BLONDE, 
fit and funny, seriously seeking man 
liberal, competent, sexy, with humor, 
optimism (40-48), who l ikes movies, 
music, serendipity, conversation, my 
cooking, bundling. 

RECENT WIDOW wishes to meet 
man over 55 with physical, 
intellectual, emotional, and financial 
resources to enjoy life and hopefully a 
loving, romantic relationship with me. 
I am slim , attractive, elegant, highly 
intelligent, educated, cultured, fund, 
kind and sweet, as well as an avid 
skier, hiker, dancer, reader, good 
cook, not-so-good ftutist with a 
passion for music. 

PETITE, EBULUENT WOMAN, 4Os, 
poet and arts lover, seeks dynamic 
man for exhilarating relationship. 
Race and perhaps literacy 
unimportant.. 

TWO YOUNG RECENT WIDOWS, 
one a lawyer, the other a physician, 
both in their 30s, would feel more 
comfortable meeting eligible men 
together, at least for their first dates. 

MATURE WOMAN wishes to meet an 
affluent man, under fifty, for physical , 
emotional relationship based on 
romance, not kinky sex. I live far, far 
into the country; if you travel there 
occasionally, that would be especially 
welcome. Mormons and Christian 
Scientists preferred. 

INDUSTRIOUS NURSE, MATURE, 
SKILLED at renovating houses and 
renovating men seeks situation 
rundown in both respects. 

VOLUPTUOUS, BRIGHT, 
ATIRACTIVE SCHOLAR/ 
PSYCHOTHERAPIST, 39, ecology
minded animal-lover and classical 
blues enthusiast with new interest in 
outdoor photography and old 
obsession with the Grateful Dead, 
seeks smart, open-hearted, financially 
secure, paSSionate Jerry Garcia look
alike, 29-43, nonsmoker, for 
affectionate partnership, fun, travel, 
quick wit, erotic dancing, and friendly 
disagreements. 

SENSUAL WOMAN, artist, youthful 
4Os, seeks attractive adventurous 
man who is professionally fulfilled, 
emotionally mature, spiritually 
searching, for love, laughter, and 
meaningful relationship--a man who 
might love me more than my cat. 



Wlm, ENGAGING, IVY-DEGREED 
WOMAN, 36. S'9" professional. lover 
of books and ideas and. at times. of 
men. 30-S0. 

39, 5'4" 138 LBS, DISTINCTIVE 
LOOKING. socially useful intellectual 
with serious intentions; only 
compatible gentleman need reply. 

LIFE-LOVING WOMAN ARTIST. 
youthful SOs. with good manners. 
adventurous spirit. and a taste for 
Shakespeare. Joyce. nature and arts 
other than painting. wishes to meet 
caring. creative. intelligent. 
hyperactive man hopefully free of 
paranoia and bad past experiences of 
women. 

TRULY PREm, SWEET, SAVVY, 
SUPPORTIVE. loving. lovable woman 
seeks funny. generous. kind. 
financially successfully. unpretentious. 
4O-plus Jewish man. Touches of 
genius. creativity. introspection. 
wisdom. and self-knowledge a plus. 

WILL THIS MARRIED WOMAN 
remind you of a sex kitten? S'7" slim. 
seductive. a youthful 42. and 
superlatively pretty. I'd relish a classy. 
strongly-built. attractive younger guy 
who could satiSfy a wildly romantic 
woman (without threatening my 
husband). Even if you're insecure in 
English. please write me an enticing 
note. 
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CLASSY, SENSUAL, GOOD
LOOKING young urban professional 
(Ph. D.) woman. S'8' 39. slim. artistic. 
musical. adventurous. seeks 
intelligent. intuitive. attractive. spirited 
man to share passion for loving. 

GRACIOUS, GENTLE, PRmy 
SLENDER WOMAN. 4S. seeks 
genial. warm-hearted. experienced 
man to love. marry. and maybe begin 
a family. 

SUCCESSFUL NYC 
PROFESSIONAL, 3 1 .  wishing to stop 
working excess hours, enjoys going 
out (theater, museums, music). 
staying in (books. cooking, old movies 
on the VCR). and exploring near and 
far. I value kindness, generosity of 
spirit. and the company of friends and 
family. 

LIVELY INTELLECTUAL NATURAL 
BLONDE, suburban lawyer, 
nonsmoker. excellent cook, 
nonreligious Jew, with three great 
kids, big old house, large obnoxious 
dog. I'm pretty. kind, mentally and 
emotionally stable (not afraid of 
spiders. snakes, thunderstorms. or 
life). Seeking brainy, warm, funny 
energetic, sane, honest man to share 
ballet. books, movies, dinners. ups & 
downs. Humor and integrity are vital. 
Age. height. weight. race. hairline, 
etc .• unimportant. Don't be 
discouraged by my declaration of 
receptiveness. 



Back in business 
B.J. Buckley l ives in Lolo, Montana. 
This is his first appearence in The 
Portable Wall. Gene Fehler lives in 
Seneca, South Carolina. Victoria 
Mary Grant has had poetry published 
in a variety of magazines. She and 
her husband have five daughters. 
They live in Poway, California. Myrna 
Helfenstein made it to the finals of 
the PEN/Syndicated Fiction Project 
with her essay about mailoholism. 
She lives in Newton, Massachusetts. 
David A. Johnson, Butte, Montana, 
teaches English and speech in 
Japan. He was recently published in 
Yokoi, a Montana literary magazine. 
Richard Kostelanetz lives in New 
York City. He is presently working on 
a "mechanical opera" for eight 
loudspeakers. F L LIght lives on East 
1 82 Street in The Bronx, New York. 
Most of his sonnets now are 
translations from the Iliad. Trlsh 
Lindholm sends her work from 
Marshfield, Wisconsin. Ray Mizer, of 
Greencastle, Indiana, is a professor 
emeritus of English and a free-lance 
writer. Tom Petersen is a lawyer in  
Santa Cruz, California. He and his 
wife, Kathy, have a new daughter. 
Daniel Quinn, author of the novel, 
Ishmael, also publishes a handsome 
newsletter, If, with his wife Rennie. 
They live in Austin, Texas. Daniel is 
writing another novel. Don 
Robinson mailed his poem from 
Jamaica Plain, MA. Joe Salerno, of 
N. Caldwell, New Jersey, lends his 
good-feeling poetry a delightful 
oriental flavor. Greg Sanders sent us 
his "conceptual short story" from West 
Hollywood, California. Nancy 
Somerfeld, of White Plains, New 

York, has had a few publications in  
small journals and in the New York 
Times. She is a graduate student at 
Sarah Lawrence College. William 
Stoneberger is from the Tidewater 
Region of Virginia. Bob Struckman 
recently helped research a book about 
the civil rights activities in 1964 in 
Mississippi: Like a Holy Crusade, by 
Nicolaus Mills. Margo Tamez, of 
Philipsburg, Montana, has published 
Alleys and Allies, a book of poems. 
Kathleen Taylor married Tom 
Petersen and they have a child, 
Ursula Roma, born last Nov. 3. 
David Thomas, Missoula Poet, was 
recently featured in Peter Koch's 
broadside series, "Hormone Derange." 
Deane Weatherly, of Bozeman, 
Montana, has worked for the AFL-CIO 
and the American Postal Workers 
Union. Robert Weaver has a novel-in
progress. He says, "It is sad (but true) 
that the epicenter of the creative
writing world has been moved out of 
the b istros of Paris and into the 
classrooms of our universities." .. . lvon 
W. White, Jr., Billings, Montana, 
writes and edits a poetry journal of his 
own. He says: " . . .  how our society 
treats its ... disadvantaged groups and 
minorities is particularly summed up in 
attitudes toward sex - controlling 
how people reproduce, and how they 
die, along with what provides pleasure 
and fulfillment is the tripartite agenda 
of every dictatorship, whether Fascist 
or Communist." 

This Issue of The Portable Wall 
Is printed on 80 Ib vellum text at 
Basement Press using a Multilith 1250 
offset duplicator. The cover Is Teton 
sliver, Imprinted on a Chandler & Price 
letterpress. Typefaces were Helvetica, 
Helvetica Narrow and Times. 
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