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At the heart of avant-garde aesthetic activity is
the dynamic tension between the poles of negation
and creation, between the assault on the given
world and its aesthetic tradition and the search
for the basis of a new culture and its art.
Charles Rus=ll, Poets, Prophets & Rewlutionaries
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Karawane isajourna committed to work that is performed
inpublic. That does not mean that poetic or artistic quality can
be subordinated to the performance It does mean that everyone
who is published here performs their work at open mics,
cabarets, readings, etc.

Karawane's editorial preferenceis
dada/bea/surredi st/imagist/ absurdist/avant-garde/post-modern.
We aeinterested in quality poetry, prose poems, sound paems,
short short stories and essays, performance at texts and short
plays, etc. We donot like "narrative poems' that want to be
short stories. Make sure your poem hasto be apoem because of
its unique form and not because you are too lazy to flesh out a
short story or write avignette. If you want to send us a short
story, send one. If you want to send a poem, write one. 'Nuff
said.

Submit 3 - 7 original pages of poetry, playsup to 10 o so
pages long, or fiction up to a maximum of 2,000 words.
Artwork: Submit camera-ready artwork of any sizeup to 8 12"
x 11". Graphics can be submitted on disk in .tif, omp, .cgm and
wmf formats. M ake sure your name, addressand phone
number appear on every page of your submisgon. This
journal is edited from people's homes. Things get lost. Dogs ea
your manuscripts, then ea grassand barf the whole thing wp..
Pizzastains end up on vital commas and ather punctuation
marks. If you submit a piecethat islonger than one page, the
page number and titl e should appea on subsequent pages. We
accept andencourage previously published work, provided you
have retained reprint rights. Please tell us when and where your
work was publi shed.

Send manuscripts to Karawane, Laura Winton, Editor, 402
S. Cedar Lake Road, Minnegpalis, MN 55405 Email
submissons are dso WELCOMED. Please dtach an RTFfile
of your work with your email. You can aso visit our website
and even submit throughthe site.

Email: fluffysingler@prodigy.net

Web page: www.pages.prodigy.net/fluffysinger

Final Disclaimer Regarding Typos. We & Karawane love
poets--except when they whine. We do aur best to proofread at
4 am. beforethe text hasto go to the printer but hey, Feces
Occur. Therefore, our officia policy ontyposis-—-get over it!
Oncethe mag is printed, there's nothing we can do about it,
Kapeesh? So, we gologizein advance and thak you for your
patiencein the faecof seuch indinganties. And just for Lyle
Daggett and those like him we ae unapologetic aout spelli ng
open M IC theway we do. So there.

7 $5%4+%" 7
To KARAWANE
4issles- only $10. CHEAP!

Name

Address

City/State/Zip

Mail to Karawane, c/o LauraWinton, 402 S. Cedar
Lake Road, Minnegodlis, MN 55405 Please make
chedks payable to Laura Winton.
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The battle raged onfor weeksin the City Pages. Islocd poet
Dan Schneider ajerk, and what makes good patry, and why are
al these poets 9 whiny anyway?

City Pages, our locd weekly paper here in the Twin Cities,
dedded to doafedure aticle on ore of poetry©slocd gadflies,
Dan Schneider. Dan has a habit of going to readings by minor
poetic cdebrities, both national and locd, and asking
provocaive questions during the Q& A. | oncewitnessed him
pubicly trashing a poem by Donald Hall and finding myself
agredng pretty whole-heatedly with im. Sometimes his

criti cisms come agossas personal, despite hisinsistence that
they are purely artistic.

I have dlowed myself to get pulled into al of this, too. | began
this magazne four yeas ago because | felt that the people who
were performing their work at the open mics weren©t getting the
resped they deserved. Thework | was heaing at these readings
was frequently better than what is pubdished in most poetry
journals. Despite the insistence throughou the 500 @age Poet©s
Market that all of the pulishers are looking for "cutting edge”
material, | find at least 75% of the poetry | read to be much the
same. Oh, adifferent location: the garden in someone©s
badkyard, the poa neighbarhoodthe poet grew upin, the state
of "affairs’ in Washington, etc. But stylisticdly, so much of itis
the same. The rhythm of these poemsis pretty much the same--
similar beginning, crescendotoward the penultimate stanza,
swed or funry little wrap upat the end. So much o it wantsto
TELL methings. The poetswant to TELL me how much angst
they have over radsm or paliti cs or how swed it was to sit with
grandma whil e she baked cookies, or how beautiful the gladiolas
arein the spring (or fall, or whenever it is that gladiolas are
beautiful).

It makes me want to jump upand screan "maybe THIS is why
no orewantsto read pcetry anymore!" Because so much of the
poetry that is promoted and pulli shed reads the same. And |
findit boring. And upsetting. Because poetry can be so much
more than avignette or arant. Poetry, more than any other
medium we have, has the freedom to be stream of
consciousness to redly encourage our minds to wander around
until they bump into their own insights, to tie our stomachsupin
knots with the power of the assciations. And yet so many poets
use the medium to tell an easy to understand littl e story, when
redly they shoud be writing short shorts, or maybe aprose
poem. Or maybe anovella

What©s more, so much of this poetry that makes me ainge does
very well. Itwinsin slams. It gets pulished in magaznes and
anthologies. It seemsto be that a poet apply afew prettily-
strung-together words to a sentiment that everyone can
understand and relate to and voilal A cherished poem.

Andthen | think abou Dan©s approach. Doesit work to name
names? Minnesota has, at least internally, a self-applied label of
Nice Sowhen you criticize aindividua or organizaion, that©s
bad. 1t©snat Nice And people will tell you"well, if you dor©t
likeit, start your own organization, but dorn©t be Mean to ather

people. Let everyone do their own thing."

So | have ahard time dedding what the next step shoud be. Is
the best path to go and criticizeindividua artists, who may or
may not be writi ng the best work they know how to write? |
mean, what are they suppased to do-say "please dorot pulish
me or give me that state ats grant. 1©m redly not worthy. In
faa, 1©Il just withdraw my application and go to bad to
bartending schod." Andeven if they©re nat doing their best
work, if they©re getting the grants and the puli caions anyway,
what goodis my criticism going to do? Shoud they walk away
from their "success' just to appease MY poetic standards.
(Well, ok, they SHOULD. But the won®©t.)

When | fed li ke going after an arts group, | have to stop myself,
too. Isit jedousy? Am | just upset that I©m naot a part of that
"clique”. Andif I docriticizethem, will | be outcast in the locd
community? Am | cutting myself off from potential puldishers,
advertisers, grants, etc.? How do | balance my own integrity
with my personal fedings and my own desire to seemy work
advanced?

When | seelocd arts groups having $50a plate fundraisers that
get mentioned onthe evening news, while week after week so
many good peets are writing and sharing their work in pubdic
with nomedia spatlight at al, | fed bothered. And nd just on
my own behalf. Because it reminds me of the commodificaion
of our work. If we don©t have something we can SELL to you,
something we can tail or to YOUR nedls, like writing you alove
poem on Valentine©s Day, then why would anyone cae dou
what we do? What value do we have? Just struggding to hdd
down ajob, write few poems every week, put out an occasional
poetry magazne or performance--where©s the news in that?
Where©s the HUMAN INTEREST?

It bothers me that art has to be justified with statistics (how
many people do we tead? How many people mmeto our
events?) and that programs such as music in the schods have to
be justified onthe basis of how well children doin OTHER
subjeds when they study music. | fed that | am out of ways of
explaining to people that art and paetry and music are important
inand o themselves. The revolutionaries used to cdl for Bread
and Roses--in ather words beauty and besic neals. Art for art©s
sakeis clealy, however, athing of the past. Andwhilel know
in my gut that it©s a terrible thing, I©m starting to forget how to
explain that.

Withou developing our imaginations, our society will cease to
grow. Human beingswill ceaseto grow. For example, if you
areraised in a dimate of drug abuse and violence, whether at
home or in your neighbarhood it isimperative that you lean
how to envision and creae new worlds for yourself before you
can ever hope to move on. That appliesto society as well as
individuals. Followed any vapid pditicd campaigns lately? We
have people running for officewho have no imaginations, who
couldn©t think their way out of a paper bag, et alone "out of the
box". Andthese ae the people telling us that we dor©t need the
arts. We dor©t neal to fundthem. Let the atists snk or swim
ontheir own, in the marketplace wander the strees with their
palms out to the wedthy "patrons”, or if the government HAS to



fundthem, only on the most utilit arian level, where their work
exists only as an educaional or therapeutic exercise.

This leads me to despair that we as artists are not being
encouraged to do ow best work. Because it©s not ajungle out

recently abou the expresson “temporary deah”, but you know
how fleding revelations can be.

The @ntributors in this issue definitely run the gamut. | am
pleased to be pubishing work by a 16 yea-old poet from my

there--it©s a marketplace The magaznes have to sell isauies. Thehometown—a placethat | foundso uninspiring you can still see

organizaions have to get grants and have fundraisers. 1t©sall
abou PLEASING the audience and nd abou touching or
challenging them.

It also leads me badk to my Catholic Worker roats. Inthe 19805
| was involved with the Catholic Worker movement, which was
founded by Dorothy Day and Peter Maurin. In anutshell,
Cathalic workers provide shelter and foodfor the poar and
homelessand agitate against violence and war. But beyondthat,
the primary tenet of the Cathaolic Workersis personali sm.
Cathalic Worker houses do nd receve nonpofit status becaise
the work that they dois nat, to them, out of the scope of what
ordinary citizens shodd da With this phil osophy, they approach
their work out of love and joy rather than ou of the obligation
that comes when you start doing something for a payched.

And as | watch arts organizations from both an insider and an
adversaria stance, | seethe way that having a formal
organizaion forces you to have to make "marketplace' dedsions
in away that asmall operation like Karawane doesn©t. | dorot
have a"development" staff who has to raise money to pay
salaries and bulding upkeep and insurance, etc. Terry Folz and |
knock on afew doars of businesses we know, we &k them for
$50 a so to fundthe magazne, and when we have enough
money raised, | dothe layout and send it to press ItOs that
simple. | dor©t haveto fill out statistics. | don©t have to justify
our existence | only have to pubish the best work | can find.
And| dolook for the BEST work--the most unique, the most
difficult, and the most interesting | can find, not just work that
says mething nicethat | think you, the reader, can relateto. As
| typethis, in fad, | hope you can©t relate & all. Because then at
least you©ll be dhallenged, the way | hope that our poets and
authors are dso challenged. | want to share their best work with
you.

So orto the nuts and bdts of thisisue: Those of youwho have
been with usfor awhilewill natice quite afew changes. First
and most obvious—the name. Karawane is the name of a sound
poem by Dadaist poet Hugo Ball. | seleded this name & asignal
to people of my desire for work that would probably be
considered “avant-garde”, cutting edge, blah blah blah. Aswe
beomome anational magazne with a stated preferencefor work
that is performed live, | wanted away to distinguish between
“spoken word” and “slam” poetry and the type of work | like to
read and publish. Thisisnat to say that a poem written
spedficdly for aslam or other type of performancewon't make
it’s way into the pages of Karawane.

I didn't doit on pupase, but the subtitl e is also strangely
apropos. The Temporary Death of the Bruiti st, since bruitism
(also of Dadaorigin) isbasicdly the at of noise—spedficdly
noise that will spur someone to adion (such as ungugging the
microphore or throwing aheal of lettuce). | had arevelation

the skid marks on the road between there and the Twin Cities.
She held poetry readingsin her basement over the summer. It's
also exciting to be &leto feaure Richard Kostelanetz, who hes
been adive in the literary and artistic avant-garde for a number
of yeas. He has participated in mail art, worked with Dick
Higgins, “founder” of fluxus, and | am told by ancther artist, isa
foremost authority on the work of John Cage.

Regarding our format: | want to extend my thanks to the
Dunwoody Institute, who has taken us on as a student projed.
Thanks to them we can aff ord to go bad to alarger magazne
and aformat that will make us more dtradive to distributors. |
hope to have anational distributor seaured soon—hopefully
during the life of thisissue—to get usinto bodstores aroundthe
courtry, including the megachains like B& N and Borders.
Exped future issuesto become increasingly more daborate &
we ae aleto expand ou budget and work more dosely with
these future graphic designers and printing professonals.

Of course, along with ou national distribution, we ae
pubishing poets, performance atists, and writers of al kinds
from aroundthe @urtry. The only prerequisite isthat you
perform you work—as a playwright, avant-garde performance
artist, or just asimple poetry reading at your locd café or library.
Unlike other magaznes, | try very hard nd to whine & poets that
they need to “suppat” Karawane by subscribing or sending
doretions. Of course, | appredate that. But as editor, | consider
it my resporsibility to scare up readers. So we cver the st of
the magazne up front with advertising and dorations (fredy
given) so that we can send ou bundes of the magazneto
various reading communities. | also sell them at festivals, etc.
So, if you areinvolved with aregular open reading, please think
abou approaching them for an ad on ou behalf. Our ad rates
are very inexpensive and | will sendyou badk a ommisson on
every ad yousend me. If you'reinterested email me & or drop
me anate.

| also hopeto runreports from other cities. If there's anything
particularly interesting going onin your ned of the
woods—discussons, artistic battles, aredly hoppng scene, drop
me anote by email or snail mail. And chedk out our exciting and
ever-evolving website & pages.prodigy.net/fluffysingler. We
have excerpts from the arrent and some past issues, submisson
information, links to ather sites, feaured pcets, open mic
listings, and much more!

Thisislife a1 know it. Stay tuned.

Laura
fluffysingler@prodigy.net
www.pages.prodigy.net/fluffysingler
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Richard Kostelanetz

Many poets tell me that they dorit much liketo go to
thembthat attending someone dse's poetry reading is an
onerous duty in acknowledgment of friendship, favor, or some
other professonal obligations. Sporsors tell me that advance
knowledge of a party afterwards generally hel ps attendance,
unless of course, the party istoo far away from the initial
venue. Famous poets sometimes make apoaint of arriving late,
better to be noticed, | guess the analogy seemsto be an
acalemic ledure by a wlleaguein ore's own fieldbonly
professona obligation can summon an audience. Academics
tell methat old ideas are reiterated in such ledures, just as, in
poetry readings, old pcems are dedaimed.

| go to modern music concerts primarily to hea pieces that
arenot available onrecords. | got to dance oncertsto seelive a
performancethat is infinitely better than the same thing on, say
television. | go to art gall eries to seepaintings and scul ptures
previously unknown to me. | got to museums to transcend the
limitations of reproductions. Even a painting whose imageis
famili ar to me looks appredably different at first hand. On the
other hand, apoem head is rarely much better than apoem
read, and realy all good p@ms eventually appea in pubic
print.

One impli cit theme of most poetry realings is the superior
sensitivity of the poetbhis or her sensitivity, not hisor her
intelligence, his knowledge of poetry, his artistic courage, his
insight, his conceptua sophistication, the style of his language,
but his or her sensitivity. Thisthemeis customarily reinforced
by the poet's prefadory remarks. However, remarkably littl e
gred poetry has personal sensitivity as its principle theme. My
grandfather died just before | wrote this poem,° we hea. Well,
I'm sorry your grandfather died, truly sorry; but you're telli ng
me that fad won't necessarily make your poem better.

A further problem isthat much first-rank modern pcetry
canna be comprehended in asingle heaing. Conversely, too
many flacdd pcemsin magaznes suggest, at least to me, the
impresgon that they were written espedally to be dedaimed.
Performanceis thus particularly appropriate for poems that the
audience dready knows or those that are eaily understood,
particularly if they also apped to the audiences entiments, not
only abou life, but about poetry. They thus get immediate
applause much like that greding sympathetic, easily understood
wiseaadks on the late-night comedy shows. Nonetheless poetry
at its best has littl e in common with soapbax oration and ather
stregicorner entertainments.

Most poetsin performancetry to be charming and
ingratiating, even though we know that most grea poems, even
of recent yeas, are more provocative than ameli orating, more
frightening than friendly, more chall enging than charming, more
disturbing than ingratiating. | often think that in America d least
this delusion came from Robert Frost, who developed a cheay
pubic persona quite different from the darker quality suggested
by his poems and then oljeded pubicly when criti cs identified
the discrepancy. In more respeds than ore, to be frank, the

values upheld in peetry readings are quite diff erent from those
that inform the best contemporary poetry writi ng.

Nealy every poet I've heard goes ontoolong, in part
becaise few poets understand the principle of a mncise
statement. | one dtended and anthology performance by 35
visual and musicd artists, ead of whom was all otted two
minutes of playing time. The entire show took 150 minutes, two
and ore-haf hous, including set-ups and intermissons, becaise
nealy everyone a&nowledged that he or she could make his
artistic statement within a short time. Thirty-five poets, in a
similar setup, would never have finished in lessthan four hous.
Considered against other performance genres, live poetry
readings are rarely condrive to rich thedre.

What also kill s many poetry readings, at least for me, isthe
egomaniathat seamsintrinsic in much contemporary poetic
pradicebthe exploitation d aspirationsto spedal sensitivity,
the use of personal experience or sensibility as the principal
cohering force the aaving for personal admiration and
recognition at any cost, the hogging of time or pages or prizes or
anything else that can be hogged, the pervasive oppatunism
that hinders colledive mnsciousness | leaned long ago that art
at its truest disciplines the ego, rather than exploiting or
induging it. Furthermore, the ideaof trying to win an audience
entirely with ore's own presence strikes me & tady, if not
vulgar. That sort of thing is grictly for pdliti cians or stripteasers.

The most successul poetry reader in my time was Allen
Ginsberg, but so much o his eff edivenessdepended upon
famili aritybnat only with hiswork and the sound d hisvoice,
but his genuine céebrity; andit is famili arity that makes many
of the gred performers grea performers. The hazad isthat it is
harder, much harder, for a poet ever to redize such famili arity,
than say, a stand-up comedian or arock singer.

Most of my own paetry isvisual, which meansthat it is
intended to be seen, rather than head. Visual poetry at its truest
canna be verbally dedaimed, at least not without compromising
its charader. When I'm the only poet on the program, I've dore,
instead of éreadings®, @ll uminated demonstrations® in which
two carousel projedors with timing devices automaticaly throw
words up onawall or screen while | read anorsynchronous
voice-over narration that explains, in a purposefully flat way,
the history and pupases of my visual poetry. Thistak is
designed to give audiences sme verbal terms on which to hang
their visual perceptions. | usualy deliver thistalk from behind
the projedors, changing the slide trays myself when their cycles
are omplete; for | prefer, both for aesthetic and moral reasons,
that the audiencenot look at me. (I'm not the Poetry. Nor do |
resembl e the Poetry.) More recently, | tried to show my video
poetry, which isto say kinetic verbal structures composed
spedficdly for videotape, and even my audiopcems, which are
language structures meant to be heard apart from any printed
text. | also think that on strictly thedricd terms a multimedia
presentation makes a more powerful and effedive ¥eading®
than an individual dedamation, or to be frank, my reading this
rant.
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Hands in thought turn.

The mind behind a third

eye dislves,

eyeshedsatea.

A grea open sky inside of aman bursts.
Rain fill s hisinsides.

Read burst results in a new deah.

Every new small deah hutsa

bit followed by leaning.

| am man, woman, beast and angel

crowded with scary refledive dreams
bashing me &out every crazy moving minute
Guilty hands resolve in prayer.

A diamond studded sky cdls down upon a
man with gulty hands,

cdlsdown, cutsthroughlight yea histories,
generations, lifetimes,

mill enniums,

and lifetimes of worlds,

cutsthroughfadory haze ad cigarette smoke.

Tired, medhanicd guilty hands.

Hands that fight, pray,

exchange green money.

Hands uselessand refledive in self-abuse.
Base desire encumbered.

Annihilation by thought.

A third eye sheds atea.

EVery sat ba

40"

midnight

] %*
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My eyes ®ek your mind through guded hed.
Bloodfueling thougt.

| have found you and it is here.

| disappea.

Eyes oft with teas.

Mind and body limp through soft inside
knowledge.

Your forest dive.

The house you livein,

seaets and truths

set on shelves next to silver statue

and framed photo.

| am man, woman, beast

and angel, crowded with

scary refledive dreans bashing me out every
crazy moving minute.

Take thetime to find me inside, eyeslooking
outward dee within.

| am there.

| seeyou there.

Eyesfoll ow.

Hands foll ow.

Turn away.

Foll ow.

Turn away.

Hands toward greed.

Toward anger.

Leal me from this.

Toward and away.

| Terrence JFolz
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3An omnivorous reader...°
PColin Wilson; The Occult

CON/TRA/TEXT

aThe next sentenceis dightly obscure...

Along she goesin the text, dog-wise led by subjed/verb/objed, hauled along sentence, sentence, sentence, then here mmes
this big bump by Agrippa: #or [imagination] does, of its own acwrd, ac@rding to the diversity of the passons, first of all
change the physicd body with a sensible transmutation by changing acddents of the body, and by moving the spirit upward

or downward or outward...° Here she dangles, just hangs there.

Theloose ends swirl around her and her nose wmes out of the bodk like a dipmunk There's aweay confusion that
makes the world warble & her for awhile...

&he physicd body® dacddents®
dcording to the passons® dnward
outward and dowvnward® &diversity® %f its own acord®
asensible transmutation®
%y moving the spirit°®
%f the body®

.. .until the tang e begins to urwind, and then,

(3the imagination®)
likerailroad cars

(3does...change9)
on newly laid tradk
(@he body®)
she picks up spead
(3and moves?)
and then her eyes draw her
(@he gpirit©)

along.

Shethinks: Realingislike fucking used to be; you can doit, you can even talk about it, but you have to pretend you don't
notice the bumps and hitches, the slow spats, the moment in bed, when, on the upstroke, the mind wanders for no reason at
all, and you think of deah camps.

asif the world were aboa

dapped on the table, not word spaceword,
alphabetnessand all the scraggy pieces of text
cockroadhes pretending to be ascareaow:

saying shiny and horse stall and pitchfork,
sticking something into a c&e, whea or oat straw?
saying childhood an the farm, saying:

think afraid, Dorothy, crows, Hall oween, hay mow
think fall, wind, flannel, garden hay hook, horseshit, pitchfork...
think...

no crows will ea the aorn on this page.
(Continued on pag 9)



HAND:
30n one occasion she recaved from me aletter containing the identicd longish sentence she had written herself.©

In the mail box, she sees the handwriti ng of someone she loves who is far away; it is not memory, though that makes her
womb know, makes the snow on the mail box melt, snow flakesin the ar incinerate like littl e novas, the hea spreading wp
the siding of the house and throughthe window asiif the letter were a400Q000BTU bailer, big enoughto hea alarge
schoal, the hea spreading right through ter Levi's and body fat into her belly. It is not amemory of his hand, but the sign
of what her grandmother caled his @hand®.

aShe reds:

@A s the woman boarded the train, she dropped one of her gloves, but she did not noticeit was missng urtil she was
seded and the train had begunto move, when, looking out her window, she saw the lone glove lying on the platform; |
watched her dismay refleding badk to her in the mirror made by the window glass the train beginning to move with its
gathering wshoo, wshoo, wshoo, urtil Dthe train amost pas the platform, she threw the window open and tossd the
remaining dove out of it, onto the platform, next to its previously abandoned mate.®

Had she only real this entencethe previous day, in some bodk she muld not remember, or was it the exad same sentence
she had written herself?

The shock of it, seang this entencewritten badk:

Itis
not like ‘it is February, my heat
isfrozen. | missyou.'

DISPOSITION
aThe disposition to accet strange events ams to make them happen.. °

She looks more dosely at the sentence

All the vowels on the page become littl e g/es

looking badk at her, thei'sthe dosed eyes

of sidewise degers, the o's Jimmy Colona

eyeslooking big as if something hed scared them too much
to bink; the as making their own arching eyebrows,

al those gyes canning her hands and arms,

trying to get agoodlook at her face

She presses the page to her face

and opens her mouth to it,

opening and closing her eyes

so her eyelashes brush the sentences.

and breahinglittl e ehhhs, she invites them
tolook right in.

PERFECT SEN/SE/TENCE

a_looking sidewise & disorganized fads to make perfed sense of them.®
Shereads. 2A tangent cuts acossthe drcle, the knife

splits, crosswise, the pea; the dying wife

waves a hand toward her husband, hoping to wipe yeas away

and seethe one she first loved.©
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(Continued from page 9)

The margins
wigdle and
shift
tryingto
justify themselves.

From the dice of tisue

nipped from a cevix and seen sidewise,

her whole life can read: bloodtype

and ancestry, the number of times

she's made love, rank and phylum, the size

of her ovaries, drugs taken,

chemicds absorbed; in the purple stain
everything might be known, most of which
she never knew herself.

As she drowses, the lump in her comforter

becwmmes an alp

and suddenly she sees not her hushand's eyelash

but Heidi cdlingto Peter

and the goats, then someone weaing a garter belt

in the badk of taxi, asif any man's body

could ever excite her as much

as aperfed sentence,

awhole world opening to her

that was forgotten before.

From the edge, a pieceof paper

almost does not exist; she acumplesit and wadsiit,
then smoath it out and squints. In the hill s

and the vall eys of this paper

there ae roads that make her

text:
motto of the dancing vuva: say something swed, swee, swed
or | won't let you in.
TEXT
a_ they gradually fell away..°

Even if she can not make out anymore
what the words sy, they seam to cohere,
but then, as $ielooks

closer, she can seethe text

like any objed watched closely enough
squiggle and move, take aforeground,
abadground. She can seethe letters moving
on the page, clustering together on the | eft,
then movingto theright in littl e eddies.
The D'sand P'sjostling one another
bumping belli es and breasts,

the F'sare silent as judges,

(Corntinued on pag11)



and all around the page, the Ooocs
and Eeees moaning

how this couldn't be happening

to them.

The text wavers along the margins
and then the |etters keep shoving
one another like flies on abody
or lemmingstoward a diff urtil the ends of the sentences
stumble over their periods, making blad clusters
where the letters trip and pile up
ontop d one another. Shethinks
thisisinside herself, another deterioration
of vision like that one which made her hold
the bodk further from her face until
where the page number should be, agang
of words humps together, then sharpens
into a spike which stands up,
asking her to impale herself
on the page.

COPYING OUT
a . the magician personally copying the manuscript off ers the important clue.’

To become the other, she mpiesout his hand,

the flambaoyant swirl of they

intruding into the line below

the hasty ahead-of-itself cross

over thet, the slight fall back

at the top, whereinstead of coming straight down
the hand makes a retrograde turn

and thetop o thetisaloop. This

is putting herself in some dse's hand,

and missngyou, | sit heretradng

and fed what it isto be youbthe lines

sloping Y at the end and crowding

their margins, as if they want to keep going
much further and higher than this particular page.

(Continued on pag 12)
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HER BECOMING HIM BECOMING IT BECOME HER
®He pinned her to the ground.®

Marks on the palms of her hand

like hieroglyphs, nail s making the dots

of eyes: this paper isthe aazy lover

subdued for the moment, these scratches

the ropes and stakes that bind

his contorting muscles, the ach

of hisbad as he torques up, toward . . . away

and isgone . . under the thicket of crosshatchings,
kneeheight to trip the reader, akind of labyrinth,
from which someone might never emerge, a hidden place
under the aossof at, and then

the lone silence acossall the page

heading a paragraph fli ps her

up to dry land.

Beaded again.

THE READER
a_ fedsimpelled to warn the reader.®

When you count up all these words,

think of the spaceleft in the text,

and scubadive the red of ff'sand cc's.

Undulate dongthe breasts of the ssss,

your badk curving to make aspacefor her breasts, a
nd cozy in like slegping lovers.

Dive the ee& and bah hands, swing yourself

small in the pupil of her eyes,

mourt the X and perch therein the aosspiece
staringinto the vall ey of w and twin beamns

of M. Monkey around up there axd perch
onflagpolet. Slid the mmma and befuddle yourself
in funhouse virgule, step the path made

by the dli psis and foll ow to the end of the sentence
where old famili ar period makes a promontory

you can climb. From here you can seeO0O00Q
your tunrel home, and on all sides,

asfar asyou can see the hope

and desolation of the margins.

Leonora Smith
East Lansing, Ml

) DAV

Mask faces guck to subway car windows

lurching downtown

riffling throughmind files

M-1 busloops from corner to corner

balloon faces grungbetween branches of straphandles
an old man frowns

remembering the day he lost hisjob

his wife's touch turned to stone

her smocth olive facestared at rice alvertisements
remember afavela on awet dlippery hill side
mother cooking fragrant chicken nedks

from a cataway world

boy with lustrous brown eyes

balanced between swaying bodes

clutching Hs worn-edged bods

travelli ng to supermarket basement

to stand end-on-end of cartons

dreaming of quiet Sundays under warm quilts
crackling eggs and frying ham

hanging on the crner

waiti ng for the distant pay-off day

that day they always promise

when lifeis easy the hours ©ft and memories always
Sundays.

Gerald Zipper
New York
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Out of bed and chicken skin fed hit freeingwooden floor. I'm half awake
and deepy sedls dill clingto the arners of stony, dreany eyes.

I'm runrning slow-mo a go-go, co-cold November morning, focusing with
chilly will on the mffee @oker to paur out, from a pouting spout, a mean slow
stream of steaming java.

Shiver and strut, ped of paidey p.j.'sand jump into cup: sproing off the
breadbaard diving board, fee together, palmslock in prayer overhead and
kerplooshB9.5 Olympic swan dive into the mug. | swim and swoash around the
inside hemisphere of the stoneware, dive under the hot, murky brown and fed
stinging caff eine peding eyeli ds awake.

| poode padde acossthe ripples, crosgng badk and forth, from onelip of
cup to ather. Australian Crawl, climb up curving hendle and cannonball, throw
sienna over scdp, splash and spit like agreasy, grinning gey goase. Just plain
roll init till have thejavasall over the kitchen floor, towel off with abig paper

7V HRFGS

These ae the homes

we do not aspire to.

They facelate dternoon

and the light is always wrong.
We know the rooms are tight
and the lor gone.

Now all the dnildren have disappeaed,
old men and women depend on
strange sil ences and thin wine.
Acrossfrom them

the old gods

hold miraaulous, empty cups.

coffeefilter, drain the aup in two guiltl essgulps. Ray Skjel bred
Oakland, CA

YOH+LIKZD\V da)él;)rs:ljl,
Minnegoalis

for evey hung out to dry artist or poet the road trip is
permanently etched in their eve loving psychosis of the
individud asfree

spirit
highway 41

a north/south artery snakes its way from Key West to nathern
Wisconsin where one pitch blad night i shared the middle of a
naked corn field with a nude scareaow the aurora boredis
stretched ou against the sky

someone oncesaid the test of true friendship isa200mile trip
with the radio off sculptured sted conartists & hip huckster
poets have been my companions on thisworn ou road eding
conversation like 50¢ candy bars beyond ead gentle thigh of
curve technicolor roadkill pulsating on the blue wllar horizons
truck stops framed li ke oversized Hopper paintings

itis4:00am

it isdark

the headlights

lead i follow the
eledric guitar man
isfast adegin

the passenger sed
somewhere out there
inthedark lies
Minnesota

i amon my way to read pcetry to acolledion o peoplei have
neve met i will do anythingjust aslong ai get to embarrass
myself it has become

ritual

ancther cup d tea
goodmorning Minnetonka

which pcet will show upthistime

the mad poet

the comic relief poet
the broodng poet
the bed poet

the poet as metaphar

i have mme

to pay homage

to the grand buddfa

poet of the north

the grand buddla poets mantra reads
poetry is how business

so hre&k aleg

slap the tambouine

the harmonica

man rules

Jimmy the guitar man made noise

the french surredi sts made noise

the grand buddla poet will make noise
the mennorite woman walking alone
in her garden wants to make noise

i will performaquiet

bed rhapsody

Willi am Sovern
Evansville, IN
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3 2: 1 , " (r $<6 $1° &52 66

Ann Chandler
Wayne, NJ

l.

Nedallessto say, | think we dl neal lessto say, since mind takes over voice, takes over Length, that stretches and circles,
what goes aroundcomes aroundto the last soundset for beginning, for ending, into nahing, rushingin and ou of mouth
to lower regions, to lower meanings of self, of body, and I'm nat listening to his phil osophy, his curiosity ona
meaningless sibjed merging into lessons and sayings, so I'm nea the end, reaing water, bardering the edge to test my
ads, so let me uncover my underneah, my underside, where welll al being kept hereto de, but I'm alive, prime, so I'm
goingto stoprepeding . . .

You knav where to find meif you reed me. Up close, close, personal, hiding behind the first line.

II. Breast

| could never brush upagainst the wind and transcend many things of the @ove and the beyond, and wave this magic
wandto hopge for the best, and pretend | never knew this mess this breast that hangs over my shouder, and some men
cdl if my four led clover, the luck, the lifeit brings to thisworld, and feads the soul in order to grow to full potential, a
spedal body ahuman, nd a ombie, that heat beas 190times a minute and stop in a secondand signal the gods to touch
the stripping d something inside of me, when she said it's probably something you ate, or faked, | donit believe so. This
bra halds them together to make them look Letter, but no ore gpredates their true form, their scorn, the predous milk
they deliver to the dnild, the lover, the pillar. The production d a madine that switched onand df when carryinga son
or adaughter, how true, amirade, athoughsome may use it against her, awedkness ataunt, bu the breast never talks.

.

They e-mailed me and said my opinion wasn't worth anything, and | shoud tone it down. So they kept me from getting
inside the question. Whereis my freedom? Where am | living so horestly conformed to their thinking, and I'm not
beginning to settle my reasons for their happiness their seriousness and I'm weightlessof all that iscdm. Like mother
eath, | dort watch what | say so I'm put away, in the badk of rooms. What makes us © important? The fad we mock
our homeland, ou home, the land we were barn on,and I'm stepping ouside the question, I'm stepping ouside the
question keside my thin short body that was once somebody, that was once one body and they tell me | shodd hide my
mind . . .

They told me my opinion wasn't worth anything, wasn't worth any thing . . .
| am nat athing.

IV. The Night Before

Falling to the sound d arhythm

Like amovement isaliquid

| am one two motions crumbling to the bea of awoman
To the drums poundng to the sound d a cdl

Toascream

Thelight asimple beam

Word, have you head

Thejokes, the smell of smoke

Tredaing my like atoy

The boy asymbad of survival

Thewoman atest to his ability to walk to talk

To wash ou the mnredionto the belly of the dogwho daes tricks for his master
| am nat his or hiswegponto use against the outside world
Do | have aname?



People walking aroundme

My contradions closer and closer together

Can | had his hand withou people saying | am his?

Like my body was athing

| am, she, red, trying to scream can he wonder why | love him?
Can he wonder where I've been the night before?

V.

When there's no source of knowledge or this garbage which | produce from top to batom over emotion davn into
cdlars where dwellers dwell, onthings, stupid things, over some things that | can oy hope to traceto embracemany
of what stand and [ck colors and perfed loversthat hold upto expedation, and we can reason like we can tell our
favorite season, like spring, like winter, something colder, something ketter than sitting, than staying in atown where
nobod/ loves you a thase who cover your eyes from these bruises from these chaices that have been made by ducks
and geese, that kill and ask where is peaceand | ride and spray these sayings to the next working man where thereis
no lawyer to gude you throughthis unwanted land.

VI.

They wonder why we hate cetain things when rings are forced orto fingers, where dinners srve to congratulate our
ties, our livestogether, joined by aletter which expresses our love and hona for one person, and we placethemin
white dresses and Hadk tuxes over the dter, waiting, expeding them to say | doto the rest of their life just to fill a
placein society where normal is viewed as the American Dream, and ou mothers and fathers water color our fate
with that one speda mate, and then we fly out in spite of our wings. . .

They wonder why we hate cetain things.

VII.

How many times can you hdd the bat to fire? Where there's awill t o way, out there, some way, to change, to manage
to spe&k the truths are good dstinct, sophisticated people. . .| think, far beyondmy youth, a naughty to rice & well
astight, who saaificewho make alife beyondthe third world countries who sat badk and let the cadsfal onto
perfed strangers and trainers who train the human ea, who let machines and gll s do the dirty work over theyeas. A
courtry that you couldn't die under, a country that would put our children into crosdire, and tangle you, and maim
you, gve you agun, have some fun, goand make some noise, we love our boys, for all of which boys are men who
got lied to by a president who couldn't give ashit abou them. Do you think charader matters? Hey America, let's
look at thered ded; I'll giveyouthered fed. It'sal abou BJsand TV'sand DVD's and wanna be heroes ganding
ered in front of their mirrors fixing their toupees, thinking o ways to expand their read, hopng the pals won't get
turned dff. Teaders. . .it'stimeto tead.

VIII.

It'salongways down from where my dedsion waitsto be heard, and a sink waits to befill ed, or apin cushionis
cdled a pin cushion even thoughjust to start with it was a aushionfor awoman to sort her problems through rands
and fans that scream her name in vain to make apersona statement, or in a basement where an undedded rigid being
waitsto be a&knowledged or honaed for the stupidity they though sounded good, btion paper is where they stand
correded becaise you can say and fed and expresswhat you think Isred to us, the people, becaise we ca be so
competitive over aword o phrase. | think it's dumb that fun has been misscommunicaed by word of mouth. Isn't
that atadky dress $ie mwers under to hide her opinion d life that's usually in spite of the family that stemsto redity
which curses down sensudlity, and the aility to move to socothe the human body which has all been shown by a model
to convincethe ignarance which defines ignarance which relies onignaranceto wash away the sounds of truth and
strap immaturity with youth and save destination for anather day because if | choose to play kickball with my brain
then that's just the statement I've made.

IX.

Sometimes | cough up ¢d boodlike old boyfriends saying they love you and want to hugyou, always and always,
forever to forever, and rever redizethe smother they engrave in the heats of their lover and mothers who will be
locked under covers with a shed between bodes $ passon can ration, always that life has been stripped and whipped
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like aeam that has been painted into this <ene, and my voice has been nail ed shut, and words can't get out because
fea of fedingsfedingall over again and hutingtoomuch. Letting tears burn to the touch, anger turn to fire, and |
wish everythingwould hwsh . . .

X. Me

My fed are dossng over the line he put down to hdd me badk. Again the stripes on my shirt are red, white, and
blue, and | mooto the teader, my servant, my creaor to show me the way to sanctuary, show me the way to freedom.
My cycle, my one month lover who cradles me in the cver to stop the bleeding which explodes from my ceiling orto
this feding that a baby will come soon @ if at all. Findthe water to put out the fire that's been burningin my
stomadh for you for them for that has been fem. If you could walk onyour head and take aiticismin bed, then |
guesscryingisdyinginside aworld that hovers over your meaning for breahing a being trapped inside abox that
four sides have been tucked into three. . .

And then there was me.

XI. Half a grl

Half agirl to which way the wind Hows and flows throughthese bores is where nobod; knows my words they
though | meant, how spinelessthe fragments of my memory and the one, andthe 1,1,1,1,1and 1 make seven and see
a old person keneah the under toe, That drags me under the macdhine that grinds me and finds me cowered unckr
juices of lemon because I'mtold I'm seven . . . dys from disaster. That bastard that says I'm thisand this. He
doesn't know my skin o sins I've ommmitted. He's e the outer layer of crust of dust that makes up my covering,
my face my race and cetermines the pace awhich my lips move and eyes blink and wink. There's nothing more
definite than the | addressng you, addresing me, undesdng the self in the company of a mirror because the person
who stares badk has a problem with image, but can easily point out others imperfedions. Andthere'sthat longline
of individuals waiti ng to take your place ay chancethey can embrace and take up spacein thisworld, where I'm
see as half agirl to which way the wind Hows and flows throughthese bores is where nobod/ knows.. . .

XIl.

Next time,° he said, I'll get used toit. Used to what? Maybeiit'sjust luck that I'm fucking the joker, the man with
the one left hand, and we dl seethe same thing bu push it away asif it were the last thing and the one thing, and then
there's that wave of flesh that comes over me. . .that cums over me, that halds me and kegos me together and
feahered, and ou soulsleg to ummentionable places that only our guides know, our angels know. It'sfunny that
they're dways ying and lying around daped oncouches over mattresses never showing identity, waiting for usto
just give ourselves to them, to comfort every man and woman's loneliness $ncetheir godis our godisa auld be god
who touches his children in dff erent ways, and when he told me I'll get used to it, | said, @M an, maybe on my better
days.°

XllI. Confessons of a batered woman . . .

| was thinking abou what to say to a man whose boredom makes me bored, makes him bored, makes everyone
around hm bored, and when | close my eyes for thefirst time | fed his hands wrestle @out my dress Oh man how
did | get myself into this messof gred disaster, of fucking this bastard that sympathizes with me, and | take it becaise
strength is burned ona stake, whereit is not forced uponmen uponwomen, bu shoud be, they shoud seg although
my situationisn't going anywhere too fast, but in my dreamsis where | escgpe the rape of a being and run to ancther
being where the gycle starts all over again sincel dorit know any better than asimple diange in the weaher, or
maybe better things will cometo girls who wait their turn, which inside burn for youth taken by abruteto mold his
clay. I'll leave, bu that'swhat | always sy.

XIV.

Pasdng and dancing | am awoman in dire neal of what, somewhat, scarcdy travelingin motionin commotion
throughthe swelling d yellingisvoiceis choice, and a source of noise and pase of agirl, afemale, abitch, asitting
replicaof me, of a caelessand careful girl. There'sapoundngand pounéhg d astep to a step to a step, that
revolves aroundthe legs conreded to the mind, is whereit all moves nicdy to the cdl of meiswhere I've been
sitting al so caefully . . .



XV.

I'm seen asjust this girl or that girl never awoman a aeaor the dl powerful dictator of milk or the grea perpetuator
of guilt of silt or soil that creaed law and ader of motion d commotion d putting Columbus forward and floating to
find the new world anew love of one son a more sons that put souls on ou shoes and fed to find rew clues, bu a
woman and her sead make man breahe is why this whale world turns and why this one woman feeds.

XM.

The only one who seeks for funwho seeks for will and daysarole atoll underneah the month of may a day that
begins with ore or two hous or that pushes these weeks by throughand throughand throughcrowded tunrels and
throughspaces of races a mixture of thoughs and mazes that carry oninto my heat and let them know thereis a start
to my insanity that can only be seen asawaist of agirl aline that describes junk and the only way to bre& through
this barrier isnot to gve afuck.

XVII. Yell

Sometimes we walk through deans, scenes, screens that keep ou the bugs the lugs the tired windows, and littl e over
the top we goto redize adifferencein self, in emerging, and cursing in mind always $xowsin body, in good
company we stand we disemband and we make naote of ead word in bdd in bright. Over there lies andtieswith dd
news and excuses that make us worth somethingin lost land. Lost my easup here, lost my love up here. Whereis
soundset to fea, set to fed, set to leaning, loving, touching motion as we travel throughtime, all in mind, all in
story, al in seaet we yell.

XM, Thisis. ..

Independently traveling througharange of voices, ou into space ad time infinitely moving, and soothing danets
that come our way and making way for new things and more things that make equations equating our relativity is my
horesty and my destiny forgetting to stop at al the signs and I'm beginning to uncerstand the question like it was
something important like testing words and men's might, and I'm showing my true mlors, you knaw like the song
the swed songthe immovable songfrom all those Kodak commercials that say that suggest the picture can spe&k can
say athousand words and this srves what purpose? And the serviceit propelsto all these people these tiny careless
people who step onme who move me and use my mouth for importance of frame andfigure. Get me apen up tere
so | can move words up here, where no light passes through. My standing stood till, weék, ill centered fallingto
ground hojpngto dg upthese nours. So goand pu ea to floor its where dl the sounds have gore hiding,

multi plying, and | never got a chanceto finish my sentence. . .

Thisis my independence

XIX.

Thereis mething inside of me that wiggles and tickles the four senses, or isit the five senses we encourter that
brings us toward the outer, the open part of the world where we dl fall through,and I'm mentioning the redity to two
truths, youtell meif you kelieve me. So I'm figuring the acourts of my adions, closaly related to the outside of my
open, and then there ae these biblicd ways which we accet into oHdivionwithou any questioning, and are sucked
dry by the memory of a state where we dl are taught to saaificethis pleasure that we so try to acommodate.

XX

I'm not here to cause afuss cuss yell, screan, demand the demandable, when al | want is that light to fall, down, on
me, and I'm going to suggest the nation that we ae dl walking opnions, and we ae singingto ouselves that one
eternal note, the dernity of livingin hearen o in hell, the fea that makes us all knowing and I'm left here with my
hands wide open, palmstalking to the celing, andlike | said I'm not here to cause afuss cuss yell, screan, demand
the demandable, when all | want isthat light to fall, down, on.. me. ..
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Joyful clapping fades

whispers prayers

Never to be head

Maybe they shoud be SCREAMED
Withou further ado

Deéah creegs abou

and will not elude

Melting sunshine

the twisted rainbow has no more
blissto shine

Silenceisaplot line

that canna be disturbed

Cryonic Jesus

In such a sorry state

Your mute ea iswhat fences me
figures

sleguing beauty was ot

in her dreamns

ever so tragic

Such a pathetic fate

SKAERKH ,QQRY

We Colli de,
And Echothe Sound
We Fragment
Andfdll al around
We Splinter
And Slicebadk together al new
1t©s No Wonder
Y ou dancethe way you do

O ; PVS' ZFT
* MM

Everything/ harsh light
the first still awakenings
in your long eyes green
blue brown hazé gray
obscenities & sanctity

in your eyes

bombs

littl e hissng missles
arosemary sprig

& all the forgotten things
hidden in the pupils
African rumblings

the cheetah heat poundng
violins / stampede
bladk-tie / drum-bea
sunset the only name
you can recdl

for sure

tho icemelts

in your eyes

tho' they swim

through so many
horizons

morning the new wing
onwhich you daily soar for
bread you say

Ape Man Bonobo
swinging from

The Times

Leigh Herrick
Minneapdis

) XVHG

A surredist floats through a forest
branches bendinto letters

Ashe canters by

Brie has shaped the horseshoes
To fit this beast with fire

Infinite maypole wili ng spiral

A trap set

| did na mean thunder

Whil e swaying at the top d the tower

| hang single footed from a csmic string

Coughing up five dements
moonstirs quietly

In the high priestessposition
Obscured by thick clouds
Like dangling wolf hides

The lightning comes in chains
Strikes 2 close | can taste it
Onthetip of my tongue
Coaling stars

Arejust out of reath

| am fused to the Shade Lady
| cannat tell in which hazé she hides
But | hea her laughing and saying
3 verybody do a new dance
cdled ‘cut the dedk™

Amy Trus<ll
Santa Rosa, CA




Exceaptsfrom
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DRrAMATIS PERSONAS

THE LORD GOD

MONEY LENDER

STOSH Stadowitz - the eghteenth prophet

FIRST LADY

Mrs. NATOSHA STOCKOWITZ -the Prophet's wife
SECOND LADY

MUVRAT - woman who beas STOSH's child

ROMAN CENTURIONS, PLEBIANS

STOSH's children - POSH, BOSH, ANASTOSHIA, STOSH Jr.

Act |

Scenei: Near the mmnerce ceter of Judah a raucous has
erupted andthe people are being chased, dashed andstoned
by Roman soldiers. STOSH Stackowitz is amongthe fleeng
crowd. Asthe chariots clatter down the stred in ha pursuit,
STOSH dlipsthrough an deyway andis gunned to the sight
of a gant man abou seventy fed tall who'snaked and ha
his back turned to him.

PROPHET STOSH: O my God!

THE LORD GOD: YesSTOSH, | amthe Lord your God.
STOSH falls on his hands and knees for thefirst timein his
agnatic life and paystheway he's it

dore.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH, you are arighteous man and |
have dhosen you to lead my people.

STOSH gulpsin disbelief thinking the Lord must have him
confused with someone dse.

PROPHET STOSH: Me? Um God, | never even...

THE LORD GOD: Silence STOSH, doyou love the Lord
your God?

(The dear skylights up likeanti-aircraft fire andthunder
strikes)

PROPHET STOSH: YesGod, | loveyou. (STOSH is
perspiring. What else could he say?)

THE LORD GOD: STOSH, | have found favor with thee
and am anointing thou to be the eéghteenth prophet. Now
that I've chosen you, | want you to bring your four children
up to the mount and saaificethem in honor of the Lord your
God.

PROPHET STOSH: What? (He whispers inaudbly)

THE LORD GOD tramps off without saying goodbyeand
STOSH becomes depressed. Things were fine until THE
LORD GODcameinto hislife. STOSH trudges homein
despair and sees his four wonderful children; STOSH jr.,
POSH, BOSH anddaughter, ANASTOSHIA.

PROPHET STOSH: Okay, come on kids, we're going up to
the mountain.

BOSH: What for dad?

POSH: Yedah dad, | got plans.

PROPHET STOSH: Children, you are not permitted to
guestion your father the prophet.

The Stackowitz kids ook at one anather puzZed.

The dildren: Prophet? Sincewhen?

PROPHET STOSH: Yeskids, THE LORD GOD has
anointed your father to be the eghteenth prophet ealier this
morning.

ANASTOSHIA: Why dad? Y ou don't even believe in God.
POSH: Yea dad, you taught us...

PROPHET STOSH: Nevermind what | said before. Look, |
don't know why chose me, just hurry up. He said he's found
favor with me and that's all 1 know.

STOSH loads ANASTOSHIA, BOSH, STOSH Jr. and POSH
into an o« drawn puwshcart and upthe hill theygo. Upon
arrival, STOSH gathers themin acluster andstrings them
together with some twine. He then heaps kindle near and
around hs concerned children. STOSH lightsatorch and a
that moment God speaks.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH! STOSH! Do not light your
children on firel THE LORD GODiis pleased with you.
Now go, thereis aram that's trapped nearby. Go and deliver
the trapped ram up as your offering instead.

PROPHET STOSH: Yes God.

The dhildren do nd hear THE LORD GOD.

POSH: What the hell's dad dang?

BOSH: | don't know, but he's making me nervous.
ANASTOSHIA: Daddy, daddy, wait!

Theyobservetheir father amble off in atrancethen return
with the ram. STOSH acts dazed and lypnaized and
releases his children. He placesthe ramin the harness
where theyhad keen tied then lights the animal onfire.
POSH: Dad, we need the food, we should have brought the
ram home.

PROPHET STOSH: (Incoherent mumbling)

STOSH Jr.: Dad's nuts.

ANASTOSHIA: I'll say.

After the ram screediesits way to death, the littl e family
treks home.

Sceneiv: Samedays later STOSH is crouched near afig
treerelieving hmself when THE LORD GOD appears.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH. STOSH.

PROPHET STOSH: Hangon asemnd God.

STOSH grabs ome fig leaves and pnches off hisloaf. He
knew that he’d haveto finish later.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH, | find favor with thee Y our
child will be born next Wednesday and you will cdl him
Ash. And THE LORD GOD saysthat all Wednesdays
forever after will be named after your son and henceforth
cdled Ash Wednesday.

PROPHET STOSH: | hea theeO Lord.

STOSH returnsto hisfamily. Hiswife Natosha questions
him.

NATOSHA: Where have you been?
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PROPHET STOSH: Wife, you are not permitted to question
your husband. Better for aman to sit out in the rain on the
edge of hisrodf, then to live with a quarrel some woman.
NATOSHA: | wanna know where the hell you've been
damnit! I'myour wife and | have aright to know!

STOSH waves his hand andNatosha turns to stone.

ACT Il

Scenei: The PROPHET STOSH goes up to the mourtain,
fastsand prays for two days. Upon hs return THE LORD
GODwhispersin hisear. The wind from the whisper knocks
the prophet down the steep hill and ke areensinto a Juniper
tree

PROPHET STOSH: Oh my back.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH, | am angry with the aty of
Baad-Hasaan that you live in. | have dedded to wipe it out
for they have worshiped idals and have sinned against my
commandments.

PROPHET STOSH: O have mercy my Lord.

THE LORD GOD: THE LORD GOD has gaketh STOSH!
PROPHET STOSH: Wait O Lord. If | canfind fifty good
men in the dty, will you spareit?

THE LORD GOD: If you can find fifty goodmen in the
city, | will spareit.

PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, if I can find forty good men,
will you spare the dty?

THE LORD GOD: If you can find forty good men, | will
spare the aty.

PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, if | can find thirty good men
will you sparethe dty?

THE LORD GOD: If you can find thirty goodmen, | will
spare the aty.

PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, if | can find twenty good men
will you sparethe dty?

THE LORD GOD: If you can find twenty good men, | will
spare the aty.

PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, if I can find ten gopod men
will you sparethe dty?

THE LORD GOD: If you can find ten gopodmen, | will
spare the aty.

PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, if I canfind five good men
will you sparethe dty?

THE LORD GOD: No sayeth the Lord your God!
PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, how about six good men?
THE LORD GOD: And so heit sayeth the Lord your God.
If there ae six goodmen, | shall sparethe dty.

With these words THE LORD GOD disappears and SOSH
mutters tharks to himself then mopes back to Baad-Hasaan
As he sees the outskirts of the dty, a kright flash of light
combined with amassvefireball, breathes down from
heaven andthe dty isvapaized before his eyes. STOSH runs
andfall s where the gates of Baad-Hasaan hadstood
PROPHET STOSH: O Godwhereis my family?

THE LORD GOD: STOSH, | am pleased with you. Our
covenant was kept in the eyes of the Lord your God. | sent

the achangel Sadam Hasaan ahead to warn MUV RAT, your
daughter ANASTOSHIA and your sons BOSH, POSH and
STOSH Jr. to load their oxcarts and leave. Becaise you
weren't in the daty, there were only five good people, so |
destroyed Baad-Hasaan with fire and brimstone before you
came badk never to be seen again. Better if those pregnant
women | destroyed had never been born.

PROPHET STOSH: Yes O Lord.

STOSH dlinks alongthinking hav he wished they sold
homeowners insurance

Act Il

Final scenez THE LORD GODhascalled agan on SOSH
torecord the lost orison for the people.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH. STOSH. Help me STOSH!
PROPHET STOSH: Yesmy Lord.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH, | have found favor with thee |
want you to continue your journey to Mt. Sinai and when you
arrive, you shall receveinstructionsto record the lost orison
for the people.

STOSH realizes he's dort on money so he barters with the
moneylender.

PROPHET STOSH: | have to go up to the mountain and am
short on funds.

MONEY LENDER: Very well, I'll need the interest on all
your fortunes when you return.

PROPHET STOSH: No problem. It'seasier for arich man
to walk throughthe eye of aneealle than it isfor him to enter
the kingdom oh heaven.

MONEY LENDER: | forgot to tell you. I'll need your
camel as coll ateral.

STOSH unloads his camel then hikes for daysin thetorrid
sun andfrigid nights when he evatually dimbs high upto
the mourtain.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH asI'vetold theg | am ajedous
and vengeful God. You areto record the lost orison.
PROPHET STOSH: Why will it belost my Lord?

THE LORD GOD: Becaise my servant, you are mming
with me.

STOSH begins inscribing the words of the Lord filli ng up
many pages of papyrus andworking furiously to kegp up As
he continues writing the winds pick up andstart blowing the
manuscript asunder. STOSH feds himself being sucked up
into afunnel of light leadingto heaven. His manuscript
blows away andin the end, no ore eve knew abott the lost
orison a the eghteenth prophet.

David A. Ross
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ITOS RUCKING COLD IN HERE. | better go chop some
woodand carry water. Sometimes living way out in the
boondocksis a hasde. | got to walk a quarter mile through
foot high snow and down the dlippery hill to the spring. Then
| have to chopaholein the thick dlab of ice ad scoopup
two gall ons of water filli ng these here buckets. Takes over
and hour. Then badk up the dlippery sope, I©Il probably fall
to my knees at least once 1©m, pretty goodthoughsincel
recently bought super deluxe snowshoes. Then the quarter
mil e badk, passng some incredibly ancient trees. When its
warmer out | sometimes st down and meditate beneéh these
friends of mine. They are so strong and peacéul. Today
thoughl will hurry thiswater in the house and then go split
some logs. Hea the hut the old fashioned way. 1©m an expert
on lighting lingering and warm fires. 1t©s a skill |©ve
developed over the last threeyeas 1©ve shadked up in this
here hut. Y ep, threelongyeas. And here | am still here
choppingwoodand carrying water. Like the old wind mill in
the valley brought over pieceby piecefrom Ireland in the
188@0s. It just kegps on turning. Sometimes with a slow
almost imperceptible rotation. At other times when the
season of the highwinds arrive the ams gin so rapidly that
it looks asif its lid. Getting used to the pitch dark out in the
wil dernesswas extremely trying for me. Oh, for about the
first threemonths | hardly slept awink all night. | was jumpy.
| had the sense that | wasn©t alone. That there were aazy
people wondering throughthe hill s and vall eys. A murderer
limping, dragging an axe dong the dirt road to my house.
Homicidal maniacs dancing around my hut. 1©d hea anoise
and pull the covers over my head and remain motionlesstill
the next episode., Let metell you there ae many such noises
that come out during the dark phase. Y ou know people,
mostly men, who are gggressve and violet are another bread
altogether. | met some of these spedmens while in prison. Oh
man, that©s a whole other story.

Anyway these guys are freay. Often they©ve got
screwed up teeth and a smil e that sends dhivers down my
spine.They have thislook, maniacd is the only way to
describe it but you get this snse that they are not held badk
and that they can, like awolf, just attadk you if it so strikes
them and just for the fun of it. The ones that went so far
beyond their boundaries and snuffed another life out gives
me the sense that 1©m on a diff just at the point of falling for
these seretonin deficient individuals have no sense of
boundaries.

play the Uill eann pipes. | missthose days. Out here in the
thick of it | carved afew crude instruments. They play pretty
good hut there was nothing li ke those pipes and al those
beautiful lasses that that danced for me. | wasin bliss in
heaven, | danced, compased music,and choreographed my
piecesfor all the world to see | wasthe man. The Lord of the
Dance And then like the grea Nijinsky my mind
collapsed.... < like ahouse of cards.

When | was aweelad | used to spend hours
congtructing all kinds of architecural wonders with dedks of
playing cards. | even won a number of art contests and it got
me scholarships to architedural schoal. | learned the seaet
of balance and form in those days; guided by akind of
intuition and focus. | knew that these structures, so beautiful
and grand, were extremely unstable. Often duringthe new
and full moons| hea the full nessof the pipesfilli ng my soul.
| don the leopard costume | wore & my last performance and
dancethroughout the night, giddy with joy .

Oh Salome.... Dionysus, pan, the satyrs, old Bactus
arrive....No longer do | think of marketingit,of yakking
about, concerned what the rabble think or fed toward it. It is
liberating out here in the world of HUT! Oh, when | had the
narcisaus scknesslife was 9 constricting; | felt asif a mbra
were choking me. Now don©t get me wrong | had my share of
fun. And it isvital that | had those wild experiences. So | also
fed deep gratitude for the rabble. | am part of the rabble for
you.. Hidden away here for threeyeasisthe aulmination of
"all of it." Sometimesteasfal down my at the intense
fedings | have for your world. Y ou are out there interading
with the populace What awide variety of human beings and
their life conditions. Tomorrow | am going to bake the weeks
bread. Lots of kneading. When | wasbadk in LA having
immigrated from Ireland, to pursue my dreams, or should |
say my illusions, | was amazed to see aTV show on Life©s
meaning or some such thing and all throughout the show
were these mrny referencesto baking bread and now | baked
bread and find it spiritualizing. | often let my conscious mind
hangin arocking chair most of the time. |©ve trained it and
given it itsfreedom to lounge aound. A permanent vacdion.
When | compose it comes forth to some degreebut | ke the
doar wide open. |©m not perfed, not by any means a serene
hermit sage. Not in along shot. But, hey, who wantsto be a
sage? |©m not interested in money anymore. Just enoughto
last till the breahing stops. Spare changeisall | need. Got
any? ITOS FUCKING COLD OUT HERE IN THISHUT OF

—Neil Levy, Minneapdis

Boundries. I©m losing my sense of boundaries. 1t©s been

happening slowly over the yeas and is one of the main
reasons | moved way out here, away from the rabble. The
rabble, oh what awaste! There is same bitternessin my
voice, itstrue. But, alas, it has become part of my experience
| amwhat | is. Got some mdl, clea, fresh water. Cold water
on afrigid day homeopathicaly warms me. | still hea those
pipes, gliding their swed melodies throughthe dr. | used to

23



24

$ IDLOWVBRHAN 6DPV

M.K. Shibek, Wisconsin Sur ealists
www.netw3.com/eyeontact/

Thistex isinspired by my disgust with the trendy
popuarity of poetry sams. People could doso many
interesting andliberating things together, but instead what
dowe get? Creative eypresson as me knd o disguised
sexua/territorial competition for prizes andfifteen minutes
of fame! Does anyone eve wonder how fantastic life could
be if more of us began hasing geat creative adventures
together, rather than succumbing to this limiting so-call ed
individudi sm? How much more mnreding and ds-
alienating it isto look your friendin the eyeand know
you©vejust been throughsomething truly unusual and
marvelous...

The poetry slam is a fashion rooted in competiti on and
desire for prestige, which is hardly different from most
behavior and adivity in capitalist hierarchicd society.
Poets can pay money to compete ayainst other poetsto win
the most pointsin the aidience gproval rating. There
might be glimmers of something truly credive, passonate
and inspiring here and there, but are any red breakthroughs
occurring at these events? Are aiy questions being raised
about the mnditioned nature of our credive adivity and
our livesin general? The goa of poetry slam participants
isa cetain amount of "fame" in which those who are
deamed worthy based on an umuestioned judgment of
"talent," "hipness' or "massapped" get more media
attention and personal glamour than

the others. Even the most boring and predictable, rational,
utilit arian and degraded use of languege gives one a tance
to compete for attention in this cawalk towards "cdebrity,"
which reinforces the division between performer and
spedator, and strengthens capitali st individuali sm.

Instead of these stunted and prematurely closed events, why
not a wlledively credive unfettering through surredi st
poetic pradice? As the mental faaulties overcome socially
and personally impased restrictions through convulsive
spontaneous expresson, we can taste an amazng freedom
that isal too dten absent from our everyday lives. In the
language of surredism and its

preaursors, "True lifeis elsewhere...Poetry must be made
by all ,not by one...The imagination is perhaps on the verge
of redaimingitsrights.*"

These principlesinspire surredists and their alli esto
recover amore profound and disturbing
credivel/destructive consciousnesswhich offers surprise,
chance mystery, humor and revolt. Against alienating
physicd and psychic restrictions, surredism is awegoon of
self-overcoming, playfulnessand scandal--the language of
the unconscious, instinctual and spiritual self, common to
al humanity and freefor the taking.

Rather than these competiti ve dissociations known as
"poetry slams," and all the other socially sanctioned
domestications of the aeaive impulse, we encourage ad
look forward to away of life where aedivity flows
unimpeded by the bars of the prison known as modern
society. Until we can fredy shape our personal and
colledive evironments acordingto our inherent need for
the Marvellous, and until credive adion transforms the
everyday from a submissve routine into an example of

li berated imagination made manifest, we will continueto
provoke the unexpeded. For the complete transformation
of everyday life, apradiceof free cedivity, and pcetry
beyond the poem,
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Some thoughts will nat leave my head though ' AA 2 ) AA
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| try every bribe. Aroundathin nuwclei al my eledrons
circlein aflat shell that speas cleanly of awoman
in badk. The outward shine of her stifled spirit, like planets
wobhbed in place canna

In arapture of whisper-mathematics and pul-down numbers
the wheds beaome Trash and the truck's ged jaws etch aaoss
her face On the other sideisan aley where | meet
an empty asped. It weasmy soul as awedding dress ®wn
with sequins. It marriesyouin every ealy morning hour that | sit
alone, tasting the vagrant salt onyour lips. | forget to remember your name becaise

we may not be numbers. After all, these days leave remnants, the refuse
colledsandis caried by rain-water in dreams.
Opening smil es were staged whil e the add-washed effort

of sciencemourned your darkened embrace They yawned about
wasted screams whil e your fought for light. Keenly held before moth-flight
isthe hovering life & your thigh; a scene reheased into existence
In ablink of feding novalley isever
alone, unheld, unshaken.

A pieceof thiswill li e beside youtonight. This pieceof painted dayli ght
will had you. Itisastealy ride, like aluxury sedan, not that vehicular degh
spent watching lights change. My aeia view

from an aoof pasition, aoft.
Kill me. Tossmy body from agrea pedk of topographicd sketches, the bladkened stain
inyour eyes. I'veno desire for wings, no bug/ant thought in
my heat. | see ashort talk, repeaed two or threetimes. Afterwards,

at areception, | suffer adream; witnessa seamnlessweb
of eledrodes and rews. It isaroom too small for humanity. It heat canna stay
apace ayoulay out atae of forlorn. An aminous gory of what might be pieces
culled to make apoint, to promote discusson, to cgole. Given this chance
to still the unrest gathered within ou touch, | wonder how many mornings until
we avaken at your height? Wonder if we have the faith to be

what we ae. Performance pieces that represent scientific principles. The enxadment
of subtle vibrations. Nor more flower-child hall ucination, no cocane-wired
vision, nor add-splashed day, this rumination hes weight.

A conflict resides between animal instinct and the recently acquired human
consciousness It canna conceive of the things that it does
while our voices crak, our breasts enlarge, our testicles drop. | will
alwaystell taes of life and dedine every chanceto live. Thisritual of pain,
the violent void

of emotion. A cdm andlevel heal.
My brainin a doud
All thisvaaouwstalk.

These moments laid ou in a seamlessweb of rain-water
and dreams are done with the vagrant salt of my lip. We forget to remember
your name because it isatale of forlorn withou answers. The pulled numbers
and your face athe other side of thisalley weas a series
of yawns. While we wait for light and retural smil es, the predator studies
prey and | have become awedding gown sewn of pelicans. Save me

as | plummet toward a solid accéerator, that triangle
folded into life. A dlight stunand a piercing of flesh; the teeh sunk
deep. Thebed of ajugular. A mouth full of my blood Afterwards
| suffer adream; more an idle scene of an ominouws dory keenly held before
this blink of unfeding. No valley isevery alone, unheld,
unshaken. They marry you
in every ealy morning hour
that | do nd.
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Mouth of the ravine

and an aluvial fan

crows rose from cradles

we began working quill wort

We swayed on sealegs

having just moored

water doused the thwarts|

our whole aaft now swall owed

Our hands opened out

all the masts depped
ead sail cloth bled

at the sun's last stre&king

There mmes ared shift
a cdestial body recades
momentary ill usion
until new light catches

Each oak expands

ring by annual ring|

the bats radar bounces
from danger to nedar

Between basalt columns
and black glasgnesq
voices curve round
apost axia turn

Who'sto stop cdl dividing
of thisinverse moon
lunaelaaimaepasses

from one mouth to the next

We burn ead know

and thred the waves
plot with a compassrose
and fanned out wings

Amy Trus<ll
Santa Rosa, CA
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for Sanda Maria Calvo & Maria Mazaotti Gill an

athoughit istrue | have been 2american® for six and four and threegenerations
jewishand arab  spanish and african
nord afrika and the mediterranean

| have been irish and german
my rootstherein europe themiddle eat

(acrossan cceantwicetravded andeven more removed)

aremuch deeper  stronger  thicker

than these mere branches  thinand weak  shallow
and overshadowing the ground upon which | was born
chedk the soil below  they runfor miles

those ébove their distance measured

in only fed and inches

(perhapsit is best this way)

inwinter the leavesfall
the thin branches grow thinner  gnarled and grey
matching the sky above indistingushable

(to some the treewould appear dead)

luckily

there ae still those of us

who know the truth of things

who know the benefits beyond shade

who know other ways of living beyond the grey
who know what lies beneah the surface ad
who still dare

to dg.

far longer

DARIDOR Y I

for Jv

my love for u es multili ngue many-tongued washing
over uswith ead wave of appredation this gift of
sharing u nyr body with me wetnessn warmth
hea hot springs from the ocean floor always
returning wave upon wave of undulation
aways finding ourselves on ead
other's $ores with no course
bad nor wanting ary
nor wanting ary

(previously pubished in Minza)

(previously pubished in The Hamner)
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Excerpts from a work in progress

Sun opensits bleeding eye over the dty;
transfuses a stream of gold into cold

veins of concrete and chrome

until the body stirs, coughs and spasms.

The gulet and craw start to clatter.

Drivers of the dawn, hard-assed and coff ee-stoked,
the deliverers, hustle trucks litt ered with raw produce
with torn leaves and eath-encrusted roots
with bloody dabs that hang and sway

like the garments of aflagell ant.

They careen down half-lit stredsin haste
before the ateries congest with high roon fumes
of industry and information.

Primordial, bleay and brimming, they bring
the land's answers to the dty's cry

like amother waking to feed her child.

The bowels of the dty's churn and ripen

as garbagemen rumble dong on their trucks,
slow ponderous ruminant beasts.

Twili ght scavengers emerge

to rummage and salvage in the bad alleys
where Capital laysits waste.

Behind Multi national Flower Mart,
awoman from Vietnam

picks throughthe rubble & carefully

as aRed Crossnurse & adisaster.

She rescues a pail of lili es and roses

that will stay fresh for another day

at her corner stall down the melting canyon
where the pouring light puddies

in her yellows and revels and pinks;

refleds aaoss 8 ver screens

to rise refraded and suff used throughrippling purple airtains of

glass

Hidden sensors monitor the scene

and the stredlights all shut down

with asingle dty-wide Click!

While one by one, in solitary cdls,

the houselights go up on ead lonely drama.
Alarms ring out - digunct cries of emptiness
Adam untangles himself from deep.

Arms without eyes. Eyes that flail

but do not grasp the switches

of the screaming clock.

Senses that turn on sequentially:

1st - last night's wine till throbsin hisveins
2nd - the music still beasin hiseas.

3rd - the tastein his mouth

4th - the scent on his clothes

and his hand touches ground

and the music from the radio has no pulse.
Then he munts badk eadt sensory bead

asif they were hislast holy aspirins:

- the musk that clingsto hisface ad ned

is gicy and eathy and clean,

next - alonging on hislips,

next - apulsingin his head

and back again - thewinerutsinto hisbrain
and last night kicksin. He remembers the kiss
But something went wrong

and he buries himself back under the sheets

to gnash at his exposed emotions.

Outside the sidewalk lies broken,

cradked and crazed

by shafts of the morninglight.

The walls of buildings are inscribed

in fradured cdli graphies.

Parked cars are rusted down to the wires.
Plastic splits open; trickles viscous brown
down the doven sidewalk

where aman slegps like abroken dall.

Down at the heat of the aty

agrizzed dd man sprawlslike alion,
aslegy on a park bench:

Shadow Warrior, Demiurge and Destroyer,
Hidden Master of the Town.

Hedreansin sunlight and water.

And the light outside when his eyes ring open
and the light that shines from within

are one and the same

and he aedesthe whole aty anew:;
skyline, stred signs, the park

where men live under makeshift plastic,
traffic,

athousand paths crissrossng

on seamingly solitary errands.

He performs this routine mirade every morning.

He breahesin. The world fill s his lungs.
Herocks sdeto side, exhales,
centers himself exadly where heis
to meditate on his morning song.

He listens to the noise

becaise dtiesal have their rhythms.
Each one hasitsown jazz

Heheas:

Lovers greaming at ead other.
People aguing with shopkeepers.
People shouting to the sky at no one.
Dogs fighting.

Brakes sreeding.

Tires gqueding.

Sirens waili ng.

(Continued on pag 28)
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(Continued from page 27)

Radios blaring.

Boxes clanking.

Jadkhammers pounding.

And he weares them into his ©ng;

aJack hammers, jadk hammers, hammer away

dig up our dead father's bones.

where we planted them under the sidewalk
of the charnel house where he worked.

| hea people whispering

asthey gather at corners,

asthey passin the hallways,

about that righteous doctor's
pradices and appetites

and his grange silences.

| hea the rumors of a aedure

of our discarded flesh,

spawned from our fears and desires,
powered by our dreams.

I'm scatered to the stars and wind.
I'm the statue in the park.

But the reign of legend's ending
and the market's opening wp.
They'll be setting out the stall s

to sell dreamsfor drunk phil osophers
“ Goodweed, man?Downers? Uppers? Nose andy?”

and assorted body parts
for transplants or souvenirs.’

Christopher Shill ock, Minneapdis
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THE NUGGETS OF WISDOM
(NOW) GENERATOR

Crede your own profound

phil osophicd sayings!

Sometimes it©s hard to come up with
though-provoking comments. Well,
worry no more - the NOW generator

isthe answer!

Grab some dice, then:

-roll 3 dceontable A to start the
phrase.

-roll 3 dceontable B to finish the
phrase.

Table A

3 Peq into the darkness

4 When we accet nathing,

5 Look keyondredity,

6 Within the order of chaos,

7 When we accet thelie,

8 On the seaof wisdom,

9 Within the mind d the beast,
10 When we forget God,

11 Within thyself,

12 When we reved the soul,
13Behadd! The apisempty,
14 Within the prison d freedom,
15 On the path of despair,

16 In the hall s of confusion,

17 When we accet everything,
18 Within the dark forest,

TableB

O©CoOoO~NO bW

.what is the value of hope?
.thereisnoroom for cake.
.thelaughter continues.

.there is much we shoud ignare.
.theturtle dies.

.we lean the value of fruit.
.thoughs are like worms in the

sand.

10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18

.what isthe sound d the sky?

.all of the answers are questioned.
.the mists of truth are thicker.
.theliquid has gore.

fate will haveitsd fun.

.the noisesin ou mindswill end.
.everything seems beige.

.the old man dances.

will it be damp?

graham@syn.demon .co.uk
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by Don Feigert

Okay, | dee naked, but that doesn©t mean 1©m hot stuff
or anything. It doesn©t mean you®©lIl spat me & thetriple-X
cinema with a newspaper over my lap. Or that I©m
dangerousto your thirteen-yea-old daughter. What it
meansis |©m comfortable deging nude and uncomfortable
with anythingon. God knows I©vetried. Silky pajamas,
boxer shorts, briefs and T-shirt, everything. But there©s no
way | canredly get settled in at night, no way | stand a
chanceto get to deq, unless! jump in between the sheds
buck naked.

1©m thirty-eight yeas old, by the way, five-foot eleven-
and-a-half, one hurdred eighty-seven pounds. 1©ve got curly
dark brown hair, with just afew gray ones creguingin, a
hairy chest and a pot belly, which cdebrates my love for
draft bea and cheeseburgers, extra dheese and extra onion,
raw. Genitally spe&king, I©m just your average Joe, so dan©t
get excited. Thisisnot atitill atingtale. 1t©sthe story of the
time | got caught out in public naked as ajaybird and just as
blue. You might think that©s funry, but you haven©t been
there. Yet.

1©m an icefisherman, among other things. | have this
placeup in the northern Pennsylvania mountains, Warren
Courty on the New Y ork state border, where | get away on
winter weekends from people, telephones, offices, interstate
highways laced with deadly trucks and deadlier truckers,
paperwork, and bosses. | go alone. Always. Try it some
time. Walk out on Wappasening Lake or Brokenstraw Pond
in the Allegheny National Forest, where few peoplelive.

Do thisin January, when the iceis one foot thick and the
temperature©s zero, twenty below with the wind chill factor,
and you®©Il have no trouble finding solit ude.

| stay out on the lake for hours, dangle jigs and plastic
worms, and cach my share of perch and bassand wall eye.
But 1©d till goif | never caught athing. The fishing®©s
incidental. | throw all of them bad. 1t©s getting out there
that matters.

When |©m done fishing, | have awoodrame camp to
go to, with a kerosene heaer and eledric lights, but no
plumbing at al. There©s an outhouse out back when you
need to take adump and a spring W the hill for water.

When you have to take ale&k, you go outside and pissin the
yard. | drink alot of bea at camp and get up several times
anight to squeezethe old bladder. 1©m half asleg when |
dothisand dan©t even remember the next day how many
times 1©ve gone out there, barefoaot freezngin the snow, but
numb from the dcohol. | could court the yellow hosingsin
the snowbanks every morningif | redly wanted to keep
track, which | don®©t.

Onetime| did notice though My name was written
right outside the front doar, yell ow ink on white stationery,
the letters crooked and scrawled, like the scratchings of a
littl e kid just learning to write or aleft-hander using Hsright

hand. It was my name, though, without a doubt, which
tickled me pretty good, espedally sincel had zero
reolledion of how it got there.

But what happened to me happened in Columbus, not
the PA mountains, at atwo-day sales medingthe
Monday/Tuesday after one of my ice-fishingweekends. 1©m
asaesrep aut of Hubbard, Ohio, alittl e town on the
Pennsylvania border nea Y oungstown. We sell
undergarments for incontinent adults. Don©t laugh You
haven©t beeathere, either. Messyour pants ©me time and
sit init for an hour if you want to relate to these people, if
you®©d like to walk amile in their shoes.

| sell to retail outlets, convalescent homes, drugstores,
discount houses, department stores, and medicd clinics.
Businessis good There ae more people out there with this
problem than you©d ever believe. And chances are you®©ll be
one of them some day. So laughat that if you want agood
chuckle.

Once amonth we have ameeingin Columbus, where
our home officeis. Thetheory isyou gather twenty sales
reps from al acdossthe state & some hotel and "motivate"
usto fire up sales, ill uminate the cmmpany, energizethe
eoonomy, all that good dd American dream stuff. What
acdually happensiswe sit there dl day and listen to
managers quote statistics © baing that our brains tune out
and zoom to another redity zone. My mind skips off to the
frozen lakes and sil ent snowy hill s of Pennsylvania every
time.

These ae overnight medings, so naturaly al the
married guys go out and party like lunatics at night, since
they©re not allowed to ad that way at home. Me, I©m singe
again now, | can do anything | want any time, but | always
rush out there with those aazy, raving hisbands and boae
like afodl, insult women in bars, bre& glasses and furniture
if it toots my fancy, and generally make an assof myself,
because, well, why not and who cares?

This particular meding heppened at the Cambridge
Hotel on Olentangy River Road, nea Ohio State. The
Cambridge is more of a motel than a hotel, with eight
separate buildings huddled in a drcle like covered wagons
on the Old West prairie and conneded by first and second-
story walkways, ead roofed and raili ng but open to the
outside ar.

My room was on the upper floor, Room 215. [©Il
never, ever forget that number. When | stumbled in late that
night, | ripped my clothes off like adrunken sailor ina
cahouse, jumped into that king-sized bed, and fell adeeg
threesemnds after | hit the sheds. That©sme dl over. |
deep like astone, night after night, drunk or sober, whipped
or jazzel, it doesn©t matter. 1©ve got plenty of problems and
regrets, but | don©t lose deg aver them. As onas| fed
those satiny sheds and cozy blankets on my naked skin, |
fall adeg pronto, then wake up suddenly the next morning
wondering where the hell | am and who.

That night | woke up long before sunrise and found
myself standing in the snow outside pissngin the bushes.
There | was, darknessall around, Old Peter in hand, hosing
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figure-eight patterns on the shrubs and cedar chips.

What the hell isgoingon, | thougtt at first. | looked
around and adually laughed out loud. 1t©s one thingto piss
off aporchin aforest where only dee and squirrels lurk and
look and another thing altogether to stand out herein my
pink skin suit in a dty of half amilli on people ad shake my
weenee 4 the Cambridge Hotel winter landscaping. And
how®©d it happen? How did | stumble down a sixty-foct
hallway, descend aflight of bitter metal stair steps, and bop
out the doar into frigid Midwest winter without waking yp?
Thisiscrazy, | thought, and laughed again. But seconds
passd and so dd the humor when awinter wind blew up
and twegked my nose and nipples and shriveled my
appendages. What do you do now, you idiot, | asked
myself. What will you do now?

| stared at the entrance doar and knew that it was
locked, forbidden, taboo, off limits, and indifferent to buck
naked guys like me with zero packets guffed with motel
keys and zero locksmith©s tools jammed up our butts. |
thrashed the doar handle anyway, just to let it know | was
still alive, then stopped and stared at it again.

1©Il smash my fist throughthat glassdoar, | thought,
and get inside quick. It was maybe twenty-five degrees
outside; my skin was getting tight and turning blue. But the
doar looked thick and toughto shatter, and it was wired for
seaurity; you could seethe delicate lines on panes of glass
Images of flashing sirens, wicked scattered shards, and
rubbernedkers glaring at my naked, bloody skin discouraged
me. | had to get in that god-damn place But what could |
do?

| looked around and caculated. There were eght
buil dings in the cmmplex, not just this one, and ead had
entrancedoas a both ends. Sixteen doars, sixteen
oppatuniti es; maybe somebody |eft one open! | took off
running, accéerated by new hope ad a physicd plan of
adion. Imagine athirty-eight-yea-old naked salesman
scamperingin and out of lights and shadows, sprinting
through snowy courtyards gripping his privates with bath
hands, dashing down sidewalks freezng his slly assoff and
stoppng sixteen times to throttle doar handles. Y ou may
think that©s a funry picture, and | do, too, | guess-- now.

And what would | do, | asked myself, if | did get into
one of those buildings? Wander down a crridor off ering
nothing but warm carpeting urder my fee and locked doa's
inmy face? Evenif | somehow broke into my own
building, | still didn©t have aroom key or a burglar©s tinker-
toal tucked anywhere on my body, so what could | do?
Hudde naked in the hallway all night and pray for mercy
from some housekeeping angel next morning? Or bangon
slumbering doars until | searched out one of my company©s
other sales guys, or maybe luck into some lost and lonely
woman, who knows? | risked ending yp in a pdlice station
instead of awarm bed that night, but | was desperate! Al
the doars were locked. What could | do?

That©s when the answer cameto me. The obvious
solution. The only unlocked doa. The only sure way in.

The front doar, that wasthe way. The hotel lobhy,

with its front desk manager, was open and avail able dl night
long.

| considered. If | barge right in on all those brilli ant
foyer lights, 10l be instantly exposed but safe from the cld.
I might only have one person to ded with, the night desk
manager, a professonal, perhaps, who©s een things like this
before, who©s maybe seen everything. They wouldn©t post a
rookie behind the desk at night, would they? They wouldn©t
stick awoman behind that desk all night, would they? So
what©s the worst that could happen? The guy might shoot
me or cdl the pdice If he shoatsme, fing; I©Il get a comfy
hospital vacdion and hope they let me legp in the nude. If
he cdlsthe pdlice well, hey, they have hea and clothing at
courty jails (I know; |©ve been there) and what could this
whole ded cost me? A few worthlessdays out of my life?
A few worthlessdall ars out of my acount? So what?

That©sit, | told myself. 1t©s sttled. The front doar,
and doit now. Still, | hesitated. Thisthingrequired
courage, and | was no hero. A winter breezekicked up and
frosted my badkside from head to hed. | shivered violently
once and started moving.

| prowled toward the front doar, slippingin and out of
moonlight like anight-hurting panther stalking prey. Nea
the entrance| spotted atrash receptade and paunced onit,
began roating around in there for something, anything, to
cover up with. | snared awhite paper bag big enoughto
hide my frontal stuff at least and show that | was trying to
get decent. Not urtil the next day did | discover that this
was a Burger King bag with "Home of the Whopper"
printed bdd in bright red letters. Can you believeit?

| hovered in the shadows nea the entranceway and
yeaned for courage. It was aman in there behind the desk,
| could seethat much. So what are you waiting for, | asked
myself. Your fingers, your toes, your everythings are
turning blue. Get in there!

But till | faltered. What will | say to the guy? What
could | posshly speak to show an open-minded desk clerk
that | was innocent, pure, chaste, framed, avictim of fresk
circumstance? | made up explicaionsin my mind and
began reheasing them. Then my brain went blank and |
burst in throughthat doar and sprinted toward the
registration desk.

"Room 215" | yelled as | gall oped throughthe empty
lobby, left hand clenched on Burger King bag against my
groin, right hand waving madly overhead, like afirst-grade
kid who redly knows the answer in classor redly needs the
boys®© room pass "Room 215" | yelled. "215 213"

The night desk man looked the gentleman-type, with
seasoned gray hair and glasses, no rookie for certain. He
gave me one goodlook and analyzed the situation instantly.
| saw the redizaion brighten hisface no robber, no rapist,
no pervert could ever ad this helplessand stupid. He
smiled and readied down urder the desk.

"Yes-- Sir!" he said and stretched his arm toward
me with a beautiful, shining, golden key, the key to my
salvation, in his generous hand.

| grabbed that sucker and ran. Like amadman | ran,



like adeah-row inmate given last-minute pardon and passage throughthe outer gate. | dashed dovn a hallway and up a

flight of stairs toward my room.

Thank God, | thougtt, as | sprinted dowvn the 200 hall, this terrible nightmare©s almost over. 10l shout for joy when |
get inside that hotel room. 1©Il flop dovn on my knees and kissthe capet. 101l yell. 1©Il pray. I©Il scream. |©Il dance @Il

sing!

But the minute | closed the doar behind me, excitement disappeaed. Stressand tension faded. Exhilaration vanished
like aghost. Therel wasin my warm littl e room, and everything looked normal, mundane, drab, conventional,

disappanting.

My king-sized bed, with sheds and blankets rumpled bad, beckoned. Y esterday©s gray suit sprawled limp aaossthe
realing chair. My battered briefcase leaned against the bedside wall. The bathroom doar peeked open and there on the
shelf sat my old famili ar shaving kit, half-open, toil etries grewn about. Everythinglooked ordinary, unexciting. Thelong
minutes of freezngterror 1©d just lived through passed like adream.

Now what do| do, | thought. Thiswas an event inmy life. It wasred, it was dangerous; looking bad, it was almost
fun. And nobody knows about it but me. And the night desk manager, of course. He®©ll have astory to entertain his cohorts
with in the morning. Maybe | should cdl somebody and tell thetale. Maybe that might bring the feding badk. But who

would | cdl? Who©d believe me? | hardly believe it myself.

Suddenly my faceformed agrin. You silly godf, | thought. You silly, silly goof. The grin expanded and soon | was
laughing out loud. | laughed and laughed, like an idiot, standing reked all alone in my littl e hotel room.

Then | stopped laughing, smil ed, shrugged, shook my head, and tossed the Burger King bag toward the waste can in
the @rner, got down between the wvers and fell aslegp in one minute. Four hours later | woke up and lay in bed with both

eyes open, wondering.

| do not write poetry to communicae. If you want to
communicate something to someone, write them aletter, post
amanifesto in laundromats and on telephone palls, or cdl a
talk radio show. More people will receve your message than
read your poetry.

I do not write poetry to describe things: aperfed day, a
flower, my grandmother's warm cookie-baking kitchen.
Artistswho paint pictures of flowers end up selli ng their
work out of trucksin aK-Mart parking. Dancers who ad
things out are mimes. Other artists have figured out waysto
expresstheir vision without strict description.

You say live in the world, engage it. The world around meis
toocynica for heats and flowers and pretty littl e words.
They are too hardened to wars and hatred and have been told
for toolong that they are radst, materiali stic, and worse.
They have dready stopped listening. There aein my world,
however, new things, new metaphors, new forces $aping our
understanding that the poets who came before us could only
dream of and could not utter without being thought
ridiculous.

The Surredists said write from the subconscious. | say to my
audience, read from there, too. There is more to thisworld
than what your waking mind occupies itself with.

Realers do not need every detail and subtlety told to them.
Televisionfill sin al the blanks, leasing s empty of
ourselves, our own intelleds, and our own private thoughts.
The courterrewolution will betelevised. And it will be
blared from loudspeakers atop light posts downtown intended
to padfy hoodums. The longer you are kept outside of your
own head by your walkman, your cedl phone, and the milli on
other things tryingto fill you up, to fill i nall your blanks, the
more estranged from yourself, your god, your hopes and
desires, etc. you will be. By not drawing an exad picture for
my readers, | want them to rediscover how to fill i n their own
blanks.

When the reader or the audiencefill sthingsin for
themselves, the have become engaged in my work, put
themselvesinto it, and THEN and only then, have | truly
communicated with them.

For al of these reasons, | do not write narrative or
descriptive poetry. You will never see aplot in one of my
poems. You will seeone or several central thoughts and a
flurry of images winding themselves around those thoughts.
Maybe they'll make no senseto you. Maybe you'll scratch
your hea after you hea them, but hopefully, they will keep
you puzZling.

Laura Winton
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Thefirst thing you noticeis the increasing amount of traffic when you get closer to the bead people so many people
padked into cars bodes guffed into truck cabs like sausages surfboards grapped to roofs with brightly colored bungee
cords and you can smell the exhaust swed fed the aticipation and anger in the ar as people drive offensively tryingto bea
everyone to the dready full parking lot when you get down to Atlantic ave the traffic thickens and beginsto movelike a
19805 video game acossthe screen slowly crosstraffic trying to read the goal frustration increases as you seethe lines
formed at the municipal parking ramp atiny concrete monument to virginia government so you angrily swerve out of the
traffic nealy killi ng everyone inside the ca and hurt for freeparking Amen! up and dovn uyp and down tiny residential
streds lined with car after car no parking between 8 pm and 6 am urtil 1abor day no parking either side NO PARKING NO
PARKING NO PARKING by this time someones nauseous in the bad sea car sick and you scream screw this! but you
think no we cant go home dter all this what about the sand the waves water gently lapping at my ankles and then like a
mirade an it happens you fed the tension ooze out of the ca in its freeparking space & everyone grabs their bags ready to
mee the ocean and car traffic turns to human traffic and claustrophobia surrounded by strange human flesh weavingin front

of behind to the side of you your eyes but out open wide and a nervous twitch setsin you move faster ducking dodging
literally legping for the shore the smell of seasalt and fish pierces your nostril s and you are there you watch surfers and
screaming kids as you dig your toes into the brilli ant green ocean waves rushing in around you

The ocean by night is just a short jaunt on the freeway smil e on the facetapping the steering whed to the bea
watching the doudsroll by aaossthe darkened sky an internal ode to the bright orb full moon against the night curtain

canvas alone wishing for alover driving on the tar towards the aisp tan white sand that will sink beneah your fed leaving
your fed leaving the prints of your existence behind you to be eased by time wind sand or the prints of another walking by

you jogging to the shore moonlight gli stens on the
bladk blue ocean like sunlight on icerippling acoss
the waves and you roll up your pants hurriedly trying
to read the adge of credion you're there and thereis
no one dse the waves breék to the shore and circle
your body coveringto your knees and you are wet
with the dements wet with things which have eisted
sincetime began throughtime and it washes badk
into the vast ceaselesstide playing raang with the
waves trying to avoid being drenched too highand
the ocean always works as the roll s of your pants
beoome damp you look bad to seeyour foatprints
they are there perfed and being washed away you
fed the sand fall away beneah your fee and tiny
creaures brush against them the sound is
indescribable unrecessary to try so you imagine the
woman you want standing rext to you and you send
mental images of the dark ocean you standing before
it to her and hope that she suddenly thinks of you you
keep standing and walking yp and down the shore
wondering where it all went wrong how it happened
why it isthisway and knowing it never gets better
and you keep looking out at something that never
redly ends and there ae no answers but it's beautiful
and you want to share it

E)u livein the luxury of phil osophy.

God's children at worst being spiritual have stopped
praying for possesson, commending the souls of
unwakened chil dren.

Dogs without a padk

rake their tongues on stone hands

brick faces whil e you come and go like the sunset
looking for plausible heresiesto burn

into your new disciples.

Just because | cannot spe&k doesn't mean | am ablank date.

Y our touch does not prove me red; your words are
worthlesscurrency pennies archaic excavations from pot
bellied pig carcases. Can you hea me
when | am not spe&king?

My hands fall exhausted asleep tryingto read your braill e
eyesto reved what was never there. | thought | head
you spe&k of my self, whisper my seaetsinto the pauses.

We have confused fondnesswith friendship bathed in ashes
penitent  your words are an afterburn  a sunspot on my
eas. Dol lak the murage to survive your silences when
you come bad from the mountain empty handed?
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