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Wm, Vo ioren Whaslep

After Readiig Walt Wiitman,
I Guet a Burgen

Red tabletops glesning

with the effort o ur immigrants, outside
through the crysal-clear door

purpie squeegeer churelh: windows
wholly gleaminy

Tomorrow the loly (host in a rapture

may pull the sfock rmarket out from under s,
80 esch patrer takes thetr meal with hidden,
reverent gratiude, esch soul rising

ke soda in gstraw.

No'es on Barcelona

Las Rambls I8 filled with idess

and thiavss, and fish.

Tomorrow iz St. George's day.

Ths men vili receive books and the women
roses; ths ceramio dragon of the umbrella shop
will see ¢verything, and write nothing down.

Across tie city, Bgon Schiele's skinny porno
waits under track lighting

and And-es Tdpias cashes a cheek

for mor: paint and cardboard.

How ficlds art 18, and how arotie that is.

Yot I doy't understand why sl cetlings

aren’t Cgudi's, or his colunn angles

gvery cxlurmn angle. Maybe tomorrow I'll think diffsrent.
Maybe, among the hordes, I'll buy a book en architecture.

T hear the booksellars can say goodbye in several languages.



Win, Yandorer Whesiep

7.2 Booksbore

{ eome ko fromn the rain and read that

Greenlangd i3 80% ice. Apparently the U.G. Coast Guard
during WWI made their presence known.

They stormed a shack and capiured

3 Garman lteutenant while he was making coffee.

Afier thay set up camp, winter came and

troops tunneled through snow from barrack

%0 barrack. One spring morning & private casually

stepped out of his front door and the wind

shoved him againet a wall 20 feet away, breaking both arms.

Tha shipe would capsize if {ce wasn't broken

from the deck and raillngs every & hours.

On page 18, a commander

masveled at his men unloading shark meal, whose steneh
could be smelled for miles, They held to the frozen ralling
with one hand, while the other bled as shark skin

cuk through thair gloves, windtesrs freezing cn thelr cheeks.

The pain of others never ceases
0 amazse ms. I simost regret

I have never had to biresk

off snot-cleles in order to speak.

But une time at an avant-garde film festival [ saw fooiage teken
by an Icelandic video artist of Gresnland's coast,

bordered by ioebergs the natives eall fories.

It was 80 beautiful

% msde me want to cry.

The ice shimmered blue, like a glistening scuipture of whale fat,
or what I imagine whals fat to look like.



Tom Clark

The Lost Motel

The bagk of the claim check had a small, amateurish cartoon drawing of
what looked like oriental birds that alternately symboiizad life and death,
depending on the time of day you looked at #. The light in that Dar never
seemed anything but & dull gray-brown, anyway, and all you souid ges
out of the one window was the bend of the river, which provided no
evidence of which way the boat was golng to go once It gob underway.

Premonition

A duli red image of the moon crawied through
Tall grass like an uneasy snake, unwinding

What would come to pass and time to come reckon
In widely parted hours on some outward lake
With rocking canoe and subdued loon echoes,
And how you, incognizant of that future

In which the stars would expect you to fesl them,
Looked up at pink sunrise with eyes full of sleep
And spoke a8 to & trusted campfire friend

The wind pustling in the aspens might have

Sat down and tefked with us, and we rose

By moonshine, doubting not that day wes near
For scon the noiss of noon filled the whole woods
With a lght of sense and awful promiss

Removal

As sand sucks at the beach

aword doubled  back on itself, recolling
from the beauty of the universe

alighted liks a sengull

on a differant plane



o 1. Gonrad
Poasible Rooms

1.
She 15 thinking
inside this room and
It was summer,

2.
Sun slats from west
windows fall on carpat.
The lake stands hot and dark;
clouds gather formationa
over the further shora.
Ha lights a cigaretts,
colors the night orangs
3 point at a tims.

3.
Lapse. The music is
fllled with blus notes, nothing
grean. Fingers irace contours
of grass, the tres etched
halfway up the hill.
The night is a lantern.

4.
Someone has turned off
the fountaln. They find & towep
tiled in blue at ths adgss.
She wants to hids,
is thinking here?

8.
Hight in the city,
rainbsats panel chopry walla,
The waiter asks if they want
another sign. Why?
Signs are everywhers: ot sides
of buses, on wrists, writien across
the white muge lined in rows
on the back wall,
scrawled in chalk on tha manu.



.5 Uoarad - - Possible Rooms, oon't

8.
I must bo the wrong
streei, hougs, fingsrnail
She eats with abandon,
devours shests of musie,
& fowr keys from the piano
which taste like white
chosolate. Remember:
this is not your Hfe.

7.
Beplamber corass hearing
& handful of yellow
ginko leaves. She remombers only
the way waior ssepsd
into the frayed edges of her jsana.

8.
Ancther sirest and ne alp
In this city, only & vegus aresl
of sandwlches. He i5 & room
and & hand burning ltke incense-
elowly and with no remorss.
The door always locked,
a hundred loeked doors,

2.
And ehs is ihinking,
sh# room has dissppeared,
There is spacs silding
away &t the doorframs where carpat
ghould be, where anything
wight be and isn't.
Who Is in the courtysrd?

10
There 18 & Mack dog.
8he is with sowmsons and
cannot maks out his faos, knows only
that he wears & sweator,
But aven this
is not true. It is a birthdey;
e woars a i-shiz.
Whose bipthday?
Whee are ths others?



J 1. Conrsd - - Possitizs Rooms, son't

1L
The blagk dog continnes
trotiing across the courtyard bricks.
6he thinks he tried o climb
the wall of the chureh.
But this moment
has not been lived.
The courtyard i8 dry, its archss
falling. The doms collapsas,
is bullt up agaln.

12
Ha does not see
any of this, says it will pain
on Friday. The paims
along the avenue grow higher,
whitan and spread Hke dandelions,
blow eway. The busss
kesp running and fallen oranges
release & sweel sosib
when srughed under the tires.

13.
Who 16 that man?
He 18 wearing black.
In the room there is & small
transistop radto. She
will call for help, but the grass
has grown too high; ehe has leaves
for gyes. The musio
she thinks inust hava stoppec.

14.
1t 18 derk and oracks
yawn, recede.
They ride an hour on ihe frain.
Or maybe it 18 not
really a train but @ anake
and they are inzide the ribs
glowing yeliow.



Arny Bobbke

Wowman on & Poro!

in bilowing mid-afternan heat

she pulls a maastve gree: panal

of cloth from » bucket, a Lokek

the oratge of a0 ovangs, th sonirast
sharp, delicious. With a bact a8 roted,
45 ronnded a8 a roling pizishs pins up
e seaond panel, sach plet s8wWn

to a shear white panel. Shaisbors
with another, and another,2ach & web
Aark rag st the start, each , greab
gresn flag when she's done - great

green fiags in a row. the wiie
nackdropping thele sad gresq,

thelr sullen hue. Pechapa noone

in the neighborhoeed will tak: nots

of the bistersweet solory coliving

the shy afiernoon sky. She pills out
snother plece thas's sopping, welght!
ping It up, 1ets it irop. Wind ghufen
netwesn them, Outifally, lifting the w8t
grean, then the white. Even with 6 eolor
1fhing up, ke » dancer, 16 gover

the soushern sdge of & cloud, valte
mizing {a, geeen Sin00Shing over sKy,

oo one in the neighborhoo: 1akes note.



Aray hitke

Susarmah

I wag on my way i my indbher's,

snd your i, shir! sh and womaniy,
drifted acroas the radio J1e 5 carcse,
like 5 deft kigs. I siayed i the car,
waiting until your jot fuige suniiae volce
waa done piling i «n. No stralniag,

na pretending. Your slgiers ave gonsg -
Ella, Carmen ~ bul no white gl

sang like you, nars of ‘am,

Your renditions »g additlons

$o our lives, scenes

we cannot desc ibs curashyus.

And weren't wi fools

not to pus you in the Hmeight,

in the spothigila of all one cltiss.

Hear them? “hey ory oul for you.



Rhends Dean Robison

two travel poems

one. on the ledge
{of the grand canyon)

a damn tour-bus of tourists telking
at ones {n foreign languages
isughing

in the same

cacophony of hawks

squawking

all balking over
one fur-squirming prize

falls
in frames frozen faster

than the follow of {sathers

that  hollow

down



Rhonda Daan Robloon - - two tPavel poams, oon'y

two.

this land is ywur land
(& road trip;

from lafaystie louisiana
to the outer banks of north carciina:

modonald's turger king gracker barrsl wamart

modonald'y turger king crecker barrel walmart

modonald's burger iing  cracker barcel  walinart

modonald @ burgerking crackerbarre! walmart

medonald’s burgerking erackerbarre! walmart medonald's burgerking crackerbarrel walinart
meconal’ shurgerkingerackerbarreiwalmart modonald'sburgerkingerackerbarrelwalmart
mcdona‘;dsburgexﬁdngcrackerbmeiwalmartmcdcnaidsburgerkir@crmkmbm'ei ralmartmedorial
dsbmgerkmgcrackerbarreiwa}martmcd«:emldsburgerkmgﬁrackerbarrelwa.hmartmcdenaldsburger
kmgcrfwkerba/'relwe.lmartmcdons.idabu'fger};ingc?a,ckerbarrelwaLrnar'tmcdunaidsburgeﬂdngemck
erbwre!wa.lmmrtmmiona.idsburger%ﬂngcmckerbarremalmartmcdonaldsburgerlﬂngcracker
barreiwal mertme donaldsburger



Dense Dehame! -« Jangone, con't (Flanes hreak;

longings. We went oub fo7 prime vio-

Tesns had snatehed o oridit caed from hep rother, who was foob-

ing the it} this time. Tha boya s The table heside us ordered spare 2ibs.

Teene 8aid, “May 19" and teok one. She slid the whols rib

140 her mouth a8 the doys from the neighborhoead

egged Ler on. She sl ous & perfestly clean bune and my gieihood,

whatever was laft of 1t, was gona. I chacksd under the hood

of wy emetions and found a Jealous enging. I thonght her tongue

and s tricks wers only for me. T would have given her o tongue-

laghing but kept thinking how everyone in town belleved Bve saime from Adam’s vib
and all that stupid Bivle stuff. What U the boys figured 1§ out, thed Irene’s nip-
plas and mine hed prassed into each other on nip-

py nights. (My sarents lst her slesp over, and ever when she nippet

thetr Courvois er, they suspected nothing. ) The boys eaking ribs

mignt have beaten ua up or told the whole school. My nip-

plag hurt feor: the raw plercings that alpped

and tucked sgainst my bra. Under the table, { elid my foot

up Irene's Isg, cold and unvesponsive &g & parsnip.

1 wondered Wity che was ignoring me. § wanbed b0 wip

this problem in the bud so when the boy with hooded

eyes askes me, “Hey, aran't you Jog's girkiviend?” (the bratherheod

of footbali, I suppese...) I peplisd with gusto, “Why yesl” [ was trying to ba snip-
1y, b0 make Jrane jsalous too. But my koogue

folt guilty and false in my mouth. frens retalisted by showing off her tongus

plereing to the boys. Maybe God was abeut Lo yank out my topgue,

maybe 1 wes belng punished for loking the Tui@}‘}l@ﬁ

of both girls and hoys. Teane finully talked o me, coaxing me lute trying her rib
teiolr, sines | knew wiat bo do with a cherey Eﬁ}ét’: The rib Teit a foot-

long in my mouth. I epit it out still meaty, my mangied maidenhood.



Danise Duhamel

Self-Portrait in Bhyming Sleng

I'm artsy-farsty, ac/de, always siumped in frons of the

biube tube. I'm the bee’s knses. I'm e bag with & 2ag. 'm0

culturs wlture with a chest shest, & shopper-coppear, &

double trouble dizzy Lizzy. I'm dale bali, & dond-hiead, an

eager beaver who lixes things even-Steven . I'ma

fat cat fag hag playing footsie wootsie with 4 fancy-nancy

glad lad. We're & gruesoms twoacme going to & funetion s Tuzede Junecticn 'ma
hootchie cootchite who's paid & handsome ransom.

I'm alive ‘cause I dig the

Jive. I've boen known 10 smoke &

killer diller kick stick with g

lame-brain legal-eagle lane from Spokane. I'm loogs 48 & gooss. [ have &
mop-chop. My bsst friends ars twins, Miks and I#e. Though T'm full of majo, “ma
no-g0 nitwit. A nitty dritty no-show. ’'m 2

okey-dokey voly drooly

pigdy-wiggy. I'm o peek frask who sples on my passion ration. I'm g tesn

gueen with a

rootin’-tootin’ pabbit habit. I'm rum-durs,

saki-happy, ekirty flirty. I'm a square from Delawars, a silly biliy who likes a good
thriller-diller. I'm a toctsis-woeotale who talks

ubble gubble. 'm a

virgin-shmirgin with VD. I'm &

wheeler-dealer keeping up with white flight on my walkie-talkie. 'm an

gz-hexed Tex-Mex

yuk-yuk of & yo-yo.

Zodiac-schmodiac! You'll recognize me by my zoot snoot.



Devid Safle
Vaginas and Her's

Decsuss [ 1ave no evidanoe ihat so1nas Are not euphoric

no, my face dossn’t changs
bui, often
when I am soaring & moment reading

& geene 86’3 Upon my Inner eve, & meta-immansncs

for some reasen It is usually s streed
agcompanied by sentimentalized emotion
trat blissful nonetheless
znd wanted

and a shock e2ch time

perhaps i is the 8t. Jobn's Wort
perhaps '8 just aging's wisdom ssaping oub
through or by or In

the frame I ses

Epilogue:
If 1 ewer slip into o deepsr coma
gepecially f I am okdar

promise me one thing: 85, Jobhn's Wort and whisperod fantesiss and 10 itfetimes of dreaydng



Diavid Saffo

To my Iriends that [ have moved away from
I want you te know that T drink s 1ot
of taa. I drink
s ‘;
: mugs ab night to keep me company
ika a conversatlon wonid
like holding hands with her uged Lo Reep me sesurs,
Touching something VAP
reaching
,f
S
.g;
"1
%
2
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