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Letters & Health Hints 
November 1 7, 1 993 

Dan -

I 've been meaning to write you 
since I received my copies of Portable 
Wall No 22. "Secret Hippie Stuff indeed! 
As it is still calendar year 1 993 I suppose 
I'm not excessively tardy with my response 
and my thanks for those copies. I 've been 
trying to write some fiction over the last 
year and this involves a lot of wandering 
around.. . .  The details of my l ife have not 
changed materially since my last missive 
your way so I won't dwell on that. 

I was deeply saddened to learn of 
the death of Gordon Simard. Gordon was 
a genuine intell igence and compassionate 
soul in a world desperately in need of both. 
I seldom saw him after the winter of 1 973 
but whenever I did it was a happy occasion. 
That particular winter I happened to be 
sharing an apartment in San Francisco 
with Peter Koch, it was on Hayes Street 
near Golden Gate Park. I'd just spent my 
first summer ias a gandy dancer· on the 
BN and so I had a little money and could 
indulge my beatnik fantasies to a degree. 
Jay Rummel l ived over on Sacramento 
Street and I used to hang out with him 
quite a bit and in the evenings I'd sit zazen 
at the Zen Center on Page Street. In the 
midst of all this Gordon would come to 
town from his encampment in Marin 
County; occasionally Ruth would come 
too and that was always a real event but 
usually it would be Gordon alone on some 
mission of free lance translation that 
required the use of the Public Library and 
that often meant an evening meal with the 
three of us together and some high flying 
conversation I mostly listened to in awe. I 
was in those days pretty much a neophyte 
in every respect. But I learned a lot that 
winter and Gordon was definitely one of 
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my teachers. As was Ruth when she 
appeared. So, as I say, it saddened me to 
learn of his death. 

Dirk Lee told me the other day that 
the Pushcart Prize people have been 
making inquiries . . .  

Good Luck, 
Dave Thomas 
806 Poplar 
Missoula, MT 59802 

[We nominated Dave Thomas's poem "Out 
and Abouf for a Pushcart-Dan] 

• Gandy dancer: perhaps from the now . 
defunct Gandy Manufacturing Company, 
Chicago, which made tools used by railroad 
laborers. Gandies might work on a steel 
gang, and replace wornout railroad "ribbon 
rail," or work on a tie gang. They work with 
sweat, creosote, kerosene, and they live I 

in an " outfit" -a boxcar that has been fit I 

with doors and windows so that they can 
sleep in it and prepare their food: always 
beans and jack mackerel.--Dan 

May 21 , '94 
Dear Dan, 

Good luck getting the Xmas issue 
out. 

If you need help ... ? 
Louise Murray 
Billings, Montana 

June 1 , 1 994 
Mr. Suckman: 

Just a quick note to thank you for 
not accepting my poems for Portable Toilet. 
As a poet who has published in such 
august l iterary journals as Bitterroot, Rea 
Cedar Review, and Modern Haiku, among 
others, can you imagine what a blow 
appearing in your magazine would be to 



my career. It would certainly paint me as 
a novice, a fool, and someone who didn't 
give a damn what sort of tripe his work was 
printed in... .  

. 

Menke Katz, editor-in-chief of 
Bitterroot, commented in a letter that I was 
a true poet and accepted a poem. Since 
this is one ofthe most respected poets and 
scholars in the western world, you can 
imagine what this meant to a writer just 
beginning to make' a name for himself. 
Walt Franklin, a well known and respected 
poet, wrote to say that he enjoyed my 
work. Allen Ginsberg, one of the founders 
of the beat movement, read my work and 
sent a nice note thanking me for the work 
I sent him. With words of supreme praise 
from artists of the highest order, I am 
breathing more than a small sign of relief 
on being rejected. 

Thank you ... for what you have 
done for me. You have saved me from 
appearing like an ass who will let his work 
be published anywhere. Just think, if I let 
you publ ish my work, what's next? 
Bathroom walls next to the urinals. As a 
matter of fact, you might want to look into 
that for your own magazine. 
Sincerely, 

. 

Michael Green 
Dayton,  Ohio 

April 1 2,93 

Dear Mr. Struckman 
I was once a mailoholic and found 

a cure for that condition by sending out 
more manuscripts. 

I have nothing to do with 
pharmaCists or the d rugs that they 
dispense. In your review oftheir magazine 
you did not mention alternative therapies, 
which do not rely on drugs. I believe that 
most prescriptions are either unnec�ssary 
o r  could. be replaced with n�tu ral 
supplements. 

. 

Deanna Weatherly confirmed my 
notion to keep away from juries. I have 
never served on one. In the Bronx it is 
hard to convict anyone, yet the prisons are 
filled. 

. , 

I enjoyed Joe Salerno's poems. 
How many of you r  readers 

understood "anglophobia" without a "g"? 
[on the 6th line of "On Citizen Genet (1 792) 
in the last issue]. 

In 1775, Burke wrote that America 
should not be taxed, and Samuel Johnson 
answered him in Taxation No Tyranny. 
That Burke was on our side no one 
remembers. you may replace "spake" 
with "spoke." 

F L Light 
Bronx, New York 

Dear Dan: 
In response to the "What else 

have you got?" in the note from you that 
turned up in mailbox today, I here submit 
for your consideration the enclosed haiku, 
all humorous (I hope), one titled, and single 
longer poem, accompanied by the same 
S .A.S.E. that you returned to me unused. 

William Woodruff 
Pasadena, California 

25 March 1993 

Dear Dan -
just received the latest Portable 

Wall w "Fences Under Snow" in it - (lots 
of nice stuff in this issue) ... also- i'm a� 
- it would have been nice, perhaps, of 
you, to .ask if you weren't sure - � 
women use initials or go by them, and you 
really shouldn't assume gender from a 
name, one way or the other - (a guy 
named "C

.
hris" probably wouldn't like being 

referred to as "sl;l�," either) 

bJ buckley 
Lolo, Montana 

.' 
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Gossip 

Peter Koch, always like family to 
us, has been awarded a retrospective at 
the New York Public Library this year and 
a solo show at Harvard University in 1995. 
About this, Peter says "I guess all those 
years in the traces have some meaning 
beyond the BIG BUCKS I made while 
printing business cards and stationery etc." 
He sent along a prospectus from The 
Book Club of California On Printing, by 
Will iam Everson, a book Peter edited and 
wrote an introduction for. Printing like 
that-such amazing clarity-leaves me 
speechless. I just wish you could see it. 

Lyn Lifshin, whose poetry had 
been widely published even in the mid 70s 
when Peter Koch printed her stuff in 
Montana Gothic, is now featured in a 
documentary film, "Lyn Lifshin: Not Made 
of Glass." 

The next issue of the Portable 
Wall will  be guest edited by Heather 
Corson and Robert Struckman. Heather 
is a student at Tufts University in Boston 
and Robert has just received a BA in 
Liberal Arts from Sarah Lawrence College 
in New York. 

We were relieved to learn that 
Dirk Lee continues to live and work in his 
studio in the warehouse in Missoula where 
he has dwelt for nearly 20 years, now. Dirk 
has some beautiful hand-printed work for 
sale and now would be an excellent time to 
purchase. Write to him at Box 7661, 
Missoula, MT 59807. 

Mark Fryberger has moved from 
his place in Missoula at the foot of Mount 
Sentinel to new quarters in Hell Gate 
Canyon. His address is 255 E. Easy 
Street, Missoula, MT 59802. His phone is 
the same. 
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Book Report 
Publications Received: 

Alleys and Allies is a collection 
of the work of Margo Tamez, a Texan
bound- Philipsburg, Montana. Nice feeling, 
plenty of visual. Saddle Tramp Press, 7615 
Stone Crop Lane, San Antonio, TX 78249. 

Backyard Culture is what you 
getfrom the Down Home Project, 776 Hwy 
93 North, Hamilton, Montana 59840. Send 
$15 for subscription and other benefits. You 
really need this publication if you live around 
here. It's got such goodies as "Elvis Spotted 
at [M issoula] Northside Community 
Gardens." 

We got CutBank 40. Where else 
are you going to find stuff by Woody Kipp, 
Fred Haefle, Lois Welch, and the other 
Montana stars who don't send their stuff to 
the PW? . .  you subscribe, I suppose. 
Doesn't mean you have to like the art-by
committee concept. At least the cover 
illustration by Gloria White Calico was in 
color.  Subscription $12/year from 
Department of English, University of 
Montana, Missoula, MT 59812. 

Then we got Essential Living, 
($5-15/year, depending on ability to pay 
R.R. 1 Box 1310 Moretown, VT 05660) a 
12-page newsletter for those pursuing the 
"voluntary simplicity" vision.  It is published 
by the Essential Living Society, a tax 
exempt educational organization. Nor did 
I find any great ideas... . 

The Exile House poems by Erling 
Friis-Baastad comes from BEgiNNer's 
MIND press clo christien gholson 2615 
kingman bl #6 des moines, iowa 50311. 
Appears to have been printed on a 
photocopier on 8.5 x 11" paper folded (like 
our early PW's were). 

Check this one: In the Heart of 

the Bitterroot Mountains, the true story 
of the Carlin Hunting PartY of 1893. $9.95 
Mountain' Meadow Press, Box 1170, 
Wrangell, AK 99929. This publisher also 



issued In pursuit of the Nez Perces 
$12.95. I read both all the way through 
and, as you know, I am notthe type to read 
stuff that isn't gripping. I n  the Bitterroot 
tale, Abraham L.A. Himmelwright tells the 
story of Edmund Christopherson who had 
originally told it in Montana, The Magazine 
of Western History, Autumn, 1956. I hope 
Montana journalist AI Partoll would have 
approved. At any rate, I was pleased with 
the work. Nez Perces attempts to be 
scholarly, in that the story of Chief Joseph 
in the Nez Perce War of 1877 is related by 
three accounts including that of Chief 
Joseph himself. These accounts were 
compiled by Linwood Laughy. 

ICA Highlights is news from the 
I nstitute of Cultural Affairs, 4750 N. 
Sheridan Road, Chicago, IL  60640. The 
ICA has its roots in the inner city. They 
preach humanity and hope. Nonprofit. 

The Mo
'
on Cycle poems by Effie 

Mihopoulos, Ommation P ress is an  
impressive chapbook. Mihopoulos edits 
Salome 5548 N. Sawyer, Chicago, IL  
60625. Here is  an excerpt from Moon: 
from her poem "Cat's Cradle: you caress 
the night with your unlikely letters,/making 
the moon intense for me/making it a strong 
and wonderful perfumelthatfills the room ... " 

Then there's Ray Mizer'S Midwest 
Mosaics. Mizer is widely published, and 
for a reason. He is smart (see his poem in 
this issue of the PW). I think people who 
usually don't like poetry will l ike Mizer's 
book because his poems are clever. No, 
he's not the G REAT POET like Gary 
Snyder, but his work is enjoyable,  
excessively smart. , and doggone it, people 
like him! $8 from Ray Mizer, 711 Highridge 
Ave, Greencastle, IN 46135. 

New CollAge Magazine $12, 
from 5700 N. Tamiami Trial, Sarasota, FL 
34243-2197. I didn't recognize any of the 
contributors, but that's no big deal. It is 
pretty straight forward poetry in a humble, 
offset, 5.5 by 8.5" format, saddle-stapled. 
You know the look. Some neat stuff. More 

consistent than even the Portable Wall. (Is 
that a virtue or a vice?) Little in the line of 
editorial tone, except in their submission 
guidelines. "We welcome submissions 
from anyone, anywhere. But no greeting
card verse, please. No ticky-tock effusions 
about everyday subjects. Poetry only . . . .  ," 
says A. McA. Miller, General Editor. 

New Environment Bulletin 209 
ofthe New EnvironmentAssociation $7.501 
year clo Hank Manwell, 902 Second St. 
Liverpool, NY 13088. I believe what some 
of the letters to editor say: stagnation of 
groups of this kind is a major problem . . .  

pazz & Jop, supplement to the 
village Voice. Mark Fryberger sent me this 
one. Liz Phair is God? Otherwise it's 
(was) Nirvana, PJ Harvey, The Breeders 
[one of my favorites] Pet Shop Boys, Dr. 
Dre, Jimmie Dale Gilmore, De La Soul, 
U2. Thanks to Mark for keeping us on top 
of all this. 

Practical Wisdom ($20/year P.O. 
Box 2639, Olympia, WA 98507-2639) is 
written by psychotherapist, Diana Cushing. 
She shares some practical advice, such 
as you might get from a therapist. The 
quote on the back cover: "The Universe 
Rewards Action Not Thinking!" 

The Small Magazine Review is 
still in its first year of publication ($20/year 
P.O. Box 100, Paradise, CA 95967) and 
they review lots of publications in lively 
fashion.This one seems to be for real! 

The Sucarnochee Review is an 
annual literary publication of Livingston 
University ($1012 years Station 22, 
Livingston University, Livingston, AL 
35470. I have a hard time with academic 
stuff, especially on p. 5, where the character 
says, "Judas Craps, Momma . . .  " [Jesus 
Christ almighty! I can't stand it!] 

Wild Earth is the only new-age 
listed here to really excite my attention. 
($20/year PO Box 492, Canton, NY 13617) 
It had an article by Gary Snyder. The 
Wildlands Project folks have a viSIon of 
there being an u nbroken connection 
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between the existing wild areas of our 
continent. This seems like a decent, 
attainable, wise goal. 

Be Ready to Say 
Goodbye 
by Daniel Quinn 

I was lying there half awake, 
trying to get back to sleep because it was 
only 4:30, when my stomach, heedless of 
the time, started limbering up for 
breakfast. I wasn't paying any particular 
attention to it, who the hell does, but then 
it suddenly stopped gurgling and very 
distinctly said: 

"We'll go." 
We'll go. That's all. 
We'll go .  It was an 

announcement, no mistake about it: All 
settled, thafs it, we're going. 

And take careful note: I was in 
no way being included in that we. This 
was my stomach talking to itself, thinking 
aloud, as it were ... about stomachs. The 
stomachs are going to go, fella, and that's 
that. 

One more thing to ponder. One 
more thing to fret over. 

I finally got back to sleep around 
six. 

000000000000000000000000000000000 

I ran into Phil on my way down to 
the cafeteria for lunch. We're not exactly 
friends, but we have a sort of survivors
club relationship, because we've 
outlasted everyone else who started at 
the tree factory back in the 60s. He asked 
me where I was working now and I told 
him I was doing willows. 

"Wow, willows, man, that's real 
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creative work," he said, "I could never do 
willows." 

"Well, I could never do pines, for 
that matter," I told him. Phil's been doing 
pines since the early eighties. 

"Pines are just patience, Dan. 
Lots of patience and lots of system." 

"Ifd drive me batty." 
"That's because you're the 

creative type." 
"Sure. Speaking of creativity, 

what do you think about this? I was lying 
in bed this morning, and my stomach said 
something." 

"What do you mean, said 
something?" 

"I mean, my stomach said 
something. It spoke." 

"Gimme a break. Whafd it say?" 
"It said, 'We'll go.' " 
"Puh-Ieeze." 
"I'm serious. It was clear as 

anything." 
"It said, 'We'll go.'?" 
"That's right." 
"Must've been gas or something." 
"Of course it was gas. That's 

what this is," I said, pointing down my 
throat. 

"What do you mean?" 
"That's what makes speech work, 

Phil. Gas." 
We were coming up to the 

entrance to the cafeteria. The counter 
where the cashier sits divides the place in 
two. To the left is where the food and 
tables are. To the right is a sort of waiting 
area, with chairs and magazines, except 
you never actually see anyone waiting 
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there. 
I suppose it's because I had 

stomachs on 'my mind, but when we came 
abreast of the cashier I noticed a sign 
taped to the front of the counter: 

I said, "Where the hell did that 
come from?" 

Phil said he'd never noticed it 
before. The cashier, predictably, didn't 
know or care. 

"That's an example of 
synchronicity," Phil said as we got in line. 

"Synchronicity? What the hell is 
that?" 

"That's like when you're sitting 
there reading an article about applejack in, 
Skylines magazine and someone comes 
up and offers you a glass of applejack." 

I couldn't figure out what the devil 
he was talking about. 

0000000000000000000000 DODO 0000000000000000 

Went to the annual book sale at 
the Unitarian Church on Sunday and 
picked up a few things, nothing 
spectacular. There are always some 
tables set up in the corridor off the main 
room for signing up people for the Arts 
Council and the Writers' League and the 
Autobahn Society and things like that. 
This year someone had strung up a rope 
to cut off the far end of the corridor. Hung 
over the rope was a hand-lettered sign 
that read: "Stomachs Only Past This 
Point." 

There were no tables set up 
beyond the rope, but I could see a couple 
doors that opened up into classrooms. I 
stepped over the rope, and damned if a 
great huge security guard didn't rise up 
from nowhere to block my way. 

"Excuse me, sir," he said in a 
patronizing tone, "if you would just step 
back over the rope." 

I didn't like the way he put this. If 
I would just step back over the rope, then 

what? But I was too outraged to press 
him with it, as I stepped back over the 
rope. No, why kid myself? I wasn't 
outraged, I was humiliated. I was 
humiliated because I was letting a rented 
thug push me around. No. I was 
humiliated because I had knowingly put 
myself in a position in which a rented thug 
could push me around-in which a rented 
thug could push me around and smirk 
while dOing it. 

"What's back there?" I demanded. 
"Nothing that concerns you." 
"You mean, nothing that concerns 

you, sir." 
"That's right, that's what I said, 

sir." 
"Who put up this sign?" 
"The folks who rented the space, 

I suppose. Sir." 
"Who rented it, then?" He 

shrugged with thuggish indifference. "00 
the people from the church know this 
corridor has been blocked off?" 

"Hey, you could ask 'em, I guess." 
"I'd like to see a reporter get a 

shot of this." 
He grinned at me. "So would I." 
I gave it up. I was just groping for 

some crusher that would let me leave in 
triumph, but it just wasn't there. 

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOooooooooocooooo 

On Wednesday there was a minor 
riot at the Paramount Theatre when 
regular moviegoers were turned away 
from a special showing of Great Intestines. 
A female ticket-seller was injured by flying 
glass when the box office was destroyed. 
It was said that the theater had been hired 
for a private showing of the film by a 
Stomachs-Only group calling itself Our 
Organs, Our Selves. In news reports, it 
was described as "a militant separatist 
group," but no spokesperson was ever 
reached for comment. 
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This mor
'
n

'
ing, Frid�y, Phi{ �sked 

me if I wanted to attend a'rally of the 
Goalition for Organic Democracy after 
work. I was puzzled by the invitation, and 
told him so. He said he'd assumed after 
our last conversation that I was "interested 
in the stomach -thing." I was apparently 
supposed to accept this absurd 
explanation without a quibble, so I did, 
and agreed to go along. He said a speaker 
from Our Organs, Our Selves was 
expected. 

We made the mistake of arriving 
early. By 6:30 the park was surrounded 
by pickets brandishing signs and chanting 
slogans that were incomprehensible to 
me; they seemed to be linking the Coalition 
with fetus-murder, vivisection, sterilization 
of the mentally handicapped, and medical 
experiments on the terminally ill. The 
Coalition put up a couple of speakers who 
quit after thirty seconds each. The emcee 
tried reminding the pickets about tolerance 
and fair play and other supposedly 
American virtues, but he'd have been 
shouted down reading the Bill of Rights. 

The police arrived at seven in 
armored vans, in full riot gear, looking like 
storm troopers from outer space, like 
enemies of mankind. For a few minutes 
Coalition leaders continued to scan the 
approaches to the park in a nervous and 
hopeful way, but everyone knew that if 
there was a speaker from Our Organs, 
Our Selves out there, he'd have to be a 
lunatic to come forward under these 
circumstances. Soon the emcee was 
telling us all to "be cool " and disperse 
quietly. 

It was all handled with incredible 
incompetence. 

Dear Mother: 
It's probably been a complete waste of 
time, but I've spent about forty hours over 
the past few weeks trying to gather 
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together on paper my thoughts about this 
tragic, stupid "stomachs only" controversy 
that seems to be brewing up into a storm. 
The enclosed essay says it as well as I 
know how to say it, so I won't repeat it 
here. My question is (I creep up on it 
gingerly): Is this something the readers of 
your newsletter would be interested in? If 
it isn't, please don't hesitate to say so. I 
wouldn't want to feel I was taking 
advantage of my special relationship to 
the publisher, etc., etc. 

00 co 00 00 000000 0 0 coo 0 00 0 ceo 00 coo 000 000000 00 

Headline in this morning's paper: 
TOP COURT CONFIRMS; NO CIVIL 
RIGHTS FOR STOMACHS. In a 
unanimous decision, the Supreme Court 
declined to review a case from Michigan 
in which a weekly newspaper refused to 
run an ad from a stomachs-only group 
even though it had been duly accepted by 
the paper's own ad-taker. Lower courts 
ruled that no contract had been breached 
because no contract had existed in the 
first place, and the Supreme Court agreed. 
Speaking informally, Justice Walberg said: 
"I'm glad we've had an opportunity to put 
out the word on this issue with a case as 
clear cut as this one. Quite a few people 
have been thinking of this as a first 
amendment matter, but the free speech 
aspect of it appears only by implication. 
What we've established here today is that 
individual organs are not legal persons. 
The constitutional guarantees made to 
persons in this country do not apply to 
them, apart from the individuals in which 
they abide. " Reactions. From the 
American Civil Liberties Union: "A 
deliberate misunderstanding of the issue 
and one more indication of the sinister 
course being taken by our courts. " From 
We Are Our Organs, a group opposed to 
organ independence: "The decision will 
put a swift end to this obscene aberration." 
From the Coalition for Organic Democracy: 



" ... will not deflect our continued support." 
From Our Organs, Our Selves: silence, 
absolute silence . . . .  

OOOOCOOCICODOOOOOCOCOOO C CI C 0 ooooooe Cleo 000000000000 

My essay on the organ 
controversy appeared in my mother's 
newsletter last month. The title still pleases 
me: "Listening to the Inner Voice with the 
Outer Ear." This month she printed some 
responses to it. They astonished me. 

I had made up my mind on the 
stomachs-only issue, and you changed 
it-not an easy thing to do, I assure 
you. My thanks. 

I'm afraid I'll never be able to 
agree with the position you and others 

like you take, Mr. Quinn, but for 
the first time I understand and respect it. 

Your words touched me in a way 
I would have thought impossible ... You 
have 

made a reality of the sheer wonder 
of life as a divided being. 

You've shown us that it is indeed 
ultimately unthinkable that we could 

simply turn our backs (so to speak) 
on our own stomachs' and 

let them find their way without us. 

Many, many others. Incredible. 
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Today at lunchtime I tore down 
the "StomachS/Stomachs Only " sign at 
the cafeteria. 

Phil paid me a visit three hours 
later. He watched me work for a while in 
silence, then shook his head in cringing 
admiration and said, "Man, that is really. 
beautiful. That is utterly beyond me." 

"Get to it, Phil," What's the offer?" 

"No offer, Dan. They're willing to 
overlook what you did this one time, but 
the sign has got to go back up." 

"This is from Malone?" Malone.is 
the general manager. 

"Irs from Malone." 
"If the sign goes back up, I'll tear 

it down again." 
"Don't be a simp, Dan. This isn't 

Nazis and Jews. This isn't even straights 
and gays. This is a nothing issue." 

"Tell Malone that if the sign goes 
back up, I'll pull it down again." 

"Man, you're gonna lose your job 
over this! It's stupid!" 

I ignored him and went on working. 
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A week later: the sign has not 
been replaced. 
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Something has happened that 
would have been unthinkable for me a 
year ago. I've been chosen by ballot to 
represent the state at the first national 
convention of the Coalition for Organic 
Democracy, and I'm on my way. I don't 
know whether this makes sense or not. I 
am -have always been-a quietist, one 
who believes that human action is 
inherently futile, perhaps even worse than 
futile. Yet here I am, cruising at 30,000 
feet, my muscles quivering with tension, 
my palms sweating. 

We'll go. Those are the words 
that started it all-at least for me. 

I tell myself that this "we" very 
distinctly did notinclude me. In fact, it very 
distinGtly excluded me. Yet here I am 
hurtling through space at the speed of 
sound toward the national capital, toward 
a meeting hall where I'll be expected to 
swallow my embarrassment, my shyness, . 
and my stage fright in order to read to the 
assembled crowd my essay, "Listening to' 

The Portable Wall 9  



the Inner Voice with the Outer Ear: 
Because of this essay, I've been 

called "the philosopher of the movemenr 
and "the guru of organ independence." 
Completely absurd. 

We'll go. 
Perhaps it was the very exclusion 

from that "we" that compelled me to include 
myself, that forced me out of a lifetime of 
retirem�nt. Yes, it must have been 
something like that: How could I-master 
tree-smith, a white adult male human, 
non-handicapped, of average intelligence 
and competence-hang back, timidly or 
just indifferently, while a blind, legless 
subsystem has the pluck to proclaim: We'll 
go. 
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When the wheels slap the runway 
in Washington, I drag myself up out of a 
sleep as heavy as centuries, and zombie
like gather my things. I'm shocked, 
overwhelmed to get off the plan and find 
myself the center of a media maelstrom. 
It's simply not something my nervous 
system is prepared for: the startling, 
blinding flashbulbs, the television lights, 
the shouted questions. 

Mr. Quinn, will you-
Have you personally ever
Mr. Quinn, is it true
Would you comment on-
Mr. Quinn, can you tell us if
Mr. Quinn according to this 

Coalition handout-
Can you confirm the rumor that
After a few minutes they seem to 

become aware that none of their questions 
are being answered, that I'm in a state of 
confusion bordering on catatonia. Their 
demands for attention trail off as gradually 
as raindrops at the end of a thunderstorm. 
They stare at me, open-mouthed. They 
gawk like acolytes at the awakening qf a .. 
god who has proved to be brain-damaged. 

Finally a young woman has the 
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wit to seize the moment. She shoves a 
microphone in my face and says, "Mr. 
Quinn, is there anything you'd like to say 
to the people who are watching television 
at this moment?" 

I hardly know what I'm dOing. At 
the bottom of some unguessed-atvisceral 
abyss within me, a molten mass is flowing, 
incandescent. I take the young woman's 
microphone from her hand, and the words 
flow unbidden from my mouth, as if from 
some stranger who has taken over my 
body: 

"Watch for my signal. Follow my 
lead," 

christien gholson 

The Three Fates Doing Their 
Wash Down By The Bay 

The fat man stood watching the valet 
pull his bags from the taxi. 
He lit a cigarette and stared 
into the brilliant chandelier. 
His wife held herself and said, 
"I thought it'd be warmer than this. " 
Red carpet unraveled beneath them. 

Across the street, up three floors, 
hanging off the fire escape grill, 
were three wrinkled beige nylon panties 
talking among themselves. 
Bare breasts slapped wrinkled skin 
when the fates slapped their clothes 
on the rocks. 

Fisherman's Wharf, San 
Francisco 



Tales From the Oarkside of the 
, 

Family _ '  

by G.E. Allir:lgham" -' " ., ' > 

One of my earliest recollections 
was being told to get lost by my brother 
David when I was about seven or so. I 
know he was really anxious to get rid of 
me because he offered me money. A 
whole nickel. Just shows you how much 
value the nickel has lost, because I did it. 
Today a nickel is worth about the same as 
a dead bug. 

He wanted me to get lost because 
he was almost four years older, and he 
was with a girl. I was too young to know 
about girls, but I had my suspicions. 
Besides, if he was alone he would have 
probably wanted- me to get lost anyway. 
Right then I was having trouble 
understanding why I couldn't stay there. 

"Why can't I stay here?" 
"Because you want this nickel, 

and the only way to get it is to get lost," he 
said. 

Well, you can't beat that kind of 
logic. Money changes everything. 

"All right," I said. 
"And don't come back here for the 

rest of the day 
"Give me the nickel." 
"Tonight." 
"No. Now, �r I won't leave." 
I'm no fool.' , 
He looked at me with distrust in 

his eyes. Then he handed me the nickel. 
"If you come back, I'll pound you 

and take the nickel back." 
I don't know about'you, but being 

pounded was all "really needed to heaL 
"I won't come back.·: ' 

' 

"You better not." 
"rwon'r ,,' 

"Well, you just better not." 
Between kids ' it was always a,' 

good idea to state' the' terms five or six , 
times. 

"I said' j' WOUldn't." 
"Just make sur� ,�ou do

�
n,'t" 

Make that six or seven times. 
I grabbed the nickel from his 

_. o,utstretched hand and I got lost, so los� , 
that the police had to return me. Well, '.lo(· 
actually return me, they just called my 
Mom and told her it was too hot for this 
sort of thing and to come and get me. As 
soon as she came in the door I voluntarily 
explained everything before she heard it 
from the police. , 

"It's all Dave's fault." 
It was a classic defense, one of 

my personal favorites. I have said it at 
least once a day for years. Even today 
when I see my mother I still say it, and she 
reminds me that my brother has been 
gone for years. It's too good an excuse to 
give up easily. 

"Come on, let's go home and talk 
to your brother about all this. It's too hot 
for this kind of thing." 

I guess it would have been all 
right if it was only cooler, but summers in 
the South are hot, so hot that you don't 
even need a magnifying glass to set the 
ants on fire, they just walk across the 
sidewalk and burst into flames all on their 
own. Getting your kid brother lost is just 
one of the ways to cool down on a hot 
summer day. My brother had several 
others. 

"Okay," he said. ,"Lefs attack the 
gnat swarms with, our s,ql,lirt guri�:" 

Squirt guns were' st�nd�ud issue 
for all boys, and even if they were 
confiscated at school, we had plenty of 
spares. Both my'brother,and I had invested' 
heavily, and both of us ow�ed machine ',' 
gun versions that held, abo�t fifty gallons � 

or�o. ,,: , ' ; " ": ' ,, , : 
,,'. ',' This is �ls() abol,lt.the only useful 

thrng'tha,1 yp'ii can do with a gnat swa�rp( ,,' 
and we ra'n around the y�ud bl�sting every" 
swarm we could find. We had caught 
them by suipr�se and soon hadvanquishe9 
them aiL , " " " i" 

, _ �Good work'," said my mother; , < 
, ) J �-'" ".- ,. � ':'� • '. . . ,. . • •  .J - ,-Sh,� was .very pupportlve of attacking ,th�.:.. 
-: _ , . • . ' . � J .... , 
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gnats. It cleared our yard of the little 
buggers and chased them across to our 
nejghbors. They' �ere never very happy 
about that. 

"Mabel, get the squirt guns, " they 
yelled. "Those damn Allen kids chased 
the gnats over here again." 

Well, once the yard was clear 
there was only one thing left to do, at least 

" .. 
as far as my brother was concerned. 

"Get the bikes, " he said. 
Now, being almost four years 

younger meant that I not only did 
everything he said, but I also fetched 
things. I ran around the back of the house, 
the flapping pants legs of my overalls 
rubbing against each 
other ... vumph ... vumph ... vumph. 

"Yea, this is a good day for a 
game, " he said, as he let his gaze fall 
across the expansive yard ... all twenty 
square feet of it. 

Vumph ... vumph ... vumph. 
"Here's your bike. " 
Vumph ... vumph ... vumph. 
"Here's my bike." 
I liked to announce things as I 

fetched, made me feel like I was 
accomplishing something. 

"Don't forget the sticks." 
Vumph ... vumph ... vumph. 
"Here's the sticks." 
"And the ball, " he said. 
Vumph ... vumph ... vumph. 
"Let the game begin, " he said. 
We mounted our bikes and faced 

off, the ball between us and a nasty looking 
stick in each of our hands. 

"Gol" He yelled. 
And another game of bicycle 

hockey began. Only a kid could think that 
a game like bicycle hockey is a good idea. 

Whackl 
My brother smacked the ball. I 

stood on my pedals and shot after it, the 
dirt rooster tailing off my back wheel. The 
ball ricocheted off the house and came to 
rest near the drain pipe. I hit my brakes 
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and swung my back tire into a skid around 
the ball. With a tremendous blow, I fired 
the ball at his goal... the force knocking 
my stick out of my hand. 

"Damn I" 
I scrambled after it, but before I 

could get it and get back on-my bike, my 
brother had retrieved my shot and put the 
ball into my goal. 

"One to squat." 
"Damn I" 
We faced off again. 
"Gol" 
We both hit the ball 

simultaneously. 
Splatl The ball didn't move. While 

I was staring down at it, my brother quickly 
hit it again. 

"Two to squat." 
"Damn!" 
Another face off. This time I let 

him hit the ball, and as he began to pedal 
away, my stick slid from my hand and 
somehow ended up in the spokes of his 
back wheel. 

"Aiieee . . . .  !" 
He separated from his bike, doing 

a rather nice swan dive over his handle 
bars. I grabbed my stick and recovered 
the ball. 

"Two to one." 
"Damn!" He yelled. 
He was snorting and spitting mad 

as we faced off against each other again. 
The dirt was smeared across his face and 
down the front of his shirt. His snorts 
darkened the dirt under his nose. 

"Gol" He yelled, and then he 
rammed his bike into mine. The force 
knocked me over. He stared down at me 
for a moment with cold dark eyes, the fury 
made his hands shake and turn white as 
he tightly gripped his handle bars. Then 
he started to push his bik� away, but his 
pantsleg had slipped over his pedal and 
he lost his balance, and he came crashing 
down onto me. 

"Ooowwwww ... .I" 



The pain in my leg made me cry 
out. 

"Get off of me! You broke my legl" 
And he had, butas I said to him as 

I was carried off the playing field ... 
"I'll be back!" 
There I sat at the end of the day 

with the sun setting on my new cast, from 
my hip downn to my toes. As I said, only 
a kid could think that a game like bicycle 
hockey is a good idea. 

I healed, all kids heal fast, so fast 
that I don't really recall my leg being much 
of a bother. I don't think I was even mad 
at him, although in a later rematch I missed 
the ball and clubbed him across the head 
requiring a few stitches, but I don't believe 
that it was revenge, just debt realignment. 

No matter how mad we got at 
each other, we never broke the code of 
silence. Never. This code, however, has 
never been heard of by sisters; they are 
forever breaking the code of silence. They 
were born to break the code of silence. I 
don't think anyone's told them there was 
a code of silence. Thafs just the way 
things are. And, although I could count on 
my brother never fingering me for anything 
I might do, I was wary of my sister. I 
carefully avoided her gaze during dinner, 
so she wouldn't catch on to my latest 
technique for eating my salad. 

This meant that I had to get past 
three of them, my dad, my mother, and my 
little sister. This presented a major 
challenge, a nightly gauntlet of 
misdirection and slight of hand. 

Salad was always the toughest 
thing for me to eat during dinner. I could 
manage to choke down almost any 
vegetable, except beets, but salad was 
different. It would catch halfway through 
my throat and make me choke. My parents 
were convinced I was faking this, so they 
forbid my choking at the dinner table. I 
could choke anywhere else in the house, 
but not at the dinner table. Parents are like 
that. This presented a real problem. One 

night as I struggled to down a mouthful of 
salad with milk and swallow it without 
choking, the solution came to me in a 
flash. Socks. 

As I struggled with that awful 
salad, my hand thrashed down below the 
table with the effort of swallowing, and 
came upon my socks. Those wonderful 
elastic topped socks, those naturally 
stretchable elastic topped socks. Socks 
that could hold whatever might be pushed 
into them, like my salad. 

I scanned the table casually, 
waiting for my opening, making idle and 
innocent conversation. When the guard 
towers were both looking away I removed 
a small amount of salad from the bowl and 
pushed it into my sock. I repeated this 
until only one small piece of lettuce 
remained,which I dramatically ate after 
g etting everyone's attention, and 
dramatically choking. 

I excused myself at the end of 
dinner, and went into the bathroom where 
I flushed the lettuce down the toilet. This 
was great! Each night I managed to remove 
all the lettuce, except for a small final 
piece, and put it in my socks. Soon, 
anything I didn't like was ending up in my 
socks. Their capacity seemed limitless, 
my days of eating horrible foods was over. 
I was thinking of getting even bigger kinds, 
knee socks and the like. 

"Why are your socks bulged like 
that?" asked my mother. 

"What...!?" 
"Your socks. Why are they bulging 

like that?" 
Run .. .fake a death scene ... do 

something. 
"I don't know." 
"Come here." 
Have a seizure. Fall down and 

thrash about. 
Instead I froze. My brother 

excused himself and dashedoOt. He kneW 
when to leave a room., .. ' ':, ' .. ' " �.i 

"Come over here. What have'you 
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got in your socks?" 
The game was up. Memory loss 

was the best I could come up with at that 
moment. 

"What socks?" 
I have found myself down to this 

pitiful defense all too often, with equally 
bad results. I had been undone by a pair 
of kid's high water pants. After that, I was 
required to eat dinner bare foot. Although 
I'm beginning to see some virtue in the 
elastic waistband of my underwear. Check 
with me later, I may be eating dinner 
naked. 

A man is rich in proportion to the num
ber of things he can afford to leave 
alone. - H.D. Thoreau 
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The Knife 
by Alan Goldsmith 

"The goddamn guy pulled a 
knife on me, I swear to god." The fat 
man in the suit pointed through the 
window at Jimmy Mack, who sat 
grinning on the other side. "He pulled a 
fuckin' switch blade. He's drunk out of 
his mind too. " 

"Okay, go back upstairs. I'll take 
care of this." The fat man left the office 
and slammed the door. 

The foreman tapped on the glass 
and motioned Jimmy Mack into his office. 

"Jimmy, have you been drinking? 
I can smell your breath." 

Jimmy smiled. "Maybe I had a 
coffee royale for breakfast. Nothing wrong 
with that." 

"The foreman tugged at his tie 
and continued. "Goddamn it Jimmy, 
I've talked to you about this shit. You 
keep drinking and you're gonna run 
over some poor fool with the forklift, 
you know that? Damn it, you'll be out 
there, loading a truck and you'll run the 
damn high-Io off the dock. You'll kill 
someone and I'll have to fill out the 
fuckin' paperwork. Damn it." 

Jimmy kept smiling. He looked 
out the window and saw the other workers 
trying to hear what was going on. 

"Damn it. I've only been here a 
year and you've made my life hell. I can 
handle the drinking, Jimmy. That doesn't 
bother me. You can crawl off and sleep 
behind the shelves, man, I don't care." 
The foreman's jacket was making him 
sweat. "Mr. Carson said you pulled a 
knife on him. That true?" 

"Why would I do that?" Jimmy 
gave a chuckl�. "I hardly know that 
man. I know he works in the front 
office. Don't even know his name. 
Carson?" 



"Mr. Carson. The man was 
shaking, scared as hell, said you and him 
got into an argument on the dock. Said 
you pulled a knife from your boot,and you 
told him you'd cut his head off and use it 
as a bowling ball. Jesus, Jimmy, is that 
true?" 

"Why would I do something like 
that?" Jimmy repeated. "Did he say why 
I would do something like that?" The 
foreman took off his glasses. "Yeah. He 
said he told you to run some copy paper 
up to his office and you told him to kiss 
your black ass. That's what he said. 
Then he said you pulled a knife." 

Jimmy took a peppermint cough 
drop from his pocket and popped it in 
his mouth. "Maybe I told him to kiss my 
ass. I don't remember. Maybe I didn't. " 
He looked behind the foreman's head at 
the clock on the wall: 9: 1 0. "Besides. 
Warehouse don't deliver copy paper. 
Reproduction does. Warehouse does 
not deliver copy paper. You tell him 
that?" 

"Jimmy, damn it, that's not the 
point. The point is you waved a knife at 
him. This has nothing to do with paper 
and you know it." 

"Warehouse does not deliver 
paper. Maybe you should tell him so 
next time ... " 

"Shut up! Mr. Carson wants to 
file a police report, so shut up Jimmy. 
This is serious. 

The grin on Jimmy's face 
disappeared. "Look. I was on the dock. 
Carson told me to take five cases of 
paper up to his office. I said, that isn't 
my job. He wouldn't let me talk, said, 
Jimmy take the paper up RIGHT NOW. 
I said, who in the fuck are YOU? You, 
whoever the fuck YOU are don't know 
who in the FUCK I am. I sure ain't 
Jimmy to YOU and I sure in the fuck 
ain't taking you any paper. You don't 
know me and I don't know you." Jimmy 
looked out the window again. The other 

workers could hear every word through 
the glass. 

The foreman's mouth 
was dry and he swallowed. 

"So," said Jimmy. "Does this 
Carson guy have a witness? Anybody 
see any of this?" 

The foreman rubbed his eyes. 
"He said you two were alone on the 
dock when ... " 

The smile returned to Jimmy's 
face. "Then I guess it's my word against 
his, huh boss? Are you done? It's time 
for my break." 

"This isn't over yet, Mr. Mack. 
Get out of here, just get the fuck out of 
here. The phone rang and the foreman 
picked up the receiver." Jackson 
speaking. Yes. I'll be right up." He hung 
up the phone and left the office, 
slamming the door, rattling the window. 

As the other men watched, 
Jimmy Mack returned to this work table, 
propped his feet on the desk, leaned 
back in his chair, took the knife with the 
sharp point from his boot and carefully 
removed the dirt from under his 
fingernails. 

The Cemetery Series 
poems 

by Kathleen Taylor-Petersen 

with two 
woodcut i l lustrations 
carved and printed 

by Dirk Lee 
at Naked Man Press 

printed on a Multil ith 
office duplicator at Basement Press 

Available soon at a store near you 
or from the poet, or the artist, 

or the publisher . . .  

Send $1 0 
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David Thomas 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON WITH 
R UMMEL 

The light at the edge 
of storm 

plays 
shades of gray 
on yesterday's snow 

drifted 
in piles 
and slopes already 

stomped 
full 
of bootprints 

I walk 
anxious 

to assemble 
myself 

from 
the debris 
of Saturday night 

several beers 
some art history 
and a Tom 

it takes 

and Jerry 
cartoon 
before I settle 
into the hubbub 
of Charlie's Bar 
while outside 

snow 
falls. 

d. thomas 
21 Feb 93 
missoula 
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ROUND TRIP TO BONNER 

The fog lifts 
and sunlight 

eases 
afternoon muscles 

alarm 
clock 

buzzes away 
some desperate dream 
a quarter phone 

call 
leads to a bus ride 
a couple hours 
of pick 'n shovel 
moving dirt 
one more time 

damp chill 
oozes sweaty 

foggy 
mountain 
morning 

as muscles 
work dirt 

to lunch 
in Harold's Club 
burgers 
soda pop 
and the sports page 

a stock car 
race on tb 

a few more turns 
of the shovel 

and I'm 
on a bench 

a couple 
Harold's Club 

beers 

in the afternoon sun 
waiting 

the number four bus. 

d. thomas 
1 1  Nov 92 



David Thomas 

HARRY MORGAN FISHING 
ACCESS 

Automobiles 
power lines 

and knapweed 
present 
themselves 
but congestion does not 

, here 
I can kneel 
pen in hand 
listening to the wind 
and have 

a single daisy 
growing in tall 
grass 

keep me company 
a dragonfly 
reflects 
off still water 
while minnows dart 

but at this 
moment 
the wind and trees 
sing together 

clearcuts 
mar a nearby 
mountainside 

and passing 
autos 

make but a note 
in the song. 

d. thomas 
S Aug 92 

Daniel Quinn 

LOVE 
Answers to the Twenty Most Frequently Asked 

Questions 

Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
No 

Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
Yes 
No 
No 

Yes 
Yes 
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Nellie Gamet 

Packing Out 

"I've lost a hunter up on Frenchman's Butte, " 
Pete called to tell me. "Yeah?" I said. "Aw shoot. 
That's not that far from town. 
He'll see the lights if he just looks straight down." i '.": 

"I mean," Pete said reflectively, "He's dead. 
His daughter's just hiked in. She's tired. We've got her fed. 
Her husband's out there waiting, but I need another horse 
And a helping hand to pack him. Will you come?" I said: "Of course. " 
It was dark and spitting snowflakes when we met beside the trail. 
I'd saddled my best gelding, and the pack was on Old Steel. 
The wind howled like ten demons; it was twenty-five below. 
I looked at Pete; he looked at me, and simply said: "Let's go." 
"Pete, what about another coat before we start this ride? 
That checked shirt that you've got on won't warm your scrawny hide." 
He crammed his hat down low until I couldn't see his face: 
"I'm the toughest S.O.B. that you'll find anyplace." 
Pete's the sheriff of Bard County. He just fists his role no doubt. 
I'm not a man to. argue, so we gamely headed out. 
Not sure where. we were going, and half blinded by the snow 
We searched that crazy mountain. It was thirty-five below. 
I looked at Pete; he looked at me, and cracked a frozen grin: 
"Now I'm the coldest S.O.B. that you have ever seen." 
The night was black as heWs insides; the wind the devil's.choir
When from a ridge we thought we saw the glimmer of a fire. 
It was the dead 'm�n's partner; he asked about his wife. 
The corpse was' laid out where he fell, a massive man in life 
Of six foot four or nearly; he was stiff but not yet frozen. 
Pete eyed the jacket that he wore, but he kept all his clothes on. 
We warmed ourselves beside the fire discussing how to pack him. 
We had to get that load aboard Old Steel and not distract him. 
We'd quartered eik. a hundred times and packed them piece by piece; . 
But here's a mai'-whom friends would view shortly as the "The deceased." 
We had to haul him whole, and as Pete firmly pointed out 
The only way to pack him was bent over, legs to snout 
Across the pack horse. We we laid him gently, by degrees. 
We had to prop him up and tie a rope around his knees, , I  , 

Across the belly of the horse, then round his head. 
"Pull harder," Pete yelled, "Pull! Remember, Rick, this man is dead!" 
I led my pack horse down that mountain listening to the groans 
And belches that a dead man gives; I shivered in my bones; 
And I've told Pete, and he's told me, if one of us should be 
Caught out like that, and gone, then kindly wrap me around a tree 
Or a bush that's stout; anything to get me on that horse 
At the last packing out. 



Gina Bergamino 

I Had A Little Husband 

I had a little husband 
no bigger than my thumb 
He's sit and watch TV 
and be a lazy bum 
he wouldn't lift a finger 
he wouldn't move a toe 
so out with the garbage 
he did go 

Clifford Paul Fetters 

High Tai ling 

Crows will pluck tail feathers 
from an eagle in mid flight. I've seen 
them do it over the lake. Usually when 
an eagle appears everything vanishes. 
Ducks disappear, finches, sparrows, 
rabbits, squirrels-it's spooky in the 
quiet-just this magnificent creature 
soaring. Lone hunter and lord of a vast 
empty kingdom. 

But sometimes the black birds 
go after him and it drives him crazy. 
They're just too quick. He keeps trying 
to glide like a god and they flap and 
pester, and get above him dropping and 
pecking. They make this horrendous 
hollering "ack-acking,· mad squelch
squawks snuffing feathers. Over and 
over they snap at bits of him 'till he can't 
take it anymore, loses all omnipotence, 
and high-tails it away from the lake 
pumping those huge wings up and 
down like escapees on a hand car in an 
old movie comedy. 

Then the birds, mallards, and 
small animals refill sky, land, and water 
in a babble of squeals, chirps and 
cheers. 

Kerri Brostrom 

The Construction Workers 

Everyday I'd pass them on my way 
home, 
Those construction workers playing 
with their boyish shovels. 
Their laughter bounced a warm red sky 
back and forth between them. 

Brown fawn skinned arms bulged 
like an old coin soothed by my fingers. 
The soft blond years lightly brushed 
against their sweaty foreheads. 

Young savage hands lifted 
as I waved hello. 
From each of them I loosened 
an apple blossom smile. 

That black taffeta road is finished now. 
But every day, as it rolls 
their freckled youth underneath my 
tires, 
I borrow a moment of comfort in the 
memory 
of their golden grass smiles. 

Kerri Brostrom 
Naked On a Stage 

My panic has stripped 
and dances naked on a stage. 
It shakes the smell of flesh 
as you stick your silver bladed care 
into its g-string. 
Glossy indifference painted on my lips, 
mute eyes 
muzzled and walked on a leash, 
a mind convulsing from black to white 
in a downward spiral, 
a face that trips in sighs 
then, out cold 
with the drunken kiss of realitY,. 
No cries, no gnashing of teeth, 
just aching blankness 
rolling in and out on a wave. 
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1Jirk Lee 

David R. Eastwood 

5 June 1 968: After R.F.K. 

My little golden-haired and sun-browned boy: 
I bathe you now and dry these yellow curls 
More tenderly than I have stroked a girl's 
And see your young soap-stung eyes laugh for joy. 

His father, too, might thus have rubbed such hair 
And seen like joy and felt the wonder I now feel 
As you, dependent still, begin to steal 
Your first untimid looks for things to dare. 

Will i ,  who just this morning am retaught 
How malice armed with little balls of lead 
Can cravenly destroy a golden head, 
Dare teach you how the good fight should be fought? 

Could you forgive my seeking to repress 
Your higher aims? Might I not love you less? 

[NOTE: I actually wrote this unpublished sonnet 25 years ago on the morning named; 
while I was a grad student in Kansas.1 sent it out to about 30 magazines, but no one 
was interested. My son James's hair darkened, he is now an M.D. in Ohio, and he 
and his wife are expecting their own first child- "turn, turn: If you have any interest 
in Publishing this, help yourself.] 
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AUTUMN EQUINOCTIAL 
for Janet Meury 

Slow, oh lovely late and slow the moon 
the autumn heaven sets her silver foot upon, 
leaves and sky are yellow, orange, red 
and purple, the wind's gone silent; dead 
sweet grass makes pillowing for voles and badgers. One 
star blows bright and dim and bright, uncertain 
as a candle in a drafted 
room. Shadows move, placid 
as ghosts - ebb and pool and flow, night's long 
tributaries, abandoning behind them bone 
and flesh of summer. 
Frost sews the field a brilliant brittle skin, 
the starvling season worries at her thread. The moon, 
bright sword of going down to darkness, 
hangs overhead. 

Complex 

Squashed against the doors I hoped wouldn't fly open, I 

b.j .  buckley 

Richard Fein 

was condemned to stand for twenty stations, but there were compensations, 
for after the dark tunnel a view exploded. 
Usual sunset business. 
Of course being pubescent what I really wanted 
was a glimpse of an intimate bedroom scene 
from one of the houses that seemed to wobble by. 
But the subway was passing at dinnertime, 
too early for lawful connubial bliss, 
too late for adultery, with husbands home soon. 
A line of two-family homes,with kitchen lights and aproned women. 
A hairpin curve, squeaking brakes, we stopped. 
There, fifty feet away, beyond the chasm of door to window, 
I saw one of my first loves. 
Oh, she was fully clothed, any undressing was in my mind. 
About my age. We swapped smiles. She turned her face from side to side 
as if modeling. She could have. Pretty. 
The car door parted. I floated 
across the gulf, to her bedroom window, almost. 
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A sudden jerk, I fell on a muscular shoulder. 
An annoyed stare robbed me of my last look. 
The train made its turn around the curve, 
and each passing car was in turn bathed by her bedroom light. 

I noted the place and for the next three weeks 
happened to be walking down that street. 
But the Hollywood coincidence didn't occur, almost never does. 
Boy, the time I wasted when I was youngl 
Years after, in fact just last week, with wife and child in the car, 
I managed a wrong turn. Behold! The street! 
They asked me where I was going; I didn't really know. 
I knew the house had long since been demolished; 
a towering co-op complex now casts its shadow on the turning tracks. 

Richard Fein 

Brighton Beach Back Alley Secret 

Painted on the entire back wall, two stories high, eclipsed 
by the perpetual shadow the latter built six story tenements, 
which now with that wall enclose the gray courtyard, 
is the call of a forgotten cause, 
"WORKERS, READ THE DAILY WORKER." 
That building: 
once the communist party headquarters, 
then a dance hall for overage singles, 
then a bingo parlor for those who met and married at the hall, 
is now a bank 
that faces the el where underneath 
Russian Jewish emigrants walk 
in the dappled light, finally, 
without ever having to glance backwards. 
that soot-layered sign, 
only bored housewives looking out of dirty .kitchen windows, 
and an idle poet, who shall remain nameless, 
have the time to make out its barely legible words. 
But if the tenements are torn down and the tenants evicted 
to make way for lUXUry co-ops, 
then. briefly the sign will again be visible 
all the way to the ocean, 
where bathers float on the tides. 
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Game of a Lifetime 

There is a 6 yr. old disabled boy 
who remembers being 27 
one October 
on the mound in a late inning: 
into a cold fist 
he breathes 
through the space between 
the thumb and index finger, 
checks the runner 
and delivers the payoff pitch: 
as the hitter brings the bat around 
the boy can see -
Ifs made of glass! 
The batter meets the ball 
and the pitcher ducks and covers 
as the shards of glass 
rain down upon the infield 
and the catcher gloves the pitch, 
its course not altered by' the bat. 

The boy recalls he won the game, 
though when they bring 
his dish of ice cream 
he is careful not to tell this tale again. 

Jim Mikoley 
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William Woodruff 

PROCHOICEMANSHIP 

No mandate couid be absurder 
than a ban on abortions; indeed, 
we should make them obligatory 
like whooping-cough shots. 

For in bearing a brat a woman allots 
it a future death, which must need 
make her a sort of accessory 
before the fact in a murder. 

20 haiku 

worried there might be 
no toilet paper nearby, 
Rodin's The Thinker 

those winged, feline-faced 
creatures with stitched-sphere torsos? 
baseball bats 

dogs barking 
at trees, trees 
barking back 

from a clock 
ticking backward 
a cuckoo gagging 

jamming the barrel, 
the bullet my skull flattened 
when I tried to shoot myself 

Me stuck to the floor 
by my shadow; will someone 
please switch off the light? 

an infinity 
of monkeys at typewriters, 
from one' this haiku 
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a population 
explosion? no, just some folks 
blowing themselves up 

from behind a bush 
some inconsequential squawks 
from a puffed-up quail 

a dog, a fireplug 
you, me 

picnic sex: 
picnickers holding their wieners 
over the fire 
on sticks 

needed to vacuum 
clean the dirty atmosphere, 
volcanoes that suck 

splattering us all 
from San Francisco Bay, the splash 
from the moon's fall 

the earth flattened -
the two icy poles joined 
bottom to bottom 

TO A FEMINIST 

Lying under Vi, 
her huge nipple in my eye, 
makes me think of you. 

through a vertical wall slit 
a sunbeam back-and-forthing, 
sawing the wood 

from solar panels 
in smoggy sunlight, 
smoggy electricity 

flattening 
the wet grass, 
a heavy fog 



shattered 
against fixed pins, 
my poor bowling ball 

slurp, slurp, slurp ... 
a faucet 
undripping 

Headlines from nowhere . . .  

Open pit in Little Rockies 
Pegasus Gold accepts blame for poisoning stream 

Tobacco CEO admits smoking is leading killer in US 

NRA admits that most gun-toting citizens 
Are unlikely to successfully thwart muggers 

National Endowment for the Arts funding 
To be boosted to 1 percent of military budget 

Yellowstone Park Ecosystem to be managed 

According to scientific knowledge, not pol itics 

US elected officials lie 
According to pol l  

Of officials· mothers 
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Emily Witcher 

trying not to remember an old boyfriend 
by Emily Witcher ("an expert on such matters") 

the lid's on 
now but 
only one twist 
of the mind 
lets those insects 
out of 

that jar 

i can't look at that tree. 
i can't listen to that music. 
i can't eat that brand of cracker. 
i can't smell that ... AIR 

if only he could be 
like those other 
ancient histories. 
with practice, 

they became 
drinks of water 
out of the same 
benign cup, or 

fake colors 
with no place 
in my natural sky. 

grass stains 
don't come out so easy. 
i'li have to scrub 
with energy generated 
by my anger. 
one day 
maybe 

i'li wake up 
and you'll be 

next week 

next month 
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geology 
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The Code of the West 
by Dan Struckman 

Four years ago this June my 
daughter Clara and I drove our sedan up 
on East Pryor Mountain, a magical place, 
pocked with numerous caves. 

We set out to find one in particu
lar, Mystery Cave. This was our second 
try. The first time we had walked 1 7  miles 
through snow. Now we would be able to 
drive. Only the road was rocky. Like4WD. 

Surrounded by meadows of blue 
wild irises and lupines and yellow flowers 
I couldn't identify, we followed the Forest 
Service road right up past Dry Head Over
look to the road along the ridge of East 
Pryor Mountain. It wasn't easy driving, 
but you could steer frantically and keep 
the tires on the highest rocks. 

Soon we entered the U.S. Bu
reau of Land Management's Wild Horse 
Range . We drove about 6-7 miles on a 
deeply rutted road and bottomed out on 
rocks only 2-3 times before we parked to 
look for the cave. But after two hours we 
still couldn't find it . 

We found a puddle of oil beneath 
our car where I had crunched the oilpan. 
Therefore we locked the car, got our 
jackets and some water and started walk
ing back toward the town of Pryor, some 
35 miles away. We made about 1 00 yards 
when we encountered a small Jeep with 4 
people. The driver, a 50-ish guy with a 
long beard, told us he was taking his 
friends on a tour and would come back for 
us in about three hours. We thanked him 
and told him we'd wait. 

Clara and I looked for the cave, 
hiking around until we found it, then walked 
back to the car. We waited until well after 
the time the bearded man said he would 
return and·then sought the help of another 
man with a dog who had mysteriously 
showed up. He was a young minister in 
Billings out to hike and exercise his dog. 

He agreed to give us a ride back to town. 
We bounced down the Forest Service 
Road, some 1 0-1 5  miles. 

"Whoa!" shouted our 
driver. 

A deer bounded across the road, 
startled by an orange 6-passenger pickup 
with the bearded man. He and a friend 
had returned with a cooler full of beer, 
some silicone and 5 gallons of oil to fix the 
engine. "I just couldn't leave you up 
there," he told me, as I climbed in the back 
seat next to the cooler. We jounced back 
up the road to the car as the sun set. 

His name was Bill Thormahlen. 
Recently back from years in Alaska, he 
had grown up in the Pryors. He fixed our 
car and gave me a gallon of oil in case the 
silicone repair leaked. 

Even though he had driven well 
over a hundred miles and used up 4-5 
hours on our behalf, he refused to accept 
any money for helping me. "Money? No. 
No money. You have to help out some
one else." 

This story is true. I learned two 
amazing things. The silicone worked so 
well that I didn't have to add oil all the 55 
miles back to Billings. The other is the 
knowlege I gained about the character of 
Bill Thormahlen, of Bridger, Montana. 

Barton Allen 

Making Sense 

My creosote father is full 
of meat and hair 
triggers, and boy, 
boy! is he fed 
up. I understand. 
No that I know. 
You do. Really, 
you do? 
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From 1001 
CONTEMPORARY 

BALLETS 
by Richard Kostelanetz 

The deposed monarch, working 
in another country as a laborer under an 
assumed name, befriends a draft deserter 
who falls in love with the boss's daughter. 
Asked by the current m onarch if his 
predecessor might be hiding in another 
country, its president identifies the draft 
deserter, thinking falsely that any laboring 
man who successfully woos a mayor's 
daughter must indeed be a king. The 
deserter is arrested, in a flurry of publicity, 
while his sometime friend, the hereditary 
king,slips away. 

Two children of quarreling farmers 
meet at school and fall in love, necessarily 
leaving their homes, though underage. 
They board a barge that will take them 
downstream. When it sinks, they die. 

The head of a pirate band invades 
an island and forces the Count's daughter 
to abandon her finance for him. As this 
new betrothal is celebrated, the pirate 
places a ring on a small statue of his 
former wife and is surprised to see her 
fingers close over the ring possessively. 
Resisting all pleas to cancel the ceremony, 
the pirate reveals that he is really the 
Count's brother and thus likewise of royal 
lineage. The sometime pirate arrests the 
Count and orders the statue of his wife to 
be thrown into the sea, while the daughter 
seeks sanctuary at the altar. Attempting 
to drag her away from the altar, the pirate 
is instead dragged beneath the waves by 
the indomitable statue. The marriage 
originally planned is con- summated. 
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A favorite concubine of the dictator 
pities two imprisoned deserters and 
secretly provides them with sufficient 
money to bribe their guards and escape. 
A disgruntled junior minister facilitates 
their escape. When the pair is captured, 
the dictator does what authoritarians 
customarily do with those who violate 
their total rule. 

A wealthy businessman has 
arranged to have knowledge of his 
daughter's blindness kept from her by 
threatening to fire immediately any of the 
family servants who reveal her disability 
to her. A psychic tells the businessman 
that only if his daughter knows of her 
blindness and wills its removal can she be 
cured. Into her garden come two men, 
one of whom falls in love with the daughter 
and, it seems, she with him. Her father 
declares that the marriage cannot take 
place unless his daughter regains her 
sight. That threat succeeds in miraculously 
curing her. 

A minister's young wife loves a 
single gent who, though appreciative of 
her interest, is in turn loved by the factory
owner's daughter. The wife sets fire to the 
factory, only to be discovered by her 
husband, whom the factory-owner 
implicates in the arson. The young man 
publicly admits to igniting it and joins the 
minister's wife in jail, until their escape 
can be arranged. 

Two widows live as Lesbians on 
one of their estates. Their gardener brings 
in a trespasser who reveals himself to be 
their next-door neighbor. One of the 
widows falls in love with him but is reluctant 
to admit it until the second widow reveals 



that she and the neighbor have long had 
a surr�ptitious affair, prompting a 
denouementfilledwith several unexpected 
disasters. 

Ayoung man, engaged to a young 
woman, goes abroad to seek a sufficient 
fortune. Entering an alien underworld, he 
forgets about his fiance, who dies of 
neglect. When the young man returns 
home, he is confronted by her ghost. 
Witches dance around him as he drops 
dead at their feet. 

An ordinary soldier is lectured by 
his Captain, who despises him. Gathering 
sticks with his girl friend, the soldier is 
alarmed by strange sounds and visions. 
The girl friend flirts at a party with a passing 
military musician. The soldier is examined 
by an incompetent doctor who, h is  
craziness notwithstanding, seduces the 
soldier's girlfriend. The Captain teases 
the soldier with accusations of h is 
girlfriend's infidelity. The soldier finds her 
kissing the musician and accuses her. 
When the musician boasts of h is success, 
the soldier beats him. Though his girl 
friend is reading the Bible, the soldier 
stabs her by a pond, into which he throws 
his murder weapon. Later in the barracks, 
he is observed to have blood on his hands. 
Wading into a pond to retrieve the murder 
weapon (and, by extension, the memory 
of his lover), he accidentally drowns. The 
daughter born of their union doesn't 
understand what is meant when older 
children tell her that her parents are dead. 

A young man, saved from death 
by three hoodlums, believes his rescuer 
to be instead a garbage man,  who is 
harassed by the hoodlums for lying. 
H appening to see a pictu re of the 
hoodlums' sister, the young man falls in 

love. The hoodlums' mother tells of her 
daughte r's capture by yet another 
hoodlum. To facil itate her rescue, the 
young man is given a magic flute and the 
garbage man magic bells. The daughter 
is guarded by a dumb servant who, 
mistaking the garbage man for the devil, 
flees. The young man learns that the 
purported kidnaper is really a good guy; 
ifs the hoodlums' mother who is evil .  The 
garbage man and the daughter are 
prevented from escaping until the garbage 
man's bells, no joke, cause the kidnaper 
to dance helplessly. Now free, the young 
people are able to marry. 

A music�hall singer has an affair 
with a philanderer before returning to her 
bartender lover. 

A military officer makes his girl 
friend a Vestal Virgin while he is fighting 
abroad. Upon his return home, he breaks 
into the temple to win her back. As she 
allows the holy fire to be extinguished, 
she is condemned to death. As she is led 
to her execution, a flash of lightning 
rekindles the fire. Spared from death, she 
rejOins her main man. 

T h is bal let  fo l lows Homer's 
account of Odysseus's return after the 
Trojan wars and tells, in a series of 
flashbacks, of his adventures. 

An hereditary vampire can satisfy 
Satan only with the sacrifice ofthree young 
women within twenty-four hours. He thinks 
the first killed, but does not know that she 
is revived supernaturally in the moonlight 
through the help ofthe vampire'S assistant. 
He successfully seduces and kills a 
second, whose fault is a fascination with 
vampires, and nearly succeeds in claiming 
his assistant's sister as his third victim. 
However, the assistant comes to h is 
sister's rescue just before the clock strikes. 
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Linda Sue Grimes 

City Boy 

He was a peacock about his balls, 
Measured h is mind by the length of his 
dick. 
He was kicked out of high school but 
cut his wisdom 
Teeth on the Encyclopaedia Britannica. 
He went to tell President Nixon 
How to run the fucking country, 
And ended up in jail-in Wyoming. 

He told stories about dropping his 
drawers 
And planting h is seed •. iglaLme<ttle was 
Directed by an expert in eugenics. 
But his head served as a block of meat 
His co-workers at the wire factory 
Would slice off at the lunch break. 

His mother was a gentle, efficient 
woman. 
His father was just gentle. 
But his brothers were determined 
To shit in every yard in the northend. 

People hated his guts. 
He was too self-slung to know. 
Narcissus breathed on his mirror. 
He made people cringe. 
He took pictures of his sister in her 
coffin.  
He wanted to remember her before she 
rotted, 
The way you remember road kill before 
it goes to flies. 
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Linda Sue Grimes 

Primal Mud 

"How can sense slaves enjoy the world? Its 
subtle flavors escape them while they grovel 
in primal mud." 

Sri Yukteswar 

Flesh is the battlefield. 
Every soldier takes it to war. 
The armies marching under the cover 
Of skin are the enemies. 
Your neighbor may be the worst bastard 
Pain in the ass to carry a stick, 
But you can walk away from him 
You cannot walk away from 
That bag of guts. 
You cannot walk away from 
Those thousands of miles of blood tube. 
You cannot walk away from 
The heat of the cunt, 
The bristle of the cock. 

Your head is on straight. 
You're a moral giant. 
You exercise bladder control. 
You spit only in the bathroom sink. 
But you're not one of us, 
If you don't carry around a sack of shit. 

Every cocksucker whore and general 
fuckhead 
Learns sooner or later 
That the mind is a terrible thing 
Wasted in the slime of prima; mud. 



THE CAPITOL 
by Evan Morgan Williams 

I have been playing a game. In  
this game, I walk along a network of  wide, 
empty paths lain in a grid like city blocks. 
Set between the paths are reflecting pools; 
as in a garden. The pools, which by my 
count n umber almost four hundred, are 
rectangular, neatly cobbled, shallow. The 
clear water reflects a sky set low with 
scattered clouds, and at night the moon, 
the stars, the planets, and what-have-you 
in the way of airplanes, meteors, comets. 
Notfar off, the dome ofthe capitol, marble
white and trimmed in gold, rises into view, 
lighted from a spotlight on the lawn. I walk 
along these paths, and no matter where I 
am, I can see the dome of the capitol in the 
near distance. The light upon the dome is 
severe, but higher the night sky softens to 
a milky halo, and then abruptly blackens. 

I have noted an oversight in the 
upkeep of the pools-if not an oversight 
then a compulsion: the pools are kept 
filled to brimming, and the surface of the 
water bulges at the edges, restrained only 
by its drum like tension, as in a blister. At 
the slightest scuff of a pebble on the path, 
the pools shimmer. I am careful to place 
my feet just so. 

Once, at the bottom of a pool, I 
spied some trian g u lar brass coins, 
imprinted with the profile of an old man, 
facing left, with a laurel wreath on his 
head. I knelt, rolled up my sleeve, and 
fished around in the water until I touched 
the coins. The water ran onto the path, 
the reflection ofthe sky spilling around my 
feet, before I stole away. This sloppiness 
put me off a bit, but so what. These pools 
weren't wishing wells. Already the slender 
coins had displaced some water from the 
pool. Only trouble would have come of it. 

There is a woman around here, 
someplace, walking the paths as I do. 
Where the paths intersect we meet-by 
accident and usually in the late afternoon-

ana talK oneny, wltnout result. vve speaK 
in Esperanto. I ask, "Where will you live?" 

Nothing she says stays with me. 
I get snatches of conversation, hand 
gestures, pebbles ground beneath her 
dressy blue shoes, and the nod of her 
head and mine, as though we had reached 
an understanding. I have seen her point 
to her watch .  I think that is what we agree 
on, that the hour is late, that it is time to 
part ways, which we do. 

There is more to this game. The 
paths are kept free from litter, and I am 
alone save the woman who comes and 
goes. So my life is tidy, but with that, 
antiseptic, lonesome. I have thoughtabout 
visiting the capitol. I tried this once. I 
stood on  the  tr im lawn (the 
groundskeepers, whom I never saw, were 
meticulous in their work) and eyed the 
main steps, afraid to go near, unsure what 
my role was. That kind of awareness hurt 
me. Night was a better time to visit. The 
capitol was closed. The floodlights around 
the building etched my shadow onto the 
bright green lawn, but I was not aware of 
myself to any painful degree. The capitol 
being shut and il luminated for the night, I 
dared to lie in the grass and dangle my 
feet in a pool. The memory of that night 
. stays with me. There I was, basking in the 
sharp artificial light as though in the midday 
sun, ,the difference being the quiet, I guess, 
the cool air, and, beyond the brilliant 
polished gold and marble of the capitol 
dome, blackness. It was then that I found 
the coins. 

There is still more. I believe that 
in the sti llness of the garden pools my life 
is revealed, and I am not afraid. What I 
see mirrored is neither good nor bad, and 
while it does not please me, neither does 
it frighten me. Here is the sky, here is a 
pool, and here is a triangular coin in my 
hand. I feel dizzy and sick. I have retched 
into more than one pool. But I am not 
frightened at my loneliness. It's just that I 
don't tend to my happiness as I ought to. 
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Amy L. Martin ;: .. '. 
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Because I Couldn't Sleep Without Taking 
Apart Everything You said. 

Like a misguided sunflower, I bent 
toward the moon, soaked up all 
of its golden oozing craziness, and 
became fed up with the wood stove's 
hissing and crackling and my long 
underwear's dripping and whining 
and I clomped down the bath to your 

shack past the outhouse where yesterday 
I sat reading a Campmor to escape 
the neighbor's stares and instead 
became annoyed by the three alligator 
flies which I left in there to die. 
Now I stomp up onto your stump step 
and almost knock. But don't. 

You're probably just in there reading 
about some dead mountain climber, some 
golden sage in your skull, who conquered 
Denali but froze inside of her. And I 
don't want to have to think about your 
rusting skull, or mine for that matter 
so I clomp back home in these heavy 

boots and lock the doors and open 
the windows. Christ, maybe I'l l  go 'rob 
a convenient store or plot the assassination 
of the pope who's coming to Colorado next 
week. But probably I' l l  just rearrange 
the furniture to keep myself from smoking 
a cigarette, to gain back some structure, 

some power which you've sliced from me. 
The power each woman is born with , to crawl 
from holes, drag green love out behind her 
and stab it to death. Maybe I 'l l  d isassemble 
the bed just because irs the biggest thing 
in this cabin and I can't stand to look 
at it looming against the red wallpaper 



anymore. My father gave me Craftsman tools 
to protect myself from needing you ,  as if 
a pair of wire cutters could cut this out. 
I hate my father. He climbs like you, hoping 
he'll fall in. I dream in that bed each night 
that he dies, again, again,  again , and I pull 
him out each morning from my red thoughts 

to repent all day. Tonight I ' l l  hoist 

that bed 

up into my attic, where 

even you can't climb, 

and I' l l crawl back into the dark, deep 

behind the headboard, 

where you can't touch me, or it, 

or anything else 

that can be so easily dismantled 

by one glance 

from you. 

Charles Angel 
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Dusty Erik Lunde 

Live at five, or do it at two 
-either way, make sure it's thick 
and sticky, with the pungent stench 
of a fetid turd just lying there 
before your eyes, broadcast 
right in front of you 
for your viewing pleasure (don't bother 
cleaning up your act; enjoy, enjoy 
doing your bit, adding to the collection 
the growing accumulation 
of mortal waste and human trash ... ) 

If you're going to piSS in the wind 
be creative about it: aim your cock 
and write your name in it. Sign your 
work 
with a personalized, self-stylized 
signature 
at least. . .  

Ah,  another news story, I suppos� 
neither true 
nor real, but what of it? Got something 
to say? Then say it, in twenty-five 
words 
or less, or else don't bother 
saying it. If it doesn't fit format 
it isn't news. Everything in its space 
and well-contrived, well-manicured 
properly manured place. Compartment
sized 
if not life-sized reality 
is more easily packaged, quickly bought 
and soon disposed of . . .  
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F L Light 

Virus Hourly Various 

As virus propagates varieties 
And as bacteria generate more bale. 
No allopathic leech upon disease 

-p Obtains, not health exciting to prevail. 

I nfections are not slain and virulence 
Not laid. The virus circumvents repulse. 
No scathing salve will soothe one in 
defense. 
A leech believing, one his bane 
consults. 

In allopathy, losing patients, have 
These dysphysicians doted in their fight 
With death? No doctor's rede for drugs 
will save 
The wretched, nature wresting from her 
plight. 

A virus, hourly various, will survive 
The physic, shaping an alternative. 



Camille Claudel 

Rodin fell in love 
with her back 
like a silk map 
like white marble. 

They explored the 
geography of 
each other's 

bones 
eyes shut 

The same way they 
explored each 
other's sculptures. 

It ended in his old 
age in her 34-year 

eternity 

In the hell of 
madhouses. 

But the moves of 
their fingers 
on their bones' 

geography 

Touch us like a 
fire. 

Mary Hale Jackson 

Weep for Old I reland 

But he lived it: 

The mist in the hi l ls 
the bloodied 
despairing 
I RA father 

The exile and the 
long desire 

W�ikiki 
, 

Where the .Princess 
. Kaiulani and 

f' her fri.ends 
rode horses 
with flowers 
in their manes 

Down to clean beaches 
full of shells 
in the sweet 
blowing air 

The fifteen-year-old 
prostitutes stand. 
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Mahdy Y. Khaiyat 

1 9905 

Among 
Lavender tissues, 
Pink lipsticks, 
Combs and 
hairbrushes-

A 
pamphlet on 
AIDS 

And 
condoms. 
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A BIRD TAKES A DRINK 

The bird lands 
On the edge of the pond. 
It moves its head 
Briskly 
Left to right, 
Right to left, 
Upward, 
Downward, 
Taking a beakful of water, 
Repeating the ,calisthenics once again 
Before lifting another beakful. 



GarageSale 

The vultures swoop 
down, carry off 
radios, copper, 
comedy and 
tragedy jewelry 
from the 1950's 
in their talons, 
they come three 
hours before 
doors unlock, 
bang, scream 
they come plead
ing, hollering. 
Silver's lifted 
along with baby 
clothes. Some 
look l ike looters 
after a fire or 
a riot, crazed, 
running off with 
whatever they 
can into shadows. 
They snatch new 
towels, little 
blue shorts 
like Rosie the 
Rivetor's, my 
mother's red 
skating sweater 
she wore in a 
photo 2 months 
and 1 6  days 
after I was 
born, still with 
no moth holes 
tho I'm older 
than she was 
when she held me 
to its wool . 

MAY 21 , 1 91 1  

Under a feather 
qui lt the stuffing 
will spit its snow 
out thru her 
grand daughter's 
house 81 years 
later, my grand 
mother's eyelids 
quiver, Her 
swollen bel ly 
keeps her awake 
as more will 
later in a house 
hemlocks keep 
in shade, It must 
have been early, 
l ilacs opening 
close to the 
shed, she can 
hear chickens. 
Lilly of the valley 
in a cobalt jar. 
When this first 
one, a daughter, 
shoves toward 
the light it 
will fill the 
room, be what, for 
79 years, makes 
the daughter 
feel she is 
home 

Lyn Lifshin 

SHE SAID IT 
WAS THE ICE SKATES 

her mother took them 
there'd been only 

, 

ten minutes to take 
what she could, At 
1 3, she pouted, sat 
at the piano, said 
she wouldnt move, 
50 years later it 
hurts to think how 
she whined, her 
mother's hands 
shaking and her 
father closing the 
blinds as if they 
were to leave 
on vacation,  I have 
just the bracelet 
sti ll that my mother 
took. She'd given a 
box of photographs 
and mementos to a 
neighbor. After the 
war when she went 
back, he'd burned 
them. He was scared. 
In this country, 
our friends were 
children of survivors 

, ' we d see, on a date , 
our parents following 
us from behind. When 
JFK was shot my 
parents wept, said 
democracy and freedom 
were over now 
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Todd McNamee 

Safe Sex Guideline #1 47 

"Don't listen when girls say 
they're on the pil l . They will 
try to trap you to have 
your children. And then you 
will have to marry them." 

I don't think her words had 
the effect she desired. 
I remember going 
to bed that night dreaming 
of countless centerfolds 
all wanting to have my 
babies. All wanting this 
thing from me and willing 
to lie so they could have me. 

I dreamed of vixens behind 
the bed. Vamps hiding under 
red lights. Sirens flashing 
white legs like a flag of surrender. 

Mother, I can sti l l  see 
those women you promised, 
but they are far away 
and I don't think they are 
waiting behind hotel 
doors for me and my sperm. 
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To Papa 

"Write hard and clear about what hurts." 
-Ernest Hem ingway 

Bullfighting sickens me. 
I do not know how to hunt 
or fish, or box. Pure 
vegetarian. 
Neither do I womanize 
(despite my best intentions). 

But I have felt pain, 
and been possessed by afficienado. 
I have drank 
wine in the summer, and 
have spent too much time 
writing and talking in 
cafes. 



Departure 

I was leaving at last. That meant the 
purging of some things. Abandoning 
some dust to the corners of what would 
be from now on a guest room. 

You handed me a stack of wire bound 
notebooks. So old that my handwriting was 
like a foreign language. So old I 
couldn't remember the name of the adolescenl 
I devoted forty pages to. So old 
that I signed each page with a 
different pseudonym. So many things 
given up and placed in the bottom 
of that drawer 

I reflected that each had 
been a new born blank slate. A white 
potential waiting. And then with each 
long dreary day at school 
they filled up with doodles 
and fragments and pieces 
of poems and reflections. 
Each entry staining the leaf 
the way a cancer stains an 
organ, the way gravel stains 
snow. Until every possibility 
was used and every idea 
half-conceived. 

I held one close to my face 
as if checking for a pulse. 
Then I burned them in the fireplace 
reflecting how my mind burned 
when I wrote. 

Each ash had a fragment of my scrawl. 
"Truth" "rain" "Iov" "hea," atoms 
broken down to solitary protons and 
electrons. A man divided into cells. 

Attempts at truth should 
be buried at sea. 

Saturday Night 

He sucks my nipple like 
a small black kitten, 
and I lay my hand on his head as 
though he was 
an endtable. 

He looks up and saliva 
drips out of his mouth. 
I feel spit on my breast. 
His hair looks like hell 
and I wish he'd worn deodorant. 

I wonder if my mother had 
days like this. He seemed 
cute enough at first. They all 
do. There's more to life, but I 
don't know what. I 'm not sure if 
I want more of this in my life or not. 

I pull down my shirt 
and check my watch. 
Complain of an early work shift 
and quietly hope he's impotent. 
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Amy L. Martin 

When Morning Coffee Is Not 
Enough Because My Paramour 
Fled And Left The Oven On 
Broi l, Not Caring That I Was 
Sti l l  Asleep On The Couch 

A fresh dead body crawls 
from the ditch, uprooting 
the scarecrow as lethargic 
moss sprawls on the windowsil l ,  

rats congregate in the attic, 
and the azo orange cat rots 
in the fruit cellar. But 
I cannot seem to get 

up from this green davenport. 
I can hear the sunflowers 
outside leaning with the breeze 
as hail hits like shrapnel 

and the scarecrow bleeds on 
the kohlrabi. The cook 
galloped off in the night 
disguised as an almsman 

to conquer Mt. Zimmer, 
abandoning me to 
the fury of the 
Absaroka-Beartooth which 

will eventually roll 
in on top of me just 
as the sun in my head 
explodes. Time to flee before 

the dogs rush in demanding 
dinner. Recipes run 
thin up here/water boils 
more quickly: [Red laced 
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mountaineering boots, rucksack, 
wool cap, plum sleeping bag, 
raisins, one peach] Finally 
I overcome the couch ,  and 

sojourners transport me 
through these lines as Rt. 
212 bends through Silver 
Gate log cabin pumpkin 

bread a la mode with extra 
honey, beyond the gates 
of the Yellowstone Northeast 
Entrance past Slough Creek, good 

trout fishing in August, . 
and equestrian paths 
where lovers trot by amount 
alpacas on route to Goose 

Lake. Tower Junction corners 
my shoulder as I stumble 
over white phlox on the berm 
and remember gray beard 

in the east, building the temple 
and emerald pond where fish 
are baptized at birth and 
phthalo green snakes suck up larva 

all day. Now, these roads become 
swirly hallways to doom 
as trees bow in the rear 
view mirror. The woods are 



ablaze. A saint slumbers 
on the dashboard mumbling 
astrological projections. 
Mt. Zimmer is lost in 

the murk, conquered. Mammoth 
rises in the valley 
as steaming rivers boil 
cutthroat trout. A lanky 

pilgrim begs along the bank 
for bandages. [Sacrifices. 
Blisters are penance.] Flies 
swarm into Gardiner 

like gossip, plaguing this 
traveler, and settle 
in Livingston hatching 
children and grandchildren 

just as I read out beyond the 
eye to slumber behind 
a gondola deep in 

the lowlands where oxygen 
is hot syrup. Fire smolders in my skull 
as I retum 
home realizing a mountain 

is reality sizzling. Out 
in Mammoth, Zimmer slices 
a shadow across the pilgrim 
hobbling down the path with 

third degree burns, unable 
to find his lair in 
the charred forest where 
he has hidden his almswoman. 

Wayne Leman 

Montana Nothing 

Big Sky emptiness: 
some crowded souls in peopled places 
think there's nothing here. 

Our nothing: 
prairie wheat 
sugar beet 
Blackfeet 
cottonwood coulees 
Ponderosa pines 
columbines 
Flathead Lake 
Yellowtail Dam 
Going-to-the-Sun Mountain 
Crow Fair 
Padlock Ranch 
sand rocks 
chokecherries 
Bitterroots 
rooted people, 

caretakers of our 
beautiful 

nothing 

The Portable Wall 41 



Dusty Erik Lunde 
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THE SAD ORGY 

The sad orgy was less than successful. 
The sad orgy was disappointing, a virtual fiasco 
and veritable disaster. It just wasn't sad enough. 
Neal, of course, was asked to explain. 
"They say you've got to touch bottom 
before you can rise up and surface again 
-but what they didn't explain 
what they failed to mention 
is that some people ... me, for instance ... 
some people never touch bottom. 
They just keep sinking, deeper 
and deeper 
and deeper. " 

Hmmmm. Interesting. Poor Neal. Too bad 
nobody told him, you gotta love 'em and leave 'em 
-otherwise, if you stay, if you stay put 
gathered together amidst your collection 
of lovers, well then, of course 
your collection will weigh you down. 
That burden, that weight of the world 
will bring you down, sinking and drowning you. 
Didn't he know that? Someone, somebody 
(some lover, perhaps) should have told him 
that much, at least. For his sake. 
For his health and personal safety. 
What kind of lover wouldn't sound the alarm? 

1 -
What kind of suicidal lover could be so ... 
so impressed with romantic hari-kara 
with the love homicide of dead romance? 
Why not bury t�e corpse, then tell ghost stories 
and' love stories around the campfire, the bon fire 
and funeral pyre' 

- ,  of bu-rning passion and flaming desire? 
Why not show a little respect for the dead 
or 'some simple decent courtesy for the living? 
Why such indifference, such uncaring ungiving 
nonchalance? What's become of America 
these qays? What is it, anymore? 
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Jay S. Mendell 

Two poems 

Between never and forever stretch 
a castle of sand, this week's rose 

and a daughter's love. 

And this is the way we teach the boys 
and girls. 

We sit them down and send in a young 
man 

To tell them what he learned from an 
old man. 

Who sat him down and told him what he 
learned from a dead man. 

This we call the preservation of wisdom. 

Robert Struckman 

I sat around, 
I was in a funk 

I wanted to buy my father junk 
I looked around, 

fell in a trance 
decided to buy my father pants 

pants too much 
in a crunch 
bought some comics 
on the way to lunch 

Couldn't decide what else to get 
A pet? Not yet. A net? Too wet! 
A brand new airliner jet? 
I knew a book that saved the earth, 
in theory. What's one with like girth? 
By a woman, I thought, who's 
in-flu-ence 
may aid my father in making sense. 
A-ha Through the Arc of the 
Rain For -est bought at 
Freddy's mart 
This is no jest 
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The Cafe 

It is a new accommodation,  change 
at twelve they blow out the lamps and stack 
wooden chairs and tables in neat rows of trivia 
the band packed and gone and every customer 
of barter done for the night, relegated 
to exotic floral back rooms of straw 
and stick and stone, counting profit or loss 
transforming each moment by candlelight 
into tomorrow's promise, borrowing more time 
directing flowing evening-traffic into absurd 
history of the blues and the enormous mouth 
of aesthetic dawn, shuffling like 
an alluvial all igator 
demanding a privacy all its own. 



Fidelia Monzon 

4-8-72 born. 
Also, there is this number- 050040872 
in the rollbook 
It is supposed to mean 
Fidelia Monzon 

she says "call me 
Fidel 
All my friends do" 

-but I am your teacher 

In Regular Math 
I have never had a regular student. 
For just a fraction of one moment 
I thought they had the wrong girl 
and I could see her 
Whole. 

No one wil l  ever kiss you again, Fidel. 

At fifteen, 
we al l  waited preciously, dangerously 
for that single kiss that would change 
every landscape waiting for that beautiful young man 
on the motorcycle to ask 
us on liquid wind 
fragilely to ride 

For one moment in Time 
I was confused by Death. 
The English-as-a-Second-Language Office 
found me at lunch: 
"Did you hear about the girl?" 
What? 
"The girl-Fidelia-who 
over the holidays 
in a motorcycle accident 
died?" 

For one moment I got her face in my head 
Not bronzed by a flesh peach 
ancient gods called commanding-shoulders back 

v.a. Wallick 
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but al�p easy ' 
in her mind a fifteen. 

Composed against the crash of 
5th Period Regular class I stopped seeing her 
except for in moments of clarity, her clarity I suppose. 

This all means nearly nothing. 
Are there no words to claim our dead? 

. . .  are there no symbols 
beyond numbers, grades in rollbooks, 
no secret signs 
that easily evade these math texts? 

I never had a regular student 
in my class, Fidel. 

And Fidel, 
Peter in the last row is tracing your name 
onto the last sheet of his notebook. 
It has taken him today 
all through fractions to write 
just FlO so delicately. 
Just last week 
it caught this ear 
that he fancied you: Teased, there was 
pain and hope in his face. 

Today he has trouble following 
the lesson and I do not nag. 
He is learning his fractions 
internally. 
Fidel, 
no one new will ever miss you. 

Like sculpture-the motorcycle-the young man- the glide
folds into Death so ugly 
but I need to imagine 
the last moment crystalline 
as some young man-charmed- asked you to ride
and saying "Yes, yes I will ride" it was 
the best damn ride of your life. 
I have to believe in this-
overlay death with the romance colors-peach, bronze and 
wind 
because Death stays here with us, Fidel .  
Weak, mortal, we need all the overlay we can 
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just to ease past Death 
the most regular of all students 
who sits at the back of my class 
with a shotgun. 

Fidel Monzon 

1 - 1 -88 

Megalopolis 

This flailing giant lies an invalid 
Swollen with elephantiasis, palsied and plagued, 
His tics and twitches emulate a throe. 
His arteries clotted and clogged, 
His brain befogged by fumes and pestilent vapors , 
His iron lungs gasp and wheeze asthmatically; 
His organs play him false, piping tunes he cannot dance to. 
His very corpuscles war with him 
And with each other. He bleeds at every pore. 
Constipated, stuffed and starving, 
He suffocates in his own excrement, 
And paralyzed, moves only by galvanic shock. 
In panic he presses the button for help 
But no help comes. Convulsions rack him. 

Perhaps the end is near. 
The bloated giant on his back, face to the wall, 
Mental and moral dwarf's howl, hack and torture him. 
He knows not whether these are real 
Or more hal lucinations. Those he knows. 
This wreck was mighty once, and proud. 
He called all comers to h is bed and board: 
They came, and multiplied and divided, 
Bringing their friends and dreams and sicknesses. 
They made of his house a shambles. Here now 
He lies a beggar, clothed in running sores, 
Felled by infections that have not yet a name. 
Slowly he dies, slowly and in great agony. 
And when he lies at last a bloated corpse, 
Who will dare bury him, and where? 
The stench of his wake may sicken us all . 
Come now, 0 Lord of the Flies: deliver him. 

Ray Mizer 
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Louise Murray 

Dove 

The last eve of summer 
The last dove of evening 
Sits on the telephone wire 
Looking out over the universe 
As day expires. 

One little grey knob 

A Man Who 

A man who has a hold on me 
Who writes poetry 
The first time we lie down together 
Whose florid brow captivates my 

imagination 
And who's accepted himself 
In all his non-glory. 
I don't know how to answer this 
Feel so ill equipped, stripped 
Of answers 

Just another minute 

Untitled 

Thin light of November 
Afternoon rain makes the street look 

like patent leather 
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The Bottom Fall ing Out 

Now it starts: 
The bottom falling out of my heart 
The rush of pain 
In sharp pin points
That empty place again 

Around me birds flutter to meet their 
mate 
Bringing an echo of moments when I 
couldn't wait 
To see you 

And a memory-faint in a flash
Of standing at a deli counter 
Tasting in advance the meatballs and 
peppers 
Of my supper 

That was you. That was me 
Savoring what might be 
Favoring dreams to reality 



Linwood M. Ross 

for the homeless man who died 
down the st 

we mourn your great 
unfinished life 
in separate ways though 

your absence 
will not shout 
because the dead 
can not throw 
their voices. 

you existed inside 
a hazy place 

a void somewhere 
between a blessing 
& a curse 
in that light 
between sun & moon 

somewhere between man 
& ghost you 

dragged a homeless shadow 
behind you 
a shadow 
of what never was. 

though there was always 
a vacancy about you 
you were not lost 
because no one was 
looking for you. 

sad 
how some of us fools 
spend a lifetime walking 
without our bones 
roaming the planet 
looking to love 
& to be loved 

sad 
how some of us 
fail. 

Joe Rohrer 

The Hunt 

It happens every year, around this time. 
The air becomes bitter and cold. 
The wind blows the dead brown leaves 
from the trees. 
And sometimes the silent snow falls 
fIom up above. 

Ifs time to teach the younger ones 
about survival 
Keep all the senses alert, keen eyesight 
to detect any 
movement. 
Acute hearing for the sounds of danger. 
For lack of either could result in death. 

Ifs that time when the-trails and 
crossroads become 
cluttered and the morning silence has 
been broken. 

He is here again.  
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Stephen R. Roberts 

John Wilson 
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The Beaver 

It looks like someone took a cleaver 
to this unclever corpse of beaver. 
His tail slaps as if in warning 
at every car that is adorning 
his precious pelt with fancy treadmarks 
where his teeth left little skidmarks. 

A beaver's education is water 
like the fish, the eel, the otter. 
But this one chose his Alma Mater 
as the highway, how uncleaver. 
Crossing was his last endeavor. J 

Now he's strictly dammed forever. 

Daughter My Poem 

I guess no one's a poet 
till he's been a real mother 
in some serious argument 
with a poem of his, 

whereupon 

she stands up, walks out, 
purse swinging from shoulder, 
to a sauntering rendezvous 
with. some other 



Character Sketch 

I like to go to funerals. Oh not 
of anyone I know (unless we were vaguely acquainted.) 

I like dressing modestly, darkly, and going 
into a funeral parlor, signing the register, 

John Wilson 

saying to no one in particu lar, "I used to stop by work, and we'd talk." 

No one inquires, no one wishes to 
ream out vagueness. 

I watch how they act, 
those there, the conscious survivors. 
I watch how pretty black 
seems on some women. 

You need to chew on something, holding 
a glass in your hand, or else an attendant 
of sorts will come, to make sure you're 
treated properly. I do vague nods, in sync 
with vague statements. I and another often 
end agreeing about the merits of the deceased, 
and the other will say, "Have you heard __ ?" 

I honestly say no, and the other will tell 
something of this former person. And so on. By 
the time I 'm on my seventh, having been a good 
listener, I am able to impart some startling facts 
to the other. Right afterward, I depart. 

I feel I've done something then. How often can we 
have an effect on another's life? 
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8ack in business 

Martha Weaver Adkins spins her 
tales and poetry in Gardiner, Montana. 
Barton Allen comes to us from Lake 
Forest, I l l inois. G.E. Allingham is a free 
lance computer consultant in Hartford, 
Connecticut. 

Charles Angel is a master of 
archeology, catching or drawing pictures 
of salmon in Anchorage Alaska. Gina 
Bergamino lives in Long Island, New 
York. She has had more than 2,000 
poems and stories published. 

Kerri Brostrom says she is 
miserably hot in Tampa, Florida. b.j. 
buckley sti ll lives in Lolo, Montana. David 

. Eastwood writes interesting stories 
and poetry in Port Washington, New York. 
Richard Fein lives in Brooklyn, New York. 
Clifford Paul Fetters was a Broadway, 
off-Broadway and regional theater actor 
in New York City, but now he lives and 
writes in Seattle. christien gholson, Des 
Moines, Iowa, said he l ikes the feel of this 
mag. Alan Goldsmith lives and writes in 
Ann Arbor, Michigan. Linda Sue Grimes 
teaches writing at Ball State University 
and her work has been widely published. 
Mary Hale Jackson writes her political ly
progressive poetry in Denver, now. Mahdy 
Y. Khaiyat writes to us from Goleta, 
California. Richard Kostelanetz, New 
York, is a perennial in magazines. 

Dirk Lee carves letters in granite 
in Missoula Montana. Wayne Leman has 
been a linguist on the Northern Cheyenne 
reservation in Montana since 1 975. Lyn 
Lifshin, one of the most prolific of poets, 
has recently moved to Vienna, Virginia. 

F L Light sends his poems and 
comments from The Bronx, New York. 
Dusty Erik Lunde lives and writes in 
Tacoma, Washington. Amy L. Martin 
wrote her poems during a three-month 
stay in Cooke City, Montana. She just 
fin ished her jun ior year at Edinboro 
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U n iversity of Pen nsylvania. Tod d  
McNamee l ives in Milwaukie, Oregon. 
Jay S. Mendell lives in Coral Springs, 
Florida. Jim Mikoley, writes poetry, tends, 
bar and drives taxi in Brooklyn when he is 
not working construction. Errol Miller 
composes verse in Monroe, Louisiana. 
The indomitable Ray Mizer, professor 
emeritus, lives in two places, depending 
upon the season. 

Louise Murray writes poetry in 
Bil lings, Montana. Daniel Quinn wrote 
the award-wi n n i n g  nove l ,  Ishmael, 
available now in Korean, Hungarian, and 
Portuguese a n d  soon ,  Japanese. 
Stephen Roberts' poem aboutthe beaver 
is from a continuing work entitled, Pelt 
Songs.He l ives in Westfield, Indiana. 

J oe R o h rer and his fam i ly 
recently moved from Flagstaff, Arizona, 
to Scotts Bluff, Nebraska. Linwood Ross 
has had work appear inmore than 70 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He 
lives in Port Chester, New York. Robert 
Struckman is a community organizer for 
ACORN in Boston. 

David Thomas l ives in Missoula, 
Montana, where he makes his superb 
word images . 

V.Q. Wallick is a 7th generation 
Los Angelino working on a doctoral degree 
in Comparative Literature at UCLA and 
edits the monthly poetry publication, 
Electric Lunchbox. 

Evan Morgan Williams writes in 
Portland, Oregon. He lived a year and a 
half in Crow Agency, Montana. 

J o h n  Wilson used to study 
Russian l iterature in college, but now he 
works with p hysica l ly handicapped 
students at K imbal l  High School in 
Michigan. Emily Witcher lives in Seattle. 
Last we heard, she was out of work, living 
in a basement. Will iam Woodruff of 
Pasadena,  Cal iforn ia, is a freq uent 
contributor to magazines. 
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