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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 Russell , Poets, Prophets & Revolutionaries
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Karawane is a journal committed to work that is performed
in public.  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 preference is
dada/beat/surrealist/imagist/ absurdist/avant-garde/post-modern.
We are interested in quality poetry, prose poems, sound poems,
short short stories and essays, performance art texts and short
plays, etc.  We do not like "narrative poems" that want to be
short stories.  Make sure your poem has to be a poem because of
its unique form and not because you are too lazy to flesh out a
short story or write a vignette.   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, plays up to 10 or so
pages long, or fiction up to a maximum of 2,000 words.
Artwork: Submit camera-ready artwork of any size up to 8 1/2"
x 11". Graphics can be submitted on disk in .tif, .bmp, .cgm and
.wmf formats.  Make sure your name, address and phone
number appear on every page of your submission.   This
journal is edited from people's homes.  Things get lost.  Dogs eat
your manuscripts, then eat grass and barf the whole thing up..
Pizza stains end up on vital commas and other punctuation
marks.  If you submit a piece that is longer than one page, the
page number and title should appear on subsequent pages.  We
accept and encourage  previously published work, provided you
have retained reprint rights.  Please tell us when and where your
work was published.

 Send manuscripts  to Karawane, Laura Winton, Editor, 402
S.  Cedar Lake Road, Minneapolis, MN 55405.  Email
submissions are also WELCOMED.  Please attach an RTF file
of your work with your email .  You can also visit our website
and even submit through the site.

Email:  fluffysingler@prodigy.net
Web page:  www.pages.prodigy.net/fluffysingler
Final Disclaimer Regarding Typos:  We at Karawane love

poets--except when they whine.  We do our best to proofread at
4 a.m.  before the text has to go to the printer but hey, Feces
Occur.  Therefore, our off icial policy on typos is--get over it!
Once the mag is printed, there's nothing we can do about it,
Kapeesh?  So, we apologize in advance and thak you for your
patience in the faec of seuch indinganties.  And just for Lyle
Daggett and those like him we are unapologetic about spelli ng
open MIC the way we do.  So there.

� 7 $ 5 %4 +$ ' ^
To KARAWANE
 4 issues - only $10.  CHEAP!

  ______________________
Name

______________________
Address

_____________________
City/State/Zip

Mail to Karawane, c/o Laura Winton, 402 S. Cedar
Lake Road, Minneapolis, MN 55405.  Please make
checks payable to Laura Winton.
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The battle raged on for weeks in the City Pages.  Is local poet
Dan Schneider a jerk, and what makes good poetry, and why are
all these poets so whiny anyway?

City Pages, our local weekly paper here in the Twin Cities,
decided to do a feature article on one of poetry©s local gadflies,
Dan Schneider.  Dan has a habit of going to readings by minor
poetic celebrities, both national and local, and asking
provocative questions during the Q&A.  I once witnessed him
publicly trashing a poem by Donald Hall and finding myself
agreeing pretty whole-heartedly with him.  Sometimes his
criticisms come across as personal, despite his insistence that
they are purely artistic.

I have allowed myself to get pulled into all of this, too.  I began
this magazine four years ago because I felt that the people who
were performing their work at the open mics weren©t getting the
respect they deserved.  The work I was hearing at these readings
was frequently better than what is published in most poetry
journals.  Despite the insistence throughout the 500 page Poet©s
Market that all of the publishers are looking for "cutting edge"
material, I find at least 75% of the poetry I read to be much the
same.  Oh, a different location:  the garden in someone©s
backyard, the poor neighborhood the poet grew up in, the state
of "affairs" in Washington, etc.  But stylistically, so much of it is
the same.  The rhythm of these poems is pretty much the same--
similar beginning, crescendo toward the penultimate stanza,
sweet or funny littl e wrap up at the end.  So much of it wants to
TELL me things.  The poets want to TELL me how much angst
they have over racism or politi cs or how sweet it was to sit with
grandma while she baked cookies, or how beautiful the gladiolas
are in the spring (or fall , or whenever it is that gladiolas are
beautiful).

It makes me want to jump up and scream "maybe THIS is why
no one wants to read poetry anymore!"  Because so much of the
poetry that is promoted and published reads the same.  And I
find it boring.  And upsetting.  Because poetry can be so much
more than a vignette or a rant.  Poetry, more than any other
medium we have, has the freedom to be stream of
consciousness, to really encourage our minds to wander around
until they bump into their own insights, to tie our stomachs up in
knots with the power of the associations.  And yet so many poets
use the medium to tell an easy to understand littl e story, when
really they should be writing short shorts,  or maybe a prose
poem.  Or maybe a novella.

What©s more, so much of this poetry that makes me cringe does
very well .  It wins in slams.  It gets published in magazines and
anthologies.  It seems to be that a poet apply a few prettil y-
strung-together words to a sentiment that everyone can
understand and relate to and voila!  A cherished poem.

And then I think about Dan©s approach.  Does it work to name
names?  Minnesota has, at least internally, a self-applied label of
Nice.  So when you criticize an individual or organization, that©s
bad.  It©s not Nice.  And people will t ell you "well , if you don©t
like it, start your own organization, but don©t be Mean to other

people.  Let everyone do their own thing."

So I have a hard time deciding what the next step should be.  Is
the best path to go and criticize individual artists, who may or
may not be writing the best work they know how to write?  I
mean, what are they supposed to do--say "please don©t publish
me or give me that state arts grant.  I©m really not worthy.  In
fact, I©ll just withdraw my application and go to back to
bartending school."  And even if they©re not doing their best
work, if they©re getting the grants and the publications anyway,
what good is my criticism going to do?  Should they walk away
from their "success" just to appease MY poetic standards.
(Well , ok, they SHOULD.  But the won©t.)

When I feel li ke going after an arts group, I have to stop myself,
too.  Is it jealousy?  Am I just upset that I©m not a part of that
"clique".  And if I do criticize them, will I be outcast in the local
community? Am I cutting myself off f rom potential publishers,
advertisers, grants, etc.?  How do I balance my own integrity
with my personal feelings and my own desire to see my work
advanced?

When I see local arts groups having $50 a plate fundraisers that
get mentioned on the evening news, while week after week so
many good poets are writing and sharing their work in public
with no media spotlight at all , I feel bothered.  And not just on
my own behalf.  Because it reminds me of the commodification
of our work.  If we don©t have something we can SELL to you,
something we can tailor to YOUR needs, like writing you a love
poem on Valentine©s Day, then why would anyone care about
what we do?   What value do we have?  Just struggling to hold
down a job, write few poems every week, put out an occasional
poetry magazine 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 teach?  How many people come to our
events?)  and that programs such as music in the schools have to
be justified on the basis of how well children do in OTHER
subjects when they study music.  I feel that I am out of ways of
explaining to people that art and poetry and music are important
in and of themselves.  The revolutionaries used to call for Bread
and Roses--in other words beauty and basic needs.  Art for art©s
sake is clearly, however, a thing of the past.  And while I know
in my gut that it©s a terrible thing, I©m starting to forget how to
explain that.

Without developing our imaginations, our society will cease to
grow.  Human beings will cease to grow.  For example, if you
are raised in a climate of drug abuse and violence, whether at
home or in your neighborhood, it is imperative that you learn
how to envision and create new worlds for yourself before you
can ever hope to move on.  That applies to society as well as
individuals.  Followed any vapid politi cal campaigns lately?  We
have people running for off ice who have no imaginations, who
couldn©t think their way out of a paper bag, let alone "out of the
box".  And these are the people telli ng us that we don©t need the
arts.  We don©t need to fund them.  Let the artists sink or swim
on their own, in the marketplace, wander the streets with their
palms out to the wealthy "patrons", or if the government HAS to
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fund them, only on the most utilit arian level, where their work
exists only as an educational or therapeutic exercise.

This leads me to despair that we as artists are not being
encouraged to do our best work.  Because it©s not a jungle out
there--it©s a marketplace.  The magazines have to sell i ssues.  The
organizations have to get grants and have fundraisers.  It©s all
about PLEASING the audience and not about touching or
challenging them.

It also leads me back to my Catholic Worker roots.  In the 1980s
I was involved with the Catholic Worker movement, which was
founded by Dorothy Day and Peter Maurin.  In a nutshell ,
Catholic workers provide shelter and food for the poor and
homeless and agitate against violence and war.  But beyond that,
the primary tenet of the Catholic Workers is personalism.
Catholic Worker houses do not receive nonprofit status because
the work that they do is not, to them, out of the scope of what
ordinary citizens should do.  With this philosophy, they approach
their work out of love and joy rather than out of the obligation
that comes when you start doing something for a paycheck.

And as I watch arts organizations from both an insider and an
adversarial stance, I see the way that having a formal
organization forces you to have to make "marketplace" decisions
in a way that a small operation like Karawane doesn©t.  I don©t
have a "development" staff who has to raise money to pay
salaries and building upkeep and insurance, etc.  Terry Folz and I
knock on a few doors of businesses we know, we ask them for
$50 or so to fund the magazine, and when we have enough
money raised, I do the layout and send it to press.  It©s that
simple.  I don©t have to fill out statistics.  I don©t have to justify
our existence.  I only have to publish the best work I can find.
And I do look for the BEST work--the most unique, the most
diff icult, and the most interesting I can find, not just work that
says something nice that I think you, the reader, can relate to.  As
I type this, in fact, I hope you can©t relate at all .  Because then at
least you©ll be challenged, the way I hope that our poets and
authors are also challenged.  I want to share their best work with
you.

So onto the nuts and bolts of this issue:  Those of you who have
been with us for a while will notice quite a few changes.  First
and most obvious—the name. Karawane is the name of a sound
poem by Dadaist poet Hugo Ball .  I selected this name as a signal
to people of my desire for work that would probably be
considered “avant-garde”, cutting edge, blah blah blah. As we
become a national magazine with a stated preference for work
that is performed live, I wanted a way to distinguish between
“spoken word” and “slam” poetry and the type of work I li ke to
read and publish.  This is not to say that a poem written
specifically for a slam or other type of performance won’ t make
it’ s way into the pages of Karawane.

I didn’ t do it on purpose, but the subtitle is also strangely
apropos:  The Temporary Death of the Bruitist, since bruitism
(also of Dada origin) is basically the art of noise—specifically
noise that will spur someone to action (such as unplugging the
microphone or throwing a head of lettuce).   I had a revelation

recently about the expression “ temporary death” , but you know
how fleeting revelations can be.

The contributors in this issue definitely run the gamut.  I am
pleased to be publishing work by a 16 year-old poet from my
hometown—a place that I found so uninspiring you can still see
the skid marks on the road between there and the Twin Cities.
She held poetry readings in her basement over the summer.  It’ s
also exciting to be able to feature Richard Kostelanetz, who has
been active in the literary and artistic avant-garde for a number
of years.  He has participated in mail art, worked with Dick
Higgins, “ founder” of f luxus, and I am told by another artist, is a
foremost authority on the work of John Cage.

Regarding our format:  I want to extend my thanks to the
Dunwoody Institute, who has taken us on as a student project.
Thanks to them we can afford to go back to a larger magazine
and a format that will make us more attractive to distributors.  I
hope to have a national distributor secured soon—hopefully
during the li fe of this issue—to get us into bookstores around the
country, including the megachains like B&N and Borders.
Expect future issues to become increasingly more elaborate as
we are able to expand our budget and work more closely with
these future graphic designers and printing professionals.

Of course, along with our national distribution, we are
publishing poets, performance artists, and writers of all kinds
from around the country.  The only prerequisite is that you
perform you work—as a playwright, avant-garde performance
artist, or just a simple poetry reading at your local café or library.
Unlike other magazines, I try very hard not to whine at poets that
they need to “support” Karawane by subscribing or sending
donations.  Of course, I appreciate that.  But as editor, I consider
it my responsibilit y to scare up readers.  So we cover the cost of
the magazine up front with advertising and donations (freely
given) so that we can send out bundles of the magazine to
various reading communities.  I also sell them at festivals, etc.
So, if you are involved with a regular open reading, please think
about approaching them for an ad on our behalf.  Our ad rates
are very inexpensive and I will send you back a commission on
every ad you send me.  If you’ re interested email me at   or drop
me a note.

I also hope to run reports from other cities.  If there’s anything
particularly interesting going on in your neck of the
woods—discussions, artistic battles, a really hopping scene, drop
me a note by email or snail mail .  And check out our exciting and
ever-evolving website at pages.prodigy.net/fluffysingler.  We
have excerpts from the current and some past issues, submission
information, links to other sites, featured poets, open mic
listings, and much more!

This is li fe as I know it.  Stay tuned.

Laura
fluffysingler@prodigy.net
www.pages.prodigy.net/fluffysingler
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Many poets tell me that they don't much like to go to
themÐthat attending someone else's poetry reading is an
onerous duty in acknowledgment of friendship, favor, or some
other professional obligations. Sponsors tell me that advance
knowledge of a party afterwards generally helps attendance,
unless, of course, the party is too far away from the initial
venue. Famous poets sometimes make a point of arriving late,
better to be noticed, I guess. the analogy seems to be an
academic lecture by a colleague in one's own fieldÐonly
professional obligation can summon an audience. Academics
tell me that old ideas are reiterated in such lectures, just as, in
poetry readings, old poems are declaimed.

I go to modern music concerts primarily to hear pieces that
are not available on records. I got to dance concerts to see live a
performance that is infinitely better than the same thing on, say
television. I go to art galleries to see paintings and sculptures
previously unknown to me. I got to museums to transcend the
limitations of reproductions. Even a painting whose image is
famili ar to me looks appreciably different at first hand. On the
other hand, a poem heard is rarely much better than a poem
read, and nearly all good poems eventually appear in public
print.

One implicit theme of most poetry readings is the superior
sensitivity of the poetÐhis or her sensitivity, not his or her
intelli gence, his knowledge of poetry, his artistic courage, his
insight, his conceptual sophistication, the style of his language,
but his or her sensitivity. This theme is customarily reinforced
by the poet's prefactory remarks. However, remarkably littl e
great poetry has personal sensitivity as its principle theme. ªMy
grandfather died just before I wrote this poem,º we hear. Well ,
I'm sorry your grandfather died, truly sorry; but you're telli ng
me that fact won't necessarily make your poem better.

A further problem is that much first-rank modern poetry
cannot be comprehended in a single hearing. Conversely, too
many flaccid poems in magazines suggest, at least to me, the
impression that they were written especially to be declaimed.
Performance is thus particularly appropriate for poems that the
audience already knows or those that are easily understood,
particularly if they also appeal to the audience's sentiments, not
only about li fe, but about poetry. They thus get immediate
applause much like that greeting sympathetic, easily understood
wisecracks on the late-night comedy shows. Nonetheless, poetry
at its best has littl e in common with soapbox oration and other
streetcorner entertainments.

Most poets in performance try to be charming and
ingratiating, even though we know that most great poems, even
of recent years, are more provocative than ameliorating, more
frightening than friendly, more challenging than charming, more
disturbing than ingratiating. I often think that in America at least
this delusion came from Robert Frost, who developed a cheery
public persona quite different from the darker quality suggested
by his poems and then objected publicly when critics identified
the discrepancy. In more respects than one, to be frank, the

values upheld in poetry readings are quite different from those
that inform the best contemporary poetry writing.

Nearly every poet I've heard goes on too long, in part
because few poets understand the principle of a concise
statement. I one attended and anthology performance by 35
visual and musical artists, each of whom was allotted two
minutes of playing time. The entire show took 150 minutes, two
and one-half hours, including set-ups and intermissions, because
nearly everyone acknowledged 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 less than four hours.
Considered against other performance genres, li ve poetry
readings are rarely conducive to rich theatre.

What also kill s many poetry readings, at least for me, is the
egomania that seems intrinsic in much contemporary poetic
practiceÐthe exploitation of aspirations to special sensitivity,
the use of personal experience or sensibilit y as the principal
cohering force, the craving 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 opportunism
that hinders collective consciousness. I learned long ago that art
at its truest disciplines the ego, rather than exploiting or
indulging it. Furthermore, the idea of trying to win an audience
entirely with one's own presence strikes me as tacky, if not
vulgar. That sort of thing is strictly for politi cians or stripteasers.

The most successful poetry reader in my time was Allen
Ginsberg, but so much of his effectiveness depended upon
famili arityÐnot only with his work and the sound of his voice,
but his genuine celebrity; and it is famili arity that makes many
of the great performers great performers. The hazard is that it is
harder, much harder, for a poet ever to realize such famili arity,
than say, a stand-up comedian or a rock singer.

Most of my own poetry is visual, which means that it is
intended to be seen, rather than heard. Visual poetry at its truest
cannot be verbally declaimed, at least not without compromising
its character. When I'm the only poet on the program, I've done,
instead of ªreadingsº, ªill uminated demonstrationsº in which
two carousel projectors with timing devices automatically throw
words up on a wall or screen while I read a nonsynchronous
voice-over narration that explains, in a purposefully flat way,
the history and purposes of my visual poetry. This talk is
designed to give audiences some verbal terms on which to hang
their visual perceptions. I usually deliver this talk from behind
the projectors, changing the slide trays myself when their cycles
are complete; for I prefer, both for aesthetic and moral reasons,
that the audience not look at me. (I'm not the Poetry. Nor do I
resemble the Poetry.) More recently, I tried to show my video
poetry, which is to say kinetic verbal structures composed
specifically for videotape, and even my audiopoems, which are
language structures meant to be heard apart from any printed
text. I also think that on strictly theatrical terms a multimedia
presentation makes a more powerful and effective ªreadingº
than an individual declamation, or to be frank, my reading this
rant.
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Hands in thought turn.
The mind behind a third
eye dissolves,
eye sheds a tear.
A great open sky inside of a man bursts.
Rain fill s his insides.
Reach burst results in a new death.
Every new small death hurts a
bit followed by learning.
I am man, woman, beast and angel
crowded with scary reflective dreams
bashing me about every crazy moving minute
Guilty hands resolve in prayer.
A diamond studded sky calls down upon a
man with guilty hands,
calls down, cuts through light year histories,
generations, li fetimes,
mill enniums,
and li fetimes of worlds,
cuts through factory haze and cigarette smoke.
Tired, mechanical guilty hands.
Hands that fight, pray,
exchange green money.
Hands useless and reflective in self-abuse.
Base desire encumbered.
Annihilation by thought.
A third eye sheds a tear.

My eyes seek your mind through guided heat.
Blood fueling thought.
I have found you and it is here.
I disappear.
Eyes soft with tears.
Mind and body limp through soft inside
knowledge.
Your forest alive.
The house you live in,
secrets and truths
set on shelves next to silver statue
and framed photo.
I am man, woman, beast
and angel, crowded with
scary reflective dreams bashing me about every
crazy moving minute.
Take the time to find me inside, eyes looking
outward deep within.
I am there.
I see you there.
Eyes follow.
Hands follow.
Turn away.
Follow.
Turn away.
Hands toward greed.
Toward anger.
Lead me from this.
Toward and away.

! � Terrence J. Folz
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ªAn omnivorous reader...º

ÐColin Wilson; The Occult

CON/TRA/TEXT

ªThe next sentence is slightly obscure...º

Along she goes in the text, dog-wise led by subject/verb/object, hauled along sentence, sentence, sentence, then here comes
this big bump by Agrippa:  ªFor [imagination] does, of its own accord, according to the diversity of the passions, first of all
change the physical body with a sensible transmutation by changing accidents of the body, and by moving the spirit upward
or downward or outward...º  Here she dangles, just hangs there.

The loose ends swirl around her and her nose comes out of the book like a chipmunk.  There's a weary confusion that
makes the world warble at her for a while...

ªthe physical bodyº ªaccidentsº
ªaccording to the passionsº ªinward

outward and downwardº ªdiversityº ªof its own accordº
ªsensible transmutationº

ªby moving the spiritº

ªof the bodyº

. . . until the tangle begins to unwind, and then,

(ªthe imaginationº)
like rail road cars

(ªdoes...changeº)
on newly laid track

(ªthe bodyº)
she picks up speed

(ªand movesº)
and then her eyes draw her

(ªthe spiritº)
along.

She thinks:  Reading is like fucking used to be; you can do it, you can even talk about it, but you have to pretend you don't
notice the bumps and hitches, the slow spots, the moment in bed, when, on the upstroke, the mind wanders for no reason at
all , and you think of death camps.

as if the world were a boot
slapped on the table, not word space word,
alphabetness and all the scraggy pieces of text
cockroaches pretending to be a scarecrow:

saying shiny and horse stall and pitchfork,
sticking something into a cake, wheat or oat straw?
saying childhood on the farm, saying:

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

no crows will eat the corn on this page.
(Continued on page 9)
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ªHAND:

ªOn one occasion she received from me a letter containing the identical longish sentence she had written herself.º

In the mailbox, she sees the handwriting of someone she loves who is far away; it is not memory, though, that makes her
womb know, makes the snow on the mailbox melt, snow flakes in the air incinerate like littl e novas, the heat spreading up
the siding of the house and through the window as if the letter were a 4000,000 BTU boiler, big enough to heat a large
school, the heat spreading right through her Levi's and body fat into her belly.  It is not a memory of his hand, but the sign
of what her grandmother called his ªhandº.
ªShe reads:

ªAs the woman boarded the train, she dropped one of her gloves, but she did not notice it was missing until she was
seated and the train had begun to move, when, looking out her window, she saw the lone glove lying on the platform; I
watched her dismay reflecting back to her in the mirror made by the window glass, the train beginning to move with its
gathering wshoo, wshoo, wshoo, untilÐthe train almost pas the platform, she threw the window open and tossed the
remaining glove out of it, onto the platform, next to its previously abandoned mate.º

Had she only read this sentence the previous day, in some book she could not remember, or was it the exact same sentence
she had written herself?

The shock of it, seeing this sentence written back:

It is
not like ‘ it is February, my heart
is frozen. I miss you.'

DISPOSITION

ªThe disposition to accept strange events seems to make them happen...º

She looks more closely at the sentence.
All the vowels on the page become littl e eyes
looking back at her, the i's the closed eyes
of sidewise sleepers, the o's Jimmy Colona
eyes looking big as if something had scared them too much
to blink; the a's making their own arching eyebrows,
all those eyes scanning her hands and arms,
trying to get a good look 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 breathing littl e ahhhs, she invites them
to look right in.

PERFECT SEN/SE/TENCE

ª...looking sidewise at disorganized facts to make perfect sense of them.º
She reads:  ªA tangent cuts across the circle, the knife
splits, crosswise, the pear; the dying wife
waves a hand toward her husband, hoping to wipe years away
and see the one she first loved.º
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The margins
wiggle and

shift
trying to

justify themselves.

From the slice of tissue
nipped from a cervix and seen sidewise,
her whole li fe can read:  blood type
and ancestry, the number of times
she's made love, rank and phylum, the size
of her ovaries, drugs taken,
chemicals absorbed; in the purple stain

everything might be known, most of which
she never knew herself.

As she drowses, the lump in her comforter
becomes an alp
and suddenly she sees not her husband's eyelash
but Heidi calli ng to Peter
and the goats, then someone wearing a garter belt
in the back of taxi, as if any man's body
could ever excite her as much
as a perfect sentence,
a whole world opening to her
that was forgotten before.

From the edge, a piece of paper
almost does not exist; she crumples it and wads it,
then smooth it out and squints.  In the hill s
and the valleys of this paper
there are roads that make her

text:

motto of the dancing vulva: say something sweet, sweet, sweet

or I won't let you in.

TEXT

ª...they gradually fell away...º

Even if she can not make out anymore
what the words say, they seem to cohere,
but then, as she looks
closer, she can see the text
like any object watched closely enough,
squiggle and move, take a foreground,
a background.  She can see the letters moving
on the page, clustering together on the left,
then moving to the right in littl e eddies.
The D's and P's jostling one another
bumping belli es and breasts,
the F's are silent as judges,

(Continued from page 9)

(Continued on page 11)
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and all around the page, the Oooos
and Eeees moaning
how this couldn't be happening
to them.

The text wavers along the margins
and then the letters keep shoving
one another like flies on a body
or lemmings toward a cli ff until the ends of the sentences
stumble over their periods, making black clusters
where the letters trip and pile up
on top of one another.  She thinks
this is inside herself, another deterioration
of vision like that one which made her hold
the book further from her face, until
where the page number should be, a gang
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 offers the important clue.º

To become the other, she copies out his hand,
the flamboyant swirl of the y
intruding into the line below
the hasty ahead-of-itself cross
over the t, the slight fallback
at the top, where instead of coming straight down
the hand makes a retrograde turn
and the top of the t is a loop.  This
is putting herself in some else's hand,

and missing you, I sit here tracing
and feel what it is to be youÐthe lines
sloping up at the end and crowding
their margins, as if they want to keep going
much further and higher than this particular page.

(Continued on page 12)
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HER BECOMING HIM BECOMING IT BECOME HER

ªHe pinned her to the ground.º

Marks on the palms of her hand
like hieroglyphs, nails making the dots
of eyes: this paper is the crazy lover
subdued for the moment, these scratches
the ropes and stakes that bind
his contorting muscles, the arch
of his back as he torques up, toward . . . away
and is gone . . .under the thicket of cross hatchings,
knee height to trip the reader, a kind of labyrinth,
from which someone might never emerge, a hidden place
under the cross of a t, and then
the lone silence across all the page
heading a paragraph flips her
up to dry land.

Beached again.

THE READER

ª...feels impelled to warn the reader.º

When you count up all these words,
think of the space left in the text,
and scuba dive the reef of ff' s and cc's.
 Undulate along the breasts of the sss's,
your back curving to make a space for her breasts, a
nd cozy in like sleeping lovers.
Dive the eee's and both hands, swing yourself
small i n the pupil of her eyes;
mount the X and perch there in the cross piece,
staring into the valley of w and twin beacons
of M.  Monkey around up there and perch
on flagpole t.  Slid the comma and befuddle yourself
in funhouse virgule, step the path made
by the elli psis and follow to the end of the sentence
where old famili ar period makes a promontory
you can climb.  From here you can see OOOOO,
your tunnel home, and on all sides,
as far as you can see, the hope
and desolation of the margins.

Leonora Smith
East Lansing, MI

) DFHV

Mask faces stuck to subway car windows
lurching downtown
riff ling through mind files
M-1 bus loops from corner to corner
balloon faces strung between branches of straphandles
an old man frowns
remembering the day he lost his job
his wife's touch turned to stone
her smooth olive face stared at rice advertisements
remember a favela on a wet slippery hill side
mother cooking fragrant chicken necks
from a castaway world
boy with lustrous brown eyes
balanced between swaying bodies
clutching his worn-edged books
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 corner
waiting for the distant pay-off day
that day they always promise
when li fe is easy the hours soft and memories always
Sundays.

Gerald Zipper
New York
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for every hung out to dry artist or poet the road trip is
permanently etched in their ever loving psychosis of the
individual as free

     spirit

highway 41

a north/south artery snakes its way from Key West to northern
Wisconsin where one pitch black night i shared the middle of a
naked corn field with a nude scarecrow the aurora boreali s
stretched out  against the sky

someone once said the test of true friendship is a 200 mile trip
with the radio off sculptured steel con artists & hip huckster
poets have been my companions on this worn out road eating
conversation like 50¢ candy bars beyond each gentle thigh of
curve technicolor roadkill pulsating on the blue collar horizons
truck stops framed like oversized Hopper paintings

it is 4:00 am
it is dark
the headlights
lead i follow the
electric guitar man
is fast asleep in
the passenger seat
somewhere out there
in the dark lies
Minnesota

i am on my way to read poetry to a collection of people i have
never met i will do anything just as long as i get to embarrass
myself it has become
          ritual

daybreak,
St Paul

Minneapolis
another cup of tea

good morning Minnetonka

which poet will show up this time

the mad poet
the comic relief poet

the brooding poet
the beat poet

the poet as metaphor

i have come
to pay homage

to the grand buddha
poet of the north

the grand buddha poets mantra reads
poetry is show business

so break a leg
slap the tambourine

the harmonica
man rules

Jimmy the guitar man made noise
the french surrealists made noise

the grand buddha poet will make noise
the mennonite woman walking alone

in her garden wants to make noise
i will perform a quiet

beat rhapsody

Willi am Sovern
Evansvill e, IN

7V HKHFGS
These are the homes
we do not aspire to.

They face late afternoon
and the light is always wrong.
We know the rooms are tight

and the color gone.
Now all the children have disappeared,

old men and women depend on
strange silences and thin wine.

Across from them
the old gods

hold miraculous, empty cups.

Ray Skjelbred
Oakland, CA

- DYD� ' LYH
Out of bed and chicken skin feet hit freezing wooden floor.  I'm half awake

and sleepy seeds still cling to the corners of stony, dreamy eyes.
I'm running slow-mo a go-go, co-cold November morning, focusing with

chill y will on the coffee cooker to pour out, from a pouting spout, a mean slow
stream of steaming java.

Shiver and strut, peel of paisley p.j.'s and jump into cup: sproing off the
breadboard diving board, feet together, palms lock in prayer overhead and
kerplooshÐ9.5 Olympic swan dive into the mug.  I swim and swoosh around the
inside hemisphere of the stoneware, dive under the hot, murky brown and feel
stinging caffeine peeling eyelids awake.

I poodle paddle across the ripples, crossing back and forth, from one lip of
cup to other.  Australian Crawl, climb up curving handle and cannonball , throw
sienna over scalp, splash and spit li ke a greasy, grinning grey goose.  Just plain
roll i n it till have the java's all over the kitchen floor, towel off with a big paper
coffee filter, drain the cup in two guiltl ess gulps.

;�<�=?>A@CBD<?E�E!<�FHGJILK�K�FNMO<QP�RSGJI�T

UWV*XZY
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`�\�_5fgY?hi\�j k/l:m5npo*q r�s	tQs:upv�w�x�y
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Ann Chandler
Wayne, NJ

I.
Needless to say, I think we all need less to say, since mind takes over voice, takes over Length, that stretches and circles,
what goes around comes around to the last sound set for beginning, for ending, into nothing, rushing in and out of mouth
to lower regions, to lower meanings of self, of body, and I'm not listening to his philosophy, his curiosity on a
meaningless subject merging into lessons and sayings, so I'm near the end, nearing water, bordering the edge to test my
acts, so let me uncover my underneath, my underside, where we'll all being kept here to die, but I'm alive, prime, so I'm
going to stop repeating . . .

You know where to find me if you need me.  Up close, close, personal, hiding behind the first line.

II . Breast
I could never brush up against the wind and transcend many things of the above and the beyond, and wave this magic
wand to hope for the best, and pretend I never knew this mess, this breast that hangs over my shoulder, and some men
call i f my four leaf clover, the luck, the li fe it brings to this world, and feeds the soul in order to grow to full potential, a
special body a human, not a zombie, that heart beats 190 times a minute and stop in a second and signal the gods to touch
the stripping of something inside of me, when she said it's probably something you ate, or faked, I don't believe so.  This
bra holds them together to make them look better, but no one appreciates their true form, their scorn, the precious milk
they deliver to the child, the lover, the pill ar.  The production of a machine that switched on and off when carrying a son
or a daughter, how true, a miracle, although some may use it against her, a weakness, a taunt, but the breast never talks.

III .
They e-mailed me and said my opinion wasn't worth anything, and I should tone it down.  So they kept me from getting
inside the question.  Where is my freedom?  Where am I living so honestly conformed to their thinking, and I'm not
beginning to settle my reasons for their happiness, their seriousness, and I'm weightless of all that is calm.  Like mother
earth, I don't watch what I say so I'm put away, in the back of rooms.  What makes us so important?  The fact we mock
our homeland, our home, the land we were born on, and I'm stepping outside the question, I'm stepping outside the
question beside my thin short body that was once somebody, that was once one body and they tell me I should hide my
mind . . .

They told me my opinion wasn't worth anything, wasn't worth any thing . . .

I am not a thing.

IV. The Night Before
Falli ng to the sound of a rhythm
Like a movement is a liquid
I am one two motions crumbling to the beat of a woman
To the drums pounding to the sound of a call
To a scream
The light a simple beam
Word, have you heard
The jokes,  the smell of smoke
Treating my like a toy
The boy a symbol of survival
The woman a test to his abilit y to walk to talk
To wash out the connection to the belly of the dog who does tricks for his master
I am not his or his weapon to use against the outside world
Do I have a name?
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People walking around me
My contractions closer and closer together
Can I hold his hand without people saying I am his?
Like my body was a thing
I am, she, real, trying to scream can he wonder why I love him?
Can he wonder where I've been the night before?

V.
When there's no source of knowledge or this garbage which I produce from top to bottom over emotion down into
cellars where dwellers dwell , on things, stupid things, over some things that I can only hope to trace to embrace many
of what stand and pick colors and perfect lovers that hold up to expectation, and we can reason like we can tell our
favorite season, like spring, like winter, something colder, something better than sitting, than staying in a town where
nobody loves you or those who cover your eyes from these bruises from these choices that have been made by ducks
and geese, that kill and ask where is peace, and I ride and spray these sayings to the next working man where there is
no lawyer to guide you through this unwanted land.

VI.
They wonder why we hate certain things when rings are forced onto fingers, where dinners serve to congratulate our
ties, our lives together, joined by a letter which expresses our love and honor for one person, and we place them in
white dresses and black tuxes over the alter, waiting, expecting them to say I do to the rest of their li fe just to fill a
place in society where normal is viewed as the American Dream, and our mothers and fathers water color our fate
with that one special mate, and then we fly out in spite of our wings . . .

They wonder why we hate certain things.

VII .
How many times can you hold the bat to fire?  Where there's a will t o way, out there, some way, to change, to manage
to speak the truths are good distinct, sophisticated people . . . I think, far beyond my youth, or naughty to nice as well
as tight, who sacrifice who make a li fe beyond the third world countries who sat back and let the cards fall onto
perfect strangers and trainers who train the human ear, who let machines and pill s do the dirty work over the years.  A
country that you couldn't die under, a country that would put our children into crossfire, and tangle you, and maim
you, give you a gun, have some fun, go and 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 a shit about them.  Do you think character matters?  Hey America, let's
look at the real deal; I'll give you the real feel.  It's all about BJ's and TV's and DVD's and wanna be heroes standing
erect in front of their mirrors fixing their toupees, thinking of ways to expand their reach, hoping the polls won't get
turned off .  Teachers . . . it's time to teach.

VIII .
It's a long ways down from where my decision waits to be heard, and a sink waits to be fill ed, or a pin cushion is
called a pin cushion even though just to start with it was a cushion for a woman to sort her problems through hands
and fans that scream her name in vain to make a personal statement, or in a basement where an undecided rigid being
waits to be acknowledged or honored for the stupidity they thought sounded good, but on paper is where they stand
corrected because you can say and feel and express what you think Is real to us, the people, because we can be so
competitive over a word or phrase.  I think it's dumb that fun has been miss-communicated by word of mouth.  Isn't
that a tacky dress she cowers under to hide her opinion of li fe that's usually in spite of the family that stems to reality
which curses down sensuality, and the abilit y to move to soothe the human body which has all been shown by a model
to convince the ignorance which defines ignorance which relies on ignorance to wash away the sounds of truth and
strap immaturity with youth and save destination for another day because if I choose to play kickball with my brain
then that's just the statement I've made.

IX.
Sometimes I cough up old blood like old boyfriends saying they love you and want to hug you, always and always,
forever to forever, and never realize the smother they engrave in the hearts of their lover and mothers who will be
locked under covers with a sheet between bodies so passion can ration, always that life has been stripped and whipped
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like cream that has been painted into this scene, and my voice has been nailed shut, and words can't get out because
fear of feelings feeling all over again and hurting too much.  Letting tears burn to the touch, anger turn to fire, and I
wish everything would hush . . .

X. Me
My feet are crossing over the line he put down to hold me back.  Again the stripes on my shirt are red, white, and
blue, and I moo to the teacher, my servant, my creator to show me the way to sanctuary, show me the way to freedom.
My cycle, my one month lover who cradles me in the cover to stop the bleeding which explodes from my ceili ng onto
this feeling that a baby will come soon or if at all .  Find the water to put out the fire that's been burning in my
stomach for you for them for that has been fem.  If you could walk on your head and take criticism in bed, then I
guess crying is dying inside a world that hovers over your meaning for breathing or being trapped inside a box that
four sides have been tucked into three . . .

And then there was me.

XI. Half a girl
Half a girl to which way the wind blows and flows through these bones is where nobody knows my words they
thought I meant, how spineless the fragments of my memory and the one, and the 1,1,1,1,1, and 1 make seven and see
a cold person beneath the under toe, That drags me under the machine that grinds me and finds me cowered under
juices of lemon because I'm told I'm seven . . . days from disaster.  That bastard that says I'm this and this.  He
doesn't know my skin or sins I've committed.  He's seen the outer layer of crust of dust that makes up my covering,
my face, my race, and determines the pace at which my lips move and eyes blink and wink.  There's nothing more
definite than the I addressing you, addressing me, undressing the self in the company of a mirror because the person
who stares back has a problem with image, but can easily point out others' imperfections.  And there's that long line
of individuals waiting to take your place any chance they can embrace, and take up space in this world, where I'm
seen as half a girl to which way the wind blows and flows through these bones is where nobody knows . . .

XII .
ªNext time,º he said, I'll get used to it.  Used to what?  Maybe it's just luck that I'm fucking the joker, the man with
the one left hand, and we all see the same thing but push it away as if 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 holds me and keeps me together and
feathered, and our souls leap to unmentionable places that only our guides know, our angels know.  It's funny that
they're always spying and lying around draped on couches over mattresses never showing identity, waiting for us to
just give ourselves to them, to comfort every man and woman's loneliness since their god is our god is a could be god
who touches his children in different ways, and when he told me I'll get used to it, I said, ªMan, maybe on my better
days.º

XIII . Confessions of a battered woman . . .
I was thinking about what to say to a man whose boredom makes me bored, makes him bored, makes everyone
around him bored, and when I close my eyes for the first time I feel his hands wrestle about my dress.  Oh man how
did I get myself into this mess of great disaster, of fucking this bastard that sympathizes with me, and I take it because
strength is burned on a stake, where it is not forced upon men upon women, but should be, they should see, although
my situation isn't going anywhere too fast, but in my dreams is where I escape the rape of a being and run to another
being where the cycle starts all over again since I don't know any better than a simple change in the weather, or
maybe better things will come to girls who wait their turn, which inside burn for youth taken by a brute to mold his
clay.  I'll l eave, but that's what I always say.

XIV.
Passing and dancing I am a woman in dire need of what, somewhat, scarcely traveling in motion in commotion
through the swelli ng of yelli ng is voice is choice, and a source of noise and poise of a girl, a female, a bitch, a sitting
replica of me, of a careless and careful girl.  There's a pounding and pounding of a step to a step to a step, that
revolves around the legs connected to the mind, is where it all moves nicely to the call of me is where I've been
sitting all so carefully . . .
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XV.
I'm seen as just this girl or that girl never a woman a creator the all powerful dictator of milk or the great perpetuator
of guilt of silt or soil that created law and order of motion of commotion of putting Columbus forward and floating to
find the new world a new love of one son or more sons that put souls on our shoes and feet to find new clues, but a
woman and her seed make man breathe is why this whole world turns and why this one woman feeds.

XVI.
The only one who seeks for fun who seeks for will and plays a role a toll underneath the month of may a day that
begins with one or two hours or that pushes these weeks by through and through and through crowded tunnels and
through spaces of races a mixture of thoughts and mazes that carry on into my heart and let them know there is a start
to my insanity that can only be seen as a waist of a girl a line that describes junk and the only way to break through
this barrier is not to give a fuck.

XVII . Yell
Sometimes we walk through dreams, scenes, screens that keep out the bugs the lugs the tired windows, and littl e over
the top we go to realize a difference in self, in emerging, and cursing in mind always shows in body, in good
company we stand we disemband and we make note of each word in bold in bright.  Over there lies and ties with old
news and excuses that make us worth something in lost land.  Lost my ears up here, lost my love up here.  Where is
sound set to fear, set to feet, set to leaning, loving, touching motion as we travel through time, all i n mind, all i n
story, all i n secret we yell .

XVIII . This is . . .
Independently traveling through a range of voices, out into space and time infinitely moving, and soothing planets
that come our way and making way for new things and more things that make equations equating our relativity is my
honesty and my destiny forgetting to stop at all the signs and I'm beginning to understand the question like it was
something important like testing words and men's might, and I'm showing my true colors, you know like the song
the sweet song the immovable song from all those Kodak commercials that say that suggest the picture can speak can
say a thousand words and this serves what purpose?  And the service it propels to all these people these tiny careless
people who step on me who move me and use my mouth for importance of frame and figure.  Get me a pen up here
so I can move words up here, where no light passes through.  My standing  stood still , weak, ill centered falli ng to
ground hoping to dig up these nouns.  So go and put ear to floor its where all the sounds have gone hiding,
multiplying, and I never got a chance to finish my sentence . . .

This is my independence.

XIX.
There is something inside of me that wiggles and tickles the four senses, or is it the five senses we encounter that
brings us toward the outer, the open part of the world where we all fall through, and I'm mentioning the reality to two
truths, you tell me if you believe me.  So I'm figuring the accounts of my actions, closely related to the outside of my
open, and then there are these biblical ways which we accept into oblivion without any questioning, and are sucked
dry by the memory of a state where we all are taught to sacrifice this pleasure that we so try to accommodate.

XX.

I'm not here to cause a fuss, cuss, yell , scream, demand the demandable, when all I want is that light to fall , down, on
me, and I'm going to suggest the notion that we are all walking opinions, and we are singing to ourselves that one
eternal note, the eternity of living in heaven or in hell , the fear that makes us all knowing and I'm left here with my
hands wide open, palms talking to the ceili ng, and like I said I'm not here to cause a fuss, cuss, yell , scream, demand
the demandable, when all I want is that light to fall , down, on . . . me . . .
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Everything /  harsh light
the first still awakenings
in your long eyes green
blue brown hazel gray
obscenities & sanctity
in your eyes
bombs
littl e hissing missiles
a rosemary sprig
& all the forgotten things
hidden in the pupils
African rumblings
the cheetah heart pounding
violins   /   stampede
black-tie   /   drum-beat
sunset the only name
you can recall
for sure
tho' ice melts
in your eyes
tho' they swim
through so many
horizons
morning the new wing
on which you daily soar for
bread you say
Ape Man   Bonobo
swinging from
The Times

Leigh Herr ick
Minneapolis
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Joyful clapping fades
whispers prayers
Never to be heard
Maybe they should be SCREAMED
Without further ado
Death creeps about
and will not elude
Melting sunshine
the twisted rainbow has no more
bliss to shine
Silence is a plot line
that cannot be disturbed
Cryonic Jesus
In such a sorry state
Your mute ear is what fences me
figures
sleeping beauty was shot
in her dreams
ever so tragic
Such a pathetic fate
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A surrealist floats through a forest

branches bend into letters
As he canters by

Brie has shaped the horseshoes
To fit this beast with fire

Infinite maypole coili ng spiral
A trap set

I did not mean thunder
While swaying at the top of the tower

I hang single footed from a cosmic string

Coughing up five elements
moon stirs quietly

In the high priestess position
Obscured by thick clouds
Like dangling wolf hides

The lightning comes in chains
Strikes so close I can taste it

On the tip of my tongue
Cooling stars

Are just out of reach

I am fused to the Shade Lady
I cannot tell i n which hazel she hides

But I hear her laughing and saying
ªEverybody do a new dance

called ‘cut the deck'º

Amy Trussell
Santa Rosa, CA
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We Colli de,
And Echo the Sound

We Fragment
And fall all around

We Splinter
And Slice back together all new

It©s No Wonder
You dance the way you do
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Excerpts from
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DRAMATIS PERSONAS

THE LORD GOD
MONEY LENDER
STOSH Stackowitz - the eighteenth prophet
FIRST LADY
Mrs. NATOSHA STOCKOWITZ -the Prophet's wife
SECOND LADY
MUVRAT - woman who bears STOSH's child
ROMAN CENTURIONS, PLEBIANS
STOSH's children - POSH, BOSH, ANASTOSHIA, STOSH Jr.

Act I

Scene i:  Near the commerce center of Judah, a raucous has
erupted and the people are being chased, slashed and stoned
by Roman soldiers.  STOSH Stackowitz is among the fleeing
crowd.  As the chariots clatter down the street in hot pursuit,
STOSH slips through an alley way and is stunned to the sight
of a giant man about seventy feet tall who’s naked and has
his back turned to him.

PROPHET STOSH: O my God!
THE LORD GOD:  Yes STOSH, I am the Lord your God.
STOSH falls on his hands and knees for the first time in his
agnostic life and prays the way he’s seen it
done.
THE LORD GOD: STOSH, you are a righteous man and I
have chosen you to lead my people.
STOSH gulps in disbelief thinking the Lord must have him
confused with someone else.
PROPHET STOSH: Me? Um God, I never even…
THE LORD GOD: Silence!  STOSH, do you love the Lord
your God?
(The clear sky lights up like anti-aircraft fire and thunder
strikes)
PROPHET STOSH: Yes God, I love you. (STOSH is
perspiring. What else could he say?)
THE LORD GOD: STOSH, I have found favor with thee
and am anointing thou to be the eighteenth prophet.  Now
that I've chosen you, I want you to bring your four children
up to the mount and sacrifice them in honor of the Lord your
God.
PROPHET STOSH: What? (He whispers inaudibly)
THE LORD GOD tramps off without saying good-bye and
STOSH becomes depressed.  Things were fine until THE
LORD GOD came into his life.  STOSH trudges home in
despair and sees his four wonderful children; STOSH jr.,
POSH, BOSH and daughter, ANASTOSHIA.
PROPHET STOSH: Okay, come on kids, we're going up to
the mountain.

BOSH:  What for dad?
POSH: Yeah dad, I got plans.
PROPHET STOSH: Children, you are not permitted to
question your father the prophet.
The Stackowitz kids look at one another puzzled.
The children: Prophet?  Since when?
PROPHET STOSH: Yes kids, THE LORD GOD has
anointed your father to be the eighteenth prophet earlier this
morning.
ANASTOSHIA: Why dad?  You don't even believe in God.
POSH: Yeah dad, you taught us…
PROPHET STOSH: Nevermind what I said before.  Look, I
don't know why chose me, just hurry up.  He said he's found
favor with me and that's all I know.
STOSH loads ANASTOSHIA, BOSH, STOSH Jr. and POSH
into an ox drawn pushcart and up the hill t hey go.  Upon
arr ival, STOSH gathers them in a cluster and strings them
together with some twine.  He then heaps kindle near and
around his concerned children.  STOSH lights a torch and at
that moment God speaks.
THE LORD GOD: STOSH!  STOSH! Do not light your
children on fire!  THE LORD GOD is pleased with you.
Now go, there is a ram that's trapped nearby.  Go and deliver
the trapped ram up as your offering instead.
PROPHET STOSH: Yes God.
The children do not hear THE LORD GOD.
POSH: What the hell 's dad doing?
BOSH: I don't know, but he's making me nervous.
ANASTOSHIA: Daddy, daddy, wait!
They observe their father amble off in a trance then return
with the ram.  STOSH acts dazed and hypnotized and
releases his children.  He places the ram in the harness
where they had been tied then lights the animal on fire.
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 screeches its way to death, the littl e family
treks home.

Scene iv:  Some days later STOSH is crouched near a fig
tree relieving himself when THE LORD GOD appears.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH. STOSH.
PROPHET STOSH: Hang on a second God.
STOSH grabs some fig leaves and pinches off his loaf.  He
knew that he’d have to finish later.
THE LORD GOD: STOSH, I find favor with thee.  Your
child will be born next Wednesday and you will call him
Ash.  And THE LORD GOD says that all Wednesdays
forever after will be named after your son and henceforth
called Ash Wednesday.
PROPHET STOSH: I hear thee O Lord.
STOSH returns to his family.  His wife 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 a man to sit out in the rain on the
edge of his roof, then to live with a quarrelsome woman.
NATOSHA: I wanna know where the hell you've been
damnit!  I'm your wife and I have a right to know!
STOSH waves his hand and Natosha turns to stone.

ACT II

Scene i:  The PROPHET STOSH goes up to the mountain,
fasts and prays for two days.  Upon his return THE LORD
GOD whispers in his ear.  The wind from the whisper knocks
the prophet down the steep hill and he careens into a Juniper
tree.

PROPHET STOSH: Oh my back.
THE LORD GOD: STOSH, I am angry with the city of
Baad-Hasaan that you live in.  I have decided to wipe it out
for they have worshiped idols and have sinned against my
commandments.
PROPHET STOSH: O have mercy my Lord.
THE LORD GOD: THE LORD GOD has spaketh STOSH!
PROPHET STOSH: Wait O Lord.  If I can find fifty good
men in the city, will you spare it?
THE LORD GOD:  If you can find fifty good men in the
city, I will spare it.
PROPHET STOSH:  O Lord, if I can find forty good men,
will you spare the city?
THE LORD GOD: If you can find forty good men, I will
spare the city.
PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, if I can find thirty good men
will you spare the city?
THE LORD GOD: If you can find thirty good men, I will
spare the city.
PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, if I can find twenty good men
will you spare the city?
THE LORD GOD: If you can find twenty good men, I will
spare the city.
PROPHET STOSH:  O Lord, if I can find ten good men
will you spare the city?
THE LORD GOD: If you can find ten good men, I will
spare the city.
PROPHET STOSH:  O Lord, if I can find five good men
will you spare the city?
THE LORD GOD:  No sayeth the Lord your God!
PROPHET STOSH: O Lord, how about six good men?
THE LORD GOD: And so be it sayeth the Lord your God.
If there are six good men, I shall spare the city.
With these words THE LORD GOD disappears and STOSH
mutters thanks to himself then mopes back to Baad-Hasaan.
As he sees the outskirts of the city, a bright flash of light
combined with a massive fireball , breathes down from
heaven and the city is vaporized before his eyes. STOSH runs
and falls where the gates of Baad-Hasaan had stood.
PROPHET STOSH: O God where is my family?
THE LORD GOD: STOSH, I am pleased with you.  Our
covenant was kept in the eyes of the Lord your God.  I sent

the archangel Sadam Hasaan ahead to warn MUVRAT, your
daughter ANASTOSHIA and your sons BOSH, POSH and
STOSH Jr. to load their oxcarts and leave.  Because you
weren't in the city, there were only five good people, so I
destroyed Baad-Hasaan with fire and brimstone before you
came back never to be seen again. Better if those pregnant
women I destroyed had never been born.
PROPHET STOSH: Yes O Lord.
STOSH slinks along thinking how he wished they sold
homeowners insurance.

Act III

Final scene:  THE LORD GOD has called again on STOSH
to record the lost orison for the people.

THE LORD GOD: STOSH. STOSH. Help me STOSH!
PROPHET STOSH: Yes my Lord.
THE LORD GOD: STOSH, I have found favor with thee.  I
want you to continue your journey to Mt. Sinai and when you
arrive, you shall receive instructions to record the lost orison
for the people.
STOSH realizes he's short on money so he barters with the
moneylender.
PROPHET STOSH: I 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's easier for a rich man
to walk through the eye of a needle than it is for him to enter
the kingdom oh heaven.
MONEY LENDER: I forgot to tell you.  I'll need your
camel as collateral.
STOSH unloads his camel then hikes for days in the torr id
sun and frigid nights when he eventually climbs high up to
the mountain.
THE LORD GOD: STOSH as I've told thee, I am a jealous
and vengeful God.  You are to record the lost orison.
PROPHET STOSH: Why will it be lost my Lord?
THE LORD GOD: Because my servant, you are coming
with me.

STOSH begins inscribing the words of the Lord filli ng up
many pages of papyrus and working furiously to keep up.  As
he continues writing the winds pick up and start blowing the
manuscript asunder.  STOSH feels himself being sucked up
into a funnel of light leading to heaven.  His manuscript
blows away and in the end, no one ever knew about the lost
orison or the eighteenth prophet.

David A. Ross
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IT©S FUCKING COLD IN HERE. I better go chop some
wood and carry water. Sometimes living way out in the
boondocks is a hassle. I got to walk a quarter mile through
foot high snow and down the slippery hill t o the spring. Then
I have to chop a hole in the thick slab of ice and scoop up
two gallons of water filli ng these here buckets. Takes over
and hour. Then back up the slippery slope, I©ll probably fall
to my knees at least once. I©m, pretty good though since I
recently bought super deluxe snowshoes. Then the quarter
mile back, passing some incredibly ancient trees. When its
warmer out I sometimes sit down and meditate beneath these
friends of mine.  They are so strong and peaceful.  Today
though I will hurry this water in the house and then go split
some logs. Heat the hut the old fashioned way. I©m an expert
on lighting lingering and warm fires. It©s a skill I©ve
developed over the last three years I©ve shacked up in this
here hut. Yep, three long years. And here I am still here
chopping wood and carrying water. Like the old wind mill i n
the valley brought over piece by piece from Ireland in the
1880©s. It just keeps on turning. Sometimes with a slow
almost imperceptible rotation. At other times when the
season of the high winds arrive the arms spin so rapidly that
it looks as if its solid. Getting used to the pitch dark out in the
wilderness was extremely trying for me. Oh, for about the
first three months I hardly slept a wink all night. I was jumpy.
I had the sense that I wasn©t alone. That there were crazy
people wondering through the hill s and valleys. A murderer
limping, dragging an axe along the dirt road to my house.
Homicidal maniacs dancing around my hut. I©d hear a noise
and pull the covers over my head and remain motionless till
the next episode., Let me tell you there are many such noises
that come out during the dark phase. You know people,
mostly men, who are aggressive and violet are another bread
altogether. I met some of these specimens while in prison. Oh
man, that©s a whole other story.

Anyway these guys are freaky. Often they©ve got
screwed up teeth and a smile that sends shivers down my
spine.They have this look, maniacal is the only way to
describe it but you get this sense that they are not held back
and that they can, like a wolf, just attack 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 li fe out gives
me the sense that I©m on a cli ff just at the point of falli ng for
these seretonin deficient individuals have no sense of
boundaries.

Boundries. I©m losing my sense of boundaries. It©s been
happening slowly  over the years and is one of the main
reasons I moved way out here, away from the rabble. The
rabble, oh what a waste! There is some bitterness in my
voice, its true. But, alas, it has become part of my experience.
I am what I is. Got some cool, clear, fresh water. Cold water
on a frigid day homeopathically warms me. I still hear those
pipes, gliding their sweet melodies through the air. I used to

play the Uill eann pipes. I miss those days. Out here in the
thick of it I carved a few crude instruments. They play pretty
good but there was nothing like those pipes and all those
beautiful lasses that that danced for me. I was in bliss, in
heaven, I danced, composed music,and choreographed my
pieces for all the world to see. I was the man. The Lord of the
Dance. And then like the great Nijinsky my mind
collapsed.....< like a house of  cards.

When I was a wee lad I used to spend hours
constructing all kinds of architectural wonders with decks of
playing cards. I even won a number of art contests and it got
me scholarships to architectural school. I learned the secret
of balance and form in those days; guided by a kind of
intuition and focus. I knew that these structures, so beautiful
and grand, were extremely unstable.  Often during the new
and full moons I hear the fullness of the pipes filli ng my soul.
I don the leopard costume I wore at my last performance and
dance throughout the night, giddy with joy .

Oh Salome.....Dionysus, pan, the satyrs, old Bacchus
arrive.....No longer do I think of marketing it,of yakking
about, concerned what the rabble think or feel toward it. It is
liberating out here in the world of HUT! Oh, when I had the
narcissus sickness li fe was so constricting; I felt as if a cobra
were choking me. Now don©t get me wrong I had my share of
fun. And it is vital that I had those wild experiences. So I also
feel deep gratitude for the rabble. I am part of the rabble for
you.. Hidden away here for three years is the culmination of
"all of it." Sometimes tears fall down my at the intense
feelings I have for your world. You are out there interacting
with the populace. What a wide variety of human beings and
their li fe conditions. Tomorrow I am going to bake the weeks
bread. Lots of kneading. When I  was back in LA,having
immigrated from Ireland, to pursue my dreams, or should I
say my ill usions, I was amazed to see a TV show on Life©s
meaning or some such thing and all throughout the show
were these corny references to baking bread and now I baked
bread and find it spiritualizing. I often let my conscious mind
hang in a rocking chair most of the time. I©ve trained it and
given it its freedom to lounge around. A permanent vacation.
When I compose it comes forth to some degree but I keep the
door wide open. I©m not perfect, not by any means a serene
hermit sage. Not in a long shot. But, hey, who wants to be a
sage? I©m not interested in money anymore. Just enough to
last till the breathing stops. Spare change is all I need. Got
any? IT©S FUCKING COLD OUT HERE IN THIS HUT OF
MINE!!!!!!

—Neil Levy, Minneapolis
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M.K. Shibek, Wisconsin Surrealists
www.netw3.com/eyecontact/

This text is inspired by my disgust with the trendy
popularity of poetry slams. People could do so many
interesting and liberating things together, but instead what
do we get? Creative expression as some kind of disguised
sexual/terr itorial competition for prizes and fifteen minutes
of fame! Does anyone ever wonder how fantastic life could
be if more of us began having great creative adventures
together, rather than succumbing to this limiting so-called
individualism? How much more connecting and dis-
alienating it is to look your friend in the eye and know
you©ve just been through something truly unusual and
marvellous...

ž�Ÿ*ž¡ £¢¡¤S¥
¦�§�¨7¥�©Oª«¤p¬­ž¯®&¤Q°­±�§D©²¦�§7¨�¥g©7ªC®•ž�³�¨

´�µ,¶�·:·S¸

The poetry slam is a fashion rooted in competition and
desire for prestige, which is hardly different from most
behavior and activity in capitalist hierarchical society.
Poets can pay money to compete against other poets to win
the most points in the audience approval rating. There
might be glimmers of something truly creative, passionate
and inspiring here and there, but are any real breakthroughs
occurring at these events? Are any questions being raised
about the conditioned nature of our creative activity and
our lives in general?  The goal of poetry slam participants
is a certain amount of "fame" in which those who are
deemed worthy based on an unquestioned judgment of
"talent," "hipness" or "mass appeal" get more media
attention and personal glamour than
the others. Even the most boring and predictable, rational,
utilit arian and degraded use of language gives one a chance
to compete for attention in this catwalk towards "celebrity,"
which reinforces the division between performer and
spectator, and strengthens capitalist individualism.
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Instead of these stunted and prematurely closed events, why
not a collectively creative unfettering through surrealist
poetic practice? As the mental faculties overcome socially
and personally imposed restrictions through convulsive
spontaneous expression, we can taste an amazing freedom
that is all too often absent from our everyday lives. In the
language of surrealism and its
precursors, "True li fe is elsewhere...Poetry must be made
by all ,not by one...The imagination is perhaps on the verge
of reclaiming its rights.*"

These principles inspire surrealists and their alli es to
recover a more profound and disturbing
creative/destructive consciousness which offers surprise,
chance, mystery, humor and revolt. Against alienating
physical and psychic restrictions, surrealism is a weapon of
self-overcoming, playfulness and scandal--the language of
the unconscious, instinctual and spiritual self, common to
all humanity and free for the taking.

Rather than these competitive dissociations known as
"poetry slams," and all the other socially sanctioned
domestications of the creative impulse, we encourage and
look forward to a way of li fe where creativity flows
unimpeded by the bars of the prison known as modern
society. Until we can freely shape our personal and
collective environments according to our inherent need for
the Marvellous, and until creative action transforms the
everyday from a submissive routine into an example of
liberated imagination made manifest, we will continue to
provoke the unexpected. For the complete transformation
of everyday li fe, a practice of free creativity, and poetry
beyond the poem,
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Some thoughts will not leave my head though
I try every bribe. Around a thin nuclei all my electrons

circle in a flat shell that speaks cleanly of a woman
in black.  The outward shine of her stifled spirit, li ke planets

wobbled in place, cannot
find reality.

In a rapture of whisper-mathematics and pull -down numbers
the wheels become Trash and the truck's steel jaws etch across

her face.  On the other side is an alley where I meet
an empty aspect.  It wears my soul as a wedding dress sewn

with sequins.  It marries you in every early morning hour that I sit
alone, tasting the vagrant salt on your lips.  I forget to remember your name because

we may not be numbers.  After all , these days leave remnants, the refuse
collects and is carried by rain-water in dreams.

Opening smiles were staged while the acid-washed effort

of science mourned your darkened embrace.  They yawned about
wasted screams while your fought for light.  Keenly held before moth-flight

is the hovering li fe at your thigh; a scene rehearsed into existence.
In a blink of feeling no valley is ever

alone, unheld, unshaken.

A piece of this will li e beside you tonight.  This piece of painted daylight
will hold you.  It is a steady ride, li ke a luxury sedan, not that vehicular death

spent watching lights change.  My aerial view

from an aloof position, aloft.
Kill me.  Toss my body from a great peak of topographical sketches, the blackened stain

in your eyes.  I've no desire for wings, no buoyant thought in
my heart.  I see a short talk, repeated two or three times.  Afterwards,

at a reception, I suffer a dream; witness a seamless web
of electrodes and news. It is a room too small for humanity.  It heart cannot stay
apace as you lay out a tale of forlorn.  An ominous story of what might be pieces

culled to make a point, to promote discussion, to cajole.  Given this chance
to still t he unrest gathered within our touch, I wonder how many mornings until

we awaken at your height?  Wonder if we have the faith to be

what we are.  Performance pieces that represent scientific principles.  The enactment
of subtle vibrations.  Nor more flower-child hallucination, no cocaine-wired

vision, nor acid-splashed day, this rumination has weight.

A conflict resides between animal instinct and the recently acquired human
consciousness.  It cannot conceive of the things that it does

while our voices crack, our breasts enlarge, our testicles drop.  I will
always tell tales of li fe and decline every chance to li ve.  This ritual of pain,

the violent void

of emotion.  A calm and level head.
My brain in a cloud.
All this vacuous talk.

These moments laid out in a seamless web of rain-water
and dreams are alone with the vagrant salt of my lip.  We forget to remember

your name because it is a tale of forlorn without answers.  The pulled numbers
and your face at the other side of this alley wears a series

of yawns.  While we wait for light and natural smiles, the predator studies
prey and I have become a wedding gown sewn of pelicans.  Save me

as I plummet toward a solid accelerator, that triangle
folded into li fe.  A slight stun and a piercing of flesh; the teeth sunk
deep.  The beat of a jugular.  A mouth full of my blood.  Afterwards

I suffer a dream; more an idle scene of an ominous story keenly held before
this blink of unfeeling.  No valley is every alone, unheld,

unshaken.  They marry you
in every early morning hour

that I do not.
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Mouth of the ravine
and an alluvial fan

crows rose from cradles
we began working quill wort

We swayed on sea legs
having just moored

water doused the thwarts
our whole craft now swallowed

Our hands opened out
all the masts stepped

each sailcloth bled
at the sun's last streaking

There comes a red shift
a celestial body recedes

momentary ill usion
until new light catches

Each oak expands
ring by annual ring

the bats' radar bounces
from danger to nectar

Between basalt columns
and black glassiness
voices curve round

a post axial turn

Who's to stop cell dividing
of this inverse moon

lunae lacrimae passes
from one mouth to the next

We burn each know
and threat the waves

plot with a compass rose
and fanned out wings

Amy Trussell
Santa Rosa, CA
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for Sandra Maria Calvo & Maria Mazziotti Gill an

although it is true I have been ªamericanº for six and four and three generations
I have been irish and german      jewish and arab      spanish and african     far longer
my roots there in europe     the middle east     nord afrika and the mediterranean

(across an ocean twice traveled and even more removed)

are much deeper     stronger     thicker
than these mere branches     thin and weak     shallow
and overshadowing the ground upon which I was born
check the soil below     they run for miles
those above     their distance measured
in only feet and inches

(perhaps it is best this way)

in winter the leaves fall
the thin branches grow thinner     gnarled and grey
matching the sky above     indistinguishable

(to some the tree would appear dead)

luckily
there are still t hose 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 beneath the surface and
who still dare

to dig.
(previously published in The Hammer)
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for JV

my love for u es multili ngue many-tongued washing
over us with each wave of appreciation this gift of

sharing u n yr body with me wetness n warmth
heat hot springs from the ocean floor always

returning wave upon wave of undulation
always finding ourselves on each

other's shores with no course
back nor wanting any

nor wanting any

(previously published in Minza)
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Excerpts from a work in progress

Sun opens its bleeding eye over the city;
transfuses a stream of gold into cold
veins of concrete and chrome
until the body stirs, coughs and spasms.
The gullet and craw start to clatter.
Drivers of the dawn, hard-assed and coffee-stoked,
the deliverers, hustle trucks littered with raw produce:
with torn leaves and earth-encrusted roots
with bloody slabs that hang and sway
like the garments of a flagellant.
They careen down half-lit streets in haste
before the arteries congest with high noon fumes
of industry and information.
Primordial, bleary and brimming, they bring
the land's answers to the city's cry
like a mother waking to feed her child.
The bowels of the city's churn and ripen
as garbagemen rumble along on their trucks,
slow ponderous ruminant beasts.
Twili ght scavengers emerge
to rummage and salvage in the back alleys
where Capital lays its waste.
Behind Multinational Flower Mart,
a woman from Vietnam
picks through the rubble as carefully
as a Red Cross nurse at a disaster.
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 puddles
in her yellows and revels and pinks;
reflects across silver screens
to rise refracted and suffused through rippling purple curtains of
glass.

Hidden sensors monitor the scene
and the streetlights all shut down
with a single city-wide Click!
While one by one, in solitary cells,
the houselights go up on each lonely drama.
Alarms ring out - disjunct cries of emptiness.
Adam untangles himself from sleep.
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 still t hrobs in his veins
2nd - the music still beats in his ears.
3rd - the taste in his mouth
4th - the scent on his clothes
and his hand touches ground
and the music from the radio has no pulse.
Then he counts back each sensory bead
as if they were his last holy aspirins:

- the musk that clings to his face and neck
is spicy and earthy and clean,
next - a longing on his lips,
next - a pulsing in his head
and back again -  the wine ruts into his brain
and last night kicks in. 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,
cracked and crazed
by shafts of the morning light.
The walls of buildings are inscribed
in fractured calli graphies.
Parked cars are rusted down to the wires.
Plastic splits open; trickles viscous brown
down the cloven sidewalk
where a man sleeps like a broken doll .

. . .

Down at the heart of the city
a grizzled old man sprawls like a lion,
asleep on a park bench:
Shadow Warrior, Demiurge and Destroyer,
Hidden Master of the Town.
He dreams in sunlight and water.
And the light outside when his eyes spring open
and the light that shines from within
are one and the same
and he creates the whole city anew:
skyline, street signs, the park
where men live under makeshift plastic,
traff ic,
a thousand paths crisscrossing
on seemingly solitary errands.
He performs this routine miracle every morning.
He breathes in. The world fill s his lungs.
He rocks side to side, exhales,
centers himself exactly where he is
to meditate on his morning song.
He listens to the noise
because cities all have their rhythms.
Each one has its own jazz.
He hears:
Lovers screaming at each other.
People arguing with shopkeepers.
People shouting to the sky at no one.
Dogs fighting.
Brakes screeching.
Tires squealing.
Sirens waili ng.

(Continued on page 28)



28

Radios blaring.
Boxes clanking.
Jackhammers pounding.
And he weaves them into his song:
ªJack hammers, jack hammers, hammer away
dig up our dead father's bones.
where we planted them under the sidewalk
of the charnel house where he worked.
I hear people whispering
as they gather at corners,
as they pass in the hallways,
about that righteous doctor's
practices and appetites
and his strange silences.
I hear the rumors of a creature
of our discarded flesh,
spawned from our fears and desires,
powered by our dreams.

. . .

I'm scattered to the stars and wind.
I'm the statue in the park.
But the reign of legend's ending
and the market's opening up.
They'll be setting out the stalls
to sell dreams for drunk philosophers
“ Good weed, man? Downers? Uppers? Nose candy?”
and assorted body parts
for transplants or souvenirs.º

Christopher Shill ock, Minneapolis

(Continued from page 27)
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THE NUGGETS OF WISDOM
(NOW) GENERATOR
Create your own profound
philosophical sayings!

Sometimes it©s hard to come up with
thought-provoking comments.  Well ,
worry no more - the NOW generator
is the answer!
Grab some dice, then:
-roll 3 dice on table A to start the
phrase.
-roll 3 dice on table B to finish the
phrase.

Table A
3 Peer into the darkness,
4 When we accept nothing,
5 Look beyond reality,
6 Within the order of chaos,
7 When we accept the lie,
8 On the sea of wisdom,
9 Within the mind of the beast,
10 When we forget God,
11 Within thyself,
12 When we reveal the soul,
13 Behold! The cup is empty,
14 Within the prison of freedom,
15 On the path of despair,
16 In the halls of confusion,
17 When we accept everything,
18 Within the dark forest,

Table B
3 ..what is the value of hope?
4 ..there is no room for cake.
5 ..the laughter continues.
6 ..there is much we should ignore.
7 ..the turtle dies.
8 ..we learn the value of fruit.
9 ..thoughts are like worms in the
sand.
10 ..what is the sound of the sky?
11 ..all of the answers are questioned.
12 ..the mists of truth are thicker.
13 ..the liquid has gone.
14 ..fate will have its© fun.
15 ..the noises in our minds will end.
16 ..everything seems beige.
17 ..the old man dances.
18 ..will it be damp?

graham@syn.demon.co.uk



29

1LJKWP DUH�LQ�WKH�1XGH

by Don Feigert

Okay, I sleep naked, but that doesn©t mean I©m hot stuff
or anything.  It doesn©t mean you©ll spot me at the triple-X
cinema with a newspaper over my lap.  Or that I©m
dangerous to your thirteen-year-old daughter.  What it
means is I©m comfortable sleeping nude and uncomfortable
with anything on.  God knows I©ve tried.  Silky pajamas,
boxer shorts, briefs and T-shirt, everything.  But there©s no
way I can really get settled in at night, no way I stand a
chance to get to sleep, unless I jump in between the sheets
buck naked.

I©m thirty-eight years old, by the way, five-foot eleven-
and-a-half, one hundred eighty-seven pounds.  I©ve got curly
dark brown hair, with just a few gray ones creeping in, a
hairy chest and a pot belly, which celebrates my love for
draft beer and cheeseburgers, extra cheese and extra onion,
raw.  Genitally speaking, I©m just your average Joe, so don©t
get excited.  This is not a titill ating tale.  It©s the story of the
time I got caught out in public naked as a jaybird and just as
blue.  You might think that©s funny, but you haven©t been
there.  Yet.

I©m an ice fisherman, among other things.  I have this
place up in the northern Pennsylvania mountains, Warren
County on the New York state border, where I get away on
winter weekends from people, telephones, off ices, interstate
highways laced with deadly trucks and deadlier truckers,
paperwork, and bosses.  I go alone.  Always.  Try it some
time.  Walk out on Wappasening Lake or Brokenstraw Pond
in the Allegheny National Forest, where few people live.
Do this in January, when the ice is one foot thick and the
temperature©s zero, twenty below with the wind chill factor,
and you©ll have no trouble finding solitude.

I stay out on the lake for hours, dangle jigs and plastic
worms, and catch my share of perch and bass and walleye.
But I©d still go if I never caught a thing.  The fishing©s
incidental.  I throw all of them back.  It©s getting out there
that matters.

When I©m done fishing, I have a woodframe camp to
go to, with a kerosene heater and electric lights, but no
plumbing at all .  There©s an outhouse out back when you
need to take a dump and a spring up the hill for water.
When you have to take a leak, you go outside and piss in the
yard.  I drink a lot of beer at camp and get up several times
a night to squeeze the old bladder.  I©m half asleep when I
do this and don©t even remember the next day how many
times I©ve gone out there, barefoot freezing in the snow, but
numb from the alcohol.  I could count the yellow hosings in
the snowbanks every morning if I really wanted to keep
track, which I don©t.

One time I did notice, though.  My name was written
right outside the front door, yellow ink on white stationery,
the letters crooked and scrawled, like the scratchings of a
littl e kid just learning to write or a left-hander using his right

hand.  It was my name, though, without a doubt, which
tickled me pretty good, especially since I had zero
recollection of how it got there.

But what happened to me happened in Columbus, not
the PA mountains, at a two-day sales meeting the
Monday/Tuesday after one of my ice-fishing weekends.  I©m
a sales rep out of Hubbard, Ohio, a littl e town on the
Pennsylvania border near Youngstown.  We sell
undergarments for incontinent adults.  Don©t laugh.  You
haven©t been there, either.  Mess your pants some time and
sit in it for an hour if you want to relate to these people, if
you©d like to walk a mile in their shoes.

I sell to retail outlets, convalescent homes, drugstores,
discount houses, department stores, and medical clinics.
Business is good.  There are more people out there with this
problem than you©d ever believe.  And chances are you©ll be
one of them some day.  So laugh at that if you want a good
chuckle.

Once a month we have a meeting in Columbus, where
our home off ice is.  The theory is you gather twenty sales
reps from all across the state at some hotel and "motivate"
us to fire up sales, ill uminate the company, energize the
economy, all that good old American dream stuff .  What
actually happens is we sit there all day and listen to
managers quote statistics so boring that our brains tune out
and zoom to another reality zone.  My mind skips off to the
frozen lakes and silent snowy hill s of Pennsylvania every
time.

These are overnight meetings, so naturally all the
married guys go out and party like lunatics at night, since
they©re not allowed to act that way at home.  Me, I©m single
again now, I can do anything I want any time, but I always
rush out there with those crazy, raving husbands and booze
like a fool, insult women in bars, break glasses and furniture
if it toots my fancy, and generally make an ass of myself,
because, well , why not and who cares?

This particular meeting happened at the Cambridge
Hotel on Olentangy River Road, near Ohio State.  The
Cambridge is more of a motel than a hotel, with eight
separate buildings huddled in a circle like covered wagons
on the Old West prairie and connected by first and second-
story walkways, each roofed and raili ng but open to the
outside air.

My room was on the upper floor, Room 215.  I©ll
never, ever forget that number.  When I stumbled in late that
night, I ripped my clothes off like a drunken sailor in a
cathouse, jumped into that king-sized bed, and fell asleep
three seconds after I hit the sheets.  That©s me all over.  I
sleep like a stone, night after night, drunk or sober, whipped
or jazzed, it doesn©t matter.  I©ve got plenty of problems and
regrets, but I don©t lose sleep over them.  As soon as I feel
those satiny sheets and cozy blankets on my naked skin, I
fall asleep pronto, then wake up suddenly the next morning
wondering where the hell I am and who.

That night I woke up long before sunrise and found
myself standing in the snow outside pissing in the bushes.
There I was, darkness all around, Old Peter in hand, hosing
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figure-eight patterns on the shrubs and cedar chips.
What the hell i s going on, I thought at first.  I looked

around and actually laughed out loud.  It©s one thing to piss
off a porch in a forest where only deer and squirrels lurk and
look and another thing altogether to stand out here in my
pink skin suit in a city of half a milli on people and shake my
weewee at the Cambridge Hotel winter landscaping.  And
how©d it happen?  How did I stumble down a sixty-foot
hallway, descend a flight of bitter metal stair steps, and bop
out the door into frigid Midwest winter without waking up?
This is crazy, I thought, and laughed again.  But seconds
passed and so did the humor when a winter wind blew up
and tweaked my nose and nipples and shriveled my
appendages.  What do you do now, you idiot, I asked
myself.  What will you do now?

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

I©ll smash my fist through that glass door, I thought,
and get inside quick.  It was maybe twenty-five degrees
outside; my skin was getting tight and turning blue.  But the
door looked thick and tough to shatter, and it was wired for
security; you could see the delicate lines on panes of glass.
Images of flashing sirens, wicked scattered shards, and
rubberneckers glaring at my naked, bloody skin discouraged
me.  I had to get in that god-damn place.  But what could I
do?

I looked around and calculated.  There were eight
buildings in the complex, not just this one, and each had
entrance doors at both ends.  Sixteen doors, sixteen
opportunities; maybe somebody left one open!  I took off
running, accelerated by new hope and a physical plan of
action.  Imagine a thirty-eight-year-old naked salesman
scampering in and out of lights and shadows, sprinting
through snowy courtyards gripping his privates with both
hands, dashing down sidewalks freezing his sill y ass off and
stopping sixteen times to throttle door handles.  You may
think that©s a funny picture, and I do, too, I guess -- now.

And what would I do, I asked myself, if I did get into
one of those buildings?  Wander down a corridor offering
nothing but warm carpeting under my feet and locked doors
in my face?  Even if I somehow broke into my own
building, I still didn©t have a room key or a burglar©s tinker-
tool tucked anywhere on my body, so what could I do?
Huddle naked in the hallway all night and pray for mercy
from some housekeeping angel next morning?  Or bang on
slumbering doors until I searched out one of my company©s
other sales guys, or maybe luck into some lost and lonely
woman, who knows?  I risked ending up in a police station
instead of a warm bed that night, but I was desperate!  All
the doors were locked.  What could I do?

That©s when the answer came to me.  The obvious
solution.  The only unlocked door.  The only sure way in.

The front door, that was the way.  The hotel lobby,

with its front desk manager, was open and available all night
long.

I considered.  If I barge right in on all those brilli ant
foyer lights, I©ll be instantly exposed but safe from the cold.
I might only have one person to deal with, the night desk
manager, a professional, perhaps, who©s seen 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 a woman behind that desk all night, would they?  So
what©s the worst that could happen?  The guy might shoot
me or call the police.  If he shoots me, fine; I©ll get a comfy
hospital vacation and hope they let me sleep in the nude.  If
he calls the police, well , hey, they have heat and clothing at
county jails (I know; I©ve been there) and what could this
whole deal cost me?  A few worthless days out of my li fe?
A few worthless dollars out of my account?  So what?

That©s it, I told myself.  It©s settled.  The front door,
and do it now.  Still , I hesitated.  This thing required
courage, and I was no hero.  A winter breeze kicked up and
frosted my backside from head to heel.  I shivered violently
once and started moving.

I prowled toward the front door, slipping in and out of
moonlight like a night-hunting panther stalking prey.  Near
the entrance I spotted a trash receptacle and pounced on it,
began rooting around in there for something, anything, to
cover up with.  I snared a white paper bag big enough to
hide my frontal stuff at least and show that I was trying to
get decent.  Not until the next day did I discover that this
was a Burger King bag with "Home of the Whopper"
printed bold in bright red letters.  Can you believe it?

I hovered in the shadows near the entranceway and
yearned for courage.  It was a man in there behind the desk,
I could see that much.  So what are you waiting for, I asked
myself.  Your fingers, your toes, your everythings are
turning blue.  Get in there!

But still I faltered.  What will I say to the guy?  What
could I possibly speak to show an open-minded desk clerk
that I was innocent, pure, chaste, framed, a victim of freak
circumstance?  I made up explications in my mind and
began rehearsing them.  Then my brain went blank and I
burst in through that door and sprinted toward the
registration desk.

"Room 215!" I yelled as I galloped through the empty
lobby, left hand clenched on Burger King bag against my
groin, right hand waving madly overhead, like a first-grade
kid who really knows the answer in class or really needs the
boys© room pass.  "Room 215!" I yelled.  "215!  215!"

The night desk man looked the gentleman-type, with
seasoned gray hair and glasses, no rookie for certain.  He
gave me one good look and analyzed the situation instantly.
I saw the realization brighten his face:  no robber, no rapist,
no pervert could ever act this helpless and stupid.  He
smiled and reached down under 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.

I grabbed that sucker and ran.  Like a madman I ran,
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li ke a death-row inmate given last-minute pardon and passage through the outer gate.  I dashed down a hallway and up a
flight of stairs toward my room.

Thank God, I thought, as I sprinted down the 200 hall , this terrible nightmare©s almost over.  I©ll shout for joy when I
get inside that hotel room.  I©ll flop down on my knees and kiss the carpet.  I©ll yell .  I©ll pray.  I©ll scream.  I©ll dance.  I©ll
sing!

But the minute I closed the door behind me, excitement disappeared.  Stress and tension faded.  Exhilaration vanished
like a ghost.  There I was in my warm littl e room, and everything looked normal, mundane, drab, conventional,
disappointing.

My king-sized bed, with sheets and blankets rumpled back, beckoned.  Yesterday©s gray suit sprawled limp across the
reading chair.  My battered briefcase leaned against the bedside wall .  The bathroom door peeked open and there on the
shelf sat my old famili ar shaving kit, half-open, toiletries strewn about.  Everything looked ordinary, unexciting.  The long
minutes of freezing terror I©d just lived through passed like a dream.

Now what do I do, I thought.  This was an event in my li fe.  It was real, it was dangerous; looking back, it was almost
fun.  And nobody knows about it but me.  And the night desk manager, of course.  He©ll have a story to entertain his cohorts
with in the morning.  Maybe I should call somebody and tell the tale.  Maybe that might bring the feeling back.  But who
would I call?  Who©d believe me?  I hardly believe it myself.

Suddenly my face formed a grin.  You sill y goof, I thought.  You sill y, sill y goof.  The grin expanded and soon I was
laughing out loud.  I laughed and laughed, like an idiot, standing naked all alone in my littl e hotel room.

Then I stopped laughing, smiled, shrugged, shook my head, and tossed the Burger King bag toward the waste can in
the corner, got down between the covers and fell asleep in one minute.  Four hours later I woke up and lay in bed with both
eyes open, wondering.

I do not write poetry to communicate.  If you want to
communicate something to someone, write them a letter, post
a manifesto in laundromats and on telephone polls, or call a
talk radio show.  More people will receive your message than
read your poetry.

I do not write poetry to describe things:  a perfect day, a
flower, my grandmother's warm cookie-baking kitchen.
Artists who paint pictures of flowers end up selli ng their
work out of trucks in a K-Mart parking.  Dancers who act
things out are mimes.  Other artists have figured out ways to
express their vision without strict description.

You say live in the world, engage it.  The world around me is
too cynical for hearts and flowers and pretty littl e words.
They are too hardened to wars and hatred and have been told
for too long that they are racist, materialistic, and worse.
They have already stopped listening.  There are in my world,
however, new things, new metaphors, new forces shaping our
understanding that the poets who came before us could only
dream of and could not utter without being thought
ridiculous.

The Surrealists said write from the subconscious.  I say to my
audience, read from there, too.  There is more to this world
than what your waking mind occupies itself with.

Readers do not need every detail and subtlety told to them.
Television fill s in all the blanks, leaving us empty of
ourselves, our own intellects, and our own private thoughts.
The counterrevolution will be televised.  And it will be
blared from loudspeakers atop light posts downtown intended
to pacify hoodlums.  The longer you are kept outside of your
own head by your walkman, your cell phone, and the milli on
other things trying to fill you up, to fill i n all your blanks, the
more estranged from yourself, your god, your hopes and
desires, etc. you will be.  By not drawing an exact picture for
my readers, I want them to rediscover how to fill i n their own
blanks.

When the reader or the audience fill s things in for
themselves, the have become engaged in my work, put
themselves into it, and THEN and only then, have I truly
communicated with them.

For all of these reasons, I do not write narrative or
descriptive poetry.  You will never see a plot in one of my
poems.  You will see one or several central thoughts and a
flurry of images winding themselves around those thoughts.
Maybe they'll make no sense to you.  Maybe you'll scratch
your head after you hear them, but hopefully, they will keep
you puzzling.

Laura Winton
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The first thing you notice is the increasing amount of traff ic when you get closer to the beach  people so many people
packed into cars bodies stuffed into truck cabs like sausages surfboards strapped to roofs with brightly colored bungee
cords and you can smell the exhaust sweat feel the anticipation and anger in the air as people drive offensively trying to beat
everyone to the already full parking lot when you get down to Atlantic ave the traff ic thickens and begins to move like a
1980s video game across the screen slowly cross traff ic trying to reach the goal frustration increases as you see the lines
formed at the municipal parking ramp a tiny concrete monument to virginia government so you angrily swerve out of the
traff ic nearly killi ng everyone inside the car and hunt for free parking Amen! up and down up and down tiny residential
streets lined with car after car no parking between 8 pm and 6 am until l abor day no parking either side NO PARKING NO
PARKING NO PARKING by this time someones nauseous in the back seat car sick and you scream screw this! but you
think no we cant go home after all this what about the sand the waves water gently lapping at my ankles and then like a
miracle an it happens you feel the tension ooze out of the car in its free parking space as everyone grabs their bags ready to
meet the ocean and car traff ic turns to human traff ic and claustrophobia surrounded by strange human flesh weaving in front
of behind to the side of you your eyes but out open wide and a nervous twitch sets in you move faster ducking dodging
literally leaping for the shore the smell of sea salt and fish pierces your nostrils 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 smile on the face tapping the steering wheel to the beat
watching the clouds roll by across the darkened sky an internal ode to the bright orb full moon against the night curtain
canvas alone wishing for a lover driving on the tar towards the crisp tan white sand that will sink beneath your feet leaving
your feet leaving the prints of your existence behind you to be erased by time wind sand or the prints of another walking by
you jogging to the shore moonlight glistens on the
black blue ocean like sunlight on ice rippling across
the waves and you roll up your pants hurriedly trying
to reach the edge of creation you're there and there is
no one else the waves break to the shore and circle
your body covering to your knees and you are wet
with the elements wet with things which have existed
since time began through time and it washes back
into the vast ceaseless tide playing racing with the
waves trying to avoid being drenched too high and
the ocean always works as the rolls of your pants
become damp you look back to see your footprints
they are there perfect and being washed away you
feel the sand fall away beneath your feet and tiny
creatures brush against them the sound is
indescribable unnecessary to try so you imagine the
woman you want standing next 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 up and down the shore
wondering where it all went wrong how it happened
why it is this way and knowing it never gets better
and you keep looking out at something that never
really ends and there are no answers but it's beautiful
and you want to share it

<<ou live in the luxury of philosophy.
God's children at worst being spiritual have stopped

praying for possession, commending the souls of
unwakened children.

Dogs without a pack
rake their tongues on stone hands
brick faces while you come and go like the sunset
looking for plausible heresies to burn
into your new disciples.

Just because I cannot speak doesn't mean I am a blank slate.
Your touch does not prove me real; your words are

worthless currency pennies archaic excavations from pot
belli ed pig carcasses.  Can you hear me
when I am not speaking?

My hands fall exhausted asleep trying to read your braill e
eyes to reveal what was never there.  I thought I heard
you speak of my self, whisper my secrets into the pauses.

We have confused fondness with friendship bathed in ashes
penitent your words are an afterburn    a sunspot on my
ears.  Do I lack the courage to survive your silences when
you come back from the mountain empty handed?
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