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more than one

ordinary ushers of all-night houses usually don’t

intrude on the users of these dreams but let a particular patron go

with a push or pull, a flashlight in the face, or a word about wakelessness
movies put them to sleep: meter-reading rounds take place in all blues’ bounds,
roses erupt on ceilings above pictures of fields in cinematic seconds flat,

and watchmen in green ride smoke-rings down aisles on guard for the deep

here’s twenty-five at least telling fifty he’ll have to leave

here’s the fast-walk up the damp ramp after--what? a silent delight, a shove?

the futile boom of hardwood door and bones and bones,

eye-opening as an abandoned circus, roused the corners of the house

see coal-black on his knees, holding his nose

see gingerbread, proud avenger of unknown crimes, swear to us who stood there:

“he’s a dog and there’s more dogs in there.”

a pound of dreams of taking leave of powers you've never believed in,
that’s what

our

year-round

revival house

was

at times godard will have us

feel far when near & near when far

one time in a movie i saw a soldier who had never seen a movie

i saw this soldier in vera cruz feeling up a woman bathing on screen
in

sadness

& a little madness

he dived thru the screen after happiness
i

see

him

staring back at us, a double audience

Steve Mitchell







LILLIES FOR NEAL

This time of autumn
catfish nibble

slow and lazy at the hook,
the fly in casting

arches easy in the air,

it is this time of year

old Neal waited

long and narrow

in the lilies

smelling of sun warm beer,

waist high in water

his fingers could feel

a fish a mile away,
breathe life to a hook
making stale bread worm
like fresh bait,

those tales he stole

were hours in waiting

for the line to stretch

and run deep

into the blackened water,

itis here old Neal
would come as a crook
baiting his word
weighted with age
and waited too

for me to bite

on the tales he caught
from the emptying
bottle of bourbon.

James Minor




In The Manner Of Invocation

Poussin, Gellee,

Watteau-- )

So much for thé'landscape.
These are names to change
For a poet’s words.

If his blues and greens

Slice the page

Into sky and sea,

If the contours of his phrases
Encircle the roll of hill

On hill, the blue distances
Wherein the Sycamore sway
like dancers; he does, in fact,
No violence to the spectrum--
Not the violence done by these:
Poussin, Gellee,

Watteau . . .

Whose light splashed trees
Splay color in a shambles,
Torn in a riot from the
Fecund dark--

He tames the leaping colors

Into blues and greens,
And can but cry (if he would more

than cut or circumscribe],

In the manner of invocation, cry:
Poussin, Gellee,

Watteau.

Richard Steele
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DEBRIS

By Dennis Dillow

the}r:lfe;:l!g their eyes on you as soon as you walk in because to
B - to us all there’s security in groups, crowds, even in a
are ju'st aen lYvhen you !(now and they know that your pants
are i lS slick and shiny from constant wear and your legs
Just the 'ong soup bones underneath. And all of them are
at thems&?me bu_t ;ull feel secure because they’re not looking
5 Crue \;)ef. Sitting there praying into cold black coffee and
ovefcoat:] b f)f pound cake, overcoated in July, always the
ining hahfSCdbrous and frayed and brown silky tassels of
ging down from the tails.
thecog::is your turn to sit and you choose a table alone near
usc ~Bavl'mq«er snow-capped mountains and frosty can of
Purple artan sign and dole out a dime for a glass of deep
celing i r}])e,‘ Walylng a full minute before swallowing and
otten la; tecmng it cascade down through gullet, that warm,
our fins e SWellxng deqp down in empty shrunken belly.
Over ‘fOrbg'(ejsz searchmg rltua_lly under your chair, fingertips
Ucous t;1 en braille of nail heads and petrified bumps of
reach abseatl flake off at a touch, but nothing else. So you
adjacen, ‘t?t'y and anonymously below the empty seat of the
“nap th:: air and mst_antly strike gold! You break off with
Stugy for ffoqk-hard Ppiece of gum and bring it to lap level to
Your . d.OrClgn bodies, then your hand slowly up as if to rub
dream ‘TQOWed ghm and slip the gray chunk in sly and
thm:,sy ‘lib a spoiled cat. Takes a while to soften it up but
Pear| Ofacwalys some taste left and you wonder if that tiny
= eWinOOb rubbery taste wouldn’t survive a hundred years
0vercoate§ ﬂy a hundred generations of these gray spectral
chanteq T}:)tsam, the murky backwash of the aimless dis-
- 1he gum is so wonderful your heart skips.

Swirt:
h ve lcrlhng around the wine, bobbing your gum (which you
ey C‘Ve'r‘]y molded within your mouth to resemble an
S arpensdgdel hard pallet and tongue, your judgement
bar, e to severity. Gimpy Freda navigates her bulk to the
that Wit' has legs like masts, one shorter than the other, so
dn You’r e?Ch step her left shoulder lists forty-five degrees
for the ne In constant trepidation that she will never recover
oy c EXt step. Sweat soaked clean through her volum-
Whicp, a?at makes dark half-moons at her armpits about
Wo an w? filigreed tendrils of dried salt. A mountain of a
ith the aroma of a mountain goat, one game leg and

two gamey armpits. She speaks with a spraying, wheezing
stutter in one- and, occasionally, two-syllable words of her
old man whom she claims is trying to kill her by knocking
her up for the twelfth time (the doctor assures her it would be
her last since her uterus and one or two other nameless things
were expelled last time and literally stuffed back in). But she
invariably ends up in her husband’s defense, saying, “Most
people tell me my old man ain’t fit to sleep with the hogs but
I tells ’em, by God, he is too!” Sitting there at the bar she
seems to be a huge gray apple impaled on a stick. Loud and
giggly but cold hearted as a cod; you'd die and turn to dust
before Freda would give you anything short of spit in your
face. Nobody ever asked her for handouts.

You avert your eyes in distaste, study your hands. Creases
at the knuckles black as loam with crud or grit from men’s
room floors where you go rummaging like frightful deep-sea
crab with terrible indentured scythe-like claws of orange iron
clutching, snapping, pillaging for scraps of cigarette, even
risking against condemning conscience to delve into tainted
basin water for a floating panatella prize.

And no use hanging about this place of blow flies and flap-
doodle as you shuffle out into warm mist on a thick July
evening, skies leaden and suffocating and silent as a vault.
Shuffle along with that mercurial affectation in your gait and
know everyone must know it a front because those healthy
glinting eyes bore like hot irons into you as they pass, looking
away at the last second. Little children darting about mothers’
feet like water striders, pointing, grimacing, squealing (the
shitty little bastards) so that you see yourself from far above
grabbing one about the spindly throat with crustacean claw,
brandishing him before the blanching crowd of meat loaf
eaters, iced tea drinkers, shower every night, screwers by the
sovereign schedule of supply and demand, command, corn-
flakes and school—holding this brat aloft before the world of
well-fed, and, shouting thunderous admonitions, quick as a
peck on the cheek bite the kid’s snotty nose clean off!

You've heard of the Salvation Army hole-in-the-wall
somewhere down 42nd Street way, but you've scoured that
section egg shell clean and have seen only wailing fags pos-
turing on COrners, boutiques and bargain stores, pissing
drunks and purloined bicycles, banging doors, dogs barking
and growling and scrabbling in gutters over a spiral of potato
peel. You Jaugh aloud as you study in passing the befouled
prophylactic tacked to great oaken doors of St. Catherine’s
Home for Orphans, probably hanging there all day.



You've smelt the carpeting through open doorway and
rush of air conditioned air from furniture stores, seen pigeons
perched high on city hall portico drop beautiful enameled
globs into old ladies’ stiff silver coiffures and two men push
another man who wore his arm in a sling off the subway
platform.

Remember with a smile the little girl long ago in doctor’s
waiting room who kept farting (cute little pips and puts) and
crying to her mommy, crying because she couldn’t stop
farting. The mother’s embarrassment was monumental,
worth relishing forever.

Been so long and you actually have to give it some thought,
but recall with an awful flash your last meal. All those
stories about bums and creeps ending up in the back room
washing dishes after eating steak dinners. You slip in to a
greasy spoon, flies buzzing about like black hail; the ham was
tough and black around the edges, rubbery scrambled eggs
and tiny glass of Starlak tastes like cold chalky water. You
say with a sheepish smile, well, bring on those dirty dishes,
>cause I must have left my wallet in my other . . . Big bruiser
gyrating, careening in unfathomable anger around the
counter, meat hook hands on you like vices, voice booming
for all to hear and thirty pair of eyes rivet on you to lap up
your mongrel dilemma, those suppréssed smiles rankle even
now, as you are pummeled and sent sprawling through the
doors and skidding on a shoulder outside at side-stepping
feet of people who pause and then hurry on. Shoulder aches
at the thought of it.

Make your way down Husk Street, somehow familiar with
the bleached gray buildings looming against darkening sky,
flanked by garbage can sentries, a remorseless sight. A con-
fusing nostalgia flickers in your head, your heart—a space-
less recollection of beer and salami somehow. Horses? And
then floodgates open and you and old Bronco come back
clear as life sitting in his room dining on salami and crackers
and beer. Belching loud as drums and roaring and drunk. He
had worked in a warehouse and you blew his whole check in
one day and both of you laughed like kids about it the next
morning.

Your feet are suddenly clopping up cement steps and
through heavy metal doors. Old Bronco, by God, now there
was a buddy in need indeed! Been nearly a year. You hope,
you laugh, you go pounding up worn wooden stairs, notice a
black apple core at your feet but keep going, down a hall so
narrow your shoulders nearly rub the walls. Black doors

gleaming slick from naked yellow bulb above. You rap. at
Bronco’s door, phrasing introductory remarks, swallowing

around your gum. A bed creaks and the lick of bare feet off -

linoleum floor from within. “Yeah?”

~ “F.B.L.” you say, and nearly piss your pants in the delic-
tous silence that follows. You are reveling in his consternd:
tion.

“Who?”
“Come on, open up. We got you surrounded.”
“You creeps got a search warrant?”

Hung like a horse, that’s why they call me Bronco. That’s
what he used to say. To all the women and they could take
him or leave him on that note.

Your genitals tighten from this priceless situation.

“You gonna open this door or are we gonna break it
down?” Then you add, “We’ll give you thirty seconds.”

And you hear him say something in a strained scream ?“d
notice with the grin still on your face one, two, three splint~

ered holes magically appearing in the door and sudden ham= =
mer-like pressure in your chest and stomach and you are =g

slumping back against the opposite wall, something wet ai%
sweet coming up in your mouth and then you collapse a0%
fold and slip down like a rended ship sucked down into ©
black soundless waters.

“You bastards had enough!”” And two more shots are fired
through the door.

old )

Af



Differences

Here’s a study. You
And your bust of Lincoln, me

With my paper birds
Hanging together in this small place.

What silver stallion
Dreams we let slip off, become

Listmakers, worrying
The air about knowing eyes,

A mute flock dangling.
But learn to laugh, make colored

Folds dance, plaster head
Shine for feathers flicking dust.

Oh, we warm the room
With laughter til the ceiling splits,

The carpet grows gold
Fur on us unending nights,

The ghosts stampeding
Still about us, whirlwinding

A rush of tethered
Wings, a bronze storm of eyes.

Flora Foss




The Transformation of Acis

I
Galatea’s Story

She let Charybdis comb out her hair
And began to tell a story:

“That I toyed with him to no purpose
but to suit my vanity, or had him
shelved in my parlor with the rest.
of my porcelains-- how much of a lie
is this? He was a bright boy |

who could brook no shelving.

How he stood at the window

on that first day, the sea-shine
glittering in his green eyes.

It was the story of a man and a woman.
He looked at us as if we were
children. It was rude to stare

that way so that I was forced to

look away and fuss with my taffeta.
What did he expect to see?

I was tired of always listening

to his talk of markets and shares,
this is up, this is down.

Acis knew better how to please

a woman. He was so pretty

in his little yachting outfit

standing by the window. . .”

II

It is not wise that Galatea
Relate the story

Since what does she know
Of worlds beyond her world?

The days descend in annulets
Around her wrists

Or follow like a beaded
Chain of pearl.

Her lover fidgets slightly
Crumpling a velvet pillow.

His arm, circling her, seems
Not content to rest there.

He wears a vest of white and in
His eyes the sea-shine glitters green.

She, sitting pretty,
Wears a loop of pearl,

Soft in a loose sheath
Her legs folded beneath,

Her fingers idly at her throat,
Beside him in tableau.

Porcelain sculpture on the
Low-legged table

Of a water-deity sounding
His shell across some sea.

Of what use her slender neck
And arms, but to collect trinkets?

What to her are rough men like mountain®
Ranging over the planet?

And what the commerce of common lifés
The daily score of daily things,

Of dreary afternoons to her,
She in her drawing room?

She is not baited by any question
Long-- for answer simply:

She would let her
Pretty pleats decide.

In all of nature not one pleat
Is out of place.






