




"What is a poet? A poet is an unhappy being whose 
heart is torn by secret sufferings, but whose lips are 
so strangely formed that when the sighs and cries 
escape them, they sound like beautiful music . . . 
And men crowd about the poet and say to him: 'Sing 
for us soon again': that is as much as to say: 'May 
new sufferings torment your soul, but may your lips 
be formed as before; for the cries would only frighten 
us, but the music is delicious."' 

- Kierkegaard, 
Either/Or 



HOW TO KEEP YOUR XYLEM HEAL THY 

Careful manipulation of the situation at hand 
could provide us with a decisive advantage over our 
opponents. Or, do you brush your teeth after every 
meal? Is Tom Jones your favorite singer? Can your 
car withstand a five mile per hour crash? 

If your answer was "no" to any of the above, 
try the following suggestions; a - drink plenty of water, 
keep warm, and take two aspi rin; b - try stamp 
collecting; c - paint your house flourescent purple. 
This way, when your optometrist recommends 
replacing your glasses, you should not be quite so 
scared by lightning anymore. 

Richard Daley is now the "boss" of Chicago, 
and they laughed at Aristophanes. Congressional 
repeal of the federal excise tax could save you two 
hundred dollars on your new car. 

Are you a liberal arts student, or is your pet 
dog losing its teeth? Don't worry. You can get fast 
relief from the pain of arthritis. Therefore, when you 
find yourself in this position , have a talk With your 
clergyman. He will probably tell you that Pitch & Tar 
Associated rose two and a half on the stock exchange, 
to which you can reply that retreads are not as good 
as new tires. Moreover, consumerism is a good 
thing, and aside from merely that, the ancient 
Egyptians wrote on papyrus. ZPG has the answer, 
whereas Patroclus was Achilles' best friend. 

Is your wife faithful, or were you robbed blind 
by the plumber? That's alright, because Kissinger 
has been to Peking. Your clergyman couldn't help 
you? In that case, check your stars, because hitch 
hiking is illegal. Music is like a tree shedding its 
leaves, while Romeo and Juliet were star-crossed 
lovers. However, don 't stop now. In the end, the cost 
of living will continue to rise, even though it was 
Bookshelf in the ninth, with the daily double of 
Garden Hose and Vacuum Cleaner. 

Dennis Meehan 

i will tread softly over those 
asleep on the burning coals 

if they hear my footsteps it wi II 
conclude their unholy ritual 

no voice will echo above them 
no birds song will quiver their 

awakening 

my spirit locked against their cause 
their spirits murmuring in ashes 

i will try to stir their ashen 
death with my joy of light 

i will kiss their parched lips 
and wait for them to open their eyes. 

and when they awaken 
i will give them the trial of dawn 

by Margaret Roncone 

THEJURY 

Who may judge? 

And who may have the conscience? 

What gives a man an equal being of fault and fears, 

The right to judge another? 

When the time comes for man to judge man, 

That will be a time when gods may judge gods. 

by Edward Bowen 



GLASS SHIP 

A voice 
calls to me 

from beyond the reef, 
but someone stole my glass ship, 

Some grinning thief. 

NIGHT {A TIME OF WOLVES) 

The moon 
stalked to its zenith , 

mouth pointed 
towards the heavens 

and sang 
of blood. 

IDEALIST 

I have seen the young knights 
riding steeds of shining flesh 

{and i have ridden swiftly among them .) 

HEAD HUNTER {MANTIS} 

In a position of praying 
clever, clever guise 

for insect slaying . 

by Elvaster Jamal Watkins 



POEM TO ALLEN GINSBERG 

i was laying in a bedroll on the floor 
thinking of your america 
when i had this vision ; 
jesus, dressed in transparent garments, 
wearing a football helmet, 
leaped from his folding chair 
next to god , 
weeping , 
and began beating his head 
on the concrete floor of heaven , 
screaming 
something that sounded like 

why? why? 
or could have been 

stop! stop! 
or maybe just 

fuck you . 
this cat, see, 
(he looked a lot like jesus), 
jumped this plastic hedge 
surrounding heaven 
and with no thought for his life 
took jesus in his arms 
and comforted him 
and caressed him. 
they looked into each others' eyes 
and the love and understanding was real, 
so this cat, see, 
he tried to help jesus back into 

his folding chair 
so he could sit at his feet, 
but the chair kept collapsing 
so he tried to put the chair in a firm place, 
but the chair was sitting on america 
and no matter where he put it 
one leg kept sinking in the mire. 
like, three legs just wouldn't support jesus 
so they sat on the concrete floor 
facing each other 
and the cat, see 
looked jesus in the eye 
and felt humble 
and jesus looked in the cat's eyes 
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and shed humble tears 
in a god-like penetrating voice 
jesus screamed 
i am a miserable fucking failure 
i am a miserable fucking failure 
and blood tears poured from his body 
and bathed the cat 
and he was overcome 
why can't men realize i am them 
why do they make me special 
cried jesus 
his head hung on his chest 
and his american thorns 
a crown of forgotten roses 
tore his flesh 
the cat, see, 
was so overcome 
that he took jesus' hand in his 
and he rubbed the cold hand 
and whispered love 
jesus shuddered 
my message was love 
not love of me alone 
but love of each other 
and they cry to me of love from their stone pyramids 
and they think i am pleased 
and for six days i vomit 
and they cry again 
and they raise their eyes to the clouds 
and see nothing 
and they look at each other . 
and he wretched 
and they look at each other 
with cold stares 
and thoughtless minds 
and they hate . . . . 
and they crucify each other with a look 
or a gesture 
and they fear each other 
and on the seventh day 
they place their burden of fear on me 
on me 
do you understand 



and the cat nodded his eyes 
and jesus rolled and thrashed on the floor 
with the beauty of a small child 
why do they use my message 
to suit their twisted desires 
it was pure and simple 
love was never meant to be complicated 
well by this time, see, 
the cat was beyond himself 
and he still held the hand of jesus 
and gazed into the pool containing america 
the same america that had hate killed indians 

with rotting buffalo flesh 
the same america that had hate killed communists 

with a human wisk broom 
the same america that had hate killed niggers 

with a gentle smile 
and of late 
the same america that was hate killing everyone 

over thirty 
with a hitler hope 
the cat could stand no more 
and he began to tear his rags 
and tear his hair 
and screamed 
america 
go fuck yourself with your with your hate dreams 

and get-even hopes 
and he looked at jesus 
and he looked at his own torn body 
they won't listen to a bearded cat, he said 
but i will talk 
if only to empty mirrors 
and without another word 
he jumped the plastic hedge 
which had turned into laurel 
and in the pool 
his image could be seen in america 
his place 
and jesus looked content 
and laid on the concrete floor 
and resumed his gentle sleep 

by Peter Monacelli 

Regis Dalton 



when my star has spun itself out 
and its brightness has dulled 
into madness, 

then all my chilling friends 
will bemoan my mind's passing 
into darkness. 

they will smile in misremembered 
recollections of fr iendship 
and i will smile 

that cynical smile they hated 
because they have proved 
my doubts true. 

by Barbara Pleckan 

Summer was your laughter 
and the flashing alabaster of 
your smile 
When you strained beneath the sun 
naked to the waist in gleaming perspiration 
Bronzed immortal 
by solar passion 
Like a triumphant Grecian hero 
returning with his spoils . 

Now the wind is cruel and piercing 
gusting anger sweeps about us 
and the gulls that scream above us 
against the roaring ocean 
know a fierce and savage freedom . 

We will drink the icy autumn 
let the cold air sting our nostrils 
and race like wine through our veins . 

Patti Northrup 

CRY WITH ME 

Cry with me, little boy, 
And know the sweet fragrance 
Of tears on your cheeks, 
And know that you are one 
With nature's sparkling summer rain . 

Cry with me, young man, 
And know that to cry the tears 
Of a little boy 
Is to be that much more 
Of a man. 

by June Felice 

THEN WAS MY GLASS FULL OF WINE 

When moments were like flowers, 

growing on a hillside 

and we picked bouquets of days that never ended 

then was my glass full of wine. 

I remember you as that wine, 

and our lives as the glasses we drank from 

like the glasses, our lives were full 

and then was true happiness mine .. . .. . ... ... ..... . 

by J. E. Anderson 



MADNESS 

The noise, THE NOISE! I shouted. 
Give me room, I can't breath! 
Get away from me! 
You're crushing me to death -
I can't live ... like this .. . 
Only the walls of the empty room echoed my shouts. 
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Talk to me, someone, ANYONE! I shouted. 
Don't you know I'm one of you? 
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Nancy Gambacurta 

Where is everyone? Just touch me, and I'll know. 
Can't you hear me - see me? 
Do something, say anything ... 
Only a sea of empty faces answered my pleas. 

by June Felice 

TRANSCENDENTAL ILLUSION 

It is as if .... 
I am an observer 

a timeless non-being 
an objective non-object 

entombed in a metal fragment of the dream 
solitarily suspended 
in my inimitable dimension. 

Beyond . . . ever beyond . 
All is a triplicated infinity 
of unspoiled emptiness. 

Below 
the unfathomable depths 
of iron blue -
power of earthness anchored beneath 
anti-gravitates shadows. 

Midway pulsing 
a ridge of volatile icy red 
strips endlessly 
over the strength of blue. 

Everlasting Above 
a razor - paled blue 
gasps invitingly upward 
away ... into eternal painless 
openness. 

by Cheryl Thompson 



PLEA 

Seaward seeking, 
Childrens' tears flow 
And mingle with the brine. 
And are tossed upon lonely coasts 
Of lost continents 
Where black gulls, 
Cloaked in the filth of forgotten conflict, 
Splash in stagnant tidal pools. 
And the gnarled fingers of the Dreamers 
Poke under craggy rocks to catch at Hope. 
The bombs bursting in air 
Blot out the sound of 
Childrens' laughter. 
And desperate eyes 
Stare out from behind piles of crumpled car fenders. 
Charred remains of empty, non-returnable 
Plastic dreams 
Stand silent guard over rat-infested ghettoes. 
Yet ... 
They tell me it 's not too late. 
When a sadsweetsaxophone 
Wails its story 
And echoes off brick walls of narrow, smelly alley
ways . .. and prisons . . . and tenements . 

Then .. 
Hey! 
Let's scramble to hold onto the Notes 
Which know no lies. 
Let them take us 

High 
above the rooftops 

To where the Breeze is sweet and true. 
And then p 
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us back to earth 

To cleanse the streets 
And even hide the politicians on reservations! 
But hurry, Brothers. 
The tears of the Children 
Are fast flooding the valleys of your mind . 

by Anne Roth 

Robert Ranchi 



JUDGE NOT, LEST YOU BE JUDGED 

Jimmy Rodriguez lay dead not more than 
twenty-five feet from me, the side of his head ripped 
open by an A.K.-47 round . Jimmy Rodriguez, a warm 
human being who never had a bad word to say 
about anyone or anything, not even these Vietnamese 
animals. He was always smiling and telling jokes, 
always sharing his packages from home, always 
being a friend. But now he was dead ; killed by the 
Cong who had opened up from the cave we had been 
sent to check out. 

The rest of the platoon was pouring rounds at 
the cave and I started crawling closer toward it. 
I had only one thought on my mind and that was to 
kill those animals who had killed my friend. With 
an all consuming hate in my guts, I got closer and 
closer to the black hole which sheltered Jimmy's 
murderers. When I was as close as I could get I 
grabbed one of my grenades and pulled the pin. 
I threw the grenade into the cave, all the while 
thinking to myself, "Die you animal bastards, 
die, die, die . . . . " 

The grenade exploded and dirt and fragments 
belched out of the cave. Suddenly, all was quiet. 
I could feel the sweat pour off me as I lay there 
waiting for something to happen . Then, after what 
seemed like an eternity of silence, I got slowly to my 
feet and started warily toward the quiet black hole. 

When I got to the opening I saw three dead Cong 
lying in grotesquely twisted positions. Their clothing 
and flesh were torn by grenade fragments and their 
blood was mingling with the dirt and rock of the 
cave entrance. I went to each one and checked to 
see if any were still alive. If any would have moved, 
I was ready to pump an M-16 slug into him. 

I walked past them farther into the cave looking 
for any others. My eyes were not accustomed to the 
darkness; so, I leaned against a side of the cave. 
The rock felt cool against my arm and the side of 
my face. The air held the smell of explosives mixed 
with the stench of the waste released from the 

bodies of the Cong when their sphincter muscles 
relaxed in death. 

Then I heard a noise farther back in the cave 
and I dropped to a crouch, M-16 at the ready. 
I could feel the cold sweat in the palm of my hands 
and on my forehead . My eyes and ears strained to 
detect some movement or sound among the shadows. 
I heard it again and this time it sounded like a small 
sob coming from a dark area about six yards to my 
right. 

My finger tightened on the trigger but for some 
strange reason I didn 't fire . Then I heard someone 
crying softly and I moved slowly toward the sound. 
I hadn't moved very far when I saw four more 
bodies, a Vietnamese woman and three small children . 
Then I saw her, a thin little girl about twelve years 
old , sitting with her back against the side of the cave. 
I went to her and bent to pick her up and she 
started screaming and writhing , trying to get away 
from me. 

As I lifted her I felt the warm , st icky wetness of 
blood on my arms. I carried her to the cave entrance 
where there was more light and I could see how 
badly she was hurt. Her legs were a mess of torn 
flesh and I knew that there was nothing I could do 
for her. 

She looked at me and I saw in her eyes the pa in 
and terror that wracked her body. All the hatred I 
had felt just minutes ago was gone and in its place 
was emptiness, for th is was not the enemy nor an 
animal. This was an innocent victim of a hell she did 
not create and in her eyes it was I who was the 
animal. With a little shudder she died in my arms. 

by Merica T. Fantigrossi 



J. E. A nderso 

CRY 

You were gone 
Today it rained 

As hard 
As I've ever known 

I missed you 
gray clouds tell 

I reached out 
and felt the rain 

Not like you 
but cold 

Puddles reflected no one 
Not even me 

Barney Goff 

When we are born and live our lives, it 's there 
No matter whether young or old we are 
No matter whether unaware, aware 
It's there for all , to fear, but feel afar 

Children, they laugh , they sing ; they do not know 
What they await a day or two from now 
When all is joy; so foreign to feel alone 
But pass it does, so brief, one night, somehow 

Waking a morn so old and yet the same 
Adults at once because the truth has come 
Blind eyes, adults, arise and make a game 
Of that which hangs above, and thus be numb 

But death which hangs above we all must bear 
Time past and yet to come; it's there, it's there 

Sandy Fuller 



--. ·- -

~ .... ~~ ·~-, 

-- . , .. 

THOUGHTS STIMULATED BY THE MARINE TRUST COMPANY 

the marine trust company is selling plastic money 
and people are no longer made in the image and 

likeness of god 
but 
are begining to resemble the plastic mold 
used to make the plastic jesus 
with that much meaning 

and sperm does its thing in a test tube 
and reproduces 
and introduces 
and further 
fertilizes 
with the smells of hot polymers 

a brain is becoming part of a machine 
lubricating with honesty 
as traditional . . . . . not real 

everyone it seems 
has a hard on for everyone 
or at least something on 
jealously seems to be ranking with . 
or the root word . . . 
of hate 

people compete for the sake of itself 
for color tvs 
to observe nixons bullshit 
and have orgasms in living color 
and hear talk of blue blades 
and the blue heads of blue penises 
to blue to be true blue 

and sexual frustration? 
now termed excedrin headache 
relieved by a glass of water and a pill 
that looks all too much like speed 
but remember 
grass belongs in the lawn 
and 'keep off the grass' an unnecessary metaphor 
and speed kills 
and heroin is the female star 
in an all too western bullshit movie 
where the indians look all too much like niggers, 

or kamikazee pilots or what ever 



and god!! 
you remember god, don't you? 
he's the one who lives in all churches 
the shepherd 
whose son came from seed from some where 
and twisted and turned and flowed for miles 
finally finding its way into the falopian tubes of mary 
there to joyously unite with an egg in flight 
from what? 
and years later to die totally 
only to missrepresented 
not as the castro of israel 
but the god of the jew 
a question . .. 
was jesus patient while he was being nailed? 

all this plastic 
bombs and churches 
lives and deaths 
and your lousy plastic bank 
has the damn gall 
to justify frustrations with money only 

SOLAR HEAT 

A fragment of 
Sunlight, 
Glinting, 
Shimmering in the air, 
Reflected 
Off her black 
Hair, bright, 
For one instant 
Independent 
Of its source, 
A part of 

by Peter Monacel/i 

Her, 
And then it 
Comes from within 
Us both , a 
Glow, 
Filled with the 
Warmth , 
And the living, 
Pulsing ecstasy, of 
Love. 

by Dennis Meehan 



Why do so many people take chances with death , 
but not with life? 

I am sick. 

Sick of girls, boys, men, women, soldiers, politicians . . . 
Let this world just be composed of human beings and 
I am referring to real human beings. 

Not images of subtle embarrassement by young ladies 
who tend to abhor dirty jokes -

Not jolly gentlemen who wobble their heads from side 
to side when telling these jokes and flicking 
cigarette ashes into a little bowl -

Not coy, yet "fashionable" sophisticated socialites 
determined to expose thei r brains and a little 
more leg-

And not the typical married husband whose eyes 
explore and observe every female ass they see 
and then pick up Crisco for their darling wives 
after work. 

Maybe this is real , 

but it gives me diarrhea, 

and I will not believe that the major setting for my life 

was meant to be experienced in the bathroom. 

DEM 

THE FOLLOWER 

Haunted by fear and shame 
He ran, but was followed . 
Always he was followed, reminded by 
The mirror image of his evil life 
Until the man could stand it no longer 
And died in a fit of guilt and fear. 
At last, its job done, 
His shadow was free. 

by June Felice 
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when i make love to you 
i whisper my passion 
for your ears to hear 

tonight .... 
i walked alone 
and experienced the night 
and i made love to the night 
and i whispered to the night 
and it caressed my body 
as you do 
and it raised goose flesh 
as your touch does 
and the night whispered its love back to me 
and i smelled its sweating body 
and was overcome 
and my senses were sharpened 
and falling leaves exploded in my head 
as our moment 
and i told the night this poem 
and the god of night smiled 
and was pleased 
as you shall be 
and you were the night 
and you and i were walking 

10/9/69 
by Peter Monacelli 



Robert Ranchi 

THE DESCENDING OF SPECIES 

i sit, warm and wealthy, and watch 
the pathetic stripling bend in the winter wind. 
i sit, wishing, 
that trees could be uprooted and stored in 
Warm houses, far from the freezing roar 
Of wind and ice. 
Why do we 
Sit warm and glowing while they 

(in their ignorance) 
Shiver and shrivel, their life ebbing. 

But they are reborn in the spring , they tell me. 
Their hurt limbs and aching muscles come alive again . 

But not all. 
Some die. 
Some go to sleep in the fall, dreaming of their 

spring coats - - -
And never wake up. 
But we are a higher species. 
We are above crying for dying trees. 
So don't worry, little stripling, 
When you die this evening, no one will mourn. 

by Barbara Pleckan 



HURTING SO MUCH 

One small dream 
That stays so small 
Nothing to read that's likable 

No one to meet 
Just as you reach out to the world for the aid they 
advertise 

In again 
To the small dream 

They watch you closer 
You are out just a bit 

You pick up a gun and shoot the guts on the ground 
I'm a lifer is cried from the tendons of your vocal cords 

The gun falls 
You fall 
DEAD 

To the prey 
of your one little dream 

DEAD 
You can no longer 
unite the hearts of men 

You blew them apart. 

DISTANCE 

I wrote your name 

on my window 

In the mist 

of the morning. 

It warmed me 

to see, 

together 

again. 

by Deric McCoy 

But nothing can surmount 

the shrouds 

between us. 

The evening dew-drops 

come as erasers. 

by Richard Mallory 

----------

Suzie Quinn 



Will Trout 
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"The time has come," the Walrus said, 
"To talk of many things: 

Of shoes - and ships - and sealing-wax -
Of cabbages and kings -

And why the sea is boiling hot -
And whether pigs have wings." 

Lewis Carroll 




